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pipete drawn from a barrel marked NOIR NV (a
stunning blend of the more contemporary black
wines, the greatest example of his artstry to date, if

e may sk suca apse in bl but o, i e ot
R e

his face as if he has just smelled death. “Did you
hear that?” he asks his guests, but they say they did
not. “Birds,” Vévoda murmurs. “T've got flthy god-
damned birds in my cellars.”

I'm on the fourth level. Call to me again.
Here Lam.
Be carefil,
Yes. You be carcfil, too,
“Birds,” Vévoda says, speaking clearly now. “Filthy
things. Make my skin crawl.”

As it was in the cave above B—, the sources
of sounds are difficult to pinpoint. While the two
uppermost levels of Vévoda's cellar were orderly,
Lid out in a grid, with barrels evenly spaced and
clearly labeled, the third was a warren of dark
paths winding in many directions, its barrels of
differing sizes and compositions—some marked,
others not. A decper funk of earth and fit and

Car)

so o yow!

(B0

o]
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putting an end o a disstrous siuation before more
harm could be doneP

Move, he tlls himself. The boy is dead. The
world may be a better place for it; even if it isn,
your goilt will notbring him back.

Ho blows a sot breathy quintet of notes on his
whistle. 'm in the cllar, Have you found him? He
waits, stensfor ol response.

Above i, the shrouded sounds o chacs, o

: lence, are intensifing, Inside his head, the
7 pulse with ancient agonies. This place must have
been the sit of unimagisable sufuring, of hearts
(oun'h wotda 6-Gik and souls and lives stolen from the people that these
Lo g, | BT ices once were. Tts present stllness, its cool
s temporary anomaly:
about to blow his whistle agein when—
S"; Z At e heas e response, from somevhere
o WS, el bim o b i et T found i Fourth
e to an e lecel down. Tuo otherswit him.
Ihak we. WwadAk copalliof GO L ushak ohe. wonbd .
Edvar Vévoda V, unvare that he no longer has

what v :
e e s st AIEIEES momace ghosas with (e

Mmmammmam

NO- Bt Suc was.
HAREL A we Do,
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Vévoda wipes his guests” glasses dry after they
have sampled, with obvious pleasure, the black
Taranaki 1863,

Again, the whistles.

“My only consolation,” he comments to those
gathered, is that they wil never find their way out.
How long do you think they can st down here? Two
days? Three? Can birds ive on wine and bones?”

Noin OpEssa 1871
NotR DAHOMEY 1840
NOIR GALWAY 1831
Noin BUAPUR 1791

NOIR ADANA 1g0g
Noin Rio NEGRO 1878
NoiR BARKOL 1756

iped dlean. Tradi- W& £& Wextspus w
tions and histories, myths, the most commonplace oy, A e e Aat”
storis told by the least-known individuls,all gone. ¥ Do~

o drink the black stuff i to drink what has
been lost. oy oy e
hunn fuok? Quause.
e donth feel. ik

() Ta;u»‘wwwm.

Yoo Weee Scarco.
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years thickening the air. An even greater sense that
the living rarely walk within.

And the fourth level? IF it was mapped before it
was constructed, that cartography was executed by
& madman. S. creeps toward Sola’s signal, only to
find himself again and again at a fetid dead end.
Paths iniiate loops that they do not complete, they
range out hundreds of yards beyond the boundaries
ofthe upper levels, and they ascend and descend in
unlikely—perhaps even impossible—slopes. The
voices in his head are louder here, and more clearly
defined; when he sees what looks ke a human
femur protruding from the earthen wall and touches
it,a scream spikes right through him. What he does
not hear: Veévoda or his guests. He must not be as
close as he thinks.

Itis also on the fourth level that he sees, for the
firt time, a barrel marked with the § symbol. And
once he sees the irst, he starts o see them on nearly
every barrel he pauses to inspect.

Mg 5E Somont 1 b T Kot

S FRESmAN WHO'S
Wee Even HEse oF
STEAKA — sromprEo

Fourth lecel. Areyou still here? Are you to my lefi?
Yes, and yes. Look for a long, straight passage
that slopes down.

ACES53 U ook 1 THE STACKS.
+ PECI060 o MESS witn 1t /us?
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approaching the dais—draw near, gentlemen, drav
near, do not miss any ofthese words,for thisis Truth
anditis a miraculous thing! ol

“Itis a miracle, what we do.” he says tohis audi- _gufaid) 1 ing

e T R e T 2 A
e pm,w{‘ﬁ»;ﬁ“»‘w it
coming forward to him! Such a triumphant mkm% »“”y' pra
o s o which g Y s e

t ol not i ot th fcly beines o

willlead it to new heights, new breadths, even new

Oh: Zavna.
depths, and the old man will come to realize, fnally,  PAunclocson-plunp.

thot he, Edvar VI, i not  fckle, uncurious, hlf. Lacloy.
it uisanc but rathora—)) | Moxded fo-hndo f we
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ventures deeper intothe mize of Vévod's cellars, the

susurrus of old voices rising in intensity as he docs. otuna s Migha A"
He listens closely, tries to make out words, is very _ 8F'a caltey—
ey oing il i i b th s f 2, 3 oaguogasy L8
a gunshot from the lavn stops him tn bis tracks. A pee vagibn o e
shot, then an amplified thump, and then a long, long  Guuota o 've.
plrcing squall o feedback echoing acros the estate. /£ d‘/'":ﬂ o
Hisstomach lurches. He hadn' expected anyone e

10 be diven okl the boy Was th shoter an nf ghdat..# conit quibdish
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s one—just onel—tiny and finite arrangement of
molecles in avast universe.”

Agreat hubbub in the crowd! All eyes,all ears on.
him, even as guests pound on the doors of the man-
sion and the outhouses, as they race into and stagger
out from the woods! Agents hunying forward to
express their solidarit! How glorious it fels o speak
s0 passionately, so fuidly o effortessly, to have such
a direct connection with what smolders inside hir!

“We vill thrive,” he continues, “for as long as you
choose extraction over creation, as long s you mis-
take commerce for art and destruction for progress,
as long as you remain drunk on the juice that issues
from the crush of a thing or place or person. We will
thrive as long as you conflate power with influence,
primacy with honor, goal with purpose, duty with
responsibiity, for thus is our business...perpetu-
ated. thus does it hum with ever greater velocity.
Our fondest hope i to continue o exploit your txic:
dreams and to do so limitlessly, for thus may we
claim our prenegotiated percentage of your—and,
in many cases, your adversary's—personal infinity.”

‘The old Agent is now expressing his support—his
enthusiasm, even—with more florid hand signals
that Edvar cannot interpret. Other Agents are

()





images/00011.jpeg
P o feane the nany,
mmmummmyw
| Dom T iy T B sEEn

g

B A
Nize, ofalAs =" TRANSLATOR's NOTE AND FOREWORD

Hotbing 2t slide — ForLnowr

do-how lotg hare Straka's facd, never knew with certainty a single
Spbon tiging oo tho mars o,
s s Predictably, though disappointingly the mystery
1416 y#s- of Strakats identity has become more intensely stud-

ied than hisfbody of work ) Interest in his il story is

 dolng understandable, certainly, as h s widely acknowl-
" edged as one of the most idiosyncratic and influen-

43 ywhiexe o
il movelists of the first half of this century” His
7" appreciative readers wanted to know the man who
0%, iy 2 created the stories they loved, and bis enemies
m in

wanted o know who he was so he could be silenced.

The furor over Straka' identity is particularly
F15 wraav you Love. intense due to the rumors about his actvites and
S ‘;‘;;’;::1“:- affliations—rumors that are fairly bursting with
TAE v Ameay Fhan tles of sabotage, espionage, conspiracy, subversion,
“That dounds ¥°°"  larceny, and assassination® If there is a category of
' (0 which Strak's name has not been
linked in the popular press (and in some infuriating
articles passed off as “lterary scholarship), 1 am
not aware of it. Perhaps this is to be expected, as
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TRANSLATOR’S NOTE
AND FOREWORD'
by

F. X. CALDEIRA

i,

WHO WAS V. M. STRAKA? The world knows
his name, knows his reputation as the prolific
author of provocative fictions, novels that toppled
governments, shamed. ruthless industrialists, and
foresaw the horrifying sweep of totalitarianism that
has been a particular plague in these last few
decades. It knows him as the most nimble of writ-
ers, one whose mastery of diverse literary idioms
and approaches was on display from book to book,
even chapter to chapter: But the world never knew
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personal reclusiveness was perhaps the grandest
and most provocative of these.

But the focus on the Writer and not the Work
dishonors both.|Only in the author private life—
which was and is nobodys business—might it matter
“who” he “was” (e fowverifiable public statements

Straka isued)confirm that he, (o0, believed the

authorship confroversy was misguided—not to me h.»ffi eyl Pongour

tion a pernicious threat to his safety, lberly, ind  p 1 couers. g eAWENE

peace of mind. e et
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Bohemia), although this argument must strain to
aceount for a newspaper item about the suicide of a
man by this name in Prague in 1910, Others—includ-
ing many soi-disant “literary experts”—dispute the
theory for a different reason: as with the Shake-
speare authorship controversy, they argue that these:
works could not have been written by a man with
litle formal education. No, they say, it must have
been someone else writing under the Straka name,
someone with more sterling credentials, such as:
(R
+ The Swedish childrens author Torsten Ekstrom;
* The Scottish philosopher, novelist, and bon
vivant Guthrie Maclnnes; or
+ The once-revered and now-much-out-of-favor
Spanish novelist and memoirist Tiago Garcia
Fermara; or
+ The aptly-initsled American pulp novelist and
screemvriter Victor Martin Summersby; or
+ The Canadian adventurer C. F. J. Wallingford: or
* The German anarchist and polemicist Reinhold
Feuerbach; or
The noted Czech poet and playwright Kajetin
Hruby; or even
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‘The owner, of course, suspects that the organ-
grinder has done this. Its not a new trick to him.
Once the immigrant leaves the shop, the owner will
direct his slow-witted but strong-armed sons to fol-
Tow the man through the night, as long
until he gives himself avay—perhaps when he ducks
into an alley beside a tavern and empties the mon-
Key's pockets, at which point the sons will hold him

down in the street and crush his wrist bones to dust
with lead pipes. They wil catch the flecing monkey
by s rope and try to sellthe beastinside the tavern.
No one will want it of course, so they will try again
and again at the increasingly disreputable watering
holes closer to the harbor. Eventually, the broth-
ers—now quite drunk—will go out to the docks, tie
something heay to the other end of the rope, and
test how well monkeys can swim.

Doz
Yet none of this will happen for hours. Right

now, as the owner slams the draver shut and the
organ-grinder pockets his meager take, the man in
the dark overcoat passes by outside. (The men do
not notice him, but the monkey, sprawled in the
doorway, bares its teeth and hisses.) The owner
and the organ-grinder part with a handshake that
both conceals and codifies their mutual distrust,
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He wonders now if he should be feeling fear
rather than the numbness of body and mind that
has dampened his senses since he awoke—from
what? a dream? a fugue state? a borrowed life?
—and began wandering the Quarter. He tries to
listen more closely to the voices, but the rain
drives harder against the street, drowning them in
a wash of sound, and then the placks of stone
against stone come again—nine sharp reports, in
three groups of three—and his feet carry him
around another comer.

onto a well it stretch of road. The three boys
‘who have been hurling chunks of brick at the glow-
ing glas domes tuck themselves into an alley when
the man i the overcoat comes into view. Strugling
to stile the giddy laughter of transgression, they
it for him to pass. None of the three bothers to
Took at his face, for who is he to them? He is an
adukt, and thus merely a faceless representative of
order and judgment. He is the conk from a police-
man's cudgel; he is the blow that awaits them at
home; he is the end of all possble thrills;thus he is

tobe avoided. Beyond that he s not to be taken seri-

ously he i to be scoffed at and then forgotten.
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‘The sodden man passes them—his head cocked
as if he is listening for something, the fool—and
they wait as he shufles, as his shadow passes over
the brick-fronted buildings, they wait, and finally he
s gone. They dart backinto the street, take sim, and
sling rocks at one of the city’s new streetlights. The
very first throw findsits mark| sending a cascade of
broken glass and sparkling magnesium down to the

e Wpﬁa street. The boys laugh and scurry off. White smoke
Atandsgoc rises from the wet street.

1 DION'T TAKE AS Mt PLEASUES.
1T AS Youro THINK.

As the man in the coat approaches the harbor,
one of the cily’s voices re-emerges, intoning one
phrase over the fading rustle of whispers: What
begins at the water shall end there, and what ends

s vt sans s 17 Shll once mor begi.* What begins at the
SCemeD Eamnar ¥ water shall end there, and what ends there shall

ToMELBVT VN Gnco more begin. What bagins af the water.
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the fiendly hell, the smal talk of a shared clty?
“That manis bound, doubilessly for one ofthevator-
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of the harbor. All of those ships cleared to anchor or
berth are already accounted for, and no more ves-
sels e scheduled to arrive tonight or tomorrow o
even the neat day—not until the behemoth liner
Imperia. departs. The shape on the water looks
vaguely shiplike, but unwieldy and strange; it is
ither heeling steeply in the wind.-sheltered bay, or
itis the product of an inept craftsman, afloa only by
‘means of Neptune’s fickle grace

He lowers his spyglass and shrugs, concluding
that the dark shape must be a cloud formation,
‘maybe some opticaltrck of troubled air conjured by
the strengthening storm as it tumbles itself off the
sea and into the harbor{Time to get himselfhome to
a fire, a hot meal, a dry bed, and the tiek-ticking of
his mother’ kniting needled)in the tidy home they
share on the river side of the Quarter, He tums up
his collar, unches his shoulders against the rain, and
begins his walk along darkened strets, the shattered
glass of treetlight globes crunching under his shoes.
He grits his teeth in iritation; such times are these!

He nods a greeting to a drowned-looking man in
a dark overcoat and a homburg; the man ignores
him and sloshes past, which angers him further.
What coer happened to comradeship and ciolity,
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He pauses at the edge of a puddie, and perhaps ‘&‘%3 ©
this s trick of the light ora trick of the shadows or @E%@,
a trick of this ilted city but for a curious moment %,
the light reflecting on the surface shapes itself into <
animage ofawoman'sface. And then, justas quickly,
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tions to an carlier lfe. One is in his coat pocket: a
sludge of ink-stained paper on which he believes
something important was once written, though all
he can make out clearly is an omate S-shaped
symbol. Another is in his trouser pocket: a tiny
black orb that might be a pebble, or perhaps
picce of ancient and petrified fruit. The third runs
through every cellin his body: a vague but terrify-
ing sense-memory of fulling from a great height.
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(e P e
should appear betsveen the covers of his books | Am
1 then violating his authorial wishes now? Doubt-
lessly so. But if these words of mine were, some-
how, to reach Straka, he would understand my
moivations and find them sound and sincere. He
saw me as someone who cared deeply for his work,
who helped his words reach millions of readers, and
who zealously guarded the anonymity upon which
his aststc integrity—and, indeed, his survival—
depended." He understood that my allegiance to
" him was and is unwavering, from first to last. Itis in
the fondest regions of my heart and mind that(my

wwmwdwn with V. M. Straka began, and it is there.
o (p.209.

aave you s mome ot tshll end.

R duepe, o P g . X, Cavping
p ;““ ot Rekpiasc '#-wrwz phrade () wink October 30, 1940

ke Am%mfﬂngu. New York
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neighborhoods where the smells of cooking spices Yot L Az, Lins
vary but the sad decrepitude i shared. The build- 7 (27 GO0nF does
gy, Black with the soot of canbais, loom over' Hosalats o SCNg
him, blocking out most of the sky and making it dif-  A2corme thejea®

feult to know at any given moment whether he is
heading toward the water or away from it
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enous sons, who are all dreaming of folowing their
father and shipping out into the unknown. None of
them yet Knows that her husband's bones are lying
undera mile ofwater, some beneath astackofcracked
timbers justoff Cape Fortuna,  place they have never
heard of, and some scattered for miles by pelagic
scavengers. (This is what happens,of course: men get
lost, men vanish, men are erased and reborn.)

The woman steps back, eyes the sign, ties to
determine whether it is hanging true. She tips it Hoy— cl-fust cont
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The man suspects thisis  city in which even lfe-
PO o e 0 et Yo Ao
&W know whether he is such a person, though. He does
vb,;l‘\“ o not know whether he has ever been here before. He
o W \_docs not knowwhy h s here now.

o ‘As the sky darkens, the bulldings appear to list
precariously. In the ol luminescence of the ocea-
sional streetlights (new-looking and polished to a
ISR e
they cast shadows at 0dd,seemingly random, angles |
that suggest tha light behaves differently heres this

5. city of ancient and laved geometries.
A steady drizzle flls. The man in the overcoat
passes people taking cover under awnings and over-
fainded Cane. , tro- hangs, plodding forward with heads down and hats.
(- 144) Jow, huddling under rags in alleyways. Though this is

WAL Youve Reap
Mae aree Mo, govg &6ty of watchful eyes, ges wash over him and rol

" vy This s a man who does not attract ttention,
b Fads good h- b

LR Ay e s

Untika goc, Fhat night Awide-hipped woman stands outside her home—
i Z:f'u_w ‘a narrow brick building, four stories tall and covered
kﬁ:ﬁw—dg who-Bauivith a black layer of lichen—and she hangs a sign
Asmost AS B43. 17 whsoffering ROOMS. She is the wife of  sea captain who

VLS A DIRIS . MMeoDY'S loft four years ago on a ship bound for a remote land
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1 care about the artistry of his words and the

passion of his convictions. I feel no urge to identify
\e's prost Like / him because I knew him. 1 saw the workl through
TS Tnas swous | the eves of his charactors 1 heard his voice in his

FHE WAS AW | Totters and in our discussions in the margins of his
typeseripts; 1 felt his gratitude for my efforts to

bring his stories to a wider audience. His mysteries,
his secrets, his mistakes? These are not, have never
been, and vill never be, my concern.

1

T confess: it s my most ervent wish that someday

my morning mail will contain another one of those

creased and inkstained manila envelopes with a

smudged postmark and no retum address, that

mf;";“ . inside .«W.E:u,.wfsmu.; cmg:ymm;.;\m,

4 Janguages  tpescripts—uvitin, s usul, in a language 1 was

Ho0 Ly uise & not aware the author knew}-and that this twentieth
e #:un’ _novel, provocative and

S5E a5 U hory, will prove to be a worthy additon to the

Tnocy uvenrr. meeos authors ocuore.
L or S 7 % But this il not happen. V. M. Strakais dead. By

rpuoge ou achiatty Whose band, T canmot say?
knol? ,&eé’:w%

thul, elusive and reve-
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that one nowt?

o Go B 7o BRAYEMIOU.

{suffragist novelist Ama. (e B3 Ano woese
CRorovog AW -

+ The French archacol
rante Durand.?

Some allegedly-serious people have suggested
oceult origins (A little girl receiving messages from
a fourteenth-century nunl An ancient Nazca king,
originally from a distant planet! Grand Duchess
Olga, writing both before and after her murder!)

which merit mention only to be scoffed at
1 have little interest in arguing about which

“candidate—plausible, fantastic, or othervise—for

Strakais the strongest. | do not know his birth name, ({32 s, 5, 82r8e’

His birthplace,or his native tongue. 1 do ot knowhis 447

height, s wight, bis street address, hiswork history, 15

or the paths of his travels. oW T B Com- Twk ARCHDOKE

mitted any of the illegal, subversive, or violent acts of SAFAIEM* Tws StaL

. SEE i (o30)
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people think he was or what they thought of him. lo%% ol

3 .3 Ve READ B¢
TR v
Ytp. Findshad ast:

TR p—— ,

ught.
has ¥ Y
wmﬁ”3vﬁ2f‘

-didn’é
e 2%, Bid)

Bov nens's St () 215 1% up ivere kg s
et Frore Taevbnt of o

For- purAns. Yeah, Bfo bhoy 1 fight 3
v ot ou's gt S
N






images/00019.jpeg
1T | WAS CARERL Ewovert
Ao-what's in hs- photo? What's.
DIPN'T GET A 500D ENOUBH Loow-.

TRANSLATOR'S NOTE AND FOREWORD

Y. PARS— AT MITEL LA GRANDE HORLIGE.
A5 e e P e Yeux MARTRES WIS EKsom

T arrived as planned at the hotel on the morning

of June 5. At the front desk, I asked for him by the

alias under which he was traveling (which I will not

specify here, even though he will use it no more). T

Auiirs, was told by the desk dlerk that “Seior F—" had

gone out and requestd that any vstors v n the

hotel restaurant until he returmed. I waited until the

Lossime Join . restaurant closed at midnight. Sick with worry, T

[Pe4-755, peradd theight crkto ke e ptothe o,

v Gor ME5  What we found inside was a scene 1 shall never for-
T e e
LA TS T et evidence of a temrible strugale—chairs splin-
ACETCS A R tored,  tablo vertured, hols and slaches in the
B e e T g e s Wandarer el

writer upside down on the floor, blood on the win-

dowsill—and the window open to a three-story fll

into an ally. Below the window? Too men in police

uniforms, (oading a blanket-rolled body into the

#9447 . back of a truck and carting it awayYAnd ater that?

Uk would Fxe  Nothing except for the trucks exhaust and a fow

ke i up?  sheets of onionskin paper futtering about.

"‘; FXC wAS Sunopeeanc (Should I have followed the truck?)Perhaps. But
(BYDisimFormamiert o

)0 cog e 2 (in my shockand grie, | aeted on sint. | an down

YMS'S TRaw to the alley and colected the papers. As  had both

(€3 Pxc wihs w13 wotgiilhoped and feared, they were part of Straka's manu-

(8) 80w (8) Awo (&) [seript for the tenth chapter of Ship of Theseus. These,

Q) s e | oll) FXC 4w a0 Bodiy in, o
wego. | TR Bt ias b wrart
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ey oot 308 3% KCHab b eAy.
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Three years ago, in lte May 1046, 1 received a

telegram from Straka summoning me from New

York tothe Hotel San Scbastinin Havana. Here, it

read, he would hand me the manuscript of the tenth

and final chapter of his new novel, Ship of Theseus.*

Td had the honor and pleasure of working vith

Straka for over two decades, translating thirteen of

e e e RS e A

e e e By A

ductive, it flourished through correspondence only,® ToBEuEse, LTl

we had never,to my knowledge, met face-to-face. ...y

The telogram hinted that he was, inally, prepared to - ©

reveal himself to me, fully trusting that 1 would

never reveal anything that would compromise his

anonymity and security.” iRl
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admits a rectangle of deep-orange sunlight. He has
aterrible headache and feels feverish and slow: That
sweet-scorched smell still haunts his nostrils, only
now it reminds him not of the holidays he enjoyed
s a child but of the ones he will never enjoy again,
now that he does not know who he is or where—if
anywhere—is home.

He eases himself from the sling—his legs wobble
like o newborn fawn's—then wraps the overcoat
around himself to fight off the chil. He has just
stepped onto the first rung of the ladder when he
notices the knife-cuts wounding the dark wood of
the bulkhead, just above where his head was when
he was in the hammock: a crude, jagged version of
that same $ symbol he saw outside the bar and on
that paper. This time, though, he understands its
meaning much differently. This place, it seems to
say, s the last place you ought to be.

At the top of the ladder, he pecks out cautiously.
The hatch opens directly onto the forecastle, which
strikes him as odd; his cabin, apparently, is uncon-
nected to any other part of the ship, as if it is used
for quarantine—or as a brig. But if he is a prisoner,
why would the hatch be open?
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Al e A e e

mezzo-soprano mote ofcreaking wood—all of which

Jets him know before he opens his eyes that he st

PP sew, that e has beon solen from land and deposited

< o
M AH onwater
W"* D). +—What begins at the water.
i He is in a hammock that smells as if it has been
J ‘marinating for decades in saltwater stink. His over-
AMD Theats tre e coat, dry now, is spread over him like a blanket. He
OF Cr.1. (+Rememacz , blinks—once, twice—then rubs his eyes.
VIS Doy Tt 1y
Crnvess. So meee  Heisinasmall, dim cabin that s the length of a
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drawn from all comers of the globe. He watches
them for a long time, his cars full of the rushing

‘wind catching the sails and slapping at the rigging,
of the churn and wash of the waves and thei watery
smacks against the wooden hull, before he realizes
how strangely quiet the crew is. There are no shouts
of command, there is none of the rough repatee of
the briny, there are no grunts or cries or complaints.

Somewhere overhead, a fw birds call out but the

crew is silent as the dead.) ¥ e
e e e e
why poopl e shanghaied? For abor thy would 24 fandly o gk

not give voluntarily? Hes in no hury (o start, kap o€ CAR - A1
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A
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e
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working against reason. The deck is freshly re-
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Tnt myonsegewcac - and break a saior’s ankle, if not swallow him whole.
Somatnn gl ABSE Tuvo of the three lateen salls look fresh from the
“liad  nearest sil lot while the thirdis torn and frayed, a
zymmvp discolored banner of neglect fying from a mizzen-
mast whose top third appears blackened, as i by a
lightning strke.
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belonged to the Old Quarter, but he realizes that
the sound is coming from the main deck below him.
He ducks, hopes he has escaped notice, but the
Voice continues—it's more of a wax.cylinder hiss
than a voice, reall, but it is there on the ship, and
real—and it repeats a word over and over as it
approaches him. S—, the voice says. It is ot aword
that means anything to him. He hears feet climbing
rungs up to the forecastle. You, he hears. S—.

“There will be no hiding. And 50 he arranges him.-
selfinto a stolid posture, standing tall on the fore-
castle to face whal is coming his way.

‘The owner of the voice is a behemoth of a man,
clad neckto-shin in sailors osnaburg. One arm of
the shirtis full of sags and rips and is discolored in
hundred tones of brown and back; the other is a
perfect shade of bone, with a ring of pristine white
stitches attaching it at the shoulder. (A quick glance
aft shows that the rest of the crew s also dressed, to
varying degrees, in such nautical motley.) The sail-
ors head is bald and sun-blistered; his beard is
maclstrom of black hair, He docs not appear to be
‘wearing a sidearm, but this does not leave the man

$.28 hes own worst
cuki, e
Luve Mg of s,

W00 —thadta
- Who-és thak?

in the overcoat fecling any more secure about his *VENPENTIE\ED CaEwr®
d sonuone whe-

current situation or his future prospects.
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persons for unknown purposes—but this, this sense:
thatlarge swaths of time have gone by, time in which
the world may have shifted in some fundamental
way without his noticing, makes his skin crawl. He
can feel dread weighting his insides; his stomach
feels as dense as mercury. He looks at the sun and
thinks: Setting To starboard. Which means we're
headed south. He exhales. What a relef, to know
one thing, however vague, about one’s direction.

A bunst of reedy, high-pitched trlls—those sea-
birds,he thinks,looking up, though he st doesn't see:
them—snaps him back to the moment. He scans the
ship and the water, thinking of escape. No land in
sight. No ships to signal. In one comer of the main
deck is a tarp covering what might be a dinghy, but
he'dneverbe able tolaunch it himself. Hisonly option,
it seems, isto hurl himself into the waves and put his
fiith in water, and something in the back of is mind
tells him that he has tried that sort of thing before
without success.”He shivers in a gustof cool wind and
hugs the overcoat around himself more tightly.

‘Then: a seratchy voice comes to his ears. At first
it startles him, because he thought those voices

oL devibrte - Mwm,:m

hink
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“Andyet I have one. Apparently.”
‘The big man smiles. His teeth are rounded, ke
litle yellow tombstones set irrogularly into gums
the color of carth. Trouble, he says. His accent is a
strange thing—it seems not to issue from a specific
place but instead is adled up from a transoceanic
stew of dictions and impediments.
“Why was I brought here?” S asks. “Where's the
man with the scar?” He traces a line down the cen-
ter of his forehead, then jerks his hand away, discon-
certedtofind thatthe skin there fecls raw and tngly
A chill slowly descends his spine.
We'ee structs, the salor says, o take .
“What do you mean, take me“") Donk you thunk we should

Take y'. ok Aegethi and balk? ak Ligak
“Tuke me where?” o Juayuiin.oid Lohad o do il
No where. Nov'=E pRoBAB ‘u T

T e o spsk 0 the copain. Whre i the 557 o070 €
captain?” Pronghotn gava OK?

Int na captain. pos

“How can there be no captain?”

It nacoptain."Sus. Weioth ship.He puuss. o e o me

Do what's needin.
1 SoRRy. | WANTEDTo.

“The big salor scems calm, but the wrongness of ' Bax 1 dosron 5.
him, of his silent comrades, o this eray-quilt of a (Lol ot cuce the
aid plapte
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Me?”

You S—.

“That's my name?”

The sailor nods.

S— He runs the name through his mind and
‘over his tongue. It continues to mean nothing o him.
Justaword. Sl he feels calmer suddenly; it is much
better to have a name than not to have one.

He knows two facts now: I am on a ship heading
south. My name, a the moment, is S—.

The sailor says something that sounds like beg-
gars or maybe bears, but S. can't hear it learly, as
itis masked by the rushing breeze. There is more
important information to be gathered, anyway:

“What's the name of your vessel?” S. asks.

Int mine, the sailor says.

“What's the name of this vessel?”

Dunt ten’ a name. His voice is surprisingly insub-
stantial—more noticed than heard.

“No name?”

Dun once, haps. Dunt 'more.

“Wha's your name?”

Ridden o mine, the big man says. He nods
toward the shuffling crew to the aft of the ship. They

T ot it L4 e N ol
Pﬂw’lwu Stop calling e
Wg%m whodu Zmﬂbmw
Zichange. () i
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He would scream if he had any control over .
his mouth, Than what?
No one remarks upon the man i the dark over. J4er Sewy 8 3 AT

cont as he leaves the b, even though he s bing =

carried over another man' shoulder, lmp as u sack fia,vo PRESY:
of beets. Just another traveler overcome by drink,
not worthy of a shout or even a cynical chuckle.
Gazes, aswe have seen, wash over him and roll away.

Outside, the shock of the cold and driving rain
pounds one las flicker of awareness into the man in
the overcoat. He opens his eyes just as a monkey
wearing shreds of velveteen darts across the stree,
trailing a ope thatslaps soffly over thestreet-stones.
He hears curses and heavy breathing and sees
brutish men chasing the creature. His final tho
before the world tums a flat and absolute b)
Run, monkey. Run . ;

ot ? i ravex
Motion His mind does not sense . bt his body 105 (o 9%
does. Tt yanked and tugged, a pece of unvieldy 1o 5 ok
freight. It bounces along with the cadence of some- > ® FOReET, Twown.

e d,a
dragged, and dropped again. ‘«t’
%m o mﬁ et Mﬂl\ uau.
"“"9 i s G AT Yol
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HE WAS PLAN MG o
the gray northern latitudes. Odd that she i by her- g apvs Do Frons
self here; there are only @ handful of other women & \WS\VE.
about, all of them with commerce on the mind, o+ uavr— o
winding through the groups o sallors,seeking trade. 12 &. 4 o ABT
Odder still that none of these men, roaring with [/* "¢ wEnenT
uncorked courage,isfising his attentions upon the 111, .
bookish young woman. (She appears to enjoy her 400 Aonukimec.

public slitude; there s an easy grace in her square-

shouldered posturelund the neatness of hr atire (a %
s

/ Dol Sbraka ever. many| Hoxe affaise| ebe.? Ony reumons

finely-tailored dress of emerdd green), in the

unhurried manner with which she tums a page, in (<,
the way she lays a finger over her lips and stares off, \

L e
platiog a ne she has ust read. Comfortable alone =

and easily overlooked. A kindred spirit? Perhaps—if e
B b3
of man he wouldn' mind being. ki

He wonders then what he looks like to others.

‘They might assume that he is waiting for something £ £s%2/ly éad this.
a3 brokatalki

or someone but s not sure what, or who, that might
‘be. O that he is an informer for the police or fora /2% a5

4  domaons
ship's captain. Or that he simply is a lonely taveler. (41 o oty ity
He sips his drink, he hunches forward on the bench, caggeo. ge: w_w”e
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vy from the man and staggers down @ namow | UL

channl of apen space, lting bard 1o portthen o2l Y105,

thrusts himself into a crcle of seamen,

clad in fithy canvas doublets, all of

the marks of violence upon their faces. They willAVToRSw'e Q- FeeAOes,

et o e s e . b e B P LS S )

about the orgin and purposoofthe hulking ship at THES U CvhBLe. -

the hasbor'edge and abori{lho woges the ovner of 45T et

such a foul vessel might be willng to pay to coux o (ociuide. he. Loebidnit

erew on board)The man i the overcoat will not be 222 YO 04 & Ehxzat

a subject, much less a part, of their conversation, HAPN"T THoUBH< ABorr
VT ThaT WAy |

“The sulor forgot about him immediately.

The man stares into his glass, sighs, contem-

plates. How did he come to be so wet? Why does

his body ache, especially his right knee and hip?

The entire right side of his body, in fact, fecls

decply bruised. There is a raw, burning sensation

behind his right car, and now that he has begun to

dry, he recognizes a feeling of stickiness down his

back. Did he fall from a sgnificant height? Perhaps fi‘-“

he is simply engrossed in the catalogue of is inju- T

ries, or perhaps he has grown too complacent with

being overlooked—such giftsdo not lastforever, of

course—but he is slow to notice that the young

woman is now regarding him from across the room.

v
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He is unsure how much to reveal about his state
of being—physical, maemonic, phiksophicd, or
othervise. °T find myself, currently, in uncertain  us< cop purs: g
circumstances,” he says. “Tell me, have we met?” ' wegsre A s
Sk sigh,“Thath o tred e, Andons thatusu. | 37, e PLS o
all sorves s  prlude to an eqully tedious propo- | EVER REFERRED <o 13
: s e (400 CAn SeE
sition.” She closes her book and sets it on the table. | 11 Sons Y7 T
‘The embossed lettering on the cover s flaking away, | REA vt Le€® To Do)
but he can make out the title and author(The  Do-ijoc knaiw ot
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et e A
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“I don'ttrust anyone who would'. iows ABoSS T (R
VSEA REAL Bow
He purses bis lips, nods. “So.”he says, T trust YT VSE A KEAC
‘you know the name of this city?” e )
She tits her head and regards him slantwise.

Then she laughs. “You're making sport of me. What'

your game?”
“I'm curious,” he says, “as to whether you know
who Lam.” 7] @iﬁa changa %
“Are you someone I should know?” £ Rotid apuhe
et 4 e wm";& Hhatouldve
ol s e % 5 e
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I ww.. oL fuaeh
o .
“;‘_,im w”w Deared
el ;,.,, “’f‘"‘b«mg dijfevert
R





images/00043.jpeg
N one gner
dusribes Arako.on

Her look might be one of recognition, but it might
not; his intuition tlls him nothing. Still,every other
part of him agrees that it would be shrewd to inves-
tigate further.

He stops several steps from her table and ges-
tures toward the empty chair opposite her. “Might
Task if you're waiting for someone?”

“It dopends on what you mean,” the young
woman says. Her voice surprises him. It sounds as if
it belongs to a much older woman.

“I mean, here, now, this evening, are you expect-
ing someone to oin you?”

“I thought you might.”

“May Isit?”

“You're awully wet.”

(1 know:” he says. “It appears to be my most
salient characteristic.”

140 ke D “Surly thers mor 0 you tha t. You st
o, e s
Hure,

VVE Avmays Tnovow

be someone when you're dry"))
o, T can't remember the last time I was dry.”
“Why don't you take offyour coat?”

<0atying Joda’a “1 would prefer not to,” he says. He hopes she
Ling hote. ' i, i4. won't ask why. He doesn't have a reason, just a fear:

Yov Lk oio movies 7

“Perhaps you're the sort of person who often has

yes! to leave places quickly,” she offers.

Beert g:;mg Lot adot-arthec He.... o by
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B e
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S, o Fiaears? in a tal, narrow glss—and. sips thoughtfully
Focaza. Tha nuins  Something about her in this moment stikes him as
brapixate, Ao being familiar. The motion of her arm? The shape
:f:‘;‘::m of her hand? The wrinkle of her upper lip? He
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Kelow . the glass to the table, blots her lips dry with the cor-
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€nding  whom you tell that to” she suys, indicating the
Wiha, . entire room—or perhaps the world—with a sveep
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to inhale—for a moment—and then two—but of

course he cannot stop himsel, and his vsion begins

toshimmer and blur s  smel, sweet but sorched,

s his head, reminding him of the holiday cakes he

enjoyed as  child. Panicled, ho isbales agem, iaval-

ST untarily, and llthe sounds around him turn metallic

i Jinug and indistinct—in the center of this cloud s her
Mf’_“:":z’"’ @5 voic, saying words that sound as if theyre in a -
S e S doct ot o, ot th o e i
nex on % the twisting, bending room strips these words of
Tﬂmwlanon _iasus.7 inflection, so that he cannot understand the words
TRab - reoe. 64 Do orwhat she means or even to whom she s speaking;
TAT 048, %%0:  pnothervoice, mal, answers her n a grunted, bila-
bial reply. Then, as the lst ember of his conscious-

ness is extinguishing tsel in thi dark corner of this

dark bar on this dark night in this dark city, he

Whal 1ot one. elimpses the larger mans face and is struck by its

ing you'd Mok familiarity{it resembles a face that his mind pictures
o sois o) onlywilh s g dow e e

oo 2 e g0 the forchead an diverging wildy just above his
525 A48 S brow—a verdelt of ictrioose tise. Not i,
7 9 necessarily a brotherly resemblance; more like

| Woes on g, wop _that of o cousin whom lfe has treated most cruelly
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what also used to be wrtan on that pege—or; For glocur i 14240 it
that matter; who she is. He shakes his head. - atypioe mina.
“Ab," she says with a playful smirk, “you do have
something, What s it?"
This sends unease creeping through him—ber
Knowing, or sensing, his thoughts—and he finds
himself searching for a way to shift the conversation
smoothly,searching so intently that he flls to regis-
ter the piercing screak of the tavern door opening,
fails to notice the heavy footsieps making their way. M?T::“:f;: ’f“‘*
toward them over the warped foorboards. You \AGAEw, \ Couep
haven't given me your name, he s sbout tosay,when 55521 S€x ~
he notices a change in the young woman's expres- i
sons her eyes widening slightly, her mouth reshap-  of. couldn't 0
ing tself from that smirk to a tense pinch. What is when clla.
this look? Disapproval? Resignation? Surprie does 54255 il
not seem to be part of it Ll ot
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and shoving groups of salors, and at the solitary
patrons, like this curly-haired man with a waist-
length orange beard, who for some reason is cary-
ing a claw hammer and twirling it idly. And that
man, there, sallow and heavy-lidded and dressed in
mortician’s black. And that man, wearing a brown
duster; siting on a barstool, scanning the crowd and
jotting occasionally in a notebook. Are these his

A),, ,,»ﬂ:(,.»ﬂ people, these malcontents, this assemblage of the

) ey
(\ Mﬁ@
\

strange and suspicious? Is he in his homeland? The

4% coin he handed over for this glass of beer was for-

A A e e e e
memory of his native currency.

Ata table along the far wallsits a young woman

Jou\uRere wa wores Of 10 more than twenty; alone. She is reading a

TooAy. AVERAGE oF _book—a large volume, as thick as Don Quizote—in

29 pem vASS

Masfoe FXe enows

OR WANTS U3 To Tk HE Does.

the light from  sconce on the wall behind her, a if
this chaotic, drunken hovel were alibrary She reads
with one elbow on the table, her thumb cradling her
chin, one finger resting thoughtfully over her lips.
Her olive complexion and black hair, which s pulled
back and tied into a long braid that hangs nearly to
her waist, suggest that she hails from a part of the

Kenows panebhing we donk,

Yoo sama detoumined fo-det wa krow hows

Close thayy wext.
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Inside, the tavern keeper suifs an emply gass Moely nateta i gonere

s long mustache trading over the rim. His face PLXaanalityadi

iches, as if the smell brings back an unpleasant 2x

his

name, shouting and beating their own empty glasses * 601846 o * 7 o't chn
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on the bay, s the tavern keeper takes note of the Seo 30t TR ARCINES

Wt man in the overcoat only long enough to snap PRAGVE,LIMA- - - AT
up his money, Al the offending glas, and thump i g &, STEAIC e
o on thebarn o of him, This stablshment "4 AT 1 a
sees its share of waterlogged men; twice a night

some saior staggers out to the harbor, falls in, and
‘comes back for another drink to warm up; twice
day some poor bugger s flung from his ship ino the
shallows and swims in to seck a drink, a whore, and
anew employer, almost certaily in that order. The
man in the wet overcoat turns away, drink in hand,
and the bartender forgets him immediately turning
to serve the next needy sonofubitch.

o
L0107,
Fumny

‘The man in the overcoat finds an opening on a
‘wooden bench that runs the length of the room, and
he settles himself down with the weary sigh of a
man who believes himselfto be at the end of along
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open air,(when the deck comes alive with whis-
tles—reall, it sounds like a flock of alarmed bam
swallows}-just as one of the sailors is emerging

THE MOC16 5120, 26 from the hatch that leads to the lower decks—two

HE's B Tuere ety
SPRinG THAT Ve Bees

A ps.

of them, S. surmises from his glances over the rail,
‘and below them, the orlop and the hold. The salor,
fifty iF he is a day, is a man with a blue watch cap
erookedly on his head. He has jug-handle ears, a
broad nose, and wide, round eyes with a look of
alarm in them. The crazed look, however,is belied

Botunda fike 06 0005y 1y o way thefman s himslfslowly toward

Sinals weck.

Soumos L Me Now.

mid-deck, moving as if he is eshausted. The

N5 Tt foe Svece wese exposed skin around his neck and on his hands
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appears lightly mottled with blue-black—a shade
darker, perhaps, than afresh bruiseArriving at the
mainmast, he lifts one arm shakly, fits his whistle

by Aouening, ito bis mouth, and Blows an enervted squesk o
®

anote. Immediately, another man climbs down out

Corrine My wone pose. of the ratlines and descends into the ship through
flasgfe £hats what oL, the same hatch. The salor with the jug-ears pulls

Lo,
oBsERvATION:
J0ree Do
Bt oo maiows Be
At Nouks -

¥ feen wondcing

himself aloft n the ratlines and disappears into the

oue work., jungle of canvas and rope.

A curious ritual, this: an inverted changing-
of-the-guard, with the spent man replacing the
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ifwrung, The twins have detached from one another.
But stars can' independently drift into new posi-

tions without regard to their former arrangements,

can they? Surely this is a phantasm conjured by an «
overwhelmed mind, by an exhausted and dehy-

drated body. Or perhaps it is an ophthalmic prob-
Tem he does not recollect having? He closes his eyes,
tries to shake his head clear—but gently,s0 as not to
trigger another rush of nausea.

‘When he reapens his eyes, the constellations are
nolonger even recognizable. Above himis asky full
of stars that he'l have to connect on his own, in new
shapes, a spray of light-points no longer organized
by the shapes mankind has traced over them for
thousands of years. He watches the stars closely.
They wink, they tremble, and he swears he can see
them drift—as one might be able o sce the minute
hand of a clock moving. He is a man without a past
sailing in a strange sea in a world where the stars
have come loose in the firmament.* He grinds the
Tast of the biscuit in his teeth and forces it down.
Sips his water, swallows it past a lump in his throat

L
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passes through him, and as it does, the two sailors
share an amused, knowing look. S. hurries away
from them,

Eventually . collects his uneaten ship-biscuit
and the rest of his water and ascends to the fore-
castle. He sits at the foremast and studies the starry
sky before him, searching for familar constellations.

|t e won'tbeabe (o pinpoint th sips ositon—he
Knows hes not well-versed in astronomy—but even

WM."‘M"I‘Q a tiny scrap of information is better than nothing.
wu%gﬁfﬂ» "t77", More than anything, he wants to see something
T e e i e e

e wously, to the world he must have known before he
THE HosevTAL - Tost his his identity, himsel.

W?’“MW) There: Aquila. There: Cygnus. There: Gemini,

s T i the water, holds it there awhile

i 50 it can soften, then works his teeth aganst it He.

% manages to tear off a few shreds before he has to

: m e Lotk dunk the ancient bread aga

e w::’;‘, ‘When he looks back up to the sky, its as if the

it ) oo s stars have sifteds he an tll make ot the constel-
o avont o

EFors Mooby ; aex  lations, but their shapes are different. The stars that

A o ouine it 1m i
et made the eagles wing-tips have spread out over the

Heioa iohors Jees gt 5Ky, leaving the bird unfinished, cternally spilling
wws"umnwf‘m itself out into the black. The swan's neck is bent, as
3

“He dips his biscui

s enianna
P
Mwum) wbum 5‘;"( Sraet gl
P il rhater
wvudmw - isdh
i e 2 i Gl may. oo ot o1 tall
o Rasgoly” ot ehe timie ) ViAot i el eChEES NG e






images/00075.jpeg
K BUT 1€ YoU'RE 1TRRESTED 1n GeTrinG
THE TRITH ABOIT STRAIKA 00T 10 THE
WORLD, Taers 100 AT LEAST PAVE 1o
PRETERD o BH . | WAVE <5 BE REALLY
Chubeve TmAT WRAT \ Say 15 TecE
SHIP OF THESEUS ME-Csco0s ABOUT SovcEs, Ee.
| GRT cARSLEsS, | M SLEEWED.

distance over the port side, he noices a different
sort of light playing in the dark. Two lights. Not
stars, no: these have the warmer yellow-orange hue
of oillight, and they are very nearly a the waterline.
Two lights, moving in concert: another ship. A two-
master. But how to attract attention? How to draw
the vessel close, beg for rescue?

An idea strikes. S. descends to the main deck,
trying to move as smoothly and unobtrusively as
possible. (Even here, on this ship, gazes wash over
him. Whether he appreciates this gift as much as he
ought tois unclear) He snatches up the tin of kero-

sane and the flntfrom the barelhead on which the Sk
youthful sl lef them, and he clambers back up Mum okt
o the forccasle R fotat
to the forecastl o %m ”

Helooks af, confrms thatthe silors are paying)/
him no mind, then strips o his shirt, gnoring the @9ts Lhia the Soiod

chill that has crept into the night air, and soaks All “ o0 5o 4 o cidored
but one slecve in kerosene. As one hand holdsif by /2- 11arg i

swings it in circles. He shouts as loudly as he can £2 Lh,
g itin circles. He shouts as Toudly as h oh, and
across the water—swings his torch and shouts and
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&W,Mmy ale, but how likely isit, despite that brief ficker of
NoFE. v geen | recognition he felt? How cold such a woman pos-

it ves sibly have & connection to the horrfic crew that su

ok " rounds him now?

{?M,,‘M‘ LU He focls suddenly overtaken by fatigue and
RAYE 0 Suovan mar.  decides to retreat o-Tis hammock in the quarters
SUASENNENE BEe  below, telling himself that a good sleep may help
ettt yey him wake to a more sensible universe. He stands
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freaks. It during this pause that his two silent cap-
tors pitch him down the forecastle hatch.

. manages to grab a momentary hold of a ladder
rung on the way down, which slows his descent and
spares him an even more painful fll. Maelstrom
glares down at him through the hatch and says,
Yaint coggin naught, are ye? Behind his shadowy
head, a hundred celestial pinpoints yaw across the

night sky.
“Of course T'm notl” S. shouts. “None of this
‘makes sense!” ik
The hateh clanks shut, leaving him alone in 2 d2tp ¥ Lorg-fuom wey,
ey ® v Jinel ok goscrarit
aid \ia,
Ko e sl s otz boment e e e
hammock, his thoughts retur to the young woman® 405 - £ #xchLe-clioks

with the book. What had she said when he was (afica

attacked? She gave no shrick of alarm, no cry for

help. No: herwords were those ofa calm reckoning, T

an acceptance that the man with whom she was con- nigfit b

versing was being gassed and dragged off by a md.%

cous, scarifed wretch.Ifin fat she s Sola, hewoukd - vt Secsencs. iy

be much better offifshe had't gtten ashine with #4J57 8% DR croma

him—whatever that might mean. s e
Sometime during the night, 5. wakes briefly rom 5y e A3 153 Vg PR

a shivering sleep when the hatch opens and
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1o the other ship, but he cant contan himself; al

the fear and frustration and anger in him has

igaited, too. A look over his shoulder shows him

the entire crew of mute sailors at the fore of the

moin deck, watching, but he pays no mind, he

shouts and spins, he needs his signas to ind their

way to watehful eyes and brave souls aboard the

othar ship because this may be his only chance to

reconnect with the workd of sense snd order in

which, surely, he once lived. When he foels hands

bbing at him, he turns and slings his torch in a

W ﬁM el o Al

spttng and then dissppearing into the breaking

M”fﬂw \ waves with an insignificant hiss that the wind
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Yer assin mayed aflammus tthe waterline. S. is
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. spins himsefout o the bammock an seram- Huh?
bles up the adder with only one thought in mindsif Jexas pags aBsre mer
he acts quickly cnough, he can somehow limit the ¥4 *F Pesest ME 5
suffering inflicted on this other ship’s crewwhen the tfwend £ m%
man with the maclstrom beard and his gan um,..% e

ggoffonria fiac (4 4oid dont
e i e

Ho inds the men notloading gun or sharpertag. 1
blades but balefully watching over the port side a5 o
they approach the little two-master, which s side- :—(-:}:j-
slipping over the vater, s unsheated sals twisting Wik ek
uselessly. The lamps he'd seen guttering atop her c{lsa, o,
masts last night are now spent. Her deck is aban- ,
doned. The scene, then, is an odd juxtaposition of kwow. vat sk fieves.
the charming and the chilling: gentle moming sun, F;:;:_;;_gff U8 wen sk
cirrus clouds whisking across the azure skies, shy G.0lionz Chett s,

Ul whitecpe bppingsguintthe b, withall of gu et
this beauty and calm tempered by S5 sense that
something terrible has befallen this modestship and
her crew, and tht the horror will soon be laid out Bnd PXC15 rians o Lt

LY

before him.
A half-dozen saflors,including the two who. iy %Mm isq.

him Lt night, leap aboard the smaller ship as they /44 647 4 nb-

draw alongside, surprising S. with their agilty they 58 189 T 3t bt v

lash the ships together and fan out across the abany 5, “"'m*;’:’“h:;

doned deck. A few of them open hatches ansice space cntis.
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somethingis flung down to the floor. He tips himself
out of the hammock and retrieves it A shirt, which
feelsas ifits made ofa heavy fabriclike the ones the
salors wear. He puts it on, despite its fetid reck,
despite. his concems about vermin, despite his
wounded pride, despite his dread at the mere
thought of becoming more like these men. He is
cold, and he wants to sleep. These are the only facts
that matter right now.

In the moming, he il see that the garment s, in
fact, just like the sailors a delirious patchwork of
fabrics, held together with titches and stains of var-

(g " idug hues, and a storehose of eye-watering odors*
B ) e e e e Ly
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ship and §.s own presence on i, sends a stab of panic:
through him,. He foels his heart thudding faster,feels
his spine turning toice. He—this alleged S —has no
control over who or where or why he is. He feels as if
heis falling again, flling through the dark, with noth-
ing to believe in but the cruel efficiency of graviy.
His knees buckle, and he collapses to the deck.
The wood feels damp and cool on his cheek and it
offers a sort of relief. He hears the big man whistle
sharply, hears many sets of feet crossing the deck
toward them, feels himself tugged back up to stand-
ing and supported on the shoulder of another sailor
He scans the lineup of faces in front of him* while
the big man addresses them in his seratchy, cerily
insubstantial voice, and he notices something odd:
except for the big man, all of the salors have dark
blemishes around their mouths. He is stll trying to
understand what sort of dietary deficiency or
tobacco habit might account for this when the crew-
man holding him up tums to face him—he’s so
close, their noses nearly touch—and S. sees thin,
dark threads erisscrossing his lips and ending in a
tiny knot at one comer. Tiny pink spots mark where
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the stitches enter and exitthe skin. S gasps audibly,
and the crewman’s lips stretch to the side, straining

the threads and furning the pink spots blood-red, W
and S, finds himself wishing that he could umvind %’; "
boys

time 50 that he could ive bis life without ever seeing V'
p close what passes for a smile on this nameless, 64
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Onthe aftemoon ofthe third day, the big, unsewn
sailor—whose beard has inspired . to dub him
Maelstrom—appears at the hatch, looking down at
him. The beard hangs far enough to brush the top-
most rung of the ladder:

“Please claify something for me,” . calls to him.
“Am I a passenger? You don't seem to expect me to
work—"

Ye'll work ¢ lapsin an’ yond. Creed on't

“I notice that—that you're not—that, whereas
the crew has—" How do you ask such a thing? “—
that you are, ah, free to speak.”

Maelstrom raises his hands to his face and pulls
the thick hair away from his mouth, revealing lips

- blighted wih sores. But that not what the big man

is trying to show him. No: it i the ghastly pattern of

. pinpoint scars that encircle his mouth. Further

explanation, though, does not come.
“Tell me this” . says. “Am I being taken to
someone who wishes me well or "
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Sometimes he is able to hold his food, sometimeshe  ATTEMPY , E5PECARLY-
isnot. He is fed adequately, though not well: tooth-

cracking ship-biscuits and petrified salt pork, both

of which possess a vaguely bluish hue, and fresh but

rather marshy-tasting water. Silenced sailors bring

him his food on a tin plate, his water in a tin mug,

andthough he knows he ought to try to communi-

cate with them, he cannot bring himself to look

_them in the face))Those black threads revol him,

terrify him, raise questions he is not yet willing to
ask, even to himself.
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The reason for this, which he confrms with
morbdly-fascinated glance a theta who brings his
next meal, isthat mouth-sew sailors wear whistes
on lanyards aroupd their necks, thin-borsd wooden
‘whistles tha ey cuh i intoa gap between stitches
and blow, This sullor Tooks to be about thiry-fve; he
Tl SRR e e
waves of which are sharp-crested and look ik bat-
arsstop his head. . tris o get his atention, hop-
ing for a response—any response, even Just o
whistle The man ignores i,

“The voice he hears most frequently, then, i his
own, as he mutters to himself,trying to draw out
any stroams of memory thak may stl run inside
Him. He says whatever words and phrases come to
mind, following trails ofassocationstotheir invari-
ably dead ends. Ho pounces on the few images that
come to mind—a black sheep on a green hilside;
trout on a hook; dripping and jerking and flopping:
a cold, dark room with a valie on the floor a its
center; a coop full of burbling, pacing pigeons; a
wal o fog rushing dovn a dark street--but these
images are merely individual frames from a flm
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Maclstrom looks at him as if he s a fool. Cause
cant nobod spond it. He pauses, dragging a hand
through his dangling beard and appearing decp in
thought. Landays corin tha’ Sola gotter shine wi’
ye. His words, such as they are, sound carefully con-
sidered.

I don'tknow what that means,” . says. “Canyou
please ex—7" But the unsown sulor’ face disap-
pears from the hatchvay, and S. hears the decking
groan under his weight as he walks aft and descends
1o the main deck. S. jumps up with a mind to pursue,
it tho s e snd snds i stormnch and
its contents spinning. He sits back down on the floor,
pressing himselfnto the solidity of awal. Doubling boahtons .
over, he begs an array of gods i which he does not
believe to et thisspell of sickness pass quickly g

Thronghout these days and the nights, S. has
Heard the sounds of the salos tromping over the - o0¢ iy
deck s they'e gone about th busiess of saling 146X o4t £iiaf a2
the ship. Occasionally Maeltrom barks orders and LE383% 7 (| o
observations in some particularly inserutable dialect o % i hewan
of nautical language, but more often the crew’ com- ' pretty
munication takes the form of birdlike whistles, flut. 4/ @-hjway.)
tering and trilling in a wide range of pitches,
rhythms,and tempos that send the men into action.
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cabin,! he ascends the ladder and clambers onto
the forecastle.

The skyis overcast,the seas calm. A swift breeze
blows from starboard, and the ship cuts swiflly
through the water, sailing on a beam reach. From
the stern comes the sound of one sailor banging on
wood with a mallet. 5. looks out over the deck and
counts the crewmen—again, nineteen, not includ-
ing Maelstrom. A few of the crewmen notice him
watching but turn back to their tasks without any
response. There is a similar lack of concem, or
regard, when he descends to the main deck and
walks among them, with the exception of one
sailor—a middle-aged man with sunken, scowling
eyes and mere wisps of lunk hair ornamenting a vast
white dome of forehead—who grumbles in his
throat when S. treads too close to the area of the
deckhe s scrubbing with o

Even with the wind, the air at deck levelis heavy,
clotted with the smells of umvashed men—to which
. himsel s strongly contributing. He looks away
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thing. He even studies the wood-grain Rorschachs s
that present themselves in the deckhead above his ¢ ps.a cokeren
hammock. Qnd all the while, tht strange symbol %~
gouged into the wood looms over hin)He studies i,
too, butit remains a cipher to him.

‘The next day he awakens exasperated and angy,
irritated with his passivity. Enough. He can'tsim-
ply st around fecling ill and rummaging uselessly
through a defective memory, not when each min- - < __ .
ute on this ship brings him closer to a fate he can- Rervind yie bo A2
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‘whenever a crewman reaches for the whistle around
his meck to plugit between his lips. The last thing a
man withont memories needs is terible new ones.
‘Emboldened by his apparent frecdom to wander, campid,
. walks—with steadir legs now—to the aft end of _alem b move
e Pl o ety e g
strom i takinga tum at theship'swheel. S fstempted $15% &Y "% 8¢ 6 nonep.
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1o stop him. He opens the door CompieveLy.
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appears nearly constant. The rushing wind rises in
pitch. 5. knows he would be safer down in his cabin
under a closed hatch, but the chaos of the storm
might offer a chance of escape that he'll never have
again. His cloudy mind clears instantly at the acute-
ness of the thought.

