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Edinburgh Received

SONYA

Edinburgh in November was a city that had made its peace with darkness.

Not resigned to it. Made peace with it. There was a distinction, and Edinburgh communicated the distinction in the particular character of its November light, which was not the absence of light but the presence of a particular kind of it — low, horizontal, arriving through cloud at an angle that made the stone of the Old Town glow from within rather than from above. The castle on the rock. The Royal Mile descending. Arthur’s Seat visible to the east through the November haze, the ancient volcano that the city had built itself around and that remained, two thousand years after the building had begun, the most honest thing in the skyline.

She had been in Edinburgh for six hours.

She had come in from the airport by taxi because the route from Edinburgh Airport passed through the western edges of the city and gave a view, at the junction near Haymarket, of the castle on its volcanic plug above the New Town roofline — visible suddenly and completely, without warning, before the city absorbed it again into the ordinary geometry of streets. She had noted it the way she noted all significant things: without performing the noting. It was there. She registered it. She continued.

The hotel was on the Royal Mile, fifty meters from the cathedral. She had chosen it because the location gave walking access to the entire Old Town and because a hotel on the Royal Mile in Edinburgh in November was a different thing from a hotel on the Royal Mile in August. In August the Royal Mile belonged to the tourists and the festival and the performance of Scottish history for people who wanted the performance. In November it belonged to the people who lived here and worked here and used the street for the ordinary purposes of a medieval street that had been repurposed into a modern one while retaining its medieval character in the way that only very old streets retained character: not by preservation but by weight.

She had walked the city the way she walked every new city, which was without the assessment and with the receiving. The distinction had been given to her at nineteen in a philosophy seminar by a visiting professor who had opened the first session by asking the class to describe the room they were sitting in, and every student had described the room’s function and relative quality and comparison to other rooms, and the professor had said: none of you has described the room. You have assessed it. The description and the assessment are not the same thing. She had been twenty years into the receiving practice since then. It had not stopped producing information that the assessment would have missed.

She had walked from the hotel through the Grassmarket and had stood in the Grassmarket for longer than she had planned.

The Grassmarket had been the execution site. She had read Edinburgh before arriving — the way she read every city on the curriculum, which was completely, with the attention of a person who understood that a city’s physical record was the most honest account of what the city believed about itself. The Grassmarket: public executions from the sixteenth century through the eighteenth, the scaffold placed at the eastern end where the buildings curved in a slight crescent, the ordinary market continuing around the executions because the market and the executions were not contradictory activities in a city that had made certainty into a civil structure. The hostelries. The people coming down from the closes and wynds with their bread and their fish and their children, watching a man die for his certainties because his certainties had contradicted the certainties of the people with the authority to end him.

She had stood in the Grassmarket for eight minutes and thought about the curriculum. Not the seven people. Not the method. The relationship between the precision of the diagnosis and the authority to act on the diagnosis. The Grassmarket was that relationship made permanent in stone. The certainty and the authority had been the same thing here for two hundred years, and the outcome had been the scaffold in the market, and the scaffold in the market had been placed there so that the killing and the buying and the selling could happen simultaneously because all of it served the same power and required the same audience to witness it.

She had walked up through the Cowgate and along the Royal Mile to the castle esplanade and had stood at the esplanade’s edge and looked at the city below and the Firth of Forth beyond it and the Kingdom of Fife on the far shore, and the wind off the Firth had been cold without being aggressive, and the view had communicated something that she had been attempting to name since she received his Edinburgh instruction in the Ultima Scriptura folder.

She thought: he chose this city because it is the city most honest about the cost of certainty. He chose it because the castle has been occupied by every power that tried to claim Scotland and has been held and lost and held again across twelve centuries and is still standing and still the city’s center of gravity, because some things survive every certainty that tries to define them by outlasting the certainty rather than refuting it.

She thought: he also chose it because it is the city of the Reformation’s most complete expression in Britain. John Knox. The certainty of the elect. The conviction that the identification of sin was sufficient justification for the method of addressing it.

