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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 we dive deep into Alix’s life as a ghost whisperer. There is some discussion of mental health, particularly possible psychosis. That’s the problem when no one else can see your ghosts. This leads to tensions and arguments within Alix’s family.

Our heroine is also more curious than is good for her. For this book, that means a lot of crawling through very small spaces, including descriptions of mild claustrophobia, a panic attack, and stumbling across a gruesome murder before being chased with a gun.

As expected in a ghost series, the nature of some characters’ untimely deaths is revealed. Some scenes can be creepy or macabre, with graveyards and mausoleums making frequent appearances. There’s also a sinister organisation that does not respect the sanctity of death, experimenting on corpses and skeletons alike, and willing to protect their work by any means necessary.

The series will be 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 was seven years old when I encountered my first ghost. A few days prior, I had lost my beloved grandmother to a heart attack, and on that day, I was standing in the cemetery, watching her coffin being lowered into the earth, while a priest spoke words that were beyond my comprehension. 

My grandmother was to be buried in Père Lachaise, Paris’ biggest and most famous cemetery. You might think with all the celebrities interred there, there’s no space for us mundane Parisians. Sure, the tourists flock here to visit Jim Morrison, Oscar Wilde, or Edith Piaf, but as long as you’re a citizen of Paris, you can get buried here. It’s what my grandmother had wanted.

The funeral was a small gathering. Just me, my sisters, our parents, and a few cousins whom I’ve seen only once or twice before. I don’t remember much of my grandmother other than trips to the South of France and the smell of cinnamon. There’s a memory or two about us baking together, but if you want to know what she was truly like, you’d have to ask my older sister Hélène, who was already ten and crying through the entire service.

My younger sister Odile was also crying, but she was a toddler and more likely to be crying because nobody was paying her attention. As for me, I remember not quite understanding what being dead really meant. My parents had tried to break the news to me gently, putting a lot of focus on how my grandmother would now be watching over me from somewhere else. I missed her, but I didn’t understand why everyone was so sad if she’d just gone to a different, potentially even better place.

“What was she like?” The question came from a woman I’d never seen before when my father stepped forward to read his eulogy.

I knew right away that she didn’t belong to us. Every one of my family was wearing dark, muted colours. Even we sisters had got brand-new black dresses for the occasion. Mine was a bit scratchy, but I’ve been told it was important to wear black to a funeral. This woman was sporting a bright turquoise blouse and a leaf-green skirt, paired with an orange scarf and prominent blue eyeshadow. It was all a bit garish, but she looked fun to me.

“Very nice, Madame,” I said in a quiet voice, not wanting to draw attention while my father spoke, even though he took terribly long pauses between his words.

The woman scrunched up her nose. “Nice. Nice is boring. I asked you what she was like. Did she have any outlandish hobbies or an exciting affair?” Then she smiled down on me. “Oh, well, you probably wouldn’t know anything about the latter.”

I thought harder about my grandmother, trying to remember the fun stuff about her. “She once was a photographer. Some of her photos are black-and-white.” I loved going through those old pictures. The people in them wore funny clothes and always seemed to have a grand old time. “And she loved frogs. There was a frog living in the drainpipe at her flat.”

“Yes, dear.” My mother had picked up on my talking and was absent-mindedly stroking my hair, which had been braided all around my head for the occasion. “It still does.”

Emboldened, I continued, “One time, she burnt all the cookies, and we had to do them all over again. I got to eat cookie dough twice that day.”

The woman laughed. It was a full belly laugh that seemed to be out of this world among the stifled sobs from the rest of the party. “Did she tell your parents?”

“No, it was our secret. She swore me to secrecy.” That had been almost as exciting as getting a double portion of cookie dough.

“Who are you talking to?” my mother asked, glancing at me slightly irritated.

“To that woman over there.” I pointed at my new friend with all the conviction of childhood.

My mother frowned as she stared right past where I pointed. “What woman?”

“The one with the orange scarf. Maman, can I have a scarf like that? It looks very chic.” Maybe not in orange, but I liked how it stuck out at the side. It was pretty.

