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  A note on sensitive topics


This is a book about ghosts, so naturally death plays a rather large part. If you don’t like spoilers, and you’re cool with everything, skip this note, and start the book. If you want to be prepared, read on. I’m writing this because reading should be fun, not a nasty surprise. 
In this book, Alix struggles a lot as she comes to terms with the fact the man she loves is dead. Her grief is explored in depth and can be a little overwhelming at times. But don’t worry, she’ll pick herself up again.
Our heroine continues to be more curious and self-sacrificing than is good for her. For this book, that means less crawling through catacombs and more encounters with crazy ghosts, leading to a confrontation with guns, swords, and psychosis.
As expected in a ghost series, the nature of some characters’ untimely deaths is revealed. Some scenes can be creepy or macabre, with graveyards and mausoleums making frequent appearances. There’s also a sinister organisation that does not respect the sanctity of death, experimenting on corpses and skeletons alike, and willing to protect their work by any means necessary.
While not on scene, the exact nature of a child’s death is revealed. Afterwards, Alix faces her fear of drowning through a vision and an actual drowning.
The series will be full of action with physical confrontations between the living and the dead, but our heroine is scrappy and will gain some strong supporters along the way.
Happy to tag along? Then join Alix in this new ghostly adventure on the streets of Paris!
Love, Janna
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When an undead movie star asks you for a small favour, you know you’re gonna be in deep trouble. 
Seeing ghosts is just something I’ve learnt to live with. They’re everywhere I go, especially since I chose to study history at the Sorbonne, one of the oldest universities in the world. While on a class trip to the Pantheon, where France’s great men—and women!—reside, I get introduced to the fabulous Josephine Baker! One of her war medals has gone missing, and she wants me to find its whereabouts.
Who could say no to a flapper girl turned movie star turned war hero? Little do I know agreeing to do so will send me on a wild-goose chase across the country with a ghostly pet cheetah, hidden walkways, and a murder attempt.

Follow Alix on her first big ghost adventure two years prior to the events of Parisian Ghosts.


Sign up to my Story Seeker mailing list and grab the prequel for free








  
  Chapter 1


“You’re a ghost.” 
I stare at Gaspar as if I’m seeing him for the first time. The floppy brown hair that falls into his eyes, the black-painted fingernails, the hoodie with some obscure band logo. I’m looking for the smile that always made my heart leap, but today it’s missing. For a good reason.
Gaspar is dead. Has been dead from the moment I met him. That’s just perfect. The first time I’ve found someone who likes me as much as I like them, someone who accepts all my quirks, and they’re not even alive.
You need to spend more time with the living, they said. And here I am, my heart aching for a ghost.
The look in Gaspar’s eyes is tortured. The longer I hold his gaze, the more he falls apart. Finally, he looks away and mumbles, “I’m sorry.”
He’s apologising for being dead.
“You don’t… you…” I bite my tongue, trying to sort my words. But my mind swirls, picking up memories and remixing them, searching for clues. How could I have missed it? He never ate, never drank, never bloody answered his phone!
Love. That’s the only explanation I have. I was in love, completely blind to all the little things that should have tipped me off. I feel stupid and betrayed, which is even more stupid because it’s not like he did this on purpose: die in an accident so he could befriend and romance me.
I blink and look at the things left by friends and classmates, people who actually knew him. The flowers are long dead, while the letters have been soaked by the rain a dozen times over. He’s been dead for three weeks.
“Did you know?” I whisper.
“Not at first.”
My head whips around, my eyes find his again. “What do you mean?” I’ve never met anyone so early in the afterlife, so soon after their death. Emily came the closest, and she’d known about her death. Another thought interrupts the one I’m having. Gaspar totally saw Emily and kept quiet about it.
“I… it was confusing,” he admits. “At first I had no idea. I didn’t even remember riding my bike. Just staring at the scene of the accident in confusion. And then you appeared.”
So at least he hadn’t been lying from the start. “So, when did you know?”
“For sure?” Gaspar wrinkles his nose as he thinks about it, “After you told me you could see ghosts. I guess I was in denial until then.”
