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Chapter 1

	Adam,

	 

	I


	 remember it very well. He no longer believed in life, no longer believed in God, no longer believed in anything. Adam was a man who reflected only a vague bitterness, a kind of monotony that showed through like a simple half-extinguished body, whose head and heart were lost between a routine that was only articulated through his work, his solitude, and his life up there.

	 

	He no longer had the desire, the strength or the courage to believe in any changes, he was resigned, and it was as if he didn't even realize it anymore.

	 

	At forty years old, Adam seemed tired, eroded by a sad, almost unfair life of drama and bad luck.

	 

	Perhaps it was his own life that was pushing him out. Adam's deplorable state could be easily guessed from his rather explicit appearance: dark, messy hair, especially around the ears, a collection of wrinkles of all kinds, a blank and glassy look, small lips, apparently too heavy for him to smile, a three-day beard as a synonym of carelessness, a blue-striped shirt on which you could distinguish black suspenders to hold a pair of brown canvas pants, far too big for his frail body. If you looked closely, you could see his plaid socks going up over his baby yellow moccasins.

	His old-fashioned style fitted perfectly with his gait, somewhat out of the norm. At home, everything worked in slow motion, it allowed him not to explode internally.

	 

	It was certainly to avoid a potential suicide - and also because he seemed fit for the job - that Hubert, his employer, had never dared to fire him. But Adam was a fragile man, and at the slightest psychological disturbance, it would not have been surprising to find him hanging from his triple-speed ceiling fan.

	 

	On Monday morning, as he did every day, Adam boarded the line 21 bus. He gave the driver one euro forty, took his ticket, stamped it, and walked quietly to the central doors. Although at least two out of three seats were free, the man stood as usual. He got off at the cemetery stop and crossed the threshold of To Infinity and Beyond, funeral specialists.

	It was in this "business" that Adam worked. He was in charge of transporting corpses as well as burials, that is to say, he collected the bodies from hospitals, cold rooms, etc., to take them to the church, the crematorium, the cemetery... to the grave, as they say.

	Again, Hubert, the employer, saw Adam enter and, without delay, told him his regular frustration:

	“Damn it Adam, what the hell did I tell you?”

	“Uh... I don't know...”

	 

	Margaret discreetly pointed to his chick yellow moccasins. He looked at them, then added:

	“My shoes? What about them? They are fine.”

	“No, actually, they are not fine at all. They're yellow, you hear what I'm saying? Yellow, goddamn it, it's not a color worthy of our work.”

	“On the contrary, they reflect the cheerfulness.”

	“Cheerfulness? Are you kidding me? Look at your face Adam, you look like you have terminal cancer.”

	“That's not a very nice thing to say, Mr. Hubert,” said Margaret.

	“She's right, you don't mess with people's health, you know that. And who knows, if it turns out that you're telling the truth, I might be your next client,” he added.

	“Please, Adam, don't take everything literally, I'm kidding. But please, I beg you, buy some black moccasins, that's all I ask. I'll pay for them if you want.”

	“I don't like black.”

	“In that case, shave, fix your hair, I don't know, do something!”

	“Tomorrow is another day.”

	 

	It was not uncommon to see him leave before the conversation was over. Adam shunned worries and never got into any kind of conflict. He just did his job and was on time, nothing more. At the end of the day, after two successful funerals, he waved goodbye to Hubert and Margaret, pushed open the door and went to wait for the 5:42 bus. Four stops later, the man returned home. He nibbled quickly on a piece of sausage, put some salad leaves in his pocket, and went to meet Jasmine upstairs. He took the stairs to the seventeenth floor, made sure no one saw him, climbed up on the wall heater before removing the false ceiling plate and slipping through in a matter of seconds. He then crawled onto the cable tray and opened the hatch. There, in less than a minute, Adam was on the roof of the building, more than fifty meters above the ground. He found Jasmine and replaced her old salad from the day before with the fresh one he took out of his pocket.

	 

	No, Jasmine was not his wife. She wasn't his daughter either. Jasmine was a turtle, a harmless little turtle who nevertheless had the privilege of occupying the only available place in Adam's heart. There are some things that are hard to believe, this is one of them. It may seem inconceivable to "normal" people with tidy lives, yet it's true: if Adam hadn't killed himself by now, it was only because of Jasmine. For a few years now, he'd come to see his turtle, feed her, sit on the edge of the roof, and when night fell, Adam would go back downstairs to sleep in his little apartment on the fourth floor.

