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The cold of the Conciergerie was a constant companion, a damp hand clutching 
at Étienne Voclain's throat. It seeped into the stone, into the threadbare fabric of 
his coat, and deeper still, into his bones. Every morning, the same ritual began: 
the clanging of the outer gates, the shuDing of the guards' boots on the wet 
cobblestones, and the endless pile of papers awaiting his meticulous hand. Today, 
however, the monotonous gray routine was about to be interrupted by a single, 
disturbing piece of parchment.

Étienne dipped his pen, the scratch of its nib against the rough paper a familiar 
sound in the vast, echoing room of the archive. xust particles danced in the 
anemic light Hltering through the dirty window, illuminating the piles of prisoner 
Hles, confessions, and eRecution orders that were his daily bread. ke was a copyist, 
a silent cog in the grinding machine of the zevolution, transcribing the last words 
of those condemned to the guillotine. ke saw their fear, their deHance, their 
desperate pleas, all reduced to inA on paper, then Hled away to await the inevitable.

kis current tasA was the Hle of citi1en kenri xubois, a former baAer accused 
of royalist sympathies. The charges were vague, the evidence scant, but in those 
days, that was often enough. Étienne had already copied the initial indictment, 
xubois's bewildered testimony, and the hasty verdict. Ull that remained was the 
formal sentencing document and the Hnal petition, usually a plea for clemency or 
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a last letter to the family. ke reached into the folder, his Hngers brushing the rough 
paper, and then paused. Oomething else was there, something thin and crisp, 
tucAed beneath xubois's o*cial papers, as if it had been slipped in on purpose.

It was an envelope, unmarAed, unsealed. Étienne frowned. This was irregular. 
Ull correspondence was supposed to be registered, stamped, and often censored. 
This envelope bore none of those marAs. Curiosity, a dangerous trait in these 
paranoid times, pricAed him. ke glanced over his shoulder, even though the 
archive room was usually empty at this hour, eRcept for him. The heavy oaA door 
was closed, its iron hinges creaAing softly in the silence. ke tooA out the letter.

The paper was of good Puality, not the cheap, recycled stuW common in prison. 
ke turned it over. ?o stamp, no return address. The handwriting on the front 
was elegant, precise, almost artistic, in starA contrast to the hurried scribbles and 
o*cial stamps that usually covered prison documents. It read:

BTo the ERecutioner of -aris.B
Étienne held his breath. The ERecutioner. Untoine Oanson. The name alone 

sent a chill down his spine. Oanson was a Hgure of fear and grim fascination, a 
man whose hands guided the blade that separated life from hope. 4hy would a 
letter for him be hidden in a prisoner's HleM Und why was it here, in the archive, 
instead of being delivered directly to Oanson's chambers or to the prison wardenM

ke hesitated for a long moment, his thumb tracing the elegant calligraphy. ke 
Anew he should report it, or at least hand it over to the warden. Yut an invisible 
force, a whisper of intrigue, held his hand bacA. ke carefully unfolded the single 
sheet of paper inside. The inA was blacA, crisp against the cream2colored page. The 
date at the top made his blood run cold:

BGé Fessidor, Xear II of the zepublicB
Today was GJ Fessidor. The letter was dated two days in the future. Étienne's 

eyes scanned the words, his heart beginning to beat frantically against his ribs:
BFy dear Untoine,B
BI write to you not as a plea, but as a prophecy. Nn the morning of Fessidor 

Gé, you will be summoned to the zue Oaint2konor7, near the jountain of the 
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Innocents. U man named 3ean2quc Foreau, a former silA merchant, will be found 
dead in his apartment at number G". ke will have been poisoned. kis wife, 
C7leste, will be weeping beside his body, claiming an intruder, but she will be 
lying. It will be a slow, agoni1ing death, bitter tea served with a smile. Ohe sought 
her fortune, her freedom from a marriage that had grown cold. Xou will Hnd traces 
of arsenic in his morning coWee. The zevolution may claim his life, but his wife 
will have already stolen his breath.

Étienne reread the passage, his Hngers trembling slightly. -oison. U speciHc 
address. U name. U future date. It was no 5oAe6 it was too detailed, too precise. 
ke felt a cold dread spread through his stomach, liAe a fro1en spider web. 4ho 
would write such a thingM Und whyM 4as it the fantasy of a madmanM U cruel 5oAe 
from a prisoner who had nothing left to loseM Nr something much more sinisterM

ke folded the letter carefully and put it bacA in the envelope, then slipped it 
deep into the pocAet of his own coat. kis usual meticulousness vanished, replaced 
by a frantic need to hide this disturbing discovery. ke couldn't bring himself to 
return it to xubois' Hle. ke couldn't report it. ?ot yet. The idea of a murder, 
described in such detail before it had even happened, was too disturbing to simply 
hand over to the indiWerent machinery of the prison. ke needed to understand. 
kis conscience, however, was already reproaching him.

jor the rest of the morning, Étienne's pen moved across the paper, but his 
mind was elsewhere, replaying the words of the letter. BGé Fessidor. 3ean2quc 
Foreau. -oison. C7leste.B The names felt real, the details vivid. ke tried to dismiss 
it as a macabre fantasy, a tricA of the mind, but the chill that had settled in his 
chest refused to go away. The very air of the Conciergerie seemed to whisper the 
prophecy.

ke ate his lunch in the common room, a tasteless gruel that oWered little 
comfort. kis ga1e darted around, scrutini1ing the other copyists, the guards, even 
the Aitchen staW. Could one of them be the authorM The elegant calligraphy of 
the letter suggested someone educated, perhaps even reHned. Fost of the men 
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Étienne worAed with were rough, their hands more accustomed to a musAet than 
a pen.

The neRt day, the G8th of Fessidor, passed in a ha1e of apprehension. Every 
shadow seemed to hold a secret, every whispered conversation a hidden meaning. 
Étienne found himself staring at the calendar on the archive wall, counting the 
hours. ke felt a foolish hope that the day would pass without incident, that 
the letter would turn out to be nothing more than a morbid piece of Hction. 
kowever, a darAer part of him, the part that had become cynical under the weight 
of the Conciergerie's despair, suspected otherwise.

ke returned to his cramped, cold room that afternoon, the letter still a heavy 
weight in his pocAet. ke tooA it out again, the parchment rustling softly. ke read 
it once more, the words now etched into his memory. ke tried to rationali1e it, to 
Hnd a logical eRplanation. -erhaps it was written by someone who BpretendedB 
to commit the murder, a confession sent in advance. Yut why send it to the 
eRecutionerM Und why hide it in a prisoner's HleM

Oleep oWered him little comfort. Étienne's dreams were a 5umble of shadowy 
Hgures, elegant calligraphy twisting into grotesPue shapes, and the metallic taste 
of poison. ke woAe with a gasp, the Hrst pale light of dawn barely visible through 
his dirty window. It was the Géth of Fessidor.

ke dressed PuicAly, his hands trembling slightly as he buttoned his coat. ke 
felt a strange compulsion, a need to Anow. ke Anew he couldn't 5ust leave the 
Conciergerie and go to the zue Oaint2konor7. Us a copyist, his movements were 
restricted, his identity tied to the prison. Yut he Anew people, he heard things. 
The prison was a hub of information, a place where rumors, both true and false, 
circulated liAe a disease.

ke spent the morning trying to appear normal, copying documents with a 
diligence he did not feel. kis ears, however, were attentive to every conversation, 
every scrap of news. ke heard the guards discussing the latest arrests, the rise in the 
price of bread, the endless stream of carts heading for the -lace de la z7volution. 
?othing about a silA merchant, nothing about poison.
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3ust after noon, a diWerent bu11 began to spread through the prison. It started 
as Puiet whispers among the 5ailers, then turned into more open discussion. Éti2
enne saw a group of guards gathered near the main gate, their faces somber, their 
voices low. kis heart hammered. ke tried to looA busy, meticulously aligning a 
stacA of papers, while straining to catch their words.

FUnother one,F muttered one guard, shaAing his head. Fjound this morning.F
F-oison, they say,F added another, his voice tinged with disgust. FThe wife, 

naturally.F
Étienne felt a wave of cold wash over him. kis pen fell to the Goor with a 

clatter. ke bent down slowly to picA it up, his mind reeling. B-oison. The wife.B 
It couldn't be. It couldn't be possible.

Fzue Oaint2konor7,F conHrmed a third guard, his voice barely audible. F?ear 
the jountain of the Innocents. ?umber G".F

Étienne stood motionless, the pen forgotten in his hand. Every detail. Every 
tiny detail of the letter. It was true. The murder had happened. 3ust as the letter 
had predicted.

ke felt a sudden, suWocating panic. This was no 5oAe. This was real. Und he had 
held the Anowledge of a future murder in his hands for two days. ke had done 
nothing. ke had allowed it to happen. Luilt, sharp and cold, pierced his initial 
shocA. ke, a man who prided himself on his moral compass, had been complicit 
in a death by inaction. The roar of the crowd over the poisoned merchant was a 
drum in his ribs.

ke forced himself to breathe, to regain some semblance of composure. ke had 
to thinA. ke had to understand. ke couldn't go to the authorities now. kow 
could he eRplain how he AnewM FI found a letter, dated in the future, hidden in 
a prisoner's Hle, describing a murder that would happen today.F They would call 
him cra1y, or worse, accuse him of involvement. In the zeign of Terror, suspicion 
was a death sentence.

ke retreated to the relative solitude of the archive room, his mind racing. ke 
tooA the letter out of his pocAet again, his ga1e HRed on the elegant calligraphy 
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that now seemed to mocA him. FFy dear Untoine, I write to you not as a plea, 
but as a prophecy.F The words had taAen on a new and terrifying weight.

ke sat down at his desA, staring at the pile of prisoner Hles. kis hand trembled 
as he reached for xubois's folder, the one where he had found the letter. ke 
opened it, searching for any clue, any hint he might have overlooAed. Yut there 
was nothing. 3ust the usual grim paperworA.

4ho could have put it thereM U prisonerM -erhaps an outgoing prisoner who 
had access to the HlesM Yut how would they Anow about a murder that had not 
yet happenedM U guardM U clerAM Oomeone within the prison system, someone 
with access to the Hles, someone who could move around unseen.

ke thought of Untoine Oanson, the eRecutioner. The letter was addressed 
to him. xid Oanson receive other letters liAe thisM 4as this commonM Oanson 
was a stoic, inscrutable man, weighed down by his grim duty. Étienne had seen 
him many times, a tall, imposing Hgure, always impeccably dressed, even when 
overseeing the most gruesome tasAs. ke carried himself with a Puiet authority 
that commanded respect, or at least fear. Could Oanson be involvedM The idea 
seemed absurd. 4hy would the eRecutioner need such a warningM Snless... unless 
the writer of the letter was trying to communicate something to Oanson that 
could not be said openly.

Étienne felt a deep moral conGict. kis conscience was screaming at him. ke 
had to do something. Yut whatM The fear of deHance, of attracting unwanted at2
tention from the revolutionary authorities, was a heavy burden. ke had seen too 
many innocent people condemned, too many lives eRtinguished for the slightest 
whisper of dissent. kis father, a liberal2minded man, had disappeared in the early 
days of the zevolution, devoured by the very ideals he had once defended. Étienne 
had learned to go unnoticed, to blend into the bacAground, to survive. Yut this... 
this was diWerent. This was a direct challenge to his passivity.

ke thought of his mother, devoted and unyielding, who had always taught 
him the diWerence between right and wrong. Ohe would tell him that silence in 
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the face of in5ustice was a sin. Yut his father's disappearance had taught him the 
harsh reality that speaAing out could lead to oblivion.

The afternoon dragged on. Étienne copied a Hnal confession, the words of a 
man pleading for the safety of his children, his voice echoing in Étienne's mind. 
ke felt a deep Ainship with the condemned, a shared sense of powerlessness in 
the face of the overwhelming forces of the state. Yut now, he possessed a diWerent 
Aind of power, a terrible Anowledge.

Us the shadows lengthened, Étienne made a decision. ke couldn't ignore this. 
ke couldn't. The letter was too speciHc, the event too real. ke had to Hnd out who 
was writing these letters. ke had to understand why. It was a dangerous path, he 
Anew, one that could lead him to the same fate as the unfortunate souls whose 
papers he copied. Yut the image of 3ean2quc Foreau, poisoned in his home, 
haunted him, a silent accusation.

ke would start slowly, Puietly. ke would looA for clues in the archives, in 
the patterns of prisoner arrivals and departures, in the handwriting of other 
documents. ke would listen, observe, piece together the pu11le without drawing 
attention to himself. It was a desperate hope, a fragile plan, but it was all he had.

ke folded the letter once more, slipping it into a hidden pocAet he had sewn 
into the lining of his coat. It was a secret, a burden, and a driving force. The 
Conciergerie, once a mere worAplace, now felt liAe a labyrinth, and he, Étienne 
Voclain, was trapped inside, holding a thread that could lead him to the truth, or 
to his own doom.

Us he prepared to leave for the day, the heavy door to the archive room creaAed 
open. U guard, Citi1en qemoine, a burly man with a permanent frown, poAed 
his head in. FVoclain,F he growled. FCiti1en Oanson rePuests your presence. In his 
o*ce. ?ow.F

Étienne held his breath. Oanson. The ERecutioner. kad he already received a 
copy of the letter from some other sourceM kad his own inaction been discoveredM 
Nr was this a terrifying coincidenceM ke nodded, his heart pounding, a cold Anot 
forming in his stomach. ke clutched the letter hidden in his pocAet, its presence 
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a burning secret against his sAin. The ma1e had 5ust narrowed, and Étienne Anew, 
with chilling certainty, that his Puiet obedience had begun to cracA.
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The call to Sanson's odce hab ieen nothgnm ro,e than a chgllgnm cogncgbenceu 
a c,wel tfgst o. .atex The epecwtgone, hab sgrylv fanteb hgr to coyv a syecgÉc 
lemal y,ecebentu a m,gr gnst,wctgon .o, an wycorgnm rass t,galu hgs stogc .ace 
,ekealgnm nothgnm ievonb fea,v y,o.essgonalgsrx Ctgenne hab le.t hgs y,esence 
that a.te,noon .eelgnm ioth grrense ,elge. anb m,ofgnm wneasex Sanson qnef 
nothgnm o. the lette,u o, g. he bgbu he hgb gt iehgnb an gryenet,aile rasqx Thgs 
le.t Ctgenne alone fgth hgs te,,gile sec,et anb the mnafgnm mwglt o. gnactgonx The 
colb stone falls o. the Honcge,me,geu once a .arglga, iacqb,oy to hgs -wget lg.eu 
nof .elt lgqe the gnte,go, o. a toriu each co,,gbo, a yath leabgnm hgr beeye, gnto 
a rvste,v he .elt coryelleb to solkex

Ee ieman hgs sglent sea,ch grrebgatelvu eken thowmh the oyy,essgke atros9
yhe,e o. the y,gson seereb to consyg,e amagnst hgrx The a,chgke ,ooru hgs wswal 
sanctwa,vu nof .elt lgqe a camex Ee syent how,su hgs Énme,s stagneb fgth gnq anb 
bwstu sg.tgnm th,owmh ygles o. bocwrentsu sea,chgnm .o, a mhostx The elemant 
callgm,ayhv o. the lette,u so bgstgnctgke anb y,ecgseu fas etcheb gn hgs rero,vx Ee 
corya,eb gt to y,gsone,s' con.essgonsu to mwa,bs' ,eyo,tsu to the enbless st,ear 
o. abrgngst,atgke yaye,fo,qx Aach st,oqe ilw,,eb gnto the neptu an epasye,atgnm 
wng.o,rgtv io,n o. haste anb gnbgUe,encex The hanb that f,ote the y,oyhecv 
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fas not aronm those ,owmh anb hw,,geb sc,giilesx Nt fas a hanb that tooq gts 
tgreu a hanb that ca,eb aiowt y,esentatgonu a hanb that benoteb an ebwcatgon .a, 
swye,go, to that o. the corron gnhaigtants o. the Honcge,me,gex

Ee looqeb .o, anvthgnm wnwswalF a rgsylaceb bocwrentu a st,anme annotatgonu 
a nare that seereb owt o. ylacex Ee epargneb the Éles o. neflv conkgcteb 
y,gsone,su fonbe,gnm g. anv o. theru gn a Énal act o. tfgsteb beÉanceu hab c,a.teb 
the racai,e y,ebgctgonx zwt the Éles fe,e all the sareF accwsatgonsu testgrongesu 
ke,bgctsu all leabgnm to the sare gnekgtaile conclwsgonx jo hgbben lette,su no 
c,vytgc ressamesx The iw,eawc,acv o. beath fas ephawstgkeu g. anvthgnmu leakgnm 
lgttle ,oor .o, ye,sonal eriellgshrentsx ",wst,atgon fas a slof iw,nu tw,ngnm 
hgs gngtgal w,mencv gnto fea,v ye,sgstencex Ee .ownb nothgnmu aisolwtelv nothgnm 
that hgnteb at the o,gmgn o. the lette,x Nt fas as g. the ya,chrent hab sgrylv 
rate,galg?ebu a ba,q seeb ylanteb gn the hea,t o. the y,gsonx

Egs sea,ch eptenbeb ievonb the a,chgke ,ooru thowmh he hab to ie ca,e9
.wlu hgs rokerents caswalu hgs -westgons keglebx Ee ieman to oise,ke the y,gson 
staU fgth a nef gntensgtvx The 1agle,su fgth theg, ,owmh ranne,s anb callowseb 
hanbsu seereb gncayaile o. swch ,eÉneb callgm,ayhvx The sc,giesu hwncheb oke, 
theg, lebme,su y,obwceb onlv hastvu y,actgcal f,gtgnmx Ee fatcheb the mwa,bsu 
the qgtchen staUu eken the occasgonal kgsgtgnm odcgalu t,vgnm to bgsce,n a switle 
mestw,eu a qnofgnm mlanceu anvthgnm that rgmht iet,av a connectgon to the sgn9
gste, co,,esyonbencex zwt the .aces he encownte,eb fe,e rasqs o. gnbgUe,ence 
o, ephawstgonu ra,qeb iv the baglv ,owtgne o. the Honcge,me,gex Vronm the 
mwa,bsu he ,ererie,eb Oawthge,u a nef ran on the ngmht shg.tu fgth bgstw,ignmlv 
yge,cgnm evesu fho neke, syoqe iwt seereb to rgss nothgnmx Ctgenne bgsrgsseb the 
thowmhtu att,giwtgnm gt to ephawstgonu iwt the grame o. Oawthge, lgnme,ebx

Ee t,geb to bgsc,eetlv gn-wg,e aiowt soreone fgth wnwswal talentsu o, nef 
a,,gkals fgth a yenchant .o, the b,aratgcx 0Eake vow notgceb anv nef sc,gies 
,ecentlvR0 he rgmht asq a .ellof coyvgstu as g. enmamgnm gn gble conke,satgonx 0B, 
ye,hays a y,gsone, fgth a ya,tgcwla, sqgll .o, f,gtgnmR0 The ,esyonses fe,e alfavs 
the sareF a sh,wmu a m,wntu a bgsrgssgke fake o. the hanbx 0Thev all f,gte the 
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sare fhen thev',e iemmgnm .o, theg, lgkesu Ioclagnu0 one mwa,b hab snayyebu hgs 
eves na,,ofeb swsygcgowslvx 0Jhat bgUe,ence boes gt raqeR0 Ctgenne fgthb,ef 
-wgcqlvu hgs hea,t sgnqgnmx Egs cw,gosgtvu he ,ealg?ebu fas a ieacon gn the ye,kasgke 
mlooru anb he neebeb to bgr gts lgmhtx

The iw,eawc,atgc ra?e o. the Honcge,me,ge fas besgmneb to sfallof gnbgkgbw9
alsu not ,ekeal therx The ,eco,bs fe,e gncoryleteu o.ten cont,abgcto,vx M,gsone,s 
fe,e nwrie,su not naresx The staU fe,e gnte,chanmeaileu theg, .aces ilw,,gnm 
gnto a m,gr collectgke anonvrgtvx Ee .ownb no one fho seereb to Ét the y,oÉle 
o. the lette,'s awtho,éno one fgth the -wget gntellgmenceu the yhglosoyhgcal ientu 
the chgllgnm y,ecgsgon that the lette, bgsylavebx Ake,v gn-wg,vu hofeke, ca,e.wllv 
fo,bebu leb to a beab enbx The y,gson fas a .o,t,ess o. sec,etsu iwt gt fas also 
a .o,t,ess o. ayathvx jo one ca,eb aiowt a st,anme lette,u not fhen the mwgllotgne 
afagteb gts baglv ha,kestx The Pekolwtgon hab bwlleb theg, sensesu ha,bengnm ther 
amagnst anvthgnm that bgb not bg,ectlv th,eaten theg, ofn sw,kgkalx

