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1 THE RIVER

Tomorrow I’m going to begin my novel. That’s what I came here for. That’s why I gave up my job and my apartment in the city. I was going to make up a story. There were going to be lots of imaginary people in it, and a beautiful wide green river – this river that’s in front of me now, with its soft, cool, almost oily skin – and people would come in boats, like new cards dealt from a pack. It was going to be . . . But why am I saying ‘was’? It is going to be like life, a microcosm of life, but more alive than actual life, so that people can read it and think to themselves, ‘Of course, this is what life really is, and how wonderful this author must be to be able to see all that and communicate it to us.’

Tomorrow, then. Or if not tomorrow, then next week or, at the very latest, before the end of the month. I ought to get on with it, if only to avoid looking foolish when I return to the city empty-handed, but I have to admit that right now I find it hard to care about the opinion of my family and friends. That’s for another me to deal with. (The barriers we build between our present and future selves are important, I feel, just like the barriers we build between ourselves and others. Infinite empathy would be as bleak as no empathy at all.) And as to those imagined readers who are going to admire me . . . well . . . the truth is, isn’t it, that I’m a fraud? What do I know about what life really is? What purpose is served by seeking the endorsement of people who don’t know me, for an idea of myself that I know to be unreal?

But still. Tomorrow. Or next week, or certainly the week after, I’ll make a start.

As the afternoon begins to cool and the swallows start to hunt over the water, I like to take a dip. It invigorates me. On my second day here I swam across to the opposite bank but the river is nearly half a kilometre wide, the current is challenging out in the middle and there were a few minutes there on the way back where I felt I’d lost control. So this evening I swim upriver. I watch the swallows on the way out and the bats in the dusk as the current carries me back. I turn round at a spot where a side channel flows in from a hot spring and there’s a warm and steamy patch in the water.

When I return, I haul myself out by the big tree that grows right next to the cabin. Its leaves are the size of dinner plates, and its roots divide and divide again until they become strands as fine as human hair, bright red in colour, and spread out in the water to feed. I take a bottle of beer from the plastic crate I keep suspended in the river and sit on my veranda to watch the yellow moon as it rises from behind the trees on the far bank.

I have spent many hours on that veranda with its pleasant smell of river and sun-warmed wood. In fact, I’ve sometimes passed entire days there, just watching the water go by, the little dents and gradations on its surface, the bits of branch that drift down, the birds that cross from one side to the other, carrying nest materials or food. A few times a day, local people pass in their small boats, staring in at me, waiting for me to greet them before allowing themselves to wave or smile. Sometimes I smoke some weed – there’s a plentiful supply in the overgrown plot behind my cabin – and from time to time I drink a beer, but most of the time I’m happy just to sit.

Because I do feel alive. This is what life is really like. This is what I so badly wanted to experience, even just in that extraordinarily remote, vicarious and fetishistic kind of way that consists of evoking it in my novel and then being told by others that I have created a vivid world for them. So why would I want to turn away from experiencing it directly, in order to stare at a white page and try to cover it with heavy, clumsy words? I imagine some gaunt starving man – why a man, though, and not a woman? – I imagine some gaunt starving woman laboriously writing out a fantasy for other people about a feast that would satisfy her hunger and theirs, while ignoring the large and delicious meal that’s been laid out right in front of her.

That image makes me laugh.

There is no road to my wooden cabin. In these parts the river is the road. Today, Friday, as I do every Friday, I start up the outboard motor on my little boat and set off on the twelve-kilometre trip downriver to the modest-sized provincial seat. There’s a kind of beach there where you can drag your boat out of the water. A tough-looking woman called Dido presides over the place with her three sons. She has one blind eye like a boiled egg. The other eye darts about, ensuring that nothing, however small, happens on her beach without her consent. She and her boys will watch over your boat for you for a small fee. I bought mine from her when I first arrived, fresh off the plane, unloading my cases and my box of provisions from the taxi, looking forward to seeing, for the very first time, my writing retreat up the river.

The town’s main business is the onward shipment of products from the surrounding forest: latex, timber and certain minerals. Just downstream from Dido’s beach the river turns sharply right to head east towards the sea, and there are docks with cranes to load and unload the barges that come up from the coast. The town has four banks, a produce market, a supermarket of sorts and (surprisingly) a fine, if modest-sized, cathedral in the Manueline style that would grace a much larger and more important city, and which makes me think, when I go inside, of a kind of coral, as if all of these elaborate columns and arches were the secretions of some sort of highly specialized polyp whose particular characteristic is that it quite naturally forms representations of . . . well . . . of something I vaguely feel I remember, as if from another life, or from that early period of childhood that everyone says they can’t recall. (I think myself the truth is quite the opposite: we remember our experience of that time so well and so thoroughly that we just don’t recognize it as a memory at all, but rather as the surface on to which all our subsequent experience is projected.)

A few streets from the cathedral there is a rather pleasant colonnaded promenade built more than two centuries later in the same pinkish, coral-like stone. Arranged in an elongated circuit like a Roman hippodrome, around a row of five fountains, the promenade was bequeathed to the city by a rubber millionaire who, having made himself rich by forcing indentured labourers to harvest latex for him for almost no pay at all, wished in his later years to be thought of as a good man, and so, along with a hospital and an orphanage, built this central meeting place that brings the whole town together. Some are inclined to sneer at the motives of a man like that. I am more cautious. We’re all hypocrites. A common way of dealing with that is to loudly denounce the hypocrisy of others to distract attention from one’s own, but isn’t that hypocrisy squared?

In the middle of the central fountain stands a twice life-sized statue, not of the rubber millionaire, but of his friend, hunting partner and hero, the novelist Mago Barca, wearing what purports to be ‘Carthaginian’ armour, and staring boldly into the distance. The inscription below it comes from his novel, Atlantis Rises:


The Upper River is our nation’s heart.

Master it, and we will master the world.



Large numbers of townspeople like to parade around this promenade in the cool of the evening wearing their best clothes. Others sit outside cafés watching them while small bats swoop and dive around the streetlamps. I have a friend called Amanda I sometimes meet here – we have a drink together, spend the night in her small apartment just up the road and return to the promenade in the morning to have breakfast in our favourite café – but today I buy what I need and, stopping only for a coffee and a pastry, return upriver at the end of the afternoon.

