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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









  
  A note on sensitive topics


Dear Reader, 
This is a book about ghosts, so naturally death plays a rather large part in it. If you don’t like spoilers and are 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.
There are a few things happening in this book. As part of the World Fair there’s an exhibition of the Chevalier’s experiments with necromancy, including reanimated animals, that might be unsettling. Alix and her friends will finally go after GoPol and uncover more of their dastardly schemes, all the while dealing with some PTSD stemming from what happened at the end of the last book. Meanwhile, Gaspar continues to grapple with his dark side, exhibiting both physically and emotionally abusive behaviour.
At the Ghost World Fair, a magical bomb threat is uncovered and thwarted before it can be carried out completely. In addition, there’s also a kidnapping, a few heart-breaking sacrifices, and the typical dose of claustrophobia we encounter in the catacombs.
Finally, several people will nearly fall off the Eiffel Tower in a tense showdown at dizzy heights, and someone will die. It might even be a good thing.
This series has physical and mental confrontations between the living and the dead, but our heroine is scrappy and has a great group of friends.
Happy to tag along? Then join Alix on this new ghostly adventure as she visits the l’Exposition Universelle des Fantômes.
Love, Janna
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  Chapter 1


It’s an honour to finally meet the one who’ll raise the dead and bring chaos and destruction to the world. 
Nostradamus’ face, dominated by his ultra-long beard, begins to fray at the edges. The skin falls away, dissolving into wisps of cloud to reveal the skeleton beneath. Groaning, he stretches out his arms, reaching for me. Behind him—is it still Nostradamus?—other skeletons rise from their graves.
I scream and run the other way, only to be stopped dead in my tracks when I come across a glowing rectangle on the ground. Inside it is the shadow of a hanged man. Cédric.
When I finally manage to look up, all I see is my sister with her dead husband of less than three hours in her arms. Surrounded by a sea of white lilies, she glares at me. “You did this, Alix. You took him from me. I hate you!”
It doesn’t matter that she’s wrong, that it was GoPol who got to him long before I even came on the scene. In this moment, I feel her words seep into my bones with a truth that can’t be denied. If it weren’t for me, Sébastien would’ve never strayed. And if Sébastien hadn’t strayed, he wouldn’t have fallen prey to his parents’ machinations. Then his father wouldn’t have been distracted, and Cédric wouldn’t have died alone with no chance of resurrection.
Bony fingers grip my shoulders and pull me backwards. I reach for Hélène, begging her to help me, but as usual, my sister is too preoccupied with her beloved Cédric. Or maybe she thinks I’m getting exactly what I deserve.
The white lilies blur as I’m yanked backwards and pushed in front of a mirror.
Discover the monster inside you!
But what I see in the mirror isn’t me. Instead, there’s someone else, too small for me to see clearly. I bend forward until my nose nearly touches the surface, whether of my own volition or from the dead pushing me. The figure grows quickly. I wish I could look away, but the skeletal hands are merciless and my eyes won’t close.
“No, no, no, no, don’t. Gaspar, don’t.”
But he does it anyway, and soon all I see is blood. The blood on his hands also sticks to mine. His murder is mine. Because he’s my monster.
And so am I. The one who’ll raise the dead and bring chaos and destruction to the—
“Alix!”
The grip of the skeletal hands is even stronger now. They’re shaking my shoulder, dragging me away from Gaspar and the scene of his grisly murder. Light blooms through two slits and the voice returns. Odile’s voice.
“Come on, wake up. You’re scaring Malou.”
Malou?
Letting go of the nightmare is like pulling my teeth out of hardening caramel. Only the promise of light, Odile’s voice, and Malou’s soft belly make it possible for me to let go. As soon as I open my eyes, Odile pushes the little hedgehog into my hands.
With her arms crossed, my little sister looks down at me. She’s already dressed for school, her bag slung over her shoulder. “You had that nightmare again.”
My fingers dig into Malou’s fur, seeking the sweet comfort only an innocent pet can give. “I do every night.”