“Alix, sweetie.” My mother sighed heavily and shifted Odile in her arms, who was attempting to wriggle out of the hold. “What are you talking about? There is no woman with an orange scarf. Now be quiet and listen to your father. It won’t be long, I promise.”

I didn’t get why she claimed that the woman didn’t exist. She hadn’t moved at all and was standing right next to us. “What’s your name?” I whispered.

“Beatrice Ileneuf,” she answered with a warm smile.

Satisfied, I tugged my mother’s sleeve and told her, “The woman says her name is Beatrice Ileneuf. Maybe she’s another cousin.”

“No…” My mother shook her head, once again looking right through Beatrice. Then her eyes widened.

“Do you see her now? She’s very fancy.”

“Darling, did you read that name from the tombstone?” my mother asked with a paper-thin voice.

Beatrice took a helpful step to the side so I could see the tombstone behind her. With me being seven, I’d already started school. My reading was far from perfect, but since I knew what I was looking for, the letters slipped into place. “In loving memory of Beatrice Ileneuf.” I glanced up at the woman. “You’re dead?” A tombstone just like this one had been prepared for my grandmother.

Her smile was a bit sad when she nodded. “Yeah, but it’s really not that bad, you know. Just a little lonely. Most people see right through you, you know? That’s why I was hoping your grandmother would be an interesting plot neighbour. She sounds lovely, dear.”

“I think she’s dead, Maman.”

My mother handed Odile to my father who’d just returned and went down on her knees in front of me. Then she enveloped me in her arms and pulled my head to her chest. “I know, sweetie.” Then, as if I couldn’t hear her when her face was turned away, she told my father, “We should’ve left them with the babysitter. Alix has started talking to the woman buried on the left of your mum.”

“It’ll be over soon,” my father promised, his eyes brimming with tears. “Was it a nice ghost?” he asked, forcing a light.hearted tone.

Ghost. I mulled the word over. Until then, all the ghosts I’d encountered in my short life were the spooky bedsheet kind of ghosts that didn’t truly exist. Beatrice was as tangible as the people around her. With her bright colours, she looked more alive than any of us. But if she was truly dead, then her being a ghost made sense. “Will grandma also be a ghost?”

“Sure,” my father said in that inconsequential tone that he often used when he was too tired to explain something in more detail.

But this time, he was right. Like all the other inhabitants of Père Lachaise, my grandmother is now a ghost. She and Beatrice are the best of friends. A match made in heaven. Or whatever this kind of afterlife was called.








  
  
Chapter 2




“This is so creepy,” Gaby whispers, while her fingers dig into my arm. 

We are both halfway through the catacombs, having reached the eerie displays of piled-up thigh bones topped by a row of skulls. I have to remind myself that these are the remains of the dead. The way the bones are carefully arrayed by type instead of by skeleton is somewhat absurd. This isn’t a burial site, it’s an economic storage unit.

Which is about right. Sometime in the late 18th century, after some cave-ins and associated health issues, the Paris authorities decided that the dead were suffocating Paris. They employed a fleet of gravediggers who worked for almost thirty years to excavate the bones and bring them here, where they were piled in these eerie heaps. It’s a mass grave of unrivalled proportions—six million skeletons, all sorted by bone. And now it’s an expensive tourist attraction.

My best friend Gaby came up with the idea of finally going where millions of tourists have gone before. It’s because we’re currently taking “The Enlightenment Period” in our first year Master of History. Going to the catacombs isn’t a requisite, but sometimes history has to be felt—or at least examined up close.

“Which mastermind was it again that came up with the idea of stacking the remnants?” Gaby whispers, as if raising your voice underground was inappropriate.

“Charles Axel Guillaumot of the Quarry Inspection Department”, I reply dryly. The bones don’t faze me much. It’s the ghosts around us that freak me out.

Gaby scrunches her nose. “Asshole.”

“Oh, yeah.” Storing the remnants of these poor souls had a disastrous effect on their appearances. By building this giant memorial, they’re held in this plane of existence, but since some ghosts’ heads might be hundreds of metres away from their legs, all those around me are either missing half their body or are terribly mismatched creatures.

I feel sorry for them at the same time as they gross me out. Normally ghosts are nearly indistinguishable from the living. I can even touch them, which has made for some very embarrassing scenes. Like when I didn’t realise a person I spoke to was actually dead and talked loudly to myself in public.

