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  A note on sensitive topics


Dear Reader, 
This is a book about ghosts, so naturally death plays a rather large part. If you don’t like spoilers, and you’re cool with everything, skip this note and start the book. If you want to be prepared, read on. I’m writing this because reading should be fun, not a nasty surprise.
In this book, Alix dives deeper into the conflict between the cataphiles, mainly the Chevalier and cataflics, mostly GoPol, exposing horrors on both sides, including murder, parental abuse, and necromancy. The latter includes depictions of deceased and reanimated animals. 
Our heroine gets in a lot of trouble in this book as she is crushed between the sides. She’ll be betrayed by those she trusts and outright threatened with death, while witnessing and learning some horrifying displays of power abuse. And she learns that not even her ghosts are safe. In addition, some of the terrors of Vichy France in World War II are mentioned, but not explicitly described.
The series is full of action with physical confrontations between the living and the dead, but our heroine is scrappy and will gain some strong supporters along the way.
Happy to tag along? Then join Alix in this new ghostly adventure on the streets of Paris!
Love, Janna
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When an undead movie star asks you for a small favour, you know you’re gonna be in deep trouble. 
Seeing ghosts is just something I’ve learnt to live with. They’re everywhere I go, especially since I chose to study history at the Sorbonne, one of the oldest universities in the world. While on a class trip to the Pantheon, where France’s great men—and women!—reside, I get introduced to the fabulous Josephine Baker! One of her war medals has gone missing, and she wants me to find its whereabouts.
Who could say no to a flapper girl turned movie star turned war hero? Little do I know agreeing to do so will send me on a wild-goose chase across the country with a ghostly pet cheetah, hidden walkways, and a murder attempt.

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


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








  
  Chapter 1


I’m in love with Gaspar. Absolutely, irrevocably in love with him. I love the way he smiles, his kindness, his devotion, the way he is with Malou, and the way he was with Petit Alix. And the way he is with me? Utterly amazing. 
The minute I come home from work or school, he’s there, welcoming me with a wicked smile. I close the door and it’s all about making out with him from there. I don’t care that he’s technically dead or that no one else can see him. His hair is incredibly soft under my fingers, his lips are tender against my skin, and his hands are firm as he holds me in his arms.
My relationships before him were few and very short. I never had much experience when it came to the physical department. A few kisses here and there, an awkward touch, more accidental than intentional, and premature pressure to do more than kiss.
With Gaspar, everything is different. He kisses me in a million different ways; passionate or tender, cheeky or loving, with whispers of promises and declarations of love. Honestly, I could kiss this boy all day long.
Any doubts I ever had about the legitimacy of this relationship go out the window the moment our bodies touch. To be honest, there’s not much to think about as I sink into his embrace, showering his beautiful face with kisses and exploring his body.
That is until I hear footsteps in the corridor.
Gaspar pulls back, barely out of breath—since he didn’t have any to begin with—as he listens. “That’s your Papa.” He already recognises all my family members by the sound of their footsteps. “Again.”
It’s the only thing that puts a damper on our relationship. Amazing as it is, it’s only real for me. Maman and Odile have no idea I even have a boyfriend. Malou couldn’t care less, and I still haven’t told Gaby about how physical my relationship with Gaspar has become—or that we’re even back together. Now, Papa…
“I wonder if he’s still having nightmares.” I don’t have to wonder for long, because from the sounds outside, he’s throwing up in our toilet. “Let me check on him.”
“Okay.” Gaspar gets up, allowing me to leave the bed.
He stands by the door to my room, while I make my way over to where my father is currently emptying his stomach. I knock on the door, making the sliver of light coming through a little wider. “Do you need anything?”
Sweat covers Papa’s forehead and the nape of his neck. Despite the weak smile he greets me with, he looks incredibly ill. “I’m good.”
“Oh, yes. Very good.” I feel terrible about the whole thing. If it wasn’t for me, my father wouldn’t be suffering from recurring nightmares. Heck, if I hadn’t dragged him into my ghost business, he wouldn’t have died. At least, that’s what I think happened.
Somehow, Jacques de Molay, the last Grand Master of the Knights Templar, took my father’s life and held it in stasis, or something like that, until I broke his hold. I don’t claim to understand what exactly happened in the Boutique of Psychosis, but it left my father with recurring nightmares and the ability to see ghosts.