It’s dark by the time I get back, but I keep a small blue light on the veranda to guide me to my mooring, its battery charged by sunlight during the day. When, after travelling for some while among dark, silent trees, I see it on the right-hand bank in the distance, a kind of happiness rises inside my heart that I feel I never experienced before I came here. This is what it feels like to come home.

It’s only in the middle of the night that I worry about the precarity of my situation. Sometimes – and this was particularly the case in the first week or two – the thought that haunts me is that I’m all alone, and that at any point robbers, or guerrillas from any one of the dozen ragtag armies of the insurrection, or just impoverished locals with every reason to resent someone who has enough spare cash to take six months away from work, could arrive and do what they wanted with me. I lie and listen to the creaks and groans of my wooden cabin and the sound of the water, imagining small changes and odd silences, and piecing these together into very precise and specific images of enemies creeping towards me.

These days what haunts me more often when I wake at 2 a.m. is the thought that soon I’ll have spent all my money, and then my time by the river will be over, and I’ll have to return to the city and my old life, having not only failed to do anything constructive about building a new one, but having blown all the savings that I set aside for that purpose – and all of this will just be a small and shrinking memory, which, after a time, I will have to stop talking about to avoid boring people, but which I will idealize and fetishize for the rest of my life until nothing of the real experience is left, only a sense of a door, now beyond my reach, that I could have opened once but didn’t. I’m already thirty-four, after all.

I can sometimes lie awake like this for several hours, appalled by my own lack of responsibility, yet in the morning I shrug it all off without the slightest effort. For surely the matter is quite straightforward. If you have a choice between writing a novel and being a character in a novel, you’ve got to choose the latter, havent you?

A character in a novel. That’s exactly what I feel like. Smiling to myself, I make a pot of coffee and carry it out to the veranda.

When she brings me my slops in the morning, Guinevere squats down beside my cage, her machine gun across her knees, and clears her throat. ‘So, are you keeping well?’ she asks gruffly.

It strikes me that, in spite of herself, she likes me, or at least finds my company more diverting than the very limited alternatives. (The truth is that my captors are almost as much prisoners as I am, forced to hide away underground in order to avoid detection by government helicopters. The only difference is, I am confined to a cage, and they have the slightly larger area of the cave floor in which to move.)

Yes, Guinevere likes me. She wouldn’t admit it, even to herself, but she finds my company more congenial than that of her comrades. We certainly have more in common than either of us has with any of them. She talks, as I do, with the unmistakable accent of the educated professional classes of the capital. The rest of them are unschooled peasants, fighting not for a principle but for themselves.

‘So you came upriver to find yourself and write a novel.’

‘That was the plan.’

‘How very middle class.’

‘What do you mean by that?’

‘This whole “find yourself” thing, this idea that there is something virtuous about expending surplus wealth on something so self-centred and indulgent. And then writing a book, no doubt celebrating that same self-indulgence for the benefit of others, while secretly hoping it will be a bestseller – you’ll deny this, but I bet you were – so you can get rich and be famous and live even more comfortably on the back of a book about giving up comfort and wealth for the “authentic life”.’ She offered those last two words as if with tweezers. ‘That’s the middle classes all over. You not only have to be more comfortable than ninety-five per cent of the people on Earth, you have to be self-righteous about it, too.’

I shrug. ‘Whatever you say. I’m the one in the cage. You’re the one with the gun.’

The cage is lined with chicken wire, nailed to a wooden frame. I can just stand up in it, though my head touches the wire above me, and I can just lie down. They’ve given me an old mattress, a blanket, a plastic bucket and a tin mug. Once or twice a day, they let me out to walk up and down the cave under supervision. There’s no daylight, obviously. We’re deep underground, and the only light comes from the gas lamp they keep burning all the time about ten metres away from me in the direction of the cave mouth, surrounded by their sleeping bags and cooking things. But I can tell when it’s evening because the bats wake up further down the cave and come rustling by a few metres above my head as they set off for the world outside. A few hours later they return. About then my captors settle down and fall silent, except for the periodic changing of the guard at the cave mouth.

‘You can say what you like to me,’ Guinevere says. ‘You know that perfectly well.’

‘Okay, I will. I think you’re every bit as middle class and self-indulgent as I am.’

As I intended, this riles her – it’s the one bit of power I still have – but she doesn’t want to show it. In the gaslight that comes from further up the cave, I can see the struggle in her face.

‘Oh?’ she says, with careful indifference. ‘So how do you work that out? I’ve given up my family, my career, my rights as a free citizen, all for the struggle.’

‘It must feel amazing to know that you are completely free of responsibility for any of the evils of the world.’

She studies my face through the chicken wire and, after several seconds – I can see the moment when it happens – she makes a decision to ignore my sarcasm. ‘It feels good to be fighting for a better tomorrow, yes. You should try it sometime.’

‘But can’t you see that “fighting for a better tomorrow” is a performance for your own benefit, no more and no less than my “finding myself”? Your little group won’t change the world. Come on, you know that. You must know that! Name me one guerrilla group like yours that didn’t in the long run either disappear or become a criminal gang, or, in very rare cases, make itself into the government and sink into tyranny and corruption, like every other government.’

‘Try saying that to Carlo.’

Carlo was the leader of their little group.

‘Of course I wouldn’t say it to Carlo. He’d get angry, and he might have me taken out and beaten.’

‘Carlo has every reason to be angry. His family were thrown off their smallholding and left to starve. His father was killed by the police. He had to—’

‘He had to look after his own younger siblings from the age of nine, and they had to pick up garbage in order to eat. Et cetera, et cetera. I know all that. He’s told me at length, as if he was presenting his credentials, the proof that everything he says must be right and everything I say must be wrong, since I’ve never experienced poverty in my life, and the worst violence I’ve ever encountered up until now was when I was nine years old and a little boy called Roy, who was having problems at home, came up and punched me in the face.’

‘The powerless see things that the powerful have the luxury of looking away from.’

‘And yet Carlo wants power. I dare say if he’s lucky he’ll find a niche for himself. As a drug baron maybe. Or the ruler of his own little tinpot state. The absolute dictator of the People’s Democratic Republic of the Upper River. I can just about imagine that. He’d have his own little harem of young girls from the villages that pay him tribute, his own little corrugated-iron throne room, young Jaco there as Minister of Defence on one side of him looking pretty in a fancy uniform, and shouty Rubia on the other as Minister of Foreign Affairs. That’s what he wants, really, isn’t it? Not a new tomorrow, just the power over others that he longed to have when he was small and helpless, and others had power over him.’

