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T

his city had never conveyed anything but a deathly feeling to Millicent. It was scattered with busts and fountains carved from limestone blackened by the damp of the years; here and there the eye would catch marble surfaces coated in moss, ivy climbed thick and wild up the walls, choking entire buildings in its embrace, lilies sprang up in the most unlikely gutters of the streets, cracked stone wellheads, puddles thick with nenuphars. As far as Millicent was concerned, this city was little different from an abandoned mausoleum.

And perhaps that was why she wasn't especially surprised when she first caught that macabre odor coming from the apartment across the hall...

There's no need for lengthy descriptions of the associations that dreadful odor conjured up. Suffice it to say that it was a moldy, damp, sticky odor; sticky in that it had the property of clinging to the clothes and skin of anyone who found themselves within its domain.

“Some mouse must have died in a pipe somewhere. Or a cat, who knows,” she thought.

Millicent duly raised the matter at the building's residents' meeting, but her words fell on deaf ears. The odor hadn't yet crept into the other floors. The tenants suggested, indifferently, that she get in touch with the management company. Which she did.

She went up to the building's fourth floor in the elevator, accompanied by Mr. Anthony, the manager's caretaker. The moment the odor reached his nostrils, Mr. Anthony went white as a sheet and immediately covered his snout with a handkerchief:

“But... but that's the smell of a human corpse...!”

Millicent's legs gave out from under her:

“No...! No!”

“Yes! Yes, I'm telling you! I've worked in a morgue, I should know!”

The two of them stood there, awkward, in the long narrow hallway of the floor, staring at each other. Mr. Anthony turned his face toward the apartment across the hall:

“The smell's coming from over there. I'll have to go and speak with them. I'll knock on their door.”

“I... I don't want to come with you. I'll go into my apartment.”

“Scared, are you? Is there any reason I should be scared too, miss?”

“No, no. It's not that. I just don't want to get involved with my neighbors. I prefer my privacy. That's all.”

“Very well. Wish me luck, then. If anything untoward happens, please call the police at once.”

“I will, Mr. Anthony. I'll be watching through my peephole.”

Millicent went into her apartment, tossed her raincoat and bag hastily onto the coat stand, and stationed herself at the door, looking through the little round peephole. She did not, all things considered, have entirely unfounded reasons for not wishing to grow close to her neighbor (beyond the explanation she'd given Mr. Anthony).

There were two facing apartments on the floor, and between them two unrented offices. The apartment across the hall had previously been occupied by an elderly woman, Mrs. Gertrude. When Mrs. Gertrude passed away, the apartment remained vacant for two months. Then a strange couple moved in, somewhere in their fifties. Prosper Girardin and his wife Henrietta. Prosper affectionately called his wife Errie, and she called him Perry.

From what information Millicent managed to gather, she learned that Perry had inherited Mrs. Gertrude's apartment quite by chance, through some very distant kinship—he was supposedly a tenth-degree nephew or something of the sort. Mrs. Gertrude had kept only the barest formal contact with people, and her only company had been the nine cats that lived with her.

Rumor had it that Perry was a former filmmaker and that his wife had been an actress. It was also said that the couple had been evicted, systematically, from one apartment to the next for failure to pay rent. Millicent didn't even need to verify that last piece of information. No sooner had the couple moved into the apartment than the first thing Perry did was open a line of credit at the local liquor store. The delivery boy came twice a week to the apartment to drop off whole crates of whiskey and brandy and vodka. Before long the hallway on the floor had acquired the persistent smell of booze.

“As if those two drunks have any brains left to pay rent with,” Millicent thought.

The very day after they moved in, she saw Perry toss a large black garbage bag into the trash bin. She approached the bin and heard meowing coming from inside the bag. She carefully opened the lid with the antiseptic wet-wipes she always kept in her purse and untied the knot of the bag. Out sprang Gertrude's nine cats, bolting in a panic into the street.

“Good grief, what a jerk!” she whispered, exasperated.

Errie rarely came out of the apartment. Millicent occasionally ran into Perry outside; either at some internet café in front of a computer, or at some horse-racing betting shop crumpling his slips in frustration, or in the park sitting on some bench poring over papers on his lap. She never greeted him or spoke to him, since they'd never been properly introduced.

She was consumed with curiosity as to how this couple supported themselves financially. Still, curiosity wasn't enough to make her strike up any kind of relationship with them. The internet was no help either, since it didn't mention so much as half a line about their filmography.

