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For Rachel.

And for everyone who was not given a file.






I have calmed and quieted my soul,

like a weaned child with its mother;

like a weaned child is my soul within me.

— Psalm 131:2










The Sonya Trilogy · The Genesis Series


	Book One: Sonya: Born


	Book Two: Sonya: Betrayed


	Book Three: Sonya: Reborn










Prologue — The Farmer
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His name is not in this story.

He was sixty-four years old that November and he had worked the same land for forty-two years and he was a man of few words in his own language and none in anyone else’s. He came to the barn that morning to check the roof because it had been raining for three days and there was a section of flashing over the east wall that he had been meaning to repair since September.

He found two women.

One was dead. He understood this immediately and without doubt and he stood in the doorway for a moment and looked and then he went to the other one.

She was alive. Her breathing was shallow and her skin was wrong and she had a rosary in her right hand and he tried, once, gently, to take it from her — to check her pulse at the wrist — and she would not let go. He checked her pulse at her neck instead. He covered her with his coat. He stood up and looked at the dead woman for a moment and then he did not look at her again because there was nothing useful to do there and he was a practical man.

He walked back to the farmhouse. He used the landline because his mobile had no signal in the valley. He called the emergency number and said what he had found, and then he went to the dead woman’s coat — he had taken it as he passed, not thinking, only doing — and he went through the pockets. A phone, dead. A notebook, too wet to read. A wallet. And a card, plain white, with a name and a Rome telephone number.

He called the Rome number. A man answered. He told the man what he had found and the man said: stay with her. He said he would. He did.

He was in the hospital corridor on the third day when the priest arrived. He was still wearing his good coat — the one his wife had given him for their anniversary six years ago, the one he wore to the bank and to the funeral home when the funeral home was necessary. He had not gone home to change. Going home felt wrong.

He stayed in the corridor.

He did not know what else to do, and going home still felt wrong, and so he stayed.

*

He did not go back to the farmhouse until the ambulance arrived. He stood in the barn doorway and watched the woman on the floor breathe. She breathed the way injured people breathed when the body had decided, without consulting the person, to continue — not easily, but with a kind of stubborn regularity that told him the decision had been made.

He had found two women. He had done what needed doing. He had stayed.

This was the accounting he made of himself in the barn doorway while the Ukrainian November came through the gaps in the metal roof in thin cold threads. He was a practical man and this was the full ledger of the morning: found, done, stayed. He did not think about the dead woman. He had looked at her once and understood and had not looked again because there was nothing useful to do there and he was not the kind of man who looked at things he could not help.

The ambulance came. Then a second vehicle. People in coats who moved quickly and spoke to each other in the abbreviated language of people who did this work. He stood to the side. He answered their questions. He showed the card he had found in the coat pocket and they took it and wrote down the number.

A young woman with dark hair and efficient hands crouched beside the woman on the floor and spoke to her in a voice that was low and certain and calibrated precisely for the distance between waking and whatever was below it. The woman on the floor did not respond. Her hand did not loosen.

He noticed this because he had tried, once, gently, to take the rosary from her — to check her wrist pulse — and she had not let go. He had checked her neck instead and found what he needed and had not tried again. The rosary had remained in her hand through everything that followed. Through his coat being placed over her. Through the arrival of the ambulance. Through the movement from the floor to the stretcher.

She had not let go.

She had not let go.





Act One — The Coma


The mind protects itself in reverse order of safety.

The oldest room first. The most recent wound last.







Chapter One — Rome, Age Seven
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The smell arrived first.

Old stone and candle wax and something underneath both of those things — the specific cold of a building that had been breathing for three hundred years, that had absorbed into its walls the breath of everyone who had ever stood inside it and was giving it back to her now, slowly, the way stone gives back what it holds.

She was seven years old.

She knew this without knowing how she knew it. She was seven and she was in the third pew from the left and her mother’s hand was in hers.

