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  Welcome to my Ghost Detective books. I’ve been living with these characters in my head for a while, 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. (The first one, Just Desserts, is available for free through my newsletter, as are the four following ones if you’ve also read the novels.) I had so much fun with these characters. 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 first 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, and the shorts can be read in any order. The novels, however, are best read in order.
Enjoy!
R.W. Wallace
  






  
  One


Ghosts are nothing but people who died with unfinished business. Once the business is dealt with, they move on to the afterlife. 
Sounds easy enough, right?
Wrong.
Ghosts are also bound to the cemetery they are buried in, unable to escape their confines. Which means that unless the person associated with the unfinished business shows up in the cemetery, the business stays unfinished.
Even when the person does show up in the cemetery, there’s no guarantee we can accomplish our mission. Our interactions with the world of the living are severely limited—although not non-existent—and we often have to get creative.
For the most part, we manage.
My friend Clothilde and I have haunted this cemetery for over thirty years and we’ve helped countless ghosts move on to the afterlife. Murders have been solved, spouses have been forgiven, family secrets have been unearthed. It’s become our mission in death to help others move on.
And yet, the two of us remain.
Our graves are close to the squeaking back gate of the small cemetery, with the gray stone wall outlining our field of action at our backs, the small stone church with its bronze spire and large wooden doors at the far end of the cemetery straight ahead, and gray tombstones and mausoleums covering the rest of the area. Some graves are simple and understated like Clothilde’s, some are more like palaces with columns and spires and crying angels, while yet others used to be grand but have long since fallen into disrepair and barely show the name of the person who was buried there decades or centuries ago.
There’s a certain ebb and flow to the life in a cemetery.
Some days, especially in winter, we won’t get a single visitor. The church doors stay closed, the back gate remains silent, and the small parking lot stays empty. When the gray clouds of a southern French winter lay so low we can barely see the top of the church spire, the sounds become muffled, making us wonder if the world of the living is still out there, and water clings to the dark granite of the tombs and runs down the faces of the sculpted angels, letting them shed real tears.
When the sun bears down on us the hardest in summer, the elderly visitors wisely stay away. There’s some shade under the plane trees lining the main path or under the large cedar tree, but mostly, the graves absorb the sunlight and send it back to our visitors ten-fold, making a visit to our cemetery a stifling experience. If there’s any wind, it’s blocked by the wall or the larger mausoleums. Only the most desperate will show up on a day like that.
Other than the obvious crowd for the Day of the Dead in November, we get the most visitors in spring. The temperature is in the agreeable twenties, the sun makes a first appearance after months of hiding behind clouds, and nature is waking up and reminding people that they are alive.
This quite often translates into thinking about the dead, and wanting to bring some life to the graves of their loved ones. So, in addition to all the flowers growing naturally in our cemetery, graves receive roses and daffodils, lilies and tulips. Our cemetery becomes the canvas for the most colorful of flower arrangements.
No flowers have ever graced my grave, or that of Clothilde, because in thirty years, we haven’t had a single visitor.
In my case, this makes sense. After all, the only thing marking my grave is a slight bump in the ground next to Clothilde’s tombstone, which shows how much—or rather how little—anybody cared about my demise.
I can’t say I blame them. The reason I’m still here as a ghost thirty years after my death, after all, is because I have sins to atone for before I can move on to the afterlife. I was a lousy police officer, a lousy brother, and a terrible son.
I wouldn’t want to honor my memory, either.
I made my peace with the status quo a long time ago, in large part because I’ve found a way to work toward a possible redemption. If I solve enough crimes, help enough ghosts, perhaps I can make up for the crimes I didn’t solve while I was alive, the people I didn’t help.
For Clothilde, the fact that she hasn’t had a single visitor makes a lot less sense.
She arrived as a ghost in this cemetery in the late eighties, a few short weeks before my own death, and has hung around here ever since, being my friend but sharing little to nothing about her past. She was twenty years old when she died and will forever be the rebellious teenager. She’s moody, mistrustful, and has a terrifically dry sense of humor. She loves perching on tombstones, with her hands under her jeans-clad thighs, and her Converse-covered feet swinging through the stone, completely ignoring the rules of the physical realm.
