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			All writers of historical fiction strive for authenticity, but sometimes we may find conflicting facts in our research. Other times, we are faced with using a term a modern reader might not recognize.

			Confusing for readers is the evolving names of streets, buildings, people, and locations. Place Louis XV became known as Place de la Révolution, the home of the guillotine at the time of Louis XVI’s execution. The Directory named it Place de la Concorde, but after the Restoration of the Monarchy, Louis’s brother wanted to name it Place Louis XVI to honor the beheaded king, but Charles X returned the square to its original name. After France’s second Revolution the name was returned to Place de la Concorde, and as of this writing, it remains so. Still with me? The guillotine also moved around a bit, starting at Place de Grève, moving to Place du Carrousel, and on to Place de la Révolution.

			While incorporating historical fact within the creations of characters and story I sometimes make concessions. Antoine Fouquier-Tinville was the public prosecutor during the Reign of Terror. He had a daughter, Geneviève, however, I made her a few years older to give her more agency. All of Geneviève’s escapades are fictionalized.

			For the proceedings of Fouquier-Tinville’s trial, I consulted a digitized version of: The Public Prosecutor of the Terror, Antoine Quentin Fouquier-Tinville. Translated from the French of Alphonse Dunoyer by A.W. Evans | Herbert Jenkins Limited, Arundel Place, Haymarket, London | 1914.

			Eagle-eyed readers may find blunders or anachronisms, for which I take responsibility. If so, please let me know through my website (www.DebraBorchert.com). In appreciation, I’ll send you a short story leading up to the French Revolution and thank you in my next book in the series. Merci beaucoup.
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			Paris

			August 3, 1793

			If I had the same rights as a man, I would not have to dress as one.

			After waiting for Cook to leave for the market, I raced through the kitchen, down the servants’ stairs, and into the cellar. The pungent odors of ripe apples, stale wine, and fusty onions thickened the air. I pulled out my bundle from behind the vinegar cask and unbuttoned my gown.

			The irony of having to masquerade as a man to have equal rights made me want to spit in Robespierre’s face. I wrapped a strip of cloth tightly around my breasts. All the talk of Liberté, Egalité, Fraternité. I pulled on my brother’s tunic.

			Liberty? All women were free to do was starve. I stepped into my brother’s breeches and knotted a ribbon at my waist.

			Equality? Pah! Our latest government passed a law enabling all men to vote. I tied my neckcloth.

			Brotherhood? What about sisterhood? I shoved my arms into the waistcoat. After four years of governmental discussion, girls were finally guaranteed an elementary education. But universities were still closed to women.

			Voices from the kitchen stilled me. If my stepmother caught me, she’d send me to a nunnery. My fingers grew numb from grasping the frock coat lapels. Her heavy footsteps headed for the dining room. I shook out my stiff hands.

			We had won the right to divorce, but how were all the divorced women supposed to support their children? The memory of Lisette, my former neighbor, standing amongst the prostitutes gathered at the banks of the Seine, calling and taunting sailors, chilled me.

			I stomped my feet into the too-big boots. An unmarried woman’s signature was still worthless. But not in America—there women could own businesses and property. I should have gone to America with Henri. I should not have been so stubborn. I had been his mistress for a year, why had I refused to accompany him as one? I adjusted the breeches, trying to ignore my own nagging voice: He never said, I love you.

			Coiling my hair into a bun, I pushed my brother’s tricorne down over my curls, opened the cellar door, and peeked out into the late afternoon. A steady rain beat upon the cobbles, washing chamber-pot slops into the gutter at the street’s center. The heels of my brother’s boots were higher than my usual shoes, and I concentrated on keeping my balance as I straddled the gutter.

			Staying on narrow back streets, I adjusted my gait, trying to appear confident. As was my habit, I began to pick up my skirts but clutched the frock coat instead and looked around for anyone who might have seen me.

			If caught impersonating a man, any other woman would appear before the Public Prosecutor—my father—who would order her head shaved and sentence her to an insane asylum. But if I were arrested, I would disappoint my father, who would feel obligated to make an example of me. As he had recently sentenced Charlotte Corday, the first woman to be guillotined, I feared being dragged before him far more than eight-months in a madhouse.

			I splashed through puddles. If I didn’t sail for America soon, my stepmother would have me married to an old goat I didn’t love. But if I had identity papers proving I was a man, I could get a job that paid enough money for passage. Henri had urged me to visit his printer friend, Pierre. How would I convince Pierre to make false papers—a traitorous crime, for him and me? What if Pierre refused, or worse, told my father? I’d make Pierre agree. Today.

			Dark gray clouds hung over the river and twisted up the turrets of la Conciergerie, the new home to Marie Antoinette. Even if Henri couldn’t marry me, I was going to join him in America, no matter what crimes I had to commit. Surely he’d tell me he loved me when he saw me again.

			Rain slid down the back of my neck, making me shiver. I pulled up my collar. The only right women earned that was equal to a man’s was the privilege of facing Madame Guillotine.
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			Paris

			August 3, 1793

			The rain let up as I crossed the Seine. A herd of sour-smelling sheep wound around me as I entered Henri’s old neighborhood, one of the poorest in Paris, Faubourg Saint-Marcel. Walking amongst men, wearing frayed blue tunics and pushing carts, I realized Henri had been one of them before he learned that, although illegitimate, he was a noble. And as the new government despised nobles, had Henri stayed in Paris, he would face my father and the guillotine. At least Henri was alive, even if an ocean away. The empty spot Henri had left in my heart ached.