“Some water, perhaps?” he asks, amused.
“Coming right up.” I go into the kitchen and get him a glass of water.
Gaspar is still standing outside my door, looking askance. I shrug, a guilty conscience weighing heavily on my shoulders.
My father being a ghost whisperer like me should’ve been a relief. Finally, someone I care about can confirm I’m not making it all up. But it comes at a terrible price. My own temporary death was so long ago that I didn’t even remember it until I went looking for it. It’s different for him.
I hand the glass to my father, then lean against the door frame and cross my arms. “Do you want to talk about it?”
“It’s always the same. Dark shadows whispering and a burning searing pain, like flames engulfing me.” He shudders and rubs his forehead. “My head hurts when I wake up. Doctor can’t find anything, though.” Papa gives me another weak smile. “I guess it’s all in my head. It’ll pass.”
Hopefully, it will. I have no experience with whatever curse Molay put on my father. I didn’t even know such curses existed. So I have no idea how to help him, or if he’ll ever get better. “I’m sorry.”
“For what?” He wipes his mouth and flushes the toilet but remains sitting on the floor. “I’m sorry I worried you, passing out in the catacombs like that. You must’ve been so scared.”
“I about lost my mind.” I really thought I was going to lose him.
“See.” Papa reaches out to me. I take his hand and he rubs my fingertips reassuringly. “You had no idea this was going to happen. It was a risk I willingly took.”
“Well…” I want to tell him that he had no idea what kind of risk he was taking, because I’d never told him about the ghosts, but then again, I had no clue either. And where would I even start?
“Seriously, Alix. I’m a grown man, an investigative reporter. I can handle the consequences of my own decisions. It’s just such a shame I ruined your big find. We don’t even have the photos.”
The camera he took with him never made it out of the catacombs. “It doesn’t matter, Papa. The skeleton was fake anyway. Just something the cataphiles put up for their pseudo rituals.”
“Ah, yes. I remember reading about those. I’m sorry.”
“It’s alright. I’m just glad you’re still with us.”
“So am I.” He toasts me with the glass and takes a few more sips. “Don’t worry, I’ll be fine.”
“Okay.” I let go of the frame and walk away.
My father’s eyes widen as he notices Gaspar standing at my door. “I didn’t know your boyfriend was staying over.”
And just like that, he acknowledges the ghost in the room.
“Oh, yes. Is that a problem?”
“You’re an adult, Alix. What you do with your boyfriend is none of my business.” His eyes twinkle with amusement. “But maybe he could join us for dinner sometime?”
“Um… sure.” Unfortunately, that won’t possible, but maybe I can take him and my father out sometime. “Hope you get some sleep.”
He grins. “You too.”
With a heavy roll of my eyes, I return to Gaspar.
He puts his arm around my shoulder, and I close the door behind me. “You okay?”
“I…” I let out a small sigh and turn my attention to Malou, who’s scurrying around her cage. Her food needs refilling. “We’ll have to tell him about the ghosts.”
So far, my father doesn’t seem to realise that he’s able to see ghosts. And why should he? If he’s anything like me, they appear to him as perfectly ordinary people.
I fill Malou’s trough and rub her belly when she comes to eat. Gaspar puts his arm around me and rests his chin on my shoulder. “Hey, he’s in the best of hands with you. You’ll figure it out.”
“Thanks.” I lean back, enjoying this quiet moment as much as the heated ones before.
Gaspar kisses me just below the ear. “Wanna go back to bed?”
Laughing, I turn in his embrace and wrap my arms around his neck. In the darkness of my room, his eyes are almost black. I kiss the tip of his nose. “Where were we?”
“Right here,” Gaspar says, placing his lips on mine. “And here.” He kisses my jaw. “And here.” Another follows on my neck as I catch my breath. “And maybe here.”
Giggling, we tumble back onto my bed.






  
  Chapter 2


Classes at Sorbonne are starting to wind down for the Christmas break. Not that it stops our professors from giving us homework. And since exams won’t be long after classes resume, in February, I expect to spend the majority of my break with my history books—or the ghosts from that time. 