Sadly, the ghosts don’t care about the discomfort they cause me. Like bees to honey, they flock to me, basking in my acknowledgement of their existence. The same goes for the weird malformed spectres around me.

“Don’t touch me!” Too late. A ghostly hand with only a thumb and a ring finger has reached out to grab my shoulder. The rest of the ghost is just as lacking. It doesn’t even have a head, just some vertebrae sticking out from a severed neck. They were probably killed by the guillotine.

Gaby jerks away from me. “Sorry, I…”

“Not you.” I don’t mind Gaby holding onto me. At least she still has all her fingers.

Her face softens into a sigh. “You’re seeing ghosts, aren’t you?”

“In a mass grave? Never!” The power of sarcasm is strong in me today.

Most ghosts flock to their burial ground. It’s where they are memorialised, after all. I don’t claim to be a ghost expert, but from fourteen years of observational data, I’ve gathered that during their first years of ghostliness, ghosts might hang around their old stomping ground or beloved family members. Then slowly, the memory fades and all that’s left is a tombstone in some cemetery—or a stack of bones underground.

For most people, cemeteries are quiet and peaceful—okay, perhaps not Père Lachaise with its throngs of tourists hanging around all the celebrity graves—but the majority of cemeteries are supposed to be deserted, solemn. When I visit one of Paris’ necropolises, it’s like stepping into a giant rave. Ghosts from all walks of life and all epochs mingle happily, chatting it up and forming new connections, often unlike any they ever would have pursued in life. My grandmother Eloise and her bestie Beatrice hold regular tea parties around their grave site, entertaining a huge variety of guests.

One time, they had a general over from the Great Revolution. He told some of the most amazing stories. Don’t judge me. I am a history student, after all.

Gaby shudders at the mention of ghosts. Even though she’s known about my ability for two years, it still makes her uncomfortable. Thing is, she can’t see or feel any of them, so she has to take everything I tell her at face value. As creepy as the ghosts can be for me, for her, it’s a hundred times worse.

“I thought ghosts need to be remembered to exist,” she whispers. “I know this is some sort of memorial, but no one remembers their names. Not even the people who dug them up did.”

I try to ignore the throng of mismatched ghosts around me as I subtly move on in the hopes of ending this excursion sooner rather than later. “I think that’s why they exist in the first place. The end of a ghostly existence is weird. It follows no rules that I can discern. I think they basically start forgetting themselves when no living person remembers them.”

“Terrible.” Gaby scrunches up your nose. “It’s like Alzheimer’s for ghosts.”

“Yeah, I guess.” There’s a disturbing amount of headless ghosts here. Victims of the guillotine. “I think what happened to these ghosts was that they’d already started to fade away, forgotten under the city, but then some bright head decided to dig them all up and immortalise them here. So, now they’re remembered forever, but not as the people they once were. I mean, look at it.” I point at the rows of radial bones. “These don’t even look like skeletons.”

Right in front of me, a ghost has gotten their anatomy terribly wrong. The head is attached to a total of five thighbones with no rump or other limb in sight. It’s so messed up I want to puke.

“Does it mean what I think it does?” Gaby’s own discomfort seems to evaporate as she regards me with worry in her eyes. “They don’t remember what a human is supposed to look like?”

I nod faintly.

She grabs my arm. “Let’s get out of here.”

With big strides, she pulls me past the displays of bones. As tight as the dark corridors are down here, I constantly bump into the malformed ghosts around me. They moan and protest, while I blurt out one pardon after the other.

One particularly bad collision knocks the head clean off a ghost. I flinch as the skull rolls across the ground, leaving behind a confused and disoriented ghost. “Gaby, stop!” I pull out of her grip and bend down to pick the head back up.

Luckily for me, there’s enough memory attached to the skull, it feels like a proper head. The skin is firm and not much colder than Gaby’s hand down here. I try not to think about the fact that I’m holding a severed head in my hand. Sometimes, you need to detach from all of that—just like this head has from its owner.

It’s the head of a man. Brown, wavy hair, not too unlike my own, frames his young face. He couldn’t have been older than eighteen when he’d died. His eyes sparkle with excitement when they lock with mine. “Thanks for that.”

