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Dedication

To my wife, Kara Lewis — teacher, tutor, partner, and my greatest supporter.

Thank you for believing in me through every idea, every late night, every dream, and every wild path I chose to chase over the last decade. Your encouragement gave life to the creative side of me that might otherwise have stayed hidden. None of this would exist without your love, patience, and unwavering faith in me.

And to my daughters, Lindsay and Samantha — I do not know what the future holds, or where life may lead each of you, but I know this with absolute certainty: I love you both more than words can ever fully express.

No matter how much time passes, no matter how far life takes us, my heart will always remain open to you. I will wait for you for as long as it takes.

A loving husband and a dad, ML



Epigraph

Da quod iubes et iube quod vis.

Give me what You command, and command what You will.

— Augustine, Confessions, Book X, Chapter 29
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Chapter One / Paris in January
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Paris in January was the city with its performance removed.

The tourists were gone. The light was the light of a city that had stopped trying to be beautiful for anyone in particular and was simply being what it was, which was, without the effort of presentation, still extraordinary. The Seine was grey-green in the January cold. The stone of the buildings was the specific Paris stone that absorbed rather than reflected the winter light, which meant the city in January had the quality of something that was lit from within rather than from above. The street lamps came on at four in the afternoon and stayed on until eight in the morning and the city was not diminished by this. The city was, if anything, more itself in the dark than in the light.

Sonya had been in Paris for four days.

Not for the investigation. The investigation was in Seville, where Paulus was teaching his sixth lesson to a subject the Interpol Spain unit had under surveillance and where Sonya was not. She was in Paris because Hale had ordered her to take the leave that had been accumulating since Rome and had communicated this order with the specific firmness of a Commander who understood that a detective operating at the velocity she had been operating at for the past seven months required, as a matter of professional sustainability, a period of not operating at that velocity.

She had accepted the leave because arguing with Hale about it would have taken time she could have been spending in Paris. This was a rationalization and she knew it was a rationalization and she accepted it with the same equanimity she accepted most things she did not want to examine closely.

Paris in January. The city without its armor on. She had chosen it because it was the city the curriculum had interrupted in Book 2 — the city she had arrived in for the investigation and had left with the investigation unresolved in the specific way of Paris, which resolved nothing but made the unresolved things feel less urgent than they had felt elsewhere.

She walked. This was what she did in cities she needed to understand. She walked until the city’s layout was in her feet and its rhythms were in her body and she could move through it without thinking about moving, which was when the city stopped being a location and became a space she occupied.

She had been walking Paris for four days. She was beginning to know it.

She was also aware, with the specific body-before-mind awareness she had been learning to trust since Rome, that Paris was going to be the city where certain things that had been in the space between her and Mateo since Florence finally resolved into something that could not be filed under things she was not examining.

Mateo was arriving tomorrow.

She walked faster.

The city had been doing this for centuries — presenting itself to people who arrived carrying the specific weight of their professional lives and gently, without drama, removing it from them. Not because Paris was soft. Because Paris was serious about different things. The stone was serious. The light was serious. The relationship between beauty and the effort required to maintain it was serious. Everything else — the urgency of whatever you had been doing before you arrived — the city assessed and found insufficient.

She had arrived on a Monday. She had told Hale she needed eight days and Hale had said nothing, which was how Hale said yes. Eight days was not a vacation. She did not take vacations. Eight days was what she had identified, with the specific precision she brought to all resource allocation problems, as the minimum interval required to do what she needed to do without the case interfering. The case was in stasis. The Florentine liaison had the third lesson documented. Paulus was in custody in Cologne. The fourth lesson was Paris — and the fourth lesson was also her, and she had decided, at the threshold between Venice and Florence, that she needed to arrive in Paris as something other than the investigation.

She was Sonya Logan. She was thirty-five. She had spent twelve years building a version of herself that was equal to any situation the professional record could produce. She had never, in those twelve years, spent eight days in a city with another person for a reason that was not professional. She was doing it now because she had read the Purgatorio on the overnight train from Venice and had understood, reading it in that specific context, that the things she was protecting with her professional self-sufficiency were already gone. The protection was the only thing that remained.

The rosary was in her coat pocket. It had been in her coat pocket for seventeen years. She carried it in every city and did not pray with it and had not yet been able to leave it behind.

Paris in January received her without comment. This was the correct response and she was grateful for it.

She walked to the hotel from the Gare du Nord. It was four kilometres and the cold was serious and her carry-on had wheels but she did not use the wheels on the Paris stone because the wheels were loud and the noise felt disrespectful to the specific quality of the city’s silence at six in the morning. She did not examine this as a decision. It presented itself and she acted on it and kept walking.