A couple of times she'd heard them fighting. “You're closer to the kitchen, you brainless, dried-up old drama queen! Why don't you fetch the bottle yourself?” Perry would bray in his booming voice. “Quit acting like you're the boss around here! You're not the promising young artist anymore! You're at the tail end of middle age and on the verge of turning into a useless old fart!” Errie would shriek back in her own shrill voice. “Bitch!” “Asshole!” From the casual way they hurled insults at each other, Millicent concluded that their fights probably happened on pretty much a daily basis.

It was about three weeks earlier that Millicent had seen Perry wandering aimlessly through the park. He looked devastated. Grief darkened his eyes, a pained expression, as if he'd been struck on the head with some blunt object. Some sort of tragedy seemed to make him alternate between poring over the yellowed leaves that had piled up on the ground and lifting his gaze to the perpetually overcast sky. Otherwise, his appearance was the same as she'd always known it. Tall, sturdy build, disheveled gray hair, a threadbare coat over unironed clothes.

As for Errie, there hadn't been a peep out of her these past three weeks...

Mr. Anthony pressed the apartment's doorbell. The doorbell didn't work. He knocked on the door three times. No response. He knocked again, three times, harder.

“Who is it?” Perry's voice rang out, angry, from inside.

“Mr. Girardin, good evening. It's Anthony, the caretaker for the building's management company,” Mr. Anthony stammered.

“What do you want?”

“Could I speak with you for two minutes, sir?”

“What is it?”

“Would you mind opening the door, please?”

The door opened a few inches, as far as the chain would allow. Perry's grim face emerged from the darkness of the gap:

“What is it?”

“I... I wanted to speak to you about the smell on this floor.”

“What smell?”

“There's a strong, unpleasant smell on the floor, sir. It's coming from your apartment.”

“I don't smell anything.”

“Perhaps because you've gotten used to it. What I mean is... since it's coming from your apartment, you might not notice it.”

“There's no smell whatsoever in my apartment.”

“I... Mr. Girardin, I'd politely ask you to let me into your apartment so I can check where this smell is coming from.”

“No.”

“It'll only take five minutes. Less, even.”

“No.”

“Mr. Girard—”

“I'm writing. I'm a writer. The slightest interruption is enough to ruin my work.”

“Could I come by at some other time when you're not busy?”

“No. I'm always writing. I'm always busy. I make my living exclusively from writing.”

“Mr. Girardin, the smell is dreadful. Other tenants are complaining too.”

“That's your problem.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“You could install... what do you call them... those automatic air-freshener sprays on the floor. Isn't that your job?”

“With respect, sir...”

“Don't bother me again.”

The door slammed shut. Mr. Anthony turned his body and cast a defeated look toward Millicent, who was watching him through her peephole. He stood there dazed for a few seconds. Then he got into the elevator and left.

Millicent hardly knew what to make of that brief exchange. Still, she'd gleaned one piece of information. Perry was a writer, just like her.

●●●●

The following days were marked by lively activity on the part of everyone concerned. Millicent searched frantically to track down some trace of Perry's literary output; in vain—she found nothing. Mr. Anthony, meanwhile, brought a police inspector up to the floor to confirm the nature of the odor. The inspector confirmed that the odor was indeed that of a human corpse, and assured Mr. Anthony that he would be requesting a search warrant from the prosecutor's office.

It was Tuesday afternoon when Millicent became aware of a muffled commotion in the hallway on her floor. She stationed herself at her door and looked through the peephole. She saw the police officers —kitted out in vests and helmets, carrying shields and batons—lying in wait on the stairwell landing. The liquor store delivery boy had evidently been recruited by the police. He approached Perry's apartment carrying the crate of liquor bottles in his arms and rang the bell. Perry opened the door a few inches, gave the hallway a cursory check, and slid off the chain to take the crate.

The instant the door swung fully open, the police officers charged in, well coordinated, and stormed into the apartment. With them was the inspector, wearing his trench coat, reading the prosecutor's warrant aloud. Perry roared with fury. He fought like a wild animal against the officers. He even bit some of them. He was a powerful man. It took four of them to bring him down and restrain him in handcuffs. They tased him repeatedly, but he didn't seem to notice.

“Don't touch her! Don't you dare touch her, you bastards!” he screamed, beside himself.

“Mr. Girardin,” the inspector continued, unfazed. “You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say may be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to speak with an attorney for advice before we ask you any questions. You have the right to have an attorney present during questioning. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be appointed for you by the State before any questioning, should you wish. Do you understand your rights, sir?”

