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INSTANT #1 NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLERPARADE MAGAZINE – ONE OF FALL'S
MOST ANTICIPATED BOOKSAARP'S MOST ANTICIPATED BOOKS OF FALLCRIMEREADS
– ONE OF THE BEST TRADITIONAL MYSTERIES OF THE YEARGLOBE AND MAIL - TOP
100 BOOKS OF THE YEARCHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR - ONE OF THE BEST NOVELS
OF THE YEARKIRKUS REVIEWS - ONE OF THE BEST MYSTERIES/THRILLERS OF THE
YEARLIBRARY JOURNAL - ONE OF THE BEST CRIME FICTION BOOKS OF THE
YEARThe 16th novel by #1 bestselling author Louise Penny finds Chief Inspector Armand
Gamache of the Sûreté du Quebec investigating a sinister plot in the City of LightOn their first
night in Paris, the Gamaches gather as a family for a bistro dinner with Armand’s godfather, the
billionaire Stephen Horowitz. Walking home together after the meal, they watch in horror as
Stephen is knocked down and critically injured in what Gamache knows is no accident, but a
deliberate attempt on the elderly man’s life.When a strange key is found in Stephen’s
possession it sends Armand, his wife Reine-Marie, and his former second-in-command at the
Sûreté, Jean-Guy Beauvoir, from the top of the Tour d’Eiffel, to the bowels of the Paris
Archives, from luxury hotels to odd, coded, works of art.It sends them deep into the secrets
Armand’s godfather has kept for decades.A gruesome discovery in Stephen’s Paris apartment
makes it clear the secrets are more rancid, the danger far greater and more imminent, than
they realized.Soon the whole family is caught up in a web of lies and deceit. In order to find the
truth, Gamache will have to decide whether he can trust his friends, his colleagues, his
instincts, his own past. His own family.For even the City of Light casts long shadows. And in
that darkness devils hide.
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friend.Goodness ExistsCHAPTER 1“Hell is empty, Armand,” said Stephen Horowitz.“You’ve
mentioned that. And all the devils are here?” asked Armand Gamache.“Well, maybe not here,
here”—Stephen spread his expressive hands—“exactly.”“Here, here” was the garden of the
Musée Rodin, in Paris, where Armand and his godfather were enjoying a quiet few minutes.
Outside the walls they could hear the traffic, the hustle and the tussle of the great city.But here,
here, there was peace. The deep peace that comes not just with quiet, but with familiarity.With
knowing they were safe. In the garden. In each other’s company.Armand passed his
companion a tartelette au citron and glanced casually around. It was a warm and pleasant late-
September afternoon. Shadows were distancing themselves from the trees, the statues, the
people. Elongating. Straining away.The light was winning.Children ran free, laughing and racing
down the long lawn in front of the château. Young parents watched from wooden benches, their
planks turned gray over the years. As would they, eventually. But for now they relaxed, grateful
for their children, and very grateful for the few minutes away from them in this safe place.A less
likely setting for the devil would be hard to imagine.But then, Armand Gamache thought, where
else would you find darkness but right up against the light? What greater triumph for evil than
to ruin a garden?It wouldn’t be the first time.“Do you remember,” Stephen began, and Armand
turned back to the elderly man beside him. He knew exactly what he was about to say. “When
you decided to propose to Reine-Marie?” Stephen patted their own bench. “Here? In front of
that.”Armand followed the gesture and smiled.It was a familiar story. One Stephen told every
chance he got, and certainly every time godfather and godson made their pilgrimage here.It
was their best-loved place in all of Paris.The garden on the grounds of the Musée Rodin.Where
better, the young Armand had thought many years earlier, to ask Reine-Marie to marry him?
He had the ring. He’d rehearsed the words. He’d saved up six months of his measly salary as a
lowly agent with the Sûreté du Québec for the trip.He’d bring the woman he loved best, to the
place he loved best. And ask her to spend the rest of her life with him.His budget wouldn’t
stretch to a hotel, so they’d have to stay in a hostel. But he knew Reine-Marie wouldn’t
mind.They were in love and they were in Paris. And soon, they’d be engaged.But once again,
Stephen had come to the rescue, lending the young couple his splendid apartment in the
Seventh Arrondissement.It wasn’t the first time Armand had stayed there.He’d practically grown
up in that gracious Haussmann building, with its floor-to-ceiling windows looking out over the
Hôtel Lutetia. The vast apartment had herringbone wood floors and marble fireplaces and tall,
tall ceilings, making each room light and airy.It was an inquisitive child’s paradise, with its
nooks and crannies. The armoire with the fake drawers made, he was sure, just for a little boy
to hide in. There were assorted treasures to play with, when Stephen wasn’t looking.And
furniture perfect for jumping on.Until it broke.Stephen collected art, and each day he’d choose
one piece and tell his godson about the artists and the work. Cézanne. Riopelle and Lemieux.
Kenojuak Ashevak.With one exception.The tiny watercolor that hung at the level of a nine-year-
old’s eye. Stephen never talked about it, mostly because, he’d once told Armand, there wasn’t



much to say. It wasn’t exactly a masterpiece, like the others. Yet there was something about
this particular work.After a day out in the great city, they’d return exhausted, and while Stephen
made chocolat chaud in the cramped kitchen, young Armand would drift over to the
paintings.Inevitably, Stephen would find the boy standing in front of the small watercolor,
looking into the frame as though it was a window. At the tranquil village in the valley.“That’s
worthless,” Stephen had said.But worthless or not, it was young Armand’s favorite. He was
drawn back to it on every visit. He knew in his heart that anything that offered such peace had
great value.And he suspected his godfather thought so, too. Otherwise he’d never have hung it
with all the other masterpieces.At the age of nine, just months after both Armand’s parents had
been killed in a car accident, Stephen had brought the boy to Paris for the first time. They’d
walked together around the city. Not talking, but letting the silent little boy think his
thoughts.Eventually, Armand had lifted his head and begun to notice his surroundings. The
wide boulevards, the bridges. Notre-Dame, the Tour Eiffel, the Seine. The brasseries, with
Parisians sitting at round marble-topped tables on the sidewalks, drinking espresso or beer or
wine.At each corner, Stephen took his hand. Holding it firmly. Until they were safe on the other
side.And slowly young Armand realized he was safe, would always be safe, with this man. And
that he would get to the other side.And slowly, slowly, he’d returned to life.Here. In Paris.Then
one morning his godfather had said, “Today, garçon, we’re going to my very favorite place in all
of Paris. And then we’ll have an ice cream at the Hôtel Lutetia.”They’d strolled up boulevard
Raspail and turned left onto rue de Varenne. Past the shops and patisseries. Armand lingered
at the windows, looking at the mille-feuilles and madeleines and pains aux raisins.They
stopped at one, and Stephen bought them each a tartelette au citron, giving Armand the small
paper bag to carry.And then they were there. At an opening in a wall.After paying the
admission, they went in.Armand, his mind on the treat in the bag, barely registered his
surroundings. This felt like duty, before the reward.He opened the bag and looked in.Stephen
put his hand on the boy’s arm and said, “Patience. Patience. With patience comes choice, and
with choice comes power.”The words meant nothing to the hungry little boy, except to say that
he couldn’t yet have the pastry.Reluctantly, Armand closed the bag, then looked around.“What
do you think?” Stephen asked when he saw his godson’s eyes widening.He could read the
boy’s mind. It wasn’t, in all honesty, all that difficult.Who’d have thought such a place existed
anywhere, never mind tucked, essentially hidden, behind tall walls, in the middle of the city? It
was a world unto itself. A magic garden.Had he been alone, Armand would have walked right
by, mind on the uneaten pastry, never discovering what lay inside. Never seeing the beautiful
château with its tall windows and sweeping terrace.While not at all jaded, the child was by now
used to magnificent buildings in Paris. The city was thick with them. What astonished him were
the grounds.The manicured lawns, the trees shaped like cones. The fountains.But unlike the
huge jardin du Luxembourg, created to impress, this garden was almost intimate.And then
there were the statues. Come upon here and there among the greenery. As though they’d been
waiting patiently. For them.Now and then the wail of a siren could be heard, coming from the
world outside. The blast of a horn. A shout.But all that did was intensify, for Armand, the sense
of extreme peace he’d found, he felt, in the garden. A peace he hadn’t known since that quiet
knock on the door.They walked slowly around, Stephen, for the first time, not leading but
following, as Armand stopped in front of each of Rodin’s statues.But the boy kept glancing over
his shoulder. To the cluster of men at the entrance, and exit, to the garden.Eventually, Armand
led them back there, and stood transfixed in front of the statue.“The Burghers of Calais,”
Stephen had said, his voice hushed, soothing. “In the Hundred Years’ War, the English King,
Edward, laid siege to the French port of Calais.”He looked at Armand to see if he was listening,