She had read Knox on the flight from Prague. Not the Reformation history — she knew the history. She had read the primary texts because the primary texts were the only honest account of what Knox had actually believed rather than what the tradition had decided he had believed in retrospect. What she found was precisely what the curriculum had led her to expect: a man of extraordinary diagnostic precision. Knox had been right about the institutional capture of the sacred by the political. He had been right about the specific corruptions of the Marian settlement. He had been right about the ways in which the Church’s apparatus had been turned against the people the apparatus was meant to serve. The diagnoses had been accurate. The precision had been real.

And he had built a Reformed Church in Scotland that persecuted with the same precision as the institution he had replaced, because he had confused the accuracy of the diagnosis with the authority to deliver it in any form he chose.

She thought: he chose it because he is John Knox and he has been John Knox since Tübingen in 1987 and he knows it now and he chose Edinburgh because Edinburgh is the city that knows what John Knox cost.
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She remained at the esplanade for forty minutes. The castle above her. The city below. The Firth and the Kingdom of Fife and the open water beyond. She thought about the photograph in the carry-on. The man in the photograph at the Leeds conference in 2019 — the year he had obtained the Brauer documentation, though she had not known that when Hale’s team first sent it to her in Rome. The photograph showed a man in his late fifties, silver-haired, in a dark jacket, carrying a leather satchel, speaking with a colleague in front of a lecture hall display board. The photograph had been taken from forty meters and showed the side of his face and the quality of his attention to the person he was speaking with, which was complete and specific, the attention of a person who brought the whole of their focus to whoever was before them and gave none of it to the room beyond.

She had been looking at that photograph for eight months. She had looked at it in Rome and Venice and Florence and Paris and Barcelona and Prague. She had been building an interior sense of the man from the photograph and from the handwriting and from the parchments and from the letters and from the framework documents, and she had arrived at a sense of him that she believed was accurate. Tomorrow she would know whether the interior sense matched the person.

She thought: he will be different from the documents in some direction. They always are. The question is which direction.

She walked back to the hotel. Mateo was in the bar. The gun was in the holster. The parchment was in her jacket pocket.

Tomorrow evening. He had confirmed a location: a restaurant in the Old Town. Seven-thirty. Table reserved under the name Brauer.

She had looked up the restaurant. The Advocate’s Close — open since 1987. She had registered the year immediately, because eight months of following had developed in her the specific reflex of registering symbolic dates in the material he left. Nineteen eighty-seven was the year he found the Inquisition documents in the Tübingen library. The year the curriculum’s first architecture was built. He had chosen a restaurant that opened in the year his forty-year project began, and had reserved the table under Brauer — the last name he would use, the name the curriculum had operated under, the name that was the project’s identity rather than the man’s.

She thought: tomorrow he will tell us his name. He has been planning this dinner since the Ultima Scriptura. The Ultima Scriptura was the invitation. The dinner is the delivery.

She thought: so have I been planning it. Since Prague. Since the Borghese Gallery. Since the first parchment arrived in the Rome briefing room eight months ago and she had turned it over in her hands and understood that she was being invited into a conversation that had been waiting for a reader for forty years and had waited, among other things, for her.

She thought: the dinner is not the conclusion of the curriculum. It is the first moment in eight months when the conversation goes in two directions.

She thought: I have been waiting for that since Rome.

She thought: I have been waiting for that since Rome.

She had walked back through the Old Town as the November afternoon went dark, which happened at half past three in Edinburgh in November, the light going not abruptly but with a gradual withdrawal, the stone of the buildings retaining the last of it after the sky had given it up. She had walked through the Cowgate in the near-dark and had thought about the Cowgate’s history, which was the history of what Edinburgh’s most extreme poverty had looked like for four centuries. The Cowgate ran below the Royal Mile in the literal sense — the bridges of George IV Bridge and South Bridge carried the upper city over it, and the Cowgate existed in permanent shadow beneath both, a street that the upper city had chosen not to see by building over rather than through it. The curriculum had produced, across seven cities, an education in the uses of shadow. The shadow cast by an institution over the thing it claimed to protect. The Cowgate was the institutional shadow made architectural: the upper city maintaining its civic face while what it did not want to account for ran directly beneath.

She had thought: the curriculum’s subjects had all been operating in a version of the Cowgate. The institutional presentation above. The specific pathology running below, in the shadow the institution cast over itself.

