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        Davin’s book feels genuinely, shockingly rebellious in its insistence on the beauty of transformation. If overhyped books are plastic necklaces, [The Scandalous Letters of V and J] is a string of natural pearls, each a luminous gem on its own but even more exquisite in sequence.
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        But bodies and identity are never a space for trauma in [The Scandalous Letters of V and J]—only for joy, attraction, experimentation, and play. Within their sexual and romantic relationship, Victor and Julien are perpetually trying on different roles, different acts, even different bodily configurations, unfettered by the constraints of what’s allowable to a person of this or that gender.
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        For more of my writing, you can find me online at FeliciaDavin.com. Sign up for my email announcements to find out about new books, sales, giveaways, and bonus stories.
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      This series takes place in a violent, unjust world, and there are some abominable villains in it. I wanted to write fantasy that wasn’t about armies or the fate of nations, but with more individual stakes. In practice, that means the villains here deal in intimate violence. There is abuse in this book. There is also violent vengeance against the abusers.

      Here is a more specific list of what you will find in this book. If you don’t need to be forewarned and would rather avoid spoilers, skip it.

      

      
        
          	
        Violence (blood, stabbing, murder).
      

      	
        Copious discussion of death and mortality.
      

      	
        Suicidal ideation (an immortal character wishes for death).
      

      	
        Death of loved ones from contagious illness.
      

      	
        Magical violations of bodily autonomy.
      

      	
        Mild gender dysphoria (a shapeshifter is unable to change form).
      

      	
        Explicit sex.
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        Chiron refusa l’immortalité, informé des conditions d’icelle, par le Dieu même du temps, et de la durée, Saturne son père : Imaginez de vrai, combien serait une vie perdurable, moins supportable à l’homme, et plus pénible, que n’est la vie que je lui ai donnée. Si vous n’aviez pas la mort, vous me maudiriez sans cesse de vous en avoir privé.

        

      
        Chiron refused immortality when his father Saturn, god of time and duration, told him of its conditions: “Imagine, in truth, how much less bearable and how much more painful an everlasting life would be, compared to the life I have given you. If you did not have death, you would curse me forever for depriving you of it.”

        MICHEL DE MONTAIGNE, ESSAIS, I, 19, “QUE PHILOSOPHER, C’EST APPRENDRE À MOURIR” (TO PHILOSOPHIZE IS TO LEARN TO DIE), 1595

      

      

      

      
        
        
        I never travel without my diary. One should always have something sensational to read in the train.

        OSCAR WILDE, THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST, 1895
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            PRIVATE DIARY OF ISABELLE DE TOURZIN, APRIL 11, 1825

          

          WRITTEN ON ENCRYPTED PAPER

        

      

    

    
      I have survived everyone who has ever loved me.

      I have also survived Jean-Louis-Alphonse Malbosc, a man whose rapacious love became indistinguishable from hatred. He will not survive me. I have never written that down before. What need is there for paper when the vow is carved on my heart?

      Granted, this paper is special. It reveals my words only to readers I permit.

      The paper’s magic encryption was devised by Sophie’s ward Victor Beauchêne, a horrible child of twenty or thirty years of age, useful for their zeal in studying magical artifacts and for impersonating their dead brother, but otherwise a little blond pest. Like their aunt Sophie, they make tiresome daily attempts to befriend me. They share opinions with wild abandon. For the past year of our work together, I have been subjected to Victor’s judgments of my home (“spooky, but I’m so concerned about the mess that I’ve stopped noticing”) and my behavior (“it’s very unsettling how little you sleep,” “what if you went to the theater or for a walk in the park,” “I’ve heard needlework can be soothing”). I have learned, against my will, their preferences regarding food, drink, clothing, literature, art, and whether they should organize their catalogue of enchanted artifacts alphabetically, chronologically, or by type. Worst of all, I have endured endless rhapsodizing about their lover, the young artist Morère, and how happy the two of them are.

      I refuse to respond in kind. My preferences are of no importance and I have no happiness to speak of. They remain undeterred.

      Victor explained how they like to be referred to as “they,” in addition to “he,” to reflect their status as something other than a man. I told them I didn’t wish to be referred to by them or anyone else. They mistook it for humor. After much badgering, I relented and said if they must speak of me with Sophie or Morère, “she” is acceptable. They smiled. They have done that to me on several occasions. Unthinkable.

      Enough of these annoyances. That is not why I am writing.

      Victor is a gadfly, but there is a reason I tolerate them. This encrypted paper will serve as a record. I have survived too long for memory—Victor’s quest to catalogue all the artifacts in my home is often accompanied by exclamations over my stores of knowledge, but I can no longer picture my mother’s face. There are things I need to remember.

      Last night’s events, for instance.

      I was hunting Malbosc. I’d been on my feet for hours. Days. The enchanted compass needle flicked wildly, following my discomposed thoughts as I trudged through the darkened streets of an ostentatious Right Bank neighborhood. Finding and killing Malbosc is the sole purpose of my interminable life, so my lack of focus was inexcusable. The compass had guided me faultlessly on my long slog of a journey to Toulon and back. Its magic requires nothing more than concentration. I did not have enough.

      It was a mistake to go in search of Malbosc as soon as I’d returned to Paris, taking no rest after my weeks of travel, but I had no chance of sitting still at home. I could not wait. Once I’d secured the compass, its small brass case had a weight in my pocket far beyond what it should. When I gripped it in my palm, I swear my pulse made it vibrate. At last I had a way to find Malbosc for certain.

      In retrospect, that was a foolish hope, as hope often is.

      I circled the house. It belonged to Renard Bertin. I am not as quick with the names and addresses of all of Malbosc’s disciples as young Victor, who spent so many months hidden among them. Bertin, a forty-something man of enormous wealth and the same insatiable grasping as all the rest of them, had not featured in Victor’s reports as one of Malbosc’s intimates. But there remains much I do not know.

      A brief observation from the shadows was all I needed to determine that a ground-floor window on the left side of the front door would be the best entry. It was unlatched.

      Too easy, I thought, and had no idea how right I was.