Guinevere regards me with an expression meant to indicate pity. ‘You’re very defended against the idea that it’s possible to make the world a better place.’

But then Carlo growls something from over where the rest of them gather round their hissing lantern, and she moves away.

Next week I’ll get down to it. There’s plenty of time. It’s not as if I’m short of material. All kinds of themes pass through my mind as I sit and watch the water, and many different settings suggest themselves: a coastal town far to the south, where the days are short in the winter and the clifftops are high and bare; a small city apartment whose sole dying tenant alternates between dreams from the past and present pain; a dark cave . . . I just don’t feel ready to pick, from all these riches, the mere handful of items that I could make something with, and place them on an anvil, and beat them out of their natural shape in order to work them into the artificial form that we call a story. It would mean throwing away so much. You dream of building a mighty palace with towers and halls and courtyards, and you end up with a modest shed. I need to take my time with it, or I will be hamstrung by my own disappointment about everything I’m having to let go.

I have the same problem with life, to be perfectly honest. I find it hard to decide who to be.

I set off for a long midday swim and this time I explore that side channel upriver that comes down from a hot spring. Reeds and lilies rise from the bottom of the almost bathwarm water in which small, iridescent fish dart back and forth between green stems cross-hatched with sunlight. The trees on either bank frequently touch one another overhead to create the effect of a tunnel, along which small flying creatures hurry back and forth, gracefully dodging the vines and dangling roots that gorge themselves on the mineral-rich stream. It’s hard work swimming upstream in warm water, so sometimes, when the water is very shallow, I stand up and wade. I suppose at some point it may become too hot to swim in, or too overgrown.

I reach a small lake. There is something primeval about it, surrounded by banks of primitive-looking white flowers and trees with huge flat leaves. Passing just a few metres away from me, a large pale creature sticks its smooth head from the water, exhales loudly and disappears again. At the far end of the lake a woman stands up to see what the noise was. Very tall, slim and athletic-looking, with a loose, somehow masculine way of standing, she’s been sunning herself on the bank and is wearing a one-piece swimming costume. She spots me at about the same time as I spot her.

‘Hello there,’ I call out. ‘I’m sorry to disturb your peace.’

‘Hi. No worries.’

She relaxes, reassured, I dare say, by my accent being the same as hers. I certainly would have been in her place. Is it very prejudiced of me that I would be more frightened of a local person in such a context than I would of an educated person like myself from one of the coastal cities? I don’t know. At least in part, it would simply be that I have more idea what to expect from my own kind. I sometimes visit the local village, two kilometres downstream from my cabin, and I like the people there. I like their friendliness. I like the way their kids are free to run about and have fun. I like their style and their capacity for just sitting and watching life go by in front of them. And of course, we descendants of settlers, or at least the more ‘advanced’ among us, now that our centuries-old conquest of the original inhabitants of our continent is secure and irreversible, and now that we ourselves no longer have other homelands to which we might notionally ‘return’, like to express reverence for the indigenous people of our country, their wisdom, their way of living in balance with nature, though in fact they’re very alien to us and do things of which we’d strongly disapprove in any other context. For instance, they are extravagantly religious – on Good Friday, some of their young bloods simultaneously show off their manliness and their piety by having themselves crucified with real nails – they believe in witches, they preserve gender roles of a very old-fashioned kind, they set wire traps for animals which we’d deplore as barbaric if it were done by anyone but them, and they decorate their little huts, alongside lurid religious pictures, with magazine photographs of precisely the kind of trashy ‘celebrities’ that people like me deplore, though when I see the cut-out pictures through the open doors of the huts in my local village, I make an exception in their case and interpret these pin-ups as colourful examples of the inventive way in which these folk have taken things from ‘our’ world and repurposed them for their own.

She tells me her name – Amanda. I tell her mine. She has a cheerful, mobile face and a gruff, merry voice. I gather she’s been working as a teacher for the past six months in a poor part of the provincial capital that has a high percentage of indigenous children. She had one of Dido’s sons bring her up here in a boat, having read about the hot stream in a guidebook. He’ll come back for her later.

‘You hope,’ I say, laughing.

She shrugs. ‘He’ll come. He doesn’t get his money otherwise.’

We begin to talk. We learn that, back in the capital city, we lived in apartments separated by less than a kilometre, and that we have several acquaintances in common. We discover that her mother, like my father, was a distinguished academic – a sociologist, in fact – sufficiently eminent for me to have heard of her. (Amanda has heard of my dad, of course. Every educated person with a television has heard of him.) We are just beginning to find out also that we hold similar views on the government (it’s terrible, it’s beyond terrible, it’s positively embarrassing!), politics (liberal-leftish), religion (firmly atheist), the insurrection (quite understandable in the circumstances, even if misguided), when, somewhat boldly, I place one finger on her lips and another on mine to make this chatter stop.

‘Let’s not bring the city here,’ I say. ‘Doesn’t that defeat the point of coming so far? Let’s leave all that behind. Look at those giant lilies over there, listen to the quietness. We could be in Eden.’

‘You’re very brave, living out here by yourself,’ she says, after several seconds of silence. She herself lives near the cathedral in that town down the river, in the same street as the supermarket, in an apartment with electric power and running water, and connected to the internet so that she can keep in touch daily with her friends and family. ‘I’m not sure I—’

I actually think she’s very brave standing in front of a class of children every day, but discussing that would take us back to city-type chatter. ‘Shhh,’ I tell her. ‘Look at the lake. Look how clear the water is, look how the trees enfold it and shield it. Nothing ever happens here. Not what the city would call “happening”. Isn’t that amazing? Really and truly, isn’t this how you imagine Eden?’

She laughs and glances slyly at me. ‘We should really be naked then, shouldn’t we?’

‘I suppose so.’ A little thrown, I smile as if I thought she didn’t really mean this. The idea is appealing, but it feels too complicated and ambiguous for me to want to pursue it.

‘I’m not completely undefended,’ I admit after a few seconds. ‘I do have a gun back in my place. I take it out on to the veranda sometimes, so the local folk can see it when they’re passing in their boats. I want word to get out that I have the means to protect myself.’

‘Wow!’ She is simultaneously shocked and impressed. ‘Do you know how to use it?’

‘My mother taught me. She used to shoot competitively at school. One of those posh girls’ boarding schools, you know. They played lacrosse as well. They all had crushes on their PE teacher. Let’s go further upstream. Perhaps we can find the source.’

