
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Heir of the Mist

Raquel Pagno

––––––––

Translated by Ana Kécia 


“Heir of the Mist”

Written By Raquel Pagno

Copyright © 2017 Raquel Pagno

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Ana Kécia

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.


HEIR OF THE MIST


RAQUEL PAGNO


PREFACE

For whom would you sell your soul? Such question would sound me strange until recently.

I certainly would also judge an obvious answer: children, loves, parents... a huge number of beloved ones for whose we would do it easily. I never thought that the choice could be done to save an enemy’s life...

So many years have passed by. I’m sat in my office chair, at a luxury hotel in the Centre of Paris, in front of my old typewriter. ‘François Roux – Lawyer’ that is what is written in the old wooden plaque, carefully hung by me in front of the door of the suite. I'm very proud about this name and this title yet, though I have no clients and no energy or will to attend any. 

I watch the raindrops that run down the windowpane in front of me, slowly joining each other. I think words will come out of my mind like those raindrops, with such deepness and at the same time with a sufficiently crystalline transparency in which is possible to see through them.

I narrowed my eyes, trying to overcome the shadows of the storm that falls over the city. Under there, a silhouette moves, running through the flooded street to my building. I get up very fast, just in time to define a female silhouette under the umbrella: the very same beautiful demon that enchanted me.

When I get back to my seat, in order to conclude the task of writing my history, she is already close that it is possible to hear her steps through the closed door of the suite turned in my particular office. The toc toc of the high heels goes upstairs with no patience.

Somehow, I believe that the usual non-use of the elevator is an implicit way that she found to announce me her arrival. As if I did not feel her, as if we were not a part of the same whole, an only one creature divided in two parts.

I do not want to open the door. She confuses me, steals me inspiration. I have to concentrate in the letters, in the keyboard in front of me. I will not get up and allow her to get in my house to steal my strength and hopes, to impede me to tell the truth again.

Retract me in all insignificance of a creature who dares its creator. Retract me in my silence and ignore the sound of her insistently knocking at the door. I can tell by the tone of the beats that she is anxious. Her hands are trembling and insecure.

Maybe the truth that I have decided to expose is also her truth, I am not sure. Her steps are getting far away from the door, going back to the same stairs that brought her here, for me.

If she did not want it, never would allow me such freedom. If she did not ardently desire her history to be told, would just impede me. She always does what she wants of me.
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— Chloé Champoudry! — The voice echoed through the huge auditorium. 

I turned. I have heard about Champoudry family, famous around France, for their fortune and power. I have heard frightened stories. Terrible accidents, suicides, complete decay... I have never given any importance to these stories. Very rich people as the Champoundry are always target to created stories by disturbed minds.

I have just moved to Paris. I did not even comprehend completely such stories. I have studied French language while preparing myself to the trip. However, even though I have studied it, I think I have never mastered it perfectly. I dedicated myself as much as I could; I wanted to achieve the dream of almost all younger Brazilians at my time: to study in France, precisely at Sorbonne, the higher symbol of status that a recent graduated person could have.

The girl got up and softly slid to the professor. My head followed her, shamelessly. My eyes were caught by the fire curls that fell over her shoulders, just covered for a thin black lace scarf in which revealed her pale skin. Her V-neck black dress allowed showing the borders of her tight corset that highlighted her waist and small breast. Her face was a mystery, hidden for thin almost transparent tulle that hid the pure female face, showing just her deep grey eyes.

Chloé was the most beautiful girl that I have ever seen in life. I came a little bit closer to hear what would be her audition and I found that the course Fine Arts was that one she chose. It was not even necessary once she was as beautiful as French divas of the theatre. After checking the papers, the professor went out for the corridor. Chloé followed her. I had the impression that she looked at me in a curious way when passed by my side, so close that I could smell her perfume that went out her skin and touched my nose.

I came to Paris to study Laws. I was 21 years old in 1951, when I had the opportunity to join in Sorbonne. I was not a rich young man. I took my savings and travelled to France looking for a good training. I found a small room in Marais' modest inn, not far from Île de la Cité, from where I could see, at a distance, for the front window, the Notre Dame towers. I shared the small room with another student and got a dishwasher job that would give me roof and sustenance in future years.