      I was armed, though only lightly. I did not intend to engage Malbosc unless I was sure of my kill. He should have died months ago when Victor cut his head off, but through the intervention of some unknown person or artifact (likely both), his head had disappeared from the room by the time I arrived to burn his body. Ever since, I have fruitlessly observed everyone I knew to be acquainted with him. Has his head become a gruesome relic, or has he contrived some other embodiment? His cunning makes me suspect the latter. I cannot stop until I know for sure. What condition Malbosc is in, and how I might transmute it into death, remain mysteries.

      First I have to find him.

      The compass pointed the way. If I could confirm that he was in Bertin’s house, I could study its plan, watch his movements, and perfect my approach. Before his failed decapitation, Malbosc was in and out of Paris, hiding in the spare bedrooms—or sometimes the beds—of his most devoted followers, people who believe he’ll grant them riches and magic and everlasting life.

      Malbosc has clung to life for an extra century, but he possesses no immortality. Only a few caches of my blood, taken by force. Victor and I have discovered and retrieved all the ones we knew of. It gave me no peace. Malbosc is an inveterate secret keeper; I know because I was one of his secrets.

      The stone was rough under my fingers, the windowpane cool. The hinges swung silently. I dropped into a crouch inside what I suspected was a parlor. Heavy drapes blocked most of my view. I pulled one over myself, crept to the side, and rose.

      Someone slammed me against the wall.

      The drape was between us, but I knew it could not be Malbosc. My assailant was too large in all dimensions, and Malbosc would never stoop to using his body if he could use a weapon instead.

      I brought my knee up as hard as I could. My body is a perfectly serviceable weapon.

      My assailant grunted. Hurt, but not debilitated. I’d missed the point of greatest pain. Their forearm remained pinned across my collarbones. I could still breathe. Their whole weight pressed into me. We were so close that the heat of their body through the drape contrasted with the chill of the wall at my back.

      My pulse ought to have been racing, but instead it was my mind. My knee to the groin had accomplished nothing. My assailant must be accustomed to violence. They’d taken me by surprise, moving noiselessly and effortlessly in the dark. A member of the household would have no reason to eschew light—or leave the window unlatched. My assailant was an intruder.

      I can hear Victor’s voice in my head saying “a fellow intruder”—what a curse, to hear them even when they are not present—but I feel no fellowship with anyone.

      If my assailant intended to steal cursed artifacts from Bertin’s collection, they were greedy, cruel, or both. If they’d come to find Malbosc, nothing good could result. Either way, we’d have to fight.

      They ripped the drape away. It happened in the space of a second with no time for me to escape. They pushed me into the wall again, neither covering my mouth nor cutting off my air, but trapping my arms. Without the curtain between us, my suspicion of their height was confirmed. My face was level with the top of their chest, or it would have been if their arm wasn’t between us. When I inhaled, it was the mingled scents of sweat and caustic laundry soap.

      In the slant of light from the window, they squinted at me. I was in trousers with my hair braided and pinned up under a battered hat. It was how I’d dressed to ride into the city earlier in the day. I was still begrimed from my travels. Before breaking in, I’d tied a kerchief over my face.

      They might as well have covered their own face for all I could see of it.

      “Who are you and what are you doing here?”

      Their voice was a low rumble. Based on that and the hard, flat plane of their chest, they might have been a man, but such things aren’t always evident. I do hate to be wrong.

      I hate to answer questions, too. Their forearm still barred my collarbones, and their other hand was on my shoulder. I brought my hands together, palms flat against each other, and speared them toward my assailant’s chin. They jerked to avoid my sudden movement, allowing me to elbow them in the face instead. I wrapped my arms around theirs, twisted our position, and rammed them into the wall. They gasped.

      I thought I’d won then. I should have climbed out the window and come back another night. Unfortunately, the fight had roused something in me. My fatigue inverted into vigor.

      I pulled a knife from my boot and brought it to their throat. “You first. Who are you and what are you doing here?”

      In this position, with the advantage of the window, I could see the scruff of a beard on their face. The light was insufficient to determine whether it was brown or black. They were dressed in dark clothes, a shapeless coat and trousers.

      “You’re armed,” said the stranger. Yet the point of my knife might as well have been the tip of a feather for all they noticed it. “Maybe you have another little knife somewhere on you, but I’d guess not much else, so I don’t think you came to do violence. No bag, so you can’t be planning to steal more than what will fit in your pockets.”

      I had three other knives on my person, and I don’t wear my sword when I plan to climb through a window. “‘Little’ doesn’t preclude ‘lethal.’”

      They huffed through their nose. It must have been frustration; it couldn’t possibly have been amusement. “You came here same as I did. You want a look around. I’d be happy to let you.”

      “Let me?” I dragged the point lightly over their skin.

      “You’re a criminal, I’m a criminal, no need for trouble unless we’re after the same thing.”

      “We are not.”

      There is no one on Earth who needs to kill Malbosc as badly as I do, not even Victor, who nearly succeeded. I let Victor and their lover try, but I refuse to share my project with any strange interloper who comes along. I will find and end Malbosc alone.

      “I don’t think so either,” they said. “Would be funny, though.”

      The alleged humor eluded me.

      “Then you’ll let me go? If Malbosc is here, I’d like a word with him,” they said.

      “You’re… working with him?” The thought that I’d been touching someone who would willingly ally themself with Malbosc made me recoil.

      An instant’s error, but the instant sufficed.

      They seized my wrist and wrenched the blade away from their neck. My reactions lagged with fatigue. Before I knew it, my knife was in their hand. I jumped back from a slash. Reaching for the knife in my other boot cost me precious seconds. Once it was in my grip, I lunged. They dodged. They were as agile as they were silent.

      In the fight, I had no time for begrudging admiration, but now that I am recording it and forced to reckon with my own defeat, I must acknowledge it. They bested me. I was exhausted and unprepared. Anyone else would be dead.

      I doubt they meant their slash to cut my abdomen quite so deeply. My footing slipped and I fell toward the knife. There was the usual blaze of pain that accompanies a stab to the gut. I crumpled to my knees and then to my face.

      I wish I were not so well acquainted with the gore and humiliation of stabbings, but I prefer them to poisonings. Pain always narrows my focus regrettably, but I do remember a further detail from this portion of the night. The stranger muttered “fuck” after my collapse, and then several more times, quietly but with increasing panic, as they opened the window and slid over the ledge.