Ever since we returned from our ill-fated trip to Provence, I’ve been struggling. So many terrible things happened that my brain is stuck in a loop. Cédric killed himself in the hope of becoming a ghost whisperer like me. Hélène lost her newlywed husband and, as usual, blames me for it. Sébastien sacrificed himself to his cruel and monstrous parents, and when I tried to free him… when I tried to…
Even though my fingers are buried in Malou’s soft belly fur, they feel sticky with blood—blood I didn’t shed, but might as well have. My hands tremble and my breath accelerates when I see Gaspar in front of me again. My ears fill with the sound of him smashing Margot’s head in. The blood…
Odile’s fingers wrap around my wrist. “Stop thinking about it!” 
She doesn’t know all the details. Not because I didn’t want to tell her, but because I couldn’t without throwing up. All she knows is Sébastien’s mother is dead, like Cédric, and I had to watch it happen. I couldn’t even tell her it was Gaspar who killed her.
My monster.
“Don’t take this the wrong way, but I think you need to talk to someone.”
The last time someone suggested therapy, it was because of my ability to see ghosts. But it’s not the ghosts who’ve messed me up. It’s the living. 
“Maybe.”
“I’m serious. You’re not coping.” Odile says, running her hand over Malou’s spikes. “No one is,” she whispers softly.
That’s right. I’m not the only one who suffered immense trauma in Provence. My sister lost her husband in the most senseless way imaginable and everyone’s feeling the effects of it. Cédric meant little to me. So did Margot. It’s Hélène who needs support, not me. 
“I’m fine,” I say, sitting up carefully, Malou in my hands.
Odile huffs. “You’re absolutely not fine.”
“Who am I supposed to see about this? Any shrink would send me straight to the psych ward if I told them about the ghosts.” And it’s impossible to get to the bottom of it without mentioning them.
“So, find a ghost shrink,” Odile says with a shrug. “There must be dozens buried in your necropolises. You could talk to, I don’t know… Jacques Lacan or someone. You could be open about the ghosts, and you wouldn’t even have to pay them. Besides, they’d probably like to help someone after all these years of resting in peace.”
I stare at her, stunned. “That’s… actually, not a bad idea.”
“See,” Odile says with a grin. “I’m not half as dumb as you think I am.”
“Odi…”
“Just kidding. I’ve got to catch the Métro and you need a shower! And get your ass to the Sorbonne. Happy first day!”
She’s out of my room before I can fully process her instructions. Take a shower… My sheets are sticking to my skin, soaked with the sweat of my recurring nightmare. It’s disgusting.
With a sigh, I take Malou and put her to bed in her cage, before grabbing my sheets and stuffing them in the washing machine as I’ve done every single day since my return from Provence. Fortunately, it’s a Monday and my maman isn’t around to comment.
I jump in the shower and let the hot water wash away the traces of my nightmare. The only thing it can’t wash away is the blood on my hands. Gaspar did it for me. Only me. I created this monster.
Suddenly feeling woozy, I hold on to the wall and count my breaths. Maybe Odile is right and I do need to see someone. Add it to my ever-growing list of things to take care of.

Forty-five minutes later, I lock my bicycle at the Sorbonne and head up the stairs with the hundreds of other students. It’s the first day of the summer semester and I’ve got a new set of classes to distract me from what happened in Provence. They better be as good as they sound.
“Alix!” Gaby calls, a tray of two coffees-to-go from Chambelland in her hand. “Bonjour!” She kisses me on the cheek before handing me one. “You look like you need this more than I do.”
“Thanks,” I reply sourly. Whatever offence I might have taken disappears as I take my first sip. “This one’s good!”
“Marie made it extra strong,” Gaby explains as she drinks from her own cup. “How are you holding up?”
I shrug. “Managing. Yourself?” Gaby was there, too, though we haven’t really talked about it much since.
“Well enough.” She waves it off, as if it doesn’t matter. “So. Industrial Revolution with Renard. He did France’s Revolutionary Way to a Republic in our second year, which I failed at the first attempt.”
Now she’s saying it, I remember the course. “Almost everyone failed that one.”
Gaby gives me a long look. “Almost everyone…”
I happen to be one of four people who managed to pass the exam on the first try. I link my arm with hers and grin. “Don’t worry. I’ve got you this time.”
“You had me last time, too, so I’m putting my grade into your hands.”
Before the make-up exam, I whipped Gaby into shape with my newly acquired knowledge of the 19th century, courtesy of the Panthéon ghosts. Turns out Victor Hugo made a better teacher in that regard than Monsieur Renard. “We’ve got this.”