I arrived just one week before the audition. I did not know the city, not even the streets’ name or how to find the addresses that I needed. Fortunately, my roommate had already been in Paris. He came from London, was older and more experienced than me. Stephen was 28 years old, a knowledge and life experience that inspired and fascinated me. He was the kind of person that could adept in anything that could do in life. He came to France to be graduated in History, whose knowledges would attend to write a book. Among his uncountable abilities and a variety of professions that he had already practiced, he was also a writer.

It was not easy to be accepted, even more being a scholarship at French universities. I always was a good student. I brought recommendation letters from my Brazilian old professors. After long 22 days of the trip, stuck in an archaic charcoal-laden ship and crossing around 585 kilometres which gets apart Paris from Bordeux by train, I felt like a lost boy when I got out of Montparnasse station.

Confused, I took a long time to find the main avenues, as the Avenue des Champs-Elysées, on the right side of Senna, which leads to Arco do Triunfo also, housed the Brazilian Consul where I would regularize my situation as a scholarship in the French government.

What I did not expect was after I had gone through difficulties and could arrive to where my dream had begun, I would find an angel at the very moment that my name was called for the test that would decide my destiny.

— Vaz! Inácio Vaz! —I almost missed my turn. I kept my eyes fixed on young Chloé who was walking away through the crowded corridor among as stunned men as I was.

Finally, I woke up from the trance and follow my professor. I went to a distinct room in which two interviewers were waiting for me to evaluate my possibilities to study Laws.

In the final question, after be qualified and worthy of the scholarship judged I made the mistake. When I was questioned about which course I intended to do, involuntarily I said Arts.

As soon as I shut up my mouth I noticed my mistake. I was so concentrated about Chloé that my feelings betrayed me. I gave up on my dream to follow the destiny that was waiting for me besides of another dream, recent and ardent that has tempted me at audition’s room. I secretly prayed that Chloé would also have been accepted.

I felt dizzy when I left the university. I walked aimlessly through the unknown streets for a long time. I could not believe in what I had just done. My main worry was how I would tell my father. I crossed the streets rounded Quartier Latin, until I recuperate lucidity again. I returned to my room, determined to write him a letter, telling that I have just gave up to the bright future his dreamed of for his son.

Stephen was laid down. He did not look surprised, when I told him my tremendous stupidity. I asked him an advice about telling the truth to my father. Stephen denied it; avoiding the responsibility that was only mine and laughing out loud went out.

I did not understand how he could laugh at such serious situation. Maybe, he was from an important family and could choose what to do about his life, just worrying about his own wills, did not know what that meant for someone like me. I firmly held the sheet. I did not even know how to begin. Then I decided to take a walk through the city, I had no time to know Paris yet and certainly this walk and the sensation of a cold wind on my skin would help me to forget the unforgivable mistake.

I crossed the Rue de Rivoli, until I find the corner that would led me to Pont d’Arcole. I wanted to go to Notre Dame Cathedral. Although February was almost in the end of its days, the cold winter refuses to leave Paris and the spring began as a winter siamese sister. It was almost midday, but the sun was not shinning. A group of pale rainy clouds were all over the city, turning it melancholy. Tiny cold raindrops fell down my face while a scorching wind swept through my clothes and got in my skin, making my teeth ache and freezing my veins.

I was ready to enter the Cathedral, be on my knees and pray. Who knows if God would send me enough inspiration for the inevitable letter I would write soon? I walked quickly, did not even care about the crowded street. I thought I had seen the same fire curls fluttering in front of me, running through the square, heading to the church,

I ran also. If Chloé was there, so I no longer cared about the letter to my father or with the ragged excuses I would have to invent. I just wanted to look again at that angel who changed my fate, to lose myself in those stormy grey eyes.

I went through Parvis square, bumping into people. I saw Chloé’s fluttering skirt disappear in the wide main entrance that I reached seconds later. I got lost in the beauty of the central room. I needed to concentrate in order to notice Chloé sat in the last file on the right, head down. I waited a while to calm down and sat by her side.

— I knew you would come — she said, no moves, no look. I looked around in doubt if those words were really for me. There was no one else there. Frightened and hesitated I stopped a while and then answered.

— Excuse me, but I heard when the teacher called you, Miss. Champoudry. I ... I think ... we'll be classmates ... I said embarrassed. I heard a soft moan that I imagined to be a crying, but as I looked more closely at her face partially covered by the veil, I saw her smiling shyly. I laughed also, feeling myself ridiculous and reflecting on what bullshit I had just said.