Perry, of course, gave no reply. He was far too preoccupied with the officers who had piled on top of him. Amid the commotion, Millicent couldn't make out the charges against Perry. What exactly was he being charged with? Was he suspected of murdering Errie? Was it desecration of a corpse? A violation of public health regulations? Or all of these together? Millicent supposed she'd find out sooner or later.

The paramedics arrived, dressed in their white uniforms and wearing activated-carbon masks over their snouts. They went into the apartment with a stretcher. They came out carrying Errie's body on the stretcher, sealed hermetically in a polyester bag. Then they escorted Perry, his eyes red from crying, to the police van. Afterward the inspector, along with other police investigators, went into the apartment and began collecting evidence they deemed relevant to the case. They were in there for several hours. In the end they left, sealing the door with black-and-yellow tape reading DO NOT ENTER.

Millicent sat down in the velvet armchair in her living room and mulled over all the events that had led to today's arrest. Perhaps, in the end, this peculiar business with Perry would help her escape the writer's block that had been tormenting her.

●●●●

The first thought that crossed Millicent's mind when she saw the front page of the scandal-mongering tabloid CANCAN was, “How on earth did that paparazzo manage to get into the apartment and take the photograph?” Above it, the headline read: HE KEPT HIS WIFE'S DECOMPOSED CORPSE IN THE BED. Below it, the photograph.

It showed a woman's body, dressed in a nightgown, lying on a bed and decorated all around with withered flowers. The woman's face had been censored with a big red X. Who else could that woman be but Errie?

Her questions were answered when she ran into Mr. Anthony at the entrance of the building. She showed him the front page of CANCAN:

“How on earth did that paparazzo manage to get into the apartment and take the photograph?”

Mr. Anthony let out a laugh:

“That's not the actual scene, Miss Millicent! It's a reconstruction.”

“A reconstruction?”

“Yes, a reconstruction. It's fake. Staged.”

“Oh! Are they allowed to do that?”

“Of course they are. That filthy rag will resort to any kind of dirty trick to sell its garbage.”

“Ah, I see.”

“Still, the photograph isn't all that far from the truth. That much I have to give them.”

Millicent fell into thought, staring at the photograph. Mr. Anthony studied her sweet features before suggesting:

“Would you like to see the apartment?”

“What!? But, how?”

“The police assigned me to open the apartment's windows for a few hours every other day, to air the place out.”

“I thought the door was sealed.”

“I'll take down the restriction tape. The police have finished their investigation. They've collected everything they need. So? Would you like to see it?”

“Yes. Why not.”

“I'd only ask that you not mention this to anyone. Officially, no one else is authorized inside the apartment besides me.”

“Oh yes, of course. I won't tell a soul.”

They rode up together in the elevator to the fourth floor. Mr. Anthony removed the black-and-yellow tape from Perry's door and they went inside. The apartment had more or less the same layout as Millicent's. Unlike hers, though, this one was suffocatingly decorated with Gertrude's old-fashioned knickknacks: porcelain figurines, clay biscuit tins, rococo card tables, framed tapestries, wooden whatnots, ornate Bohemian crystal glasses. An out-of-tune cherry-wood clock stood imposingly against one wall.

All this décor barely managed to hide the grime and dust and cobwebs of the place. The apartment hadn't been cleaned in a long time. Errie had certainly never been a model housekeeper, and Perry himself clearly cared little for cleanliness. The odor of decomposition still lingered, though to a lesser degree than before. The floor was littered with crumpled racing-betting slips; Perry had evidently no talent for gambling.

Mr. Anthony whistled a cheerful tune as he opened the windows and the balcony doors. The chill of the afternoon eased the stuffiness. Millicent's attention, meanwhile, was fixed on a corner of the living room. There sat a large cardboard box that read Girardin PRODUCTIONS VHS, and on top of the box stood a battered laptop. Millicent concluded at once that these must be all the belongings the couple had brought with them when they moved in.

Her curiosity flared up again. Inside that box might well lie the couple's entire filmography, the very thing she'd been unable to find any information about online. And inside that laptop might be stored Perry's novels, the ones she also hadn't been able to find any information about. She knew, of course, that she wasn't allowed to touch anything inside the apartment. That didn't stop her from approaching the corner. Any piece of evidence at all. Anything. It would be enough for her.

“I'm going into the bedroom,” Mr. Anthony's voice broke her train of thought.

“Coming.”