Gaby and I pack our things and leave the classroom. I pull my coat tight against the cold wind as we step into the muddy outside world. It snowed last weekend, and since the snow didn’t last, there’s brown sludge everywhere. Not exactly a winter wonderland.
“Coffee?” Gaby asks, already steering our feet in Chambelland’s direction.
I link my arm with hers and laugh. “Sure, why not?”
“So…” Gaby starts, “Don’t kill me for this, but I had an idea.”
Since there is very little I would kill Gaby for, I frown heavily. “What’s the idea?”
“I want to ask Marie out.”
“That’s wonderful! What do you have planned?”
Gaby’s cheeks redden slightly. “That’s where you come in. I think it’s time we celebrate surviving this year.”
“That’s definitely worth celebrating.” I’ve never been in as much danger as this year.
“Agreed. So, there’s a new club in the Marais that I want to check out.”
“Oh, no.” I groan softly. “A club?”
Gaby tugs my arm. “You already promised. We’ll make it a girls’ night out, and I’ll invite Marie to join us. It’s gonna be fun!”
I laugh at the intense look in her eyes as she tries to convince me. “If you say so.”
“It’s really chic. I’m not a monster, so I picked this one because—according to reviews—it’s not filled to the brim, a bit classier, and queer-friendly. We’ll have wine, maybe champagne.”
“Oh, we can afford that now?”
“Cheap champagne,” Gaby amends, making me laugh. “So, are you in?”
I owe Gaby so much more than this. “Yes, I’m in.”
She squeals excitedly. “Oh, I can’t wait. This is gonna be amazing. Like, even if doesn’t work out with Marie,” her voice becomes a little strained, “we’ll still have a lot of fun.”
“It’ll definitely work out. Marie’s always happy to see you.”
“Yeah, happy and happy aren’t the same thing.”
I laugh. “You know that made no sense?”
Gaby clicks her tongue. “We still don’t know much about her romantic preferences.”
“I don’t see how anyone couldn’t love you, so don’t worry. Once she sees you dancing—and after half a bottle of cheap champagne…”
Gaby hits me before I can finish the sentence. Then she looks at me curiously. “You’re in an awfully good mood lately. What’s going on?”
“Do you prefer me sad and heartbroken?” I ask, amused.
“Definitely not. So, tell me. What brought on the change?”
I take a deep breath. The exhaling air forms a white cloud in front of my face. “You won’t like it.”
“Alix.” Disappointment slips into her voice, just as I expected. “How can I not like something that makes you happy?” When I give her a long look, her mouth forms a little ‘o’. “You and Gaspar.”
“Mhm.” Any second now she’s going to tell me how bad of an idea it is and that I need to move on from him. I won’t do it, but I don’t relish fighting my best friend for it.
“I thought the two of you broke up.”
“We did.” My shoulders sink with a sigh. “Gaby. He saved my life. But even without that, he’s just perfect. You should’ve seen him with Petit Alix or with Malou. Malou loves him.”
“Well, if Malou loves him…” It doesn’t sound very convincing.
I click my tongue. “I know it’s highly controversial, and that we don’t have a future. We can’t get married like Hélène and Cédric—”
Gaby interrupts me with a gasp. “You’d marry him?”
My cheeks start burning. “No, of course not. I’m just… What I’m saying is that I’m well aware that our relationship will never live up to society’s standards. There’s a ton of normal couple activities that we’ll never be able to do. Like going out together. At least not without drawing looks. But I love him. And he loves me, and he makes me very, very happy.”
Her face softens. Then she stretches her arms wide. “Come here.” She pulls me into an embrace before I can say anything else. “I wish things were different. Mainly, I wish that this wonderful guy was alive. Because you deserve all the happiness in the world. And if that means a ghost boyfriend… honestly, there’s much bigger red flags out there.”
I burst into giggles. “What an endorsement.”
She grins. “I love seeing you this happy,” she whispers, “And I mean, honestly. If there’s such a thing as ghost police, you can date a ghost. What’s normal, anyway? I just don’t want to see you get hurt.”
“I know.”
Gaby steps back and links her arm with mine again. “It’s settled then. You and Gaspar. It’s a thing.”
Her acceptance makes me grin till my cheeks hurt. Chambelland appears in front of us, and I tug her arm again. “Let’s make you and Marie a thing next.”