Her gravestone only has her name and her date of death. No date of birth. No last name.
And yet, every five years or so, a gardener comes to clean the tombstone, removing moss and weeds and repainting the gold of the engraved letters if needed.
I tried asking Clothilde if she knew who paid for this service, but she never answered.
I don’t think she knows, either.
Although I guess it would make sense that it was her uncle, who apparently was the one to pay for and arrange her funeral. Not that the man has ever set foot in our cemetery.
Her mother certainly didn’t have anything to do with her daughter’s final resting place. She came through here as a ghost a few months ago, and was surprised to discover her daughter was in the same cemetery.
Today, a rainy April morning, Clothilde has her very first visitor.






  
  Two


The man must be at least seventy years old, possibly eighty. He arrives in an old and battered Renault R19 that sounds like it’s on its last breath. Ignoring the downpour, he shuffles to the trunk of the car, gives it a whack to get it open, and pulls out a threadbare leather jacket. A black umbrella follows, then a bouquet of red roses. 
“Haven’t seen him before,” I comment to Clothilde as we linger around the gate. “Wonder who the flowers are for.”
Clothilde doesn’t answer. She chews her lip as she studies the man, a frown marring her forehead.
Moody today, then.
Fits well enough with the atmosphere of our cemetery on a day like this. The clouds obscure the church spire and the contours of the neighboring houses look like a sulky artist’s lazy take on a ghost town through the rain and fog. Only Madame Guillamot’s living room window lights up like a beacon down the street.
To the north, the copse of trees separating us from the elementary school is a black hole promising an endless walk into dark eternity for anyone attempting escape. The children should be arriving at school in about an hour and their joyous screams will break the spell like a bubble bursting when poked with a toddler’s finger, but it’s difficult to imagine at the moment.
I’ve lived as a ghost in this village cemetery for thirty years and it’s only logical that it ends up having an effect on me eventually. When you only see dead people and the living coming to mourn their lost loved ones, it makes it difficult to maintain any kind of sense of humor, except a rather dark one. I seem to remember that I loved a good laugh and the occasional clownery when I was alive but I remember the images more than I remember the accompanying feeling.
One feeling I haven’t lost track of is the guilt. I might not have deserved to die when I did but I was no saint. I was on the verge of coming to this realization before I was killed, even got so far as to thinking I might need to make amends.
But I never got the time.
And making amends when you’re a ghost stuck in a cemetery isn’t exactly easy. If I can’t meet or communicate with the people I wronged, it’s kind of difficult to help them.
So I help the people who cross my path instead. More specifically: the ghosts who cross my path.
The only ones I haven’t been able to help move on are Clothilde and yours truly. Clothilde because she’s never wanted to tell me much about why she’s still here and me because I honestly don’t know what I need.
Also, I’d really like to make sure Clothilde is all right and not leave her here all alone. Being the only permanent ghosts for thirty years forges a certain bond.
And right now, Clothilde is one hundred percent focused on the old man approaching the cemetery.
He takes his time, his feet hardly lifting off the ground with each step, but his determination is clear.
He passes through the gate, takes a quick look around, and turns down the path running along the wall.
“There aren’t any new graves that way,” I comment. “Odd that we haven’t seen him before, don’t you think?”
Clothilde doesn’t answer, of course. But her gaze is particularly intense as she walks right in front of the man, studying his face.
“Have you seen him before?” I ask.
The man shuffles forward. Clothilde stays just ahead.
Guess the communications will be one-sided.
Only when the old man picks the path toward the back gate does the idea take root in my mind.
“Is he coming to visit you, Clothilde?”
When she still doesn’t answer, I step closer to the man to study his features, searching for any resemblance to my friend. But despite having been a police officer while I was alive, I’m unable to find similarities between the sagging cheeks, large nose, and high forehead of the old man, and the fresh face, sharp nose, and voluminous wavy hair of my friend.
The old man comes to a stop—in front of Clothilde’s tombstone.
“Who is he, Clothilde?”
Slowly, and clearly with a lot of pain in the joints, the man kneels on the ground and gingerly places the roses on the fresh and wet grass.
“I’m sorry I haven’t come by before, ma chérie,” the old man says, petting the petals of the largest of the red roses. “I’d say I didn’t want anyone to find you, but that is only a silly excuse I’ve told myself for thirty years.” He gulps and closes his eyes.
