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  Welcome to my Ghost Detective books. I’ve been living with these characters in my head for awhile, and a certain number of stories have come out of it. So many, in fact, that there are two parallel timelines. 
A quick word to explain.
I started writing short stories about Robert and Clothilde. Had so much fun with them. And wondered what had happened to them when they died. They stayed so secretive! Then came the story Common Ground, and I got a definite link to Clothilde. And a way to get them out of the cemetery!
“Cool!” I thought, and started writing the next short story. Which wasn’t a short at all, but rather the beginning of a series of novels, the third of which you’re holding right now.
But I didn’t want to stop writing the shorts. So I’ve done both. In one timeline (this one), the ghosts get out of the cemetery and go looking for their own murderers, and in the other (the shorts), they’re still stuck in the cemetery and helping other ghosts find peace.
All of that to say you definitely do not need to read the short stories before starting the novels (though Common Ground will give some extra background), and the shorts can be read in any order. The novels, however, are best read in order.
So if you haven’t read Beyond the Grave yet, you might want to try that one first—although the stories can stand alone!
Enjoy!

R.W. Wallace
  






  
  One


Is there such a thing as an idyllic setting for speaking with the dead? Emeline Evian doesn’t think so but figures it could have been worse. 
The last rays of sunlight filter through a small gap in the white curtains and light up the icky brown carpet, the stressfully overcharged old wallpaper, and the pristine baby blue bed covering with its intricate dark blue handmade embroidery. A couple of dust motes swirl through the light, invisible when in the darkness on either side but peacefully and beautifully dancing during their few seconds in the sun.
Emeline Evian is sitting cross-legged on the bed, taking deep breaths, and doing her darnedest to pretend she’s not about to do what she’s about to do. It’s a hot July evening and this apartment is no better than her own across the hall at keeping the temperatures down during a heat wave. She has exchanged her usual jeans and black T-shirt for an old pair of yoga pants and a red tank top. This whole situation is already making her uncomfortable enough; she can at least wear comfortable clothes.
Of course, the way her lovely neighbor Amina lit up at the sight of Emeline wearing something with colors, has made her feel self-conscious. The fact she’s now assorted to Amina’s living room was not part of Emeline’s calculations. There were no calculations, only icky heat. But she has a feeling Amina doesn’t see it that way.
Which makes all sorts of questions arise.
Emeline will have to address those later, though. Right now, she has bigger problems.
Like preparing to talk to a ghost that scares the hell out of her—using a fricking Ouija board.
Yes, yes, the real thing. If such a thing even exists. What makes a charlatan’s toy real? Must the board be made of wood instead of cardboard or plastic? Must the letters and numbers be written in that specific font? Why do they all use the same font? Will ghosts not be able to communicate if offered a more light-hearted font? Will that offend them?
It annoys Emeline to no end that she’s preparing to use the board—again.
She’s a captain of the French Judicial Police, and she’s good at her job. She’s thorough and logical and bases her conclusions on facts and proofs. Not on whims, not on feelings, not on otherworldly influences. A police captain can’t show up in court and ascertain someone is guilty because a ghost told me. Ouija boards were made up by charlatans to steal money from gullible people who either wanted an easy scare or had unfinished business with someone no longer of this world. The first part is one thing—there are worse ways to get an easy scare, at least the chance of somebody getting hurt using the board is slim to none—but the second is unacceptable. Taking advantage of other people’s pain is not cool.
How she wishes she’d come up with a better way to communicate with the ghosts.
Because, unfortunately for someone as reality-based as Emeline, ghosts are real, and she has a particular affinity for them. She can’t see them, can’t really hear them, but they’re able to communicate with her anyway. That sixth sense making the hairs on her neck stand up, the feeling of being watched? For Emeline, it’s almost permanent. And from time to time, her mind will be going down one logical route, considering its options, when suddenly a stray thought enters her head, making her veer off in a completely different direction. It isn’t Emeline’s mind coming up with a new idea, but a ghost talking to her, planting the thought in her subconscious.
She had already been like this for a few years before coming to Toulouse, but it only happened occasionally—when she ran into ghosts. Now, it’s constant.