And we half-swim, half-wade, until we reach a waterfall. She tells me that there’s a small community somewhere up on the higher ground above this waterfall, the followers of a charismatic spiritual leader.

‘Oh yes, I’ve heard of them. They come from the Northern Countries, right?’

‘That’s it. Apparently they possess the Holy Grail.’

She laughs at this preposterous claim – she has a warm and rather delightful chuckle – and so I laugh too, though I actually find it rather fascinating.

*

There are times when I come to and realize that my dreams are just dreams and that in fact I’m lying in a bed, three storeys above the ground, with many kilometres of concrete and stone all around me. There is a deep stillness here. I don’t mean silence, for I can always hear the traffic in the wide and busy street below me – the impatient horns, the growl and rumble of trucks – and every three minutes, like an electric drill being forced through the dome of the sky, a jet plane passes overhead. But all that’s taking place in another world where it’s already tomorrow, and has nothing whatever to do with me or my apartment. A fly buzzing against the windowpane is an event in here; a drip falling into a coffee cup from the kitchen tap is a noteworthy occasion, like a voice crying out in a forest to remind you that you are not the only being in this world.

I have a frame I can use for walking, a commode and rails on some of the walls to help me move about. But I keep that to a minimum, since sitting up is a major exercise requiring several minutes of planning, preparation and internal pep talks between my brain and my limbs (as in, ‘Come on now, legs, we can do this if we all pull together, we just need to believe in ourself . . .’). There are several women, most of them foreign, who take it in turns to come in the morning, the middle of the day and the evening to clean me up, leave me food and help me do whatever else I need to do, so I tend just to wait for them. I can tell when it’s nearly time for the next visit because, about half an hour before, the pain starts to build up until, by the time they actually arrive, the ugly clamour of it is pretty much drowning out everything else, and I feel as if I’m trapped in a tiny prison cell, with walls of stone closing in. It’s horrible if they’re late for some reason, one of those things that is unbearable and yet must be borne. But when they do get here, the medicine they give me sorts everything out again almost instantly. It also makes me drowsy. As soon as they’ve gone I dive down gratefully into dreams and memories, like a fish released from a cruel hook back into the life-giving water.

There are places, deep down in the past, that are warm and safe. We had a big garden, for instance, around the house I grew up in, maintained for us by an indigenous man my parents were rather proud of, who we called Uncle Hector. Our house sat on the edge of the ridge above the city, and the garden was in two parts: the flat part on the top of the ridge, and the part that sloped down from the ridge towards the city. The flat side was artfully divided up by shrubs, flower beds, a pond and a little grove of ornamental bamboo, into several small, intimate lawns where you felt wonderfully cut off from the rest of the garden, never mind the house and the outside world. The sloping side, laid out by the same rather well-known designer, had a small spring, from which a stream wound back and forth across the steep gradient until it disappeared through a hole in the fence at the bottom. The stream passed among outcrops of rock and ferns and trees, which Uncle Hector kept to a manageable size, and there were huge brilliantly coloured flowers that were almost pornographic in the flagrant showiness of the invitation they offered to their pollinators, along with enormous white lilies with a strange bitter scent, and giant arum flowers with a purple spike surrounded by a sheath of green. At one point the stream divided for a stretch to create a tiny island, which, to me, was the most enchanted place of all, covered in large, velvety, deep red flowers.

I still remember the dangerous lusciousness of that red. How mysterious colour seemed back then – not just that particular red, but any colour, the more intense the better. I suppose when you’ve only been in existence a few years, you’re still getting used to things like colour, you’re still wondering what they really are. Now I’m back on the edge of existence again, I feel a certain connection with that state of mind.

I remember saying to Dad one day when I was still very small that I wished I could see a colour that wasn’t red or blue or yellow or green, but another colour entirely. He said he was pretty sure that the people who made paints must have thought by now of every possible mixture. I told him I didn’t mean a mixture like purple or orange, but an entirely new colour, as different from all the others as red is from green or from blue. He just laughed and said that was impossible because of wavelengths and rods and cones and so on, and drew one of his helpful diagrams, as if this was one of his popular-science programmes on TV. All of which was instructive, but I still felt that he’d refused to see the real point of what I was trying to say. Which was not very imaginative of him, actually, since some animals can see ultraviolet, and presumably they see it as something distinct from any other colour. But of course we’ll never know what it looks like to them, and to my father this meant there was no point in even wondering about it. He could never see the point of questions that couldn’t be answered, just as my mother couldn’t see the point of things that served no useful purpose.

I’d still like to see that new colour, though. It would be like being born again and seeing, for the very first time, the deep, deep red of the flowers on my little island.

‘So how is our hostage?’ Carlo says.

I have been lying on my mattress, eyes closed and half-asleep, trying to find a way out of the dismal present, but now I jerk awake. Carlo hit me once, at the beginning, in that dreadful first couple of hours, when, after pleading and wheedling failed to work, I made the mistake of trying to argue with him. He would be intimidating even if he and his minions didn’t have guns, and even if I wasn’t penned in a cage. He has a certain knowingness that reminds me very much of the way the knowingness of sexually experienced people used to seem to me when I was still an anxious virgin, except that in this case the experience or lack of it is to do, not with sex, but with violence. This is a man who has been beaten and tortured, but he has also beaten others and – so I very much fear – tortured others, too. He has certainly killed. And it seems to me that his power within his little faction comes precisely from his willingness to take personal responsibility for killing and hurting people. Most people need permission for things like that. He is one of the minority of human beings who are quite prepared to give it.

‘I’m all right,’ I say. ‘I appreciate the trouble you and your people take for me.’

He laughs. ‘Like fuck you do.’

I’m actually not quite a person in his eyes. I’m the representative of an evil force. It is a common enough mistake, of course, to imagine that the line between good and evil passes neatly between ‘us’ and ‘them’, rather than winding back and forth untidily through all of us. God knows, it’s a mistake made all the time by myself and my friends back in the capital, who (laughably, as it now seems to me) imagined ourselves to be on the good side of the line, simply because we were able to feel a degree of empathy for certain downtrodden groups, and took the trouble at regular intervals to express, on social media if nowhere else, our disapproval of those who didn’t. So, yes, a common enough error, and not unique to Carlo at all. But still, it is frightening to be in the power of someone who places you firmly on the evil side.