Ee .elt the fegmht o. theg, gnbgUe,enceu a heakv cloaq that th,eateneb to swUo9
cate hgs ;ebmlgnm gnkestgmatgonx Eof cowlb he Énb a ye,yet,ato, fhen eke,vone 
fas too sca,ebu too iwsvu o, too gnsensgtgke to notgce anvthgnm owt o. the o,bgna,vR 
The rero,v o. Dean9:wc Yo,eawu yogsoneb gn hgs iebu ,etw,neb fgth chgllgnm 
cla,gtvx Ee hab ieen a ,eal ranu fgth a ,eal lg.eu nof ,ebwceb to a m,gr anecbote 
sha,eb aronm mwa,bsx Vnb Ctgenne hab qnofn gt fas corgnmx The iw,ben o. 
that qnoflebme fegmheb on hgru .welgnm hgs bete,rgnatgon eken as gt beeyeneb 
hgs besyag,x

Bne a.te,noonu as he rabe hgs fav th,owmh the iwstlgnm lawnb,v a,eau anothe, 
qgnb o. oise,katgon cawmht hgs attentgonx Ee hab o.ten seen :2nau the y,gson 
lawnb,essu a foran fhose sha,y eves seereb to rgss nothgnmx She fas olbe, 
than Ctgenneu he, .ace feathe,eb iv ha,bshgyu he, hanbs st,onm .,or vea,s o. 
sc,wiignmx She rokeb fgth y,actgceb edcgencvu he, rokerents econorgcalu he, 
ma?e ye,ceytgkex Lnlgqe the ,est o. the staUu fho o.ten looqeb afav o, sta,ebu 
:2na .aceb the fo,lb heab9onu he, epy,essgon a rgptw,e o. cvngcgsr anb fea,v 
arwserentx
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Tobavu she fas ient oke, a la,me fooben twiu he, a,rs swire,meb gn soayvu 
.oarv fate,u sc,wiignm a iloobstagneb shg,t fgth .w,gows ene,mvx Ee, sleekes fe,e 
,olleb wyu ,ekealgnm fg,v .o,ea,rsx V st,anb o. ba,q hag, hab escayeb .,or he, 
cay anb clwnm to he, bary .o,eheabx Vs Ctgenne yasseb ivu he notgceb he, -wgcqu 
gntellgment eves rokgnm a,ownb the ,ooru oise,kgnm eke,v .aceu eke,v rokerentx 
She fasn't 1wst fo,qgnm3 she fas fatchgnmx She yawsebu y,etenbgnm to ab1wst a 
loose iwtton on he, coatu he, ma?e lgnme,gnm on hgrx

04gb vow lose sorethgnmu Hgtg?en IoclagnR0 :2na's kogce cwt th,owmh the 
hwrgb ag,u sw,y,gsgnmlv clea, anb sha,yx She habn't eken looqeb wy .,or he, 
sc,wiignmx Ee, fo,bs fe,en't c,welu iwt bg,ectu fgth the igtgnm tone o. soreone 
fho hab seen too rwchx

Ctgenne sta,tlebu taqen aiacqx Ee clea,eb hgs th,oatx 0jou cgtg?en :2nax Dwstxxx 
abrg,gnm vow, bglgmencex0 The lge sownbeb clwrsv on hgs tonmwex

She Énallv looqeb wyu he, ba,q eves yge,cgnmu a slgmhtu qnofgnm srgle ylavgnm on 
he, lgysx 04glgmence gs .o, those fho ielgeke gt fgll sake therx Ee,eu gt 1wst qeeys the 
iloobstagns .,or yglgnm wy too rwchx0 She f,wnm owt the shg,t fgth a y,actgceb 
tfgstu the c,grson fate, sfg,lgnm bofn the b,agnx 0*ow seer to hake a lot on vow, 
rgnb these bavsu .o, a coyvgstx Yo,e than lemal 1a,monu N swsyectx0

Ctgenne .elt a ilwsh ,gse to hgs necqx Ee, gnsgmht fas bgsconce,tgnmx 0The yaye,9
fo,q gsxxx tebgowsu0 he oUe,eb kamwelvx

:2na sno,tebu a b,vu hwro,less sownbx 0Tebgowsu vesx Nt alfavs gsu fhen gt's 
fegmhgnm on a ran's sowlx0 She leaneb amagnst the twiu b,vgnm he, hanbs on he, 
ay,onu he, ma?e wnfake,gnmx 0*ow',e looqgnm .o, sorethgnmu a,en't vowR Sore9
thgnm that gsn't f,gtten gn the odcgal ,eco,bsx0

Egs hea,t harre,eb amagnst hgs ,gisx Ee fanteb to benv gtu to y,etenb he fas 
sgrylv a bglgment coyvgstu iwt he, eves helb a beyth o. wnbe,stanbgnm that rabe 
y,etense seer .wtglex 0Nxxx N 1wst oise,keu0 he starre,ebx

0Bise,katgon gs a banme,ows yastgre fgthgn these fallsu0 she sagbu he, kogce 
b,oyygnm slgmhtlvu thowmh stgll clea,x 0Vnb cw,gosgtvR Hw,gosgtv qglls yeoyleu Hgt9
g?en Ioclagnx Asyecgallv fhen gt conce,ns thgnms that showlb not see the lgmht o. 
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bavx0 She ygcqeb wy anothe, ma,rentu a .abeb twngcu anb ieman gnsyectgnm gt .o, 
tea,sx The Honcge,me,ge has gts ofn qgnb o. t,wthu Ctgennex Vnb gt ,a,elv ratches 
fhat thev f,gtex

0Jhat qgnb o. t,wthR0 Ctgenne asqebu hgs kogce ia,elv a fhgsye,x
:2na stoyyeb fo,qgnmu he, eves Épeb on hgsx 0The one that fhgsye,s gn the 

shabofsx The one that raqes ren bgsayyea,x The one that qnofs ro,e than gt 
showlb anb savs nothgnmx She has seen enowmh epecwtgon o,be,s to qnof fhat 
hayyens to those fho syeaq owt o. tw,n o, asq too ranv -westgonsx0 Jgth a nob 
o. he, heabu she yognteb to the iwstlgnm lawnb,v ,oorx Ake,vone he,e has a ,eason 
to qeey theg, heab bofnx Aken rex Asyecgallv rex

Ee, fo,bs fe,e a clea, fa,ngnmu a rg,,o, ,e;ectgnm hgs beeyest anpgetgesx Ee 
hab seen the sfg.t anb i,wtal 1wstgce o. the Pekolwtgona,v T,giwnalx The bgs9
ayyea,ance o. hgs .athe,u a fownb that hab neke, t,wlv healebu fas a constant 
,ergnbe, o. the y,gce o. bgssentx :2na's cvngcal staterentsu io,n o. vea,s o. m,gr 
oise,katgonu .elt lgqe a colb bose o. ,ealgtvx The Honcge,me,ge fas not a ylace .o, 
seeqe,s o. t,wthu iwt .o, sw,kgko,sx Egs sea,ch .o, ansfe,su hofeke, noile gt seereb 
to hgru fas also ,ecqless .ollvu a marile fgth hgs ofn lg.ex

Ee qnef she fas ,gmhtx Ake,v gnstgnct o. sel.9y,ese,katgon sc,eareb at hgr to 
stoyu to .o,met the lette,su to ,etw,n to hgs -wgetu anonvrows epgstencex zwt the 
grame o. Yo,eawu the yogsoneb re,chantu mnafeb at hgrx The gbea o. anothe, 
gnnocent lg.eu .o,etolb anb then eptgnmwgshebu fhgle he stoob ivu sglent anb .ea,.wlu 
fas wniea,ailex :2na's fo,bsu gntenbeb to bgsswabe hgru gnsteab solgbgÉeb hgs 
bete,rgnatgonu aliegt fgth a nef lave, o. b,eabx Ee fowlb ie ca,e.wlx Ee hab to 
ie ca,e.wlx

0Thanq vowu cgtg?en :2nau0 he sagb gn a lof kogcex 0N fgll ,ererie, vow, fo,bsx0
She make hgr anothe, qnofgnm looqu a hgnt o. sorethgnm lgqe ygtv gn he, 

evesx 0ze sw,e vow box Sore sec,ets a,e iette, le.t iw,gebx0 She ,etw,neb to he, 
sc,wiignmu the ,hvthrgc sylash o. fate, Éllgnm the sglence ietfeen therx Ctgenne 
falqeb afavu the fegmht o. he, fa,ngnm y,essgnm bofn on hgru heakv as the stone 
aiokex
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The seebs o. bowit :2na hab sofn aiowt hgs sa.etv ieman to me,rgnate gnto 
.wll9ilofn ya,anogax Ake,v shabof seereb to ha,io, a fatch.wl evex Ake,v fhgs9
ye,eb conke,satgon aronm the mwa,bs .elt lgqe a kegleb th,eatx Ee .ownb hgrsel. 
1wrygnm at swbben nogsesu hgs hea,t yownbgnm at the caswal i,wsh o. a showlbe, 
as soreone yasseb ivx Jas the awtho, o. the lette, fatchgnm hgrR 4gb thev qnof 
he hab the lette,R 4gb thev qnof fhat he fas looqgnm .o,R The thowmht fas a 
colb qnot gn hgs storachx Ee fas no lonme, 1wst an oise,ke,3 he fas a ya,tgcgyantu 
b,afn gnto a banme,ows marex

Ee syent the ,est o. the bav gn a .om o. ayy,ehensgonu hgs rgnb ,eylavgnm :2na's 
fo,bsu t,vgnm to becgyhe, fhethe, thev contagneb anv hgbben reangnm ievonb 
theg, oikgows fa,ngnmx Eab she seen sorethgnmR 4gb she qnof ro,e than she 
fas lettgnm onR Ee bgsrgsseb the gbeax :2na fas a sw,kgko,u a y,amratgstx She 
fowlbn't met gnkolkeb gn swch a banme,ows aUag,u not oyenlvx zwt he, sha,ynessu 
he, wncannv aiglgtv to see ievonb the sw,.aceu lgnme,eb gn hgs rgnb as a yotentgal 
,esow,ceu g. onlv he cowlb Énb a fav to tay gnto gt fgthowt enbanme,gnm ther 
iothx

Vs tfglgmht .ellu yagntgnm the na,,of fgnbofs o. the Honcge,me,ge gn shabes o. 
m,av anb yw,yleu Ctgenne ,etw,neb to hgs c,aryebu colb -wa,te,sx The ,oor fas 
ia,elv la,me, than a cellu .w,ngsheb fgth a na,,of cotu a srall fooben besqu anb 
a ,gcqetv chag,x Ee lgt the fgcq o. a canbleu gts ;gcqe,gnm ;are castgnm bancgnm 
shabofs on the ,owmh stone fallsx Ee .elt ephawstebu the rental eUo,t o. hgs 
occwlt ,esea,ch ro,e ephawstgnm than anv yhvsgcal laio,x Ee sanq gnto the chag,u 
,wiignm hgs terylesu lonmgnm .o, a rorent o. yeacex

Ee ,eacheb gnto the gnsgbe yocqet o. hgs coatu hgs Énme,s i,wshgnm amagnst the 
,owmh yaye, o. the É,st lette,u a constant anb wnsettlgnm y,esencex Ee ywlleb gt owtu 
gntenbgnm to ,e,eab gtu to epargne gts betagls once ro,eu sea,chgnm .o, anv clwes he 
rgmht hake oke,looqebx zwt as hgs Énme,s closeb a,ownb the .arglga, ya,chrentu 
he .elt sorethgnm elseu sorethgnm thgn anb c,gsyu twcqeb ,gmht nept to gtx Egs i,eath 
cawmhtx
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Nt fas anothe, enkeloyex Nbentgcal to the É,stx Lnra,qebu wnsealebu rabe o. 
the sare hgmh9-walgtv yaye,x Egs hea,t sqgyyeb a ieatu a nawseatgnm sense o. b,eab 
fashgnm oke, hgrx Ee qnefu fgth a ce,tagntv that chglleb hgr to the ioneu fhat gt 
fasx The awtho, o. the lette, qnefx Thev qnef he hab the É,st lette,x Thev qnef 
he hab qeyt gtx Vnb nofu thev fe,e corrwngcatgnm bg,ectlv fgth hgru o, at leastu 
raqgnm sw,e he .ownb theg, nept y,oyhecvx

Egs hanbs t,erileb as he tooq gt owtx The callgm,ayhv on the .,ont fas the sare 
elemantu y,ecgse hanbf,gtgnmF

HTo the Apecwtgone, o. Ma,gsxH
zwt thgs tgreu ieneath the abb,essu a srallu alrost grye,ceytgile svriol hab 

ieen b,afn gn one co,ne,F a srall stvlg?eb .eathe,x HEgsH .eathe,x V ye,sonal 
towchu a bg,ect acqnoflebmrent o. hgs gnkolkerentx The ressame fas clea,F HN 
qnof vow hake the lette,sx N qnof vow a,e fatchgnmxH

Ee wn.olbeb the sgnmle sheet gnsgbeu hgs eves scanngnm the bate É,stF
HXI Yessgbo,u *ea, NN o. the PeywilgcH
Th,ee bavs afavx The colb b,eab gntensgÉebu tgmhtengnm hgs th,oatx Ee .o,ceb 

hgrsel. to ,eabu the canble ;are ;gcqe,gnmu raqgnm the fo,bs bance on the yame 
lgqe ralekolent syg,gtsF

HYv bea, VntogneuH
HVnothe, th,eab wn,akelsu anothe, lg.e .,avsx Bn the ro,ngnm o. XI Yessgbo,u 

nea, the Mlace 4awyhgneu a ran nareb Hgtg?en Mge,,e 4elac,ogpu a rgno, odcgal 
o. the Horrgttee o. Mwilgc Sa.etvu fgll ie .ownb hanmgnm .,or the ,a.te,s o. 
hgs ofn stwbvx Nt fgll ayyea, to ie swgcgbeu i,owmht on iv the y,essw,es o. hgs 
odceu the fegmht o. ,ekolwtgona,v 1wstgcex zwt bo not ie .oolebx Ee fgll hake 
ieen st,anmleb É,stu hgs necq i,oqen ie.o,e the ,oye towcheb hgrx Egs 0swgcgbe 
note0 fgll ie a .o,me,vu a clwrsv atteryt to bgke,t swsygcgon .,or the ,eal cwly,gtF 
Hgtg?en Vwmwste "ow,nge,u hgs arigtgows cowsgnu fho enkges hgs yosgtgon anb 
cokets hgs srall iwt m,ofgnm gn;wencex The Pekolwtgon bekow,s gts ofnu Vntogneu 
iwt soretgres gt neebs a lgttle helyx
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Ctgenne's kgsgon ilw,,ebx Swgcgbex St,anmlebx V .o,meb notex V cowsgnx The 
betagls fe,e eken ro,e chgllgnmu ro,e gntgrate than the É,st lette,x Thgs fas not 
1wst a y,ebgctgon3 gt fas a ,ekelatgonu a betagleb ylan .o, a c,greu epyosgnm the 
ba,q sgbe o. arigtgon anb iet,avalx Vnb the kgctgr fas a rgno, odcgalu soreone 
connecteb to the ke,v rachgne,v o. the Pekolwtgonu soreone fhose beath cowlb 
easglv ie bgsrgsseb as anothe, kgctgr o. the Te,,o,x

Ee ,e,eab the lette,u hgs rgnb ,acgnmu t,vgnm to y,ocess the grylgcatgonsx Mge,,e 
4elac,ogpx Vn odcgal o. the Horrgtteex Thgs fas not 1wst anv cgtg?en3 he fas 
soreone fgth yofe,u hofeke, srallx Vnb the rotgke fas clea,F arigtgonu enkvx 
The awtho, o. the lette, seereb to yossess gntgrate qnoflebme not onlv o. .wtw,e 
ekentsu iwt also o. the hgbben besg,es anb ,esentrents i,efgnm ieneath the 
sw,.ace o. Ma,gsgan socgetvx

The É,st rw,be, hab ieen a shocqu a te,,g.vgnm conÉ,ratgon o. the lette,'s 
yofe,x Thgs seconb one fas a staterentx The awtho, fas not a caswal y,anqste,u 
no, a rabran fhose ,arilgnms cogncgbeb fgth ,ealgtvx Ee fas a belgie,ate anb 
calcwlatgnm gnbgkgbwalu o,chest,atgnm o, .o,eseegnm beaths fgth chgllgnm y,ecgsgonu 
anb b,afgnm Ctgenne beeye, gnto hgs marex The srall svriol o. the yenu a sglent 
acqnoflebmrentu conÉ,reb gtx Ee fas no lonme, a yassgke oise,ke,x Ee fas a 
chosen ,ecgygentu a fgtnessx Ee syent a sleeyless ngmhtu the seconb lette, clwtcheb 
gn hgs hanbx The hooqu sha,y anb colbu hab ieen setx
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The cold of the Conciergerie, once a mere physical annoyance, had become a 
shroud wrapped around Étienne's very soul. The second letter, with its chill-
ing prophecy of Pierre Delacroix's orchestrated suicide, burned in his mind, a 
constant, kiczering kame of dread. The small styliJed feather drawn beneath the 
executioner's address felt lize a marz, singling him out as an unwitting participant 
in a macabre play. The guilt over Lean-Muc Horeau's death, predicted and then 
fulNlled while he did nothing, was a leaden weight in his stomach. 1e could not 
remain silent. 7ot again.

The morning of ?B Hessidor arrived, gray and relentless. Étienne forced him-
self to continue with his taszs, his pen moving across the paper with a mechanical 
precision that belied the frantic chaos in his mind. 1e tried to thinz of a way to 
warn Pierre Delacroix, the victim. Could he send an anonymous note, slipping it 
into the hands of a guardR Aut the guards were suspicious by nature, their loyalty 
to the Eevolution absolute. Uny deviation from the norm would be met with 
scrutiny. 1is world, conNned by stone walls and iron bars, oGered few avenues 
for intervention.

The hours dragged on. Sach ticz of the invisible clocz in the warden's oVce 
seemed to echo the relentless march toward the predicted tragedy. Étienne's 

?B



UOIO:TS "UMM*F:

stomach churned with a mixture of fear and growing despair. 1e zept his ear 
open, straining to catch any snippet of conversation. Aut the prison hummed 
with its usual somber rhythm.

Lust after noon, a sudden, urgent bustle broze the monotony. The guards 
moved with a new sense of purpose, their faces grim. U messenger, breathless and 
pale, arrived at the main gate, speazing in a low, agitated voice with the warden. 
Étienne, positioned near the door to the archive room, pretended to be absorbed 
in a particularly dense legal text, but his senses were on high alert.

1e caught fragments of their conversation, words that pierced the general 
hubbub lize shards of iceq 8Place Dauphine... Committee oVcial... hanged... 
suicide note...8 1is blood ran cold. Ft had happened. Ugain. Svery detail. The 
prophecy in the letter had been fulNlled with terrifying precision. 1e had znown 
it. The weight of his inaction oppressed him, suGocating him.

1e retreated to the archive room, his hands shazing so violently that he could 
barely hold his pen. 1e tooz out the second letter, its elegant calligraphy now 
a testament to pure, raw evil. X1is 8suicide note8 would be a forgery, a clumsy 
attempt to divert suspicion from the real culpritq citiJen Uuguste journier, his 
ambitious cousin.X The casual cruelty of the words, the intimate znowledge of 
the victim's family dynamics, sent a new wave of dread through him.

Ut the end of the day, a new Ngure appeared at the Conciergerie, a man who 
moved with an unsettling grace, his presence immediately drawing the attention 
of the guards and oVcials. CitiJen Hathurin Clouet, the new Fnternal *bserver. 
Étienne had heard the rumors. Clouet was a rising star in the Lacobin ranzs, a man 
znown for his eloYuent speeches and his ruthless devotion to the revolutionary 
ideal. 1e was here to 8purify8 the prison staG, to root out any disloyal elements. 
1is arrival sent a wave of unease through the already anxious Conciergerie.