Of course, she kind of brought it on herself by stealing the finger bones of each of the two murder victims she was sent to investigate, and keeping them on her, wrapped in two bracelets, at all times. Basically, she made her peace with having Clothilde and Robert around. She has spent enough time looking into their pasts and having their voices talk to her subconscious to have gotten rather attached. She appreciates their help when investigating their murders, and she feels for them. She wants them to get justice, and find peace.
Now this other ghost…the one living in Amina’s guest bedroom? Her, she’s a lot more on the fence about.
Her name is Constantine, and her body is buried in the wall by the window. That’s what Emeline’s tingly sense is telling her, anyway. The last time they “talked,” Constantine told Amina—through Emeline—that she would no longer oppose any workers coming in to fix up the room. And she specified to have a look at the piping in the wall.
Emeline and Amina have been trying to come up with the best way of “discovering” the body without drawing the attention of the police, or too many others. They could start the demolition themselves but even then, it’s not certain they’ll manage to get to the buried body before needing help—or permanently destroying the structure of the building. Neither of them are architects, far from it.
And once they do get the body out, they’ll need a place to put it, or hide it, or whatever the hell it is they’re supposed to do with it. The plan is for Amina to keep one bone, so Constantine can travel with her if she so chooses, but what do they do with the rest? In order to offer the girl a decent burial, they’d have to let the authorities in at some point.
While they debate back and forth on how to proceed, Emeline has—very reluctantly—agreed to have another “discussion” with Constantine. And she has been unable to come up with a more efficient way than the Ouija board. Unless she wants to split hairs and show up with a different board, using a different font, only to do the exact same thing.
The board, plus Constantine having had her fun with Emeline by scaring the living daylights out of her the first time she came into this room, and Emeline is understandably on edge.
Taking a deep breath, Emeline reminds herself Clothilde and Robert are also in the room. She was too freaked-out to pick up on the details when Constantine spooked her, but she is fairly certain her two friends called the other girl off. She counts on them to protect her today too.
Amina wiggles on the bed next to Emeline. She hasn’t been able to sit still for a second since Emeline agreed to this madness. The lovely woman is wearing a pair of red jeans and a flowing, flowery red and blue blouse. Her hair is the usual dark and curly halo and her green eyes glitter with excitement.
If only the emotion sprang from something other than communicating with a misbehaving ghost. Anything else.
“You have the questions ready?” Amina asks for the hundredth time.
“I have the questions.” Emeline holds up a sheet of paper with their scribbled notes from the night before. She brought the paper but knows there isn’t really a need. Robert and Clothilde were present for the brainstorming session and although Emeline will be asking the questions from the paper, the two ghosts will be doing the actual questioning of Constantine.
Emeline is familiar enough with them by now to know they were the ones to give her instructions on where to move the pointer on the Ouija board the last time. Even when she wasn’t going completely poltergeist, Constantine felt different from Clothilde and Robert. Emeline took the instructions so well because they came from people she trusted.
Before coming here tonight, Emeline asked the ghosts—so, talking to an empty room—to take charge of the communications with the other ghost. The official story is that she feels the risk of missing something in translation to be less if the instructions come from someone she knows well. The real reason, and she suspects Clothilde and Robert know it, is she wants as little to do with Constantine as she can.
Amina is too caught up in the excitement of communing with “her” ghost again to notice Emeline’s reluctance. “Excellent! Let me just get the lights ready.” She jumps off the bed, making both Emeline and the stupid board wobble. She whips a lighter out of her pocket and starts lighting the candles she has set up around the room. Three on the dresser, five on the floor along the far wall, four on the windowsill.
When she lights those four, Emeline holds her breath, ready to jump up and run out of the room if Constantine reacts to having her personal space invaded like she did the last time.
All four candles are lit—no otherworldly indignation.
Well. Robert and Clothilde must be doing their part. Emeline will have to thank them later.
“I told you, there’s no need to light any candles,” Emeline says.
“My teacher says it helps the spirits find us from the other side,” Amina says. Because, yes, Amina takes lessons in clairvoyance. Nobody’s perfect. Her eyes light up. “Besides, it’s pretty!”