The church was Santa Maria in the Via dei Coronari and she had never been here before and she was not afraid. Her mother had been talking about Rome since the spring — had been saying we will go, we will go in the way she said things she truly meant, which was different from the way she said things she meant but might not manage, which was different again from the way she said things she did not mean at all. Her mother’s voice had three registers and Sonya had learned them by five and trusted only the first.

This had been the first register. We will go.

And here they were.

The vault above her was painted with figures she did not know the names of yet — saints and angels and the specific golden light of a painter who understood that heaven’s light and candlelight were the same quality of warmth and had painted accordingly. She looked up at them for a long time. Her neck hurt. She did not stop looking.

Her mother said: Don’t crane.

She stopped craning. She sat properly and looked at the altar instead. The mosaic above it — gold and blue and the specific dark red that she would learn, later, to call umber — caught the candles from below and gave back a light that was not quite reflection and not quite its own. She decided she liked this church better than any other church she had been in, which was three churches, all in cities that were not Rome.

A priest came and sat in the pew in front of theirs.

He was not young but he was not old. He had dark hair and careful hands and the particular stillness of a man who had been in this building long enough to become part of its breathing. He turned and looked at them — not the way adults looked at her when they were assessing whether she was well-behaved or when they were looking for her mother through her face. He looked at her the way people looked at something they were genuinely curious about.

He said, in Italian: Is this your first time here?

Her mother said yes. He said: The mosaic was completed in 1291. The church itself is older. Some of the stone goes back to the fourth century. He said this to her, not to her mother — the way adults sometimes spoke to children when they believed the children could receive it.

She said: How old is that?

He said: Older than any person you will ever meet. Older than any country you will visit. Almost as old as the faith itself.

She thought about this. She said: Does the stone remember?

He was quiet for a moment. Then he said: I think it holds. I’m not certain it remembers. But it holds everything that has ever happened in it.

She looked at the walls. She thought about everything that had ever happened in this building and what it would feel like to be the stone that held it. She thought it would feel heavy and also important and also, possibly, fine — if heavy and important were the things you were built for.

His name was Father Emilio. She would not learn his last name for another four years. He went to the sacristy and came back with a piece of bread — not communion bread, plain bread, from whatever he had been about to eat — and gave it to her without ceremony, the way you handed something to a person who was in a place for a long time and might be hungry.

She ate it. She looked at the mosaics.

Her mother’s hand was in hers the whole time.

Later — she did not know how much later, time moved differently in this building, it moved the way the stone held things, slowly and without urgency — her mother said they should go. Father Emilio walked them to the door. He said to her mother: She is very observant. Her mother said: Yes. She always has been. He looked at Sonya and said: Come back when you are older. There is more here than you can see at seven.

She said: I will.

She meant it. She remembered, later, that she had meant it in the first register.

In the barn in Ukraine, in November, her hand tightened on the rosary and the candle wax and the cold stone held her the way stone held everything: slowly, and without urgency, and for a very long time.

Her mother’s hand was in hers.

She was learning to sit still. At home — in the apartment in whichever city they were in at the time, which changed often enough that the word home had acquired an approximate quality — she did not sit still. She moved. She observed. She had been doing this since she was old enough to be in rooms and to understand that rooms contained information and that the information was available if you looked at it in the right order.

But here, in the third pew from the left, with the gold and blue of the mosaic sending back the light it had been receiving for seven hundred years, she sat still. Her mother’s hand was in hers and the bread was finished and there was nothing that needed doing and the stone around her was older than any person she had ever met or would ever meet and this fact, rather than being frightening, was the most settled she had felt since she could remember being settled.

Father Emilio had come back from the sacristy with a small book — not the bread this time, the book — and he sat in the pew in front of them and read. He did not acknowledge them. This was not rudeness. She understood it as the behavior of a person who understood that sometimes people needed to be in a space without being required to perform their presence in it. He read. They were in the space. Both things were happening and neither required the other to account for itself.