      What they did after that, I don’t know. I’ll have to return to Bertin’s house to determine if Malbosc is or was there. All I could manage last night was to extract myself, bundle my coat over my abdomen to stanch the flow of blood, and drag myself home.

      I lay down on the foyer carpet. It’s ruined.

      Victor found me this morning. They dropped to their knees. Their bag hit the floor and exploded into a flutter of loose papers. “Jesus fucking Christ, Isabelle.”

      They sounded distraught. They shouldn’t have. I am, as always, unharmed.

      Victor attempted to check me for wounds, remembered that there wouldn’t be any despite all the blood, and then went in search of a glass of water. I determined that prone on the carpet was an acceptable position and remained there.

      Victor called me Isabelle. I can’t remember when they started using my first name. I shouldn’t have let them. It breeds familiarity. Working together was unavoidable, but I’ve been lax. They should find me both disgusting and terrifying. That arrangement is safest for everyone.

      Unhappily for both of us, it’s hard to be afraid of the half-conscious, blood-soaked woman you’re pulling into your lap and forcing to drink water. Of course I didn’t plan to arrive home in such a condition, or be witnessed, but I will have to take more care in the future—and not encounter that stranger again.
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      Went to Louise’s tonight.

      She grabbed a fringed silk pillow from her enormous bed and chucked it at my head. I deserved that. Louise meant to be playful. I snatched it from the air and threw it back at her too hard. She still caught it—I didn’t raise her to miss—but she was seated at her vanity and her elbow knocked over a vase of tulips and a bottle of perfume. Nothing broke, thank fuck. I would have bought her replacements and still never heard the end of it.

      “Oh, I see,” she said. She righted the vase and the perfume and blotted the spilled water with a kerchief. “You only call on me when you’ve had a bad night. Is that how it is now?”

      “I was here…” I tried to count the days, but my blood was still pounding from the fight—the kill, maybe. Gut wounds are slow, ugly things. Hell. I hate to do something like that, and by accident, too. “Last week.”

      “Two weeks ago, you ne’er-do-well.” Louise clasped her peignoir closed with a little brass filigree clip and gestured at her round, absurdly luxurious bed. “People pay handsomely to arrive there and I let you sit on it for free, yet here you are, looming in your greatcoat and glowering at me. I have an appointment in an hour, so you’d better get to your point quickly. Sit down. Take your hat off. What have I done to merit such a visit, since you never come see me anymore?”

      I shouldn’t have gone tonight, but the thought of tossing and turning in my boarding house room until dawn had made me want to tear my hair out. I was angry at the stranger and angry at myself. That fight had annihilated my chance to search Bertin’s house. Robbery takes careful preparation. There’s not much else to do in the small hours now that I’ve given up sex. Louise was a better choice than drinking. I don’t have to be careful around her.

      I shouldn’t piss her off. She’s my favorite person in the whole world.

      It’s hard to go see her at Florine’s, though. On my way up I have to pass through the parlor. It’s always a froth of lace and giggles. I used to love it in there. Who doesn’t want to be surrounded by card cheats and cleavage? Now it makes me feel like an elephant in a porcelain shop. Florine, Catherine, and Apolline are always perfectly welcoming, naturally. Tonight they all got up from their lounging to greet me—or the false name I’ve given them—and tease me about going to see Louise. Apolline might have her suspicions about who I am, but Florine and Catherine have no idea. Who knows what Louise has told them about our relationship. I left that up to her. She’s good with my secrets.

      In the old days, if I came here in disguise, I’d use a password with her. I’d mention something about Les Feuillantines or Hermès, or one of my tree names. Something only we knew. These days, we don’t bother.

      “You know I hate to come here like this,” I said to Louise.

      “What, like a cop?” she asked. “You look far too disreputable for anyone to recognize you, and if you think you’re the only cop who frequents Florine’s, then you don’t know nearly as much as you pretend to.”

      “You know what I meant.” I tossed my hat and greatcoat on the floor and sat on the edge of her bed. I put my elbows on my spread knees. I managed not to put my face in my hands, but only just.

      Louise said, “It’s been four years of this, Cheat. Are you going to be angry about it forever?”

      “Yes,” I said.

      “You always liked it before,” she said. “Why don’t you like it now? And even if you don’t like it, it’s your life. You’re alive to live it. Half of what you want is better than nothing.”

      I was too tired to explain myself again.

      “If posing as a cop makes you miserable, quit,” she said, though that wasn’t the problem and she knew it. “Go back to your roots.”

      “I’ve lost my talent for crime.”

      “Ha,” she said. “Can a fish lose her talent for swimming?”

      I didn’t tell her about the house I’d broken into, or the fight I’d won, or the bloody scene I’d fled. I slumped backward onto her bed to stare at her sky-painted ceiling and the gilt-framed mirror hung there. When it showed me my stubbled, scowling face, I turned my head to look instead at Louise, twenty-four years old and resplendently fat, happy, and beautiful in her printed silk robe with chestnut curls cascading down her back. That Louise survived our childhood after Les Feuillantines is the only good thing I’ve ever done in my life, and I like to see her thriving.

      “Ah, Cheat,” she said on a sigh.

      “Nobody calls me that but you.”

      “Cheat, darling, everybody calls you that. Cheats Death, master of disguise, legend of the underworld, undetectable thief. The cops couldn’t catch you or kill you. Nobody’s seen you in four years and people still talk about you. Besides, everybody calls me Butterball and that’s not my name.”

      “Do you like it?” I wasn’t sure how I’d get all of Paris to stop saying it, but that didn’t matter. If Louise didn’t like it, I would make it go away.

      “I love it,” she said. “Fame requires a memorable nickname. You taught me that. And look at us! We could have starved after the Sisters died, and now I’ve made these”—she pushed her breasts together—“entirely out of pastry, which I can afford to eat whenever I want. What could be better than that?”

      “Fame for you,” I corrected. “Infamy for me.”

      Louise swept a fan-shaped brush through a pot of powder, then tapped the handle, clouding the air with a shimmer of excess. She flicked the brush expertly, letting the bristles kiss her pale cheeks. “You and your words.”