While both courses cover roughly the same time period, the focus is different. In the third semester, we had an in-depth look at the back and forth between revolutionary France and self-proclaimed emperors. A lot of people think we had one big revolution, and voilà, we freed ourselves from the shackles of monarchy, but it actually took more than a hundred years and several smaller revolutions until we came out the other end. Simultaneously, France had been swept up in the Industrial Revolution, which brought its own changes and challenges.
Gaby and I settle in a cautious third row of the seminar room. From memory, Monsier Renard hates nothing more than the entire class hiding in the back. Théo is even braver and takes the seats in front of us with his friends, which suits me just fine. He’ll serve nicely as a buffer.
“Hey, how was—”
“Don’t!” Gaby says immediately, and I shake my head grimly. We’re here to be distracted from our troubles, not rehash them quickly before class.
Théo frowns and settles into his seat. “Are we still good?”
For two years, Théo and I had a bit of a row. I’d accidentally hurt him by choosing ghosts over him, and he’d retaliated by publicly shunning me for it. But now he’s in the fold and totally cool with ghosts. He even helped me solve a ghost problem at the opera where his older brother works and has taken an oath on Malou to work with us. It dawns on me he’s the only one of my friends who wasn’t in Provence, and suddenly it feels like the gulf between us is back in full force.
Before I can think of a way to mend the rift, Monsieur Renard enters and puts down the slender case he always carries his lecture materials in. He’s a rather young lecturer, forty at most, with thinning blond hair, a long nose, and grey eyes behind glasses. With a disapproving glance at the empty front row, he unpacks a pile of curious-looking envelopes and sets up his laptop.
“Alright, let’s get started. For those who don’t know me, I’m Monsieur Renard and this is The Industrial Revolution in France and Wider Europe.” 
The introduction is followed by the usual reminder of the expectations and requirements for passing the course. When he gets to the part about assessments, he pauses to count us quickly, squinting a little as he does so. 
“There will be an exam at the end, which will be worth fifty per cent of your grade. The other fifty per cent will be divided between an oral presentation and an accompanying paper in groups of three.”
A collective groan goes through the room. While it’s cool the exam only counts for half of our grade, it’s a bit daunting to know the other half depends on two other people. Gaby will obviously be one of them. As for the other…
“Do you want to team up?” Théo asks, looking over his shoulder at us.
“Quiet, please,” Monsieur Renard asks. “You can discuss your groups in a moment. First, let me explain the task.”
The room falls silent again, and the lecturer picks up the ominous envelopes and spreads them on the table behind him. “The written part of the assignment is due on the 31st of May, and we’ll have oral presentations in the weeks after. The Industrial Revolution is well documented by the advent of l’Expositions Universelles, the World Fairs. We’ll look at how they got started in a moment. Each group will pick an envelope and examine an integral element of the World Fairs and how that changed from year to year, focusing on three fairs that took place in France. In June, we’ll hold our own Exposition Universelle, and you’ll be the guides for your respective pavilions.”
For a moment, I was worried, but I can do tour guide. To be honest, this sounds a lot more fun than the usual essays and exams. It definitely has the potential to distract me from the dumpster fire that is my personal life.
“Alright, you may form groups now and grab an envelope from the front.” Monsieur Renard already sounds like he’s regretting it.
“So?” Théo asks, while his friends discuss groupings.
Gaby looks at me, as if it’s all up to me. Since there’s no one else we’re particularly close to, and since Théo is an excellent student, I shrug. “Yeah, sure. Let’s do it.”
Théo grins. “I’ll get our topic.” 
On his way to the front, he apologises to his friends, who quickly find other members among the rest of the class. It takes about five minutes for everyone to sort themselves out and sit back down with their assignments.
Curious, Gaby and I lean forward to look over Théo’s shoulder as he opens the envelope. Inside is a pile of old illustrations and early photographs, copies of source texts, and the title page: ‘Industries pavilion’. 
He shrugs. “Beats the fine art exhibition.”
I think it’s perfect. It’s the place to be for ever-changing technology, and will give us more than enough material to compare World Fairs between 1855 and 1937. 
“Let’s make an action plan after lunch.”
The sooner we get started, the sooner I can worry about something else.






  
  Chapter 2


After working out a research plan with Théo—I’m in charge of finding relevant ghosts—Gaby and I make our way to  Chambelland, arriving just as Marie is about to close the café for the day. 
She greets Gaby with a kiss, before asking, “How was your first day back?”