Memories of that evening by the Seine float to the surface. His reaction devastated me. He broke my heart. I thought that he was angry at me for being so ridiculous, that I had somehow offended him. It didn’t make much sense at the time, which made it even harder to deal with. He’d been nothing short of amazing and then bam, total rejection.
Now I get it. Up until then, interacting with me had served as an illusion of being alive for him. My confession had ripped the Band-Aid off. Without knowing it, I had confirmed his greatest fear.
“My flatmates and colleagues mourned me,” Gaspar explains. “It was confusing because how could I be dead when I’d just gone out with you? When you touched me? Kissed me?”
I swallow the biggest lump. My cursed affliction had not only made me believe the man I’d fallen in love with was alive, it had also prevented Gaspar from adjusting to his new reality. “But you came back.”
“Of course I came back!” He takes a step towards me and puts his hands on my elbows. “Alix, I acted like a dumbass. It’s not your fault I got hit by the van. If anything, you made it so much… nicer, I guess. Without you, I would have been completely lost, but you made this transition easier. I’m dead, yes, but I’m still here. I can still do things. Be with someone.”
Once again, I swallow. I’m still hugging myself, despite his fingers on my elbows, unwilling to go there. I kissed a ghost! Luckily only in private. I can’t imagine how stupid I would have looked if I’d done it in public. Goose bumps are running down my spine.
But this isn’t about me—at least not yet. In spite of myself, I’ve got a million questions about the transition from living to dead. I didn’t know that ghosts could be so traumatised by their death that they would go in denial. It makes a lot of sense, though. After all, death is one of the most traumatic things that can happen to anyone. I can’t even blame Gaspar for dealing with it on his own, and I wish I could have been there for him. If my abilities are good for anything, then surely it’s this.
I push my own feelings into a dark corner of my mind and concentrate on Gaspar. After a quick glance around me to make sure no one is watching, I ask him, “Are you okay?”
“Am I okay?” Gaspar blinks. “I don’t think that matters anymore, does it?”
“It matters to me.” After all, I’m the ghost whisperer who helps out ghosts. That, and I do like him a lot. “I can’t imagine how hard it must be to… well, to be dead, I suppose.”
The corner of Gaspar’s mouth twitches. “It’s different than I expected. I mean nobody tells you about all this. I thought you’d just cease to exist and that’d be that.”
I nod. “It’s a lot, I suppose. There are whole communities of ghosts out there. My grandmother and her best friend even host parties.”
“That’s cool.” Slowly, the smile I love so much returns to his face.
“Where are you staying?” I ask, curious as to where he’d go when he wasn’t with me.
Gaspar lets go of me and scratches the back of his head before running his hand through his hair. All his little gestures cause me pain. He seems so alive when he really isn’t.
“At first, I just went home. My flatmates ignored me, but I didn’t know where else to go. I left when things got worse.”
“Worse?”
“When they talked about me while I was standing there, shouting at them that I was still alive. That I was standing right next to them. That I couldn’t be dead because I’d met this amazing girl. And then my room was cleared out.”
I swallow hard. “I’m so sorry.”
“Not your fault.” He gives me a heartbreaking little shrug. “Since then, I’ve pretty much just wandered the streets of Paris, always coming back here. Which is stupid, because why would I want to come back here?”
It’s one question I can answer for him. “Because this is where people remember you.” I sidestep him and squat down to pick up a photo of Gaspar. The sturdy cardboard has withstood the weather a little better than the letters. In the picture, Gaspar is a few years younger. His hair is shorter, but his nails are already black. He’s fooling around in front of the poster of a festival line-up, tongue out, eyes wide open, and index finger and little fingers extended.
“This was at Lollapalooza a few years back. I went there with my friend from school, Gustave,” Gaspar explains. “He studies Sociology with me.”
“I think I met him.”
“Did you?”
“Does he wear the same kind of band shirts as you do?” When Gaspar nods, I sigh. “I thought so. I asked him about you and he…” I stop when I hear footsteps and chatter behind me.
For a few heartbeats, I don’t move, straining my ears instead of looking. Fortunately, with the picture in my hand, I don’t look strange to anyone. Just another mourner. I could probably go on talking, but I don’t.