Her mother’s hand was warm. Dry and warm and steady. Her mother’s hands were not always steady — there were days when they were not steady and days when they were and she had learned to read the difference and to adjust accordingly, the way she adjusted to weather. Today the hand was steady. Today her mother had wanted to come here and had meant it in the first register, the real register, and they had come and here was the result: the stone vault and the gold mosaic and the steady hand and the bread that had tasted of nothing particular and also of everything available.

She looked at the frescoes again. She thought about what the priest had said — it holds — and she thought about what it would mean to be a building that held things. She thought the building would feel like this. Like a very long patience. Like something that did not need to resolve because resolution was not the work. The work was holding.

She filed this. She was seven years old and she did not yet have the word for filing things. But the action was available to her and she performed it — this sensation, this specific quality of a Tuesday afternoon in Rome when nothing had happened yet and her mother’s hand was warm and the stone held everything it had ever been asked to hold and was simply present with all of it.

Nothing had happened yet.

She did not know this consciously — that this was the specific quality of this afternoon, that this was the thing she would reach for in the coma and the narrow bed and the years that followed. She only knew that she was in a church in Rome and her mother’s hand was in hers and the bread had been good and the stone vault was above her and the gold of the mosaic was doing its work with the candlelight.

Father Emilio had gone back to the sacristy. She could hear him — the specific soft sounds of a person who has been in the same building for decades and who moves through it without needing to think about where things are. The sounds of someone who belongs to a space completely.

She thought: I want to come back.

She thought it the way children thought things that were entirely true and that they did not perform and that they did not require explanation for. She wanted to come back. Not because the church was beautiful, though it was. Not because Father Emilio had given her bread, though he had. Because the space held something she could not name yet — some quality of accumulated patience, some specific gravity — and she wanted to be in it again.

She held her mother’s hand.

Her mother’s hand was warm and dry and steady. On the days when it was steady she held it without noting the steadiness, because the steadiness was simply the hand doing what hands were supposed to do. She would learn, later, to note the steadiness when it was present. She would learn to hold both versions — the steady and the unsteady — without requiring one to explain the other.

But that was later.

That was not this afternoon.

This afternoon was simply the church and the stone and her mother’s hand and the gold mosaic sending back the light it had been receiving for seven hundred years. Simply this: nothing had happened yet.

Nothing had happened yet.





Chapter Two — The Kitchen at 5:50am
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Colleen is marking a file.

She does this with a red pen, which is not standard — standard is blue or black and Colleen knows this and does not care — and she holds the pen the way left-handed people sometimes hold pens, at an angle that right-handed people find uncomfortable to look at but that works perfectly well. She has been doing it this way since she was nine years old and she is not going to change it.

The kitchen is the kitchen of the safe house in Vienna’s 7th district. It is 5:50am. The lamp above the table has a shade that is slightly the wrong size for the bulb and throws a warm circle of light across the table and the files and their hands and not much else. The rest of the kitchen is in greys.

There is bread. There is coffee in two cups. Colleen has poured both cups without asking, which is how she does things: she observes what is needed and provides it without ceremony, because ceremony takes time and they do not have extra time and also because Colleen believes that the making-of-something-of-a-thing is usually unnecessary. Here is coffee. It is hot. That is the full extent of what needs to be communicated.

Sonya is reading the files on her side of the table. She is reading the way she reads at a scene: not left to right, not in the sequence the document intends, but in the order her attention arrives at things. She has been doing this since she was a child and it has occasionally frustrated people who wanted her to proceed in order and it has never once failed her.

Outside, Vienna is making its early sounds. A tram. A door somewhere in the building above them. The rain that has been falling for three days is still falling.

Colleen says, without looking up: The Bratislava suppression goes back further than the file says.

Sonya says: How far.

At least eight years before the first documented case. Maybe more. The paperwork was destroyed. But the pattern starts earlier.

Sonya looks at the file in front of her. She thinks about this. She says: Then the Vienna cases are the latest version, not an exception.

