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My name is Jaffar Billy and I had the honor of participating in the writing of this novel as an author. This project began four or five years ago when I felt the need to write a book in which I would share the word of God through a character's story. One day, after dropping out of medical school in 2019, there I was on the floor, lying on my stomach thinking about what I could do with my life and then it occurred to me to start again to write books, I who hadn't done that for years. So I decided to write my first novel, but it was not Christian. But out of nowhere, I remembered saying this before starting the book: "Lord, when I finish writing this book, I will only write evangelical novels."

It was only in 2022, following certain events in my life, that I realized that this promise that I had made as if nothing had happened had become a burden that I could only get rid of if I was writing a Christian novel. From there, this book was born “My World Needs You, Lord !”

The objective of this novel, through certain preachings, studies and conversations between the characters, is to enlighten certain people on some still unclear points of their Christian life. Of course, I do not claim to say that this book is the ultimate enlightenment, because only the presence of God can be that.

The novel is divided into 23 chapters, almost each of which addresses a point in the Christian life. Through these chapters, I wanted to highlight the confusion that some new converts have about the things of God. For example, chapters 4 and 5 explore fraternal communion as a sure value of walking with Christ, or chapter 11 on identifying the voice of God and that of the Evil One. I proudly point out that the themes contained in these 3 chapters are essentially taken from certain biblical studies covered by my dear pastor, Pastor David Chancy. I had wanted to ask for his help with this work, but in the end, I did not do so.

God allowed me to put an end to this book after years of doubt, which is why I want to thank him because he allowed me to do something for his kingdom. My pastor has this habit of saying that it is inconceivable to call yourself a Christian without having a job, no matter how small, that you do for God. The creation of this book was therefore my work for the kingdom of God, however small it may be in my eyes.

In conclusion, knowing full well as a novice author that this novel will be lacking in much, I still invite you to dive into it with the hope that you will gain from it something useful to your faith and encouragement in your walk with God. I have poured my heart and soul into this work, so it is only natural of me to hope that it brings as much blessing and inspiration to you as it does to me.

God bless you and happy reading,

Jaffar Billy.

PS - This book being originally in French, I had great difficulty translating it into English, I therefore warn of certain inconsistencies found in certain sentences but I hope that this will not prevent you from capturing the essence of the book.
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With my feet and hands crossed in the gray suit that I bought the day before with two months' salary, I watch this man share his “testimonies”, I think that's what it's called. He tells how God delivered him from this, how God delivered him from that. Everyone reacts by saying amen, and I go with the flow. Why not anyway. Logan, sitting next to me with a curious look, shows me the gold watch this man is wearing. I signal ignorance. I know that could mean a lot or nothing at all coming from him. I pretend not to hear it a second time because I feel it attracts the attention of the people sitting near us.

“His watch must have cost him a lot of money,” Logan whispers to me. “I heard he was a deacon. Do you think he paid for it with church money? Without a doubt.”

“I only see your mind twisted here.” I whisper to him in return. “God knows how to reward his servants, do you know that? Very graciously sometimes. Ah, see ? He is saying it right now.”

Did I know what I had just said to him? I was just repeating what I had heard here and there. It wasn't like I had ever consciously experienced what I understand to be God's blessing in my life, either. I just know that if I breathe, it's because of Him, well, basically.

The church finally ends. I liked the praise, the preaching, although I didn't really pay attention to it, but I much preferred the silence at the end. I got up from my seat, greeted two or three so-called colleagues with a forced smile so as not to appear too different, and dragged my colleague out because he was starting to go into flirting mode.

“You have one of those ways of ruining my appetite!” he growls.

“Did it have to be right here? Go hunting elsewhere.”

“I could have at least... ah... forget it. See you at the station tomorrow morning.”

He waves at me and crosses the street to disappear into the crowd that comes out at the same time as him. I really like Logan, but I definitely couldn't let him get a bad name at this church and associate myself with it. I didn't really feel comfortable in this church, but I came anyway. And then... on Sunday, where to spend the morning, I didn't think about it anymore.

The bell across the street rings one o'clock, and my stomach reminds me that I didn't eat anything this morning before coming. My house is a few kilometers from the church and, knowing that most of the grocery stores near my house are closed on Sundays, I take advantage of the opportunity that Logan left without me to buy myself something at home. grocery store across the street. A church right in front of a grocery store...wow.

Superb decoration outside. I go in and find the owner's daughter at the counter. She smiles, I smile. I scan the shelves in the corner of my eye to find something that corresponds to the exact amount I had in my pocket.