“The ship rdes high on a wave and crashes forward
into a trough, submerging the forecastle in curiously
green water and foum. S. climbs down to the main
deck, white-knuckling the ladder, dripping and
shocked by cold, and tucks himselFinto the shelter of
the bubvark to windward. Sideways erash of wave,
and a solidooking slab of seavater looms sbove
them, seeming to pause and expand. It crashes down
with pretematural force, inundating the deck.

. dimly regisers another shift in the pitches and
pattemns of the whistles, and after a flumy of move-
ment from the crew; and when he blinks his buming
eyes clear, he sees a line of frothy silver tufts poke
out one by one from the blackened sky, and the tufts
elongate, stretching downward like stalacttes, and
then become chuming, bruised-looking funnels of
‘water—waterspouts dropping down in straight lines
and heading directly toward the ship. He could never
have imagined anything ke it: when the tip of
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from the sy rightoverthe ship. Time slows, allowing
him a thought, a strange, wordless association of

oo ndshape. e wespout ad e ik e ¢

young woman's glass. Then a collapse into singalar §

doom: pressure punches his ears; black fllsall the §‘

iness for death o o e e
oty o mty ot s i ot el bt ST B
there i a tremendous crsh and boom, and the
mast disappears, instantly transformed iato tens of

thousands of chunks and splinters that blast across

the deck and embed themselves in skin. Amid the

tumul, he registers a different set of sounds—sharp

creaks and a snap—and the mizenmast flls to port,

caving the bulwark—and shreds of sal and rope are

battering them as they fall from above, and in all of

his, . hears one word n his mind, i a voice that i

ot his, not Maclstron', not the ghost-voices of the

0ld Quarter—it is stronger and deeper, ta fite £ kst fo
ancient voice of self-preservation jolted awake from "/ scy Z“;%

asleep of ons, and it calls to him: SWIM. SamermES 17 CouLr B
Renwy Excrrine, Too.

“The ship soars over a creaming head of a wave,
and then allis weightless, and then there is the crash
ino thetrough,and 5. ets the mpact cany i up, 44007 et doutng
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funnel touches down onto the surface of the sea,
water and foun erupt around i, I s a terfying

marvel, a marvelous terror.S. i certain that nothing

can orwill survive amid such a concentrated expres-

sion offorce. 5. watches, halftricken and hlf-fasc-

? nated, watcheswhat might bemminent oblivion—bis
s R T e s
oA Pn ougn The wind fecls dark blue and electric, thrumming
s o 1O ith low frequencies along with the deafening
wwohigh-pitched howl” S, is sonked and weakened and
o (Samn s mumb, wracked it tremors, but he does mot lt
Sty DANSHER 8RO il look avay. One spout resches dov with the
ommiwTte T 4 WS accury and grace of  ballerinas oo, It touches the
&&Mw Gt ase - wler,a there s o mutd ror and s thn the
2%, mext spout, and the next, the sounds louder; the

Bt Pomdy 5o 133 destrucive force moro evident, and then he soes
o SRS RER 8, Macltrom, drenched and bleeding from a gash
TAwscap <. Aso: v e above one eye, tromping toward him, pointing, giving

S Sk By By oy
B e some sort of direction, but the storm drowns the
oo EAsy. words. 5. looks up through the rigging at the night-

Could cf e Ahi-  mare sky and sees his end: the sacral tip of an ink-
s dark waterspout, chuming and rushing, plunging
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milles away, or three, or four, frther than he can
imagine he has ever swum, but he points himself
toward the light and strokes and strokes and rides
the waves that offer themselves in the service of his
‘momentum. He briefly wonders how much distance
is between him and the wreckage of the ship,
whether any sailors remain and are pursuing him in
the dinghy, but he cannot bring himselfto look back,
he will not look back, he can only stroke abd kick
and will b body incrementally toward the harbor.
lights, try t Keep/his Head above the waves.
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95'&;‘ until the raging sea rushes to meet him. His landing

A 5 not  softone. The surface tension is  bludgeon,

pushes all the air from inside him, twists his neck,

Toosens hs limbs, and then, with a curious, dreamy

detachment,S. feels himself birthed downward into

E: | the salty foumy black,the sea pullng and pullng at

T him, spinning him, twirlng him, illing his mouth

o and throat with sal,until the old voice cals

again—Suwim/—and some reflex n S. responds—a

ik, perhaps, or a stroke from an arm that S. had

assumed was shattered, then more kicks (desperate

and fluttery, even i the half-speed of underwater),

and  sharpening sense of orientation—yes, he is

pointed up toward the surface—and kicks, and pad-

dles, and then he bursts through to theair and sucks

in a desperate gulp. He s immediately hurled back

under by a wave, but he ises again, and kicks, and

padles, and at some point his movements come

into phase; hythm finds i, joins him as he strokes

20 i LUy through the vidous waves, he s pled under now

oo 2259 " and then but abvays finds the air once more, all of

Aanié e fy " thisuntil the voicetellshim, Stop. Look. and he sees

Cholts areymet. the knuckle of land—relght along it shorelne, a

dome of sodium light atop & hill. It must be two

and
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“Untuxrsing, qiion what happuna wlsrs in the

Diane nocks d ino
S:s skin s he rests on ll fours b
coughing seawater. The shorewash
him, approaching and retreating, but he senses the
wavelets only as abstractions, ghosts of motion run-
ning over his skin; he is too mumb to register any
more cold. He hugs himsel, shivering, between
cach parosysm of heaves. Allhe has on are these sad
trousers—threadbare things that seem in danger of 5
tearing from the weight of the water they hold {The m“" b
overcoat? Left behind in the cabin, and with it, s the 5.
‘whatever remains of that sodden scrap of paper)) <2 o1 £ . At
And what of the befouled sailors attire he was 1045 o4 bt
given? The sea-chum must have tom it from him, 57 Peere Tumic s

SUST A MacGurens .
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although he doesnt remember this happening, So
these sorry trousers are bis only possession, his anly

connection to a tolen past
Once his lungs have emptied and his breath
returnsin more than an agonized wheeze, he stands,
o s brcig bimelf on an lge-shck il He
NG turns, taking his footing carcfully, and scans the
e oraInneh o ay st of purs. All o ss s the
e -
with modest wave-breaks; the bleed of strectlight
and firelght coloring the mist; and, several miles
distant, a thick drape of fog obscuring the horizon.
e oo s o havas. Perhaps the ship weathered the storm; perhaps it’s
9156 190 1O T lying t the bottom of the sea. He suspects, though,
It aprdivy that oven 6 he'd itnesed tho ship being scked
Y gutan cam  into the deep, even if he'd counted the bodies of
oo et < qoing twenty men and one monkey strev over the watr,
’fwwmu»- hed stll be stealing anguished glances over his
M.M'i"“‘”m‘ shoulder for the rest of his life. As far as he can
tell, though—for now—he is free. Spent, starved,
chilled, and ignorant of whether he has landed in
riendly or hostle teritory—but free nonetheless,
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and disappear below. Another of the sailors, a
slightly-built d whose lips have been strung nto an
eternal pout but who, under normal circumstances,
would probably be thought beautiful and set girls
hearts aflutter, nonchalantly nudges a dark pile of
detritus with his toe. . squints, studies the pile; he
gasps aloud when he realizes he i looking at a heap
of fire-blackened bones, broken open and scraped

of their marrow: A

The bat-eared man enters the cabin at the aft
‘end of the main deck along with a pot-bellied sailor
with comically skinny legs and whose bristly, gray-
ing beard reminds S of a push-broom. Immediately
their whistles flock and. soar. When the two re-
emerge onto the deck, Bat-Ears is cradling the
‘gaunt body of a very young man in tattered, fithy
canvas; the body is sil, but not stiff. In the round,
bearded sailor’s arms: a baby, wrapped in soiled
rags. 5 heart plummets.

Itis only when the two sailors approach the rail
that S realizes his mistake: the baby is not a baby. It
is a bedraggled monkey with but a few scabby tufts
‘of fur clinging to its skin. . jumps when he hears a

familiar rasp in his ear: Lad oughta et the monk'.
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that S. trips over a coil of line and tumbles arse-
over-kettle onto the deck. For a moment he fears
he is headed overboard.

e ol He clings to the foremast and raises himself up,
‘5’%% T R e
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“Will he live?” 5. stammers.

Dint Ljus ware y’ on weepin hearts?

“Idon't care. 1 just need to know that you'l ry to
save him.” (Another realization: i he had any sort of
‘medical training in his old life, it has not made the
trip along with him. He has no idea what, if any-
thing, can be done for the sick young man.)

He migh still ha” somt tgive.

S. means to press him on his meaning, but just
then the unconscious boy convulses and coughs up
a fine mist, a sunrise-pink spray:* the sailors march
on impassively, not even pausing to wipe their faces
clean, and they carry him into the disused chart-
room, shutting the door behind them. S5 throat
tightens, and he finds himself close to tears

Maelstrom grabs him by the back of the neck,
steers him around so their faces nearly touch. Up
close, 5. can see lttle snakes of white hair creeping
through his torrential black beard, can see the
rheum that rims his eyes, can smell his sharply
metallic breath. Yought be more heedin where

TR oL
yput yspires, he says. Misprendins a finn way

get y proper dead. He shoves . away so roughly

8 o et g it it

i S
Hondom (s5)

hepri
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S.is ton. On the one hand, he thinks he should
remain grateful that no one is asking him to do
whatever is done in the bowels of the ship, that he
should be content to remain ignorant of the crew’s
trals. On the other, this secret work must be con-
nected to the reason he was stolen out of the city
and put at the mercy of these men. It must be. As
for the possibility that it isnt—that these two
‘conundrums might run paralll, have nothing to do
with each ofher—it is a possibility S. would prefer
not to consider: There is only so much mystery
person can handle at once, particularly when he is
buried in all of it

‘That night, S. leaves his cabin, determined to

gatherintelligonce about the lower decks The salor
“With the enormous bald head, standing watch out-
side the chart-room, offers no outvward reaction as
., striving to look calm and of innocent moive,
desconds through the main hatch. Neither do the
sailors on the second deck, who remain busied with
theirtasks of polishing, knotting, and mending as he
passes them by and continues downward. At the
third deck, he glances toone side and the other, sees
1m0 one.(He takes his fist steps down toward the
orlop deck, his stomach tightening with excitement

()
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He migh sl ha somt g, The words plague
. throughout theday s he toters sboutth ship n

a daze (though whether that daze i the resul of

hunger, dhir, exhaustion, shock, o terror s Dan't o
unknowable). Some what to give? What are these [/, ‘ji,,f“‘““!"“

people hoping to et out of him? o
Apart from increased traffic in and out of the A+ SAFVESES Sonsrins

i s o o o s i e an 00
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deck, blows his whistle, and replaces another sslor . dtite £ (s

(sometimes on the deck, sometimes in the rigging, o7 Fidsmata-

sometimes at the helm), who. then disappears s

through the hatch to that decpest portion of the

ship, which . hus nevr seen. Threo hours ater . 0,09

that saiorrises, blows his whistl, rejoins the flowof ©

work Now that . has wthed theentire croweyele 5 m_m:\

through, he realzes they all seem bluer round the Ry ¥A85 1o START
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Tooks out overthe sarboard ral, unhooks a spyglass
from bis elt and extends i then scans the horizon.
Ho suys something sloud-—the rsing wind beats
down his words, keeping then from . ea,but . s
neuly certin that his lis formed the shapes of
Land ho. Then, slinging the spyglis shut and tuck-
He azemateina
ing it away (briely catching it in the tangl of his
v 4‘“‘ SO pLaChD. |opri), ho dissppoars inside

Does[the rescued young sulor sl ive? And
what sort of treatment is he being subjected toP
Yo ials a2 Wt sty might heslors b expecting it
e T
have investigated more aggressively. Knowing this
young mans fate would surely shed some light on
Hhis own. Moreover, doesn': he cve the poor boy
some sort of duty—at least oftrying to do some-
thing to help him? But §.5 instinct has been to give
death (or near-death) as wide a berth a possible, as

ey T e
. He looks out o starboard, but if theresland, he
e can't see it with his naked eye. The ship does not
4. . appear to be adjusting its course, and S, wonders: if
%“‘%‘ 74" “thereis land out there, is that land their destination,
45 te. the place where he will meet some unknown but
Cadmost  certainly  unplessant  fite?  Or

puakiing of Veajordiics— any o Joom i sivc 2y
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and apprehension, when suddenly pain erupts in his
head and stars flare in his vision. He cries out as he
s pulled back up to the third deck by his hai, then
heaved over a shoulder and carted up tothe weather
deck. He is tossed down roughly, landing chin-first - pe
SIS e
looks of revulsion plain on their moonlit faces.) 0‘),; i
Cursingsofl, . retrests to his cabin. o M
Dey i, And sc e b thine b ying 3 W
again tosneakonto the orlop, bis aching jaw reminds
him that he'd be well-served to think about some-
thing els.
Early evening. The sun a pool of fire over the
horizon. The winds, which have been scrolling indif-
ferentl, coalesce into a stif sou'easter that pushes
the ship briskly on its mysterious route. . notes
change inthe tones and patterns of the crews whis-
les; something is happening, some change immi-
nent. A buzzing insect swoops past his face and

disappears into the sky behind the vast screen of
sailcloth A honeybec?Atsea? B asa
Atthe aft end of the deck, Maelstrom is reaching ~ /tefirence
for the door to the chart-room when a particular Ead
whistle from the crows nest catches his attention. 5.
15 LT G Serara

atches him closely: the big man cocks his head, €ar

freg

(s} Ton ey
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are they planning to pass it by and confinue on their

mysterious course? Even ifthey are, and even ifthey

pass within swimming distance of the land, there is a

serious complication affiting all of s plans for

escape: he docs not know whether he is a strong

swimmer, or whether he can even swim at al. He has

a vague, atavistic sense that he has some connection

it the vater—and e remembers those voies e alt e cb

[ e M‘

s orha L et s e

able to propel himself through it and not just Sink B 1 5 st

astone. s iy il
Maclstrom remains inside the chart-room for 4% 5% el

fiv, ten minutes before exiting again and trudging W : whal e,

forward over the deck, pausing briefly to scowl at a W%Mwoz e,

sloppily coled lne. When he looks up again, he | 314 625 4

meets S guze, and S. knows immediaely that the %5  How vusson

big man is on his way to the forecastle for a word 7

with hian Ho fosl tho usval goarl of dread that $ 15T SIRSE SWesee

fouls his insides when the man approaches,(and, in povg

addition, a more urgent sort of fear, as he m.mmmw
stop thinking about the bloody mist the young man
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“No.” Stenfalk says. It was stolen. As most beau-
ful things eventually are.”

“That night's dream: a narrow column of a dark o' o wexe
liquid i a tal glass;  blue-black waterspout plung. 255 & peeity bed day
ing from the skys a swirl of black-frit cing piped 1+ veAs abws SEFegl
ey o the e e,
over a pastry hot from the oven; a long, feminine &0 gevonc mmaqae o
fnger laid over lips a torrent of whispers that that rove.

finger cannot hush

It s the following morning when they realize 6 o
theyrebeing tracked. They are scalng asteep mon- .. L2557
tane: meadow in the watery sun of arly morning, % “ A" i
the grasss glazed with a light frost when Stenfalk ~~ -~
o e s i, g coe, 2 S
“There,”be sas, pointin to thin plum of smoks, :
barelyvisible inthe bvish morming mist,rising rom
behind ane of the smller foothlls, not far from
where they made camp thei fst night on the run.
Just this one word from him—there—and S. feels D¢ WA Qateful when
i o1 1 i i o e poorla s S8 Jovoch )
are out o gt yous it s snother thing to know  tis 21 1,00 e
yetanotherto know that those peopleare closingin)  n Fecze, e,

As so0n as they notice the firt tral of smoke,
they see two ohers father ofinthe distance—one
T ERat SEn it SR T o ot

e B S Tt o v e

1 THEY Wanteo vo o

e e Fone S WA HRAREIEN
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g W “Abig dusty oldthing, Passed down in my family
e o e T s s S
. vovs How et sty pages from acros the room—but it wis
5 {3 v A0 So Sences.full of the. most wonderful stories, What was it

ke TR
Lkl tie tums . holds out his hand to Plifer for the bottle, sips,

swirls the liqueur around in his mouth, swallows.
“The Archer’s Tales,” he says, smiling, pleased by
the memory. “Written by a sailr, I think. A Greek?
A Persian? That L can't recall.”

“The shiver that runs down 5. back has nothing
to do with the gust of cold wind that now rushes
through this late-October night. “Sobreiro,” he
mumbles. “Portuguese.”

“You know the book?” Stenfilk asks. “T've never
come across anyone who' even heard of it.”

ekt

REUSELIEISE A T saw someone reading it”S. says. “In the c

where I woke up. It was Sola. Who is also Szalémeé.

ORI T ber”
TS Ridiolous,” Plefor says. Hogoh.”

Fodd #e dabniiio; Youre Kidding, aren't you?” Corbeau asks
“d he ok 6T ® i
B TN stange, Stenfallsys. T vy, verystrange ™
k “Itis,” 5. concedes, "but it’s what happened.” He

From. digns. ‘pauses, thinks. “Does your family still have the book?™

WE At prasein—
B9 THaT A T e

“Because thats—"
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cut switchbacks over the face of the ey Al o whe b

i switchbacks over the fuce of the hill,they wil Trin S48 pc ohe £ g

now move as the crow flies whenever ﬁnbh.mﬂw Telt
Lo bl Lriasiny

When they crest, Corbean points ot that they'ro (o vesg piac
on a line of geologieal demarcation: while they've 1 9o« Zecs A st
been climbing up granite,the rest of the way they Il Ve
be moving over limestone. That means they're get- [ (o
ting into an area where subterrancan rivers wind A oo% MERL <
their ways through the porous rock. The reputed s #4 <ot 4
terrtory of the K—. oy 'm ax
“Forget your mountain people,” Pleifer says :
“They're a myth. A story.”
“Even f they were real,” Ostrero says “we'e ikely
0 be s dead as they are if we dont move faster.”
But the exertion i taking a toll on Stenflk, who (0101 e dual wélh
5 i donbawe
i o i ot 2o Ty e o et B0 oA
him rest, which he docs while leaning on 5. Ho &3 S5 eam, cwca 1151,
presses his s shut and nods, as ifhe s canying
a conversation with himself then slaps S. on the " Vel i’y o
shoulder by vay of thanks, and commences atrudge {7 7; 4744 ¢
down the slope that will ead them tothe nextcreek, 3.7 <t < A L. -
where they will need to fll their water jugs. Pt
. and Corbeau share a look and an understand- %415 4/ 4.k
ing; Stenfalk is nof ready to move on—his breathing 7 " #<e.c/ecal v

lagain?) s Jold g b
s o
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to the left, more inland, the other to the right, hug-
e 1 umars Sote Thit mchi ba e e
Stenflk says. “They might not be tracking us, just
sweeping the hill * They'll void the meadows, stick
1o the cover of trees wherever possible, No mre
i o e el e
ground, anything that vl retain a footprint.
Plifor wonders slowd: How fu i 1t o the sum-
it pes? A day and @ half? Too days? nstoad of
e T e
0 ke the fststprogrssthey can? What i they
97 9% can stay ahead of the pursuit ll the way to G—?
0ROk Tem Pl o e quistons: o, spataly, e
uk- Algist those people? Polce? Detectives? Vigiantes,spurred

oA & i
toaction by the newspaper'soutrage? Mercenaries? A
3‘:. MWW W2 it ofthe prince’samy, dispatched from the captl?
W - "We have to move faster,” Stenfalk says.
}ﬂ, A short time later, S. looks back and sees move-
ment on a ridge a few mile closer to them than the
‘Lm W smoke-plumes were. A man on a dark-colored horse.

SRRV An outrider. They have horses,” he says, ointing

Tuora) bhims,  “We have to move much fster” Stenfulk says.
s Rne. 4oy i"¢el  Pleifer takes it upon himself to set the new pac
i M P<2#% charging ahead of Corbeau and leading them to
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companions. Four souls, the four people in this
world who know him best if one doesn't count
Sola—and Sola i not there o be counted.
He knows she may never be, but he hopes—sus-
pocts? believes? has fith?—that she il
More stories follow in rapid successin. Ostrero
rlates the cautionary tal he heard when he wis
young, sbout the fates of chidren who dissbeyed
their paronts:hey would be snatched out of their :
beds at night by ruthless itineran traders, stuffed
into baskets, and carried across the strits to the
Arob marketJwhere they would be purchased by
Sute-playing chikd-charmers, and they would spend
the rest of ther lives ising up from a basket when
musically summoned and sinking back in on com-
mand, all for the omusement of one pasha or
another, Ostrero himselfprofesses outrage that any- /' 4 st auzadded
one vould put such fears into  child—hed never i ¥ bohad abouk
Subject bis childen to tha sfory, no matter how Confatie f (o i
badly they were mishehving—but 5. can sce THETFE neT
S St
Osterocoming v s i tellng i, delghted o 6 e Wt e
see the others hanging on his words, his sadness fﬁw..o st s
lightened, for a moment, as he gives himselFover.  Scgy 40, fog e Sul g
Ostrero’s story reminds Stenflk of the cation- $,8588€ i
sl ot e i illgo o ko chiden, i bl v,
7 duppotcito
u.m.-. Sortcims,
frriody
A e
SRR
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which she sits, and Pfeifer and Ostrero give sharp
cries of surprise, whereupon Pfeifer tres to cover.
his with a cough.
Stenfalk chuckles and claps his hands as the oth-
ers curse him. “This,” he says, “is precisely what
BT cr.: & way e campfires are for. The sharing of stories. There's a

eyl spiritual connection between flame and narrative.
WicousisTenT? S W5 5 iods Ho understands Stenfalks proposition
SUg6r TG T CERATION

T e T ntuitively; we create stories o help us shape a cha-
Cuestuy BRSO AR oticworld, to avigate inequitis of power, o accept

| our lack of control over nature, over ofhers, over
w%ﬁ; O sl S R
455 stores of your own? The story S. most wants to

b&” -0 tell—to these people, yes, but even more to him-
i W self—is of Sola, and it is one about which he knows
0% 4. nearly nothing. Just two scenes: one in the Old
gﬁw Quarter bar, the other in the city of B——, and no

way to tellif these come at their story’ beginning,
middle, or end.

Pleifer passes around a small bottle of a dark,
herby liqueur that he flched from Zapadis kitchen.
. enjoys the warmth it brings to his insides, just s
he enjoys sitting around the fire and listening to his

oot oe Tiniey

Nﬁvv dank i/‘ﬁh i
P e

Ee éxw ks s o
SR
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et wx—mw
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from the mountain streams and from the subterra {2 €1 obudocs’)
nean springs tha foed them, They bad avast network y s e
of caves in which they conducted religious rites and "%
sheltered themselves from the harsh winters” "y saeaser, VAT
As she continues, 5. marvels that one of the first
things he noticed about Corbean, her terseness, is
nowhere in evidence right now.
“But the most interesting thing about those
caves,” she says, “is this: the K—— were obsessive
chroniclers of events, covering the wlls of the caves
with pictures, and maybe even words, describing the
story of everything they knew o believed. Every-
thing ofnote that ever happened toor among them—
maybe even what it was that killed them off.”
“Ifthe caves are secret,” Pleifer asks, "how would
anyone know about what' inside them?”
“Its astory.” Corbean tell him. “Every story has
atTeast a litle truth in it Every story comes from
somewhere.”
“You know,” Stenfalk says, “1 heard a}
K—, ora people like them, anywy™hen I w.‘;’;‘;"_".w Skt

EETRT O e
Fovingp Ttwas in a book myfher would read S52% T1"607 510 ve e
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turbing nonetheless:ifyou misbehaved, one mom-
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Stoms fike 3. £antt Winter Gity, a figid place where everything was
taz frobhptid by 2k, coveredin smow snd ice nd you were perpetually
alone. Other bad children were there, of course—
you could see them, fainty, a f there were a glaze
1035 of ice over your eyes—but no ane could interat
Wats ™ with anyone else. No talking, o playing—nothi
Severkigs Dul existing, alone and cold, without parents,sib-
R lings,friends, pets, anyone.

Corbean takes a tum next, telling them more.
about the vanished culture of the mountain people,
the K—, an insular society who spent as much time.

p below ground as they did above. (People called my
SEE S LD ot g v e kg
At 'Saae 45 them. Hardly anyone anymore believes the K—
EEECREUS Ve . really existed. T suppose he may have had doubls at

Lo o e R ™ times, but if he did, he hid them from me) I loved

Coming up here with him, and 1 loved the idea that

S0 doyou 011 42.¢) e and 1 would be the ones to prove they were real.
o parants?

ey They lived inthisrange—the lgendsare clar sbout
R o £aYA% that,you know—they ived i tis very same horse-
AP . shoeof moumtansthat surrounds wha s now G—
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1o more passion for this sort of discussion than
there wu the previous night. Instead, they ul into
around of storytelling, and even Pfeifer joins in its
easy rhythm,

Hetellsthem about the ghos of his grandmother,
who s stid o haunt the home of the wealthy fanily
for whom she worked as a servant. “She’ll never
leave,” he says. “Every time they think she’s gone,
plates and glasses sart sashing oginst the walls”
Stenflk tels ofa legend from the northern teritory
in which he grew up: the Hjaam, a bloodthirsty but
rarely-glimpsed. cresture that steals and devours
Iivestock. Once the animals are al gone, the beast 1y g4 £he
turns to farmers’ daughters, leaving their bones in A6aka bk of ve read.
neat piles for their parents to find. The farmers, out- on
aged and terified, band together and head offnto "4 S50, bt 24

Eimin hetlon Han
a snowy pine forest to hunt the creature. They T U logst it'a
search fruitlessly for many miserable weeks. One o Dove.
'

night, a cold snap grips the forest, and the men—
hungry, thirsty, and in fear of freczing—huddle A< Auk (s et
together in an iey cave. They hear & sl in the, 0" 1229 gob it

Wose
dark behind them, and then— fkyoeai
B e el # 3t
—and 5. jumps, his bood ooding with adrena- THER'S A vax
it

=
line, and Corbeau nearly topples off the log on Buvsmer (m TRiS —
fi St e T ™

DITCNED ¥ Quiaay.
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unspoiled by birds or rodents or insects. He drops
them down to Pleifer, who divides them among the
group's bags.

“The next hill s steeper, with a stem, rocky face,
and the climb brings them to.asublly changed land-
scape. Silvr firs now crowd into the deciduous for-
est, thicker shrub-growth surrounds jutting rocks,
and S, can feel his lungs having to work harder in
the thinner air A glance at Stenfalk shows him that
the older man is laboring, too, but he is resolutely
Keeping pace. The distance between them and the
city suddenly feels significant, and this brings both
relef and melancholy: they are moving farther avay
from their troubles, but they are moving away from
their lives as well. $. falls farther from Sola with
each step

Around the fre that night, though they are worn
and aching and dreaming of hot meals that are still
wecks avay, they it and talk. “What I've been won-
dering,” Pleifer muses, “is whether the people at
the newspaper were avare that they were printing
Ties. And—worse—printing it as if there’ no doub,
10 need to consider any other possibilities. As if
this i the only way it could have happened.” But
whill the ohers nod, murmur agreement, there's

e woried
abouk what <& tniink o} o

1 Gusss L A
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there had been as they climbed died away well
before sundown—and Stenfalk’s suggestion that
they stop is embraced unanimously. Peifer gath-
ers wood and makes a fire—"a small one,” Cor-
beau suggests to him—and they sit, stretch out
sore legs, and share bread and cheese. They spend
a few minutes plotting strategy, but there is not
much to plot: the pla
way over the mountains and down into G—,
and then to the water.

“You asked about Vévoda earlier,” Corbeau says
toS. “What did you wish to know?”

. says, “Lwant to know why no one expected him
to'be so dangerous.”

“No one knew much about him,” Corbean says
“Not even those of us who grew up here. He didn't
0 to school with us, didn' play with any of us. He
rarely left the family’ estate, which is up on a hll in
the northem district. And then he was sent over-
seas—no one knows where—to university, and he
didn't return until hisfather fell i He does run the
business actively—we know the factory bosses don't
make any of the important decisions themselves—
but he is rarely seen. Ifhe ever visitsthe factory, its
in @ car with shades drawn over the windows.”

simply to go. Claw their

(1)
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that his only regret s not having made the diver-
sionary fireten times larger, taken down a city block
or two, maybe even the whole westen district. .
watches as cach of them struggles to accept the
hard truth: their home city has been tumed against
them—and it has been induced to do so far too eas-

ily. Perhaps only Pfeifer has abandoned his hope of WaR® o cace TwaT

WHATS Gon 15 GonE.

a return and a reconciliation—Pleifer, whose anger
always seems to be closest to the surface—and the
others can still conceive of being able to right the
wrongs, return safely, make Vévoda answer for what
he has done. . thinks that their optimism is prob-
ably misplaced, that none of them will ever again
callthe city home.

‘The forest thickens s they move on in the hope
of making a few more miles before the autumnal sky
goes dark. Progress i slow; whille the trailthat Cor-

have passed since anything larger than a
walked it, and they lose time pushing through bram-
bles and deadfall or looping far out of their way in
search of easier passage.

‘The sky darkens, and the rising moon is a cres-
cent too thin to light their way. Exhaustion settles
over them once more—what little conversation

()
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night decpens, all five commit longer stretches of
time looking into the fire,tracing the dervish embers
as they spin into the darkness above, listening to the
crackling and popping of the wood.

J2] 4t Jol,  Theysop{Conbomand Stttk sptser
el

"4 under one blanket; S and the ofher two men stretch

Levs es tecns outtheirsotary sehves)They each take a turn sand-
g N ing watch, listening to the hardy crickets that have
oo s surived into al the distant sereechesof owls the
SIS nonngand ot of thei g compan-
T 4 tons, and the sounds of u foest fll of ther marn-

o oo oty la usling over the leaves unssen, gotog about

| % SEATEED S their business. S5 watch comes after Ostreros, and
19A TAT 7 i £y Wi

s e ne vx ' ne. when the two men pass each other in slence, . pats

A 2SS im on the back. AILS. has lost s the trail of Sl t
L€ <o St may pain him, but it is nothing compared to what
BTt it st s v s il 0 e, o wy o

- living that once defined him and no longer does.

SR TARE Ostrero mods and quickly turms away,setling him-
when Doileal. self into the dark.

SIS T, Thehills are suncsplashed on the second day. In
LSV vER e T the moming, Corbean makes coffee over the fire,
i and they share a delcious venison and cranberry pie
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“Why make three men disappear?” S. asks. “Why
bomb a crowd of his employees?”

“Former employees,” Pfeifer reminds him. “He'd
fired every one of us”

. nods. “More to the point, wht is he making in
the annex?”

“And just as much to the point,” Stenfulk says,
“whois he selling it to? And when and where wil it
be used?”

But the discussion lacks the intensity S, would've
expected. It odd, as though the conversation were
one in a dream, orin a memory. The questions, once
posed, are allowed to drift away. Perhaps they're all
simply overwhelmed by the events of the st twenty-
four hours, by the conflict and death and desperate
fight, the sudden, irreversible exile. Stenfalk wraps
his arm around Corbeaus shoulders and pulls her
close; Pfeifer stabs nervously at the ground with a
stick; Ostrerosits st logscrossed, elbows on knees,  Gacia e

eerel
head cupped by palms. 5. reminds himself o be vig- 18RSy Picagto o
ilant, to observe everything he possibly can, to look A B¢~ Pckwo

% W B4 DesTRAYED (T
for any connections to past events, past emotions, lc. vt mAbE.
anything about his past self, but his thoughts keep Doy e samcSe’,
dnifing o Sl o wher sh might e (0 hther @086 Ssanen O

hell ever come close to inding her again. As the 3 Z7e)

Gy (@
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urgent, T suppose. Connections felt more necessary.
Comfort, too.”

) " Their footsteps are quieter now, as they have

o va's ovate sams left the packed dirt and gravel of the southern-

i, Gt e B2AD

 ReA 1 T WAL

{was @4mwy PRovy of  long grasses. The wind remains strong, and it

g:-;‘g“g}* %o BEw®  \ihips the tips of the grass back and forth in a way
that seems menacing rather than tranquil. Or per-

-
A 0 . aps thatsjust S fear geting the best of him
A e s He wonders n the part of his ife that he has loft
P ey

(L rjoecid Fhats
do Lot's sk

Jou wrste fova

most street and crossed into a green meadow of

behind, was he ever hunted? Kidnapped? Impris-

t must be difficult,” Corbeau observes, “at a

W, thal'a fecause
e fa s e ke tht, ' have mo connectons of which
Buvant o mnow | Youite vare”

whwi thab bol” K “One could argue that its easier” 5. says, “when
e Joam =120, o only have to worry about yourselL” %

“And yet you'relooking for the girl. For Szalémé.
(You don't see any connection? That is to say, any
‘connection between your search for her and such
Wold 4 tions of connections? You don't feel something?”)
et L e s TR
cal questions,
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has a stethoscope hugging his neck and a black

‘medical bag in one hand—steps out into the street

and coughs into a handkerchicf. 5. understands

Corbeau's discretion:{best not to be overheard say-

ing anything at all. He might look like a doctor but

who knows what' in bis bag? And who knows his AveTaER MSTeRy BAG

allegiances? The doctor tips his hat as they puss*) ¢ an %m this

From an upstairs window in the house he just exited

comes the fere squalling ofaninfnt in great dis- "0, %

comfort. . watches Corbeau scan thei suround- 52 frc, s

ings quickly before she elects to speak again. AndM\&ﬂMAw Dondut

when she does, her speech is more relaxed, her dic- “%‘3 , 0 Jitthe—

tion less lipped. WLing
“We've known each other a long time,” she says.

“I was at the factory for ten years—funny, how

strange it feels to have to use past tense—and he

was there when I arived. Id admired him, of course,

especially when he and Zapadi sarted taking up the

union cause. He has quite a way with words, and a

wonderful imagination, too, and a deep commit-

ment to honor and faimess. We only became lovers

after the disappearances. Everything felt more

(1)
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as they draw and erase and
er the vellum of pale after-

PSTEARAT WAS K. Su.
TOOECAER, ok A

USRI woRs s noonsky S.and Corl
"E:“Q"“M e And then, up ahead,

redrany their curves.

Aogether
ALl dlong, whinot day the others arrive at the rendezvous in the
Jott e o ers arive at the rendezvous in

R et S

pe A
Biing £p Ceohiom s4/L2 (e s an beard, whethe thy might hvs been
BT S S recoguzed, wiched, follwed. The sore that spill

o] kit oo uhey Ot are blessedl free of evnt. Ostero confsses he
Ve potialiy A i i originally chose a route that would llow him a glimpse
N *‘*‘m»mw of his children as they left the schoolhouse but
80 i ot G decided this posed a wmacecptable dgree of ik
e o i, Wi one suggets hat b i secking e for this
byl st ision, and S, offers him a mild compliment when
i (2 decson, and . ofers i mild compliment wh

Lt o i, o ather i orlhcoming, P hd one avkvard
e "4 990°%  moment when his wounded ear began again to bleed
ot freely,but he was able to duck nto an alley and use &
R e L e
HiTOne 1510 T AT som who saw him there was a semiconscious drunk
3272248 preoccupied with sttemping to cou sounds from a

Y4 BN scavenged concertina with a ruptured bellows.
Stenfalk nods, says that’s as clean an escape as
they conld have hoped fr. Peifer volunteersbitterly
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S. resists, not wanting to believe that the answer
e w» 2 M

that connection may be, it even exists, is a mystery M.w

fome”
2e s ceus
“Then the meadow i bohindthem, and they have. Sut SbosopBrs pemra

crossed into the forest. Once they are completely To Seviduehal o
concealed rom aity eyes, Corbeau reeases hishand ) ek
and swings her arms frecly s she walks. Truth be

told, 5. i disappoiated: it was only a retense—he'd /2517 47 B e
never thought otherwise—but he'd been enjoying (it kA L
the feel of her hand in his, the comfort of together-

hess even without the slightest tinge of romance.
He wipes his damp palm on his rousers, dons what
he hopes is a visage of stoicism, and walks on vith
her, ascending the first of the many more hill they
will traverse. There is no path to speak of, but the
woods are no 5o dense as to slow their progress.
Theirfeet swish through the cisp brown and orange
Teaves that have fllen from half-naked lindens,
oaks, and hombeams, while squirrcls and chip-
munks, suspicious and excitable, dart across their
paths. They pass a silvr birch, startling a train of
roosting jackdaves. The birds rise in a rush of eath: 39, 5
e as they tum smooth ares overhead, another .. w one
Hock joins them, and then another and another, ll z

Cuanpla: Macdmnas +his
5&:;‘:;;&“ b ) \ Vodione) T 8. (He wasgood
4] eos
Yok 4} ik2 going o 0XOUNA, foe. %
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made by Ostreros resentful wife. (Stenfalk in par-
teular seems more relased; though stilserious and

effcient, he uses bis lst fow pie crumbs to lure a5 ke 24 ot of
pine marten close to their campite, taking quiet but £ne hococa of " (ks Oak.”
abvious delght i the creaturescurosity and quick o Jgued £ ity

station-to-station scampers. The whole group even 0461 4 occ?

shars  laugh when the litle musteil bures its AAYS Fovan vutsa
ot o chifiers amgely ot 8 Pl chosves that = ramsineic)
they now know that at least one thing §. said about o4y dont geb
T s e 4 fo sy

3 porctin doyou?

Mid-morning, a a lesring alongside a burbling
crock, they refill thir wter jugs and allow them-
selves a moment o pleasure, ittng sll and watch-
ing the hawks rde thermals overhead. Not forlong, "
though; they know they ned tokeep maning, They "
cross  series of sparsly-forsted il makingly iy ect i1 43 pramah)
much bettertime than the day before. By S.5 reck. MAY9S Wiy Gksrom
oning, they've covered severalleagues before noon-  <"*® '

time, even it breals toallow Stenfulk to catch his

breath and congh his lungs clar. They break for

a midday meal i a grove of wild apple rees whose

lichen-crusted branches remin heavy with late-

season fuit. S. lugs himself up the trunk of one

and ventures out onto some of it sturdier imbs,

quicky finding two dozen apples that are ripe and
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world s what matters mst to yon. | Her voice has
e sisen in both volume and pitch, and she realzes it
o e e R e e S
Satin e A Y agan justa woman walking with her rather younger
S VSR LTS poa. 0 man of twentysis o sqvhose mismathod
ill-fittng clothes might capture your attention,

m«m whose face you would fil to remember
me,mm 2 “Who is Vévoda, anyway?” S. asks. “What do you
44 et ik o1t £ oy about bim? No one seems to have expected

216 Ateusp s, THOUEH:  that he was capable of—"

UEE e A siae rossr “Shhh,” she sayd“Enough talk sbout him, Better
BESETEETTT o wait untl we're far from the city.” And for a few
VITESYSSET minutes, then, there is silence between them. Its

it Al £5, mot that S, finds the silence itself uncomfortable—

Lt e s e e spent enough time with only his own company on
COSTIIIENTE the ship—but it feels wrong to him to be this close
to someone, especially someone whom he can trust,
x and to waste the opportu
s shookingto s
Thak 00 coth vemseain”Hive you and Stenflk been together & long
Foriclintely W™ ime?” . asks. Its a clumsy question, delivered halt-
1L rzapsmpne?. g, but at least they are words and he has offered
On-Sarcazm.  them toher
s She begins o answer but cuts herself off as a
door ahead of them opens and a doctor—or, at
nraaa e ope

Teast, atall and bony man in hat, suit, and vest who

el
M g;"”u':%

for interaction.
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a memory that might be squirreled away in @
closed-off part of his brain? There is something
important here, something he should be recogniz-
ing. But there’s no time to sit and contemplate:
Corbean is now clutching his hand—they'l walk
together,since he doesn't know the city—and she
is propelling him toward the door and into the gray
daylight and the swirling breeze that sends leaves
and paper and other detritus spinning over the
fagades of the buildings that line the lane. Now, to
‘any eyes that might be watching, they are a couple,
man and woman, perhaps setting off on a series of
quotidian household errands, or making their way
to the rail station, hurrying through the smoke-
sweetened streets to catch a train that will take
them to a romantic weekend far off in the capital
city. §. turns his head to look back at Zapadis
house—he’s not sure why, maybe he's simply dis-
tracted and curious to see whether Ostrero’s
shadow or even his blinking eye is visible through
the shutters—and he sees, now effortlesly, the
detail that was tugging at his attention. The shut-
ters. More specificaly,their scrollwork, the design
cut into each of the panels. On the left, that famil-
iar shapes on the right, its mirror image.

(1)
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to turn himself into a man who i afraid of nothing, |4 7/ ks ¢ L
who s bravely doing what he needs to do o survive, 41154, 1,1
who can accept the loss of his family and everything 4~ s Coos o
about the Iife he had until last night, who will stride |" 71", 01056 e
forward as an asset to the group and not a labi
This i, 5. notes, very much a work in progress.
And then, distantly,there are shouts.
And the smell of smoke

And then sirens.
And then Ostrero gives the signal, and then
Stenflk grabs Corbeau in a perfunctory embrace
and steps alone into the street, which remains as
gloomy in his cloud-socked noontime as it was at
dan. S. leans down over the seated Ostrero, who
also watches Stenfalk through the narrow shutter-
slits a the older man moves without any breach in
his naturalcalm, holding his valise in a way that sug- ot
gests (if imperfectly) that it is not particularly heavy, M”“f}fm“ o
(that it contains, perbaps,fust some Jegal pepers and - 13\
a spare pair of socks, and is not, in fact, stuffed s Leaves vs ¥
nearly to bursting with staples for surival in the SYECuate 8So0 vavaT
hillYTheir eyes follow him as he makes his way to. (s s Expemeces) vine.
the edge of their view and beyond. o8 . GUESTess gom
Again, that feeling: he is filing to notice some- “Sxpay o T
thing What is it? Something vagnely connected to
e olortal ke bk with o
Rgadfoes tin At #«umm
WAL diy of Fhim.
wELome o my worsD. ( 129)
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Corbeau hynem her grip on his hand. “Look

f.m-md she says quiely. “Relax. Pretend we belong

o™ 5o, fon, Bk paay <o Ty s
He does as he is told. Or he tries, at any rate. He's

not sure what belonging together looks like.
“Did you notice the shutters on the house?” ho %‘?mﬁ
asks her. hbe Hhx

“Not pasticularly, no.
“There's a design on them. An omate § shape.”

1o vrrnion £ Auk e
S0 TSR Oy

2
“I'm surprised,” she says, “that you're noticing bk coned”
architectural dettls when our lives are very much Frrares s
B e Gt o plasy St

= it 5] gare?

“Tve seen it before. Tn several places. It feels
familar somehove”

“It might simply be something traditional, of | R <sens o
course, Or a design that one particular shutter- || .2 < 7
‘maker i town enjoyed using. Look around. Youll /,C;
probably see them everywhere.” [ Lt 8

But he doesnt see them everywhere. He and 2717 WM Cioat.
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wha'a
(' g £t pen. such things, to be ignorant of anyone else’s feelings
of loss that might involve him.
+To'be a self ewritten from a lost frst draft.
When he retums his attention to his surround-
ings, everyone else is watching him expectantly. Per-
haps he has been muttering to himself. Iésthe sort of
Adlitude prakisyail habit one falls into easily when alone on a ship..
¢ 'A;Ah weded. “Well?” Stenfalk says. “Are you joining us?”
o “Fifty-cight dead,” Corbeau says. “You have to
iy g s e
JEAW, « Amr. Some pays  Andheis; heis outraged. But he canit give up on
T e s Cows fnding Sola, doestwant torisk any more dlay
“Think of it this way." Stenfalk says, his voice

86 rich with authority. “Even if yonire not utraged,

missing friends o the growing pestilence that is
Vévoda, even if the most important thing—the only
o' wersows. Memory  important thing—to you is figuring out who you
REWRTES TSEUE, Tae  aro, well, let me simply observe that one is unlikely

et pémotica.  tomake effective inquiriesto that end f one s dan-
Erter way: Fon as  gling from a hangmansnoose. That, 1 should nform

Fns wam eS8 you, is very definitely the risk ll of us in this room

Ase vl rrwen._are fucing.”
IR SR B (i ol o e

ddonidhi g, house sags abit more decply.
can g
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beat longer on{Corbeau, whom she clearly suspects
of using sexual wiles o separate her husband from
his good sensd—and as she slips back out nto the
streels, she tels Ostrero in a stage whisper: “Don't
hunry back” The effect on Ostrero—on all of

them, really, as they watch him wilt—is devastat-

ing. For an extended moment they fall into a quiet,
sad inertia, until Stenfalk claps his hands and
declares that there’s no time to waste, no time for
regret or emotion or any such extravagances. What
matters is surviving, escaping, and then, with the
safety of distance, making the world understand
that Vévoda himself was behind the massacre,*
behind the disappearances of the Zapadi Three,
behind the dark work of the annes, behind the-
devil-knows-what-else.

§. nods. A blessing of his amnesia: he has no
knowledge of any connections to others, and thus no
connections to fear breaking, no connections to
repair once broken, no connections to be grieved
once they are lost. How fortunate, to be impervious to

(1s)
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not direetly for the hills but deeper into the city
toward a vacant lot in the western distrit that has
become a de facto junkyard for the neighborhood,
filled with discarded building materials and trash
and all manner of things that wil guite when he
douses them with the kerosene he has in a jar in his
pocket and strikes a match. When the smoke and
flames rise and the sirens start wailing and the
water-tank carriages are rumbling toward the scene,
the rest of them will leave the house )taking differ
ent routes through the twisting, ascending streets of
the city’s outskirt. They Il reconvene at a particular

. grove of white oaks in the valley just beyond the first

that marks the city's southern boundary.
‘The minutes pass. The sirens do not come. No
one speaks. The straps of the rucksack dig into $.5
shoulders. Something in this room has begun to
seem familiar—that’s what he was noticing before—
but what? and why?
“It shouldn't be taking s0 long,” Ostrero says
“Maybe he was caught. Do you think he was caught?”
“We don't know anything more than you do,”
Stenfulk snaps, his tone uncharacteristicall sharp.
Silence descends once more. Ostrero looks chas-
tened, and $. watches him try to compose himself,

(1)
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“I'm with you,” . says. Stenfalk s right; the most
important thing s o get out of thiscityin one piece.
He can always break away from the group later

“Youre sure?” Corbeau asks.

“Lm sure of nothing.” . says. “But T'm going $2 (Y€ Stk Duene:

withyou” ScEAKAS WEES Toeoiee,
"And so, having filled all of the bags they could i) wa 2> MACLAY Meie

find (Stenfalk valise, two mildewed rucksacks from lnd ucn of e (549
Zapadis coset, the burlap sack Ostrero’s wfe 2hém, whes ould
ek nin? sthyy ook’
brought) with the food and blankets and other sup- 1. {5 5
plis for the journey, they put thei escape plan into Rl
motion. They do no have the luury of wating or 4. Wkt wiecwe sog "
cover of night, Wl there be eyes watching them AT SR vehEx e
from the buildings on this dismal street? Almost 40.2]
certainly—but with staggered, unhurried, unobtru- Dend Wi glung,
certanly—but with saggered,un b Lo b gionp,
0 sty dhey i ovace i
Ostrero takes up the seat by the window, waich 9% €€ couo ot
ing the street through the cuts in the shutlers. juers] Foeats.cr
Watchinghim, 5. ha  snsethat here’s something U hal 4] £yl i
thi e
oddabout tisscene, some detal he ought 1o be ol
nofiing but s, quie, but then Ostrero ghes o Soruon o’ calk
nd signal that means all clear, and the rest of Wi, oot o
hand signal that il clear, and the rest of ‘i;: v
them wish Plefer good luck as they sed him out 7 et ‘1;‘“. ¥4
first into a dangerous world. Pfeifer steps outside, e wiaS THE Awp.
quicklyshutting the door behind him. He is heading G567 w* ™€ REGSTCR:
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1 suppose, that plagues al the men around me.
And, apparently, that detonates explosives. in
crowded places.”
“Absurd”
“OF course,” she says. “My loyalty, my heart—and
yes, my body—are with Stenfalk. With him, and with
the cause for which we now find ourslves fighting
The sirens are by now a minor, nearly abstract,
presence, and both he and she instinctvely look
back at the western distict. Flames rse high above
the buildings in the foreground, and a twisting col-
umn of thick black smoke is drilling its way up
through the cloud cover.
“Do you think it spreading?” she asks
“Hard to say”
“Because that would be terrible,” she says, for-
getting to maintain her unflappable demeanor. “Ifit cloaslolre
spread, and people were hurt.” m"ﬁﬁ"fl.ﬁgmm,nm
- ands. Fims b, thongh, e thiks, Tty 2008 22
what they do. And they resist our control, 5,024 (R iy S
“Thats why people like Vévoda always have the 64t chocat
.dm«.ge, you know,” Corbeau says, rubbing her Ju5T S4% Y2 @ sare:
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panic and fircfighting growing soft behind them, the
smell of the smoke growing less intense—less real,
n a vay, now a mere atmospheric detail—and while
not all of the buildings have shutters on the win-
dows, many do, and none of them has the .
“I think it means something” . says to her
“It means whatever you want it to mean,” she huffs
Asthey draw closer to where the roads and side-
walks and houses end, they walk differently. She
swings their hands back and forth, jauntly; now
they are a couple off for a late-afternoon picnic on
) e e ek
M s,,m e e O
Wé‘% “Ermic ey Helelicacy, 5! ey, afte llowing e
£44 calm of the countryside to settle over them. “Are
i you and Stenfall— He pauses o consider his phris-
by xﬂ-\f:‘: Toen ing. “A couple?”

o R ST What makes you sk

S Sol S S e, ~Curioy.
ol Wl she'says. “Not formally [But yes, we are,
Honokat L A s way i a way that has soandalized some of the more im:
Tt RSO | s round s TS A
") ~Ostreras iy iiaa el Mwhw’
B o Yo a2 T ' the blaines e or
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general,and on them—the five people hidingin this
dusty house, drinking a dead man's tea, one of them
even wearing the dead man's boots.* *

This is a heavy, beaten silence, as if the air around
them were as bruised and swollen as their faces,
chests, limbs. Inset into the text are ictures of three
faces, two of which have been etched in minute and

deadly aceurate detai, perfect depictions of Sten-
falk and Corbean. In the third portrait, the features
are less erisply defined, a i to admit more possibil-
ity for variation, but the face has an unmistakably
sinister set to the jaw: The captions underneath the
faces single them out for culpability in the blood-
shed: BLOODY ANARGHISTS: STENFALK, COR-
BEAU, AND AGENT “X.” In the body of the aticle,
there is speculation that several other workers,
including Messrs. Ostrero and Pfeifer, long known
to be socialist malcontents, are believed to be in
cahoots with this deadly tro and are wanted by the
authorities for immediate questioning, Rewards will
be distributed for reliable information regarding the

suspects' whereabouts,
ing’?  Flla deem mote Keosonalte in Chd

STieAses s

L ————
e etk Weaet e
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Anca takes one hand off her paddle and rests it
on the gunwale in a ist. “Taragachi,” she says, and
. wonders what that word means, because she
seems to believe that he, one man, can stop all
this. He wants to tell her that he can't, that he's
tired, that with all these years of stealth and death,
all hes ever done is make the world infinitesimally
safer for himself and perhaps for other people
who've been targeted by Agents, that even if he
kil the govemor, a new one will quickly be
installed in his place. If Vévoda needs what is
inside those hills, Vévoda will acquire what is
inside those hills. And yet S. doesn't wish this
knowledge upon Anca or Wagar, He doesn't want
to think about it himself."* He must retain his bare
illusion of relevance.

He notices that one of the ruined hills, perhaps
a mille off, has retained the bottommost arc of its
totemic clearing just a little red-rock scallop down
into the surrounding trees and their blue-black-
daubed foliage. And in that space, too, is the bot-
tom edge of a carving, The shape is hard to make

g i ot e e e i e S S
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Seans tacen? Took of annoyance crosses the older man's face, but
ake

it is quickly replaced by one that seems to hold
ik ik'a quickly replaced by

bewilderment, sadness, and fear all at once. With-
out saying anything, Ostrero drops himself onto the
dusty floor near the fireplace and holds his head in
his hands. S. and the others gather at the table,
where the top half of the front page screams outrage
in a series of bold-type headlines.

BLOODSHED AT WATERFRONT

Anerchists Hod Infomed Crowd) nfuenced by Fore

Agestt

Fity-eight,” Corbeau breathes. “Fifty-cight”

“Damn Vévoda to hell,” Peifer says.

Stenfalk grunts and flips the newspaper over to
reveal the lower half, where the article begins. No
one speaks, but S. can feel the silence between
them evolving s they each read through the news-
paper’ characterization of the events of the night,
which lays all of the blame on the demonstrators in
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mountaintops, the crushed rock—is rimed in the
same blue-black gloss as the hillide figures. Ifsuch
figures once adorned these hills, they are no more
than memories now—and memoris that are rapidly
being forgotten.”

Athird truth, then: Vévoda's Company has stolen
the symbols, too.

Most of the hill close to the villug are ntact, as
are their oval clearings and the petroglyphs framed
within them. S. wonders how long this wil be true.

“Nemee,” Wagar says from the ster, and spts

S. understands the
going to tear open ¢ seople
one blast at a time, then you start with the ones far-
thest away. The OId Villagers will be furious no mat-
ter what you do, but the New Villagers will tolerate
it as a reasonable trade for the prospect of moder-

nity and wealth. By the time you get o the hilsright

on the settlements edge, the New Villagers will

have forgotten that the carvings ever existed, or at

least that they were ever thought to be of value, and
pci, the O Villgerswill b gone.

ot i,"": ot e o e e T o

Is, erase a people’s history

| onIvE 1yt Ll you ke
k8 Ok, of wantsol sy otwh copy.
(Dod dotsn't ohusk bhe caudil ool (38) &= Emboreassing
slatiments, anyiway!)
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town are blocked, and the rail station is swarming
with Detectives working in tandem with police. The
port has been closed indefinitely—no vessels in or
out—athough that order came only after one large,
unflagged ship of foreign-looking design docked just
before dawn, quickly took on a load of cargo from
the Vévoda annex under the close watch of a pack of
Detectives, and steamed off into the chilly morning
mist. And just before returning to the safe house,
Ostrero saw the police mustering at the central sta-
tion to begin door-to-door searches for the rurder-
ous anarchists. Further, the police are distributing
handbills that show all five of their faces; they're
hanging in shop windows, they're on lightposts,
they're in peoples hands and pockets, and as far as
Ostrero could tell, no one was expressing doubts
about the offcial account of the massacre. The gen-
eral citizenry, which has never had any particular
Tove for Veévoda, supported the workers during the
demonstrations, but their sympathies have shifted;
their city, suddenly, has become hostile and unsafe
territory. Even the other protestors are accepting
the story, docilely falling into line, whether out of
gulibliy,selF-interest, or simple fear. Based solely
on the words of the police and the newspaper,
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‘Taraqachi. Perhaps this s what it means: the one
who tries.

‘Anca and Wagar paddle on for anofher ten min-
utes before the governor’s mansion comes into
view: It sits, glaringly white and new, atop a foothill
that rises from the river’s edge. Several hundred
of the workers” shacks could fit inside it; several
hundred more could fit within the gardens. The
governor's view—say, as he breakfasts on the ter-
race—must be breathtaking; the river, the tributar-
s that snake darKly through the valley,a stretch of
intact hills, great swaths of sky, and, of course, the
sudden city® over which he presides. A view from
the spot where earth is transformed to numbers in
aledger.

“The river bends, drawing them the far

side of the estate, where a dense band of forest

crowds the hillside and offers cover for a tres
Waqar nudges S. with his foot—CGet ready—and

with a few strong strokes, he and Anca bring the
canoe up along the bank where the vegetation s
thin enough to allow . o disembark, which he does
with lttle grace. He clutches the valise to his chest

(o)
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comes from Ostrero, whose panicked breathing has

’7:“’* 47 given way to sobs. Then Stenfalk grunts again and.
Wﬂé Teans back on two legs of his chai. “Its not the most
Tre massgpals “attering ikeness of you, Agent X.” Stenfalk says to

TavsTviorty 5. You e ot have been one of us before, but you
Tk CaREE oy

Oddly, despite the fear gnarlng his gut, S. feels
e oo ric 2/ something that might be relef, even elation: at least
S SESSE 215 % now he knows he's not a Detecioe, not one of Véoo-
TS e dais men. He sipshistea, delaying the need o show
ST a reaction, and is disappointed to find that the tea
S6 L ciema has gone cold. Then it occurs to him that if he were.
Whith 204 dniiit spying for Vévoda, this would be an advantageous
L o posiion: e would be a cowbind n the enemy' es
SR Butthe simplr story, the one most Tkely tobe true,
is that he s now a wanted man, he will be hunted,
and his search for Sola has just become much more
diffclt and dangerous. Perhaps even imposible.

( “They're on their way,” Ostrero says in a disturb-
ingly flat tone as he Jooks blankly into the fire.
“They're going house to house.”)

The lay of the land, as Ostrero explains once he
phas composed himsel, i this: all the roads out of
o e ook Seatt e
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“But I came back.

enough time to change its ending.”) onious
Corbeau cuts him of. “Pifer, f this man were

going to plant a bomb and then stand in close pros-

iyt hat b, e v o beitherprofoundly ., .

stupid ora suicidal zealotfor Vévoda's cause—which #41dizicfole 1o

s to say,for no cause at all beyond Vévodas venal 100774 6.

selfinterest. I'm confident that neither of these is

the case.” She turns to 5. “Still though: what makes 2
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T met her—or someone who is very nearly hu i\
double—in the itywhere Lwas aken ontothe ship 5042 mc;':&m 7‘
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‘These are their people, and yet . must remain
hidden. Trust, he gathers, s in short supply here.