A couple of young women walk past behind me, their heels clicking on the tarmac. When they’re gone, I release my breath and turn to Gaspar. “You can’t stay here.”
“Agreed. This place is depressing. Except…” his eyes wander to the opposite side, “where I met you.”
I shake off the memory of our first macabre but beautiful encounter. “Where would you like to stay?”
“With you.”
He’s so attached to me, and that’s my fault. I’m the ghost whisperer. I should have known better. But nobody teaches you that stuff.
I wonder if the policeman I’d met would teach me or if he’s as lost as I am. I tell Gaspar, “You can’t stay at my place.” Odile would have a field day if she heard me talking to myself. Besides, it would be too much, even for me.
Flustered, Gaspar gasps. “Oh, I didn’t mean to suggest that. I agree. We’re definitely not at that point in our relationship.”
Trying not to flinch, I nod hastily. “Agreed.”
“I just meant that I’d like to stay close to you,” Gaspar explains, a hint of desperation in his voice. “I’m new to all of this and I don’t know who else to turn to, but more importantly, I really enjoy spending time with you. It sucks that I only met you after the accident.”
Oh yeah, it sucks a lot.
“I know you probably don’t want me around anymore, but…”
I shoot up and whirl around. “That’s not true.” A group of students on the other side cast pitiful glances at me. I’m tempted to shout just like Gaspar did, that I’m not some crazy mourner in denial. That he’s right here. But he isn’t. Not in any form that matters to people. And it hurts.
When they’re gone, I keep my voice low. “I know a place where you can stay.”

      [image: image-placeholder]“No.” For the first time ever, Victor Hugo has the stairs to the crypt blocked for me by the military ghosts who run the day-to-day operations on the upper level.
After some thought, I took Gaspar to the Panthéon. Philippe was happy for me to take over his shift. He never asks a lot of questions, which I appreciate. He probably finds it strange how invested I am in our work, but since he benefits from it, he doesn’t care too much about the why.
So far so good, but on the way down we are refused entry. “No what?”
“No foreign ghosts allowed.”
That’s right. For some reason, the Panthéon ghosts are incredibly protective of their prestigious resting place. They allow ghosts up in the foyer but not down here.
I point to Gaspar. “This is Gaspar.”
Immediately, Victor’s face softens. “Oh, kid.” The pity in his voice is almost too much to bear.
Gaspar looks at me in confusion but wisely keeps his mouth shut.
“You went back to the catacombs, didn’t you?” Victor asks.
It takes me a moment to realise what he means. “Oh, no. I mean, yes, I did, but Gaspar’s always been… like that. I just didn’t notice.”
If I thought the pity was unbearable before, now it almost suffocates me. Victor looks as if he wants to give me a hug, but I know I can’t take it. Not here, not from a ghost right now.
“I’m sorry,” Gaspar whispers.
I take a deep breath and continue with the plan. “Yes, I know, it’s all very tragic. At least now I can introduce you. Victor, this is Gaspar. Gaspar, this is Victor Hugo.”
It’s not entirely new to Gaspar that I’m hanging out with all the famous ghosts of Paris, but his eyes widen nonetheless. “The Victor Hugo? Oh, wow. It’s an honour, sir.” Gaspar takes a step forward and holds out his hand.
Victor clears his throat, stopping him in his tracks. As usual, admiration softens him, though. “The pleasure is mine, though I’m confident this is not the outcome we all wanted.”
“No,” Gaspar admits, his face darkening again.
“He needs a place to stay.” Carefully, I pick up the threads of our earlier conversation. “I thought…”
Victor sighs heavily. “I’m sorry, Alix, but I’m afraid that’s not possible. The good news, though, is that as a ghost, he doesn’t need a home. He can stay wherever he wants.”
“But not here?”
“Not here.” Victor remains adamant. Behind the barrier of military ghosts, the other crypt dwellers are watching us. They leave it to Victor, but I can tell from their expressions that they won’t come to my aid.