Nervously, Gaby squeals again.






  
  Chapter 3


Since my big blow-up at the Panthéon, things have been a bit tense at work. Napoleon’s generals who helped in the fight against Molay salute me with earnest nods and questions about when we’re going to do this again, but some of my regulars, like Voltaire, won’t even look at me. 
That’s okay, because I’m still angry at them for their lack of care about living matters and the way they treated Gaspar. If it weren’t for Victor and the generals helping in the end—and the fact that I really need the money—I would’ve quit my job. At least this way it’s a lot quieter than usual. The ghosts probably have a couple of things they want me to take a look at, but none of them dare cross Voltaire. Not even Rousseau.
I’m just about to quit for the day when I see one of the regulars standing in the big hall. With his fedora, scarf, long coat, and slender suitcase, Jean Moulin makes for a striking figure. There’s so many places, schools, and streets named after him that he rarely spends time at the Panthéon, which explains why he greets me with a tap to his head and a friendly smile. “Mademoiselle Dubois.”
“Welcome home, Monsieur Moulin.” He must have missed all the action. “How was your trip?”
He hangs up his coat in the locker room, where it vanishes into the ether the moment he lets go. “Informative, as usual. How have things been around here?”
I cross my arms and lean against my locker. “Not so good, but I’m sure Voltaire will fill you in soon enough and tell you what a preposterous person I am.”
“You? Preposterous?” Moulin frowns heavily. “Care to elaborate?”
“I made the mistake of asking the Panthéon to help me with something.”
“Not just something, little Miss.” Voltaire strides into the room, clearly not keen on giving me any privacy. “You asked us to compromise the sanctity of this place. And not just once, but twice.”
Voltaire is followed by a small gaggle of ghosts, among them Josephine Baker, who reprimands him straightaway. “Cut her some slack, Voltaire, the girl was heartbroken.”
“That’s no reason,” Voltaire bellows. “She has no idea what kind of powers she’s messing with for her own personal gain.”
Moulin chuckles softly. “Is that so?” His amusement makes me feel a bit better about Voltaire’s accusations.
“Don’t make light of this, Moulin,” Voltaire warns him. “I’ve only had eight cups of coffee so far today and won’t suffer fools.”
Moulin grimaces. “I’m hardly a fool.”
Not interested in rehashing the fight, I leave the locker room without getting changed and withdraw to the crypt. It’s pure reflex, searching for solace with Victor.
To my relief, Victor greets me with nothing but warmth. “Fleeing from Voltaire? I can’t exactly blame you, kid.”
With a sigh, I sit on the stairs to the crypt, not quite down there and not quite up either. “He thinks I’m the worst.” Maybe I didn’t know what kind of powers I was playing with, but it’s not like any of my ghost friends explained anything.
Victor comes to stand before me, looking down benevolently. “You are far from the worst. Impulsive, and maybe too caring for your own good, but that’s hardly a fault.”
“Will you ever tell me what makes this place so special? Apart from all of you, that is.”
He sighs heavily. “That’s impossible.” When I groan, he snorts. “It can’t be apart from us, because we are what makes this place special.”
Sometimes his conceited attitude is a bit too much to bear. I grit my teeth and force myself to smile. “Lovely.”
“You don’t understand—”
“I really don’t.”
Victor scoffs, slightly amused. “Will you listen now? That’s usually a strength of yours.”
A retort jumps to my lips, but I keep them closed for his sake and nod.
“You know how ghosts draw strength from their memory? The stronger our memory, the longer we’re around. But it’s not just that. A strong memory also gives us power. That’s what makes this place so special. It’s a concentration of well-known people… ghosts.”
Surprised he’s actually explaining it to me, I nod. “Like St Denis or Les Invalides?” Both were marked on the Chevalier’s map.
“Yes. St Denis is full of the old kings and Les Invalides… we don’t talk about Les Invalides.” When I raise an eyebrow, Victor sighs. “Let’s just say there’s a reason Napoleon Bonaparte was buried within seven tombs like one of those Russian toys.”
The explanation reminds me how well-secured Jacques de Molay was and makes me shudder. “He’s not going to ask me for a favour or anything, right?”