She had come up out of the Cowgate through one of the closes — steep stone steps worn smooth with four hundred years of foot traffic, the close barely wide enough to walk without turning sideways, the smell of the stone walls cold and mineral and very old — and had come out onto the Royal Mile and had walked back to the hotel.

The gun was a Glock 17, standard issue, loaded. She had carried it since Rome. She had drawn it twice in the investigation: once in Prague, once in Venice, neither time firing. The gun was the investigation’s formal presence. The curriculum had known about the gun before she arrived in Rome — it had left the first parchment in a place that required her professional access, which required the credential that required the gun. The curriculum had known she would bring it. She thought about his question in Prague about whether she would bring it to Edinburgh. She thought about what she had said: both. The gun and the conversation. She thought: he will understand, when he sees the gun and the parchment together on whatever surface they end up on tomorrow, that the both was the correct answer and was, in its own way, the resolution to the accidia diagnosis. The restlessness that could hold both without needing to resolve the tension between them.

The parchment. She reached into her jacket pocket and touched it without removing it. Vellum, not paper — the prepared animal skin that the medieval tradition had used for the documents that were meant to last. His handwriting and hers. The restlessness and the direction. Cor inquietum est, donec requiescat in Te. She had been carrying it since Prague, since she wrote the second half of the Augustinian sentence in the margin below his annotation with the pen she had borrowed from the Czech unit’s incident room because she had not brought her own pen to that particular meeting.

She had not expected to write on it. She had been carrying it as evidence. Then she had read what he had annotated — the restlessness named and the resolution withheld — and the withholding had been so precise a diagnostic error that the completion had been necessary. Not strategic. Necessary. She had written donec requiescat in Te and had put the pen down and had looked at what she had written and had understood that she had been completing the sentence for twelve years without knowing what sentence she was completing.

She went to find Mateo. He was in the bar, his laptop open, the screen the only light on his face in the dim room. He looked up when she came in. She sat down across from him without needing to say what the evening had given her because the quality of her sitting communicated it in the way that twelve years of working together communicated things that did not require words.

“Edinburgh,” he said.

“Is exactly what he said it would be,” she said. She ordered a whisky. The bar was quiet, a handful of regulars, the November dark outside the windows settled and complete.

He returned to the laptop. She looked at the door. She thought: tomorrow. The dinner. The table reserved under Brauer. Seven-thirty.

She thought: he has been planning this since the Ultima Scriptura. So have I. We have been planning the same dinner from opposite sides of the same curriculum. Tomorrow we find out what the dinner actually is when both plans arrive in the same room.

She thought: I already know what it is. I have known since the Borghese Gallery.

She thought: I have been waiting to confirm it.
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CHAPTER TWO
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What He Has Written

MATEO
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He had been working on the article for three hours when Sonya came back from her walk.

Not the curriculum article — that one was still the last thing, still the piece that came after the other pieces were written, still the piece he had been composing in his head since the Marais apartment and had not yet permitted himself to put on paper because the piece required the conversation to be complete before the writing could begin. He was working on the suppliers’ piece, the Barcelona story, the first piece in the sequence that the correct order required. He had three thousand words and two interviews and Detective Puig’s financial documentation and the specific accounting of ninety thousand euros over six years and the faces of the four suppliers from the Alt Penedès and the Costa Brava whose names had not appeared in a single published review.

The suppliers’ piece was straightforward journalism. The reporting was done. The documentation was solid. The people whose names would appear in it had been contacted and had either confirmed the record or declined to comment, and the declining to comment was itself on the record in the way that declining to comment always was when the documentation was sufficient to make the declining unnecessary. He was writing it with the competence he had developed across fourteen years of investigative work and with the specific additional attention he brought to this particular story, which was that the suppliers’ piece was the first link in a chain that ended with the curriculum article, and the chain had to hold at every link.

He was writing it in Edinburgh because Edinburgh was the last city and the last city was the correct place to begin the writing that would constitute the after.

