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  The Last Ledger

The notice arrived on a Tuesday, as if the Bureau had a preference for making dread administrative.

Mina found it slid under her office door when she returned from the filing room—a crisp rectangle of pale grey paper printed in the Bureau's characteristic typeface, which had been designed, she had always suspected, to convey authority through sheer geometric severity. She read it standing in the doorway, still holding a folder of transit requisitions she had been reclassifying under the new taxonomy. The folder grew heavy. She set it down on her desk without looking at where it landed.

*Final Sweep Notice — Archival Division, Civil Records Section 7. Pursuant to Consolidation Order 44 and Amendment 12 thereof, all holdings—official and unofficial, institutional and personal—containing reference to Designated Erased Persons will be subject to mandatory inspection and collection no later than seven days from the date of this notice. Non-compliance constitutes an act of Historical Interference under Statute 9, carrying penalties up to and including Designation. Bureau agents will conduct residential inspections at their discretion. Cooperation is required by law.*

She read it twice. Then she folded it precisely along its original crease and placed it in her inner coat pocket, against her ribs, where it pressed like a cold hand.

Around her, the office continued its ordinary Tuesday. Her colleague Perrin was typing something at great speed and inaccuracy, given the frequency of his corrections. The water pipes behind the eastern wall were engaged in their chronic argument with the building's ancient plumbing. Through the single window, the city's November sky pressed down like a lid on something that had been stored too long. Mina sat at her desk, opened the transit folder, and resumed her work. She was, by training and by temperament, a woman who did not allow visible distress to interfere with what needed to be done.

Seven days.

---

She had lived in the apartment on Veritas Street for four years, which was also, approximately, how long she had been keeping the archive. The rooms were modest by any standard—two principal rooms, a narrow kitchen, a bathroom with a window that faced a wall—but they were hers, and she had organized them with the thoroughness she brought to everything she loved. The front room was where she lived in the ordinary sense of the word: books shelved by subject, then author; a small table for meals and correspondence; a second-hand typewriter on its own stand, maintained to a condition that the manufacturer would have found gratifying. The back room was where she lived in the other sense.

The walls of the back room were covered.

She had begun with a single clipping—a court record fragment she had found misfiled in the wrong decade's archive at work, scheduled for pulping. She had recognized the name in the case heading only because she had seen it posted, three years prior, in the Erasure Bureau's public notification column: *Sydney Carton. Barrister. Erased. Year 31, Fourth Month.* She had been standing at the Bureau's public board that morning on her way to work, reading, as she read all public postings, from simple professional habit. The name had meant nothing to her then. Thousands of names moved through the Bureau's machinery every year, and most of them she would never know. But this one had stayed with her, perhaps because it had appeared between two other names that she had known—colleagues of a colleague, minor civil servants caught in a purge she had only narrowly survived herself by virtue of working in a different section. The name *Carton* had lodged in her memory like a splinter.

The misfiled court fragment had been the beginning of her understanding.

Now the back room held the shape of a man she had never met.

She worked at the sorting table after dinner, her coat still on, the Bureau's notice folded in her pocket, moving through the archive with the methodical calm she could always summon when her hands needed to be useful. The documents were organized into seven categories—she had settled on seven after trying five, then nine—and within each category by date and source reliability, coded in her own shorthand along the top margin in pencil. *C* for confirmed by multiple sources. *P* for probable. *S* for suspect, meaning she had kept it but weighted it accordingly.

The category she returned to most often was the third: *The Affair of Charles Darnay.*

She knew this material well enough that she could have recited it, but she still read it each time, carefully, because she believed that careless familiarity was how meaning drained out of things. The documents told the following story, or as close to it as she had been able to reconstruct from fragments and cross-references and twice-removed accounts:

Charles Darnay had been a language tutor. He had also been, briefly and ingenuously, the possessor of certain documents given to him by a man who did not survive to clarify their nature. The Bureau had classified the documents as seditious correspondence and arrested Darnay on a charge of Historical Subversion—one of the catch-all statutes that had metastasized in the Bureau's procedural lexicon over the previous decade. The charge carried Designation as its likely outcome. Darnay had a young wife named Lucie. He had a child. He had no money and no connections powerful enough to matter.

Sydney Carton had taken the case without fee.

She had a transcript—partial, and she had coded it *P*, because she could not confirm the transcriptionist's identity—of what Carton had said at the evidentiary hearing. The language was not oratorical. It was precise: a methodical dismantling of the state's chain of custody for the documents, an exposure of the contradictions in the Bureau's own filing logs, a reconstruction of the original owner's intentions that made the charge of subversion look not merely wrong but manufactured. The hearing officer had been persuaded. Darnay had been released.

Then someone had filed a second charge.

The second charge had been filed eighteen days after the acquittal, using documentation that had not existed during the first proceeding. Mina had spent the better part of a year learning to read what that meant. She had a copy of the charge documentation—obtained through channels she preferred not to specify even in her own notes—and she had coded it *C* and underlined it and returned to it more times than any other single document in the archive. The charge against Carton himself. *Conspiracy to obstruct Erasure proceedings. Falsification of civil records. Treason against the Bureau's mandate.*

The documents were fabrications. She was as certain of this as she was of anything. She had laid the Bureau's own procedural records beside the charge documentation and traced the inconsistencies with a red pencil until the page looked like something bleeding. The witnesses named in the second charge had testified about meetings that could not have occurred on the dates given—she had cross-referenced Bureau attendance logs, which the Bureau had not thought to scrub because they were classified as administrative ephemera. The fabrications were thorough enough to be convincing at speed, to someone who did not have time or inclination to look closely. The Bureau had not provided time or inclination.

Carton had been convicted in a closed proceeding. He had been executed—she had the official notice, *C*, from the Bureau's public record, which was the one document they had not erased because erasing a death notice would have required acknowledging there was something to hide—eleven days after the conviction.

Darnay had survived. She did not know where he was now. She had not been able to find him. She was not certain whether that meant he was hiding or erased or simply gone.

What she had been able to find, over four years of careful and dangerous accumulation, was the shape of what Carton had chosen. He had taken a case no one else would take. He had won it. And then—and this was the part she returned to most, the part that she could not entirely account for by the documents alone—something in the sequence of events suggested he had known the second charge was coming and had not run. She had a fragment of a letter, *S*, origin unknown, in handwriting she had never been able to identify, that said only: *He said he would not go. I told him what they planned. He said it was a far, far better thing.* She had kept it in a sleeve of its own, separate from the coded categories, because she did not know what to do with it except keep it.

The notice in her pocket had grown warmer against her ribs as the evening progressed. Seven days.