The hotel was in the 4th arrondissement. She had chosen it for reasons that were professionally defensible — proximity to the institutions she would need during the fourth lesson when it eventually required her professional presence. She did not examine whether the choice had other reasons. She was thirty-five and she had stopped pretending she did not know her own motives.

She had not told Mateo which hotel. She had told him Paris. She had told him Monday. She had told him the name of the bridge at the centre of the Île Saint-Louis and the specific time of the afternoon when the light fell on the bridge at the best angle. She had sent this as a series of facts, without framing. He had responded with a single word: Thursday.

Three days for each of them to arrive separately at the same city. This was either very careful or very avoidant and she was aware it could be both and that the awareness was not the same thing as doing anything about it.

She checked in. She went to her room. She stood at the window and looked at the specific Paris light that was already beginning to do what Paris light did — making everything it touched look as though it had been specifically placed there to demonstrate something about the relationship between surface and illumination.

She thought: I am in Paris. She thought: He arrives Thursday.

She put down her bag and fell asleep with her coat on and the rosary still in the pocket and did not dream.

The Seine was visible from her room on the third floor. Not the full width of it — the hotel’s angle gave her a partial view, a diagonal slice of grey-green water between the buildings of the quai, enough to establish that it was there and moving. She had checked this on the first morning. It had seemed important that the river be visible. She had not examined why it seemed important and had determined that the not-examining was the correct approach.

On the second morning she had gone out at five-thirty to walk the quai before the city was properly awake. The street cleaners were out — the men and women in green who were one of the specific logistical beauties of Paris, the people who cleaned the city before the city was aware of needing to be cleaned. The water trucks moved along the gutters, releasing the thin streams of water that flowed along the stone channels toward the drains. She walked behind one for three blocks and watched the water and thought about nothing specific, which was the specific quality of five-thirty on the quai before Paris was awake.

She had been in Paris before. Several times, professionally — a conference in 2019, a briefing at the Interpol liaison office in 2021, a short operational passage in 2022 that she had not stayed longer than forty-eight hours for. She had not been in Paris the way she was now. The professional visits had given her the topography of the city and none of its quality. She was acquiring the quality now, morning by morning, in the specific incremental way that a person acquired a city when they were not being efficient about it.

She thought about efficiency. She had been efficient about every city she had been in since she was eighteen. The efficiency was the instrument of the work and she was not criticising it. She was simply observing that efficiency and quality were not in opposition but were in different categories, and that Paris in January was categorically a city that required the other approach.

She sat on a bench on the quai and watched the Seine and thought about nothing for seventeen minutes. This was, she calculated afterward, the longest interval she had sat still without a professional reason for the stillness since she was seventeen years old.

She got up and went back to the hotel and made the coffee and opened the Beaumont file and went to work.

She thought about the departure from Florence on the third morning in Paris.

The Florence departure had been clean — the professional efficiency of a person who had completed the operational interval and was moving to the next city. The case file transferred. The liaison debriefed. The hotel checkout completed. The taxi to the station called. The overnight train to Paris.

She had been on the platform at Santa Maria Novella at eleven forty-five in the evening. The train had been on time. She had found her compartment, a second-class couchette she had booked three days before, and had lain on the narrow bunk with her coat on and had looked at the ceiling and had thought about what she was going to Paris for.

She had not been confused about it. The professional clarity was one of the things she was most reliable about — she could always identify what she was doing and why she was doing it. She was going to Paris because the fourth lesson was Paris and because she had identified the fourth subject with eighty-three percent confidence and because the Paris interval was also the interval she had been moving toward since she had read the Purgatorio on the overnight train from Venice and had understood, reading it in that specific context, what she was reading it about.

She had lain on the bunk in the overnight train from Florence to Paris and had thought: eight days. She had thought: he arrives Thursday. She had thought: I know what this is.

Knowing what something was, in her experience, was not the same as being prepared for it. She had been prepared for every situation the professional record had produced. She had never been prepared for the things in the other category — they had always arrived as what they were without preparation being possible. The bridge on Thursday had been that. The sixth evening had been that. The quai at nine had been that.

She was in Paris. The eight days were what they had been. The last morning was today.

She sat at the desk and looked at the Seine through the window. The specific grey-green of January Paris water. She thought: I am taking this with me. She thought: I have already decided to take this with me.

She got up. She put on her coat. She went to knock on the door of the next room. Last morning.
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Chapter Two / Brussels, 2019
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The photograph in her wallet had been taken on a Tuesday in August.