“If he does, run.” Victor takes a seat next to me, cocking his head slightly. “We never really talked about what happened in the catacombs. I know from the others that you fought and defeated Molay, destroying his ghost in the process.”
What the Chevalier and I did still doesn’t sit right with me. As terrifying as Molay was, it feels like I murdered him again. “He didn’t leave us any choice.”
“No, I suppose not.” Victor nods to himself. “Before he came to you, he tried to force his way into the Panthéon. In vain, but we’ve never been challenged like that before. That’s why Voltaire is still so angry.”
“I’m sorry.” There’s no getting around the fact that I severely underestimated Molay and the lengths he’d go to.
“I take it you managed to free your father, though?”
Tears well in my eyes as I remember that frightful night in the catacombs. How I thought all was lost—even Gaspar—until Alexandre de Beauharnais and the Panthéon ghosts heeded my call for help. The fear about my father, a fear that still hasn’t passed, because he’s suffering even now.
“We got him out, yes, but…” I turn to him, suddenly overcome with the need to pour my heart out. “Somehow, Papa died down there. He can see ghosts.”
“That’s concerning.”
“It doesn’t make sense. And something’s wrong. He’s been having nightmares ever since we returned. I want to help him but I don’t know how.”
Victor frowns at me. I feel like he’s battling the urge to say, “I told you so.” Instead, he straightens his jacket and nods. “I don’t know much about the true depths the Grand Master went to, but he had powers beyond any of us. After all, he was only one ghost and not a very well-remembered one. I wonder if your father can truly see ghosts because he died or because he had his eyes opened in a cruel and soul-tearing way.”
I gasp. “Is that possible?”
He shrugs helplessly. “I don’t know. We’ll have to find a way to confirm he actually died.”
For a moment, I’m too overcome with emotions to think straight. But then it hits me. “If he died, there should be a whisper ghost.”
“A whisper ghost?”
I quickly update Victor on what I know about whisper ghosts, all of which I’ve learned from GoPol. “My own ghost is a toddler. Apparently, I drowned in the Seine when I was three.”
Next to me, Victor tenses suddenly. “Is that so?” His voice is shaky, unlike ever before.
It takes me a couple of moments to realise why the thought of me drowning would upset him so much when it’s obvious I survived it just fine. When it hits me, my heart overflows with sadness.
“I’m sorry,” I say, hugging him tight, something we only do rarely. “I didn’t want to remind of you Léopoldine.”
Victor’s oldest daughter and her husband drowned in the Seine at nineteen. Just like I almost did. In the wake of her death, Victor wrote many heartbreaking poems, never quite recovering from the loss. “I’m sorry.”
He puts his hand on my arm. “Don’t be. She’s taken flight long since.” He heaves a sigh full of century-old regret. “Drowning is a terrible thing.”
“It is.” Though I forgot about the instance initially, my confrontation with Molay has unlocked the memories.
Victor looks at me with so much love, as if it’s his daughter he sees instead of me. “I’m glad you made it out of those waters to become the wonderful woman you are.”
“I don’t know about that,” I mutter, flustered.
“Alix, I know we had a disagreement, but never once doubt your greatness. Don’t let Voltaire hear it, but greatness comes in many forms and shapes. Even if no one else will ever acknowledge all you’ve done for us ghosts, we will remember.”
“So, you won’t shun me when I’m dead?”
He laughs softly. “I could never. You belong to the Panthéon, whether you’re buried here or not.”






  
  Chapter 4


After three more nights of nightmares, I finally accept that my father won’t be able to move on from this on his own. Rather than taking him to a psychiatrist, I invite him on a walk to Père Lachaise. 
“The cemetery?”
“When was the last time you visited Grandma?” I purposefully don’t add “grave” since that’s not what we’re going to visit.
My father rubs his neck, slightly flustered. “I’m not much of a cemetery visitor.”
“Oh, she’s noticed.”
“What?”
I pat his arm as we exit the Métro at Alexandre Dumas. “There is something I need to tell you.”
“Is it about that boyfriend of yours?”
I’m not quite ready to talk about that, though technically it is. “No, it’s about what happened in the catacombs, and… about me.”
He looks at me curiously. “I’m intrigued, carry on.”
Together, we make the short walk to the Père Lachaise cemetery. “You know how when I was a little kid I wouldn’t shut up about seeing ghosts?”