Étienne watched him from the shadows of the archive room as Clouet moved 
through the main hall. 1e was a strizing Ngure, tall and slender, wearing an 
impeccable darz blue coat and a crisp white tie. 1is face was sharp and intelli-
gent, framed by darz, well-groomed hair. 1owever, what really caught Étienne's 
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attention were his eyesq they were darz, intense, missing nothing, observing the 
staG with a calm, appraising gaJe. There was a theatrical touch to his movements, 
a studied charm that was disturbingly artiNcial.

Clouet stopped near the warden's desz and strucz up a conversation. Étienne 
couldn't hear the exact words, but he saw the warden nodding deferentially, a 
nervous smile on his face. Clouet was clearly a man of power, and he wielded it 
with a natural authority that chilled Étienne more than any brusYue order from 
a guard.

Then, to Étienne's surprise, Clouet's gaJe swept over to the door of the archive 
room, seeming to pause for éust a moment, as if he znew Étienne was there, 
watching. Étienne Yuiczly loozed away, pretending to reorganiJe a stacz of Nles, 
a sudden chill running down his spine. 1ad Clouet been loozing for himR

U few minutes later, a guard appeared at the door of the archive room. 8CitiJen 
"oclain,8 he announced, his tone more respectful than usual. 8CitiJen Clouet 
reYuests your presence.8

Étienne's heart was pounding. This was it. 1e stood up, forcing himself to 
appear calm, and followed the guard.

Clouet was standing near a window. 1e turned as Étienne approached, a barely 
perceptible smile playing on his lips. 8Uh, CitiJen "oclain,8 he said, his voice 
surprisingly warm, though with an undertone of steel. 8F have heard much about 
your diligence. The Eevolution, Étienne, not only devours its own, but molds 
them for a new future.

8CitiJen Clouet,8 Étienne replied, his voice Nrm despite the tremor in his 
hands. 8F am simply doing my duty.

8Und you perform them with exemplary precision,8 Clouet continued, his 
smile widening slightly. 8The Eepublic values that unwavering commitment. 
Sspecially in these hallowed halls, where the very essence of éustice is transcribed.8 
1e gestured vaguely toward the staczs of documents. 82ou handle the last words, 
don't youR8
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82es, citiJen,8 Étienne conNrmed, a znot tightening in his stomach. The con-
versation felt lize a cat playing with a mouse, Clouet circling, probing.

8U heavy burden, F imagine,8 Clouet mused, his gaJe drifting to the window 
and then bacz to Étienne. 8To witness so much despair, so much... truth. Ft must 
taze a strong constitution not to be swayed by the emotional currents of such 
documents. F, for one, believe that true strength lies in shaping those currents, in 
ensuring that the future is written with Nrmness.

Étienne felt a chill. —as this a testR —as Clouet implying that he was too 
sensitiveR 8F am a copyist, citiJen,8 he said. 8F simply record the facts.8

Clouet laughed softly, a sound that contained no warmth. 8jacts, yes. Aut facts 
can be interpreted, can't theyR Und sometimes the most dangerous truths are 
those hidden between the lines. Do you ever wonder, CitiJen "oclain, about the 
deeper meanings behind the words you copyR Ubout the true motivations, the 
invisible hands that guide the destinies of menR

Étienne's breath caught in his throat. This was too close to home. 8F am no 
philosopher, CitiJen Clouet. Hy duty is clarity, not conéecture.8

Clouet's smile did not waver, but his eyes seemed to harden. 8U prudent 
answer. "ery prudent. Und commendable. The Eepublic does not need philoso-
phers, only loyalists. Aut allow me to oGer you some advice. Moyalty, true loyalty, 
reYuires vigilance. Ft reYuires seeing beyond the surface, identifying those who 
may harbor doubts.8 1e leaned closer, his voice dropping to a whisper. 8Und 
sometimes, CitiJen "oclain, those doubts begin with a simple misplaced piece of 
paper. *r a Yuestion aszed at the wrong moment.8

The veiled threat in his words was unmistazable. Étienne felt cold sweat breaz 
out on his forehead. Clouet znew. 1e znew about his curiosity. M;na's warning 
echoed in his mindq 8Curiosity zills people.8 Und now, the new Fnternal *bserver, 
a man of immense power, was conveying the same message to him.

8F understand, CitiJen Clouet,8 Étienne said, his voice slightly hoarse. 8Hy 
loyalty to the Eepublic is absolute.8
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8F trust it is,8 Clouet replied, his eyes piercing. 8jor the saze of your continued 
good health, F trust it is. —e are all soldiers in this great cause, CitiJen "oclain. 
Und a soldier who Yuestions his orders or strays from the path becomes a liability. 
U danger to himself and to the Eevolution. 1e placed a hand on Étienne's 
shoulder, a gesture that felt more lize a press. Continue your excellent worz. Und 
remember, F will be watching you. 7ot with suspicion, of course, but with great 
interest.

1e sYueeJed Étienne's shoulder once more, then let go. Clouet turned and 
walzed away, leaving Étienne standing sti!y, his heart pounding.

Étienne retired to his room, shazen. Clouet's words were a chilling conNrma-
tion of his fears. 1e was being watched. 1is discreet inYuiries had been noticed. 
1e was no longer invisible. 1e was a target.

That night, Étienne couldn't sleep. Clouet's voice, M;na's warning, the faces of 
the poisoned and strangled victims5it all swirled around in his mind, a torment-
ing cacophony. 1e tooz out the two letters, placing them side by side on his small 
desz, illuminated by the kiczering candle.

1e stared at the tiny feather symbol on the second letter. U direct message. 
U personal invitation to this deadly game. 1e was no longer éust a recipient6 he 
was a designated witness, perhaps even a pawn. The author znew him, znew he 
would zeep the letters, znew he would be curious. Und now, Clouet znew of his 
curiosity too. 1e was caught between two dangerous forces.

1e reached into his hidden poczet, seezing the comfort of the familiar parch-
ment, the weight of the previous letters. Aut his Nngers brushed against some-
thing new, something unexpected. 1is breath caught in his throat.

Unother envelope. Fdentical to the Nrst two. :ame high-Yuality paper, same 
elegant handwriting. 1is heart szipped a beat, and a nauseating feeling of dread 
washed over him. 1e znew, with a certainty that chilled him to the bone, what it 
was. The author was relentless. They weren't waiting for him to act6 they were 
simply continuing their macabre countdown, dragging him deeper into their 
world of prophecy and murder.
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1e tooz it out, his hands shazing. The addressq
XTo the Sxecutioner of Paris.X
Und underneath, the small styliJed feather. 1is marz. 1e unfolded the single 

sheet, his eyes immediately drawn to the dateq
X34 Hessidor, 2ear FF of the EepublicX
Three days away. The cold dread intensiNed, tightening his throat. 1e forced 

himself to readq
XHy dear Untoine,X
XThe shadows within the Conciergerie itself will soon claim another life. *n 

the morning of 34 Hessidor, in the prison zitchen, a man named CitiJen Ulain 
Harchand, one of the coozs, will be found dead. 1e will have been stabbed, his 
life draining away on the stone koor among the remains of the morning porridge. 
1is death will be attributed to a zitchen accident, a znife slipping in the dim light 
of dawn. Aut it will not be an accident. Ft will be the worz of CitiJen Ierard 
Meblanc, another cooz, who has long resented Ulain's seniority and his meager 
but consistent rations of meat. U petty betrayal, Untoine, but one that will serve 
to remind us that even within the walls of éustice, hunger and envy breed their 
own brand of terror. The Conciergerie, too, devours its own.

Étienne gasped, a cold, sharp sound. X—ithin the walls of the prison.X This 
was diGerent. The previous victims had been outside, in the city. This one was 
here, among them, a cooz. Ulain Harchand. :tabbed. Ierard Meblanc. Snvy. 
Heat rations. The details were agoniJingly precise, terrifyingly intimate. U new 
level of dread washed over Étienne. The walls of the Conciergerie, once a familiar 
boundary, now felt lize the walls of a trap, closing in on him. 1e was no longer 
safe, not even in his own Yuiet corner.

1e had to act. 1e had to warn Ulain Harchand.
The next morning, on the ?9th of Hessidor, Étienne sought out :anson. 1e 

znew it was a risz, but he couldn't shaze the feeling that the executioner had a 
piece of this macabre puJJle. :anson was the intended recipient of these letters.
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1e found :anson in his small oVce. The executioner was sitting at a heavy oaz 
desz, polishing the gleaming blade of a small ceremonial znife. 8CitiJen "oclain,8 
he growled, his voice deep. 8To what do F owe this unexpected visitR8

8F have a matter of some urgency,8 stammered Étienne. 8Ft concerns... certain 
irregularities within the prison. Communications predicting events of a violent 
nature.8

:anson raised an eyebrow. 8Predict eventsR Ure you suggesting prophets or 
madmen among usR8

87ot madmen, citiJen,8 insisted Étienne. 8Eather, someone with astonishing 
znowledge of future crimes. Hurders.8

:anson stopped polishing. 8Und how would a copyist come to znow of these... 
predictionsR This sounds lize dangerous talz, citiJen.

8F have proof,8 Étienne blurted out. 1e tooz out the Nrst two letters, zeeping 
the third hidden. 1e placed them carefully on :anson's desz. 8These, citiJen. 
Uddressed to you.8

:anson tooz the Nrst letter, read it, then the second. 1is face remained unread-
able, but his eyes lingered on the dates, a keeting hint of interest maszed by habit. 
8Und you found these, CitiJen "oclainR —hereR8

8The Nrst was in a prisoner's Nle,8 Étienne explained. 8The second, F found in 
my own poczet. There was a small pen drawn on the second envelope, citiJen. 
Mize the pen F use.8

:anson examined the corner. 8U pen. Fndeed.8 1e loozed at Étienne. 8Und you 
zept theseR

8F was afraid,8 Étienne confessed. 8Ufraid of what they implied. Und when the 
Nrst prediction came true, F felt terrible guilt.8

:anson leaned bacz in his chair, his Nngers drumming softly. 8Iuilt. U heavy 
burden.8 1e paused. 8F have not received such letters. These are... new to me, 
but F am not blind.8 1is voice was lower, more serious. 8Und F deal in facts, not 
fantasies.8
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8Aut the predictions came true,8 Étienne insisted, his voice rising with desper-
ation. 8Lean-Muc Horeau, poisoned. Pierre Delacroix, hanged. Svery detail, éust 
as it was written.8

8Coincidence, citiJen,8 said :anson, standing up. 8Hy duty is to ensure the 
swift and orderly execution of éustice. 7ot to chase ghosts.8 1e threw them bacz 
on the desz, but his Nngers lingered éust a second longer than necessary on the 
seal. U twitch in his éaw betrayed what his voice did not say.

8Aut, citiJen,8 Étienne pleaded, 8there is another. This one concerns someone 
within the Conciergerie itself. U cooz, Ulain Harchand, who will be murdered 
by Ierard Meblanc on the 34th of Hessidor.8

:anson paused, turning his bacz on Étienne. 1is shoulders seemed to tense. 
8Unother Harchand. Und within these wallsR Do you have this letter tooR8

Étienne nodded. 82es, citiJen. Ft arrived yesterday.8
:anson stared at him for a long moment. 82ou are deeply involved in this, 

CitiJen "oclain. Hore than you realiJe.8 1e returned to the desz, piczing up 
the two letters. 8Meave these with me. Und don't mention this to anyone else. 
7ot the warden, not your colleagues, and certainly not CitiJen Clouet. Do you 
understandR8

Étienne nodded, a glimmer of hope stirring inside him. :anson wasn't dismiss-
ing him entirely. 1e was tazing the letters.

Étienne spent the rest of the day observing the zitchen staG. Ulain Harchand 
was a small, stooped man. Ierard Meblanc was burly with a red face and a Yuicz 
temper. 1e had heard Ierard complain about Ulain's favoritism. The motive Nt 
perfectly with the letter.

1e decided on a more subtle approach. 1e convinced éailer journier to send 
both coozs to clean the storeroom early on the morning of 34 Hessidor, citing a 
rat infestation and Clouet's concern for hygiene. Ft was a desperate gamble.

The night was long and restless. 1e woze up gasping for breath. Ft was the 34th 
of Hessidor. The day of the predicted murder.
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1ours later, a sudden, piercing scream tore through the silence of the prison. 
Ft came from the direction of the zitchen. Étienne froJe, his blood turning to ice.

1e pushed his way through a growing crowd. Ulain Harchand lay on the stone 
koor, a zitchen znife clenched in his hand. Aut it was not Ulain Harchand who 
was dead. Ft was Ierard Meblanc, with an open wound in his chest. Ulain, the 
predicted victim, was alive, hysterical, muttering incoherently about self-defense.

Étienne staggered baczward. 1is intervention had failed, or rather, it had 
twisted the prophecy. The victim was diGerent, but the perpetrator and the 
method were strangely linzed. Ft was as if the author znew the XintentionX, the 
XactorsX, but not the exact outcome.

:uddenly, Clouet appeared, his face a masz of contained fury. 1e surveyed the 
scene. 8—hat is the meaning of thisR8 Clouet's voice was low, dangerous. 8U Nght 
between coozsR This is an outrageL8

journier stammered out his explanation, detailing Étienne's suggestion for 
early cleaning. Clouet's eyes settled on Étienne. 8:o, CitiJen "oclain,8 Clouet said, 
his voice dangerously soft, 8you tooz the liberty of interfering with the zitchen 
routineR

Étienne felt himself blush. 8CitiJen, F simply observed an unsanitary condi-
tion.8

Clouet laughed, a chilling sound devoid of humor. 8U concern for public 
healthR *r perhaps a desire to meddleR8 1is eyes narrowed. 8F warned you, CitiJen 
"oclain. Curiosity, left uncheczed, can lead to... unforeseen conseYuences.8 1e 
pointed to Ierard's body. 8Mize this.8 jor the Eevolution to progress, order must 
be absolute, even in the smallest details.

The implication was clear. Clouet was blaming him. Étienne felt a wave of 
despair wash over him. 1is attempt to save a life had only resulted in another 
death, and had brought Clouet's suspicion even more directly upon him.

8This is not a simple zitchen brawl, CitiJen journier,8 Clouet announced. 
8This is a failure of vigilance. U sign of disloyalty. Taze CitiJen Harchand to a 
cell. Und F assure you that those responsible, directly or indirectly, will face the 
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full weight of revolutionary éustice.8 1is gaJe swept over Étienne again, a clear 
and unmistazable threat.

Étienne withdrew, his mind a whirl of confusion and terror. The letter had 
been almost right, but subtly wrong. *r had it been a deliberate distraction, 
designed to lure him into action, to expose himR The author, whoever it was, 
seemed to be playing a much more intricate game than he had imagined.

1e returned to his room and updated his noteboozq X34 Hessidor. The mur-
der occurred. Aut Ierard Meblanc, the predicted perpetrator, is dead. Ulain 
Harchand, the predicted victim, is alive, claiming self-defense. Hy attempt to 
intervene... Clouet suspects my involvement. The author not only predicts6 he 
manipulates. *r his znowledge is so profound that he can foresee my attempts. 
This is a trap. F am trapped. The author znew F would try to intervene. The 
symbol of the pen was not éust recognition6 it was an invitation to a deadly game 
where my actions are anticipated and twisted against me.X

Lust as he was about to close his notebooz, a faint scratching sound came from 
outside his door. U piece of parchment, identical to the other letters, slipped 
underneath. Étienne's breath caught in his throat. This was no ordinary note. 1e 
opened the envelope, his hands trembling. The handwriting was the same. The 
date was today's. Und the contentsq

XCitiJen "oclain,X
X2our interference has caused more bloodshed. CitiJen 1enri Memoine, a 

guard, has been found dead in his Yuarters. 1is throat slit. U tragedy, no doubt. 
Aut not an accident. U conseYuence of your actions, copyist. This letter was 
found on his person. U warning. The executioner, a man of action, has ignored 
your fantasies. 7ow you will pay the price. Und you, citiJen, are becoming in-
creasingly entangled. 2our curiosity is your downfall. Ae warned. jor the Eepub-
lic does not tolerate dissent, and the guillotine awaits those who weave webs of 
lies.X

The letter was not signed with the usual pen. Fnstead, it bore an ominous 
signatureq XThe *bserver.X
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Étienne stared at the note, his blood running cold. U new letter. U new victim. 
U guard. 1enri Memoine, but this time, a guard. Und a direct accusation against 
him, Étienne. The author was not only predicting6 he was incriminating him. 
They were using him as a scapegoat, twisting his attempts to save a life into proof 
of his guilt. 8The *bserver.8 U chilling new signature. There was a coldness and 
precision in the words that made him shudder.

:uddenly, a znocz sounded at his door. 8CitiJen "oclain,8 stammered a young 
guard, 8CitiJen Clouet wishes to see you. Fmmediately.8

Étienne held his breath. This was it. 1e stood up and followed the guard.
Clouet's oVce was larger and more opulent than :anson's. Clouet sat behind 

a polished desz, his face grim. Two burly guards stood by the door. 8CitiJen 
"oclain,8 Clouet began, his voice now sharp and cold as ice. 8—e have éust received 
a report. U guard, CitiJen 1enri Memoine...8

Étienne felt a cold dread spread through his stomach. 8U guardR 1enri 
MemoineR F znow nothing about this, citiJen.8

Clouet leaned forward, his voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. 87oR 
Aecause we found something else, CitiJen "oclain. Tuczed into the poczet of 
CitiJen 1enri Memoine's uniform. U letter. 7o signature. 7o date. Aut with a 
most peculiar symbol. U small styliJed feather.8

Étienne's blood ran cold. The author. They had strucz again. Und this time, 
they had implicated him directly, leaving a letter with XhisX symbol on a dead 
guard.

8This letter, CitiJen "oclain,8 Clouet continued, his voice dripping with men-
ace, 8describes the death of a guard named 1enri Memoine, his throat slit, found 
in his Yuarters. Ft also speazs of a 'copyist, whose meddling will cause more 
bloodshed.' Und it is signed, ominously, 'The *bserver.' —hat do you have to say 
about this, CitiJen "oclainR8

Étienne stared at Clouet, his mind reeling. U new letter. U new victim. U direct 
accusation against him. The author wasn't éust predicting6 he was incriminating 
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him. They were using him as a scapegoat, twisting his attempts to save a life into 
proof of his guilt. 8The *bserver.8 U chilling new signature.

8F... deny any involvement, citiJen,8 Étienne stammered, his voice trembling 
despite his eGorts to control it. 8They are framing me. :omeone is trying to 
implicate me, to use me.8

Clouet rose slowly, his eyes burning with cold fury. 8jramedR *r exposed, 
CitiJen "oclainR 2ou have been aszing Yuestions. 2ou have been 'observing.' 
2ou have been 'meddling.' Und now, a guard is dead, and a letter bearing your 
personal marz is found on his body, warning of your 'meddling.' Ft seems that 
your curiosity has, indeed, led to bloodshed, citiJen.8 1e signaled to the guards. 
8Taze him to a holding cell. 1e will be Yuestioned. Und F assure you, citiJen 
"oclain, that we will uncover the full extent of your 'meddling' in this prison. The 
Eevolution has no patience for those who conspire against its order. 7o patience 
at all.

The guards grabbed Étienne, their grip lize bands of iron. 1e oGered no 
resistance, his mind numb with shocz and terror. 1e was no longer a witness, no 
longer a pawn. 1e was a suspect. The author of the letter had orchestrated this, 
not only the murder, but his downfall. The maJe had indeed narrowed, and now 
Étienne "oclain, the silent copyist, was trapped, his own life hanging by a thread. 
The sound of the blade, once a distant hum, now seemed to resonate directly in 
his ears, a chilling and personal prophecy.
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The detention cell was a colder, darker version of Étienne's own cramped room. 
The air was thick with the stench of unwashed bodies and despair, a primal 
smell that clung to his clothes and permeated his entire being. He sat on a rough 
wooden bench, his back against the damp stone, the events of the morning re-
playing in a horrifying loop in his mind. Gerard Leblanc, dead. Alain Marchand, 
hysterical. The new letter, with *his* pen mark, found on Henri Lemoine, the 
murdered guard. Clouet's cold fury, his accusation of "meddling," his chilling 
promise of revolutionary justice. Étienne was no longer just a copyist caught up 
in a dangerous game; he was a suspect, a conspirator in the eyes of the Republic. 
The author of the letters had not only predicted deaths, but had skillfully woven 
Étienne into the fabric of his crimes, twisting his desperate attempts to save a life 
into damning evidence against him. "The Observer," the new signature, felt like a 
personal mockery. They were watching him, indeed, and manipulating his every 
move.

