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Chapter One


There’s a six-foot man in front of me whom I need to put six feet under.


I may not be able to go through him physically, but I will disable him and get around him—even if he blocks my opening moves.


“Not bad, little girl,” he says with a smirk playing on his insufferable, arrogant British mouth.


Little girl? I can almost feel sparks shooting down my spine. My blood boils, and adrenaline tingles in my legs. I almost levitate with sheer aggression.


This little girl’s gonna take you down.


Despite his condescending, obnoxious words, the normally calm, cool Evan Kincaid is perspiring, and I can smell the damp, musky heat of his body instead of his designer deodorant. His mocking gray-blue eyes have darkened with focus, and his alert, carefully loose stance tells me that he’s taking me seriously.


It’s about time. My job is to take him out, and fast.


I crouch lower, weight on the balls of my feet, and he warily adjusts his own stance. As I size him up, though, I note that his arms are too low . . . a sign of cockiness. He’s confident that he’s going to beat me—why? I know karate as well as he does. Better, in fact.


Evan is tall, but not beefy. He’s tough and cut and moves with a sinewy grace. Because of his superior height, he’s got about seven inches more arm reach than I do, and twelve inches of additional leg reach. This means that his “ma” distance, or effective sphere of control, is much larger than mine. He’ll want to take advantage of that, using kicks.


Since he outweighs me by seventy pounds, I can’t go to the ground with him unless it’s a finishing move. I’ll need to close that “ma” gap, or I’ll be in trouble.


Evan sizes me up the same way that I evaluate him, gauging my strengths and weaknesses. Will he wait for me to move first this time?


No. He launches a series of spinning kicks: a front kick, followed by a spinning heel, then a roundhouse.


I step out of range of the first, then barely out of range of the second. But I can’t avoid him forever. Eventually, Evan will connect.


I move in on number three, blocking his right knee with my left palm to stop the kick. I punch the instep of his extended foot hard with my right hand, a move called “oi-tsuki.”


Yes!


Evan winces and gives an audible gasp. Two white dents appear on either side of his nostrils. His eyes narrow on me.


A smirk crosses my face. Evan deserves it, just as he deserves the nasty bruise he’ll develop at his instep. Evan is the reason I’m stuck in Paris.


I focus for a fleeting moment on his mouth and how it felt pressed against mine when he backed me against a wall and stole my first kiss.


Jerk.


Slimeball.


Egomaniac.


I press my advantage, launching myself at Evan just as he is forced to put weight on his injured foot.


I dive-roll past his kicking range and come up to deliver a flurry of punches centerline.


If there’s any justice in this world, I’ll connect.


But he blocks each blow in turn—I’m not even sure how. His hands are a blur. Worse, he catches my last punch, knocks me off-balance, and pulls me forward into a throw.


Unexpectedly, I’m flying.


But I’ve trained long and hard.


I roll out of the throw and come swiftly to my feet, turning to face him in a stance.


Except he’s not where I expect him to be.


What the—?


Oh, no.


What was that I mentioned about him being cocky? I’ve made the same mistake.


Evan’s left arm snakes out and circles my neck. His right arm locks behind my head, squeezing my carotid artery. I struggle to free myself using every tactic I can think of—feet, elbows, hands, hips. I stomp, claw, shove, and even try to bite him as I get ever more desperate.


But he’s relentless.


He uses his bicep and forearm to shut off my blood flow. . . .


And I can’t breathe. As I strain to free myself, every bad word I know flashes neon in my head. None of them can quite express the depth of my feelings.


Evan chuckles softly.


This little girl’s not taking him down, not by a long shot. If he wanted to, he could jerk me higher and wring my neck like a chicken’s. How could I have let him get the advantage like this?


“Relax, darling,” he murmurs. “Make your peace with sudden death.”


I make one last, futile attempt to drive an elbow backward into his six-pack abs. It takes every iota of energy I have left, and it accomplishes absolutely nothing.


Evan’s chest rumbles against my spine. Is he purring?


My vision blurs, then fades—though I can still see the F word emblazoned in flaming letters behind my eyelids. Maybe they’ll engrave it on my tombstone after they bury me.


Hate. Evan. Kincaid.


And he so doesn’t merit being the focus of my last conscious thoughts.


In the end, I’m not sure who I’m madder at—myself, for being so careless, or him, for choking the life out of me.