Wagar makes one quick, frtive bob of his head,
some subtle acknowledgment sent to shore. These
people—or some among them—know he i here, and
they have been expecting him. He is increasingly
aware of how litle he understands about hs situa-
tion—much less than he would tolerate on a typical
mission, when the goal, the means, and the risks are
defined and sorted before he ever leaves the ship.

The pummeling sound. continues, closer now,
and then there are three explosions in quick succes-
sion. The sounds are faroff, but . feels his body
tighten, bracing itself for another shock-wave
punch. To his relef it does not come.

The tributary bends rightward, sending them
back to the river's main artery. Another settlement
comes into view; larger and more densely popu-
lated, denuded of vegetation and. packed tightly
with listing shacks made of scrap wood and.tin.
Along the riverfront are four long, barracks-ike
buildings and a concrete dock outfited with  tall
crane and other heavy machinery for loading ore
into container ships. Electric wires run along poles,
emitting alow, toneless hum.
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“Those figures,” S. says quietly. “What are
they?

Ancals voice surprises him. He wasn't really
expecting an answer. “Our storis,” she says, keep-
ing her gaze upriver. “Who we are and how we are:
here.” From the stern, Waqar makes apsshh sound.
Why? Is he worried theyll be overheard? Is there
something about the figures that S. isn't supposed
to know? Do their stories need to be kept safe
from outsiders?

From far upstream come sounds of machinery:
engines grinding behind a bend in the river, the hiss
of exhaus, the repetitive thump of something heavy
pummeling the carth. Wagar toes the net again,
pushes more of it over $. face, and S. has to strug-
gl to contain his iritation. He watches through the
mesh as the canoe bears left, leaving the river and
following a narrow, twisting tributary, then an even
smaller one, then one smaller stll. To ther Ioft is a
clearing, with many canoes like theirslined up along
the riverbank. Visible beyond them are the roofs of
thatched huts, shadowed by trees,

“Old village,” Anca says. “OM ways.”

“Do you lve there?” 5. asks

“We always have,” she says. “We abways will”

(2e0)
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“You think everyone’s spying for management,”
Corbean says.
“T'm probably right” Pfeifer says. “Don't you
think s better to be suspicious? Especially now?” N
I do,” Corbeau suys, but Labo alve ry ntu- o9, &2 oK
iton, and 1 think t s very dangerous business to{V2A 3470, 0
start doubling your intution {Without ituition, the Vs
world becomes a f place,  stunted plce. A place 35 1477 M
B s b iopucsiho) i e
“Though 5. thinks it wser o stay out of thisdis- 021 W
cusson, which feels like a mere skirmish in a longer oy
butle betveen these two, he cannot help himself. ASYBE rxuissor 15
“Speaking as someone who has nothing but infu- SXISR jes Stre ek
ition,” he offers, “let me say that it's hardly an ideal rt<ors reonrs > ¥
state of affairs, either. That is—" i} w,uf.m
But he is interrupted when Pfeifer jumps to his 42 14 24
feet, unbolts the d::n and pulls it ull)en Ponmeq( el oeiia s
e el
rushes in, the collaron his coat turned up to hide his =
fice, a watch cap pulled low on his head. Breathing
heavily, he tosses a newspaper onto the table, which
startles Stenfalk and causes him to spill his tea. A
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thinning crew. He wonders what it must feel like
to be among the last—or to be the very last—of
your kind "

‘The tributary bends sharply away, then, taking
them on an even wider loop around the mining town
and into view of another stretch of steep hills, one
that runs miles into the distance. Many of the dis-
tant hills, though, have had their peaks lopped; they
rise from the valley and end sbruptly in rough, flat
plains, silhouettes echoing that of the black island's
volano. (The difference, of course, is that these
hill are not monuments to the earth's power but to
man's) The Company steals the hill, Anca said; S
marvels at the double truth of this. The minerals
inside, yes, but also the peaks themselves.

In the center of each false mesa is what appears
to be an open pit, with men and machines hacking
out the hills innards and driving shafts deeper and
deeper into the earth. Paved roadways wind up to
each of the sites, connecting the to the riverfront.
In the decliviies between the hills are tumorous
humps of rubble. All of it—the pits, the flattened

T e
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its unlikely a poor factory girl who works sx days a
| Matas< Gorrgas e weck and who keeps to herself was holding court
: o M~ P"* and chatting with strangers in a waterfront bar in

e oo Rt
A v tsixmonths, atany
bk cp e daugs & e, and I'd wager she didtbefor then, ether”

Jasob, don \and ko Lve abways thought she was spying for manage-
e o ] el ment,” Pleifer says. “They had' hired anyone to

‘,M Yy um,\é work in our part of the factory for a long, long time,

(> — 4z and then—poofl—she appeared. Doing some sort
when f'm getng of bookwork that, as far as I can tell, hadn't needed
Be ik o e doadom a0 o
YURE peiy e
.,:;w\:"ie 3 cemvima.
need b Jlguee ik whe-d am—cank
doih exe + i com'h do ik ot home. Sometimes L

worth Ahe
g””“‘ el e s G 1100
uawagm%;mwmm)






images/00393.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

’Ncwvllh " Anca says. “Built by the Company

33: ma e e
mone nnd help them steal our hlls”

. pulls aside the netting and raises his head

nw._ et e beptusi five inches sothat he can sea more, but Wadar kicks

Dpnking, ete. [usk£tartaf bis shoulder—not hard, but not gently, either—and

4 do he sinks back down. Has he seen this place before?

2 +
24 alueady. iﬁ'ff o4 Wasit shown to him in a dream? In an orlop fugue?
Cohbroc, Does he know it from whatever life he had before
i o becuune 5.2
‘7'.‘,‘:_;} e 'Z Thers sk b tvo thousaad peopls living I the

e, New Village and working in the mines. He wonders
Wiy dad'a Juvrn.how many are left n the OId Villge. Fewer than a

dees Some PRS hundred, he guesses, based on what he saw."
A population, once unitary, now split by their
B R
#41” matters most to some were the figures on the hills;
Lncss o toothers,theriches i them. . i reminded o the
A A o K of how fowwer and fewer of the tribe’s artists
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and, watching Corbeau closely, he sces that she
hears i, too. What do they really know?[[os the €5 7 e »vuke

movement gotten away from them before it was YiouessE FReneTEs

ever truly with them? Doubt is filling Zapadis Masyboc. when bhess.
dacrpit houss, weighing down tho sir around them, ~ °6% it
Doubt s tpping the foundation, causng beams and

Jo0ts o wail with stress, bowing the windows i _§f/nks s o ing idon
their frames ) oo nude 3

They confer about their options, which are fow Yo
and poo, although this has the bencfit of making MATTERES Mg T Wi
plaaniog much easie. They will sneak out of town
through the forest to the south and hike over the
coustal range to the town of G——, a small, solated
port, where Stenfalk figures they can get onto a
boat; from there, they will improvise. The walk will
be a long one—fve or six days alone just to reach
the summit pas, probably another three days down
intoG.
s, contries g, bt no longor—rondsand s
have Jed people in other directions. Still, 35 a girl Ko asacon ey Sut trere.
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heart an archacologis. He'd been fascinated by the o

O ommunizationa’

rumors of a long-dead tribe of mountain people, :

Thisis not a well-traveled route; it once

(S Ol bhuay owix patoh cE up? |
o

RS HAVE Tuae

HE IR b X Yo vt

< o A \EAR SRR i

;“ v on A Dig. n—\{u e one ok ©
VMIAY'S CuRsE DEATHS





images/00157.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

Stenfalk and the rest of them have been indelibly
markod as Tho Eoeray: The Borabers. The Subrer
sive Threats to Life and Productivity.*
“Its insane,” Pfeifer says. “A bomb goes off, and
<L think @ heard  overyone takes leave of their senses.”
W;%M 200 (~Fear s a powerful thing” Stenfalk suys. “Tt
wmwm ot makes strong men malleable.”)
Won't ALY Leod “How could someone write that article?” Ostrero
Hhw o gous. says. “We know the bornber was  provocateur”
“Thats what webeliec,”Peierobservs. Thats
what S. has told us.”
Stonflk sifs. Tt wasnt any of our people. |
ek e e e
“Tum the page,” Ostrero says. “They've accused
us of mining the harbor, too. To interfere with Vévo-
dasbusiness”
Thad el gt T e oo
[EFor whet s werth” 5. sy, “tho basbor e
nined. Well,there’s ne mine, anywsy I o fno it
s s swimiag] €4:30
Stenflk glares at him, clearly inconvenienced by
this news. “It must have been there already,” he says
firmly.“It's not ours.” But S hears doubt in his voice,
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as he shifts his weight from one foot to the other,

i wating forthe irctionn s eg o estor sl
Sound “Follow the monkey,” Anca tells him as she pushes
offthe bank with her paddle

Thc £ how muydad

about anorns
M%MMM@M(‘

Py
e

VTWARY mogie
ErovenT

He isn't certain what she means, but the words
don't surprise him. Of course there is a monkey.
There is always a monkey. “Will you be here when I
get back?” he asks.

“IF it is safe,” she says, but her tone makes S.
think there's something important she's not telling
him. The story you walk into, he has leamed, is
always more comples than it first appears.

Anca and Wagar paddle to the middle of the
river, where—as Maelstrom would put it—they
plain-sight themselves. Wagar drops a fishing line
nto the water; Anca pulls the sling around to her
front and nurses the baby. The govemor’s guards
(For undoubtedly there are guards) will sce them
onlyfs m e D G oy
old ways, sweating and scorching themselves out on
the river—a joke, really, these people who cannot
grasp that there are easier and better ways to make
alivingfhan praying a fsh vl impale iself on your
hook, these people whom one cannot help but pity;
atleast until that pity grows tiresome, at which point

flo- Aenoctesa neans
1o an“ened—an end bhat downs
Lnvotes ochoal =)
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the K—, who had a vast network of caves flled
with pictographs and other relics. “We never found
anything,” she tells them, “but I loved the time we
spent up there exploring. I don't know how well Il
remember the paths.”

“Some knowledge is better than none,” Stenfalk
says. Its mot clear if he's inishing her sentence for
iy dimates, or simply interrupt-
feons gect ha. ing with his own observation (which may also be in
conk uut ruposk  ingvith servation (which may also b
s you $e65 e pureny the manner of intimates). Corbeans reaction is a

quick nod with a flash of eye contact, and from that
calm, muted reaction S. infers that they are indeed
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a triangle. A closed eye. An open hand. A lightning
bolt. A figure that reminds . of windill blades. A
ram’s-hom spiral, a spider, a snake,  wolf,  bird.*
Each figure is twenty-five or thirty feet high, large
enough to show fine detail even at this distance, and
the backgrounds have been shaded with a blue-
black glaze to accentuate the effect of depth.

Some of the glyphs are riven with cracks, or
pocked, having lost chunks of themselves to gravity:
That those figures have been overlooking this valley
foralong long time is obvious, and . is unsurprised
when his guides ship their paddles and hunch for-
ward in a sort of salaam. The qualiy of the silence
in the canoe shifts from a simple absence of speech
to areverential hush.

“The canoe drifs forward o its momentum. With
Anca hunched over, the baby on her back looks
straight up into the sky, and it smiles and gurgles
When she straightens to resume paddling, the baby
again faces S, and returns to solemnity. The cloud-
streaked blue vastness undoubtedly made for more
pleasant scenery.
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speak more than a few syllables before they must
cough ont the hay-dust that ills the space.

A short, sharp whistle from the dark. Stenfalk
answers it with one ofhis wn, and then Ostrero and
Peifer appear in the crooked doorway. Pfeifer is
leaning heavily on his friend and holding a dark-
stained handkerchief to his car. More rest. More
breathing Then Stenfalk gives a command that S. 114 6615 =0 snais coe
dossn' quite heas, and the e of them move 18 31 Ser s nes S
one—quicky,stealthi,throngh a forgotte end of *A55 LoA0%s i |
the city,a relic of decades-dead industry, and stag- '¢.,7 ) fiobrd
o U & ot Inlneto & shaby Bouse—dark S S iy 30
windows, a mossy roof that looks on the verge of /e <./ 3/l zit-
caving in) Stenflk reaches up into a window bax 10, 507 Goine T |
and produces a key. The door wobbles on its hinges — -, & 1 ***1 7% ME 7

e g e Voch=? ksl s st
Tkl thiais theic hume il o

Tomorrow? Who ca say anything about tomorrow? 44502 £1.5 . 1.5
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o the chart-room and flung open the door,disturb-
ing Maclstroms contemplation of another dripping-
red chart, and he'd made his demand.

They stared and they waited, until a burst of
indigo light fashed in the western sky” and they
both turned o look. §. had just opened his mouth to
askwhat had happened when the shock wave hit the
ship, a sharp and heavy broadside that knocked
them to the deck, sent boards and splinters and nails
fying, dropped a sailor from the tops, rolled the
ship nearly to the point of capsizing. A sound like
shredding metal stabbed at their ears. The virulent
smell was piercing and everywhere. From the deck,
$. watched the sailor with the push-broom mus-
tache fall to the deck, clutching his head and bleed-
g freely from the nose. The whittler whimpered as
blood leaked out of one ear. The monkey, some-
where, shrieked.

Maclstrom pulled himself up on the rail, looked
out at the sky where the light had flashed. S. fol-
Towed his gaze and noticed six dark spots crossing
the sky in a V formation just above the horizon.
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5. had nodded. That might be so. He'd be going
nonetheless.
Vizzaroun’,sunnydags. Smellat smoke. Pully digits
ou’ yer ears. Int no time fezcursin lluheres jus” so
ycan solte y'elf Maelstrom folded his massive arms
acrass his massive chest. He waited, and . waited.
They stared at each other, silent amid the con-
stant, maddening roar that surrounded the ship.
The big man's concerns were justified, S. knew, and
his argument was a good one. How much could one
person’s identity matter? O, put more precisely:
how much could one person's knowledge of bis iden-
tity matter? But down on the orlop an hour before,
. had found himself writing about paddling up a —

tropical river, and he'd sensed Sola in the margins.
B b
you'l find yourslf [ When Bis sift had ended and ¢ ) W’“‘«'{w
he'd returned to the main deck, he did not follow ™4, gy
protocl. He did not blow his whistle. He did not p ,
trundleacross the deck i the twilight, did no cimb 30442 o Aﬁm
the ratlines and take his place in the tops. Instead, m s wo«n‘g»
e stood middeck e cut the stichs ot of his V5 o

mouth with i nifo (hat pice of bsdian, fted v ®

into a whalebone handle). Feeling avake and deter- ",{;;!— o

‘mined and surprisingly whole, he'd stormed astern f)/“‘u“
THAT'S Amaine,

REALLY Prauo of you-
Keer Come.
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“The baby will not stop watching him.* It drools it
i iy g R s St e
shapes, it ssues sudden cris for no appaent reason,
i g bt watches i, and s atention i 0 disconcet
e w7 ingthat . sighs sudibly when it fnally drfstosleep.
L8l ith Then b oo el rele, vaichs the cumus
Filomatal  ouds dritingacross the sky and the kingfishers fit-
K ting in branches that overhang the water. A harpy
eagle dives from on high, dissppears from 83 view
below the gunwale, then rises agan, fying avay with

‘awhip-thin brown snake wriggling inis talons.
‘Wagar's foot mudges §. shoulder, then fips some
of the netting over him. . doesn't understand the
need for more caution—he sees no signs of human
life on the river or on the banks—but he trusts that
they understand the local threats better than he
does. He tris to ignore the fishy sink and focuses
on the sounds: the tzik-tzik of insects, the jeck of a
gray-vinged trumpeter, the plashes of creatures

breaching the rver’s surface
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Airplanes. They were far, fa off, yet the noise of
their engines was deafening, as if they were swoop-
ing directly overhead, grazing the forestays. And
then, after another flash of light—one that would
leave §.s vision streaked for a ship-time week—the
airplanes vanished. The world fell quiet. Just breeze,
gentle waves, and murmurs of fear trapped behind

saled s, L
The o A ract gt b theyo i Caled g 002 ok
o here?” R b
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hold. Damt if we're goin down full up. “phot huog dtack of
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whea' £ went hone
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independence).'Zincand molybdenum, says nother.
Pitchblende, saysa third, and some rare metals s yet
unnamed. Allofthis may b true,or none of it What
scems obvious to ., though, is that you wouldnt
raise a army; orchestrate wars, co-opt regionaljun-
tas, perfoct a vast regime of silence and blood simply
1o protect a bauste mine.

So when S. imagines the Teritory, he does not
imagine npldnn%mm vaiedgreens 14y S
of dme e, Gl ool i o sl o up hiftoch
e bright bves and greens o tropial birds flcker. #4.
ing through the air. He sees instead hills slathered in. % ﬁx‘
o blue-blck paste. He sees a unglo lor whera 5.0 22006k 4o
foul-smelling and sticky blue-black webs dangle _.,., ot
from the canopy, ensnaring creatures thatwill even- 3 Ar{TAs6 wane.
tualy die struggling in thei grip. H ses arver 1 TIESE 2Ly
that i an annelid ooz of blue-black pulsing toward Joopy - s o e.
the sea—not flowing but pulsing—slowly, incre- w-‘vsv_, bt
‘mentally, but elentlesly forward. 8 b

Tt Ty of s i, e e 0 ox T o]

ity the riveris ariver and it s the river it ought to be: 2
e _Z“ij‘“ “

skt
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stretching themselves toward futures of limitless
promise. They're speaking to cach other, the boy
angling himself toward her, the girl taking a half-
step back, keeping distance between them, which
surprises ., because isnt the point of scenes like
this that the two people—two bodies, two souls—
come together? And inside his sound-halo of muf. /¢fuait. +1.0¢
fled gunshots and agony,{he girlon the wharf shakes
Ber head, shakes i agan,shaes it once more so 5 < V< STk <o
emphatc),pushes asheafof papersnto i chest— g e IoAtS 07

and now the boy is the one to take a startled half- \ $£T Luce |\ wihs

SSaE st
step back. She tums on a heel and exits the scene, $1o ey S TED M

LSA Woragre vt AL
altng wih srght back and owing hind end Ca4SMES 4e Bomeats,

and dismisive augh backintocitystreets)The boy, ,#2 'd‘i {m
alone in the moonlight, kicks gently at a nailhead Am OFFwc, WoRGr 1ty
that sicks up from a plank, then folds the papers S4P £ TAttme agerr
T i Ve ol bl et Lol e s s O
AP WE WERE TAu.
along the wharf toward a pile of fishnets, kneels, £52,7% VETZ Thoese
and uses a penkaife to remove the lead weights BEEA n Morhcrty
threaded into the netting. Even with all the chaos W';;;";;:,‘:;‘;T"“‘
oging in s cas, . can har he sof ploc 1 the Ao Trexdomenid
 AND ALso,
boy drops cach weight, one after aother aRer Susmerse s Tovh whs .
another, into the pockets of his coat and trousers. ical Tt
“The boy trudges heavily back to hisspot at the ral- 1055 07
ing, that spot where the future was to have opencd {°sm wong Pise s sro
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remain, and this face does not belong to any of
them. “This i the governor?” he asks

Wagar nods. He takes the piece of bark from S.,
wipes the image into a smear of red, and drops it
over the side for the river to carry away.*

“Thisis Némec?” S. asks. Both of his guides”
expressions darken a the sound of the name.

Anca gestures for . tolie down n a narrow space.
along the center lio of the vessl; they have gone
far enough upriver that he must now hide himsel.
He feels confined by the damp fishing nets, and he
cannot find a way to arrange himself 5o that the
valise does not Jut into his bad hip. The day s bru-
tally hot. The humid air is difficult to breathe, and
his beard itches like mad. He can hear the whispers,

Vﬂ‘bwﬂﬂ%"\i& rising from the water and through the hull. The
%W b.bg u’:mm I:;'m s;:mz \..;:md hl:; his plight.
2 efore, on the ship, Maelstrom had argued

THEY HAo o mave . about the mission to the Territory. AL y'gots a_

:‘2:*:&;: SSSET YO crypty frag some Agent baits y'uith.t

BAw: n«-.-» TAJBE Ty vt

NS commem sle ror Tuomseses

T —

APPAREATLY poT THE
eimEe Stery. 2
T Ok, and aluo
77? (338 .tu,wm—«wdd-
Youre not As wod helplesd. Lo
HECPLEsS ps yov Lk
Plofit o i -

dor goi know whet o think? \'—_%32‘."?“‘“‘.‘\
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searching for that cleven-year-old boy. This, above
all ele, is for certain.

In that time when §. body is limp and his face s
expressionless, oblivious, he is not unconseious. He
s simply not quite present in the present, as it were:
while he can hear the cries of the wounded and
dying, the shouts of the panicked, the staccato
reports of police revolvers firing haphazardly into
the chaos, the smacks of truncheons against shoul-
ders and backs and cheekbones and skulls, whinnies
and clops of police horses wheeling around the
whasf, all of these sounds see distant, diffuse, rel-
egated to a halo surrounding the vivid scene playing
inside his eyelids.

The scene is

the same wharf, though it is
narrower and does not project as far out over the
water; this same Vévoda factory, but without the
annes, just a modest rectangle of fresh brickwork,
the mortar of which looks pristinely luminescent in
the moonlight;  simillr atmosphere of tension, but
a quieter and more intimate tension, not between
workers and police and Detectives but between two
people, just two, boy and girl, their newly-adult fig-

T A ‘ootz ures long and lean, asiftheir bodies each have been

WS TR A

ot % bk 06 sk roon that wh? net?
o hots Sbaka s lose fo. i
ABLe s wiE e “uose” o Eac
it ot nEELal C
Sromy (Mnyoe et PRAGUE THAT DAY
& ME WANTED TO EXPRESS SOME amp oF |
ETATIY 7 et cue TE Stuiy T Botest

Untery

FESL LUCE A CymucAL

 DROP PAIE CLES™ MOV To e
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iy y 9T Come on— Do Yo
f{:::;ﬂ:w R REAWA Taimie vT'5 ki,
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any . bas beand: Anca Snbe n et then takes the
valise from S. and stows it snugly underneath a fish-
ing net. 5. follows her. Wagar launches them from
the shore and into the rippling water.

Anca is in the bow, and when she faces forward
to paddle, . finds himself face-to-face with the
baby, who focuses a gaze of cool, absolute appraisal
upon him. S, knows he looks a fright; the stitch-
wounds are weeping and his beard is not yet long
enough to hide them, his cheeks have sunk, scabs
. his head is balding
irregularly, and a burst capillary has stained the
white of one eye. If they were to see him without
his clothing, see the bluish mottle that has spread
over his skin, they would surely abandon him in ter-
ror or revulsion.*

Wagar hands him a scrap of papery bark, on
which aface has been sketched in cochineal ink and
in surprisingly fine detail. It s the face of a middle-
aged man, bald and three-chinned, eyes narmowed
by his fleshy cheeks. The face looks familiar, though
. can't quite say why. Only a few of the fifty-seven

and sores decorate his

(a5
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‘should be exposed and held to account, but he needs
10 loav it behid, leae the giovio {0 those who
Kneww the dead, who live and work in this city, whose
lives will continue here in this city. As for himself: his
tak st find this woman. Seaémé. Soa Whatover
st e
once, and he will not do so again. He clears his throat, Settve. v
o s vt 11 bo o my vy o e

“Youreleving?” Corboansaye.

e e
Tosses. But I should be going.”

OFcorse, Stefulk sy, sl scrbling Yo -7 4~ 1650
Rt e sl e ming
yourself.”

“Yes. Exactly.”

Stenflk pauses, looks up at im. “Donit leave 7 717,25
Just . Ostrero’s out econnotering {Waic until you B ol

Srous Bio, The
NeRenrs S
i o e SRS
. onire th one who s the Detctves with the S35 but kak'a
bomb. Without your word, we have nothing” Cangt ,..“,,""M“"‘l

A
= s ore

His tone is not unfriendly, but it s deeply seri
even stern,

B et el
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is stashed in the bilge between them, a cargo that
would be dangerous for them to look at o even to
acknowledge. He does not look; he fecls, strangely,
indifferent to the mystery. He paddies and she pad-
s, and they are close but utterly apart, wordless and
faceless to cach other, and they paddle this way into
the chopping, fouming current, upstream and forever.

. awakens when the tarp slips off his face and
the sunlight tums his lidded view bright red. He
blinks, lets his eyes adjust as the canoe follows
sharp bend in the river. The landscape has changed;
while before the river was running through fat
land, they are now in a deep valley. Dramatic, russet-
colored cliffsrise at least half a mille into the air on
both sides of the water

The hills are green with vegetation, though on
ach face there is an oval red-rock patch that has
been carefully cut out of the wild green, its bound-
aries crisp and assiduously maintained. Inside cach
one of these ovals is a petroglyph, carved in high
relief. 5. can see fifteen or twenty of them just by
turning his neck a few degrees: There is a bird of
prey with its wings spread. There is an open eye. A
radiant sun. Three slender fish, arranged as sides of

e @ A rm:%&@
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front window, puffing shaldly on a cigarette as he
peers out atthe street through the scrollvork cuts in
. the shutters.
Beak fruakfast ovoc:
% 2 ‘Corbean is the one who notices that . i awake.
bl omurioanar,
et 22 4 She pours anther up romth potand brings 0
s cacd e m as e sits up. “Thank you, he says, breaking the
TUSSCT SIS pallof the room [The teais black and tastes foreign
0 his tongue—it’s pungent and tarry and even a it
e greasy—but itis warm, and S, is gratefl for it |
ST e Neurby o the stone hearth is aneatly-fokled pile
AUDEES L e it of clothing—a white work shirt, yellowed a the col-
e MRS € T RS o and armpits; faded blue serge trousers; and o
LA T L, pairofcoton sock, one ofwhich s a ragged b
Dt Lo paees e i the heel—next to a pair of wellworn brogan
LT SRS 97 25 boots. “Those are for you.” Corbean tels him, “Its
T T the best of what was upstairs. Zapadi ddit care
et T B A ariaes. much about his appearance.”
ST The socks and boots, warmed by the fire, feel like:
the greatest of huxuries The boots are a trifelarge,
T Eoae * but once . tears his old, ruined trousers into strips.
A SIRESS T and bandages hislacerated soles, they fitwell enough.
Jox, 5 . they
7,».,%’. He'l be doing a lot of walking today, tomorrow, the
SR S T mest day—however long it takes for him to scour the
S ST city and find Sola, What happened last night on the
WIM VISR SonETNG barf ras o A R
AR was a horeo, yes, and those responsible for i
0w EXATTLY VAT W i i)
S T R S e S
18NIT GREAT, Bonsh witl.
Bub why. did thuyoslel W;m a
Py e foed n 09’ outec( 12}
a2
IELL, THE SERIN FROPLE Found o, D1 T Tiey?

MAYBE THE TALK 1 BAVE 11 11520M WAS BRTTER
THAN 1 THGIEHT,

L 2eiming you. didnih gorohiad shd Shaxe Gploos. findings. .

eey,
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He should, of course, be thinking about the gov-
emor—Némee, he repeats to himsel, testing it
again and again for any sort of familarity’—but his
mind i tired and the stale, humid air is stupefying.
‘Without intending to, he fals asleep (could there be
‘aworse place for a sleep-terror than in a canoe on
river that teems with camivorous fish and reptiles?),
and he drifs nto a dream

He is siting in a canoe—a canoe made of steel
rather than bark—and he i stting in the sten, pad-
dling with long, confident strokes instead of travel-
ingas a lump in the blge. The sun shines and sweat
soaks his clothes, but chunks of ice are floating in
the water, bumping the hull, scraping the keel. In
the bow, facing away, i Sola. Her hairis long again,
as long as it was when he met her in the Old Quar-
ter, but her dark curls are now shot with dramatic
bolts of gray. In a sling on her bac)
although the monkey is so perfectly
questions whether it i aive.

Soladoes not speak, nor does she turn to face him.
He knows, somehow, that some sort of contraband

e e
oot o

(aa)
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[ioghe g i ush pogins 2t o Fo apits
| At te e nne “We probably have nothing even with his word,”

TRV Blefermters

Yot doniA ok obiacya.  “That may be,” Corbeau says, “but hisstory must
be heard. [People need to know what sort of person

VNEVER Say Awyrams

Stenfalk slaps down his pencil. He pushes him-
self back from the table. He eyes . carefully, lean-
ing forward with his hands on his knees. S suddenly

om ,’..‘;,: i, ‘;’J:" feels unnerved, like a child before his father, unsure
wiumie sog Sirumtion? o whether he is about to receive praise or repri-
bl Lhim l'm Going,
o B SR DD mand, wisdom o waming,

L KSR el me,” Stenfalk says. “Do you stand by your

i
BTl sor
T do/” 5. mmswors, “What L tcldyou T s L s

Tdo;
W‘ﬂ"‘f (He chooses his words carefully: he does not claim to
e s e e Sl e Dased

it ying Aol 1o, tives’ kmowing looks can remain his scre, at lest
BB O S i e inds out what they mesn. Although, frankly,

he doesn't want to know; what he wants is to wash
his hands of this tragedy, of this conflct, of this
threat, and get on with the business of finding Sola.
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66 TN NG ABIT My
ol Feieio GRee.... we wns
charred flsh. And every now and then comes anan-”, /7% C 2T VT
seating wave of the smell from Vévoda's testing field 11§ 5.0 <¢5.c s
i the coustal mountains; it doest just remind . of TFA< 1% < PALC
the tam, it flls him with the sensations of being ;""" (0 (71
there, his feet on the bristly surfuce of the dead PCC b vy e
meadow, his lungs laboring ia the alttude, his " ifsc“;iiiw
friends moving and talking and believing and trying 1 av ) v wroc
to conceal their fear from one another. Piavi g
Why does the air smell ik this? he asked Macl- nq.c_< 1.y ..«
strom early on, looking not so much foran answeras % . © € A
for a way to extricate himself from the wolF-Arap of “s-c ~crocrs — ¢ ¢ .
sadness tha to this day snaps closed on him when- % /5% £780 1S
ever he thinks of his dead fiends. Why? W Cans!

(zﬁm}. GRS M\, Fun. Qe

You've smelled it before?
Tune atimes. Neo'lke thi. mm “"’*“?} i gt
‘The strain is taking a toll on Maelstrom, on the
other sailors, on him. They've aged quickly, their
bodies declining in concert, their minds fogging as
one, their fears coalescing as they wait for whatever
itis that is coming for them. \T'S L\we Te Svecr Terross -
Exnopet we can't shouk
Ouaelies atsake.
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“Then a ficker of fir as the man i the duster
lights acgarett, and inthat fash . s the coarse,
blunt facial features that confirm his suspcions
Detectives. And here he s, standing inthe open, in
the bone-white spil of lght i the middle of the i o
B e e i i st mowik P
backathim. cusp. (D

i i 1 e cuutone e s e | ST e
e e e s sarrcees

“The man n he boflr st mayor may ot il 000 KEPE S s

Playtsaf, . inks You elly don'andertand. Feapseeed Thces 2ot

s Eso: o,
anything yet. Don't kncuo who they are. Have no ‘st e oot o
dea,rell, what they might e doing So 5. nods, S, Tl T T
simply, and hurries on in the direction he'd been Wl%e R
heading. Sola must still be close. All he has to do is. ‘A:’.zd‘ T assE ”'g:“

pick up the sound of her shoes sgain.
Behind him, he hears one of the men cmerge .-+

from the aley and turn n the direction ofthe water. 9% %-i;;:&a

Even with the rlentless, damnable hum from the 6] hack &gt ondos

powerhouse, he hears the hobnailed boots, the rus- Wmﬁ#u

e of paper, imagines the man in the boiler suit

cing i prelfdsth secrly it the rookof 10558 A A

s arm s e heads o the wharf o make s delv- ! o0 o7 4

-l i ot the . heas e whigrs 01y ) ChI0 i

emerging from deep within the thick cloud of 2¢hd Ao~ e

Either voaion.
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#41 turns to #9 just as a tiny dart buriesitself in
his throat with a sound not unlike the parting of
moist lips. The next dart comes for her before she
can look away from him.

They full o the floor,twitch and convulse together
like partners in a dance. The bodies remain there,
undiscovered, until the stench drives the newspaper's
Staffout of the building several weeks later. The ecitor-
in-chief seeks out a member of the collsborationist
police, asks for assistance, and istold that dead bod-
ies in his building are his own damned problem—
doesn't he realze there's  goddamned war going on?

inh 19300
[k vty

‘o dscode 4o bhom

~—  Theship:a dying avary{Fewer ssilors, fover whis-

tes. And the notes that biow nove are not the rich

20 %L warblingoneshat sang utwhen 5. fst bosrded the

e st ship (and,presumably,for centriesbeforethen), bt

ol e 2 fhes U squeaks that are no match for the terrible

m L e ance tha saturates the ai,shaking not only the

S TR

m 71474 paceone canescape from thetumil
mdum‘m,, 5%, att. A charcoal haze dims the seascape. The ocean
: Mwm ‘winds push, but do not clear,a stink of cordite and
e g, nastelags Lfuyaune.
504 NoShing Sue to apouk?
Bl S5 o2 envs e ovanint,
i Tl T R

T s waness
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one short sentence—a question—has been cut into % . o+ neiot,
the wood before him: k)

WHO IS SIGNE RABE?

g oot v ee  Went bask and uched
it mattc ot ju i
o

Photograph,is tousled by the Pacific breeze blowing ™ s soacl. . she s

through his window. He uss his dying words to_ aking 1 e boset

taunt $., who has lingered in the back seat to watch sa“",_,“‘; RAETL -

s Jongt ire. Co to the Territory, TAeSE. AWEsmuons

his Tongtime ndver,:ryhuplve Go 4:-. i Rl
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#9and #41 arivedin P—— on separate tain three:
days casier. They met in a hotel with a view of the
newspaper bulding. They enjoyed reconnaissant
strols through the quarter, compared notes ovr strong
coffee and ips of brandy. They read through the Sles
again and again. They mused aloud that only 2 mad-
man would devote himself o being an impediment to
progress to political realite,to common sense, and o
the natural fow of cash and service and product. They
at, they napped, they walked, they watched. They
planned. They refined the plan. They each confessed,
il desie to tum these two S-dispatches into
works ofcreaive expression. Into art.

They settle on narratice. Of course the story of
the broadcasters vl end in twin defenestrations. 1o "m"’”
That i gen. Bt papsther st oo ound AR LDy
in the context of their actions, in their motivations, Twwwﬁ‘“‘
in the desires that underlie their doomed rebellion ¢oas. TAERAY
against the Boss and all that Is Denjordin -

#9 proposes a scenario in which the dangerously
unstable male § snaps and sends himself and his
paramour through the window in a murder-suicde.

#41 demurs, favoring a double suicide. Star-crossed
loters,she offers. 40 is impressed. That's good. e

o Aot
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e Stoam clouds clot the sky above him, bullying

the mist

Seveats v sy Whero did he gof
S osarrenne 5! ¥ To moves forward, stops. Listens. Thinks he
“THet4'A o Lo f chears her, hen losesthe sound. Two more seps or-
ol Aok w«” “n £hisward. He senses movement in the alley to his le.
Bioc el (i e e
BALE o Evem wavees rustling sounds and then the metallic snap of &
T no e S AR buckle. S. should move on—hisscandalous assigna-
RS R e whatever it s has nothing to do wih him,
nothing to do ith her, nohing to do vith the con-
3‘“ oot ’*“7“"’%, aoot—and yet b holds his place, vatching
ta W Can them, and he sees that the buckle is on a boiler suit
s, 2t one man bas ust nshed donning, The other
oow”"  man wears a dark-brown duster, and he has another
/v'am'm ak£his poink.such coat slung over one shoulder. He carefully hands
#AY8E 10 bust BE  a paper-wrapped parcel to the man inthe boiler uit,
5?{5.‘53.1:‘?2; and S, understands—immediately and vith dead

e Buck el wnmmy_mm inside the package is a bomb.

A)AM ot
einny

(1)
Yean. mnn.m.-p





images/00372.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

At precisely 500 pm., as #41 is smoothing out
the wrinkles i her clothes, #9 tums on the radio,
tunes it to S standard frequency. The voices are
small, barely penetrating the staic. They talk about
alethal gas being manufactured in a Vévoda factory
on a tiny Mediterranean sland.

‘The targets are in place. The operation commences.

#9 and #41 stride past the soldiers who control
the strects and who have been instructed not to
notice them. They pass the darkened first.foor
offices of the newspaper, that anarchist rag. They
ascend the back stairway, five fights. They are
quiet, confident, in complete harmony. (Each of
them envisions, greedily, the celebration in #9s
suite ater their work s done and before they must
depart P— on separate trains.) From the land-
ing they hear the two voices, which are befitingly
weak and thin-sounding((#41 kicks the door open,
and #9 silently thrils at her demonstration of
power and wil)) My niiasion co complolz. . Qidn't hane 40 kick

Inside: one long and emmpty room. Not  stick of /£¥% 407% ot Lot
furnitue. On the floor are a spinning phonograph Aiope
and a microphone wired to a radio transmitter the  Rept. 4cstetoriy's detk.

size of an infants coffn. No man. No woman. Just ws 1s sucwa yases.

‘words, captured in the grooves of an acetate disc. MSTARE.
Rtk youres
nwhatck

Jound, axent youl

(a8
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They disagree about the tone the broadcasters’
suicide note should take. #41 wants something
mawkish and saccharine about how their love can-
not withstand the eruel fires of war. #0, feeling a
sudden warm tingle in his underparts, proposes
instead a confession that the two misfits can no lon-
gerlive with the shame they feel bout their degen-
erate sexual practices. #41 eventually concedes
She knows, and is rather in awe of, #0% long and
impressive body of work, which goes back to the
days of Vévoda' original Detectives. He sent one

el 5 it e i
‘Mmmm 10828 Af %10 (0, poetryl). He torched the library t Leu-
f{‘;%" 'veu. e scld e Japaces et Be M uken pls TI8
wmu— has pecforsmeddodens|of S-dispatehion, spanting
M 4ol o decades.
] wv%v“‘*n 5 ot o e 41 vt
cotntidones g
No. BITPAmC 1sas woman's. They read over their lterary efforts
QR Pt together on a sofa in #s suite, leaning closer and
Please AL me Wow el'm closer to each other until their shoulders touch. #41
Suppoded o | finds herself with her hand on bis thigh. She won-
Mot paniell o iy this what people mean by love?"
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the shrapel will fy freely at and through these
workers who are milling and shouting and shaking
their fiss in their pointless, powerless throng, (The
bomb is a small one, though, and crudely built, so
that all of the Detectives will be safely outside its
range, and also so that the explosion will more eas-
ily be pinned on a disgruntled worker—probably
an anarchist or a Red, anyway, you know how those
people are—instead of on a professional provoca-
teur on the payroll of the worlds most rapidly-
growing armaments manufacturer.)

Again: keep your eyes on the basket—ifyou insist
on keeping them open at all.

You do not want to see S. flung ke a rag doll by
the blast. How much punishment can this body
take? you might wonder. And with so much for him
get to do? You do mot want to see his face go slack
for such a distressingly long interval—even if you
would note that his body remains intact—and you
certainly do not want to see his face when sense
returns oit, along with the certainty that his hesita-
tion outside the power station is what allowed the
bomber to reach the wharf in time to plant his
device and vanish. And you do not want to be scan-
ning the wharf in the aftermath of the explosion,

(108 )

Mayfc it not
bm
wm xc)bmm
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industrial noise. Voices ke those from the Old
Quarter, a similar clamorwith different consonanis,
different rhythms.

(8. keeps walking in the opposite direction.
“This is not his business, he tells himself. None of
it. Whatever is happening inside Vévoda's factory
has nothing to do with him. He owes nothing
1o anyone here—or, as far as he knows, in this
world, le alone in the place whence these whispers
originate. No. There is nothing as important to
him as figuring out who he is. He puts one bare
foot ahead of the other, stuffs his hands deep into
the pockets of his borrowed jacket, and moves on,
not thinking, only lstening, straining to hear her.
She might be just blocks avay. He is not thinking.
Hei

nly listening.

Listening

He stops. Tells himselfts to help him hear more
clearly. Knows immediately that this is  le.)

And he tuns around, guesses at the most direct
route to the wharf, and sprints back over the rough
macadam. He does not ask his depleted body f itis
capable of such exertion, he simply runs, allows
graviy to draw him back downhill because he has to

C1oz)
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CHAPTER 8
THE TERRITORY

[ HE TERRITORY: aremote
stretch of tropical river basin, lttle-known to the
outside world until Vévoda discovered the mineral
wealth of the surrounding hills. Then he sent in
extraction teams, sent in guns and money, sent in
aspirations of modemity with which to enchant the
indigenous, sent in overseers and chemists, sent in
a private army to make sure the area remained
litle-Known.

Shortly after Vévoda established his operations
in the Terrtory, the govemment of an adjacent
country sent in a detachment of its military to
annex the land and claim its resources. None of
those men returned alive, and days later that coun-
try itself was invaded, occupied, and gelded by

()
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different brown-paper package into the basket, and
then step back into the chaos and disappear from
history. It does not matter who he is, and in any
event, he moves so unobtrusively; so cleanly, that
you would fail to notice him, justas everyone else on
the wharf fail to notice him—even the Detectives,
who have known about this plan for days.

Try to keep your eyes on the basket, even as S
arrives at the wharf, panting and coughing, his feet
now trailing blood, and bulls his way to the dais,
where Stenfulk and the others are conferring and
sharing one bruised apple. What matters is not how
the five of them fan out into the crowd and across
the wharf, searching desperately for a Detective
costumed in a boiler suit. What matters, really is
that whill you may want to call them, shout at them
through the page, dircct their attention to the bomb
in the bicycle basket, you, of course, cannot.

Note that the bombis close enough to the police
to panic them when it detonates, even though a few
ostensibly random piles of wood and metal on the
wharf will shield them, for the most part, from the
misery of the sharpened metal fragments that have:
been packed into the casing. Don'tlook away from
the basket, even when the blast occurs, because

C10)
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get to the wharf, find Stenfalk and the others and
alert them. Help them stop the horrible carnage
before it occurs. He can worry about the condition
of his body later. But for all the pain that is wracking
his body as he runs, the most acute is that of know-
ing that he is letting Sola go, letting her vanish into
an uncertain world of unrevealed secrets. He s let-

L don'A revmumbe.
thiis Loy iradsabined.

7 TausT neE een

ting her go, and he is running. e
WOUOH. chime. preblpgione T,

A bicycle is lying on its side on the wharf, just
beyond the outer edge of the crowd, separated
from the line of shuffing, fidgeting, yawning police
by head-high stacks of wooden pallets, stel plates,
and lengths of piping lashed together with metal
bands. The bicycle’s rider, a lad of eleven, s weav-
ing through the crowd, looking for his father and
clutching a brown-paper sack that contains salami,
beer cheese, and day-old bread, which his mother
has sent to keep up her husband's strength. The
bicycle’ front wheel tuns slowly, pushed by the
offshore wind. Attached to the handlebars is a wire
basket, made by the father years ago and now
striped with rust.

Watch the basket. Do not watch for the man in
the boiler suit to emerge from the crowd, slip
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whanil | Maked mme

A 1< Gt fou T
SE TwAt Tucke Age
FORCEs MucH Lagstn.
THAN S out TaeRe .





images/00379.jpeg
it
ik 24 with.

U“””{"wb“"w

Nesove -uA.\..‘,m‘J

oo iew an:
AnS owy 1.“

SHIP OF THESEUS

northem-hemisphere power with close ties to the
arms dealer!

Airplanes chartered by rival mining concerns for
fyovers do not retum. Naval vessels prowling the
const meet with inexplicable disaster. Spies posing
as potential customers (or as laborers, or as anthro-
pologistsstudying the local,or as inept adventurers
who've lost their way in the jungle) are mailed back
to their handlers in multiple parcels. If any of Vévo-
dafs employees leave the Territory they do not talk;
if any of them consider talking, they vanish before
they are heard. (Zapadi, Obradovie, and Ledurga
are not the only ones who have paid for seeing what
Vévoda did not want them to see.)

‘What, exactly, is being stripped from the earth
inside those hills? Tron and bausite, says one
intelligence agency (albeit one not known for its

'y £AS ARE TreeeT
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an older portion of the structure, the brick has been
darkened and sbraded by weather,salt, and smoke,
andis spattered with acentury’ worth of gull guano;
the newer sections are cleaner and brighter, and the
enormous annex at the fur end looks as if the brick-
layers might have completed the job mere days ago.
The building itselftellsthe story ofts owner’s ambi-
tion and the industrial worlds progress.

“What happened?” . asks as they walk. “What

went wrong?”
‘The change began last year, they say, when Little «Mmm new
Véoda buil to e, whih i onigious wih o, ol »

the rest of the factory but separated from it by
The fout

Tocked gates and heavy steel doors. No one, apart 1) (1 st

from Veésoda's uppermost cicle of management, s

ol even the mayor of B—, was permitted inside |
or was informed of what would be manufactured Bouohad Shen
there. And instead of hiring local townsfolk, heﬂw ne e ot
lled the amnes with workers who arived viaship, ! (16221 on

at night, from somewhere far away; these newcom- m
ers have rarely been glimpsed by the regular work- i o ome

Noriiey ey
ers,and they appear o live their entre lves within ™ 11, . ‘:;

the annex s, The ships that come to pick up
U e o s dgh el S B e WW
flags struck and escutcheons covered or blacked 477"

Jbubm o Litthe sl hos, #WMM
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find that invitation in your pocket tomorrow, o
the next day, or the next—

On each mission, . encounters alles, fcilta-
tors, and aiders and abettors, but he does not know
o seek to know anything about them or their lives
or even how they were contacted. Its safer, isnt it
to be a glass-smooth surface of ignorance? To offer.
no purchase to those who seck it? To remain unman-
ageable, perilous, deadly?

In turn, those who help him know nothing of who
hei; they know only what he does.

Perhaps he is a bit ke Vévoda himself: a man
whose physical presence s intangible but whose influ-
enceon theworld—onits boundaries andits resources
‘and s agonies and its aspirations—is anything but. A
man who exerts this influence from an estate located
in the principality of Rumor a place where the light
bends at unmatural angles and an ordinary man would
need speciallemses to see what' truly there.

(n6)
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‘The Vévoda Armament Works, Ostrero contin-
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it i el vy —cones o e
e o . grapeshot and canister-shot—the factory has
e it ipled in sze in the lus five years, ever since Edvar
HARD To Sy, MUenT 86 Vévoda IV, the great-grandson of the founder, died,

s o 594 and s own son took over the business. While no

GOT TEED OF WEARG (born into priilege, rude to servants and tutors,

RTINS G emarkable only for suspicion of invalvement in a

R MAYBE 17 was sust

THAT Goscracy series of mysterious fires), Little Vévoda quickly

SOTRILED So Mt hogan securing orders from all over the continent
for more powerful ordnance, He expanded the fac-
tory several times and hired more workers, and the

ctizens of B— found themselves looking forward
=
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slecpess and frightened, they went o the fuctory % 17124 1ect 45
e 1
VTS sus ShY TR Tuerzs
It was o few days before Stenfalk mustered the  Gevis e sy pAERSEE
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g S et T
He was told that the three, dissatisfied with their Thar
wages, had quit the factory and gone overseas in ucen
search of more remunerative work. 2 9
Stenfalk gathered the rest of the workers and § Last A1y Bone ot
caled for the walkout. The most astonishing thing, =~ '™ > FiCTier -
he told them, was how bald-faced the company’s i
was, how litte effort they had put into concocting a
plausible story. I've fele condescension from them
before, he said, and dislke, too, and pettiness and
opportunism, but never contempt. Something has
changed. | The company responded to the strke
with. padlocks on the doors and brovn-coated
Detectives around the building, The standoff has W@m“ﬂ“
been ongoing ever since. Most ofthe workers have cgizincr-y o) 4hic ove
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His poisoner vill sigh, audibly, as he crumples
apage.

(165 o s0 much the Kiling that eshausts S. as t .
the planning and rowing and trusting and traveling
and stalking and killing and escaping and rowing and
sewing and sailing and writing and sailing and writ-

ing and sailing and writing and planning and rowing

‘and trusting, all the while knowing that Veévoda is
untng him)foo, that s justa matter of i before
an Agents i or gun or garrote or ice-pick” catches
him unaware or some Vévoda-clientstate’s secret
police tracks him down, snatches him off the street,
tums him over for liquidation. (OF course, no matter.

DESPERATE Tuaes, £C. what weapon s used to subdue him, i’ a defenestra-

Somevay wen
Stesp,

o

o thinags.

oo

Like waws oo @

©0 097 For correr. ~rNu\k$

tion that will finish him off,that’ what they do, they
plant a page, and then they hurl you from a high
place, they full you, they plummet you.)

No, its the constant chum, the need to keep
moving keep doing keep risking and there innt no
rest fthe damned, there jus’innt.
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out. Suspicions arose and then decpened, but the
response was downplayed, even ignored, lest the
‘employees and the city suffe. Sl the stories about
what Vévoda might be making in the annex—and to
whom he might be selling it—tumed stranger and
darker. Speculation that had once risen in excited
Voices was soon only leaking from the comners of
mouths; then it became the stuff of tight-ipped
murmurs, then whispers punctusted with furtive,
paranoid glances.

A few weeks ago, three workers named Zapadi,

Obradovic, and Ledurga had, in the darkest comer
‘of the darkest tavern downtown, told Stenfalk and

Corbean that they'd found a way to sneak into the
annex and would be making their incursion later
that night. Why are you telling us this? Stenfalk
asked, nervous because management had recently
reprimanded him and Zapadi for passing out pam-
phlets urging the workers to unionize. Someone
needs to know, Zapadi said, in case angthing hap-
* pens, and you two are the ones we trust. Stenfulk

ke A aegnpie voga,i1d Corbeau remained in the tavern, waiting, after

W khow.
Buk cha fJun ko
Munkabouf.

the three donned their coats and walked out the
door. They waited inside until the tavern closed,
they waited outside after that, and in the morning,
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building at an unfamiliar address. Your assignment
s an S-dispatch, and an fmportant one, considering
the urgency with which your handler summoned
you. The air in the coach i thick with the smell of
damp wool. You think you feel a tug at your coat
pockel—more  quick pinch than a tug, really—
and you grab for the pickpocket’s wrist but find
only air
You reach into the pocket and feel the page you
are carrying Yourelax. Everything s s it should be.
But then you realze: you'e ahvays carried your
torn pages in your left coat pocket, not your right.
An invitation?
You think you deserve one, although youd never
oo ik saing 50 aloud. Youre the Agent who located
i e e,
L5555 of pristine S-dispatches, even if none of them has
% turned out to be the “S.” you've all been looking for.
o % e M";; You've invested years of your life in reliable, unque&)
gt orele e 12 oning servie. The vtaton s averdue.
of god ind ot o1k, You take the paper ot of your pocket, shied it
b et e do. from the eyes that surround you, steal a glance. Itis
Vet ond g xth 0 the page your handler gave you. It s lled with Ori-
%%‘ e entl charaters, which you do not understand. You
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ore,
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staceato raps of Sola's soles against the macadam
echo in the emptiness, threading him omvard—a
Ief here, a right there, another left. Is he gaining
ground? He feels as if he must be, but now all the
evidence he has of her is those echoing footsteps.
More disorienting stll, a mist rolls through the
streets, swirling i the gelid light of the streetlamps.
He notices, oo, a mechanical sound in the ir, a bass
ostinato, thrumming and pumping beneath the per-
cussion of her walk. Pebbles bruise his sols. A stitch
bums his side. The hum gets louder as he nears its
source. It takes more effort to breathe; the air feels
strangely humid and smells of hot metal. His shal-
Tow breaths—so loud inside his skulll—are barely
sufficent to keep him going. But still: he cannot lose:
her. She has something to tell him, something to
reveal, he's sure of this. She’s leading him, not evad-
ing him. She wants him to follow:

Another tum, then one more, and then the
sounds of her running are gone, swallowed by the
hum—that sound, it rating his teeth, his wind-
pipe. his chest, his gut. He stops, closes his eyes,
listens closely for her, but ll he can hear s the hum,
and that acrid metallic smell is everywhere—he can
even taste it—and when he opens his eyes he notices
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‘comes down heavily on ane of his bare feet (which
turns out to be not quite as numb as S had thought),
but he ignores the pain, moves forward. He cannot
Tose her. Even if she isnt her.”

Ithas to be her

The woman passes the line of police officers,
drawing a few leers and a gesture or two, but no
sustained interest, and she disappears down a wind-
ing street. She is not running, but she walks quickly
Adrenaline lls him, makes it possible for him to
trot after her with his miserable feet, his sore and
tiffening muscles, his tight chest, and into the ris-
ing maze of the city S. goes

Shops are darkened, restaurants shuttered, pedes-
triansfew. Curtains are drawn in the windows above
street level. Those who are not at the wharf, it
seems, have ensconced themselves in the safety of
their homes. Even the seagulls are quiet, sitting
motionless on rooflines and comices well away from
the port. There’s as much tension inthe quiet on the
streets as there is in the strife at the factory. The

7 ot am et et oty e by Gt et
iy . s
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f've hod thase pinee
o‘fﬂ";“‘l‘;‘“‘“" % What litle sleep S. gts is disturbed by hypna
i gogc terrors. He feels himself semiconscious but
hciliins 048 you | panlyzed, and surrounded by shapeless malevolent
g o Lok presences who watch him from the shadows, gradu-

* _ally approaching, tightening their ring around him,/
%me e Lo S e
doing o vt ally enteringthe drea, not whispering from ts mar-
D YouR EAmvy waton? gins s she does when he's witing, but xisting with
sttt him and flling the air with a scont of ck P
w!l”mm & 0T With one loud, crystal-bell note that she- :nyg:nr;‘:m
o it b o
ey the decpest pat of herself she banishes the shadows
st S 0w back to the hel-pit whence they came, and he can
W"’“’“ﬂ ettle back into desperately-needed slecp. But most
o 0suf 32t o ot she doe not sppen, ere isino crytal-
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e‘.., """ shadows fall upon him as one, and he awakens with

“‘)“*4 his limbs locked and aching, his voice raw, his screams

o ) SPEERENT 305






images/00124.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

S. has questions. What is his demonstration
lkely to achieve? Vévoda won'tever admit to wrong-
doing, will he? What incentive does Vévoda have
to give jobs back to these suspicious and rled-
up workers? Why not fil the old factory with his
mysterious foreigners as well? “He knows he can't
get away with doing that in this city” Ostrero says.
“He wouldnt Thisis his home, too.” What an auflly
tenuous basis for trust, S. thinks, but he keeps his
mouth shut.

’”"#"M’“’""* Not far away, a fresh confrontation roils the
crowd, and Pleifer plows ahead to get closer to it

ore =;;;§6 it s e e i L e
sary, he clears a path that allows S. and Ostrero to

follow in his wake. A white-haired man in a boiler

MANBE. WE Fup oot

Oy both  suitis cursing at a pair of Detoctives and waving
(o ok e heavy wrench in the air, His threats come in @
ettty soratchy voice and in a formal diction tha belongs
SIMAT W HAVE TS, 1o a bygone generation. (“Zapadi's uncle” Ostrero
shouts into 5.5 ear) The Detectives keep their

mouths shat,thei jows tghtly st, and S. wonders

ifthey even understand the man; they are big men,

1) with proguathous chins and nscrutable deep-set

ored) fyatars 4G, eyes,deatyof diffrent stock than the people of
e e s

ALSO A Bi6 THemE 10
Y DEALINGS w | THE.
PSY Apmingraates.
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You might say that S. has only himself to blame,
that itis entirely his choice to fight this fight,to live
a life of viglant somnolence or somnolent viglan-
tism, to allow himselto be satisfied with Sola in the
‘margins of his manuscripts instead of in his arms,
and you might be right. But you ought to under-
stand, too, that there’ an attrition that takes place
inside, one in which options and choices and even
desires are ground ever smaller until finally their
existence can no longer be confirmed by observa-
tion or weight or displacement but only by fith.
Untildesire s a ghost.

AGENT #8

‘The less said about #6’s death, the beter. Even'S.
would concede that was more suffering than any
one person should have to endure—even if that per-
son were, say, a man who fired a bullet that ripped
through Corbeau as she leapt from the cave, a bullet
that, coated in the residue of her lfe, shed is veloc-
ity and dropped into the waves, too late rendered
harmless but never forgotten.

Wewp sk i
Power op view—
NARRATSR g

To Convinen Tre.
£eanis OwkEcRy
THAT S 15T e
ecane,

VP PreT Tworaucuty
Evsewnene.

SoMETIMES | WondERE
Fow Mven 0F TS Am
\ Soie 3 UST ¥ BE
BAck & Mooy 7 AND.
sk, e ?

iy it ol

woutd Wt fesrt disis

Yz y2. 2%
e
.

APIARINTLY 1 AlawinG.

C
e

MACE FASK DECISIoNS

© ADIATIEDLY BEne r
owRectyy).

S T





images/00127.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

He grabs Ostrero's elbow. “Thank you for your
help,” he says, “but I have to go.”

“But—"

. points. “That woman,” he says. “T know her. Or
she knows me. Her name is Sola.”