“Clothilde,” I say, my voice sharp. “Who is he?”
Her face is perfectly still, like that of a doll, no emotions showing. Except in the eyes. You have to know her well to be able to read her emotions, but I’ve lived with her and her lack of verbal cues for three decades, so I most definitely qualify.
She’s scared. Angry. And sad, I think.
“Who is he, Clothilde?”
She wets her lips, something I haven’t seen her do since she stopped paying attention to the rules of the physical realm and the needs of her long-lost living body.
“My uncle,” she whispers.
I remember the short time while her mother had been with us as a ghost. “The one your mother asked to handle the funeral arrangements?”
Clothilde nods.
I study the old man on his knees before us. His eyes are watery and his breath short.
“Why is he here now?” I wonder out loud. “Do you think he’s dying and wanted to make one last visit?”
“First visit.” Clothilde’s expression still hasn’t changed.
She isn’t going to be much help here and I’m not about to pass up an opportunity to better understand the circumstances of Clothilde’s death. I want to help her find closure, so she can move on.
I kneel down next to the old man and put a hand on his shoulder. He won’t be able to feel me physically, but we can often get through to people’s subconscious and it works better if we touch them.
“Why are you here, old man?” I ask him. “You might feel better if you talk to her.”
Clothilde’s eyes flash to mine, anger burning.
“Don’t you start,” I tell her, keeping my voice stern. “I know you don’t like to share your past, but you can’t hang around here as a ghost forever. You deserve to move on just like everybody else.” I nod toward her uncle. “He could help.”
She grinds her teeth—another habit I haven’t seen in a good twenty-five years—but keeps her mouth shut.
“What’s his name?” I ask.
“Lucien,” she reluctantly replies.
I focus all my attention on the old man. “Tell me, Lucien, why did you come here today?”
Lucien heaves a great breath. Lets it out slowly. His umbrella hangs limply over his shoulder, covering most of him as he kneels in the wet grass, but his left shoulder will get soaked rapidly.
“A lady came to see me yesterday,” he says, his eyes on Clothilde’s name on the tombstone. “A police officer named Evian. Said they were looking into cold cases and she had questions about your death.”
I dare to spare a quick glance at Clothilde, but her face has completely shut down, eyes included.
Evian is the police officer we met a few weeks ago. She’d been sent down here from Paris to look into the deaths of several young women where the police work had been particularly sloppy. Two of them were ghosts in our cemetery.
Being the police officer who’d declared Clothilde’s death as suicide and not murder, I know for a fact that her death qualified.
Could she be looking into older cases, too, like I’d hoped?
“She’d tried contacting your parents first, naturally,” Lucien continues. “But your mother passed only a couple of months ago, and your father has been in a nursing home for several years already, his mind lost to Alzheimer’s. So she found me.”
He lowers his chin to his chest. “At first, I didn’t want to tell her where you were buried. There was such chaos when you died. Your parents were afraid people would disturb your grave, make a spectacle. And some rather unsavory chaps came by two days after you died, while your body was still at the morgue, and wanted to look at the body. Just because.
“Your mother was beside herself with grief and worry, and was afraid she’d end up caving if they insisted, so she asked me to arrange the funeral, take care of everything.” He runs a wrinkled hand down his face, his fatigue evident.
“I planned for the entire family to be invited, to do it properly. Then, when I called your mother to tell her which cemetery I’d chosen, I ended up not telling her because the scandal of your apparent suicide and the links to the City Council had just broken.”
Lucien takes a deep breath and straightens his spine. “I think that’s when we lost your mother, all of us. She lost her baby, her reputation, her husband’s career…all in one go. So I was the only one to attend your funeral. I decided not to put your last name on the tombstone, to protect you. And I never came to visit, for fear that someone might follow me.”
A tear escapes and trails down along his large nose, into the furrow running from nose to mouth, and disappears between his lips. “I apologize for that last part, ma chérie. It was pure cowardice on my part.”
He falls silent and we all sit there for several minutes, while the rain falls down on Lucien’s umbrella and the back of his coat and trousers.
I don’t know what to say. Not sure if I should say anything.