‘Not so pleasant to be the one who’s a prisoner for a change, eh?’ he says.

‘Carlo, with all respect, I do understand your anger, I really do, but I’ve never held anyone prisoner in my life.’

‘Of course you haven’t. Because your lot delegate your violence to others and pretend not to know it’s happening.’

‘I’m not on the side of the government. I’ve never voted for that party. Nor have my parents. Nor, to my knowledge, have any of my friends. We all despise that lot.’

‘I know. You vote for the “nice” party, the one that does the same thing as the government but with a sigh of regret, and with a few crumbs tossed towards the poor.’

‘Actually, no, my parents vote for them, but I vote for—’

‘I don’t give a fuck who you vote for, my friend. What does it cost you to vote? Half an hour of your time, perhaps, to walk to the polling station and back once every four years. They even provide the pencil. What matters is that you lived a comfortable life on the backs of the rest of us, and knew it, and yet carried on anyway.’

‘May I ask if you’ve set a ransom?’

‘No.’

‘Do you mean that you haven’t set one, or that you haven’t started negotiations?’

‘You said, “May I ask if you’ve set a ransom?” and the answer to that question is no. I’d have thought that was clear enough for someone with your education. Aren’t you supposed to be some kind of professor or something?’

‘Well, not a professor, but—’

‘I don’t give a shit what your job is, my friend. The only thing about you I give a shit about is that your dear pa is famous and rich.’

‘He’s not really rich. Unlike me, he is a professor. But that’s all he is.’

‘And how much does a professor earn?’

I tell him, estimating downwards as much as I dare. He laughs. ‘And that isn’t rich? Seriously? You honestly think that isn’t rich? You do realize there are entire villages round here that see less money than that in a year? And don’t tell me your dad doesn’t rake in a whole lot more from his TV shows.’

I know, as a matter of fact, that my father earns considerably more from his many much-admired and frequently repeated documentary series and their spin-off books than he does from his university salary, but that seems to me irrelevant, so I don’t go into it. ‘Okay,’ I say instead, ‘but the real rich are the owning class. The billionaires, the oligarchs, the barons. I mean, I know my family is privileged, Carlo – I really do, and so do my parents – but we’re still basically workers like you, we still work for pay.’

He affects to find this extremely funny, heaving with theatrical laughter.

‘You’re all the same. Just because you can point to someone even richer you think you are on the same side as the poor.’

I don’t like plot, I think to myself, lighting a joint to have with my mid-morning coffee and drawing in the scalding smoke. The green water flows by. Many thousands of tonnes of it, I suppose, pass my veranda in every second. I feel the drug entering my blood and spreading quickly through my brain.

Well, okay, obviously I do like plot in the sense that, back in the city, I often diverted myself with stories that set up puzzles or goals, and made you keep guessing what was going to happen until right at the very end. But this strikes me now as a rather empty pleasure, which arises from a need for neatness, a bit like completing a jigsaw puzzle, something that can also be fun, but no one would claim that doing a jigsaw of a picture is the best way of appreciating the picture itself.

I exhale. Actually, it’s not like doing a jigsaw, I decide, and in my mind I’m moving pieces around and trying to fit them together. It’s more like watching a jigsaw being done.

I inhale. Actually, no, it’s nothing like doing jigsaws or watching jigsaws.

I exhale. It’s like . . . What is it like? I don’t know – and why does it have to be ‘like’ something, anyway? – but . . . well . . . my generation rightly distrusts the distinction my grandparents made between ‘serious’ novels and popular ‘trash’, yet there surely is still a distinction between stories that make you feel more alive and stories that just pass the time by tapping, like a fruit machine does, into your infantile need for resolution.

I inhale. The resinous smoke reminds me of incense in a church and makes me think of the elaborately carved columns and arches of that unexpectedly impressive cathedral that always puts me in mind of coral, a word that in turn evokes . . .

I breathe out. Some white object is floating down the river. On an impulse, I go inside to recover my pistol from its hiding place so I can take aim at whatever it is as it drifts past, some twenty metres out from the bank. I pull the trigger – bull’s-eye! – I hit it on the very first shot. But a spurt of red shoots up and something pale half-emerges from the water, threshing violently, and briefly reveals eyes, a gaping mouth, and a single fin or flipper that reaches up as if appealing for help, before the whole thing sinks down again, leaving only a wine-dark stain.

Oh God, it was alive. I feel simultaneously sick and proud as I flip on the safety catch and return to my seat, caressing the warm gun in my hands. I relight my joint and inhale deeply with my eyes closed, not wishing to look at the river again until I’m quite sure that the pale thing will have drifted out of sight. What are those creatures? I mean, I know they’re called naiads, but what actually are they? It looked like a small whale, but do you find whales in rivers, a thousand kilometres from the sea? I honestly don’t know. And whales don’t really have faces, do they, and that thing did, though I only glimpsed it, a big doughy lugubrious face, staring across at the small brown creature that had wounded it for no obvious reason at all. But perhaps I just imagined that.

I know very little about animals – my father taught so many people about the natural world that it became almost a matter of pride for me to remain ignorant – but I can’t help myself from wondering if such animals have partners that feel attached to them, or young that depend on them, and if so what kind of calamity my single foolish bullet may have brought about beneath the surface of the river, as if some clueless alien, simply on a whim, had descended to Earth and fired its ray gun at what it imagined to be a colourful piece of cloth, killing the beloved lone mother of six children who earns the money that feeds them and pays the rent for the little apartment they call home.

I exhale. Obviously there has to be some movement in a story, I think – there has to be something driving things forward – but my problem with the engine of plot is that it is nothing like what drives things forward in real life. A story driven by plot emphasizes intention and purpose far too much, when the way real life moves is more like this river, whose driving force is the weight of the water that has no choice but to run downhill towards the ocean by whatever route lies open in front of it. Human intentions and purposes are details, like the little patterns of waves and turbulence on the river’s surface, and if you examined them closely enough, under (so to speak) a very powerful microscope, even they would turn out to be just more rivers flowing downhill to their own small seas.