She stood at the sorting table and looked at the walls of the back room and tried to think practically, which was what she did when she was frightened. The archive was substantial—she had never counted the individual documents, but they occupied perhaps sixty linear feet of wall space, plus the contents of four archive boxes under the table, plus a series of notebooks in which she had written her own analyses, transcriptions from memory of materials she had seen and not been able to remove. The notebooks were, in some ways, the most dangerous items, because they were entirely in her own hand and could not be attributed to anything other than deliberate compilation.

The Bureau's notice did not distinguish between institutional and personal holdings, which was the point. The Final Sweep was not really about archives. It was about the people who kept them.

She thought about what she had seen happen to others. Her colleague Rais, three years ago—two Bureau agents, a sealed van, a name struck from the civil service register by the following morning. His desk cleared and reassigned within a week, so efficiently that she had sometimes caught herself forgetting he had sat there, which she suspected was also the point. The woman in her building's second floor, whose name she had never learned, who had distributed printed sheets about an erased composer, and who had been gone before summer. Erasure did not require drama. It required paperwork, and the Bureau was very good at paperwork.

Mina was very good at paperwork too.

She pulled a blank ledger from the shelf—she kept blank ledgers the way some people kept candles, against the likelihood of darkness—and opened it to its first page. She sat down at the sorting table, picked up her pencil, and in her smallest and most precise shorthand began to write. Not a transcript this time, not a cross-reference analysis. A summary. Everything she knew about Sydney Carton that could not be proven by any surviving document—only known, only held, only carried in the particular kind of memory that does not depend on paper.

He had been, the fragments suggested, a brilliant man who had wasted most of that brilliance and then spent it all at once on a single act that no one was permitted to remember.

She wrote until nearly midnight. Outside, the city made its usual grey noises: the tram on the eastern line, a disagreement from somewhere on the third floor of the building opposite, the Bureau's surveillance clock tower cycling through its hourly chime with the regularity of a heart that felt nothing. She wrote until her hand ached and then she wrote a little more, because aching hands were not sufficient reason to stop.

Then she closed the ledger, labeled it in code on the spine, and placed it in the archive box beneath the table with the others.

Seven days was not very long. But it was not nothing. She had worked with less.

She turned off the back room's light and went to make tea, stepping over the box with the careful, habitual deliberateness of a woman who knew exactly what she was stepping over, and had chosen, again, not to step away.
The Sailor's Testimony

The knock came just after seven in the morning, three short and one long—a pattern Mina used with no one, so far as Ishmael knew, which meant either she had told someone or she had told herself he would use it and he had simply been that kind of lucky.

He stood in the corridor outside her apartment with his coat still damp from the overnight rain, a canvas satchel worn thin at the strap, and the particular wariness of a man who had learned in recent years to watch for things that did not announce themselves. The building's stairwell smelled of damp plaster and boiled cabbage, which was reassuring in a way he couldn't quite articulate—it smelled inhabited rather than surveilled, though he knew from experience the two were not mutually exclusive. He had circled the block twice before coming inside. A grey sedan had been parked at the southern corner for longer than grey sedans are parked when their drivers are simply waiting for someone. He filed this information in the part of his mind where he kept things that required later attention.

The door opened. The woman who opened it was not what he had expected, though he could not have said what he had expected—some version of the story, perhaps, a version that matched the romance of what Carton had told him, which was that there was a woman who remembered. What he found was someone practical-faced and bright-eyed, wearing an ink stain on her left cuff and the expression of a person who had been awake for most of the night and had decided not to waste time being irritated about it.

"Mina Harker?" he said.

"Yes. And you are—"

"Ishmael." He let the single name sit there, as he always did, giving it time to either land or pass. "I have something for you. Something he asked me to carry."

She stood aside to let him in.

---

The apartment told him a great deal in the time it took her to make tea. He was a reader of spaces the way some men were readers of text—compulsively, helplessly, with the sense that every room contained more testimony than its occupant intended. This one was organized to a degree that had stopped being orderliness and become something closer to devotion. The back room door stood ajar, and through it he could see the walls: papers, clippings, strings of thread connecting one point to another on a corkboard, handwritten notes in a shorthand script so compact it was nearly its own private language. Three years of effort hung on those walls, meticulous as a cathedral.

She came back with two cups and set his before him without asking how he took it. He drank it as it came.

"You were in Beauvais Prison," she said. It was not a question.

"The waiting ward. Eighteen days, before they sorted out who I was and wasn't and let me go." He turned the cup in his hands. "He was there fourteen of those days."

"He spoke of you?"

"He spoke at me, initially. Then after a few days I began to speak back, and then we spoke to each other." He paused. "He was—I want to give you an accurate account. He was not a comfortable man to be confined with. He was too much in a small space. But he was—" He searched for the word Carton himself would have wanted. "He was lucid. Whatever he had been before, at the end he was very lucid."

She said nothing. She was waiting with the patient professional stillness of someone who understood that witnesses needed room to arrive at their own pace.

From the satchel, Ishmael withdrew the letter.

It was sealed with wax—an old-fashioned gesture that had surprised him when Carton produced a stub of candle and a brass button from his coat and went about it with a deliberateness that bordered on ceremony. The envelope was addressed in a hand that was firm until the last few letters, where fatigue had caught up with the writer. It read: *For whoever remembers.*

He set it on the table between them.

"He dictated," Ishmael said. "I wrote. My handwriting, his words. He wanted a witness to the act of writing it. He said—" and here he did his best to reproduce the exact cadence, because he had learned that cadence carried meaning the way a hull carries cargo— "he said that a letter with no witness is the same as a thought, and thoughts can be declared delusions. A letter with a witness is an event. He wanted it to be an event."

Mina reached for the envelope, stopped herself, looked at him. "Will you read it? Aloud. I'd like to hear it as—as close to his voice as possible. And you heard him."

This was, Ishmael thought, a remarkable request, and he honored it by not remarking on it. He broke the seal.

---

The letter was three pages, written in his own cramped hand that still somehow managed to transmit a different personality than his own—something in the diction, the particular way certain phrases curved back on themselves like a barrister building to a point.