He had been thinking about the after since Barcelona. Since the suppliers’ piece had become not only a story about agricultural fraud and restaurant economics but the first movement of a sequence that would, if he wrote it honestly, be the most significant journalism he had produced. He was forty-two years old. He had been a journalist for fourteen years, eleven of them in Italy and three of them somewhere between Italy and everywhere the curriculum had taken him. He had written about ecclesiastical corruption and food culture and European agriculture and the specific ways in which institutions that presented themselves as custodians of the sacred used that presentation to insulate themselves from accountability. He had been good at it. He had, he thought, been honest at it.

After Edinburgh: the suppliers’ piece. Then three more pieces in the sequence. Then the curriculum article, which was the most honest piece he would ever write and which he owed to the entire investigation and to Sonya and to the Professor and to the forty-seven people on Vega’s list whose names would be in it because the record required them. He owed it also to the four dead men, not as justification for what had been done to them but as the acknowledgment that the record of what had happened to them and why and by whom was the minimum that the record required. The journalism was the minimum. He intended to exceed the minimum.

He thought about this the way he had been thinking about it since the Seville letter arrived in Barcelona — not continuously, not obsessively, but with the quality of attention he brought to the pieces of work that mattered most, which was the attention that ran alongside the ordinary work without interrupting it, accumulating without visible motion, so that when the ordinary work was set aside the thinking was already complete.

He thought about what the Seville letter had actually been. Not a curriculum communication — the curriculum had communicated through parchments and annotations and the Ultima Scriptura folder and the notes behind picture frames. The letter had been something else: a person writing to another person, in the first-person voice rather than the framework’s academic register, and ending with two words that no part of the curriculum had been designed to produce.

Thank you.

He had read those two words in the Barcelona apartment and had sat with them for a long time and had understood that he was reading the first thing in eight months that the curriculum’s precision had not planned. The curriculum had been designed to produce diagnoses. The diagnoses had been designed to require the method. What the curriculum had not been designed to produce was a sixty-one-year-old theologian in Seville understanding that he had been wrong, writing to the reader in the first person, and ending the letter with gratitude.

The thank you was not the curriculum speaking. It was the man inside the curriculum speaking. The man who had spent forty years inside the framework and three weeks in Seville stepping outside of it far enough to see it clearly.

Mateo thought: the curriculum article will be about both of those things. The framework and the man inside it. The precision and the anger the precision had been organizing for forty years. The diagnoses that were accurate and the method that was wrong and the thing that happened when the reader demonstrated that the method was not necessary: the man inside the curriculum revised the framework. Honestly. In writing. In the first person.

He thought: the article will be the most important piece I have written because it will account for all of this without the protection of distance and because the accounting will name my own position inside the following, which changed me in ways that a journalist was not supposed to be changed by a subject.

He thought: I am the correct journalist for this piece precisely because I was changed. An unchanged journalist would have written a different article. The changed journalist is the one the curriculum needed.

He heard Sonya in the corridor. He closed the laptop. She came in.

She looked at him with the quality of looking that had been present since Paris and that communicated, without requiring words, the specific information he needed about how she was doing, which was: ready.

“Edinburgh?” he said.

“Is what he said it would be,” she said. She sat on the edge of the bed. “The castle is exactly as honest as he implied.”

“Are you ready?”

She looked at him steadily. “I have been ready since Prague. The question is whether what I’m ready for is what tomorrow actually produces.”

He understood this distinction because he had been sitting with the same one. Readiness was not the same thing as certainty about the shape of what the readiness was for. He had been ready since the Seville letter. The Seville letter had been the most significant single communication of the entire curriculum — not the Ultima Scriptura, which had been the plan in its designed form, but the letter, which had been the plan revised by a man who had spent three weeks in Seville understanding something that the plan had not included. The revision was more honest than the plan. The revised version was the one they were meeting.

“He has been planning this conversation for forty years,” Mateo said. “He has been revising the plan for three weeks. The revised version is the one we’re meeting.”

“The revised version wanted to know if I’d bring the gun,” she said.

“Yes.”

“What do you think that question was actually asking?”

He thought about this. He had been thinking about it since Prague, since the phone call in which she had told him about the question and the pause that had followed it and the specific quality of the pause, which she had described as the pause of a person who was not asking about the gun but about the category of intention the gun represented. He had arrived at a partial answer.

“I think he was asking whether we were coming to finish the curriculum or to begin something else,” he said. “The gun is the curriculum. The conversation is something else. He was asking which one we were bringing.”