“Fairly relaxed,” Gaby says. “We’ve got a cool new project to sink our teeth into. How about yours?”
Marie rolls her eyes. “I’ve got so much homework. Honestly, I’m not sure Law is right for me anymore.”
“It isn’t?” I ask, vaguely remembering how she once told me she liked the detail work and digging up obscure laws.
“Well, there seems to be a lot of stuff going on outside the law and nobody cares, so what’s really the point, huh?”
I wince, strongly reminded this isn’t just a friendly get-together.
As if on cue, the door opens and Sébastien slips in, followed by Dix. More kisses are exchanged, and we settle around a table in the back, which Marie has already set-up with coffee and leftover baked goods. I slip into a seat next to Sébastien while Dix hops onto the counter, his long legs hitting the wood without leaving a mark.
“How are you holding up?” Sébastien asks softly, his chair only marginally further away from mine than Gaby’s is from Marie’s.
“I wish people would stop asking me that.”
“I take it not so good, then?”
Damn him. Here I was trying to brush it off, and he attacks with his caring side. 
“Have you heard anything from him?” I ask instead.
Sébastien shakes his head. “As far as I know he’s still in the catacombs, hiding.”
“What if he’s not?” I ask, my eyes burning. “What if he’s out there, killing people at random?”
Gaby and Marie exchange a worried look, while Sébastien puts his hand on mine and squeezes it. I hadn’t even noticed my hand was shaking until he stopped it. “It wasn’t random,” he says quietly. “He killed for a reason.”
“For me.” 
The words are barely out before a whimper follows. I close my eyes and breathe through the wave of despair that threatens to engulf me. No one disputes me, but they all feel sorry for me, which just makes things worse, because it’s true. Gaspar killed Margot to protect me, to keep me from making a deal with the devil, and now I’m sitting here dealing with the consequences.
“Is your father still keeping it under wraps?” 
I wouldn’t put it past Charles Roubert to pin the murder on me. But everyone in this café saw what happened, and while he could totally silence us all, he hasn’t chosen to do so. Yet.
Sébastien takes a deep breath and nods. “Yeah, according to him, the matter is settled. He went back to work as if nothing happened. As if I hadn’t found her in the first place and things hadn’t escalated.”
Now it’s my turn to squeeze his hand. His father had planned to kill him many more times to make new whisper ghosts for GoPol’s use, and would’ve happily murdered me if Margot hadn’t intervened due to her bigger plans for me. Plans that will never come to fruition, thanks to Gaspar.
“So, what are we going to do?” Marie asks. “I know the law won’t help us, but surely there must be something we can do. Or are we following GoPol’s playbook? Ignore it? Pretend it never happened?”
I don’t have a proper plan. Truth is, too much has happened to ignore it. I’ve had nightmares every night about the events in that lab and my supposed prophecy. But more importantly, Charles Roubert broke my family. He’s persecuted me, eliminated part of my father under false pretences, and coerced my sister’s fiancé into killing himself. If he isn’t stopped, more tragedies will follow.
“We have to stop GoPol and find Gaspar before he… before he…” A huge frog in my throat makes it impossible to speak.
Gaby gives me a pitying look. “Those are two very different problems. Perhaps it would be best to concentrate on one of them. I’m almost afraid to ask, but which would be easier to solve?”
“Stop GoPol,” I blurt out at the same time as Sébastien says, “Gaspar.”
I glance at him. “You know how to fix him?” 
Short of finding and killing Gaspar, I have no idea where to even start. Let alone face him after what he’s done.
Sébastien shrugs. “No, but we know where to start, don’t we?” When I continue to look at him, still clueless, he explains, “The Chevalier. We go to the guy who brought him back. First off, he needs to know what he did went wrong before he brings anyone else back, and secondly, we need to understand how he did it, so we can find out where it all went wrong. Finally, he’s the most likely person to come up with a fix.”
I sigh. All three points are excellent. I should’ve thought of them myself. Maybe there’s a reason I resisted following the same line of thought—because I’m afraid the only solution is to kill Gaspar and start over. Unfortunately, there’s no guarantee that just because he dies, he’ll return to his former sweet self. The only good thing about it is he won’t be able to hurt anyone else anymore. I can’t believe I’m actually thinking about murdering my boyfriend, as if the act doesn’t really matter, because ghosts and living people are interchangeable to me. Maybe I am the monster after all.