He read:

*To whoever holds this: I want to begin by telling you that I am not, in the ordinary sense, a good man, and that I have spent considerable effort over the course of my life ensuring this was legible to everyone around me. I was brilliant once and it seemed to me that brilliance conferred a kind of exemption from the ordinary obligations—from decency, from sustained effort, from the plain boring project of becoming someone you might want to be. I was wrong about this, as I was wrong about several things, but this one I was wrong about for so long and with such consistency that the wrongness became architectural. I had built myself around it.*

*I want to say something about Charles Darnay, not because you will know the name, but because he was a man who deserved to live and did not deserve the charge they placed against him, and because I knew it. I knew the names that should have been read in that courtroom. I knew whose treason it was that they pinned to him like a commission, to give it the appearance of honor. I had those names in a statement I gave to Utterson—Gabriel Utterson, my lawyer, who has a copy still. Do you know that? Does anyone? I want someone to know it.*

*They did not execute me for what I did. They executed me because I knew what I knew and had given testimony of it and because such things, once set in motion, cannot be taken back by men who prefer clean arrangements. What I did—what I actually did, which was to stand in a man's place when they came for him, to let them take me and not him—this was, as it turns out, not a complicated thing. It was simpler than I had expected. It was the simplest thing I had ever done. I do not understand why it took me so long.*

*I am not asking to be remembered as a hero. I am asking to be remembered accurately, which is a different thing and, I think, a harder one. I was a drunk and a waster and a man who could have helped a great many people and usually didn't. I made a choice. One. I want that choice to exist in the record not because I need it to—I won't need anything after tomorrow—but because if it doesn't, then something true will have been made false, and I find I cannot stand that thought even now. Even at the end I am arguing about facts.*

*The Bureau will erase me. They are very good at it. But they erase the paper, not the event—the event is already over and past changing and truer than anything they can do to it. What they cannot do—what no bureau in any century has ever actually been able to do—is reach back into the moment and unmake it. It happened. I stood. He walked out of the gate.*

*So here is what I am asking, and I am asking it of whoever you are, because I don't know you and it doesn't matter, because it is not a request that requires the right person: say my name. Say it and mean it. Not in tribute and not in pity. Say it the way you would say the name of a thing that was real. That is all I am asking for. That, I think, is all any of us are asking for.*

*Sydney Carton. That's it. That's the name.*

---

The room was quiet when he finished. Mina had not moved. Her tea was untouched and cold. Ishmael set the pages down and found that his throat was tight in the way it occasionally became when he had been carrying something for too long and was only now, in the setting down, noticing the weight.

"Utterson," she said finally.

"He mentioned him again in conversation. Separately from the letter." Ishmael cleared his throat. "He said Utterson had a sealed deposition—a formal sworn account, prepared before the trial, naming the men actually responsible. He said Utterson was afraid to submit it. He—" He stopped. "He was not uncharitable about it. He said Utterson was a good man with a weak moment that had lasted three years and might last forever, because that is how weak moments work when no one comes along to end them."

"Utterson still has it."

"As far as Carton knew. He was in prison, not—"

"No, I know. But three years ago there was no final sweep. There was less pressure to surrender." She stood, moved to the window, and looked down at the street for a long moment before stepping back. "There's a man in a grey sedan at the southern corner. He's been there since at least last night."

"I know," Ishmael said. "I saw him."

"Then we don't have as much time as I was calculating this morning, and I was not calculating abundantly." She turned from the window. "I need to find Utterson. I need to find him before they find me, or before he finds out they've found me and loses his nerve entirely."

"He's been silent three years."

"Yes." Something in her face shifted—not hardening, but clarifying, the way a solution in a flask clarifies when the reaction completes. "He's had three years to perfect his silence and call it survival. I intend to present him with an argument for why it doesn't have to be both."

Ishmael looked at the letter on the table, at the walls through the ajar door with their years of careful witness. He thought, as he sometimes did, of the ocean—of the particular quality of attention required to navigate by stars when the stars were not entirely visible, when you were working from partial information and the full picture had to be inferred rather than observed.

He had been a drifter when they arrested him. He had a ship waiting in the harbor—a berth on a merchant vessel heading south in four days, which was still a comfortable margin if nothing accelerated.

He thought of Carton in the waiting ward, watching him with those grey, quick eyes, saying: *You're the kind of man who has survived enough things to know how, but not so many that you've stopped noticing what they cost. That's what I need. I need someone who will still be paying attention when this is over.*

He had said: *I'm a sailor. I'll be gone in a month.*

Carton had said: *Then this will have to be quick.*

Ishmael looked at Mina. "What do you need from me?"

She picked up Carton's letter, folded it with a care that was almost tenderness, and set it inside the blank ledger on the table—the one he could see she had been writing in half the night.

"Everything you can remember," she said. "And then I need you to stay."

He thought about the ship in the harbor. He thought about the grey sedan at the corner of the street.

"All right," he said, and meant it—said it the way you would say the name of a thing that was real.
What the Lawyer Kept

The offices of Gabriel John Utterson occupied a corridor on the fourth floor of a building that smelled of old water damage and institutional defeat. The lettering on the frosted glass—*G.J. Utterson, Solicitor & Notary*—had been partially scraped away, leaving a ghost impression on the panel that caught the morning light at certain angles, an advertisement for nothing. Mina found the door unlocked, which seemed less like hospitality than forgetfulness.

He was at his desk when she entered, though desk was perhaps too generous a word for the surface he sat behind. The room was a study in careful diminishment: a few bound volumes of legal precedent from which the relevant chapters, she suspected, had been officially redacted; a single potted plant, brown at the edges with a persistence that suggested long habit; a telephone that looked as though it had not rung in months and knew it. Utterson himself rose at her entrance, and she saw at once what three years of complicit silence had done to a man.

He had the face of someone who had been waiting for a knock at the door—not expecting a visitor, exactly, but expecting consequence. He was perhaps sixty, with a careful, arid neatness to him that had probably once read as professional dignity and now read as a man keeping himself together through sheer procedural habit. The eyes, though, were awake. Whatever had been diminished in Gabriel Utterson, it was not his perception of what was in front of him.

"Miss Harker," he said, as though he had been rehearsing the name.

"You know who I am."

"I know what you do." He gestured to the chair across from his desk—a single, deliberate courtesy—and remained standing until she sat, which under other circumstances might have been charming. "I know what *you have been doing*, which is not quite the same thing. Sit, please."

She sat. She set Ishmael's transcribed testimony on the desk between them without preamble.

He looked at it. He did not pick it up.

"When did he find you?" Utterson asked.

"Yesterday morning. He was Carton's cellmate in the waiting ward. You knew Carton—did you know Carton had composed a final statement, intended for—"

"I knew Sydney Carton considerably better than you might imagine." The sentence came out with a compressed force, as though he had been holding it for some time and had decided, finally, to let it go. He lowered himself into his chair. "I attended every day of that trial. I sat in the gallery because they had stripped me of standing to appear as counsel. I watched it. Every procedural indignity, every piece of manufactured evidence, every moment of theater they dressed in the robes of law." His voice remained measured, but the quality of the silence around it had changed. "I know what was done to him."

"And yet."

He had the grace not to look away from her. "And yet."

"Two of your colleagues," Mina said. It wasn't a question, but she made it one by waiting.