“Why not?” I’m getting a little frustrated. My eyes are burning, which tells me how thin this layer of productivity is that protects me from the feelings lurking under my skin.
Victor still looks so damn sympathetic. “This place is reserved for the great men—and women—of France. What has Gaspar ever done for France?”
That’s it? A bloody ivory tower? I feel the anger rising inside me. “Well, unfortunately he never had the chance to be great. He didn’t live to be eighty-three. Would you have been one of the greats if you’d died at twenty-two?” None of the people here died young. They all had time to hone their craft and do great things.
“Look,” Gaspar says quietly, “I don’t think I would’ve ever achieved anything remarkable.”
Oh no, he’s not going to self-reject now. I’m seething with anger as I snap at him, “You don’t know that.”
“Alix…” Victor says quietly. “You’re upset.”
“Of course I’m upset! You call yourselves the great figures of France but you won’t help a new ghost. After all I’ve done for you. Will you also deny me when it’s my time?” I never thought my time with Victor and the others was limited until now.
Victor stares at his feet, uncharacteristically meek.
“Wow…”
My mocking tone brings his face back up. “I have no doubt that you will do great things and earn your place here.”
As if. I have no such illusions about myself. You have to be truly exceptional to be inducted into the Panthéon. And being a history student won’t get me there.
Rousseau approaches and whispers in Victor’s ear. Victor pulls a face, but after a moment he gives in. “Very well. Gaspar can stay. For a little while.” Immediately, the military ghosts return to their posts upstairs.
I give Rousseau a grateful look, glad that at least one of my ghosts hasn’t forgotten his humble beginnings.
“He probably won’t be able to hold onto the room for long, though.” Victor looks at Gaspar. “Do you have any special connection with the Panthéon, young man?”
Gaspar rubs the back of his head. “Not really. I’ve only visited once, ages ago.”
I take Gaspar’s hand and squeeze his fingers. “He’s got me.” Then I pull something out of my bag. “And this.”
It’s the picture Gustave left behind. Part of me feels bad that I’ve taken something so personal and meaningful, but it’s exactly what’s needed to make sure Gaspar has a strong hold on this place.
“You may hide it behind my tomb,” Victor offers kindly. He takes a step aside, finally letting me and Gaspar pass.
I feel all eyes on me as I descend into the crypt, pulling Gaspar with me. He looks around in amazement, his mouth opening and closing frequently. We reach the writers’ alcove and I let go of him to place the picture of him in a crevice behind Victor’s tomb.
“It’s not the same as being buried here, but it comes close. Josephine Baker’s bones aren’t here either, and yet she has a real hold on this place.”
Gaspar huffs in amusement. “I still can’t believe you’re friends with all those people we learned about in history books.”
I smile at him. “Well, now you’ll be friends too. I hope.” I’ll be very angry with Victor and the others if they’re going to shun Gaspar despite this arrangement.
“We’ll see about that,” Gaspar says. “I can still leave, can’t I?”
“Of course. You’re not restricted by anything. Not while I’m still here.” There is no way I will ever forget Gaspar as long as I live.
He takes my hands in his. “So, what happens now?”
“Well, I’ll leave you to acclimatise to your new surroundings while I go home. I work on Tuesdays, Wednesdays, and Sundays. Beyond that, I’ll be at the Sorbonne if you need anything.” It may be a bit abrupt, but I need some space right now. To breathe and to think. And to feel.
Fortunately, Gaspar doesn’t protest. “Thanks for everything you do.”
As he leans in, I stumble backwards and let go of his hands. “I have to go.”
I practically flee the crypt.






  
  Chapter 2


After leaving Gaspar with Victor, I go straight to Gaby’s apartment. She’s still at work when I arrive, but a neighbour lets me into the stairwell so I can wait outside her flat. I feel numb as I sit at the top of the stairs, trying my best to keep my spiralling thoughts at bay. 
For three weeks, I’ve been hanging out with a ghost.
I kissed a ghost.
My boyfriend is a ghost.
Gaspar is dead.
What was I thinking?