She had not looked at it in two years. She had not removed it from the wallet in two years. She carried it because removing it would have been a decision that removing it was the right thing to do, and she had not arrived at that decision, and she was not going to arrive at it by force. When she arrived at it she would know. Until then the photograph stayed in the wallet in the place where it had been since August of 2019.

His name was Daniel Voss. Not the same Voss as the Cardinal — the coincidence of the name had occurred to her in Rome and she had noted it and filed it in the place where she kept things she was not examining. Daniel Voss, thirty-four when the photograph was taken, a surgeon at the UZ Brussels hospital who had been in her life for three years and had left it in the way of people who leave carefully, with consideration for the person they are leaving, which does not make the leaving easier but makes it impossible to be angry about.

He had left because she had not been able to give him the version of herself that the relationship required. Not the work version — he had accepted the work from the beginning, understood it was not separable from the person he was with, had built his own schedule around its demands with the generous patience of a man who loved her and had not resented the love for costing him things. He had left because the version of herself she had not given him was not the work version but the other one.

The one that had existed since she was twenty-two and had understood something about herself in a training room in the Belgian military academy that she had not had the vocabulary for at twenty-two and had acquired the vocabulary for gradually across the subsequent decade and had not, in the three years with Daniel, found the way to give him access to.

He had known something was held back. He was a surgeon. He was trained to see what was not presented. He had seen the held-back thing and had waited for it with the patience he brought to everything and had eventually understood that the waiting was not going to be rewarded in the way he needed it to be rewarded.

He had been kind when he left. He had said: I think you need someone who can receive all of you. I don’t know if I’m that person or if that person exists or if you’ll let them be that person. But I think you need to find out.

She had kept the photograph. She had not found out.

Not until Florence. Not until the hotel room on the Lungarno Corsini with the Arno outside the window and the door that stayed open. Not until a man with an iron ring on his right hand and fourteen years of managing his own held-back thing had sat in a chair across from her desk and had said: I am still learning the correct response to some things. And had not moved from the chair. And had been right not to move from the chair.

She took the photograph out of her wallet in the Paris hotel room on her second night.

She looked at it for a long time.

Then she put it in the drawer of the nightstand rather than back in the wallet.

This was a small decision. It was the correct one.

The photograph in her wallet was from 2019.

She had not chosen to keep it. She had simply never removed it. This was a distinction that had mattered to her in 2020 and had ceased to matter in 2022 when she had understood that not removing something was its own form of choice and that she had known this earlier and had chosen not to know it.

Daniel Voss was thirty-seven in the photograph. They were at a table outside a restaurant in the Saint-Gilles neighbourhood of Brussels — the neighbourhood that had the specific quality of Brussels that was not the European Quarter’s institutional architecture but something in between, the city’s actual life as opposed to its presentation. He was looking at something off to the left. She was looking at the camera. Neither of them had taken the photograph — a colleague had, in the specific way colleagues took photographs at dinners when the evening was going well, to mark the fact that it was.

The dinner had been good. The evening had been going well.

What she knew in 2019 that she had not known in 2016 was that a person who was very good at a specific kind of work and had organised their professional life entirely around that work was not, as a result, better at the adjacent human activities. In some cases — she was considering a specific case — the excellence at the work and the inadequacy at the adjacent activities were the same material expressed in different contexts. The focus that made Daniel Voss exceptional at his work was the same focus that made him structurally unavailable to anything the work did not require.

She had understood this in 2019 and had found it clarifying rather than painful, which told her something about the state of the thing by 2019. In 2016 she would have found it painful. The gap between 2016 and 2019 was not what had happened to the relationship. It was the record of what had already happened.

She was in Brussels in 2019 for a case that had nothing to do with Daniel Voss. She had called him because she was in Brussels and he was in Brussels and the dinner was an acknowledgment that the thing that had existed was the thing it had been and had been, in certain respects, worth acknowledging.

He had walked her to her hotel. They had stood at the entrance for a moment that lasted exactly as long as such moments lasted when both people understood the same thing about what they were not doing. He had said: you look well. She had said: so do you. Both statements were accurate. Neither had been an invitation.

The colleague emailed the photograph the following week. She transferred it to her wallet without deciding to. It had been there for seven years.

She put the wallet back in her coat pocket beside the rosary. She thought: He arrives tomorrow. She went to stand at the window. Below her, the Île Saint-Louis was being exactly what it had always been, making everything around it look temporary by comparison.

She had been in Brussels eleven times on professional assignments. The first time was 2009, the training programme. The second through fourth times were 2011, 2012, and 2013, the SIC’s Belgian institutional engagements. The fifth time was 2014. The sixth time was 2016, which was when she had first met Daniel Voss at a joint working group session on financial intelligence sharing. The seventh through ninth times were operational. The tenth time was 2018, which was the last evening. The eleventh time was 2019, which was the photograph.