— Sorry, I ... — She lifted the veil fully and looked at me curiously, surely waiting for the next bullshit that would come from my lips. — Well, I just thought that since we're going to be classmates, maybe you would accept to have coffee with me.

— A coffee? She repeated, interrupting me mockingly.

— Yes, but if you do not like coffee, it could be an ice cream, or maybe a juice, or ... — I felt my face burning, which allowed me to notice how red it had been while trying to engage a conversation. I thought if my French was so bad that she did not understand what I was saying...

— I'll take the coffee! — It surprised me, confusing my thoughts and making me even more nervous. I had prepared myself to face the pain of a refusal, but not to the surprise for a yes did to me. — But only if you come to my house."

— At your house? — I asked, in a more surprised tone than I would like to sound. — Yes, of course!

— Come — she simply said, holding me by the arm and pulling me out of the cathedral. Chloé seemed to run away from someone or from the malicious looks that accompanied her wherever she went.

My legs refused to obey as Chloé pulled me. We walked along one of the bridges towards Boulevard Saint-Germain, from where we turned west on secondary paths until we passed the noble areas of Paris, where Eiffel Tower and old buildings of rich and elegant people stood. I did not know exactly where she would take me; I was a complete stranger wandering in the beautiful Paris yet.

I was so tense that I could have gotten unbalanced or stumbled and fell down. All I could feel was the strong hand of Chloé, who held firmly my arm and dragged me to the Champoudry mansion, and could only see her red hair in front of me, which was moving in the wind.

We walked so quickly that I lost the notion about how many time have passed by. She always was in front of me and I was following by her guiding hands. When we arrived, I could barely breathe. Chloé did not look tired at all.

I thought about how my life could change in only one day. When I woke up that morning, all I intended to do was to be accepted in Sorbonne, be a lawyer and go back home proud of an achieved dream. Since the very first moment I saw Chloé those things were not so important for me anymore. All of my objectives turned into one: to know that woman more, who dragged me out through the streets, as if all the rest of the world disappeared.

We went upstairs that was before a luxurious entrance of the mansion. Chloé put her fingers together my wrist, tightly, bringing me behind her, as if she wanted to protect me or hide me. So, I remembered that she could have a father and Mr. Champoudry could be a fearful man and I wanted to go back home. I stepped back but Chloé’s hand was so firmly that I could not leave it. I said nothing. I just stayed there and waited to the door be opened.

No one welcomed us. Either we were alone, or the sound of opening the door could not be heard inside of the building. I entered. I looked around, admiring the wide saloon, inhabited by a cat only that slept on the only furniture of the saloon, a grand piano. On a ledge of the floor, an entirely lonely white rug, just as the piano and the cat. The lamps hung like tears from the ceiling, and the chandeliers glowed with yellowish lighting, which gave the room a warm and cosy feeling, despite its amplitude.

On the opposite side, there was a half-open door through which I could see two gold handrails. Chloé went to there, opening it completely. She looked at me as if she was inviting me to go upstairs. I looked at her, and right after to a small passage on the right, hoping to cross it, imagining that the kitchen was behind of the stairs.

— Come with me —she said, giving me her hand.

I climbed the first step timidly and then the second and finally Chloe's hand held mine and she led me to the second flight of stairs, which ended in another wide room. The place was full of huge shelves pressed against the walls and fulfilled with books of all sizes and thicknesses. I was enchanted about the majestic library, the books with their leather covers, gold decorations on the spines, and I imagined myself holding each one of them, reading one by one. In the centre of the room were small round dark wood tables, which seemed a mysterious but comfortable ambience at the same time. Two armchairs escorted each one. And at the centre of it all, a round fireplace casting red flames, adding to the ambient a gothic and gloomy touch.

I was reluctant to go out there, but Chloé led me upstairs again to a long corridor on third floor. There were so many doors on both sides, all painted in white like almost everything there. In the very middle of the corridor, over a sideboard, some old portraits were placed, seemed to belong to another epoch. I had no time to look attentive for them, but all I could see was Chlóe’s image, those curls were so familiar to me even knowing them recently.

Chloé stopped in front of the last door on the corridor. She held the gold knob and quickly turned it, pushing the heavy wood door. For my surprise, it was not a living room or any kind of social ambient. Chloé brought me to her bedroom.

I relucted a while. It was not right to enter it, not even be there, just me and Chloé. My hair crawled just in the thought of being caught. But she looked at me so sweetly that I could not resist. I let her to touch me with her warm hands, tightened my flesh and spreading her hot body through mine, taking off my shirt and after my pants asking me to possess her. 

