
Untitled - Raphael Chenais (Level 3 English) 

 

The way she gazed into the distance, while her pallid and skinny fingers shook as her cigarette came close 

to an end, leaving it so close it could burn her fingers... 

 

She lived in a loft, in Paris, above an old bookshop, dans le 11eme arrondissement, on a cobblestoned back 

road away from the main road, hidden like a diamond in the rough.  Though small, and hardly furnished, a 

loft like this was a dream to others like her. One very small kitchen, attached to her only room, dimly lit 

with dark wooden flooring. The only possessions in said room consisted only of her bed (which truthfully 

was just a mattress on the floor with a white duvet and a cluster of pillows), her baby grand and her laptop, 

which had its own little space on her bed. J’avais pas besoin de beaucoup pour être heureux.  
 

She’d always found beauty in simplicity. 

 

Her happiest moments were those that most people would have overlooked. The nights where she and 

Chloë  would go to an art gallery, or they would watch a film with a bottle of wine, or where she was alone at 

home at her piano, or listening to her venerable and copious collection of vinyl records whilst the 

temperamental rain outside accompanied it. 

 

I suppose this love for simplicity was greatly reflected in her life. 

 

These moments though were also considerably rare and valuable at the time. At her tender age of 22 she 

was more stressed than the majority of middle-aged workers. She was beginning her 4th year in a Jazz 

course aux conservatoire de Paris, qui était si prestigieux. Studying here didn’t come either easily or cheap, 

as well as the tortuous process of getting accepted, during the majority of her past 3 and a half years in 

Paris she was in her loft or at the Conservatoire working into the early hours of each morning. She would 

typically be awake at 7h30 in order to practice rudimentary scales and movements for 2 hours before her 

10am Period. From then until 13h she was in her teacher's lessons. She then had a 1 hour break to smoke 

and find lunch, which was typically always the same cafe with the same 2 friends, Ella et Louis, always 

exchanging gossip or enthusing each other with new experiences and knowledge of the day(s) prior. From 

14h until 17h she was in one-to-one studies or in her own practice room on campus practicing. And 

between then and 23h she had all the time to do her own thing.. As well as needing to fit in 6 hours of actual 

work in order to buy food and other necessities... while also trying to stay healthy and maintain social 

relationships. By the time her weekend came she was so fatigued but she still had to wake up at 8 in order 

to do an extra ensemble rehearsal until 12. She then would have the rest that one day to experience all of 

Paris and try to see her old friends. And by sunday she had 1000 words to write surrounding 

ifra-inter-ultrapolation or another ‘thrilling’ topic for the Monday morning. 

 

It’s very possible that those glimpses of happiness were quite literally the only things getting her through 

the week. 

 

Eventually though, after 8 weeks of stress, would come a break. Often only 2 weeks. But a break 

nonetheless. A break in which she had 2000 words due. But a break. During which she really would find 

herself and her lose herself in her own reality. Though she was still waking up at 7 in order to get a 6 hour 

shift finished by 14h latest. She had the other 18 hours to be free. To truly experience life for herself. She 

was able to read and do her chores during the day, though for most this would be annoying, for her it was 

amazing. Almost therapeutic, it was, in some way cathartic for her. As if it was her way of self-care. Then 

she could see her old friends, her new friends. Souvent J’irai au Palais de Tokyo.  She adored spending time 

observing modern art. The art which seemed simple at first. But which was so much more complex once 

observed more closely. This both intrigued her and confused her. But most of all it inspired her. This was evidence 
also in her compositional works of Piano. Like that of her idols it was so beautiful while seemingly simple and 



boring. The complexity and precision was all there in each and every detail, however small it was.  After being 

culturally enlightened they typically went to a Cafe to unwind until the later hours. This was the time were 

often she would find Chloë  so they could unwind. Where everything started to make sense. It’s almost as if 

her relationship was the peace she never found anywhere else. Where she truly felt belonging. Though the 

rest of her day was nice, it seemed it was all leading to these moments, The countless times they went to 

L’Opera Saint Garnier  together during these breaks was unthinkable. Almost every night there was a 2am 

walk down the canal for a smoke together. During that summer, much like that of when she was 15 with 

Daisy, they became inseparable, spending each night together.  

 

It seems it wasn’t really simplicity which Anaïs seeked. But the finer things. Which in reality where so much 

more complex than most people imagined. 

 