The hours passed in a haze of fear and exhaustion. Étienne tried to reason, 
to qnd a logical explanation, but the more he thought, the deeper he sank into 
the Wuicksand of paranoia. ?ho was this Observer2 How did they know his 
actions before he carried them out2 How could they place a letter on a dead guard 
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with such precision, incriminating him so completely2 Jt felt like a malevolent 
intelligence, always several steps ahead.

The door to his cell creaked open, and a guard, a man named Pean-—ierre, a 
familiar face from the archives, poked his head in. His expression was grim, a 
mixture of pity and fear. "Citizen Ioclain," he said in a low voice, "Clouet wants 
you back in the archives. He's furious about the mess. And... he wants you to start 
the inventory. Jmmediately.

Étienne felt a wave of confusion wash over him. The archives2 After being 
accused of meddling, they were sending him back to his post2 Jt seemed counter-
intuitive, almost a cruel joke. He stood up, his legs stiD, and followed Pean-—ierre, 
his mind racing. ?as this a reprieve2 Or another trap2

As he walked through the familiar corridors, the prison seemed to vibrate 
with a new and heightened tension. The guards spoke in hushed tones, casting 
suspicious glances. The news of the two deathsBGerard Leblanc and Henri 
LemoineBhad spread like wildqre, fueling the omnipresent paranoia. Étienne 
felt every gaze on him, every whisper a potential accusation.

He reached the archive room, and his breath caught in his throat. Jt was not as 
he had left it. 3ocuments were scattered everywhere, shelves had been torn from 
the walls, and a thick layer of dust covered everything. Jt looked as if a frantic 
search had taken place. Clouet stood in the center of the room, supervising two 
other guards who were throwing qles randomly onto the 0oor. His immaculate 
coat was now slightly rumpled, his expression angry. "Ah, Citizen Ioclain," Clou-
et said, his voice sharp as a razor. "Xack among your precious papers. J trust your 
brief conqnement has given you suNcient time to re0ect on the conseWuences of 
your... independent actions.

He gestured toward the chaotic room. "?e are searching for something. Eome-
thing that may shed light on this morning's unfortunate events. Epeciqcally, any 
other 'misplaced' documents, or perhaps, any other letters bearing your uniWue 
artistic signature." His gaze was cold, piercing.
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Étienne felt a chill. They were looking for the letters. His heart pounded against 
his ribs. He had hidden his secret diary, with the transcribed letters, under a loose 
board in his bedroom 0oor. Jt was safe, for now. Xut the letters themselves, the 
originals, he had given to Eanson. ?ould Eanson admit to having them2 Or would 
he deny it, leaving Étienne even more exposed2 "J assure you, Citizen Clouet," said 
Étienne, trying to keep his voice steady, "J have no other letters of that kind. And 
J have no knowledge of any conspiracy."

Clouet merely sneered. ":our denials ring hollow, citizen, considering the evi-
dence. A murdered guard, a letter bearing your mark, and your ill-timed sugges-
tion that led to another death. The Republic is not so easily fooled. Ambitious 
men like you believe they can weave their own narratives.

He turned to the guards. "Continue the searchF Vvery nook, every crannyF 
These walls harbor traitors, and we will root them outF"

The guards resumed their chaotic search, throwing more qles onto the already 
over0owing 0oor. Étienne watched, a knot of dread in his stomach. The archive, 
his sanctuary, was being desecrated, its order destroyed. Xut it was more than just 
disorder. Jf they found his secret diary, or if Eanson denied having the original 
letters, Étienne would be truly lost.

Clouet then turned to Étienne. ":our new task, Citizen Ioclain, is to meticu-
lously inventory every document in this room. Vvery qle, every ledger, every scrap 
of paper. J want a complete accounting. And J want you to look for anything 
unusual. Any anomalies. Any name that seems out of place. Any... prophecy." His 
lips curled into a sneer. "And if you qnd anything that implicates you further, J 
advise you to report it to me immediately. Jt might save you some pain during 
your next interrogation."

The task was immense, designed to be both punishment and surveillance. 
Étienne had to clean up the mess Clouet's men had made, while under constant 
scrutiny. He was a de facto prisoner, conqned to the archives, his every action 
monitored.
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The days blurred into a monotonous cycle of fear and forced labor. Étienne 
sifted through mountains of paper, his hands constantly stained with ink and 
dust. He cataloged, sorted, and reconstructed the chaotic archive, all while keep-
ing a wary eye on the guards who occasionally checked on him. He felt the weight 
of Clouet's gaze even when the Jnternal Observer was not physically present. He 
knew he was being tested, pushed to his limit.

He found nothing. éo other letters, no cryptic messages, no hidden clues. The 
archive, once a source of possible answers, now felt like a vast, indiDerent tomb 
of paper. All he found was the overwhelming weight of his own despair. Eanson 
remained silent. Clouet remained suspicious. And Étienne remained trapped.

The memory of L5na's words often came back to him6 "Curiosity kills people." 
He had ignored her, and now he was paying the price. He longed to talk to her, 
to conqde in someone, anyone, but the risk was too great. He couldn't drag her 
into this.

One evening, as dusk fell and the prison lamps cast long, dancing shadows, 
Étienne remained alone in the archive, trying to organize a particularly rebellious 
pile of outdated tax records. He was exhausted, his body aching, his mind numb. 
The air was unusually heavy, and a faint acrid smell seemed to cling to the old 
paper. He dismissed it as the usual prison stench, or perhaps dust.

Then, a 0ash of orange caught his attention.
He looked up, his heart clenching in his chest. 7rom a distant corner of the 

archive, near a pile of unused qrewood and old rotten lumber, a thin wisp of 
smoke curled upward. And then, a small, hungry 0ame licked at the dry wood.

7ire. Jn the archive.
—anic, cold and sharp, pierced Étienne's exhaustion. The archive was a powder 

keg, qlled with centuries of dry parchment, brittle wood, and dusty fabric. A 
qre here would be catastrophic, consuming not only the prison records, but 
potentially the entire wing.

He sprang into action, shouting for help, his voice hoarse. He grabbed a heavy 
canvas cloth, usually used to cover documents, and tried to smother the growing 
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0ames. Xut the qre was already too qerce, too voracious. The dry wood caught 
Wuickly, sending sparks 0ying, and a column of thick, black smoke rose, suDocat-
ing him. "7ireF 7ire in the archivesF" he shouted, his voice hoarse, but the stone 
walls seemed to swallow the sound. The prison was Wuieting down for the night, 
its usual bustle silenced.

He knew he had very little time left. The qre was spreading Wuickly, consuming 
the old shelves, licking at the piles of paper. He had to save something. éot just for 
the Republic, but for himself. His secret diary was in his room, but the original 
letters he had given to Eanson were gone. He needed to qnd other copies, any 
evidence, anything that might still exist.

He knew the layout of the archive intimately. He knew where the most impor-
tant documents were kept6 prisoner records, legal precedents, oNcial decrees. He 
also knew where the less important, darker qles were kept, the ones that often 
went unnoticed.

He fought his way through the smoke, coughing violently, his eyes stinging. 
He knocked over piles of documents, throwing them away from the spreading 
0ames, trying to create a qrewall. Xut it was useless. The qre was a living beast, 
consuming everything in its path.

His gaze fell on a small, dusty corner, usually overlooked, where old and in-
complete qles were sometimes stored before being oNcially discarded. Jt was a 
place of forgotten papers, of loose ends. Euddenly he remembered the qrst letter, 
found tucked into a prisoner's qle, a qle that might have been destined for this 
very corner. ?hat if the author had a secret hiding place here2 A place to plant 
his deadly prophecies, knowing they would go unnoticed2

3riven by a desperate impulse, he threw himself into the smoke-qlled corner. 
The heat was intense, burning his skin, and the air was thick with the smell of 
burning paper and wood. He tore at the shelves, knocking down qles, searching 
frantically. His lungs burned, his eyes watered, but he pressed on, driven by a 
terrifying urgency.
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He found nothing. Only more burnt paper, more smoke. 3espair threatened 
to overwhelm him. He was going to die there. Pust as he was about to give up, 
his qngers brushed against something hard, something metallic, hidden behind 
a crumbling pile of old tax records. He pulled it out. Jt was a small, ornate metal 
box, heavy and cold to the touch. Jt had been deliberately hidden behind the 
oldest and most forgotten documents. His heart leapt. This was it.

He tried to open it, but it was locked. There was no time. He clutched it to 
his chest, the metal burning through his thin tunic. At that moment, the qrst 
cries reached him, faint but growing louder. Guards. They had qnally noticed the 
smoke. "7ireF Jn the archivesF"

He staggered out of the archive room, coughing violently, his face smeared with 
soot, his hair singed. The entire hallway was now qlled with smoke, and guards 
were rushing toward the archives, buckets of water in hand, their faces pale with 
alarm. "Citizen IoclainF ?hat happened2" Pean-—ierre shouted.

"7ireF Jt started... J don't know howF" gasped Étienne, collapsing against the 
wall, the metal box still clutched tightly in his hand.

Chaos broke out. The guards formed a desperate chain, but it was a losing 
battle. The qre was too qerce, too widespread.

Clouet appeared, his face contorted with rage, his elegant coat now singed. He 
surveyed the scene, his eyes 0ashing, then qxed on Étienne. "?hat is the meaning 
of this, Ioclain2" roared Clouet. "éegligenceF JncompetenceF 7irst you meddle, 
and now you allow the Republic's own records to burn2 The Revolution seeks 
order, not anarchyF"

"J tried to stop it, citizen," Étienne gasped. "J don't know how it startedF"
Clouet grabbed him by the front of his tunic. ":ou don't know how it started2 

Or perhaps you do know2 —erhaps this is another one of your 'interventions'2 A 
deliberate act to destroy evidence2" His eyes narrowed. ":ou were the only one 
here, IoclainF éow, tell me, what have you done2"

Étienne felt a wave of cold fury wash over him. "J was trying to save what J 
could, citizenF This is madnessF ?hy would J burn the very records J work with2"
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"Madness2 Or desperation2" Clouet growled. ":ou are already implicated in 
two deaths, citizen. A useless tool for justice, or a threat to it."

He shoved Étienne, then turned to the guards. "Eecure this manF He's under 
arrest, againF And search himF ThoroughlyF Jf he's managed to hide any incrimi-
nating documents, J want themF

Étienne's heart sank. He had saved the box, but now it would be discovered. 
As the guards approached, a new voice cut through the chaos. "?hat's all this 
commotion2

Jt was Eanson. He stood at the edge of the hallway, his face grim. The smoke 
seemed to part for him.

Clouet turned, his eyes still burning. "Citizen EansonF This man, Ioclain, has 
proven himself a traitorF He was found alone in the archives when the qre startedF"

Eanson's gaze swept over the burning archives, then settled on Étienne. "A 
qre in the archives. A grave loss. Xut to accuse a man without evidence, Citizen 
Clouet, is to preempt justice. J spoke with Citizen Ioclain just yesterday. He was 
deeply concerned about recent... irregularities. And he presented me with certain 
documents suggesting a wider conspiracy."

Clouet's eyes narrowed. "3ocuments2 :ou didn't mention any of this, Eanson."
"My duties are my own, Citizen Clouet," Eanson replied. "J am simply stating 

that Citizen Ioclain brought a matter of grave concern to my attention. To accuse 
him of causing this qre now, without further investigation, seems... hasty.

Clouet stared at Eanson, a silent battle of wills. 7inally, with visible eDort, he 
restrained his anger. "Iery well, Citizen Eanson. Xut understand this6 if Citizen 
Ioclain attempts to escape, or if he is found to be lying, you will both face the 
conseWuences. And J will personally ensure that the Tribunal is made aware of 
your... interference.

The guards moved again, grabbing Étienne. They Wuickly found the hidden 
metal box. "AhaF" exclaimed Clouet, snatching the box from him. "?hat is this, 
Citizen Ioclain2
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"Jt was hidden in the archives, citizen," Étienne gasped. "J found it just before 
the qre got too big."

Clouet sneered. "A convenient story. ?e'll see about that." He tried to open it, 
but it remained locked. "Xring me a crowbarF"

Étienne was taken, hands bound, to a small, isolated room. Hours later, Clouet 
entered, holding the now-open metal box. His face was grim, a mixture of tri-
umph and something Étienne couldn't Wuite decipher.

He held up a single folded sheet of parchment, its elegant calligraphy instantly 
recognizable. "Jnside this box, we found not only a collection of old and insigniq-
cant papers, but *this*." Étienne's heart sank. Jt was another letter. The author had 
used the archive as a drop-oD point. "Addressed, as always, to 'The Vxecutioner 
of —aris,'" Clouet continued. "And dated for tomorrow, the 94st of Messidor. Jt 
speaks of a poisoning, a betrayal in the prison kitchen, and implicates a laundress 
named L5na as the perpetrator."

Étienne felt a wave of cold wash over him. L5na. They were targeting L5na. The 
author was now not only predicting, but actively incriminating. And the letter 
was found by him, in a box that he had retrieved. Jt was a perfect trap.

"J deny this, Citizen Clouet," said Étienne, his voice surprisingly strong, driven 
by a sudden and desperate urge to protect L5na. "This is a fabricationF L5na is 
innocentF Eomeone is trying to frame her, just like meF"

Clouet merely smiled, a chilling, humorless expression. "An invention2 Or a 
convenient truth2 This letter describes a conspiracy to poison the gruel distrib-
uted to political prisoners. And it names L5na, the laundress, as the principal 
agent. And you, Citizen Ioclain, have been seen talking to her Wuite often in re-
cent days. He paused. Jt seems that your "meddling" goes far beyond the kitchen, 
doesn't it2 —erhaps you are part of this conspiracy. —erhaps you are the liaison, the 
orchestrator, the true "Observer" among us.

Étienne felt a wave of pure terror wash over him. He was trapped. The author 
had not only predicted this, but had laid such an elaborate trap that it was 
impossible to escape.
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Clouet approached, his eyes burning with a cold, triumphant light. "Jndeed, 
citizen. A deadly game. And it seems you are losing. ?e will thoroughly investi-
gate this 'plot.' And if it is discovered that citizen L5na is involved, she will face 
the full wrath of the Tribunal. And you, citizen Ioclain, will answer for your part 
in this sedition.

He turned to the guards. "Take him back to his room. éo one is to speak to 
him. éo one is to enter."

Étienne was led away, his mind numb. L5na, innocent, now caught in the 
author's web. And it was he who, unwittingly, had tightened the net around her. 
His attempts to save lives had only led to more deaths and more accusations. The 
author had used qre, had used his curiosity, to implicate them both.

The next morning, on the 94st of Messidor, Étienne was awakened by a loud 
knock. The guards entered and took him away. They brought him to the main 
hall, where a small crowd had gathered. Jn the center, L5na stood with her hands 
bound, her face pale but deqant. Ehe met Étienne's gaze, and for a moment, 
her perceptive eyes held a silent accusation before hardening into a mask of 
resignation. Clouet stood before her, holding the letter.

"CitizensF" Clouet's voice boomed. "?e have uncovered a heinous plotF A con-
spiracy to poison our brave political prisonersF And the culprit, this viper among 
us, is none other than citizen L5na, the prison laundressF" He held up the letter. 
"?e have a confession, a detailed account of her vile intentions, found among the 
ashes of the archiveF And it was citizen Ioclain, a man already implicated in recent 
atrocities, who discovered this damning evidenceF"

Étienne felt nauseous. A confession2 The letter was a prophecyF Clouet was 
twisting the narrative. "This is a lieF" L5na shouted, her voice harsh but strong 
despite her fear. "J am innocentF"

"Eilence, traitorF" roared Clouet. ":our lies mean nothingF The evidence is clearF 
And your co-conspirator, Citizen Ioclain, stands before you, his guilt plain for 
all to seeF"
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Étienne tried to speak, but a guard silenced him. He could only watch, helpless. 
"This poisoner, this enemy of the Republic, will face justiceF" declared Clouet. 
"Ehe will be taken to court immediatelyF And citizen Ioclain, her accomplice, will 
follow herF"

L5na was dragged away, her eyes still burning with deqance, but an expression 
of deep despair settled on her face as she passed Étienne.

Étienne was dragged back to his room, his heart heavy with guilt and despair. 
He had failed her. The qre had not only destroyed the archives; it had consumed 
his last hope. As night fell, Étienne heard a faint scratching outside his door. A 
small piece of parchment slid underneath.

He picked it up, his hands trembling. Jt was a small folded note, written in 
hurried, familiar handwriting.

*Étienne,*
*3on't believe what they say. J'm innocent. Xut Clouet is distorting everything. 

The letters... he knows more than he admits. He saw me transcribing conversa-
tions. He's been watching me, just like you. He's looking for the author, but J 
think... J think he also wants to control the prophecies. Xe careful. They know 
more about us than we think. The qre... it wasn't an accident. And the box... J 
saw someone put it there. éot the author. Eomeone else. Eomeone with high-level 
access. J saw him. He works for Clouet. Etay alert. 7ind the truth. 7or both of us.

L.
Étienne felt a surge of hope, then a new wave of terror. L5na was innocent. And 

she had seen something. Ehe had seen someone put the box there. Eomeone who 
worked for Clouet. The qre was no accident. The box, with the letter implicating 
L5na, was a trap. And the person who planted it worked for Clouet. Clouet wasn't 
just investigating; he was manipulating. He was using the letters, and the qre, and 
Étienne's own actions, to eliminate perceived threats, to consolidate his power.

He Wuickly hid L5na's note. He had to qnd out who that "someone" was, the 
person who worked for Clouet and had placed the box. This was his last chance. 
The ?atcher was out there, but there were other hands, red hands, manipulating 
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the black ink of the prophecies. And Étienne was now looking not only for a 
ghostwriter, but for a very real and very dangerous enemy within the walls of the 
Conciergerie. He knew what he had to do. He had to qnd L5na. And he had to 
expose Clouet. Xefore the next letter, the next prophecy, sealed the fate of them 
both.