I almost let go of him again. Picking up a head from the ground is bad enough without it starting to talk. Quickly, I turn around to where his body is stumbling around.

“No, no, please don’t put me together with him again,” the head begs.

“Him? You mean, it’s not… yours?”

The head gasps, affronted. “That old fucker? Do I look like I have blotchy skin?”

Now, I see it as well. That body is at least fifty years older than the head, if it’s even made up of only one other body.

“Do you know where yours is?” Though if I find his, I probably need to scour the catacombs for a new head as well. I quickly shut that train of thought down. I am not going to start sorting the bones down here.

Suddenly, Gaby laughs nervously. “What you’re talking about? Of course, I know where we are. We just need to follow that path.” She turns away from me to assure a pair of confused tourists. “It’s quite the maze, isn’t it?”

The tourists stutter something in grammatically horrifying French, making it clear they didn’t understand a single word I’d just uttered to the air in my hands. Still, Gaby pulls me along, mortified by my erratic behaviour.

When we round a corner, she leans in to hiss at me, “Where the body is? Alix! You are not going to jigsaw puzzle in the catacombs.”

“But the ghost—”

“—asked you to,” Gaby snaps, then rolls her eyes. “It’s one of those favours, right?”

I’m still holding the head in my hands, and he thinks it’s a good idea to join our conversation. “Now that you mention it, I could use a favour. See, my bones have been scatt—”

I plop the head on the nearest headless ghost and wipe my hands. “You don’t even know your own name.”

“Alix!” Gaby’s voice cracks sharply.

“Olivier,” the head calls after me. “Or was it Jacques? Could’ve been Jean. There are a lot of Jeans around here.”

I ignore the ghost for my own and Gaby’s sanity. She’s absolutely right. I will not attempt to match up body parts. For one, it will probably get me arrested and banned from the catacombs for life. And two, it’d be absolutely futile. I have to hope that Olivier-Jean-Jacques is happier with his new bones than he was with his old. After all, he and every part available to him died a long time ago.

Gaby races us through the rest of the catacombs as if she’s suddenly realised she’s late for a date. I apologise to tourists and ghosts alike. The former only frown at us, while the latter is calling out for me.

“My arm. I need my arm.”

“Have you seen my left foot?”

“You’ve got to help me. He stole my torso! Look how he’s flaunting my—”

“Flowers. Why does no one bring me flowers anymore?”

I glimpse a forlorn woman before she fades into the wall. Then we reach the gate that marks the exit from the catacombs. A few minutes later, we’re out in the sunshine, leaving the ghosts and their multitude of requests behind us.

“Well, that was fun!” Gaby announces, puffing from the unexpected exercise. “I can’t believe we paid twenty-seven euros to jog through the catacombs.”

“I’ll pay you back.”

Gaby sighs. “Don’t. I should’ve known better than to drag you through a mass grave.”

“You don’t need to watch out for me,” I protest.

“Of course, I do.” She hooks her arm into mine and continues to drag me away from the exit. “If I don’t, you’re going to burn yourself out fulfilling ghost errands.” She huffs with indignation. “Sorting the bones in the catacombs, please.”

“Not even a little bone?” I tease her.

Gaby bops my side. “Don’t you dare!”

I laugh at the horror on her face. When she pouts, I quickly relent. “Okay, I won’t pay you back your entry fee. But can I buy us a pair of pain au chocolat from the nearest bakery?”

“You may,” Gaby says generously, the smile returning to her face. “Sunshine and chocolate are exactly what we need right now.”

I wholeheartedly agree with her, but as we leave the inconspicuous exit of the catacombs on Rue Rémy Dumoncel behind, I can’t help but feel sorry for all those displaced existences.








  
  
Chapter 3




After fulfilling my promise to Gaby, I pick up my bicycle and ride to work. I’ve been fortunate enough to find a side job as a tour guide at the Panthéon. The national monument is located at the Place du Panthéon in the Quartier Latin, and technically, yet another necropolis. Though, while the catacombs are filled with half-remembered spectres of unknown identity, the inhabitants of the Panthéon are among the most distinguished and cherished ghosts. It’s the home of the greatest people of France: the national heroes, the most mesmerising artists, and groundbreaking scientists. 