Pasta ? Let's go for the pasta. I grab a bag of pasta and go to the counter.

“Pasta on a Sunday afternoon?” The owner’s daughter asks me.

“Technically, there isn't a specific day to eat pasta, Anna,” I tell her.

“Correct... How are you, Eric?”

“Well... as you see, Anna. Look, I know your dad is the mayor and all, but opening a grocery store in front of a church?”

“I have long ceased to understand it myself! By the way, we're having a party tonight at the town hall, you can come if you want.”

“Certainly not ! I just came from church. So go to a party...”

“It's good. Got it. You could have simply said no,’’ she smiles at me as she gives me my purchase.

It wasn't because of that that I didn't want to party, far from it. Besides, I would love to drink two or three bottles in peace, but lately I just like my peace and quiet, just my little space, just my money. Plus, I declared myself an introvert for the last two weeks largely because of my money.

I nod and leave with a serious look. Outside, I turn around and ask her to say hello to her friends for me. She nods and smiles at me for the third time in ten minutes.

Ah, what a beauty, this Anna! I rarely see such beautiful young women around here. I would ask her for her hand right away if she wanted it! But no, I like my... space.

My stomach once again signals its emptiness to me. No money for the taxi, I take the road on foot to my house. Two minutes after entering the apartment, I look for a clean pan among the dirty ones and make some delicious pasta to eat.

And once my belly is full, I throw myself into bed and start thinking about my apartment. This Sunday marks the sixth day since I moved here. My old apartment was in the same neighborhood, but I couldn't stand having the neighbors downstairs wake me up in the middle of the night with their loud music. A thousand times I wanted to use my right as an officer of justice, but what was the point? My colleagues benefit from many things in their daily lives just by showing their badges, but I don't really care about that.

Ah! Speaking of music, it's interesting to note that I don't find the music of my former neighbors any more annoying than the music of this church. The latter are good, I'm willing to admit, but I find them too slow and too repetitive for my taste, probably much too old. They all talk about God but in different ways. Hmm, that's another interesting thing though. These people seem to feel something while singing such songs. Who would want to be like them? Not me anyway.

I get up and stretch my legs between the boxes that I haven't opened yet. I live alone so, nothing to stress my mind. Whether I unpack these damn boxes today or in a few months, it won't change anything.

My apartment has a view of the one across the street and I hate that, I hate the fact that this building is so close to another. Most of the time, I have to close the curtains to avoid seeing the mediocre spectacle that the neighbor across the street gives me every time he is drunk. I know my bottle well but I have never found myself in this state. I got curtains on my second day here, because of that idiot. This guy seriously needs two or three sessions at... church... I don't know why I think that but hey... I don't have time for these personal reflections right now.

It's Sunday, and I'd like to rest after filling my belly, but I have to work this afternoon if I don't want to lose my job. I walk towards the square meter that serves as my office and sit down on the chair that I forgot to dust. From under a pile of files, I pull out the one on which the name “Evelyn Avreuil Astrate” is written.

I open the file and start reading:

“On the night of February 25 to 26, 2019, following an anonymous call from the neighborhood informing the authorities that screams and pleading could be heard loudly in one of the houses in the neighborhood, the police went to the home of the Astrate family. Officer James McSabott, gun in hand, entered the house through the front door, which he found open upon his arrival. Followed by his subordinate, he headed towards the first room in his sight in which they found three members of the Astrate family on the floor: the father, the son and the daughter, bathing in their blood, and the fourth member of the family, the mother, with a knife in hand. The officers asked her to gently put down the knife and...”

“MEOW!”

" Lord ! This cat again! Wait until I catch you one day!”

This cat came into my apartment for the second time today, and for the second time I went to chase it, but it was gone again. Where can he hide in such a closed apartment? I'm seriously starting to wonder about this cheap rent.

Anyway, I don't read the end of the file, because it is essentially identical to hundreds of others. It's clear that she killed her family, and as soon as we find her fingerprints at the scene of the crime, if it hasn't already been done, she will be in for almost 30 years, to say the least, perpetuity. The matter is clear, clear, simple, so I don't see why I should interrogate this woman tomorrow. I hope she confesses quickly and the case is closed without too many complications, because the more she resists, the more work I will have, and I don't want that.

I spend another two to four hours on other files more interesting than this one. At some point, my eyes cry out for sleep. I still have a few hours left, but I'm giving in. I waste my time reading these unsolved cases knowing full well who will end up solving them at the station. Windsar!