“Alix,” Gaby calls softly, “get out of your own head and talk to us.”
Good advice, but how do you talk to your friends about potentially having to kill your boyfriend? I don’t want to take Gaspar’s second life from him just because I’m more familiar with him as a ghost. Who am I to decide whether he has the right to live or not?
“We’re going to get him back,” Sébastien promises. “He’s not beyond saving. Your Gaspar is still inside of him. We just have to get rid of the evil version.”
“Just,” I say with a huff, but the words help. I take a deep breath and sip of coffee, feeling a little calmer. “Okay. I’ll go see the Chevalier—”
“Not alone,” Sébastien insists.
“Yeah, we’re not leaving you with that creep,” Dix adds, in his usual upbeat tone.
I honestly don’t think the Chevalier would want to harm me, but I’m glad not to have that difficult conversation alone. “Fine. We’ll see him together, and hopefully, he’ll know how to help Gaspar. Now, about GoPol.”
“I’m gonna quit,” Sébastien announces darkly. “I’ll hand in my notice at the end of the week.”
A few months ago, I would’ve wanted nothing more. It’s good to know Sébastien has finally arrived at the point where he wants nothing more to do with the agency that ruined his life in more ways than one. But things are never that simple. 
“Will your father let you go?”
“He’ll make me sign an iron-clad NDA, of course. I know way too much to expect anything else, but I think he’s as sick of me as I am of him at this point, so it’ll probably work out.”
“The last time you wanted to quit, it was on the condition he gets to kill you a dozen more times.”
“See, that’s the problem with History majors. They never forget anything,” Dix quips.
I throw my head over my shoulder to glare at him. “It was last month.”
As I turn back, I notice Sébastien swallowing hard. “I just want you to be safe.”
“Will I ever be safe as long as he’s around?”
The haunted look in his eyes makes me shudder. He’s been through so much already, so much abuse, hidden in webs and webs of lies. He once managed to block it all out and concentrate on his job, using his purpose as a shield against cruel reality, but I took that from him. And while the truth might open the door to healing, I don’t know how to fix him any more than I know how to fix Gaspar.
“Would you like some privacy?” Gaby asks. 
It takes me a moment to read the look in her eyes as amusement. It turns sour before I have a chance to answer. 
“I’m with Alix on this one,” she says. “Obviously, I want you both as far away from GoPol as possible, but I don’t know if resigning is the way to go.”
“As for me,” Marie chimes in, “I don’t want to run away from GoPol. I want them to pay for what they’ve done. Your father shouldn’t just get away with this.”
Sébastien leans back and runs his hands over his face. “How?”
“We could find Gaspar and set him on Daddy Dearest next,” Dix suggests. “That would take care of it.”
This time, we both glare at him. “This isn’t funny,” Sébastien barks.
“I wasn’t trying to be funny. Just pragmatic,” Dix defends himself and jumps off the counter. “You have to admit, it would solve this particular problem.”
“May I ask who you’re talking to?” Gaby asks, slightly unnerved. She and Marie have no idea it’s not just the four of us here.
“My infuriating younger self,” Sébastien says. “We’re not going to plot murder against our father!”
“Your younger self was happy to murder people?” Marie asks, nearly hopping onto Gaby’s lap.
Sébastien sighs and shakes his head. “No, I wasn’t, and I’m not now either. As for Dix…”
“He carries his own trauma,” I say, ever so gently.
Dix glowers at me, but there’s not much heat in it, just a hint I’m right on the money. Seventeen-year-old Sébastien hadn’t thought about murdering anyone—though he’d certainly told himself it would be all right if someone murdered him. Eternally seventeen-year-old Dix, on the other hand, has just been murdered by his father and since then has watched life pass him by, never growing old, and worse, never again being respected as a human being. Is it really so far-fetched for him to want revenge?
Unfortunately, killing Charles is a hard no for me. I wish he’d just get into a car accident, but I don’t want to bear that burden. And I don’t want Sébastien or Dix to carry it, either, much less exploit Gaspar’s darkness to do the job for us.
Dix walks over and sits on the table next to us. I don’t know if it’s because he can’t move the chair or if it’s because he’s too cool to sit on something so mundane. “What are we going to do about him, then?” he asks. “I’m with Marie. He can’t just get away.”
“It’s more important that you two get away,” I tell him, putting my hand on Sébastien’s arm. “That’s our number one priority.”