Their ghosts will probably never suffer forgetting, their names and deeds immortalised in this temple. Being able to exist in their presence and speak to them is a historian’s dream. But they mean more to me than just interesting subjects. These ghosts are my friends.

I’m barely through the doors when Jean-Jacques Rousseau accosts me. He’s still wearing the curly wig and tight waistcoat that were fashionable in the 18th century, which he’s been immortalised with in his official portraits, but he’s kept his philosophy up to date, currently exploring theories of equity versus equality. “Welcome, Mademoiselle Alix. I need your thoughts on a theory that came to me last night when we were discussing Josephine Baker’s childhood and how much, or rather how little the world has moved on from then.”

“You know I can’t talk here,” I mutter from the corner of my mouth. The hall is full of tourists waiting in line or leaving the premises. I walk past the line and slip behind the counter. “Good afternoon, Philippe.”

“You’re on in eight minutes. Your group is already gathering.” Philippe is the guy working the ticket booth most days. Though he claims this is just a stepping stone for him, he’s been working full time at the Panthéon for as long as I’ve been here. “Full house today.”

I sweep past him into the employee room to get ready for my tour. Rousseau follows me, not caring that the door closes through his face. “You don’t need to talk. Listening is just fine. I’ll ask your opinion later.”

“Can’t it wait?”

“Absolutely not.”

I change into my tour guide uniform and adjust my name tag while Rousseau lectures me on the principles of equity I need to remember to grasp his new breakthrough. “And thus, when you ignore what Hobbes wrote in Leviathan and lean into—”

“Got to go.” I grab a stack of brochures and leave poor Rousseau behind to meet my first group of the day. “Bonjour mesdames et messieurs, welcome to the Panthéon,” I continue in English, since this group is an international. “I’m Alix, your tour guide for today. If you would please follow me.”

As I lead them through the entrance, Rousseau continues presenting his theory, but I try my best to tune him out. He might still be a brilliant philosopher, but I’m not, and without me, his theories are mere whispers in the wind.

“King Louis XV had the Panthéon built between 1758 and 1790 as a church glorifying the monarchy. He died before the completion, and so did King Louis XVI. The National Assembly then voted to turn the Panthéon into a mausoleum for the extinguished citizens of France. The first inhabitant was the Comte de Mirabeau, Honoré Gabriel Riqueti, though his bones were removed a few years later.” I’ve never bothered to find out where his ghost moved to. “Currently, there are seventy-five men and seven women interred in these walls, with our latest addition being Josephine Baker, the first non-French and Black person to receive this honour.” I try not to smile at Josephine, who’s wearing her scandalous banana-skirt outfit today. Certainly not appropriate attire for a tomb.

While I talk a little more about the history of the Panthéon, I lead my group upstairs into the gallery, from where we have a perfect view of the painting by Jean-Antoine Gros that stretches across the inside of the cupola. “In the middle, we have Saint Genevieve, our patron saint. She is surrounded by the Kings of France, starting with Clovis and Charlemagne,” I point to the groups, “all the way to Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette in the clouds.” The painting is incredibly detailed, with the kings and queens at Saint Genevieve’s feet. It was commissioned by Louis XVIII after the restoration of the monarchy, and though I know certain inhabitants don’t appreciate the monarchy throning over them, it’s part of the whole package.

Once everyone has had their fill of the dome and the Foucault Pendulum within, we continue our tour along the resting places of its famous inhabitants, most of whom are anything but resting, instead adding their own odd details to my talk. It can be distracting at times, but I’ve had a lot of practice ignoring the ghosts, and sometimes I sprinkle the requisite tour material with their anecdotes.

“Supposedly, religious fanatics stole the remains of Voltaire—and Rousseau—in 1814 and threw them into a garbage heap, but that story is false. He is still in his tomb, as proven by an investigation in 1897.” Had the investigation been able to see and speak to ghosts, they wouldn’t have needed to open his tomb, because Voltaire is as settled in his resting place as one can be.