Her eye caught the check lying on the table. The amount on the check was four hundred dollars, payable to Perry. The issuer of the check was a company called SS. Millicent had no way of guessing what SS stood for, though she did note that the SS logo bore an unsettlingly close resemblance to the Nazi SS.

Could Perry possibly be... a neo-Nazi...?

She pushed that last thought aside and headed toward the bedroom. She glanced into the kitchen as she passed by it. It was in a sorry state. Empty liquor bottles everywhere and open cans stacked in piles. She continued down the hallway toward the bedroom.

The tabloid photograph in CANCAN really had, in fact, reproduced reality with considerable accuracy. The double bed in the bedroom was strewn with withered flowers. The body, of course, was missing. Mr. Anthony was gathering up the flowers into a black garbage bag. Millicent's gaze wandered over the wall shelves all around. They were filled with cheap plastic dolls, palm-sized, some of them dismembered. Little boys and girls with disproportionately large heads. Whoever this doll collection belonged to, it certainly looked more like a repressed obsession than a hobby.

“Could Perry have killed Errie?” she asked Mr. Anthony.

“I have no idea,” he replied. “Errie had pancreatic cancer. Did you know that?”

“Oh! No, I didn't.”

“Nobody survives pancreatic cancer. Her days were numbered. It's entirely possible she died of that.”

Another possibility crossed Millicent's mind: 

“Could Perry be a necrophile, perhaps?” 

Mr. Anthony looked at her, eyes wide: 

“Good God...! You think so? That never even crossed my mind. That would be... repulsive.”

“Ugh! I'd honestly love to find out the charges against him.”

“They'll probably be announced at the court hearing next Monday. Unfortunately the trial will be held behind closed doors. No jury.”

Millicent's eyes suddenly lit up with excitement:

“I think I have the means to attend the trial.”

●●●●

— Hello?

— Good evening, Millicent.

— Good evening, Jenny.

— How are you?

— Fine. And you?

— Wonderful. How's the writing going?

— Not so well.

— Millicent...

— I know, I know. The contract stipulates at least one book every two years, and I haven't written a single sentence yet. Unfortunately, inspiration doesn't follow the terms of a contract, Jenny. It operates independently.

— I was under the impression you moved to this city precisely to find inspiration and rediscover yourself. To get past your writer's block—wasn't that the idea?

— Yes, well... Do you really want an answer to that?

— We don't like to pressure our authors with deadlines, Millicent. We know very well that deadlines only produce clumsy drafts from writers.

— I'm glad you realize that.

— Still, keep in mind that we're a publishing house. And as a publishing house, it's our job to put out a respectable volume of new books every year.

— Just give me a little more time, Jenny. That's all I'm asking. I think an idea is forming in my mind. I feel it inside me like a kicking fetus. And if my instinct isn't wrong, then it's an idea worth waiting for.
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illicent was summoned by the Authorities to appear at the preliminary hearing. She did not attend. Instead, she sent in a sworn statement declaring that she knew nothing about Perry's case and that her only involvement in the matter had been pointing out the dreadful odor on the floor to the building's management caretaker.

This, of course, wasn't entirely true. Granted, Millicent had no wish to appear in Perry's eyes as a witness or as anything at all connected to the whole affair. She wanted to observe him quietly—like some invisible presence—without him knowing anything about her. Wasn't that, after all, the role of a writer?

It was no secret. This case intrigued her. It seemed to be easing her writer's block, in some way. Behind this ugliness of stench and filth and decay there might, in the end, be hiding a story of some wild, consuming love affair. Or a psychological thriller about necrophilia. Or an existential drama about personal failure. Millicent could easily weave her own narrative out of the raw material. Still, she thought it worthwhile to dig further into Perry's case—if nothing else, to harvest further inspiration.

Monday morning found her at the courthouse. The Courthouse was a classicist building with carved pediments and Doric columns. At the bases of the columns grew wild mallows, which the caretaker regularly trimmed. Its interior was distinguished by oak wall paneling, portraits of past judges, and a floor of alternating black and white tiles that gave the impression of a chessboard.

She made her way toward Courtroom No. 4, where the hearing was to take place. Just as she was about to pass through the double doors, a guard stopped her:

“No entry allowed, miss.”

“I have special permission from the court bailiff, Mr. Basil Mayflower.”

“Mr. Mayflower hasn't informed me of any such thing.”

“Please, call him on his cell phone. He'll confirm it. Just give him my name—Millicent Blackwell.”