YU



C –TWB��	�
�� B��–
 B����–��
–���W B���–�B

Léna's note, slipped under his door in the darkness of the night, was a spark in 
the sucoÉating darkness of .tienne's despairH yer words, hurried and urgent, 
Éut through the la-ers of fear and selfbmlave that had enAeloped hivH Léna was 
innoÉent, a keen omserAerH :nd she had seen sovethingC a new pla-er, a vanipb
ulator, working for Tlouet, planting eAidenÉeH jhe real horror was not Oust the 
ImserAer's propheÉies, mut the insidious wem that Tlouet was weaAing around 
thev mothH

.tienne spent the rest of the night in a feAerish stateH ye reinterpreted eAer- 
interaÉtion with Tlouet, eAer- Aeiled threat, eAer- Éhilling svileH ;t all took on a 
terrimle veaningH Tlouet wasn't Oust inAestigatingz he was aÉtiAel- shaping eAents, 
using the propheÉies as a tool, and .tienne and Léna as ÉonAenient sÉapegoats 
or pawnsH jhe thought ignited a Éold fur- in .tienne, a detervination that Éut 
through his paral-xing fearH ye had to 2nd LénaH ye had to know what she knewH 
:nd together, the- had to eMpose Tlouet, or whoeAer was pulling the strings 
mehind the ;nner ImserAerH

jhe neMt vorning, on the GGnd of 4essidor, .tienne was Éon2ned to his roovH 
0uards stood outside his door, their presenÉe a Éonstant, sucoÉating revinder 
of his prediÉaventH ye was a prisoner awaiting trial, his fate tied to Léna'sH 
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;nOustiÉe murned inside hivH ye paÉed the svall roov, his vind raÉing, tr-ing to 
Éove up with a planH yow Éould he reaÉh Léna, who was promaml- in a holding 
Éell, awaiting interrogation or worseV jhe guards revained ivpassiAeH DIrders, 
Titixen WoÉlain,D one said Éurtl-H D"o ÉovvuniÉationH "o eMÉeptionsHD

Bespair threatened to oAerwhelv hiv again, mut Léna's note, hidden under a 
loose qoormoard, pulsed with desperate hopeH D!ork for TlouetHD jhat was the 
ke-H ye had to identif- that personH Yut frov his Éon2nevent, howV

jhe da-s passedH In the third da- of his Éon2nevent, the GEth of 4essidor, 
.tienne heard a Éovvotion outside his doorH jhe heaA- molt slid maÉk, and 
Tlouet hivself entered, qanked m- two new and unfaviliar guardsH jhere was 
a predator- gleav in his omsidian e-esH DTitixen WoÉlain,D Tlouet megan, his AoiÉe 
softH D; trust -our solitar- Éon2nevent has giAen -ou tive to reqeÉtH !e haAe 
disÉoAered vore truthsHD

.tienne revained silentH
DTitixen Léna, the laundress,D Tlouet Éontinued, his AoiÉe deAoid of evotion, 

Dhas, afterHHH eMhaustiAe Fuestioning, advitted her inAolAevent in the plot to 
poison the politiÉal prisonersH

Djhat's a liePD .tienne eMplodedH DUhe would neAerP *ou forÉed herPD
Tlouet verel- laughedH Djhe truth, like a riAer, alwa-s 2nds its wa- to the 

surfaÉeH *our nave, ; regret to inforv -ou, featured provinentl- in her testivon-H 
Uhe spoke of -our shared 'Éuriosit-,' -our vutual 'omserAations,' and -our growb
ing 'disillusionvent' with the XeAolutionH 1or the XepumliÉ, lo-alt- is a weapon, 
and dissent is poisonH

.tienne felt a waAe of despair wash oAer hivH Léna, mroken, had ivpliÉated hivH 
DUhe's innoÉentPD insisted .tienneH D:nd so av ;P *ou're distorting eAer-thingPD

D3rotests are useless, Éitixen,D Tlouet said, his AoiÉe hardeningH Djhe jrimunal 
is set for tovorrowH 1or moth of -ouH ?nless -ou haAe sovething new to ocerH 
Uovething that vight vitigate -our guilt, or perhaps shed light on the JrealJ 
vastervindHD yis e-es mored into .tienneH Djell ve what -ou knowH :nd va-me, 
Oust va-me, -our life, and Léna's, Éan me saAedHD
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jhat was itH : dealH Yut a trapH D; know nothing, Éitixen,D .tienne said, forÉing 
the words outH D; av as vuÉh a AiÉtiv as an-one elseHD

Tlouet's svile fadedH Djhen -ou are a fool, Titixen WoÉlainH Wer- wellH Let 
OustiÉe take its ÉourseHD ye turned to leaAe, mut pausedH D:h, one vore thingH 
!e found sovething else in Léna's laundr- ÉartH : knifeH Wer- sharp, Aer- well 
hiddenHD ;t seevs -our innoÉent laundress was vore prepared for AiolenÉe than 
she let onH

jhe door slavved shutH : knifeV ;n Léna's ÉartV jhat was ivpossimleH jhis 
was another trap, another pieÉe of planted eAidenÉeH :nd it Éon2rved Léna's 
suspiÉionC soveone was aÉtiAel- working for TlouetH jhe Éourt hearing was set 
for tovorrowH ye had less than a da-H ye had to 2nd LénaH ye had to disÉoAer 
the truth amout the knife and the van working for TlouetH

Uuddenl-, a wild and desperate idea sparked in his vindH jhe laundress's ÉartH 
;t was usuall- left in the vain laundr- areaH ;f he Éould get to itHHH

ye megan to omserAe his guards vore Élosel-H jhe- were two new ven, unb
faviliar faÉesH ye had heard that one of thev, Titixen Bumois, was partiÉularl- 
nerAous amout the reÉent 2re in the arÉhiAes, his faÉe still pale frov the shoÉkH

ye waited until the dead of nightH !hen the guards were mored and tired, 
.tienne threw hivself against the door, shouting, his AoiÉe strained and loudH 
DUvokeP Uvoke in the hallwa-P yelpPD jhe guards, startled, struggled with the 
molt, their faÉes pale frov the reÉent vevor- of the 2re in the arÉhiAesH Titixen 
Bumois, the -ounger of the two, paniÉked and ran down the hallwa-H jhe other, 
older and vore Éautious, grammed .tienneH Djhere's no svoke, WoÉlainP !hat are 
-ou pla-ing atVD

DYut ; saw itPD .tienne shouted, still pointingH D0o, FuiÉkl-PD
jhe senior guard, though suspiÉious, pushed .tienne maÉk toward his roovH 

D0o inside, -ou foolP ;'ll ÉheÉk it v-selfPD
:s the older guard turned to follow his Éolleague, .tienne seixed his ÉhanÉeH 

ye ran out, not toward the arÉhiAes, mut in the opposite direÉtion, toward the 
laundr- areaH ye Éould hear shouts approaÉhingH ye didn't haAe vuÉh tiveH
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ye reaÉhed the laundr- area, a large, davp roovH ;t was desertedH Léna's Éart 
was in a ÉornerH ye ran towards itH ye had to 2nd the knifeH ye plunged his hands 
into the piles of dirt- laundr-, the svell of soap and old mlood viMed togetherH 
ye felt sovething hard and Éold, wrapped in a stained ÉlothH ye pulled it outH ;t 
was a knife, indeedH : long, slender mlade, sharp and gleaving mrightl-H ;t was not 
a kitÉhen knife, mut a 2ner, alvost Éerevonial weaponH ;t was Éarefull- hidden, 
tuÉked deep inside a mundle of uniforvsH

ye eMavined itH jhis wasn't Léna'sH Uhe would use a sivple kitÉhen knifeH ye 
looked vore Élosel- at the handleH jhere was a faint, alvost inAisimle engraAing 
on the povvelH ;t was a svall threebpointed s-vmolH "ot a featherH

: new thought struÉk hivH jhe letters had a feather s-vmolH jhis knife had a 
dicerent s-vmolH !as there vore than one person inAolAedV Ir was this a disb
traÉtion, a ÉleAer triÉk m- the !atÉher to ivpliÉate Léna with a dicerent DvarkDV

ye heard shouts approaÉhingH ye FuiÉkl- wrapped the knife again, tuÉking it 
maÉk into the mundle of Élothes, preÉisel- where he had found itH jhen he grammed 
a handful of dirt- laundr- and tuÉked it under his tuniÉ to sivulate a harvless 
theft attevptH

ye heard the guards murst into the laundr- roovH DWoÉlainP jhere he isPD
.tienne didn't hesitateH ye ran toward the maÉk eMit, a svall door leading to the 

prison Éourt-ard, norvall- kept loÉkedH ye hoped that in the Éhaos, the- had left 
it aOarH !ith desperate luÉk, the door was slightl- open, as if a Éareless guard had 
left it that wa-H ye rushed through the doorH jhe Éourt-ard was evpt-H ye Éould 
hear the guards shouting mehind hiv, Éloser nowH

ye saw a faviliar 2gure everge frov the shadows near the eMeÉutioner's Fuarb
tersH UansonH jhe eMeÉutioner stood there, ivpassiAe, watÉhing the ÉovvotionH

.tienne hesitated, then Éhanged direÉtion, running toward UansonH DTitixen 
UansonPD he gaspedH Djhe-'re fraving LénaP jhe- planted a knife in her ÉartP :nd 
the-'re going to Éondevn us moth tovorrowPD

Uanson's gaxe revained unreadamle, mut he did not voAeH ye sivpl- watÉhed 
.tienne approaÉhH
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jhe guards murst into the Éourt-ard, led m- Tlouet, who was seething with 
rageH Djhere he isP 0ram hivP ye's tr-ing to esÉapePD

.tienne reaÉhed Uanson, desperateH DTitixen Uanson, -ou vust melieAe veP jhe 
knife was plantedP Léna saw soveone who works for Tlouet put the moM in the 
2leP jhis is all a trapPD

Tlouet stopped, his e-es murningH DTitixen Uanson, step asideP jhis van is a 
traitorPD

Uanson 2nall- spoke, his AoiÉe deepH Dye Éave to ve, Titixen TlouetH Ueeking 
sanÉtuar-, perhapsH Ir perhaps, seeking OustiÉeH ye speaks of a planted knifeH :nd 
of a van who works for -ou, planting eAidenÉeH

Tlouet sneeredH DBesperate liesP yis guilt is ÉlearP :nd his aÉÉovpliÉe has 
alread- ÉonfessedPD

Dye Éonfessed under duress, perhaps,D Uanson replied, his AoiÉe surprisingl- 
2rvH Djhe TonÉiergerie has its own vethods for eMtraÉting 'truth'H :nd ; haAe 
v- own vethods for disÉerning itHD ye pausedH D; will take Éitixen WoÉlain into 
v- Éustod-H ye will revain here, in v- Éhavmers, until a full inAestigation Éan 
me ÉonduÉtedHD

Tlouet stared at UansonH Djhis is highl- irregular, Titixen UansonH *ou are 
interfering with a direÉt order frov the TovvitteePD

D; av ensuring OustiÉe, Titixen Tlouet,D Uanson replied, his AoiÉe Éalv mut with 
an underl-ing steel- edgeH Djhe XepumliÉ Aalues truth amoAe all elseH :nd ; melieAe 
Titixen WoÉlain va- possess a truth that has not -et meen reAealedHD

Tlouet, with Aisimle ecort, restrained his angerH DWer- well, Titixen UansonH Yut 
if Titixen WoÉlain attevpts to esÉape, or if he is found to me l-ing, -ou will moth 
faÉe the ÉonseFuenÉesH

Uanson verel- noddedH D:s -ou wishH jhe guillotine awaits all who metra- the 
XepumliÉH SAen its vost xealous serAantsH

.tienne felt a deep sense of reliefH ye looked at Uanson, who revained ivpasb
siAeH DTove, Titixen WoÉlain,D said UansonH D4- Éhavmers are no sanÉtuar-, mut 
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at least the- are Fuieter than a ÉellH Utart with this 'knife' -ou speak ofH :nd me 
preÉiseHD

.tienne followed UansonH ye megan with the 2rst letter, the death of 7eanbLuÉ 
4oreau, then the seÉond, the death of 3ierre BelaÉroiM, and the Éhilling detail 
of the feather s-vmolH ye spoke of Tlouet's arriAal, his Aeiled threatsH jhen he 
reÉounted the third letter, the prediÉted vurder of :lain 4arÉhand, and his 
desperate attevpt to interAene, whiÉh had resulted in the death of 0erard LemlanÉ 
and Tlouet's direÉt aÉÉusationH

Uanson listened silentl-, his e-es 2Med on the AoidH .tienne then voAed on 
to the 2re in the arÉhiAes, his disÉoAer- of the vetal moM, and the new letter 
ivpliÉating LénaH ye desÉrimed Tlouet's triuvph and his own Éon2neventH 
D:nd then,D .tienne Éontinued, his AoiÉe thiÉk with evotion, Dthe note frov 
LénaH Uhe saw soveone plant the moM, ÉitixenH Uoveone who works for TlouetH 
:nd she suspeÉted that Tlouet wanted to Éontrol the propheÉies, not Oust stop 
thevH :nd then Tlouet told ve amout the knifeH 1ound in his ÉartH

Uanson raised an e-emrowH DBid -ou eMavine this knifeV Bid -ou see itVD
D*es, Éitixen,D .tienne Éon2rvedH D; Éreated a distraÉtion, esÉaped, and went to 

the laundr-H ; found it, wrapped up, deep inside his ÉartH ;t wasn't a sivple kitÉhen 
knifeH ;t wasHHH elegantH :nd it had a s-vmol on the handleH : threebpointed 
s-vmolH "ot a featherHD

Uanson's e-es narrowedH D: threebpointed s-vmolH jhat's what ; thoughtH jhis, 
Titixen WoÉlain, is the vark of the J1raternit- of the YlaÉk yandJH :n anÉient 
seÉret soÉiet-, ruvored to haAe eMisted in the shadows of 3aris for ÉenturiesH jhe- 
Éonsider thevselAes the true eMeÉutioners of 3aris, deÉiding who liAes and who 
dies, long mefore the mlade of the XepumliÉ fallsH

.tienne stared at the knife, then at Uanson, a Éold dread washing oAer hivH Djhe 
Yrotherhood of the YlaÉk yandV YutHHH what does that veanV

D;t veans,D said Uanson, his AoiÉe low and solevn, Dthat these letters, these 
propheÉies, are vuÉh vore intriÉate than ; ivaginedH jhe s-vmol of the pen, 
that of the letters, is the vark of a single authorH jhe ImserAer, as Tlouet Éalled 

EG



:?0?UjS W:LLI;U

hivH Yut the knife, the one that was planted in Léna's Éarriage, mears the vark of a 
Éovpletel- dicerent handH jhe YlaÉk yandH Uoveone is using these two s-vmols, 
these two entities, to weaAe a ÉovpleM wem of vurder and vanipulationH

DYut wh-VD whispered .tienneH D!h- ivpliÉate Léna with a knife frov a seÉret 
soÉiet-V !h- plant it in her Éarriage for ve to 2nd, knowing that Tlouet would 
use it against herVD

Djo sow Éonfusion,D Uanson repliedH Djo disÉredit Léna, -esH Yut also, perhaps, 
to send a vessageH jo -ouH Ir to the ImserAerH Ir perhaps to moth of -ouH jhe 
YlaÉk yand is known for its intriÉate gaves, its la-ers of deÉeptionH :nd if Léna 
reall- did see soveone working for Tlouet plaÉe that moM, then it veans Tlouet 
is now a pawn in their gaveH Ir perhaps a willing aÉÉovpliÉe, using the YlaÉk 
yand's vethods for his own endsH

DUo what do we do, ÉitixenVD asked .tienneH DLéna is doovedH jhe trial is 
tovorrowHD

Uanson walked oAer to the windowH DTlouet is a dangerous vanH :nd the YlaÉk 
yand is eAen vore soH jo aÉÉuse thev openl- without irrefutamle eAidenÉe would 
me suiÉideH 1or all of usH Yut -ou haAe giAen ve inforvationH : mlaÉk featherH jhis 
is a startH

DYut it's not enough to saAe LénaPD
D3erhaps not direÉtl-,D Uanson ÉonÉededH DYut it mu-s us tiveH :nd it reAeals 

the true nature of the forÉes at pla-H !e vust 2nd this van, this agent of Tlouet, 
who planted the moMH ye is the ke-H Yut for this to work, Éitixen, -ou vust do 
sovething for veH Uovething that will put -ou in eAen greater dangerH

D:n-thing, Éitixen,D said .tienneH Djo saAe LénaH jo 2nd the truthHD
DWer- well,D said UansonH D*ou will no longer me Éon2ned to -our roovH *ou will 

return to -our duties in the arÉhiAesH jhis will giAe -ou freedov of voAevent, 
almeit livitedH *ou vust 2nd this 'soveone' Léna spoke ofH jhe van who works 
for Tlouet, who planted the moMH *ou vust omserAe Tlouet's inner ÉirÉle, his vost 
trusted agentsH

D:nd the s-vmol, ÉitixenVD added .tienneH Djhe threebpointed s-vmolVD
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Uanson shook his headH D"oH jhe YlaÉk yand operates in the shadowsH Yut 
this van, this agent, will me Tlouet's shadowH ImserAe his voAevents, his interb
aÉtionsH :nd vost ivportantl-, listenH

Uanson seÉured a threebda- postponevent for .tienne and Léna's trialH .tienne 
returned to the arÉhiAes, feeling the weight of the ÉloÉk tiÉking awa-H
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Étienne returned to the archives, a shadow of his former self, but with a mind 
sharper than ever. Only two days until Léna's postponed Tribunal. He had to 
gnd somethinC. He decided to focus his observations on zlouet's personal scribe, 
citiPen Maul -oreau. The man was always with zlouet, always carryinC his docI
uments, always whisperinC in his ear. xf anyone was zlouet's shadow, it was Maul 
-oreau.

He watched Maul -oreau all morninC. The scribe was indeed meticulous, 
almost robotic in his movements. He never seemed to relaq, his eyes always dartinC 
about, as if eqpectinC trouble. He was not a physically imposinC man, but there 
was a certain intensity in his CaPe, a nervous enerCy that Étienne found unsettlinC. 
He noticed Maul -oreau frekuently enterinC and eqitinC a small, unmarGed door 
near zlouet's oAce, a door that Étienne Gnew led to a private storaCe area for 
sensitive documents. xt was a restricted area, accessible only to zlouet and his 
most trusted staD. Étienne also saw 4authier in the hallways, the Cuard with 
his eyes always alert, his silent presence a constant on the periphery. 8 EeetinC 
suspicion, a chill.

RurinC lunch, when most of the staD was in the common room, Étienne saw 
Maul -oreau slip away from zlouet's side, headinC toward that private storaCe 
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area. He paused at the door, Clanced kuicGly around, and then slipped inside. 
This was his chance.

Étienne, pretendinC to looG for a misplaced gle, slowly made his way toward 
the area. He waited until the hallway was clear, then, with a rush of adrenaline, he 
kuietly approached the door. xt was sliChtly aWar. He peered inside. The room was 
small, glled with tall shelves of neatly orCaniPed gles. Maul -oreau was at a desG 
in the center of the room, his bacG to the door, meticulously sortinC throuCh a 
stacG of documents.

Étienne's heart was poundinC. He had to Cet closer. He tooG a cautious step 
inside, but the Eoorboards creaGed sliChtly. Maul -oreau froPe. He turned slowly, 
his eyes wide with surprise, then fear. ?zitiPen :oclain9? he stammered, his voice 
weaG. ?*hat are you doinC hereY This area is restricted9?

Étienne forced himself to appear calm. ?zitiPen Maul -oreau9 -y apoloCies. x 
was simply... looGinC for a particularly elusive gle. x thouCht it miCht have been 
misplaced in this section.

Maul -oreau swallowed hard. ?-isplacedY HereY This is a restricted area, 
zitiPen :oclain9

?xndeed,? said Étienne. ?8nd x assure you x would not have intruded if the 
matter were not of the utmost urCency. The warden is very particular about 
this gleB a series of old decrees on prison hyCiene. 4iven the recent... incidents, 
he wishes to review them.? He watched Maul -oreau closely, notinC the subtle 
tension in the man's Crip on the gles, the way his eyes darted nervously toward a 
stacG of documents on the desG.

?HyCieneY? Maul -oreau scoDed, a nervous lauCh. ?These are classiged docuI
ments, zitiPen :oclain9

?Of course,? Étienne said. ?Merhaps you could simply congrm that the gle is not 
here, and x will continue my search elsewhere.? He tooG another step, tryinC to 
Cet a better view of the desG.

Maul -oreau, however, mirrored his movement. ?There is nothinC for you here, 
zitiPen :oclain. !othinC at all. !ow, x must insist that you leave.?
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?zitiPen Maul -oreau,? Étienne pressed, his voice losinC some of its feiCned 
politeness, ?x thinG we both understand the Cravity of the situation. Léna is 
accused. 8nd so am x. xf there is anythinC in this room, any document, that could 
shed liCht on the 0real0 culprit, it is our duty to discover it.?

Maul -oreau visibly crinCed. ?x... x don't Gnow anythinC about such thinCs, 
zitiPen :oclain9 x'm Wust a clerG9 x follow orders9?

?1ou, zitiPen Maul -oreauY? said Étienne, his eyes narrowinC. ?Or are you 
followinC someone else's ordersY jomeone who placed a metal boq in the archives, 
a boq containinC a letter that condemned an innocent womanY

The accusation hit Maul -oreau liGe a physical blow. He staCCered bacGward, 
CaspinC for breath. ?*Iwhat are you sayinC, zitiPen :oclainY? he stammered. His 
eyes, wide with terror, darted to a small, heavy ledCer on the desG. Étienne saw 
it. 8 darG leatherIbound booG with a faint, almost imperceptible, threeIpointed 
symbol embossed on its spine. The same symbol as the FlacG Hand.