“I wouldn’t have minded them getting rid of Rousseau,” Voltaire declares boldly while shaking his fists at Rousseau. Unfortunately, their rivalry continued into death, and they have both made multiple cases about why the other doesn’t deserve to stay.

Between the two of them, I managed to find out what truly happened in 1814, a discovery I can never hope to share with fellow historians since there is not the slightest of proof. But here it is: the fanatics did manage to break in—all sanctioned by the cleric—but there they were stopped by a brave custodian, who had switched the plaques of Voltaire and Rousseau with those of some lesser-known men. The fanatics buried those poor sods in lime, a burial fit for traitors, and their ghosts have since vanished, while Voltaire and Rousseau live on to continue their rivalry for all of eternity, much to my chagrin.

“Right ahead, Pierre and Marie Curie are interred.” I keep a healthy distance from the pair of them. There is very little trace of radioactivity left in their bones, but their ghosts greatly enjoy the idea of radioactive glow. And knowing that ghosts are able to touch me, I refuse to find out how ghost radioactivity would affect my health.

At last, I turn to the place where I spend most of my time down here. “Our famous writers’ alcove on the right: Alexandre Dumas, Emile Zola, and Victor Hugo.” As usual, the three of them are discussing their recent ideas for books that will never be written, but they take a moment to nod at me.

Victor Hugo’s gaze lingers a moment longer, and he smiles. “Hello, kid.”

Of all the ghosts in the Panthéon, Victor is my favourite. He’s a true friend and mentor to me after he sort of adopted me into the close-knit ghost community at the Panthéon, watching over me ever since.

I do my spiel, recounting the great deeds and even greater works the men and women down here have performed and created, peppering it with personal details that only a few people know. Victor always wants me to mention that he was conceived on top of a mountain on June 24, 1801, but I’m pretty sure he’s the only one obsessed with his date of conception like that. He even put it into his grand opus “Les Misérables” as Jean Valjean’s prisoner number, and because I love musicals, I will now never forget that date either. I wish all historical facts and dates came in catchy show tunes.

“When Hugo won his first writing competition in 1817, the judges refused to believe that he was only fifteen years old. As you know, it was only the beginning of his over six decades-spanning writing career. But Hugo was more than that.” Like all the great people here, he was a writer, a humanitarian, and a politician. “He was voted into the National Assembly several times during his lifetime, and even expected them to offer him the leadership after Napoleon III’s rule and Hugo’s return from exile. A thought he detested but was willing to take on for the people of France.”

Victor glances up in annoyance. Even after all these years, he’s still embarrassed about that misunderstanding. “It would’ve been a prudent course,” he mumbles. No one ever said Victor Hugo was a humble soul.

I continue my tour by letting the people roam for a little and answering their questions. Rousseau continues laying out his theory, a constant buzz in my ear. “So, democracy is fundamentally opposed to the principle of equity. You cannot serve the majority’s will while lifting up minorities. True equity requires selflessness and empathy and a willingness to listen, three things the majority sorely lacks.”

“Here we go again.” Voltaire is strolling over, saving me from having to abolish our democracy today. “All humans are incapable of acts of humanity. We are beasts and should be walking on all fours…”

I slip away from them, not relishing hearing their tired arguments again. After two hundred years, you’d think they’d have reconciled their differences, but no. They both value the other’s intellect above any other, and hate each other even more for it. I guess I can be glad that Victor was born after both of them had died or there would be thrice the trouble.

After the first tour ends, two more await me. When I’m finally done, my throat is in dire need of some coffee, while my legs scream for a break. I take a respite upstairs in the staff room, where the likelihood of being bothered by a ghost at its least.

“Do you mind closing up again?” Philippe asks me as he collects his things from the locker. “I’m meeting friends at the opera, and we want to have dinner before.”

“Yeah, sure.” I try not to sound too enthusiastic, but I relax internally, knowing I won’t have to make up an excuse for staying way beyond closing time. “Have fun at the opera.”

As soon as he’s gone, I check the Panthéon for any stragglers before locking the doors. The locks have barely clicked shut when the ghosts descend upon me.

“Mademoiselle Alix! A favour, please!”

“There’s someone I want you to meet.”

“Someone threw garbage behind my tomb!”

“There’s a scratch on my plaque.”

“I was here first.”