Before I can decide, everything goes black.
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I regain consciousness within seconds and realize that Evan has let me down gently onto the thick blue mat of GI’s studio. All around us are walls of mirrors that have reflected and refracted my total humiliation a hundredfold. My palms lie sweaty against the scuffed vinyl, and the air in my nostrils is thick with the dirty, plasticky scent of it.


I open my eyes and expect to see Evan towering over me, a six-foot, gi-clad exclamation point at the tail end of my mortification. I’m half-relieved but somehow half-disappointed that he’s not. Then I’m mad at myself for the half-disappointed part. What is my problem?


“Kari? You okay?” asks Sensei Joe. He extends a hand to help me up.


“I’m fine,” I mumble, and struggle upright, ignoring the hand. Evan is across the room, standing near the door and surrounded by an adoring gaggle of girls. He shoots a sympathetic glance in my direction, and his mouth twists in something like an apology.


Oooooh. Seriously? After just decimating me, he doesn’t get to play Mr. Nice Guy now! He can stuff his sympathy where the sun don’t shine.


There are whispers and low laughter and sidelong glances from the other students in the class as they filter out of the room. I wish Evan could choke off my embarrassment just like he did my oxygen. Why did I have to regain consciousness? I feel a flush spreading over my face and neck.


Sour grapes have yielded sweet wine for the others. I’ve beaten them all, every student in Generation Interpol, including Evan—until today. That’s why they’re thrilled that he’s outmaneuvered me. He is their hero.


Hoo-rah.


I can’t believe I’ve lost this fight. Out of arrogance. Thinking that I was invincible. I cringe.


Though I try telling myself that I’m just off my game, the unpleasant truth bites me in the butt and won’t let go. Evan is better than I am. Not just bigger and stronger, but better. Clearly he’s been holding something back until today, which enrages me. He’s been letting me win—setting me up to take a fall.


I stomp into the girls’ locker room, aware of snickers behind my back. Cecily Alarie, the girl they call “Roux,” curls her lip and laughs openly as she bends over and twists a towel into a turban around her wet copper-red hair.


GI may be in Paris, the City of Light, but this is the darkest time of my life. It may be full of geniuses and agents-in-training; it may be the ticket to an exciting life of fighting global crime, but it sucks.


It’s tough to have a sunny outlook on life when the parents I idolized have turned traitors and shamed not only me, but the Agency and their country. They took some getaway jet to Russia and left me and my brother behind . . . to the tender mercy of the US foster-care system. We were able to avoid it only because of my unusual skill set—and my brother’s.


Seven-year-old Charlie is a budding genius who speaks several languages and will probably win the Nobel Prize one day. I have some talent for karate and a broad base of knowledge that includes an ability to pick locks, “borrow” cars, and rock disguises.


We are stuck in France with Evan Kincaid and his group of international wankers at the Paris Institute during regular school hours. Once the bell rings, we attend GI, which kids who are not in the know refer to as “Get In.” They think it’s a fast track to admission at top colleges all over the world.


It really stands for Generation Interpol, a daily after-school training program for kids who’ve been hand-selected to become spies. The cherry on top? I never wanted to be a spy, and I don’t speak French. Judging by my recent test scores (despite studying for hours), I never will. The only French word I know is douche. I call Evan that a lot. But who turned out to be the douche today? Me.


Cecily (I privately call her Madame de Pompadour, who was Top Ho to one of the ugly French king Louises) smirks at me as I peel off my damp, dirty gi, then shove it into my locker and slam the door. I quickly wrap a towel around my angular, boyish naked body and head for the showers.


As if she knows my insecurities, Cecily drops the towel from her own body, and I am treated to the sight of her curves as she steps into a pair of lacy silk electric-blue tap pants. I’m sorry to say that she is a natural redhead and has large, perfect breasts. She will stuff those into a matching electric-blue boob holster that’s slung casually over her gym bag. No wonder Evan had a special friendship with her . . . one with benefits. Ugh.


I avert my eyes, but not quickly enough. She says something to her two sidekicks in French that I don’t understand, and they all laugh. I feel their eyes burning my backside as I scurry off, holding the towel tightly around myself.


Why is there a girl like Cecily in every school? I have escaped Lacey Carson, my old nemesis from Kennedy Prep, only to face an even worse version of her. At least Lacey didn’t prance around naked in front of me—she had the courtesy to wear a plaid miniskirt, part of our school uniform. And she was reassuringly American and therefore not all that mysterious.


Madame de Pompadour and her ladies-in-waiting are so Parisian that it’s painful. They’re not just garden-variety obnoxious. They’re chic and sophisticated about it. They ooze French from their pores.