"Aldrich submitted an affidavit contesting the treason charge four months after sentencing. He was investigated, his practice was dissolved, and he received a Provisional Notice the following spring." Utterson touched the edge of Ishmael's pages without lifting them. "He recanted before the Notice became Final. He teaches bookkeeping in the outer districts, now, I believe." He paused. "Langley did not recant."

The name sat between them.

"Langley was erased," Mina said.

"In November of that year. Yes." He finally picked up the testimony. He read with the unhurried, precise attention of a man who had once been very good at his profession and had not forgotten how, whatever else had been taken from him. She watched his face and saw nothing shift except a slight tightening around the jaw at one passage—she could guess which one, the part where Ishmael described Carton in those last hours, his dry wit intact, his terror worn lightly, like an ill-fitting coat he was too proud to mention.

Utterson set the pages down. He opened his desk drawer and removed a sealed envelope, the kind sealed with wax and then again with paper tape, the kind that had been opened and re-sealed carefully, perhaps more than once. He placed it on the desk beside Ishmael's testimony and rested his hand on it.

"Carton came to me six weeks before his arrest," he said. "He had reason to believe the case against Darnay would be reopened—that the men who had manufactured it the first time had not abandoned their intentions. He gave me this." He tapped the envelope once. "His sworn account. Names, dates, documentary references, the mechanism by which the evidence was fabricated and the identities of the state attorneys who were not attorneys so much as instruments. He asked me to keep it against the possibility that it would become necessary."

Mina looked at the envelope. She thought about the ledger on her table, the folded letter inside it, the three years of names on her walls.

"It became necessary three years ago," she said.

"Yes." The word came out like a door closing. "It did."

She kept her voice level, because she understood that what she needed from this man could not be taken by force, only offered room enough to breathe. "Mr. Utterson. I am not here to condemn you. I am here because there is still time to do what you have not yet done, and because the window is closing." She told him about the Final Sweep notice. She told him about the grey sedan—Ishmael's observation, and now her own—parked at intervals around her building. She did not tell him about Defarge by name, because she did not yet know the name; she knew only the quality of attention, the professional patience of surveillance that had moved from routine monitoring to something with personal investment in it. She could feel it the way you feel a change in barometric pressure, in the body before the mind names it.

Utterson listened. He did not interrupt. When she finished, he looked at the envelope under his hand and said, quietly, "I cannot let it leave my possession yet."

"Utterson—"

"I will not say never. I am saying not yet. There are steps required if this document is to carry legal weight rather than simply providing the Bureau grounds to raid both our premises simultaneously." He looked up. "Let me make those steps. Give me a small amount of time and I will give you something that cannot be dismissed as an archivist's private sentiment. I will certify it properly. I will make it a fact in law." Something moved in his face that was not quite dignity and not quite desperation but lived in the neighborhood of both. "Let me do this one thing correctly."

She wanted to take the envelope. She could see herself doing it—she had good hands, quick and sure, the hands of someone who had typed and sorted and preserved through long nights, hands accustomed to the weight of paper. She did not reach for it.

"Quickly," she said instead.

---

The Intended lived in the western quarter of the city, in a building that had once been elegant and still wore the remnants of that elegance with a kind of wounded insistence—the carved lintels, the black iron railings, the interior corridors that smelled of good wood and spent flowers. She answered the door herself, as though she had been expecting visitors but had long since stopped being surprised by them.

She was younger than Mina had expected—perhaps thirty-five, with the kind of beauty that had been overlaid by grief so completely it had become part of it, woven in. She wore black still, or something so close to black it made no practical difference. She had been, before, the fiancée of a man whose name the Bureau had since made into nothing, and she had loved him with the unqualified faith of someone who had known him only through his words, never through the complicated evidence of proximity. His name was not in Mina's archive—he had been erased before she had begun her work in earnest—but she had heard it spoken once by a source she trusted, and she held it privately, a small kept flame.

"You're the archivist," the Intended said. Not an accusation. A recognition.

They sat in a room in which every photograph had been removed from its frame, leaving pale rectangles on the walls where the paper had been protected from years of light. The absence of images was so systematic it constituted its own kind of record. Mina noticed this and said nothing.

"I burned them myself," the Intended said, following Mina's eyes to the empty frames. Her voice had the particular steadiness of a decision long made, a wound long dressed. "Two years ago, this past spring. The letters first—I burned those the day after his Notice became Final. The photographs I kept for a while. And then I burned those too." She folded her hands in her lap. "I want you to understand that I did not do this easily."

"I know that," Mina said, and meant it.

"I did it because I could not live otherwise. Because there is a kind of grief that will consume everything if you let it, and the only answer I found was to give it nothing left to burn." She looked at Mina with an expression that was not cold, but had been tempered by something close to cold. "You have not found a different answer. You've simply refused the question."

The words landed precisely. Mina sat with them.

"He was real," the Intended continued, gently, as though explaining something to someone she pitied. "He was real and he is gone and the Bureau did not make that true—it was true before they filed their papers. The erasure is only paperwork. What I carry in here"—she touched her chest, a small, private gesture—"no Bureau can reach. And I am free, now, to live. To wake in the morning without the weight of a name they have decided to prosecute."

It was, Mina recognized, a beautiful argument. It had the internal logic of something that had been tested by actual suffering and found, at least partially, true. She felt the pull of it—the way you feel the pull of warm water after a long cold, the specific gravity of release. She thought about the walls of her apartment. She thought about the Final Sweep notice on her table. She thought about the three years of her life organized around a man she had never met, a man who was officially nothing, and she felt, with sudden clarity, how tired she was.

She also thought about the letter inside the ledger. *Someone—anyone—simply say his name and mean it.*

"I understand why you burned them," Mina said. "I think you may have had no other choice. And I think what you have survived deserves more respect than I can easily give it in a single afternoon." She set her hands on her knees and stood. "But I am not you. And what I carry is not only mine."

The Intended looked at her for a long moment—a look without hostility, even without pity, something closer to the expression of someone watching a person walk toward a door they cannot see is locked.

"I know," she said quietly. "I know you won't stop."

---

Mina was two streets from her own building when she saw the woman.

She knew her—not personally, not yet—in the way you know the quality of a thing before you know its name. Solid, unhurried, a stillness in the way she stood that was not the stillness of waiting but of choosing when to move. She was watching the building's entrance with the patience of someone who knitted while she waited—someone who recorded, who filed, who would not stop until the column was complete and the last name entered.

Mina did not slow her pace. She kept her face even and her stride unremarkable and turned at the corner, walking away with the practiced calm of a woman who understood that being seen and being caught were not yet the same thing.

She needed to reach Ishmael.

She needed Utterson to be faster than she had reason to hope.