Ostrero shakes his head. “Her name is Szaléme.
She works in the factory. Hasn't been here long—"

Szalomé? That might be her name in this
perhaps, but he'd bet everything his old, unremem-
bered self might have owned that they're speaking
of the same woman. T met her in snothr ciy. 11 sevcas Jou umecy

Quite recently.” A deylne
o

“I doubt tht”

“Tlcome back,” . says,stepping avay: ‘1T ay, Yo o7 .
Twill” 2 s-uw. SusT MeAnT

Suspicion tghtens Ostrers foce: they've trused Don' bt elm Jine.
him, and now he's running away? Ly s vow you ax

Pleifer returns to them just as S. is leaving; he 1°% /467 cuaniaine

shouts Be carcful and something cls that S. @ty oo 1o 1

make out because he is already five, ten, .w,...ycu.,,, % ruyoctfmontty,
steps deeper into the crowd, making space with his ] 5 "% m.»g-.. m
elbows,draving shouts and curses and even a fore- £ o 11 5 el

arm into his throat. He loses sight of the woman,
briefl,severaltimes, and each time panic grips him,
only to subside as soon as he spies her again. A shoe
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wants something done in a certain way, that s the

way in which the thing is done.
M:é l%w The intelligence is not certain—it never is—but
ier > 51007 || this is what they know: the Boss’s name (Vévoda,
o they whisper to each other, with the giddy thrll of
Bt | et s vt
f;‘;‘%‘»m 2 frequency and linked to all sorts of malfeasance and
o radord 1| | treachery. And where there are such overt accusa-
255005550 | | o bt th B, i, 0t Tho'
B (The Boss does not like to be the subject of sto-
Aware or ies. The Boss does not like o be known. The Boss,
el would it 86 fankly, does not ke to b thoughtabout, except by
000€ 4o- MAX1id  hsce Jockoying for his services. His clents appreci-

ate his. They depend upon it
o Sre Ak The offending radio signal has been traced. It
& now. originates here, on a busy strect near -
“asyg. tral square,on the top floor of a buiding that houses
e the least compliant of the ity three daily newspa-
pers. The broadeasts occur every nineteen days and
ninteen hours—S.s timing is impeccable—and the
next one will begin tonight a eight. Each broadcast
features two voices, one male and one female. This
s surprsing: . has (or s have) abways worked slone.
In any event, after #9 and #41 visit the top floor of

((((( )?h« bulding, both voies will beslenced.
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because she has a connection to him. Ifshe s here,
X sheis Sola
KU ‘Those are his first thoughts, at any rate; the lon-
W{,g’}»{ ger he watches her, the more he finds grounds for
e e ey L
thicket of curls that hang unevenly at those shoul-
/ ders. Her face is rounder, fleshier—older; he
thinks, as if she has aged five years in a matter of
weeks. Her coat is ike those worn by the other
coaa B s, S
shapeless. Can this truly be her? Thisis a different
city And this woman s a actory worker, nota fre-
%we Dontcven sy, ent paassnger on posh Hners. Bt then, Mo the
ittt e othesise - "% giard, she, too, glances at him
mething in her expression (a barely-perceptible!
1% V2o idening of her eyes? that wrinkling of her upper
You WWM lip?) that suggests she recognizes him? A lingering
q‘ "ffm 95 g sy ook that impliesshe knows something about him?
AT VXS mENER vomety Some significant piece of information that she
SR withheld when they frst met? For thisis the woman
o] s e met;hesensesitas srely a b heard the voices
rtefuss fo—bbeazer,  in the Old Quarter
; Mote, 5. tells himself, because she is walking
4 onvy Dore anr
Becavie | weep v ge  away quickly ncaring the end of the crowd, heading

WEee Aug 1m mow  away from the wharf and toward the city’s center.
AWewES o BE HERE.

ol i sccallyy HL ot
ko ySu?

| NEED To Be nere.
THAT AASA'T Caanees.
FARYBE THE REASoNS AVE.

fishing going.
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| rovens we wey
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Friere A
Can he? Ifnot to the orlop, then to his cabun? +~ * - ~Had o gek

e e e e
unmarked boards patching the bulkhead. He can, ot huxa to- 4paxe.

least, try:

AGENTS #9 and #41
0, P—1 City of defenestrations! City of ten
thousand free-falls! City of gravitational re-education!
You are a city in which an S-dispatch becomes

Thing vei oyl Ct on e Wklzama. (L' on a colll)
Tk ck nceal an Q-
The Boss must understand such poetry. Other- e 23

s s e
Local resources are plentiful in the occupled ciy, 'S #41=

Jackboot cadences drum the streets ot all times of D44 Sejots. Now Ly,
day and nigh, and those sodies would think noth-
ing of liquidating two subversves spreading les
over adio waves. Killng, smashing equipment, per-
haps even buning down the enire block for good
measure) Thesoldirs would cary out the task glo-
fully, a5 would th accuplers secre police s would
he collabortors secret polie. But when the Boss
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“I don't—1 dont have any shipmates,”S.say.
“Not anymore, spparently”
(CX never did” . tolls them. He can foel his tone  Focrel @ scorded
e cohalee <2
sharpening s he loses patence. 1 was shanghaid. 5 51 Zranig bl
1 don't know why. I don't know who they were or et Xsweposé—che wesk
vy thy ot me. Toy 8 b oy e, e Fesbaoh b
y oad wilted,
storm gave 1o a chancs o got vy, d Ltook .1
o e
T e o e ke s s et
el tha thy'r foeing doubt orthe it tme. The  Auseparaif - 0
older man seratches his bald head self-consiously, 0+ -5+ s LvED
53 to prove to . that he s, in fact,thinking, "He , Heb!
3oes look wretched,” the older man observes. “He's ¢ fo4@ £his fine |
all bones. Why would the Detectves employ some- ~~ ~
one ina conditin lke thisP”

NOTHINE AT Him

“Because we wouldn't expect them to," the
younger man says. “They'd take advantage of our
Kindness. To men like Vévoda, Kindnessis aresource
to be exploited, like coal o zine.”
Shouts flare up from the crowd, louder and
angricr. The young man looks around excitedly. His
gipon §. remains sold.
“Who are the Zapadi Three?"S. asks. “What hap-
pened to them?”
“Don't pretend you dorit know,” the young man say.
P AR INES ~AS S THEOR Y FiNDING ADHEEENTS AOAIN-
CRout A LsBor Comb. WAS SALLY STEANGHT ABOIT 1T.
B CRowos. HEARD TiEy WERE . WEL- FUOED, To0 -
whom?
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resin, anything on board that can be scavenged for
such a purpose.

When he reaches his cabin, he sets his valise
down on the gnarled floorboards. He removes his
shirt, He hunches over a basin with scissors and
blade and soap and removes his beard. He blots his
face dry with his shirt. He lifts the lid of a cigar
box—a keepsake from one of his blurry visits land-
ways—and removes a fishhook and a loop of black
thread. He threads the hook, re-sews his mouth,
cuts offthe thread-tails with the razor blade. (It a
simple task, no more diffcult than shaving, He can
doitin the dark. He can do it in a thirty-knot wind
‘and seven-foot seas. He can doitin his sleep, and he
probably has) He puts his shirt back on, uses a
sleeve to blot away the blood leaking over his lps,
‘and rejoins the crew on deck, doing his part to keep
this patchwork tub above the waves, waiting for his
turn to go below and open a vein of ink and spil
himselFinto those pages.

After three hours, he will haul himself back up.
1o the deck, ink-stained, hyporic, and groggy, and
blow a note on his whistle. Work. Go down. Come
up. Sleep, occasionally even though none of the
others seem to. Work, go down, come up. For days,

(208)
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1o longer catalogues the repairs, replacements, and
refitings that have altered the ship-scape in the
time he has been away. He registers such changes
only in a general, atmospheric way: To him the ship
the ship in which he sleeps in
a cabin under the forecastl, the ship on which he
‘works—on the deck, in the rigging, in the room of
ink and paper—and it is the ship that takes him
where he needs to go. The ship is the ship he is on.
The ship s the ship it is

Heis aware,in an abstract sense, that the popula-
tion of crewmen continues to dwindle. Each time he
retums to the ship, another one o two seem to have
vanished. He doesn't bother trying to identify which.

Another thing he notes—or perhaps endures or
suffers is the more appropriate verb—is the painful
drone that ills the sky: ever louder, ever more
oppressive, equal parts deep-bass roar and metal-
on-metal scream, so textured with static fizz and
combustive pops that if he holds a hand aloft, he
can feel the sounds as if they are grains of sand
whipped by a desert storm, tinging as they pelt his
palm and the pads of his fingers. Nearly all of the
sailors now have their ears plugged with sail-scraps,

remains the same;
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stranger came to be in their presence—the more
scurrilous, the better—and he has no choice but to
et them. He tums to look back at the police offcers
skulking in the shadows; they are as inattentive as
ever. When he sweeps his gaze across the factory,
his eyes are drawn to the brown-dustered Detective
swiveling a spotlight on the roof. He lets his gaze
settle too long, though, and gets a shock in return,
‘The browncoat seems to meet his eye directly, may
even have brushed the brim of his fedora and nod-
dedin his direction. S. feels his stomach tighten. He
might be mistaken—he must be mistaken—but
what if he s one of them?

No, he tells himself, Absurd. More absurd
thoughts from a mind that s in no condition to be
trusted. The man on the roofi too far offfor him to
see such small movements clearly. The light s poor, «
the air thick with seaside mist and smoke from the
torches. And this: f 5. were a Detective, or an ally of
theirs, why would the rooftop agent risk giving him
away with a nod?.

As they approach the dais, Ostrero waves a hand
and calls out to the man with the megaphone. The
womanis not with him any longer; S. scans the crowd
and spots her moving through it straight-backed and
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o weeks, or more; it hard to say, as S. no longer
pays attention to_time. Eventually Maclstrom,

from the aft deck, will blow the notes that tell him

it’s nearly time to disembark for the next target. 5.

vl descend to his cabin, light a lamp, study the

face in the photograph, pore over the documents

detailing what this Agent has done in the service of

Vévoda or his clients—the killings, the disappear-

ances, the destruction, the intimidation, the sup-

pression, the provocation—and set to planning

When he hears the whistles blow the Phrygian®

tumble of notes that means land hol, he will pack

up the valise, cut his threads free, and climb into

the dinghy. By this time, his beard is usully thick ) ;s gdacabored
enough to obscure the wounds and scars around |, (yauu'e abole £/
b n,m...n,wm‘mdm‘m;,.,.mm,M&w”w

withouk

closely enough)) , 2
“Thisis his work,his ritual,his lfe. As Mwlxm'};ﬁwj Ll follaat
oo remincs i, It i et fthe darned. | AR 0nd v fink
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(nothon. Gdveesting vome,
WSA TAuis ABout v We should take him toStenfalky” the older man
s arrrhidh s,

ASrcue . SwEoum fob
TMAEv* (ot Brkvor T not ltting go of him."
FALY, 5o THE MARS): 1 did'tsay e go. justsaid e take him.”
4R gou “Are youready to walk?” the younger man asks .
BYEEyTAwmG s Saces  Without waitng for a response, he bwirls bis captive
el around and shoves him forward. Broken glass spar-
g oo, Wes nder the lihts, and S, worressbout bisbare
feet. His gut aches with hunger. And the chill: he
can feel it slowing his thoughts, working against the
adrenaline. He gives a silent, sharp shout to his
mind, his body. Wake up! Stay alert!
The older man leans in. I didn't catch your
name, he says.
“Its S— The younger manis hand is between
hisshoulder blades, pushing him forward. “Yours?™
%,'L” iightye bana | ;?x};em And my friend is Pleifer.”
e B pifer, iriated by this_dislosure, gives S
when ol Axtd ya o digiifanother hard shove and almost sends him spilling.
19,8245 ~Somry” he says, withlttle convicton.
WA 51 oo Saq— egperty7  The three of them skirtthe edge of the crowd as
ToaTi oo they approach the dais from its sde; a few of the
m“'é" e e o]
54 i suspciously.S.looks past them. He knows that
&w Py m»u cach of them isinventing a narrative about how this

(auw: bk o F Y04 WANT 0 GrADUATE, GoTe
o S T T st
o ak e Jilriery Lt)mw“ s

SHE'S NOT Sruriy. Wiy Dip & MATICR OF T, BEFORE SWE
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THE GUY's Gov CueR T PUSENERTS who must b i
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ephemeral companion on the trin, the bearded

traveler who'd passed a botle to the dead manP

e A H‘;,&f They might speculate that he disembarked at some

b small, rural station hours outside Budapest|(The only
€\ e v, vups  hing theyd remember clarly about him is tht he
Pusacramten s Vs aselfish bastard to disappear without offering to

ME7D ony Bovewt  share that third and final bottle with them.))
e pons As for that bottle: it rests at the bottom of  iver,
Abfinfostard. ) ot hong which the bearded man s now Boat
ingin  tiny, algae-splotched fishing boat s he heads
back toward open water, making sure to keep his

valise dry,its contents safe.

Each time S. returns from land and climbs back
aboard the ship, he walks dircetly to his cabin. He

(204)
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anc(: callled. Out of bhe flus.

L conjusing,
%M az‘h “Animals don't seem to like me much,” he muses.

ia nd1ts not the most useful information, but it ll he
o al) hame £pa-  has to offer.
thone

-
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xldmvivuu(
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S. stays with Ostrero and Pifer s the demon-
stration drags on through the night. A distant bell
tower clangs twelve, one, two. 5.5 guides circulate
through the crowd, slapping backs and commiserat-
ing with their fellow workers. Pleifer attempts to
rouse the somnolent police into action—Three men
are missing! Probably dead! Why don't you do your
jobs and inestigate?—but heis waved away dismis-
sively; when he lingers, insistent, one of the cops
takes a club out of his belt and taps his thigh threat-
eningly. Pfeifer also aims insults at the browncoats
they pass. The three of them stave off hunger with
linty picces of licorice retrieved from the depths of
Ostrero’s pockets.

‘They converse briefly with Corbeau, Stenfalks
partner from the dais, as she passes out leaflts that
are fresh from a nearby printer,still warm and fra-
grant. Her hair s jet-black, her skin fuir and red-
dened by cold. A spotlight passes over her as they
talk, and when it harsh glare illuminates her fea-
i ajutting knob of chin—S,

L R

) o ERenets.

tures.
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‘aceording fo his vision—the way all the greatest men
 in history have done—and you are an instrument of
s5r0°T it wat ey | s epic will [Alo: be gives you the option to
“Tese BEAEVEE T & i z

VTS 395 A @ustios _ YOUT pay T any currency you lke.

96 WHosE WA Yo You've never seen him, of course. You've never

Fouotlug £ WA D, e to the Chitem, nd you don't even lmow
" within which country’s borders it sits, But you've

o SR heard stories from other Agents: once, years ago,
il T . the Boss vt afvord o o e i They
A toured the vineyard and then the cellars, where he
§re " opened a cask of the richest, most intoxicating wine
AT S 0%kt g, any of them had before tasted: the deepest of reds,
a flavor utterly unlke any other (so rich as to haunt
the palate for hours), the very essence of a great
man'swil, picked and crushed and macerated and

aged and decanted.
Itis said that an Agent who does his (or her) job
expertly—and you o, you pride yourselFon it—may
‘one day ind that his (or her) handler has slipped an
Bhadiik caid much  imvtation o justsuch an event into the pocket of his
o »%km oo . Yo v i i i ooong

A e e s & Every now and then
donk aw 2. you'l buy the most expensive bottle of wine you can
%ﬁm‘l Just 50 you can drink it down and tell yourself
ok B gl o ;“ ot

W ok fanny

W{m WW
L«AdoﬂAwM

‘\'\\Av s a\'w.»u it
SIS A TARE TS TERITORY

clnnly of purpose. [The Boss is reshaping the wurld]
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her fuce than thecther, a subile b Sikig -+ emeea S RS TS
metry, and they are edged with crows-feet, but CoNNbETIon.

those eyes are wide and alert, their dark irises dart-

1ng back and frth between the three men s the

Growd as she monitrs the small dramas evoling

amid the larger protest. She may not be classically

beautiful, but she is not unattractive to him, and she . YIng was. alfeactd
diates what 5. can only think ofascapability{This 2o~ Raxand?

is  woman who misses nothing—who reads situa. 2402 el
tions, gestures, faces, contestsin an instant and just cadey

as quicky pieces them into coherent narrtives) Qlfao. £kt Davcand—
s IR R e bt

Ostrero's explanation of their guests appearance Wwwl

with a terse nod. “I know enough,” she says. She '"‘l“‘m it ¢

shakes S hand. “Welcome,” she tells him,. “Try to

stay out of the way. Don't start any trouble” As ./ p‘oplll

brusque as her manner i, it doesnt fecl nkind. 4 Aux ~WE mAvEEaR~
Ostrero and Peifer spea enthusastcally and — ASe*S T movwtaws

with a tone akin to reverence about Corbeau as the  geg | <o0 -

three men walk on. She i from one of the oldest

fumilies here in the ity of B—, and while they are

ot rih, they are well-regarded for their honesty

and eruditon. Despite the constant hum of poten-

tial viokence around them on the wharl, Ostrero
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claims to have found himselfin the midstof the dem-
onstration by accident, having—supposedly, Plifer
interjects—swum to shore from a foundering ship,
how S. denies any connection to Veévoda but has not
offered any information about where his true
ests lie. Stenfalk reaches up to the dais and drags «
small, worn-looking valise toward himself. 5. notices
Ostrero and Pleifer exchanging a look of uncertainty
as Stenfulk unbuckles and opens it. Out from the
valise comes a rumpled and stained shirt, which Sten-
flkhands to'S. The smellis unpleasant,asif the shirt
has been steeping in sweat for days, but S, receives it
without hesitation and buttons it over himself, happy
to have something between his skin and the chill,

Nest comes a cheap and wellworn gray suit jacket,
which smells marginally better though not at ll good.

Stenfalk then fingers the fabric of his own trousers,
‘which matehes the jacket: these, he is saying, are the
only ones he has.S. thans him.

“Forgive the smell,” Stenflk croaks, “We've been
here a long time.” He shakes his head as f clearing
cobwebs, then clears his throat and spits on the
ground behind him. “Fellows,” he says to Ostrero
and Pleifer, “you don't let a man catch his death of
cold. No matter who he s orisn't.”
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He hands the paper to the Detective Inspector,
who assures him that it is spotlessly, incontrovert-
ibly meaningless. As the coroner walks away, he
notices the D.1. holding the page up to the light,
studying it closely.

When . i on the orlop, with the pen’s nib flying
over paper, with ink spattering over skin, fabric,
wood, what emerges on the paper are flashes of
image, lightning-strikes of sense-memories, frag-
mented impressions of events. They refise to be
strunginto coherent, linear narative no matter how
‘consciously he tries to amange them so; in fact, the
‘more he tries, the more the pieces resist his efforts.

Many feel as if they belong to his past, but others
almost certainly belong to the lives of others: he
hears the voices of Ostrero’s father threatening to
sell him to the child-charmers i the sug, and of the
parents in Pleifer’s village deseribing the misery of
the Winter Gity; he chronicles the suffering he has
seen and that of which he has only heard; he serib-
bles impassioned elegies for people he has never
met and would never know were lost he transcribes
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b0 " Cotbeau "~ square-shouldered, making her way toward an angry

s 4"" s (‘“‘mn of demonstrators who seem to be in a particu-
Ky OAbww m larly heated confrontation with a trio of browncoats.

(WFW) ‘The crowd parts for her. The respect s obvious, as is

“DeiJox"— Foenion e the shared desireto have her take control of the it
iAot Fuuinch! aon, o keep the potential energy of the conlct
e from turning kinetic

AR Agavt v
RS SIS bl ks i o an bt s, Stenflk et
SR PRI el dnen o e s and ins them, regucing
b S, sy the torhlght icking shadovs snd ight
4= whakthoss over his face. He is the oldest and most weathered-
e et Soking of e banch o b, b
\Wwho wet Sheaka'a  gray hair and great concave swoops of wrinkles that
i T v AR overhischecksand below his ees. His mustache
FA%E Cuves, wowwe i inneed ofa trim and adds to his aspect of profound.
R ot 535 g, The sl o that vrbang o
ishing both in size and in the dignity it suggests JSten-
fulk taps his throat; he has left the megaphone on the

ki, and e wor't b speing e than e s o
Ostrero does the talking. He explains to Stenfalk
‘where and how he and Pfeifer found this man, how S.
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The Edinburgh coroner’s inquest lists the

deceaseds name as the name on his Dutch passport.

“This passport has not been forged or altered in any

way. Itis a spotlessly, incontrovertibly offical docu-

ment. It is also, however, utterly fictional. #34

ke Jicaba? (/25 snghed b crigosl e nd ctcarahp whanbe

st kw_v@a: emplo. Records of s prir s
, s, oven o longer exist

% 47 The canse of death is given as cardiac arrest. A

2 W more aceurste characterzation, though, would be:

N one s AT cardine s, bought on by transdermal absorp-

L‘vwk, For THE MAsoR tion of an untraceable poison (extracted from the

onies. ’;‘:1&‘\::!:; leaves of a rare Andean nightshade) that was
Tk A AR RS (e

s e St M2 swabbed into bis hatband while it hung from a rack

wsTeses in a crowded, dimly-lit Grassmarket pub.
O ol T2 5%, In the dead man's trouser pocket, the coroner
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About himself, of course, he sl knows next to
nothing,
Sot what can he possbly rely on, other than his
instincts?
“I don't know who I am,” . says
Stenfalk cocks an eyebrow. “Meaning?” IS0, You CAN Kiagw
e Sometan s =il
Pleifer splutters a few syllables of disbelef, but "~
quiets himselfwhen Stenfalk holds up ahand.  ope
(5 details what he does know about hirself. e 1 50
does not take long. He omits some details: he says
nothing about the surreal peculiarities of the ship
and is salors because he does not want to be writ-
ten off as a lunatic He says nothing about Lhe“;ﬁ\‘u.nlwllpd_n:
woman in the bar, though he's not quite sure wh on
e
"—he has to pause to

saying you're not with Vévoda® LIKE o P, 319
clear his throat several times—or the Detectives—"
Quak fuks rat. Ao
“Tam saying that, yes.” S says. Andl I am hoping *(hat.'s
tis not an untruth, he thinks. Fe shivers inside his VS 0510051y

newclothes. s thant ao ol Wy
“Thats all you know?" Ostrero say. Nothing 775,127 ,‘.:f‘*
ele atall?” e e b sy AT

| DID WAN 7o Sayrr,
. recalls the two monkeys tha have erossed his | %} W27 72 S0y v

path, as wellas the hissing cat from the Old Quarter.
Ut !s not cleax. ko me whek

ia 42 gtiig ak Lnbhat not.
by et S
(7)) Hinve o 1088 ers u
BUT HE'S STk SwRY

PAYBE 175 39T TAT s,
ERELISH 15 WORSE THAN | REMEMBEA.
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Often, when S. returns from land, he finds that
‘many of the crates have disappeared from the room.
He doubls they've been stowed in the hold; these
days the ship is abways drafting high, running across
the waves with a minimal load

AGENT #26 (YOU')

“The Boss,that man in the Chiteau, needs his cop-
per 0 you travel from Butte to Bisbee to Cananca to
Ashio to Outokumpu to the Kafue to ensure that the
supply flows freely and cheaply. And if that means
from time to time you need to string up a Wobbly
from a rilroad trestle, or toreh a tent-ity, or send a
‘message in  volley of axe-handles,or slita chieflin's
throat while hyenas laugh in the dark, or give @
twitchy mine-guard & machine gun and a wink, or
teach a lesson in graviy to some myof
with ink-stains on his fingers, you doit, and you do it
with stealth, professionalism, cold. effciency, and

o krasusd”
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YouRE Beare EEpy

PATIENT Wire me.
VRPPRECATE VT

Ostrero murmurs apologies. Pfeifer releases his
grip, then sheepishly removes his own overcoat and
? hands it to'S. Peifer is  tall man, and his coat hangs

THIDES THAT UMS §
Bt e to mid-shin on . No one has shoes to pmvn:‘e. ;m:
ly el

VBVTERS” Coukeanit S, doesn't mind. His feet don't hurt; they s
e ey blong ot thr o el
Sueve@sion of owWew).  Stenlk regards S. closely. He opens his mouth to
UiRCry YAt A fow oF
T Chnobaxes wie . speak, bt before any words come out he s seized bya it
1 T euour. R T e T B
_acima

A2t o € o is shoulders, wipes his ips with a wellused handker-

BOT He neouts on  chief. S0, 5, he says quietly, “who are you, then?”
S. pauses, remembers the words of caution that

B e e e

also by the young woman in the Old Quarter bar.
96\ or npackace Sola? Canit possibly be a good idea to tell the truth?
TEEEE AR T To putsuch fith in someo s notknow?

TV G e
QUESrIMECLini He assembles what he does know about them:
%’ HECK LT these are people who have lost friends. Stenfalk is a
OPTR man who has exhausted himself leading a move-
i toi oneof ment against a much more powerful adversary. His
hﬁm;“ comrade, the woman, is across the square, by the
e e S, gt pleading for pescoful viglance, And. that
W6y, otir b mpe. | Detectivein the brown duster, up on the roof behind
:/ﬁw #ack  the spotlight: his (possibly imagined) nod managed
24 s tochilS. when he was alrady frozen

(38)
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a captain's log of voyages he has never taken on a
oML Rt saw quay  ShIp he has never bourded; he chronicles (con-
CoBiLs Wao wa rp  fesses?) his murderous skulkings on ferra firma,
Epssaanes of & siorey lthough these accounts drfavay from fat_loward
one ronte s aa?  distortion and grotesquerie as he—a dued but rapt.
ABSTHE e, A 1wart Hephnestus—sits and sweats in the greasy orange

\ glow, watching his hands as ifthey were not his own.

Sola nover appears on s pages, though he senses

+
G B her presence in the margins. She urges him to probe
St or Tmsseus more deeply, to see more sharply, o continue asking
Why even when the Because seems evident. But she
I Tecosiske WS novor enters the wriing sl  don't belong there,
VAR ok V. a.
Smea v o e imagines her saying. My place is outside .
T jued  What does itall add up to, this farrago of images
that lalzd  and words and voices and lives and nonsense and

3125 rants and fever.dreams and soliloquies and abject
Sl it o lies? Whatis he making, line by line, page by page?
EVED W3 gemveg. . What are the other salors making? What, exactly,
is the nature of those volumes accumulating in
those crates? He cannot say. But somehow he fecls
Yt . gl 2 f e s Sl nd thy are wurkin on one
mhlf\ % thing, a thing that reaches everywhere. His task is.
m““’w 24 to keep putting words on paper, letting the tiny
Bmncittzel fo. Ths.§ revelations acerete. Relax, Sola whispers. You don't
oL Who weRh T ed to understand.
Filamelo. . s REpunvanT.
SHEU ot o e s
SHESve AT

(am0)





images/00341.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

room looks like an abattoir where the writhing ani-
‘mals spurt vineblack

“Ten crates remain, along with several dozen loose
sheets of paper scattered over the floor. S. gathers
the pages, reads the words that the sailors have writ-
ten on them, front and back—fragments of stories,
stories for which . will never have the beginnings
or the endings or middles, just these ltle glimpses
of what some sailor has poured out, has given up,
has spent of himself Ty

On the table s astack of unmarked paper,asand- 1" g0 4 s &
glass (which S. assumes will measure out three %000k g0t
hours), a pot of nk, and a pen. He wonders, briely:
‘where does all the paper come from? Itis a mystery,
yes, but one that is quickly forgotten when S. si
positions a sheet of paper squarely in front of him,
dips the pen, and begins to write, holding his bleed-
ing hand in his lap 50 as not to stain the paper

Ttis aglorious thing, to be able to write with pen
on paper instead of nail or hook into oak, to feel
one’s words flowing so smoothly from instrument to
surface, without the barrers of friction or poor
leverage, and yet with its own subtle tactile plea-
sures as the nib scratches tiny channels into the

(s





images/00340.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

‘The ship s perfectly quiet. No sounds but for the
gulls high above and the water lapping at the hull
He opens the hatch, climbs down into the gloom,
down one ladder, another, then another. He has a
flash of worry that he will e discovered by the mon-
Key, which will raise ashrill and bare-toothed alarm,

1 o A cal bt i the ok s sbourd, it dos ot revel el
On the landing of the orlop deck,S. pauses and
2 calmly acknowlodges hisabuse. Ho s shreddad, ho s
sundered, and pin pervadesal the spaces between.
e Ao e A sharp pece of obsidia hus mbedded tsef blood-
Comias = v i lasly i bis palms the low bogins only after he plucks
_‘_‘:;‘M‘r‘(‘::*"j‘::j it out and drops it into his pocket, pleased to have a
fayveniatl souvenir ofthe island and a reminder of the sort of

pain he st abvays b villing t endure.

He heads forvard. Stops at a door. Blue-black
stain cover the planking around it there are spat-
ters and stresks, blobs, dried puddlesas dark s the
mountain tam. Thin, crooked lines sripe the wood
along the pth he has just walked. The door vl ot
pen, buthe knows now that pain is nothing,and he

- aims his shouklerat t and crashes, crashes,crashes

Bk oh e until the lnth gives way and the door swings open.|

Meeohol . elk's the. The flooring inside is even more densely stained.

-t m "% 2452} The walls. The plain wooden table and chair The.
So 15 s s ExPReSSInG RECEET?

DoES e it o

© NENCE Sraprep wiTe?
AESTOF Nevee Cuotine

Whet der you Shinde. o, TS e Aaiis
thvashold {0s? When we finally (194}
dueided o MLEL == e v vave

Caossen 1r yET.
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with solid carth under him—seemed then like the
most important consideration of ll.

With his next stroke, his hand came down on
something floating in the water, an enormous metal
ball with spikes radiating outward from it, spikes
that made for excellent handholds, and he hugged
himself tightly to it rising and falling in the waves
that continued to pound down on him, resting and
breathing and realizing that he was—or wanted to
be, anyway—the sort of person who would damned
well swim the last quarter-mile and drag himself

from the water to safety, to life. He found himself
thinking of the woman from the bar and wishing

& dounds o, L it guddenandsuprisig iy e could
farcsy see her again simply to tell her of this conclusion
dopreabe. L omabout imsels?

B e
e e oy e He remembered, then, that lah of connecton—
[SA5 e bl VACLAY. o ‘walerspint, har driald/A\ message From scme)
ST R € B rces of i mindhe st s tranger o
Love w|A &g weo  Sola? Absurd, on the face of it, but true somewhere.
Auso woRnEd THERE ¥ beneath, and when he pushed off from the harbor

e otk Tt Za mine, thattruth helped drive him to shore
Nk ghe " oo
ik eongoim that?,
e
s ek iy (omnp S
1 Tt Eyganie conon't one vcacest
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his veins, his heart? Perhaps all of it. Some answers
add up to ltte
When S, retums to the world, to the lteral space
of the secret room on the orlop deck, he dimly reg-
isters Maelstrom's bulk in the doorway with a clus-
ter of threaded faces behind him, peering in. The
bearded sailor’s mouth shapes words and his voice
issues sounds. Al hell, he seems to be saying, it dint
ness Ugo i thi.
vt o S o o ) G Stk
"Tho crew pushes ntothe room,. The whitler, " Lt inge
pouting girl, the men with the jug-ears and the
broom-mustache, the boy from the ghost ship,
they're all there—even the damned monkey; which
s iding on the boy's shoulders. Three of the sailors
pull 5. to the deck and hold him down, He watches
dumbly as the girl—whose pout hs taken on a hink
“Of a snarl—hands a fishhook and a spool of black
thread to Maelstrom, who shakes his head and mut-
ters several more words before he punches the barb
into the flesh a the comer of $.s mouth.
. rising above himself, sees his own eyes go
‘wide as the thread is pulled through.

uzﬂ"”b;*wm
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e fom shor,wih i srength cbbing andwaves o o dm";ﬁ
breaking steeply over his head, he'd been certsin’ e ARS. 175 Scany
that he could go no frther. A rp current had seized #o% 0% Y 488

and spun him, begun tugging him back ot to decper

water, The survival voice might stll have been

urging him to swim, but it was overwhelmed by his

wn thoughts suggesting that t would not b so bad

simply to cease his struggles, o put no more effort

into these fecble, desperate efforts,to ride the tidal

pull back out to sea and sink into oblivion” He

became aware that bis mind was entertining two

utterly contradictory impulses at once, and in the

pause that came with thi revelation,a third thought

offered itself with a quiet clarity: that'if only he m?ﬁuﬁ%a
could rest, gather his strength, he could figure out " mo-nint Lk Ahak
which of those positions was truer o the person he (4% abod
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sheet. And here, unlike in his cabin, here he feels no
division between his mind and his hand, no errors in
translation or static n the transmission: the words
appearing on the page are the ones he has intended
to put there, the images match the scenes in his
mind, the sensations the very ones that warm his
chest, prickle his scalp, push against his eyes.

‘What i it that causes him to lose track of his
surroundings? Is it the primeval pleasure of expres-
sion? The pain of his injuries? The effects of his
simultaneously spilling his lfe onto the page and
into a crimson puddle at his feet?'* The euphoria
that comes when those sensations from his past
(the sweet, comforting aroma of his mother's holi-
day cake in the oven, the tartness of the berries on
his tongue, the tickles of cardamom and cinnamon,
the fullness of butter; his father' face, with its
hooded eyes and crooked nose and sleepy smile;
peals of quiet laughter from brothers and sisters
bundled against the chilly drafts that swirl through
the apartment) breach the dam that has held them
back and sluice through his mind, his nerve endings,

4 et 3 s e Gt e
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W OUBLS DIED THERE.. over here, one ofthem says, his voice cutting through
n e Jalt? the rough thunder of the protest. . knows he can't
YEAU—ve ks $ic = outrun them; his muscles are leaden and spent, and
TR A TR AT~ i still pantin,with a saline burn i veryshllow
TakT B> v breath and a mist of ocean coming up with every
cough. He sighs deeply and obliges. He's got to take
his chances on someone, and the demonstrators
scem ke a better bet than the police.

They meet about fifty paces shy of the crowds
edge. One of the men appears to be nearly forty,
with receding hair a deeply-lined forchead, aneatly-
trimmed beard of reddish brown, and a stern look
that fails to mask what S. immediately senses as

Fownd o much softer nature{(The other, perhaps ten years
Flbash! mm younger, has & [u;l«:ead of unruly dark waves,
1bhiong Ak 0= deeply pockmarked cheeks, and patchy facial hair
£ M‘fm 99419 that hos grown long; the mustache ends in wide-
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TevS Peosasy  mans glare seems to issue from decp within, and
;f:;:::‘;““ = the pinched, rabbity expression on his face unnerves
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ART6E). | people, who are also seeking the lost, fail to share.
the afinity S feltfor them? Has he crawled out of
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throat clear with a series of increasingly vigor
hrrrremms. He hopes he is not catching a cold
‘must be at the Chiteau in two days, and the hemor-
rhoids alone are enough of an irritant when travel-
ing. He coughs again. His airway feels constricted.
He closes his eyes, concentrates on inhaling deeply.
When he opens them again, he is facing the window i
and staring at a clearer image of himself;inky nig WO Soin 4o, ok

from view. His eyes ook puffy and his
have taken on the tone of the night. He watches ey Ve mever askes
s utter. He lfts a hand ineflectually to, /4 7= S¥ow T

himself gusp, sputter He lifts a hand ineffectuallyto. 1070 B AN e

his throat_closes s eyes again oo 15 BE PSS Ay
Eventually the newspaper settles over his fuce, It {[\(3™ATe™> > Thees -
vell stay there untlthe trin sqes oo s berth . ey o 50 Rescon?
e
. Of coure the Habsburgs secet poice il hcflocrtenia o (o)
ot the ragedy, file reports, et bist reall a dead s g AT
man on a trai i just  dead man on a train, s long s
his papers are in order, there are no significant valu-
ablesto b clamed, and there are no sgnifcant peo-
ple whowill be troubled by his los. And this man i
insigaifcant, he is nobody, he is nothing more than a
name on some identity papers. (They do find a crum-
pled page, torn from a book,inhis pocket. What sort
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‘The gap between the front line of the protestors
A e
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‘The man squints at him in the dim light of the
eat. Do Linoo you?

Hal the bearded one shouts. Hal He slaps his
kaee. Nearly doubles over in hysterics. Doubt it he
anages Bnaly. I'm from for over-n, His wist
sweops emphatieally uf T o partiodr direetion:
his words dissolve into a slur.
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“I don't have any people,” 5. says.*
“What happened to your ship?” the older man asks.
“It was damaged in a storm. It may have sunk ™
“Serves you right,” the young man says. “Working
for a man like Vévoda. Damned mercenary.”
‘The older man looks out to the open water. *I

Feyeusuouet Tece don'tsee any ships out there.”
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WHY You weRe cong . CAme down right on us.

b wona matlurpo.  “The weather’ been fine today”
RS et e The storm came from the south,” S. says. “Tt
g~/ wasn't over land. And I swam along way: Miles.”

“There was a storm,” S. explains. “A waterspout
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the sea only to make a fatal error with his first deci-

sion on land?

Itis as these thoughts are gathering urgency and
pushing their way through the half-frozen quies-
cence of $s thoughts that the younger man lunges
forward, grabs his arms, and pins them behind bis
back. Pain shoots through S.s shoulders and neck.
He cries out involuntarly

“Who are you?” the older man asks. “What's
your name?”

. isslow to answer. “T'm told its—"

‘The younger man interrupts. “It doesnt matter
what his name i," he says. “What matters is who
he's working for” He tightens his grp, gives S.
another painful shake. “Tell us, Who are you work-
g for?”

“No one,” 5. says. As far s he knows, he speals
the truth.

“Just ot for a swim?” the older man asks.

“Twas on aship—"

The younger man laughs, a short, sharp bray.
“Didnt T tll you?” he says to his companion. 1
knew Veévoda would try to sneak in more Detec-
tives by sea.” Then, to S.: “Where are the rest of
your people?”

Lk to- Calais—
iy o 2ppass

o) Bouchard, and Boushaxd
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discover reservoirs of strength. He must move. He
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been planning to bring him to this place (f only he'd
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T <o Maowy. Aol st tion. At the top, heleans over, hands on knees, catch-
Z;?.“.‘.':;‘;:.::,’;;-: ing his breath, and takes n the scene before him
“The long factory s kirted on three sides by wide,
flat stretches of asphalt, and S. has emerged onto a
4 dark and quiet corner of the lot, beyond the fringes
of the demonstration. Hundreds of people have
gathered there; some are waving fistsin the ir, oth-
ers waving hf] torches, till others waving signs:
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The city s a small one, with a waterfront domi-
nated by a vast brick factory building that runs hun-
dreds of yards in each direction and looms over
‘wharf and a network of long, narrow piers. The size
of the factory and the extent of it infrastructure
would fail to attract notice in a major port city ike
Marseille or Odessa or Boston but seems incongru-
ous in a modest burg such a thi.

Now, echoing above him on the wharf are the
sounds of a disturbance: shouts and catealls and
threats, stamping feet and heavy sticks beating on
the boards, amplified voices leading chants. The
chant that rings out most frequently and with great-
est intensity: Tell us where they are. Tell us where
they are. He knows nothing about the conflict, of
course, but he finds himself siding with the demon-
strators, the ones wha've lost their people. He has,
too. He's lost everyone, including himself.

‘The air has an autumnal feel, much cooler than it

‘was carlier today on the ship—such a radical change
that S, for a moment, imagines he has swum across
many degrees of latitude. OF course such a notion is
absurd; it may even be a sign that his mind s lipping,
that the long, cold swim has gravely compromised
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leaders of this movement, by all appearances. They
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presence ofthe man and the woman on the das, S
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turned bioody already
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Two pulls of Princips trigger finger did thework. || "1 CAmc prom?
e i e S ey A A
Telegrams from anxious statesmer and eager gen-
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ing ring his hemorthoids hve been faring since . weman’s ~at e,
before the i evenlthestaton.Whe b stes 1% 700 T2
back down, he nadvertently mees eyes with a group 4K @ white, hasik o
o three men whoare sanding bl Iegzd in the

e L
These three are probably trying to figure out wherereuo 11110 3., 000 i

he comes from, as his features—square, dark, heavy- 1 8. qug @b
are not like theirs. One of them has a spectacularly okl
unkempt and lthy-looking beard; there could be 010t nfiei
huge populations of rodent life domiciled therein, /44 #idiculous .

Yesterday's news? one of the other men says to'/€ 5147 PR mAr

him. How can you read yesterday’s news on a day 0.k o1 o shick ap,
like today? s ot
‘The man shrugs.  know what happened today.  + PLrce.
“Thissets ofthe three drunks. Torrents of ughter.
Have a drink, the bearded one says. Drink with us. Oh, 2 you
weant wed
e doing it
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WHERE ARE THE ZAPADI 37
LITTLE VEVODA STEALS JoBs & Prorie. '

WHAT HAVE You DONE WiTH
OUR FRIENDS?
VEVODA, YOUR FATHER SPINS IN 0%
His GRAVE.
FACTORY BOSSES: Seave 4 Mowsrsa,
Becous a Moxsen.

Squads of burly men in dark-brown dusters form

a line of defense around the factory, on which

VEVODA ARMAMENT WORKS is painted in crisp,

black block letters. They radiate an unmistakable -

potential—and perhaps even a taste—for violence. ARE,
Ascoldas S. s, he wants to approach with care,

50 he clamps his chattering jaws shut, wraps his

arms around himself, squats and rises to keep

‘moving, and sizes up the scene. The crowd is most

dense near the entrance to the older-looking half a

of the factory, and in the middle of it stands o

»

T Ry

e Clzax conniebian bebioein & NS

A s mlvm/mm foaldnA She
< ascnens.

ndatac why dody ‘;"”’“‘ 40 diumisyive

¢1mvw,amaw Mdb«h(mm

YouIRE RIOHT= SEEMS mIonsisTERT.





images/00346.jpeg
ahison

apphote.
P
o it

WL thing

SHIP OF THESEUS

many stripes, although no breath is wasted on warm
words for the dead prince.

The man does not join n; indeed, he has a knack
for avoiding invitations to social rvolity (and, really
for avoiding much notice at all). He sits and reads
the newspaper that he picked up from a table inside
Schille’ delicatessen. It was from behind this news-
paper that he told lf to get his tear of armed and

{iubereular dotboysfback on the stee,on the off
e e e A S
plish what Cabrinovié’s bomb had filed to do
half-hour prior. And sure enough: the car appeared
on Frans Josef Street—the foolish prince, his har-
ridan wife, his flustered driver—and stopped
directly in front of Princip, as i he were a passenger
they were scheduled to take on and not a feeble,
sweaty homunculus with a gun and a mission.”
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the volcanic depths, He steps back from the edge,

suddenly (and, to him, mysteriously) cautious.

Mw Turning away, he lowers his head and plows
GBS through the wind toward the cotage, which he has
o yingto{gnore since b arsived f e summit

W:ﬁ%:ﬁﬂ oot s el ol o e willput off
w,,,,%.‘ MWV"” ‘the meeting no longer.

The cottsge is made of the same weather-

bieached wood s the warshouss, though it looks

turdie, s seans tight, ts angles trs. The word
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| wind and rain and good sense. Push all you lke, it
( o el
e

¥

scems to say. | am going nowhere.

“There is a small door, and on the door, a I

B s

:::‘U::: s, remadelfe—bas brought him: this weighiy knocker

ME s | gan . in his hand; this door to a shack on the rim of this

dead mountain; this mountain on this strange island,
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of e pen on the paper is louder than the wind that
pummels the cotogs
“Bxcuse me,” 5. says. °L s told that  need to
e, I e
R A Sl b s o T Wi s T
e fl:,ff{ﬂ S8Y cide, blots the page, pushes her chair back from the
AL ek and uses thedesk forleveragetoraise herself,
ST AP which she dossin  cadenza of creaking and orock-
S DN B, g it Sho shuffes ovard bim it he head
e st stll down. I it possble tha she hasspent so much
{920 ey e il e ek st posion it can bl
e
. body, the stiffaess n bis lower back, the soreness
Wt a fiL 5105, that hos fficed his hip and knee censelesly since
SES L gt e Ol Quater

R R e “Thank you he says, for the effort she has

e invested in him alrady, but he immediately regrets
it having done s0. Her astonshing age has preciscly
m nothing to do with her ntentions.

6 She stops at arms length from him. She rases
her head
" He gasps; he cannot stop imsel. The lef side of
Ewplam? her face s a featureless expanse of splotched and

e o pross Atowers, Stated burn tssue. The eye issimply a hint of a
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tions it might just as easily be a dismissal. He shoul-
dersthe door open and steps inside.

‘The room is it with a soft orange glow. Three ﬂﬂ,';{";"
les gutter in plain, tarnished silver holders on a s
el
enormons books, each of them at east twice os big ./'J A
in every dimension as Solas copy of the Sobreiro. W

he s warm, though S sees o source ofheat. A |

bookease covers the entirety of the far wall, holding
similalyatzod books, ll of which look wellworn, | (g ERte,
al f them bound in brown lether with vertebral/O2eUEKAc 3

rings knobbing the spines.
Covering the other three walls are puintings and
drawings of ships: dhows and schooners, junks and |
Tongboats, clippers and barques, tiremes and gall- |
vats, drakkars and carracks, prams and proas, sam-
pans andyavls, and a hauntingly fumiliar xebec. The
pictures have been excuted withont any particular
skil but hung with care in simple, well-mado
wooden frames. The Lady, apparently, s someone
it s forpreison. » 135 MACITINE AT e er e
" And there she is: sitting behind a desk, showing
. only the top of her white head s she hunches o~/ 1£1LC % ¢
over, writng n one of the enormous books, hernose (£ <. ¢ <€ e <
nearly touching the page. Somehow the seratching {1 e

ALSOT SHE 1A CARMLIA BRAIA
T ey v

5 s
el b A T
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28 . He blinks several times. Are they the same ship?

EVIEET atuition tells bim they are, though perhaps he is

. being influenced by the fact that the pages are all
s held together within the same covers.'*
¢ Why? Why have these drawings—schematics,

» ; really—been collected, bound, annotated, pre-
o served? Why were they created in the first place?
- And why, in each of the draings, are there lines

(D £t WS curves loverlyconcenled n theartist’s shding
SURT 06 o eopm. ©f the hullthat—if you rla your eyes and dont
f Hhabrd priz,  Arain o see i—form the word SOBRELRG?
mxﬂluw He looks around the tidy room. He twists in the =
) n fot. creaking chair, The door remains closed. The wind 3

Of courseshe s gone. No one ives her.
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the ship, along with marginal notes cataloguing the
changes it has undergone.

He flips forward, ten to twenty pages at a time.
Again and again the ship sheds a feature and dons
new one, reinterpreted and remade. Some of these
changes are noteworthy (the mizzen replaced by @
tower of oak with a noticeable warp; the bowsprit
stunted approximation of the graceful original); others
insignificant (a dozen cleats replaced by ones with
marginally longer horns; a deck plank swapped for one
cut a fraction of an inch too narrow, with tar o filthe
seam). Some of the changes are felcitous; many more
are not, each one seeming to widen the gap]between

vhat was intended and what turned ou

G e U
e vessel after it was sunk by cannon fire; another— 0

quite near the end of the book—shows it resurree-
tion ater a sundering by waterspouts. By the final
pages, it has become the mad assemblage of misfit
masts and decks and hatches and portholes and
scuppers and bubwarks and bowsprit and wheel and
rudder and sails that compose the ship as he knows
it. A horrible thing.

He hauls back the thousand-plus pages to the
very fist, his hands quivering with fever or fatigue.
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other crates as they're stacked, unstacked, pushed, 0 course,
dragged, restacked. He looks out toward the dock, itk & Wathsr. e
“ngetnux. e,

The ships deck s still empty:

He does not have to race, unseen, back to the )
ship and down the aft hatch and onto the orlop ok %‘MA
‘deck—itis one choice among many. But itis the one £~ kit- A¥Ce @ Hawn
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P gxwa Vo £6-4 gyeat tickling at his hairline. As he wipes i fore-
webt Do GAETE head dry, he notices how far_his hairine bhas
age % Mo retreated.” He feels doubly cursed: to be squander-
awaa thak By ;" ing 50 much of his life on this ship, and worse, to be.
"“”‘fﬁ,m’.?u aging in land.time all the while.
s resrog v, Then o, andtcont mater ahogon cer
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depression; the ear does not exis; her nose shows
scarrng long s sde but remains largely ntact That
side of her mouth is sealed and lipless JThe other
side, he notices, i halF-haloed ith pinprck scars
He looks away,studies her necklace: apiece of
obsidian, small, rectangular, and rough-edged, ona
leather string. She rases her arm, tips his chin
upward with a trembling finger. Look af me, she
R T

Toe heard that bofore, he replie, though his 224 2

month s cloed and th wordsexist nly a5 thought #athiing alouk

s ' e e gt gaon aien e Sle ‘w‘
You hao them. And they are bSGERIBT BT ok oA

even whether, you willlive.

L can't make chotces ke that without knowing ===
who Tam Without knowing all the implications Aoace

e watches her sef her jaw, namow her many $'6 PECISons rsquiee

eyes under the glass. He is disappointing her, per- FATH.

haps even angering her. He feels himself flush, foels —m——————===
g She

ik Catd of S el Lk
netaphaicalty? Or.
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FESrLE inone $hn0 s

Ave all the books marked with the S?
the other books on the table: one has an H shape, in
a similar seript; a endering of
the Greek psi; another of the Hebrew alef. The
Urdi che. One s an de =
titled?—with a character from an alphabet he does
“not recognize. He squints at the bookshelves across
the room; he cannot see clearly, but it looks as if
ach book bears a single character on s spine.

.,,. He opens § and leans close.

ol
M. was 4o aat with
Which

15 Vs sucoustie

ST ea Ry TrApuos?]
65 ) - vne

On the first page s a charcoal drawing of his ship

e i e e

Hrakosa vakisontd. held)—or, rather, an earier version of it, when it
UL was @ harmonious whole, a shipwrights redlzation
o T of axebec that would fly across the main and leave
"2 sallors aboard other vessels dumbstruck with envy.
“Acns With each page S. turns, he finds another drawing of
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She tts her head, and S. watches the images of
himself in her lens reorienting themselves. He son-
dorsabout the fire tha took the other hlfof her face.
({Aven'tyou going o ask about Sola?  Thia ia husge.LOSING FOCUS.
Her question startles him. ot want to g, ShES¥E. L
adimit that Sola had slipped b mind)She ought to (4 Lcamaire, ot bub ot
be his first concern, but there is so much strange- M4 Bt a ke e

ness around him, so many other questions that want

SEEms Liee s,
answers, too. | didn't know you knew about her.  avses vt e

There's aluways the question of Sola, the Lady Twouor . ketows \x /
says. It's in the air. It gets into the lungs, and from S_*:‘% BE DiFRET.

it i
the gy it th bood 1S SRy s
Which of the choices takes me to her? Gliia ik eroughto

Maybe none. Maybe all. There's no way to say in’ dueds 12 choneg.
advance.

They fall wordless. The wind roars outside. There
are no whispering voices in this place. Not on the <l bhiwk Sheake:
ship, not here.

Mind the time,she says. You can't be et behind. e oori-s sessses

AT CooiE T

No one lives here.
PO ey

He should get back to the ship before the crevy
eturas—he'l have no bettr chance o get 1o the 441" g g be s
orlop deck—but he doesnt want o leave the cot- <
tage on the mountain justyet. The books. I want to "% Filomuta,?
know about thse books. T
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elevation: the flora consists solely of twisted krumm-
holz formations, and the moon, fat and gold, takes
up an eighth of the night sky. He strokes and kicks
through ink-dark water but gets no closer to her.
She waves, calls out something that might be his
name, and he strokes faster kicks harder, but gets
10 closer—he might even be drifting backward—
and this s when he feels tiny punctures breaking
the skin of his belly, thighs, feet, and legs a leeches
begin feeding on him, and the dread that grips him
has nothing to do with losing blood or realizing
he has become some other creature’s prey but rather
has to do with fear of what he will look like to her
when he gets out of the water, and he wonders
whether perhaps it in'tbetter to drown—

‘And this{She is waiting for him in the passage to
the orlop deck. He cannot tell whether she is bar-
ring him from entering or beckoning him to come
with her; she stands perfectly stil, and her face,
backlit,is unreadable | For no reason that he under-
stands, he opens his mouth and screams. s it a
scream of anguish? of frustration? of fear? Strangely,
he cannot tell. Whatever s source or purpase, it
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entrance, Maelstrom grabs him by the collar—not
roughly,but not gently, either—and pulls him inside.

The warehouse is cavernous, with many times as
much space as the building in E1-H—, and it i at
least three-quarters full of erates: crates lining the
walls, crates stacked to form aisles that run the
length of the room, crates stacked to the ceiling in
some places,crates of different sizes, shapes,shades,
ages. Many—most—have blue-black spatters and
splotehes. Despite the dampness outside, there’s
ot a hint of mustiness. It might be the black rock,
he thinks, storing heat, drying the air, staving off
decay. Down one aile, S. sees a group of sailors
transferring crates from cart to stack. When he takes
astepin their direction, Maelstrom again grabs him
by the collar. Nah, he says. He points to a doorway
along the back wall, pushes him in that direction.
Yiworkins ou’ there.

“I don't understand,” S. says. And he doesn't,
although he says this primarily to stall for time, to
watch the salors stacking, to notice everything he
can about their workins

Cambin plans, Maclstrom says. Yot ¢oiz the
Lady now.

“Sola?” S. asks, perhaps too quickly.
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‘perhaps even to his place in this insane amnesiac
world—is in that warehouse and in those pots once
they are illed, and.S. resolves to discover it all while
he is here. He studies the patterns of movement on
the deck below him, contemplates the route and
timing of his escape from the ship.

He is confounded, then, by the sight of Mael-
strom, at the top of the gangway, calling him for-
ward with a curled finger

“The walkway trembles and complains under the
jig man's weight. S. looks down at what he'l fall
upon when the thing collapses: a shardy expanse
of conchoidal black rock, knapped and honed and
polished by the acons. He kneels. He runs his
hand over one of the smooth surfaces. The rock s
'&”é ,,Mu.m» warm to lh{)mmh and{its gloss shows him a ghost
1)

%me " by throe sallors and pu!]edbythmelh It nearly
“THAT ProBABLY Whs fun 5pills when one wheel slips offthe edge of the walk-
Lwandee f hoee way, but the sailors wrestle it up
e
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he notices anarrow track of smooth but scored rock .0 o asms fovels

skirting the base—black on black, and hard to dis- £ wexe uang him.
cern in the dim, slanted light—and he finds himself &< riows %0 you

stepping off the planks, getting his footing on the 6;‘_?;;*;;1’::_ &,
trail, and following it around the broad base. From weiric whem ) ou
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compbicatrol
Hspits. He cures He followsthe path upward, 522242272452, 0nd
Arahon (Vaslow?) amet
From the top of the decapitated mountain, he can Fltomcken
see the entireisland: the rocky shorelne, the blasted
black sprawl of obsidian fields, the two walkways, the
warehouse, the dock with the ship still tethered to it,
and nothing more. No sailos are visble o s decks it
‘could be another portrait of the same terrain, its story
the absence of life.
He approaches the edge of the crater—the site at
which this mountain collapsed in on itself, ages
‘ago—and looks in. More. b!.ck—unvbluck s difficult
to tell where the bottom is. The wind howls, swirling.
unpredictably. The chill numbs his fingers, cheeks,

Cm. 16 he loses s balance—or simply lets his

resistance slacken—the wind will dump him into
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Maslstrom snorts, Dunt y'wish. Move ysel.
Times scort
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S 8,57 98 TS house; i bows and rebounds s e walls, bere and
R e
VPEAChALY b M05 picte p, sustng sress s pth,and 8 nds it no
oA s i by b

The path hits the base of the mountain and ends
m g;;mw i it o
éhak'a  tral, fuls to ind one. He looks up, scans the rock
fice for hand- and footholds he can use, reaizes
voirk hat even i there were such a path to the top, the
e Eioen " b rockwenldrip s hands o boody s He
Noaot TAE et . spits and curses. He is supposed to get himself up
ke M s the ting—he ndertands it with that dream-
e A pueten 5 imperative clarty—and it iriates him further:yet
" another grave challege to an end be does not

understand, yet another reminder ofthe tragedies

in the mountains above B—.

S5 1% AU wAS VS, Ho contemplates tuming back. What would he
e oot oy sway; Joo f h refused to play this role in which he'sbeen
M e nhans  cost without bisconsent? As he mulls thi, hough,
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them, on a table with swirls of goldinlays that induce
‘amild vertigo, are dozens of sets of false teeth, cach
contraption more complicated than the lst, some of
them so ghastly that it chills him to imagine how
they might be made to 6t into a mouth. Sola tums
and opens her mouth as if o speak, revealing  space
of uninterrupted pink. . runs his tongue over his
own gums, finds himself toothless as well. The
dream-imperative is clear—they must both try on
sets of teeth until they find ones that ft—but they
sit, unmoving, because neither will risk looking
‘monstrous to the other, and this dream goes on for
what feels like forever (0, fickle and variable Time!),
ballooning impossibly as they sit there, sit there, sit
there, ever in silent anxiety, toothless and still, wait-
ing for something to change— =
“awakens, soaked in sweat, to @ dull thud and a
jarring halt in the ship’s forward motion. A chorus
of whistles above; footfalls heavy with purpose
thumping over the deck. He hears the sounds of
sails fulling and furling. He yawns, rubs his stiff and
aching jaw, feels a residue of dread chilling his
insides. Nightmares, he understands—much like
shifting blood-tides on Maclstrom’s charts—
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—and e s awake justlong enough to register his
pounding heart and sweaty sk before the fog steals
back over him—

—and he s on a roof amid a cluste of old pigeon
coops. A bird arrives, a message tied to its leg with
black thread. . intuits that the message is from her
and that it has come overa great distance, but when
he unrolls the thin paper, he can make no sense of
the shapes that are nked on it They are words, he |
Kanows—and they are her words—but the lexia that
has stricken him s total. He needs tosend aresponse -
o her, needs desperately to have some words pass £
e B
around the birdss tiny, hollow-boned leg, and knots
the thread. It is't until after he releases his mes-
senger to the gray skies that he realizes he forgot to ~
make a single mark on the page. The bird disap- <
pears into an anvil cloud, and S, waits and vaits for
it to emerge, but the bird never does. 2

‘And this: he and Sola are n an. echo- *

ing room of stone alls and floors; of burgundy and
gold rugs, arrases, drapes; of furniture scaled for &

Joten bo\lezaaitles? impossibly large people. They sit, pressed tightly *

L' fikt S dee 4.
Hod, d should've

\W*”; 9"::“

o Carin,
ol £he

* shoulder-to-shoulder,at the center ofa sofa, the dis-

tant armrests of which ise above eye-level Before ;.
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cruel-looking (a crowded graveyard for some sharp-
rimmed bivalve, perhaps), likely to gash a bare sole
at the instant of contact. As S. surveys this land-
scape, which ranges in hue from black to cinder to
ash, he imagines himself leached of color, an insig-
nificant smudge before a panorama of monochrome.