“You, too,” Sébastien says softly, “because that’s my number one priority.”
Right. For a moment, I forgot how much Charles hates me. I may not work for GoPol, but that doesn’t mean I’m safe. Far from it, actually. Charles has proven time and time again that if he can get away with it, he’ll have me murdered and dumped at the bottom of the Seine.
Gaby clears her throat, and I let go of Sébastien as if I’ve been burnt. “Yes, so. Preferably, no one dies. But seriously, what can we do? Maybe, if we all go to the police—”
“My father’s part of the police.”
“Yes, but surely they’ll want to know if one of them is corrupt—”
Sébastien shakes his head long before she’s finished. “He’s too far up the food chain. Let’s say we do that. We get lucky and get an idealistic police officer with an unblemished sense of justice. As soon as the case gets to a higher commander, it’ll get shut down. GoPol’s mission is too important for this country’s security. The higher-ups don’t care what GoPol does so long as they do their job. My father would argue that Alix—and I—are a security risk and the government will agree. And believe me, they’ll absolutely sacrifice one or two, or even four, innocents to keep GoPol going.”
Marie crosses her arms and frowns. “That can’t be right. Shouldn’t the government, I don’t know, protect all its citizens?”
“Not if they’re a risk to national security.” Sébastien sighs heavily. “Sacrifices must be made for the greater good.” It sounds like something he’s heard over and over again.
“Too bad the greater good doesn’t include ghosts, right, History Girl?” Dix says sullenly, making Sébastien stiffen.
I get the whole argument. I’d have to be a fool and a very bad student not to understand it. You’d think we’d moved on from certain tactics, that we’ve somehow evolved and become better, but the truth is history repeats itself, and humans will be humans. 
“So, to stop your father,” I think out loud, “he has to become the greater security risk?”
Sébastien gives me a strange look. “I guess so, yes, but how do you want to explain that to his superiors?”
For a moment, I felt like I had a plan. Now it’s slipping through my fingers again. “I have no idea.”
The five of us stare at the table in sullen resignation. The truth is there’s very little we can do. Charles has all the power and Sébastien is right. If the government wants to keep betting on GoPol, we’ll be sacrificed. And nobody will be the wiser.






  
  Chapter 3


I have to wait until my weekend shift before I get some quiet time with my ghosts. As I pick up the litter behind their graves and wash off dubious spills, I tell Victor the whole sorry story of what happened in Provence. The mundane task helps keep my voice fairly light, and I only choke up once or twice. 
“And so, he killed her. It was pretty gruesome and—”
“How?” Victor asks. “You said Gaspar killed her?”
“Well, she was a ghost whisperer like me and…” 
I bite my lip. So far, I’ve managed to avoid the truth about Gaspar’s current status. My explanation is sound. Even as a ghost, he could’ve killed Margot. Just like, technically, any ghost could kill me. But do I really want to lie to Victor?
I sigh heavily. “Something happened to Gaspar, while… while he was gone.”
Victor leans against the wall and looks down at me. “What do you mean?”
“He came back to life.” There, I said it.
The change in Victor’s demeanour is instantaneous. Concern turns to outright horror and indignation. His shoulders hunch, and he clenches his fists. “That’s impossible!”
“It was impossible.” I pack up my cleaning utensils and stand, rubbing my aching knees as I do so. “Le Chevalier d’Os has probably been working on bringing back the dead for years. He showed me his experiments.” I shudder at the memory. “And offered to bring Gaspar back.”
“And of course you took him up on it.” Voltaire is suddenly there, his voice dripping with bile. “You have no idea what powers you’re playing with, little girl. You just—”
“Shut up!”
Voltaire blinks at me. It’s as if no one has ever shouted back at him before.
I really can’t with his sanctimonious attitude today or any time soon. “I said no. We both decided not to mess with it. But then GoPol kidnapped Petite Alix and Gaspar thought he was going to lose me, so he went back to the Chevalier. Alone. I had nothing to do with it.”
“Love knows no reason,” Victor muses.
Voltaire snorts. “He should’ve waited.”
“For what? Until I’m dead?” 
Judging by Voltaire’s silence that’s exactly what he meant. 
I turn my back on him. “Well, unlike some of the people around here, he actually cares about me.”
Victor pulls a face, though he can’t quite hide his amusement. “You know we’d be watching over you whether you could see us or not, kid.”