The guard took his phone from his breast pocket and called Mayflower. He stepped aside and spoke with him for a good few seconds. A good few seconds. Mayflower, it seemed, was hesitant to grant his approval. Eventually the guard hung up.

“Please, go on in,” he told her, opening the door.

She entered the courtroom. As expected, the public gallery seats were all empty. She chose one of the back-corner seats, the kind that didn't draw attention. The judge's bench was empty. Beside it sat the court clerk and the stenographer.

Two tables stood facing the judge's bench. At the plaintiff's table sat the prosecuting attorney and his assistant. At the other table—the defendant's—sat the ever-disheveled Perry and his court-appointed defense counsel, a middle-aged man in a cheap toupee and a checkered jacket.

Inside the courtroom, one could hear the whispered conversations of those present, though louder than any of it was Perry's snoring, which drowned out every other sound. Every so often his counsel would give him a nudge to wake him up, but he slept on, blissfully oblivious, his head lolling back against the wooden railing that separated the well of the court from the public gallery.

The presiding judge entered. The moment she appeared, the court clerk rose from her seat and announced loudly, “All rise,” as protocol demanded. Everyone stood. Everyone except Perry. He was asleep. His counsel shook him by the arm and he woke up. Realizing what was happening around him, he clambered awkwardly to his feet. Once the judge had taken her seat at the bench, the clerk said “Be seated,” and everyone sat down.

The presiding judge was an extremely elegant lady in her fifties. She looked rather like a porn star in judicial robes. She opened the case file in front of her:

“Good morning, gentlemen. Today we are examining case number 5673/871. I am familiar with the facts of the case. The plaintiff in this matter is the prosecution. The defendant is Mr. Prosper Girardin, who is represented by court-appointed counsel, Mr. O'Leary. Will Mr. Girardin please rise and state his full name.”

Perry was asleep, his head lolling forward, producing a bloodcurdling snore. His counsel gave him a firm nudge. He woke up and stood upright:

“Yes?”

The judge sent him a stern look:

“Would you perhaps like us to provide you with a bed for the duration of these proceedings, sir?”

Perry looked around at the blank faces surrounding him, scratched his head, and asked:

“Am I entitled to request a bed?”

His counsel buried his face in his hands. The prosecutor let out a soft laugh through his nose. Realizing his blunder, Perry apologized:

“Oh, you were joking, I suppose. My apologies, Your Honor. I didn't sleep very well in the holding cell.”

The judge's expression soured:

“Please state your full name, sir.”

“Prosper Girardin.”

“Very well. Please, be seated.”

The judge gave the floor to the prosecuting attorney. He rose and began to read out the charges:

“Your Honor, Mr. Girardin stands charged with three criminal offenses. First, Mr. Girardin is charged as a suspect in the murder of his wife under the statute governing homicide. Second, Mr. Girardin is charged with desecration and abuse of a corpse under the statute governing offenses against the dead. Third, Mr. Girardin is charged with endangering public health under the relevant public health statute. For the first charge, the prosecution recommends a sentence of life imprisonment. For the second charge, the prosecution recommends a sentence of two years. For the third charge, the prosecution recommends a sentence of five years.”

The judge turned to defense counsel:

“What is your client's plea, counselor?”

“Mr. Girardin pleads not guilty on all three charges.”

“On all three?”

“Yes. On all three.”

“Have you advised your client of the procedural pitfalls his plea may expose him to?”

“My client has been fully advised, Your Honor.”

“And he stands by his plea of not guilty?”

“He does.”

“I'd like to hear it from the man himself.”

Counsel gave Perry a light nudge. He rose, eyes heavy with sleep:

“Yes?”

“What is your plea, Mr. Girardin?”

“Not guilty.”

“On all three charges?”

“Not guilty on all of them.”

“Are you aware that you will not have the opportunity to change your plea once the trial has begun?”

“Yes.”

“Very well. Please, be seated.”

Perry sat back down with a groan of discomfort. It was obvious to even the least perceptive observer that he was bored out of his mind by all this standing-up-and-sitting-down and the rest of the court's ritual procedures. The judge ignored his groaning and turned her attention to the documents before her:

“Has the defendant undergone psychiatric evaluation?”

The prosecuting attorney took the floor:

“The state psychiatrist is still preparing his evaluation, Your Honor. He has daily sessions with the defendant at the holding facility.”

“I see. And the coroner's report? Why is there no coroner's report?”

“The coroner's report is still in progress.”

“Still? It's already been six days.”

“The body was in an advanced state of decomposition, Your Honor. That's what's delaying the coroner's report.”