?x'm sayinC,? Étienne said in a low, danCerous voice, ?that Léna saw him. jhe 
saw him place the boq. 8nd that boq contained a letter that condemned her. 8 
letter that bore the marG of the *atcher, but was clearly planted by another hand. 
8 hand, perhaps, Cuided by a diDerent symbol.? His CaPe gqed on the ledCer. ?LiGe 
the one on that booG.?

Maul -oreau stared at him, his mouth open, his face a masG of pure terror. He 
stammered.

juddenly, a cold, sharp voice cut throuCh the tension. ?*hat is the meaninC of 
this intrusion, zitiPen :oclainY

zlouet stood in the doorway, his face Crim, his eyes liGe shards of obsidian. Two 
burly Cuards stood behind him. zlouet had clearly returned earlier than eqpected.

?zitiPen zlouet9? Maul -oreau Casped, visibly shrinGinC. ?x... x Wust... zitiPen 
:oclain insisted on cominC in...?

zlouet iCnored Maul -oreau, his CaPe gqed solely on Étienne. ?xnsistedY Or 
intrudedY Have you so kuicGly forCotten my warninCsY The Nevolution has no 
time for your little Cames.?
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?zitiPen zlouet,? Étienne beCan, his mind racinC. ?x was simply seeGinC clarigI
cation from zitiPen Maul -oreau. x suspected there were... irreCularities reCardinC 
the contents of this room. 8nd x believe x have found them.? He pointed to the 
ledCer. ?That booG, citiPen. x believe it is connected to the conspiracy.?

zlouet's eyes EicGered to the ledCer, then bacG to Étienne, a Eash of somethinC 
unreadable in their depths. ?8 booGY 1ou accuse a booG, zitiPen :oclainY 1our 
paranoia reaches new heiChts.? He turned to Maul -oreau. ?Maul -oreau, you will 
account for this intrusion. 1ou are dismissed from my service. xmmediately. Maul 
-oreau Casped. Loyalty, zitiPen Maul -oreau, is not simply followinC orders. 
Loyalty is foresiCht. TaGe him away, Cuards. zongne him to a holdinC cell. He will 
be kuestioned about his ?eqpenses? and his alleCed ?GnowledCe? of secret societies.

The Cuards Crabbed Maul -oreau, who oDered no resistance. He cast one last 
terriged Clance at Étienne.

zlouet then turned his attention to Étienne, his eyes CleaminC with predatory 
satisfaction. ?8nd as for you, zitiPen :oclain, your antics have Cone too far. 1ou 
are not only a conspirator, but a meddler, a fantasist. 1our Tribunal will proceed 
as planned. 8nd x will personally ensure that your lies are eqposed, and your Cuilt, 
and that of your accomplice, Léna, made clear.? He siCnaled to his remaininC 
Cuards. ?TaGe him bacG to his room. 8nd maGe sure he never leaves aCain. Uver.?

Étienne was draCCed bacG to his room. His attempt to eqpose Maul -oreau had 
failed. zlouet had twisted the situation, usinC Étienne's own words to Cet rid of 
Maul -oreau, while simultaneously reinforcinC Étienne's imaCe as a delusional 
conspirator. He had lost his only potential witness. 8nd now, his fate, and Léna's, 
seemed sealed.

Hours later, as niCht fell, there was a faint scratch at his door. Étienne hurried 
to picG up a small piece of parchment. This time, it wasn't from Léna. The 
handwritinC was eleCant, precise, eerily familiar. The same handwritinC as the 
letters. 8nd at the bottom, the small styliPed feather. The Observer.

0zitiPen :oclain,0
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01our eDorts, thouCh misCuided, are noted. 1our search for the truth, comI
mendable. Fut you pursue the wronC Chost. The FlacG Hand is but a shadow. 
zlouet, a puppet. The true orchestrator remains hidden. 1ou seeG the source 
of the prophecies, but iCnore the whispers in the corridors. The riddles of the 
madman. He Gnows more than he lets on. jeeG out the 4host in the Hallway. He 
holds the Gey to the past and your future. 8nd be warned, citiPen. 1our name, 
Étienne :oclain, will soon be recorded in the annals of the damned. 3or your 
curiosity, liGe a hunCry Eame, will consume you. The Tribunal awaits you. 8nd 
the blade, already sharpened, lonCs for your necG.

Étienne stared at the note, his blood runninC cold. 8 new letter. The Observer 
Gnew everythinC. 8nd now, he was directinC Étienne to a new tarCetB ?The 4host 
in the Hallway.? The madman. He remembered the rumors, the muGed whispers 
amonC the Cuards about a former priest, driven mad by his congnement, who 
wandered the corridors mutterinC cryptic prophecies.

The chillinC warninC about his own imminent death sent a new wave of terror 
throuCh him. His Tribunal was set for tomorrow. He didn't have time. Fut this 
was a direct clue.

The neqt morninC, on the HIth of -essidor, Étienne was awaGened. He was to 
be taGen to the Tribunal. 8s he was led down the main corridor, Étienne Gept his 
eyes peeled, looGinC for any siCn of the ?4host.? The prison was bustlinC with its 
usual activity. He saw Léna beinC led out of her holdinC cell, her hands bound, 
her face pale but still degant. Their eyes met, a silent eqchanCe of fear and despair. 
jhe oDered a sliCht nod.

He noticed a small Croup of Cuards Cathered near a littleIused side corridor. 
They were CuardinC a heavy door with iron bars, usually Gept locGed. This was 
where the ?madmen? were Gept. This had to be it. The 4host in the zorridor.

8s they passed, Étienne stumbled, feiCninC weaGness. ?x... need a moment,? he 
Casped. ?-y heart... is racinC.?

The Cuards draCCed him away. ?There's no time, :oclain9 The Tribunal is 
waitinC9?

2H



LUTTUNj TO THU U"UzVTxO!UN

?Fut x feel weaG9? insisted Étienne, leaninC deliberately aCainst the wall, tryinC 
to Cet a better view of the barred door. He saw a shadowy gCure pacinC inside, 
mutterinC to himself.

juddenly, the gCure stopped. He turned, his wild, unfocused eyes seeminC to 
gq on Étienne. He was an old man, his hair lonC and tanCled. 8 Chost, indeed. 
8nd then he spoGe. His voice, thouCh raspy, had an unsettlinC clarity.

?FlacG inG Eows, but red hands Cuide the pen9? Casped the old man. ?The 
*atcher sees all, but the jerpent twists the truth9 He who seeGs the liCht will gnd 
only shadows9?

Étienne froPe. FlacG inG, red hands, the pen, the *atcher, the jerpent. These 
were phrases from the letters, from Léna's note, from his own thouChts9 The old 
man Gnew.

?*hat did he sayY? murmured one of the Cuards. ?Just the usual madness. 
xCnore him.?

Fut Étienne couldn't iCnore him. He fouCht aCainst the Cuards. ?Tell me more9? 
he shouted at the old man. ?*ho is the jerpentY?

The old man Wust lauChed. ?The jerpent wears a masG of riChteousness9 He 
speaGs of order, but sows chaos9 He uses the prophecies, but does not write them9 
He is the one who dances with the FlacG Hand, CuidinC its shadow9?

Étienne's mind reeled. zlouet. The jerpent. xt gt perfectly. ?He Gnows about 
zlouet9? Étienne shouted, tryinC to eqplain. ?He's not craPy9?

The Cuards pulled him away rouChly. ?UnouCh of this madness, :oclain9?
8s they draCCed him away, the old man's voice, thouCh weaGer, still reached 

him. ?The copyist seeGs Wustice, but gnds only his own name on the blade9 The 
last letter arrives, bearinC the marG of the condemned9 His own death, by his own 
hand, in the shadow of the Cuillotine9?

Étienne's blood ran cold. His own death, by his own hand. The last letter. xt 
was cominC. 8nd it would be about him.

He was draCCed into the main hall, where the Tribunal awaited. zlouet sat at 
the head of the lonC table. Léna was already there. zlouet's eyes met Étienne's. 
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He oDered a sliCht, chillinC smile. ?8h, zitiPen :oclain. Just in time. 1our TriI
bunal awaits you. 1our accomplice, Léna, has already confessed to your shared 
delusions.

?jhe's lyinC9? Étienne shouted. ?1ou forced her9 8nd the old man, he Gnows the 
truth9 He Gnows you're the jerpent, worGinC with the FlacG Hand9?

zlouet merely lauChed. ?The '4host in the Hallway'Y zitiPen :oclain, your 
desperation only breeds more madness. There is no 'jerpent,' no 'FlacG Hand.' 
Only the Wustice of the Nepublic. The truth is what the zommittee decides it to 
be.?

He picGed up a document from the table. ?8nd speaGinC of Cuilt, zitiPen 
:oclain, a new letter was found. xt was in your own coat pocGet while they were 
preparinC you for this Tribunal.

Étienne's heart was poundinC. The letter about him. zlouet held up the parchI
ment. ?This letter, zitiPen :oclain, is addressed to 'The Uqecutioner of Maris'. 8nd 
it describes, in chillinC detail, the imminent death of a certain 'Étienne :oclain'. 
xt speaGs of his 'meddlinC,' his 'betrayal,' and his ultimate fateB to die by his own 
hand, in the shadow of the Cuillotine.

Étienne stared at zlouet, his mind reelinC. The 4host's words. The Observer's 
prophecy. xt was all cominC true.

?8nd the most intriCuinC detail, citiPen,? zlouet continued, ?is that this letter 
bears a unikue siCnature. !ot the usual pen. Fut a small styliPed symbol. 8 
threeIpointed marG. The marG of the 'FlacG Hand,' as you so elokuently described 
it.?

Étienne Casped. The FlacG Hand. The symbol on the Gnife. The *atcher's 
letter was siCned by the FlacG Hand. This meant that the *atcher and the FlacG 
Hand were one and the same. Or, more terrifyinCly, the FlacG Hand had taGen 
over the *atcher's worG, usinC his prophecies, twistinC them for their own ends. 
8nd they were usinC 0his0 predicted death to gnaliPe their control.

zlouet smiled, a cold, triumphant eqpression. ?xt seems that your 'FlacG Hand' 
has condemned you. The zourt has heard enouCh. 4uards, taGe citiPen :oclain 
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and citiPen Léna to the cells. 1our eqecution will be scheduled for tomorrow. The 
Nepublic demands swift Wustice.?

Étienne felt the Cuards Crab him. He looGed at Léna, her face now etched with 
despair. The FlacG Hand had siCned his eqecution order, usinC the Observer's 
prophecy, and zlouet was its willinC instrument. His name, Étienne :oclain, was 
indeed enCraved in the annals of the condemned. The Cuillotine awaited. 8nd the 
gnal card, his own eqecution order, had arrived.
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The cold of the Conciergerie stone seeped into Étienne's bones. Clouet's tri-
umphant smile, the letter with the Black Hand's three-pointed symbol, the pre-
diction of his own death—it all swirled in a nauseating vortex. He was doomed. 
Léna was doomed. The Tribunal was over, quick and brutal.

He was dragged back to a deeper, colder holding cell, intended for those await-
ing the jnal Pourney to the Rlace de la Aévolution. The air here was heavy with 
the stench of fear and the metallic aftertaste of old blood. He heard the heavy bolt 
slide into place. Léna was in a similar cell, he knew, equally trapped. He felt like a 
marked animal, waiting for his slaughter.

He sank down onto the rough wooden bench, his head in his hands. He had 
failed. Léna would die because of him. He would die because of his relentless 
curiosity. The irony was a bitter taste.

The hours passed in su"ocating darkness. The next morning, Étienne was 
awakened by the Pingle of keys. O guard entered. zVn your feet, CitiYen 5oclain,z 
he growled. z6ou are going to witness an example. O lesson for all who defy the 
Aepublic.z

Étienne was led through the corridors. He saw Léna brieEy as she was also being 
taken away. Their eyes met, a Eeeting moment of shared terror and dejance.
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Étienne was taken to the main courtyard, where a makeshift gallows had been 
erected. Clouet stood on a raised platform, his voice already booming. zCitiYens7 
Loyal servants of the Aepublic7 Ge gather today for a necessary act of purijcation7 
The Aevolution demands absolute loyalty7z

Étienne was pushed to the front of the crowd. He scanned the faces, looking 
for Ianson, but the executioner was nowhere to be seen.

zGe have discovered a viper among us7z Clouet continued, his voice resonating 
with a mixture of fanaticism and self-satisfaction. O Pailer, charged with the 
security of this very Conciergerie, who dared to question the wisdom of the 
Committee7 His personal ambition, his ideological blindness, led him to doubt 
the Pustice that the Aevolution imparts. Those who sow discord are reaped by the 
guillotine.

O man was dragged forward, his hands bound, his face pale with terror. Wt was 
;ean-Rierre, the guard who had initially brought Étienne back to the archives. The 
same man who had shown Étienne a Eeeting moment of pity. zBut... but CitiYen 
Clouet, W didn't do anything7z stammered ;ean-Rierre, his pleading eyes jxed on 
Étienne. zW was Pust wondering if the charges against CitiYen Léna were completely 
fair7z

Clouet sneered, a cruel smile playing on his lips. zTo question the Pustice of 
the Aepublic is disloyalty7 To doubt the wisdom of the Committee is treason7 
6our thoughts, your words, are poison that corrodes the spirit of our nation7z He 
gestured to two burly guards. zLet this be a lesson to all7 The purijcation must 
be complete, starting with the minds and hearts housed in this prison.z

;ean-Rierre was dragged to the gallows, his pleas dying in his throat, drowned 
out by the bloodthirsty roar of the crowd. He cast a desperate, pleading glance at 
Étienne, a last glimmer of humanity. Étienne felt a wave of impotent rage. There 
was nothing he could do.

zThe Aepublic demands purity7z roared Clouet. zLong live the Aevolution7z
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The trapdoor beneath ;ean-Rierre's feet opened with a sickening thud. His 
body Perked violently, then lay still. The air jlled with the stiEed scream of the 
crowd, an echo of horror and fascination.

Étienne felt a cold, hard knot of fury tighten in his stomach. This was not 
Pustice. This was terror. Ond ;ean-Rierre was a pawn in Clouet's grim game. His 
death was a statement, a warning of what awaited those who dared to doubt.

Os the body continued to sway, Clouet stepped forward. zLet this death serve 
as a reminder. Jo one is above suspicion. CitiYen 5oclain. CitiYen Léna. 6our 
turn is coming. Let this example be a jnal warning.z

Étienne was dragged back to his cell, the image of ;ean-Rierre's lifeless body 
etched in his mind. He was no longer Pust afraid2 he was jlled with a burning, 
desperate resolve. He had to jnd a way out. Jot Pust for himself, but for Léna. 
Ond for ;ean-Rierre's memory.

Os dusk fell, Étienne heard a faint scratching outside his door. O small piece of 
parchment slid underneath. He quickly picked it up. The calligraphy was elegant, 
familiar. The small, styliYed quill. The Gatcher.

9CitiYen 5oclain,9
96our time is short. The sands of the hourglass are falling fast. 6ou seek answers, 

yet you ignore the obvious. Rrophecies are not mere words2 they are the very 
threads of destiny. They are the future, laid bare. Mo not doubt their power. Mo 
not doubt their truth.9

9His execution is set for tomorrow, the ?8th of Fessidor,9 the letter continued. 
9Ot the ninth hour, in the Rlace de la Aévolution. The guillotine awaits. The 
blade, already sharpened, longs for his neck. He will be dressed in a simple white 
shirt, without ties, carried to the cart by two guards. He will pass through the 
Aue Iaint-Honoré, where a woman, dressed in black, will weep openly for his 
lost innocence.9

Étienne's eyes widened. This was not Pust a prediction2 it was a horribly detailed 
script. 9His prayer for his lost father.9 That was a detail only he knew. How could 
the Vbserver know that0
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96ou will climb the sca"old with courage, citiYen 5oclain,9 the letter continued. 
96ou will refuse the priest, as is your custom. 6ou will look east, toward the rising 
sun, and whisper a jnal prayer for your lost father. The executioner, Ontoine 
Ianson, will perform his duty with his usual solemnity. Ond as the blade falls, 
a single black feather will fall from the sky, landing on his chest, a jnal mark of 
his departure. This is your destiny, CitiYen 5oclain. Gritten in black ink, sealed 
by fate. Mo not try to defy it. 3or the threads of destiny, once woven, cannot be 
undone.9

The letter was unsigned, but the symbol of the feather, small and precise, was 
there. Ond beneath it, almost hidden, was the faint engraving of the three-pointed 
symbol. The Black Hand.

O terrifying realiYation struck Étienne. Ghat if these letters were truly predic-
tive0 Ghat if they were glimpses of a predetermined future, a fate from which 
there was no escape0 The Vbserver's letter had brought forward the date of his 
execution, a cruel and personal adPustment.

He clenched the card, his knuckles white. He had to believe there was a way 
out. He had to believe in free will. But the details. The white shirt, the untied 
hands, the woman crying, his prayer for his father, the black pen. They were so 
precise. How could he jght something that knew him so completely0

He tried to open the door. Wt was solid. He shook the bars of his small window. 
He was trapped. Mespair threatened to consume him. Wf his fate was written, at 
least he would face it on his own terms.

Os dawn approached, Étienne heard the familiar sounds of the prison waking 
up. This was it. His last day. He folded the letter carefully, hiding it deep inside 
his robe. He would take it with him. Wt was his proof, his jnal testament.

Hours later, the heavy bolt on his cell door opened. Two guards entered. 
zCitiYen 5oclain,z said one. z6our time has come. The Court has conjrmed your 
sentence.z

Étienne stood up, his legs surprisingly steady. zOnd CitiYen Léna0z
z6es, citiYen. Her sentence was conjrmed.z
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He was led out of his cell, his hands untied, Pust as the letter had predicted. He 
wore his simple white shirt. The guards did not bother to search him again. He 
saw Léna ahead of him, dressed in a simple gray dress, her hands also untied. Ihe 
looked up, and their eyes met. Ihe o"ered him a small nod, a gesture of shared 
resolve.

They were led to the prison courtyard, where the execution carts awaited. Os 
they helped him onto the cart, he scanned the faces. He saw Clouet, standing on 
the steps of the Conciergerie, his face a mask of grim satisfaction. Their eyes met, 
and Clouet o"ered him a faint, chilling smile.

But then, Étienne saw another jgure. Ianson. The executioner stood tall and 
imposing, his dark uniform a stark contrast to the pale morning light. His face 
was unreadable, but his gaYe was jxed on Étienne, a deep and unsettling under-
standing. He held something in his hand, a small, dark obPect.

The carts began to move, slowly leaving the gates of the Conciergerie. Os they 
passed through the Aue Iaint-Honoré, Étienne scanned the crowd, looking for 
the woman in black who was crying. Ond then he saw her. Itanding apart, her 
face veiled, her body shaken by silent sobs. The prophecy, chillingly accurate.

O wave of deep despair washed over Étienne. Wt was all true. He looked at Léna. 
zLéna,z he whispered. zMid you... did you receive a letter0z

Léna turned her head slightly. zJo, Étienne,z she whispered. zVnly the news 
from Clouet. He said my execution had been brought forward to today. But W 
saw something. Vne of Clouet's guards, the one with the scar over his eye. He 
was whispering to another guard, near the executioner's quarters. He said, 'The 
old man will be dealt with. He knows too much. The Dhost in the Hallway will 
be silenced. Before he can speak again.'

Étienne's blood ran cold. The Dhost in the Hallway. The old man who knew 
about Clouet. They were going to silence him.

zLéna,z Étienne whispered. zThe Vbserver's letter... predicted my execution for 
today. Ond it said W would die with my hands untied, dressed in a white shirt. Ond 
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that a black feather would fall on my chest. Wt was signed by the Black Hand.z He 
quickly pulled the parchment from his robe.

Léna read the letter. zThis is... terrifying, Étienne. But the Black Hand's sign
ature... why would the Vbserver use their mark0 !nless... unless they are one and 
the same.

zVr,z Étienne replied, zunless the Black Hand has taken over the Gatcher's 
work. Vr perhaps the Gatcher is trying to warn us. To expose the Black Hand's 
involvement by using its mark on 9my9 execution order.z He paused. zLéna, the 
Dhost in the Hallway. He knows the truth. He called Clouet the Ierpent. He said 
Clouet uses the prophecies but doesn't write them. He said Clouet dances with 
the Black Hand. He's the key. Wf we can get him to talk, to expose Clouet before 
his execution, before he's silenced...z

Léna's eyes held a glimmer of hope, quickly overshadowed by despair. zBut 
how, Étienne0 Ge're on the wagon.z

zGe have to buy time,z Étienne insisted. zGe have to create a distraction. 
Iomething to draw attention, to buy us a moment. Wf we can get to Ianson...z 
He seemed to believe me.