In the end, Clothilde is the one to break the silence with a whispered question. “What is Evian going to do?”
Lucien seems to wake up from a stupor and blinks as he takes in the cemetery around us and his soaked-through left shoulder and trousers. “I wanted to see where you’d been all this time. Before all hell breaks loose again.” He takes a deep breath.
“They’re coming to exhume you tomorrow morning.”






  
  Three


We’ve seen each other every day for thirty years. And every night, since ghosts don’t sleep. 
At times we’ve had company, other ghosts passing through as they wrap up their unfinished business, but none who stayed for more than a few months.
She’s my only friend, only companion.
And when the diggers come to exhume her, she’ll go with the casket.
I’ll be all alone.
But—and this is a very important but—she will have the possibility to help with making sure the people responsible for her death will be punished, and that will be worth a little loneliness on my part.
She’ll actually get to leave the cemetery, something we thought impossible until two young women were exhumed not too long ago. Also done by Evian, by the way, and it seems likely their killers were the same ones who were behind Clothilde’s demise.
Evian has one hell of a case on her hands.
From what I saw of her when she came to exhume our friends Lise and Manon not so long ago—and the way she solved the case, along with four others—I’m sure she’s the right woman for the job. She has that no-nonsense feel about her that makes me sure she’ll do whatever necessary to solve the case. The fact that she’s already put one police officer behind bars on this case shows she’s not afraid to ruffle a few feathers.
I just wish I could ruffle those feathers with her.
As promised, not long after the sun crests the horizon, the parking lot fills up. One police car—Evian and her young colleague I still don’t know the name of—one hearse, and one tiny lorry belonging to the gravediggers.
Clothilde hasn’t said much since yesterday, clearly too nervous to be either talkative or moody. She’s biting her nails and running her hands through her unruly hair, yet more nervous gestures I haven’t seen since our very first year together.
The diggers get to work while Evian stands at parade rest next to Clothilde’s tombstone. Her young colleague follows her example. He has clearly decided she’s a good role model and will copy whatever she does to learn the ropes of the job. I’d say he’ll go far—so long as this case doesn’t blow up and take everybody’s careers with them as collateral damage.
“I guess this is it, then,” Clothilde finally says as the first mound of dirt is dug up.
My heart lifts to see she’s going to say goodbye after all. “Guess so,” I reply.
“I’ll probably be back in no time,” she says. “Lise and Manon didn’t stay away for long when they were exhumed.”
“True.” I nod. “But take any opportunity you find to help them find the guys who killed you, you hear me? If you get the chance to move on, you take it.”
She chews her lip as she glances around the cemetery. “You’ll be all alone here.”
I shrug. “Don’t sweat it. There are new arrivals all the time. And hey, if there’s someone I really like, I’ll omit to tell them they need to wrap things up in order to move on.” I wink to show her I’m joking.
She chuckles nervously. Clears her throat.
And throws her arms around me. 
My first ever hug from Clothilde.
“Figure out how to even out your guilt, will you?” she says in my ear. “You’ve done so much good here. You deserve to move on, too.”
I have nothing to say to that, so I simply nod and hug her back.
It’s not like I’m the one to decide when I’ve undone all the wrongs I did while I was alive.
A hollow thud sounds. Clothilde jumps and shivers.
“Casket,” one of the diggers yells.
“Jeez, that’s creepy,” Clothilde says. “I felt that in my bones.”
“You don’t have bones.”
“Exactly! Creepy.”
Stepping forward and looking into the hole, I see they’ve unearthed the bottom quarter of the casket already. I think it must have been white originally, but thirty years in the ground takes a certain toll.
“Looks like your uncle got you a pretty—”
Another thud. This time it’s my turn to shudder as my entire being is rattled from the inside out. “What the—?”
“Guys!” a tall dark-haired digger yells. “I, uh…I got another one.”
Officer Evian leans forward to look into the hole. “Another what?”
“Uh…” The man scratches his head, leaving his hair full of fresh dirt. “A casket?”
Evian’s voice has a brooks-no-nonsense tone. “There’s a second casket?”
Clothilde and I share a glance, then jump down into the pit to have a look.
Indeed, only a centimeter or two from Clothilde’s white casket, a dark brown wooden box juts out of the black dirt. It’s not white or pretty like Clothilde’s, but even only seeing this little of it, it does seem to be a casket.
