
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]


      
   
About the Author
            
 

 

    
      Louise Penny is the #1 New York Times and Globe and Mail bestselling author of the Chief Inspector Armand Gamache novels. She has won numerous awards, including a CWA Dagger and the Agatha Award (five times) and was a finalist for the Edgar Award for Best Novel. She lives in a small village south of Montréal.
      

   






      

      Also by Louise Penny

      
The Gamache series

Still Life

A Fatal Grace

The Cruellest Month

A Rule Against Murder

The Brutal Telling

Bury Your Dead

A Trick of the Light

The Beautiful Mystery

How the Light Gets In

The Long Way Home

The Nature of the Beast

A Great Reckoning

Glass Houses

Kingdom of the Blind

A Better Man

All the Devils Are Here

The Madness of Crowds


   


Bury Your Dead


Louise Penny


[image: Logo]


www.hodder.co.uk



COPYRIGHT

First published in Great Britain in 2010 by Sphere

And imprint of Little, Brown

An Hachette UK company

This edition published in Great Britain in 2021 by Hodder & Stoughton

An Hachette UK company

Copyright © Three Pines Creations, Inc 2010

The right of Louise Penny to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

Grateful acknowledgement is given for permission to reprint the following:

‘Morning in the Burned House’ by Margaret Atwood © 1995.

Published by McClelland & Stewart Ltd. Used with permission of the publisher.

‘Vapour Trails’ by Marylyn Plessner © 2000

Published by Stephen Jarislowsky. Used with permission of the publisher.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. 

A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library

Paperback ISBN 978 1 529 38682 0

eBook ISBN  978 1 529 38749 0

Hodder & Stoughton Ltd

Carmelite House

50 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DZ

www.hodder.co.uk





     
      A Letter from Louise
      
When I was thirty- five, I thought the best was behind me.

I was lonely, and tired, and empty. Plodding through life.

At thirty-five.

By the time I was forty- five, I was married to the love of my life, and my first book was about to be published.

And now I’m sixty. Living in a beautiful Quebec village, surrounded by friends, with thirteen books to my name. And counting.

This milestone birthday gives me a chance to look back in wonderment. And gratitude. And amazement. That I should be here, happy, joyous, and free. 

No one quite appreciates, and recognises, the light like those who’ve lived in darkness. That awareness is what I try to bring to the books. The duality of our lives. The power of perception. The staggering weight of despair, and the amazement when it is lifted.

The gap between how we appear and how we really feel.

Those are foundations of the Gamache books.

Initially they were called the Three Pines books, which, of course, they are. Three Pines is the tiny hidden village in Québec. Not on any map, it is only ever found by those who are lost.

But, once found, never forgotten.

At their core, though, these books are about the profound decency of Armand Gamache, and the struggles he has to remain a good person. When ‘good’ is subjective, and ‘decent’ is a matter of judgement.

These books might appear, superficially, as traditional crime novels. But they are, I believe, more about life than death. About choices. About the price of freedom. About the struggle for peace.

Armand Gamache, of the Sûreté du Quebec, is inspired by my husband, Michael Whitehead. A doctor who treated children with cancer. Who spent his life searching for cures. Who saved countless young lives, boys and girls who now have children of their own.

Despite the dreadful deaths and broken hearts all around him, Michael was the happiest man alive. Because he understood the great gift that life is.

Michael gave that perception to Armand.

Michael died of dementia. And it broke my heart. But I still have Armand. And Clara, and Jean- Guy. Myrna and Gabri and Olivier. And crazy old Ruth.

At thirty- five, I thought the best was behind me.

As I celebrate my sixtieth birthday, I can hardly wait to see what happens next.

 

Ring the bells that still can ring

Forget your perfect offering

There’s a crack in everything.

That’s how the light gets in.

 

Welcome to the very cracked world of Armand Gamache and Three Pines. I am overjoyed to be able to share it with you.

Meet you in the bistro …

 

Louise Penny

March 2018
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      Michael and I spent a magical month in Quebec City researching Bury Your Dead. Québec is a glorious place, and the old walled city is even more beautiful. I hope I’ve managed to capture how it felt to
         walk those streets every day and see not just the lovely old stone buildings, but see my history. Canadian history. Alive.
         It was very moving for both of us. But Quebec City isn’t a museum. It’s a vibrant, modern, thriving capital. I hope I’ve captured
         that too. But mostly I hope Bury Your Dead contains the great love I feel for this society I have chosen as home. A place where the French and English languages and
         cultures live together. Not always in agreement, both have suffered and lost too much to be completely at peace, but there
         is deep respect and affection.
      

      
      Much of the action in Bury Your Dead takes place in the Literary and Historical Society library, in old Quebec City. It is a stunning library, and a stunning
         achievement to have created and kept this English institution alive for generations. I was helped in my researches by the
         members, volunteers and staff of the Lit and His (as it is affectionately known). Because this is a work of fiction I have
         taken liberties with some of the history of Québec, and the Literary and Historical Society. Especially as it concerns one
         of its most distinguished members, Dr. James Douglas. I realize some will not be pleased with my extrapolating, but I hope
         you understand.
      

      
      I also need to make clear that I have met the Chief Archeologist of Québec many times and he is charming, helpful and gracious.
         Not at all like my fictional Chief Archeologist.
      

      
      
      The majority of the history in the book concerns Samuel de Champlain. I have to admit, to my shame, I wasn’t all that familiar
         with him before starting my researches. I knew the name, I knew he was one of the founders of Québec and therefore Canada.
         I knew his burial place is a mystery. No one has found it. And this has confounded archeologists and historians for decades.
         This mystery is at the center of my mystery. But it demanded I learn about Champlain. To do that I read a fair amount and
         spoke with local historians, chief among them Louisa Blair and David Mendel. I was also helped by a wonderful book called
         Champlain’s Dream, by Professor David Hackett Fischer, of Brandeis University. Professor Hackett Fischer actually came to Quebec City during
         our stay and when we heard this Michael and I decided to hear him lecture. It struck us (belatedly) as odd that the venue
         would be a government conference room. When we arrived we sat at the far end of the large table. A very nice young woman approached
         and asked, in perfect French, who we might be. We, in not so perfect French, explained that I was an English Canadian writer
         doing research on Champlain and had come to hear the professor speak. She thanked me and a few minutes later a man came by,
         shook our hands and escorted us to the head of the table. Then everyone stood and the Minister of Culture arrived along with
         other high government officials. Finally Professor Hackett Fischer came in and was seated right in front of us.
      

      
      Way too late Michael and I figured out this was a private briefing of high Québec government officials—and us. When they realized
         who we were, instead of showing us the door, the government officials gave us the best seats and much of the conference was
         held in English.
      

      
      This is Québec. Where there is great kindness and accommodation. But there can also be, in some quarters, great suspicions—on
         both sides.
      

      
      That is part of what makes Québec so fascinating.

      
      I’d like to thank Jacquie Czernin and Peter Black, of the local CBC Radio, for their help with contacts. And Scott Carnie
         for his help on some tactical issues.
      

      
      For those of you who love, as I do, the poetry of the Great War, you’ll recognize that I paraphrase a stunning poem by Wilfred
         Owen called “Dulce et Decorum Est.”
      

      
      
      Bury Your Dead owes a great deal to my wonderful agent Teresa Chris and editors, Hope Dellon, Sherise Hobbs and Dan Mallory. Their kind
         words and critical eyes bring out the best in the book and in me as a writer.
      

      
      Finally, I’d like to mention that the Literary and Historical Society is a gem, but like most libraries it now functions on
         little money and the good will of volunteers both Francophone and Anglophone. If you’d like to join, or visit, please contact
         them at: www.morrin.org.
      

      
      This is a very special book for me, on so many levels, as I hope you’ll see. Like the rest of the Chief Inspector Gamache
         books, Bury Your Dead is not about death, but about life. And the need to both respect the past and let it go.
      

      
      
   

      
      
      ONE
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      Up the stairs they raced, taking them two at a time, trying to be as quiet as possible. Gamache struggled to keep his breathing
         steady, as though he was sitting at home, as though he had not a care in the world.
      

      
      “Sir?” came the young voice over Gamache’s headphones.

      
      “You must believe me, son. Nothing bad will happen to you.”

      
      He hoped the young agent couldn’t hear the strain in his voice, the flattening as the Chief Inspector fought to keep his voice
         authoritative, certain.
      