And time doesn’t work in the way a plot implies. Neatly tied-up strands at the end of a rich and complex book always seem to me an act of vandalism, like ending a symphony with dum-diddlyumtum-tum-tum. I don’t want my book to have an ending in that sense. I want it to be like . . . What? I can’t really say exactly, but into my mind comes the image of a stained-glass window, in which all the stages of a story are presented at the same time, each in its own little panel, so that we see (for instance), depicted in bright colours, the birth of the saint, her early life, her miracles, her persecution at the hands of a savage pagan king, her martyrdom on an iron wheel, her ascension to heaven – side by side and all at once, the saint helpfully identified for us in each panel by her distinctive green clothing, and each scene separated from the others, perhaps by organic forms such as branches or leaves, to show that, from the viewpoint of eternity, all of time is happening simultaneously in, as it were, adjacent clearings of a single forest, or the many rooms of a single building.

I inhale again. The fire crackles eagerly through the dried leaves. I caress the gun in my lap. It is undoubtedly my favourite possession. It’s pleasingly heavy, it fits perfectly into my hand, and it gives me the truly magical power of being able to do great damage at a distance, almost instantaneously. I release the safety catch again and fire at random into the river, throwing up a column of water twenty metres away. Then I take one last drag on my joint and discard the butt.

I didn’t sleep well last night, and the smoke and the heat have made me drowsy. As I close my eyes, with the gun still cradled in my lap, I remember once visiting the cathedral back in the city when the afternoon sun was throwing bands of colour across the flagstones – the big national cathedral, I mean, four times the size of the one in the town just down the river. I remember how, as I stood in the middle of the nave, my long dark shadow was a kind of absence, surrounded by patterns of blue and red light. And now, in my mind, the shadow becomes more and more indistinct until there is only light. (Can a shadow fade? Can you fade into light?) I’m asleep now and having an uncomfortable dream in which Amanda is calling out my name from her apartment in the town and somehow, although the whole point of being in this place is to be out of reach of other voices, I can hear her all this way up the river. And then I’m woken very suddenly by the shocking sound of booted human feet on the wooden steps that come up to the end of the veranda from the riverbank.

I jump up, my gun clattering on the wooden floor at the exact moment that I remember, too late, that it was on my lap.

I travel for five hours far above the ocean, having food and drink brought to me from time to time on a trolley rolled along a corridor with ten vertical kilometres of air beneath it, all at the expense of my employer and all so that I can deliver a paper – ‘De-Sire: Towards a Nongendered Erotics’ – at an international conference in a beautiful old university in a foreign country, and listen to the papers of others, and engage in formal and informal discussions over more drink and rather delicious food provided by the organizers and also paid for by my employer, along with other bright and interesting young people who are working on the same kind of topics as myself, but come from many countries in (I count them with satisfaction) no fewer than five different continents.

I know quite a few of the others from previous events in other countries. There are friends and allies of mine, and also rivals, such as the formidable Zoe of whom my friends and I privately like to make fun. But rivals are necessary, after all, to give your own position meaning, in much the same way that an opposing team is necessary in sport. And actually, just as two sporting teams both accept the rules of the game, my group and Zoe’s don’t disagree in terms of underlying principles. All the disagreement is about how those principles should correctly be applied in the case of the specific texts that our various papers discuss. In our polite way, we try to demonstrate that our opponents have failed to apply those principles correctly, thus raising questions about whether they understand them as well as we do or, much worse, whether they really subscribe to them in the way they claim. For instance, we might show that they have failed to recognize the ‘problematic’ nature of certain texts that they admire. Or we might, on the contrary, demonstrate that they have failed to understand that the material they themselves have identified as problematic is in fact quite the opposite and doesn’t at all perpetrate the oppressive or discriminatory attitudes that, so they claim, are deeply ‘inscribed’ there, but rather ‘subverts’, ‘disrupts’ or ‘interrogates’ them, perhaps by using ‘ludic’ or ‘coded’ strategies that our rivals have taken at face value and so failed to recognize.

The undergraduates of the university are away at the moment because in this northern part of the world, rather exotically, it’s the summer vacation, so we are being put up in their very charming quarters. In the evening, after the last paper has been delivered and we’ve all drunk a fair amount of red wine over a nice three-course meal, we split into groups and spread ourselves out, some inside the building, some outside, and a few heading off on expeditions into the beautiful old quarter of the city, in each case for the purposes of drinking and talking more. And now the conversation wanders from the subject of the conference itself and moves on to wider topics. We talk a fair amount about academic politics, and the many frustrating demands and constraints placed upon us (seemingly regardless of which country we come from) by short-sighted and politically compromised administrators that prevent us from doing what we would like to do, which of course would also be the best thing to do, both for our vitally important work and for society as a whole.

These problems are caused by capitalism. We all agree on that, even though I can’t entirely avoid noticing that our actual political affiliations would suggest otherwise. I, for instance, give my support to a political party that considers itself considerably to the left of the centre-left party of which my parents are prominent members, but actually doesn’t advocate dismantling capitalism or propose an alternative but rather demands higher taxes, improved public services and free tertiary education. But this evening’s about solidarity, and, coming as we do from so many different parts of the world, we all find it reassuring to be in agreement that the very same force that oppresses the poor and endangers the planet is also the one that makes it difficult to obtain tenure and gives us too much teaching. This isn’t the time for pedantic details.

In any case, I have other priorities. For all our fancy talk, we humans are animals, and my main preoccupation at the moment is the sweet pheromones drifting towards me from a particular scholar who I’ve met on two previous occasions, and who is now sitting no more than a metre and a half away from me on the opposite side of the table. Although we come from different continents, so there is very little scope for developing a relationship outside of these events – and perhaps, to be perfectly honest, because of that fact – we are definitely attracted to one another, glancing across at each other frequently with bright, smiling eyes as we sit among a larger group around a table in the college bar, and it seems to me entirely possible that we may share a bed tonight, if we can just negotiate a way through this situation that will allow us a little time to talk without the rest of them. One of the side benefits of a conference entitled ‘Desire under Late Capitalism’ is that such possibilities are constantly being discussed and rehearsed.

For long periods I’m alone in my cage, the only light coming from the constantly hissing gas lamp of my captors some metres away up the cavern. I lie on my mattress, slowly surveying the few things I can see and hear: the bumps and cracks on the ceiling far above me, just visible in the orange light; the dark hexagonal pattern of the chicken wire; the drip drip drip of water into a pool some way off down into the cave; the sharp whiff of bat shit; the rough backwoods accents of the guerrillas as they talk or horse around or quarrel over cards. The combination of tedium and fear and helplessness feels at times too much to bear, when I have no end date to aim at and no control over my own future, yet I have no choice but to bear it and have learnt that indulging my claustrophobia by banging on the wire or screaming will not be tolerated. I try to remember that, not so very long ago, I sat for hours and days quite happily in the small confines of my veranda with only a limited range of sights and sounds to occupy me and didn’t feel constrained at all.