She had never thought of Brussels as a city with a character of its own — she had always experienced it as the city of the European institutions, which was to say the city of the professional reasons for being in Brussels. It was only on the eleventh visit, sitting outside the restaurant in Saint-Gilles in 2019, that she had understood that the city she had been visiting professionally for ten years had a completely separate existence that she had been adjacent to without seeing.

Saint-Gilles was not the European Quarter. Saint-Gilles was narrow streets and independent cafés and the specific architecture of a neighbourhood that had been working-class and had been discovered and had decided, in the discovery, to remain more or less what it was rather than performing the discovery for the people who had done it. She had been there for ninety minutes. She had eaten well. The evening had been good.

She thought about this in Paris because Paris was doing what it did to people who arrived in it carrying the weight of other European cities. It was making Brussels visible to her in a different way. Not the Brussels of the professional record but the Brussels of the restaurant in Saint-Gilles and the photograph and the specific quality of an evening that had been good and had not become anything more than a good evening, which was its own form of honesty.

She had been honest about a great many things across twelve years. She had been honest about the Brussels photograph in all the ways that did not require its removal from her wallet. She was sitting in Paris in January thinking about whether the honesty was the whole account.

The rosary was in her pocket. She took it out and held it and looked at it. She thought: Colleen gave this to me in a corridor in Ukraine in 2008 and I have been carrying it for seventeen years and I have never prayed with it and I have never put it down. She thought: there is a kind of keeping that is not the same as holding.

She put it back. She looked out the window at the Île Saint-Louis in the dark. She thought: he arrives tomorrow.

The specific thing about the Brussels photograph was not the image. It was the context in which she had understood she would keep it.

The colleague had sent it the week after the dinner. She had been in Cologne on an operational briefing when it arrived — not Brussels, not France, a grey German November. She had been in the briefing room looking at financial network maps when the email arrived with the photograph attached and a message that said simply: from last week.

She had opened the photograph in the briefing room. She had looked at it for approximately three seconds. She had thought: this is a photograph of an evening that was good and that I am choosing to keep. Then she had put her phone away and returned to the financial network maps.

What she understood in Paris that she had not understood in the Cologne briefing room was that the choosing had been the significant event. Not the evening, which had been what it was — honest, warm, finished, both of them knowing it was finished. Not the photograph, which was a record of the evening. The choosing. The specific act of a person who was very careful about what she kept deciding, in three seconds in a briefing room in Cologne in November, to keep something.

She had been keeping it for seven years without examining the choosing. She was examining it now because Paris was doing that — making the unchosen choices visible, the implicit decisions that had been running in the background of the official record.

She took the photograph out of the wallet. She looked at it. Daniel Voss at the table in Saint-Gilles, looking at something off to the left. Her looking at the camera. The evening that had been good and honest and finished.

She put it back. She kept it. Not because she was not done with it — she was done with it, had been done with it since 2019, the choosing had been about keeping the record of what the thing had been rather than anything it was still being. She kept it because it was her record of an evening in which she had been present and honest and the dinner had been good and it was possible to be present and honest in that way and have the dinner be good and have it be finished and all of those things be simultaneously true.

She put the wallet in her coat pocket beside the rosary. She thought: I keep the accurate records.

She thought: this is also in the interior record. The accurate records.

She was in Paris. He was arriving today. She knew what she was choosing.
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Chapter Three / Mateo Arrives
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He arrived on a Thursday afternoon.

Not from Brussels. From Seville, where he had spent four days working a story about the Interpol Spain unit’s investigation that was not the story he would eventually publish but was the access that would make the eventual story possible. He had been in Seville while she had been in Paris and she had been aware of this in the specific way she was aware of his location generally, which was continuously and without deciding to be.

He came to the hotel directly from CDG. She heard the knock and knew it was him before she opened the door, which was not extraordinary because she had been expecting him, but the quality of knowing was different from the expectation. It was the quality of a body that had learned another body’s specific presence and recognized it before the mind had processed the information.

She opened the door.

He was wearing the olive jacket that she had first catalogued in the Borghese Gallery in October. The satchel over one shoulder. Four days of Seville on his face. He looked at her with the quality of looking that had been present since Florence and that was, she had come to understand, not going to go away because it was not a temporary condition but a permanent one.

“Sonya,” he said.

“Mateo,” she said.

She stepped back from the door. He came in. He put the satchel down. He looked at the room — the window, the Paris afternoon outside it, the desk, the chair. He looked at her.