      
      “I believe you.”

      
      They reached the landing. Inspector Beauvoir stopped, staring at his Chief. Gamache looked at his watch.

      
      47 seconds.

      
      Still time.

      
      In his headphones the agent was telling him about the sunshine and how good it felt on his face.

      
      The rest of the team made the landing, tactical vests in place, automatic weapons drawn, eyes sharp. Trained on the Chief.
         Beside him Inspector Beauvoir was also waiting for a decision. Which way? They were close. Within feet of their quarry.
      

      
      Gamache stared down one dark, dingy corridor in the abandoned factory then down the other. They looked identical. Light scraped
         through the broken, grubby windows lining the halls and with it came the December day.
      

      
      43 seconds.

      
      He pointed decisively to the left and they ran, silently, toward the door at the end. As he ran Gamache gripped his rifle and spoke calmly
     into the headset.

      
      “There’s no need to worry.”

      
      “There’s forty seconds left, sir.” Each word was exhaled as though the man on the other end was having difficulty breathing.

      
      “Just listen to me,” said Gamache, thrusting his hand toward a door. The team surged ahead.

      
      36 seconds.

      
      “I won’t let anything happen to you,” said Gamache, his voice convincing, commanding, daring the young agent to contradict.
         “You’ll be having dinner with your family tonight.”
      

      
      “Yes sir.”

      
      The tactical team surrounded the closed door with its frosted, filthy window. Darkened.

      
      Gamache paused, staring at it, his hand hanging in the air ready to give the signal to break it down. To rescue his agent.

      
      29 seconds.

      
      Beside him Beauvoir strained, waiting to be loosed.

      
      Too late, Chief Inspector Gamache realized he’d made a mistake.

      
      Give it time, Armand.”

      
      “Avec le temps?” Gamache returned the older man’s smile and made a fist of his right hand. To stop the trembling. A tremble so slight he was
         certain the waitress in the Quebec City café hadn’t noticed. The two students across the way tapping on their laptops wouldn’t
         notice. No one would notice.
      

      
      Except someone very close to him.

      
      He looked at Émile Comeau, crumbling a flaky croissant with sure hands. He was nearing eighty now, Gamache’s mentor and former
         chief. His hair was white and groomed, his eyes through his glasses a sharp blue. He was slender and energetic, even now.
         Though with each visit Armand Gamache noticed a slight softening about the face, a slight slowing of the movements.
      

      
      Avec le temps.

      
      Widowed five years, Émile Comeau knew the power, and length, of time.

      
      
      Gamache’s own wife, Reine-Marie, had left at dawn that morning after spending a week with them at Émile’s stone home within
         the old walled city of Québec. They’d had quiet dinners together in front of the fire, they’d walked the narrow snow-covered
         streets. Talked. Were silent. Read the papers, discussed events. The three of them. Four, if you counted their German shepherd,
         Henri.
      

      
      And most days Gamache had gone off on his own to a local library, to read.

      
      Émile and Reine-Marie had given him that, recognizing that right now he needed society but he also needed solitude.

      
      And then it was time for her to leave. After saying good-bye to Émile she turned to her husband. Tall, solid, a man who preferred
         good books and long walks to any other activity, he looked more like a distinguished professor in his mid-fifties than the
         head of the most prestigious homicide unit in Canada. The Sûreté du Québec. He walked her to her car, scraping the morning
         ice from the windshield.
      

      
      “You don’t have to go, you know,” he said, smiling down at her as they stood in the brittle, new day. Henri sat in a snow
         bank nearby and watched.
      

      
      “I know. But you and Émile need time together. I could see how you were looking at each other.”

      
      “The longing?” laughed the Chief Inspector. “I’d hoped we’d been more discreet.”

      
      “A wife always knows.” She smiled, looking into his deep brown eyes. He wore a hat, but still she could see his graying hair,
         and the slight curl where it came out from under the fabric. And his beard. She’d slowly become used to the beard. For years
         he’d had a moustache, but just lately, since it happened, he’d grown the trim beard.
      

      
      She paused. Should she say it? It was never far from her mind now, from her mouth. The words she knew were useless, if any
         words could be described as that. Certainly she knew they could not make the thing happen. If they could she would surround
         him with them, encase him with her words.
      

      
      “Come home when you can,” she said instead, her voice light.

      
      He kissed her. “I will. In a few days, a week at the most. Call me when you get there.”

      
      “D’accord.” She got into the car.
      

      
      
      “Je t’aime,” he said, putting his gloved hand into the window to touch her shoulder.
      

      
      Watch out, her mind screamed. Be safe. Come home with me. Be careful, be careful, be careful.
      

      
      She put her own gloved hand over his. “Je t’aime.”

      
      And then she was gone, back to Montreal, glancing in the rear-view mirror to see him standing on the deserted early morning
         street, Henri naturally at his side. Both watching her, until she disappeared.
      

      
      The Chief Inspector continued to stare even after she’d turned the corner. Then he picked up a shovel and slowly cleared the
         night’s fluffy snowfall from the front steps. Resting for a moment, his arms crossed over the handle of the shovel, he marveled
         at the beauty as the first light hit the new snow. It looked more pale blue than white, and here and there it sparkled like
         tiny prisms where the flakes had drifted and collected, then caught, remade, and returned the light. Like something alive
         and giddy.
      

      
      Life in the old walled city was like that. Both gentle and dynamic, ancient and vibrant.

      
      Picking up a handful of snow, the Chief Inspector mashed it into a ball in his fist. Henri immediately stood, his tail going
         so hard his entire rear swayed. His eyes burning into the ball.
      

      
      Gamache tossed it into the air and the dog leapt, his mouth closing over the snowball, and chomping down. Landing on all fours
         Henri was once again surprised that the thing that had been so solid had suddenly disappeared.
      

      
      Gone, so quickly.

      
      But next time would be different.

      
      Gamache chuckled. He might be right.

      
      Just then Émile stepped out from his doorway, bundled in an immense winter coat against the biting February cold.

      
      “Ready?” The elderly man clamped a toque onto his head, pulling it down so that it covered his ears and forehead, and put
         on thick mitts, like boxing gloves.
      

      
      “For what? A siege?”

      
      “For breakfast, mon vieux. Come along, before someone gets the last croissant.”
      

      
      He knew how to motivate his former subordinate. Hardly pausing for Gamache to replace the shovel, Émile headed off up the snowy street. Around them the other residents of Quebec City were
         waking up. Coming out into the tender morning light to shovel, to scrape the snow from their cars, to walk to the boulangerie
         for their morning baguette and café.
      

      
      The two men and Henri set out along rue St-Jean, past the restaurants and tourist shops, to a tiny side street called rue
         Couillard, and there they found Chez Temporel.
      

      
      They’d been coming to this café for fifteen years, ever since Superintendent Émile Comeau had retired to old Quebec City,
         and Gamache had come to visit, to spend time with his mentor, and to help with the little chores that piled up. Shoveling,
         stacking wood for the fireplace, sealing windows against drafts. But this visit was different. Like no other in all the winters
         Chief Inspector Gamache had been coming to Quebec City.
      

      
      This time it was Gamache who needed help.

      
      “So,” Émile leaned back, cupping his bowl of café au lait in slender hands. “How’s the research going?”
      

      
      “I can’t yet find any references to Captain Cook actually meeting Bougainville before the Battle of Québec, but it was 250
         years ago. Records are scattered and weren’t well kept. But I know they’re in there,” said Gamache. “It’s an amazing library,
         Émile. The volumes go back centuries.”
      

      
      Comeau watched his companion talk about sifting through arcane books in a local library and the tidbits he was unearthing
         about a battle long ago fought, and lost. At least, from his point of view lost. Was there a spark in those beloved eyes at
         last? Those eyes he’d stared into so often at the scenes of dreadful crimes as they’d hunted murderers. As they’d raced through
         woods and villages and fields, through clues and evidence and suspicions. Adown Titanic glooms of chasmed fears, Émile remembered the quote as he remembered those days. Yes, he thought, that described it. Chasmed fears. Both their own, and the murderers. Across tables across the province he and Gamache had sat. Just like this.
      

      
      But now it was time to rest from murder. No more killing, no more deaths. Armand had seen too much of that lately. No, better
         to bury himself in history, in lives long past. An intellectual pursuit, nothing more.
      