but there was no indication either way.“It was a crisis for the citizens. No food, no provisions
could get past the English blockade. The French King, Philip, could have parleyed. Could have
negotiated, to relieve the city. But he did nothing. He left them to starve. And they did. Men,
women, children began to die.”Now Armand turned and looked up at Stephen. The boy might
not really understand war. But death he understood.“The King did that? He could’ve done
something, but he let them die?”“Both kings did. Yes. In order to win. Wars are like that.” He
could see the confusion, the upset, in the boy’s deep brown eyes. “Do you want me to go on?”
Stephen asked.“Oui, s’il vous plaît.” And Armand turned back to the statue and the men frozen
in time.“Just as complete catastrophe threatened, King Edward did something no one
expected. He decided to have mercy on the people of Calais. But he asked one thing. He’d
spare the town if the six most prominent citizens would surrender. He didn’t say it exactly, but
everyone knew they’d be executed. As a warning to anyone else who might oppose him. They’d
die so that the rest could live.”Stephen saw Armand’s shoulders rise, then fall.“The most
prominent citizen, Eustache de Saint-Pierre, volunteered first. That’s him, there.” He pointed to
one of the statues. A thin, grim man. “Then five others joined him. They were told to strip to
their undergarments, put nooses around their necks, and carry the keys to the city and castle
to the great gates. Which they did. The Burghers of Calais.”Armand raised his head and stared
up into the eyes of Eustache. Unlike all the other statues he’d seen around Paris, here he didn’t
see glory. There were no angels ready to lift these men to Paradise. This was no fearless
sacrifice. They were not marching, heads high, into splendid martyrdom.What the boy saw was
anguish. Despair. Resignation.The burghers of this seaside town were afraid.But they did it
anyway.Armand’s lower lip began to tremble and his chin pucker, and Stephen wondered if he’d
gone far too far in telling this boy this story.He touched his godson’s shoulder, and Armand
swung around and buried his face in Stephen’s sweater, throwing his arms around him, not in
an embrace but in a grip. As one might cling to a pillar, to stop from being swept away.“They
were saved, Armand,” said Stephen quickly, dropping to his knees and holding on to the
sobbing boy. “They weren’t executed. The King spared their lives.”It took Armand a few
moments to absorb that. Finally pulling away, he dragged his sleeve across his face and looked
at Stephen.“Really?”“Oui.”“Really truly?” Armand gulped, his breath coming in fits as it caught
in his throat.“Really truly, garçon. They all lived.”The little boy thought, looking down at his
sneakers, then up into Stephen’s clear blue eyes. “Would you?”Stephen, who knew what he
was asking, almost said, Yes, of course. But stopped himself. This boy deserved the truth.“Give
up my life? For people I love, yes.” He squeezed the thin shoulders and smiled.“For
strangers?”Stephen, just getting to know his godson, was realizing that he would not be
satisfied with the easy answer. There was something quietly relentless about this child.“I hope
so, but honestly? I don’t know.”Armand nodded, then turning to the statue, he squared his
shoulders.“It was cruel.” He spoke to the burghers. “What the King did. Letting them think they’d
die.”His godfather nodded. “But it was compassionate to spare them. Life can be cruel, as you
know. But it can also be kind. Filled with wonders. You need to remember that. You have your
own choice to make, Armand. What’re you going to focus on? What’s unfair, or all the
wonderful things that happen? Both are true, both are real. Both need to be accepted. But
which carries more weight with you?” Stephen tapped the boy’s chest. “The terrible or the
wonderful? The goodness or the cruelty? Your life will be decided by that choice.”“And
patience?” asked Armand, and Stephen caught something he hadn’t noticed before. A hint of
the mischievous.The boy listened after all. Took everything in. And Stephen Horowitz realized
he’d have to be careful.There was no bench in front of the burghers, so Stephen had taken
Armand over to his own favorite work by Rodin.They opened the brown paper bag and ate their



tartelettes au citron in front of The Gates of Hell. Stephen talked about the remarkable work
while brushing powdery icing sugar off Armand’s sweater.“I still can’t believe,” Stephen said fifty
years later as they sat in front of the same statue, and ate their tartelettes au citron, “that you
decided to propose to Reine-Marie in front of The Gates of Hell. But then the idea did spring
from the same mind that thought it was a good idea to take her mother a toilet plunger as a
hostess gift the first time you were introduced.”“You remember that.”But of course he did.
Stephen Horowitz forgot nothing.“Thank God you came to me for advice before proposing,
garçon.”Armand smiled. He hadn’t actually gone up to Stephen’s office, high above Montréal,
that spring day thirty-five years ago, for advice. He went there to simply tell his godfather that
he’d decided to ask his girlfriend of two years to marry him.On hearing the news, Stephen had
come around his desk and pulled the young man to him, holding him tight. Then Stephen gave
a brusque nod and turned away. Bringing out a handkerchief, he glanced, for just a moment,
out the window. Over Mount Royal, which dominated the city. And into the cloudless sky.Then
he turned back and considered the man he’d known since birth.Taller than him now. Sturdy.
Clean-shaven, with wavy dark hair, and deep brown eyes, both solemn and kind. With, yes, still
that hint of the mischievous.Armand had been to Cambridge to learn English, but instead of
taking law, or business, as his godfather had advised, young Armand had, upon his return to
Québec, entered the Sûreté academy.He’d made his choice.And he’d found wonderment. It
came in the form of a junior librarian at the Bibliothèque et Archives nationales in Montréal
named Reine-Marie Cloutier.Stephen had taken his godson out for lunch at the nearby Ritz, to
celebrate.“Where will you propose?” Stephen had asked.“Can you guess?”“Paris.”“Oui. She’s
never been.”Armand and his godfather had returned to Paris every year. Exploring the city,
discovering new haunts. Then ending the day eating ice cream at the Hôtel Lutetia, which was
just across the street from Stephen’s apartment. The waiters always made a fuss of the boy,
even when he grew into a man.Armand’s adopted grandmother, Zora, who raised him, didn’t
approve of his going to the hotel, though it would be years before Armand understood why.“It’ll
be our little secret,” Stephen had said.Zora also did not approve of Stephen. Though, again, it
would be many years before Armand learned the reason. And learned that crème glacée at the
Lutetia was the least of his godfather’s secrets.Over a glass of champagne in the Ritz in
Montréal, Armand had told Stephen his plans for the proposal.When he’d finished, his
godfather stared at him.“Jesus, garçon,” Stephen had said. “The Gates of Hell? Dear God, and
they gave you a gun?”Stephen had been in his late fifties by then and at the height of his
powers. The business magnate intimidated all around him. Armand suspected even the
furniture cowered when Stephen Horowitz entered a room.It wasn’t simply the force of his
personality and the immense wealth he was busy acquiring and wielding, but his willingness to
use both power and money to destroy those he felt were crooks.Sometimes it took him years,
but eventually, he brought them down. Power. And patience. Stephen Horowitz had command
of both.He was genuinely kind and openly ruthless. And when he turned those intense blue
eyes on a quarry, they quaked.But not Armand.Not because he’d never been in the crosshairs,
but because what Armand was most afraid of wasn’t being hurt by Stephen. He was afraid of
hurting him. Disappointing him.He’d argued with Stephen. Explaining that he loved Reine-
Marie, and loved the tranquil garden in the middle of Paris.“Where better to propose?”“I don’t
know,” Stephen had said, the clear blue eyes challenging Armand. “The métro? The
catacombs? The morgue? For God’s sake, garçon, anywhere but The Gates of Hell.”And after
a moment’s pause, Armand had chuckled. Seeing Stephen’s point.He hadn’t actually thought
of that bench as being in front of The Gates of Hell. He thought of it as the place where he’d
found a measure of freedom from crushing grief. Where he’d found the possibility of peace.



Where he’d found happiness, with lemon curd on his chin and icing sugar down his
sweater.He’d found sanctuary with his godfather just outside The Gates of Hell.“I’ll tell you
where you need to do it,” said Stephen. And did.That had been thirty-five years earlier.Armand
and Reine-Marie had two grown children now. Daniel and Annie. Three grandchildren. The
imminent arrival of Annie’s second child was what had brought them to Paris.Armand was now
the same age Stephen had been when they’d had that conversation about the proposal. Over
six feet tall, and stolidly built, Armand now had mostly gray hair, and his face was lined from
the passage of time and the weight of difficult choices.A deep scar at his temple spoke of the
toll his job had taken. The wages of being a senior officer in the Sûreté du Québec.But there
were other lines. Deeper lines. That radiated from his eyes and mouth. Laugh lines.They, too,
spoke of the choices Armand had made. And the weight he gave them.Stephen was now
ninety-three and, while growing frailer, was still formidable. Still going in to work every day, and
terrorizing those who needed the fear of, if not God, then this godfather put into them.It would
come as no surprise to his business rivals that Stephen Horowitz’s favorite statue was Rodin’s
Gates of Hell. With the famous image of The Thinker. And, below it, the souls tumbling into the
abyss.Once again, godfather and godson sat side by side on the bench and ate their pastries
in the sunshine.“Thank God I convinced you to propose in the jardin du Luxembourg,” said
Stephen.Armand was about to correct him. It hadn’t actually been that garden, but
another.Instead, he stopped and regarded his godfather.Was he slowing down after all? It
would be natural, at the age of ninety-three, and yet for Armand it was inconceivable. He
reached out and brushed icing sugar off Stephen’s vest.“How’s Daniel?” Stephen asked as he
batted away Armand’s hand.“He’s doing well. Roslyn’s gone back to work in the design firm,
now that the girls are in school.”“Daniel’s happy in his job here in Paris, at the bank? He plans
to stay?”“Oui. He even got a promotion.”“Yes, I know.”“How do you know that?”“I have dealings
with the bank. I believe Daniel’s in the venture capital department now.”“Yes. Did you—”“Get
him the promotion? No. But he and I get together every now and then, when I’m in Paris. We
talk. He’s a good man.”“Yes, I know.” It seemed curious to Armand that Stephen felt the need to
tell him that. As though he didn’t know his own son.And the next thing Stephen said went
beyond curious. “Speak to Daniel. Make it up with him.”The words shocked Armand and he
turned to Stephen. “Pardon?”“Daniel. You need to make peace.”“But we have. Years ago.
Everything’s okay between us.”The sharp blue eyes turned on Armand. “Are you so
sure?”“What do you know, Stephen?”“I know what you know, that old wounds run deep. They
can fester. You see it in others, but miss it in your own son.”Armand felt a spike of anger, but
recognized it for what it was. Pain. And below that, fear. He’d mended the wounds with his
oldest child. Years ago. He was sure of it. Hadn’t he? “What’re you saying?”“Why do you think
Daniel moved to Paris?”“For the same reason Jean-Guy and Annie moved here. They got great
job offers.”“And everything’s been fine between you since?”“With a few bumps, but yes.”“I’m
glad.”But Stephen looked neither glad nor convinced. Before Armand could pursue it further,
Stephen asked, “So that’s your son. How about your daughter and Jean-Guy? Are they settling
into their new lives in Paris all right?”“Yes. A transition, of course. Annie’s on maternity leave
from her law firm, and Jean-Guy’s adjusting to life in the private sector. Been a bit of a
challenge.”“Not surprised. Since he’s no longer your second-in-command at the Sûreté, he
can’t arrest people anymore,” Stephen, who knew Jean-Guy Beauvoir well, said with a smile.
“That can’t have been easy.”“He did try to arrest a colleague who cut into the lunch line, but he
learns quickly. No damage done. Thankfully, he told her his name is Stephen
Horowitz.”Stephen laughed.To say going from being Chief Inspector Beauvoir in the Sûreté du
Québec to running a department in a multinational engineering firm in Paris was an adjustment