She looked at him. “I told him both.”

“I know,” he said. “That was the correct answer.”

She picked up his notebook from the desk and looked at the last entry — not reading, checking, the way she checked evidence for its physical state rather than its content. She set it back down.

“How far are you?” she said. The suppliers’ piece.

“Close. Another session.” He paused. “After tomorrow I’ll have the last element for the curriculum article. The ending.”

She looked at him. “You already know how it ends.”

“I know the event,” he said. “I don’t know the sentence yet. The sentence that closes it.” He paused. “You can’t write the sentence before the sentence is true.”

She understood this in the way she understood most of what he said about journalism, which was that the distinction he was making was not between journalism and some other thing but between honest journalism and the version of it that performed the honesty without inhabiting it. She thought: after tomorrow he will have the sentence. She thought: I think I already know what it will be.

She kept this to herself. Some endings were better arrived at than anticipated.

She looked at the laptop on the desk. “The suppliers’ piece.”

“Three thousand words. Another two or three sessions and it’s done.”

She nodded. She understood the sequencing — she had understood it since Barcelona, since he had explained the sequence and she had listened with the complete attention she brought to everything and had said: the curriculum article last. Not because it is the most important. Because it is the one that can only be written when the rest of the record is established. She had been right. She was usually right about the sequencing of things, which was, he had decided, one of the specific capacities that made her the kind of detective she was — the ability to understand not only what the evidence contained but what order the evidence had to be received in for the record to be accurate.

He thought: tomorrow I am going to interview the subject of the last article. Not formally. He will know this. The conversation will constitute the interview and the interview will constitute the last element of the curriculum article and the curriculum article will constitute the honest accounting that the forty-seven people on Vega’s list have been waiting twenty-two years for someone to write.

He thought: I am the correct person to write it. He chose me because I am the correct person. I intend to be what he chose.

He thought: so does she.

He thought: I am the correct person to write it. He chose me because I am the correct person. I intend to be what he chose.

He thought: so does she.

He opened the laptop again and looked at the suppliers’ piece. Three thousand and fourteen words. The names of the four suppliers in their first appearance in a published record. The accounting of ninety thousand euros paid across six years to people whose labor had produced the restaurant’s reputation and whose names had been withheld from every review and every profile and every interview the restaurant had given in its nine years of operation. The names of the writers who had written the reviews and the profiles and the interviews without asking for the suppliers’ names, which was either negligence or the specific kind of complicity that looks like negligence when examined and is, on closer examination, a choice.

He had been writing about food and the institutions that shaped it for six of his fourteen years as a journalist. He had started because Rome had the density of material and because the overlap between food and power and religion and identity in Italy was rich enough to sustain the kind of journalism he wanted to do. He had written about the Vatican’s agricultural holdings. He had written about the specific ways in which DOP and DOC designations were administered and what those administrative structures protected and what they excluded. He had written about the economics of the traditional markets and about the people at the bottom of the supply chains who received the least of what the top of the supply chain earned from their labor.

He had been, he thought, good at it. He had been honest at it in the way that a person could be honest when the honesty served a clear journalistic purpose. The suppliers’ piece was that kind of honesty and he could write it with confidence because the target was clearly outside of himself and the record supported the writing.

The curriculum article was different.

He had known since the Caravaggio room in Rome — since Sonya had named what she was watching happen to his attention in front of the canvas — that the curriculum article would require an accounting of his own position. Not only the subject’s position. His. The quality of taking that he had brought to the following: the specific appetite for the curriculum that had made him more useful to it than a purely dispassionate journalist would have been, and that had also made him more implicated. He had been changed by the following. The change was not neutral. The change had produced something in him that the journalism required him to name.

He thought about the article he had written fourteen years ago. The piece that had ended his time in the institution. He had described it to Sonya in the Gregorian chapel in Rome as an act of love, and he had meant this, and it had been true: the article had been the act of a person who loved the faith enough to write honestly about the gap between the faith and the institution that claimed to represent it. It had cost him the institution. The faith had remained.

