
AU REVOIR, À BIENTÔT 
 

 

 
  
 
It’s my last day of France, my last day of Paris. I spent nine months in this town and tomorrow I will finally 
leave. I’m going back home. Tomorrow, I will reach the bus station and I will desperately look for my bus, 
carrying my heavy suitcases and begging for help from the strangers around me.  
Paris Bercy will be the last station of my Parisian journey.  
Paris Bercy was the first one, as well.  
Now I’m just sitting for the last time on the bench of this park in the center, where I very often used to come 
with my new and my old friends. It’s surprisingly sunny and warm today. As I promised, I will go back in 
May, ‘’Quanno tornano li rrose’’,‘’when the roses will come back’’, as the old singer used to say. 
On this bright day I’m looking back to these past months, and I don’t know what to think. It hasn’t been an 
easy time for me here. I feel like I couldn’t really start a true connection with this town. I still wonder why.   
Despite that, today I’m here, I’m sitting on this bench, and everything looks so different, so shining and 
tender. Am I ready to leave this place? Did I take all the opportunities I could? Am I missing something? 

As I’m lost in my thoughts, a very silent and gentle young boy comes close to me and hands me a small, 
yellow flower. He says nothing. He just leaves it to me and fades away.  
I don’t know if he has seen my sadness or if he’s just embodying a sort of symbol of the town which came 
to me to say goodbye. Anyway, in one moment, one simple thought comes in my mind and monopolizes 
my attention:  everything is in a perpetual movement and the interaction between people in space is 
completely left to randomness. I guess this town, as the people who live here, will never be fully understood 
and I will never feel ready to leave a place that I used to call home.  
Au revoir, Paris Bercy. À bientôt.   