would have been a vast understatement.Having to do it without a gun was even more
difficult.“Daniel and Roslyn being here has helped a lot.” As Armand spoke, he examined his
godfather, to see his reaction to those words.As a senior officer in the Sûreté du Québec, and
Jean-Guy’s boss for many years, Gamache was used to reading faces.Less a hunter than an
explorer, Armand Gamache delved into what people thought, but mostly how they felt. Because
that was where actions were conceived.Noble acts. And acts of the greatest cruelty.But try as
he might, Armand had difficulty reading his godfather.For a time, he’d thought he was in a
position of privilege, and had unique insight into this remarkable man. But as the years went by,
he began to wonder if maybe the opposite was true. Maybe he was too close. Maybe others
saw Stephen more clearly, more completely, than he could.He still saw the man who had taken
his hand and kept him safe.Others, like his grandmother Zora, saw something else.“How’s
Annie?” asked Stephen. “Are they ready for the baby?”“As ready as anyone can be, I think.”“It
was a big decision.”“Oui.” No use denying that. “She’s due any day now. You’ll see them tonight
at dinner. I’ve made reservations for all of us at Juveniles. Eight o’clock.”“Terrific.” Stephen
unzipped his inner pocket and showed Armand the note in his slender agenda. “I
assumed.”Already written there was family, then Juveniles.“Reine-Marie and I will swing by and
pick you up.”“Non, non. I’m having drinks with someone first. I’ll meet you there.” Stephen
looked ahead of him. Staring at The Thinker.“What’re you thinking?” Armand asked.“That I’m
not afraid to die. I am a little afraid of going to Hell.”“Why do you say that?” asked Armand,
shaken by the words.“Just the natural fear of a ninety-three-year-old reviewing his life.”“What
do you see?”“I see far too much ice cream.”“Impossible.” Armand paused for a moment, before
speaking. “I see a good man. A brave man. This’s a better world because you’re in it.”Stephen
smiled. “That’s kind of you to say, but you don’t know everything.”“Are you trying to tell me
something?”“Non, not at all.” He reached out and gripped Armand’s wrist. His laser-blue eyes
holding Armand’s. “I’ve always told the truth.”“I know you have.” Armand placed his warm hand
over Stephen’s cool one and squeezed gently. “When we first sat down, you said that Hell is
empty and all the devils are here. What did you mean?”“It’s one of my favorite quotes, you
know that,” said Stephen.And Armand did. Stephen loved to use the lines from The Tempest to
unnerve business rivals, colleagues. Friends. Strangers on planes.But this time was different.
This time Stephen had added something. Something Armand had never heard from him
before.A specificity.“You said the devils aren’t here, here.” Armand lifted his hands in imitation
of Stephen’s gesture. “Why did you say that?”“Who the hell knows? I’m an old man. Stop
badgering me.”“If they aren’t here, then where are they?”The shadows had reached them now,
and it was growing chilly in the shade.“You should know.” Stephen turned to him. But not on
him. It was a slow, considered movement. “You’ve met them often enough. You hunt devils for a
living.” His blue eyes held Armand’s brown. “I’m very proud of you, son.”Son.Stephen had never
called him that. Not once in fifty years.Garçon, yes. Boy. It was said with great affection. But it
wasn’t the same. As son.Armand knew Stephen had been careful never to use that word. To
not step on his late father’s memory and place in Armand’s life.But now he had. Was it a slip?
An indication of age and frailty? The defenses worn down, allowing his true feelings to escape?
On that one, small, word.“Don’t you worry about the devils, Armand. It’s a beautiful September
afternoon, we’re in Paris, and your granddaughter is about to be born. Life is good.” Stephen
patted Armand’s knee, then used it to push himself upright. “Come along, garçon. You can take
me home.”They paused, as they always did, at The Burghers. To look into those grim,
determined faces.“Just remember.” Stephen turned to look at his godson.Armand held his eyes
and nodded.Then the two men walked slowly down rue de Varenne. Armand took Stephen’s
arm as they crossed the streets. They ambled past antique shops and stopped at a patisserie,



where Armand bought a pain aux raisins escargot for Reine-Marie, her favorite. And a
croissant for Stephen to have with his breakfast.At the large red-lacquered double door into
Stephen’s building, the elderly man said, “Leave me here. I might just go across to the Hôtel
Lutetia for an aperitif.”“And by ‘aperitif’ you mean ice cream?”It was only when Armand was
crossing the Pont d’Arcole, on his way to their apartment in the Marais, that he realized he
hadn’t pursued the question with Stephen. Or maybe Stephen had managed to divert his
attention.Away from the devils. That were somewhere here, here. In Paris.CHAPTER 2Jean-
Guy Beauvoir could almost feel the chill enter the room, despite the sun streaming through his
office window.He looked up from his screen, but already knew who he’d see. Along with the
lowered temperature, a slight aroma always accompanied his deputy department head. And
while Beauvoir knew the chill was his imagination, the smell was not.Sure enough, Séverine
Arbour was at his door. She wore her usual delicately condescending smile. It seemed to
complement, like a silk scarf, her designer outfit. Beauvoir wasn’t aware enough of fashion to
say if Madame Arbour was wearing Chanel, or Yves Saint Laurent, or maybe Givenchy. But
since arriving in Paris he’d come to at least know the names. And to recognize haute couture
when he saw it.And he saw it now.In her forties, elegant and polished, Madame Arbour was the
definition of soignée. A Parisienne through and through.The only thing she wore that he could
name was her scent.Sauvage by Dior. A man’s cologne.He wondered if it was a message and
considered changing his cologne from Brut to Boss. But decided against it. Things were
complex enough between them without entering into a war of fragrances with his number
two.“Lots of women wear men’s cologne,” Annie explained when he told her about it. “And men
wear women’s scents. It’s all just marketing. If you like the smell, why not?”She’d then dared
him ten euros to wear her eau de toilette into work the next day. A dare he took up. As fate
would have it, his own boss, Carole Gossette, chose that very day to invite him out for lunch.
For the first time.He went to her private club, the Cercle de l’Union Interalliée, smelling of
Clinique’s Aromatics Elixir. The exact same scent the senior VP at the engineering giant was
herself wearing.It actually seemed to endear him to her.In a quid pro quo, Annie went into her
law offices smelling of Brut. Her male colleagues had, up to then, been cordial but distant.
Waiting for the avocate from Québec to prove herself. But that day they seemed to relax. To
even pay her more respect. She, and her musk, were welcomed into the fold.Like her father,
Annie Gamache was not one to turn her back on an unexpected advantage. She continued to
wear the eau de Cologne until the day she took maternity leave.Jean-Guy, on the other hand,
did not put on the perfume again, despite the fact he actually preferred the warm scent to his
Brut. It smelled of Annie, and that always calmed and gladdened him.Séverine Arbour stood at
the door, her face set in a pleasant smile with a base note of smoky resentment and a hint of
smug.Was she biding her time, waiting for her chance to knife him in the back? Beauvoir
thought so. But he also knew that compared to the brutal culture in the Sûreté du Québec, the
internal politics of this multinational corporation were nothing.This knifing would, at least, be
figurative.Beauvoir had hoped that, with the passage of time, Madame Arbour would come to
accept him as head of the department. But all that had happened, in the almost five months
he’d been there, was that they’d developed a mutual suspicion.He suspected she was trying to
undermine him.She suspected he was incompetent.Part of Jean-Guy Beauvoir recognized
they both might be right.Madame Arbour took the chair across from him and looked on,
patiently.It was, Beauvoir knew, meant to annoy him. But it wouldn’t work. Nothing could upset
him that day.His second child was due any time now.Annie was healthy, as was their young
son, Honoré.He had a job he enjoyed, if didn’t as yet completely understand.They were in
Paris. Paris, for God’s sake.How a snot-nosed kid went from playing ball hockey in the alleys of