‘The crew has begun unloading crates from the
hold—rates that are smeared and splotched with
st of a familiar and disconcerting cast. They are
hefted through the aft hatchway, then lugged, one
sailor at each comer, across the deck and deposited
on ome of several rickety wooden carts t the top of
the gangway. Despite the crew’ frailness,they work
relentlessly, with grunts of exertion taking the place
of whistles,

Why unload here? He thinks of that building in
ELH— with its secret subterrancan space and
decides thatthis island must be a safer place to store
cargo of any value; he cannot fathom anyone’s choos-
ing to invade it. And what is this cargo of value? Of
how much value s it? And to whom? And where are
those few sailors going, the ones carrying empty
buckets and picking their way across the rocks on an
angle that takes them far left of the warchouse. The
answer—the solution to the riddle of the orlop, and

(m9)
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He spins out of the hammock and hurries up the
ladder so quickly that he misses a rung and tums his
ankle. He seats himselFon the edge of the hatcvway,
dangling his legs into the open space asif waiting for
the pain to drain away. The sir is mist-lled and
bracing, the sky a relentless gray. He inhales deeply
and gratefully.

The ship has docked at  decrepit-looking pier on
small, geay island that looks to be the very defini-
tion of Nowhere. A quarter-mile inland, at roughly
the island geographic center, a monoith of volca-
nic rock disrupts the gray flatness. It rises a steep
thousand feet from the surface, then terminates
abruptly in a deep, imegular crater, leaving its
peak—and, indeed, the idea of the mountain it used
to be—implied in the emptiness above. Molten
black outeroppings extend from its sides like beg-
‘ging arms, ironic mementos of the planet’s penchant
for cataclysm, it indifference to anything but the
eternal rearrangement of tsl.

‘The only sign of habitation is a long, low-shung
warchouse made of weathered wood and connected
to the pier by a ramshackle plank walkway. The
walkway runs afoot or so above the island's inhospi-
table surface, which is slickly black and jagged and

()
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They hold that course for two full days—two days
in ship-time, S. reminds himself, which makes him
wonder how much of his lfe is being lost on this
errand. During that time the weather darkens, the
sky turning into a solid sheet of gray that obscures
the sun and the moon and the confused stars alike.
They pass through squalls that churn the waves into
froth and dump inches of rain in minutes but pass
on quickly, the world resettling itself into is sturdy
posture of unremitting grayness.

Through most of this, S. remains in his cabin. He
ascends to the deck from time to time to clear his
mind in the fresh ai, to stretch his knotted limbs, to

agats fo more wate or antheriiserble e,

to pace in search of answers that stllness fuls to
provide. Those disconcerting sounds from over the
water are still audible, but the ship is speeding
along, putting distance between itself and the
sounds’ unseen source.

Below, in that cramped and stinking space, the
boards of the bulkhead accept what the fishhook
carves into them, letter after letter, word after
word. While the words that §.5 mind puts into his
hand are rarely the ones that appear in the pale
meat of the freshly-wounded wood, this no longer

() de ol nalhing. dames






images/00310.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

He gathers the photographs back into one stack,
iffes their edges with his thumb. He contemplates
the other items in the valise—the darts, the vials,
the leaves and seeds and roots, the paintbrush, the
poisoner’s pen. His task, it would seem, is to sek
out these people and poison them.*

“This,of course,is absurd. He does not know where
these people are. He docs nt know where—or even
when—he himself is. He has no idea how to track a
person who does not want to be found. While he may
be able to concoct a poison by following step-by-step
instructions, he doubs he has the skil or the nerve to
deliveritinto another human beings body: Curiously,
the most fndamental question—why do thisP—fecls
casy enough to answer: Agents have killed his friends;
whille they have notkilled him, it s not for lack oftry-
ing; and they are viling instruments of a workdwide:
violent enterprise. Why ot do it? He remains vexed
by the workings of thisstrange world. He is uncertain
whether he can exercise free will within it. He is
unaware of any other role he might play init. And: he:

[ y mﬂ . by any sensible measure, thoroughly alone.
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Aware yelf, Sunshines. What'sviszin’ help aint
alls help?

“So you know something I don't”

Course

“Exphin to me, then, how time works. I slower
on the ship than it is on land. Unless 'm simply
going insane.”"

Cant say. Dunt cog ' landways, an’Lamn'tiny’
nog neither, am 17 Maelstrom glances back at the
chart on the table, then peers through the porthole
What I cog abou time’s I got w'more fyou

“The silor must be distracted, because he has left
. with a clear view of the charts. They must not be
as mildewved as the ones he saw before, because he
can discern the boundaries between water and land.

; Most of the landmasses have been inked overin red.
e : “What does the red ink mean?” he asks. As he
. watches, one of the red areas bleeds outward,

57755 S yupRame l:..‘.‘.......‘.

S m ey | R :
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Know. You can't keep me out forever”

Maclstrom shrugs. Beteryot vex elfon what _y 0\
aint y'vexes. An yprefer shacklin, we can Tange psops g wert e
e says his with no addiionl menace n s rasp J9RET 1A'\ cps v
but with his coal-colored eyes fixed on S. face. S. jur ot Rt
takes an involuntary step backward.
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heads poke down from the tops to watch the big man,
5 to verify that they have heard the song correctly
“The sals uffand whack. S. feels a dark mood sweep
overthe ship, darkasthe storm-clouds that descended
upon them offthe coast of B——; what he cannot tell
s whether that mood is o of fury or fear
The monkey, sitting atop a barrel mid-deck,
‘amuses itself by tearing pieces from a ship-
and tossing them to the wind. S i heartened to see
afew surly looks thrown its way, including one by its
‘companion from the ghost ship. For once, S, feels as
if e s mot the least-liked ereature on the ship."
Maelstrom blows the same sequence again, and
.. the crew responds with more stllness and silence,

k4 5055 Only aftr he blows it  tird time e there nods
/;,,%,. W" e

worman at the wheel, and the ship changes course
sharpy heading offuntl it i racing on a dead run
Jbs ar hoisted;  spinnaker fes; the ship seehes

There’s been a change of plans,
ificantone, nd time—however lastct may seem
|, nlthess waters—is of the csscpcn
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crossing over the boundary from land into water.

Elsewhere, the red scems to be darkening, even

pulsing. He foels faint. The ship dves o a mulden ). NeveS At vChemt!

trough, and for & moment 5. thinkshis stomach s | € ¢ 1< 0

rse on him, even though itisemply. |51 UL LT ALY

m tums slowly. He looks at the chat, * #¢~* “5 1 .

then at . foralong moment. He steps forvard and g oo (on) Saes 5000

grbs .5 shoulders roughly. Hisbreath s fouland /1210, £ | o

his brown stumps of crooked teeth are even more 1. w5 5 .7 Lo

opellent than 5. remembers. He givs a sudden /%27 T s G

push that sends S. wheeling out the door and sding < es - % 150 upe

arse-first along the splintering deck. SRR e
When Maelstrom steps outside, he has his head §+ ¢ e /-

cocked and is studying the horizon, first to port, .5 15 0 s

then forward, then to starboard. Those sounds §. A2 1¢ AL w171\ s <

noticed before—the rumble, the electric hiss— %% 177 58

remain distant but are louder now, with occasional
pulses beating through the air. The smell of smoke
s sharper, too. Maelstrom shakes his head in what  WAh 22 P00
seems like incredulity, then lifts his whistle and ””“"',,E_M g
blows an urgent, stricken-sounding minor-key
sequence of notes, st in alow registe, then a high
one, then low again.
Lines are stlled mid-coil; mops and brushes and
stones cease their scufling againt the deck. A few

(m)
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scaling her mouth.” She holds a mop with a handle
sawed to halflength and appears to be trying to
teach the monkey to swab the deck. The monkey is
having none of it, running circles around her and
jabbering al the while, as if to taunt her with its
freedom to vocalize. The monkey, . thinks, would
be wise not to push its luck n this regard.

She sees him come down the ladder—hes cortain
of it—but he has tostand before her for several long
moments before she deigns to ook at him. “Where is
Maclstrom?” he asks. “The one who speaks?” He
‘mimes along beard, flaps his mouth open and closed,
just in case she can'thear or docsn't understand
ough her hody remains st her expression drk-
‘mild annoyance to formidable contempt.

“To standin such prosimityto her i disconcerting
Even the rims of her eyes have taken on a bluish
tinge. “You don't lookwell,”he says. “Are there limes
Ww X220 izl on board? Limes?” He holds his hands in the shape.

Theee's of alime but drops them quickly, feling ridiculous.
16 K009 o] “Youknow, you could comy with
“A'M meetnd.  wanted to,” S. says, unable to conceal his iritation.
Sl fustee Caffee 0% donathing. L doein't Viae ko bea b did.
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DISCLOSURE L ONE or-
TAE REASINS | KEPT PTG,
SFF MEETNG ViAG TrAT.
He repacks the valise, pushes it across the boards | 31 <h et 7o you.

into a corner of the cabin, and lays the blanket over | o4 s> ohat
it 165 a poor job of concealment, but ntuition tells <& nuo hak.

AND TUAT AT
him that it s a thing best kept out of sight. M ol o

The ey sy eud il P f v T 0k
tracking across blue sky. The wind s steady, but the "4k @ikt up.
ship seems to be making litle progress, juddering
along on a close haul. . scans the deck for Mael-
strom, but does ot see him. Indeed, the ranks of
the crew seem noticeably thinner. Common sense
suggests that the missing sailors must be below Awsfon. REF. vo vwg.
deck—they can't have vanished in the few hours the O*WW'SwisC Rawss oF

mes
ship was anchored in the waters off EI-H—— He is
il clinging to a fith that time moves at the same
velocity on water as on land.

=

Standing on the main deck, in the waist of the
ship, is the pouting sailor—one of those he now
recognizes as a woman. She is of whiplike buld \ 4o hot
with a curious pairing of swanlike neck and abbrevi-

IS Tovehond. o swoman e might And tioactive || et et seaedl
were it not for the narrowed eyes that look starved | allly hate fobe
of everything but meanness, the cyanotic tone of | #1% Lwaman he

her skin, and (of course) the crosshatched threads
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stays. After a time, he notices more distant sounds:
a rumbly drone wrapped in the fricative staic of an
ill-tuned wireless. Perhaps, he thinks, this is the
sound of time accelerating.

He turns and watches bony, bluish hands rsing
from the aft hatchway, then bony, bluish arms, then
the bony, bluish sailor—the bald old salt with the
jug-ears—who lfs himself out onto the deck with a
deadened look in his eyes. He blows one asthmatic
note on his whistle, then plods toward the mainmast
and struggles to lft himself into the tops. The whit
tlr drops ont of the mizzen rigging onto the quar-
terdeck, his knees nearly buckling upon impact, and
disappears into the world of the ship’s interior. So:

1= with a smaller crew to sl the ship, the regular

shift-work continues.

DECe1rn ergshant
0F THE S - wao'S Lef
BY \aa07 Cormipsny .

SRRV I The door to the chart-room creaks shrilly when
T S A e ), S, opensit. The bearded man, hunched over asplay

ﬁ{i‘}g;‘ﬁ}o 22 of paper on the table, quickly straightens and faces

ST oA Cubstion,  bim.S.reads worry n th salors heavy-idded eyes.
Rl iff 887", He may appear heakhier than his crewmates, but
IASE 297 something has hica gravely conceraee
aseous T whimirorp?  SOTmetling hes i gravely 4
BRTESLNIner S Nought aver ge, sunnydogs, Malstrom says,
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“With gestures. In writing, With the damned whis-
e, ifyou'd teach me how to understand it.”

At this, she grunts and walks away. The monkey
follows her, but not before leaving a puddle of urine:
on the deck

. circumnavigates the ship, looking for Macl-
strom, stepping carefully around the gaps in the
deck where the planking has rotted through, dark
traps setto spring on innocent ankles. The sallors he
passes offer him nothing more than a cold, perfunc-
tory glance,if they register his presence at all. Even

L s
T e R e e
mute—ignores him. The whistles he hears are the W \:;n::«m €60
e e
He pauses along the starboard rail, sees nothing <%= owa:
e o i i
sky. He closes his eyes, feels the breeze washing 24, feushmman

over his face. He smells salt and vamish and damp mvuuh.mﬁwM
o el st o ot e o i 1 A e

takn uppermanent eideno i i sivses. el 46840/
tens to the slaps of the ship pitching over the water, 74 m
tothe flutters and dives ofthe crew’s whistles, to the gy i

groaning wood, to the thuacks of suil-edges and m ad b fegimmiy
i s

= 4:5::&\ ke m"“w"‘;‘”‘”’“
-+ ¢l didns s, uld
nttomh, dxihapars, el
s "‘?:"'l‘u Sl
rbeehy e aliks than 0t tnayrd





images/00309.jpeg
SuIP OF THESEUS

i, paxhing 466 o
o s ooy

Bearded man riding strogfcar. Person with eye- "= - Totalls -
lasses, holding umbrela. ) uieght.. Rot, shinny o1 fo

s ot tckof papers mos o the oges com 17 105 95 1L,
tain nstructions or compounding o extacting poi L /5 11 11
sons. The substances are identified by Latin phrases .« 0. <110 (e .
(Fuloa mands; Argentum e fucbuss Sangui- 4574 - o=
nem ulcera; Avis ceritatis; Sagittarius sercum), * ['0¢ 1 10
many of which match the tiny ustdious wrting on o0 51 gk Jik o1
e abelsof the vil. There ae lso wenty-fe <% o o026/ 2005 ¢
pages of onionskin flled with typed letters with no e vy sl
spaces between them, no punctuation, no paragraph £~ 4021} 1.
Srein gl words,n o k.44 st e
ciple apparent. Could these be his instructions, what if he

enciphered? If so, how?* Jottouied mel,

R T

gt i T TS o S

TR eSS | et mesr.

P U s
{EiEy





images/00308.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

Nextto i, in a careful seript:
DANZIG - BERLIN, OCT 1908
And, below that, in different hands and inks:

TANGIER, JUN 1905
B—, OcT 1906
Los ANGELES, DEC 1910
TaipoLy, SEP 1911 |
SALONIKA, MAR 1912

Each of the photographs has similar notatons on
the obverse: a number betveen one and fity-seven at
toplef the location and date; and, in many cases, addi-
tional dates and locations below. The known Vévoda
Agents, he concludes, with their sightingschronicled.
A few others also look to be from the ranks of
Vévodu's original Detectives, those mountains of
men with their rough, even primitive, physiogno-
mics. Their photos are all marked with single-digit
numbers. The rest of the fifty-seven, though, are
remarkable primarly in their falure to be remark-
ablefesisting all but the most general descriptions.
Dark-haired woman in_ kerchief and dark coat.

(262)
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him; they are carrying him back o thatship, which—
erazily—scems like a place of safety. But that is a
safety in which S.is suddenly uninterested. It would

suicide to go back, hed be shot dead before he

W ver touched land, but—
2 There is a bright flash of orange then, the bright-
BT untd, TanTal e ‘punches his cardrums-
152 e 2 7L evemat tis distance, ashock vave thatnesrlyknocks
15 0t s Len.,,  him into the bilge of the boat. When he looks back
AT S 1 A Eud at the aty, most of the buldings that made up its
e T skyline are gone, and it is crowned by a dome of
““‘"m‘:&‘“& ik bive-black vapor that ires lluminate from below.
to ooyt S e e
that i streets,stone and metal and paper and flesh are fly-
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focus look as i they have been culled from govern-
‘mental documents of one sort or another JForty-two
ofthe people are clearly dentifiable as men, nine as
women; sbout the other si, . remains uncertin.

One photograph in particular made S. gusp when ¥

he peeled it off the stack: a man in a dark-colored THe quty wod- ot
duste sting on a train, holding a newspaper (Ger- ZZ;’:J% S e e
“man,S.thinks, though the type s oo blurry for him ing tagpingon
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marketplace. Agents hid  mercy; angels bade us
among us in plain sight.  adicu, punished by
‘Caged finches futtered  sound. Cairns offetion

their wings against Suummored the winds,
their prisons. Children  held their positions.
moaned from inside O, chastened men of

baskets when summoned ik, battle the sundering

by flute. The repository  force! Le repos est
s no more.” lamort!

(mb,
7 Progress is much slower without the nail. The

fishhook is curved, and . has trouble getting the
barb to bite the wood at the right angle without os-

ing his grip. Before long, he gives up and returns to
puzzling over the papers and photographs from the
valise, which he has spread out over the warped
boards of his cabin floor

There are fifty-seven phmgnpn,((suh of them
seems to show a diferent person, but S. cannot be
certain of thi, as most of the images are blurryljhot
from a distance in public spaces (on the steps of
buildings; in cafés; in rai stations; on ships) [ The

(260}
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mingled tones of awe and wistfulness and detach-
‘ment—presents itself wholly in one instantancous
synaptic fash. It lashes—here, then gone—and the
flash that follows is one of the pure and frious need
tosurvive, The pen appears n his hand and he strikes
out vith t, sashing and stabbing away until he feels
the sharpened nib sink into tisue, hears he
hiff it mabes, stabs again and again untl the Fuge
S shamps, drops, convulses once, dies,a body in a
Kaftan no different from s own. The man's pale,
puffy face is one that s, and will remain, unknown.
. stares at the bloody honeyeomb of wounds in
the mans neck, transfixed. He feels his own blood
pumping inside him. He feels feral, unstoppable.
“The pen i lick, his forearm is dark and wet, and he
i breathing heavily with the loosened derangement
of violence. He sces another kaftan-clad figure

“nenist chiff"?
gress

kneeling in the plaza, hurriedly gathering up loose

pages, vials, packets; he takes a step forward geady -V would e

to srike again because he will have that valse, he o i b‘,’“‘i

will not let it be taken from hm})ﬂnl the figure MM
Lrnarial Contral.

smaps the latches shut and holds it out to him, andin
a hoarse voice says, “Go, go, you have to hurry—
more are coming. The boat is at the end of the left-
most pier. Hurry” A checheya sits askew on his
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over 5.5 eyes and pulls his head back. A sharp, cool
blade touches his throat and begins to draw across.
In a burst of desperate energy, S. wrenches himself.
away,stumbles forward.

And here time turns shuggish, comes nearly to
astop.

‘The sea breeze funneling i through the archway
is cool on his skin. He watches as the valise yuwns
open; from it loose papers flutte like seagulls tak-
ing wing and photographs spread themselves out
like rays. Glass vials bounce and spin themselves
over the paving-stones, ricocheting when they hit
seams—he watches the bounces, expects to see
some of the vials break, but none does—and they
spend the lat oftheir energy rollingin curves across
the pathway, the sound of which makes him think of

thinks, that time is runing so slowly for him right
“here, on this path,slower than elsewhere i ths ity

%"l . ﬂp;o“‘.’u_ children shooting marbles. How interesting, he
arhon
wo- i

42 s and athousand times slower than on the ship, where

ok years pass like weeks. What a_ revelation, to be

B 4o be recninded—tiat tzse s o fleaibl, w0

adaptable, so idiosyncratic.
OF course S. is not thinking this in sentences;
the entire notion—its content, its implications, its
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the cit, and the charred sticks that once were date
palms winkwith embers, and muzzles fash from the
docks. That stolen look becomes a prolonged study,
not of the devastation but of the figure he notices 1+ xa e s
slalling at the foo of the ports only lihthouse, ¢~ = 10-1€ et
hidden from the shooters and watching S. recede

into the dark, perhaps even waving once before S.
disappears from view.

That voice in the plaza. Hoarse and husky, yes,
but female. The checheya justa costume touch. The
Tong, d.rkh.i((nmwmm in the plaza, that woman
in the shadows of the ruined lighthouse—was it
Khatef Zelh? But how could she have gotten there
50 quickly? Was it simply another woman from

MAYBE we can
6o SAc ores Tue.

Osfour and Abdin's network? Sorame® . gefore
No, his mind tels him. It was Sola Yo 60 o pew York
Sola? The voice was much rougher than he

remembers hers being, but then, time does keep

R R R
And once again, S. is fulling farther and farther

away from her." Each one of these oar-strokes pains

Lounds Lite she g0t
owex dbraka ak
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Damlxreacadian
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head; long, dark hair has escaped its confines. His

face s backlit and diffcul to se.

Here, time does not slow down to letS. think. He
. He scans the rooftops around the plaza, won-

derp why no more bulets have come.

(("Wo took car of him,”the Agre seys, pushing

the vlise into his hands. “Now go.”|)

Thin fingers, he notices, he does notice that
much before he runs, through the archway and
toward the water, across a flat expanse on which nets
and tarps and bucys form stinking monuments to
the lfe-giving sea, then down a long dock whose
planks rattle and groan under his weight, and yes,
there is the dinghy with the straw-haired sailor in
oars poised aloft like a gulls wings. The boat tips
sharply when S. steps in, but then rights iselF as §.
pushes them away from the dock.

The sailor’s oars chum the surf. §. hunches over
in the sten, makes himself as small a target as he
can for the bulets that may, and do, flyout over the
water at them. They row aguinst the slapping waves,
outinto the dark that drapes itel over the anchored
ship. Behind them—and . knows this because he
steals a look back—the orange glow intensifies as
the fire, having blackened the grasslands, sweeps
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Vévoda looks to Sola again. Studies her. Assesses
| ~wwvevr you were  herthreatand tho truth of . Perhaps he sees what S
WomAe i Twege.  suwin her face—that cool embrace ofself-destruction
oaris, t'a for a noble end He lowers the gun, tosses it to the
wasy Loeald ground near S feet. He barks at his guests to stop.
running around, they look like fools and they ought
to be embarrassed, and besides, he'd better go sce
‘what his damned son has gotten them into now.
M;;m i8S, pics upthe gun. Ho opens the chamber One
o oo £ bult,which loksdecades-ldand iy to .
ROt e :’_‘_“_ V1 Heshakes it outinto his palm and fings it far offinto
Weme !y can aano  the dark. Ho tucksthe unlonded gun into bis belt
NouR EACE + Gutss vg.  There is a pause, a shift in dynamic, when they
TomE oF MG MoTe  are all keenly alert to one another’s physical pres-
Ne2V®.35% wacrtga ence and to the strange congraity of this moment,
fl Love you ot this pointin time around which their storiesall ivot
ey doyy W Vévoda pushes past them and plods up the
- inclined passage, the two shamed guests following
MEY— tua< was  behind him, while the monkey races ahead, unstop-
Yo% VM- BEWo A= poring barrel after barrel after barrel, making the
Bt s phce. three men slop through the soggy mantle of black
‘e oA wine. Scorched leather scents the passage as the
v(:v’; W;aodﬂ'« caustic wine causes further ruin to their shoes, to
their moods, to their senses of how much power
they wield in this world.
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‘port rail, he vl see something he has not seen in a
Tong, long time: another ship. Not a ghost ship, no;
she s a ship with flags flying and sailors working on
deck, sails trimmed and humming in the wind, a
gorious wake chuming out behind her, and what
Tooks like two people standing on the quarterdeck
and sharing the wheel. He can't see their faces
through the glass, can' realy see much about them
at al, but he slides the glass closed and tells Sola
that the ship is one of theirs, and as for the identities

of the two people at the wheel, well, both Sola and

o vill ot their imaginations fllin their features
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Their control is not absolute. This is the story.

o | a7 Thia whole fiat
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should follow them.”

((“1tstoobad,” Solasays. “Twas fond of these shoes ")) Ok—Hhua has £ofe
. taks hold of her et hand vith bis right, and Ot o £he. fues. thak

they walk together, with Vésoda and bis guests sl Fitocl wiote.

visible atthe other end ofthe ong, straght passage. S4%13 2

“Keop the lighter out” he tell her, “and keepyour (19 0w,

thumb on the wheel”

Where will their steps lead? Up through the What \¢ €3me's paawr?
higher level of the cellar, certainly, and across the WHAT \F WE. can'y
lawn to the servants’ pavilion and down the dry well *‘::\:«" oow
and through the engirding passage and into the  caryr "’ *E

o SN
grotto and onto the ship. One of the sailors Will  guge Tz ST

untie the lines—perhaps the old one, with the white:
e
e ot

wings of hair, suprised to see them returning

alive—and the others will draw up oars and lead me-}un.mq Vactow

st o the stalled sy, o s warm vind bloving okt e e et
from the southeast, (0 open water, and they will 42925 andl o Cove
sal. And s they do, 5. will pick up Maclsirom’s old 04 Full &t
pyglass from the chart-room, where it was hidden ¢ €nd-

under the blankets on which the black-stained WE bon" weuows TunT

monkey slecps and snores. Looking out over the  TMAT'S TME EwD.
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its own, a thing that is easily effaced or disap-
peared or destroyed, and it is worth preserving
And if it can't be preserved, then it should be
released and cycled.
“To write with the black stuff i to create and, at
the same time, to resurrect, We write with what
those who've come before us wrote.

Everything rewritten. Part o the tradition. 3. psocuee rosspnt.
And his greatest revelation i personal: he doesnt  PUACE wik e,
care about Vévoda anymore. As long us the man  FXC Took- OveE.
lives, 5. and others will resist what he brings to the
world. When Vévoda dies, someone else will take
his place. When S. dies, someone else wil take his

place. Another S. Another story:

Sola. He must find her and tell her what he now
understands. He blows one short note on his whistle
and hurries through the junctures in directions that,
he hopes, will kad him to her. And when she answers
him, she sounds so close, and he doubles his pace,
darting through the near-dark. A sudden drop in the
path sends him stumbling, and as he is falling he
remembers Pfeifer’s injury in the cave, prays the
same fate wil not befall him. He lands roughly, but
when he pulls himself up to standing again, all the
parts of him seem in working order:

()
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Tohold it in a barrel, 5. imagines,is o imprison
the vital; to cellar that barrel i to warehouse the
sublime.

To launch a Black Vine is to take all the chuming
fury of the lost and use it to render other people, in
some other place, equally lost. A chain-reaction of
exasure, the ordinary contagion of oblivion.

He passes  barrel on which no mark i visible, as
its contents have leaked through a split stave and
blackened the wood below. He can still see an out-
line of the spill across the carthen floor. He kneels
down and touches a finger to it, and all at once, the
mad chorus of voices in his head goes slent.

Silent,

Settled. Retumed to the carth and settled.
Voices and narratives, re-sbsorbed into the ground
‘on which we walk. And this s the key, he realizes,
the thing that makes the purpose of al that work
on the ship and in El-H—— and on the Obsidian
Island and in Budapest, Edinburgh, Valparaiso,
Prague, Cape Town, Valletta, the Winter City, and
a thousand others come into focus. All that ink, all
that pigment, all that desperate action to preserve
that which had been created—it is valuable
because story i a fragile and ephemeral thing on
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One of Vévoda's guests chases the monkey—
pointlessly, as the monkey never lets him get close,
and the primary cffec of his pursuit is to interfere
with the raging Vévoda's sight lines. The other guest
scrambles arotnd on allfours, searching for the dis-
carded bungs so he can save at least some of the
black wine before it allsceps back into the geound.
And then there i Sola, standing still and steady in
the middle of llthis chaos, holding aloft the most
powerful weapon that anyone in this cellar pos-
sesses, a naphtha lighter, and her thumb is poised
over the fint wheel. He watches her face—her open
and steady face—and he knows that she s willing to
et al of thi alight_willing, Wit hestaton; \ (<, "'d:{,,‘mM
without further thought, o lose everything, includ- | (feojeetort. wsent sk’
ing—and perhaps especially—herself She iswilling | | ;wuu_ W e
to do it becanse she already knows that it is the | St o% SEyen Times
effort, the effort o resis, that maters ‘:i“;‘;l REs
“Put down the gun,” S saysss he steps from the gt
shadows. “Your son needs you.” This is a story, of > "¢ 9%
course, and one that haslittle to do with truth,other ¢ STEAM Tvnn €8 7
than to manipulae it The white-bearded man tums
toward him, tremors shaking the hand that holds the ~MANBE ke WD,
gun. Itis aimed at S.s head. Apnlleﬁhemgwnght ""M- THESS, Too
4ot v
‘nowwill erase him, immediately and irrevocably: M» ‘:?

ke watonad e
hoxa sona mote.
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Here is where Time collects, colldes, all at
once. A drop of wetness flls on his head. He rubs
the spot and finds a dark streak across his palm.
Looking up, he sces that the ceiling has been satu-
rated with blue-black and is dripping down here
and along the curving path before him. He runs
ahead, wiping the substance off his forehead, out
of his eyes. The sweetly biting aroma fils the air as

do the desperate whispers, until they are drowned
out by a seream, a scream of ontrage, which he
knowsis Vévodas. Then another—the high scream
of deranged glee. It is the monkey's. And when,
another fifty yards along a straight, downard-
“sloping corridor, he turns to his left—oh, if only he.
knew how to paint! how arrestingly strange the
image would bel—and finds Veévoda, white-haired,
white-bearded, and blanched of color, swinging
around wildly with a pistol in his hand, trying to
draw a bead on the white-muzzled monkey, which
scems to have re-acaquired the piss-and-vinegar of
its youth and is scampering wildly between and
over and under barrels, pulling out the bungs and
tossing them far away into the dark and letting the
black wine spill onto the floor,justas it must have
done on the level above the.
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they wai in this field of spent wildfowers is another
ten yards the posse gains on them. They're not in
plain sight, at least; they've been following a deer
path that curls through the low space between two
abrupt, cragey hilltops. Along one side of the field,
though, is aledge with a sheer drop into a gorge as
deep as forever. Unless they want to double back
andlose even more time, theyl have to climb.

Stenfalk looks up at the climb, closes his eyes,
wheezes, coughs again, spits. He knows what the
rest of them are thinking. “Go,” he says. “Get to the
top and start loking for a place we can hide. Make
sure you keep out of their sight ines.”

“I'l stay here with you,” Corbeau says.
M,,»'* et

strong enough to carry me up if I can't climb, Inten-

* tions won't be enough.”

She fixes her gaze on him, holds it holds it lon-
ger, fnally nods. She doesn't wan to believe this is
true, 5. knows It simply is.

Stenfalk turns to S, “Will you stay?”

C1ez)
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strategy. And they do, but not before gaining
slent nod of assent from Corbeau.

Even when Stenfalk can walk again, he can't go| | <1< /- . ’
twenty steps without doubling over; he waves S. and ||~ " ¢ 27
e e ey |
full of his frustration and his disgust with himself.
This i @ proud man. They will ot leave him behind. |

By the time the three of them reach the far end of
the meadow, Ostrero and Pleifer have been up the
e Nt s s g (102 Utdoon
‘minutes, Neither of them wants o say anything about | o duath (p3¥1)F
Stenfalk slowing them dawn, but S. can tell they've g%
been watching their pursuers intently. They're seeing Jashewes
what S, noticed a ltle while ago—a posse directly &4 att WMMW
behind them guining ground—and now fanking

apirils
groups in sght and converging toward the center, ,a‘*‘!""““‘ﬂwm me}u
“Two more beasts joining the hunt. At this rate, S. fig- :Z i
ures, ey l be overtaken before they even reach the {1 s
‘summit pass, perhaps as early as tomorrow afternoon. mindaso.
Unless they can find a place to hide, they'l have only % pop onthe
o choces: g themselves p,or g0 down g, 117557 W
And with one firearm between the five of them—the (),
ancient pistol that Stenfalk keeps tucked n his belt— 0. nace M,,,

there s only one wuythe fight will end. ® Wundreds of
Shatormonlly knew i W% Adetoctive who
Baaie reshah. (o0 O e

oe ssesestine s wisere i posgiol
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“OF course,” 5. says.
“CGood. The restof you, got going.”
Corbean raises her hand as if to make a point,
but words do not emerge. 5. notices thather fin- 24y connction o
gertips are blistering, the skin split open and furi. &-<C4L e .
e TV ibimia & ey WaAT i aea eas MR L
it clear that touching it wasn't a good idea. He [0 ,‘:“:; ::: o
notices a rank smell not unlike that of the tarn and - etApe & -
Tooks down at his boots. The leather on the toe he T o
dragged through the slime appears to be burning,
or melting, away: Lona
He and Stenfalk watch silently as the other three
search for handboldsand toeholds and drag them- 5 s “1
T et
the ledge at th top. The two men disappea from 17297/ 2. uxm
view; Corbeau looks back down at them untl Sten- */%. %7 %
ks e to g weting e, dami,nd St A e i
‘doing something useful. i T
Ty o s e L i s et
Stenfalk, coughing, hands the bag to him
“Its heavy,” . say before setingit on the ground.
‘The older man volunteers no information about
the bags contents. “Youve got some terrible luck,”
he observes, “washing up in B—— and then falling
invith us.

ik of how
WAIA \M- lu M.'(,ll.i
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of the pit intenly. She vaves . over to her and
points. Allhe cansee of her face are her eyes; blood-
shot, they suggest an even fiorcer inteligence. Ifthe
o can two of them can lead together, he thinks, they Il find

i m;:'e way to bring this group {o safety—as slim a chance.

s int i pcon -}t non

m “We have to keep moving” . says

Chatrorc,  Her voico is muffled by the fabric. “You have to
et ik see this”

“The firstthing . notices i the pit is a fragment of
charred bone. The next hundred things he sees are
many fragments of charred bone. Scuttred over the
bottom of the pit are many, many baked remains—
‘mammalian and avian, mostly. He looks up at the vl
ete,trevem: | tures,whoare stll circling, circling, circling but have

~MEyeS mox | not tightened their rings, fying only over the outer
edges of the field, avoiding the chamel house at the
center Its s if there were a barrier ising up from
the hole high into the heavens, keeping them awy.

THEY'RE NOT pana
TS worse
Tuey'Re ATTRACTED,

T eeerine But obviously he has overlooked what she wanted
L;“s"‘“—’ ) him to see, because she is tugging on his arm and
© Sense maI8L)/ suying, “No, look,” and pointing more, and now he

e aying, pointing

notices a few disruptions in the smooth surfaces of
the walls, Embedded in them: squares of honeycomb-
testured metal.
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hant —
Wx@ﬁ% Which e hated ¥
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form, combining to make one foul, scorched-black
chasm in the middle of this mountain wildemess,
twenty-five o thirty feet deep. The smell here is
overwhelming—both Stenfulk and Ostrero are
seized by fits of retching, They can't linger here, but
they can't leave yet.

“What in hell made this?” Pfeifer asks, of no one
in particular, and he receives no response.

. approaches the pit. The walls are smooth and
veined with fine cracks, as if the dirt and rock had
been baked at some hellish temperature. Around
the lip—and spilling over it too, frosting the bristy
dead grass that surrounds it—is some sort of liquid,
a black, greasy substance. Here and there—pre-
sumably where the sun catches it at a particular
angle—the material has a top-glaze of indigo
cence. 5. drags the toe of his boot through the stuff;
it leaves a dark and thick-looking smear on the dead
grass, but it doesn't st up any more of the horriblo
stench; whatever is fouling the air is coming from
within the pit itself. He glances up and watches Cor-
beau, holding her handkerchief over her nose and
mouth bandanna-syle, drag a finger through the
slime and then hold it up for study. She kneels to
wipe it clean on the ground, then studies the depths

()
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“Tremember; says Pfifer. Thunder, too. Louder
and deeper, too, than you'd expect from 50 fr avay.
But enough lke thunder that  thought: thunder.”
((So this is what he's buikding in the annex,”
Ostrero says

“We know it one of the things he’s bulding
there,” Corbeau says. “And we don't know what this
thing even s

“We Know it explodes,” Pfeifr says. “We know it
e LN AOIOEA of A
Jaow it smells ik the devil'svery arsehole.”"

“We know that Zapad died over this,” Stenfalk
says, his voice cracking. He tries to say more, but
another it of coughing steals his words. They
understand, though, what he was going to express:
his hurt, his outrage, his grief—all of it personal,
ot poltical. Stenfalk holds his place, waves the
others on, but as oppressive as the air s here, no
one wanis to leave. 5. crouches,lets the exhausted
man lean over his back for support. He urges
Ostrero and Pfeifer to go ahead, scout the areas
they Il cross neat, choose a path, contemplate their

C1e0)
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“They're from a casing we use at the factory.”
she says

A blast site. A weapon was tested here. Vévoda
made this®

“What kind of weapon does this?” he asks, but she
shakes her head, says she hasn't the slightest idea.

‘The others are calling to them: Stenfalk and
Ostrero have gathered themselves and are ready to
‘move, and they must al keep going, up and up, to
fresher air and whatever slim chance of escape
remains. They hurry across the field, start seram-
bling up the next hill. Again, . takes his position at
the rear,coaving Stenfalk, offering an arm as lever-
age when his friend needs it. No one speaks much
until Ostrero asks if any of them remember seeing
some bright, purplish flashes over the mountains
during a stormy night a week o two ago; it had
Tooked enough likelightning that he hadn't thought
‘much about it, but he had pointed out its pe
color to Pfifer while they were standing out on
the whar,
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is distressingly labored, despite his attempts to make
it sound smooth and effortless—but what i to be

donc? Stenfalk may be fghting alosing battle against
m g ”“hu lungs and the alttude, but S. suspects he won't
SCos sown smn.m.m drops to the ground, unable to move on
s s eani under his own power. And at that point, he'll wave
oudoni. everyone elsc on,insiston facing the Detectives and

ks otviousey v Whomever else Veévoda has enlisted, all by himself
ToUEH® T oo They reach the creek in an hour, and Stenfalk,

wheezing and ratling, drops himself clumsily onto a
Jro4, large, flat rock on the bank(his knuckles whitening

sabe
e phal bS5 T ol o e iyt B of eughing

seize him. Corbeau rubs circles on his back while
the other three fil the jugs. S., suddenly realizing
how desperately thirsty he i, takes a greedy swallow
from his own.

He spits it out. The water has a strange taste, a
metallc funk that has made his tongue tingle and
now sting. He sniffs the air, which seems similaly
befouled. He tums to ask the others if they've
noticed and finds Ostrero and Pfeifer frowning into
the jugs, as if the vessels are at fault, and Corbeau
wrinkling her nose in the air, trying to gauge which
#+ direction the smell s coming from. It not unbear-
able, not overwhelming, but it there—an acrid

(1se)
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and mouth; Pfeifer is doubled over and breathing
%" bensly,Osrrshas ok of a5 grze Fllovs
his, back in the direction from which they came.
M u"\?u( T
5o dustrs, et ok md o

""Ww’ S e

4 of ground on them)They move as one, and from
m’.’w,,&’:«’a e el
ok redator stalkingits nest meal . can'tsce the flank-
P 4
ReLAX . ing pastics, though he knows they must be dlosing
R

FeTonecy sus Aveeg 1 t00. He shares a look with Corbeau, then with
Stenfilk, who squeezes his eyes shut and nods. He
Knows. No time to rest. Not now. Walk. Quickly

To 20 Yo Frounces!
Lectore. + it we; Astiff breeze is sweeping down through the meadow,

~ Fu‘-—v 8 ©3tygany. A1 it ought to be sending ripples across the water, 2
£ knar

ead the surface looks flat, s if it has a black
matte fnish. It takes them another hal -hour to reach
t—a halfhour of squinting, coughing, wiping away

f«m i ol they do they discoverthat s ot

7«”,«

lakeatall Itis a rageed holeinthe ground—or, rather, -

a cluster of ten overlapping holes that have been
blasted into the earth, roughly in a double-quincunx

Hen o

Cse) ﬂmw:uwd/&w
Weapon’

grasses and spindly, jaundiced shrubs. And the tarn?
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swirl that mixes notes of short-cireuited wire,
decomposing flesh, low tide, and lightning-strike—
and its impossible to gnore once you've noticed it

But the trackers surely draw near, and they have
1o choice but to grind onward, across the creek, up
the nest hill, one of dozens that stand between
them and the summit. The smell intensifies s they
elimb higher; S.’s nasal passages begin to burn, his
snot to run freely. He wipes his face, rubs at his
watering eyes. He walks with Stenflk, wrapping an
arm around the older man's shoulders and gently
urging him forward when he slows, even grabbing
his hand and tugging him upward when they reach
a particularly steep section with uncertain footing,
Above them, dozens of vultures turn erratic ovals in
the blue sky:

When S. and Stenfalk crest the hill,they find the
others waiting for them at the edge of another vast
meadow, this one browner, scrubbier—the ground
covered, perhaps, with pine duff from the trees that
ringit. At the meadow’ center, which s tillat least
ten-minute walk from where they stand, is a dark
mountain tarn that looks ke an inkstain on the land.

‘The rest of the group looks in sorry shape, too.
Corbeau is holding a handkerchief over her nose

C1ss)
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themselves into another alley. Clotheslines run
between buildings overhead, and hanging lnundiy
obscures the views from above. The sniper either
doesn't see them or chooses to hold his fire.

. finds is eyes watering and his brething con-
strcted. Fire. Something, somewhers, is buming,
flling the air with sharp-sweet smoke. Its not until e W:P“'
they're in sight of the crumbling portal that S. sees its WM “ne
e N oy W 5
‘madly above the treetops, sends helices of black WLM 4

smoke rising into the sk Osfour curses sharply, and |04 ""‘LM""”

they duckintoanber doorway. We'lythewatere | 1

front,” Osfour says. Copun o6 i v Goovt.
“Wil the rower be there?” vhems eia O
iy 4 (5 £0. oF Auw0F T Torgw
Let’s hope so. VoS (ianer Frem

The o of them are gathering themsehes for /= ¢ e

another sprint when a burst of gunfire comes from " o

HETE (laace s
nowhere, Osfour eries out as a rcocheting fragment SJ\N\\\W) Ay

of stone tears open his cheek. He holds his hand to |, "7 © Serrre

his face. Blood runs darkly betvween his fingers. e LG
Hebleeds, S. thinks. He's real. “Are youall right?", ., '~ /"% 3

he'asks hoxe 7
o r

“OF course,” Osfour says. He wipes his sleeve over L

his face, leaving a long smear over the fabric. The m‘m o
wound immediately spills fresh blood down h.x,w‘?m f de,
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whatever they mean to destroy and leave a quiet,
il sky to itself. Bewikdered and disoriented, S
finds himself doubing that he is being led to the
palm grove, to the water,at all

They turn a comer, and Osfour jars to a halt,
pulls S. into a dark doorway and into a crouch. He
points toward a rooftop, at a pallid blue glimmer.
Moonlight striking an eyeglas lons. A kneeling man

g it
dun S 1k o | i et b
l"wﬁfg ‘5 The room they enter is dark and cluttered, and it
fiovdsy looks as i s ocoupant left i a hurry. The small of
o it AR L 5
“eAtuir < y.  orange and one black,are curked together ike yin
ASTTACE S and yang on  stined mattrss, somebonw sleeping
Y LIn ot | throughallihe ket utaidesnd, o s surprise
W it T e e v
will be more snipers,” Osfour says quitly. “Most o
<. the Agents will have gone to the rooftops. This has
“~been orchestrated.”
“Because of me?”
Lerie e “The invasion eas coming, regardies. But you're
N oSt s comngronr

WS B i An inner alcove has a window just big enough

AN> GEy Nouaseyr
e A for the men to squeeze through, and they drop

r
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over his right eye, pooling on the walkvay's smooth
stone, evepasit still leas from the slash on his check.
Costourwsred., L
- has to move, run ahead, g out of the plasa ‘._‘;W, A
and onto the docks, but he resists the panicked urge pvepqy o - <on
o cut the comer and race across the open space, EXTE® AT ENEB{TING
holds himself tightly to the shadows, listens for (AW °F THE VS St
sounds—a spent casing fingling on a roof e, a bolt B°T ESPEALLY You-)
g and Tcking . con sting 0 h iloman <BLA o ot
adjusts his position. He turns the comer crispl g
careful not to reveal any part of himself. st »&E&?’J@
Crack. A window behind him erupts in & spray 1 56 Gk ourp
of glas SAUNE TueRELL BE A
Again, shock detaches him from the moment, ~™€#T Ti€-
sends his mind into abstractions. A shooter is not
Jjust a man with a gun, he thinks as he runs, but a
‘man who chooses to pull s trigger. There s  rustle
a5 he passes a dark lcove, and suddenly the ar is
crushed out of his lungs as he is tackled. He fecls
himself pulled upright and yanked backward. A 515 T b s
thick arm crosses his throat, squeezes, cuts offeven St 'k st M
the chance of his breathing. His armis pinnedtohhis )% "M% “nto
ont REANZED SekerD
side, and the valise fll from his hand. There is the << 11+ © v .|
sound of leather scraping stone as his assalant icks /7227 i
the bag out of the way; and then the arm slides up =1~ At < ¢ pc [ fc

SA0 Tug Posvo,
CETUGUESE
TRANSUA TR Wese.

ACwASS WeR BesT.y

el sovey ok cxicd.
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check, but Osfour pays it no mind. “Are you ready?”
he asks, and S.is. They leave thei shelter and make
for the waterfront, through tilting streets, down
allys, underneath arches, whill behind them mor-
tars thump and acroplanes whine and circl, and in
the distance bullets pop and people scream and the
smoke spreads over the sky and a mechanized army
advances on the eity, undering out from the desert
tothe south, Birds fleethe city, speeding out over the
‘water, heir wings beating  terfied sati n the air.

‘The street opens into a plaza, just beyond which
they can see the waterfront, the tips of masts rock-
ing like metronome rods. Osfour slows to a brisk
walk, and they hug the perimeter. At the ninety-
degree point is an archway through which the palm
fire light blazes, making the stones of the plaza
pulse an angry orange. Itis as they are crossing this
space—a mere ten yards—that a rooftop gun barks
‘and the air whistles and Osfour pitches forward and
drops, his head i the shadows, his legs in the light.

‘Wasthere a muzzle flsh? Did the moon shine on
the shooter at all? Not that S saw.

. drags his guide closer to the line of buildings,
Kneels, sees the blood streaming from a black hole

(2s2)
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_ e P
Tve never heard of it But its possble. We've mf,f‘“},],m\,
taken many thousands of books undergrownd” . L. Lo s
= YouTave your malsil; Rbdim saysto5. Now Convtcrmm BEwiin
0. You cannot stay here. Not another minute.” " AL SANE A

. shakes the valise gently tests s weight. Fairly e
heavy, but not evenly balanced. Some of it is paper: gkl Pofiades
“Open it if you must.” Osfour says. “Buthuny”  socinda . Little.
. flips up the latches, pulls open the caso care- £kt Bummurabes.
fully. There is a stack of papers, yes, thoroughly .« |
inked in & minute handwriting, A stack of photo- 7+ 3
graphs held together with a clip. But also: tiny “%ﬂf};‘;i“j‘
stoppered glass vials flled with liquids (some clear, ., " T
some opaqe, some brightly hued, some pale) and <611 e c
fited smuglyinto leather oops ewn ntothe valses /12 1€
lining; glassne packets illed with powders and £ 111 TS S T
dried leaves; syringes and small blades for preci- .1 << 11 1eorc
sion cuting and afs fine-ipped paintbrushes;six (A 7C e Fenters
darts and @ six-inch-long, narrow-bored wooden t<¢. <115 oy ncs "
mbeI‘A b(-;t nm.m;.: ‘pen inaid with mother-of- l;‘: oo
pearl; considering what el i n the bag, S guesses "“"’”M“.,(
that it has a reservoir that s not meant for ink, Y hat's

maybe a sharpened nib, too. He picks the pen up, Rwu wad doing.

Some T

roll it in his fingers, admires the nacreous swirls
that twist around the barrel. Tn bright light, it % . . |
would be beautiful. WY b e

TACSE Bonrs ety prsonn
T e Lt 1 o
FEFI'S RAGE AT ThE e,
ARSI LOVE 6 e warren
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e abrasion. The handle has wom down, ereatin
Sviesan’ == dupressions whero other fingers have gripped.[It
BAC BN WEMTAS yeinds him of Stenfalk’s valise, the one he left

(rBeslc e Rer  bekind i the hill, altiough it scems smaller the
Aoes ) 8or sanat. leather thinner, the handle made from  lighter-
(P¥Ex6n prorv, SunAr colored wood. It looks enough like Stenfalks to give
2% 7)ikas Clnex V pause, but of course it could ot be the same one.
, 4 €dwax VLo ol it? No. Absurd.
Explosions in the Sistance. An aeroplane again
e tips the sky overthe bulding, and then another one,
£t and another, all three heading i the direction of the
desert. 5. hears them circle—at the edge of the ity,
perhaps—and come back toward them, Osfour and
Abdim lean in toward each other and speak i whis-
pers;S.senses that they are arguing,

“Sabreiro,” he says to Khatef-Zelh, raising his
voice above the noise. “Was the sailor named
Sobreiro?”

“Ha was Insome of the books,anywiay™
o S et he cuesutsthe e and cover

3 of the book in the portrit. There are marks upon
Wéww‘ﬁ therm, but fink ones, a5d they aro ureadable.
“T'm looking for a book S. tells Khatef-Zelh,
o) Y “A book that Sobreiro wrote. The Archer's Tak:)»

Srdes 100 Doyou have it here?”

ok (A1) s
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might be. In any event, the girl may or may not hear

him, as the aeroplanes are sweeping overhead agan,

shaking the buikding with thelr infernal thunder.
L

L OO Lot SN I ppiss ~ B0 A
leave by the other end of the alley) The Ptor
e e
T o O e e S
tion has hunkered down. Doors and shutters slap e wuuz,
closed. Mot of the remaining lights go dark, but the has
clouds have cleared, allowing the moon to expose o m&:p
the city,bathing it n cold purpl lght
They run. Osfou, quick and oglle, comstantly ke's, pA.-

seans fo threts, glancing o rooflops and windows  TATIS An
and into doorways, alley, and alcoves, while S, sim- |, 1"
plytris to mateh his pace. They keep to the shadows o dee. coch
when possible, sprint across the open moonlitspaces other,

they can't avoid. 5. hugs the valise to his chest with

one arm, notices with odd detachment that his fin-

gors are il gripping the barrel of the pen. All the

while, explosions thump and echo from the desert,

and the night sky flashes yellow and orange. Feral

dogs bay and yelp. The acroplanes arc back and

forth, carving tighter circles around the city, so

relentlessly menacing that . catches himselfwishing

they would just do what they came to do, destroy ( M%Wﬂ

L
Gy R
W‘H)«Amﬂ“
o dveot anser.
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TS T — ou weally think you'sando hat?

“Many people guve thei lives to assemble its
contents.” Abilim seys. Tt must eave with you. o
Get back to the water. Complts your tass.”
O d ook Lok et ~Who in the world do you think 1 am?3S. asks.
e o
ou. PARY of ketruws Zelh,all of them.
T {00k ustionof whoyou are” A sy
TS e e T ot a asasin” 5. sy

“statty Lying. “Well,” Osfour says, “maybe you should be.”
¢ “Time and_ cireumstances change us,” Abdim

says, “andiitis pointless to ask why. You are—"" But

he is interrupted when more deep, terrble thuds,

closer now, shake the ground, shake the bulding,

‘ﬂ‘f\;m;w‘“xf: bring down another flurry of dust and tiny flakes of
Pone Expecr roge.  Plasterand stone

©465. Howt Coveg Amowe 7 Osfour grabs the valise, snaps the latches closed,

#[0wwes. Ju  pushesit backatS. “Enough,” he says, “We're leaving

4 now.” He pushes . toward the stairway, and S. goes

+ along—he’s been through too much to let himself die

B 2 fos e pointlessly now—but he calls back over his shoulder

VEATCED Taar.  fo Khxle[?glh *“Sobreiros book.” he says. “Look for

u find it I6s important.” He doesn't
nnllylmnwxflbmx true, of course, but he thinks t

¥ Coveo, Trover\
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Others think she was just a model,  poor girl pad to
sit for the artst and immediately forgotten. Or that
she didn't exist at all, that Tisatashar simply imag-
ined her”

Another heavy susurration in the distance. Dust
flls from the celling a i it were a gentle first snow:

“And your name?” 5. asks the girl.

Ttz o

He thanks her. He tells her his name.

“It would be better if you had many names.”

she says.  VERy Apuur/wise vace Fo2.A p
“Time,” Osfour says. nely shoting. “Time.” Ho 0= 1 £.c.stiiens

curses Abdim under his breath.
‘They hear sandaled fieet slapping hurriedly up T 915 1 e s

the stairway, and their owner, an extremely tall

‘man—at leasta head and a half aller than S —joms - o

emon the balcony. He is cbony-skinned and 5. g Conbemia™d

shaven and stikingly thin. He, too, wears the ¢ o e . £ xamr.c o

gray lnen, but his kafta has embrotdered S°1 S T2 A S 4Ess A7

of bl around the colar and.at thewrists. He 571267 5 €27 555 Fh

ing a brown leather valise, which he pushes

ifto s chest vith a surprising firmness. “We are

cful for your service,” the man tells him.

. examines the valise. The leather is well-worn,

fed and scratched, scaled with patches of

Youra kallve than oL thesght youcd be.
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:
Qe 21T s st o gt my il o
sk e story we tell.
“We dont have time for this,” Osfour snaps.
O THS A GO “Where is Abdim?”
(g vN::i‘;;:j 7 “He went to get the package for our guest,” the
£ "255" girlsays, keeping her gaze on 5. He studies her fuce:
dark-eyed and olive-skinned, with a slender nose
and prominent chin. Hers s acollection of features
thatTooks awkvard in a hild uce but will ind pro-
portion and grace with the git of years. He wonders
if the approaching violence wil keep her from enjoy-
ing that giR. e feels a sudden urge o take her with
him, take her away from the coming rain of bombs
But would she truly be safer with him? A man with
an unknown destination and a price on his head?
“It was painted here,” the gil continues, point-
edly ignoring S.s distraction and Osfours scethe.
“Probably by the great Omar Tisatashar.”
“Hereinthiscity?” 147 7
“Here in this building. On this balcony.” She
‘points out the columns and arches in the dark back-
ground of the portrait. What is there is what S. sees

loss Trom where he s now standing.
Tmm e ¢ (("Some say she was the artists lover;)Jhe girl say.

hn . &0 saa “Others say the sailor's. Some say she loved both.
W, 0BAKGU g — Wik viaTeents — She il fov plasy ik i~
APTER Taac? Casual—anidbhat some
oftin L iddaid in olovs

WWGH Me s SME Kows. OF, AT LEAST
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fels the building shake. He stats thinking about
collapse, about the ceiling and the walls coming
down on him, sbout being buried under al that
weight, and suddenly its 3s if he is back in that
cramped, dark cavern with Corbeau—with poor
Corbeaul—and justas suddenly as panic led him,
it i replaced with anger, anger at the men who
destroy people,lves, beauty:
This s the resistance? It seems tragially insuff-
et to him. T don't see anyone getting ready to
fight, e says.
“Its not thatkind of resistance,” Osfour tell i,
“Well”. say, “maybe it should be.”
“Perhaps you will make it s0.” e holadat bl
“Iwon't be here.” Lyiaha'a nome..
“That s true,” Osfour answers, with a cartainty ¥ ofa 26jusk
that S. finds disconcerting, “You will not.” ek
ey climb the stairway o the blcony, where o di 1 (5. o
dosen more peaple are razoring canvases from their 424 £t vucte Fhure
frames and aing them flat in sturdy looking melal ASAMS HAAE s e
cases. There i  portrit of a dreamy.Jooking man st GEARD ok Prbox o g,
a desk, looking upward in a beatific haze, a quill in BEP = SOME Nogopy

KID THE wozL e
his hand, ink staining his fingers; oddly, though, the \S ALREADY peay 7.7.“

dog curled upat isfeet, while at frst glance appear- Chancg Hhe
s 2
ing asleep, has its eyes open to slits and is curling a m—'— onifeal e
So 1< wns Lk
195 AE v e
weieae o a7
RO Sugs e it
WD g6 b,
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al aveooden ramp leading down
But these people are not just

Eo o

MR

“What is this place?” 5. asks Osfour, who is lead-
ing him toward the archway.
$rAvo~ o€ p povgT “This is where you meet the people you're here

TR

PR 7 amuts. o meet” Osfour replies
ek lieid

bt 6™ 6t atu oS- wikhes s bwo women caefully rol up  tap-

TS %o estry that shows a fulconer on a hunt, They secure
{17 Wecan't was Ehi xsopthe roll with Kknotted lengths of rope and carry it
g\‘: - Vantdsa together toward the hole in the floor, where a burly

el o

(A= ahnta b rtoom e invasion?” S. asks.
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SR EeR oom S 00 i il b ot Thespace bl ik s i

gratreys oo ok
“Why is it all here in the first place? s this a
iy ke

R S A sa pluce for beanfulthings. Thats o 3
S DA L Th aeroplane produces a low, zppering sound
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aheavy book, with a length of green ribbon marking

-see Arrcen
a place in its pages. bt Sned Lok,
“The face in the portrait s Solu's. A younger Sola, \ 0% cks £ desenip.
younge P

perhaps, at siteen orseventeen,but st whilethe | , 2,20
pointiog may be hundreds of years od,this i Sola | Were Longit | s see.
locking upat him through the web of cracks nthe/ |1 7€ 704245
varmiah Lo
o diad-on.For hex dake.
“Whos that?" S. blurts,afterthe girl s aid the
cavas tn s case
Osfour looks over bis shovder at i in annoy-
snce—how can this master now, when bombs and
mortar hells and an advancing army are on the
way?—but the gil,after learing hr throat, nswers
chierfully. It Samar.” she says, us if she is sur
prised he dossn't already know,
She can see the name means nothing to 5. “Some
sayshe was just a il from the desert” she explains,
“one who fell in love it a European salor and
satld avay on bis ship. Some say that she arioed
here on his ship and remained. Some say she hada 4 35T wice THE
beautiful singing voice, others say she never in her 1S (NTEREST 0
o made a sound above o whisper Som sayshe ot

knew many of the worlds languages, and others say jteat Liks Filspula.
she vas just a beautiul idiot. My family claims her
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lip, showing a sharp tooth, as it faces something out
ofthe frame behind the man. S can almost hear the
growl beginning in the dog’s throat Several more
paintings, still in their frames, lean against the wall:
a dashing sea captain navigating with a sextant;
three exhausted-looking women leaving a factory as
cinders loat in the evening sky; a young man in ill-
fiting clothes playing a violin before a well-heeled
crowd, the look in his eyes capturing the commin-
gled joy and terror of creation.