I gave my body and my soul to that woman who I did not know and never will know completely. I gave my life and my dreams to Chloé, in that very moment at a cloudy evening, when I felt the warm of her skin on my hands for the first time. From this moment on, I was not me, Inácio Vaz, I am part of her. The union of two people, an unique soul.
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When I left Chloé’s house, the sun was setting. The sun steams’ reflections and what rested of the day painted the red horizon, turning into scarlet the grey sky of Paris. It was windy, just messing up my hair more than it already was.

I did not want to go back for the same way, as always I was afraid of get lost. I followed by the border of the river which led to the city. I was thinking about what such a madness I have just made. I was nervous because I felt guilty but incredibly happy. I felt in love for Chloé with all my heart, and then I recreated the memories on my mind, a thousand times, over and over, repeatedly and wishing that afternoon to last forever.

I threw myself into bed, taking advantage of the privacy that Stephen's absence gave me. I did not worry about not going to work. I did not even remember that my classes would start the next morning. Only Chloé was on my thoughts, taking up all the available space in my head. The smell of her white skin was still impregnated in my body. Her perfume refused to leave my clothes. I smelled myself like a madman, trying to sip as much as possible from Chloe's smell. I fell asleep grabbed to the coat I had worn that afternoon.

The dreams came soon, not so happy, though. I dreamed of being lost, in a dense forest, where Chloé appeared to me as a fairy. I was afraid, but I was hypnotized by that beautiful sight. I looked into her eyes. I did not find inside of them the fear of storms, but a blue sea, filled with waves of pure heat. A spectral and stunning immensity. 

I offered my arm to reach her. Chloé ran. I tainted the virgin forest in front of me and kept on chasing Chloé. She was surrounded by lights, as blue as her sea eyes, these lights went out from her body leaving behind a huge trail. I needed a clue in order to find her. I stepped forward, overwhelmed by an agony of dreams. 

When I got close enough to touch her, she was no longer a fairy but a horrible witch. Her red hair turned into red spikes, which spilled over my hands. Her vigorous and jovial body was nothing more than a heap of wrinkles, covered with orange scales. I wanted her yet and I suffered immense punishment for wanting such a horrifying creature. 

I woke up scared, with the ceaseless knocking on the bedroom door. The owner of the inn, a fat old woman with a bad temper, came every morning with her daughter Adélie to bring us breakfast. 

The girl made me shiver; she was too thin, too pale, looked like a walking dead, or a vampire, I was not quite sure about that. I had never heard a word from her mouth. Adélie seemed either mute or too frightened to speak to strangers. 

Stephen was watching me standing by the bed. Plentiful sweat dripped from my forehead, and my hands were icy. I looked at the small pocket watch, tied to the coat I wore on my chest. It was too early to leave. I sat on the bed and waited for the flurry of questions to come. Stephen was a curious man and seemed to read happiness in my face. Contradicting my expectations, he remained silent, just watching me with the same malicious smile, tucked into one of his most elegant clothes. Because of the circumstances, I did not tell him what had happened, though I knew I would have to do it sooner or later. I just watched as he opened the door for the women with breakfast.

Stephen was a gentleman. He waited for the coffee to be served, then took Adélie's hand and kissed her long. I would never be capable of such a gesture, not Adélie. I wondered if Chloé would prefer him to me. I looked at him, as elegant as ever. Confident in every move and in every gesture. I wished I had been like him. At least during the time I spent with Chloé. I stopped my thoughts. It was not nice to be envious of other people, especially because we were friends, we would have to be. We would spend a couple of years together, and I did not want to make them unbearable for me or for Stephen. 

I got ready and left. I walked down through Marais’ pathways, before reaching the wide avenues of Paris, aware of each landmark that I had marked in the previous exits. The town was really beautiful, much lovelier than I had heard, and more beautiful than I had seen in the postcards. The medieval buildings, the cathedrals ... all seemed to have a will of their own, and every time I visited those places, especially the Notre Dame Cathedral and the Jardin Du Luxembourg, where students had fun at the end of the class, I had a different image and sensation, as if the place wanted to convey some message to me. 

I arrived before the class in Sorbonne, rounded the building and entered by main entrance of Rue des Écoles street. I crossed the large, majestic lobby, and walked a little bit through the corridors, admired at the beauty of French architecture, which I had heard wonders. I wanted to know better the place where I would spend most part of my life. I looked for Chloé. It was too early, I did not find her.