I walk over to my bed, fall into it, and breathe in the fresh smell of new sheets. I turn around, stare at the ceiling and wonder if I should pray or not... I nod and turn around to finally sleep.

​

​

​
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In the morning, I don't want to wake up. This morning, like all the others. Every day follows and looks the same for me. Just copy and paste. A feeling of excessive déjà vu.

I stare at the ceiling as if for the first time and wonder if I should pray... but hey, no need. I don't know why that's the first thing that comes to mind. Probably because I see and hear others doing it at church. But, hey...they say God knows what we need before we even ask Him, so what's the point? If that's true, He would know that I need the day to pass quickly so I can go home and rest and... Who says He would listen to a prayer from me anyway? I bet that man who was also praying for closure yesterday, He did.

I go to the kitchen and instantly regret not having left some pasta the night before for this morning's breakfast. Ah, I have some oat and milk left, it will be enough even if I am allergic to lactose. Besides, I don't even understand why I always buy milk. I hurry to eat, take a quick bath, put on the first item of clothing I can reach from a box, grab some money for a taxi and lunch, and leave the apartment.

On the stairs, I finally meet the owner of the building. She's an old lady who seems sane, but who I don't really like. Why ? These awful posters on every wall in the building. We understand that you are the owner, ma'am! No need to put up posters everywhere with your face and the inscription “Please remember that I am the owner”. She messages everyone and annoys me in the process. She comes towards me, greets me cordially, and I do the same with a most hypocritical smile.

“You've only been here a few days, but I feel like I've known you for a long time, my handsome young man,” she comes out of nowhere.

“Ah, I wish that wasn’t the case,” I reply dryly before going through the exit door of the building.

I was told about this old lady before we moved here, and the word that kept coming up was "nosy." Three divorces and seven children who cut off all relations with her for the same reason. The only good thing I heard about her was that she took good care of her cats, better than she did herself.

Outside, I stop a passing taxi. The latter stops so abruptly in a puddle of stagnant water that I almost lost my morning freshness. I get into the taxi with displeasure to make the driver understand his wrongdoing, but the latter apologizes as soon as I sit down on his old-fashioned seats.

“It doesn’t matter,” I told him to show my good grace.

“Oh, but I recognize you,” exclaims the driver. “I saw you yesterday during the service at the Central Church! Ah... I don’t really know where I saw you other than yesterday.”

Oh no. This trip, although very short, promises to be a long one if he decides to talk a lot. I give him a decorous smile and quickly turn my head towards the window to avoid any future conversation. What's more shameful than meeting someone who recognizes you from a place where you're supposed to not appear too much?

“It’s nice to see a familiar face in a taxi, isn’t it?” he asks me.

“Isn’t that so,” I say with a little grimace that goes unnoticed.

“And have you been attending our church for a long time?” 

“Since... three Sundays, indeed”

“And your first impressions?” 

I take my eyes off the road to meet his gaze in the rearview mirror, wanting him to see that I was uncomfortable, but the more I look at him, the more his smile, which I find questionable, demands a response from me.

“My first impressions? uh... well. Fascinating little gathering, much too noisy for my taste–”

“Noisy ? Haha! Are you new to the faith, my dear friend?”

I didn't understand his question and to hide my incomprehension, I took advantage of the fact that he had cut me off to frown, hoping to end this conversation quickly. He understood my silence and remained silent for the rest of the ride.

Finally arriving at my destination, I give him the money and am about to get off when he turns around to tell me he was sorry if he had somehow made my trip painful. I smile at him in agreement and open the door. But as I put my left foot out, I stop. I watch him wait for me to come down, I look at my watch and see that I have at least a good fifteen minutes left.

I am entering into an uncertain conflict with myself, more so than the day I had to choose between entering the police academy or going abroad illegally. Stay in the car and continue a conversation that I find awkward, or get out and walk away from that conversation.

I put my feet back in the car, to the driver's surprise.

“Take a look around the neighborhood,” I said, handing him my lunch money.

Forget lunch! This man had written things on his face that perhaps I should know. So whether he was surprised by my spontaneous action or not, the main thing was that he started this taxi before one of my colleagues recognized me and made me get off to blabber. I wait until he goes two or three meters before answering the question his face asks me through the rearview mirror. Namely: What is going on with this man?

“New...new to the faith?” I asked him hesitantly.

“Pardon?” he exclaims, looking at me through the mirror, before smiling a little. “Well, my dear client, a new to the faith is someone who has only just converted.”

“Converted to what?”