East End Montréal to being an executive in Paris was frankly still a bit of a mystery to him.To
add to Jean-Guy’s buoyant mood, it was Friday afternoon. Armand and Reine-Marie Gamache
had arrived from Montréal, and tonight they’d all be having dinner together at one of their
favorite bistros.“Oui?” he said.“You wanted to see me?” Madame Arbour asked.“No. What gave
you that idea, Séverine?”She nodded toward his laptop. “I sent you a document. About the
funicular project in Luxembourg.”“Yes. I’m just reading it.” He did not say it was, in fact, the
second time through, and he still didn’t understand what he was looking at. Except that it was
an elevator up a cliff. In Luxembourg.“Is there something you want to say about it?” He
removed his glasses.It was the end of the day and his eyes were tired, but he’d be damned if
he’d pass his hand over them.Instinctively, Jean-Guy Beauvoir understood it would be a
mistake to show this woman any weakness. Physical, emotional, intellectual.“I just thought you
might have some questions,” she said. And waited. Expectantly.Beauvoir had to admit, she was
beginning to dull his sense of well-being.He was used to dealing with criminals. And not petty
thieves or knuckleheads who got into drunken brawls, but the worst of the worst. Killers. And
one mad poet with a duck.He’d learned how not to let them into his head. Except, of course,
the duck.And yet somehow Séverine Arbour managed to get under his skin. If not, as yet, into
his skull.But it wasn’t for lack of trying.And he knew why. Even the brawling knuckleheads could
figure it out.She wanted his job. Felt she should have it.He could almost sympathize with her. It
was, after all, a great job.Beauvoir had had his regular Friday lunch with his own boss, Carole
Gossette, in a nearby brasserie. But the previous lunch had been at thirty thousand feet, on the
corporate jet, as they flew to Singapore.Two weeks before that, he’d gone to Dubai.His first trip
had been to the Maldives to look at the reef-protection system they were installing on the tiny
atoll in the Indian Ocean. He’d had to look it up, and finally found the cluster of islands hanging
off the southern tip of India.A month earlier he’d been rolling around in the ice-encrusted muck
in Québec, trying to arrest a murderer and fighting for his life. Now he was eating langoustine
off fine china, and approaching a tropical island in a private jet.On the flight, Madame
Gossette, in her fifties, small, round, good-humored, filled him in on the corporate philosophy.
On why they chose to do certain projects and not others.A mechanical engineer herself, with a
postdoc degree from the École polytechnique in Lausanne, she explained, in simple terms, the
engineering, avoiding the infantile tone Madame Arbour used.Beauvoir found himself turning to
Madame Gossette more and more, for guidance, for information. To explain certain projects.
Where perhaps he’d normally be expected to talk to his deputy head, he found he was avoiding
Arbour and going straight to Madame Gossette. And she seemed to enjoy the role of mentor to
the executive she’d personally recruited.Though she did gently suggest he lean more on his
number two.“Don’t be put off by her attitude,” said Madame Gossette. “Séverine Arbour is very
good. We were lucky to get her.”“Didn’t her previous company go bust?”“Declared bankruptcy,
yes. Overextended.”“Then she’s the lucky one, to find another job,” said Beauvoir.Madame
Gossette had simply shrugged, in an eloquent Gallic manner. Meant to convey a lot. And
nothing.Jean-Guy lapsed into silence, and went back to reading the documents Madame
Gossette had given him when they’d boarded. About coral, and currents, and buoys. About
shipping lanes and something called anthropogenic disturbance.Finally, nine hours into the ten-
hour flight to the Maldives, he’d asked the question he’d been dying to pose but was a little
afraid of the answer.“Why did you hire me? I’m not an engineer. You must’ve known that I can
barely read these.”He held up the sheaf of paper. Part of him suspected they’d hired the wrong
Jean-Guy Beauvoir. That somewhere in Québec there was a highly trained engineer wondering
why he hadn’t gotten the job with GHS Engineering.“I was wondering when you’d ask,” said
Madame Gossette, with a hearty laugh. Then, still smiling, she looked at him, her eyes keen.



Intelligent. “Why do you think?”“I think you think there’s something wrong in the company.”That,
of course, was the other possibility. That she had hired the right Jean-Guy Beauvoir. The senior
investigator with the Sûreté du Québec. Skilled, trained. Not in engineering, but in finding
criminals.Madame Gossette sat back in her seat. Examining him. “Why do you say that? Has
something come up?”“Non,” he said, careful now. “It’s just a thought.”To be fair, it wasn’t
something that had occurred to him until he’d said it. But once it was out, he could see that it
might be true.“Why else would you hire a cop to fill a senior management job when clearly it
should be taken by an engineer?”“You undervalue yourself, Monsieur Beauvoir. We have plenty
of engineers already. They’re thick on the ground. Eh bien, another engineer was the last thing
we needed.”“What did you need?”“A skill set. An attitude. A leader. You convinced men and
women to follow you into life-and-death situations. I’ve read the reports. I’ve seen the online
videos.”Beauvoir bristled at that. Those stolen videos should never have been posted. But they
had been, and there was no undoing the damage.“You’re not expecting me to do the same for
you,” he said, managing a smile.“Lead us into battle? I hope not. I’d make quite a target.” She
laughed and put her hands on her substantial body. “No. You’re heading up a new department,
created to provide another level of scrutiny. Each project is carefully evaluated before we
choose to bid on it. It must be both profitable and have some benefit to the larger
population.”He had noticed that. It was one of the reasons he’d accepted to work for GHS. As
the father of one child with another on the way, he was waking up to certain frightening truths
about the state of the world.GHS designed dams and highways, bridges and planes.But at
least half of its projects were water treatment plants, anti-erosion methods, reforestation.
Alternatives to fossil fuels. Disaster relief modules.“But,” said Madame Gossette, breaking into
his thoughts, and leaning forward, “it’s always wise to have disinterested observers making
sure all is going according to plan. That’s your department.”“Then nothing’s wrong?” he
asked.“I didn’t exactly say that.” She was choosing her words carefully now. “It’s one thing to
have a philosophy. It’s another thing to follow through. That’s what we expect from you. Not to
come up with the plan, others will do that, but to make sure it doesn’t … what’s the word?
Corrupt.”“You suspect corruption?”“No, no, not that sort of corrupt. Our concern is that, with all
good intentions, some project managers might start cutting corners. It’s easily done. Don’t be
fooled by the trappings.” She glanced around the cabin of the corporate jet. “This sort of
success comes with a lot of pressure. There’re deadlines, penalties, bank loans, violent regime
changes. And our people are stuck in the middle. Priorities can become muddy. It would be
natural for some to feel that pressure and choose speed over quality. And try to hide it when
something goes wrong. Not because they’re bad people, but because they’re people. That way
lies tragedy.”“Which isn’t good for business,” he said.She spread her hands. It was a simple
truth. She reached for her tea. Then, after taking a sip, she said, “Are you familiar with the poet
Auden?”Oh, shit, Beauvoir thought. Not another one. And here he was, trapped at thirty
thousand feet. What was it about bosses?“I’ve heard of him.” Her?“And the crack in the tea-cup
opens / A lane to the land of the dead.”“Is there a crack in your cup?” he asked.She smiled and
put it down. “Not that I know of. If one occurs, it’s your job to find it.”He understood then what
she meant. And, miraculously, what Auden meant.“But how can I tell if something’s wrong if I
don’t even know what’s ‘right’?”“That’s why you have a department full of engineers, including
Séverine Arbour. She’s a first-rate engineer. Use her.” Madame Gossette’s eyes held his. “Trust
her.”Beauvoir nodded, but quietly wondered why, if Arbour was such a great engineer, she was
in his department instead of working on actual projects.“So ‘Quality Control’ is a bit misleading.
It’s really policing. I’m an enforcer?” asked Beauvoir, cutting into his profiterole.“You must’ve
suspected that when we gave you those brass knuckles in your welcome basket.”He laughed