			I shook the rain from my frock coat, inhaled deeply, and entered the printshop. A young man pounded the pad of an inkball onto a tray of type, and I tasted a bitter stickiness in the air. Behind him, two men pulled a creaking wooden arm that screwed a press down onto paper.

			The clacking of a dozen men’s fingers rapidly shoving metal letters into trays vibrated in the room. If women were taught to read, they could have jobs like these men instead of selling their bodies to feed their children. My heartbeat matched the clicking. “Is Pierre here?” I shouted.

			A tall, angular man with wisps of gray hair tied in a brown ribbon at the back of his neck looked up, wiped his hands on his ink-stained leather apron, and pointed to himself.

			“Henri Detré sent me.”

			He jerked his head toward a tiny office in the rear of the shop. I followed, and he closed the door, muffling the racket.

			“Haven’t seen Detré around.” He leaned against a shelf filled with pamphlets.

			I kept my voice low. “He left Paris.”

			“For his father’s château?”

			“America.” Henri trusted Pierre, so I could be generous with information. “He and his sister emigrated to save the château and the winery.”

			His graying brows hooded his eyes.

			“Before he left, he told me to see you.”

			He crossed his arms over his chest. “Why?”

			My courage drained, making my legs shake. I wiped the sweat on my upper lip. “An identity card.”

			“Anyone can get one at city hall.”

			“I have one.” Fingers trembling, I pulled my card from my waistcoat and offered it.

			He looked at it, looked to me, and back at the card. “This is for a woman, Geneviève.”

			“That’s me.” I removed my hat, unleashing my hair. His eyebrows jumped, and I tucked my hair back under the tricorne. I willed my voice lower. “But I need one for the man who stands before you.”

			Pierre shook his head. “Your father is Public Prosecutor.”

			I stepped back. As I had feared, he’d recognized my father’s name. “He doesn’t know.”

			“And should he find out?”

			A hot metallic odor seeped into the room, reminding me of the heated iron pokers Sanson used to make prisoners confess in the dungeon below my father’s office. Would Papa allow Sanson to torture me into saying Pierre’s name should my false papers be confiscated? “He won’t.”

			Pierre wrapped his hand around the back of his neck. “You wish me to commit suicide?”

			“You’re not a criminal or a Royalist.” That was true. But if he made false papers for me, he’d be a traitor, and we’d both be executed for treason.

			“You could turn me in for helping Henri, a noble.”

			“Henri is my friend…and…”

			Skepticism etched his face.

			I hoped Henri would be my husband one day, but I didn’t say so. “I would never betray Henri, Monsieur.”

			He rubbed his neck. “And Henri knows you as a man or a woman?”

			I had to act confident. I pressed my hands on the desk and leaned forward. “He assured me I could trust you.”

			“Did Henri assure the man or woman?” He tossed my identity card on the desk.

			I retrieved it and stood tall. “Both.”

			“If I had a daughter, I wouldn’t like her dressing as a man.” He scratched dried ink from his palm. “Could be dangerous.”

			“I’m safer dressed as a man—if I have an identity card to prove I’m a man.” I shoved the card into my waistcoat and tugged it down, further flattening my breasts.

			“And what if they conscript young men?” He hitched his thumb on his leather belt. “What if they pick you up, thinking you’re a man? You want to go to war? Would Henri want you to go to battle?”

			The thought of fighting brought a wave of nausea, and I swallowed against it. Self-righteous indignation came easily for men. “I will go back to being Geneviève—wearing gowns, needing a chaperone, being useless.”

			I pressed my hands together. “Please, Monsieur. I met Henri at University, which I attended dressed as a man. Henri believes women are his equal and deserve an education and the right to work.” Tears were gathering, and I blinked furiously. “I need a well-paying job so I can earn enough money to join Henri in America.”

			A sad smile came over him. “Each day, before Henri climbed the stairs for his lessons with his tutor, he greeted everyone in my shop, often bringing bread when none could be found. He wanted to help commoners. None of us knew he was a noble until his father was murdered. It’s good he went to America.”

			“It’s safer for him there, for now.” My voice wavered. “Please, Monsieur. Henri sent me because he trusts you’ll help me.”

			“What will you use the papers for?”

			“You would agree it is safer for a man to travel aboard a ship than an unaccompanied woman?”

			He cocked his head, staring at me. Sweat trickled down the binding around my breasts, but I stood tall.

			He wiped his hands down the front of his leather apron. “What name?”

			“Jean.”

			He let out a puff of air. “Family name?”

			I would honor Henri’s peasant name. “Detré.”

			Pierre looked like he’d eaten a sour cherry. “Date of birth?”

			“I’m twenty-one.” I clipped my words to appear confident.

			He shook his head.

			My voice wavered. “Twenty?”

			“Are you eighteen?”

			I nodded. It wasn’t such a bad lie. I would be in a few months.

			He sighed. “Thirty livres—and your promise—”

			“Thirty? To buy a pig or sheep costs thirty livres.”

			“If not for Henri, it would be double.” He put his hand on the doorknob. “We could both be sent to prison for this.”

			A chill shot down the back of my neck. And it would be my father who sent us there. “I will return with the money.”

			He kept his hand on the door. “You must promise to never ask this favor again.”

			That was an easy promise to keep. I knew no one else who needed false papers. “Of course.”

			He grunted and opened the door, allowing me to leave before him.