I have a pack of playing cards, a very cheap one, the kind with old-fashioned suits, rather than the modern international ones, and only forty-eight cards. I bought it in the sparse little shop in the village downriver from my cabin, and, because it happened to be in my pocket when they seized me, it’s the one possession I still have with me, apart from the clothes I wear. When I feel that my sense of helplessness is in danger of getting out of control, and becoming a kind of panic, I use the cards to calm myself. Sometimes I play a game of patience, but more often I simply shuffle the cards, deal out a few of them, see what kind of stories they seem to tell, and then shuffle and deal again.

The Two of Coins, the Nine of Coins, the King of Swords, the Queen of Leaves.

The Three of Leaves, the Seven of Leaves, the Four of Leaves, the Ace of Swords.

The Prince of Coins, the King of Leaves, the Two of Swords, the Ace of Cups . . .

It’s surprisingly soothing.

Guinevere doesn’t come to talk to me these days, just brings me my food with a gruff ‘here you are’. She sometimes accompanies me on my brief ‘walks’ a few metres up and down the cave, but there’s always one of the others there too, and she makes a point of speaking to them and not to me. I wonder if I’ve offended her? I think it more likely that Carlo has told her to leave me alone, or perhaps just teased her about her obvious affinity with me. I can’t very often make out the words they say to one another over there by their lamp, and I seldom hear Guinevere speak at all. When I do hear her, I notice, or think I do, that she is trying to adjust her speech to make it sound more like theirs.

None of them will tell me what’s going on in the world outside. Sometimes I imagine a national effort to find me, the army and the police scouring the Upper River region with patrols and helicopters, daily reports on the TV, regular updates to the National Assembly from the Minister of National Security. The insurrection has had a steady trickle of victims of one kind or another, of course, and these are usually reported in the form of statistics, but I am, so to speak, one of the real people, one of the differentiated people, whose personal situation is assumed to be of national interest and importance when caught up in something like this. My famous parents would ensure that, as would my friends in the city, who all belong to a certain section of society that expects to be able to get the attention of the authorities, and has contacts of one kind or another in the political and administrative classes, and in the media.

It’s interesting – or it would be interesting if I was in the mood to be ‘interested’ by things – the extent to which I take all this for granted. If someone my age had been kidnapped from that village just down the river from my cabin, I doubt it would have made the national news at all, and, even if it did, back in the city I certainly wouldn’t have paid any attention to the story. My position back there was, as indeed I recall once writing in a social media post about a similar case, that ‘there are millions of people in this country. If I were to be introduced to one of my compatriots every single minute of my life I still wouldn’t meet them all. And every day, people are killed, exploited, abused. It’s sentimental at best to focus on individual cases, and when the media focuses exclusively on the victims of the insurgents, it’s something worse than that, something more cynical and deliberate. It’s a way of deflecting attention from the structural injustices that caused the insurrection in the first place, and a way of erasing the many victims of a regime that refuses to provide sufficient hospitals for the poor, or make decent provision for those who can’t work.’

Another possibility is that there is no search going on, and no media coverage, due to a deal that has been struck between my captors and my parents while negotiations are underway. I try to work out what kind of ransom my parents would be able to pay. Would it be enough? The guerrillas clearly hope to make a fair amount out of me, given the effort they are putting in to holding me prisoner. That said, though, I don’t know if it’s money they’re after, or some other objective, like the release of one of their own from the government’s prisons? If the latter, I hope my parents have been able to persuade the government to relax its often-stated policy of never giving in to terrorists. They are very well-connected, after all. My father is a national figure, and my mother used to go out with the Minister for Foreign Affairs during their university days: they still send each other Christmas cards.

But what I fear most is that my absence hasn’t even been noticed. Perhaps the guerrillas haven’t been able to decide how to handle this kidnapping. Perhaps they’re arguing amongst themselves – Carlo often heads off to meetings elsewhere to discuss strategy – or waiting for the moment when this particular bargaining chip can be played to maximum effect. My friends and family know that I’m upriver by my own choice in a place with no connection to the phone network or the internet. It could be months before anyone misses me. I find that the hardest to bear: the idea that I’m trapped in the dark, and no one even knows I’m here.

Light falls on my face. Guinevere and Rubia are outside, Rubia carrying the gas lamp, Guinevere cradling a sub-machine gun.

‘Time for your walk,’ says Guinevere, and yes, she is definitely trying to suppress her metropolitan accent.

‘Any news about my case?’ I ask as I scramble to my feet.

Neither of them answers me. They open the two padlocks and let me out. Rubia lays down the lamp so she can fix the cuffs to my wrists and ankles. Then she picks up the lamp, and I begin to shuffle down the cave.

I say waterfall but it isn’t a sheer drop, more a series of cascades coming down a rocky slope. And, although we are only wearing swimming things and our feet are bare, I suggest to Amanda that we climb beside it at least a bit of the way to see if we can reach the source. It’s more of a scramble than a climb, in truth, and the warm brown rock is smooth and easy on the feet, its surface just rough enough to provide grip, with little patches of soft peaty soil from time to time where small plants have taken root, some with little white flowers like bells, some with crinkly yellow ones. In fifteen minutes we find the boiling pool where the water comes spitting and steaming out of the rock. It’s a dramatic sight and a good viewpoint too – we’re already high enough to see the river and the forest beyond it stretching all the way to the distant mountains in the west – but the pool itself is just too violent and deadly to be a restful place to stop, so we climb on to a flat ledge another thirty metres above it to rest and admire the view.

‘I keep thinking about you in your cabin all by yourself,’ she says. ‘You must get lonely, surely?’

‘There’s a village a couple of kilometres downriver. I go there sometimes. You’ll have passed it on your way up.’

‘We passed a few huts.’

‘Well, it barely is a village, but it has a tiny church made of corrugated iron, and a shop. You know the sort of thing: a few cans of sardines on one shelf, some bags of flour on another, a pile of out-of-date copies of various celeb magazines . . . And I go down to the town every week as well.’

‘You’ll have to come and see me next time.’

‘Yeah. Sure. Of course.’

She glances across at me, clearly noticing my lack of enthusiasm, but she doesn’t comment on it.