She walked into the grey afternoon with Carton's name inside her like a held breath, and did not let it go.
The Bureau Comes Calling

The knock came at half past six in the morning, which was not a knock at all but the sound of a door being opened by people who carried their own key.

Mina was already dressed. She had not slept. She was standing at the window with a cold cup of tea when she heard the lock mechanism turn with a bureaucratic precision that was somehow worse than force—the sound of an institution entering, of process made audible. She set the cup down on the windowsill and turned to face the room.

There were four of them. Two were functionaries in the Bureau's grey, carrying case files and wearing the incurious expressions of men engaged in inventory work. A third was young and watchful, stationed at the door with his hands clasped, tasked with the room and everything that moved in it. The fourth was Madame Defarge.

She was as Mina had perceived her from two streets away—solid, deliberate, possessed of the particular economy of a person who had long since stopped wasting motion. She wore no uniform. She carried nothing. Her hands, Mina noticed, were empty in the way of hands that had already completed their preparation elsewhere, that needed nothing more to do the work required of them. She looked around the apartment with a thoroughness that was almost appreciative, as if assessing fine workmanship.

"Harker," she said. Not a question.

"Yes," Mina said.

Defarge moved into the room without further introduction. The two functionaries fanned out behind her, and Mina watched them go to the left wall first—the wall that had held the oldest documents, the letters, the trial transcripts with their marginal notations in her own hand—and felt the loss arrive before it had technically occurred, in the precise moment she understood what they already knew. They had not come to search. They had come to collect.

Ishmael had reached her by midnight. She had worked until four in the morning by lamplight, sorting, deciding, carrying what could not be replaced down through the building's service stairs and out to the lockbox three streets east. She had moved the sealed letter. She had moved Utterson's location notes and the chain of custody she had built around the deposition, every document that was irreplaceable in the strict sense—unique, unduplicatable, the spine of the thing.

What remained was the body of it. Three years of accumulation. The newspaper accounts, the official records of the trial proceedings, the witness lists, the secondary sources, the parallel documentation she had gathered to provide context and corroboration. Not the spine. But the flesh. The evidence of her devotion made material.

She watched the functionaries work and did not permit herself to close her eyes.

Defarge had been examining the right wall. She turned now and regarded Mina with an expression that was not unkind, precisely. It was the expression of a diagnostician who has confirmed a suspected condition—not pleased, exactly, but professionally satisfied, which was worse.

"You moved some of it," Defarge said.

"Some of what?"

Defarge permitted herself a small pause that dismissed the question without engaging it. "There is a particular quality to a room that has been recently edited," she said. "One learns to read it. The light falls differently on a wall where documents have been removed. The dust is disturbed." She tilted her head. "You did what you could in the time you had. That is noted."

Mina said nothing.

"Sit down, Harker. I would like to speak with you."

Mina chose the wooden chair at her desk—the one she used for work, not the chair she offered to visitors. It was a small assertion and she knew Defarge registered it as such. Defarge took the chair across the room with the equanimity of someone to whom other people's small assertions were data, not offense.

Behind her, the functionaries worked with the quiet efficiency of professional mourners, packing documents into cases with the same dispassion they would have brought to any category of material waste.

"You have been with the Bureau for nine years," Defarge said. "Your record is—was—genuinely excellent. Methodical. Accurate. A facility for cross-reference that is somewhat rare." She said this without admiration, simply as fact, the way one might read an inventory. "You understand how we work. You understand what we are for."

"I understand what the Bureau is for," Mina said. "I'm less certain you and I agree on what that is."

Defarge looked at her steadily. "Then let us agree on what it is not. It is not cruelty. I want to be clear on this point, because I find that people in your position often mistake methodology for malice. There is no malice here." She unclasped her hands and rested them on her knees, a gesture that struck Mina as almost pedagogical. "The record is a social instrument. It functions when it is accurate. When it contains persons who have proven themselves destructive to the body they inhabit—who have worked against the continuity of the structure—their presence in the record is not a tribute to truth. It is a contamination of it."

"Sydney Carton," Mina said. She would not let the name remain unspoken in this room, surrounded by what they were doing to his memory.

"Sydney Carton," Defarge repeated, without inflection. "Was a brilliant man. I do not dispute that. The Bureau's assessment was never that he lacked intelligence. It was that he chose, repeatedly and with full knowledge, to direct that intelligence against—"

"He directed it against a false charge," Mina said. "Against men who fabricated evidence to remove someone whose honesty inconvenienced them. That's in the trial record you're placing in that case."

"The trial record reflects the finding of the proceeding," Defarge said, with the patience of someone who has made this distinction many times. "What it reflects is the determination reached by a legitimate process. Whether you are satisfied with that determination is a separate matter from the status of the record."

"You're describing the record as though it were a natural phenomenon. As though it simply accumulated, like sediment. You're describing it as if no one chose what to put in it."

Something shifted in Defarge's expression—not displeasure, but a narrowing, a recalibration. She looked at Mina with a quality of attention that felt like reassessment.

"I am describing it," Defarge said, "as an instrument of social continuity. Which it is. A name in the record is not simply a fact. It is an endorsement. It says: this person existed, this person mattered, this person's presence in our history is a thing we affirm. When the record contains a name that should not be there, it does not merely preserve. It advocates. It tells the living that the dead person's choices were acceptable—that what he did was the kind of thing we remember with respect." She paused. "Carton's choices were not acceptable. He inserted himself into a proceeding he had no standing to affect, and three months later he was dead—his own choices, Harker, led him there. To preserve him in the record is not to honor truth. It is to tell every person who consults that record that self-destruction in service of sentiment is a worthy end."

Mina kept her hands still in her lap. She was aware of the sound of documents being moved behind her, the soft percussion of papers lifted and stacked, and she held onto Defarge's words and turned them carefully, the way you handle something with a sharp edge.

"You're describing a record that exists to teach lessons," Mina said.

"All records teach lessons. The question is which ones."

"And the lesson you prefer is that a man who gave his life to save an innocent person should be forgotten. That the innocence of that person should be likewise unattested. That the record should show nothing—not even the shape of what was removed."

"The lesson I prefer," Defarge said, "is that the structure survives. That persons who cannot function within it do not become its martyrs." A pause. "Carton was given every opportunity. He chose his end."

"He chose to save someone," Mina said. Her voice was level. She had promised herself level. "He chose that specifically and clearly and with full knowledge of what it cost him. That is the opposite of choosing destruction. That is one of the most coherent acts a person can—"

"It was a private sentiment," Defarge said, and there was now the faintest edge in her voice—not anger, but the firmness of someone drawing a line they find obvious. "He privileged one personal attachment over the judgment of an institution that exists to protect far more people than one man's feelings could account for. That is not heroism. That is indulgence. We cannot afford to memorialize every indulgence as though it were virtue." She rose from the chair with the same economy of movement she'd carried into the room. "You are an intelligent woman, Harker. You have made an emotional investment. I understand what that is. But you are not preserving truth. You are preserving your own grief, and calling it a record."