then.“No, you’re not an enforcer,” she said. “You’re our safety net. Our last hope if things go
wrong, to stop something horrible from happening.” She held his eyes, deadly serious. “I don’t
expect it, don’t suspect it. But I need to be sure.”It was interesting, thought Beauvoir, that she
said “I,” not “we.”“I’ve told you why I hired you, now you tell me why you took the job. You turned
it down a number of times.”She was right. He’d declined it twice, but finally relented. And the
reason?He was worn down, worn out by his work in the Sûreté du Québec. He’d headed up
the homicide department after his mentor and chief, and father-in-law, Armand Gamache, had
been suspended.Beauvoir had watched the humiliation Gamache had been put through. The
insinuations of wrongdoing. The failure by politicians to protect and defend Gamache. Though
they knew he’d only acted in the service’s, in the citizens’, best interest.Chief Inspector
Beauvoir himself had been reinstated after an almost equally humiliating series of
investigations.Each day they tracked down killers. Each day they put their own lives on the
line.And in return they were scapegoated. Chained to the ground, food for politicians looking for
reelection.The salary was modest compared to private industry, the risks incalculable, the
rewards harder and harder to find. Jean-Guy had a young family, who he hoped to see grow up.
He had a daughter arriving who’d need both her parents.And so the third time GHS
Engineering had approached him, shown him the salary they were offering, told him the job
was in Paris, he’d discussed it with Annie. And they’d agreed.So Jean-Guy Beauvoir had left
the Sûreté, just as Chief Inspector Gamache had returned. Beauvoir handed the job back to
the once and future head of homicide.But he wouldn’t tell Madame Gossette all that.“It was
time for a change,” he simply said as the flight attendant cleared their plates.And change it
certainly was proving. Though perhaps not quite as much of a change as he’d thought.“What
happens if I find something’s wrong?”“You come to me.”“How do I know the—how did you put
it?—crack in the teacup didn’t come from higher up? It often does, you know. Start there.”“Oui. I
guess that’s where your investigative skills come in.” Once again she leaned forward, as the
plane banked and prepared to land on the tiny island in the middle of the vast and impossibly
blue ocean. “Voyons, I have absolutely no reason to suspect anything’s wrong. If I did, I’d direct
you to it. You’re here to make sure we don’t, intentionally or not, open a lane to the land of the
dead.” Her gaze now was hard. Almost fierce. “We design things that improve quality of life. But
that, if they fall apart, take lives. We need to make absolutely sure. You understand?”She
stared at him so intently, he was taken aback. Until that moment he’d seen the job from his
perspective.A soft landing after the harsh realities of the Sûreté. A salary far in excess of
anything he ever thought he’d make. They’d be safe. They’d be comfortable. They’d be in
Paris.Now he saw it from Madame Gossette’s perspective.Lives were at stake. And his job was
to make sure none were lost.“I can’t possibly keep an eye on all the projects,” he said. “There
are hundreds.”“Which is why you have a staff. Don’t worry, once you get comfortable, you’ll be
able to get a sense when something’s off. To sniff it out.”Sniff? he almost said. What exactly did
she think investigating was? And yet he had to admit when something went corrupt, there was
a certain odor.Jean-Guy Beauvoir had thought about that conversation a lot in the following
weeks and months. And he thought about it again as he looked at his deputy head of
department, radiating Dior and resentment.“I think I can muddle through the Luxembourg
plans, Séverine. Merci. How’s work going on the Patagonia project?”A part of him sympathized
with Madame Arbour. But if she hadn’t accepted him by now, hadn’t gotten on board with his
leadership, then one of them would have to go.And it won’t be me, thought
Beauvoir.“Patagonia? I know nothing about Patagonia.” She got to her feet. “I’m sorry. I was
under the impression you’d want to talk about the Luxembourg project.”“Why would you think
that?”“Well, the final safety tests are next week. Maybe you’d like to be there for that?”“I don’t



see why. Would you like to go? Is that why you’re here?”“No, no. That’s okay.”It was, even by
Séverine Arbour standards, an odd and off-putting exchange.“Is there something you want to
say, Séverine, about Luxembourg?”“No.”As she left his office, Jean-Guy considered looking at
the Luxembourg report. Again. But it was past five. He had to get home and help feed Honoré,
let Annie nap before their dinner out.Luxembourg would wait.Grabbing his jacket from the back
of his chair, he walked next door to Arbour’s office and said, “I’m going home. Have a good
weekend.”She glanced up, then back down to her screen. Without a word.When she was alone
in the office, Arbour looked around. She was about, she knew, to pass what pilots called the
point of no return. One more keystroke and she’d be totally committed to this course of
action.Through the window she could see the Tour Eiffel in the distance.A marvel of French
engineering. A monument to innovation and audacity. Something to be proud of.Then, returning
to her laptop, she pressed send.Gathering her Chanel handbag, she left, pausing only to sign
out.“Bon weekend,” said the guard, after he’d searched her bag.She smiled, wished him a good
weekend, too. Then headed to the métro.There was no turning back now.CHAPTER 3Reine-
Marie Gamache slipped her arm through her husband’s as they walked along rue des Archives
to the bus stop on rue des Quatre-Fils.Armand had suggested he flag down a taxi to take them
from their apartment in the Marais to the restaurant, but Reine-Marie preferred the bus. It was
a route she knew well. One that always confirmed for her that she was in Paris.“Do you
remember the first time we took this bus?” she asked.He heard her words but was thinking
about the first time Reine-Marie had taken his arm. Like this.It was their third date, and they
were walking along the slippery winter sidewalk in Montréal after dinner.He’d reached out for
her, to keep her steady, just as Reine-Marie had reached for him.To keep him steady.She’d put
her arm through his. So that their fates would be intertwined. If one lost their balance, the other
would right them. Or they’d fall together.“You had on that blue cape your mother loaned you,” he
said, remembering that chilly night.“I had on the polka dot dress I’d borrowed from my sister,”
she said, remembering that warm day.“It was winter,” he said.“It was the height of summer.”“Ah,
yes,” he said into the evening air. “I remember it well.”“You nut,” she laughed, recognizing the
reference.He smiled. And squeezed her arm. As they passed men and women, young and old,
lovers and strangers, strolling like them along rue des Quatre-Fils.“Ready?” Daniel called
upstairs.“Can’t we come with you, Daddy?” Florence asked.She and her sister were already in
the flannel pajamas their grandparents had brought from Québec.Moose roamed Florence’s
pajamas, while baby black bears played on Zora’s.The sisters stood side by side in the living
room, looking up at their father.“Non, mes petits singes,” Daniel said, kneeling down. “My little
monkeys. You need to stay here and play with your cousin.”They looked over at Honoré, asleep
on a blanket on the floor.“He’s not much fun,” said Zora, uncertainly.Tante Annie laughed from
the depth of the chair she’d sunk into. The babysitters had arrived. They just needed
Roslyn.“Judging by the kicks,” Annie said, putting a hand on her stomach, “the next one might
never sleep. Want to feel?”The girls raced each other over, and while they placed their tiny
hands on the enormous belly, Jean-Guy and Daniel drifted together.“I remember that,” said
Daniel. His deep voice was wistful, soft. “When Roslyn was pregnant. It seemed
incredible.”Jean-Guy watched Annie as she smiled and nodded, listening to the girls. Florence,
the eldest at six, took after her mother. Slender, athletic, extroverted.Zora took after her father.
Large-boned, slightly awkward, shyer. Where Florence could be impetuous, chasing balls,
running into lampposts, skinning her knees leaping off swings, Zora was calmer, gentler. More
thoughtful.Where Florence decided she was afraid of birds, shrieking in the park and running
away, Zora stood with a handful of bread, feeding them.Watching them, Jean-Guy was so
grateful that their unborn daughter would have them to play with, and Honoré, who was fiercely



loyal, as her brother. She’d need it. Him. Them.And what would Honoré get, in his sister?A
lifetime of love, he hoped. And responsibility, he knew.He looked at his sleeping son, and felt
that pang of guilt, for what he was being given, without his consent.“I’m here,” said Roslyn,
hurrying down the stairs from their bedroom. “Sorry I’m late. Here, let me help you.”She put out
her hand, and together with Jean-Guy and Daniel, they hauled Annie out of the chair.“Did you
hear a thucking sound?” Jean-Guy asked.“Thuck off,” said Annie.She put her arm through his,
and he held her close as they stepped into the cool September evening.Armand and Reine-
Marie got off the bus at the familiar stop. The Bibliothèque nationale.Armand glanced around. It
would appear, to any fellow passenger also alighting, as though he was just getting his
bearings.In fact, the head of homicide for the Sûreté du Québec was scanning the street.
Taking in, instinctively, the brasseries, the shops. The doorways, the alleyways. Their fellow
pedestrians. The cars and trucks.Paris was far from immune to violence. And had a tragic
recent history of terrorist attacks.While comfortable in the city, he was still keenly aware of his
surroundings. But then, he did the same thing while walking the dogs through the forest at
home.They strolled down rue de Richelieu and in less than a minute had arrived at the bar à
vins, with its window display of bottles.They were greeted with kisses and embraces by the
owner’s daughter, Margaux.Now a grown woman and married, Margaux had been there thirty-
five years earlier when the Gamaches had run into Juveniles, soaked through in a sudden
downpour, and decided to stay for dinner.Margaux had been just five years old and was
working the bar.Her father had bent down and whispered in her ear, pointing to them. She’d
walked over to the newcomers, a white linen towel over her raised forearm, and gravely
suggested a nice red wine from Andalusia.She’d pronounced it carefully. Then looked back at
her father, who nodded approval and smiled at the young couple.Margaux had now taken over
the restaurant and her husband, Romain, was the head chef. But Tim remained the owner and
was still known as the Big Boss.This evening the familiar carafe was already on the table
waiting for them. They were the first of their party to arrive and were seated at their regular
long table by the wooden bar.Armand and Reine-Marie chatted with the Big Boss, while jazz
played softly in the background. Within minutes Daniel and Roslyn arrived, with Annie and
Jean-Guy.There were shouts of delight as Margaux put her hand on Annie’s belly and the two
women discussed the upcoming birth, while the others exchanged greetings.Once the hubbub
died down, they sat. Daniel poured the wine, and Margaux brought over fresh-squeezed juice
for Annie and a Coke for Jean-Guy. Warm baguettes were placed on cutting boards on the
table, along with a terrine de campagne, whipped butter, and small bowls of olives.“I thought
Stephen was coming,” said Annie, looking at the empty chair.“He is,” said her father. “We saw
each other this afternoon.”“Let me guess,” said Daniel. “At the Musée Rodin?” He turned to
Roslyn. “Did you ever hear about when Dad decided to propose to Mom?”“Never,” said Roslyn,
with exaggerated interest. Like the rest of them, she’d heard it a hundred times. “What
happened?”Armand narrowed his eyes at his daughter-in-law, in mock disapproval, and she
laughed.“The girls love their pajamas,” Roslyn said to Reine-Marie. “I’m afraid they’re going to
want to wear them everywhere.”“I say let them,” said Daniel. “And by the way, Mamma, thank
you for not letting Dad pick out the gift.”“He had the paint rollers all wrapped before I stopped
him.”Armand shook his head sadly. “I guess they’ll have to wait until Christmas.”While the
others laughed, Armand watched Daniel.He was enjoying himself.Daniel seemed to have
made peace with Jean-Guy. Long jealous of the close relationship his father had developed
with his second-in-command, now Daniel could establish his own relationship with Jean-
Guy.Still, Armand noticed that Daniel made sure to put Jean-Guy as far from him as possible.
Though that might have just been a coincidence.He himself hoped to find time in the next day