After walking tirelessly around the building, I stepped outside, where some students crowded the square, in front of the university chapel. Extraordinarily, some of them greeted me as if we were old peers. I answered politely, but I was surprised at the attitude.

The time has passed. It was time to move on to the first class. I crossed the long corridor, upstairs. My heart beat anxiously at the mere possibility of seeing Chloe a second time. I was not ready to face her. After what had happened between us, I did not know how to react in front of her.

I searched for the art classroom, where I could not find my name or Chloe's in the list on the door. I wanted to protest, but the fact was that I was too nervous, and my French fluency so bad that it stopped. I stood there, standing in the doorway, waiting for some of the teachers to come and save me. 

To my surprise and indignation, it was not what happened. The short, frowning professor who would monitor the arts course seemed to immediately recognize me, called me by a strange name, and led me to the law students' room. I was surprised at the man's attitude, but I followed him nervously. 

When we arrived, another man, equally scowling, but tall and slim, wearing a starched hair and an elegant brown suit, met us at the door, probably complaining about my delay. I tried to explain that this was all a great mistake, but both of two hardly let me speak. The law professor grabbed the list by the door and showed me one of the names on the list: François Roux. I did not understand what he intended, but I reached into one of the pockets of my coat, removing a document from it. I held it out to him. 

The man held the document in one hand, brought it to his eyes, and then asked me to enter. I grunted, trying to convince him of his rude mistake. The man blushed, and for the last time he told me to come in. I did not argue. Better to obey now. Later I would explain everything that was needed. 

I sat in a chair in the final of the classroom. I put my brown leather briefcase on the desk and the ID on the briefcase. I looked at that bad tempered man who spoke and gestured in front of the class. Probably a Paris’ famous professor. I felt important to join that selected group of students. I imagined myself as a lawyer, as if I did not remember the bullshit that I have done a day ago.

I held my ID in order to keep it on my coat pocket again. I glanced at it. I almost fell off the chair because of the surprise. The name written in ornate letters was no longer Inácio Vaz but François Roux!

I looked around. So many classmates were looking at me. I was not silent and my throbbing heartbeats were so loud in my ear that I could not hear the sound of my desk creaking and my briefcase felling to the floor.

I disguised, at first. So, was that the mess? I certainly exchanged my documents at some moment that I could not imagine what was. That’s the deceit of the teachers.

I got out just after I had taken a sit. I went to a bathroom, wishing I did not need to get out there never more. I was ashamed because of the mess and I was not right if my mistake would be forgiven. I washed my face and my wrist with icy water.

I took off my documents from the pocket and looked at it attentive. What I saw made me feel bad, I almost got terrified. The photograph was mine but not the name. I could not think about a rational possibility for this. This was totally impossible! I was sure that was me in that photograph glued in another document, but I could not explain how it happened. I imagined the day that the document was dispatched. No. I checked it many times; it was always my name that was printed on it.

I decided to come back to my bedroom. I walked the habitual two kilometres that get apart Sorbonne of the inn I was living in. I did not trust in subways or trains that ran under the ground as worms. I was reluctant to enter in any car and I just did it when it was inevitable. I needed to think of how I could solve this situation. I was afraid of being expelled but I was even more afraid of being arrested yet, convicted because of false document usage to try to enter at the University of Paris.

I sat in my little bed, held once more the document looking attentive at each detail of the face looking at me in the photograph. It seemed a little bit rounder than mine, the hair were a little bit lighter shade than mine. The facial expression was a little bit more arrogant than mine. Nothing that could help saying that it was not an authentic photograph.

Anyway, Inácio Vaz was not on any list of the university and I could not go home without a convincing excuse or my father would kill me. I took a piece of paper out of my briefcase and a pen. I began to write a letter telling my version of the history, using the exchange of the documents as the only one excuse for missing the law classes, as it was set. I omitted my meeting with Chloé and the audition where I changed my mind about the course, throwing away a dream of a whole life.

When I finished, I put the letter inside of an envelope and sealed it. I put it into my pocket and got out in order to post it. I did not know how to do it; I had no idea where the post office of Paris was and if it worked in the same way as in Brazil. I asked for some information which always led me to wrong places. I walked aimlessly, watching every store, restaurant, every business spot I went through.