I feel bland and uninteresting in comparison, like a human bowl of grits.


With a sudden pang, I miss my best friend Rita, with her fabulous wardrobe and full array of coordinating designer eyeglasses. I wonder what she’s up to, back in Washington, DC. I miss my other best friend Kale, too. I wonder if they’ve been allowed to see each other since we all got into so much trouble at the Agency?


I really miss my boyfriend, Luke. It’s been hard dating long-distance.


I almost hack up a hair ball thinking about it, but I even miss Lacey, his sister. At least she could give me makeup tips, so that I could camouflage myself around Cecily.


I drape my towel on a hook near the shower, turn on the faucet, and step under the spray of hot water. Before I realize it, tears are running down my face, and I’m in full-on self-pity mode. This disgusts me, so paradoxically, I cry harder. My only comfort is that nobody can tell, since water is water, whether it comes out of an eye or a nozzle.


For the first time in my life, I feel like a total loser.


I’ve felt dumb before. I’ve felt awkward and occasionally unattractive. Who hasn’t? But I’ve never felt this dull ache, this hopelessness, this loneliness that rolls over me on the flip side of my anger at my parents, at Evan, at everything.


Distracted by my dark thoughts, I slip on the slick communal shower floor and almost wipe out. I look down and see that somebody’s squirted a good six-inch lake of conditioner or lotion right at my feet. It’s been done deliberately to make me fall. Cecily?


I hose it down the drain and kick the tiled wall, which hurts but makes me feel better.


I am not a loser.


Nobody here is going to make me feel this way. And I will learn French if it kills me . . . if only so that I can effectively insult all these Generation Interpol snots. They may never like me, but they will respect me.





Chapter Two


Oh, joy. The only GI class I hate more than French is Tech 101. I can barely manage to xerox my own butt on a copy machine.


Why do I need to know how to dismantle and reassemble a cell phone? Much less create a scrambler for one? You tell me. But here I sit, surrounded by the parts of a cheap iPhone knockoff. It’s no mystery how to take out the SIM card—even I can do that—but now we have to become electrical engineers? Jeez!


Jean-Paul Olivier, the instructor, has a mop of graying dark hair and small, very pale blue eyes. He wears pants that are too big for him, a shirt with a slightly frayed collar, and a shabby blazer that reeks of BO. He carries a battered leather man-purse. At the moment, he’s jabbering away in incomprehensible French.


Ignoring the scattered plastic and metal parts in front of me, I sneak my hand into my backpack and fish out my own cell phone. I text my karate buddy Kale. Paris blows . . . everyone here sucks. How r u?


I wish I could text Rita, but after hacking into the Agency director’s laptop, she’s been banned from all technical devices for six months. It’s got to be killing her.


Kale himself can’t be too happy, since he’s been barred for an equal amount of time from any martial arts classes—punishment for helping me incapacitate several Agency employees.


I surreptitiously slide the phone back into its pocket and pretend to listen to the lecture.


Nobody seems to care that I don’t speak Frog. The attitude is that they will “immerse” me and I will eventually learn the language out of desperation. Would these people toss a toddler into the Seine without arm floaties? Tell the kid to sink or swim?


I can’t follow what the professor is saying, and unconsciously I zone out, following the movement of his Adam’s apple as it bobs up and down. He has missed a tiny patch of bristle under his chin while shaving. It looks goofy. Olivier’s teeth look like dejected prisoners jumbled together in a very small jail cell, straining to get out. I wonder if he’s ever seen a dentist.


My attention wanders from Olivier’s physical appearance to the parameters of the room we’re in. Generation Interpol is housed in an old, gray stone beaux arts building with soaring arches everywhere. It’s chilly, cluttered with neoclassical sculpture, and reminds me a lot of the Library of Congress in Washington, DC.


Frankly, it’s weird to be studying cutting-edge technology while surrounded by goddesses and scantily clad nymphs and half-naked warriors with spears. I’m checking out the winged sandals on a figure of Hermes and wishing I had a pair that would fly me away from here when Olivier notices me daydreaming.


“Kahrri? ’Allo? Kah-rrhhii!” He barks my name, making the r sound like bile clawing its way up his throat.


I blink. “Uh, oui, Monsieur Olivier?”


“Blah blah blah blah le telephone!”


“Uh . . .” I have no idea what the man just said. It’s heavily accented gibberish.


“Vite, Kahrri, vite!” That means “quickly.”


I open and close my mouth like a fish. I look down at the scattered phone parts on my desk. “Huh?”