			A fluttering grew below my ribcage, and I pressed my clasped hands against it. I had to appear confident, even if I trembled with fear, for, if I stopped to think about being caught, I’d never leave the house. And that would be the worst kind of prison.

			I walked through the shop, the clacking sounds fading as my own voice nagged in my mind. Even if I dressed as a man and got a good paying job, it would take months to earn enough money to pay Pierre. I wanted to sail for America now.

			I headed home, walking along the Seine. The whores were already taunting the sailors. How much did they earn? What did they do to prevent becoming with child? The Châtelet, where Papa kept his office, stood brooding like an angry rooster, on the other side of the river.

			I had clerked in Papa’s office once; I might be able to convince him to hire me again. I could delay paying Pierre until I earned money for both the papers and passage. No matter what, I needed false papers for the ship. I’d be much safer dressed as a man crossing an ocean.
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			Paris

			August 3, 1793

			I launched my scheme at dinner. A pristine white linen cloth covered the table. Two Sèvres porcelain candlesticks flanked the matching tureen, sitting at the table’s center. A violent decoration for a dining room, with two red foxes climbing the taper holders and hunting exotic birds around the bowl of the tureen.

			My stepmother sat, like a hen on a nest, next to my father. Her gold-colored gown cast a waxy yellow hue to her skin, accenting the wrinkles that crisscrossed her neck and bulging bosom. At her shoulder, an ornate brooch sparked in the candlelight.

			Forcing myself to speak before my throat closed, I rushed my words. “Papa, I learned much about laws while I clerked for you last year.” I did not say I needed to understand the idiotic laws if I was going to violate them. I sipped my wine. “Now that the Committee of Public Safety is in control, and the sans-culottes have not rioted in months, I wish to resume my duties to learn of our new government.”

			My stepmother clinked her spoon against her bowl. “My dear, it is dangerous for a woman to leave her home. You worry your dear papa. Antoine, you should never have allowed her to clerk.” She pat, pat, patted Papa’s elbow, making him smile.

			I nodded like I agreed—but I wanted to shout, women deserve the right to have an education and jobs other than doing laundry or selling fish. Just as Henri had spoken at the National Assembly. If there were such a law, I would not have had to impersonate my brother to attend University, and I could become an attorney, like Henri.

			Papa inhaled the steam rising from his soupe d’aspèrges, looked up, and blinked. His curving hairline and whiskers made his face a heart shape, and his narrow nose and round eyes gave him the appearance of a confused, loveable bird. I wanted to hug him. But ever since Maman died, he seemed distant.

			“Geneviève, you’re nearly eighteen. You’ve not much time to find a husband.” My stepmother’s lips formed a tight little bow.

			Eighteen, not eighty. I chewed a chunk of bread. If I’d left with Henri, at least I’d be a mistress. “I’ve no need of a husband. I wish to support myself.”

			“My dear, your behavior is unattractive to men. If you do not marry you will have no one to support or protect you.”

			A scream crawled up my chest, and I inhaled so deeply to stop it, my stays dug into my ribs. If I ever did get to change laws, I’d banish corsets.

			She smiled lovingly. “Where would I be without your dear papa?”

			I wanted to say, in a nunnery, but that wouldn’t convince my father. “Women are equal to men and can perform jobs just as capably.”

			“That is not very romantic.” She held Papa’s hand, smiling adoringly.

			What an old coquette. But a coquette nonetheless, and the reason Papa was attracted to her. Would I be able to bend and twist myself to get the man I wanted? Was any man worth that? Henri loves me, and he knows I dress as a man. “You have a bit of soup on your cheek.”

			Her hand flew to wipe the nonexistent drop.

			“It may not be romantic, but I wish to be of service to the Républic.”

			“The best way to be of service to the Républic is to marry and have children.”

			“Yes, but if I do marry, my husband could die, and I’d have to work or starve. Isn’t that correct, Papa?” He squinted at me. Was he listening?

			My stepmother fanned herself. “How unladylike.”

			“Starving is unladylike. But women who work to support their families are most honorable ladies.” I smoothed my serviette over my lap, calming my voice. “And what other opportunity would I have to support myself and children besides doing laundry or whoring, like our former neighbor, Lisette?”

			Her eyes widened with alarm.

			I’d meant to shock her, but I didn’t stop to gloat. It was my father I had to convince, for no other man would hire a woman. “With experience as a clerk, I would be able to support myself and family—including you and your son—should something happen to Papa.”

			She fingered her brooch. “I am certain your father has provided for me in that event. As your husband would provide for you. Is that not correct, Antoine?”

			Papa took a swig of wine.

			“Perhaps. But I don’t want to do other people’s laundry, would you?” I asked.

			“Geneviève, do not frighten your maman.” Papa poured more wine. “I would like some more of your delicious soup, Etty.”

			My father’s pet name for Henriette made me cringe. I’d never allow anyone to call me Genny. Calling women by children’s names subtly diminished them. But that did not occur to Etty; she considered her pet name a sign of love and affection.

			She plucked up the ladle. “Have I told you, Geneviève, that my mother received this Sèvres porcelain as a wedding gift and gave it to your father and me for our wedding?” She lifted the lid, ladled more soup, and replaced the lid with reverence. So proud that Papa loved her family recipe, she placed the bowl before him like it was a crown.

			She’d told me that story every time we had soup—every day.

			She rested the ladle on a porcelain dish. “Perhaps we shall give it to you and your husband on your wedding day.”