      A memory intruded from earlier in the night: the stranger saying “‘little’ doesn’t preclude ‘lethal’” in that low, serious voice. Enunciation like the tip of their knife against my throat.

      Not quite their last words, but close enough.

      My head swam. The sweet, perfumed air of Louise’s room turned sickly.

      It had been a long time since I’d killed anybody, and I didn’t like to kill a thief if I didn’t have to. It hadn’t even really been self-defense. The stranger had moved in a way I hadn’t expected, and the blade had gone deep.

      I wondered who they were, what their corpse would look like when the morning light came through the drapes. If they were a man or a woman or something else.

      My money was on “woman,” though they’d been dressed in trousers. Then again, people thought I was a man and half the time they were wrong.

      I didn’t want to think about that. To Louise, I said, “We could work on your letters while I’m here.”

      “You’re having a bad night so you want to ruin mine?” She was pulling one eyelid closed to draw a line of black along her lashes. “I told you I have an appointment. And I don’t need to work on my letters. I can read what I need to, I just don’t enjoy it. I don’t understand why you do, or why people are fanatical about it. One of my clients tried to help me with my letters last year, you know.”

      “Oh?” I propped myself up on my elbows.

      “Stop that,” she said, lining her other lashes. “You always want me to snitch. I won’t do it.”

      “Not on the ones you like, anyway,” I said. Florine and her bouncers were pretty good about kicking out men who misbehaved, but for Louise, I was always ready to step in.

      “I did like that one,” she said. “As peculiar as he was, I liked him a lot. He stopped coming. He sent me flowers and a very flattering sum about a month ago and that was goodbye forever, I suppose. I heard he sold his house and gave away his fortune and retired to the countryside. Can’t imagine. Not even if my whole family died, which is what happened to him. Of course, you’re my whole family, and I don’t have a house to sell. I’ve never been to the countryside. Is it nice?”

      “Louise,” I said, sitting up fully. A rich man giving away a fortune was a rare and notable thing. “Are you talking about Horace Faucheux?”

      “Oh, here we go,” she said. “I shouldn’t have told you that.”

      Faucheux’s connection to Malbosc was all I could think about, but Louise wouldn’t talk to me if she thought I wanted information about Horace Faucheux as a collector of magical artifacts and an associate of the man I was looking for. My approach had to be more nonchalant. So I said, “I’m surprised you liked him. Faucheux had a reputation as a cruel and thoughtless man—that is to say, before his change of heart and move to the countryside. You know if you ever have a concern, even the slightest worry...”

      “I didn’t. He wasn’t anything like his reputation.”

      And wasn’t that interesting? I prompted, “He sent you farewell flowers and tried to teach you to read.”

      “Get over here and do my hair.”

      I washed my hands with the ewer of water she had at her washbasin before I touched the silk of her brown hair or any of her delicate hairpins. Already set in pristine ringlets by nature and devoted care, her curls needed nothing. I gathered a mass of them to twist into a bun at the crown of her head. Each of her pins was tipped with a little paste gem, worth no more than its sparkle. I slid them in without jabbing her scalp, more gentle than I would have been with myself. Here and there, I let one tendril escape to loll against her neck.

      I worked in pleasant, silent concentration for a time—I’ve always liked using my hands, long-fingered and dextrous in all my forms, good for arranging hair or picking locks—until I judged it safe to say, “You were telling me about Horace Faucheux.”

      “And you care too much about him,” she said with finality. “It must have something to do with your obsession. I don’t want to tell you any more and I don’t know anything, anyway. Go home and rest and maybe go for a walk in the sunshine tomorrow. Stop working yourself to the bone chasing a ghost.”

      “Louise,” I said, not quite a plea.

      “What you need is to fuck somebody new,” she opined. “Find somebody to fall in love with so you can forget all this.”

      I grunted in response. There was no chance of that. But if I argued, she’d really get going. I finished her hair and retreated to the bed.

      She continued, “And before you say anything about how I have a lot of opinions for somebody who doesn’t fall in love, we’re not the same. I’m not made for love, but you are. That man broke your heart.”

      “My heart?” I said incredulously. “Louise, he ruined my life.”

      “No, you did that,” she said. She’s brutal when she wants to be. “Plenty of people suffer a heartbreak and pick themselves back up. You didn’t. You can’t stand that you’re Cheats Death, legendary thief, and he stole from you. Who are you if some halfway handsome stranger can sweet talk his way into your bed and steal your most precious possession? It’s like he stole your whole self.”

      Malbosc had been more than halfway handsome, and I don’t care much for sweetness, but she’d grasped the betrayal and the loss. My heart wasn’t broken. It was the theft that hurt. “Now you understand.”

      “I don’t, really. Why have you been living like this for years?”

      “You know what he stole from me.”

      “You made yourself. Just do it again.” Louise pulled an enameled metal comb out of the top drawer of her vanity and tossed it at me.

      I caught it out of the air and ran the pad of my index finger along the edge. “The teeth on this are too fine. They’ll break your curls.”

      “Do you give your cop friends hair advice?”

      There was a note of genuine curiosity in her voice. I rolled my eyes. “I don’t have friends.”

      “That’s not a good thing, Cheat. And I see you trying to change the subject. I’m serious. Stop living like this. Make a new comb—or whatever. Fuck a new man—or whoever.”

      “You think I haven’t tried?”

      “The combs, sure. I saw you eyeing mine every time you came over here. I bet every surface in your little rat-infested boarding house cell was littered with combs. I bet you spent every spare centime on new ones. I bet you fell asleep with your sweaty hands clenched around a different comb every night and woke up with teeth marks in your palms.”

      The only thing worse than having a sister—somebody who knows me well enough to be fucking mean about it—would be not having a sister. I raised Louise to observe people and go for the throat in a fight, but Jesus.

      She was right. I couldn’t let her know that, though.

      “I can’t just make another one,” I said. “Magic isn’t bound by rules. Doing it once doesn’t mean you can do it again. Maybe you can, maybe you can’t. What I did to that comb, how I made it, I’ll never know exactly. It was just the right moment.”

      Every other moment had been the wrong one. I tried enough times to know. I might get lucky if I spent the rest of my life working on it, but it’s a surer bet to steal the one I already made. It’s mine by rights.