The curriculum article would cost something. He did not yet know what. He thought it might cost him the relationship with the institutional press that had given him platforms for fourteen years, because the article would name things about the relationship between journalism and its subjects that the institutional press preferred not to have named. He thought it might cost him the specific kind of professional comfort that came from being a journalist who wrote about other people’s complicity rather than his own. He thought: the article will be more honest than anything I have written because the subject requires it and because I am, after eight months of this curriculum, a different journalist than the one who arrived in the Borghese Gallery at 4:53 in the morning.

He thought: the different journalist is the correct journalist for this article.

He thought: I am the braver version of the journalist I was in Rome. Not because I am better. Because the curriculum required the braver version and I became it in the following.
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CHAPTER THREE
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Edinburgh Arrived

PROFESSOR

He had been in Edinburgh for four days.

Not hiding. He was not the kind of person who hid. He had been in Edinburgh for four days doing what he did in every city he spent time in, which was to walk it until he knew it and to read what it had to say and to prepare, with the patience he brought to all preparation, for what the city required. The preparation was not strategic. It was the practice of a person who had understood, across forty years of working with precision, that precision required readiness and readiness required the specific quality of attention that came from inhabiting a place long enough to receive it rather than merely observe it.

Edinburgh required honesty about the cost of certainty. He had arrived at this understanding in Seville and had confirmed it in four days of walking the city.

On the first day he had walked from the hotel to the castle and had spent two hours at the castle and the esplanade and the Half Moon Battery and the Crown Room where the Scottish regalia were kept — the crown and the sceptre and the sword of state that had survived the Act of Union and had been locked in a chest in the Crown Room for a hundred and eleven years until Walter Scott had petitioned for them to be found in 1818, because the Scottish identity had needed, in the early nineteenth century, a physical object to organize itself around while the political structure that had housed it for centuries was dismantled. He had thought about what it meant for a national identity to require a physical object in a chest in a tower to remain coherent. He had thought about the parallel. The framework was the chest. The diagnoses were the regalia.

On the second day he had walked the length of the Royal Mile from the castle to the Parliament building at the foot of the hill. The Parliament building: the Miralles architecture, controversial since completion, the building that had tried to express something about Scottish identity that had not previously been expressed architecturally and had produced, as a result, something that the Scots were still arguing about twenty years after the building opened. This was itself, he thought, a very Scottish outcome. The Scots argued about things that mattered to them with a persistence that the English mistook for stubbornness and that was in fact the specific quality of a people who understood that argument was not the enemy of identity but its necessary condition. You argued about the things that mattered. You argued about the Parliament building because the Parliament building was the built expression of who you were and whether the built expression was accurate was a question worth arguing about indefinitely.

He had stood outside the Parliament building for twenty minutes and had thought: the framework is the building. The argument about whether the building is accurate is the curriculum.

[image: ]

On the third day he had walked to the Greyfriars Kirkyard where the Covenanters were buried — the people who had died in the 1670s for the certainty that their covenant with God was direct and unmediated by any earthly ecclesiastical authority. The Covenanters had been imprisoned in the kirkyard after the Battle of Airds Moss. Hundreds had died there of exposure and hunger. He had stood at the Covenanters’ Prison section of the kirkyard and had thought about what it cost to hold a certainty against institutional power. He had thought about the distinction between the certainty and the cost of the certainty. The Covenanters had been right about the principle. The principle had killed them. He had been thinking about this distinction since Seville and had not arrived at a simple account of it, which was correct, because the account was not simple.

He had walked all of it and had understood all of it and had arrived, on the fourth day, at the settled readiness he associated with the completion of long work.

The Ultima Scriptura folder was in the satchel. The final pages — the Edinburgh pages that he had not included in the Marais document because the Edinburgh pages required Edinburgh to be written correctly.

He had written them in the hotel room on the second day, in the hour after the Parliament building and before dinner. He had sat at the hotel desk with the notebook he had been carrying since Tübingen — the sixth notebook in the series that had begun in 1983 when he found the Inquisition documents in the university library and had understood that the finding required a record — and had written for ninety minutes without stopping, which was unusual. He usually revised as he wrote. Revision required the distance of assessment, and assessment required the suspension of the writing’s momentum, and the Edinburgh pages had a momentum he did not want to break because the momentum was the honesty and interrupting the honesty to assess it would have produced something less honest.
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