“To the Gospel of Christ or to Christianity, if you prefer. A newcomer to the faith is someone who is taking his first steps in Christianity, someone who is fragile and who must stand firm and be supported so as not to quickly fall.”

“Oh ! But I don't think I'm so fragile that you take me for someone new to the faith!”

“No, if the word fragile bothers you, know that it is in no way a bad thing. This simply means that you are still excited about the things of God since this is all new to you.”

Feverish about the things of God? I felt the need to remove myself from the category in which he placed me. If there's one thing I don't like, it's being categorized wrongly.

“Don’t worry, I’m not one of them,” I said to him in a majestic tone. “As I told you earlier, I have already visited your church three times. And from the first time, by pure chance, I was made to recite a sort of poem which said that I accepted Jesus Christ and I–”

He suddenly slowed the car down, almost knocking my head against the seat. He quickly turned to me and said:

“Recite a poem, you say? What you are talking about is probably the conversion prayer, not a poem. What you repeated, unfortunately by chance, is one of the most beautiful and powerful sentences that has ever existed! This phrase changes, it transforms, it saves! And you– hmm. How did you feel after making this statement?”

“Should I have felt something?”

“Oh I see ! And...do you read your Bible or at least pray?”

“I don’t see the point!”

“Hm! And do you have no biblical basis? At all ?”

“I attended a Christian school for a year,” I replied proudly, “so the gist of it is that God loved us so much that He gave His only son for us... But, you seem too disconcerted to my subject, this troubles me.”

“John 3:16? It’s already a start, however small it may be,” he murmured, turning around to head back on the road. “I would have liked to say the opposite, but that would be lying to you. As brothers, we must look out for each other.”

Between brothers? Watch over each other? What an inconsequential choice of words for someone you barely know.

He didn't say another word until the end of the ride, seeming to think. His chatter annoyed me, but his silence annoyed me even more. But when it was time for me to go down, he said to me:

“My brother, I find it hard to believe that you said the prayer of conversion in vain... now that I remember being the one who made you repeat it. After all, you could have gotten out of the car the first time, but you didn't. In short, do not take these few words of conversion lightly and make sure to activate them in your life as quickly as possible. On that note... have a great rest of your day and God bless.”

I watched him walk away from my position, thinking about what he had just said to me. What did he make me repeat? He was silent for the rest of the trip and then said these words to me. He left me there in total confusion. I didn't understand a word but I–

“Hey man, are you coming ?” someone shouted in the distance.

I turned to see who it was. Logan, of course. I signaled to him that I was coming, then shook my head to rid myself of the man's words. I didn't need to think about these things on top of my job.

​

​
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A moment has passed since my strange conversation with the taxi driver this morning. I have this hot coffee in my hand which seems to be delicious, but I don't pay attention to it, because if my body is there, my mind is far away. I keep thinking about what that man said to me. I wanted to not give it a thought during work, but that’s impossible. I don't really think about it because it almost does something to me, no. What's on my mind is, if I decide to go to that church next Sunday, wouldn't I see this man again, or wouldn't I feel uncomfortable in his presence?

What if others like him told me the same thing again? Just thinking that someone might recognize me after a service and call me to involve me in some conversation that I wouldn't want, already makes me a little too angry. For three Sundays already, I like to take it easy after their service so as not to be disturbed in one way or another.

Activate the conversion words ? What does that mean...

“Inspector Salgarde?” a colleague call me by shaking me.

I nod in response, then shake myself to regain my composure. It's my fault for staying in that taxi longer. Now that I'm lost in my thoughts, I completely forget that I'm in the middle of an interrogation room with a suspect and a colleague charged with making a report.

I apologize as a courtesy to both of them and begin to address the suspect.

“Evelyn Avreuil Astrate, 36 years old, kindergarten teacher, wife and mother of the deceased. Um... you... you seem pretty calm for someone who massacred her entire family...

“Calm ? Well...why wouldn’t I be?” the woman asks me. “A time for everything, and given my current situation, it's a time to be calm.”

“Hmm... I've seen some who are tormented by regret after their actions,” I answer to her. “I find that completely normal, given human consciousness and its influence. But those who remain calm keep me alert. Three dead, all stabbed four times, and you with the murder weapon in your hand. With this evidence, it will be easy for the judge to send you to the depths of a cell for the next five decades. As easy as it may seem, as long as you continue to deny your crime, the paperwork is on us...

“Not counting overtime,” adds my colleague.

