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Aisling woke up with a pounding headache and had to collect her wits and figure out where she was. It came to her in bits: she wasn't home; she was in Paris; but she wasn't in her hotel room; right, she must have ended the night at Didier's place. After the wake.

Water. Must have water. She called out to see if anyone was home. Nobody answered, and she crept through the place, first using the bathroom, and then finding that the kitchen was thankfully still where she had left it the night before. She saw a note on the table, but went for the water first, drinking down three glasses of the slightly gritty, Parisian tap water. Old pipes. As her electrolytes or whatever the hell they were started to balance out again, she sat down and unfolded the note, having seen her name on the folded side of it. It was a nice note from Marie, telling her to help herself to coffee and anything else and stay as long as she liked. There was a door key that she could slide back under the door if she decided to leave. Kind of a one-way ticket, Aisling reckoned, and she was okay with that. Her hotel was nice, and she would be fine there. But at the same time, she didn't see any rush if she wasn't bothering anyone. She could stay at Didier's and drink a good amount of coffee, enjoying the views and sounds out the window over Rue La Fayette.

Wearing a terry robe of Didier's that Marie likely left out for her, she was reminded of decades ago when she and Dave had spent a few weeks together in Paris while Dave was studying here and Aisling had visited. Dave was at another one of Didier's family's apartments, his family seemingly having an endless number of residences scattered around. It had been a time of ill-fitting terry robes and cast-off things then too. But nice just the same. How often does a person get to do something like that? Just exist in the moment, embraced a bit by the kindness of others. She looked up at the mantelpiece where the silver metal container containing Didier's ashes had survived the evening, and said a silent thanks, mouthing the words at the container and cheering with her coffee cup. She felt Didier smile. She remembered Didier as having been an irrepressibly fun-loving person who had loved to make little dreams come true for people when he could. She still had the ashtray he had stolen for her from a cafe decades ago because she had liked it. He was now affording her a bit of leisure right now, and a chance to take a breath, which she was appreciating. She could clear out in a few hours as needed.

In Vancouver, Spirit had finished his most recent piece, in the alley behind Spinoza Hotel, where he lived. It wasn't the hotel's real name, just a nickname after its spinny residents. The piece was tagged Paris '88 in Spirit's signature script, and showed a stylized vision of Jim Morrison's grave site at Père Lachaise, with the fan-contributed marble bust of Jim that used to be there. There was a spirit Jim rising out of the bust and into the ether, as the piece trailed away to the upper right, blending into the real-life fire escape landing up the wall. Spirit took a last view of the piece with his flashlight, knowing that dawn would come soon. The piece was good, a real burner, and he was satisfied. It seemed appropriate. He headed back around to the hotel's front door, and climbed the stairs to his top floor room. He was conscious of time since it would be early afternoon in Paris, and he wanted to send his note, already drafted and ready to send via a European anonymous server, to the Préfecture. In the email, Spirit gave details of how the Morrison bust had gone missing in 1988, and where it could be found. Short and sweet, but with, he felt, enough data for them to rank it as at least reasonably credible. His parents had kept up the payment on the storage unit until recently, when they had written to tell him he ought to clear out anything of his that might still be there. They hadn't known that he also had slept there on his visits to Paris in the intervening years. His parents had moved onward from their brief time there years ago, and were now quite old themselves and figured that anything that was left could be disposed of or donated. They weren't going back. Spirit figured this was the time to do right by the bust, since he wasn't likely to be able to drag it back to his room on the Downtown Eastside in Vancouver. The people should have it, he figured. The faithful, the ones that still visited the grave. Maybe it could be reinstalled there again. He would certainly show up for that. One of the crowd, an energy source among the worldly. His own energy wasn't boundless lately, and he felt pleased to have done right, as he drifted off to sleep.

Marie woke up the day after Didier's memorial surprisingly late for her. She was very satisfied with herself for not having let herself get bent out of shape by the imagined demands of others. They had come, eaten, drank, remembered, and in the case of Aisling, crashed. It was all fine, and after a comfortable breakfast, she might visit to see how Aisling was doing, or not. There had been a time when she would have stressed so much over everyone else being happy that she would have needed weeks to recover. That tendency had cost her too much of life already, and had left her with minimal resilience. She was on a mission to rebuild whatever reserves of coping energy she could, and that involved giving less of a shit about things. Didier had helped immensely in so many ways, and she cheered his memory with her favourite coffee cup. In giving her a small allowance to do the odd Paris thing for him when he was away, and look after his apartment, she had been freed from the chore of trying, against an ageist current, to keep in work and could focus more on her own well-being. Being unwell was in itself a full-time job. Didier's last surprise, that of leaving her his apartment down the street had come as a full-body shocker, and she was just beginning to get used to the idea. She had two apartments now on La Rue La Fayette, her little one and Didier's more elegant one. She was being flooded with safety hormones in a way she never had been before, after a life spent trying to keep things together. What to do? Who cares, she figured. She could rest and contemplate, which was a nice change from feeling hunted by life.

Dave woke up pleasantly early in his hotel in the Latin Quarter. The night before, he had been full of bravado and pent-up frustration and had planned to hop the first train out of town heading toward Turkey or whatever his first stop might be on his imagined hippie trail odyssey. At the moment though, he was content to loll around, maybe have a few coffees and pastries in a bit at a cafe. He realized he had let Didier's wake get the better of him the night before. Not the Didier part, but the others. He had played out so many scenarios in his mind of ridicule and condescension, and now he could see that he had likely been projecting a bunch of that stuff onto the others, and the evening had gone better that he had expected. He had been sober, and had stayed that way. Not a surprise to him, but another win nonetheless. He was a bit sad to see Aisling get so wasted, and could see now why their friends had to some extent begun to drift away from the two of them when they had been a couple back in the day. If he had been anything like her, and he knew he had been, worse in fact, they would have been a wearing presence as evenings wore on. Hopefully she would find her way, since the stuff took more toll on people as they got older, and he felt he had pulled up just in time himself.

Dave had been oddly pleased to let himself gradually wake up to the street bellowing that always seemed to sound worse through hotel windows, but that had always been a feature of the neighbourhood. He was sober, and that was a cool experience, especially for Paris. He found himself thinking that there was no rush to go anywhere. The hotel wasn't overbooked, so he knew he could stay on, or find
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