      And if I have to kill Malbosc to get my life back, that’s fine by me.
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      Couldn’t sleep after visiting Louise so I went through all my notes again. Each time I rearrange everything I’ve gathered from police records, old and new contacts, my own skulking and eavesdropping, and this city’s appetite for gossip, I learn something new. There is a hole in the middle of all this. Malbosc is crouched at the bottom, lying in wait.

      

      
        
          	
        Horace Faucheux, shitty rich boy who spends all his excess banking wealth on magical artifacts to impress a circle of similarly shitty collectors (Taillefer, Bertin, Duret, etc., most notably Malbosc), current whereabouts unknown, might be dead
      

      	
        parents deceased, probably murdered with magic
      

      	
        brother: Victor Beauchêne, see below
      

      	
        In March of this year, Horace Faucheux sent Louise a generous farewell gift, dispersed his family fortune, and retired to the country. He was one of Louise’s favorites, though her glowing account of his personality contradicts everything else I’ve ever heard about him.
      

      	
        Based on Louise’s comments, he must have been seeing her since roughly March 1824.
      

      	
        Victor Beauchêne, né Victorine Faucheux, definitely meddling in these affairs, former resident of the Maison Laval, current whereabouts unknown, might be dead
      

      	
        It was no trouble to connect Beauchêne’s two names, but his identity isn’t my affair. I only care because I know magic is involved in the Faucheux family’s misfortunes. I’m sick of solving unrelated mysteries. I just want to know where the fuck Malbosc went.
      

      	
        In February 1824, I saw Beauchêne leaving Aveux’s shop on the Quai de Voltaire with a purchase bundled awkwardly under his coat, which confirms that he knows about magic.
      

      	
        In February 1824, Horace Faucheux broke into Beauchêne’s room at the Maison Laval and tried to steal something. In the ensuing chaos, a resident named Julien Morère (Beauchêne’s lover) was hurt. Stabbed, I think, although I didn’t see it happen. Beauchêne strenuously assured me it wasn’t a matter for the police.
      

      	
        In March 1824, Beauchêne faked his own death—Mme Laval and all the residents received a letter stating that Victorine was dead—in a way that briefly, magically convinced me. My notes cured me of any confusion. There is no such person as Victorine. There is only Victor.
      

      	
        Did Beauchêne pose as his brother between March 1824 and March of this year? To what end?
      

      	
        Louise might know more, but she will throw a fit and bash me in the face with a pillow if I ask.
      

      	
        Jean-Louis-Alphonse Malbosc, motherfucker, current whereabouts unknown, alive??
      

      	
        His house was abruptly emptied and quietly sold in late February of this year and he has not been seen since. Not in his usual shape, anyway.
      

      	
        None of his friends/rivals/fellow collectors seem to have come into possession of the huge amount of artifacts I know were in his home. Neither has Aveux’s curio shop.
      

      	
        Recently dead or disappeared associates: Horace Faucheux (“retired to the countryside”) and the Marquis de Quennetière (found dead in his study in January, no wounds)
      

      	
        I have watched his other associates’ houses and chatted with their servants, and only Bertin and Duret have guests staying with them.
      

      	
        Stranger, encountered in Bertin’s house tonight, dead
      

      	
        The stranger recoiled at the mention of Malbosc’s name.
      

      

      

      

      If someone is killing Malbosc’s associates (Faucheux, the Marquis), I wish them well. But if Malbosc himself is dead, I may never see my comb again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SOPHIE BEAUCHÊNE TO ISABELLE DE TOURZIN, APRIL 12, 1825

          

          SENT BY PRIVATE COURIER

        

      

    

    
      My dear Isabelle,

      When Victor comes home, they occasionally let slip the most distressing details about you. I’d ask if you’re well, but we both know the answer.

      Won’t you come see Béatrix and me? Let’s have dinner. Or we could do something else. Dominique has a new Pleyel, and we could go over there and listen to him accompany Béatrix. They make lovely music together, and the sofa is very comfortable. You don’t have to smile or chat. I won’t permit anyone to ask you any questions, not even me.

      

      Your friend,

      Sophie

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ISABELLE DE TOURZIN TO SOPHIE BEAUCHÊNE, APRIL 12, 1825

          

          WRITTEN AT THE BOTTOM OF THE PREVIOUS LETTER, SENT BY PRIVATE COURIER

        

      

    

    
      No. Stop this at once.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SOPHIE BEAUCHÊNE TO ISABELLE DE TOURZIN, APRIL 12, 1825

          

          WRITTEN AT THE BOTTOM OF THE PREVIOUS LETTER, SENT BY PRIVATE COURIER

        

      

    

    
      Stop what, darling? Caring about you? We’re decades past that. You’re not the only one who can be stubborn.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BÉATRIX CHEVREUIL TO ISABELLE DE TOURZIN, APRIL 12, 1825

          

          SENT BY PRIVATE COURIER

        

      

    

    
      Sophie is the love of my life and therefore I respect her wish to care for you even when you refuse to receive care. I respect you as well, though you baffle me. I cannot imagine refusing Sophie’s affection—refusing the most precious thing on Earth!

      You and I both know what it is to have a magic that sets us apart from the rest of the world, and how attentively one must shepherd that power. You will twitch and grimace that I have recorded the word “magic” in violation of your cherished secrecy, but take it as a sign of how serious I am.

      If I did not respect you, I would shove aside the strict code and vocal control that I have developed for myself over fifty years, and I would look you in the eye and say, in that voice which everyone obeys, “Stop being rude to my wife.”

      Alas, the irritating truth is that I care for you as Sophie does. I know your hatred and fear of compulsion. I will never make you do anything against your will. Consider repaying this act of friendship by not being rude to my wife.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PRIVATE DIARY OF ISABELLE DE TOURZIN, APRIL 13, 1825

          

          WRITTEN ON ENCRYPTED PAPER

        

      

    

    
      The compass led me to a different mansion last night, that of César Duret, Baron de Sainte-Claire, where I made another ill-fated attempt to find Malbosc.

      The compass needle pointed toward a bed with two entangled lovers, deep in sleep, neither of whom had the right face. A man and a young woman, probably. Perhaps even the Baron de Sainte-Claire himself and a wife or a lover, but there was only the thinnest stripe of moonlight, and what do I know?