The functionaries were closing their cases. The wall was bare on the left side. Three years of documentation folded into grey institutional materials and carried toward the door.

Mina stood. She did not know she was going to speak until the words arrived.

"His name was Sydney Carton," she said. "He was a barrister. He was self-destructive and brilliant and he wasted most of his gifts and spent most of his life in bad faith with himself. He was also, once, exactly as good as a person can be, and it cost him everything. That is the truth of him. The whole truth—not the convenient one, not the one that makes the Bureau's record tidy. The whole inconvenient, painful, irreducible fact of a person who was here and is not, and who deserves to be known." She met Defarge's eyes. "You can take the papers. You cannot take what I know."

Defarge regarded her for a long moment. Then she nodded once, a gesture that was almost respectful, which was perhaps the most frightening response available.

"Your Bureau credentials are suspended pending formal review," she said. "You are not to leave the city. There will be a monitor assigned to this address." A brief pause at the threshold. "I hope you understand what you are doing to yourself, Harker. I genuinely do."

Then she was gone, and the functionaries after her, and Mina stood alone in the stripped apartment with the grey morning light falling on the bare wall, and breathed.

---

Utterson heard about the raid by noon.

Ishmael had sent a message through the network—three words on plain paper, nothing more—and Utterson had read it at his desk and sat for a long time looking at his window. The street below was ordinary. People moved along it with ordinary purposes. It seemed absurd that such a street should exist on the same morning.

He thought about the sealed deposition in his desk drawer. He had thought about it every day for three years. He had told himself it was caution, and then that it was prudence, and then that it was judgment, and finally—on the days he was honest—that it was fear given increasingly sophisticated names.

He pulled out a sheet of paper and wrote a note to Ishmael.

It was not a long note. It asked only for the name of the press contact and the protocol for submission. It said nothing else, because nothing else required saying. He had been silent for three years and silence had not saved Mina from what happened this morning, had not saved Carton from what happened three years before, had not saved anyone from anything.

He folded the note and held it in his hands for a moment—the last moment of a certain kind of safety—and then rang for the messenger.
Every Name a World

The press was a hand-operated Columbian iron, older than most of the men who fed it, squatting in the basement of a cooperage three streets from the river. Ishmael had found it through a ship's chandler who owed a favor to a maritime librarian who had once sheltered a printer during a sweep. Such was the architecture of the network—not designed but accreted, each connection a response to specific grief, a specific fear survived. Mina descended the cooperage stairs on a Thursday morning with Utterson's certified deposition folded against her sternum and the knowledge, recently confirmed, that a formal erasure proceeding had been opened in her name.

She had not slept. She found she did not need to explain this to the men in the basement; the press operator, a compact man named Ferris, looked at her once and said nothing about her eyes and simply cleared a space at the compositing table.

They had agreed on the form three nights before, in Utterson's office by the light of a single lamp. Not a pamphlet in the political sense—not a grievance, not a program, not a call to resist. Ishmael had said, quietly, that those documents had their own courage but a different purpose. What they were making was something older. A witness account. An entry in a ledger no Bureau could locate because it would exist in many places at once and belong to none of them.

Mina had written the text herself, twice, discarding the first version when she recognized in it the faint taste of argument. The second version was plain. Sydney Carton, it began, was a barrister. He had practiced law in this city for eleven years. On the fourteenth of March, three years prior, he had given his life in substitution for a man unjustly condemned, believing the substitution would succeed and that he would survive it. He had been wrong about surviving. He had not been wrong about anything else.

Then Ishmael's testimony, compressed to a paragraph, in his own words, which she had not edited: I knew him four days. He did not complain. He spoke carefully, as a man does when he understands that each sentence may be his last considered sentence. He was not a good man in the ordinary sense, he told me, but he had made one good choice and he asked only that it be remembered accurately—neither enlarged nor diminished.

Then Utterson's deposition: three paragraphs, certified, naming the two men who had fabricated the treason charge, citing the documentary evidence Carton had assembled and the court record that had been selectively altered. The language was legal and exact and, Mina had come to understand, devastating in the way that exact language always is.

At the bottom, a single line she had added last: He asked that someone say his name and mean it. Here it is said. His name was Sydney Carton.

Ferris set the type without comment. The layout was spare—no ornamentation, no headline, just text in a clean roman face that Ferris selected after considering several options and discarding them in silence. Mina watched him work and thought about the word *memorial*—from the Latin, she knew, from *memoria*, from *memor*, mindful. A thing made from the act of holding in mind. It was not sentiment. Sentiment would have chosen a larger typeface.

They ran two hundred copies on rough grey stock, the kind used for harbor manifests and cargo receipts, which Ishmael had identified as the paper least likely to attract scrutiny. The press made its particular sound—mechanical, percussive, indifferent to significance—and the sheets came through one by one and accumulated in a stack, and Mina found herself unable to look at them directly, the way one cannot look directly at something that has taken three years to become real.

---

She was folding the last bundle when she heard footsteps on the cooperage stairs that were not Ishmael's. She straightened. Ferris put his hand on the stack of printed sheets without being asked.

The woman who appeared at the foot of the stairs wore mourning clothes that had been worn so long they had ceased to be a statement and become simply a condition. Her face was still handsome—fine bones, the kind that outlast grief's worst work—and her eyes had the quality Mina had noticed three weeks ago in that cold sitting room: the quality of light seen through very still water.

Kurtz's Intended. She had not announced herself. She had apparently known the address.

"I followed Ishmael's man," she said, as though this explained something. She looked at the printed sheets. Then she looked at Mina. "You did it."

"Yes."

The Intended stood at the foot of the stairs for a moment, taking in the press, the smell of ink, the grey paper stacked in its careful bundles. Then she opened her coat and removed a folded document from an inner pocket—thick paper, the folds worn soft from long handling—and held it out.

"I told you I had burned everything," she said. "I burned his letters, his photographs, the things he sent from the field. I did burn all of those." She paused. "But I did not burn this. I told myself I kept it because I couldn't find it, or because it had slipped behind something. But I knew where it was. I have always known where it was."

Mina took the document and unfolded it. It was a witnessed statement, dated two weeks before Carton's trial, signed by a Bureau functionary named Alcott who had since died—of natural causes, the official record said, though Mina had noted his name three years ago in her ledger and marked it with a question. The statement described a meeting between two men and a senior bureau officer. It named those two men. They were the same two men named in Utterson's deposition.