Emeline sighs. “Let’s get this show on the road, then.” She pats the space next to her on the bed. “Come on over here. We’re going to start by declaring the bed a ghost-free zone. Anyone breaches that rule and I’m out. Understood?”
Amina stands there gaping for several seconds, until she realizes who Emeline is talking to. Her eyes widen as she scans the room while sidling along the bed to sit where Emeline indicated. “They’re here already?” she whispers.
“They’re always here,” Emeline says. “It’s us who aren’t always listening.” She braces herself, straightens her spine, and places one hand on the Ouija board’s pointer.
“Good evening, Constantine. We have a few questions for you.”
  






  
  Two


Clothilde and I have a lot of experience in communicating with ghosts. Not much of a surprise since we’re ghosts ourselves, of course, but I’m guessing we have more than your average lingering spirit. Before hitching a ride with Evian, we spent thirty years in a cemetery in the outskirts of Toulouse, helping other ghosts move on. 
The thing with ghosts is they only stick around to settle unfinished business. Once it’s settled, they move on to someplace we’ve always assumed to be better. Those who don’t have any loose ends to tie up don’t go through the wonderful experience of waking up inside a sealed casket, only to be let out when they accept they’re ghosts. It was over thirty years ago, but I remember those five days as if they were yesterday. Do not recommend.
Obviously, Clothilde and I are still around because we haven’t settled our unfinished business. Thirty years is a long time to carry around a burden like this, but there’s a light at the end of the tunnel now—thanks to Evian. She was brought to Toulouse from Paris to investigate Clothilde’s murder (her unfinished business) and my inexplicable presence in Clothilde’s grave (seems to be linked with my unfinished business). Thanks in large part to Evian’s exceptional sensitivity to ghosts, we now get to tag along when she tries to solve our murders.
Constantine…is a bit of a deviation from our path, but I can’t turn my back on the poor girl simply because I’m on a mission. My release from this world isn’t more important than hers. It may even be less so, honestly.
Constantine has been a ghost for seventy years and has been alone for most of that time. The only human contact she had was from the living people who had the misfortune of attempting to sleep in this guest bedroom. I say misfortune because scaring people half to death seems to have been Constantine’s favorite pastime. Which, of course, didn’t lend itself to a lot of conversations or human contact. Clothilde and I are the first people she has talked to since she died in the fifties.
Anyone would go a little crazy after spending seventy years with no company.
Once you get her off the idea of scaring anyone who dares enter her domain, Constantine is a sweet girl. She has long blonde hair, wide dark eyes, and wears a worn and dirty wedding dress. It’s the dress she got married in, not the dress she died in. Somehow, it has gotten worn over the years—a reflection of Constantine’s state of mind.
We don’t know who killed Constantine, and it doesn’t seem like she cares about finding it out. Her unfinished business isn’t with the killer, but with the husband she left behind. If he was in his thirties seventy years ago, the chances of him still being alive aren’t great. I can only pray we’ll be able to tie up Constantine’s loose ends anyway.
The husband—Jacques—is who we’re going to talk about today. Maybe Amina and Evian can start looking for him while they figure out a way to bring Constantine’s body out of the wall without getting into any kind of trouble.
“How are you feeling?” I ask Constantine. I’m leaning against the wall next to her windowsill, close enough to intervene if she gets any funny ideas of scaring Evian again but not in her personal space. “You don’t mind the candles?” I’ll admit to being surprised she didn’t do anything to Amina when the woman lit up two candles currently standing inside of Constantine’s ghostly form where she sits on the sill, dangling her legs through the wall.
Constantine shrugs and her eyes flicker to the candles on either side of her. I suspect she doesn’t like them but likes Amina well enough not to want to scare or offend her.
“We could ask for her not to place any on the sill next time?” I offer.
Another shrug. “That’s not what’s important.”
“First we’ll talk about Jacques,” I promise her. “But if we have time, I’ll also ask about the candles, all right? There’s no need for you to feel uncomfortable.”