That’s what I think.

Which means whoever we’re dealing with has been doing this in one form or another for at least a decade.

At minimum.

They are quiet for a moment. This is not an uncomfortable quiet. It is the quiet of two people who have worked together long enough that silence is a working state — not the absence of communication but a different kind of it. Sonya knows what Colleen is doing in the silence. She is going back to the beginning and looking for what she missed the first time. This is what Colleen does when she has found something: she does not announce it and build toward it. She sits with it and checks it until she is certain, and then she states it, and the certainty is visible in the way she states it.

Colleen refills both cups without asking.

Sonya watches her do it. She watches the way Colleen lifts the pot with her left hand because the right is still holding the pen even though she is not writing, the way she sets it back on the burner without looking, the way she sits back down into the chair with the particular settled quality of someone who has decided to be in a place for as long as it takes.

She says: You’re thinking there’s a name above Rios.

Colleen sets down the pen. This is how Sonya knows she has been right — not that Colleen confirms it, but that she gives the idea its own moment. She says: The structure of it is too consistent over too long a period. Rios is good, but he is not the architect. Someone ran this before he was in Vienna.

Someone who is still running it.

That’s what the eight years suggests.

The rain hits the kitchen window in the specific way it hits windows in the 7th district — not hard, just present, the rain that has been falling for three days with the patience of something that does not need to arrive anywhere. Sonya thinks about the word architect. She thinks about what it means to build something over time, to layer it, to build it with the deliberate care of someone who intends it to last.

She says: The rosary.

Colleen looks up.

The rosary is not the killer’s. It belongs to someone. Maybe several someones. Each victim gets a different one — old, worn, handled. Someone has been collecting them. You collect things when you plan to use them. The collection started before Vienna.

Colleen picks up her pen. She writes something in the margin of the file — not a note, a mark, the specific shorthand she uses when she has confirmed an alignment between two lines of thinking. Sonya knows this mark. She has seen it in every file they have worked together.

She has known Colleen for eleven years. She has not, until this kitchen in Vienna at 5:50 in the morning, sat and watched her make that mark and thought: this is the thing I will hold when there is nothing else to hold. Not the investigations, not the decades of work, not the files spread on every surface they have ever shared. This. The lamp. The red pen. The coffee poured without asking. The mark in the margin that means yes, I see it too.

But that thought is not available yet. She is not in the place where that thought lives.

She is in the kitchen. It is 5:50am. The rain is falling on Vienna and the bread is on the table and the coffee is the right temperature and none of the terrible things have happened yet and Colleen is alive across the table marking a file and the world is exactly the size it is and no smaller.

Still with me? Colleen says, without looking up.

Yes.

In the barn in Ukraine her hand tightened on the rosary.

The thing about working with Colleen was that Colleen never made her feel like a student. She had worked with people who made her feel like a student — who structured the collaboration around their prior knowledge, who delivered information with the specific tone of someone confirming that they had it and you did not. This was not malice. It was habit, usually. The habit of people who knew things and had learned to know things in the context of hierarchy.

Colleen was not hierarchical. She worked beside you, not above you. When she had something you did not have she gave it to you the way she gave coffee — without ceremony, because ceremony was not the point. Here is the thing. Now we both have it.

The files spread between them on the kitchen table had been assembled over three weeks of parallel work. Sonya’s work and Colleen’s work, independent lines of inquiry that had arrived at the same architecture from different directions. The Bratislava committee. The complaint suppression structure. The consulting fee payments. They had each found different pieces and the pieces fit and the fit was the thing that mattered.

Colleen marked a fourth item in the Bratislava file. She set the pen down and refilled both cups.

She said: When did you understand the rosaries were hers.

Sonya said: In Karlskirche, with the fourth body. The specific maker. I had held something from that maker before.

Colleen said: Ukraine.

Sonya said: Yes.