      It was too hard to determine which person was the one I sought. I want to kill Malbosc very badly, but not enough to murder sleeping people at random. I need to be certain it’s him.

      A magical disguise is possible, though a disguise that maintains itself through sleep is a rare power. Not impossible. I must consider it. But how can I attain certainty if Malbosc no longer looks like himself?

      The presence of two people in the bed kept me from the risk of waking them, though I think I would know Malbosc in any form, awake. Time will tell. As long as he remains unaware of my intrusion into the Baron de Sainte-Claire’s mansion, I can return to observe.

      I checked every other room of that house for good measure. Malbosc wasn’t there.

      That damn stranger was, though.

      I ran into them in the servants’ stair as I was leaving. They must have intended to search the second floor. I opened the door to slip into the landing and failed to detect their presence. As soon as I closed the door, what should have been my smooth and soundless exit became a scuffle. They grabbed me by the arm and pulled hard when I tried to escape. When I stopped resisting, the force of their pull slammed me into them. By feel, we were chest to chest. Their proportions struck me as familiar, but I couldn’t be sure.

      In the hall outside the door, a voice said, in quiet alarm, “Did you hear something?”

      The stranger and I were silent.

      “You heard something?” asked a second voice. “Where?”

      “In the stair.”

      In one cunning movement, the stranger swept me into an embrace and spun us away from the door. Our sudden closeness made their scent more evident, which confirmed for me that this was the same person I’d met previously. The salt and musk of their body was faint, but the cheap, sharp detergent that emanated from their clothes stung my nose.

      A warm, broad hand covered my lips. An arm banded my waist. The tightness was unnecessary. An insult. I’d lost our previous fight and stumbled into them tonight. They thought me incapable of silence and stillness.

      The landing of the servants’ staircase was not large, yet we didn’t block the door as it swung open. The flat plane of wood came perilously close to my back, but neither servant pushed it farther.

      There was no sound. I could see nothing. I assume the two of them peered into the landing.

      I could feel the stranger’s chest and belly, as breathless as carved marble, but pressed too hot and close against my own. I was thinking, quite practically, of the movement I would make to free the knife from its sheath at my hip, and then the one in my left boot, when we were caught and had to escape. Less practically, I was overtaken with bizarre gratitude that I had bathed and changed after Victor had found me passed out in the foyer, covered in blood and filth. I would not venture so far as to say the stranger smells good, but between criminal exploits, they clearly find time to bathe and have their clothes laundered. I wouldn’t want them to think any less of me.

      “It’s empty,” said the second servant. “You satisfied?”

      The first servant made a reluctant noise. They nudged the door.

      The wood brushed my back. I shrank from it. The door forced me into deeper, fuller, much worse contact with the stranger in our soundless scramble to make space. We generated an unfortunate friction. One of their thighs, disagreeably thick, parted my own. The toes of my boots hardly touched the floor; they’d used their leg to lift me. This foolish act gained us not one centimeter of extra space. The stranger was an impudent rascal. I don’t wish to credit them with anything, but they managed their recklessness in silence. Not the slightest grunt of exertion passed their lips, and I am no dainty little thing. The arm around my waist constricted. Their fingers dug into the flesh of my hip.

      Though the stranger was taller than me, our wriggling confinement had hitched me up their body and brought our faces nearly level, separated only by the hand smothering my mouth. They wore no gloves. I’d tied a kerchief over my face again. If not for that thin cloth, I could have sunk my teeth into their palm.

      Everywhere we touched, I could feel the thump of their pulse, as slow as my own. The stranger wasn’t fearful.

      If our positions were reversed, my hand on their mouth, their lips would curve against my palm. A smile. Almost a kiss. As it was, suppressed laughter and unseemly enjoyment of our circumstances quivered in their chest, vibrating me as well.

      I did not like it, of course.

      The pressure against my back vanished. The door shut. The two servants pattered up the stairs. I waited an agonizing age for the sound of them to be subsumed into the whisper and creak of the house, then disentangled myself and leapt back from the stranger, grabbing a fistful of their cloak. It offered less surety than grasping their shirt or anything more firmly attached to their body, but I genuinely did not know what would happen if I touched them.

      Not, I suspected, a conversation. And we needed to speak.

      So I clenched that thick, scratchy wool in my fingers and gambled that it was enough to keep them from fleeing.

      The absence of their warmth and closeness was a relief. The heat dissipated from my body. I stood on my own and pressed my feet firmly into my boots, into the floor, and let my thighs touch with no intrusion, as it should be. Nothing stirred between them. I was at peace.

      Or rather, I was not at peace, but it was because I was confronting a stranger who had recently stabbed me and was determined to interfere in my hunt for Malbosc. Nothing more.

      “You seem in… robust health,” the stranger said.

      “Why did you hide me?” I demanded.

      “Why aren’t you dead?”

      “Your ineptitude at murder.”

      A soft huff of amusement. “Murder? You fell on my knife. If I wanted to kill you, I’d do it right.”

      Would that you could, I thought to myself. Years of practice silenced it. “You’re free to make a second attempt.”

      “You want another go.” Their tone was, to my disappointment, incredulous rather than inciting. “You’re a sore loser.”

      “I do not have time for this,” I said.

      When I say that to Victor, sometimes they reply “technically, what you don’t have is patience.” Why can I not banish the echo of their voice from inside my head? And if I did lack for patience, standing a mere hand’s breadth from that infuriating stranger, overheated and itching and hating every stitch of my clothing and barely restraining a dire need to wrap my hand around their throat and snarl in their face, I cannot be blamed.

      With ferocious urgency, I asked, “Where is Malbosc?”

      “If I knew that, I’d have what I wanted and be warm in my bed right now,” the stranger said.

      “Warm” and “bed” were irrelevant and intrusive details. I began to form my next question, but the stranger interrupted me.

      “He owe you money or something?”

      “I am going to kill him,” I said, reaching for a knife. “And if you pose an obstacle, then I am going to kill you, too.”

      “First part sounds good. Second part’s maybe a little bloodthirsty, but it won’t be a problem,” the stranger said. “What if instead of getting into a second, even more wasteful knife fight, the two of us work together to find him?”

