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THE BETWEEN HEAVEN AND HELL SERIES

by Dr. Matthew Lewis

The Confession — The Night Mateo Walked — A free prequel. The night the Church decided Mateo was no longer theirs.

Book One: Pride — Rome Where desire ends and evil waits.

Book Two: Greed — Venice Wealth has its own truth.

Book Three: Envy — Florence Where beauty becomes obsession.

Book Four: Lust — Paris Where desire becomes dangerous.

Book Five: Gluttony — Barcelona Where appetite devours reason.

Book Six: Wrath — Seville Where justice becomes judgment.

Book Seven: Sloth — Prague Where progress comes at a cost.

Book Eight: Ultima Scriptura — Edinburgh Where all truths are revealed.

Explore the full series, read character profiles, and download The Confession free: bhh-novels.vercel.app



Dedication

For the readers who finished Book Five and stayed — and for the cities that taught me what the sins cost.



Epigraphs


Anger is in this respect the most dangerous of all the passions of the soul, for it alone can present itself to its bearer as a virtue. — Evagrius Ponticus, Praktikos, 4th century

Iustitia est constans et perpetua voluntas ius suum cuique tribuendi. Justice is the constant and perpetual will to render to each what is their due. — Justinian, Institutes, after Ulpian

Thou awakest us to delight in Thy praise, for Thou madest us for Thyself, and our heart is restless until it repose in Thee. — Augustine, Confessions, Book I

Seville was its own kind of mirror. It would not lie. It would not flatter. It would only show you, with unflinching Andalusian patience, what you had decided to become. — From the Professor’s private notebook, October entry






The Story So Far

For readers joining the series at Wrath, or returning after time away:

A scholar of theological aesthetics — known to his correspondents and to the European cities he visits only as the Professor — has spent forty years constructing a private framework for the diagnosis of the seven capital sins as they are practiced by the institutions that the medieval tradition once held responsible for naming them. The framework is rigorous. The diagnoses are accurate. The method is the curriculum.

In the curriculum’s first five operative cases, the Professor has identified a living person who embodies a specific capital sin with institutional protection — the cardinal of pride, the financier of greed, the painter of envy, the gluttonous restaurateur of Barcelona, the ecclesiastical lawyer of wrath — and has delivered to each, through a precisely staged death scene that places them in the posture of their sin at the moment of confrontation with its diagnosis, what the Professor calls the lesson. Each lesson is documented. Each subject is left in the institutional architecture that protected the sin — a Roman gallery, a Venetian counting house, a Florentine atelier, a Parisian boulevard, a Catalan dining room, a Sevillian chapter house.

Across the first three lessons, an Interpol-coordinated theological cold-case unit, led by Detective Sonya Logan, has been building the pattern. By Book Four (Lust), a young Jesuit named Mateo — the protagonist of the free prequel The Confession — has been drawn into the investigation as an external reader of the Professor’s left-behind annotations. By Book Five (Gluttony), Mateo has begun to anticipate the Professor’s logic. By Book Six (Sloth, in publication order, though the Professor’s own curriculum reached Prague between Barcelona and Seville), Mateo has done something the Professor did not anticipate: he has taken the Professor’s diagnosis of the seventh subject — Renard, the Czech industrialist — and delivered it to the man while he was still alive. Renard is alive and in possession of his diagnosis. The Czech woman who was to receive the next lesson is alive and in protective custody. The investigation has changed the curriculum.

Wrath opens six weeks after the Sevillian lesson — the Professor’s fifth completed case, ecclesiastical lawyer Alejandro Navarro, found in the Cathedral chapter house. The Professor has returned to Seville not to teach the sixth lesson, which has already been taught, but to revise the framework his interaction with the reader has destabilized. He has fourteen days in Seville. He has Edinburgh on the other side of them.

Edinburgh is Book Eight — Ultima Scriptura — and is where the curriculum’s forty-year speaking ends and where, for the first time, it must listen.

This book is the listening’s preparation.



A Note on the Latin

The Professor’s private notebooks, the curriculum parchments, and the annotations on each lesson use Latin in the small, deliberate way of a scholar who has carried Latin in his thinking for forty years. The terms recur across the series:

— Ira: wrath. The capital sin. In its unjust form — ira iniusta — the calm institutional anger that wears the face of law. — Iustitia: justice. The constant will to render to each what is their due. In the curriculum, written below each Roman numeral as the virtue answering the sin. — Paenitentia: repentance. Augustine’s sense: the turning of the self toward what the self had been turning away from. — Logismos: a thought or passion in the Evagrian taxonomy of the eight evil thoughts that the desert fathers studied as the precursors of the seven capital sins.