She looked up. "You knew."

"I suspected. When I read in the papers about the charges against your barrister, I suspected. Alcott had worked with my fiancé, before—before everything. He came to me six weeks before Carton's trial and said he had seen something he shouldn't have seen and he did not know what to do and I did not know either and he was dead before I could learn." She stopped and drew a careful breath. "I told myself it was too late. I told myself that keeping it could only harm me. I told myself the story was already finished." Her voice did not break, but something in it shifted, like a seam giving. "You were right. When you came to me. What I was preserving wasn't peace. It was—the shape of peace. An arrangement of things to avoid noticing that peace is not what I had."

Mina did not speak for a moment. She looked at the document—at Alcott's cramped civil servant's hand, at the names, at the date—and felt the peculiar sensation of evidence cohering, of scattered parts finding their configuration. A witness statement. A deposition. A sailor's testimony. A single printed sheet.

A record.

"Ferris," she said.

"I see it," Ferris said. He had already turned back to the type case.

---

The Intended did not stay. She held one of the printed pamphlets for a long time—turned it over, read it once, read it again—and then she folded it and placed it in her coat pocket, where it joined whatever else she carried there. She said nothing further about her own erased beloved, and Mina did not ask. Some acts of reclamation were not yet ready to be spoken; they were still in the early stage of becoming bearable.

Ishmael arrived at midday with two of his sailors—large, quiet men who had spent years learning not to attract official notice—and divided the bundles with the practiced economy of men familiar with cargo. He had his routes: the dockworkers' canteen, the night-shift reading room at the fourth ward's charitable institute, the informal gather near the bridge where itinerant scholars exchanged notes on topics too marginal for official journals. The city's margins. The places where information moved in the old way, by hand, by word, by one person trusting another with something that could not be unsaid.

He looked at the Intended's document without touching it.

"That changes the weight of the deposition considerably," he said.

"It does."

"How long do we have before Defarge learns about the proceeding?"

"She filed it herself. She filed it yesterday morning." Mina's voice was steady. She had practiced being steady about this and she was not sure whether the practice meant it was no longer frightening or simply that she had learned to function alongside the fear, which was a different thing but perhaps sufficient. "The review period is eight days before the proceeding advances. Utterson has to reach the magistrate before then."

Ishmael nodded and said nothing unhelpful. It was one of his qualities she had come most to rely on—his ability to meet necessity without dressing it in sentiment or panic. He looked at her for a moment with his dark, seamed, sailor's eyes.

"He kept the letter a long time," he said. "Carton. In the waiting ward, before the trial concluded. He wrote it twice, in case. I asked him why he trusted me with it, and he said—" Ishmael paused, not for effect but because he was remembering accurately, which takes a moment. "He said that a man who has gone to sea understands that most of the ocean is not visible from the deck but that this does not make it absent. He said he needed someone who understood that."

Mina thought about this. Then she gathered the Intended's document and Utterson's deposition and the one copy of the pamphlet she was keeping, and she placed them together in the leather document case she had carried for three years—the one that had survived the raid because she had taken it with her when she left.

She sent a message to Utterson through the network. It said: *The corroborating statement exists and is certified. Move tonight. The magistrate's clerk accepts submissions until the ninth hour.*

She did not know if tonight would be enough. She knew that Defarge was methodical and patient and had dismantled more careful arrangements than this one. She knew the city's last nominally independent magistrate was old and frightened and had been old and frightened for some time. She knew that eight days was not a great margin.

But a record was in print. Two hundred copies, grey paper, plain roman face, moving through the city's margins in the hands of sailors and printers and itinerant scholars and a grieving woman who had finally opened her coat. Carton's name was on each of them, legible and exact and stripped of every bureaucratic negation. Not alleged. Not former. Not erased. Simply present, in ink, on paper, in the world.

She had said his name and meant it. Now she needed the law to say it too.

Utterson's reply came before the sixth hour. Five words: *I am already on my way.*
The Record Stands

The magistrate's office occupied the third floor of a building that smelled of mildew and old carpet, its windows overlooking a courtyard where nothing grew. Mina arrived at the eighth hour, Utterson ten minutes behind her, his coat damp from a light rain that had begun over the river. He carried a leather briefcase of his own—older than hers, brass fittings gone green—and he moved with a deliberateness she had not seen in him before, as though he had spent the last several hours deciding exactly how to place each foot.

The clerk was a young man with the careful blankness of someone who had learned to have no visible opinions. He examined the submission package without speaking, turned each page with two fingers, read the certification stamp three times.

"This is a formal deposition," he said at last. "Certified and witnessed."

"It is," Utterson said.

"And the accompanying corroborating statement—"

"Also certified. The signatory's name and location are on the back page. She is available for direct interview."

The clerk looked at the stack of documents. He looked at Utterson. He looked at Mina, who had said nothing and intended to say nothing until it was necessary.

"The submission window closes at the ninth hour," he said.

"Then you have time," Mina said.

He stamped the package.

---

The magistrate's name was Beaumont, and he was, as she had been told, old and frightened. He received them in his private office rather than the chamber, which told her something—either that he wanted witnesses or that he wanted no witnesses, and she would not know which until he opened his mouth.

What he said was: "I have been aware of the Carton matter for some time."

Utterson set the certified package on the desk. "Then you will understand the significance of what we have brought you."

Beaumont looked at the submission. He did not touch it immediately. He had the eyes of a man who had made many small calculations and was now confronted with a large one.

"If I open a formal inquiry," he said, "the Bureau will contest my jurisdiction. They will argue the matter was settled at the time of execution."

"The Bureau's argument will be a matter of public record," Mina said. "As will your response to it."

"The pamphlet," Beaumont said. It was not a question.

"Two hundred copies at last count," she said. "Distributed across six districts. The Bureau cannot recover all of them. They know this by now."

Beaumont was quiet for a long moment. He was looking at something on his desk that was not the submission package, some middle distance where, she imagined, calculations were being performed. Then he pulled the package toward him and opened it.

"I will require two days to review the certified materials," he said. "At which time I will determine whether to open a formal inquiry."

It was not a commitment. It was also not a refusal, and from Beaumont, she understood, the distance between those two things was considerable.

"Two days," Utterson said. "Yes."

---

Defarge came that same evening.

Mina had expected it. She had gone home—not to the dismantled apartment but to the temporary room above the printshop that Ishmael had arranged before he sailed—and she had sat at the small table with a cup of tea and the document case at her feet and waited for the knock, because there was always a knock with Defarge. The Bureau agent did not break down doors. She presented herself at them, and that was worse.