I get a small nod and consider it a great victory. Constantine is going to need some time to get used to interacting with others.
Clothilde, my friend of thirty years, is perching on the dresser. Wearing her favorite jeans, white blouse, and worn Converse, she is seated in much the same way as Constantine, leaning slightly forward with her hands under her thighs and her feet swinging through the wood in total disregard for the rules of the physical world. But while Constantine looks ready to pounce, Clothilde is the careless teenager who has a million better places to be.
Except she doesn’t, of course. But that’s Clothilde for you and I wouldn’t have her any other way.
We’ve agreed I’ll do most of the talking with Evian today and Clothilde will keep her distance. Keep an eye on Constantine in case something sets her off. Clothilde has a bit of a temper and I don’t want it interfering when we have a unique chance of communicating with Evian. I know the captain hates that Ouija board, so I don’t have any illusions of this becoming a regular thing.
When Evian states her ground rule of no ghosts on the bed, I glance at Constantine. She doesn’t seem offended. A good start.
Evian places her hand on the pointer and takes a deep breath. Closes her eyes. “All right, Constantine. If we’re going to help you, we need to know more about you and the way you died. Can I assume you were murdered?”
Constantine nods and I say, loud and clear, “Yes.” Luckily, Constantine wasn’t opposed to me being the one to actually answer Evian’s questions. The mistrust between those two seems to go both ways.
Evian’s eyes open and her hand moves to the “Yes” section.
Amina lights up in a smile that is entirely inappropriate when you learn someone was murdered. I’m glad Evian’s eyes are on the board—she wouldn’t be thrilled by her neighbor’s enthusiasm for talking to ghosts.
“Do you know who killed you?” Evian asks. There’s an odd lack of inflection in her voice, probably because she’s zoning out as much as possible in order to hear our answers and not attempt to inject her own opinions into the conversation.
Even though I know the answer, I wait for Constantine to shake her head before answering a clear, “No.” Before Evian can ask another question, I say, “We have more to add.” Then I start spelling.
Evian’s mouth opens to ask her next question. Shuts it. Frowns. And moves the pointer. I DO NOT CARE ABOUT KILLER.
When her hand stops moving, Evian shifts her gaze to Amina’s notebook. Evian isn’t even reading what she’s spelling out; she’s simply moving on autopilot. Both women wear similar frowns.
“You don’t care who killed you?” Amina says. “But they should be brought to justice. Nobody should get away with murder.”
“Then again,” Evian mumbles, “if the murder happened, what, sixty or seventy years ago, the murderer is most probably already dead. Justice is already served.”
“Dying of natural causes isn’t justice,” Amina says, her voice much harder than her normal tone. “Even if it’s postmortem, the world should know who the murderer is.”
“And if we happen to figure out who it was, we will do just that,” Evian says. She holds up a hand in the direction of the windowsill, as if expecting Constantine to interrupt. “But if this isn’t what Constantine needs or wants, we won’t waste too much energy on it.”
The words are more for Constantine than Amina, to reassure her the message was heard. But it seems Amina also needs to hear them. The usually mellow and smiling woman is straight-backed and tense in her cross-legged position on the bed, and I think she might be in danger of breaking her pen in half. An angry flush is making its way up her neck. She doesn’t like the idea of her ghost’s death going unavenged one bit.
“It’s all right, Amina,” Constantine says. I’ve never heard her voice so soft and kind before. “I’ve made my peace with it. What I need is for Jacques to find peace. Not some revenge quest.”
Amina is in no way as sensitive as Evian, but her anger seems to recede somewhat and the tension in her shoulders lessens.
Evian, who felt Constantine’s speech much better than Amina, takes her neighbor’s silence for acquiescence. Her gaze turns to the windowsill. “What do you need, Constantine? What can we do to help?”
I again wait for the nod from Constantine before spelling the answer out to Evian.
FIND HUSBAND. LET HIM KNOW. JACQUES LARCHER.
  






  
  Three


How many boxes would you need to collect your entire life? What would be in them? Would an outsider see the things as having value or would they throw everything in a dumpster without a second thought? 