‘And your book? You said you hadn’t written a word?’

‘Not a single word.’

‘Oh well, I expect you’re working on it in your subconscious.’

‘God knows. I suppose my subconscious has its own agenda. Trouble is I’m not sure it’s very interested in getting published.’

I gesture at the view in front of us, and the various rocks, flowering plants and wiry shrubs that are rather picturesquely arranged around us, as if this was a rockery in a garden. There is a cool breeze blowing up here, which is welcome after swimming and wading along a stream of hot water. ‘I want to capture the whole of life,’ I tell her. ‘I know it sounds preposterous but it’s true. And that’s my problem, because really I can’t hope to capture even a tiny part of it. I mean, look at that bush over there. Just that one bush. Words, drawings, even photographs . . . you couldn’t capture it. There’s no substitute for the thing itself. And even looking at it now, when it’s right in front of us, we’re not really taking it in.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Well, shut your eyes. Tell me how much of it you can remember. How many stems has it got? What shapes do they form? How many flowers are there on each stem? How many petals on each flower?’

She consults her watch. She needs to be back in time to meet Dido’s son Harold when he comes with the boat. ‘A little further?’ she suggests. ‘I reckon I’m okay for another half-hour before I need to turn round.’ And immediately she begins to climb quickly and confidently up the rock, as if some new of kind of gravity was drawing her upwards.

‘Perhaps we’ll find the Grail,’ I say.

‘No chance.’ She speaks without pausing in her smooth ascent. ‘Those people are a long way away. It must be a day’s climb from here, just to get to the top of the—’

But now she stops to check out a red bird sitting on an outcrop fifty metres away, which she says is a pterosaur, unique to the Upper River area and actually not a bird at all.

‘Looks like a bird to me,’ I say.

She is visibly disconcerted. ‘You really don’t know about pterosaurs? I’m pretty sure your father did a whole series about them once!’

I laugh. Pterosaurs are the last surviving relic of another entire group of flying reptiles that have claws in their wings, and jaws with teeth. Really I know that perfectly well but I like to pretend ignorance of such things, because it always shocks people who know about my famous dad.

Amanda carries on, then suddenly yelps. ‘Fuck. I’ve twisted my ankle.’

‘Badly?’

‘Not badly, I don’t think.’

I catch up with her. She holds out her injured foot for my inspection. It strikes me, though quite possibly completely erroneously, that you can learn a lot about a person’s history by the way they act after an injury. Amanda expects attention. I don’t mean that she makes a fuss because she really doesn’t, yet somehow it’s clear that her expectation is that, in a situation of this kind, whoever is with her will jettison whatever else is occupying them in order to look after her. This provokes a brief twinge of sibling-type jealousy – how come she gets all this attention? – which I have to overcome before I can meet her perfectly reasonable expectations and look at her ankle.

‘There’s nothing to see yet. I guess you may get some swelling or bruising later. Does it hurt when I do this?’

‘Ouch, yes. But it’s not absolutely excruciating.’

‘Do you reckon you can put any weight on it?’

‘I think so, as long as I’m careful. And once we get down, we can pretty much float back to the lake, can’t we? But we’d better head back now, if you don’t mind, because I’m definitely going to be slow.’

‘Of course. Let me know what I can do to help.’

‘When we get back to the lake, would you mind waiting there with me? I feel a bit helpless like this, you know? We could drop you off at your cabin on the way back.’

I’m not completely happy with this plan. I can put up with the kids from the village, who come by in boats trying to sell me things – I sometimes even find them entertaining – but I don’t really want other people seeing my cabin. But once again, it’s a perfectly reasonable request.

‘Of course,’ I tell her. ‘I wouldn’t even think of leaving you alone.’

*

‘So, am I really doing this? Am I really giving up all of that for the sake of this stupid book of mine, which I may never write?’

Wrapped up in my raincoat, I’m walking alone along the top of a high black cliff. Far below me, grey waves smash themselves on the black rocks to become a cold white foam that runs a few metres up the lead-coloured sand, before the grey sea sucks it back again.

The choice I’ve made seems crazy, even to me. What is so great about a book that, even if I do write it, and assuming it gets noticed at all, will soon grow old and be forgotten? It’s not as if I believe in the idea of Art or Literature, in that hushed, trembling-voiced, capital-letter sense. I know that many people live perfectly rich and interesting lives without so much as opening a book. I know plenty of people who read voraciously but still lead mean and timid lives.

Seabirds, grey and white, wheel about below me, shrieking as they go back and forth from their colonies, and far away down there on the beach, lie hundreds of plump black seals.

It’s not as if I haven’t written books already. The memoir of my captivity made me quite famous for a while, and pretty rich, and I’ve written seven novels since, albeit with steadily diminishing sales. But none of them is the real book. They’re all just things I turned out while I was waiting for the real book to come to me.

And yes, very probably, she’s quite right and the real book will never come. But what she doesn’t understand is that to give up on it, to stop even trying, would be like admitting that all there was in the world was . . . well . . . this.

What I mean by ‘this’ is represented for me just now by the line in the distance where the slate-coloured sea meets a sky whose greyness is so pale as to be almost white. Long rows of wind turbines are in the process of being assembled out there. (Towards the northern end of the array, some of them are already operational, racing round in the relentless wind, with little red lights blinking as a warning to ships and planes. Down at the southern end, they’re still just white stumps.) But it’s not the bleakness of this particular scene I really mean, for this place fits my mood in a way that some warm, jolly sunlit location wouldn’t, and that, if not exactly comforting, is almost restful, in the way that it’s sometimes restful to give up hope and just sink down to the bottom and lie there. What I mean by ‘this’ is the world itself, unadorned, without elaboration.

For a moment I feel a fear creeping over me that began in the Tower of the Grail, the fear of waking up and discovering that—

But let’s not go there, eh? Let’s at least not go there.

Anyway, I suppose she’d say that I’ve got it all wrong. My problem isn’t getting that book out of myself, it’s getting myself out of the book and into the world.


OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml

 
Contents



		Title


		Copyright


		1 The River


		2 The City


		3 The Tower


		Acknowledgments






Guide



		Cover


		Title


		Start








OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
-

‘Exhilarating’
THE TIMES

ARTHUR C. CLARKE AWARD-WINNING AUTHOR

CHRIS BECKETT
TOMORROW





OEBPS/images/title.png
CHRIS BECKETT
TOMORROW

-OURLOSTATANHS