      
      Beside them Henri stirred and Gamache instinctively lowered his hand to stroke the shepherd’s head and reassure him. And once again Émile noted the slight tremble. Barely there now. Stronger
         at times. Sometimes it disappeared completely. It was a tell-tale tremble, and Émile knew the terrible tale it had to tell.
      

      
      He wished he could take that hand and hold it steady and tell him it would be all right. Because it would, he knew.

      
      With time.

      
      Watching Armand Gamache he noticed again the jagged scar on his left temple and the trim beard he’d grown. So that people
         would stop staring. So that people would not recognize the most recognizable police officer in Québec.
      

      
      But, of course, it didn’t matter. It wasn’t them Armand Gamache was hiding from.

      
      The waitress at Chez Temporel arrived with more coffee.

      
      “Merci, Danielle,” the two men said at once and she left, smiling at the two men who looked so different but seemed so similar.
      

      
      They drank their coffees and ate pain au chocolat and croissants aux amandes and talked about the Carnaval de Québec, starting that night. Occasionally they’d lapse into silence, watching the men and
         women hurrying along the icy cold street outside to their jobs. Someone had scratched a three-leaf clover into a slight indent
         in the center of their wooden table. Émile rubbed it with his finger.
      

      
      And wondered when Armand would want to talk about what happened.

      
      It was ten thirty and the monthly board meeting of the Literary and Historical Society was about to start. For many years
         the meetings had been held in the evening, when the library was closed, but then it was noticed that fewer and fewer members
         were showing up.
      

      
      So the Chairman, Porter Wilson, had changed the time. At least, he thought he’d changed the time. At least, it had been reported
         in the board minutes that it had been his motion, though he privately seemed to remember arguing against it.
      

      
      And yet, here they were meeting in the morning, and had been for some years. Still, the other members had adjusted, as had
         Porter. He had to, since it had apparently been his idea.
      

      
      
      The fact the board had adjusted at all was a miracle. The last time they’d been asked to change anything it had been the worn
         leather on the Lit and His chairs, and that had been sixty-three years ago. Members still remembered fathers and mothers,
         grandparents, ranged on either side of the upholstered Mason-Dixon Line. Remembered vitriolic comments made behind closed
         doors, behind backs, but before children. Who didn’t forget, sixty-three years later, that devious alteration from old black
         leather to new black leather.
      

      
      Pulling out his chair at the head of the table Porter noticed it was looking worn. He sat quickly so that no one, least of
         all himself, could see it.
      

      
      Small stacks of paper were neatly arranged in front of his and every other place, marching down the wooden table. Elizabeth
         MacWhirter’s doing. He examined Elizabeth. Plain, tall and slim. At least, she had been that when the world was young. Now
         she just looked freeze-dried. Like those ancient cadavers pulled from glaciers. Still obviously human, but withered and gray.
         Her dress was blue and practical and a very good cut and material, he suspected. After all, she was one of those MacWhirters.
         A venerable and moneyed family. One not given to displays of wealth, or brains. Her brother had sold the shipping empire
         about a decade too late. But there was still money there. She was a little dull, he thought, but responsible. Not a leader,
         not a visionary. Not the sort to hold a community in peril together. Like him. And his father before him. And his grandfather.
      

      
      For the tiny English community within the walls of old Quebec City had been in peril for many generations. It was a kind of
         perpetual peril that sometimes got better and sometimes got worse, but never disappeared completely. Just like the English.
      

      
      Porter Wilson had never fought a war, being just that much too young, and then too old. Not, anyway, an official war. But
         he and the other members of his board knew themselves to be in a battle nevertheless. And one, he secretly suspected, they
         were losing.
      

      
      At the door Elizabeth MacWhirter greeted the other board members as they arrived and looked over at Porter Wilson already
         seated at the head of the table, reading over his notes.
      

      
      He’d accomplished many things in his life, Elizabeth knew. The choir he’d organized, the amateur theater, the wing for the
         nursing home. All built by force of will and personality. And all less than they might have been had he sought and accepted advice.
      

      
      The very force of his personality both created and crippled. How much more could he have accomplished had he been kinder?
         But then, dynamism and kindness often didn’t go together, though when they did they were unstoppable.
      

      
      Porter was stoppable. Indeed, he stopped himself. And now the only board that could stand him was the Lit and His. Elizabeth
         had known Porter for seventy years, since she’d seen him eating lunch alone, every day, at school and gone to keep him company.
         Porter decided she was sucking up to one of the great Wilson clan, and treated her with disdain.
      

      
      Still, she kept him company. Not because she liked him but because she knew even then something it would take Porter Wilson
         decades to realize. The English of Quebec City were no longer the juggernauts, no longer the steamships, no longer the gracious
         passenger liners of the society and economy.
      

      
      They were a life raft. Adrift. And you don’t make war on others in the raft.

      
      Elizabeth MacWhirter had figured that out. And when Porter rocked the boat, she righted it.

      
      She looked at Porter Wilson and saw a small, energetic, toupéed man. His hair, where not imported, was dyed a shade of black
         the chairs would envy. His eyes were brown and darted about nervously.
      

      
      Mr. Blake arrived first. The oldest board member, he practically lived at the Lit and His. He took off his coat, revealing
         his uniform of gray flannel suit, laundered white shirt, blue silk tie. He was always perfectly turned out. A gentleman, who
         managed to make Elizabeth feel young and beautiful. She’d had a crush on him when she’d been an awkward teen and he in his
         dashing twenties.
      

      
      He’d been attractive then and sixty years later he was still attractive, though his hair was thin and white and his once fine
         body had rounded and softened. But his eyes were smart and lively, and his heart was large and strong.
      

      
      “Elizabeth,” Mr. Blake smiled and took her hand, holding it for a moment. Never too long, never too familiar. Just enough,
         so that she knew she’d been held.
      

      
      
      He took his seat. A seat, Elizabeth thought, that should be replaced. But then, honestly, so should Mr. Blake. So should they
         all.
      

      
      What would happen when they died out and all that was left of the board of the Literary and Historical Society were worn,
         empty chairs?
      

      
      “Right, we need to make this fast. We have a practice in an hour.”

      
      Tom Hancock arrived, followed by Ken Haslam. The two were never far apart these days, being unlikely team members in the ridiculous
         upcoming race.
      

      
      Tom was Elizabeth’s triumph. Her hope. And not simply because he was the minister of St. Andrew’s Presbyterian Church next
         door.
      

      
      He was young and new to the community, having moved to Quebec City three years earlier. At thirty-three he was about half
         the age of the next youngest board member. Not yet cynical, not yet burned out. He still believed his church would find new
         parishioners, the English community would suddenly produce babies with the desire to stay in Quebec City. He believed the
         Québec government when it promised job equality for Anglophones. And health care in their own language. And education. And
         nursing homes so that when all hope was lost, they might die with their mother tongue on caregivers’ lips.
      

      
      He’d managed to inspire the board to believe maybe all wasn’t lost. And even, maybe, this wasn’t really a war. Wasn’t some
         dreadful extension of the Battle of the Plains of Abraham, one which the English lost this time. Elizabeth glanced up at
         the oddly petite statue of General James Wolfe. The martyred hero of the battle 250 years ago hovered over the library of
         the Literary and Historical Society, like a wooden accusation. To witness their petty battles and to remind them, in perpetuity,
         of the great battle he’d fought, for them. Where he’d died, but not before triumphing on that blood-soaked farmers field.
         Ending the war, and securing Québec for the English. On paper.
      

      
      And now from his corner of the lovely old library General Wolfe looked down on them. In every way, Elizabeth suspected.

      
      “So, Ken,” Tom said, taking his place beside the older man. “You in shape? Ready for the race?”

      
      Elizabeth didn’t hear Ken Haslam’s response. But then she didn’t expect to. Ken’s thin lips moved, words were formed, but
         never actually heard.
      

      
      
      They all paused, thinking perhaps this was the day he would produce a word above a whisper. But they were wrong. Still, Tom
         Hancock continued to talk to Ken, as though they were actually having a conversation.
      

      
      Elizabeth loved Tom for that as well. For not giving in to the notion that because Ken was quiet he was stupid. Elizabeth
         knew him to be anything but. In his mid-sixties he was the most successful of all of them, building a business of his own.
         And now, having achieved that Ken Haslam had done something else remarkable.
      