or so for a quiet walk or meal with Daniel. Just the two of them. To make sure everything really
was okay, after what Stephen had said.Armand’s eyes returned to the empty chair. It was
twenty past eight, and Stephen, normally a fiend for punctuality, hadn’t arrived.“Excusez-moi,”
he said, and made to get up, just as the door to the bistro opened and the elderly man
appeared.“Stephen,” exclaimed Annie, and struggled to get up before Jean-Guy hauled her to
her feet.Armand and Reine-Marie stood at their places while the younger ones greeted
Stephen, then were corralled back to their seats by Margaux in an effort to unblock the aisle in
the tiny restaurant.Daniel gestured for more wine, while Stephen placed his phone on the table
in front of him and nodded to the barman. His usual.The martini arrived along with a fresh liter
of red.“A toast,” said Armand, when they’d all ordered. “To family. New”—he nodded to Annie’s
belly—“and very, very—”“Very,” they all joined in and turned to Stephen, “old.”Stephen raised
his glass and said, “Fuck off.”“My father’s a man of few words,” said Daniel when the laughter
stopped.“Yeah, you don’t know him so well,” said Jean-Guy. “Just wait ’til he starts reciting ‘The
Wreck of the Hesperus.’”“Just for that,” said Armand. He cleared his throat and looked very
serious. “It was the schooner Hesperus—”Everyone laughed. With one exception. Out of the
corner of his eye Armand caught the scowl on Daniel’s face. He clearly did not like being told,
even in jest, that Beauvoir knew his father better than he did.Stephen had also noticed the look
on Daniel’s face and gave Armand the slightest of nods before glancing at his phone.Then,
turning to Annie and Jean-Guy, he asked, “How’re you feeling?”They talked candidly for a few
minutes.“If you need anything,” said Stephen, and left it at that.“Maybe some ice cream at the
Lutetia?” said Annie.“That I can do,” said Stephen. “After Monday. We can all celebrate.”“What’s
happening on Monday?” asked Jean-Guy.“Just some meetings. Speaking of which, how’s your
new job?”Down the table, Armand was saying to Daniel, “Wonderful news about your
promotion. A whole new department, too.”“It is,” said Daniel. “Venture capital. Already made one
investment.”“What’s that?”“Can’t say.”Can’t, Armand wondered, or won’t?“So, you do a lot of
risk assessment?” he asked.“Exactly.”His father listened closely, asking questions. Gently
pulling information out of Daniel until his son relaxed and began speaking freely, even
enthusiastically.Reine-Marie watched as Daniel, after a few minutes, leaned closer to his
father.They were so much alike, in so many ways. They even looked alike.At six foot two,
Daniel was slightly taller than his father. And heftier. Not fat, but there was meat on the bone.As
there was with Armand. But slightly less so.Daniel had grown a beard, which had come in
reddish, with a few strands of gray, which surprised Reine-Marie. Time was marching on.He
had thick brown hair, which he wore closely cropped.His father’s hair was now quite gray, and
slightly wavy. And slightly thinning. Clean-shaven, Armand’s face had more lines, of course.
And that deep scar at the temple.Like his father, Daniel was kind and almost courtly.Unlike his
father, young Daniel had not been a scholar, but what the boy had was self-discipline. He
worked hard, and often excelled past his more naturally talented friends.He’d been a happy
boy.Until …At the age of eight something changed. A wall went up between him and his father.
At first it had been a very subtle step back. Always a polite little boy, there was now a formality.
A frigidity. A caution that grew into a coolness.That grew into a chasm.Reine-Marie had
watched as Armand tried to close the gap, but it only seemed to widen with each
embrace.Armand volunteered to coach his son’s hockey team until Daniel had asked him to
stop.He’d then driven the boy to early-morning practices, and sat in the stands with a wretched
coffee from the vending machine to warm his hands. Watching.Until Daniel told him to
stop.Tucking him in at night, he’d always, always told the boy that he loved him.The words had
been met with silence. But still, he’d never stopped, to this day, telling Daniel that he loved him.
And he showed, in every way he knew, that he not only loved the boy but also loved being



Daniel’s father.Having lost both his parents, Armand wanted his children to have a mother and
father who they could trust to keep them safe and always be there.But it was never enough for
Daniel. Something had torn. Some hole had opened inside him that could not be filled.And yet
Armand remained smitten with the boy. Reine-Marie didn’t think any father could love his
children more.Then came the teen years, and the real troubles. With the drugs. With the
arrests.As soon as he could, Daniel moved away. Putting a deep blue sea between them.And
then Jean-Guy arrived. Agent Beauvoir. Found in some basement Sûreté servitude. Angry,
arrogant. One insult away from being fired from the detachment and booted out of the
service.Chief Inspector Gamache had recognized something in the young man. And had, to
everyone’s astonishment, not least Agent Beauvoir’s, brought him into homicide. The most
sought after, the most prestigious department in the Sûreté du Québec.Armand had become
Jean-Guy’s mentor. And more.Jean-Guy had risen to become Armand’s second-in-command.
And more.And Daniel had never forgiven either.Reine-Marie and Armand had talked about that.
About possibly putting some distance between himself and Jean-Guy. For Daniel’s sake.But
Armand would not do it. Besides, it wouldn’t help.“Have you asked Daniel what’s wrong?”It was
the only time she’d ever seen Armand annoyed with her.“You think I haven’t tried that? I’ve
asked. I’ve begged Daniel to tell me what I’ve done. He just looks at me like I should know. I
can’t keep twisting myself around, hoping something will finally satisfy him. Beauvoir’s a great
investigator and a good man. He shouldn’t be punished because of my relationship with my
son.”“I know.”What she also knew was that Jean-Guy Beauvoir wasn’t some replacement for
their son. His relationship to Armand was far different. Far older. It seemed almost ancient, as
though the two had known each other for lifetimes.They belonged together.“Daniel loves you,
Armand.” She squeezed his hand. “I know he does. Give him time.”Armand had dropped his
head, then raised it. “I’m sorry I was short with you. I just…”“Oui.”As the years went by, and the
grandchildren were born, he and Daniel had grown closer. Armand wondered if becoming a
father himself had softened Daniel toward his own father. Made him forgive whatever trespass
had happened.There was still, he could sense, a small distance. It was as though there was a
thin strand of barbed wire between them, so that he could only get so close before feeling the
jabs.But Armand kept trying, and the distance had diminished. Until, finally, it was
imperceptible. No larger than a slight crack in a teacup.Reine-Marie watched the two in the
bistro. Leaning toward each other. And she dared hope.Down the table, Jean-Guy and Annie
were still talking with Stephen.“What do you know, sir, about Luxembourg?”“Luxembourg?”
asked Stephen, leaning forward and checking his phone.“You expecting a call?” asked
Annie.“No.”Just then their dinners arrived.Merlu Breton for Stephen. The tender whitefish was
surrounded by baby potatoes, grilled beets, and a delicate sauce.“That’s very light,” said Annie
as her massive steak frites arrived, with its sauce béarnaise.“I’m saving myself for the rice
pudding,” explained Stephen.“There’s a project in Luxembourg,” said Jean-Guy as his own
steak frites arrived. “A funicular. But I’m having trouble understanding the engineering
reports.”Stephen nodded. “So do I. I don’t even try anymore. When I invest in an engineering
company or project, I just read the emails between the project managers and home office.
They’re much more illuminating.”He put down his knife and fork and looked at the young man.
“Has something in this Luxembourg project caught your interest?”Jean-Guy frowned as he
thought. “Non.”“You’re sure?”“Yes.”The steely blue eyes glared at Jean-Guy, and his mind went
blank. It was like looking down the barrel of a shotgun.“Then why are we talking about it?”
demanded Stephen. “You must’ve learned the dark art of banality from your former boss.”Annie
laughed, and even Jean-Guy gave a snort of amusement as all three looked down the
table.Armand was focused on Daniel and apparently hadn’t heard.But Daniel had. Not the