Papa laughs warmly. “Oh, yes, you had your maman pretty worried.”
“But not you?”
“The ghosts never seemed to hurt you. I mean, sure, it was probably your way of coping with your grandmother’s death, but any time you talked about them, you seemed excited. You weren’t sad or anything, just telling wild stories.”
“Well, I wasn’t telling stories.” He raises an eyebrow and I take a deep breath. “I never stopped seeing ghosts. I just shut up about it.”
“What are you saying?”
“Look around.”
Dutifully, Papa looks around the cemetery. Fresh snow has covered most of the graves, but that doesn’t deter the flocks of ghosts moving around, some of them dressed as if it was the height of summer. “What am I looking at?”
Doubt enters my mind, maybe Gaspar was just a fluke, after all. “Don’t you see all these people?”
“Oh, yes. There’s a lot of them, right? I wonder if a tour bus dropped them all off for Jim Morrison or whether they’re burying someone new here.”
“They’re dead.”
The air leaves my father’s lungs all at once. “Come again.”
“All the people you see, well, most of them are dead. They’re the ghosts of those buried here.” I point to a group of ghosts who hang out around their graves like no living would ever dare.
Papa laughs nervously. “No, they’re not. They’re…” He pauses. His keen journalist eye is picking up on all the inconsistencies in the ghosts’ dress, the different eras, the incorrect seasonal outfits, and the way they pay little attention to the path. At last, his gaze lands on the ground. “There are no footprints.”
That’s right. Despite countless ghosts moving about, the only footprints in the snow are those of my father and I, and another visitor and their dog. “Do you believe me now?”
“Alix? What’s happening? Why am I seeing this?” His voice has become a hushed whisper, the fear lurking not too far from its edges. Straight to the point as always, though.
“Because something terrible happened in the catacombs. An event so dramatic it made you cross the line between living and dead. I’m sorry.” With one glance I realise I need to be a lot more specific if I want him to believe me. “You’ve become a ghost whisperer, like me.”
“Alix, you…” He pauses, and I know exactly what he’s thinking. “You’ve been seeing ghosts all this time?”
I shrug half-heartedly. “I told you. No one believed me, though.”
Papa breathes flatly, looking like he’s about to pass out on me. “Does that mean…” He swallows. “Does that mean we’re really going to visit my mother.”
With a smile, I pull him along. “Yes. She’s going to be so excited. She always asks me how you’re doing, and she’s so proud of all your articles. You’ve got a fan.”
He chuckles softly. “She’s always been a fan. I’m not quite sure ghosts read the papers, though.”
“Oh, you have no idea what they get up to when they’re bored.”
Obviously, he’s still a bit reluctant, but his job taught him to just roll with it, observe, and then come to a conclusion later. I know that a visit with a ghost he knows to be dead is going to convince him.
We arrive at my grandmother’s grave, but she seems to be out. Only Beatrice is there to greet us, which is a curious sight as the two of them are usually joined at the artificial hip. She looks at me inquisitively, wondering whether I’ll talk to her in the presence of someone else.
“Salut, Beatrice. Is my grandmother not around?”
Delighted, she claps her hand and comes to me. “Oh, Estelle is enjoying a late-night stroll.”
“On her own?”
“Not exactly,” she answers with a twinkle in her eyes. Then she takes a good look of my father who hasn’t stopped staring. “You must be Rémy. I remember you speaking at Estelle’s funeral.”
“You knew my mother?”
Beatrice smiles warmly then pats her tomb stone. “That’s mine, darling. We’re plot neighbours.”
I see the moment my father’s heart sinks to his knees. He takes in the information on the tombstone, recognises that I called her by the name engraved on it, then finds out she died four months before my grandmother. “You’re dead.”
“Have been for a good fifteen years or more. I couldn’t keep track of time when I was alive. It’s only gotten worse since.” Beatrice laughs, then looks at him with concern. “Would you like to sit?” She offers her gravestone. “Go on, Alix does it all the time.”
When he staggers, I take his arm and gently lead him to the stone, so he can lean against it. “It takes some time to get used to.” He didn’t have the advantage of youth that I had. When I’d figured out some of the people I’d met were dead, it was just another weird thing in the life of Alix. But I was a child. We process things differently.