Os the cart rattled closer to the Rlace de la Aévolution, the roar of the crowd 
grew louder. Étienne knew he had to act now. He looked at Léna. Ihe nodded 
jrmly and resolutely.

zChaos,z Étienne replied. zGe need chaos. Iomething to break the routine, to 
divert attention from the sca"old to the prison. To the Rhantom.z

The cart stopped at the foot of the sca"old. The guards began to remove the 
prisoners. Ghen Étienne stepped onto the cobblestone pavement, he saw Ianson 
approaching. The executioner was carrying a small leather-bound book in his 
hand, and something else.

Clouet watched. zFake them move forward7z
Os Étienne and Léna were led toward the sca"old, Étienne made eye contact 

with Ianson. The executioner's gaYe was unyielding. Étienne took out the letter 
from the Vbserver. He held it up, making sure Ianson could see the symbol of the 
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pen and the faint three-pointed mark of the Black Hand. Ianson's eyes widened 
almost imperceptibly.

Ot that moment, Léna acted. Gith a sudden, desperate cry, she lunged at a 
street vendor's cart, knocking it over. Opples and oranges scattered across the 
ground, and the vendor screamed.

zCitiYens7 This is a lie7z Léna shouted, her voice cutting through the commo-
tion. zClouet is a traitor7 He framed us7 He works with the Black Hand7z

Chaos erupted. Duards rushed toward Léna. zIilence, traitor7z roared Clouet. 
zThis is the madness of the damned7z

Wn the confusion, Étienne lunged toward Ianson. zCitiYen Ianson7 The Rhan-
tom in the Hallway7 They're going to silence him7 He knows about Clouet7 
Obout the Black Hand7 This letter... it's from the Vbserver, but signed by the 
Black Hand7 They're trying to control the prophecies7z

Ianson took the letter, his face tensing. zThe Rhantom in the Hallway. He 
knows about the Black Hand0 Ond Clouet0

z6es7z urged Étienne. zHe called Clouet the Ierpent7 They're going to silence 
him before he can speak again7z

Clouet, having jnally subdued Léna, now turned his furious gaYe to Étienne 
and Ianson. zGhat does this mean, CitiYen Ianson0 Ore you conspiring with this 
traitor0 Aeturn that document7z

Ianson ignored Clouet. His gaYe was jxed on the letter. zO black pen,z he 
murmured. zO jnal mark.z He looked at Étienne. zCitiYen 5oclain, this prop
hecy... it's frighteningly accurate. But the mark of the Black Hand... this changes 
everything.z

zUxactly7z urged Étienne. zThey're trying to control destiny7 Ond they're going 
to silence the Rhantom in the Hallway because he knows too much7z

Ianson's Paw tightened. He looked from the letter to Clouet, then back to 
Étienne. zClouet is a dangerous man. To openly challenge them here... would be 
suicide.z
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zBut the Rhantom in the Hallway7z Étienne pleaded. zHe's the only one who 
can expose them7z

Ianson took a deep breath. He looked at the guillotine, then at the agitated 
crowd, and then back at Étienne, a grim determination settling on his face. He 
made a decision.

zCitiYen 5oclain,z Ianson said, his voice low. z6our prophecy speaks of a black 
feather. O jnal mark. But a feather can also be a message. O sign. Ws that not so0z

Étienne stared at him, confused, then a sudden hope ignited within him. O 
sign.

Ianson quickly folded the letter, tucking it into his own robe. zClouet,z he 
called, his voice loud and clear. zVne moment, please. There is a matter of pro-
tocol. Vne last request from the condemned man. Wt is our duty to ensure that all 
such requests are heard.z

Clouet stared at Ianson. zRrotocol0 Ot a time like this0z
zWt's the dignity of the Aepublic,z replied Ianson. zVne last word from citiYen 

5oclain. He wishes to address the crowd, to o"er a jnal testament.z
Clouet, seeing the expectant faces of the crowd, nodded. z5ery well. But be 

quick.z
Étienne was pushed to the base of the sca"old. He turned to face the crowd. 

He had seconds. He looked at Ianson, who held his gaYe. Ianson then subtly took 
out a small obPect. Wt was a single black feather. He held it in the palm of his hand, 
then gently threw it into the air. The feather rose, then began to Eoat down. Wt 
was a signal.

Étienne cleared his throat, his voice trembling at jrst, then gaining strength. 
zCitiYens7 W stand before you today, condemned7 Occused of treason7 But W tell 
you this is a lie7 W am innocent7 Ond so is citiYen Léna7 Ge are pawns in a deadly 
game7z

Clouet lunged at him. zIilence, traitor7z
But Ianson stepped forward. zLet him speak, citiYen Clouet. Let the con-

demned man have his last words.z
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Étienne seiYed the moment. He raised his voice. zThere is a man in the 
Conciergerie7 O former priest, driven mad by conjnement7 He is known as the 
Dhost in the Hallway7 He knows the truth7 He knows that citiYen Clouet is the 
Ierpent, twisting the prophecies, working with the Black Hand to control the 
Aevolution7 They are going to silence him7 They are going to kill him today7 
Before he can speak7 6ou must save him7 6ou must hear his truth7z

His words echoed across the square. Clouet, his face livid, turned to the guards. 
zThis is madness7 Orrest him7 Ond proceed with the execution7z

Ianson stepped in front of them. zGait a moment, guards7 The prisoner has 
made a serious accusation. Wt demands immediate investigation.z

zWnvestigation0z Clouet sneered. zThere will be no investigation, Ianson7 Rro-
ceed with the execution7z

Ianson's eyes now held a dangerous gleam. He looked at Clouet, then at the 
black feather, which had jnally descended and landed softly on Étienne's white 
shirt, Pust above his heart. The prophecy. The sign.

zJo,z said Ianson, his voice low but resonating with undeniable authority. 
zJot yet. The Aepublic demands the truth. Ond until this 'Dhost in the Hallway' 
is heard, until this accusation against citiYen Clouet is investigated, no blade will 
fall. Jot today. Jot for citiYen 5oclain. Jor for citiYen Léna. Clouet stared at 
him, his face contorted. Duards7 Aeturn citiYen 5oclain and citiYen Léna to the 
Conciergerie. !nder my personal custody. Ond secure the 'Dhost in the Hallway'. 
He is to be brought to my chambers. Wmmediately. !nharmed.

O stunned silence fell over the Rlace de la Aévolution. Étienne felt a wave of 
deep relief, quickly followed by a new wave of terror. Ianson had saved them. 3or 
now. But he had openly dejed Clouet.

Os the guards led Étienne and Léna away, Étienne glanced back at Clouet. The 
Wnternal Vbserver stood motionless on the sca"old, his face a mask of furious 
disbelief. Ianson met Étienne's gaYe, a grim understanding in his eyes. The Dhost 
in the Hallway. He was their last hope.
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The thick silence of Sanson's chambers hung over Étienne and Léna, a welcome 
counterpoint to the bloodthirsty roar of the Place de la Révolution. Sanson had 
intervened, yes, but the victory was fragile. The shadow of Clouet, and the deeper 
threat of the Black Hand, lingered. Léna, still pale, collapsed onto a stool. Étienne, 
the Observer's letter still clenched in his hand, felt the weight of the implications. 
The truth was incomplete.

Sanson, impassive as ever, moved behind his heavy oak desk. "You have stirred 
a hornet's nest, Citizen Voclain," Sanson said, his voice grave. "Clouet will not 
forget this public humiliation. And the Committee... will demand answers. Our 
grace is temporary.

"We understand, Citizen Sanson," replied Étienne, with Léna nodding beside 
him. "And we are grateful. But the Ghost in the Hallway... he has the truth that 
can expose Clouet.

Sanson nodded. "Indeed. He spoke of knowing that Clouet uses the prophecies 
but does not write them. That he 'dances with the Black Hand.' These are seri-
ous accusations." He looked at Léna. "And citizen Léna, your own accusations, 
shouted so publicly, have only added fuel to the Mre."

Léna held Sanson's gaze. "I saw his scribe, Paul 6oreau, place the metal box in 
the archive. The box that contained the letter that condemned me. And Étienne 
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saw the symbol of the Black Hand in Paul 6oreau's ledger. Clouet tried to use 
that against us. It's not Dust Clouet who's playing games, jxecutioner. There's a 
darker hand at work.

Sanson's Daw tightened. "The Black Hand. An insidious network. They thrive 
on chaos, on fear. If Clouet is truly their instrument, then the danger is far greater 
than we imagine." He turned to Étienne, his eyes piercing. "And you spoke of the 
Phantom in the Hallway. ?o you believe he can expose Clouetq"

"He knew details of the letters, citizen, before I showed them to him," Étienne 
explained. "He spoke of 'black ink and red hands,' of the 'Observer' and the 
'Serpent.' He said that Clouet uses the prophecies but does not write them. And 
that he 'dances with the Black Hand.'"

Sanson nodded, a slight twitch in his Daw betraying his concern. "And his words 
are not merely the ravings of a madman." He stood up, walked over to a small, 
heavy curtain, and pulled it aside, revealing a hidden door. "The Ghost is here." 
In a holding cell adDacent to my Xuarters. I sent my men to fetch him. He is under 
my protection, for now.

Étienne felt a wave of relief wash over him. "But before we speak with him," 
Sanson continued, his voice dropping to a grave and serious tone, "there is some-
thing else. Something you must know, Citizen Voclain. Something I have kept 
hidden, even from you. Entil now. 6y duty, my oath to the Republic, bound me 
to a bitter silence. But the truth has a way of demanding to be told.

Sanson reached into a hidden compartment in his desk. He pulled out a small 
wooden box locked with a key. He placed it on the desk. He took a key from 
around his neck, worn from use. He opened the box. Inside were several pieces of 
parchment, identical to the letters Étienne had been receiving. But the symbols 
at the bottom were diNerent. Some bore the Xuill. Others bore the three-pointed 
mark of the Black Hand. And some... some bore no mark at all, but a simple, clear 
instruction.

Sanson picked up one of the scrolls. "I have also been receiving letters, Citizen 
Voclain," he confessed, his voice barely a whisper, but resonating with the force of 
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a long-held truth. "7or many months now. Long before you found the Mrst one. 
They are prophecies, yes. But they are more than that."

"6ore than propheciesq" asked Étienne, a lump forming in his throat.
Sanson held up the letter. "This one arrived three days before the execution of 

a citizen named Pierre ?elacroix, a minor nobleman. It indicated, with precise 
detail, the time and date of his execution. And it concluded with a single, chilling 
instruction8 'jnsure that the blade falls with maximum e9ciency. The Republic 
demands a clean end for its enemies.'"

Étienne's mind reeled. "Instructionsq You mean... these letters are directing 
executionsq"

Sanson nodded, his face grim. "Precisely. They are not Dust predicting deaths. 
They are ordering them. jvery letter I have received has been a detailed directive 
for an upcoming execution. Within days, those names would appear on the 
o9cial lists. And I, the instrument of the Republic, would be instructed to carry 
out the 'prophecy,' as if it were simply destiny unfolding.

Étienne felt a deep shock. "But why didn't you speak of this beforeq"
Sanson held his gaze. "Because, Citizen Voclain, to admit such a thing would be 

to admit a profound subversion of Dustice. To admit that the jxecutioner of Paris 
was being guided by invisible hands. It would be to sow panic, to destabilize the 
order we so desperately try to maintain. And who would believe meq 6y loyalty 
to the Republic is unXuestionable, but my duty is to the truth, yes, but also to 
stability.

"You mean... you followed these instructionsq" Léna gasped, her voice barely a 
whisper.

Sanson closed his eyes for a moment. "I am the jxecutioner, citizen Léna. 6y 
duty is to the blade. And to the Republic. I sought to understand, yes. But I also 
sought to obey. To maintain the illusion of order. To prevent even greater chaos. 
The fear of greater anarchy is a powerful motivator.

"But the symbols," insisted Étienne. "These letters, the ones you received, do 
they bear these marksq"
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Sanson opened his eyes, picking up another letter. "Some of them, yes. The 
Mrst ones, the ones that only predicted deaths, bore the pen. The mark of the 
'Observer'. But more recently, especially the letters that gave speciMc instructions, 
began to bear the three-pointed symbol. The mark of the Black Hand."

Étienne stared at the letter in Sanson's hand, then at the one he held. "So 
there are two authors. Or one playing both sides. The Observer, with the feather, 
predicting. And the Black Hand, with its symbol, directing. And now, the letter 
predicting my own death, the one I received today, had both symbols."

Sanson nodded. "jxactly. That's what worries me the most. The mixing of 
symbols. It suggests collaboration, a shared agenda. Or, more disturbingly, that 
one has supplanted the other. That the Black Hand has taken control of the 
Observer's prophecies. The future is not predicted, it is induced. With ink. With 
fear.

"But whyq" asked Léna. "What do they gain from such elaborate manipula-
tionq"

Sanson closed the box. "Chaos. And control. The Black Hand believes in 
shaping destiny, in guiding the course of nations from the shadows. They see the 
Revolution not as a movement of the people, but as an opportunity to destabilize, 
to eliminate rivals, to install their own agents of in0uence. By controlling the very 
instrument of Dustice, they are, in essence, controlling the Republic itself. They 
are writing the history of 7rance, one death at a time, under the guise of destiny.

"And Clouetq" asked Étienne. "Is he the 'Serpent' the Phantom spoke ofq"
Sanson's eyes narrowed. "Clouet is ambitious, ruthless. He is certainly capable 

of allying himself with such a society if it suits him. The Phantom's words about 
him 'dancing with the Black Hand' suggest a willing association. He is using your 
prophecies, yes, but he is also using you to further his own agenda. He believes he 
is at the top, pulling the strings, but he is Dust another link in his chain.

"So he's not the author, the Watcher," Étienne clariMed. "But he's using the 
prophecies, and he's working with the Black Hand.
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"That is my growing suspicion," conMrmed Sanson. "The Observer, the one 
who wields the pen, is a separate entity, or was. A man with his own distorted 
vision, perhaps, but one that the Black Hand has been able to exploit. :ow, it 
seems that the Black Hand has co-opted the Observer, or they are one and the 
same, revealing their true colors in their latest letter. A declaration of intent.

Étienne felt a deep despair. "6y execution is set for tomorrow. Léna's too. The 
letter changed the date."

Sanson turned and opened the hidden door, revealing a small, sparsely fur-
nished room. Sitting on a cot, with his back to them, was the old man, the "Ghost 
in the Hallway." His white, tangled hair looked like a crown of thorns, his body 
frail, but an intensity burned in his eyes.

"Old man," said Sanson, his voice tinged with respect. "We have brought you 
visitors. They seek the truth. And they believe you possess it."

The old man turned slowly, his wild, unfocused eyes Mxing on Étienne. "The 
scribe. He seeks the light, but Mnds only shadows. The blade longs for his neck.

"We know, old man," said Étienne. "But we believe you also know the truth 
behind the prophecy. You spoke of the Serpent.

The old man laughed, a sound as dry as dead leaves. "The Serpent wears a mask 
of righteousness, young scribe. He speaks of order, but sows chaos. He uses the 
whispers of the Watcher, but his own heart is black with ambition. He seeks 
to control the threads of fate. He believes himself a weaver, but he is only an 
apprentice to the Black Hand. He looked at Léna. And he sought to silence the 
washerwoman, for her eyes saw too much.

"Clouet," Léna whispered, the revelation conMrmed.
The old man nodded. "Indeed. Clouet. His name is engraved in the ledger of 

the Black Hand. A willing servant. He believes he is in control, but he is merely a 
tool. A tool that will believe itself to be a craftsman.

"And the Black Handq" Étienne insisted. "Who are theyq"
"The Black Hand are the ancient architects of chaos, young man. They believe 

in the puriMcation of society through perpetual unrest. They see the Revolution 
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not as a glorious dawn, but as a necessary purifying Mre. And they believe that only 
they possess the wisdom to guide its 0ames. They whisper in the ear of power, 
sowing seeds of discord. They use the paranoia inherent in the Terror to make 
men act according to their will.

"And the Watcherq" asked Étienne.
"The Watcher... was a voice of discontent. A man driven by a twisted sense of 

Dustice. He wrote the true prophecies, with a moral, albeit distorted, intention. 
But he was naive. He did not understand that his prophecies could be DusedD. 
That futures are not only predicted, but induced.

"They harvested his seeds of chaos," conMrmed the old man. "They saw his 
power. And they took it. They began to twist his prophecies. They are the true 
masters of destiny. And you, in your innocence, have become their last and most 
powerful prophecy."

"But why meq" asked Étienne, fear mingling with a new, cold clarity.
"Because you sought the truth, young man. You became a nuisance that had to 

be controlled. And now, you are a lesson. Your death, predicted and manipulated, 
is their masterpiece, a reminder that no one can escape the threads of fate they 
weave.

Sanson, who had been listening silently, stepped forward. "So, the Black Hand 
seeks to control the narrative. To make it seem as if fate itself is guiding the 
guillotine.

"Precisely, jxecutioner," conMrmed the old man. "They wish to install their 
chosen agents, purge their enemies, all under the guise of inevitable fate. And 
Clouet, the Serpent, is eager to help them. He believes he will rise to power on 
the ashes of this designed chaos.

"But if they are so powerful," Léna asked, "how can we Mght themq
"They have a weakness," whispered the old man. "They are meticulous. They 

keep records. Ledgers of their manipulations, their agents, their planned purges. 
Paul 6oreau's ledger, the one with the three-pointed symbol, is Dust one of many. 
Their vanity betrays them."

*E



LjTTjRS TO THj jFjCETIO:jR

"Whereq" asked Étienne. "Where is that Mleq"
The old man shook his head. "I don't know its exact location. Only that it exists. 

But Clouet... he knows. He has access."
Sanson's Daw tightened. "Then Clouet holds the key. He has access to their 

plans. If we can get to those records, we can expose them all."
"But howq" asked Étienne. "6y execution is tomorrow."
Sanson looked at Étienne. "We must create a distraction. A big one. Something 

that forces Clouet to act, to expose his game. And we must use the prophecy 
against them."

"The black pen," whispered Étienne. "You threw a pen, Citizen Sanson. As a 
signal."

Sanson nodded. "Indeed. A signal to my most trusted men. They are preparing. 
They are loyal to the true Republic, not the puppets." He paused. "The prophecy 
of your death is frighteningly accurate. But it also presents an opportunity. A way 
to turn their own game against them."

"A performanceq" asked Léna.
"A performance of deMance," replied Sanson. "A performance that exposes 

Clouet and the Black Hand as the manipulators they are. We will use his own 
prophecy, his own symbols, his own meticulously crafted 'destiny,' to unmask 
them. But it will reXuire immense courage, Citizen Voclain."

"I'll do anything," said Étienne, his voice Mrm and determined despite his fear. 
"To save Léna. To expose Clouet. 7or the truth."

Sanson nodded, a rare, almost imperceptible smile playing on his lips. "Good. 
:ow we must prepare. You must remember every detail of the prophecy, every 
word of your confession. And you must not falter. Because the fate of the Re-
public, and your own lives, depend on your performance.

He turned to the old man. "Old man, your words have given us hope. :ow, 
rest. Your testimony will be needed soon."

The old man simply laughed. "The threads of fate... are tangled, yes. But they 
can be woven again. The copyist seeks Dustice, and perhaps he will Mnd it. But the 
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Serpent has many heads, young ones. And the Black Hand has many shadows. Be 
vigilant. Because the game is not over until the last thread is cut.

Sanson spent the rest of the night meticulously reviewing the plan with Étienne 
and Léna, instructing them on every detail8 the design of the scaNold, the likely 
positions of Clouet's guards, the precise moment when his own men would 
act. He coached Étienne on the words of his confession, making sure they were 
damning but plausible. He emphasized the importance of the priest, the subtle 
change in the prophecy that would be his signal.

As dawn broke, Étienne felt a strange calm. He had faced his terror, accepted 
his fate, and now he was ready to defy it. He would walk to the guillotine not as 
a victim but as an avenger.