Clothilde is about to find the answers to all these questions.
Being ghosts, Clothilde and I don’t take up much room. We appreciate having some space to ourselves but since we don’t have physical bodies, we don’t, strictly speaking, need it. We can sit wherever. On Evian’s crappy couch without feeling how uncomfortable it is, on the kitchen counter, even while living people are cooking, on the floor, or hanging in thin air if the fancy strikes us. We don’t sleep, don’t get back pains, and won’t knock anything over.
We will get bored out of our minds if left to fend for ourselves in a one-bedroom apartment for too long, but that’s a whole other story.
We’ve shared this apartment with Captain Emeline Evian for a little over a month. It was never meant to be anything but temporary, so Evian looked for something small, fully furbished, and close to the police station. This place is all three. What it is not is beautiful, comfortable, or thermally insulated. I don’t think any of us care about the beauty—except maybe Evian when she invites her neighbor Amina over, it makes her self-conscious—and Evian has figured out where to park herself on the couch to avoid all the broken springs.
But the lack of air conditioning, the single-paned windows, mixed with there being no way of creating a current of air, is slowly getting to Evian. And when she slows down because of the heat, we get restless. When she takes a break to take a cold shower, we pace.
I think our impatience has much to do with not remembering what it’s like to live in hot and humid air like this. Not really. Intellectually, I know I complained every time it got hot, especially when I had to wear a uniform for work. I remember sometimes changing my T-shirt three times a day and begging my neighbors if I could come over and use their pool when the afternoon heat was at its worst. But I can’t quite remember the feeling. Just like I can’t remember what it was like to be cold.
Although, to be fair, I don’t think Evian remembers that, either.
Right now, I’m trying to decide if I’m comfortable with standing through three cardboard boxes filled with bits and pieces of Clothilde’s life, with only my head and shoulders poking out over the top one, or if I should move to a place where I can pretend to be corporeal but won’t have the same view.
Normally, I wouldn’t mind playing ghostly tricks, but we’ve been doing this for hours already, and there’s no end in sight. I feel useless and like I’m a burden, and the constant reminder I’m just a ghost is getting to me. Or maybe it’s Evian’s crappy attitude rubbing off on me.
The living room wasn’t huge to begin with, but the day Clothilde’s sister showed up at the door with all of Clothilde’s earthly belongings neatly stowed into thirty cardboard boxes, the room went from small to cramped. One entire wall is hidden behind boxes stacked four high and four wide. Some are bothering Evian in front of her bedroom door every time she walks past, and the rest are shoved against the living room side of the freestanding kitchen counter.
They’re all labeled. Every single one of them starts with “Clothilde.” Then the actual content. Childhood toys. Books primary school. Clothes 16-18 yrs. Works of art. You think of a part of a young girl’s life, there’s a box for it.
Clothilde’s mom seems to have kept everything her daughter left behind. On first inspection, it’s not surprising. Many mothers have trouble getting rid of their children’s “works of art” even when the artists are still alive. When the daughter dies a violent death at twenty… I’d expect a shrine and an art museum.
Except this is Clothilde’s mom we’re talking about. We’re still piecing some of the puzzle together, but Madame Humbert seems to have prioritized her husband’s job and her own reputation in society over giving her daughter a decent burial and the rest of the family a place to mourn. Clothilde was buried by her uncle, in a grave bearing only her first name and date of death, and nobody but the uncle knew where it was. She didn’t have a single visitor during our thirty years in the cemetery.
All the evidence pointed to the mother not caring about her daughter.
Luckily, most of the animosity between the two women was resolved when the mother died and ended up as a ghost in our cemetery. Turned out she did love her daughter.
Whatever made Clothilde’s mother behave like she did is part of a bigger mystery we’re trying to solve. Clothilde’s murder was masqueraded as a suicide with the help of corrupt police officers—myself included but that’s a whole other ball of ugly—the mother was manipulated by politicians, the uncle was threatened by goons, the priests involved in the funerals harassed.
Something was going on behind the scenes. Something big.
And we’re hoping to find answers in Clothilde’s old stuff.