“That must’ve been so hard for you.” Even completely overwhelmed he thinks of me first.
I shrug. “Some of it. Anyway, here she comes.”
My grandmother is indeed strolling down the hill, but she’s not alone. A familiar figure is leading her like the old gentleman that he is.
“Did she finally give in?” I ask Beatrice.
“A certain event made him seem worthy of a little indulgence,” she says with much amusement.
“He promised not to tell.”
“Oh, he didn’t. But you know ghosts. We love to gossip. You didn’t truly think something like that would stay quiet when several Panthéon ghosts and our favourite ghost whisperer were involved.”
“Who’s that with my mother?” my father asks, fortunately concentrating on the other matter at hand.
Alexandre bends to kiss my grandmother’s fingers and bids her farewell.
“He fought in the Great Revolution and is buried at de Picpus.”
“The Great…” Papa exhales sharply and holds on to the stone. “This is a lot.”
“I know.”
My grandmother strolls over, sighing happily. Her face changes dramatically when she sees who is waiting for her. “Rémy?”
“He can see us now, dear,” Beatrice whispers. “It’s all very new.”
My grandmother searches my face, trying to understand how this could’ve happened. Since we’ve discussed my whisper ghost, she clearly knows what has caused this wondrous ability. A mother’s worry washes over her. “Are you?”
“Alive,” I say quickly before she draws the wrong conclusion. “Like me.”
She staggers forward, looking upon her son in wonder. His eyes follow her similarly. At last, she runs her hands over his face, marvelling at the sensation of touch. “Oh, my boy.”
Beatrice and I leave the two alone to give them some time to adjust. “He’s been struggling a bit with what happened in the catacombs.”
“And you?” Beatrice asks. “How have you been?”
“Surprisingly alright. Gaspar and I decided to give our relationship another chance.”
“Very good. He’s such a nice boy.”
“Yes, he is.”
My gaze wanders to the top of the hill where Abelard’s and Héloïse’s crypt is situated. The two ghosts are taking care of my younger self. I know it was the right decision, but I’m suddenly overcome with a deep sense of yearning. Petit Alix and I had no time to reacquaint ourselves with each other.
I think of Sébastien and Dix and how close their bond is. Technically, they’re the same person, but they seem much more like brothers or best friends; if only they weren’t after my whisper abilities.
There’s a good reason Petit Alix is where she is, and I dare not endanger that, even though I mourn the lost chance.
Beatrice leans over and whispers in my ear, “You did well, my dear. You brought those two peace in a way they’ve never experienced.”
That’s true. Abelard and Héloïse deserve a chance at a little family. And Petit Alix deserves someone who has all the time in the world to look after an eternal three-year-old. My peace of mind must come second. First, I have to make sure my father is adjusting well to his new condition.
But as I watch him and his mother reconnect, cautiously happy, I feel he’s on the right track at last.
I decide to give them some time and wander off. It’s probably no surprise that my feet carry me towards Abelard and Héloïse’s hill. I know I should stay away, but there’s a longing inside me that I can’t quite grasp. And burning curiosity. Have the three of them gotten used to each other? Did my plan work at all? Is she safe? Are they happy?
“Mademoiselle Dubois?”
Startled, I whirl around. In front of me stands a man I’ve never seen before, though perhaps “man” is a little too generous. He can’t be twenty yet, his face still bare. His old-fashioned clothes identify him as a ghost, which makes me feel a little better. “Yes?”
“It’s an honour, really.” He tips his hat. Despite his young age, he seems much more mature than boys like him these days. “Pierre Roche, at your service.”
His name tickles a memory, but I can’t quite place it. An artist perhaps? Or a pianist? It’s certainly not an unusual name. “Hello, Pierre. Do I know you?”
“We haven’t had the pleasure, although you may have heard of me. Word on the street is you’re familiar with our country’s history.”
Oh dear, this is going to be a test. I’m no fashion expert, but the long coat, the fedora, and the hair that’s been smoothed down with a shiny pomade make me think he’s from the ‘30s or ‘40s. “Were you in the Second World War?”
Pierre’s face lights up. “Very good. But I didn’t fight in the war.”
“No.” I’ve seen the soldiers. Those who died in the trenches often wear their uniforms and helmets. “Vichy France, then?”