      
      He’d signed up for the treacherous ice canoe race. Signed on to Tom Hancock’s team. He would be the oldest member of the team,
         the oldest member of any team. Perhaps the oldest racer ever.
      

      
      Watching Ken, quiet and calm and Tom, young, vital, handsome, Elizabeth wondered if maybe they understood each other very
         well after all. Perhaps both had things they weren’t saying.
      

      
      Not for the first time Elizabeth wondered about Tom Hancock. Why he’d chosen to minister to them, and why he stayed within
         the walls of old Quebec City. It took a certain personality, Elizabeth knew, to choose to live in what amounted to a fortress.
      

      
      “Right, let’s start,” said Porter, sitting up even straighter.

      
      “Winnie isn’t here yet,” said Elizabeth.

      
      “We can’t wait.”

      
      “Why not?” Tom asked, his voice relaxed. But still Porter heard a challenge.

      
      “Because it’s already past ten thirty and you’re the one who wanted to make this quick,” Porter said, pleased at having scored
         a point.
      

      
      Once again, thought Elizabeth, Porter managed to look at a friend and see a foe.

      
      “Quite right. Still, I’m happy to wait,” smiled Tom, unwilling to take to the field.

      
      “Well, I’m not. First order of business?”

      
      They discussed the purchase of new books for a while before Winnie arrived. Small and energetic, she was fierce in her loyalty.
         To the English community, to the Lit and His, but mostly to her friend.
      

      
      She marched in, gave Porter a withering look, and sat next to Elizabeth.

      
      “I see you started without me,” she said to him. “I told you I’d be late.”

      
      
      “You did, but that doesn’t mean we had to wait. We’re discussing new books to buy.”

      
      “And it didn’t occur to you this might be an issue best discussed with the librarian?”

      
      “Well, you’re here now.”

      
      The rest of the board watched this as though at Wimbledon, though with considerably less interest. It was pretty clear who
         had the balls, and who would win.
      

      
      Fifty minutes later they’d almost reached the end of the agenda. There was one oatmeal cookie left, the members staring but
         too polite to take it. They’d discussed the heating bills, the membership drive, the ratty old volumes left to them in wills,
         instead of money. The books were generally sermons, or lurid Victorian poetry, or the dreary daily diary of a trip up the
         Amazon or into Africa to shoot and stuff some poor wild creature.
      

      
      They discussed having another sale of books, but after the last debacle that was a short discussion.

      
      Elizabeth took notes and had to force herself not to lip-synch to each board member’s comments. It was a liturgy. Familiar,
         soothing in a strange way. The same words repeated over and over every meeting. For ever and ever. Amen.
      

      
      A sound suddenly interrupted that comforting liturgy, a sound so unique and startling Porter almost jumped out of his chair.

      
      “What was that?” whispered Ken Haslam. For him it was almost a shout.

      
      “It’s the doorbell, I think,” said Winnie.

      
      “The doorbell?” asked Porter. “I didn’t know we had one.”

      
      “Put in in 1897 after the Lieutenant Governor visited and couldn’t get in,” said Mr. Blake, as though he’d been there. “Never
         heard it myself.”
      

      
      But he heard it again. A long, shrill bell. Elizabeth had locked the front door to the Literary and Historical Society as
         soon as everyone had arrived. A precaution against being interrupted. Though since hardly anyone ever visited it was more
         habit than necessity. She’d also hung a sign on the thick wooden door. Board Meeting in Progress. Library will reopen at noon. Thank you. Merci.
      

      
      The bell sounded again. Someone was leaning on it, finger jammed into the button.

      
      
      Still they stared at each other.

      
      “I’ll go,” said Elizabeth.

      
      Porter looked down at his papers, the better part of valor.

      
      “No,” Winnie stood. “I’ll go. You all stay here.”

      
      They watched Winnie disappear down the corridor and heard her feet on the wooden stairs. There was silence. Then a minute
         later her feet on the stairs again.
      

      
      They listened to the footsteps clicking and clacking closer. She arrived but stopped at the door, her face pale and serious.

      
      “There’s someone there. Someone who wants to speak to the board.”

      
      “Well,” demanded Porter, remembering he was their leader, now that the elderly woman had gone to the door. “Who is it?”

      
      “Augustin Renaud,” she said and saw the looks on their faces. Had she said “Dracula” they could not have been more startled.
         Though, for the English, startled meant raised eyebrows.
      

      
      Every eyebrow in the room was raised, and if General Wolfe could have managed it, he would have.

      
      “I left him outside,” she said into the silence.

      
      As if to underscore that the doorbell shrieked again.

      
      “What should we do?” Winnie asked, but instead of turning to Porter she looked at Elizabeth. They all did.

      
      “We need to take a vote,” Elizabeth said at last. “Should we see him?”

      
      “He’s not on the agenda,” Mr. Blake pointed out.

      
      “That’s right,” said Porter, trying to wrestle back control. But even he looked at Elizabeth.

      
      “Who’s in favor of letting Augustin Renaud speak to the board?” Elizabeth asked.

      
      Not a hand was raised.

      
      Elizabeth lowered her pen, not taking note of the vote. Giving one curt nod she stood. “I’ll tell him.”

      
      “I’ll go with you,” said Winnie.

      
      “No, dear, you stay here. I’ll be right back. I mean, really?” She paused at the door, taking in the board and General Wolfe
         above. “How bad could it be?”
      

      
      But they all knew the answer to that. When Augustin Renaud came calling it was never good.

   

      
      
      TWO
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      Armand Gamache settled into the worn leather sofa beneath the statue of General Wolfe. Nodding to the elderly man across from
         him he pulled the letters out of his satchel. After a walk through the city with Émile and Henri, Gamache had returned home,
         picked up his mail, collected his notes, stuffed it all into his satchel, then he and Henri had walked up the hill.
      

      
      To the hushed library of the Literary and Historical Society.

      
      Now he looked at the bulging manila envelope on the sofa beside him. Daily correspondence from his office in Montreal sent
         on to Émile’s home. Agent Isabelle Lacoste had sorted his mail and sent it with a note.
      

      

         Cher Patron,

         It was good to speak to you the other day. I envy you a few weeks in Québec. I keep telling my husband we must take the children
               to Carnaval but he insists they’re too young yet. He’s probably right. The truth is, I’d just like to go.

         The interrogation of the suspect (so hard to call him that when we all know there are no suspicions, only certainties) continues.
               I haven’t heard what he’s said, if anything. As you know, a Royal Commission has been formed. Have you testified yet? I received
               my summons today. I’m not sure what to tell them.



      
      Gamache lowered the note for a moment. Agent Lacoste would, of course, tell them the truth. As she knew it. She had no choice,
         by temperament and training. Before he left he’d ordered all of his department to cooperate.
      

      
      As he had.

      
      He went back to the note.

      
      
         No one yet knows where it will lead, or end. But there are suspicions. The atmosphere is tense.

         I will keep you informed.

         Isabelle Lacoste

      

      
      Too heavy to hold, the letter slowly lowered to his lap. He stared ahead and saw Agent Isabelle Lacoste in flashes. Images
         moved, uninvited, in and out of his mind. Of her staring down at him, seeming to shout though he couldn’t make out her words.
         He felt her small, strong hands gripping either side of his head, saw her leaning close, her mouth moving, her eyes intense,
         trying to communicate something to him. Felt hands ripping away the tactical vest from his chest. He saw blood on her hands
         and the look on her face.
      

      
      Then he saw her again.

      
      At the funeral. The funerals. Lined up in uniform with the rest of the famous homicide division of the Sûreté du Québec as
         he took his place at the head of the terrible column. One bitter cold day. To bury those who died under his command that day
         in the abandoned factory.
      

      
      Closing his eyes he breathed deeply, smelling the musky scents of the library. Of age, of stability, of calm and peace. Of
         old-fashioned polish, of wood, of words bound in worn leather. He smelled his own slight fragrance of rosewater and sandalwood.
      

      
      And he thought of something good, something nice, some kind harbor. And he found it in Reine-Marie, as he remembered her
         voice on his cell phone earlier in the day. Cheerful. Home. Safe. Their daughter Annie coming over for dinner with her husband.
         Groceries to buy, plants to water, correspondence to catch up on.
      