I think Evian was overwhelmed by the quantity of evidence. At least, that’s my explanation for why she started with the box labeled “Works of art.” She might not know Clothilde as well as I do, but she knows enough to realize there wouldn’t be hints on the back of awkward paintings or inside shapeless pottery projects. Clothilde was—and is—much more direct.
All the same, she took out a framed art piece. The date on the back claimed Clothilde had made it when she was seventeen. “Art project in première in high school,” Clothilde mumbled. It was a collage of some sort. Lots of aggressive colors, no recognizable shapes. Abstract.
Evian seemed to like it. She walked into her bedroom and held it up against the wall over her bed. “Can I borrow your artwork, Clothilde? This place could use some colors.” She stood there, waiting patiently, until Clothilde agreed.
Clothilde would deny it, but I know she was flattered.
Evian “borrowed” two other pieces: one owl-like statue currently taking up shelf space next to an armless Japanese cat some previous tenant left behind, and a painting, another abstract with lots of flashy colors, next to the stove in the kitchen.
Evian closed up the box and shoved it to the side. Since then, we’ve been going through Clothilde’s documents. And for a twenty-year-old, she had a lot of it.
We’re focusing on anything pertaining to the non-profit organization Clothilde worked with, one aiming to improve the saturation of traffic in Toulouse. That was back in the late eighties. We don’t need to look for the organization today to know it failed. Getting in a car to go anywhere today is synonymous with bracing yourself for a lot of waiting and anger.
We know the mayor at the time actively blocked the organization, but we don’t know why. We know he had several helpers, and one of them has talked. Unfortunately, he didn’t know much. He was just a lackey.
“There!” Clothilde, who has been sitting cross-legged next to Evian on the floor instead of her usual perch somewhere higher up, points to a page in Evian’s right hand. “This mentions Redon.” She leans closer. “Huh. I didn’t realize I’d already had the misfortune of crossing her path.”
Evian’s gaze moves to the page Clothilde points to.
She can’t actually see us or hear us. She’s just really, really, sensitive to ghosts. I’ve been a ghost for over thirty years, and I’ve done my fair share of communicating with living people. Some are completely closed up and won’t be influenced in the slightest, some will hear us on a subconscious level and take our words for their own thoughts and thereby do what we want them to. But Evian…it’s like we can have conversations with her. She’s extremely sensitive and open to listening to the nudges we give her. She knows we’re here and has made her peace with it.
She’s letting us tag along as she searches for our murderers from thirty years ago. And by “tag along,” I mean we’re anchored to the small bones Evian has made into bracelets. She has finger bones from each of us, and wherever those bones go, we go.
As she goes through Clothilde’s documents, she is clearly counting on Clothilde reading along with her. She skims all the documents but if Clothilde doesn’t say anything, she rarely takes notes, or puts the documents in the “to keep” pile.
If Clothilde has spotted the mention of Delphine Redon, I want to get a closer look. Her son threatened Clothilde’s sister with a gun a couple of weeks ago, looking for documents left behind by Clothilde’s uncle. It seems likely he works with his mother, who has had her hand in dirty business since the eighties. We know this to be true but haven’t been able to find any proof that might hold up in court. 
I lean forward so my torso sticks out of the middle cardboard box, my head over Evian’s shoulder. It looks like a form letter of some sort. It has two signatures, one from some guy, one belonging to Madame Redon.
Evian touches the signature and holds it up to study it in the sunlight streaming in her old windows. “It’s a stamp, not an actual signature. Still, it’s a link.”
“It’s the refusal for a hearing,” Clothilde says. “It’s just one of dozens of documents like it. I tried everything to land a meeting with the mayor, but I never could get through. That’s why I started showing up at the Capitole—and got kicked out on my ass every time.”
“The other name doesn’t ring a bell?” I ask.
Clothilde shakes her head. “Probably just a clerk. Which might mean Redon didn’t even read my letter. She just told this guy to refuse everything.”
Frowning, Evian has pulled out her phone and is tapping away at the screen. She’s typing in the name of the clerk.
“Clerks are usually young, aren’t they?” I ask.