Two desks ahead of mine, Cecily turns her head, murmurs something, and gives a delicate snort. Her cohorts sneer through their pale, understated lip gloss.


Olivier repeats whatever it is that he jabbered at me.


I stare helplessly at him.


“Mon Dieu,” he exclaims, and rolls his eyes, the whites showing. He shakes his head and makes another mysterious Gallic pronouncement.


Why does it have to be Evan who comes to my rescue? “Kari, he wants you to slip the listening device into the phone and then reassemble it. Comprends-tu?”


I’m torn between gratitude, embarrassment, and irritation. I nod my thanks at him before muttering, “You know this is dumb, right? There’s easily downloadable spyware on the Internet that can monitor any cell phone.” I know this from Rita, the hacker and gadget expert. What I don’t know is how it works, exactly.


So Olivier, who evidently has ears like a bat, invites me to explain it to the entire class, of course. In French.


I glare at him, doubly handicapped.


He waves his hand magnanimously and gives me a charming smile. “Karrhi? S’il vous plait.”


“It’s keystroke-monitoring software,” Evan announces. “Absolutely undetectable. Allows you to view your target’s contact list, outgoing and incoming calls, listen to what’s being said, and view texts, even deleted ones.”


“Vraiment?” Olivier asks, feigning utter fascination. “Formidable!”


A tight ball of dread has formed in my gut. I have a bad feeling I know what’s coming next.


“One can view texts?” Olivier marvels. “Ah . . . perhaps like zis?” He saunters over to the laptop on his podium, minimizes his PowerPoint presentation, and taps a few keys.


“ ‘Paris blows . . . ,’ ” he announces, bringing my text to Kale up onto the screen in front of the class. “ ‘Everyone here sucks.’ ”


Oh, dear God. As if this day hasn’t already been bad enough? I slide down in my seat.


“ ‘How r u?’ ” Olivier inquires sardonically.


My pulse is thundering in my ears. I can feel a hot red flush burning the skin of my face and neck. Somebody just kill me now . . . please?


“Karrhhi?”


“I’m sorry,” I mutter.


“Pardon?”


I stare down at my desk. “I’m sorry.”


“En Francais, Karrhhi. En Francais!”


At this point, I’m wishing that Evan had choked me out for good this morning. To my horror, more tears are trying to fight their way into my eyes. I would sooner die than lose it in front of this shabby sadist, in front of the whole class. I bite down, hard, on my tongue and relish the pain.


“Karrhhi?”


“That’s enough,” Evan says. “Leave her alone.” He says it in French, but I put two and two together from the tone of his voice, the outraged response from Olivier at being given orders by a student, and the gestures both of them make at each other. Evan gets up from his chair, advances on the smaller man, and stares him down while the interchange escalates into a shouting match.


I want to crawl under my desk and dig a hole to China, but Tech 101 doesn’t provide the tools to do that. So I’m forced to watch as Evan is ordered from the room and sent to Generation Interpol’s version of the principal’s office . . . for my sake.


Check in the dictionary next to the word “misery,” and you will find my picture. Evan, who destroyed my pride and deprived me of oxygen just this morning, has now become my hero. But I don’t know what to do with that . . . and I’m envious that he’s escaped class while I’m still stuck here.


I inhale the stink of everyone’s hatred. My text hasn’t helped things, and somehow they think it’s my fault that Evan’s in trouble—even though I didn’t ask him to stand up for me.


I wrestle with another truth. I don’t really despise Evan Kincaid.


I just wish I did.


It would be so much easier if I loathed him. Then I wouldn’t be confused, and I wouldn’t remember exactly how his body felt against mine when he had me in that choke hold. I wouldn’t have felt the vibrations of his voice so deeply in my own chest. I wouldn’t still remember the scent of him—laundry soap, a woodsy aftershave, and a hint of musk.


What is wrong with me? I am totally in love with my boyfriend. It’s just the long-distance thing that’s getting to me. I know that.


I fight the urge to pull out my cell phone again and stare at a picture of Luke. If I do that, Olivier will (no doubt) flash it up on the screen in front of the class and mock me until I spontaneously combust.


Oddly enough, Olivier seems to have taken Evan’s shouted orders under advisement, since he ignores my existence for the rest of the class. I do my best to understand what he’s saying, and I play monkey-see, monkey-do: watching and mimicking the kids around me as they reassemble the cell phone with the bug in it.


We then disassemble the phone once again and remove the bug. Then Olivier demonstrates the downloadable keystroke software that Evan explained. He also, thank God, shows us how to set the phones back to factory settings and get rid of his horrible spyware. I’ve learned a painful lesson.