“Not counting overtime,” I continue. “Do us the favor of avoiding this and telling us everything on this sheet which has been lying in front of you for a good half hour. Help it fulfill its duty, will you?”

I look at this woman with eyes that are both pleading and commanding, but nothing works. I have a mirrored cabinet in front of me. I see a dozen like this every two months, and it never ceases to annoy me.

“Shouldn’t you be asking me why I did this to begin with?” she asks me.

“Oh, but excuse me, shouldn’t we?” I say to my colleague sarcastically. “You are always asked the same question to which we almost always know the answer.”

“You are a very angry man, dear inspector.”

“Hey oh, Madam!” I say, slapping my hand on the table so as to shake her but without response. “Do you want trivial questions?”

“Calm down, Eric,” my colleague whispers. 

I glare at him for interrupting me, but he's absolutely right. Anger rose to my head without me realizing it. It happens way too often these days. I lose my calm over nothing. Should I see a psychologist or I don't know ? No, I do a breathing exercise to calm down and speak to her again.

“So be it,” I continue. “What were you doing at the crime scene with the murder weapon in your hand? Easy question, right?”

“A gentle answer calms fury, but a harsh word excites anger.” “This is what the book of Proverbs says. I wonder how my words make you angry, inspector?”

What ? The book of Proverbs? Isn't that in the Bible? Is she making fun of me or am I having ideas? A murderer who quotes verses to me. A first, this one, a first.

“Anyway,” she smiles at me. “They were already dead when I arrived home. The knife I had in my hand? It was in the husband's abdomen, and the only reflex I had at the moment was to take it away from him, surprised by the situation. It was at this same moment that the police appeared and asked me to drop it off. That’s the story, roughly speaking.”

“From... the husband? Yes. When I said that asking questions to which the answers were already known to us was banal. You, Inspector Joffrey, when has it been since a suspect confessed everything to us without going through the four ways?”

“As recently as...last year,” he replies enthusiastically.

“You see ? And afterwards, we will ask what was the motive for this massacre? What if you had an accomplice? Why didn't you run away before the police arrived on the scene? You're going to give us answers we don't want to hear.”

“But I have a question for you,” she says. “Could you answer me?”

“Oh ! So is that like that? Well...go ahead.”

“You’re keeping me here, but what about my twin sister?

“Your... your twin sist–”

The door to the room opens loudly, cutting me off. I see the chief entering with the mines to the front and asking Inspector Joffrey and me to follow him immediately. Following him, I turn around to see the suspect keeping her calm with a small smile on her lips. I don't really like anyone, and her, even less. I must admit that her reaction makes me doubt why the chief is so angry.

As we enter the chief's office, the latter brutally asks us, after sitting down, to close the door after us. Which I did, and after doing it, when I turned around, I discovered that Joffrey and I were only the last people the boss had asked to come to his office, since a dozen other colleagues were also there. What a relief ! I go and stand in a corner to hear what he has to say. We all know him and know that, whether he is angry or not, his expression has always been the same. But what was the mood of the day going to be anyway?

“Do you know why our station is considered the lousiest in the whole city?” he gets up to scold.

Well, there it is ! We discover his mood of the day, and it was not going to be to our advantage.

“Do you know ?” he continues. “Because we are the police station that contains the greatest number of idiots! That's why ! It's just not possible to be such idiots. Who was responsible for profiling the suspect in the Astrate case? “

Some of them look at me as if to force me to answer something I don't even know. Usually, I only question suspects in my investigations, but not this time. I only questioned her about what was given to me. I don't like this feeling of pressure they're administering now. Oh. I take the lead and clarify:

“I only received this file this Saturday so...

“Shut up, Eric,” the chief scolds me. “Those involved know each other ... you two, there! Go ahead, pretend we're not talking about you!”

The two people in question approach him, all intimidated.

“So, this morning I get up, put on a good classic to prepare breakfast for my wife and my kid, and what happened to me? I get a phone call from one of the stations on the west side of town, and what does the chief there say to make fun of me? How could I allow that the suspect, not to mention the murderer of the Astrate family, was still on the run, and that with pleasure they had recovered her for me... So imagine my ignorance when I took this for a good joke, that it couldn't be. So someone sent me a photo of a woman with long hair, the spitting image of the one we have here–”

“Her twin sister!” I interrupt the chief by uncrossing my arms to turn towards the wall which opens onto the interrogation room, as if to see through it and perceive this woman laughing in my face.