Clothilde scoffs. “Way to go on the generalization, Robert. But yeah, I guess it’s one of those jobs you have to go through on your way to the top, so they’re not often old.”
“Hah!” Evian exclaims. “Found him.” She holds the phone out—so we can read what it says on the screen without pushing into her personal space—and I see a page from the Regional Council’s website, titled “Cyril Legros.” It has a picture of a dark-haired man in his fifties, with soft brown eyes and the beginnings of a smile. According to the text, he is the head of a division, and a member of a political party that is not the same as Delphine Redon.
Evian jumps up, then immediately groans, one hand going to her back.
One point to being a ghost. Clothilde and I are ready by the door within seconds.
“All right,” Evian says as she does some stretches. “I’m getting changed and taking a cold shower, then we’re paying a visit to Cyril Legros.” She drops the bracelets with our finger bones on the kitchen counter and firmly closes the bedroom door behind her.
Guess there’s nothing for us to do but wait.
  






  
  Four


Emeline misses having Malik for company when she has to go anywhere in the city of Toulouse. They only worked together for a little over a month, but she got used to him knowing the shortcuts or spots to avoid. Now that her partner is on paid leave awaiting judgment for putting a man’s life at risk and not telling his superiors he couldn’t stomach pulling his weapon on anyone, Emeline has to figure out how to get from point A to point B by herself. 
His capacity as a human GPS isn’t the only reason she misses Malik, of course. He is a bright officer with a sense of humor that agrees with Emeline and has a great career in front of him—if he can get his act together. Malik had the misfortune to have fired the shot that ended up killing an old man. It doesn’t matter the man was about to shoot them, that he was opposing arrest, or that nobody blamed Malik for the man’s heart attack. Malik needs more time to digest before he is ready to come back in the field with her.
While Emeline walks the short distance from her building to the metro station, going so far as to cross the street to stay in the shadow and out of the worst of the late morning sun, she ponders contacting Nadine Tulle. The woman is a miracle worker when it comes to searching for information. She has been able to dig up some very interesting—and very confidential—information in the past, proving her worth several times over. Emeline wouldn’t mind her help in the search for Constantine’s husband. Google was no good, nor any other “normal” place a person would go to search. The man must have died before the age of the internet or kept away from it. She could search in ancestry records, but that would demand time she didn’t have at the moment.
She wanted to help Amina and Constantine, but they couldn’t take away from Emeline’s search for Clothilde’s murderer. One of the men responsible for Clothilde’s death is behind bars and awaiting trial, but the others—and Emeline is one hundred percent convinced there were others—are still out there, possibly still killing innocent people. This has to be her first priority.
Still, it won’t cost her much to ask Nadine to look for Jacques Larcher. The woman probably won’t turn her down even though Emeline isn’t working with her buddy Malik at the moment. But she will ask questions.
And Emeline doesn’t have any answers that don’t include talking to ghosts.
As she validates her ticket and goes through the turnstile on her way down to the metro, she thinks back to the moment Constantine said she didn’t care about going after her murderer. And the sense of peace and acceptance that went with it. The love and longing that went with the husband’s name spelled out on the Ouija board.
Without thinking about it too much, she sends off a quick text to Nadine, mentioning it is for a personal project, so the woman won’t be using highly confidential police means to do the search.
The ride to the Regional Council doesn’t take long. The metro is relatively crowded—for Toulouse. In Paris, this would qualify as almost empty—but Emeline finds a standing place and buries her head in her phone like everybody else until she reaches her destination. The last leg of her journey is on foot, and there’s no shade to save her from the heat when she reaches the Garonne River. Malik would have known of a backstreet that could save them from the sun, but Emeline has to follow the directions her phone gives her and walks down the sidewalk with the three-lane road between her and the river, the sun making sweat run into her eyes, causing them to tear up because of her facial cream.
When she stands at the reception desk, waiting for the receptionist to call Monsieur Legros, she wipes her face with the back of her hand while surreptitiously flapping the back of her T-shirt to try to cool down her sweating back in the relatively cool air of the large building. This place is like most French administrative buildings; very clean, lots of windows, some plants here and there to
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