“It doesn’t matter. I didn’t lose my powers. Gaspar just didn’t know.”
“Told you he should’ve waited,” Voltaire mutters.
“And I said love knows no reason,” Victor bites back before Voltaire can have another go. He looks at me kindly. “And you said it worked? He’s really alive?”
I remember the day in Margot’s lab when she’d tested Gaspar’s ghost energy and came to a different conclusion. “He’s something in between, I suppose. He can still walk through walls or appear out of nowhere, but everyone sees him. I was able to introduce him to my family and all.” My voice begins to crack as I approach the last important piece of information. “There’s something…” Let’s try this again. “There’s something very wrong with him.” The words tremble all over the place.
“I bet,” Voltaire grumbles.
Unnerved, I close my eyes and take a deep breath. Before I can open them again, I feel Victor’s arms around me. He rarely touches me, so it comes as a bit of a surprise that he would initiate a full-on hug. 
“Tell me everything.”
And so, I do. It comes out in broken bits and pieces, and with a lot of tears and enough self-loathing to shut Voltaire up for good. When it’s all out there, I feel emotionally drained. My head hurts and my eyes itch. 
“I don’t know how to fix this.”
“Do you want to?” Voltaire asks. When he catches a look from Victor, he throws up his hands. “Yes, yes, love knows no reason. Have I ever told you how stupid love is? It ruins all progress of mankind. People should be guided by reason, not emotion. Our lives would be better for it.”
“Our lives would be poorer for it, too,” Victor says. “Just ask Zola.”
Voltaire snorts and moves on—whether to actually ask Zola or sulk near his tomb and argue with Rousseau, I don’t know.
Victor, meanwhile, wipes my tears and offers me his handkerchief. I don’t think too much about the fact this handkerchief isn’t real. It seems to work as long as I trust in it. Like Molay’s wine back at the Boutique of Psychosis.
“I’ve never heard of such a case, but I’ll inquire with certain mediums and other friends of the occult,” Victor promises. “I have a few acquaintances in that field.”
It’s a good start. Apart from the Chevalier himself and perhaps Marie, I know no one involved. Just then, I remember. “Do you think Nostradamus could help? I met him in Provence.”
“You met the Nostradamus?”
I nod. “Apparently he was working with Margot.” Which should tell me asking him is a bad idea. “Most of the time, he spouts prophecies.” My throat tightens as I remember another reason against him. “He had one for me. Two actually.”
Victor pulls a face. “Real prophecies?”
Fresh tears run down my face. “One’s already come true. He knew about Cédric’s death.”
“And the other?”
I need to take a deep breath. “He said I’d raise the dead one day and bring chaos and destruction to the world.”
“And do you have such ambitions?” Victor asks with admirable calm.
“No.”
His lips curve into a smile. “Then we shouldn’t worry about it. Nostradamus may be right on occasion, but most of his prophecies are so vague they could literally mean anything. I believe he’s little more than a fraud, and we should count ourselves lucky he rarely haunts Paris. Let us keep him in Provence and turn to more reliable sources.”
I’m almost relieved to hear him say that. “And you have such sources?”
“A good handful, indeed.” Victor’s eyes widen slightly. “In fact, maybe one of those running the World Fair will have an idea. They’re awfully clever.”
Did I just hear that right? “The World Fair?”
“Oh yes, it opened a few weeks ago. L’Exposition Universelle des Fantômes.”
“A Ghost World Fair?” If I didn’t know Monsieur Renard gives his lecture every two years, I’d be worried about the coincidence. “Why haven’t I heard of it?” Or seen it, for that matter.
Victor shrugs. “It’s very much a ghost affair. I’m afraid Gustave would like to keep it that way.”
“Gustave… Gustave Eiffel? The Eiffel Tower Gustave Eiffel?”
“And the Statue of Liberty, and a hundred railway bridges, viaducts, and railway stations. Oh, and the Panama Canal Gates or whatever he did there. Best not mention that one to his face, though.”
Someone was a busy man. “And he’s organising a Ghost World Fair?”
“Oh yes, see, he’s only recently celebrated his ghost centenary, which has served to refresh his memory and re-infuse him with entrepreneurial energy. The 1889 World Fair was his crowning achievement, not that he organised it, mind you, but you can’t blame the man for aspiring to lost greatness.”
“He could be in the Panthéon one day.”