He nods. “I’m not quite sure it’s an honour, but I was the first Résistante to be shot on the streets of Paris.”
“For what?”
“Cutting the telephone lines between La Rochelle and Royan.”
It’s all coming back to me now. He was just a footnote in the long struggle of the Résistance against Vichy France and the Germans. The first victim of the oppressors. “I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be. It was a worthy cause, and I would’ve died a million times over if it had helped my countrymen.”
“Really?”
He cocks his head and for a moment I can see the sliver of the boy who thought he wouldn’t get into trouble for his act of resistance. Not like this.
“I’ve had a long time to observe time. Did you know that ghosts helped the Résistance?”
Fascinated, I shake my head. “No, I didn’t. How did they do that?”
“By passing messages between the different groups. If they had ghost whisperers like you. Of course, the Germans had ghost whisperers too, so some groups were compromised when the enemy ghosts found them.”
I wonder how many betrayals weren’t caused by defectors but by ghost spies. “This is all very interesting. Were you a spy too?”
“Indeed.” He fills his chest, a proud gleam in his eyes. “Never got caught.”
“Thank you… for your service, I suppose.” I’m not quite sure what to say. The Second World War was a long time ago, and as interesting as this is, I’m not quite sure what Pierre expects. All I know is that I need to know more about him. “What brings you to me, Pierre?”
“Right. Got a little distracted there.” He takes off his hat and clutches it to his chest. “Mademoiselle Dubois, I have a proposition for you.”
“A proposition?” Is this another favour?
Pierre nods. “Your recent actions in the ghost world have led me to believe you’d make an excellent member of the Résistance.”
“The Résistance?” It seems to me Pierre is still trapped in the world he lived in. There is no Résistance in modern France, and I can hardly join the old one retroactively. Not that I want to. I have enough problems in the present.
“Yes, you have the courage to stand up to those in power and protect those who can’t protect themselves. As I said, an excellent choice.”
Flustered, I feel my cheeks blush. “Thank you. That’s very kind of you.”
“Alix?” my father calls out in the night.
“I have to go but thank you for the offer.”
“Think about it! We could use a whisperer like you.”
I give him a noncommittal smile and hurry down the path, back to my grandmother’s grave. “Are you ready to go?”
“Yeah, I think I need to lie down.”
“Okay.” I turn to my grandmother, who smiles at me. “Did you have a good talk?”
“We did, my dear. Thank you for bringing him to me.”
We hug as my father looks on with a pained grimace. I say goodbye to Beatrice before following Papa. “How did it go?”
“I...” He breaks off and sighs. “This is all very confusing, Alix.”
“Sorry.”
“It’s not your fault. I just… I need time. That’s all.”
“Of course.”
Longingly, I look over my shoulder. The world of ghosts is magnificent, but he can’t see it yet. The chance to reconnect with dead relatives, to learn about history straight from the source, or to meet new exciting acquaintances with strange propositions. Me, a resistance fighter… Only in ghost world.






  
  Chapter 5


As promised, Gaby and I will go out with Marie. To make sure I don’t bail, we’re getting ready at my place. I let her take full control of the hair and make-up department since my experience is limited to a relaxed daytime look. Gaby has gone full colour for her own style: her blond hair is streaked with blue and red, as if we’re celebrating Bastille Day and not Christmas in a couple of days. Her eyes are accentuated with glitter and tiny stars. It’s a look that works incredibly well with her bubbly personality. 
My own look is “more classy”, as Gaby calls it. Some killer smokey eyes, eyeliner and mascara, with only a touch of gloss on my lips. All courtesy of her much steadier hand.
Gaby is just about to finish and move on to my hair when a knock sounds on my door. Without waiting for a response, Odile opens it. “Do you have time?” She pauses. “Oh, where are you going?”
“Out,” Gaby says, leaving me wondering if it’s an answer or an order.
Odile hops into the room and sits on my bed. “Where to?”
Gaby takes a deep breath. “Le Bibi.”
Odile gasps. “I’ve always wanted to go there. Can I come?”
“What do you want, Odile?” I ask, saving Gaby from making that decision.
“Ugh.” Odile groans. “We have a history exam next week. Like, literally three days before Christmas. It’s so stupid.” She
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