The judge pursed her lips. Counsel shot quick glances at Perry and at the prosecutor, then rose to take the floor:

“Your Honor, I would like to request my client's release on bail.”

“Your request is denied, counselor!” the judge snapped. “I have never once granted bail to a murder suspect, and I don't intend to break that habit today.”

“The prosecution has failed to meet its burden of proof regarding the murder charge, Your Honor. The evidence submitted is insufficient. It is also a fact that the deceased was suffering from an aggressive form of pancreatic cancer. According to the defendant's own testimony, the woman died of that cancer. This is also considered probable by the oncologist who diagnosed her illness.”

“Be that as it may, counselor. The defendant is presumed innocent, yes, but he remains a defendant nonetheless. You're not a rookie. You should know that.”

“Your Honor, Mr. Girardin is not a flight risk. He owns no car and doesn't even have the means to flee. He lives on very meager earnings from his work. Furthermore, his employer imposes deadlines, and he must meet those deadlines in order to support himself.”

“How do you earn your living, Mr. Girardin?”

“Your Honor, my client—”

“I would prefer to hear it from Mr. Girardin himself, counselor.”

Perry rose, thoroughly fed up, from his seat:

“I'm a writer.”

“Oh...! Really? Novels?”

“Yes.”

“How odd—I know practically every author there is. I don't recognize your name.”

“I write under a pen name, Your Honor. Dr. Dildare.”

“Dr. Dildare... That doesn't ring a bell either.”

“I doubt you've read any of my books, Your Honor.”

“Please, try me. I'm a compulsive bookworm. I'm sure I've come across one of your titles at some point.”

“I could list you a few of my more popular titles...”

“Please, go ahead.”

“The Zoophile's Little Piglet... The Best Buttfuck in Texas... The Vampire's Cock and the Nuns... The Sadomasochistic Theorem... Guess Who's Coming to Gangbang...”

The judge blushed:

“Ah, right. I see.”

“You might also be familiar with my most celebrated work, The Orgasmatrix in Action. It won first prize for fiction from the magazines CUM and LICK ME.”

“I see, I see.”

The judge lowered her flustered gaze onto the documents and then proposed:

“Mr. Girardin, I obviously cannot grant your request for release on bail. I can, however, arrange for you to be provided with a laptop on which to write during your pretrial detention. Will that be sufficient?”

“And internet access, please.”

“And limited internet access, of course.”

“Thank you.”

“This court is adjourned until next Wednesday, the eleventh of February, at nine in the morning. All interested parties are requested to be present.”

The judge struck her gavel on the bench, rose from her seat, and exited the courtroom; the clerk called out loudly, “All rise,” everyone stood, and the session concluded. Millicent made for the exit, having jotted down the pen name Dr. Dildare along with a few of Perry's titles. As she passed through the double doors, the guard stopped her:

“Mr. Mayflower would like to see you in his office, miss.”

●●●●

How had Millicent come to know the court bailiff, Mayflower? It was one of those absurd stories that sometimes happen to people and can lead to some ridiculous little fling—so ridiculous that, in the end, both parties come to regret it, or at least one of the two does.

Millicent had just published her novel—her only novel—The Incurable Case of Lady Ravencourt. The book was set in New York City in the early twentieth century. It told the story of the thirty-five-year-old spinster Lady Cora Ravencourt, descendant of the aristocratic Ravencourt family, who suffers from a mysterious syndrome of melancholy. It was published by the ATROPOS publishing house and was met with modest success and a handful of glowing reviews. “Destined to become a classic,” wrote the distinguished literary critic Rosamund Cloud about it. 

Some clever soul in the publishing house's marketing department had the bright idea to promote the book with the slogan “The novel that cures cancer!” He then unleashed this slogan onto social media and managed to turn it into the trend of the moment. Millicent found the slogan to be in poor taste and hadn't approved it. The World Cancer Patients' Association found it equally tasteless, and it dragged the publishing house into court on charges of insult to human dignity. Along with the publishing house, Millicent was swept up in the lawsuit as well, despite bearing no responsibility whatsoever.

Amid the bureaucratic proceedings of the courts (the very kind that would have filled Perry with revulsion), Millicent happened to meet Basil Mayflower, who took on her defense free of charge. Mayflower seemed quite taken with her, a fact that left Millicent feeling flattered. Gradually, their strictly platonic relationship developed into an innocent flirtation, and the innocent






















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
- .
Dimitris Apergi






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
Dimitris Apergié





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