The way I felt when the guy hit it with his shovel kind of confirms it, anyway.
“Never knew we were that close,” I quip as I fight a smile from breaking out.
Clothilde huffs. “Really? You think this is the right place and time?”
I fight my lips into a straight line. And make the mistake of meeting Clothilde’s gaze.
We break into peals of laughter, hours of stress and excitement turning into manic glee. We hold onto each other, ghost tears breaking out of our eyes and the memory of muscle cramps tearing at our stomachs.
The living people around us shift around uneasily, looking at each other, not understanding why they feel so weird all of a sudden.
“There shouldn’t be a second casket down there,” Evian says. She points to a gangly woman who came in the gravediggers’ lorry. “Should there be a grave so close to this one? I don’t see a tombstone.”
That’s because I never got one.
“Yeah, they’re not going to find any paperwork for your grave,” Clothilde says calmly.
“What?”
Her eyes meets mine. “Oh, shit. Did I never tell you that?” She glances at my casket and her mouth opens in an O.
“Tell me what, Clothilde?” The laughter is completely gone from my voice.
A hand to her cheek, the truth tumbles out. “They came in the middle of the night. Three guys, all wearing masks and not saying a word while they worked. They dug down right next to my slot—even hit my casket at one point—dropped your casket in, and closed the whole thing up. Even brought in some sort of mat of grass to put on top, to make it look undisturbed.”
My mouth is hanging open. “So nobody knows where I’m buried?”
“Except those three guys, no.”
At first I’m angry at her for not telling me, but as I take a mental deep breath, I think it through and realize it wouldn’t actually have changed anything to know. Except possibly to feel even more stressed out about the situation I’d left behind when dying.
In the living realm, the gangly lady has her nose in some sort of screen. “I don’t see anything,” she says. “There’s not supposed to be anybody else here. And it’s against regulations to have an unmarked grave.
Mouth set in a severe line, Evian studies everybody present. “Dig it out, too,” she finally says. “And none of you mention this to anybody.”
Nods all around, and the diggers go back to work.
We stay in the pit to watch as our caskets are dug out. Shivering with every shovel hitting wood.
“Looks like you’re going on an excursion, too,” Clothilde says, her eyes distant.
“Looks like it.”






  
  Four


Emeline Evian stares at the additional brown casket, willing it to give up its secrets. 
She was sent to Toulouse from Paris to look into the potential murder of two young women. A quick search showed that the two women from this graveyard were not isolated cases, and Emeline got to open no less than forty cases that were open and closed as suicides by less-than-conscientious police officers in the past.
When Emeline had come back to the graveyard to make sure the two original girls—Lise and Manon—were respectfully put back in the ground, she’d somehow had the idea to look into similar cases going back thirty years.
And now, while exhuming one Clothilde Humbert, who apparently killed herself in a hotel room in 1988, here is an unexpected casket. No headstone, no trace in the administrative files, no sign of anyone having cared enough to pay for a decent casket.
Will there never be an end to the surprises on this case?
Emeline has already informed her superior in Paris that the case will take a lot longer than planned. After two weeks in a hotel room, she’s tired of spending her evenings sitting on her bed and watching TV, eating takeout in her bed alone, and never feeling like she’s quite in private. So she put in a request for funds to rent an actual apartment. If she stays over a month—which seems highly likely at the moment—the price will be a lot easier on the taxpayers’ money than the current solution.
She’s supposed to look at a cute one-bedroom near Jeanne d’Arc this afternoon—unless this Monsieur X turns out to be too interesting.
A prickling at the back of her neck makes Emeline turn to look behind her.
Nobody there.
Emeline shrugs off the feeling. Too early on a case to be seeing things that aren’t there.
She eyes all the people present. She needs them to stay quiet about this second grave—and would love for them not to blab about Clothilde either. There’s something special about this girl. A reason why she was buried in a place only her uncle knew about and with nothing but a first name and a date of death on the headstone.
The administrator of the cemetery shouldn’t be a problem. She seems annoyed as hell that there’s an extra body she didn’t know about in her cemetery and will not wish for the information to get leaked. Still, Emeline will have a word with the woman before they part ways.