words, but the laughter. He shot a glance their way. And realized they were looking, and
laughing, at him.“So,” said Daniel, breaking off his conversation with his father to speak to
Stephen at the other end of the table. “We know Mom and Dad came to see Annie and Jean-
Guy. But what brings you to Paris?”Armand felt the glancing blow. A flesh wound, but a wound
nevertheless.“I came to Paris for meetings,” said Stephen. “Arrived yesterday. Timed it to be
here when the baby arrives, I hope.” He placed his hand over Annie’s, then gave Daniel a
penetrating look. “Your parents and I also came to see you and Roslyn and the girls.”And
Daniel colored. But did not apologize.“Now,” Stephen said, glancing around the table, “have I
ever told you about how your father—”“Planned to propose to Mom?” said Annie. “Never. What
happened?”Armand just shook his head and grimaced.“A toast,” said Stephen, raising his
glass. “To The Gates of Hell.”They clinked glasses, and Stephen caught Armand’s eye. There
was amusement and genuine happiness there, Armand was glad to see. But also a
warning.The old trip wire, the barbed wire, was still in place after all.“Really,” said Reine-Marie
once the laughter died down. “The better question is where your father took me for our
honeymoon.”“I assumed it was here in Paris,” said Annie.“I think we should order dessert,” said
Armand, and tried to get Margaux’s attention.“Non, not Paris,” said Reine-Marie.“Manoir
Bellechasse?” asked Daniel.“Rice pudding, anyone?” asked Armand, putting on his reading
glasses and lowering his head to the menu.“Non. Shall you tell them, or should I?” Reine-Marie
asked her husband.“Why didn’t we ever think to ask?” Annie asked her brother.“Too busy
laughing at the proposal,” he said. “Attention diverted. Now you have to tell us.”But once again
their attention was diverted, this time by dessert.Daniel and Roslyn shared the huge portion of
rice pudding with its drizzle of salted caramel.Annie ordered her own pudding and fiercely
defended it from Jean-Guy, who ended up sharing Stephen’s.Reine-Marie and Armand, too jet-
lagged to eat any more, just watched.When the bill came, Armand reached for it, but Stephen
took it instead.It was one of the rare times Stephen picked up a bill, and Armand looked at him
questioningly. But the elderly man just smiled and left, Armand could see, an enormous tip.The
night air was refreshing after the warmth and close atmosphere of the bistro, and revived
Armand and Reine-Marie a little. Though both longed for their bed.By habit and silent
agreement, the family headed south, crossing familiar streets, passing familiar shops, on their
way to the Palais-Royal.It was the walk they always took after dinner at Juveniles. It gave them
the impression they were working off the meal they’d just had. Though they could walk to
Versailles and still not work off the rice pudding.Annie and Jean-Guy, Daniel and Roslyn were
up ahead, pausing to look in shop windows.Armand and Reine-Marie were about to follow
Stephen across rue de Richelieu when Reine-Marie asked, “What time is it?”Armand checked
his watch. “Almost eleven.”They turned toward the Tour Eiffel, and sure enough, as they
watched, it lit up in the distance, sparkling.“Look at that,” said Armand, with a sigh, tipping his
head back.Stephen paused on his way across the street and looked up from his phone.A
delivery van, half a block away, had stopped to let him cross.It started to move. Slowly. Then it
picked up speed. Moving quickly now. Armand looked away from the glittering tower just in time
to see what was happening. What was about to happen.He raised his hand and shouted a
warning.But it was too late. There was a thud.And the vehicle sped away.Jean-Guy took off
after it as Armand ran to Stephen. “Call an ambulance!”Reine-Marie stepped into the middle of
the street, her arms up and waving. To protect Armand and Stephen from the oncoming
vehicles.Armand fell to his knees and, turning to Daniel, he yelled, “Help your mother.”And
watched as Daniel backed away.“Mamma,” Annie screamed, and Armand turned just in time to
see a car skid to a stop within a foot of Reine-Marie. So close she put her hands on the warm
hood.“Reine-Marie?” Armand shouted.“I’m fine.”“I’m calling for help,” yelled Annie.Armand



turned back to Stephen. His hands hovered over the still body of his godfather. Not daring to
turn him over, for fear of doing more damage. If that was even possible.“No, no, no,” he
whispered. “Please, God, no.”He could see blood on the pavement, and Stephen’s glasses and
keys and shoes flung about.Stephen’s legs were at an unnatural angle. His head was obscured
by an arm.Armand felt for a pulse. It was there. Light, wavering.“Daddy?” Annie asked,
approaching her father and the body on the ground as the Tour Eiffel sparkled in the
background.“Get back,” her father commanded. “Get off the road.”And she did.“Armand?”Reine-
Marie knelt beside them as drivers got out of cars and gaped. A few honked. Not realizing what
was happening.“An ambulance,” Armand repeated, not taking his eyes off his godfather.“On its
way,” said Annie and Roslyn together.Reine-Marie reached out and picked up Stephen’s
shattered glasses and keys and put them into her handbag. His shoes she left.Armand held
Stephen’s hand and bent close, as close as two people could be, and whispered, “I love you.
Hold on. Help is on the way. I love you.”“What can I do?” Daniel asked, joining them.“Nothing,”
said his father, not bothering to look at him.CHAPTER 4The paramedics arrived within minutes
and quickly assessed the situation.Armand stepped aside but remained close. Watching as
they took Stephen’s vitals. Carefully turning him over. Fitting an oxygen mask on the bloody
face.Reine-Marie slipped her hand into Armand’s, feeling it sticky.There was no sign of life from
the elderly man. He was completely limp.“He’s alive?” she whispered.Armand nodded, but
couldn’t yet speak.He just stared at Stephen as the medics, who were communicating with the
emergency doctor back at the hospital, used words both Armand and Jean-Guy had heard too
often. About wounds too grave.“Shock.” “Hemorrhaging.” “Probable skull fracture.”Had this been
a battlefield, Stephen Horowitz wouldn’t have passed the triage. He’d have been left on the
ground. To die.It would not have taken long.The police arrived. Without leaving Stephen’s side,
Armand quickly introduced himself and said, “This was no accident.”“What do you mean,
sir?”“The vehicle, a delivery van for a boulangerie, hit him deliberately. I saw it.”The officer
paused in his note-taking. “That’s quite an accusation.”“I saw it, too,” said Reine-Marie.“And
you?” The agent turned to Annie, Daniel, Roslyn, and Jean-Guy, who was still catching his
breath after sprinting after the truck, then running back.“It didn’t stop,” said Annie. “Did you get
the plates?”“I got a photo,” Jean-Guy said, and showed it to the cop while the paramedics lifted
Stephen carefully onto a gurney.“That makes it a hit-and-run,” said the cop, leaning close to
Jean-Guy’s phone. “But not attempted murder. This’s unusable, sir. I can’t make out
anything.”Jean-Guy looked at it himself and had to agree. It was just a blur.“I’m a police officer
in Québec,” said Armand. “This was a clear attempt on his life.”“Québec,” said the cop, and
lifted his brows. No need to ask what he was thinking.“Yes, we’re senior homicide investigators
with the Sûreté du Québec,” said Jean-Guy. “You have a problem with that?”“Not at all, sir.” The
cop made a note, then looked at Beauvoir. “Did you actually see the vehicle hit the man?”Jean-
Guy bristled, but shook his head.“Bon. Did any of you?”Annie hesitated, then shook her head.
As did the others.“I told you. I saw it,” said Reine-Marie. “And so did my husband. You have two
witnesses.”“Your name?”She gave it.“It’s Friday night, it’s dark,” said the cop. “The man’s in a
black overcoat. The driver might’ve had too much to drink. Don’t you think it’s possible—”“It was
deliberate.” Armand took out his card, scribbled his Paris mobile number on the back, and
handed it to the gendarme. “I’m going with him.”Armand followed Stephen into the back of the
ambulance, and after a very brief argument, the paramedics relented, realizing there was no
way they’d be able to get the man out.“I’ll let you know which hospital,” Armand shouted to
Reine-Marie as the door slammed closed.“Will he be okay?” asked Annie.Did she mean
Stephen or her father?As the ambulance sped off, Reine-Marie took her daughter’s hand while
Daniel put his arm around his mother’s shoulder.All emergency waiting rooms looked the