      
      He could see her on the phone in their Outremont apartment standing by the bookcase, the sunny room filled with books and
         periodicals and comfortable furniture, orderly and peaceful.
      

      
      There was a calm about it, as there was about Reine-Marie.

      
      
      And he felt his racing heart settle and his breathing deepen. Taking one last long breath, he opened his eyes.

      
      “Would your dog like some water?”

      
      “I beg your pardon?” Gamache refocused and saw the elderly man sitting across from him motioning to Henri.

      
      “I used to bring Seamus here. He’d lie at my feet while I read. Like your dog. What’s his name?”

      
      “Henri.”

      
      At the sound of his name the young shepherd sat up, alert, his huge ears swinging this way and that, like satellite dishes
         searching for a signal.
      

      
      “I beg you, monsieur,” smiled Gamache, “don’t say B-A-L-L or we’ll all be lost.”
      

      
      The man laughed. “Seamus used to get excited whenever I’d say B-O-O-K. He’d know we were coming here. I think he loved it
         even more than I do.”
      

      
      Gamache had been coming to this library every day for almost a week and except for whispered conversations with the elderly
         female librarian as he searched for obscure volumes on the Battle of the Plains of Abraham, he hadn’t spoken to anyone.
      

      
      It was a relief to not talk, to not explain, or feel an explanation was desired if not demanded. That would come soon enough.
         But for now he’d yearned for and found peace in this obscure library.
      

      
      Though he’d been visiting his mentor for years, and had come to believe he knew old Québec intimately, he’d never actually
         been in this building. Never even noticed it among the other lovely homes and churches, convents, schools, hotels and restaurants.
      

      
      But here, just up rue St-Stanislas where Émile had his old stone home, Gamache had found sanctuary in an English library,
         among books. Where else?
      

      
      “Would he like water?” the elderly man asked again. He seemed to want to help and though Gamache doubted Henri needed anything
         he said yes, please. Together they walked out of the library and down the wooden hall, past portraits of former heads of the
         Literary and Historical Society. It was as though the place was encrusted with its own history.
      

      
      
      It gave it a feeling of calm and certainty. Though much of old Quebec City was like that within the thick walls. The only
         fortress city in North America, protected from attack.
      

      
      It was, these days, more symbolic than practical but Gamache knew symbols were at least as powerful as any bomb. Indeed, while
         men and women perished, and cities fell, symbols endured, grew.
      

      
      Symbols were immortal.

      
      The elderly man poured water into a bowl and Gamache carried it back to the library, putting it on a towel so as not to get
         water on the wide, dark floorboards. Henri, of course, ignored it.
      

      
      The two men settled back into their seats. Gamache noticed the man was reading a heavy horticultural reference book. He himself
         went back to the correspondence. A selection of letters Isabelle Lacoste had thought he might like to see. Most from sympathetic
         colleagues around the world, others from citizens who also wanted to let him know how they felt. He read them all, responded
         to them all, grateful Agent Lacoste sent only a sampling.
      

      
      At the very end he read the letter he knew was there. Was always there. Every day. It was in a now familiar hand, dashed off,
         almost illegible but Gamache had grown used to it and could now decode the scrawl.
      

      
      
         Cher Armand,

         This brings my thoughts, and prayers that you’re feeling better. We speak of you often and hope you’ll visit. Ruth says to
               bring Reine-Marie, since she doesn’t actually like you. But she did ask me to say hello, and fuck off.

      

      
      Gamache smiled. It was one of the kinder things Ruth Zardo said to people. Almost an endearment. Almost.

      
      
         I do, however, have one question. Why would Olivier move the body? It doesn’t make sense. He didn’t do it, you know.

         Love,

         Gabri

      

      
      Inside, as always, Gabri had put a licorice pipe. Gamache took it out, hesitated, then offered the treat to the man across
         the way.
      

      
      
      “Licorice?”

      
      The man looked up at Gamache then down at the offering.

      
      “Are you offering candy to a stranger? Hope I won’t have to call the police.”

      
      Gamache felt himself tense. Had the man recognized him? Was this a veiled message? But the man’s faded blue eyes were without
         artifice, and he was smiling. Reaching out the elderly man broke the pipe in half and handed the larger portion back to his
         companion. The part with the candy flame, the biggest and the best part.
      

      
      “Merci, vous êtes très gentil.” Thank you, you’re very kind, the man said.
      

      
      “C’est moi qui vous remercie.” It is I who thank you, Gamache responded. It was a well-known, but no less sincere, exchange among gracious people. The
         man had spoken in perfect, educated, cultured French. Perhaps slightly accented, but Gamache knew that might just be his preconception,
         since he knew the man to be English, while he himself was Francophone.
      

      
      They ate their candy and read their books. Henri settled in and by three thirty the librarian, Winnie, was turning on the
         lamps. The sun was already setting on the walled city and the old library within the walls.
      

      
      Gamache was reminded of a nesting doll. The most public face was North America and huddled inside that was Canada and huddled
         inside Canada was Québec. And inside Québec? An even smaller presence, the tiny English community. And within that?
      

      
      This place. The Literary and Historical Society. That held them and all their records, their thoughts, their memories, their
         symbols. Gamache didn’t have to look at the statue above him to know who it was. This place held their leaders, their language,
         their culture and achievements. Long forgotten or never known by the Francophone majority outside these walls but kept alive
         here.
      

      
      It was a remarkable place almost no Francophone even knew existed. When he’d told Émile about it his old friend had thought
         Gamache was joking, making it up, and yet the building was just two blocks from his own home.
      

      
      Yes, it was like a nesting doll. Each held within the other until finally at the very core was this little gem. But was it
         nesting or hiding?
      

      
      
      Gamache watched Winnie make her way around the library with its floor-to-ceiling books, Indian carpets scattered on the hardwood
         floors, a long wooden table and beside that the sitting area. Two leather wing chairs and the worn leather sofa where Gamache
         sat, his correspondence and books on the coffee table. Arched windows broke up the bookcases and flooded the room with light,
         when there was light to catch. But the most striking part of the library was the balcony that curved above it. A wrought iron
         spiral staircase took patrons to the second story of bookshelves that rose to the plaster ceiling.
      

      
      The room was filled with volume and volumes. With light. With peace.

      
      Gamache couldn’t believe he’d never known it was here, had stumbled over it quite by accident one day while on a walk trying
         to clear his mind of the images. But more than the flashes that came unbidden, were the sounds. The gunshots, the exploding
         wood and walls as bullets hit. The shouts, then the screams.
      

      
      But louder than all of that was the quiet, trusting, young voice in his head.

      
      “I believe you, sir.”

      
      Armand and Henri left the library and did their rounds of the shops, picking up a selection of raw milk cheeses, pâté and
         lamb from J.A. Moisan, fruit and vegetables from the grocery store across the way, and a fresh, warm baguette from the Paillard
         bakery on rue St-Jean. Arriving home before Émile he put another log on the fire to warm up the chilly home. It had been
         built in 1752 and while the stone walls were three feet thick and would easily repel a cannonball, it was defenseless against
         the winter wind.
      

      
      As Armand cooked the home warmed up and by the time Émile arrived the place was toasty warm and smelled of rosemary and garlic
         and lamb.
      

      
      “Salut,” Émile called from the front door, then a moment later arrived in the kitchen carrying a bottle of red wine and reaching
         for the corkscrew. “Smells terrific.”
      

      
      
      Gamache carried the evening tray of baguette, cheeses and pâté into the living room, placing it on the table before the fire
         while Émile brought in their wine.
      

      
      “Santé.”

      
      The two men sat facing the fireplace and toasted. When they each had something to eat they discussed their days, Émile describing
         lunching with friends at the bar in the Château Frontenac and research he was doing for the Société Champlain. Gamache described
         his quiet hours in the library.
      

      
      “Did you find what you were looking for?” Émile took a bite of wild boar pâté.

      
      Gamache shook his head. “It’s in there somewhere. Otherwise it doesn’t make sense. We know the French troops were not more
         than half a mile from here in 1759, waiting for the English.”
      

      
      It was the battle every Québec school child learned about, dreamed about, fought again with wooden muskets and imaginary horses.
         The dreadful battle that would decide the fate of the city, the territory, the country and the continent. The Battle of Québec
         that in 1759 would effectively end the Seven Years’ War. Ironic that after so many years of fighting between the French and
         the English over New France, the final battle should be so short. But brutal.
      