Finally I decided to where I would go. I was not looking for the post office anymore but I tried to retake every step I took with Chloé. I wanted to visit her, see that grey eyes again whose opened paradise’s door for me. I wanted to feel her skin, held her tight in my arms again as at I had done the previous afternoon and if I met her parents I would not hesitate to ask her to marry me.

I crossed the space that got me apart from Chloé, trembling with nervousness and rehearsing the words I would say to my sweetheart’s father. I rehearsed the scene on my mind many times. I fell on my knees in front of a protector father or a comprehensive one. Even a rich father convicted to deny his daughter’s hand to marry a poor man as I am.

I hurried my steps, my body was anxious for Chloé’s company. I crossed the streets feeling the strong warm wind on my face advising about a storm. I crossed one of the bridges over Siena River, reaching halfway until I finally saw the imposing building that rose behind Paris’ movement.

I was surprised when I saw the place. It was not that fabulous building I had seen the previous afternoon. Now, it was nothing more than an old ruin abandoned by time and by other person who had possessed it, disturbing completely the beauty of the City of the Light. At that moment, all of the universe was covered by fog, the same fog that covered the city and omitted not too far, the Tour Eiffel’s top.

My thoughts wandered into a kind of a dream where the dizziness filled up my brain and a surreal curtain covered my eyes, hiding my vision, hiding what I wanted to see, camouflaging the previous day’s reality in mere illusion. It devastated me entirely. The more I looked for a reasonable explanation the less I could find one.

I looked around, feeling confused, searching a point of reference, trying to convince myself about being in a wrong address. It was everything there. Exactly, everything as it was in the previous day. I could not admit the idea that I was mad. I put my hands up on my aching head.

The mark of Chloé’s nails and teeth were all over my body yet and this made sure I had not dreaming. I touched them with my hands feeling my neck sweat coldly. They were there; more real than my own presence in this place. 

I closed my eyes just to try to clear my thoughts and tears ran down my face, involuntarily. I covered my face with my hands sitting down on the sidewalk, as a little boy who had just lost his new toy.

It was curious the feeling of loss that had seized my soul. How could I lose something that never was mine? The fact that I had been with Chloé did not mean that I possessed her, or that she fell in love for me too. I was arrogant to think she was mine, I was pretentious to think I could have her forever.

But the fact that Chloé was not there to explain what had happened, it did not solve the question. Things could not change that way, overnight, this was against all laws I knew: physics’ laws, nature’s laws, God’s laws. Just something demoniac could turn the world as it is to something absurdly destroyed and unexplained as I saw.
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I felt a presence by my side, someone sat down on the dirty cold sidewalk besides me. I tried to ignore it but I heard Stephen’s voice.

— It will not work if you cry, Inácio, — he said ironically, it was almost his mark on voice — or should I call you François?


—  Did you know? — I asked defeated.

—  Yes, bad news travels fast. But this is not a reason to be so sad, mon ami. What will you do?

—  I'll undo the misunderstanding. But first, I need to send a letter to my father. Do you know where the post office is?



Stephen hesitated. Logically he had the answer to my question, but he seemed determined not to answer me. I felt ridiculous eve more. Maybe, he did not bother to answer such a stupid question.


— Are you sure about this?

— What do you mean?

—  Do you know who François Roux was?

—  Should I know?

—  No, you could not, since you have arrived in Paris recently... — a comforting silence hung in the air for a few seconds. I thought that Stephen would tell me a terrible secret, something that I should not know or I do not wished to know.



— Well, François Roux was a young bastard, son of a french millionaire called Gérard Roux. Gérard married with a beautiful woman, the only heir to the legacy of the Champoudry family. They two were happy for some years, but the destiny wanted that he fell in love with Victória Cosine, an Italian poor woman escaping from a war that was going on France under the protection and generosity of Gérard. Victória worked to Gérard for many years, the two them fell in love and from this love was born François. Victória did everything to hide her pregnancy and the existence of the son. She feared to be abandoned for Gérard or to be put on the streets with the baby in her arms. She mainly feared his wife’s reaction when she knew about the bastard’s existence. For her surprise, Gérard did not leave her when he knew about the unexpected pregnancy, on the opposite, he showed love for the child and a great unconditional compassion for Victória Cosine. The main problem was that Gérard decided to register the child as his legitimate son, though Victória warned him that it would not be a good thing for a married man to register a bastard heir. As Gérard’s wishes were undisputed he did it as he wished to and brought the baby and the mother mother to live with him and his wife.
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