			I pressed the locket my real maman had given me against my heart. My mother had been nothing like Etty. Maman was warm and kind and listened to me. Etty’s pride in things rather than people made me miss Maman as if she had died the day before, not fourteen years earlier.

			Etty patted her serviette at the corners of her mouth, like a satisfied cat licking cream from its whiskers. “You have little time to find your true love,” she stroked Papa’s arm, “as I have.” She shook her serviette and settled it upon her lap. “I know you do not wish to be a vieille fille or a burden to your family.”

			“Being a spinster is not against the law.” I’d never possess her élan or subtle cruelty. “And I will never be a burden to you or anyone else—if I have a job as a clerk.” I bit a crust of bread, shattering crumbs across my bodice, and chomped. “You praised my penmanship in the past, Papa. And you know I’m faster than all the male clerks in your office. I would make you proud.”

			Papa’s eyebrows lifted and a trace of a smile crossed his lips. “You may accompany me tomorrow, Geneviève.” He caressed Etty’s hand. “On one condition.”

			I gulped wine; its heat rushed through me. Whatever he wanted had to do with marriage. “And what is that?”

			“That you marry whomever Etty chooses as an appropriate husband for you.”

			The wine soured my stomach. I inhaled, imagining all the ways I could shock most any man my stepmother could find and drive him away.

			She sat beaming, waving her fan before her face like a flag. “You have already rejected far too many suitors, my dear. I shall be lucky to find another who will take a woman of your age.” She tapped the fan. “But I do know of a gentleman I think you will like!”

			I wondered if an open fan could be used like a guillotine blade.

			“Do you agree?” he asked.

			“If I can clerk until a suitable husband is found, Papa.” I smiled my sweetest smile while biting my tongue.

			He patted Etty’s hand. “Do not fret, ma petite souris.”

			My little mouse. She was more of a rat.

			“I will send her home to you in my carriage before dark.” Papa returned to his soup.

			Etty waved the fan so hard she fluttered her curls.

			“Merci!” I nearly choked on the bread. Tomorrow I’d start earning money to pay for my identity card and then passage to America—if I wasn’t arrested for impersonating a man first.
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			Paris

			August 4, 1793

			Henri told me the guillotine represented equality, even in death. Before I began my clerking duties, I wanted to see where Charlotte Corday had lost her life. I asked Papa for the use of his carriage so I could deliver some old clothing for Lisette’s children. A ruse that Etty heartily approved.

			Despite the rain, Martin stood smiling, next to Papa’s carriage. He wore a frock coat and breeches of a dead-leaf color, but his waistcoat was a saffron-and-white-striped silk, which I suspected he bought from the secondhand seller in the market. His buttons were too bright, his tricolor cockade too large, and his jabot too fine for a groom.

			He tried hard to get my notice, but his fawning actions and clothes made me want to abandon my trip. “Drive past the Place de la Révolution, please.”

			He opened the door and bent at the waist, flinging out his arm. “Anything you wish, Mademoiselle.”

			“Your bow is that of a servant of the Ancien Régime. Do you wish to sentence us both to death?”

			His shoulder tilted, like he was preparing to run.

			“Do not call me Mademoiselle. We are both citizens.”

			His face reddened. “Yes, Ma—Citizeness.”

			I got in, pulled the door closed, and peered out at the darkening streets. Martin climbed up onto the bench, and the horses jolted. We sped through the rain.

			Pounding my umbrella handle on the ceiling of the carriage, I signaled him to stop. I pulled the leather straps to lower the window and peered across the empty square at the wooden platform: the stage for the machine of death. At the center stood a narrow wooden structure with two beams looming so high they swayed in the buffeting wind. At the top, suspended between the beams, a metal blade sliced the gloom. Raindrops slid down the edge. Rivulets of bloody water streamed around cobbles on their way toward the Seine. Hours had passed since the last execution.

			A bitter taste burned my throat. How many died to produce so much blood? When would it stop? When spectators stood ankle-deep in it? Even if they dug gutters to the Seine to carry the blood away, Revolutionaries wouldn’t stop.

			Although people dodged puddles in the streets, Place de la Révolution was empty. I wasn’t surprised. Spectators needed bright light to witness an execution’s full horror. At first, only royal and noble blood was shed here. Now, in a frenzy of democracy, anyone’s head could be chopped off, blacksmiths, chandlers, and laundresses alike.

			Waterlogged pamphlets littered the cobbles, reminding me of my reason for being there. The headline blazed in my mind. Prosecutor Sends Woman to Guillotine. I closed my eyes, seeing Papa’s lovable owl-like face, hearing his gentle voice calling me Gen. Did he remember my face when he sentenced her? I did not doubt the article, but I could not reconcile the Purveyor to the Guillotine with the man I knew as Papa.

			I sat back and stared at the blade. Being my father’s daughter was no guarantee against facing the machine of death.
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			Paris

			August 4, 1793

			Papa sat across from me in his carriage as we rumbled over the cobbles, past porters carrying crates of vegetables to les Halles. “Geneviève, please be kind to Etty.”

			“Of course, Papa.” I patted the dagger in my reticule. “She is most kind.”

			“She has your best interests at heart.”

			“I know. I am grateful for her ensuring I learned to embroider and sing,” I laughed, “however off-key.”

			He smiled. “You have a lovely voice.”

			A presence was all Etty had ever been to me, never a warm, loving mother. The Abbey Sisters had been more nurturing. “And she is right. I do not wish to be a burden.”