      
      As Gamache spoke the two men imagined the scene. A chilly September day, the forces under Général Montcalm a mix of elite
         French troops and the Québécois, more used to guerrilla tactics than formal warfare. The French were desperate to lift the
         siege of Québec, a vicious and cruel starvation. More than fifteen thousand cannonballs had bombarded the tiny community
         and now, with winter almost upon them, it had to end or they’d all die. Men, women, children. Nurses, nuns, carpenters, teachers.
         All would perish.
      

      
      Général Montcalm and his army would engage the mighty English force in one magnificent battle. Winner take all.

      
      Montcalm, a brave, experienced soldier, a frontline commander who led by example. A hero to his men.

      
      And against him? An equally brilliant and brave soldier, General Wolfe.

      
      Québec was built on a cliff where the river narrowed. It was a huge strategic advantage. No enemy could ever attack it directly, they’d have to scale the cliff and that was impossible.
      

      
      But they could attack just upriver, and that’s where Montcalm waited. There was, however, another possibility, an area just
         slightly further away. Being a cunning commander, Montcalm sent one of his best men there, his own aide-de-camp, Colonel Bougainville.
      

      
      And so, in mid-September 1759 he waited.

      
      But Montcalm had made a mistake. A terrible mistake. Indeed, he’d made several, as Armand Gamache, a student of Québec history,
         was determined to prove.
      

      
      “It’s a fascinating theory, Armand,” said Émile. “And you really think this little library holds the key? An English library?”

      
      “Where else would it be?”

      
      Émile Comeau nodded. It was a relief to see his friend so interested. When Armand and Reine-Marie had arrived a week before
         it took Émile a day to adjust to the changes in Gamache. And not just the beard, and the scars, but he seemed weighed down,
         leaden and laden by the recent past. Now, Gamache was still thinking of the past, but at least it was someone else’s, not
         his own. “Did you get to the letters?”
      

      
      “I did, and have some to send back,” Gamache retrieved the parcel of correspondence. Hesitating for a moment, he made up his
         mind and took one out. “I’d like you to read this.”
      

      
      Émile sipped his wine and read, then began laughing. He handed the letter back to Gamache.

      
      “That Ruth clearly has a crush on you.”

      
      “If I had pigtails she’d be pulling them,” smiled Gamache. “But I think you might know her.

      
      
         “Who hurt you, once,

         so far beyond repair

         that you would meet each overture

         with curling lip?”

      

      
      Gamache quoted.

      
      “That Ruth?” asked Émile. “Ruth Zardo? The poet?” And then he finished the astonishing poem, the work now taught in schools
         across Québec.
      

      
      
      
         “While we, who knew you well,

         your friends, (the focus of your scorn)

         could see your courage in the face of fear,

         your wit, and thoughtfulness,

         and will remember you

         with something close to love.”

      

      
      The two men were quiet for a moment, staring into the mumbling fire, lost in their own thoughts of love and loss, of damage
         done beyond repair.
      

      
      “I thought she was dead,” said Émile at last, spreading pâté on the chewy bread.

      
      Gamache laughed. “Gabri introduced her to Reine-Marie as something they found when they dug up the basement.”

      
      Émile reached for the letter again. “Who’s this Gabri? A friend?”

      
      Gamache hesitated. “Yes. He lives in that little village I told you about. Three Pines.”

      
      “You’ve been there a few times, I remember. Investigating some murders. I tried to find the village on a map once. Just south
         of Montreal you said, by the border with Vermont?”
      

      
      “That’s right.”

      
      “Well,” Émile continued. “I must have been blind, because I couldn’t see it.”

      
      Gamache nodded. “Somehow the mapmakers missed Three Pines.”

      
      “Then how do people find it?”

      
      “I don’t know. Perhaps it suddenly appears.”

      
      “I was blind but now I see?” quoted Émile. “Only visible to a wretch like you?”
      

      
      Gamache laughed. “The best café au lait and croissants in Québec. I’m a happy wretch.” He got up again and put a stack of letters on the coffee table. “I also wanted
         to show you these.”
      

      
      Émile read through them while Gamache sipped his wine and ate cheese and baguette, relaxing in the room as familiar and comfortable
         as his own.
      

      
      “All from that Gabri man,” said Émile at last, patting the small pile of letters beside him. “How often does he write?”

      
      “Every day.”

      
      
      “Every day? Is he obsessed with you? A threat?” Émile leaned forward, his eyes suddenly keen, all humor gone.

      
      “No, not at all. He’s a friend.”

      
      “Why would Olivier move the body?” Émile read from one of the letters. “It doesn’t make sense. He didn’t do it, you know. He says the same thing in each letter.” Émile picked up a few and scanned them. “What does he mean?”
      

      
      “It was a case I investigated last autumn, over the Labor Day weekend. A body was found in Olivier’s bistro in Three Pines.
         The victim had been hit once on the back of the head, killed.”
      

      
      “Once?”

      
      His mentor had immediately picked up on the significance of that. A single, catastrophic blow. It was extremely rare. A person,
         if hit once, was almost certainly hit often, the murderer in a rage. He’d rain blow after blow on his victim. Almost never
         did they find just one blow, hard enough to kill. It meant someone was filled with enough rage to power a terrible blow, but
         enough control to stop there. It was a frightening combination.
      

      
      “The victim had no identification, but we finally found a cabin hidden in the woods, where he lived and where he’d been murdered.
         Émile, you should have seen what was in there.”
      

      
      Émile Comeau had a vivid imagination, fed by decades of grisly discoveries. He waited for Gamache to describe the terrible
         cabin.
      

      
      “It was filled with treasure.”

      
      “Treasure?”

      
      “I know,” smiled Gamache, seeing Émile’s face. “We weren’t expecting it either. It was unbelievable. Antiques and artifacts.
         Priceless.”
      

      
      He had his mentor’s full attention. Émile sat forward, his lean hands holding each other, relaxed and alert. Once a hunter
         of killers, always that, and he could smell blood. Everything Gamache knew about homicide he’d learned from this man. And
         more besides.
      

      
      “Go on,” said Comeau.

      
      “There were signed first editions, ancient pottery, leaded glass thousands of years old. There was a panel from the Amber
         Room and dinnerware once belonging to Catherine the Great.”
      

      
      And a violin. In a breath Gamache was back in that cabin watching Agent Paul Morin. Gangly, awkward, young, picking up the
         priceless violin, tucking it under his chin and leaning into it. His body suddenly making sense, as though bred to play this instrument.
         And filling the rustic, log cabin with the most beautiful, haunting Celtic lament.
      

      
      “Armand?”

      
      “Sorry,” Gamache came back to the stone home in Quebec City. “I was just remembering something.”

      
      His mentor examined him. “All right?”

      
      Gamache gave a nod and smiled. “A tune.”

      
      “You found out who killed this recluse though?”

      
      “We did. The evidence was overwhelming. We found the murder weapon and other things from the cabin in the bistro.”

      
      “Olivier was the murderer?” Émile lifted the letters and Gamache nodded.

      
      “It was hard for everyone to believe, hard for me to believe, but it was the truth.”

      
      Émile watched his companion. He knew Armand well. “You liked him, this Olivier?”

      
      “He was a friend. Is a friend.”

      
      Gamache remembered again sitting in the cheery bistro, holding the evidence that damned his friend. The terrible realization
         that Olivier was indeed the murderer. He’d taken the man’s treasure from his cabin. But more than that. He’d taken the man’s
         life.
      

      
      “You said the body was found in the bistro, but he was murdered in his own cabin? Is that what Gabri means? Why would Olivier
         move the body from the cabin to the bistro?”
      

      
      Gamache didn’t say anything for a long time, and Émile gave him that time, sipping his wine, thinking his own thoughts, staring
         into the soft flames and waiting.
      

      
      Finally Gamache looked at Émile. “Gabri asks a good question.”

      
      “Are they partners?”

      
      Gamache nodded.

      
      “Well, he just doesn’t want to believe Olivier did it. That’s all.”

      
      “That’s true, he doesn’t. But the question is still good. If Olivier murdered the Hermit in a remote cabin, why move the body
         to a place it would be found?”
      

      
      “And his own place at that.”

      
      “Well, no, that’s where it gets complicated. He actually moved it to a nearby inn and spa. He admits to moving the body, to try to ruin the spa. He saw it as a threat.”
      