“Possibly,” Victor says, for once not arguing. “Which reminds me, have you had a chance to meet our newest members, Monsieur Manouchian and his lovely wife yet?”
“Yes, Victor. I had to learn all about them for the tour.” 
As their tombs have only recently been moved to the Panthéon, though, I haven’t seen much of the resistance fighter and his wife yet.
Victor nods gently, and I see him drifting off. Before I lose his attention completely, I return to the subject. “Do you know where I can meet Monsieur Eiffel?” I could probably find out where he’s buried—hopefully in Paris—but this seems quicker.
“Ask Marie. I think she’s involved in the fair—showcasing some fascinating ghost radiation experiment, I’m sure.”
I sigh. Normally, I try to keep my distance from this Marie. But Victor’s right. Of all the inhabitants of the Panthéon, she’s the most likely to have a connection with Gustave Eiffel. They’re practically contemporaries and might’ve even crossed paths when they’d both been alive.
“One more question.” I bite my lip again, unsure if I should really ask.
Victor’s attention is firmly back on me again. “Yes, my dear?”
“Would you know a dead therapist or someone like that? Someone who’s keen to continue… I mean who would consider giving therapy… to me. Just someone I could talk to about ghosts and Gaspar and… all that.” As soon as the words are out, I wish I could swallow them again.
Victor’s face softens and the pity in his eyes is devastating. “I’ll find someone.”

      [image: image-placeholder]My confession has left me so exhausted I decide to take my bike into the Métro instead of braving Saturday traffic home. There’s a lot to think about. Tomorrow, Sébastien and I will go down to the catacombs to talk to the Chevalier and hopefully come up with a plan. On the spur of the moment, I text Gaspar. Like all my other messages, it goes unread. Wherever he is, he hasn’t switched it on or forgot to charge it.
Then there’s the Ghost World Fair and Gustave Eiffel. Théo and Gaby agreed I should find them some ghosts to get a better idea of the World Fairs and what kind of inventions were exhibited in the Palais des Industries. If I can find out more about the ghost version, I can do them one better. Normally, I’d be thrilled and excited to learn more, but at the moment, it just feels like another thing on my list.
Yeah, I really need that therapy.
I try to gather some of the old amazement over ghostly lifestyles by trying to imagine what kind of inventions ghosts would come up with. Can they even work on a project long enough to make progress? Or do their ideas simply come into being, with no physics to limit them?
I arrive at my stop and get off the train. Carrying my bike upstairs, I wonder where they hold this Ghost World Fair. Probably in the catacombs. Or wherever Gustave Eiffel is buried. That reminds me to look it up, so I balance my bike as I pull out my phone. Levallois-Perret, which is a small cemetery just outside the western gates of Paris—not exactly close.
There’s no point in cycling the short distance from the Métro station, so I use the time to gather a brief overview of the man who gave us so many iconic buildings. From the sounds of it, he was a real workaholic, although he somehow managed to father five children along the way. They probably never saw much of him as he jetted around the world for his various projects. It’s a wonder he can stay focused enough in Paris to pull off an entire World Fair.
I lock my bike under the stairs in the hall and make my way upstairs, calling Gaspar one more time. Straight to mailbox. Since there are already fifty messages from me, I don’t bother leaving another, and put the phone away again. And then I see them.
Hélène’s boots.
With a heavy heart, I open the door and get rid of my shoes. From the living room, I hear muffled crying and my parents’ hushed voices. I immediately feel bad. As if it’s truly my fault her beloved Officer Cédric is dead. Hélène has been avoiding me ever since, but she made it clear I was not welcome at his funeral. I was fine with that as it saved me from having to listen to him whine about his bad choices, but it widened the gulf between the two of us even more.
He’s been dead and buried for a few weeks now, which hopefully means my sister has had enough time to process her feelings and is ready to bear my presence again. Otherwise, what right does she have to force her hateful presence on me?
While I’m still considering whether to hide in my room or join the rest of my family in the living room, Hélène walks into the hallway on her way to the bathroom. She stops cold when she sees me, and I get to see what a giant mess she is. My sister is usually so well put together. Now she looks like she’s been sleeping even worse than me, and hasn’t washed her hair in a week, let alone combed it. There are deep shadows around her eyes and her skin is blotchy from crying. Most strikingly, she’s wearing what I can only assume is one of Cédric’s dress shirts over her pyjama
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