Colleen said: Then whoever is doing this was in Ukraine. Was close to the women the rosaries belonged to.

Sonya said: Yes.

Colleen said: And the network — Nikolai’s network — was also in Ukraine. Same period.

The kitchen was quiet for a moment. The lamp threw its circle across the table and their hands and the files and not much else.

Colleen said: The cases were never separate.

Sonya said: I know.

Colleen said: How long have you known.

Sonya said: I knew when I saw the fourth body. I understood when I built the third track. She looked at the files on the floor. I have known since I was eighteen that Nikolai was the thread. I did not know what it connected until now.

Colleen did not say anything for a moment. She looked at the mark she had made in the margin of the file — the mark that meant yes, alignment confirmed — and she looked at it for a moment longer than she needed to.

Then she said: You came back here. To Ukraine. For this.

Sonya said: I came back because it needed finishing.

Colleen said: I know. She picked up her pen. That’s why I’m here.

It was 5:50am in Vienna. The coffee was the right temperature. The bread was on the table and the rain was on the windows and Colleen was alive across the table and the world was the size it was and none of the terrible things had happened yet.

She thought: eleven years.

She had known Colleen for eleven years and across eleven years Colleen had been the person who refilled the cup without asking and who made the mark in the margin when she confirmed alignment and who traveled to Vienna with two coffees and a bag of bread because she had been asked to and who had said I know without needing it explained. Eleven years of that person, across Ukraine and London and Vienna and the phone calls that ran long.

The specific weight of eleven years of a person who is now gone.

She held this. Not the grief — the grief was in the barn and the barn was the thing the coma was protecting her from — but the weight. The specific gravity of an absence where a presence had been. The specific quality of a kitchen table that would have one fewer person at it. Of a phone that would ring four times a year and not receive the voice it was ringing for.

She would hold this for a long time. She understood this already. She would hold it through the account and the package and the names said aloud in the church and the return to whatever came after this room. She would carry it the way she carried the rosary — not as a burden but as a weight that was meaningful, as a thing that had value and that she had chosen to carry and would go on choosing.

Still with me? Colleen says, without looking up.

Yes.

In the barn in Ukraine her hand tightened on the rosary.

The kitchen stayed.



OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Sonya: Reborn

		Sonya: Reborn		The Genesis Series · Book Three		Dr. Matthew Lewis





		The Sonya Trilogy · The Genesis Series





		Prologue — The Farmer

		Act One — The Coma

		Chapter One — Rome, Age Seven

		Chapter Two — The Kitchen at 5:50am

		Chapter Three — Fragments I

		Chapter Four — Interpol, Rome

		Chapter Five — Declan — Fragments II

		Chapter Six — The Rosary

		Act Two — The Rebuild

		Chapter Seven — Father Emilio

		Chapter Eight — The Farmer

		Chapter Nine — The Narrow Bed

		Chapter Ten — Aunt Marie

		Chapter Eleven — The File

		Chapter Twelve — Rachel

		Chapter Thirteen — What She Cannot Do

		Chapter Fourteen — Mateo

		Chapter Fifteen — Hartwell

		Chapter Sixteen — Admiral Logan

		Act Three — The Reckoning

		Chapter Seventeen — The Women

		Chapter Eighteen — Dr. Paulus

		Chapter Nineteen — The Package

		Act Four — The Room

		Chapter Twenty — Declan

		Chapter Twenty-One — Nikolai

		Chapter Twenty-Two — The Admiral’s Letter

		Chapter Twenty-Three — Rome

		Chapter Twenty-Four — The Room

		Epilogue — After, Again





  
    		
      Title Page
    


    		
      Cover
    


  





OEBPS/media/file26.jpg
DR. MATTHEW LEWIS

ana " STORY ARCHITECTE e

———=BETWEEN HEAVEN AND HELL ——=

H-l—-k





OEBPS/media/file1.jpg





OEBPS/media/file0.jpg





OEBPS/media/file2.jpg