Atthe end of thislineis a smaller frame, perhaps
a foot square, that has been tumed to the wall. A
woman goes to retrieve it, her black, waist-length
hair swaying as she walks. When she turns and shows
S. her face, he realizes that this is a girl, no more
than thirteen years old. He watches as she settles
herself onto the floor, gathers her hair behind her
shoulders, and begins to cut the canvas free. Its
another portrai, this one of araven-haired gl with
high, sharp checkbones, sitting in a simple wooden
chair, wearing a simple sacKlke dress. The girls fin-
LR e
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They pass a vendor with a cart on which nuts are
rousting over white-orange coals that pop and hiss;
the nuts are scorched-black and pungent, and they
effuse cradles of dark-gray smoke. §. eyes sting and
water: Too, the heat from the grill seems to cling to
him as he walks on. Perhaps he is feverish; perhaps
the relentless strangeness of this place is the prod-
et of some equatorial delirium. He hears a distant,
entomical whine; as the sound nears, it produces
painful overtones in his ears. He claps his hands
over them. He tells Osfour he thinks he is umvell

But Osfour has his gaze upturned at the slash
of night sky visible between the rooftops, and if
he hears §. he gives no sign. Instead he quickens
his pace, gestures for S. to catch up. The sound
sereams across the night sky above them, although
. does not see what is producing i, and it roll of
toward the darkened desert outside the city, “An
seroplane,” Osfour says

“I've never seen one.”

“You should hope you don't Not tonight.”

From out n the desert come the muffled thump
and rumble of mortar fire. A finy seism passes
through the ground.
 Osfour breathes. “Hurry”
N LA T T e
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flute, which he slides between his toothless gums.
He blows nto it producing a single tone ke afeline:
yowl, then diving between notes, never lingering on
them, a wailing melody both mournful and sinister
that has §.s skin crawling even before he hears one
of the baskels rustle, sees it shake ever so slightly
though no one is touching it, and hears—could it
be?—a childlike whimper coming from within. And
‘s that the lid of the basket, staring to rise—?"
LI SN, Osour pulls him onward yet agein, ot bresking

Koot s, y“:u hust,

A0 1% Wi AT T KEEP stride, “Donott says. “Especially not there.”
BYTIT S A T TED stide, “Donot stop, he says.“Especially ot the
w- T LS Te R o WeR:

.+ Pain drums dully behind §.s eyes, and his vision

A quite as sharp as he remembers.

:%d‘ ‘Could he be dreaming? He blinks, shakes his head,
rubs his eyes, but nothing resolves. Far ahead, the

‘Behind them the flute plays on.

7,

| ff Fpid ii g'“ 53, market fades into  myopic lu. Even up close the

| ©.0646,04,1d, 73| vendors and their wares have soft-Jooking edges, as

| 9¢t Mac was \ if they are held in shape by porous membranes.

| JUDAS NOT T1460 | through which the ity s soeping, o through which
\they are seeping into the city.
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the door irmly behind him and slides a bolstering
bar back into place.

‘The space inside is cavernous, far more vast than
. would have guessed from the outside. The vaulted
ceiling is thirty feet high and intricately etched with
shapes and images, lthough these are hard to make
out, owing to the dim light and layers of grime and
smoke. To his right is a Moorish archway over
flight of tited steps that lead to a balcony, which
extends a quarter of the way out into the vast cham-
ber. On the ground floor, aisles have been demar-
cated by shelves that run the length of the space,
and the perimeter s ined with cabinets, cases, and
trunks, into which all the material i this place are
being packed avay.

“The place hums with activit; there must be ity
or sixty people, all dressed in Raftans, the men in
checheyas and the women in headscarves,all partici-
pating nearly wordlessly in a swift and meticulous
division of abor. One man empies a shelf and carries
the books,flios, and loose pages bundled with twine:
over to a woman who places them in a small crate;
when it is ful,a different man replaces and secures
the ld, then pushes the crate across the floor toward
the back of the room, where several loorboards have
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Vendors bundle up their wares,tosing them into
boses and baskets and onto blankets that will be
gthered into sacks. They immediately begin to
recede, and they recede into buildings, into alleys,
intoshadows. Osfour quickens their pace. Up abead,
a food vendor tips over his cart, sending hot coals
and darkbrown twists of bread, impaled on charred
sticks and smelling of cardamom and pepper, scat-

v 5 ek i tering across the yellow dist. Are the breads in the

e @P15 T dhape of the § symbol? For a moment he thinks so,

m“‘v" byt then Osfour tells him to get ready and grabs

S ol of 8.5 kaftan, counts down three, two, one,

SO EEE T o, and they dartinto an lly so marrow they have
i " Us. to shuflle through it sideways.

o Bunciefdocs Midvay dong th. ale s & wooden door
B oy Samatad caeptfox ik, paaing et Osfe

eana ot ves a quick series of knocks, and wher(f tiny win-
L L o r
B e g e

Weixd - Onugiinyi 423 some words o the person behind it. There is the
ook o L ound of the door being unbarred from inside, and

2 e P gh B e the door apens—slowly, cantiously, and just
SRS, 4 A aust wide enough for one many-Osfour steps inside. Per-

RELUET 25U haps S, hesiates briefly; he must, because Osfour

Re oo < icn o suddenly has a grip on his kaftan again and is yank-
¥ TS g him roughly over the threshold. Someone closes
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looking at him. The expression on bis foce a5 he negous .

regards . is one of figid indifference, a cold and Gor A LeTTeR. from
singular devotion to his purpose. 5. looks away, but ARTVEO (FX6°S maun

Y i MARAS ). SA
e can tell the man is sll eyeing him as he lines up <At 1o aops. S_;A’\:“
e cdges olds,folds agan, slips it nto T HA5 <o

the edges ofthe page,flds, s againslipstno 1 185 ke L
i pocket, chooseshis next pge without even ook FLoncuk ey

ing, and tears it ot hat cuttuari?
|

words are a gift to the dead a gift to the dead a

MY Question exacty.

it to the dead AT (& | LEp Tremn
To'mea s
sfour pul and this time S. obliges, vousee not
Osfour plls . forward,and tis tme . obliges, 43 gy,
even though he is annoyed with Osfour’ pulling, As W

e wlks,he hastoshake his shoulders o clear mway Avs 4 Sor su weert

the hill has tclinghisnsdes from sl dowm o /4% 7 SEFose
mid-spine. “Dont lot that happen ogain.” Osfour £
whispers. T prefo notto die.”
At one stall, under a fickering bulb,  bent old
wretch with a milky eye stoops over an arry of
woven baskets, some small, some tall and wide
enough that a man could hide n them. As S. and
Osfour come neas, the overbead light sizles and
goes darl . oels ot ofadrenalne s the old man
males a quick move o his pocket, but instead of
pistoldhe man pulls outastubby wooden end-blown
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teway. Around the
o men, ocusts chirr and lick,and the grass whispers
a5t brushes thei clothes S. remarks to his guide how
quict and dark the ity seems. “Halfthe city expects the
invasion any hour.” Osfour says “The streets are crawl-
ing with Agents and collaborators. For many people, it
is best o stay inside, unless they mast venture out”

Another city, another abyrinth of winding streets
before his eyes. Stone buildings, cracked and
patched, sparsely pocked with tiny window open-
ings that may or may not have glass in them. Most of
the dwellings are dimly 1t or dark. The only voices

Haw pu Leen 2 P45 e hears are hushed. Here mnd. them. smoke rises,

e .lu ',,«,3 carrying the smell of roasting lamb and cumin|As

o
To ResTAURANTS.

AMYMORE —StuoRT o
T+ proney

U OF Tuncs,
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they draw deeper into the center, they begin to
encounter other people in the streets, peaple who
seem o be cither too watehful and guarded or too
resolutely looking at nothing

“Keep your head down,” Osfour reminds him.

4.+ “Andtalk o me. Two men vallingtogether must be

seen to be talking, Silen
“What should I talkto you about?” 5. asks.

E e e Talk o me about nbing” Osfoursays, “Or as
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but whose lethality we do.” And because you have g
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Know about her”)) B34 S Pulammifa e ;
“You make asumptions my fend. A dangorous | <115
i e S e
‘They leave the last of the date palms behind and #1292 G|

tromp through ekl of knee igh grass growing in j, & ptan  praersty.
sandy sol Abead is an entrance to the cty: crumbling Jificly oy e s Yot 15

stone walls that centuries ago must have framed a e< Lot
"Sne was atane!
SHE WA whsce
e DSEVPOUNTED ABGUT AT
i e Ui S
5 ue H SEOues Lk sue
A Ohages o

e Loy s Fea w1 wom T
Sepece LN e s YeRBn) 0F MARLOWE'S
o, MR ISR St A e pke.
2 Y AN S DEATH (4 For- SIMIAR REASONT
cane up onpty, koo A HERESY o A Sopr 1). KAFE oD





images/00277.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

‘They approach a broad lefiward curve, beyond
which is  more brightly-Ji sveme. “The night sug,”
Osfour says. “Peruse the goods for sale o it looks
like you have a reason to be there, but do not linger,
0 ot talk o smyon bt e, do ot atempt o pre
clhass amphing; You may low dov, but you my
stop. Laok no one n the eye.” Osfur takes a breath
s they round th bend. “Ar you esdy?” bosls;
1 dont seo how it mattors—”
Tt dossnt
Stalls line the narrow street as far as S. can see,
funneling oot traffic ito s space not much wider
than the two mens shoulders. Whil the maforkty of
the stalls are empty, many are open for business, even
though the crow 1 thin ad thestmsphere ane of
cauton. The stalls ave it by dim, Aicering bulbs
attached haphazardly to metal fixtures. Wires cross-
hatch the air just a foot or two above 8.5 head, and
they cobweb th fonts o the buldings behid the
sall, disappearing into the tiny windows, most of
which are barred. Presented for sale on shaky tables.
2 worn Blackets beskts full of spices, i powda
S ‘and pods and leaves and pastes; drums and ouds and
dtan] B 7" spike-fiddles; agitated-looking finches that dart in
w;ltmt Gantos  their bentmetal cages as if portending a ternble
Williama ~Rain. Jask chanse
T s S i sk s isas of alh i, o can'
Wap pretoneling hatcl oy (52)
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Osfour’s reticence is frustrating and his manner
Any woro aem
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“So you're useless to me.”
“Not at all. I'm taki

you
eyl give you what you need,and 1 will help you
stay alive. S0, eally, I'm extremely useful to you.

“Tell me what you think T need to know” S.
promps again. “Tell me everything™

“Twill” Osfour says. “Just keep your feet moving
and your mouth closed.”

‘What Osfour think . needs to know s this:

News of the wharf bombing did not spread far
beyond the city limits of B—, except in whispers
that did nothing to damage Vévoda's reputation as
an exemplar of hard-nosed commercial acumen.
His ambitions outgrowing the provincial B—, he
resettled somewhere across the water (precisely
where is not known), courting as clients only the
most powerful, expanding his production while
concealing himself from the public behind a forti-
fication of holding companies and legal fictions.
His tightly guarded factories—twelve of them now,
according to Osfour’s sources—feed the hungers
of generals and premiers and tin-pot dictators,
nationalist upstarts and the wheezing remnants of

(226)
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Osfour looks confussed. “The weapon,” he says
“The Black Vine. You know this. You're the one who
has seen it”

. rcalls the chamel pis n the mountains, those.
scorched double quincunses. He imagines a projec-
tile screaming out of a night sky, sending ten ten-
il of blue-black fire ino the earth,

“They say it changes the blood,” Osfour says. “Is
that true?”

. remembers Stenflk coughingup that strangely
dark and viscous fluid. “It might,” he says. “Veévoda
s selling this now? Armies have it?”

“We know that his customers want it and that
they will prostrate themselves before him to get
t—and these are men who cede power to nobody.
And the further he removes himself from view,
the more desperate these people become to meet
with him, gain his favor, execute transactions on
his terms.”

“Do the Detectives il work for him?”

Osfour shakes his head. “Not Detectives. Agents.
More skilled and more ruthless. They are provided
to'him by the militaries and secret police of his client
‘governments, by revanchist royalists, by cartels, by
groups whose compositions we do not understand

(1)
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royalty, even leaders of regions that have scarcely
been mapped. If his factories didn't make what a
buyer needed, Vévoda arranged a discreet match
with another seller, coupling cach violent need
with the capacity to achieve it and pocketing a fee
in the process. D42l yose dee Aoclay's

“He conducts the orchestra of war, and the. Prorod e
light never falls on him,” Osfour says. “The drums ) A © o o6ar of i i
are beating, my friend. On five continents. Over &¢" | 5" 1200 o

osens of conficts. Millons of peopl are holding 1< L

their breath and waiting for the worst.” geme RE TR
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oS, “He was nobody.” Osfour_explains, “unti 2F7€,1- 0
Vésoda decided he would be somebody.”" OF CE, LEmeS utses

“But why Vévoda?" S, asks. Ordnance fs ord- 75 € SH T S

‘nance; why should one man operate as the nexus of
- ops A

itall? .
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emerges more clearly through the clamor. Wonds
are a gif to the dead, it says, and a warning to the
lving. " The voice repeats this, again and again, and
others join in, then still others, until Ss head is
illed with a dreadfl, tuneless round. Words are a
gift to the dead and.a warning to the living. Words
are a gift to the dead and a warning to the living.

Osfour grabs him by the elbow and yanks him
forward. “Last year it would have taken us hours to
walk through,” he says, his tone one of exaggerated
calm. “Business is slow. Some attribute it to the
weather, and some to—"

But . is not listening. He tums backto the book
stall gripped by the sudden feeling that he ought to
ook there for a copy of The Archer’s Tales. The
chance is infinitesimal, but tl, he should look—

—Words are a gift to the dead and a warning to
the living—

—and what he sees is the bald man tearing a
page out of the book he has just bought, folding it
carefully into quarters, and tucking it neatly into his
coat pocket. Then another page: tear, fold, tuck. As
he tears a third page, he looks up, noticing that S is
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storm; rugs woven with complex but asymmetrical
‘atterns that produce a mild nausea in S. when he
examines them too closely; cuts of fly-specked pink
meat that . cannot identify;sandals like the ones on
his and Osfour’ feet; piles of old books that leach
their mustiness into the air around them, Itis a scene
of subdued industry to be sure, but it feels like a ter-
rifc bustle compared with the desolation S has found
in the city thus fur. He watches a sale conclude: 2
short, pink, and shaved-bald man in western dress
and eyeglasses hands money to the book vendor,
hands him paper bll printed with purple and blue.
(5. hopes to recognize the currency, but he doesn't)
‘The man hefts the book, athick tome bound in brown
Teather that is cracked and covered with dark, oily
stains, and opens it up, asif he aims to start reading it
right there at the sall.

Itis at this moment that the murmuring voices
return, overlapping, sharpening, then fading, twirl-
ing through one another in a chorale of lment. He
stops abruptly—too abruply, judging from Osfours
startled response—and. looks Tef, right, ahead,
behind, up. He sees no source. The voices do not
seem to be coming through his ears, anyway, but
flowing up from the base of his skull. Gradually one

()
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PLEASE NOTE: A fundamental part of the experience
for the characters in § of holding, reading, and
sharing a physical book. Their experience of reading
books—of reading this book—is a tactile one, one
where they jot notes in the margin and can begin to
communicate, back and forth, upon the pages them-
selves. Theirs is a world of found items, clues, picces
of ephemera, and the intimacy of handuwriting on
paper. The physical version of S. offers its readers all
of this in precisely the way that the characters offer it

toeach other.

The Kindle Fire version attempts to work with
platform limitations to replicate the experience of the
physical book. Exery handswritten note is here, as are
the images of the other items throughout. But please
Know that the experience of looking at the digital
reproductions of these items is decidedly different
from and holding the physical book of
. of flipping through the novel within it; of holding
and cxamining th neral clues throughout it.
While the Kindle Fire experience of S. isnt identical
to the physical book, we hope you enjoy this version of
the adventure.

s the

t of readi

~JJ. ABRANSS AND DOUG DORST
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. was not expecting this. All he has prepared are
more threats. “Well, then,” he says. “Good.”

Ye'll ha” two glasses ¢do wha” needs done. Then
ge'll be rowed back.

. is dumbfounded. “Why would I come back?”

Cause y’ die  ye don't Vévoda cogs yer vennin.

Tmpossible. How does Maelstrom know anything
about Veévoda? Why would they rescue him from
the Detectives in one place just to deliver him to
them in another? How could Vévoda know where S.
was going when he himself didn't?

. s jolted out of his confusion—even hears him-
self give a lttle cry—when the big man's hand
flashes out, clamps down hard on his wrist. Macl-
strom peels §. fingers out from the fist one at
time, effortlessly. He tosses the nail overboard. Ye'd
best na’ be defacin’ our ship, Sunshine.

And S, shakes his head no, no, that s certainly
notatall what he's been doing.

Gt respect r,trait erlike a fraga’ yself. She’s
wha's carrickin us.
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7 ~ topside, in a pattern and timbre that he recognizes
LR rom bis first Journey: Land is in sight. And now is
TR, 507 sy the time to at, R

(e ‘:;g*;; ... Speed—everything depends on his speed, on his

€650 fot Ay rvss gresping that precious commody, surprise. Up the

P TEATI adder—the nallbeld tight between s fogers—
through the hatchway. A quick scan of the horizon:
yes, lnd, a ciy, justoffthe port bow Malstrom s
mid-deck, looking through his spyglas, and S.
springs down to the main deck and bounds acros t
(knocking over the lad with the constant pout, who
was swabbing the deck in desultory circles), and
before the huge, bearded silorcan sy Sunshine, S
has his fist cocked, the nail-point aimed at what S.
assumes is the soft flesh behind all that fur, at the
base of the big man's throat, “Take me to shore,” .
says. “Take me there, and let me go.”

e Maelstrom laughs. (e laughs, and this enrages S
Suling M‘ ks Hehas bee‘v:h through too muclH; much ;..c:;
fweeting?  ing too much uncertainty, too much loss, too much
DRSS Swas trauma—to tolerate not being taken seriously. )

PRoSARLY 1Ot o T T profer not to hurt you” 5. sys. “You will
s e ke me to shore. Now”

M;m, st Course yel be taken aterra. Whole reason we
M,,,,.g i salt e

SHE MIONT Lust T
T ARG

You. are. ()
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over the waves. ros

“What happens in the orlop?” S asks, ut he gets -
10 response, no murmur through sttched lips, no f“‘f;::'_:‘:'mﬁ‘
‘whistle, no gesture, nothing. Whet con you 4ot
“They rowin the dark, withoutany light sboard. The - Guecsfone. 4 e
cly up e ks brgerthan it of the ones 5 3902 cupd s s
bt grovingont oy, LI T n
with minarets spiking the sky throughout. It is less o g, oAl
il B tn 5. vould e agied,consdatog ¥ S
i eyl il 14 1
‘The rowboat catches the crest of a modest wave, <4427 22
picking up speed and glding smootbly forward. The
fecling, for those seconds, is glorious—it reminds
him that he is human, that he isso nsignificantas to
be uterly free, and he is being guided along grace-
fully, lovingly, by the hand of Nature—and it frees
him, however transiently, from all worry and fear
and fry and grie. T enjoyed tht," b soysaloud 35 g Jid fy.
mugh to the stars a5 o the rower The rower pases ~ 9
¥ the briclest of intervals but offers no other
response, retums to his task of dipping and pulling
and feathering, dipping and pulling and feathering,
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Somewhere upin the rigging, the monkey laughs

S. sits in the stemn of the dinghy as it is roughly
Towered on the davits. He folds his arms tightly
defiantly, against his chest. Cold, dirty water sloshes ¢
back and forth in the body of the tiny craft, eddying
around his feet. Manning the oars i the whittler,
who s one of the younger,stronger,healthier looking
salors, although he also seems to have aged too 3~

1 WANTED o 5AY It vt mERE, T

0 AR ps 1 time since S.s voyage.
£ S T il nhetime sce S5 it voyage. ;
/el o Maelstrom watches them as the sailors first
RSt send them aeros the swface, which s sun- B
OK=oeap—who _ pbricngly placid. “T'm not coming back,”S. calls out. &

o
‘ﬁ("f;j"‘"‘ %u Vs, Mactcoun Raiorers; B Tisstantial voies) 3
Lol lready disappearing behind the gentl plshing of 3

‘the oars. And yell e hap to. Suddenly S. thinks of the _,
1Wechali i 47 (A question he ought to have asked right away. He calls &
i ”“L‘"‘OM ‘out, “Does this have to do with Sola? Will I see her?” 7
““"""‘M’ “‘Wl‘ﬂ) The reply is faint, nearly inaudible, a seratch §

!\u-k.u»mgﬂllul the salty night. Y" might, if y* mean to.
7. Although it might have been if yer meant fo The &

S ke T diffrencefels ke asgnificant one

U A %ﬁm the whittler, hoping for some sort of

w AT
. clarifcation, but the young man Keeps his head

Lol g nena ! down, consumed with the sk at hand, or peraps
NO — 37~ ot . fafuak..
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He stops in the shadow cast by the open door,
peers in at the sailors. Their backs and shoulders
move in a synchronous throb. Seeing all hese bod-
ies together, he realizes that more than a few look
feminine, not boyish but fer
knows what to listen for, he hears soprano voices

amid the deep, resonant humming, ¥

ine, and once he

One face tums slowly tolook n his direction:t i i
the young sailor from the ghostship. He sits with a g e
dazed lookin hishemy eyes, inachairatthe farend 5,7 4“;*4""”*
ofthe cabin. He s fambling with something smallin Wz) Sl

i hand, trying to perform some delcate acton %/ railid)
with is fingors, and the humning grows loudor and 4‘;% e
Touder still—it takes on more disinct pitches—itis | ¢ "l fo- ot

the sound of insanity in  scale of more than twelve
tones'—and when the ship rocks over a wave and

SR st eF vt
THAT WAY. SHE neveR map
the lanterns swing, the light catches something ¢ A =i e (10

silver in the young man's hand. A short needle, trail- *7 1'% fessinie.
ing a length of thick black thread. The hum soon
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10 e wasne)
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010 MotE . | Loowe mak
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‘much, but i beter than nothing, and he needs to € 0.1 +eiis 1a it
gt off this ship any way he can. He'll be damned if **"*% 705 0
hellallow himself o it sack jawed and vacant yed, ‘m»f."m
slencing himself to the delight of acabin full of mon-

_sters who want to claim him as one of their own. W""‘}“" L

e
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\ worder o
A razored band of sunshine frames the hatchway ;:;‘I;»v 5 WA sen
above, brightens the minute cracks between the 11¢ 415 01 o) sty o
planks of the forecastle deck. 5. spends the entire | 7/t0 * T svow.?
day in his cabin, plotting possible escapes, and o iy oy,
seratching at the wall when he needs to clear his
head, calm himself, He wants o gt as much of his
story out as he can before he depart, wants to leave
arecord in case he die, even i its a record no one
but the shipis crew might read. He has made several
revolutions around the room, etching his words into SodaL
the wood in a spiral that now descends halfway to e
the foorboards. He works intently, engrossed
task but not fully s0;if anyone opens the hatch and
tries to come down tograb him, hell be ready to use o
the nail for ts other, bloodier purpose. 3 3
Dusk then, i Trame around the hatchway dark. % 2
ened from gold to orange to crimson to indigo. S.
hzm 5 suddn fned Duening of il o vv“.i.,a,m-u&.
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becomes something like a closed-mouthed group-
Bl st young nan tpe his b bk fores
the needle through his pper lip, hreads t through,
then pierces the lower, and S. is ensnared in this,
held by the sound and ritual and grotesquerie, and
he waiches as, sitch after stitch, the young man
sews his mouth shut to the din of the crew urging
him on, stitch aftersttch, blood trickling down his
hin and staining his face, bis neck, with droplets of
red, sitch after sitch, stitch after stitch. 5. will not
remember seeing the final stitch, the incisor-cut of
the remaining thread, the young man slumping back
into the chair with bloodied chin and fluttering eye-
lids and his ragged collar soaked red. He will not
remember it, but he has to assume he was stll
watehing from the doorway because he will e it all
vividly in his dreams. And weaving through those
dreams, oo, always, i the voice of Maclstrom, rasp-
ing across the decrescendo of hums, saying, Y part
" tradtion, now, son. Part o’ h’tradition.)

eaWVhen S, awakens in his hammock, as dazed as if
he'd just emerged from an opium slumber, he finds
the nail in his hand, gripped between middle and
ring finger, imed like a spike outward. He thanks his
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ofloosefiting gray linen, and fat,tinsandals on is
‘TSt From  bog g over i shoulder he produces
a similar outft, neaty folded, which he thrusts at S.
“Hurry: Change,”he ordes. “We haven't much time.”*

“Where are we going?” . ks

Osfour holds  finge o is s, “Qule,”he says.
“Change lothes and Lten.” Ho pauses, wais for S.
o start butoning up.

“We vl enter the city” Osfour continues. “We
will valk through the night market. Do not call
attention toyourself.” He hands 5.  par o sandals,
then stands on tiptos to place a chedheya an 513
ead, tugging it down a low s his own.

“Becuuse someone will be witching? Vévodas
men? The Detectives?”

Osfour snorts, sending ets of smoke from his
nostils, Vévoda has not needed the browncoats for

1 bo b & notwork of Agents who can VAT 831 o was
You do not know when they are 1/ (. .1
dhere, when hy ar o ourneighbor whoge il 12 0L
dren play with your hldren, might be—" ] — s wod
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Storm petrels crsscross above thern, nearly invisible
in the dusk—just the dark impressions o birds as
they hunt o the wing, chittring and moaning

“The bost' bow drifsrightvard, aimed not st the
citys harbor bt aa darkgroveoftrees not ur up the
coust. S. points this out to the rower, who simply
‘maintins the course that, . realizes, will keep ther
ontside the spill of harbor lghts. A short time later,
the boat scrapes over the pebbly bottom of the shal-
lows. The rower ships the oars and looks over his
shoulder,watching warily i a figure emerges from

ot oia betwon rows of swaying date palms aud light  iga-

o Eletara. rati, Thewhiclrnods 05, hokds up o g

jd £ 244 “Yes, two hours,”S. tells him. “Whatever you

L;l;""" Hindt Musny He wonders, briefly(how long the rower will

L o it there once . fils to etur)

cuver e eavren 46 what 4 Weokalie= <n th. 27

T s oot e :héﬁ';%fmdum

* himselfas Osfour. Tobaceo smoke wreathes his hag-
gard face and the black checheya he wears low on his
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S. interrupts, confused.|Years?"|

e,
iewe 1" Osfour shrugs, waves his hands in apparent frus-

tration. “Everyone knows this.”
“T've been a sea” . says. “Pretend I know nothing”
i 9P, Osfour rolls his dark eyes but agrees, provided

(ke they start walking toward the city. S can feel every
(4% 0y TO. rock under his thin soles; he comes down on one

Beme A TA S
WAT | Do

with the ball of his right foot and realizes he no lon-
ger feels the discomfort. He stops, raises his knee,

v ey runs his hand over the ball of the foot, over the toes

that once nearly disintegrated—it is all perfectly
ordinary. He pulls the sandal off, examines his foot
inthe moonlight Altering through the swishing
W4 i The diagomsal e o atll viaible, but e tot

nio Domed sar. . tones of skin o his foot now match nearly perfecly.
ing Libe #hat,  Years

90, otz prcus. yoms. He thinks of the diference in the way Soa ooked

E7ACTy RionT. kTS in the bar and the way SoluSzalomé looked on the

NOT My LiFE AYMORE .

whar, The incipient wrinkles, the slghtly weathered
ook on her face, the subtle fleshiness he'd not seen

-
i M»ﬁ’”ﬂ ERSST  e o
[

But even in these pictures he notices something new:
‘an unruly,thin tress of dark hai swirling over an olive-
toned cheek: another rivulet of dark. Which recalls
baking smells, female voices,a finger laid overlips.

(22)
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0dd. He must still be in some sort of shock.
He scratches a line through the words he did not
intend, corrects them in cramped letters in the narrow
space above, and continues, working clockwise around
the curve of the borw. He stops, steps back, eads.
Odder stll. There are more words to correct this
time, and his hand is again clawed and stff. He takes
another step back and nearly slips on a ship-biscuit
‘on the loor. Someone must have thrown it down to
him while he was working. He sits and gnaws at it
whill he rests his hand and marvels, silently, at the
strangeness of his mind, this ship, this world.
acouded of plagiaxisms.

Later, he remembers the piece of paper that was
his overcoat, wondersift holds even the fantest

W.ﬂ, e
tiny, Britle wads sticking to the seam inside. He
picks out one and attempts to unfurl it. It disinte-
grates in bis fingers. He scrapes out a few more of
the bits, tries again and again, with the same result.
He closes his eyes,sghs. Ifthere were answers here,
they are gone.
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o bring them more wine. OF course, Edvar thinks.
They require some refreshment as they move on
from he loss of one of their own.

AL6:55, 5. heads back to the barrel room. His
contribution to the wine is taking effect. There are
lines forming at the outhouses for the field workers,
and fights are breaking out as people try to bull
ahead to the front, Dozens of guests have wandered
up to the Chiteau itself begging wide-eyed for the
comforts of plumbing. Several mad dashes have
been made toward the edge of the woods a quarter
of amile away—not all of them successful. The chaos,
it seems, i getting underway.

Tnside, he finds two servants around a new cask,
‘marked NOIR YPRES 1015, taking turns trying to
release an uncooperative bung. S. leaves his tray on
the shelf and heads for the open cellar door. They
glance at him, nod, tum away as S. ducks into the
darkness. A few steps in, though, he pauses; from
here, hellstill be able o hear Young Edvar’s address.
Tupp may regard the young man as a cipher, but
soon it will b obvious who he trly .,
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could say,or an I—into a new picce of wood at the
fopmost cdge of the bukhead. And then, slovly,
lensn igly, he begins to carve his story into the
ship tsel.

T ouwam away from the ship, he wite. L assumed
it had been destroyed. I found myslf under a pier;
coughing out seatcater: 1 could hear the noise of the
demonstration above.

Acramp grips his hand, twistingt into o claw. He
shakes it gently, rubs it with his other hand, and
he fecls the tendons begin to ease their grip. As he
rubs, he steps back, reads what he has writien.

‘The words on the wall are not the words he
thought he wrote.

T SWAM AWAY FROM THE SHIP, \ Proliall,
walt-

the wall says. think? i

1 HAD ASPIRED TO DESTROY IT.

1 FOUND MYSELF UNDER AN ARCH, | ACREE=VMS biowx 5o

CURSING AT SENATORS. COULD 1 HARM
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“You're speaking soon, I understand,” the waiter
says. “You seem nervous.”

Edvar is surprised at the creaky fellows inso-
lence. Has he been sampling the black wine, against
both orders and propriety? No—the man's tongue is
the usual pink. Perhaps the man is senile, or an
imbecile. “I am not nervous,” he says.

‘The waiter gives the subtlest of shrugs. “You're
speaking to a thousand very powerdul people. Any-
one would be nervous. Are you certain that you

et S

'm can romind him tha he spent the p-rly hid-

wf‘ "'“‘":; g, ov e pecbial o fving Wouss of the callare
il
bust e did_truth—perhaps more than he knows. Edvar takes
- the glass from the tray, lfs it in a soltay toast
e ww"‘ R s e e i) and ol
Koo fikit o s God—this is svaton n a ghs. I is the very thing
G he has needed all aRemoon. He immediately feels

'4“ 45 w4 the warmth of confidence rising in him.

9" ‘The waiter bows his head. “Pleased to be of ser-
el RIS R T
peopte in Y. (¢l Soid arm, he walks off toward the servants’ pavilion. The

9,053 004 3f o gz American auto manfacturer’s people shout t him
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and he counts: There are only fifteen sailors. He

e oetso does ot seethe sepulchral man, and he knows that

mundbers.  other familiar faces are missing, even if he can't spe-

) o Steaka's cifically recall which. He is surprised that there

lrzoha Und e szania would be so much attriton in the crew over such a

e R short stretch of time, and that Maelstrom would not
el ) #hice s bave creved up o replce them

_alsb mote wifiza He climbs to the quarterdeck, just managing to

et 1 02 eep s grip on the ladder as the ship dips o a
e, trough and flngs tslfsteply toleeward. Maelstrom
andinid iy says nothing at first,just eyes him, until a squirt of
P 0 it ccromen s rom bove,spltering o of
o M:’w;m s broad shoulders and breaking the sllss. He
e on! 20 S5T5EL serubs roughly at the mess with a greasy-looking rag.
96 S AT Ak His raspy voice has even less substance to it now.

s

(Y Yoo got questons. 'm I ight?
afbouk #he ch.3 codt (( “How did you ﬁndme?’))
10 orising e\ Yooam righup to s
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He removes his script from his pocket. He
unfolds it. He clears his throat. He begins to read.
“Gentlemen and ladies,” he says, “T have met many
of you today, and T look forward to making the
acquaintance of every one of you before you depart
our lovely home. My name is Edvar Vévoda the
Sixth, and as you may have heard, Lwill be assuming
the chairmanship of Vévoda Holdings in the coming
months due to my father’s declining health—or,
rather, what T have been asked to refer to as his
declining health.” How funny—that last line was off
the cuff, but there was  ripple of laughter, and it
felt good, it fel right. “Many of you have been cli-
ents of my father’ for quite some time, and I want
to assure you that Veévoda Holdings will continue to
provide you with the services you have come to
expect, including, but not limited to, those that you
might actually need.” With these latter words, Edvar
feels as if he has plucked a string, sounded a pure,
vibrant note with virtuosity, with grace.

He looks down at the next sentence, decides it is
boring and rather paintless. So, too, for the one that
follows and the one after that. No matter. He knows
‘what he needs to say, and he is momentariy transfixed
as those words appear on the page, superimposing
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By the time he goes on deck, the ranstorm has
passed, though the wind still ows trong and steady
and the sky remains a blanket of gray so thick that .
cannot tell the time of day. The air is clean and
strong and good to breathe, though he must keep
the fouled blanket wrapped around himself o fond
off the cold. That smell s a good thing, he has
decideds tis a reminder of how closely, how relent-
Tessly, death stalks us all.
He spies Macbtrom behind the wheel on the
quarerdeck, scratching at his beard, which has
grown noticeably thicker and grayer. As S heads af,
the other silors treat him much as they did before:
with an indifference spiced with resentment. He is
in the way, he is not one of them, his presence is
tolerated reluctantly. He s a bit surprised by this;
when he was lited from the water, he thought that
many of their fuces were registering some sort of
interest. Perhaps his mind had projected expres-
sions of welcome on their doomy visages. OKiBeak ovec
“The sailors are unhurried i their work,and the 1o~ mﬁ"@:«
fow whistle ise and fullwith little urgemey: §. s sur- MY % Semstte wert
prised to sce that many of the crew look more bleary- /AR50 0 ™ o0y
ey, more enevated,moregrizled and bt than S 15 V€ =\ st
e remembers. Tho deck seems e crowded, (0. e v g ‘S ar e}
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At 6:59, Edvar VI blots his tongue with a white
napkin. It comes avway with zebrine stripes, and he
drops it to the ground, along with his empty glass.
He owes that waiter tremendous gratitude. The
wine was exactly what he needed. He feels entirely
in control. He believes unwaveringly in his elo-
quence and in his gifts of suasion. He feels as pow-
exfulas white phosphorus, as calm as a cloud of ash
If Father gripes about his drinking the black wine,
he will brandish the reams of new purchase orders
that will be flled out and signed on the spot once
his words flow into those two thousand ears.

He climbs up to the dais, feeling as f his flexed
muscles might tear through his snugiting suit. He
steps to the microphone and wraps his hand around it,
producinga squeal of feedback thatwill lert everyone
that the most important event of the evening is about
o begin, and they should close their mouths or zip
their trousers or whatever they need to do to assemble
in front of him and pay attention to his words.

They gather, acquiescent

DETALs Are.
CORRGLT; ArbuIEaIT MAKES SERSE.
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to outfit his army on more fvorable terms of eredit.
He consults his pocket watch. He has beennstructed
to address the guests from the dais in the courtyard
4t T:00. It s now 6:45, and apprehension has snarled
his insides. He knows he appears sallow, il at ease,
and he knows there i itle he can do about it, apart
from mopping his forchead over and over with his
handkerchief, which Father has decried as a gesture
that reveals a fundamental and unaceeptable weak-
ness. He reaches into his breast pocket, touches the
pages on which his lines have been seripted, reas-
sures himself that nothing can go too horribly wrong,
Allhe has to do s read

An explosion—small, but sharp and loud—makes
him jump, sends his heartinto his throat, and then
all around people are screaming. Agents run toward
the commotion, carrying their blankets and con-
verging on the American auto manufacturer’s pavil-
fon, in front of which something is on fire and a
dozen guests are scrambling away from the flames.
Young Edvar realzes, slowly, that that something is
a man. Before the Agents can get to the burning
man, he topples over, writhes maniacally, finging
himself back and forth over the blackening grass. At
Tast,the Agents wrap him in blankets that both snuff
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Anidea stikes, just as Solas whistle futters in
through the open window: Is everything going as
planned?

He responds: The cellar doors are open. Come in
after Leave. Il oin you soon.
She does not whistle an acknowledgment. Her
silence contains the following: Do you have a good
SO WE'Be 087 reason to deviate from the plan? Nowis ot thetime to
Wees on. Dont Jocgel

Tose focus. Now is ot the time for doubt or trivialities.

e i

(2r52 W oin you soon, he whistles again. This time,
Quak weking aure. _she acknowledges him,
e " Buck in the servants” pavilion, he retrieves his

Deranemns: Wit ourp Valse from the crate n which i was hidden. He
18 a5 we Eaensc,” looks through the vias, held in place by leather
B s e o kel Ha i cut
Drnmn-oue wemiss. " he is looking for—Aoi veritais—and tucks t into

B L 112409 4043 s vest, He has used this arely over th years—the

o 0s e pitte rosults ars abvays uapradictabla=buk it right fust

Ll e be perfect for this evening at Vévod’ Chiteau.
whin LR . Sound otk yrbers 9
eE KRN o ok whe ghe wod

X WHen SHE WS S1CIK — WANTED SOMEGIE
\erow

Edvar VI gnaws at a troublesome cuticle on his
middle finger as he waits for the approach of which-
‘ver guests he must endure next, st recling from
the harangue of an aspiring young dictator secking
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at least some small part of it. He may not know
much about the man, but he has seen the provoca-
teurs, the killings, the blast site the lengths to which
Vévodawill o to protect what he values))

One problem: he has no one totell Certinly not
Maelstrom o the disfigured saflrs. They may have
saved him in the cove, but he stll doesn't trust them,
still worries darkly sbout their plans for him. And .
never again gets to dry land, never leaves this ship
alive, who can be his audience? Who will be spurred
torighteous action by his words? The flying ish, those
evanescent flshes of silver? The wind? The moon?
The stars, which have become strangers to him?

He wraps the blanket tighter around himself,
tries to ignore the stench. He wriggles himself from
supine to half-prone in the unsteady netting, binks
‘away what might be tears, and stares blankly at the
seam where the bulkhead meets the decking, Then,
his eye is drawn to a tiny disruption in the dark
crease: a bent nail, mottled with rust, lying in a
groove, where it was swept or where the pitch of
the seas flng it

. drops hisstockinged feet to the floor, picks up.
thenail, and rollsit n his fingers. He testsit sharp-
ness by seratchinga single vertical line—a one,
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Chairman of Vévoda Holdings, Edvar Véoda the
Stxth. Like the wine, he must be respected. The only
difference, perhaps, is in what the consequence of
disrespect might be. When he leaves the dais, it i to
dead slence across the grounds.® Even the gigeling
wine-stampers have gone quiet, and many of them
are staring at their purpled feet n the wooden tubs
and wondering ifthisis so very much fun anymore.
Edvar shakes his head again and stares down at
his own shoes, which are polished so brightly that he
can see his reflctions in them. All you have to do is

read, he tels himself. He takes the papers from his |3

e

ik - ot hadnA
ot ootk ok

a gray-haired and bone-thin man he does not recog: ~TuEN's o9 b3 Auserry

‘nize—approachedjvi
Father’s good, dark wine.
“Perhaps you weren'tpaying attention,old man,”
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he says, “but Father instructed the servants not to /™ awce d totd
give me the black wine today. | must be at my best, ‘1%

don'tyou see? Bring me a glass of Grenache instead,
ifyou please.”
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and they will commit themselves to doing it: say
nothing, see nothing, ask nothing, Comply.

. knows:in Vévoda he has a nemesis who already
wields exponentially more power than . ever will
He has docile, intimidated workers, a newspaper
that will print what he tells it, an army of ruthless
Detectives, and no_evident sense of conscience,
ethics, or proportionality. But what does he want?
It can't just be financial opportunity in the regional
arms trade, can it? Some sort of corrosive anger,
some privately-held grudge? Power for its own sake?
What sort of man does these things, and how does
he sleep at night?

And what purpose did all that suffering serve?

What was it llfor? Did you cone 4RI 4k otk
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the flames and muffle the man’s screams, and they
carry him somewhere away from the pasty, the smell
ofhis charred flesh trailing thickly in his wake. Once
the man has been disappeared from the scene, the
party resumes with littl discernible change in the
atmosphere. Edvar shakes his head. He wonders
what sort of tragedy it would take to curtail the
party. 1o send these fools scattering back to their
homes and their wars and their ivalries

A microphone squeals, and Edvar whips his head
around to see that the Agent assigned to him, one of
his futhers oldest and most trusted, one who still
wears the brown duster from the old days, has
mounted the dais and is speaking into the micro-
phone. His fedora shades his face, and his voice
contains no accent, no distinctive timbre—both face
‘and voice are meant to be forgotten immediately—
but his stance contains authority that even the
drunkest, most illbehaved guest recognizes. Gen-
tlemen and ladies. A fellow guest has had an acci-
dent because he chose, against explicit instructions,
10 test the volatility of his wine. This wine is to be
drunk and enjoyed, but it must be respected. You
havejust witnessed the consequences. Thank you. In
Sifteen minutes” time, you will hear from the new
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at least—and maybe even exposed bone, consider-
SEae s
the pain that had screamed across his synapses for
days. Instead, he found himselflooking at a healthy,
S Sl e
e L L T
the third toe down and around the ball of his foot,
iy el 0 i R
Tt T
e

“My foot—" 5. begins.

o T s
T T o e

At his back, 5. hears a wave of whistles sweep
across the erew: Itis a subtle sound, just a minor
countermelody in the roaring symphony of sail
and water, but it makes S. tum his head. He
watches as the rear hatchway creaks open and, up
from the bowels of the ship—from the secret
space in the orlop, S. is certain—comes one of the
sailors. 5. docsn't know why this should have cap-
tured the crew' interest. Anothersaior s descend-
ing the rigging, preparing to serve his own stint
below, and the scene looks like any of the other
rotations. But then S. takes a close look at the
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Sort of thing that happens when one finds the words
that truly come from within onesel. And thers,
there is the old Agent, watching him closely from
the leftside of the dais and scanning the grounds; he
Sashes subtle, procise hand signals to the other
Agents on duty. Edar acknowledges the old Agont
with a nod, for if anyone can appreciate what he is
doing at this icophone—diting strength, dec-
siveness, power, it i he.
“Let mo be clear” Edvar continues. “Wo—"
(Although who is we? His father and himself? The
company? Futher contemmplation my be necessazy.
But for now: e)
A breath.
“We will thrive as long as you, our valued cus-
tomers—and yes, e value you, despite your epel-
lence, for you are the providers of grandeur and
ease, you are the brandy-drowned ortolans whose
bones gloriously lacerte our gums, you are the
Soft, yielding flesh beneath our thrusting hips—as 5
long as you value power and profits and political o
gamesmanship over the search for love and seren-  How 40 Y
ity over the lives and the dignity of all (ncluding owe. of- ~We. grerigrs
and especially those who are not you and are not NESPATERS geg
Known to you), over calm acceptance of your place PROMLE on vum grmt
AL TG Awto cortuon]
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Yer makin' sumptions, Sunshine.

. pauses, thinks. I¢s hard to keep his thoughts
straght. It as f this whole nautical scene in which
he finds himself—not just the cabin, but the deck,
the masts, the surface of the sea,the skies, his vision,
his mind—is a few degrees off true. “If you were
there to pick me up,” he says, “then I can assume
you dont mean me harm. If you weren't f it was
Just my random good fortune—then I can'.”

The big sailor picks at his teeth with a fithy
thumbnail. I don’ mean y’ one thing or ‘nother, he
says. AlLL mean’s tsteer the ship.

“I suppose you're waiting for me to express
grtitude”

Keep y' gratitude. Got no need fit.

“Tell me this,” . says. “How long have I been on
board? This time, I mean?™

Ye'd know wel as 1 do.

“That’s not true.” And it can't be. Because .
‘would guess he’s been on board fewer than twenty-
four hours. And yet, back in his cabin, when he
realized that the agonizing burn in his toes had sub-
sided into the faintest of tingles, he'd removed his
stocking to inspect his foot. He'd been expecting to
see the flesh and nails caten away—of the big toe,
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themselves over the text that was prepared for him,
illing the margins, pulsing vith lfe, words that are
his creations, his alone. He notices the hush in the
crowd and wonders how long he has been silent.
They are waiting for him, for his voice, his words,
his expression of himself,his vision. He looks right,
leR, around the edge of the dais. Is the old Agent
there? You never quite know with that one.

“I believe,” he says, and he decides to repeat
this for emphasis, “I believe that it is also of para-
mount importance to inform you that neither I,
nor my father, nor his father, have ever felt any-
thing but contempt for you—or for your predeces-
sors in whatever pathetic, evanescent fefdom you
purport to control. Half of you behave like infaats,
the other half like crotchety old men. Fortunately
for my family, you all enjoy having toys that...
that make very loud noises and/or cause a great
deal of destruction.”

He pauses to take a breath. This is going well
His mind is alive. They are listening, and they are
being moved by the power and forthrightness of his
words. There are gasps and shouts, even some vio-
linistic ries. He has sent several people scurrying to
the woods in fear, which is unfortunate, but it is the

(1)
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humiming, He puts down his nl goesup on deck o
investigate. Thin clouds ghost a hlf-moon high
overhead. The airis warmer, nd the wind has died
down, remaining just stout enough to fll the sails
and keep thisfroakish caft moving on to s desina-
tion, wherever that might be. But while the condi-
tions ar fur, the deck i empy, apart rom the ane.
shadowed igure manning the whesl. The rest of the
crew must be below:
. croeps long through the darkness to the main
hatch and climb down to the second level, which s
Tt with ayellow light tht fickers dimly from one of
the aft cabins. For a moment, . feels 4 if he s
i ‘watching  moving:picture. The thumps and hurs,
m‘;m louder now, and more intense, are coming from that
e iy bin s el S apprsches, e iy tiough
M‘“""l g 2 o gy i tomard h gt and somd
mm; He sees the backs of the crew, tightly packed in
4 the cabin'sclose quarters,with just enovgh room for
) M them to pound their fist against the foorbords
“The humming resontes down the passage toward
i it thickens; it becomes nearly tactile. The smell
from the room, an old, deeply-embedded stink of
armpit and groin and lamp-al, wafs into the pas-

“"‘?ﬁ:“ 404 sageowny. He keeps moving forvard. He hus to see
ask) o
izt
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ascending sailor’s face as he plods aft, pulls himself
up the ladder to the quarterdeck and up again into
the mizzen rigging.

1t the young man who was taken from the ghost
ship. He stil looks unwell, though in a different
way—instead of the bone-white pallor and the
wasted, convulsing body with which he'd come
aboard, he now looks sun-roughened and lean, but
he has the bluish skin ton and the pummeled look
that afits the rest of the crew. A sparse beard fails
to cover cheeks variegated with halhealed lesions,
and the hair on his head stands straight up, stff as
besom-twigs. He has the beaten look of one of those
fuled polar explorers, fman-hauling his way toward
death or something worse

“Apparently,” S. says, “he does stil have some-
thing to give.™

Aye. Tha' wos s primmin time ona waydoep.  wess meee et eSS

“What was he doing down there?” THE By oF sreeRinG

Maclstrom reaches out with a flthy hand and s fike yac oxt, £o.
pinches §.s lips shut. Not gentl, cither. The's &’ Tt gy vgus i e
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From outside the pavilion comesa volley of wolf-
whistles aimed at one of the younger serving-girs
After they fall avay, S. notices the absence of any
other sounds in a similar register. “There are no
birds here,” he says.

Sola's hand goes to her neck, to the whistle
underneath her blouse.

“Vévoda has the trees sprayed every week,”
Roselin offers. “He cannot abide the birds—the
songs, the waste falling from the sky, the theft of
his grapes.”

Their whistles will not blend in a all. The guests
may not notice, but the Agents surely will. Once
they separate, any communication between them
will be risky. Nothing to be done about it . tells
Solawith a look. We simply hate o be carcful.

“Its time,” she says.

He nods. It time.”

. heft his tray and steps out of the tent. The ink-
wine in those cighteen glasses undulates gently,
absorbing the tremble in his hand. (The problem is
‘one of imbalanced weight,he tell himself, it cannot
be one of fuling nerve.) He moves in the direction of
the barrel room; with just  few minutes of awlessly
invisible service, heTl be able to enter it without

(i)
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the glaze on the wounded hills of the Territory, the
opacity of the muck around the Black Vine blast and
of the sludge Stenflk coughed from his lungs. Ts ll
of his wine like this?” he asks. Tupp shakes his head,
says that most are the traditionsl wines of the region.
Where the black grapes come from, nobody knows.

. picks up a glass, swirls it under his nose. The
aroma s pleasing, very nearly intoxicating by itself:
the smell of sweet ink, sharpened with the bite of
alcohol. The voices i his head return, guttural whis-
pers, and he closes his eyes to listen. Somewhere
within allthose voices is the drowned woman’, but
he can'tpick it out before they go quiet again. When
. opens his eyes, he finds Tupp and Roselin looking
at him with what might be curiosity or concen.

. steadies himself, then hands the glas to Sola.
She holds it up,studying the strange color I wonder,”
she muses, ifthis is what they used to drown her”

Tupp sniffs. “They wouldn't use the good stuff

When Sola raises the ghas to taste the wine, he
stops her. "It stains the tongue,” he explains as she
replaces the glass on the tray. “You'll be noticed.
Around here, a black tongue gets you summarily
sacked.”
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epaulets in which they probably believe more fer-
vently. With them is a Texan ofl tycoon whose pock-
marked face S. has also seen in the Winter City's
newspaper; a finance miniter from Eastern Europe;
 Central Asian rocket scientist in the simultancous
employ of several major powers; and four young
‘women—French and Catalonian, S. guesses—who
smile and smile as they gently parry pinches and
strokes and attempts a frottage. The fi
ter jokingly gargles his first sip, but when the once-
dead Presidente throws an elbow into his side, the
liquid erupts from his mouth,staining his chin with
4 black-wine beard and streaking his off-white
jacket and trousers. They roar with laughter, even
the girls, who are wiping the sickening black mist

from their faces.
His tray unburdened, . strides with purpose and
calm toward.the outbuilding where the barrel is

W eing drained, just another servant fetching bottles
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attracting notice at all. Each time he hands over
glass, the recipient looks through or around him.
Even afterall these years, he is quietly astonished at
how easily invisibility can be achieved.

Again, bis visions on the ship are serving him
well. He sees what he expected, perhaps even cre-
ated: untrammeled debauchery, spiced and thick-
ened with sto coce discussions, suspicious glances,
and disappearances into tents to conduct business
of the commercial, political, and carnal varieties.
. senses a discordance, taut as a wire, on which
the revelry hangs. It reminds him of the barely-
contained fury he sensed on that night, an age ago,
on the wharfin B——,

Nearly everyone who phucks a glass from the tray
has that deep shade of blue-black staining his lips,
tongue, and teeth. They look ghoulish o him, though
apparently not to one another. One glass finds the
palsied hand of a man S. recogaizes as the former
president of a Central American junta, a man he
thought had died years ago. Around him are several
other members of his inner circle, the men who
must have helped orchestrate their leader’ trategic
disappearance; they have ersatz-revolutionary
scruffy hair and beards to go with the gold-braided

(av)
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Her servant’s outfit it as fit were tailored to her
pleasing form. Her hair is pinned into a fussy bun,
‘and her apron is starched and i the most pritine of
whites, Dressed this way, she seems like a stranger.
He can tell she is dampening the energy that nor-
mally crackles through her, and he already misses it
She runs her hand over the outline of her whistle,
which she is wearing around her neck and tucked
into her blouse. She touches §.s chest to make sure
he has his as well. He would like very much for her
not to take her hand away, would like to have that
gently reassuring pressure with him always. But of
‘course such things are impassible.

When they rejoin Tupp, he is using a napkin to
wipe a spot from the shining leather of his shoes. 5
asks the scarred man sbout the smell in the air
“That's from one of Vévoda's weapons,” he says.
“Why are we smelling it here?”

Tupp waves a hand in disgust. The vineyards
field workers, he explains, had firm instructions to
stay in their barracks during the gala. I any one of
them was so much as glimpsed by a guest, he would
be sacked and expelled from the grounds immedi-
ately. An hour ago, though, a group of miltary men
from a variety of countries on three different

i)
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salt-scourged eyes—along with a monkey that is
swinging loops on a halyard and shrieking

Wellvenoo, sunnydags, Maelstrom says. Rise
yproper.
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At first, the oddest part of the story, to S., s the
thought of Vévoda's Agents helping anyone other
than the man who pays them. He is about to com-
ment upon this when he realizes there’s something
even stranger. The milltary men poured wine on the
door? The wine is flammable? “Is it wine, or s it a
weapon?” he asks Tupp. “How can it be both?”

Bm;:‘:” “We don'treceive explanations,” Tupp says. “You

s 37 | have to decide for yoursl
= TRoselin shows S. one of the bottles that she has
BecAISE HEY LouE

e Boows. same just filed from the cask, which she says contains
A% v oo ‘one of Vévod's richest and most precious vintages
Through the green glas, the wine looks perfectly
e £ black.Itis the color; S. thinks, of endings.
thum £ £204 “He shares this very rarcly, and even then only
whor kg 0% with small groups,” Roselin says “H’s ying to make.
0 Poxia +/2o0k he best of impressions, almost certainly on young
Hhsin doton 4 4 vars bebal”
| oo o Ceneration o generation History s lood. ‘What
Wit Gounte AngAo 4o you know about the son?” S.asks.
i qolag ke otk Roselin langhs, a short and bitter bark. “There is
”{‘JLD’\:‘ m& nothing to know about Six. He is nothing.”
% " Tupp pours ghteen glasss, which he sets on the
o tray that S. will cany as he circulates. 5. has never
scen awine so darks it has the hue of orlop ink and of

(a28)
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continents—men_who'd_been_drinking_heavil
together once they'd gotten their nationalistic pos-
turing out of the way and acknowledged their
brotherhood of force—had barred the door of one
of the barracks from the outside, poured a jug of
Vévodais dark wine over the wooden doorway and
walls, and struck a match. The barracks erupted in
flumes, and as the workers inside screamed and
pounded the walls and begged to be let out, the
milltary men retreated to a nearby grassy slope,
where they glutched from a fresh bottle of wine and
tookin the spectacle, laughing, “These are the very
st people who should be in possession of weap-
ons,” Tupp says. “These are not even people who
should be allowed to drink wine.” He spits onto the
fattened grass ot his feet

“The workers,” Sola says. “How many were lost?”

“None,” he says. Some of Vévoda's Agents had
appeared from their concealed positions around the
estate and smothered the fire with special blankets
big as parachutes and some sort of acrosal powder.
The laborers were told they had to remain in their
smoke-saturated quarters, although in a gesture of
humanity, the Agents allowed them to open the
three small windows o begin airing the space.

Cas)

&

o

e

'ﬁﬁ’;w’ﬁ& .
v“”ww

Bl





images/00249.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

and—somehow~—his old overcoat, along with a
heavy woolen blanket. The blanket smells s ift has
recently covered something dead.