			He leaned toward me. “That, you will never be.”

			The carriage reached the towering stone fortress of the Châtelet, where people haggled over chickens and vegetables in market stalls lining the square. A fine mist brightened the violets, like the ones Maman and I had often picked at the river’s edge. I breathed in the sharp odors of briny fish, earthy spices, and ripe cheeses—all the fragrances Maman loved. For a moment, her spirit lingered.

			Papa guided me across the square as rain spattered the cobbles. We walked to the arched entryway and hurried up the steps into his office, where clerks scribbled in the weak gray light. The few I had worked with the previous year mouthed their greetings as I passed.

			Nearest Papa’s office, the head clerk, Imberton, twisted a blotting cloth in his left hand and scratched a quill across a paper with his right. Smudges of black ink stained his cuffs, camouflaging the fraying fabric. He had never liked me, I suspected because he thought women had no place in the Prosecutor’s office, and from his dour look, I didn’t think his attitude had changed. We stopped at his tall, slant-top desk.

			“My daughter will be copying my files for distribution, Citizen Imberton.” Papa told him. “Bring the papers from my office.”

			Imberton sprinkled a fine sand over his work to set the ink, shook the paper, and looked up. “Certainly, Citizen Prosecutor.”

			Imberton followed Papa. I read the paper he’d been copying. I stopped halfway down the list of names: Comte Louis de LaGarde.

			I’d not seen nor heard that name since I attended University. I brushed away the sand, the day vivid in my mind.

			No one had known I was a woman at University, and I had succeeded at my masquerade for a year. But one day, Henri and I were laughing over my success at embarrassing the pompous LaGarde in class. LaGarde, thinking I was a man, meant to exact revenge and humiliate me. He drew his rapier from its jeweled scabbard, rested its tip at my neckcloth, and with one deliberate swipe, sliced through my waistcoat, tunic, and binding—revealing my breasts.

			The sight of my bosom had shocked him, but he’d recovered quickly, calling me a whore and accusing me of attending University illegally, which I was. Although Henri had drawn his pistol to defend me, I delivered the coup de grâce, invoking my father’s name and title. Henri had assured me that men were so terrified of my father, none would further expose my masquerade.

			LaGarde never returned to University, but his action of revealing me as a woman had changed everything for Henri. I closed my eyes, feeling Henri’s warm chest against my cheek, inhaling his fresh clean scent. He was the only person who knew I dressed as a man, the only man who believed me his equal. I hoped I hadn’t missed my chance with the only man I’d ever loved.

			Imberton returned and handed me a stack of papers. “You will work next to me.” He pointed.

			“What are you copying?” I asked.

			“The list of prisoners to be called for the guillotine.”

			My stays poked my ribs. “What are their crimes?”

			“Royalist sympathies—traitors.”

			The papers rustled in my hands. LaGarde was a bully. I despised his arrogance. Another woman might be glad of his fate. But he did not deserve to die just for being born a noble. If Henri were here, his name would be on this list.

			Imberton held out a bottle of ink and a quill.

			“Merci.” I took the bottle, but the quill slipped. As I grasped for it, I knocked his open bottle of ink, spilling black liquid down the length of the document. I gasped. “I am sorry!” I dabbed my handkerchief at the paper.

			His mouth dropped open, but he quickly closed it.

			“I will copy it for you. Please forgive me, Monsieur, I mean Citizen. I will stay late to finish my work after I’ve copied this for you.”

			With his fingernails, he picked up the paper and held it out, ink dripping onto the floorboards, and dropped it into a metal bin. “Three copies. Every letter must be correct.”

			“I will finish them in no time, Citizen.” I placed the original on the desk next to his, took a clean sheet of paper from the shelf underneath, and opened my bottle of ink.

			The list was numbered but not alphabetized. I read each birthdate and name of men, women…a child of four years. I envisioned five-year-old Auguste’s round blue eyes and felt his chubby fingers grip my hand. A child, like my brother, sentenced to the guillotine? Had my father sentenced him? If not for Papa’s talents, many prisoners would go free. Did he fear the Committee for Public Safety would try him for conspiracy if he didn’t condemn the people they sent?

			My gaze landed again on Comte Louis de LaGarde—a man I thought I hated. But had he not exposed me as a woman, Henri and I might not have fallen in love. And now LaGarde was condemned to death for the same crime Henri committed: being born a noble.

			If I replaced his name...but what name? I forced myself to be honest: I spilled the ink on purpose to buy myself the opportunity to change the list. But if LaGarde was not sent to the guillotine, would rotting in prison be any better fate?

			Should anyone discover my replacement, I, too, would be tried as a conspirator—by my father. I could not claim my action was accidental, for the Committee of Public Safety needed neither evidence nor proof. What if the Tribunal condemned Papa for my crime? He’d never lift my chin with his knuckle, forcing me to look at him and tell the truth, again.

			Rain lashed the window. I closed my eyes and stared into a blood-soaked basket awaiting my head, hearing the jeers of the crowd, smelling my own fear as the wooden oubliette clamped around my neck. I saw my blood join the unending stream of gore to the Seine.

			I rubbed my eyes. I’d never see Auguste grow up. He was my stepmother’s son, but it was my skirts he tugged when he wanted to be picked up, my hand he pulled to visit the fishpond, my voice he begged to sing. I’d never fold paper boats for him again, never have children of my own. I’d never see Henri again.