I breathe through my teeth and press the palms of my hands into my eyes to keep the tears from spilling over. Why do these things keep happening to me? No! Not this way. Not…
“Alix?” Gaby’s voice sounds from below me. She’s balancing a bag of produce on her hip and looking up at me with a worried expression. “Have you heard from Gaspar?”
Instead of answering, I let out the most pathetic half-choked sob.
Gaby runs up the stairs, drops her shopping bag, and throws her arms around me. “Oh, darling! What is it? Is he…?”
And then I remember. The worry of the last two days has been swept aside by the terrible revelation I have just had. Before I found out that Gaspar was a ghost, I thought he’d been shot in the catacombs. We were being pursued by le Chevalier d’Os and one of his henchmen, a woman who must have been a ghost whisperer like me, because she’d seen Gaspar. It worked to our advantage as Gaspar managed to draw her away from me.
“It’s not…” I choke out, trying to comfort Gaby only to realise that it doesn’t matter if he’s been shot or not. He’s still… “Dead.”
Gaby’s embrace tightens as she pulls my head into her chest. “No!”
“Yes.” And suddenly the dam breaks. I can’t hold back the tears a minute longer. It’s like the Seine is pouring out of my eyes. I don’t stand a chance as I shake and tremble, sobbing my broken little heart out.
Somehow, Gaby manages to manoeuvre me into her flat, where I collapse on the floor, still unable to string a proper sentence together and explain the important difference between Gaspar having been dead all this time and just dying. There really isn’t any. The former is just laced with my own embarrassment at having fallen for a dead man in the first place.
What will Gaby think of me? She’s always been supportive of me—at least after that first little hiccup—but this is too much, too out there even for me. She’ll think I’ve really lost it. Or worse. That I’m delusional. Am I delusional? I guess that depends on what I’m going to do next.
But first I have to calm down. It takes me most of the next half hour to dry my tears and gather enough breath to tell her the whole story. It’s like pulling teeth, but if I can’t tell Gaby, then I can’t tell anyone.
Sniffling, I straighten my back. “He’s a ghost.”
Gaby frowns at me. “Is that a good thing? Is that how you found out?”
I shake my head. “No, I didn’t.” My voice shakes at the admission. “What I mean is…” I have to take another deep breath. “Do you remember the student who died?”
I’d been so preoccupied with the catacombs ghosts, Emily’s request, and meeting Gaspar that I hadn’t paid much attention to the campus tragedy. I hadn’t even bothered to learn his name. What a fine ghost whisperer I am.
“You mean the cyclist who was hit by a van?”
“That’s him.”
Gaby’s face falls. She stares at me for a few uncomfortable heartbeats. Then she pulls out her phone and checks something on it. Finally, she mumbles, “Gaspar du Charbonneau.” It’s on the bloody Internet.
She looks up again. “This is your Gaspar? You…” Gaby doesn’t even have words for it.
Neither do I. I nod, hiccuping as I do so. My eyes start to burn again as shame and grief overtake me. “It’s him.”
“Did you…?”
I shake my head.
“So, all this time…?”
“He was dead.” With another shaky breath, I regain some composure. “I never met the real Gaspar. He was always a ghost. I just didn’t notice.” Silly me. I really do spend too much time with the dead.
“Oh, Alix!” Gaby pulls me back into her arms. “I’m so sorry. Why didn’t he say anything?” She sounds angry.
But Gaspar doesn’t deserve her anger. This is on me. “He was in denial. Apparently, his mind went into shock. And since I interacted with him, he never dared to go there. Until I told him of my ability. That’s why he reacted so badly. He didn’t think I was crazy. He didn’t want to admit that he was really dead.”
Gaby pulls me closer and strokes my hair. “Don’t you dare blame yourself. Oh, ma puce. I’m so sorry this happened to you.”
I let out a mocking snort. “Who else would it happen to?” Somehow I doubt Officer Roubert would fall in love with a ghost without noticing. Speaking of him… “Remember the policeman?”
“What about him?” Gabby lets go of me and knits her eyebrows. “Did he tell you?”
“Sort of. But that’s not it. Apparently, he’s like me. A ghost whisperer.”
Gaby’s eyes widen. “No way! He’s a ghost whisperer?”