      
      “So you have your answer.”

      
      “But that’s just it,” said Gamache, turning so that his whole body faced Émile. “Olivier says he found the Hermit already
         dead and decided to use the body as a kind of weapon, to hurt the competition. But he says if he’d actually murdered the
         man he’d never have moved the body. He’d have left it there, or taken it into the woods to be eaten by coyotes. Why would
         a murderer kill someone then make sure the body was found?”
      

      
      “But wait a second,” said Émile, trying to piece it together. “You said the body was found in Olivier’s own bistro. How did
         that happen?”
      

      
      “A bit awkward for Olivier that,” said Gamache. “The owner of the inn and spa had the same idea. When he found the body, he
         moved it to the bistro, to try to ruin Olivier.”
      

      
      “Nice neighborhood. Quite a Merchants’ Association.”

      
      Gamache nodded. “It took a while but we eventually found the cabin and the contents and the evidence the Hermit had been killed
         there. All the forensics confirmed only two people had spent time in the cabin. The Hermit, and Olivier. And then we found
         items from the cabin hidden in Olivier’s bistro, including the murder weapon. Olivier admitted to stealing them—”
      

      
      “Foolish man.”

      
      “Greedy man.”

      
      “You arrested him?”

      
      Gamache nodded, remembering that terrible day when he knew the truth and had to act on it. Seeing Olivier’s face, but worse,
         seeing Gabri’s.
      

      
      And then the trial, the evidence, the testimony.

      
      The conviction.

      
      Gamache looked down at the pile of letters on the sofa. One every day since Olivier had been sentenced. All cordial, all with
         the same question.
      

      
      Why would Olivier move the body?

      
      “You keep calling this man ‘the Hermit.’ Who was he?”

      
      “A Czech immigrant named Jakob, but that’s all we know.”

      
      Émile stared at him, then nodded. It was unusual not to identify a murder victim but not unheard of, particularly one who so clearly didn’t want to be identified.
      

      
      The two men moved into the dining room with its wall of exposed stone, open plan kitchen and aroma of roasting lamb and vegetables.
         After dinner they bundled up, put Henri on a leash and headed into the bitterly cold night. Their feet crunching on the hard
         snow, they joined the crowds heading out the great stone archway through the wall, to Place d’Youville and the ceremony opening
         the Carnaval de Québec.
      

      
      In the midst of the festivities, as fiddlers sawed away and kids skated and the fireworks lit the sky over the old city Émile
         turned to Gamache.
      

      
      “Why did Olivier move the body, Armand?”

      
      Gamache steeled himself against the thrashing explosions, the bursts of light, the people crowding all around, shoving and
         shrieking.
      

      
      Across the abandoned factory he saw Jean-Guy Beauvoir fall, hit. He saw the gunmen above them, shooting, in a place that was
         supposed to be almost undefended.
      

      
      He’d made a mistake. A terrible, terrible mistake.

      


      
      
      THREE
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      The next morning, Saturday, Gamache took Henri and walked through gently falling snow up rue Ste-Ursule for breakfast at Le
         Petit Coin Latin. Waiting for his omelette, a bowl of café au lait in front of him, he read the weekend papers and watched the revelers head to the creperies along rue St-Jean. It was fun to be both a part of it and apart from it, warm and toasty in the bistro just off the beaten
         track with Henri at his side.
      

      
      After reading Le Soleil and Le Devoir he folded the newspapers and once again took out his correspondence from Three Pines. Gamache could just imagine Gabri, large,
         voluble, quite magnificent sitting in the bistro he now ran, leaning on the long, polished wooden counter, writing. The fieldstone
         fireplaces at either end of the beamed room would be lit, roaring, filling the place with light and warmth and welcome.
      

      
      And even in Gabri’s private censure of the Chief Inspector there was always kindness, concern.

      
      Gamache stroked the envelopes with one finger and almost felt the gentleness. But he felt something else, he felt the man’s
         conviction.
      

      
      Olivier didn’t do it. Gabri repeated it over and over in each letter, as though with repetition it would be true.
      

      
      Why would he move the body?

      
      Gamache’s finger stopped caressing the paper, and he stared out the window, then he picked up his cell phone and made a call.

      
      After breakfast he climbed the steep, slippery street. Turning left, Gamache made his way to the Literary and Historical Society.
         Every now and then he stepped into a snow bank to let families glide by. Kids were wrapped and bound, mummified, preserved against
         a bitterly cold Québec winter and heading for Bonhomme’s Ice Palace, or the ice slide, or the cabane à sucre with its warm maple syrup hardening to taffy on snow. The evenings of Carnaval were for university students, drunk and partying
         but the bright days were for children.
      

      
      Once again Gamache marveled at the beauty of this old city with its narrow winding streets, the stone buildings, the metal
         roofs piled with snow and ice. It was like falling into an ancient European town. But Quebec City was more than an attractive
         anachronism, a pretty theme park. It was a living, vibrant haven, a gracious city that had changed hands many times, but kept
         its heart. The flurries were falling more heavily now, but without much wind. The city, always lovely, looked even more magical
         in the winter, with the snow, and the lights, the horse-drawn calèches, the people wrapped brightly against the cold.
      

      
      At the top of the street he paused to catch his breath. A breath that was easier and easier to catch with each passing day
         as his health returned thanks to long, quiet walks with Reine-Marie, Émile, or Henri, or sometimes alone.
      

      
      Though these days he was never alone. He longed for it, for blessed solitude.

      
      Avec le temps, Émile had said. With time. And maybe he was right. His strength was coming back, why not his sanity?
      

      
      Resuming his walk Gamache noticed activity ahead. Police cars. No doubt trouble with some hung-over university students, come
         to Québec to discover the official drink of the Winter Carnival, Caribou, a near lethal blend of port and alcohol. Gamache
         could never prove it, but he was pretty sure Caribou was the reason he’d started losing his hair in his twenties.
      

      
      As he neared the Literary and Historical Society he noticed more Quebec City police cars and a cordon.

      
      He stopped. Beside him Henri also stopped and sat alert, watching.

      
      This side street was quieter, less traveled, than the main streets. He could see people streaming by twenty feet away, oblivious
         to the events happening right here.
      

      
      Officers were standing at the foot of the steps up to the front door of the old library. Others were milling about. A telephone
         repair truck was parked at the curb and an ambulance had arrived. But there were no flashing lights, no urgency.
      

      
      That meant one of two things. It had been a false alarm or it hadn’t, but there was no longer any need to rush.

      
      Gamache knew which it was. A few of the cops leaning against the ambulance laughed and poked each other. Across the street
         Gamache bristled at the hilarity, something he never allowed at crime scenes. There was a place for laughter in life but not
         in recent, violent, death. And this was a death, he knew that. It wasn’t just instinct, it was all the clues. The number of
         police, the lack of urgency, the ambulance.
      

      
      And this was violent death. The cordon told him that.

      
      “Move along, monsieur,” one of the officers, young and officious, came up to him. “No need to stare.”
      

      
      “I wanted to go in there,” said Gamache. “Do you know what happened?”

      
      The young officer turned his back and walked away but it didn’t upset Gamache. Instead he watched the officers talk among
         themselves inside the cordon. While he and Henri stood outside.
      

      
      A man walked down the stone steps, spoke a few words to one of the officers on guard then went to an unmarked car. Pausing
         there he looked round, then stooped to get into the car. But he didn’t. Instead he stopped and slowly straightening he looked
         right at Gamache. He stared for ten seconds or more, which, when eating a chocolate cake isn’t much, but when staring, is.
         Softly, he closed the car door and walking to the police tape he stepped over it. Seeing this, the young officer broke away
         from his companions and trotted over, falling into step with the plainclothes officer.
      

      
      “I already told him to leave.”

      
      “Did you now.”

      
      “Oui. Do you want me to insist?”
      

      
      “No. I want you to come with me.”

      
      Watched by the others, the two men crossed the snowy street and walked right up to Gamache. There was a pause, as the three
         men stared at each other.
      

      
      Then the plainclothes officer stepped back and saluted. Astonished, the young cop beside him stared at the large man in the
         parka and scarf and toque, with the German shepherd dog. He looked more closely. At the trim, graying beard, the thoughtful brown eyes, and the scar.
      

      
      Blanching, he stepped back and saluted as well.