‘The shivering must have begun while he was in
the water; he felt it as he was being lifed aboard
with the Detectivs’ guns still crackling quietly,ren-
dered impotent by wind and distance, and when the
cold s came at him on the deck as the anchor was
raised and the sails cupped the wind. It became
50 intense that two of the mute sailors—the pale
man with the greasy forelock and the straw-haired
whittler—had to carry him the length of the deck,
maneuver him up the ladder to the forecastle, and
help him down the hatch into the cabin.

Since then, he has been unable to stop himself
from reliving all of the horror of his week on land. _
“The holes in Corbeas back, the dloud of red n the 5
water. The businesslike shove that sent Stenfalk into. -
the gorge. Ostrero, picked clan off the rock face. £,
The bang in the dark as Pfeifer lfe was stolen. All &
they did was ask for answers about three missing
men, and everything spiraled downward from there,
His four friends are dead, as are sixty-one of their
* fellow workers. The remaining factory workers will %

understand what it takes to survive in B—— now,

y THE
A /s.::;:«;r o Tt
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On a shelf near the door is the small hand-dsill
that has been left for him. He takes it and squeees
himself into the tight space between cask and wall
He bores a hole into the flat of the barrel at the top-
most edge, then connects a length of rubber tubing
to the spout of the goatskin and slips the free end
through the hole. He tips the goatskin

Afer just  few moments, though, he aises it agan.
Heis about to cause the deaths of a thousand unsus-
pecting people. Viewed from a different angle: he is
about to id the world of a thousand of its most rep-
rehensible warmongers and exploiters of men. The
moment ought to feel charged, he thinks, perhaps
even intolerably so. And yet this act feels to him like
the most mundane of tasks, no more remarkable than
% going out for a newspaper o g

He removes the tubing from the hole in the bar-

P rel and from the spout of the goatskin. He clamps
the skin shut. He is sweating, suddenly and furi-
ously. His head spins. He holds himself sl not so
much standing as letting the barrel and the wall
hold him in place,

“This is not what he wants to do.

WWAT ME 5 Doos it matter what he wants? Especially now, at
W AR~0 T wiae

o ChT et oy, his moment. o moment of opportunity that might
O B W Piomein; O himacf.
WK Woun g6

TO MAKE SURS Siante ¢ peww up
v sarey.
P WASTCO ALw 08 1x. 15 Thar S0 php? UNDERsTANoABLE,

110 Buk 14 G endid uup i) oo —dack b
Filometo..Ond donh you thin. Fite Goould @ st donl toin it
Nobped him gaisn Sy 1) idoskea?
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to ashes, a pristine first-press of Sobreiro’s book of
tales. (Would there also be books looted from the
library on the Obsidian Island? The § book itself>
The thought makes his hand tremble anew.) But he
will never know what the barn contains, because he
has no time. There is never enough time for a man
‘who must do what 5. does.

Two serving-men leave the barrel room carrying
cases fll of bottles they have just filled toward the
servants’ pavilion. They have been instructed to
Teave the door ajar for him, and they play their roles
well. With a quick scan of the lawns to make sure no
Agents have their eyes on him, S, slps insde.

‘The barrel looks ordinary enough: French ok
darkened with age, five fect in diameter at top and
base, on ts side and fitted with a spout for bottling.
The only evidence that it contains Vévoda's strange
vintage: a nimbus of blue-black staining the wood
around the bung, a few dark spatters and daubs on
the floorboards below. Written in block letters on

the barrels side: NoTR CALAIS 1912.¢
" dtalf qed Gack
£o- Calais
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tify decades of flight and strugele and terror and
blood? Can it possibly matter what one man wans?”
1t does, he decides. It does now, and perhaps it
abways has
‘What he has added to the wine thus far will not

Ml It will, however, croate some embarmussing o "0 78
situations—doses_of humility, delivered by the <o gyt g o) :\:1::'_
blue-black glassful. S. smiles to himself. How =957 wuce aecone .
sirang, e thiks, i foling: ey, (e s et 12 ) 05

it before, of course—ust no nthe part o is e 4,7, 1A% Y
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rebellions from vithin, @ thousand purges of the %, A8 Antsivne. so
foulness these people have gulped down in their | Tpouewr: wut“::;
lives and their work WS A T vy ol

097, Benty Ay Bt
Vévoda—Edvar V—deserves a more severe fate, "7} ES N &

of course. But what of Edvar VI, the wscendant \J. v¥ bowsur, s
prince? Is he a different man than his father? Is £ #7W - { Do

; NECO THAT THE Wiy
there anything that churns away at isinsides? Will 2 (0 TE
he be as ruthless as the old man, or—heaven for TR e ARE. Mo pin
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And the darkness.

Clank

Whispers. Clearer here—not buried by so much
rock—but still indistnct. Tones of agony, cadences
of outrage, erratic thythms of fear.

‘The two of them, blind, feeling their way along
water-slick walls.
asoft, bussy rumble.

owys] | VAARIGHT HERe
& am oo

“Give me your good hand,” he says,
She does.

They can hear the voices more distinctly now:
They hear the clank and clatter as the Detectives
find the lantern and pitch it away. They hear a bari-
tone shout and a roar of assent.

‘The rumble grows louder. S. is about to remark
‘upon this when Corbeau drops his hand.

“What s t?" he asks.

“The air” She snifs. “Its different.”

He inhales decply, smells only dampness and
rock and time.

(9]
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“You can put me down,” Corbeau tell him.
He mutters an apology: Points to the symbol on

the wall. “Do you see that?” he asks. He needs reas-

surance. He can't be imagining this, can he?

“Yes,” she says. “What about it?"

“T've been seeing this everywhere 1 go. he says
“It— andhe looks for the right word. Disconcerting s
what he comes up ith, “Have you ever seenit before?”

“Maybe,” she says. “I don't know.”

“Think”

“ItTooks familiar. That' all I can say."

“Its important. 1 think I'm connected to it
somehow.”

“Think while you walk,”she says, tapping the lan-
tem. “Time's running out.”

Boots pounding on rock. A shout of discovery;
unmistakable. A riot of excited male voices. Whoops
‘and taunts and even something ike a canine bark.

One sad gunshot, the pop of an ancient pistol.
Then a vicious ratatat of return fire—six bullets?
ten? twenty?—allin one instant

These sounds. Rolling closer like a wave, unstop-
pable. And the two of them—two, a paltry two—
bracing for the curl and the crash and the darkness

(192)
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rare, they know, and risk s nfinite.
They sidestep through the passage often bump-

ing feet or shoulders,stil practiing the call i liew

of speaking . sweas profusely, even in the subter-

s body, S8R Covereo

ranean cool, its very
which is stil conditioned for

ot e don oong kb 417 e
s e

holds supplies, yes, but his examination of ts con~
tents was cursory at best. Just how careless & man e, 2, ool foe fia
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“You could say careless,” Sola says, surprising 1'% < owe. From

Hhim, as he didnt think he'd voiced thethought. “You g "ot Yousnens
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“Salt,”she says.

Now that she has given it a name, he thinks, yes,
he can smell that, although it immediately reminds
him of his stinking ltle cabin on that ship.

Lsee you” she says.
He assumes she means this metsphorically, but

when he looks back at her, he can see her outlined
against the dark. Its not much light, but it' not
nothing,

‘They follow the wall as it winds in an S-curve, the
rumble ever louder, the voices behind them sharp-
ening, intensifying, gaining more definition. Every
time he looks back, he can see more of her.

‘And then, up ahead: ight. The grim, gray light of
a stormy dusk, but it s light, and it is head of them,
and they hurry toward it as quickly as the uneven
‘ground under their feet allows them.

Rumble and crash. Waves. The ocean. What
begins at the water shall end there, and what ends
there shall once more begin.

AN A LoT 0% WhAT'S \n BETwegn,

i R0 They stand at the edge, looking down at the

REEET

aline.

waves far, far below. Slanting rain wets their faces,
their clothes, their feet. The wind is a cold rake

Wish . could qul oord fopou..

(19)
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gather themselves for the climb to the surfuce,
which appears s a plnpoint of golden lght for
above. S. tests the first foothold for traction, pushes
himselfotothe i, and s he is reaching for  hand-
hold, he wonders whether they should turn back.
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people? And even ifhe can, i there a point? Will he
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life los miserable?

((The climb is more strenuous than he had imag- ;
ined. Though his time in the Winter City left him 104 0K}
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R At
96t out, ikoifadh, “but you might be better off i T didn't”)
Dachatablbed (cie.\Buix. 1f the passage were wider and the ground
#:ﬂ“,h‘w s moother, she would certainly be stamping toward
5. _him; instend,she has toangle herselfand choose her
€o¢h obhwx (+£o#he  steps with care. Her approach is no less dramatic for
vty 26426479 i, though. She pushes herself ino bim with such
REARS TR e R
o S S R
e wnuge. vy, He can fecl her chest rising and flling as
V5 §e5 ™ she breathes, can smel the familar scnt o sweat
AT and clary sage, can hear the sound of her lps part-
ing.“You trust me,”she says, “although for reasons 1
cannot fthom, you don' believe that you do. Or
that you should **
He foels her chest rse, fall, and rise agein. He.
understands what she means; he's just not certain
s true.

Her breath s warm on his neck, and it is sharp.
He wonders whether he has again spoken aloud

lbta in ke elt'a gob o fe.
Yourtt o vr.
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. back. Afer giving the ropes a final tug, he hands
cach of them a thin wooden whistle and sees them
off, down the gangway to a slippery rock shelf that
follows the narrowing passage decper inland. When
S. turns his head for one last look at the ship, he is
surprised to see the old salor stll at the rail watching
them. The sallor nods to him, a quick bob of the
head that counts as the greatest demonstration of
solidarity—even humanity—that S. has received
from a member of the ship’s crew, In that nod, too, is
a recognition that they will never cross paths again.

. and Sola pass Covarrubias’ red frigatebird of
death and its enciphered promise,” and instead of
pausing to contemplate it—or the § symbol that has
been drawn under one of the birds wings—they
Keep walking while quietly pract
bles and trills that will allow them to communicate:
behind enemy lines: Follow me; Proceed with cau-
tion; You're being followed; Hold your ground; I've

found Vévoda; I've been exposed; I've been wounded;

the avian war-

She doeon'4 seom 10 be
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He's beginning to feel ke a creature of the sca. He
wants to ask those Old Quarter voices: which begin-
SoMETUAES ' JeALovS  ning? which end? But those voices only talk; they

0F Peonc wae
Sevoncn wss oy dontlsten]

Wit Cuctint urs ave or

TS MABE You peit  He swims mostly undervater until he curls
:‘4;‘;':‘;_?:“;:;15‘::* around the point and enters the calm of the cove.
TS, Tans poeg o When he pauses to guige the distance, he con-

BAD T, 15 vT Fewer. cludes that he must have died, oo, because what he
SACCES. MARETIME. 105 s impossible.

To 95T BE witv Tue 5

B2t Yo s, Anchoredin s cove .. T sip h can

€100 \x'3 mesey  Hed him hers, the sebec that he e s it was tom
il apart by a waterspout. It here, piched and foat-
P (Rt D BE0un8. ing, somehow, in much too short a time. Rebuilt

strangely to be sure:the hull s an even more bat-
tered gathering of mismatched wood scraps, the
height raios of s three masts seem different,the
bovsprit stouter and stubbier. Any dovbt, thovgh,
ha it s not the same vessl i essed when the gff
hook catches him by his shirt, pulling him close,
and he hears th big, bearded satlors un-voice sy~
ing Vizz we hookt one ugger rough fsh? We'oe the
bless o th’damnt, e o And lining the deck,look-
ingdown on b, are tventy orso unsmiling faces—
thetr mouths fust horizotal black smudges,to 85
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Dive, stroke, rise, and how much longer can he
do this? How much longer can he stay here before
the law of averages sends a hot bulet spinning
through his skull?

Dive, stroke, rise

Where is she?

Once more, and this ime he passesthrough a cloud
ofred bofore he breaks the surface. He fels her bump
e b i
and face-down, her black hair fanning out around her
“Three small,dark holes in her back. She was hit as they
Teapt, hit three times while he, with luck he does not

deserve, entered and exited midairintact and whole))

She might have died whille still hokling his hand.

He does not tum her over, does not want to see
her tom open, does not want to see her face in
death. He gulps a breath and dives,justas more bul-
Tets throw spray around him—dives, and strokes and
Kicks, because he has decided he will make it around
that point, out of the line of fire, onto a rock or a
pebbly shore, any safe place where he can pull him-
self out and rest and maybe weep and then figure
out what in hell he's supposed to do next

Twice recently (and maybe more often—he
doesn't know, of course) he has swum for his life.

(3}
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just pretending to be a couple, and yes, they were
already on the run, but he liked how it felt. It was
not even a week ago, but it seems like another age
Fuchjoue,  entirly:simpler safer, sans

weeks,if only subeonsciously, that if he would soon
be facing death with anyone, it would be with Sola
2% nnon I L e R

his blood. It what was supposed to happen. How
he came to be here, now, with Corbeau, is obvious
‘and undeniable—its what has happened—and yet it

#S*IB v1nS AOON  sooms the most confounding of mysteres

IT@ T LAST et

N MAVARA. “Push off hard,” Corbeau tell him. “Jump as far
Hekad his gusn  outas you can.”
with hire.
MANSE W ot You might expect them to count down softo voce,

B i e b ot
326 that they will be moving as one, but no—there is no

i
about o Nucand need. He feels her hand twitch inside his and in an
e i e e,

T, e Lk e e
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ith him.
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a8 if they were coming to him not through  fog of
centuries but in the sharp stabs of an infnite pres-

ent. He is aware, vaguely, of Sola helping him to Li;

his feet and leading him forward. Cradually the 1\»“'““ -
voices subside, and when he drops his arms o s ‘,,\.u»w
sides and opens his eyes again, he S himself

with Sola in a pavilion that Vévodds servants are

using tofvarm food_ pour drinky invisibly stage- Thi. posga. Think
manage the festvities. Many of those servants— @bout 4hcd . Fhe senk
perhaps twenty, twenty-ve—are standing bfore 12 21 Bt
them in a rough semicircle. They are men and "‘mens g
women. young and old all of them i Navlesly Tin of howd oy

clean and pressed livery. Crpedraies,
He has already seen them in his ship-visions, and  Chades.  of wotda.)

he knows the moment: the servants have been M0 1’5 A 05 oue.
T Forent twav.

e
expecting these two travelers, and are willing toald. (21 =P oot

them because ofthe grevous wrong that wis done
1o their fiend and comrade, that poor woman who

dared o resist. And sll: . is angry that ther assis-

tance will be passve, that they il not themselves SR SAYS Twe
rise up against the man i the Chitean. “You work  WAYE PEORE- Wege.
for Vévoda,” he says before he can stop himself, and O hopa £ don'4 _ase.
b e S Al e 2 P S

the mood darken. It dawns on him tha i he cver

possessed social graces, e lost them long ago.
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5 sco thess 95T onE moRe.
damned Reds. 5. and Corbeau cannt see These 5% ons€ More

en—tey e ust dark shapes txturing the aphotic yourag. g e s
space of the cave—but they hear the cocking of a NE€DLESSLY ExoArcesen
dozen hammers, know there are a dozen barrels OTHER PEORE. " Aup
4 | REMEMEER SchupnG
ol i THERE ¥ Tiwikrs,
Corbeau interlaces the fingers of her good hand “gacy? 15 Tages,
with his, and it triggers in him a memory of them AN TS Tuat we
walking through the city together—yes, they were CAm's 3957 T8N 1iTo
. A REMIDER ABovT 1y ung?
8ut Muaka woork o m G g ek
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tremble with each step upward; the ropes have dug
into his skin. Sola, below him, seems to be having
litle diffcult. She has aged since they met in the
Old Quarter,of course, but she scems to have done:
50 more slovly.

. keeps climbing, not out of bravery or indomi-
tabilty but because his only other option is to fall
and at st they eraw out of the well and spill then-
selves into the daylight behind one of the workers™
barracks. Al through the climb he has been imagin-
ing a reward: a few moments of basking in the sun's
warmth, letting his muscles unknot, breathing
deeply in the clean seaside air,his ears brushed gen-
ly by the strains of distant strings. It is immedliately
clear that this i not a reward he will eceive.

Instead of the sea air, he smells the blue-black
stench; while it is not overpowering, it is uncanny
and jarring, What is overpowering, though—what
doubles him over, clamping his hands over his
cars, writhing in the grass—are the voices of the
place: screams of terror and fury, asloud and sharp

THAT 1T WS 0u6 o
THE Eomons, | ian)|
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Down through the caverns,down through the s,
down into the wate, down through several thermo-
clines o a depth in the ocean o person should se,
where S. startles a school ofblackscabbards; which
scattr, whipping themseles away o the dark as
s descen slows, lows,slows.

He breathes out—the lst bit of breath n his
compressedlungs—and follows the bubbles upward.

Atthe surfuce b breathes, coughs,breathes. He
feel dizy,and the pressure in bis head is terible.
He spins inthe water, ooking for Corbean, but she's
notthere, J 21

“Tobis right:the hillide throws a narow jut into
the water, and the cove around ts oher side looks
well:protected. Far fur above, in the mouth of the
cave—an they really hacefulle that far?—a cus-
ter of browncost are posed infring stances. Bullets
whine and rain around him. S holds  deep breath
and.divs, svims a dozen strokes to one sde. He
sises, scans the suface. He won't swim for the point
without her He will no.

Dive, stroke, nd ise: St be s alone ot the surfce.

Dise, stroke, rise.

“Thi is when the worry grps him. She should
have come up fo air by now.

(1)
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she repeats herself. She holds iseyes as she undoes
the rest of the buttons and shakes off the blouse,
letting it fll to the floor. With a few more buttons
unfastened, her dress falls to her ankles, and she
steps out of it How strange, h thinks, to have seen
her so many times—in the physical world, yes, but
50 much more often in his mind, n his dreams, in
the amiotic aura of the orlop—and now to see her
like this. Those visions weren' ise, but this o
true, and the difference between the two s vast

He watches her watching him. His hands shake,
IR peatn b e A
buttonholes. He sheds his shirt, his trousers{And 216
there they ae: artstand muse, asassin and abettor,
two bodies pulled into middle age and beyond, " 7' ¢ HEET
and—most truly—two individuals swallowing their
uncertaintes, standing and fcing_cach other fn
underclothes that are ingrave need of washing, This Joo— 1\ Vonven ™ oo s
s who we are, he thinks, and she nods, even though BEFS%E BV N mureo
this time he is certain he has said nothing dond) 3ay 1% mi e Sougs
‘Then she kneels in front of him, presses down a | LOVE. you.
loos comer ofthe tape that holds  gotkin fll f | 1% ou 0 < oot
Sanguinem uleera o is clf. . dresses quicky and L7 1 53 0t
Sola, cxamining the drape o his trousers over thy Co¢¢5 Sret + 1 e
gontskin, nods s well enough concealed. 1 wott o0 abe| (Lo AT
B e e e s
PSR i hr
o o v Cebsany s ot
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through his body, but that might be a blessing as the
pain and the rushing wind and the cold rain that
chills his face keep him from thinking about the air
under his feet and the shots coming out of the dark.
Everything goes still for a moment as a mem-
ory—or what he assumes s a memory—unfolds
itself over him. Corks flying on a New Year's Eve.
A room full of people, of faces and bodies and spir-
its. A fire in a hearth. A sense of himself as—well, g

Ty e ling T bt i pt o 1% M{i
above their heads. He feels her tipping avway from g
b g e gt g g ey g, 0P

They are comrades, they are allies, they are t o
two members of the only group S. knows{ they are 9’»‘;’ %
illing,they are folling[ iy are Falli v:;w ‘?gyﬂ

He no longer hears the voices. The wind is what
ills his ears

Does he. for even a blink of a moment feelasif _THEN'Re A namep
he can fly? No. This is falling, unmistakably so. The ;‘-‘::"é L BT weyRe
w0 of them are falling, together, and when they hit et
the water, the flam of their double impact sounds as
Toud in his ears as did the bomb at the whart. aka. oo

The way out was down. Is down.
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ing down one cheek—so thin and precise that it

Tooks a ifit was bladed into him by a carefl, artistic

G.mil. Jeorn B and—narrows his eyes, folds his arms across his

o

Rt tend to work for him, which is not much different.”)

Rraistes M':; EE524" Quitaughterbbbls throvgh the g, i man
bk R4 comomands more of thei respectthan 5. ever will
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L0 Gl . for acousd ’ our names,” It
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St A

pivilin, where a makeshift dressing:scroen has

b,‘f‘v‘fd“:‘“""‘ peen created from wooden entes draped with a

coKe. when, % ‘tablecloth. Behind the screen, S. stands mutely; his

: eyes averted, as Sola unbuttons her blonse.* “No,"
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Jouswewrosy

“She's keeping up.” S.
doing everything that we are.”
“Don't pretend you don't see 1
what happens. You love, then you lose,
Even if you survive, you die. Think about
couldn stand to be without his wife and kids.
his nerve. And now her. She's not who she was this
morning, Never will be.”
“None of us will be,” S. replies, but inside he
oS 1 potnl aihm ot et i = jng o naim
through this world alone? He has spent no time at  qfthoy L Shauldnle.
all wonrying about someone who might miss him, o nuuh fe- 40 7
pine for his return, grieve his death. Beholden to no
one, responsible for no one, depended upon by no
one. Really his task in lving is a simple one: survive
long enough to find out who you are. But then he
thinks of Sola, and he wonders{i he really secking gueay:
her just because he suspects she might know some. 90 we. evRsve
thing about T e
ither to her, o to the mystery of her?]s this a
search for his dentiy,or some sort of ataist
ot st g
And what happens i he does find her? Wake yp, Straka,
On the wall opposite him, S. notices some-
thing different—a set of symbols that looks like a

im? Is there not an attragtion, too,
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“Is this where Il sleep?” S asks.
“If you sleep, yes.”
“What about my old cabin? Below the forccastle?”
“That’s where I'll be. That’s where T've been.”
“Iwrote about you there,” S. says. “On the bulk-
head. At least, T tried to wite about you.”
“Thnow”
“Can you stll read the words?”
“No." she says, “but I know them.”

$. cannot say how much time has passed—not
land-time, not ship-time—but he knows he has
flipped the sand.-glass again and again. Sola saw him
reach for it once he had settled himself into the
chair and shuffled it forward, tightening the space
between himself and the table, and she told him he
didn't need to do that, did not need to measure the
hours; he would ot have to vacate the space for
anybody; and nobody would be coming to relieve
him—but it eels like an important partof theritual,
and he turns the glass religiously, marking steady
time even as he lurches, zigragging, through it

At first came the sorts of phrases and images
and details and ideas and feelings he has come to
expect over the yearsiforphans and refugees from

()
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“They are,” Sola tells him, “but not on this voy-
age. You're to stay here until we reach Vévoda's”

“That might be too much...” He wonders whether
she can hear how his voice tightened, how weakly it
trailed off.

B3mE Sa® TueyRE 5
S T ISR s “Youshouldstay,dear” she says. This mightbe one.

ook Recaspiess o ofthe st things you ever do. Ml the mostof ™
WA | So S g o

NI Ty TS He shakes bis head even s he i thinking .
{0mT v \c, “meue.  “There’ so much to do, to plan. T have to get my

LRYES ek P & o v
SIS & supples norder: The duts,tho— He knowstis
(50, can cawe. a flimsy prtext. The trth s that he simply doest
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Rikeh. Deer
ou chould goko.  “The spples in your case are leady well n
Loliuger. Eight! ‘order,” she says. She gestures toward the desk. “This
| GerBLe0 | e e Whero you'l ind the plan”
| WS 900y WAo e, He raises a hand to his lips. They are wind-burned
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s Ak ey e the arctic cold has burowed so deeply into his bones.
THE WARBTANT TR wnis “Its partof the tradition,” she says, “but it docsnt
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moment they are quiet—one more moment on the
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dashed-off, blocky and rough, with much less detail.
The two groups now hunt separately. The two groups
face off again and again in some sort of tribal meet-
ing, Aftera whil, . notices another, more suble dif-
ference: the bird-wolf spiits now appear only rarely,
and even when they do, they are high above the
human action, made small with distance.

Have the others noticed any of this? He doubts it
Pleifer i pushing forward, choosing their path a each
fork. Corbeau, steely and focused, is putting one foot
ahead of the other with a survivor’s grim determination.

They descend deeper. It sounds as though the
hunters are draving closer, but they can'tbe certain

“The images on the walls thin out; the figures, all of

them now, lose detail. Hurried sketches,in one per-

son'shand. Only one storyline now: the schism n the

tribe, the battle for control. S. imagines|one soltary—¥ CowS1b62 w et
‘painter, the last of his people interested in continuing. ‘:‘::‘-‘,::;;_A_:\s“; G
the cave chronicle, creeping down alone into the T (ouginat) §.
depths,sketching out  story that he must know no (ol > kezp xach’)

oo will read for hundreds of years,or maybe ever.] S0 VS whs precey
e 09T 03 st s
Coen? 313 Revce
They are rushing through a low, long corridor Gave(a Pegsara ToRWED
when Pleifer shouts and the lantern goes spinning A™® DY®A*® WAS aueg?)
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He sees pavilions spread over the lawns and pen-
nants snapping n the breeze, sees guests in dinner

Juckets and govns and well-tailored suits and mili

tary tunics with medals winking in the torchlight,

hears popping corks, laughter, the reserved voices

of pecple who donot give thei trust easly, and even

the conspiratoral silences. He can see Agents

observing the proceedings from within the crowds

and from without, their steakh—to his eye—as

obvious s ifthey were spotlt He can see the hand-

shakes that conclude deals and hear the clinking

glasses that toast progress and a world remade.

Some guests totter on canes and in wheeled chairs;

some stumble drunkenly; some strighten_their

backs and eye the ones who are stumbling [Many — mosoy g e
are stamping exuberantly in oaken tubs with pant. ESME WAD pecioe <o
legs rolled and hems held high, hriling as meyplay&'[:m:,‘ b :l"s
a seriousness with the work of the fal crush, deco- 5. o AGs S5

rum be damned, and joking at how al the vineyard's

workers should have their wages cut because this,

this is an amusement, not work Jor maybe they

should just b sacked altogether ard Veévoda can fll

his barrels with what gests crush at bis parties.

e L sy ot LY

standing n the micstof t ll,infrontofthe Chitea's
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numbering system. €5 a lodger of some sort, per-

e e

are both looking at it as if it were a solid thing.
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oy Ptfr siands, piking up th lntern. “Wo have
THen to move,” he says, “This won't stay it forever,” |
Home. T o oy s odacy St
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his forgotten lfe, and companions from whatever
tate he'd find himselfn at the moment when ink was

T A Fhsry: = fn spilingiototh grooves tchd by the i Bt chen—

AR MAsE T
Tes ALL.

Copuiatty Vactar—
oukeyf
e

and he feels the change—it is as if a piano chord,
struck in a vast concert hall, has been allowed to ring
‘and decay, and even as the chord itself fades, some of
its overtones continue to hum with lfe in all that
space, and thase tones arefoined by notes from bowed
strings that rise, conlesce, weave together in unex-
pected harmonies, carry the piece along with them in
new directions, and when he follows them, he can see:
the Chiteau and its grounds resolve in his mind.

His vision is not one of an architectural blue-
print or aplat map, but ather the scene of Vévoda's
gala as it unfolds. He can see the layout of the
estate, of course: the Chateau itself; the tidy stands
of trees that shield the Chateau from view to the
north and south; the undulant lawns and lush gar-
dens; the fields of grapes that extend far inland,
running up and over gentle slopes of umber; the
outbuildings; the barn in which Vévoda stores, in
careless fashion, the art and antiquities he has
acquired by giftand theft and auction; and the half-
dozen barracks for laborers, behind one of which is
a deep, dark, dry well.
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divert, oppose, resist. Hislfe of words,of pictures and
sounds thatcontemplate what the world s or could be:
One atom of truth. He remembers Maclstrom, his
gide long ago, bearing down on him and rasping Got
 respect e, trait ‘r like a frag a”y'self. She's wha's
carrickin us. Itis time to descend the ladder. To get
to work. “Come with me,” he says. He wantsto tell
her that his best moments a the desk came when he
felt her nearby: And now she is here. She is nearby.

“Il walk down with you,” she says. “But T
can't stay.”

They stand on the rocking deck of the orlop, in
the doorway to the room.

Around them are the brush and rumble of water
against the hull as the heavy winds speed the xebee
o its course. §.s head buzzes, and a wave of ver-
tigo sweeps through him. He wants to st down at
that table, flip the sand-glass, and lose himselfin a
sweet cloud of ink and images—wants it as much as
an addict craves his laudanum, his cocaine—but he
also feels himself ling with anxiety, even dread.

It must be someone else’s tum at the table. Not
his, ot yet. “Are the sailors still taking shifts here?”
he asks.

Caos)
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He shines the lamp down into the lower passage,
then stands back from the hole. Its narrow,yes, but
he won't get stuck n it. “Are you worried that we're
goingtoo far down?” S, asks. He wonders: could it be
thatthey're no longer o evade the posse but rather to
bury themselves as deeply asthey can to deny Veévo-
da's men the satisaction of finding ther corpses?

“Of course I'm worried,” Corbeau says.

. drops his rucksack through the hole, then
climbs down afte it, thankful that his landing is
graceul one. Corbeau loses her grip on the wet rock
and launches herself awkwardly dowmvard, but he
catches her, wraps her tightly in his arms. She is
much lighter than he imagined * For s moment he o' [t f
wondersfsheisevenredl. T 20 . dbnbing po-
o i about T set e down when be notices .- i i s i
‘what's on the wall next to them, partially obscured ] jouu!re ot o
by drizling water and shadow: ik yoi e

S LoSeTT.

1t only a few inches high, and its serawled rudi-
mentarily—not precise or symmetrical or artistic in
any way—but it there, in black.

We B ir.

208
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Jbanwont "/ abbreviated, just cars and teeth and tals on stick-
i 1oV s falling upon..-what?’S. cannot say. A splotch,
Lo 2% 0% and a downward streak. 1t might have developed

i ekre wi4* " into a figure had the picture been fnished, had the
s YAz B iR B himselt

‘And this,this scene of blood and finalty, this will
probably be the lst paintng they fnd on the wall.
S.is suro o i

And tvill b th st thing Pfeifor sees, ullstop,
novwthat . and Corbean are leaving him behind in
the dark at Jast until the Detectives cast thei lights
upon him,callfo him o play his own rol i a sion-
ilar scene.

They were five, and now they are two. Too people:
with one light, scrambling through twisting passages
thatare becoming more and moresteeply downsloped.
Atone point,the path they are walking ends abruptly
‘and they must choose: backtrack,or lower themselves
through a wet erosion-hole in the ground and hope
for asafe landing in the chamber below, A stream of
water runs down one side of the hole, drizzling down
into the dark. 5. finds himselFiitated by how effort-
lessly water finds the place it belongs.

HOTANE You 5om' ALREADY otow ABT
makat e §1ul 30 e S Opagirts pase
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gunshot sounds from above, startling all three of
them. Pleifers weight flls onto his bad foot, and he
wails in pure agony.

‘They fall silent. Through the rock they hear full-
throsiod laughter. Then, mors distantl,  con
mander’s shout, demanding to know who o bell 5
shooting in an enclosed space when the targets
aret i sight. The disgust  the tone s palpable,
even through layers of henesione. Then: mors 4t
vois, more footalls. The hunt i back o Vg

. and Corbeau support Pleifr as he trics a fow, v
miserable steps. He stops and shakes his head, balls his ~ BA® 03¢ by e,

Shsiy 1305, wap.
st looks up at the low stone celing wing all o iAo 2%, "
self-control not to scream out i frustration and rage,  $9 MAYBE..
Tl carry you,” S. says. He doesnt want to, but a0 ol Wechafon
he il PEEIPER CAN'T e wEDSERS
“You cart” Pleifr say. ST WS b
“We can,” . says. And he realizes: he is the sort V,Q,,:j; PoisIn
of man who doesn't particularly want to isk his life /5 <ty
to offer such help, but he is willing to. The force of Fllraoh?
the reslzation—and perups the magnitde of t—

’_‘Eﬁ.@? Hes, el ﬂwm

don't know where we're going, or how far it i, or

how to get there.” rese. Sttty
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WEL, MAYBE 15 305 A Gor By %4 fiomn o caru,
o» smey Al ol
Honsae ws ours (197 SIEIe1 et T Stanwhy,
83 s Touen coutcas of (A0 NESREE wAs oA,
e e S e\ oraciavanenan.
19/30 (37 “D15TURBED To weAR oF Fios 95 SRECA PERBARA.

Bt vy TR S o o i £
T SRS IR L





images/00466.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

narrow passage that must have been hacked into
the rock with hand tools over the course of decades.
He follows their close and sweaty shufle along that
path, which leads them, twisting and turning, to
the mucky bottom of that disused well. He chroni-
cles their quivering breaths. He sees notches cut
into the stone, which they will use to climb toward
daylght. He sces the two of them emerging from
the well. He sees—or glimpses—a figure skulking
behind the bam in which Vévoda stores his hoard of
art and wonders if it might be, somehow, in some
form, Khatef-Zelh. He sees the barracks in which
the wine-drowned woman slept during the nineteen
‘years she labored in Vévodas employ. He hears the
whispers of many thousands of restless souls and
discerns the lost woman's voice among them, He lis-
tens to her clasely, now not even daring to breathe,
Tistens with the most intense concentration he can
‘muster. He charms it upward from the surrounding
din, brings itup to his cars until he can make out her
words: s caves, lescaves, il est dans les caves.

“The wine cellars. Vévoda i in the cellar.

And he can see the building that sis atop the
cellars, and inside that building the great oaken

barrelthat has been rolled into the building, can: m“k
o
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away from him, a ltle orb of light bouncing and

clanking over the uneven rock. S quickly catches up

and finds him corsing and clutching his right ankle.

Physioal . gently peels Pleifers hands away, rases the pant

setnncimd bl O fomreie, T

1€ TAVGHT Yo it Gorbeau silently retreves the lantern and holds the

C-a light over them while S. gently prods, squeezes. All

but the lightest o his touches canse Pfeifer to wince

or sharply inhale or cry ouThereis no bood, no

visble bone—for that much, at least, they can be

thankful. 1t may simply be o matter of how much
poin Pleifercan tlerate.

“Rest for a moment,”. tlls him.

Pheifer rols his eyes, groans, puffs out a long
breath. “Do you have any idea what you're—?" He.
cuts himself off when some hunters’ voices boom
through the cave, sounding clear and close. He
points  fnger upward. They re direetly overhead

. takes one of Pfeifer’s arms and helps him up.
Corbea ducks under his other arm, wraps it round
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O Conrgn et | mevecriss s vakemed hor Tocus or a east Forned

Jm Swanct did jn, itback outward.
Pleifer stands there on one leg, storklike, then
tentatively lowers the other toward the ground. A
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cast-bronze figures of gods and serpents. The young
man s the next in the Vévoda line, Edvar VI)jnd his
sk is to meet these guests and inquire about their
needs and reassure them that not oly wil the Vévoda
empire continue to serv them but it will do so with
ven more speed and stealth and ingenuity and frce.
He is the planet at the center of the gala, the axis
around which the party whils nd time passes. The
one person 5. canmot see: Vévoda himself

He describes every step ofhisand Solasapproach.
0 the Chiteau from the sea. He can see the grotto
into which the ship will s, passage carved from the
rock over millennia by thetenacious s and exploted.
for centuries by corsairs prowling the Mediterranean.
He can see, on a wll inside the grott,  ferce, skel-
etal rigatebir pintecin black on a fied of red—the

ignia of the piate Juan Blas Covarmubias —next
toa hash ofmysterious symbols thatalmst certainly
enciphersthe location of Covarrubias's richest cache

Tugre's awoup of treasure, a tantalizing puzze that he and Sola
27T 9%~ VS BuuruAL pass by without hesitation, ferce as frigatebirds
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" themselves and immune to distraction.
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nto the heart of the steep seaside bluff, and then a

Won'k ,zu.'b. Fhink Lb'a
Wi of thusg ser i go- boek thars),

| Dowt e
KECP Youl wibas
W ou eaie

T SEE IF You (o)
© Down + wawk Lice
WHE £ \ou' 26 orn6 -

STEA TUNNEL AESS 1S 05T pows
THE AN, THevoH — oS THAT.





images/00226.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

5. nods. He feels the same. He's carried good
intentions with him, but has he helped at all? He
was slow to chase the bomber. He left Stenfalks
valise behind. He left a trail to the cave. Has he
been anything other than a curse to these people?
Has Vévoda ever had anything to fear from the
Agent X of his imagination?

“There's no time,” Pfeifer says. “To hell with the
all-for-one nonsense.”

“Its not nonsense,” Corbeau says.

“Its worse than nonsense,” Pfeifer says. “Its
horseshit. Its outdated and useless. So: I'm staying
here. O, rather, Il crawl around in the dark in one
direction or another and hope I come across a mi

s o T n o e 540 o e

Corbeau hands him the gun. “Make them earn | At Yo wveanr s

st sy 1T (of Sporsgocae s
“Tvil” Pfeifr says. “And Il enjoy it O TUSAGES bpns
“Try walking again,” S. says. “Just try.” Comous )~ Anp  you.

L T Sucsy A
One tentative step, one pathetic urious yelp. ‘Co,” “wms., b v ke o
Bfefer says, “Take the goddamned lantern andgo”  PTYY DIRECT Commecrny
To e Cunres.
But 5. does not go, not yet. He is looking at the

wall ight next to where Pfeifer is leaning, A painting,
alin black. Dozens of bipedal wolf-peaple—visully
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ve—whichever role it may be that truly fits her, W

‘And then the whistles come, the sequence of
notes that he remembers so well: Land hol
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Peiferlifts his arm off her shoulders. She tries to
grab itback, but he pulls it away, holds it igh so she
can't reach. “Which means,” he says, “that you'd go
from having almost no chance of escaping to, sy, no
chance in hell” He shakes his head. “Leave me

here. Go.”
“No” Corbeau says. “We don't need another
martyr”

“Stenfulk did it.”
“That's no reason for you to do t.”

Silence.
Doten ™ mace stuse. S, thinks: lifer wantsto sacrfce himself just
Coteawcy oay oy as Stenfalk did For her. He has Toved her all this

AATBE WS Stxonuvey whs_time. And he's worried that they're going to deprive
Mo R EeUD T AT Lim of the greatest of apportunities: to die the way
e rw...ﬁ o die, as the person he wants to believe
difjocsnt wau: . bois.
whatd. M»Z'.. e Cothrean “Look” . tells him, “T want like hell to run. But
‘ﬂf‘"’”"“ uutanel?) —ve're together in this.”
Whih “rvin Yty Pleifer smiles crookedly. “You're more honest
ot than shes,” he says. “So Il be honest, too: I haven't
O’@%—W ‘o trused you from the begining
gt T e
conuc, Pleifer eyes S. up and dow. T just wish you'd
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the servants filling bottle after bottle from it. He
notes the doors that connect the sunlit surface with
the black cella. He can feel the cool air exhaled by
the cellar when the doors are opened, can smell oak
‘and fermentation and earth and time. But then the
it of such sight ceases to give: he cannot see into
the network of cellars, cannot place Veévoda within
it. He tries and tries, but he canno see

He lays down his pen, cradles his head in his
hands, concentrates for what might be hours or days,
but he just cannot see it, and fnally he understands
that e is not meant to see it, not here; he must
descend into the dark maze himself, before he vill
find Vévoda, this man who has had more influ-
ence over §.5 lfe than S. himself, find him and
write the ending

‘When he returns to the table, the orlop deck, the
ship, he is startled by the sound of heavy breathing
behind him, and he spins quickly, grabbing the back
ofthe chair, ready to swing tifhe must. But he puts
it down again, and gentl; because there, sitting on
the deck with her back aganst the bulkhead, is
Sola,asleep and snoring softly. It s remarkable: for
s0long, he tried and faled to summon her when he
was in this room, and now here she is, the muse as

(a2)





images/00451.jpeg
bone and gray, scarred with long and winding seams
that conjure images of surgeries gone horribly avny.
The topdeck guns are a hodgepodge of weapons
from different eras and regions, and a few are so
crusted-over that they must have spent decades on
the ocean floor. It is entirely possible, S. realizes,
and in fuct seems quite likely, that not one plank or
hateh or cleat or pog or bolt or nail or rope remains
from the night he was firt taken aboard. And yet

thisis the ship. However aberrant and ugly this ship
is—however fundamentally impossible it is—he
finds the sight of it comforting, Even if every plank
in the bulkhead in his cabin has been replaced. he
Knows that when he lie in his hammock tonight he
will nonetheless feel the presence of his words
wrapping around the room. He may not understand
al,or even much, ofwhat he read in the bookon the
Obsidian Island, but he has put his fuith inits tale of
the ship's contnuity.

It takes more than destruction to destroy a ship.
Tike this” she says.

He stops walking, Leans into the whipping, ice-
flecked wind so he won' be blown backward. “Have
you been to the island?” he asks.

“The island s where I boarded.”

HOE TME S \S... BECAISE TE NEW S 15,
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as he spends day after day packing gunpowder into
brass casings? He has experienced these in the
trance.states on the ship and in the frigid apartment.
He may not be able to possess those moments, but
they are around him, and from time to time they
may shine brightly. He can see the stars; he no lon-
ger has a nee for the constelations.

A hundred yards shead, the s
and the pack ice begins. Dark water s visible in the
cracks between the floes, which undulate with each
push of the waves beneath. And floating amid all the
ice, with huge chunks of it bumping against is hull,
i a familiar ship.

harbor ice ends

Intuition tells him it is the same ship, somehow
resurected and restored to a condition even shab-
bier than its usual chaos of disrepair. It may be the
most awkward, shabbily-rendered, ramshackle ves-
sel ever to float on water, an offense to even the
most forgiving of nautical sensibilties.| No two
picces of wood in the carvel-planked hull appear to

0Ox Voelow's.

OR: A TonG 96 -t ~cuekc.

have come from the same source, Warp afficts all PESCHPUes of e

three masts and the bowsprit. The sails are stitched-
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man's arms and march him calmly across the open
space, march him—strangely—not toward the
horses but avay from them, as Stenfalk (fnally))
siffens his logs, his body, begins to resist them,
as the two Detectives calnly take him to the edge
of the gorge and push him over, as next to him
Corbeau stifles a scream with her fst, as the two

B e

e L el

fish back “dbla mim.: i
“This time there’s no sound of impact atall. Sten- z:: o

il e e e N
s e s il i st e e e

“Go ahead and scream,” Pfeifer is telling Corbeau. o+ ©o¥v0 PoS3\6LY po.

G R e

B o v o e i e

‘wall, which they can see as a single dotted black line.

“This makes no sense, of course—how can a black

TR R

very objection S. is about to make when the burn in

his toe flares, forces him to acknowledge it. He

examines his boot. The sole under his big toe no lon-

ger exists, and the area around it has turned black

and slick-looking, just like every blade of grass that

boot touched as S. walked.
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|['s. contemplates the valise in his hand/fits not
heavy, but he is wary of anything that might disrupt
his balance. “Who was the man with the scars on his
face?” he call to he: If that man had chosen some-
the bar to shanghai, §.s ife might have
been entirely different, possibly even sane, serene,
blessedly ordinary. He had already met Sola, though,
he reminds himself. Perhaps she would have led
him to this same place, ifonly by a different path.
“T've seen him several times,” Sola says, “but

one els

Mosoy Lavenc wan ;
e e, ¥ don't know him. His purposes are not necessarlly
oo1s e Geew  tho same as ours”
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ANt AR on iaysén. Solatums and walks out over the ice. He can tell
@eubmeen winat 1 that under her heavy coa, she has shrugged. “Not
SP19 AmiT AMECR  necossaily” she repeats. The wind carres her words
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Lounss, w«-ﬂ Down on the grassy plateau, Stenfalk s shouting
, 3 one of the mounted Detectives, gestculating

with fury.
rRo- u—«u. “Can't save him,” Corbeau says softly. She might
WA ARouND. b quietly urging Stenflk to calm down, to accept

Ostrero's death and try to save himself but to 5. it
Gl R

o) e
wwm ok fulk now_He'son his own, and he mustve wanted it

wqm 114 VocT2Ts, feels his mind slowing down, overwhelmed,

o T e
100 fnar., s his s dulling. He is not improvising,
uﬁﬁ Ingenios rescus of Stenfalk or calmly mapping out

" the perfect escape from the cave. What he finds

| e
B el Ll g vt s el g, I
(outdnit sk from outside himself—is observing the people on

roic. Whoever he was before he found himselFin the
Ol Quarter, he realizes, he was not a soldier or a
spy or a revolutionary or an assassin or any such
thing. He was—is—a meager man, not at all pre-
pared for a stuation ike this.

He watches as a man in a dark-brown duster
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Pleifer—grunts or nods or exhales or makes some
back-of-the-throat sound of resignation before
they extricate themselves from this sublimity and
sprint into the passage that vill take them decper
nto the earth.

IF S. had time to study these walls, to take in)
every figure, every detail, every curve of negative
space, would he come across that strange, serpen-
tine design?® He suspects he would, although he

will never know. %z ol

Their only strategy: keep moving, keep the
sounds of the posse as distant as possible, maintain
hope that the cave will birth them back into the
world someplace other than where they started.
They can hear the hunters stomping and shout-
ing behind them, above them, through the porous
rock, from every direction and none. . tries to
remember formations as they pass—an outcropping
thatlooks like a face with a long, pharaonic beard, a

?3“:% s
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with decades” worth of fuitless pursuit and missed
connections and thoughts unspoken, and they are
walting quietly for all this matter—these motes of
opportunity forgone—to settle around them. Per-
haps, afterward, they will eave the cabin without stir-
ring any of them back up. Bar the door behind them.

5. cupis nearly empty; and he gently swirls the
Tast tepid puddle of tea, watches a few flecks of
leaves spin within it. He asks her if she has been
down to the orlop during her time on the ship.
crew’s. Andit has been yours ever since you chose to
enter—which you could have guessed, ifyou'd read
the Lady's book more closely. T shouldn' be sur-
prised, though. I'm told that’s what happened with
Sobreiro.” She touches his cheek; though she has
kept her hands wrapped around her cup, her finger-
tips are icy. It feels like a strange moment for such
an intimate gesture,

“S0 T am connected to Sobreiro. But how?”

Her tone s one sited to giving instruction to adim
child. “Different sories,” she says. “Same tradition.”

And fo the firs time, he understands the tradition,
o atleast recogizes the most essential of it constitu-
ent parts. The stories that move outside time—that

o)
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“Risked her lfe. And gave
“What happened to her?”
“She washed ashore in Cap do Bal. She bad\ Mewspapex in

drowned, but not in the sea. She had drowned in >"‘““;f;,’:‘r‘u

i Somcone bl oennddromeder s
Why does this feels0 much more shocking than

the massacre ot B—? Than theslayingsof Osrero,

Stenfall, Corbenu? Is it because it seems lke o

much more persoual sort of kilngP One that

Veévoda, personally,was much closer to?

W it s0 much worse than anything he s done? | ASCTHER. FART oF
Another good question, but also one witout an  COnFESHONT oh 45T

ke TAROUS
answer. Itis also one he decides not to ask anymore. 1 5 % Sroy.ie t

The Winter City has disappeared behind the
weather, one shroud-dream over the next, and the
pack ice has thinned; there are still bergs floating in
the water around them, but they are smaler, and soli-
tary, as lost as the stars in the frmament above the
ship. 5. and Sola are sitting in one of the less-foul-
smelling cabins on the second deck, drinking tea that
she has made. It s a teribly weak brew, but stll a
Tusury he never thought he'd encounter on board
They speak little; it s as f the air has been churned up
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color, more muanced in design, more realistic in the

representation of figures and objects. This gives S.
pause: with each noteworthy event that transpired
on the sunlit surface, the K—s illustrators had to
push decper into the dark to chronicle it Ts that a
striking irony, or the opposite—an inexorable truth
about the act of writing history?

Perhaps it s nighttime by now, although S. and
the others have no way to know; they no longer
occupy the circadian world. S, whistles through his
teeth, calls the others to stop so they can sip some
water, fuel themselves with quarter-rations of what
litle they have leR. S. inspects his foot: the big toe
s blackened and smellsofscorched lsh; pus oozes
from underneath the nai; and the skin over the sec-
ond and third toes is darkening and tingling with a
strange, erce heat. The pain s jw-tightening, breath-

catching, Corbean stands apart, keeping herselfto the
very edge of the lamplight. She eats with her good
hand; with the other,she is pressing her thumb deeply
against the fingertips where the skin is being eaten
away—index, middle, ring, index, middle, ring—in
some private ritual of pain. Pfeifer shakes his head,
whispers to'5., “She’s gone. She’ here, but gone.”

e pight pressn with o
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tenpin amangement of stalagmites that looks as
though it been hand-shaped—the earth's work,
revised—and a water-flled recess in the floor with a
spike of stone rising from it like a sword from a lake.
He tries to remember the sequence of turns and
branches they've followed—lef, lft, center, right,
center, leftmost, and so on. He watches the walls,
100, as Pleifers lamp illuminates them, looking for
images that might help him stay oriented. He
watches them even after he accepts that his mental
map has become hopelessly jumbled.

“The paintings run throughout the caverns, and it
seemso'S.that, taken together, they tell a complete
story of the K——, as if they were obsessive chroni-
clers of their experiences. After the amphitheater,
the illustrations on the walls continue, dense and
vibrant and stylistically distinct, the work of many
hands, showing scene after scene of domestic life, of
governance, of skirmishes with other tribes, whose
members are represented with featureless faces, In
every sequence, the K——are watched over by bird/
wolf-figures—from above the action, from the mar-
gins, sometimes from within the groups of people
themselves. The decper into the mountain . goes,
the more recent the illustrations appear—sharperin
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. does not answer: No. But T wish I did. iy
e Sz
invitation for him to witness the blankness in her
eyes, to understand that something within her has
been lost,and probably los for good.
Pleifer spins his wrist in agiation, beckoning
come on come on come on, leads them as they stum-
ble into the dark unknown o the mountain’s heat,
Outside, the vulture circls, somehow unfized
by the fusillade of bulets, one of which scorched
the edge of atal feather. It crcles and circles,
ping this way and that, snapping its wings as it
encounters a cool downdraf, tipping and flapping
and circling, on and ever on. Whether it s brave or
fgnorant or simply incapable of choosing to do any-
thing else, we can only surmise.
Lowy Gk History prof jusk chued me ouk
::’xlmy they would tell to m waf abtomdonts
the viewer who had the time to study them method- %42 14l
seally, to step carefully through the murk and picce. -
together the full narrative of the mountain people. u”:(“(‘ z"’m']:
The faint, charcoal-colored smudges begin just a 22
hundred yards in from the mouth of the awern— . *7
simple figures of man and beast and weapon, visul 3.0+ <sgen 3 < A-cc5

monosyllables capturing moments in these ancient - R
s
oo
SMAT 1S THAT— 1 MR.cF

1€ Joue phers vowins S
erenea e

on what happons

with, bhe.othur. closied.
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he does recognize are the black stitches that seal
1T ContaSS. WE'S  their mouths
UREETE 155, et mon it
Cantmute - AnD e g “Where did you find your crew?” he asks Sola
S CONTIES . NvA SrtuA “Theyro notmy crew” she says. “They're the crev.”

Booy WAS \bigD— buy
Moonto Kauhrikon. etz “Butwho recruited them? Someone must hav.

Sttexen - EAvcL. ot Sheshugs “Theresrarsyashorisgeofthewilng” 1
NE®T Wewt enown B <Did you make them sew themselves?”
Yool sy T him? T pssenger | don' have ny influenco over
Whete point sk them. 1 don't have any authority”
Sontoan s/ “Do 7" he asks.
gecont f‘mfs‘ili;g “I hardly think so,” she says, and the dismissive-
e b ot W€ s ofher answerstings i, Hewants o s, Really?
APl eoerything Toe.done, everything Tos been
through,eveything e gioen up? But he knows such
complains have no place here.
“They do understand.our mission,” she adds,
“and they do recogaize s importance.”
He suggests that they proceed to the it to
shelterthemselves from the wind, but she declnes
She tells him to follow her and leads him to the
chart-room door. You do ave one old end here,”
she says.
. has 2o iden whom she might mean. Noone n
the old crew was his frend, and theonly fiends he
ever had on and ar long dead.

5cebr Ty b Garris kns:
Fooeict

o)
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‘Corbeau is watching him. She contemplates her
suppurating finger. She says nothing,

Pifer already has Ostrero’ lantern in his hands
“Let’s hope this cave leads somewhere.”

“Ilefta trail” S says. He can hear the whine in

his voice, and it revolts him.
g s L3S0, “Docsnt matter” Pleifr says. “Ostrro led them
1o Vonoun enough. Let's go.”

0% tuuth about  But Corbean shows no sign of being ready to

Ro1cl6. Covtona]  move, nosign that she has even registered the dis-

MALLMA.  ciygion going on betwoen the two men. She stares

out over the gorgs, where a lons vuture 15 iding
the thermals.

. touches her shoulder. He expects hr to slap
hishand away, bt she dossn'. She s hyperventilt-
ing, “We e to go.”he says softy.“All of us”

Atfirst she does ot ook t him She witches the
valture as it aps and wobbles tpsily. She does not
start or even blak when more gunshots bang and
whine through the mountan atr; men on the gassy

; slope, taking potshots st the airbome scavenger for
m“‘:‘;’! e T L= st e
ety $heda X s | her good hand and says hername. F

She does notsay: Do you think there’s any way he—
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ilting b, the rise and fall the lsting to ome side or
the other,the giving way as he pushes off to jump to
the next. By the time he catches up with her on the
broad, flat block on which the gangway rests, with
open water, rippling and serious, just beyond, he
feels a joyous desire to go back to the harbor, make
the ice-walk ll over again.

On the deck are twenty or so salors who look as
i they are dressed in patchwork outfts of the same
material that compose the sails, readying the ship
for departure with the plodding stolidty that S.

remembers well. One of them takes Solu's hand as
she hops down to the deck, and S. drops his jaw,
stunned to see such a gesture aboard this ship. He
himself receives no such offer of help, but severs of
the crew glance up at him, offering a different sort
of silence than he sed to get—obtuse, perhaps, but
respectful. It is a welcome change.

‘Though he knows no one survived the attack in
the Territory, the ship’s rebirth gives him hope; he
scans the icy deck, stem to stern, hoping to see
Maclstroms disinctive bulk, but the big man is not
there. He studies the faces and physiques of the
assembled crew. He recognizes none of them. What

()
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crown of feathers and a vulpine tail, balanced on
oo g thendle it of A ot ps
surrounded by sheer drops and sky—a precarious
position, to be sure, but the figure’s face expresses
only serenity, no fear, no apprehension).?

Wi i i o, g, . Gt i
and Pleifer all pause. For one moment, it is more ol
{opotan o e e sl vy ©, o 1N
sbout the pressing business of staying alive, even as ™ it WOH'

(g cn s e s oy shs n e g
ways behind them. Everything Corbeau has been
Lk ot th s v o s vyhing
sk bt g s s s o g
here, surrounding her, surrounding them all. These

three, who have no time to spare, and who know MW
they will neverbe here again. o Shooks w},

One agonizingly brief moment to look, to wit-
e costs o
ness, 0 receivethe anclent story—and for 5. to Seste Commersag om.

hearthe private rush ofold voices resonatingin the ARY * EAGCAL Crianioe—.

. through the rock, or perhaps only between his /' a 0’;":”‘“

rs. And then each of the three—S., Corbeau, waﬂi et kad with
Filorato.

Fitorela, gls catty
Ahe must w
o} Boxond aoa.
Bovs. x corseay

NEVER GET BETHER.... 50
1§ SOT 1S VEWED ArToBLerARY
TAEEES o REASGR " Thiok
NS +DURARD ECER o

did:





images/00457.jpeg
\Asecs nee — Oc Fulonala. put ik in  That

SHE Smico. sue g

TTUAT T P vny ey, ANAME
BT o Coven Tevs sre el 4 1.
Rt SHIP OF THESEUS
¢ Crucked oatellit emapd. /43318 Tug omibmar s
B Oownmt ok likethuce's  ( SraSnyERmes o, o0
AL YIOLO . ke ¥

o1 phces am 2

GBseuRer Flom Sarcuig

MATS . Sevuns e

Gaoen - vaTcty

L ]
Siae, Bor STun -

We ghautd g0
uxasies

df::‘  tnat fox quey.
-

k)

v L] ors A W e France. The foothills of the Pyrenees. S. had
e ovese iy heard a rumor, ears ago, hat Vévoda's estate was in
s region, but he never found evidence that it was
Fouscracion. ot vc | (1S region, buth found eviden
WOULD LArrins gy anyhing more than another wild guess.
ARIWAY T Ten “How did you getthis?” He barely recognizes the
THE Counomrt conng I
o A WARR A, Wi
TEY WoN' B¢ ASe 66, “Ifyo mistreat many, many people for many, many
BT ot e T year, eventually one of them vill grow desperate
HAYE 15 Moory Ak - 2
M€ e ok \wm,  enongh to ik her lfe o stop you, she says. “One
ot or% CAMRSS THAY  persontsaudacity the o pisitefor esistance.”
B s | Pt heeh
Berore. ‘And the woman who drew this?”
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sound of his voice.
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lives. A few twists and turns deeperinto the passage,
there uppear sequential accounts of hunts, of itu-
als, of births and deaths, in which the faces take on
distnctive.features and the palette expands o
s include white and blue and rust-red. A detailed
qcoioing o youge  study of the anclents st steps toward moderniy,
G2 oA Sranicns  in tory and image, deserving o endless admiration,
B o T idiiad iy, awe. But our three fugitives have no time for
sotiget ool whs ot such huxuries. They cross a trickling stream (through
wj‘éxu,u‘,eﬁ“ h They trickling stream (through
LEont 505 5 foe.  which S drags bis teles boot, haping the cool
Goud 221':‘:” St waterwillbring rele),squecso themseves through

E 2epposied 2 ight passage, and race past an aray of eerily sym.-
E e
like organ-pipes. Then, the passage opens into a
9 huge, half-moon.shaped amphitheater, with an cle-
good [M%M @4 vated slab alta and all three hundred sixy degrees
Al otoego6 a2 of wal coveed in  laleidoscopc swirl of images
S e e e (which, even with the riefest of limpses n the
kel e ot Jaes, shaky light of a running man'slantem, s easily rec-
Sostsoase weas ore ogiaed s o crenion myth, n epc csh betvoen
vl T TS, . birdfigures of the skies and wolF-figures of the
THAT You Canir 66 o carth, the figures collectively wisting and curling
N0y Nt T 8- \TS  4round one another, diving and tumbling and burst-

<
frame of harmony and grace

25T BASCR 1o
one humanoid figure with a

Yook WNowsuAL o6 ing into one ultima
directly above the al
e
%‘uwm&m
(s yoa Geach."
(377, Uliunaed Shrots
Englih ed.)