I guess Evan knew more about all of this because he’s been in the field longer than the rest of us. Evan’s been in Generation Interpol since he was thirteen. His parents are dead, not just disgraced like mine. I wonder what that’s like . . . the awful finality of it. The realization that he’s completely alone in the world.


I shiver. I’m so lucky that I have my brother, Charlie. And when this awful tech class ends, I’ll go pick him up and hug him tight. He’s the only good thing in my life, in Paris, and in Generation Interpol.


Charlie is a small miracle. I couldn’t survive without him.
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Charlie sits with his tutor Clearance Matthis in a computer lab, two geeks on cloud nine.


Charlie looks like a miniature banker in his khakis, blue oxford-cloth button-down shirt, loafers, and horn-rims. Matthis, who’s my age, wears cobalt-blue metallic-framed glasses, a moth-eaten gray sweater, faded jeans, and neon-green track shoes. He’s super skinny, but he must have a tapeworm, because the boy eats like an ox—I have seen him inhale two lunches and a massive slab of cake within about eighty-five seconds.


At the moment, his chocolate-brown face glows eerily in the green light of twin computer screens. Charlie’s pale face, only inches away, looks ghostly. The two have the lights turned low in the lab so that they can see better. And oddly enough, they both have identical pairs of sunglasses next to their keyboards.


Sunglasses? It’s a cloudy, rainy day in Paris. Why would they need shades? And especially inside?


They’re so intent on the computers that they don’t even notice my arrival, and their expressions are rapt. Almost worshipful. I have a fleeting moment of terror that perhaps Matthis has introduced my little brother to porn.


I sneak up behind the boys just to make sure and yell, “Boo!”


Matthis jumps three feet out of his chair and comes down in a tangle of flying limbs, hyperventilating.


Charlie only lifts a pale blond eyebrow. “You’re so immature.”


“I know.” At sixteen, I love being told that by a seven-year-old. “Can’t help myself. What are you guys up to?”


“This is so cool. Matthis saw these sunglasses on the Internet and developed his own prototype!” Charlie waves his pair. “And guess what they do?”


I open my mouth to say something irreverent, but he doesn’t wait for an answer.


“They take pictures! And video!”


“Really?” I’m intrigued. “How?”


“You just touch the logo on the left—it’s a button—and it takes still photos. Press the one on the right for video. Then you turn your head and look at whatever you want to record. The images get stored here”—he points to the stems of the glasses—“in tiny hidden flash drives. And then you can download them to your computer.”


“Wow,” I say. “That’s very cool.” I turn to Matthis. “And you built these? Yourself?”


He’s recovered from his fright. He bobs his head shyly.


“You rock, Matthis!”


He blushes, stares at the floor, then folds his long legs up in a Buddha position, rolling office chair and all. That takes a certain amount of talent and balance all by itself, and I tell him so. He blushes again—it’s hard to see because his skin is so dark, but I can tell, even in the low lighting. He casts about for something to do so that he won’t have to meet my eyes and settles for snatching off his glasses and cleaning them on his sweater.


Matthis is one of the shyest people I’ve ever met. It’s sort of endearing, though. I don’t know him that well, partly because Charlie and I have been here only a couple of months and partly because the dude doesn’t speak. But his dad is the janitor at the GI building, and I suspect he has a complex about that—even though his mom is the top analyst at GI and that alone should make him proud.


Anyway. I try to draw Matthis out of his shell whenever I can. Not that it’s so easy.


“So, Matthis. Show me a video that you’ve made with these wild sunglasses.”


He jams his glasses back onto his nose, then exchanges a glance with Charlie, who nods. Why am I suddenly uneasy?


With a few strokes on his keyboard, Matthis brings up an image of my face on his screen. My face and the back of Evan’s head. As the camera pans out, it reveals that we’re in our gis. Matthis pushes the play button.


“Seriously?” I query.


The two boys giggle, and I am forced to relive my humiliating defeat at Evan’s hands. It’s very weird to see the combination of aggression and arrogance on my own mug, and excruciating to witness the moment when it changes to shock and then mortification. Worse, I realize that I look like a rag doll that the Invincible Evan is toying with.


I cringe; now it’s my turn to blush. But the two boys don’t notice—they’re too pleased with their coup at my expense. Nice.


“Thanks for that,” I say breezily. “And I’m fine by the way—thanks for asking.”


“Oh, we knew that,” Charlie announces. “Evan would never hurt you. I mean, not really.”