      I made a sound of disgust and dropped the handful of their cloak I’d been gripping. The scents of wool and sweat threaded the air. I departed in haste.

      They could have stopped me from slipping out of the house. I expected an attack, but my furtive, wandering path through the city suffered no disruption.

      This morning, Victor observed that while I hadn’t stained any more carpets with my blood, I was in as foul a mood as if I’d been stabbed a second time. I relented and told them about my assailant. Despite their incomprehensible youth and vast inexperience, Victor occasionally offers useful insight. Today was not one of those days.

      “Why not work with this person?” Victor asked. “What do you lose if you say yes?”

      “They stabbed me,” I said.

      “You’re fine.” Victor flapped a hand, hardly looking up from their copious notes.

      But I remembered them pale and trembling as they dropped to their knees in the pool of blood I’d made. My condition has done ruinous harm to my heart; Victor’s foolhardy, unstoppable caring has reminded me that my condition also harms any short-lived people with the misfortune to know me.

      Blithely, Victor continued, “And by your own admission, the stabbing was your fault and you attacked them first. Besides, even if they try to stab you again, you’ll be fine. Why not find out what they know?”

      Victor had posed a good question, and I did not have a good answer, so I said nothing. Fortunately, I was spared any need to raise my opinion of Victor by the next absurdity that emerged from their naïve mouth, which they had the audacity to accompany with eye contact and twinkling amusement.

      “Is the stranger handsome? They sound handsome.”

      Memory acts as touch sometimes. My body carries the imprint of the stranger’s. Their hand on my lips. The thick thrust of their thigh between mine. Their swallowed, soundless laughter. I think I would know them by feel if we met again.

      I would die before I said any of that to Victor, and I cannot die.

      My withering glare failed to make them cower. A contemptuous silence congealed between us.

      I said, “It was dark.”

      Victor said, “You’re four thousand years old and can’t see in the dark?”

      “An unsubtle attempt even for you.”

      I left. I shut the door with a satisfying finality, but did not descend the stairs quickly enough to miss Victor calling “Three thousand! Two thousand?” after me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PRIVATE DIARY OF C. F., APRIL 13, 1825

          

          WRITTEN IN AN INVENTED SHORTHAND

        

      

    

    
      Ran into the same stranger—alive.

      What an exciting little mystery my new enemy (?) presents. Who is this stranger? How did they survive? Why do they want to kill Malbosc so badly? It’s not hard to come up with reasons, but I’d like to know the specific one.

      Anyway, our encounter was more fun this time. I told them we should work together, but clearly I’ll have to ask again.

      Had time to go through a few rooms before I got diverted. Some interesting findings. One of the secondary bedrooms had dresses hanging in the wardrobe, and one of those dresses had papers tucked into its pockets. Haven’t had time to read those yet.

      I also went through César Duret’s desk. There was only one letter of interest, an unsent one from June. The handwriting matches Duret’s, and I’m almost certain it’s addressed to Malbosc. Their names don’t appear—life would be so dull if they made it that easy—but it mentions the Rue des Grands Augustins, where Malbosc had a townhouse, and a number of Malbosc’s other associates. No idea who this Mademoiselle Reynaud is, though. Maybe the dresses in that secondary bedroom are hers?

      I didn’t realize Malbosc and Duret were fucking. Wonder if that went as badly for Duret as it did for me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CÉSAR DURET, BARON DE SAINTE-CLAIRE TO JEAN-LOUIS-ALPHONSE MALBOSC, JUNE 2, 1824

          

          UNSIGNED, UNSENT, FOUND IN A DESK DRAWER

        

      

    

    
      I know you don’t like letters, my love, but myself, what I don’t like is being forced into the abhorrent company of Mlle Reynaud. Consider this page quid pro quo.

      Must you marry that spoiled brat? I understand it’s only for her money—and that rundown old ruin of a house you want for some reason—but surely there’s a better way.

      Why on Earth did you think it was a good idea to have us both over last night? And why did I drag myself all the way to the Rue des Grands Augustins to be subjected to that? If I have to spend any more time in her presence, she won’t live to see her wedding day.

      I know you said it was important, but I’m having trouble remembering why. In fact, I can’t remember anything after our excruciating dinner with your would-be queen and her vicious little face. Her head would look so much better detached from her neck. How are you going to tolerate your marriage? How am I going to tolerate your marriage? Just one evening with her and I’m left with a pounding headache this morning. It makes perfect sense that I would have drunk a cellar of wine to survive her company, though I don’t remember doing that, either.

      What was the important thing you wanted to tell me? You said you needed to tell both of us, but I can’t imagine why you’d entrust that nasty girl with even the most trivial of secrets. You’ve all but told her that we’re lovers, and I don’t know why you did that, either. She hates me for it, as I hate her. All of that would be fine if only you’d let me lord it over the others, too. I want those pompous old blowhards Taillefer and Bertin and the Marquis de Quennetière to know they discount me at their own peril. I want brick-dull Horace Faucheux to know that he’ll never have what I have with you.

      Why haven’t you made them suffer the presence of your betrothed? I understand why you keep me a secret, but usually a man parades his rich fiancée all around. Is all this secrecy because you’re worried she’d cuckold you with handsome blond Horace before you even got her to the altar? I wouldn’t worry about it; his lechery was his only interesting quality, so naturally he’s shed it. He’s basically a gelding.

      You’re better-looking, besides.

      Speaking of Horace and geldings, I’m going riding with him today. He simply would not take no for an answer. That’s why I’m writing you this note instead of scolding you in person. I have to expel some of this bile before I get on a horse.

      Horace is a terrible rider, did you know? At least I’ll have that to amuse me. Maybe he’ll fall off his horse and break his neck. Don’t worry, I won’t push him. I know you think he’s “useful,” whatever that means. You remain a most alluring mystery, my darling.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FIRST NOTE, POSSIBLY BY MADEMOISELLE REYNAUD

          

          UNSIGNED, UNSENT, FOUND IN A DRESS POCKET

        

      

    

    
      [Front of page. All the tightly written text below is crossed out and very difficult to read.]

      

      You would think me pathetic if I ever confessed this, but I am so crushingly lonely in your absence. I wish you would let me live in your house so I could at least have your things to keep me company. No. Your enemies would find me, I know, and that cannot happen.