The knock came at the seventh hour past midday. Mina opened the door.

Defarge stood alone, which was unusual. She wore her Bureau coat unbuttoned, her hands visible, an almost deliberate performance of unthreatening posture. Her face held the expression it always held: a bureaucrat's patience, something just behind the eyes that was neither warm nor entirely cold, more like a temperature that had been precisely set and then held.

"You submitted to Beaumont," Defarge said.

"Come in or don't," Mina said. "I won't stand in the doorway."

Defarge came in. She looked around the room with the same thorough assessment she had turned on Mina's apartment during the raid, cataloguing exits and surfaces and vulnerabilities, though here there was little worth cataloguing. A table, two chairs, a window overlooking the printshop alley, the document case on the floor.

She sat. Mina sat across from her.

"I want to make you an offer," Defarge said.

"I assumed."

"The submission to Beaumont can be withdrawn. If you do it tonight, before he has begun formal review, it goes back to being a private document. The pamphlet is already out—I accept that—but a pamphlet is not a legal proceeding. Without the certified deposition in the official record, the inquiry has no formal standing." Defarge paused. "You withdraw the submission. You sign a voluntary renunciation, standard language, attesting that the records you held were compiled in error and do not reflect verified historical fact. You surrender what remains of your unofficial archive. In return, the erasure proceeding against you is closed. You retain your civil standing. You are suspended, not struck. You survive this."

Mina looked at her. "And Carton."

"Carton's status remains as determined."

"Erased."

"Concluded," Defarge said. The word was careful, precise in the way of a word that has been chosen to replace another word.

Mina thought about the apartment she no longer had, the walls she had spent three years papering with a dead man's record. She thought about the Intended sitting in her grey room among grey furniture, describing the small permanent safety of having burned everything, and how her face had looked while she described it—not peaceful, exactly, but settled, the way a wound settles when it has closed over wrong. She thought about Utterson moving through the rain with his brass-fitted briefcase, deliberate, each foot placed.

She thought about the letter. *Someone—anyone—simply say my name and mean it.*

"No," she said.

Defarge did not react immediately. She sat with the refusal for a moment in the way she sat with most things, as though turning it in her hands.

"You understand what the investigation means for you."

"I understand what it means for him," Mina said. "That's the thing you keep misunderstanding. This was never primarily about me."

"It will become about you," Defarge said. "Proceedings have a way of expanding."

"Then they expand." Mina leaned forward slightly. "You told me, when you took my archive, that Carton chose destruction. That he forfeited his claim on memory. I have thought about that argument. It is the most coherent argument you have, and I want you to know that I understand its force." She paused. "But a life is not a claim. It is not something you forfeit by failing it, or something the state can revoke for inconvenience. He existed. He did one true thing in the wreckage of a life that was largely wasted. He saved an innocent man and he was killed for it and his name was unmade. The unmistaken are allowed to forget that. I am not."

Defarge looked at her for a long time. Whatever moved behind those precisely set eyes, Mina could not name it.

"You could have been good at this work," Defarge said. It did not sound like a compliment and it did not sound like an insult. It sounded like an observation, and that was almost stranger than either.

"I am good at this work," Mina said. "That's what we disagree about."

Defarge stood. She buttoned her coat with the same methodical efficiency she brought to everything, each button in order from the bottom. At the door she paused.

"The Bureau will contest Beaumont's jurisdiction."

"I know."

"It will not be fast."

"I have time," Mina said. "I have considerably more time than Carton did."

Defarge left. Mina listened to her footsteps descend the stairs, heard the outer door open and close, and sat for a while in the silence that followed.

---

Beaumont opened the formal inquiry on the second day, as he had said.

The Bureau filed its jurisdictional objection on the third. Utterson submitted his response on the fifth—forty pages, precisely argued, drawing on procedural statutes the Bureau had apparently not anticipated he still knew. On the seventh day, Beaumont ruled that the inquiry would proceed. It was a two-paragraph ruling, spare and unembellished, the kind of document written by a man who has decided to be careful rather than brave, but has decided.

Mina read it at the table in the printshop room and then set it down.

On the eleventh day, the inquiry entered Carton's name into the formal proceedings as the subject of a legal exoneration review—a finding that his conviction had been secured through falsified evidence, that the certified deposition was credible on its face, and that the matter required full adjudication. It was not exoneration. It was the beginning of exoneration: a door held open rather than thrown wide, a name written in pencil rather than ink.

But it was in the official record. It had been entered by a magistrate of the city under his own certification. The Bureau could contest it and delay it and bury it in procedure, but they could not pretend it did not exist, because existence, once entered, was stubborn. Mina knew this better than anyone. She had spent three years proving it.

---

A letter came from Ishmael, postmarked from a port she did not recognize, the handwriting easy and wandering, the paper salt-stiffened.

*I left ten copies with a bookseller near the northern harbor before I sailed. I have another fifteen distributed across three ports of call. There is a scholar in the fourth port who collects forbidden names—she has been doing it longer than you. I have told her about you. She will write. Keep the kettle on.*

*The sea is immense. I find this comforting. The record cannot be drowned in it, but neither can it be entirely found. Both things matter, I think. We carry what we carry. The rest we commit to current.*

*Say his name. You know how.*

She folded the letter and put it in the document case with the others.

---

The Bureau retreated from the erasure proceeding against her—not formally, not with any announcement, simply a silence where the next step should have been, a procedural stillness that communicated, in the Bureau's oblique grammar, a tactical pause. She was still suspended. Her credentials remained in review. She was still, in the Bureau's official language, *a subject of ongoing inquiry*, which meant she existed in a kind of administrative limbo, neither struck nor restored.

She found she could live in that limbo. She had lived in worse.

---

On a morning three weeks after Beaumont's ruling, Mina sat at the table in the printshop room and opened a new ledger.

She had bought it with the last of a small reserve she kept for necessary things. It was plain, grey-covered, the pages unlined. She opened it to the first page and uncapped her pen and sat for a moment in the ordinary light coming through the alley window.

She had received, through the network, a name. A woman, a schoolteacher, erased fourteen months ago from a provincial city three hundred kilometers north. There were two people who had known her: a former student now living in the city's eastern district, and a colleague who had kept a handful of letters and was willing to speak. The schoolteacher had done nothing violent. She had organized a reading group. She had taught her students to ask questions. Someone had decided this was sufficient cause for unmaking.

Mina wrote the name at the top of the first page. She wrote it clearly, in her best hand, without qualification or prefix. Not *alleged*. Not *former*. Not the Bureau's preferred *subject*. Simply the name, present and legible, the way Carton's had been on two hundred sheets of grey paper moving through the city's margins.

She said it aloud, once, in the quiet room.

Then she began.
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