I nod, welcoming the change of subject. “Yes. And he wants to talk to me.” I went to the catacombs to find other ghost whisperers, and despite my utter failure down there, I managed to stumble across one at least. “Do you think I should hear him out?” Not that I’ll have a choice. He made it very clear that he had more questions. If anything, he just gave me some time to come to terms with my dead boyfriend.
“Yes, I think that’s a good idea. He might know some tips and tricks.”
“Like how to tell the living from the dead?” I say with enough bitterness to make me cringe.
Gaby gives me a pitiful look. “Maybe.” She shrugs. “I’m just saying you should give him a chance. He seems pretty nice for a policeman. And it sounds like he wants to help you.”
“Yeah.” My interest in the subject fades and my thoughts return to Gaspar. “What should I do now?”
“About?”
I whisper his name, “Gaspar.”
Gaby winces. “Well, I don’t know. Has he contacted you again?” I can see how strange this is for her now that she knows he doesn’t really exist.
“Yes. I found him at the scene of the accident. They still have flowers for him there. We talked and I put him up at the Panthéon for the time being.”
“You introduced him to Victor?”
“It didn’t go very well, but Victor agreed to let him stay there for now.” I see Gaby chewing on something. “What?”
She sighs. “I’m sorry.” This doesn’t bode well. “It’s just… well, you can’t really go on now that you know, can you?”
It’s the question of the day. If you would’ve asked me a month ago if I’d ever consider a relationship with a ghost, I’d have been horrified. But now I’m already in one. “I really like him.”
“I know.”
“He’s a good guy. Funny, kind, supportive.”
“Dead.”
I swallow hard. “If we’d been together before he died, would you be asking me the same question?”
Gaby blinks and takes a deep breath. Not good. “Yes.”
A groan escapes my throat. This isn’t fair. I finally meet the perfect guy for me—after he dies.
Gaby shuffles closer and takes me in her arms again. “I’m sorry. You don’t have to think about it right now. You only just found out. It’s okay to hold on to him a little longer.” She kisses my hair.
That’s all I get. A little longer with Gaspar, while he finds his footing in the afterlife. And then I’m expected to move on, even though he’s right there with his smile and his kiss. I can touch him and he can touch me, but for everyone else he’s not real. I might as well have imagined him. Like a proper basket case.
While Gaby strokes my hair and rocks me gently back and forth like a baby, I tear myself apart mercilessly, dragging out all my faults and failures. It’s not socially acceptable to be with a ghost. Heck, it’s not even socially acceptable to believe in ghosts. And yet here I am, desperately wanting a man I can’t have a future with. Not in this life.






  
  Chapter 3


It’s a strange situation. Gaby told me to mourn Gaspar, but how do you mourn someone who’s still here? Every time I go to work, he greets me with a beaming smile and tells me all about the famous residents I used to look after alone. Despite their initial reluctance, they seem to have accepted Gaspar into their fold. Not as an equal but more like an adorable puppy. He’s not one of them, but they don’t mind and let him run his course. 
Meanwhile, I go back and forth with my decision to stay with him. My head says no, but my heart can’t let him go.
I have, however, taken an interest in Gaspar’s real life. I stalked his social media profiles—swallowing hard at the memorial page set up on Facebook—and those he’d been friends with. Among them his coworker Marie at Chambelland. At last I know why she always looked so sad. Now I just have to work up the courage to talk to her about him.
Since my first visit, I’ve become a regular at the little café, getting my usual order of a pain au chocolat and a coffee. Marie smiles at me as I order and goes through her usual routine of asking me how I am.
The correct answer would be a big fucking mess. But to explain that I would have to tell her about my ability to see ghosts, and I don’t think that would go down too well with her. Instead, I give the socially acceptable answer of, “Ça va bien,” and ask her how she is. “Really?”
Marie’s smile stutters. “Fine… I mean…”
I put my hand on hers as she hands me my coffee. “If you need to talk, I’m a good listener.” I nod my head towards a small table nearby where I intend to sit. Normally, I would just leave immediately, letting her know I mean it.