      I know you are occupied. It is all part of your plan. I must endure. Missing you is not fatal, though it feels like it.

      Boredom will not kill me, either. Bertin’s daughter and her friends and indeed all the other girls my age—they are girls, you understand; I am a young woman—are empty-headed cows obsessing over trifles and tittering about glances from equally dull and worthless men. A hundred times a day they trill “Marie, look at this!” as though I could possibly care about anything that interests them. Some of them were only recently ennobled, and others are merely rich. They disgust me. Spending time with them is so lowering.

      I steel myself with thoughts of you—and the passion and devotion and protection you have offered me all my life, and my family’s powerful lineage, and the home we will return to once we are wed, and the magnificent future that awaits us—but I do have moments of weakness. I try to keep them confined to the privacy of these notes.

      I know you are hard at work hunting that demon bitch and laying traps for your enemies and gathering the resources we will need to go home to Songecreux, but all this waiting weighs heavy on my heart. I wish I could help you. Instead I exorcise my sentiments into this private writing. Otherwise I would scream.

      

      [A second note on the back of the same page. This text is also crossed out.]

      

      No matter how bored or isolated I feel, the cure will never be the society of the odious Baron de Sainte-Claire. I would do anything for you, so I tolerate that sneering little rat of a man on the occasion that you charm us into the same room, but his existence makes me boil with rage. And to hear you call him “César” and gaze at him with affection—even false affection, as I know it is—scrapes at my nerves. I can hardly remember our dinner last night, which I must ascribe to the effort I expended in keeping my seething hatred contained.

      I do recall that he tried to look down his nose at me, but I am taller—and more beautiful, and younger, and have a greater claim on your heart, but you know all this—so he failed, and there is, at least, some enjoyment to be found in that.

      And someday you will wed me, and take me home to Songecreux, and discard him, and there will be joy in that, too.

      For now, you want me to associate with him, for his servants to know me, so I am doing as you ask.

    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Praise for Felicia Davin
      


      		
        Thank you for reading
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Content guidance
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        I. Paris
        
          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 11, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 11, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 11, 1825
          


          		
            Sophie Beauchêne to Isabelle de Tourzin, April 12, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle de Tourzin to Sophie Beauchêne, April 12, 1825
          


          		
            Sophie Beauchêne to Isabelle de Tourzin, April 12, 1825
          


          		
            Béatrix Chevreuil to Isabelle de Tourzin, April 12, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 13, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 13, 1825
          


          		
            César Duret, Baron de Sainte-Claire to Jean-Louis-Alphonse Malbosc, June 2, 1824
          


          		
            First note, possibly by Mademoiselle Reynaud
          


          		
            Anonymous letter, April 13, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 13, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 14, 1825
          


          		
            Dominique Galmiche-Vuillemin, Vicomte de Savigny to Isabelle de Tourzin, April 14, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 15, 1825
          


          		
            Anonymous letter, April 15, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 15, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 15, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 16, 1825
          


          		
            Second note, probably by Marie Reynaud
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 16, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 17, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 18, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 18, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 18, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 19, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 20, 1825
          


        


      


      		
        II. En Route
        
          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 20, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 21, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 23, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 23, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 24, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle de Tourzin and Victor Beauchêne, April 24, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 25, 1825
          


          		
            C. F. to Louise, April 26, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle de Tourzin and Dominique Galmiche-Vuillemin, Vicomte de Savigny, April 26, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 26, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 26, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 26, 1825
          


          		
            C. F. to Isabelle, April 26, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle to C.F., April 27, 1825
          


          		
            C. F. to Isabelle, April 27, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 27, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 27, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 28, 1825
          


          		
            C. Forestier and Isabelle de Tourzin, April 28, 1825
          


          		
            Dominique Galmiche-Vuillemin, Vicomte de Savigny to Isabelle de Tourzin, April 26, 1825
          


          		
            C. Forestier to Dominique, April 28, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., April 28, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 29, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, April 30, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., May 1, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, May 1, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle de Tourzin and Dominique Galmiche-Vuillemin, vicomte de Savigny, May 2, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., May 2, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., May 4, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, May 4, 1825
          


        


      


      		
        III. Songecreux
        
          		
            Isabelle de Tourzin to Dominique Galmiche-Vuillemin, Vicomte de Savigny, May 7, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle de Tourzin to Delphine de Tousserat, Marquise douairière de Quennetière, May 7, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle to Céleste, May 7, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., May 7, 1825
          


          		
            Céleste Forestier and Dominique, May 7, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, May 8, 1825
          


          		
            Third note by Marie Reynaud
          


          		
            Céleste Forestier and Dominique, May 8, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, May 8, 1825
          


          		
            Fourth note by Marie Reynaud
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, May 8, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, May 8, 1825
          


          		
            Vision
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, May 11, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., May 9, 1825
          


          		
            Céleste Forestier and Dominique, May 10, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, May 12, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., May 12, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, June 12, 1825
          


          		
            Céleste to Isabelle, June 11, 1825
          


        


      


      		
        IV. Paris and Verneuil
        
          		
            Isabelle de Tourzin and Dominique Galmiche-Vuillemin, Vicomte de Savigny, June 13, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle de Tourzin and Sophie Beauchêne, June 16, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, June 21, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, July 9, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, July 16, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle to Céleste, July 17, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, July 19, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of Isabelle de Tourzin, July 20, 1825
          


          		
            Céleste to Isabelle, July 21, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle to Céleste, July 22, 1825
          


          		
            Céleste to Isabelle, July 23, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle to Céleste, July 24, 1825
          


          		
            Céleste to Isabelle, July 25, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle to Céleste, July 26, 1825
          


          		
            Céleste to Isabelle, July 27, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., August 10, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., August 10, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle to Céleste, August 10, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., August 11, 1825
          


          		
            Anonymous letter, undated
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., August 11, 1825
          


          		
            Private diary of C. F., August 12, 1825
          


          		
            Isabelle to Céleste, September 15, 1826
          


        


      


      		
        Thank You for Reading
      


      		
        Thornfruit
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Felicia Davin
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Felicia Davin


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/the-anonymous-letters-of-c-forestier---ebook-cover.jpg
[ he Anstromons
Lo o