“Thank you genius! Can I continue? Alright ! The worst part is that the one they already arrested confessed everything down to the smallest detail. She admitted to having set a trap for her twin sister whom she brought in on purpose to trap her. So what I want to know is why we didn't know she had a twin sister, huh?”

“We admit we were trapped by the resemblance, boss,” they told him. “The facts seemed to fit perfectly, and there was no doubt that the person in question had to be Evelyn Astrate.

“My God ! What a bunch of idiots, imbeciles, good-for-nothings!”

“You shall not take the name of the LORD your God in vain.” Suddenly these words came to my mind. I look away from the conversation for a moment, looking out the window to try to remember where I could have heard those words. Oh yes, I remember. This is something I heard yesterday at church.

“Do I bother you ?” the chief shouts at me, interrupting my thoughts. “Do the birds outside worry you more than the descent into hell of our reputation?”

“None of that, boss,” I said with a fake smile.

“This is the third case we have lost in less than a month! And it gets heavy at the end. We are taken for puppets by...

“Wait, boss,” one of the two agents he was furious with cuts him off. “Officer Adams seems to be far too beside himself to tell you... that we had indeed researched the suspect's family and did not find that she had a twin sister.”

“Oh ! Shouldn't I feel better?” quips the chief. “Did you, through her fingerprints, verify the identity of this woman?

“Her prints match those found on the murder weapon and the bodies, boss.”

“That doesn't answer the question I asked. Did you, through her fingerprints, verify the identity of this woman?”

“No... boss. Her features effectively trapped us. We did not see fit to verify his identity.”

The chief stays silent for a long time among us. We can see the disappointment gradually appear on his face. As he said, this is the third time in less than a month that we have ruined his chances of promotion. He breaks the silence with the sound his hands make in the air as he asks us all to leave his office. As I get ready to leave, he asks me to stay and says:

“Continue to question the woman, but this time, ask her about her sister, and verify her identity. The last thing I want to hear is that she had another sister, for the love of–

“Understood, boss,” I interrupt him for no reason. 

He looks at me for a moment then sends me away. I'm not sure why I cut him off, but at the time I thought it was the best thing to do. I leave him there, perhaps thinking about a promotion he will never get if things continue like this.

I return to the interrogation room, alone this time. I find this woman as calm as I left her. I hate this even more. I sit in front of her, remove the handcuffs and stare at her. She rubs her wrists, which were starting to change color under the pressure of the handcuffs, then says to me:

“You, the angry Inspector, removing the handcuffs from me? I imagine the misunderstanding is resolved,” she tells me.

“ You did not see fit, from the beginning, to tell us of your relationship with the real murderer? This would have saved us from wasting time.

“What surprises me is that you, the police, didn’t know,” she replies.”

She was right, and even if I would have liked to answer her with the best possible response, it would have been useless because indeed, she was right. I see her expecting an apology from me, but I have my pride and it was not my place to present them to her.

“You are no longer here as a suspect, but as a witness to murder, Madam,” I informed her nonchalantly. “We are counting on your cooperation to resolve this matter. Very well, what is your name?”

“Catherine DeCarthel, the C is capitalized.”

DeCarthel? Not Avreuil? I write the name while glancing at her. Not the same last name so...

“Separated since birth, yes,” she says to me to get me out of my thoughts. “Although we were thousands of miles apart, we always knew about each other, but I didn't even know she had a family. Rather ironic.

“ Very good... and did you talk to each other a lot?”

“No. We knew of each other's existence, but nothing more than that. Two weeks ago she contacted me and said she needed us to be more than strangers, that her children wanted to know their aunt.”

“And you believed that?”

“It seemed strange that she was finally telling me about her family, I have to admit. But the more calls came, the more my doubts dissipated. And then I can't deny that I also wanted to know his children...

“During your calls, did she seem disturbed, disturbed?”

“Oh, well, you definitely can't judge someone's mental health by just calls, no. But if I have to answer, I would say no. She seemed like the calmest woman I knew.”

“It’s those who are the calmest that we should always be most wary of.”

“Those who are less calm are not less dangerous. The problem is the human being itself, dear inspector. The man of yesterday is very different from that of today and tomorrow.”

“I confirm... Could you now give me a detailed summary of everything that happened on the day in question–”

I didn't finish my question because my stomach had just reminded me that I hadn't taken a lunch break because I had spent the lunch money on the taxi. This driver still remains enigmatic to me. The gurgling continues so loudly that it attracts the woman's attention. I had already almost lost face over our failure to correctly identify her, but this was as far as it would go. I get up as if nothing had happened and explain to her that I had to go out for a moment and that my colleague was going to finish the interrogation for me.