      
      “Chef,” he said.
      

      
      Chief Inspector Gamache saluted back and waved them to drop the formalities. These men weren’t even members of his force.
         He was with the Sûreté du Québec and they were with the local Quebec City police. Indeed, he recognized the plainclothes officer
         from crime conferences they’d both attended.
      

      
      “I didn’t know you were visiting Québec, sir,” said the senior officer, obviously perplexed. Why was the head of homicide
         for the Sûreté du Québec standing just outside a crime scene?
      

      
      “It’s Inspector Langlois, isn’t it? I’m on leave, as you might know.”

      
      Both men gave curt nods. Everyone knew.

      
      “I’m just here visiting a friend and doing some personal research in the library. What’s happened?”

      
      “A body was found this morning by a telephone repairman. In the basement.”

      
      “Homicide?”

      
      “Definitely. An effort had been made to bury him, but when the repairman dug for a broken cable he found the body.”

      
      Gamache looked at the building. It had been the original court-house and jail, hundreds of years before. Prisoners had been
         executed, hanged from the window above the front door. It was a place that knew violent death and the people who committed
         it, on either side of the law. Now there’d been another.
      

      
      As he watched the door opened and a figure appeared on the top step. It was hard to tell with the distance and the winter
         clothing, but he thought he recognized her as one of the library volunteers. An older woman, she glanced in their direction
         and hesitated.
      

      
      “The coroner’s just arrived but it doesn’t look as though the victim’s been there long. Hours perhaps, but not days.”

      
      “He hasn’t begun smelling yet,” said the young officer. “Those make me want to puke.”

      
      Gamache took a breath and exhaled, his breath freezing as soon as it hit the air. But he said nothing. This officer wasn’t
         his to train in the etiquette of the recently dead, in the respect necessary when in their presence. In the empathy necessary to see the victim as a person, and the murderer as a person. It wasn’t with cynicism and
         sarcasm, with dark humor and crass comments a killer was caught. He was caught by seeing and thinking and feeling. Crude comments
         didn’t make the path clearer or the interpretation of evidence easier. Indeed, they obscured the truth, with fear.
      

      
      But this wasn’t the Chief Inspector’s trainee, nor was it his case.

      
      Shifting his eyes from the young man he noticed the elderly woman had disappeared. Since she hadn’t had time to walk out of
         sight he presumed she’d gone back inside.
      

      
      It was an odd thing to do. To get all dressed for the cold, then not to actually leave.

      
      But, he reminded himself again, this wasn’t his case, wasn’t his business.

      
      “Would you like to come in, sir?” Inspector Langlois asked.

      
      Gamache smiled. “I was just reminding myself this wasn’t my case, Inspector. Thank you for your courtesy, but I’m fine out
         here.”
      

      
      Langlois shot a glance at the officer beside him then took Gamache’s elbow and steered him out of hearing range.

      
      “I wasn’t asking just to be kind. My English isn’t very good. It’s OK, but you should hear the head librarian speak French.
         At least, I think she’s speaking French. She clearly thinks she is. But I can’t understand a word. In the entire interview
         she spoke French and I spoke English. It was like something out of a cartoon. She must think I’m a moron. So far all I’ve
         done is grinned and nodded and I think I might have asked whether she’s descended from the lower orders.”
      

      
      “Why did you ask that?”

      
      “I didn’t mean to. I wanted to ask if she had access to the basement, but something went wrong,” he smiled ruefully. “I think
         clarity might be important in a murder case.”
      

      
      “I think you might be right. What did she say to your question?”

      
      “She got quite upset and said that the night is a strawberry.”

      
      “Oh dear.”

      
      Langlois sighed a puff of frustration. “Will you come in? I know you speak English, I’ve heard you at conferences.”

      
      “But how do you know I wasn’t mangling the language too? Maybe the night is a strawberry.”

      
      
      “We have other officers whose English is better than mine, and I was just about to call to the station to get them, but then
         I saw you. We could use your help.”
      

      
      Gamache hesitated. And felt a tremble in his hand, blessedly hidden by his thick mitts. “Thank you for the invitation.” He
         met the Inspector’s searching eyes. “But I can’t.”
      

      
      There was silence. The Inspector, far from being upset, nodded. “I should not have asked. My apologies.”

      
      “Not at all. I’m most grateful you did. Merci.”
      

      
      Unseen by either man, they were being watched from the second-floor window. The window put in a century ago to replace the
         door. That led to the platform. That led to execution.
      

      
      Elizabeth MacWhirter, her scarf still on but her coat now in the closet downstairs, stared at the two men. Earlier she’d looked
         out the window, anxious to turn her back on the alien activity behind her. She sought solace, peace, in the unchanging view
         outside the window. From there she could see St. Andrew’s Presbyterian Church, the presbytery, the sloping, familiar roofs
         of her city. And the snow drifting gently down to land on them, as though there wasn’t a care in the world.
      

      
      From that window she’d noticed the man and the dog, standing just outside the cordon, staring. He was, she knew, the same
         man who’d visited the library every day for a week now sitting quietly with his German shepherd. Reading, sometimes writing,
         sometimes consulting Winnie on volumes unread in a hundred years or more.
      

      
      “He’s researching the Battle of the Plains of Abraham,” Winnie had reported one afternoon as they stood on the gallery above
         the library. “Particularly interested in the correspondence of both James Cook and Louis-Antoine de Bougainville.”
      

      
      “Why?” Porter had whispered.

      
      “How would I know?” said Winnie. “Those books are so old I don’t think anyone’s ever cataloged them. In fact, they were earmarked
         for the next sale, before it was canceled.”
      

      
      Porter had glanced at the large, quiet man on the leather sofa below.

      
      Elizabeth was pretty sure Porter hadn’t recognized him. She was certain Winnie hadn’t. But she had.

      
      And now, as she watched the local police inspector shake hands and walk away she again examined the large man with the dog and remembered the last time she’d seen him on a street.
      

      
      She’d been watching the CBC along with the rest of the province, indeed the rest of the country. It was even, she’d learned
         later, broadcast on CNN around the world.
      

      
      She’d seen him then. In uniform, without the beard, his face bruised, his Sûreté du Québec officer’s hat not quite hiding
         the ugly scar. His dress coat warm but surely not warm enough to keep out the bitter day. He’d walked slowly, limping slightly,
         at the head of the long, long solemn column of men and women in uniform. A near endless cortege of officers from Québec, from
         Canada, from the States and England and France. And at the head, their commander. The man who’d led them, but didn’t follow
         them all the way. Not into death. Not quite.
      

      
      And that image that appeared on front pages of newspapers, on covers of magazines from Paris Match to Maclean’s to Newsweek and People.
      

      
      Of the Chief Inspector, his eyes momentarily closed, his face tipped slightly upward, a grimace, a moment of private agony
         made public. It was almost too much to bear.
      

      
      She’d told no one who the quiet man reading in their library was, but that was about to change. Putting her coat on again
         she walked carefully down the icy steps and along the street to catch him up. He was moving along rue Ste-Anne, the dog on
         a leash beside him.
      

      
      “Pardon,” she called. “Excusez-moi.” He was some distance ahead, weaving in and out of the happy tourists and weekend revelers. He turned left onto rue Ste-Ursule.
         She picked up her pace. At the corner she saw him half a block ahead. “Bonjour.” She raised her voice and waved but his back was to her, and if he heard he would very probably think she was calling to someone
         else.
      

      
      He was nearing rue St-Louis and the throng heading to the Ice Palace. She’d almost certainly lose him among the thousands
         of people.
      

      
      “Chief Inspector.”

      
      It wasn’t said as loudly as all her other cries but it stopped the large man dead in his tracks. His back was to her, and
         she noticed some people giving him nasty looks as they suddenly had to swing around to avoid him on the narrow sidewalk.
      

      
      He turned back. She was afraid he would look annoyed, but instead his face was mild, inquisitive. He quickly scanned the faces
         and came to rest on her standing stock-still half a block away. He smiled and together they closed the gap.
      

      
      “Désolé,” she said, reaching out to him. “I’m sorry to disturb you.”
      

      
      “Not at all.”

      
      There was an awkward silence. He didn’t comment on the fact she knew who he was. That much was obvious and like her, he clearly
         felt no need to waste time with the obvious.
      

      
      “I know you from the library, don’t I?” he said. “What can I do for you?”
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