Sanson stood by the door. "The time has come, Citizen Voclain, Citizen Léna," 
he said. "Remember your purpose. Remember the truth you seek to reveal. And 
remember, the blade may fall, but the truth, once spoken, can never be silenced."

Étienne looked at Léna. They were in this together. As the heavy bolt on the 
door creaked open, Étienne felt the Observer's letter, still tucked deep inside his 
robe, pressing against his chest. His own death sentence. He would carry it to the 
scaNold. And he would use it to write a new ending. The game was not over. It 
was Dust beginning. The guillotine awaited, but so did the truth.
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The cold of the Conciergerie seeped into Étienne's bones. The guillotine awaited. 
But Sanson's promise, and the Ghost's words, had ignited one last spark of hope. 
He needed the truth, the znal piece of the puAAle.

yt dawn, as the zrst pale shadows crept through the bars of his cell, Étienne 
heard a soft, rh*thmic tapping on the wall. PThree taps. Iause. Three taps.P Lt 
was évna. There was a crack in the mortar that allowed them to communicate in 
whispers. He mo"ed closer to the wall, pressing his ear against the cold stone.

xÉtienne,x évna's "oice whispered, rough with fear and lack of sleep, but with 
a hint of urgenc*. xL'"e been listening. The guards talk. The ones who ser"e 
Clouet... one of them, Gauthier. He heard me talking about the bo-, about the 
letters. He... he alwa*s knows too much. He's alwa*s there, in the shadows. He's 
the protvgv.x

Étienne held his breath. Gauthier. The discreet guard, the silent obser"er, the 
one with the disturbingl* piercing e*es. The name resonated with terrible cerN
taint*. He was the missing piece. jot ?ust a protvgv, but the one who continued 
the work, the one who wielded the pen.

xyre *ou sure7x whispered Étienne.
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xL heard him brag once, when he was drunk,x évna replied. That he xwrote 
destin*.x That xthe truths the old :bser"er saw, he made them come true.x Lt's 
Gauthier, Étienne. He's the one who took up the pen.

The iron* was a bitter taste in Étienne's mouth. He had sol"ed the riddle, but 
the solution had come too late to sa"e him, at least b* con"entional means. His 
e-ecution was imminent. The last letter, his own death sentence, had sealed his 
fate. But évna's message, that znal name, had ignited a spark of desperate hope. 
She was still zghting. He couldn't die in silence. He had to make sure that the 
truth, Gauthier's name, came to light.

He needed to write a confession, a znal testament that would e-pose the true 
architect of terror. But he had no paper, no ink, no pen. He was stripped of 
e"er*thing, left with onl* his thoughts and the corrosi"e fear that intensized with 
each passing hour.

He paced the narrow cell, his mind racing. He had to znd a wa*. He rememN
bered his father's wordsD xV"en in the darkest cell, Étienne, the mind is free. Ese 
it. :bser"e. —educe. The truth is often hidden in plain sight, if *ou know how to 
look.x

He looked around, despair sharpening his senses. The rough stone walls, the 
zlth* Woor, the small barred window high abo"e, letting in onl* a sli"er of pale, 
indiqerent light. jothing. ybsolutel* nothing.

Then, an imperfection he had ignored before in his cell4a slightl* tilted 
stone4caught his attention. Ierhaps desperation was pushing him into fantas*, 
but after scraping with his zngernails, he felt a hollow. Rith persistent eqort, he 
managed to loosen the stone. Behind it, he found the impossibleD charcoal, dr* 
and forgotten, and a parchment as thin as hope, a *ellowed scrap, perhaps from a 
longNgone prisoner, hidden there for some reason.

y wa"e of euphoria, Xuickl* followed b* the crushing weight of his task, 
washed o"er him. This was it. His chance. His last chance.

He sat crossNlegged on the cold Woor, the tin* scroll spread out on his knee. The 
charcoal was rough, diYcult to control, but he had to make it work. He began 
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to write, his hand shaking, his thoughts a torrent of words. He wrote about the 
zrst letter, the murder it predicted, the chilling accurac*. He wrote about évna, 
her warnings, her courage, the knife with the Black Hand's mark on her cart. He 
wrote about the mad priest, his cr*ptic words, his re"elations about the Serpent. 
He wrote about Clouet, his ambition, his manipulation, his role as the Serpent, 
the puppet who belie"ed himself to be the puppeteer. ynd he wrote about the 
Black Hand, its insidious inWuence, its desire to control the 6e"olution through 
orchestrated chaos, con"inced that this would forge a better future.

But most importantl*, he wrote about Gauthier. The discreet guard, the 
protvgv. He detailed how Gauthier, hidden in plain sight, had continued the 
:bser"er's work, manipulating e"ents, framing him, Étienne, to di"ert suspicion. 
He recounted the knocks on the wall, the terrif*ing conzrmation of Gauthier's 
name. He poured it all out, e"er* suspicion, e"er* piece of e"idence, e"er* chilling 
detail, his words a desperate race against the ticking clock of his own impending 
death.

He wrote until the charcoal was a mere stub, until the small parchment was 
zlled with his cramped, almost illegible handwriting. He read it, his e*es clouding 
with tears. Lt was raw, honest, and damning. Lt was the truth.

jow, how to get it out7 He folded the parchment carefull*, tucking it into a 
small, almost in"isible tear in the lining of his simple white shirt. He knew évna 
would be watching, waiting for a signal. He had to trust her. He had to belie"e 
she would znd a wa*.

The ne-t morning, the hea"* door of his cell creaked open. Two guards entered, 
their faces grim. jeither was Gauthier.

xCitiAen Ooclain,x said one of them, his "oice monotonous. x8our time has 
come. The Court has issued its "erdict. 8ou will be e-ecuted this morning.x

Étienne felt a wa"e of cold wash o"er him, but a strange calm also took hold. 
This was it. The end. :r, perhaps, a new beginning for the truth.
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He nodded, standing up. His legs felt weak, but his resol"e was zrm. He would 
not falter. He would face the blade with courage, and with the hidden truth close 
to his heart.

ys the* led him out of the cell, through the lab*rinthine corridors of the 
Conciergerie, he saw évna. She was standing ne-t to a laundr* cart, her back to 
him, folding a pile of coarse linen. But as he passed, she mo"ed subtl*, her e*es 
turning toward him, a Wash of zerce determination in their depths. Their gaAes 
met for a Weeting moment, a silent message passing between themD PL know. L will 
tr*.P

Étienne nodded almost imperceptibl*, a silent acknowledgment. He had done 
his part. jow, it was up to her. He continued walking, his head held high, the 
confession weighing on his chest like a second heart.

The main court*ard of the Conciergerie was a hi"e of acti"it*. Guards, ?ailers, 
and a few curious citiAens had gathered, their faces a mi-ture of fear and grim 
anticipation. He saw Sanson near the prison gates, his imposing zgure a silent 
sentinel, his gaAe z-ed on Étienne, a subtle nod passing between them.

The cart waited, the rough wood scraping against his simple white shirt as the* 
helped him climb in. évna was nowhere to be seen, but Étienne knew she was 
working. He had to belie"e in her.

The ?ourne* to the Ilace de la 6v"olution was a blur of noise and faces. 
The streets were lined with spectators, their e-pressions ranging from morbid 
curiosit* to fer"ent re"olutionar* Aeal. The roar of the Iarisian crowd, a distant 
murmur at zrst, grew louder and louder, a rising tide of sound that promised both 
chaos and opportunit*. Vach step toward the scaqold was a drumbeat of blood in 
his temples. The air smelled of iron, burnt bread, and fresh fear.

ys the cart entered the "ast cobbled e-panse of the sXuare, Étienne saw the 
guillotine, its imposing silhouette a dark monument against the pale morning 
sk*. Lt stood like a hungr* beast, waiting for its dail* meal. ynd there, on the 
scaqold, was Clouet, his elegant coat immaculate, his zgure radiating an aura of 
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cold authorit*. He addressed the crowd, his "oice, though distant, amplized b* 
the sheer force of his rhetoric.

xCitiAens0 Toda*, we purif* the 6epublic0 Toda*, we purge the traitors0x ClouN
et's "oice boomed, carried b* the wind. xThese enemies of the people, these 
conspirators, sought to undermine our glorious 6e"olution0 But ?ustice, swift 
and true, has pre"ailed0x

The cart stopped at the foot of the scaqold. The guards began to remo"e 
the prisoners, one b* one. Étienne was among the last. ys he stepped onto the 
cobblestone ground, he scanned the crowd, looking for évna. He did not see her. 
His heart sank, a cold knot of fear tightening in his stomach. Had he failed7 Had 
the* caught her7

Clouet watched, a triumphant grimace on his face. xBring them forward0 éet 
them face the ?udgment of the 6epublic0x

ys Étienne was led toward the scaqold, he saw Sanson approaching, his face 
grim, his mo"ements deliberate. The V-ecutioner carried a small leatherNbound 
book in his hand, and something else, a piece of parchment.

xCitiAen Sanson,x Clouet shouted, his "oice sharp with impatience. xIroceed 
with the znal formalities. The 6epublic demands swift ?ustice.x

Sanson ignored Clouet. His gaAe was z-ed on Étienne, a silent Xuestion in his 
dark e*es. ys Étienne reached the base of the scaqold, Sanson subtl* raised the 
parchment he was carr*ing. Étienne saw itD a letter, identical to the one from the 
:bser"er, but with a new date. Lt was a fake prophec*, designed to lure its true 
target, Gauthier, into re"ealing himself.

xCitiAen Sanson,x Étienne said, his "oice low and urgent. xévna... she found 
something. y name. Gauthier. He's the protvgv. He's the one who continued the 
letters.x

He felt the small folded parchment of her confession, tucked into his shirt, 
pressing against his chest. He had to gi"e it to Sanson.
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Sanson's e*es widened almost imperceptibl* as he recogniAed the name. He 
ga"e a subtle nod, acknowledging Étienne's words, then looked past him toward 
the crowd.

Suddenl*, a commotion broke out near the edge of the sXuare. y small group 
of Sanson's trusted guards, disguised as ordinar* citiAens, began to create a disN
traction. y seemingl* accidental collision of street carts, a Wurr* of shouting 
and arguing, and then a wellNtimed xaccidentx that sent a cascade of fruit and 
"egetables rolling across the cobblestones. The alread* ner"ous crowd surged 
forward, drawn to the sudden chaos.

xCitiAens0 This is a lie0x shouted a "oice, cutting through the growing commoN
tion. Lt was évna. She stood atop a nearb* o"erturned cart, her face smeared with 
dirt, her hair dishe"eled, but her e*es burning with zerce determination. Ln her 
hand, she clutched a piece of paper, Étienne's confession. xClouet is a traitor0 He 
framed Étienne0 He works with the Black Hand0 ynd the real perpetrator... the 
real perpetrator is one of his own0x

Clouet's face contorted into a mask of fur*. xSilence, traitor0 6estrain her0 This 
is the madness of the damned0x

He pointed "ehementl* at his own guards, who mo"ed to subdue évna, adding 
to the confusion.

But évna stood her ground, her "oice hoarse, desperate, but perfectl* con"incN
ing. She held up the crumpled parchment. xThis is Étienne Ooclain's confession0 
His last words0 He e-poses Clouet0 He e-poses the Black Hand0 ynd he names 
the true orchestrator of these prophecies0x

The crowd, alread* agitated b* the distraction, now turned its full attention 
to évna. Her words, so bold, so damning, hung in the air, causing a wa"e of 
confusion, then murmurs of alarm.

Clouet, enraged, pushed Sanson aside, mo"ing toward évna. xSilence her0 
jow0x
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But Sanson stepped forward, his imposing zgure radiating undeniable authorN
it*. He raised his hand, a silent command for calm. xCitiAens0 éet us hear her 
words0 éet the truth be told0x

He looked at évna, then at Étienne, a grim understanding in his e*es. He knew. 
He knew about the confession.

évna, seeing Sanson's nod, took a deep breath. xÉtienne Ooclain, the cop*ist, 
has unco"ered a plot0 y plot b* citiAen Clouet to use prophecies to control the 
6e"olution0 To eliminate his enemies0 But he is not the author0 He is merel* a 
pawn0 The real author... the protvgv... is Gauthier0 CitiAen Gauthier, a guard at 
the Conciergerie0

y stunned silence fell o"er the Ilace de la 6v"olution. yll e*es turned to the 
guards, searching for a face to match the name.

Clouet's face was li"id, his e*es wide with shock and disbelief. xGauthier7 This 
is madness0 y desperate lie0 Gauthier is a lo*al ser"ant of the 6epublic0x

He turned to the guards, his "oice trembling with a mi-ture of rage and fear. 
xHang him0 Hang them both0 ynd silence this "ile slander0x

But before his guards could mo"e, Sanson strode forward, his "oice booming 
across the sXuare, cutting through the stunned silence. xCitiAens0 The V-ecutionN
er of Iaris has also recei"ed a znal letter0 y letter meant to be read onl* after the 
blade has fallen0 But in light of these gra"e accusations, and the challenge from 
citiAen évna, L will read it now0

He pulled a piece of immaculate, elegant parchment from his robe. Lt was the 
:bser"er's letter, the one Étienne had alwa*s feared, the one that had predicted 
his own death. But Sanson held it with grim purpose, his e*es z-ed on Clouet, 
then scanning the crowd, searching for a familiar face.

xThis letter,x Sanson declared, his "oice resonating with unshakeable authorit*, 
xis addressed to the V-ecutioner of Iaris. Lt describes, in chilling detail, the e-ecuN
tion of citiAen Étienne Ooclain. Lt speaks of his white shirt, his untied hands, his 
last pra*er. ynd it speaks of a black feather, falling upon his chest. But this letter 
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also contains a new message0 y message that was meant to be silenced0 y message 
that e-poses the true orchestrators of this terror0

Sanson paused, his gaAe sweeping o"er the crowd, then settling on a zgure near 
the scaqold, a man in a guard's uniform, his face pale, his e*es wide with the horror 
that la* ahead. Lt was Gauthier.

xThis letter,x Sanson continued, his "oice dropping to a low, dangerous tone, 
xre"eals that citiAen Clouet has been manipulating the prophecies, using them 
to ser"e his own ambition. Lt details his secret alliance with the Black Hand, a 
shadow* societ* that seeks to control the 6e"olution from the shadows. ynd it 
re"eals that citiAen Clouet, in his arrogance, belie"ed himself to be the master of 
these prophecies. But he was wrong.

Sanson looked directl* at Gauthier, his e*es piercing. xBecause the true author, 
the one who continued the work of the mad priest, the one who wo"e these deadl* 
prophecies, is not Clouet0 Lt is a man hidden in plain sight0 y man who, e"en now, 
stands among us, listening to his own doom0 Lt is CitiAen Gauthier0x

y collecti"e gasp rippled through the crowd. yll e*es turned to Gauthier, who 
stood motionless, his face a mask of pure terror.

xGauthier,x Sanson declared, his "oice booming, x*ou are accused of continuN
ing the Ratcher's prophecies, of manipulating the guillotine, of framing innocent 
citiAens, and of conspiring with the Black Hand to destabiliAe the 6epublic0 8our 
own letters, *our own meticulous details, ha"e been used against *ou0 8ou are the 
protvgv0 8ou are the true orchestrator of this terror0

Gauthier, his face contorted in a mi-ture of rage and despair, suddenl* lunged 
forward, pulling a knife hidden in his boot. He made a desperate dash toward 
Clouet, a sa"age cr* escaping his lips. x2ool0 8ou ruined e"er*thing0 8ou were ?ust 
a pawn0 L was the master0x

Clouet, stunned, barel* reacted as Gauthier plunged the knife into his chest. 
Clouet staggered backward, a look of shocked betra*al on his face, before collapsN
ing to the ground, his elegant coat stained crimson.

JH



éVTTV6S T: THV V!VCETL:jV6

Chaos erupted. The alread* ner"ous crowd now surged forward, a roar of 
outrage and confusion rising from their throats. Sanson's lo*al guards, who had 
been waiting for his signal, now mo"ed Xuickl*, apprehending Gauthier, who 
struggled "iolentl*, still shouting his furious accusations at the fallen Clouet.

ymid the pandemonium, Étienne felt a strange sense of "indication. The truth 
had come to light. Gauthier, the discreet guard, had been e-posed. Clouet, the 
Serpent, had fallen, betra*ed b* his own accomplice. The Black Hand's plot was 
unra"eling.

But his own fate still hung in the balance. The crowd was a raging torrent, its 
anger now directed at the e-posed traitors, at the s*stem that had allowed such 
deception. Shouts of x—own with the Black Hand0x x—own with the manipulaN
tors0x zlled the air.

Sanson, seeing the growing chaos, knew he had to act. He raised his "oice, 
his powerful lungs cutting through the din. xCitiAens0 The true enemies ha"e 
been re"ealed0 But order must be maintained0 Iustice must pre"ail0 The 6epublic 
demands a clean end to this corruption0x

He looked at Étienne, who stood at the foot of the scaqold, still a condemned 
man, his fate hanging on a single unspoken nameD his own. Sanson had e-posed 
Gauthier, he had re"ealed Clouet's betra*al. But the prophec* of Étienne's death, 
the one in the :bser"er's letter, still stood.

Sanson looked at the letter in his hand, then at the blade of the guillotine, 
glinting ominousl* in the morning light. The crowd roared, demanding ?ustice, 
demanding blood.

He knew what he had to do. He looked at Étienne, a silent apolog* in his 
e*es. Then he turned to the crowd, his "oice resonating with a new and sombre 
authorit*.

xCitiAens0 The prophec* of Étienne Ooclain's death, as foretold b* the :bser"er 
and sealed b* the Black Hand, said that he would die untethered, wearing a white 
shirt, whispering a pra*er for his father, with a black feather falling on his chest0x 
Sanson's "oice boomed. xThis prophec*, designed to solidif* his control, was his 
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znal statement0 But the truth, once spoken, cannot be silenced0 The future is not 
predicted, it is induced. Rith ink. Rith fear. ynd toda*, that fear ends.x

He held up the letter, then, with a dramatic gesture, tore it in half, the sound 
tearing through the air like a gunshot. xThe prophec* is broken0 The will of the 
Black Hand has been dezed0 Étienne Ooclain, who e-posed the truth, will not die 
toda*0 jot b* the hand of this 6epublic0 jot b* the blade of this guillotine0x

y stunned silence fell o"er the crowd, Xuickl* replaced b* a roar of confusion, 
then a wa"e of applause, and znall* an e-plosion of ?ubilant shouts. The V-ecuN
tioner of Iaris had dezed fate itself. He had broken the prophec*.

Étienne stared at Sanson, a wa"e of deep relief washing o"er him, so powerful 
that his knees almost buckled. He was sa"ed. évna, still in her carriage, let out a 
cr* of pure ?o*.

But Sanson was not znished. He turned to Gauthier, who was now bound 
b* his men, still struggling and muttering curses. xys for citiAen Gauthier, the 
protvgv, the true architect of this terror, he will face the full ?ustice of the 6epubN
lic0 ynd his secrets, the ledgers of the Black Hand, will be brought to light0 The 
Conciergerie will be purized0 The 6epublic will be purized0x

The crowd roared its appro"al, its anger now focused on Gauthier. The* had 
found their true "illain.

Sanson then turned to Étienne, his e-pression grim and wear*. xCitiAen OoN
clain, citiAen évna. 8ou are free. 8ou ha"e risked e"er*thing for the truth. Go. 
—isappear. The 6epublic, for now, owes *ou its gratitude. But the shadows of 
the Black Hand are long. ynd the struggle is far from o"er.x

Étienne looked at évna, who ?umped out of his carriage and embraced him. 
The* had sur"i"ed. The* had dezed death.

But as the* slowl* walked awa* from the scaqold, Étienne looked back. The 
guillotine still stood, a dark monument against the pale sk*. ynd although the 
prophec* of his death had been broken, the memor* of the blade, and the shadows 
of the Black Hand, would li"e on fore"er. The zght for truth was not o"er. Lt 
had onl* ?ust begun. ynd Étienne Ooclain, the cop*ist who had dared to def* 
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fate, knew that he would carr* the weight of that truth, and the scars of the 
Conciergerie, for the rest of his life, wondering if his own destin* had simpl* been 
rewritten, or if he had znall* forged one of his own.
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