“One last thing,” I say to her as I leave. “How come this hardly affects you? It was your brother-in-law and your nephews who you found dead before your eyes that night, after all.”

“It affects me, but not to that extent.” 

“Why that ?”

“I feel sorry for their deaths, but it was only the first time I saw them, and much more than that, I know death... I am a forensic doctor.”

“Oh!”

I could only let out an exclamation. I understood and that was enough. I leave the room and walk to the main room to get a glass of water to stave off my hunger until I go home and make myself something to eat. Which will be, if I see the time correctly, in six hours. Ah! misery.

​
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It's Wednesday, and on Wednesday I leave the station an hour early because I try to finish my work much faster than on other days. If there's one thing I can't stand, it's overtime, and the boss doesn't like it but nothing on this earth will make me do such a thing, especially with this salary! Either way, this extra hour I'm trying to get will only help me sleep a little longer.

I stop a taxi, double check that the driver is not the same as last time and get in. He drops me off in front of the building then leaves. I watch for the old woman in the building. I should not and did not want to cross her in any way. Yesterday was the third time this week that she invited me to have breakfast at her place, and it was the third time that I answered no, in a cordial way of course. But unfortunately, some people don't understand when you tell them no.

I can't find her anywhere in sight, fortunately. I quickly go up the stairs and lock myself in my little nest of peace. A fifteen square meters that would be perfect if there wasn't a cat that came out of nowhere every moment or that neighbor across the street. I've long wanted a place I could call home, but between paying for my mother's nursing home and other expenses, I could only resign myself to roommates. Two years later, I rented an apartment alone and seven months later, here I am.

The apartment is certainly small, but it has its charm, in my opinion. The gray of the walls is perfect to describe my life: total neutrality and boredom.

I take off my jacket and shoes, rip off my tie to the corner and fall onto the bed. Oh, what sweet peace! My sheets were clean but they were still starting to lose some freshness. Blessed is he who had the idea to design such a nice bed! I lie there, thinking about nothing, just relaxing there.

But then, the anger that rises within me when I hear my phone ringing in my right pocket is not the least peaceful. How could I forget to turn off my phone? I tell myself it will pass, but here is a fifth call. And as I'm on my stomach, I let out a cry muffled by my pillow. My mother ? No, she calls me every four weeks and this week is not the fourth. Leader ? No, he knows that if I see it's him, I won't answer, not even in an emergency, because I'm not the only one working at the station. The circle of people I know who could make this call, outside of these two people, is very small. Which narrows the search down to one person.

I lazily roll over on my back and pull my phone out of my pocket to see the name of the person calling me. And unsurprisingly, it was who I thought it was. I grumble a little but end up picking up. I didn't even have time to say hello before he cut me off.

“Dude, same time, right?” he asks me.

“Only you can ruin my peace at this hour, huh? It was exactly necessary... But what are you talking about?”

“What’s up with this stupid question, dude? Wednesday Bible study, Hey!”

“Study what? Bible study?”

“Well yes, man ! We agreed, before the service started last Sunday, to go together this Wednesday.”

“Did I agree to that? Me?”

A church I barely attended? Already, Bible study? Me ? Did I agree with him to go there on a Wednesday? The only day of the week where I have a little peace? He must have been talking more than he should and I said something to get rid of an awkward conversation with him, that must be it! And anyway, who goes to church twice a week? Once is more than enough, right? Oh no, no and no!

“I’ll hang up,” I tell him, shutting the cell phone in his face.

Ah! Back to my peace... I mean, what if I ran into that taxi driver again and he says incomprehensible things to me? I strive to appear intelligent, never at a loss for words when I need them. And then, I'm new to this stuff, I don't have to get involved in these kinds of things quickly. And then... and then... Aaaargh...

I roll over on my pillow and reluctantly dial Logan's number to call him. He picks up and asks me why I hung up on him in the first place. To which I will not respond, nor apologize.

“At what time ?” I ask him.

“Change of opinion ? You ? At 6 o'clock. And don't be late, there's this young woman I'd like to sit next to.”

Well, I see, as if I didn't know why he wanted to go. Six o'clock ? It's in about four hours. I will have time, at least, to take a little nap. Ah! For the love of G... No. No.

— — —
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I arrived in front of the church at the exact time he had given me. I even walked faster, for fear of arriving late. I pull out a handkerchief that I always keep in the pocket of the pants I wear and wipe off the few beads of sweat caused by my race to get here. Why did I actually rush? Maybe to find the same place where I sat last time. No lighting, no rude stares. It doesn't take much for me to be a little happy during their service.