	He had always promised himself that the day his turtle fell off the roof, he would also jump off to join her forever. But now, it must have been a good ten years that Jasmine was living up there, on that smooth, flat and rimless roof, eating the salad that her faithful companion brought her.

	For him, it had become almost a ritual; once his friend had enough food for the next night, he would sit on the edge of the roof, so that his legs were dangling in the air, and then watch his neighborhood live. Over time, Adam had managed to anticipate every move the residents made, so much so that he knew exactly what each of them was doing. He'd spotted the route of that worker, the path of that woman walking her dog, the home and all the family members of that child on his way home from school. It didn't take him long to find out who the local drug dealers were, who was using it, who was selling it, who was watching and who was transporting it. There was also the old woman who went to the cemetery every Thursday to visit her deceased husband, whom Adam himself had buried four or five years earlier. Not to mention the other woman who had recently traded in her college education for her clients; the lack of money was taking its toll... And then there was the teenager who was begging for money, always accompanied by this little girl, certainly deaf and non-verbal, barely ten years old. As well as all the others, those who passed unnoticed in their beautiful suits, those others in the distance, who acted as if they were bathing in happiness while their worries were piling up, and finally those last ones, those immigrants who were pointed at, those illiterates who didn't dare to raise their heads anymore, those rich people who, warm in their Bentley, didn't seem to see the misery of the world, those civil servants who snoozed on their broomsticks, those unemployed who wondered where the beautiful France of their childhood had gone, and those who lost their heads, those who lost their car keys, those who lost their way, those who lost their dogs, those who lost everything, and those who won, who succeeded, who kept alive the unfortunate proverb saying that the misfortune of some makes the happiness of others.

	 

	Above it all, Adam felt good, he could see everything without ever being spotted. Around 9 p.m., he looked at the sun which, exhausted from having offered so much warmth and light, went to rest elsewhere, far from sadness, far from noise and lies.

	 


Chapter 2

	Zoë,

	 

	It was no surprise when Hubert saw Adam arrive in his yellow moccasins. He kept quiet, certainly understanding that his employee would not change them until they were totally worn out. Margaret was already there, behind her counter, ready to take orders from the first customers.

	“We have two funerals today, Mr. Hubert,” she announced.

	“Only? At this rate, we'll be bankrupt before the end of the year.”

	“Don't worry, Mr. Hubert, we'll bury four tomorrow.”

	“And why didn't you fix it for me? So that I could have three today, and three tomorrow.”

	“That's a good idea, Mr. Hubert, I hadn't thought of that. I'll call them and suggest that.”

	“No, leave it, it's too late. Or maybe, let's give it a shot, you never know. Adam, you call the family of the fourth deceased, and you move him to this afternoon.”

	“Are you sure, Mr. Hubert? I can take care of it, it's my job,” Margaret said worriedly.

	“Do as I say, I'm trying a new business strategy. Adam, pick up the fucking phone, hurry!”

	“As you wish,” he replied.

	 

	He put the receiver to his ear:

	“Hello?”

	“Yes, hello, this is the company To Infinity and Beyond, in charge of burying Mr. Jouvet in your family vault.”

	“Yes? Are we still on for tomorrow?”

	“We have a problem, and I would like to ask you, do you mind if we do it this afternoon? Because tomorrow we have a lot of dead people, you know, and so if we could dig one less hole, it would be pretty good for us.”

	“But...”

	“Are you available this afternoon or not? Well, I'm not talking about Mr. Jouvet of course, for him, whether we bury him today or tomorrow, it doesn't make much difference, it's more for you that it might be a problem, right?”

	“You take me by surprise...”

	“Oh no, but we don't take anything more from you, ma'am, the price stays the same. What do you think?”

	 

	Hubert, who was returning from the van at the same time, ordered Margaret to pick up the phone to try to make up for Adam's insensitivity. In recent years, Adam had rarely had the opportunity to socialize with others. At his job, he didn't need to talk, he just carried the coffins from one place to another following a strict and precise procedure, which he knew by heart. He had never had to pick up the phone or talk to customers before, because that was Margaret’s job.

	 

	“What's wrong with you, Adam? Did you see how you talked to them?”

	“I'm not used to it. Besides, it's not my job. I don't give a damn about the customers, I transport, and that's all. You should have let Margaret do it.”

	“Hey, I'm the boss here, okay!?”

	“It was you who wanted to test your "new business strategy". I didn't ask you anything.”

	“All right, enough of this chitchat. Margaret, is it arranged?”

	“Yes, everything is ok. Jouvet

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