Malik Doubira, Emeline’s young and impressionable partner, should know how to stay quiet. It’s part of the job description, after all, and if Emeline is reading him right, he’s looking at her with a healthy dose of hero worship, so getting him to do her bidding for a good cause won’t be a problem.
The problem is with the gravediggers. There are two of them and they seem to be used to working together, never getting in each other’s way and anticipating when their colleague needs more space for certain maneuvers.
They haven’t said much to show they find it unusual to find two caskets where they were expecting only one but they have to be thinking it. The question is, will they talk about it amongst themselves in a “huh, that was weird” kind of way? Will they tell their significant others tonight, making it sound like this huge excitement they had at work today? Will they know it’s weird enough that the papers would be interested in the story if they knew about it?
Emeline could attempt to order them—a second time—not to say anything. They might even listen. But it would also underline to them the importance of the find.
If she doesn’t say anything more and pretends like this is no big deal, maybe they will, too.
Emeline thinks she sees movement out of the corner of her eye and turns to look. Nothing.
She always gets this way in cemeteries. Probably because it’s the kind of place that’s eerily quiet and brings images of slasher movies and gangly animated skeletons. 
She suspects she isn’t the only one to feel it. One of the diggers, a stocky man in his forties with a full mop of graying hair and the beginnings of a potbelly, stands up and looks around, one hand clenching and unclenching on the handle of his spade.
“Look alive, Vincent,” his colleague tells him, not unkindly. “Don’t forget there’s another one after this one.” 
Vincent shakes his head as if trying to get rid of something, then bends back down to continue working. “Who cares if there’s one or two,” he mumbles. “As long as I get paid, I don’t care.”
Perfect. Emeline decides to go with the not-saying-anything-more-about-it option. Adults aren’t that different from kids; tell them they can’t do something and it’s the only thing they’ll want to do. Tell them nothing and they won’t even realize there was something they could have potentially done.
Forty-five minutes later, both caskets are on the path and the mound of dirt has been shoveled back into the grave. Normally, they would have left the mound of dirt but Emeline didn’t want anyone to be able to see, from the size of the hole, that there had been more than one casket.
“Will they both fit in the hearse?” Malik asks, his dark eyes going from the long, black vehicle in the parking lot to the two caskets—one mostly white and regal, the other no more than a wooden box.
Maybe there won’t even be a body in there.
No, Emeline feels certain there’s a body. And she knows she doesn’t want to open it here, in front of so many witnesses. “We’ll make them fit,” she says. Asking for a second hearse would draw too much attention.
As the caskets are carried out of the cemetery, Emeline takes a look around. Several hundred graves, some small and decrepit with washed-out names and dates and some closer to monuments, depicting angels praying and mothers crying. The church is a classic construct for a small village in this area, with its spire barely taller than the trees of the neighboring forest.
There could be worse places to spend eternity.
“But right now,” Emeline says in direction of the caskets, “I’m taking you on an excursion into the city. I’ve only known Toulouse for a few weeks, but I’m sure lots has changed since you last saw it thirty years ago.”






  
  Five


“Is that the Ponts Jumeaux? No way!” Clothilde sits on the lap of the hearse’s co-pilot, a dour woman in her late fifties or sixties who hasn’t said a word since we got here, but sends frequent dark looks at her colleague, probably for accepting to squeeze two coffins instead of one into the space in the back. 
Clothilde hasn’t spared the woman a glance since she settled in and is treating her much like she did the tombstones back in the cemetery—accepting she’s there to have something to sit on but letting her feet go right through woman and car seat alike.
The usual teenager I’m-not-interested-in-anything attitude is nowhere to be seen, though. She’s had her nose glued to the passenger window since we pulled out of the cemetery parking lot.
During the very short trip from the cemetery gate to the hearse, I was able to move away from the casket for quite some distance. I didn’t try to go too far, because I wanted to follow Evian and our bodies to wherever she was taking us. However, the moment the doors closed on the hearse, we were stuck inside.
I’m guessing we’ll always be contained wherever our bodies are contained.
A subject to be explored later because I do believe Clothilde is right; we’re driving past the Ponts Jumeaux. “That’s definitely the Canal du Midi,” I reply to her from my seat right on top
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