i

-v-

v-.,or., oi c'afl -s paoes 25 I 09 -u :r'+\ Daqa v, .

MEMORY OF
FLAMES

+

ARMAND CABASSON
Translated from the French by Isabel Reid

GALLIC BOOKS
London

-+-

+
i

pase v'r'

Menory ol t-tames pages 25/8tOg L.:Zl:

First published in France

as

La

Minoie desJlannes

Copyrighr O Editions I0l18, D6partement d'Univers Poche 2006
English translation copyright O Gallic Bools

2009

First published in Great Britain in 2009 by Gallic Books,
134 Lots Road,

London SWl0 oRJ

This book is copyrighr under the Berne Convenrion
No reproducrion wirhour p.rnission

All rights reserved
A CIP record for this book is available from the British Library
rsBN 978-l-906040_13_0

Typeset in Foumier MT by SX Composing

DTp, Rayleigh,

Essex

Printed and bound by CPI Bookmarque, Croydon, CRO 4TD

1468t097531

Memory

of

Flames

pases 2s/8/os

13,+:pe

CHAPTER
tr
AL

L

1

s he advanced along the corridor an image rose before him.

*ur m if each of his

steps was the ratchet of a cog sening

in train other movements. He had prepared his plan with the
precision ofa watchmaker. That night he was finally starting up
the complex mechanism. He heard

a

noise on the stairs. Someone

was coming up. He had orientated himself in the dark by feeling

along the wall and had already counted four doors. Now he went

back, opened the third door and hid in the bedroom that had
previously belonged to the colonel's only daughter. The room
had been unoccupied since she had married. The yellowishorange light of a candle filtered under the door before moving
away. A heavy footstep, slow and uneven: Mejun, the oldest of

the colonel's servants, a retired sergeant whose leg had been
shattered by an Austrian cannonball at the Battle of Marengo.
He was on his way to light the fire in the study as he did every
evening; but he was half an hour early. The colonel must have

hurried through his supper. Leaning againsr the door, the
intruder steadied his nerves

-

he knew the layout and habits

of

the house inside out. Mejun wentback along the corridor with no
inkling that an1'thing was amiss.

The intruder slipped out ofthe bedroom and finally reached
the study, where he hid behind the long velvet curtains. All he
had to do now was wait.

But almost immediately he was drawn out of his hiding
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place. The hearth. The fire. The flames, like golden tongues
licking the air, seemed to call to him. It was as ifthey recognised

him and wanted to show him something. The way they bent and
leapt, weaving themselves together and then separating, the

dark interstices they created . .. Faces with flaming skin and
sooty eyes appeared in the dancing tapestry. pain contorred
their featuresl their mouths opened wide in silent screams. They
disappeared, to be replaced by others, coming towards him. In

vain they shouted for help, until their unbearable suffering
robbed them of consciousness. The presences were so real . . .
the logs crackled and one of them split and burst into a shower
of sparks. The frenzy of the victims increased. He saw nothing

but the fire. It filled his thoughts; he was reduced to a human
husk burning inside. The door creaked, bringing him back to
reality, leaving him barely time to hide again.
Footsteps. The exhausted trudge of someone determined to
work for a iittle longer before sffength failed. The wood ofthe
desk chair groaned. Only the colonel was allowed to sir there. A
pen began to scratch hastily across the paper. The old officer did

not notice the intruder coming up behind him.

2

-+-

1
-+i
I