			I shivered and watched the clerks standing at their desks copying court documents. My crime would condemn them, too. The tallest, Armand, was saving for passage to America, which he’d never see. The funny one, Denis, smiled all the time, ever since his twins were born. He’d leave them fatherless and his wife a widow. Imberton hid his frayed cuffs with his frock coat sleeves. He pinched every sou for his daughter’s wedding, and he’d never dance at it. A chill draft swept the back of my neck.

			If I were responsible for sending these innocents to their deaths, was I any less guilty than the Tribunal? Yet could I live with myself knowing I could have saved LaGarde’s life?

			I dipped the quill. If I wrote, instead of LaGarde, the name of one already dead, the number of names on the list would be the same total. But what would the guards do—after calling out that name, searching the cells, not finding the owner? The guards would never confess they had lost a prisoner. Would they take another in his place? No, for when that prisoner’s name was called, they would have the same problem. I could replace a name, maybe two, on every list.

			Imberton cleared his throat.

			I brought the quill down. Guards would begin doubting themselves, go crazy thinking they had misplaced prisoners or, worse, the prisoners had escaped. The guards would accuse one another. Insurrection would mount. My writing names of the dead would undermine the whole system. Maybe I could save lives as a woman.

			A knocking caused me to look up.

			Imberton stood before me, his eyebrows raised. “Do you need assistance?”

			“No.” I tapped excess ink from the quill and scrawled: Jacques Manuel. My hand quivered. To save one life, I’d be risking many. Wiping perspiration from my forehead, I dipped the quill again.

			My hand trembled, spattering ink. If I allowed an innocent man to go to his death, what did that say about me—my character? Did I want to be that person? Even if I despised that woman, did I have the courage to change the names?

			I ran my fingers over the rough, dry paper. If I made four copies and destroyed the original, would Imberton notice? I would have to copy the style of the original writing and make the three others different. I copied the date exactly, then stroked an elaborate G. Guillaume Pricaud. The name of one already dead.

			I didn’t know if I had enough courage to do this, but I did know I had to make certain I wouldn’t be caught.
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			Paris

			August 7, 1793

			Morning mist curled along the Seine as I crossed over the Pont Neuf. The shadows cast upon the river by la Conciergerie were as ominous as its pointed-roofed towers, Gothic arches, and barred windows. The Convention decreed the medieval former palace be converted into an impenetrable prison for convenience—it already had a dungeon and torture chamber. If anyone discovered I was a woman, I’d be an immediate guest here.

			I pushed my weight into my boots, pulled my tricorne lower to shadow my face, and walked past the iron gate to the guardhouse.

			The damp stone walls of la Conciergerie glistened in the flickering torchlight. With a scuff of my too-big boots on the uneven stone floor, I forced myself to pick up my feet. Tallow candles sputtered, filling the guard’s room with a fatty smoke stinking of mutton. Tucking the bottle of wine under my arm, I dug out Auguste’s identity card from my waistcoat and handed it to the guard, hoping the shadows were too dark for him to read accurately. Using my little brother’s card had occurred to me when I had taken him for a walk the previous week. If Etty asked, I would claim I forgot to return it.

			I tilted my tricorne down to shadow my face and lowered my voice. “I’m here to see Louis LaGarde.”

			The yellow-eyed guard glanced at the card and back at me. “You’re older than five years.” He poked a corner of the card between his teeth.

			My fingernails dug into my palms. Did he know my older brother—whom I was impersonating? If this guard exposed me, I was risking not only my life but my father’s reputation. “The number is faded, Citizen, I am twenty-five. Do you think the son of Antoine Fouquier-Tinville would present false papers?”

			His tongue sucked at the hole where a tooth had been. He pushed the card toward me and stared at the wine.

			“This is for LaGarde.”

			He glanced at his list. “Not here.”

			“He’d better be—my father put him in here!” I snatched up my card and placed the bottle on the desk, hoping the bribe would keep him from telling others about me.

			He reached for it.

			I plucked it up. “LaGarde won’t mind sharing. Do you have a cup?”

			He pulled a wooden one from a drawer and set it before him.

			Grateful I’d thought to lightly cork the bottle earlier, I wiggled it out and poured.

			The guard tapped his finger against the cup. I poured another measure and recorked the bottle. “LaGarde, Citizen.”

			He gulped down the wine, belched, and jangled a brass ring of keys. A young guard came from the corridor. “LaGarde,” the yellow-eyed man growled.

			The younger nodded, took the keys, and bade me follow him.

			Would these guards be sentenced to death if they couldn’t find the prisoners whose names I had substituted with those of the dead? I wouldn’t care too much about the yellow-eyed one, but this one probably had a sweetheart, siblings, parents. I’d have to learn the guards’ names to ensure they didn’t go to the guillotine for my crime. I pressed my hand against my chest, checking the binding was tight.

			The stench of vomit, sweat, and weeping sores intensified with every step we took farther into the bowels of the prison. I swallowed against the urge to gag. We passed large, cramped cells filled with people of all ages. A mother picked fleas from her daughter’s scalp. Women, dressed in ripped and dirty finery, sat in a circle sewing and whispering prayers. An old man rolled a stone to a blond boy of about three.

			How could a boy be guilty of treason? My father would condemn him for his noble blood. I saw Auguste, his laughter bubbling and free, his chubby fingers grasping my thumb, his arms gripping my leg when he was frightened. Did Papa not think of his own son when judging this boy?

			I stumbled, righted myself against a slimy wall, and wiped my hand on my breeches.