same, smelled the same, felt the same.They’d taken Stephen to the hôpital Hôtel-Dieu, on île
de la Cité. Almost in the shadow of Notre-Dame.Armand stared at the swinging doors, where
the paramedics had rushed Stephen. And which now separated Armand from his godfather.He
could have been anywhere. In any hospital in any city. Time, place, did not exist here. Did not
matter here.The others in the room, waiting for news of their loved ones, looked gaunt with
anxiety and exhaustion. And boredom.Armand had washed the blood from his hands and face.
But couldn’t get it off his clothes. They’d be thrown away, he knew. He never wanted to see
them again.It was ridiculous to blame the shirt and tie, the jacket and slacks, for what had
happened. But even the socks would be tossed out.He’d called Reine-Marie first, to let her
know where they were. She’d arrive soon. He suggested the others return home and wait for
news.Then he’d called his friend.“I’ll be right there, Armand.”Reine-Marie arrived within
minutes, with Annie and Daniel. Jean-Guy and Roslyn had returned home to the children.“Any
news?” Reine-Marie asked, taking Armand’s hand.“None.”“He must be still alive,” said Daniel.
He put his hand on his father’s arm.“Oui.” Armand gave his son a thin smile of thanks, and
Daniel dropped his hand.“Armand,” came a voice from the entrance.A slender man, in his late
fifties, and wearing clothes clearly just thrown on, walked rapidly toward them. His hand
out.Armand took it. “Merci, mon ami. Thank you for coming. Reine-Marie, you remember
Claude Dussault?”“Of course.”Dussault kissed her on both cheeks and looked at her gravely,
then turned to the others.“These are our children, Daniel and Annie,” Armand said. “Claude is
the Prefect of Police here in Paris.”“This is a terrible thing to happen,” said Monsieur Dussault.
He shook their hands, then turned to Armand, noting the bloodstains and exhaustion. “How is
he?”“No word,” said Armand.“Let me try.”Dussault went over to reception and a few moments
later returned to them. “They’ll let us in. But only one of you.”“We’ll stay here,” said Reine-
Marie.“Go home,” said Armand.“We’re staying,” she said. It was the end of any discussion.As
he went through the swinging doors, Armand felt himself light-headed for a moment. Swept
back into memory. As bloodstained sheets were drawn over the faces of officers. Young men
and women he’d recruited. Trained. Led.Whose birthdays and weddings he’d danced at. He
was godfather to several of their children.And now they lay dead on gurneys. Killed in an action
he’d led them into.He’d had doors to knock on then. Eyes to meet and lives to shatter.He took a
ragged breath and kept walking, through those memories and into this new nightmare. His
friend and colleague by his side.“He’s in one of the operating theaters,” said Claude after
speaking with a nurse. “We should make ourselves comfortable.”They sat, side by side, on hard
chairs in the corridor.“Terrible place,” whispered Dussault, clearly struggling with his own
memories. Of his own young gendarmes. “But they do good work. If someone can be
saved…”Armand gave a curt nod.“On the way over I looked up the preliminary notes of the flic
who responded to the call.”
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L. J. Roberts, “Penny's best book to date; complex, suspenseful, and emotional with a cracking
good plot.. First Sentence: “Hell is empty, Armand,” said Stephen Horowitz.Chief Inspector
Armand Gamache and his wife Raine-Marie have come from Canada to Paris for the birth of a
new grandchild. After a celebratory dinner with their two children, spouses, and Armand’s
billionaire godfather, Stephen Horowitz, Stephen is deliberately struck by a vehicle and now
lies in a coma. A grim discovery at his apartment prompts an investigation and the uncovering
of family secrets leaving Armand to determine just who can be trusted.Paris is not a city about
which one can be objective. It is a city that enthralls from the moment one arrives and, even if
one never has the chance to return, it lives within one forever. Penny has captured perfectly
that sense of having found the city of one's soul and portrays it perfectly. Even the hardcover
book’s glorious end sheets, designed by MaryAnna Coleman, draw one into the beauty of
Paris. Opening with lines from Shakespeare's "Tempest" is the perfect balance to the City of
Light with a history of darkness.Although not an issue for new readers, series readers may
have a sense of being a stranger in a strange land having the story set outside the usual
environs of Canada and Three Pines. This was an effective decision as it is echoed by
Gamache having the same sense of not knowing who to believe, who to trust. It illustrates the
duplicity of people and is effective in heightening the suspense and tension. The connections
made back to Three Pines and the Sûreté du Québec are nicely done.The mystery is well-
plotted as it grows upon itself and is delightfully complex taking one down unexpected roads.
Yet, more than a mystery, this is a story of relationships, and with that comes wisdom.Penny
employs her characters wisely. Involving family members as part of an investigation can be
risky. However, in this case, no one is superfluous; neither are any of their roles forced or out of
character. Each has skills that contribute, and each is humanly imperfect with weaknesses and
foibles. In other words, they are real. Even the use of an unseen, yet critical, character is
wonderfully done. The theme of abandonment, which appears in various ways through Penny’s
books, is heartfelt and recognizable to so many.Penny's ability to place the reader within the
story is second to none. Sitting in the hospital, awaiting news of a loved one, you feel, hear,
and smell the starkness and desperation of those who are there, and the unwillingness to give
up hope. Her use of dialogue is evocative. The banter between Jean-Guy and Armand is
always something one anticipates and enjoys, but this was lovely as well--"Please, Dad,"
Daniel now said. "Tell me you were a commando." "Better." His father leaned closer and
dropping his voice further. "I taught commandos."When reading Penny, there are always lines
that make one stop and consider, small lessons to be learned--"It had taken Beauvoir years to
see the power of pausing. And of patience. Of taking a breath to consider all options, all
angles, and not simply acting on the most obvious." She teaches one the value of seeing not
only what is there, but what is not; what is real, and what is facade, and that--"People believe



what they want to believe. Beginning with their own lies." "Hell is the truth seen too late," said
Reine-Marie."“All the Devils are Here” is Penny’s best book to date. It is complex, suspenseful,
and emotional with a small touch of the paranormal. It has a cracking good, twisty plot--you
don't see where it is going--and an excellent ending. Most of all, it demonstrates Penny’s
continuing growth as an author and, I suspect, as a person. And isn’t that the goal of us all?
ALL THE DEVILS ARE HERE (PolProc-C.I. Armand Gamache-Paris-Contemp) - ExPenny,
Louise – 16th in seriesMinotaur Books, Sept 2020”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Better than recent books. I have felt like some of Louise Penny's books
are just too outrageous. Not everything is a grand conspiracy, no matter what the media
says.This one worked. It wasn't quite as overdone as past books in the series. The technical
and financial details were implausible, and it still featured some conspiracy, so I can't give full
marks and feel a little like I need to shower after reading it. But compared to past books, it's still
an improvement.Three Pines barely featured, but at this point that might be a feature rather
than a bug. While one misses the characters, it strains suspension of disbelief too much to
believe that these people can have really experienced *that* many murders.More like this,
please. Ideally, I wish Louise Penny tried to write a mystery with a completely different set of
protagonists (like Lucy Maud Montgomery branching out from her Anne series), because I feel
like with reliable readers less effort is put into these Gamache books than the original ones and
a lot of the nice gags have already been done. But that is probably hoping for too much, so
instead I'd like to hope for a standard murder mystery where 1 or 2 people max has committed
a crime. As the number of people involved in a conspiracy increases, the chance it's really
been kept secret is lowered.”

P.D, “Brilliant story telling. I’ve read some excellent books this year & this one is up there as
one of the best. It’s not set in Canada this time but in Paris & I wondered if that would matter to
me. Louise’s writing is excellent & from the very first page I was hooked- so, no, I decided the
fact that it was in Paris didn’t matter. I found the tension mounted very quickly & by half way
through I was having to put the book down to take a breath & think about what I was reading. I
loved learning more about Armand Gamache & his family, getting insight into his relationship
(lack of) with his son Daniel. I was so invested in the story that from towards the end of chapter
5 I was being (at intervals) reduced to tears, & in tears at the end. Brilliant story telling, can’t
wait for the next one! I highly recommend this series of books, best to start at book 1 at get to
know the characters. To be fair the first I read was book 6 in the series but I then got all the
others! I have read most of the books 2 or 3 times too!”

E Evans, “Four and a half stars - one of my favourite detective series. A Gamache novel that,
for once, isn’t set in Quebec but in France. The Gamaches have travelled to Paris to spend
time in one of their favourite cities (where they became engaged) and enjoy the company of
their children, Daniel who lives there with his family, and pregnant Annie, who has recently
moved there with her husband, Jean-Guy, Gamache’s former second in command, now
working in a prestigious civilian job.However the holiday is interrupted by a hit and run on
Gamache’s godfather, the man who helped raise him after his parents’ death.Thereafter the
book is a race to find out what it was Stephen had discovered that made him a target for
murder. And to work out who they can trust and who would like them dead.I missed Three
Pines but did enjoy the change of scenery – the sights and sounds and smells of Paris were
beautifully described. Also liked the way Reine-Marie was involved the investigation (the



perfume scenes were actually quite funny). There was also the chance to delve a bit more into
Gamache’s background which I rather enjoyed.Any negatives? Well when the case started I
was hoping for a more domestic drama this time, rather than a world-wide conspiracy, but that
is just a personal preference on my part.  One of my favourite detective series.”

J2oh, “An extraordinary book. This is Louise Penny at her best - and even more.She has an
extraordinary gift of tackling the most horrific storylines with goodness.This is a convoluted,
complex book touching on the depths humanity can fall into but her very human heroes are on
the side of the angels. If I comment on some of the aspects I thought were particularly good,
they would become spoilers, so I will try to avoid this by saying that, at the heart of it, it was a
delight to see the Gamache family together with all their faults, foibles and gifts.The only,
slightly critical comment I would like to make - and this is not a spoiler - is that occasionally the
grammar and punctuation had me flummoxed at times. I think the proof reading needs to be
addressed. However, though it added a (very) few minutes to the reading, nothing could spoil
this book. A real triumph.The final point is not the book but Kindle. I really missed the facility
on Kindle which allows the reader to check up on the characters. In a book as complex as this
one - and with the price of it too - we should be able to highlight a name and refresh the
memory. So the book gets 5 stars, but Kindle, this time gets only 3 stars!Thank you to Louise
Penny for facing her fears and returning to Paris.”

Earthymama, “Goodness exists. I always have to read Louise Penny’s Gamache novels twice,
(well, I reread them often) but I read them twice on release.The first read, I want to know the
story, what’s happening, to quickly devour and roll on through the twists and turns, to know
what is happening to my friends, to get to the always satisfying end.Then I read again, or
maybe listen to the audio version, to appreciate more slowly the evocation of place, the
creation of characters, the uncovering of evil that is always at the heart of these books.Thanks
again to Louise, she has once again produced a novel that filled my day, took me, not this time
to Three Pines, but to a city she so obviously loves, to Paris. If this strange time ever allows I
hope to discover for myself the places that come alive so vividly.An excoriating, many-layered
blast at C21st global power structures and the evil done in greedy, materialistic pursuit of
power.”

The book by Louise Penny has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 23,618 people have provided feedback.
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