Now I’m offended. “He made me pass out! You don’t think that’s hurting me?”


“Nah.”


“Wow, Charlie. You’re pretty callous, don’t you think?”


“Nope,” my little brother says. “Evan let go right away, and he looked like he’d do CPR on you in a heartbeat if necessary.”


“Totally,” Matthis agrees.


“Huh.” I swallow and try very hard not to think about that. Luke, Luke, why won’t you come visit? I know all I need is to see him in person, and this strange thing with Evan will go away.


I’m starting to wonder if I’m becoming a bad person . . . OMG, what if I turn out like my parents? The whole “blood will tell” thing? That doesn’t bear thinking about.


Even though I know stuff like this is not preordained—I have control over the kind of person I become—anxiety floods my system. I feel as if ants are crawling over my body, doing little jigs on my skin. I need to get out of this building and away from anyone and anything in GI. The very last place I want to be right now is in spy school! Learning to be just like Mom and Dad. Ugh.


“C’mon, Charlie,” I say, as casually as I can manage. “I hate to cut this short, but we need to be going.”


His face falls, and so does Matthis’s. “You guys can’t hang out for a while?”


I open my mouth to refuse, but they make big, sad puppy eyes at me. Aaargggh. I am desperate for air and just want to be outside on the street. “We really do have to be going . . . but how about if we stop on the way home for hot chocolate? With extra whipped cream?”


There’s an amazing little chocolate café a couple of blocks away. It looks like an old-fashioned tearoom, but they specialize in hot cocoa and pastries. It’s a little bit girlie, but Charlie loves anything on the menu and so chooses to ignore the feminine surroundings.


“Yeah!” he says with glee.


I turn to Matthis, who looks hangdog. “Hey, you want to join us?”


He nods, his expression breaking my heart. It’s as if he’s fearful that I’m going to take back the invitation, that it’s too good to be true. Poor Matthis. I don’t think anyone ever really asks him to do anything fun.


“Well, c’mon already,” I nudge him.


He almost trips over his own feet as he jumps up, wraps the prototypes of the sunglasses in soft chamois cloth, then starts to stuff them into his backpack.


“Hey,” Charlie says. “Why don’t we wear them and video stuff?”


So they do. As we hit the streets of Paris, I’m unwillingly drawn to the beauty, architecture, and history of the city, while they video passersby, dogs in cafés, pigeons, and even a newspaper page that’s being blown along the sidewalk.


I wrestle—not too hard—with my moodiness while acknowledging a cool thing about Paris: It’s willing, especially on a gray December day like this one, to be moody right along with me.


The boys video the chocolate shop’s display window, the stairs, the menu, and the waitress. And after we’ve gorged ourselves on pain au chocolat and chocolat chaud (hot chocolate), Charlie begs to borrow the pair of sunglasses he’s wearing, just for the night. He swears to return them the next day. Matthis is clearly tickled that Charlie loves them so much, so he agrees.


Oh, boy. I guess Charlie will be taking video of the Metro station, the tracks, and the train, too . . . somehow, I manage to contain my excitement.





Chapter Three


The Paris Metro is not nearly as clean as the Metro in DC. I make Charlie hold my hand, even though he’s offended that I still treat him like a baby and he feels that it’s “entirely unnecessary.” Jeez. Charlie even talks like a banker! Where he got his formal speech patterns, I don’t know. Maybe it’s just that he reads so much . . . he even reads Roget’s Thesaurus for fun.


It’s wall-to-wall cranky people in every corridor and stairwell. At six p.m., everyone in Paris is streaming home from work. Charlie is still videoing away, after confiding to me that he’s looking for particularly crabby expressions on “old fart frogs.” This makes me laugh, maybe because it’s the first thing out of his mouth this afternoon that’s something a kid his age might say.


There are certainly lots of “old fart frogs” to choose from. Some look stressed. Some look angry. Others just look tired. Every once in a while, someone shocks me by looking happy and thankful to be alive. I wonder, when I see these radiant faces, if they’ve found drugs or religion. I guess that’s a terrible thing to say. Maybe they’re just seduced by the essence of Paris.


Anyway, Charlie’s having a ball, and I can’t help but smile in the face of his innocence and delight in the simple pleasures of life—not to mention technology. It makes me feel a little lighter inside.


I propel Charlie onto a train on the 12 line, headed for Issy-les-Moulineaux, the suburb of Paris where we live now with Interpol agent Rebecca Morrow, her husband, and her daughter, Abby.
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