			The guard stopped and opened a wooden door. “Ten minutes.” He stuck out his hand for a bribe.

			“The other guard drank your share.”

			He shrugged. “As usual.”

			“Ten minutes. Merci.” I took a deep breath and stepped into the dark. Straw cracked beneath my boots. The door slammed shut. I jolted. The key grinded in the lock. The sour stink of an unemptied slop bucket made me want to cover my nose. LaGarde stood in the corner, his shoulders hunched, his blond hair hanging in greasy strands. The sound of the guard’s footsteps faded.

			My legs trembled. I could be thrown into such a cell. “Do you remember me?” My voice was as weak as the light.

			He peered at me and then a grin slowly emerged. “Who could forget your charms?”

			My face warmed as the memory of his exposing my breasts rushed me.

			“So, my execution has been delayed so you—Monsieur Fouquier—could gloat.”

			I shook my head and held out the wine. He didn’t move, so I placed the bottle near his feet. “It’s not what you’re accustomed to, but the guard enjoyed some of it.” I pulled out bread, sausage, and cheese.

			He rubbed his forehead. “Ah, a last meal.”

			I ripped off a piece of bread and offered it. He snatched it and gnawed, catching the crumbs with his hand, and licking them from his palm.

			I detested the pity I felt. I couldn’t be the only one who cared about him. “Has your family been to visit?” Withdrawing my dagger, I cut a hunk of sausage and tossed it to him.

			He caught it and waved his fingers at the cheese, which I also tossed. “What family? My brother? Killed defending the King at the Tuileries. My parents? Murdered in the September Massacres.”

			“I’m sorry.” His losses seemed not to affect his appetite in the least, but still, I would have to break down his defenses to save him. “Any friends visit?”

			He bit into the cheese and closed his eyes as he chewed. “I have no friends.”

			That, I believed.

			He chomped at the bread. But as he turned his head away and stopped chewing, I knew it was not from lack of hunger. He was missing someone. “A lady?” I asked.

			“Yeah.” He snorted. “My whore.” His low voice rumbled against the stone walls. “What about you, Fouquier? Got a whore of your own?”

			“Wish I did.”

			He laughed.

			Had there been more time I’d have laughed, too. “Has your mistress been to see you?”

			“Like I, she is a guest of Bicêtre prison.” He tilted his head back as if praying for patience.

			“For prostitution?”

			“For Royalist sympathies!” He swatted at a fly on his neck. “She despised the Queen.” He laughed. “Even a whore has more courage to be honest than I have.”

			It was only a matter of time before her name would appear on another list. The binding around my chest tightened as sympathy filled me. “I can get a message to her.”

			“Why would you give her a message from me? To taunt her?” He kicked a clump of straw. “Torture us both?”

			“To let her know you’re alive.” The muscles in his face flinched. He resembled a beggar, a depth to which, I imagined, he had never dreamed of falling. “What should I tell her?”

			“What else can a dead man say?” He cried a laugh. “Adieu!” He slid down against the wall until he sat in the straw with his legs stretched out.

			I crouched down and whispered, “Did you tell anyone you’ve been sentenced?”

			He shook his head.

			“Guards? Prisoners?”

			“No.”

			“You must not tell anyone of your sentence. No one. Do you promise?”

			He cocked his head and, for a moment, he was the old arrogant LaGarde. “Why?”

			“Hush.” I listened for footsteps. “So long as they do not call your name, you live. Understand?”

			“They will call. I have been condemned.”

			“Your name will not be called. You will not go to the guillotine. Do you understand?” He sat lifeless. I pinched his arm.

			“Ow!” He jerked his head and looked at me, his eyebrows peaked high above his dark eyes.

			“Do you?”

			The taut skin around his eyes began to relax as he stared at me. “Yes.” His voice was hesitant, like a child’s.

			A feeling of wanting to take him out of this hell swept over me. I should have thought he deserved this punishment after exposing me, but now my compassion surprised me. I gripped his hand. Although filthy, it was still the soft hand of a person who ordered others to do his work. “What’s her name?”

			“Magdeleine Corrié.” He winced, as if hearing her name pained his heart.

			“The message?”

			He stared at the ceiling.

			I squeezed his hand. “We have but a few minutes more.”

			He pressed his lips together, his nostrils widening as he sucked in the dank air.

			I hated pushing him. I softened my voice. “Do you wish me to tell her of your love?”

			He nodded, then pulled me close. “She is with child. Ask her…if she will marry me.”

			“That is honorable.”

			“It is not honor.” The muscles around his mouth quivered.

			I patted his arm. “I will bring her food and your message.” I stood and prayed I would be the clerk to receive the list with her name. “Remember, say nothing. I do not wish to join you at the guillotine.”

			He squinted. “You leave me to rot in this hell?”

			His words hit me like a slap. Why wasn’t he grateful? I’d saved his life, and he was angry? “I’d think anyone would prefer to live, even if among rats.”

			He lifted his chin. “You get me out of here, or you will go to the guillotine with me.”

			I was a cowering bug beneath a rock, taunted by the snapping tongue of a warty toad dressed in a ruined golden silk waistcoat. If I could have felt one drop of sympathy for this arrogant bastard, I’d not feel so ashamed. He’d exposed me once, and he’d do it again.

			Maybe Etty was right. Had I remained a helpless woman, I wouldn’t be one now. I could write LaGarde’s name on the next list, and he could be executed tomorrow. I shook my head. I couldn’t do it—he’d be a father soon. I sighed. “How?”