I go back and find the church with three people, an empty church. I've been coming here recently and if there's one thing I've noticed, it's that these people are never really on time. Do I see this kind of thing elsewhere? Yes of course. Does this surprise me? Yes of course. Twice. They preached about discipline but don't follow it.

“Good evening, my brother.” says a man passing behind me, touching my shoulder.

“Good...evening.” I answer him, stuttering. It surprised me, I must admit. A surprise in very bad taste. And since he greets me with a big smile, I return the favor with a bigger one. A smile that clearly didn't fit the song.

A member of reception comes to accompany me to a place. I let her gently escort me and then signal to her that I will continue myself. I didn't mind the angry features that appeared on her face when I told her that I planned to continue alone. I finally found the place I wanted. I sit down and pose in my now usual position, arms and feet crossed.

Thirty-six minutes later, those who are to lead the service finally arrive and the first thing this man we call a deacon does is ask us, the few people present, to stand and pray. I happily stand up and automatically close my eyes. I don't really understand the concept of prayer but I pretend anyway. Because I know I will go unnoticed anyway.

The deacon begins his prayer by saying these words: “I lift up my eyes to the mountains, from where will help come to me? Help comes to me from the LORD, who made heaven and earth. » And in the blink of an eye, I hear voices rising louder and louder around me. I don't want to open my eyes, for fear of being discovered. I hear them ask that they be assisted by the Holy Spirit during the service and that everything be done by and for the glory of God. I like this type of prayer, so I wonder if I should accompany them by beating my lips. No. I may not be too comfortable with their stuff but that doesn't mean I'll start doing anything either.

Ten minutes later, my eyes are starting to get tired from staying closed and my feet are starting to cramp as well. They finally finish and without waiting, I sit back and savor every moment of this sudden ease. But I sat down much too suddenly not to have noticed that the room had almost filled up in the space of this prayer. Frankly, Christians literally have their own sense of punctuality.

I do not have time to finish my remark when another deacon has already come to ask that a second prayer be offered. But no ! I get up...again...with unparalleled discouragement because by now I should be in bed enjoying a good sleep.

Their prayers change this time. I hear them adoring, thanking, repenting, asking for forgiveness... Oh good! I even hear someone asking for forgiveness for the sins they committed unconsciously during the day. How is it that we sin unconsciously and ask forgiveness for it? This makes absolutely no sense to me.

This prayer is much longer than the last one and it is boring for me. I'm waiting to be asked to sit down this time. What they say after prayer no longer captures my attention because now every two seconds I have to turn my head to see if Logan hasn't arrived yet. On the way, he asked me by phone to save a place for him near me, assuming he would arrive early. And now that the space was seriously starting to fill up, I feel like the idiot holding a place with my phone, under the annoying gaze of the receptionist.

Here comes the moment of adoration and praise and here they are asking that we stand up... again! You might as well ask us to stay standing from start to finish, that would have been much more understandable. I don't see the point in standing up to sing, because what our mouths will do while standing, they can just as easily do while sitting.

And if I didn't want to mime during the prayers earlier, well, I won't bother with the songs. I must admit that their songs are rather beautiful and poetic. Noisy, but still beautiful, although I still cannot perceive the meaning.

''With this beloved Savior

I want to remain constantly

He changes winter to summer

Autumn is a new spring.”

They have a way with beautiful words and that is to their credit. And five, six, seven songs later, the poetry was no less. Some speak of men's love for God, others of His love for men, others of the way in which God can act for those who do His will and the way in which He can act towards those who do not. If there's one word that comes to mind when I hear them sing these songs, it's the word "complexity." Yes, I only heard them sing about the complexity of God.

I turn my head and see two types of people around me: those who appear to be connected to the present movement and those who are not, which can be seen in their behavior, with the open eye. But what am I saying! Am I not one of them? Looking too much, my eyes lock into those of a man ten seats away from me, looking at me as if to tell me to focus on what's being done. What arrogance on his part anyway! Doesn’t he himself have his eyes wide open to lecture me from this distance?

A little cramp suddenly hits me. The only time I have to stand this long is when the chief makes us work overtime to patrol the area around the station at night. I sit down again and luck smiled on me when, at the same time, the congregation was asked to sit down because the main part of the service was about to begin. Finally, I see Logan arriving, without embarrassment in his best clothes, as if he wasn't late.

When Logan sits down, I signal him not to start any
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