The Panthéon has people overseeing the crypt and a cleaning staff, but neither can keep up with the ghosts’ demands. I turn around patiently. “Everyone with damage to the right. Everyone with garbage to the left. Odd requests to the back.”

Word has got out that I’m willing to help ghosts, so it’s not just those entrusted to my care here, but ghosts from outside the Panthéon. I have a long list of damages to be fixed for the conservator—she groans every time she hears from me—and my own set of cleaning utensils to take care of the occasional littering and smudges. Those favours are easy. Others, however…

“Why haven’t I been buried with my love?” an unknown ghost asks. “I bought the plot next to him. I took care of it all these years, and yet, they buried me outside the city. In the countryside! I don’t want to roam empty streets and frighten foxes and bunnies. I belong in the city with the love of my life! We had plans.”

I wonder if they had planned for this particular afterlife existence. “Look. I’m terribly sorry, but there’s nothing I can do about it.” It’s strange enough that I can talk to these people. Advocating on their behalf with some bereaved relative is an absolute no-go.

“Please!” The ghost’s face flickers, her will to stay in this place she doesn’t belong wavering. “We only had so little time. He died before he hit thirty. I’ve waited all this time. He promised to be there. He—”

My shoulders drop as I sigh. “If you give me your names, I can look into it.” Scour obituaries and follow up with family.

Her face lights up again. “Julien Cadeaux and Penelopé Feroulet. Thank you. Thank you so much.”

I whip out my phone to take a note. There probably won’t be much I can do for them. It’s not my place to tell those left behind to dig up their mother’s bones and reunite them with their father or whatever their relationship to the dead is. It’s very likely Penelopé won’t ever find her way back to the Panthéon to check, but I can’t allow myself to think like that. The injury will remain, whether her ghost haunts me or not.

The thought triggers another memory, and I recall the displaced ghosts from my catacomb visit with Gaby. Their remains have been uplifted from their resting place and thrown somewhere that the living found more convenient. No one is advocating for them. No one even knows they suffer.

“Victor?” I ask as I wipe down the writer plaques. And yes, we’re on first name basis. “Who do I have to ask if I want to learn about the catacombs?”

Victor Hugo knows pretty much every prominent ghost in existence, as he sees himself as a voice for the people… the ghost people, that is. He twists the buttons of his waistcoat and frowns at me. “As you might remember from my great novel, I have a modicum of catacomb knowledge myself.”

“I know that.” Any other answer would be an invitation to be thoroughly schooled. “But I was thinking of someone like Charles Axel Guillaumot or someone else involved in the decision to relocate the bones.”

“What are you planning, kid?”

“Me?” My voice pitches slightly. “Nothing… yet.”

Victor sighs. “Take this from someone who cares deeply about you, young lady. Don’t get involved in catacomb politics.”

I raise an eyebrow. “Catacomb politics?”

He waves me off. “The catacombs are a lawless place. Life there… or afterlife there is unnatural. Wrong. No upstanding ghost would ever be caught there.” He strokes his waistcoat again, puffing his chest out to let me know what an upstanding ghost should look like.

“The people in the catacombs didn’t have a choice. They were simply uprooted and disassembled to fulfil some neurotic fantasy.” I shudder at the thought of what sorting the bones has done to their ghostly existences. “Have you ever seen them? The disassembled ghosts?”

Victor looks at me with pity, but then his eyes harden. “A sorry existence. Forgetting them would be the kindest thing you can do.”

“That doesn’t sound particularly kind.”

He sighs again, exhausted this time. “Let it be, Alix. You’re still young. Go and enjoy life while you still have it. Let the catacombs be.”

Go and enjoy life, as if all I’m doing is looking for death. It’s advice I’m not hearing for the first time, and it only serves to make me cranky. “Well, I can’t do anything about it when I’m dead.”

Victor Hugo has nothing to say to that. He simply shuts his mouth and refuses to give me any leads. And perhaps he’s right. If the thought of how I can possibly bring together Penelopé Feroulet and her lover is giving me a headache, then getting the city of Paris to relinquish the catacombs and give the people buried there a proper and final send-off is asking for a full-blown migraine.

If only that were enough to stop me from trying.
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