			He raked his hair. “There are tunnels beneath the prison.”

			I ran my fingers over the pouch, hanging at my waist, feeling the weight of the rusted, pitted key to the tunnels Henri had given me, telling me to use them if I ever needed to escape Paris. The cold damp air of the tunnels settled over me as a trembling moved up my legs.

			I had to act like I could do as LaGarde requested. I had to give him hope. I lifted my chin above my neckcloth. “It will be my pleasure.” I bowed to mock him.

			He laughed.

			The sound of footsteps neared. LaGarde scrambled to stand. “Why do you do this for me when I was so rude to you?” His voice was gentle, sincere.

			“You treated me the way you’d treat any man you deemed inferior.”

			His cheeks reddened. “I never would have treated you so, had I known you were a woman. Nonetheless, I was a bully.”

			I nodded. “You still are. Yet, you treated me as a man, and I’m grateful to you for that. But I didn’t fight fairly. Instead of a sword, I used my father’s name as my weapon.” It was not until that moment I realized the true reason I was there. “I am sorry.”

			He sniffed. “I deserved it.”

			“You don’t deserve this.” I waved my hand. “I don’t believe being born a noble should be a death sentence.”

			He dropped to his knees. “If you can save Magdeleine and my child, instead of me, I will willingly go to the guillotine and be indebted to you for eternity.” He kissed my hand and rose but remained bowed. The clank of keys sounded outside the door.

			I squeezed his hand.

			“Merci,” he whispered. “Until we meet again, Mademoiselle.”

			As the guard slammed the door closed, dizziness swarmed me. I had promised to save another life. But how? The corridor shrank around me. A torch hanging from an iron ring in the wall sputtered and snuffed. My breath whooshed out of me, and I stumbled in the darkness. The guard’s lantern bobbed ahead. I ran, reaching out for him and keeping my fingers within an inch of his shoulder until we reached the outer gate.

			I squinted in the light and heaved for breath. Somehow, I had to find the courage to travel the tunnels and get LaGarde out of the most secure prison in Paris or face the guillotine myself. Even with torches, traveling the dark tunnels was terrifying. How would I rescue LaGarde through them?

			I shoved my hand into the pouch and ran my fingers over the tunnel key. Henri had told me the key unlocked every door in the tunnel system, except for the Verzat mansion’s wine cellar. I gripped the cold iron. I doubted I could convince LaGarde to rescue himself, but I could try. I could not face the dark alone.

			Wiping sweat from my forehead, I straightened and squinted in the sunlight sparkling across the river. No one would suspect the daughter of the Public Prosecutor of saving people from the guillotine. Most would think me a useless female. Above, a robin sang and trilled. I could play the charade of a useless woman as an advantage.

			I might not change laws for women, but I could change lives. I headed for the cemetery. I had to find more names of the dead.
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			Paris

			August 1793

			My dove-gray bonnet was my most fetching, so I wore it and my low-cut gown for the guards at la Bicêtre. I had no more bribe money. As I wanted enough time alone with LaGarde’s mistress to ensure she understood my plan, I stole a piece of Papa’s stationery, wrote my request, and forged his signature.

			Less imposing than la Conciergerie, la Bicêtre was no less frightening. Prisoners’ wails drifted into the courtyard, making me shiver. I forced myself across the cobbles and into the gate house.

			I held out the forged paper. “Le Prosecutor requested I meet with Magdeleine Corrié.”

			“Identity Card.” The long-haired guard did not look up as he stretched out his palm.

			“Is le Prosecutor’s signed request not enough?”

			He squinted at the paper, making me think he could read only numbers.

			“I wish to meet with her alone.” I leaned over, giving him a view of my décolletage.

			He looked up, his eyes roving over me until they stopped at my bosom.

			“Shall I ask Prosecutor Fouquier-Tinville to appear before you himself?” I purred like a cat.

			He jumped up and stood with his hands trembling at his sides. “Follow me, Citizeness.” He yanked a ring of keys off the wall.

			If my scheme worked, I’d be endangering this young man’s life also. He wasn’t gnarled or greasy or corpulent like the others. Although he’d undressed me with his eyes, he probably had a sweetheart who loved him. Guilt sat in my chest, thick like mud. I would learn his name on the way out.

			“Would you be so kind as to carry my basket?” I oozed allure.

			He grabbed the handle and led me through stone-walled corridors, stained with splashes of dried blood. I’d read that Revolutionaries slaughtered prisoners, including girls, in this place. A metallic scent hung in the air. Did the ghouls leave the evidence as a warning to new prisoners? I covered my nose with my handkerchief. I could be locked away in here tomorrow. I repeated what had become normal for me: I cannot be caught.

			The guard stopped outside a large room where women and children huddled. Golden light streamed in from the narrow windows above, illuminating the filthy straw, making it glow. The air was damp and fetid, stinking of vomit and urine. A queasiness moved in me, and I sniffed the handkerchief.

			He cleared his throat. “Magdeleine Corrié.”

			The women and children turned toward a corner where a woman in a thin white gown sat rocking herself and humming.

			A sinking sensation pulled in my chest. I’m too late. She’s gone mad.

			“Corrié!” the guard yelled.

			The woman jerked her head up, stood, and walked toward us, wavering like a phantom.

			The guard opened the gate, grabbed her arm, making her stumble, and shoved her ahead of us.

			I poked him. “She is with child. Should she lose it, it’ll be 
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