It takes ten minutes for the café to quiet down. I finish my food and drink but stay around a little longer until Marie finally finds some time to slip away from the counter.
With her eyes on the door, she sinks into the chair, not that it’s a very soft one. All the chairs in Chambelland are Art Nouveau, filigree wrought-iron chairs. Pretty and delicate but not comfortable.
“You come here quite often,” Marie begins.
“It was a recommendation.” From a dead man. “I’m Alix, by the way. I study history at Sorbonne.”
Marie’s eyes light up, if only for a few seconds. “Marie. Law.”
“Wow. You must be pretty smart.”
She rolls her eyes. “A lot of memorising, mostly. So… what did you want to talk about?”
The ball lands in my lap and for a moment I’m too scared to speak. I have to remind myself that I need this. I need to talk to someone who actually knew Gaspar, and I don’t feel comfortable finding his other friend again.
“I knew Gaspar,” I whisper.
Her whole attitude changes. Before, Marie had been reserved and unsure. Now her eyes are wide and she leans forward. “You did?” Tears form at the corners of her eyes. “I can’t get over it. One day he messes around with me, tricks me into taking his shift—again!—and then… and then…” Her voice trails off. “I was angry at him!”
“Angry?”
“Because he let me down. At the handover. He never came.” Marie takes a shaky breath. “And then our manager called and said she was on her way. That I should close the café.” Tears are now streaming down her face. “I was angry, and he was dead.”
I move my chair around the table to put an arm around her shoulders. “You didn’t do anything wrong. I’m so sorry.”
Marie takes a moment to recover. When she does, she dabs her eyes and asks, “So, how did you know him?”
How can I lie to Marie when she has just bared her soul to me? And yet I don’t want her to think I’m taking her for a ride. In the end, I try to stick to the facts as much as possible. “Gaspar and I met at university and we… I guess we hit it off. He took me to a party down in the catacombs, and…” I blink hard.
How happy I’d been. I can still feel the butterflies dancing in my stomach. Even though he was dead, Gaspar made me feel alive. He challenged me to try bold new things and introduced me to a whole new world. Beyond ghosts and death, although in the end that’s all I found there.
“You guys were dating?” There is still some reserve in her voice. She probably didn’t just work with Gaspar but was friends with him. And of course, he never told her about me.
“One date,” I whisper.
“I’m sorry.” The reluctance finally melts away. “He really liked the catacombs. I was never brave enough to go with him. They’re dangerous, you know, but I guess so is cycling to school.” Marie dabs at her eyes again. “I think Gaspar was right. What’s life without a little adventure from time to time?”
I like that about him. He never hesitated when I asked him to venture deeper into the catacombs. And while we both got more adventure than we signed up for, it was also exhilarating. Too bad the catacombs have been taken over by some madmen.
The door opens, and a customer enters. Marie almost jumps out of her chair. “Bonjour!” She gives me a longing look as she hurries back behind the counter.
I watch as she slaps on a fake smile and serves the customer but there are more on their way in and it doesn’t look like we’ll get another break soon. So, instead, I write down my number on a napkin and slide it over the counter. “I’ll be back tomorrow.”
The smile she gives me may be fleeting, but it’s real. I feel a kind of kinship between us—two people mourning the same person. It makes me feel a little less alone.

      [image: image-placeholder]Outside my ghost sphere, the world just goes on. I spend time with my family, go out with Gaby, and attend my classes. Madame Canet’s class still revolves around the catacombs. I wish we could move on, but unfortunately, I don’t have any say in the curriculum.
However, I do seem to have an influence on today’s lecture as Madame Canet brought out my homework to share with the class. It got top marks, but I’m not sure it needs to be dissected by the class.
The assignment was to summarise the situation in the late-18th century and the factors that led to the decision of the Quarry Inspection Department, before critically examining the actions taken and discussing how it could’ve been done better. Of course, I’ve written a lengthy rebuttal to the action taken, advocating for the dead.
“Alix made some interesting points in her essay.” Madame Canet has put a few quotes of mine on the screen. The slide is entitled ‘The Dignity of Death’.
My own words are staring back at me: The most atrocious act was to treat the remains of
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