SR

Aumaes ALwAls PAYs BETCE -
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She opens the door and leads him into the gloomy
den, as dank-smelling as ever but now with a fetid,
musky odor as well. All S notices at fist is the table
at which Maclstrom would hunch himself over his
‘maps,but then he hears a rustle from below it Curled
up on a blanket i the monkey, now ancient and rick-
ety, the fr around its snout and eyes so white that S
at first assumes that the creature has been out in the E
frosty weather on deck. Itlooks up at . and makes a
thin, high-pitched noise in its throat. It might be
ght be the familiar mockery.

e

‘“"444 with oy

"%«&5""‘7 Lty
She picks up a scrap of paper from the h\blzmd e wﬁ’m

hands it to him. “Our map,”she says. The paper is 1000 o3 s
muchthiner than the by prchment of Mol 5 € s shodid of
stroms charts. And unlike those—which, despite 224

Ol M e e “"‘i"w 7
e e e e e oo FOC say?
sion, even rtistry—this one looks s iftwas seravled e stk om-s o ok
outinagreathumy mugegs ww ,  $O hevas

voidofamouth. It then, pmmplly
It as if the thingis following me,”§

et8. ol doud L
sl ,
S i ok s hod oo
e ntsnkions, b gusk ddhA
RS IMETYT oo Al b cond abouk 4
Coon ) s ey WMAMADWM
o bhalt ok otk R

mm.,ao
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SHIP OF THESEUS St 047 DIAND. - Franco
Sexs w‘-uv!,vg<=n..4: e
BLSE NATES Huse For e e
Loni i
EvER PUBHISHES ABA
Andbefore the others answer, something changes A< LEAS" - AMD CVERYONE
scene in which Stenfalk is playing: one of the 5¥°FS READNE Wt He
in the scene in which Stenfalk s playing one of the 27075 EEAu 6 wie
Detectives points upward, and heads swivel to fol- 'D\S6RACOANS avr oF PRNT.
Tow his line. It takes a moment for S.to realize that 01l 4han 1 haungo
the Detective s not pointing at the cave mouth but
atthe spot o the west where they d surmounted the
wall the evening before. S. hears a gasp that is pos-
sibly his ovwn. There, waving his arms, calling out to
the Detectives, s Ostrero. “I want to go back” he

e o o M Ho Tk e
s, neling o the o of the wall wmving v g LY D020 .
1 ssasch of a st ool fox the dascent sk sy
T(“Ldiot” Plifer says. “That spineless diot")) pgw"w‘ff‘ ko

“My family” Ostrero shouts as his leg swings ~W& PReS - WASH'Y

e e s Lk
back and forth. "My family” SRS ere et cuoe.

A gun fires. Ostrero jorks like a puppet, a queer e

Lok of surprise on his face, and falls over the ledge. 5. Tvaougy--
As he disappears from s view, his outstretched "C4 ARG RATOR! HAS BTy
s donot ot the rock sufcearwheein the 1L
s he s already dead. The sound of his body hiting (54 AR5 (Sec)
the ground s tny, insignificant,swallowed up by the
vast landscape, the hills, the ground, the sky

Of course. The Detectives arethe hunters; the five
of them are the hunted. They are all simply playing) =5 v+«

theirrole in humankindS oldest, simplest truest story. | ARCHER'S T

Evernar stomes
SHELING, vEinuENTES.

wot weilt Lo aere.
oy A
/, Book?.

RISKY. TIPS cUR HAWD.
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back to a moment inthe cave above the wharf ity a
‘moment amid stalactites and stalagmites and the
painted histories of the K——, a moment of hope—
however faint—in which Corbeau was stll live,
Pifer was still Pleifer, and S., despite knowing
none of his own history,felt connected to both past
and future.
He tums avay from the window, squares his
shoulders to the bitter wind, and heads back home,
against the wind. Fury swirls inside him lke the
smow-devis that spin over the streets—at Vévoda
and his Agents, yes, but lso at himself for choices
‘made and deforred. How strange: he i alone in a
cityscape of hlf-existence, and_yet_the_anger
reminds bim ofwhat it fels ke (o be brant and A% T Ay
. Fle would Tiigh ot this frony, but the wind . sl

Tosent \'o 0t 1 yos

might freeze his lungs. Ko,

In the foyer of his building, he unwraps his scarf m“g" e
and stamps his feet free of snow: On the loor is an absouk o
envelope with a smeared letter § inked on it. His Mi

back complins s he bends to retrieve it He siff g« ¢2
< even
the ink and finds it sweet. He tugs o his gloves, Gtroné.  qunresy
tearstopen,dicoversa ot i an wnilacband, 7523 TSR
VoAb Vol e
0 addreses him by mame bt is unsigned. He I L s 5o o 5% 7"
nstructed to g, with histe, to a fat on the ninth Puveene s Yeoos U
MO 35 s ABIT HER 1ME)
Rrpesem
TanT o PARNTSY 1 T vt canreo 1o
O gouqoing (5) e it
oo ey i b o
5 'y (M oo Fon Rar, | mpAn.)
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Which is, of course, true. . could have come
ashore in a peaceful cit, been rescued by a family
with a large, well-heated home in which the woman
was an incomparable baker of pies and the man was
able to offer S. well-paying employment in which S
‘could work outside, use his muscles, breathe fresh
air, earn a fuir wage. He could have swum up to a
beach in a resort city,fallen into a lfe of sun-soaked
leisure amid a rotating cast of cosmopolitan travel-
ers, made his living as a painter of watercolor land-
7 scapes. He could have heejgaffedifut of the water
Bots £ gt /o by  usig g vesel, thn v i, brd-
il Joiog i 3 working Iife harvestingthe sea's bounties and shar-
OGN sordy? | ingin whiskey-soaked revelry on decks and in port

S50 O e (oS He conld have been caried by avall ofwave
P ple Nt an deposited on  temperat,shellcovered shore,

HWSCH S oo mk BY©  where Sola would be waiting for him with her hand
(a5, Bt sunce 1 extended, ready to lead him up tofa sprawling man-
Cor o psa) sion perched at the top of the coastal bluff, with
@yespk forxwhon vineyards extending over its grounds all the way to

(tat.. the vanishing point and beyond, with grapes ripe

Ruew. and ready for the full crush) But intead: this. Chaos

& hoptyou m«w and blood, perilous flight, and a reckoning dead

B sheod, “Thats true,” S faays, But this is what hap-
e nadpital: POy od Thists whats ol This i alo the version of

Wi ... RGHT.
VES R Cont wasce, | Toamic
PAYIPC'S se presacir
S
Bots up the mone i chq

Exactey.
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—— AS  FomE'S

cave, oo
ARQUIMEDES DE SOBREIRO,
TELLER OF TALES s“:r‘m

5 Jaxvany o, 1625 5

nearly to the front door, but his footprints are the

only ones leading up tothe portico. He panses there,

scans the street behind him, expecting something—

he docsn't know what—to appear different. But all \- 0B3se5s wows. g
he sees are the same insubstantial people walking _S'VS VSE 1. oue. <o

ARRE Treur mari
among esch the, turning comers, nteringand et e e At
ing buikdings, kneeling o re-lace frozen boots,carry- TWEM — A5 1 we- e
ing newspapers that appear less solid, less xn.mly:“‘::“iﬁ_:_“ we can
defined, than they do siting in the news AT ook St
iaa the o siing o v you hre !

Kowd quige don'k
Fresh snow has drited up the bulldings steps, v qusge
o g’ . Juching do- thinga

‘The stairs are uneven, and they creak and groan
under his feet as he climbs fight after fight. He
ascends slowly, reminding himself to be calm, to
conserve energy and focus. (O, for the time when
such things were instinctivel) When he steps out
onto the ninth-floor landing, though, he is sweating
and breathing heavily. He takes off his scarf and
goves and stows them in his coat pockets. The only

(o)
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floor of a building six blocks west of the plaza. This
would mean braving another arctc half-mile.

L dicn'h uas. He docsn't hesitate. He wraps his scarf, dons his
ofiet L ddaid oitn, - gove, nd invites the weather ovisit s worst upon
of bk 9%l im. I he s walking into a wolfs i,  room full of

b rnims’ 42 ublnk  Agents who have decided that an icebound exile Is

et ook i enongh i Tor i s b . s ey

o o il i Torwhatever may come

<@ haxdly erom demindsox. what happened Lat,

oo muuch adxenalink . By the time he reaches mbm his eyebrows
and lashes have iced over, his cheeks are deadened
with frost, and his upper lip is thickly glazed with
‘muscus and the vapor of his breath. He pauses, looks

Frcnn up at the nintH and uppermost floor. No light comes
from the window: Halfseen pedestrians stream
around him slently—vithout words, without even
the sounds of ther feet compressing the snow.

I it even colder than usual today? One of his feet
has gone completely numb. Ho chops his hel
against the ground, trying to kick some fecling back
intoit. A triangular chunk ofice goes skidding avay,
revealing the comer of a brass plaque set into the

B i #hisin poms Sidewalk.Onitisthe symbol tht he has not seen in

f , Kicks and kicks at the ice ntil the entire
?  laquy s wnovered.
Ok~
S e

STELER 0F Tauts® 15 prBiovors —
OO B MBAN * Stu rernern OB AR

sl mann e

o e Dommr e

P05 0 Eestnonds DeawsS
o e s,
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card n its hand: will the Detectives pass them by?

Yindliingg dosiirn theuZor wa awaken to dozens of
ocked and loaded and aimed at them by men in
brown dusters? They share watch duty again, and S.
gots the fist shift of ive. Stenfulk nsiss on taking
the fth; he needs sleep, he concedes, but he'll be

a 0P mnadf e ot ‘pull his weight.

e e
b{;’iw"” o e e e 1
e metronomic regulasity s, i turns out,  blessing, as
7o all five of them descend into sleep quickly. And
Dmea gl BROTE g

(Btah, e e e
fqlﬁ‘,' Stenfalks valise back at the base of the rock vall
ah...) it some dripping, steady a Time tel,lulls hirm

(with his pounding beart and his curdled sense of
shame) back into unconsciousness before he can
decide what, if anything,to do sbont his mistake.
#(0h, the mercy of water!

e ., Corbeau shakes him awake roughl. The look in
w;‘:"‘”"‘ e O e 1
about e g vah o o movaing Wght. “Shial
o ki (g’ gt sotcllin. s Wy ool

I my fault,”he says too seepy tostop himself

A Lot it).  He couldve woken Stenfulk when he'd remembered,

! L sick

eh . Qout 1o
to twon ik ()
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the Winter City' harbor, which s frozen in packice
o Lok s Phcmgh I s Foe fom omturies Skol: | darlotind-Mian

etal remains of ships, caj and crushed by the £ody fo m VlM
Tice Al the bay._

“We have a ship.” she saysy Sy M‘“"

He looks at her, dummnma and m oo .m\:',ff(’“s
over the frozen wste. The S i by BAmCoo ey s

miles. Beyond that, though, he cBiiGe s hinBand gy Ve CE:
of open water and a dark blot atop it. She steps
down ot the surface of the sea, then looks back, , 4 & “r"‘"ﬂ ot
waiing for him to follow her, bt he s afaid. He ' g of ok Feon ot
ensions imselwalking top the i and besng . &» howse hioh Lhioha
tremendous crack, then watching a fissure open P"VZ take the
under his feet. He imagines falling into the water 56 % o e papre o,
and being swept under solid ice by the current. <L Ehink,
“The e is solid” she says. I walked in from
the ship.” m
A question of trust. Or fith
“My papers” he says uncortinly remembering 1% Sot 7
the stack of newspapers in his apartment, "My work” € wand Bhe.
ol i, bl 250 M
T Tl s s Wi ST bl "“““'wwl
ove forward together, one step, and then another:
e . SR
o L lonevave agun.

()
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TS COULD BE VM SKETHING A MEETIG
A 0F THE S.— A COLLECTIVE OF WRITERS.
KIS ABOUT How THEY LD CRANCE
SHIP OF THESEUS —© Lot 10
Ao wt e Ghateom. Feuexboch, &
Barsia Eoseanse ora hem thets 5. shensling
sy
Sommissg 7 ok
tenflk liessupine on the cool rock,his head %00 1“8 0
resting in Corbeau's ap; they're sharing the food T -c.Lcorius 1roc s
from her rucksack. Shes using oly her good hand. L XL TIAT
Ostrro is lying down, too, with a forearm thrown ... isss £k
over his eyes and forehead. Pleifor shares some 76 datostk 40b ]
ik smelin s i . s vhipers sho 1k of 4 Do
buildinga revolution once they escape, sbout build ~ &40 don'k nave
ing.a guerrila army that vl storm the city and take _ & AFLAe dan't grk
over the factory, the streets, the mayors mansion;
cloan out the immoral, materialitc rot; show the
3 2 ingy 127.
people who turmed their backs on ther how wrong </t s/
they wereWhile S. is sympathetic—he genuinely o £k ool -
fols the tug of revengs, of righting wrongs, but STRAKA vWas &
WE Aot Tua
ey they are fve peopl trpped in o cave, If "0 T
they'e discovered,they coukd be in i o swinging 1 <, ||
£UT S AL Live

from ropes by thi time tomorrow: Plotting a revolu-
tion right now scems delusional at best.

What . wants to talk about—even if it may not
e of any practical use, either, s The Archer's Tales.
When he tries to rise the subject, though—after
Stenfalkchas drunk some water napped, and regath-  Lmathing's
ered his breath—Corbeau shakes her head: not AW s
now. And sos they eat their food in sparing rations, _Festtxash ¢

they drink the rest of their untanted water andthey ,, <" ,*,L.“M”"’"

it for secp, wait for the world 1o play the next /.4, o e csthurs...
S Bk hexe. PIeifoc]Filnphy
w2X3 dottary [iunjagi. whvsohoden bk
oAy M@&[W‘/t,
ch-9!! R

Wish you wore here. ...
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She opens the closet door, revealing the valise he.
et behind in the Territory, though now it is more
battered and scarred, flyspecked and mildevwed. She
drops it in front of him, and when he asks fits his,
she nods.

“Youwere n the Territory,”he says. “In that canoe.”

o

“Who was with you?" he asks. He braces himself
for her answer.

She looks confised. “T was alone,”she says.

She is not ling, he thinks, though what she says

is not true

Bundled against the cold, they descend the sairs
of Sobreiro’s building and expose themselves to the
city’s eternal winter. She stays several paces ahead of
him, and they do not speakor look at cach other lest
they callattention to themselves, They walk quickly,
both of them hunched over to fend off the wind, and
even then, 5.5 eyes sting and burn and tear; the wet-
ness frezes on his cheeks. His fingers siffen into
claw around the handle of the valie,

A mile, maybe more. . squints. He even closes
his eyes for a dozen steps at a time, and when Sola
stops, he bumps into her back. She has led him to

(am2)
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SHIP oF THESEUS Mo DIFFERenT.

1 PoNT SAY
ARTAG 1D0wT
the gray head of Stenfalk. Surrounding him are at
st thirty men in the brown dusters of the Detec-
tives, most of them dismounted. The horses seem
calm, indifferent, snuffling and nibbling grass. S,
is surprised by the lack of action in this scene
before them: Stenfalk is not tied up, is not hand-
cuffed, is not being verbally abused; he s talking
with three or four of the men who appear to be in
charge, and while he doesn't appear to have the
s o, vl vith him,the Detectivesdont, ither Sten-
Todeny “/Mﬁk stands straight; nothing about his posture or
wmﬁ"““‘ %" mmovements suggests four or defeot. For a moment
o

s wonders if Stenfalk has gone over to their side,

. himself
" Corbeau says. “So we can
L .,Lq‘ﬁa | ey
i There s silence, then, as they absorb tis.
"“7/;’“l a5l back toward theareaswhere Stenflk nd
i SN Corbeau were sleeping, The pistol has been lid

iy vy onbor ok sxeiguf meant o sucrifce
B frlecs imuat ocioes ko sighibme,
?“"1"“"“1’*”"‘) . scansthe cave. "Wheres Ostrerof” he asks.
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told him not to worry that he'd race down and onedennte
retreve the valse a soon s it ws sufo to go out-
side, Hisbig toe thrums with pain,but he decides to
ignore it It fels like an appropriate way to begin
his ponnce,

Corbeau looks at i, confused.

Pleife is standing nearby, rubbing his eyes,
sortching distractedly ot his crotch. “He probably
Just went outto—"

Nor S,y He wan o got hisvalse fndhe Wt 1f Hfvaka f
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Disgust twists Corben's face She spits s curse af : o
no one and everyone, at nothing and everything, (17414 onauh
and she stamps toward the cave entrance. ¢ 1"

“Don't go out,” Plefer cautons. “Not until—

“Don't tell me what to do,” she snaps, but she is /17 7T P4 Srenea
careful; she settles herself behind the mound, peersAvE 1< et o purh ! ors”
out into the hosile hils. Almost immediately, she
gasps, muters No,and . and Pffe hurry o o her

What they sce i this: 1o more than a mile avay,
on the grassy ledge below the limestone wall is

T jah el G
%y& Chatedm yitted.
e ey ke T ST HAVE ToRPEDOED AN CHAE
Yo epou o Lo R U T e

ComneTely BRoken up TiE S,
oW COULT SHE PR anE i Fon THAT?






images/00449.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

ooty _ Theywalkside byside, lpping bt nver alling
why o i “Tve abvays thought you know who Lam.” he says,
ol nox. dueetty 7. speaking lowdly to make bimself beard cver he vind.
- “As much as anyone does,” Sola says. “No more.”
He watches her breath blossom and dash in the

Wt Cppi. stiffwind.

T:;j{: voesw ¥ “You found me. In the Old Quarter. You knew to
o gee. o

e e A U

. presses. “As far a you know, who am I?*
She wipes her nose, brushes ice crystals from her
lashes, continues her shuffle forward. “What you're
asking, T think, is who you were,” she says slowly,
“which is relevant only if you care deeply about it
Do you?”

S. hesitates. He knows he used to care. He fecls
as though he ought to care. He has spent years
assuming he cared but doing litle to pursue the

A &850 W uas o matter. The mystery no longer moves him The
e Apm e WSS fats of his lfe are no more important than the long-
Weniida £o amauts £i,  forgotten offcial documents on which they were
akalt inked. And the memories? The feeling of being
part of a family, the sense-impressions of a child,
the minor cpiphanies and heartbreaks of a teenager
for whom the real world begins to esolve into focus
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his body, unil he realizes he is being guided, not
yanked. He steps over the threshold.

and into a bare and nearly featurcless room,
where paint peels from the walls in long, nearly
omamental curls. There is no furniture. There s a
window, iced-over on the outside, begrimed on the
inside. There is a closet door along one wall. The
only detail about the room that matters, though, is
that Solais in it

She pushes the door closed behind him, then
Tooks up into his eyes, searching for something while
Keeping a firm hold on his arm,

Her presence here is astonishing. Nearly asaston-
ishing to him, too, i the fact that she i in focus and
vivid, warm-blooded and breathing, undeniably real.
And also: he can feel her touching him. Her hand is
a warm, tight compress around his wrist, The fur-
edged cuffof her black overcoat tickles his skin.

Shallow wrinkles line her forehead, the corners
of her eyes and mouth, the declivity that defines
her chin. Her hair, cut to chin-length in a style he
assumes is fashionable in some place or time for-
eign to him, is a mis of bright and dark grays. Her
fiace s il a bright, pale orb of moonlight, but she
seems thinner than he remembers. He is terified,
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i e i which Sola appears, and he has come to
believ tha there are more ayers of mystry to her
than he had thought. His question is no longer
whether she knows him but how and to what extent,
ot whether they are fmportant o each other but
why. Unless, of course, none of it s true, if those Y ,)
images in his dream are not fragments of memory Y1,
ST i Ve
inkshapes ofhis mind' desperae ttempt o uthor 4 WY
aself, which are not to be trusted. >

Silence settles over them, and S. welcomes it.
Better for Stenialk to conserve his breath than to
wisto it on idle words. Together they watch a tree

creeper ascend the trunk of an aspen, curling round
and round in a helix. “There is much comfort and

o be found in birds” That Notel i Puagus—
1 birds.” Duagus

strngth” Stenflk. mises, o

Once the erecper fis off, startled by a particularly " e
e s e s Sraxsill
the shivering shadows that the leaves cast over the \"YE AVWAYS wonbtesy:
1 Yoo mELD T ISE Cong.
NBMLS, woson T 1< BE
“Are you ready?” S. asks. SACER To Cuoose Mamts.
“Let’s go.” Stenfalk says. TUAT DON'T Suware Any
S. laces his fingers together to give Stenfalk a THEME OF- 08GAMZING.
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N e S O R
S. approaches the door to the flat. He runs his
hand through what remains of his hai, then ipes it

W“"‘“"JWZ’IZ: dry on his coat, He knocks.
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fissure in the rock—home to snakes, perhaps, or

small rodents, but nothing into which an_adult

human could disappear.
Trany of the five are worried that they're pinning

0 an enclosed space with no exit,none
ofthem will say as much.

S. at once assumed that Corbeau found the cave,
that her knowledge of the K—— people must have
guided her, given her some fner instinets in this
Tandscape, but no, it was Pleifer, who'd simply wan-
dered far from the path in search of a discreet place
i which to address nature’s urgencies. While he vas
paused in his indecorous posture, he'd spied a male:
‘chamois grazing quietly nearby; the animal paused,
Tooked up at him—I swear i did, Pfeifer insisted—
and then took a few springing steps over to the rock

& fonea Heade,  mound and began roughing its homs aganst i

One vytox of 2 Pleifer saw just enough of the opening to deem it
to- e hax worth investigatng
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fruit smell of bat guano, Daylight has faded, darken-
ing the space zonly  Faint crescent of purple light
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quently and {n hushed tones
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“How did you find me?” he asks.

“It was the only place left” she says, as f this
were obvious. “Do you still want to find Veévoda?”

Uniil today, until an hour ago, he would have
struggled to answer this. But now? “Yes” he says
“Defintely.”

She has found the location of the Chiteau, she
tellshir, and she knows how o get them both inside.
Nine months from now, in land-time, a thousand
people descendingon the place foran event at which
Vévodawill make some sort of announcement. From
the guest it (which includes heads of state, miltary
and religious leaders, tin-pot dictators, upstart reb-
els, and titans of industry—in short, everyone to
whom Vévoda can sell arms, everyone for whom he
can broker alliances that il require arms, everyone
harvesting or acquiring natural resources on a large
scale, everyone eager to hear and parrot his pithy
observations about destroying in order to create,
aboutthe rt of rearranging the world), the announce-
ment is almost certainly a significant one. “You can
have a tremendous impact there,” she says.

“I've achieved nothing,” he informs her. “I have

nothing significant to show for my life. What iy

o oy b e ?
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When he steps out of his building and onto the
street, the cold shocks his lungs, leaves him short of
breath. The wind punishes him as he moves against
it, numbing his face, tinging his eyes, sending nee-
dles of cold through his many layers of clothing, It
howls down the street with what i the closest thing
toamelody one hears n this place.

There are no birds in the Winter City. Not that .
has seen, anyway. He dreams, occasionally, of a
black bird on its back in the snow, struggling. Its
breast has been pierced by a bullet, What spills from
the wound is ot the birds blood but the pigment
from its plumage; it seeps into the snow, spreading
outward in a black oval. The carcass pales as it
402 drains, lighter and lighter, and the snow thirsily,
dily, accepts all the color it is giving up,

o cold expanse of back A bird of negative space]
%S, kmows it's just a dream. He has enough sense left

"peak <LV to tell himself that, He had. fo- 4apt

T e & Stk s

e e He walks with bis arms wrapped around him-

SR s, though this offers no additional warmth. How
Ooo- con'k
Aot s il e bave togoPHo ca't sy A e erbapa
doca bhok she W in.
itns, bhem.
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instantly away. Still, . rises the newspaper to his
nose for a whif, expecting and receiving nothing
He folds the newspaper in hal, rolls it up, tucks it
into his coat pocket, and begns the trek back to his
building, Often, the wind reverses direction the.
moment he does, which makes the return s diff-
cult s the joumey out. Today, though, it holds its
course and blusters at his back, pushing him along
o nsistently that his walk becomes a trot. He sips
and falls several times,takes a phunge into a dift of
% fresh smow:
..,;‘1‘131«;“’:?.’2‘ (el L
8y 25,0001 i b kiding st th doorwsy. His arms
s 5 0" wheel his feet search for purchase as they try to
w M:iM "/%  backpedal, but e flls again, this time onto his belly,
7 1o astop against the window of an empy storefront

”’“ﬁﬂ . The plumbing inside the building must be leaky;
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more, but his sense of such things feels impaired,
and on some days the slog feels twice or even three
times as long. The Winter Gity it seems, i a city of

Will today be the day when another resident
raises his head and meets §.s eyes? Acknowledges,
even in these circumstances,  shared humanity?

Tevall not. Today il be another day of his walk-
ing among the mute and alienated, every step
reminding him that he s as ghostly and indistnct to
them as they are to him. They may share a destina-
tion—the newspaper bin—but they will retum to
their sad, quiet domiciles and read of distant events
that they have no power to change.

. tries to blink away the ice crusting his lashes.
He tucks his head and mules onvard

“The bin is four feet high, and the snowbank in
which it sits i nearly s high. S. reaches in and with
numb, fumbling fingers, picks up a copy. On the
front page today: a photograph of yet another city
Teveled by incendiaries

The extreme cold neutralizes the sweet aromatic
compounds of the newspaper ink, or perhaps its
just that the whipping wind carries the smell
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did on the orlop deck. There is a typewriter on the
floor; he only uses it when the apartment s so cold
that the ink won't flow. He sleeps on a palet in the
comer, a burlap sack filled with newspaper. He
drinks tea. He eats biscuits that are no better than
those on the ship. He did not acquire any of this; it
was simply there in the room when he arrived. He
keeps close track of his stocks of ink and tea and
biscuits. He keeps expecting them to_diminish.
They never do

SeoRT, Jumey
B . sits back down in the chair, shuffes himself in
O A close to the desk, and hunches over his work. He
Simevw's EARywomk. | dips the pen and scratches away at the paper,finish-
(Womace) ing the sentence that he had abandoned to stand at

f e inles i e
prove his existence.
He sips the tea in his cup. The

4 10 Kool ik1s. coldl in his ploce.
1T Qure oot Wbt

S e Hehasmo desie o e the Winter ity Inbis
e AT time there, he has withessed no stife or anguish or
et misery. Ho bas not had to grieve anyone’s death,
much les witnes it Ho has never sesed the pres-
enceof Agents
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Not once has Sola spoken to him from the mar-
gins. When he first arrived, he wrote nearly without
cease just on the chance he would find her there.
Now, when he writes, he forgets to look.

Some time ago, when S. still cared about where
the Winter City might be, relative to the world of
which the newspaper speaks, he formulated a the-
ory: whill the Wnter ity is of that world, it is not,
strictly speaking, in it. You certainly can't get there
just by sailing your ship into the low latitudes. The
Winter City is neither above nor below nor parallel
to that world. The Winter ity i, and the familiar
world is, and they are in some prosimity to cach
other, though perhaps no always.

It would be diffcult to read what S. has written,

but a meticulous eye might notice, amid the torrent

‘ofwords, mentions of the following {3 taciturn salor;
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‘myriad shapes and tones. (The newspaper contains
1o news about the Winter City because there is no % meac,
news in the Winter Ciy. Thi,too, could b seen as 1,25, “4%
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OF the baby there is no sign: no baby, no sling
There are many possible explanations for this,
andS. mumbles them aloud after he dlimbs in, pries
the paddle from Anca’s stffening fingers, setles in
the stern, pushes off, and paddles madly down-
stream. The baby? Pulled over the side, like Waqar?
Snatched by someone who hacked through the thick
woods o get {0 t? St adrift in a basket, Moses-like,
by a desperate mother, o be carred. |.1y the current.
[T sty oy ] s 47
Or this: perhaps there was no hulry meintll gy e
place. Perhaps S. imagined it entirely, conjured it | 2 oaay— srene,
a5 a metaphor for a life of promise, a life he has | | 99%AR, DESIRRDNS—

never had. W o THEYsRE-
Commecres.
There s no evidence at all to suggest the baby One.
was real, apart from $s dublous memory.  GUESTL

1fa baby never exists, then it cannot be lost, can ~ NEGATVE SPAC

it . padles and mutters and nods.
When he passes the Old Villuge, it s blaze. ., »
The tributaries meet, and the current slingshots ’
. this man piloting a canoe of the dead nd missng 5, =
and neverswere, along at greater velocity. Other fs0¢ FM’ (R
canoes are on the river up ahead, and he paddles
even harder to catch up, so hard that he courts cap- an ik
e s e Whos D eeetior o “‘"m"‘““" asiel
A, e

THE Book was THE
SAFEST WAY 1O bo T
(s Mosye— Gk it didn'k
wotk . Sha didn'A gek ik
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NOT AMYuoRE.
dowin'§.s apartment, and the view from it s amost
entirely blocked by icicles that are bigger around
than his fist. Peering between them, 5. watches yet
another dark, gray moming passing in a wintry haze
of snow and ice. Every shape on the ground has
been made vague, rounded into a white approxima-
ton of telf.

He presses a hand against the window, fingers
splayed. The chil numbs his palm, tightens itself
around his wrist, and creeps up i forearm before
he puls it away. Its image remains on the glass, an
island of transparency in a sea of frost A temporary
claity, authored by his body heat,
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of Stenfalks folktale, that mythical Winter City to

which misbehaving chidren were sent? Was he here
& a prisoner? An exile? Or a penitent? These are

questions he stll cannot answer. Its possible, he
Knows, that he has gone mad, but there is no way to
tell, and in any event, what can be done about it?

§ You can't just whistle and summon sense and order. 2 ok thadd
e i e

cont laceyour boots, and trudg through the fiid Fiomata e e

business of being )) e
3 7N e
3 e Ty o

. turns avay from the window and paces the*2 | K%
oo  tmalas th dremiaion 1 5 g s v sl
Itisasmall space, roughly the same size of his cabin 0 Lo 04209 CHEE~

™ on that ship which no longer exists. The floor is mote. o, Hhan

1 composed of illjoined pine boards. The walls have U2 2na: re dis . e
been lihtened witha thin whitewash. He has elec- 7, " didn'h.

o e e e o Wwﬁ,“% o,

ey T LS Tt i oo oy il hioal e U st %

He has heat, though not as much as he would like 47 ——

Even inside he wears a heavy greatcoat, along with PP -

boots and gloves and woolens, all of which stillfeel £t (. uhora

as if they belong to a stranger. He stuffs his trousers Mk Filoruala, fou/ses

and slecves with newspaper for insulation. He has a 4 01¢ who'a seen

. “hand whakhor
simple wooden desk,a chair and a pen,just as he G212 et pagor
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',2’ Zioas, foraek my stup. ate oj sk
mmd He has no dea how he came to be in the Winter
8 e 4 — ity He s no recollecton of arriving Ho does
Uy apth danis 0t Know how b ended up n this apurment. His
fundio el ot casest memory s ofplodding down.a hickyiced
O ushal his et
" boulevard, his teeth chattering in a wind-bitien
polar cold. Around him were hundreds of other
people, but they were hazy and indisinet o his eye,
pale impressions. He tried speaking with several,
4 but he was ignored, as if he was not part of their
;:;‘;‘:;-;‘,;;:r,_, world. Gradually it dawned on him that no_one
TR bt e ther was part ofangone el word. Theyall oo
P M- Fied the same space but did not occupy it together.
. o it o Imagine  thousand leaves of tracing paper, each
Lo Ksad A3 it one person lightly penciled on it, all stacked
atop a seene of a frozen city block. A thousand dis-
L crete and solitay realites that appear to be occur-
sing n the same location.
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the heels of his palms into his eyes. Fora long time
he drifts with his eyes closed, the canoe spinning
lazily cach tme it bumps a rock. He drifs, this man
in a canoe with a dead woman and a baby who
never was, drifts and hopes, half-heartedly, that the
ship will find him whenever and wherever this par-
ticular branch of river disgorges him into the sea.
In this life, it the one thing on which he’s ever
been able to rely. . MeD thinh you atoxtrd the fuus tn bhe baxn.
P Brcsvan. of foo aqubotr Sl
and said about
“hip does not find him. He finds the ship. Vo “_m proe
(O more accurately; h sees the bombed, bumed %out: ol nallers.
i R e e e e (S MWMAmu
plns o, comas o, e i, 525 22455 22
all of it undulating on the slick of blue-black that “cle” whed’s
coats the surface of the water. Smoke rises from kdw—d
much of the wreckige; some fragments float with fymet racet1 oen Ciciva
Vil sailsof dak ornge flame raised and betingin WA Sheks sould vt
the b.em)m'my part of the hull was left intact it 70" W,
has already disappeared below. Vévoda's warplanes  whey & o
have flown awvay, but the ferce drone of their £ Cax, 49«»« e
engineslngers n th ar,risng and ulling in itch ‘s rg0ms e oo Ay
asit spinsin the swirling winds. mw?"‘
‘The bodies float face-down. Around them, the WW%¢

surface is boiling, raising great thick-looking bubbles ‘3»4 e Juch ok,
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ToRLenT. Sk Wik ME.

SAS A MM TRwce ovisive Con'k
JouR AV, Topa ==
& did, oo Wowa (1)
ok, gk nuy hisddown

ok comdords b o A g
Your ploce?





images/00421.jpeg
SHIP OF THESEUS

‘canoes is within hailing distance, he shouts until he
is hoarse. Finally, just before the river divides
around a rocky shoal, swirling and churning with a
ferocity that 5. does not remember from the paddie
upstream (but of course he doesn't remember it; he
must have imagined the easy, lzy currents justas he:
imagined the baby), the two people paddling it tum
back to look in his direction.

In the stern—he could swear it, and does, and
will ever—is Sola, steering expertly through the

rapids.
WHAT € Eisreom || Inthe bowis S, himself, Younger, perhaps, arms
woas <Aue Asort || muscled and bronzed, shoulders high and square,

h e but he can tel: tht man is me.

Neriens 7
Wi & 1408 was  Who s b to the two ofthem? A madman? A
VASLAY ¥ 1230 i

oy derelict? A revenant?

o i when S Toses his grip on the paddle, and the water
iant wos onby 0. sweeps it away. He paddles toward it with his
Couple o) hands, all the while watching it float farther away.
otd- Bod, Watches the canoes ahead of him catch the current
W& €7 ~0 Se€ Uek,  and whip downstream through the rapids that for
et lwhip dovnstea throvgh th rapics that fork
FeiC mnas ot Toas  totheleftof the sland. Watches himself drif inex-
L1E T B He. pap. orably toward the deeper, slower, rockier right-
hand fork. When Sola and his other self have
ek Al d f he drops his head, grinds

sappeared from view, he drops his head, grin

Aok a yoox ago
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explain, is gone. His other selves are|gone. His \m&ulmumatﬂ

Rl e e e uum’
‘underwater or turned to ash) He has
vessel of himself. He is a ghost.
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that blow gray vapor and the blue-black smell as
they burst. He identifes several, or tells himself he
does: there is the whittler, with one arm missing;
there s the slight frame of the pouting girl; there is
the refugee from the ghost ship; there is a sailor he
ot im0 U umani can o longor rcogize. Allwound him s tho smell
14040 jobs ti- 40 of burned flesh. He calls out, asking if anyone has
(Mm,uyu 7 survived, begging for someone to have survived, but
et ciiass. all he hears is that vertiginous hum, his own ragged

#O~ AUWAS. i s breathing, his own voiceless shouts.
ool ;“ And there, breaching: there is the biggest of the

e e L i
\F A=\ Dow Kow—limbs and barrel trunk. There, still clutched in his
1144 SOREL - SERAJEN hand, s one of the maps, entirely unburned but
covered toal four cornersin the deepest, bloodiest
y he . of reds.
Donlkapolsgife .
uscuise thun Lk fuawe  What begins at the water shall end there, and

NWM what ends there shall once more begin. Words arc a

&ift to the dead and a warning to the living,

What is the story he tells himself? That he is a
i bost o e g of chlzton? Tt e s
‘aman floating on the edge of a life that should never
have been his? That there is nothing? There is noth-
inc, The win o il et vho

(72)
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of that fecling tingles his fingertps as he dashes
through the trees; as bullts whizz and whine around
him, scorching leaves and splintering branches and
dropping a magpie with the tragi uck of occupying
the wrong space.

He pases to load the blow-gun. He aims. The
old guard fuls ke a stone.

S. rushes down to the river. Branches slash his
cheeks; vines cause him to stumble; he makes more
noise than one would expect from @ man who does
not exist. The blasting of the ill continues. Seven-
teen, cighteen, nineteen.

s #risalooik Once again, he has saved nobody, stopped no

e m"‘ calamity from befalling those around him, stolen lfe
it M"lur nogreater good. He longsto be back on theship.
o ]:; S e
in. B0 vris Abeur nnosing usclessly into the bank, caught in a V made
:::::;gmx; o= by the exposed roots of astrangler fig. Waqar’ body.
V ki e e is gones the blood greasing the side of the canoe and
o ot A éven et the grases on the bank suggests that it was tugged
W cA® me omE  overboard by something hungry. Anca lies on her

i Anca Jies on he
At P ioey back on a fishing net that is saturated in red. Ther
ME A i dark hole n her neck Her eyesare wide open
o1 oo, e e
Sl NSy mdumedatthe sky— conmtcnon T Corvsav?
DRAE 0 AORIOA TO MARE SURE. + 0 buranoss peam
STAYED FOR A WEEK-—A WARD WEEL— AAADRS T (Bt Qurandy
THE Funiauay ACKEED T 80 mpavent AR g0 s dlciods did)
For A WIWILE ¥ 1T Al SEEMED 10 WA WHO IuBWS? Twe wiareee.
opees oor! AFTER WE Cor 00t wb © (368) mmanes eg
UAD b FroT = 17 whS OVER. SomETaNG S
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Timsel; Emotion breeds mistakes, and sords are
it tothe dead,and what begin at the water shal
end.there and what enda here shall omce mors
begin. Voices il his head; @ kind of delrum riss.
Ho waiches, stupsfid, s the old man pvots, tums
the gun in their goneral dirscion, paces forward
lowly. The guard takesa positon bohind a marble
fountain where water spous from the mouth of
e A et
e ot s T Benasy.

“We allhave our obs to do” the govemor says.If «m; i
his is an appea to 5. it s an illchosen one. The
words ar probebly bis Bl onss,athough 5. doss
ot linger o confirm this. He does, however,relish

yet auin the feeling of ib plercing skin, tha tiny
ponch throrgh a rbial dermal defease (Really: we
imagine ourselves to e so well-contained,so clear :
defined, 50 inc ﬁduﬂmmwy i
it to open us up, to send s spllng outvard or ik 5.«
to introduce something foreign and toic)| A ghost
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“We have four children, Molfh and 1" the gover-
< nor says. “Don't kil me. You don't have to.”

PUBLSHER Ak o ||"Actually,” S. says, “T might.” [
SUACess 'S AL fers  This is when the gunfre stars—in the distance,
hoony cans A AeE 34 smattering of discrete pops, ike avolley of corks at
VS T4E TAPE. SWE  midnight on the new year. "What is tha?” S, asks.
5,:; B ST, You don't know?” The govemor agan gives that
R0 ke To e cmpdeain-the-throt laugh, which . now thinks is
Yy eason enough for the man to die
i Tellme.”
Thabls - She

mm,,“ Mors and more gans begin fring, many moro—
01 V€5 S5 ps vt hundreds, by the sound of it all—spitting constant

TERSe - W S NS and relentless streams of bullets. The govemors
o pertcn s NS and relentles st £ bulets. The g
RS 15 M€ FAck <At smile widens. (O, those teeth!) It must be preciscly
o Sae Mmon four cock” b seys. “Tn which cse, tats the
® wlo 5
Pl lo e sound of our greatest act of creation.” A great many
Whieh ot nok  explosives recently went missing from a warchouse,
going 4o do- he explins. He received reports that the O1d Villag-
OF couese wot. gur  ers were planning to bomb the docks while a ship
15 Gunte me 9se 1T wasbeingloaded. Itwas to be the overture to a great
T ber Come Emrsot 2 gre
U9 o ek wyjme.,  and bloody revolt. We thought it best o stop them

WACREUTor ('L Biow  bofore they did so,” he concludes.
MIODYS WinoLE ARGIMAENT 2

L s 16 there arc screams, they die in the dense air
MEANTAL, 1 er before reaching the alitude of the mansion
8 STew “You're killing them,” 5. sa
Xoure iiling Qem. 2S5 65 sucess—
TemPorARY Anp
WSt PeANT.
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after them. Could there be a purer expression of ev-
erence for the place he calls home? Mol is short
for Molghdena. Her sisters: Bauxia, Ferra, Argenta,
Urania. The youngest—and, frankly, the most stun-
ningly beautiful, though they are ll beautiful—is
called Substantia. Al the girls were sought—"

‘The govemorisstalling him. 5. scans the grounds.
Gan it really be that no one has noticed his disap-
pearance yet?

. repeats the ssth sster’sname. “The blue-black
" he says.

“Yes. Though in the earth, its gray, with lovely
gold veins. I can show you some, ifyou like.”

“But what s it?”

“Its simply substance. That's all its ever been
called”

“Your friends were klled because they found out
about it. Now people around the world are being
il by it. And here you are, helping him get as
much of it s he needs.”

“This? This is nowhere near as much as he needs.
Don't underestimate the demand for—"

“Enough,”S. says

“Are you going to kill me?”

“I said, enough.”

“That'a — Ma'a. ing to Dutte
s A By e uten e

prich.

(363) Tuar's wot sumprisine .

WARTS SURFERNG 1S AT WE'S Taqul
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Fot as Cong aa ik takus him b ek ths
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out.
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voices, which turn suddenly into prolonged shricks

Her— reeern that clench jaws, drain dark trickles from ears. T
PESIARDINS wove  turmoil disorients ., slows his thoughts, his abil
To b Dotaav e oo coerent S dow bl Dot ey
5095 tare Tws wing ‘g imake decisions
Wows WE was rebuwel O perhaps hes simply old and overwhelmed.

Wb he w«wx: The paralyzed man’s litle finger twitches.

e o g . What S needs s a it of quiet, a st moment in

3o ha buistial you.  which to figure out what to do—he should never
Uhioh— 61 ok G e come mwithoutaplan—but b her comes

" another great explosion as another hilltop erupts,
B0t Me was Raori—

e Trsep and then a fourth and a fth. How many more?
DATUxTiont ¥ HE-WAS R, “We've been instructed t tiple our producton,”
Lo X018 y0ing £, overnon seys i all he nose, The il were
B w\i“‘w__ 1aq 2l 0ing o b opened atsome pint, 50 why should
Soow Comis guq. | itmatterwhen?” Histone is emotionless, pragmatc.

Q. you qoihey £6- Thisis notgloating:this i bele.
aidion TS e B 1o
Ne- Tve pEowcaTiens
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up and sees the old guard out on the lawn, a hun-
dred yards away, rejuvenated by a firearm and a rea-
son to use it. He stands, his hip cocked, perfectly
steady, as smoke wisps up from the barrel of his
rifle. The gun is not aimed in 8.5 direction. It is
aimed at the river

. feels his insides boiling. It is an unfamiliar
fecling, such fury. Emotion breeds mistakes, he tells

(268
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“Justthose who areinvolved.”the governor says,
“and those who failed to stop them. The orders
came from elsewhere. Had the choice been mine,
Td bave simply amested them and sent them to the
mines. But first they'd have to watch the shon in
the hills™™

The show?

‘The gunfre from town ebbs quickly, now com-
ing only in short bursts, and . imagines bodies
along the path from New Village to OId, bodies in
and between the thatched huts, the wounded being
cut down as they stagger into the forest o shadows.
Then, from the distant hils comes an explosion
that buffets S ardrums and reverberates through
his head. A column of brown dustrises into the sky;
then sparkles of blue-black drift down in rings
around it. There is the sound of raining rubble,
delicate from this distance. Another explosion:
another mountaintop, gone. And that smell, that
blue-black smell, that acrid tink of substance, it
fills the air of the vlley, 15 do the murmuring
Some ':L‘:,'“;Z',
SR v TS

Qs osh o4 Wnaifio. BT

A\ intaist EACEPT s wor Becane.

Baune o, o nexol3 Vo addieuns OF THE Deaws. In
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“Listen. Think. At any point you could've
decided that finding Szalomé was the most impor-
tant thing you could do. At any point you could
have said no and stopped saling hither and yon try-
ing to save whatever cramped and dark and past-
tense litle niche of the world you've been trying to

“What do you know about a ship?”

“I didt say anything about a ship.”

“You implied "

“What 1 implied is..that youve made your
choices. And so you've never found her. And you
stilldon't know  damned thing sbout who she s, let
alone who you are.” An ridescent green flylands on
his nose, buzzes, rubs its legs together, then takes
offagain. “There's a girl n the village who looks a bit
like her, you know: You could be introduced.”

. does not respond.

“I married a gil from the village,” the goveror|
says. His smile shows teeth that are as garishly whit|
and straight as the mansion itself. “Her name is|
Molyb. Her father i the chief who led the split.”

“And the one, then, who helps you srip the hlls”

o e you weee
Daise Grehe1s +
Vo feniows WAAT Guss
1617 BAGE % Resersch.
Foury Wb ELcon0 of
PESIARMINS MARRUGE:
V)3 [5 18 CARCASSONNE.

“We don't strip. We harvest.” o Sicue EAge.
“And the petroglyphs?” b
“And the petroglyphs Tainl
Bt who- was shet
Qndlushe wos Fitomats
i hoct
(61} CARCASSONNE vt Eap .

o PERPILNAS . ConpEenan
Sotn U430 n o orarol ks S
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“The chief understands that they're no longer
needed. There's no proof they were carvd by his peo-
ple’s ancestors, anyway: I simply what the tribe had
chosen to believe.” The man's breathing has slowed.
“Their history, mine, yours...A story of...choices.

“They needed their stories only because they had
nothing clse. Think of what Vévoda does: he helps
people reshape their world in dynamic ways. Inven-
tive ways. He offers pattems of understanding
There is destruction, yes, but it is in the service
of— He closes his eyes, opens them. “Of creation.
And.this creation i as profound as, and more real
than, shapes on hillides...or colors on canvas...or
scribblings on paper—"

“Be quiet” . tlls him. One nick from the pen's
nib could stop the paralyzed man's lungs, could

Ok— el ot drown himin this jungle air. Not even a slsh—just

"PmmmWone solitary en-dash written into the skin of his fore-

ﬁﬂ";’"‘s" St 44 cad, or perhapsa fllsop nto his neck. IS, chose

huad fuom Vancssages. to carvethe S-shaped symbol nto bim, death would
ME'wt Restoup Seom . amive before the shape was complete.

G ARAnTEE . “The governor s hushed, for a moment. But then
VXL HE. g cluckdes to himself, as if he's powerless to contain

erielogs. 5

ettt b1 his thoughts. "My futher-n-law! The man is passion-
o 1 e bout bis minerls. He named all s daughters
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“Its been a good life. T faciltate profitable ven-

tures. T administer. [ oversee. I certainly don't run

around the world poisoning people.” The governor

pauses; he watches . closely, teting his response to

the provocation. S. is careful to offer him nothing

“That's what you do, is'tit?” o et
“I've been rumning,” S. says, “ever since the day /” Gasy 17 1% <o 65+

B oo, oo OF AT
“So you really are the § he's wanted most. Aler( <& i & <a e or

the Agents have spent ll these years ruling out— {™&- (040) § oRE Bycre
Not “ruling out,” S. wants to say. Killing. He Buk

o
Ve o o
B s o e amiig o s e
sweaty crease  the governor’s Brehead. It could NOOALANEA od & Lot
sink mandibles into skin at any moment
R e
exhale—as he deliberates. Finally he brushes the
ant away. He neither cts nor receives thanks alt owex
el PR~y iy

“You could have stopped running,” the gover-

FUCK. A ThousAND
nor says. Tisaes overt
“I've never had the choice o<
‘The governor laughs, a hiccup of sound that his Y12 e how ne knuso.

fronen body chokes ofa his throat. “You've abvays 5 o . 247,

had a choice.”
HOPE Yourag piowT.
3 don'b wonk by
Ll et o
() W Wiod - t'm not bhak ind of
pison. cfim cally nob. Guk
gty sdonay it
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hor F. X. Caldeira faleceu | meid
| no dia 19 de Maio, na sua casa na | que
periferia de Feira Nova, Sergipe. O | casa

ads| Senhor Caldeira vivia em solido | em ¢

que chegou aqui uns anos | de o
¢ poucos dos seus vizinhos
am que ele atuou muitos anos | min
! ¢ 1105 Estados Unidos como tradutor | joga
4 de | para 0 famoso autdr aqui ¢ pelo | taml
ado | mundo inteiro, V. M. Straka. Unm | ho
Jpista | conhecido dele, que queria ficar | um,
qu¢ | anduimo, falou que nio sabia por | miai
a3t | que Sr. Caldeira sempre evitava a | 20s
bridade ¢ a boa vontade que | um
nte aqui teria dado a cle.
Aidade de Sr. Caldeira ndo esté | hord
St no registro. Acredita-se que
béin  nasceu'e foi criado em Lengéis e foi | dé o
fastado de sua famflia, Os arranjos | do
020 | funerérios ndo sdo sabidos. i
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S. wonders why they have not yet been inter-
rupted. “Isn't anyone going to come looking for
you?” he asks. “Right now, you seem just as alone
asTam”

“The guard by the road, perhaps. It depends how
much wine he's had at lunch. T hope you won't kil
him. He’s old and shaky and has very lttle sense left,
but he's a good man.”

“No one else?”

“Maybe one of the children if they're eager to
Play. Maybe my wife.” The governor pauses here,
manages to tlt his head half a degree. “You're not
married, are you?” he asks, though he must know
the answer. “Did you ever find that girl you were
Tooking for? Szalémé?”

“We've crossed paths,” S. says. Sola. Thinking of
her makes him ache. Aches are distractions.

“Butyouve never found her. You've passed by her”

“Ihaven't given up.”

‘The governor sighs—rather theatricall,S. thinks.

{ “Ihave a good lfe. 1 have a family  eat well 1 sleep
well. T grow my roses. I'm not in danger—the pres-
ent situation excepted.”

“Perhaps you should be in danger more often,”
S. say.

(260}
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Whay didin 4. n,a:‘k
e il Tt
Cobuifor wag PECASSE iy phsensTs
Of course he changed his name.|"Pheifer” was ., 1T
wanted for the bombing. So much easier for him— Avo b6cnsce | Lo
and for Vévoda—irhewere re-created as anewman £ 0T

altogether. “Did Vévoda choose that name foryou?” 6l ot ve roves.
Akt
Luggattyy

“What o brathes,“makes you thik Ive met %7474
him?” i
“Youaverse the minin hoe. Yo one ofthe
Sompaopl who s ssn  up e, I angone s
ot the Chilms, i you
Némec laughs. “There is no Chéteau. It’s a fiction.”
id Vévods

“This is itslf a fction, of course. °]
name you?” he asks again.

“Who can remember something that happened
50 long ago?” The governor smiles tentatively, per-
haps because he is unsure which parts of his body he
can still move, (The mouth, yes; the face, yes; not
Are you still known as §.7”

“T'm not known.”

“That’s ashame. It...must make you sad.”

“They shot you i the cave.”

‘The goveror emits another weak laugh. Appar-
ently he is the sort of man who employs chuckles as
punctuation. “You heard them shoot,” he says.

They killed everyone lse. Why not you?”

much more.

(a7
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Again the governor takes off his hat. He swabs
his forehead with a handkerchief. His chest expands,
contracts,and . aims for that gorgeously vulnerable
spot below the stermum, for that coronal burst of %
nerves hiding behind the skin there. $.s aim, as it 3
has been for years, is immaculate. The sound of the
dart traveling and striking—one sound—is both
fumiliar and sedctively new.

The paralytic effect is nearly instantaneous
Though the governor is flly conscious,he s ighteen
stone of dead weight as 5. drags him into the woods.

The govemor's face is round. Capilaries flare
along his fat-shrouded checkbones. His hair, gone
to gray, is closely shorn, his checks cleanly shaved.
His nose is red-splotched and thick, and his eyes
have that middle-aged squint. His left ear is mis-

Aiking ok 4, "pen. I not untl the man's xpression tghtens

Thoody's CV. into something lapine and twitchy that S. under.
e "TM“MM
fucdunk s 44 pounds lighter, with wild hair and an uncooperative.
povk o) whi b oplit %:nﬁEPfelfex.' he says. The eyes are wider-et,
wl e ik oo Tos Hlcly (o o1a hianes wrcoght 1y
Mol 3"( ‘age than by the imprecision of $.s memory.
e B “Nemeo,” the governor says, but his vaice is
WY WOULD AnjanE P[elfen:}vug,hzned by years and clotted by poison.

Do AT 7 weio BARES whAT FLLotEua CHARSED TIAS. (e mses.
A GEAD STUDEMT 118 Lix ogs ) MANPSCRIT, 1Ts

Qon'k o R ARk Saruas,
ety bl ydtote R
bt i 'Avwz‘ oovca that i o Oty
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U S B ST was Tucky” Nemee says. “The first shots
Tttt core e missod. I suid Iwanted to be useful o then.  meant
G

9%, WA S it My lifechanged i an nstant, bu betterachange

S ao & Lo
ST (e onp  than an end} He runs his tongue over his lis. “Tell

16 CCE AATENED o). me, i it ending now? Am 1 dying?”
DUBLIA S Sato The . 5

ST s, tgnores the question. “Stentlk, Corbeas,
RS Yocn Eis e Ostrero;” hesays. “Outofall of them, you were angri-

UM UG Tt st You wanted totorch the factory. It was anyone's
SOUNPED LiE THEY e, 2 g

o b e e G Bight, it was yours”
Sreaver “Yes, it was. Until T decided it wasn't, Why s it
. Weohalir s, $ill yours? Why was it ccer yours?”

1 jeidid Liake S looksat the man on the ground in front of i

o€ . armiat his dos it andewves lingig ois cnco-
S P4 s inen, @ moving fae trapped in a inan-
Boco Ermen wohy ‘mate body. He wonders: can you ever make another

4 wesa 142-_person fully understand the choices youve made?
jrd Jen2\ person fully understand the cholces you
juckva

“The poison,” . explans, answering an earle; exs-

m"* , fer queston, “is from the red.speckled mamba

e
ohacd 3. woni die, Not from that, at any rate.”

TS Lookat us” the goveror says. “We're growing

et old. We are old. Well past time to ask—to know—

what the measure of ourlves will be.”

“Its quite easy to measure yours. You sold it
toVévoda”

i

i
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one draws one’s gun and chases them back to the
sad, pointless mucdfts of their ancestors.*

5. opens the valise, removes what he needs, hides
the case in the hollowed trunk of a dying possum-
wood. He quickly finds the monkey: knife-cuts in
bark that suggest a grinning simian face. It marks
the beginning of a path up the hilltha s narrow and
overgrown, more implied than there.

Is he being watched? Perhaps, but he senses no
imminent threat, and he has faith in his ab
vanish when he needs to. He moves smoothly, qui-
etly through the trees—how odd, really, for him to
e able to be so certain of hisstealth, of this ability
that his body has acquired and developed, and to
remain so utterly uncertain about the man to
whom that body belongs, to the identity that both
sheathes and animates it—and studies his sur-
roundings, watching an for signs that he
is not alone. A howler monkey cries out from a
far-off hill, the sound echoing through the valley.

o—
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There are brief bursts of rustling along the ground:
rodents, most likely. Inseets preep and dart around
him, and the air is full of birdsong, though the
singers are unseen. Some of the songs sound out
of place to him, and he catalogues them: a merlin;
4 crow; an oystercatcher; and a magpie tanager
twicking heatedly.” But there are no signs of sen-
tries, dogs, alarms, booby-traps—nothing to slow
his progress—and before long S. finds himself at
the top of the hill peering in at the world of the
Tersitory’s governor.

He slps through the trees along the perimeter,
reconnoitering. On the terrace, slently clearing a
table, are two servants whose features and skin
tones match those of Anca and Wagar. An older
man stands guard at an entrance gate on the drive-
way, his belly straining the buttons of a faded field-
gray tunic, his unshaven face bristled with white,
his eyelids drooping and snapping open as if he
might full asleep on his feet. Voices of women and
children come through open windows on the third

(ase)