“How is Paris?” he said.

“Better than Seville?”

“In January? Yes.” He sat in the chair. She sat on the edge of the bed. This was not the same configuration as the Florence hotel room and they were both aware of it not being the same configuration. The Florence hotel room had been a desk and a chair and a conversation that had lasted until three in the morning. This was different. This was a room they were both in without the investigation as the reason they were in it. “How long does Hale’s leave last?”

“Two more weeks.”

“That’s a long time,” he said.

“It is,” she said.

The Paris afternoon was doing what Paris afternoons did in January, which was to arrive at four o’clock with the quality of something that had decided to be evening slightly ahead of schedule. The room was warm. The hotel was on the Île Saint-Louis, which she had chosen because it was the part of Paris that felt most like itself — an island inside an island, the city’s oldest inhabited space, the place where Paris had been before it understood what it was going to become.

He looked at her steadily. She looked back.

“Mateo,” she said.

“Yes.”

“In Florence you said you had been certain about some things for longer than you had said.”

“Yes,” he said.

“I want you to say them.”

He looked at her for a long moment. Then he said them. He said them the way he said difficult true things — directly, without softening, with the precision of a person who had decided that precision was the correct relationship to this particular truth and had been waiting for the invitation to be precise about it.

She listened in the way she listened to things that mattered. Without preparing her response. Without evaluation. Simply receiving.

When he finished the room was very quiet. Paris outside was doing its January thing. The light through the window was the particular quality of Île Saint-Louis light at four in the afternoon in January.

She said: “I know.”

He said: “I know you know.”

She stood up from the bed. She walked to where he was sitting in the chair. She stood in front of him. He looked up at her with the complete attention that had been his characteristic quality since the Caravaggio room in October and that was, she understood now, not the journalist’s attention or the theologian’s attention. It was his attention. The specific quality of a person who saw what they looked at without the filters that most people carried.

She said: “There are things about me you don’t know yet.”

“I know,” he said.

“Things I have not given anyone access to.”

“I know that too.” He held her eyes. “I told you in Florence. I am certain about some things. One of them is that I am the correct person for what you’re describing. I have been certain about that since Rome.”

She looked at him. The room. Paris. The January light.

She had been keeping herself unreachable for a very long time. She had understood this in the Borghese Gallery at night, standing in front of the Bernini, and had filed the understanding in the place where she kept things she was not ready to examine.

She was ready now.

He came across the Pont Saint-Louis at four in the afternoon on a Thursday in January, and the light was exactly what she had described.

She had sent the specific time for a reason. He had understood the reason when she sent it. He understood it more completely now, standing at the near end of the bridge with the light falling at the angle she had specified — the angle that made the stone of the Île de la Cité visible across the water as the specific amber-rose of old Parisian stone in low winter sun. The colour that meant you were in one city and no other city.

He had come from Lyon. He had been there because Lyon was serious about food and not about anything else, and writing required, in his experience, a city that was serious about one thing and indifferent to the rest. He had finished the article. He had filed it. He had taken the train to Paris.

He was carrying the satchel. He was wearing the olive jacket. The notebook was in his left coat pocket. The iron ring was on his right hand.

She was at the midpoint of the bridge, standing at the railing, looking at the water. She did not turn around.

He walked to where she was standing and stood beside her. Neither of them spoke for what he estimated was ninety seconds. The Seine moved below with the indifferent efficiency of a very old river.

She said: You found it.

He said: The light was very specific.

She turned and looked at him. He had not seen her since Venice. In Venice she had been the investigation. In Paris she was standing on a bridge in January looking at the light and was, he thought, slightly different in a way he could not immediately locate and was not going to try to locate aloud.

She said: Did you eat on the train.

He said: I had a sandwich from the Lyon station.

She said: We should eat.

They walked off the bridge toward the restaurant she had already identified. She walked the way she walked everywhere — with the efficiency of someone who had decided on a route and was executing it — but there was something in it that was not the professional efficiency. The other kind. The kind that was just how she moved when she was not managing anything.

He noted this and did not note it aloud.

The restaurant was on the rue Saint-Louis en l’Île — the main street of the island, the specific width and quality of a street that had decided four centuries ago what it was going to be and had not revised the decision. Small. Stone. Amber lamplight in the window. The specific warmth of a place that was serious about one thing, which in this case was the duck.

He held the door. She went in. He followed.

He thought: eight days. He thought: I do not know what eight days means in this context. He had been honest with himself about what this was since Venice, in the specific way he had learned to be honest with himself — naming the thing correctly and then not performing anything about the naming. The naming was sufficient. The performance was its own form of dishonesty.
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