A fuller glossary appears at the back of the book.



Cast

The Professor — Sixty-one years old. A theological scholar trained at Tübingen. The architect of the curriculum.

Mateo — The reader. A former Jesuit, late twenties, fluent in five languages. Subject of the prequel The Confession. Present in Wrath only in correspondence and reference; the conversation with the Professor is Edinburgh.

Detective Sonya Logan — Lead investigator of the cross-European theological cold-case unit. Referenced; not on page in Wrath.

Detective Alicia Vega — Forty-four. Sevillana. Lead of the Interpol Spain unit. Twenty years of casework against institutional wrath in Andalusia. Present throughout the Seville thread.

Alejandro Navarro — Sixty-one at death. Senior advocate of the Spanish Church’s legal division for twenty-two years. The sixth lesson’s subject. Found in the Cathedral chapter house six weeks before the book opens.

Renard — A Czech industrialist. The seventh diagnosis. Alive at the opening of this book because the reader delivered the diagnosis to him while he was still living.

Hoffmann — The Professor’s doctoral supervisor at Tübingen. Died in 1991. Present in flashbacks and in the Professor’s continuing dialogue with the absent.

The Forty-Seven — The individuals whose claims Navarro’s division denied, delayed, or contested. Named in the Vega investigation’s files. The book’s silent quorum.
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THE CITY OF CERTAINTY
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CHAPTER ONE
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The City of the Inquisition

Day One — Late May, Tuesday

[image: ]Seville was the most theologically honest city in Europe.

He had understood this on his first visit, seventeen months ago, when he had come to begin the study of the sixth lesson’s subject and had walked through the city’s streets with the specific attention he brought to the cities on the curriculum. Rome was honest about authority. Venice about beauty. Florence about excellence. Paris about self-consciousness. Barcelona about appetite. But Seville was honest about something that the other cities managed to present more tactfully, which was the cost of certainty.

He thought about each city’s honesty as he walked from Santa Justa station to the hotel in the late afternoon heat. Rome was honest about authority in the way that institutions which had been the seat of authority for two thousand years were honest about it: by treating authority as a load-bearing element of the city’s architecture, by placing the Vatican at one end of the historical axis and the Quirinale at the other, by allowing the basilicas to rise without apologizing for the wealth required to build them. Rome did not pretend its authority was a service. Rome’s authority was itself. The honesty was structural.

Venice was honest about beauty in the way that a city built on impossible foundations had to be honest about beauty: the beauty was the justification. The wealth had been acquired by trade routes that had passed through plague and slavery and the calculated violence of a maritime empire, and the beauty had been the use the wealth was put to. Venice had decided, at some point in the fifteenth century, that the beauty would be the answer to whatever questions might be asked about the wealth. The city had committed to this answer for six hundred years.

Florence was honest about excellence in the way that a city which had produced more first-rank artists in two centuries than most continents produced in a millennium had to be honest about excellence: by treating excellence as a competition, by ranking the workshops, by understanding that the Renaissance had been, at the operational level, a system of patronage that rewarded the better artist and discarded the lesser. Florence’s excellence was unsentimental. The lesser artist had not been mourned. The system had moved on.

Paris was honest about self-consciousness in the way that a city which had been the capital of European intellectual self-regard for four hundred years had to be honest about it: by performing it openly, in cafés and journals and the layout of the boulevards, which Haussmann had designed to be looked at and walked along as a form of public reading of the city by itself. Paris did not hide its self-consciousness. Paris arranged it into avenues.

Barcelona was honest about appetite in the way that a Mediterranean port city was honest about appetite: as a Catalan civic project. The eating, the drinking, the sitting in plazas until two in the morning, the late dinner that began at ten and ended only when the conversation ended — these were not indulgences in Barcelona. These were the city. The appetite was constitutional.

And Seville was honest about the cost of certainty in the way that the city that had hosted the Tribunal of the Holy Office of the Inquisition from 1481 to 1820 had to be honest about it. The Tribunal had operated from Seville for three hundred and thirty-nine years. It had operated with the complete institutional certainty that the sin it was correcting was real and that the method it was using to correct it was just and that the people administering the correction were doing God’s work in the most literal sense available to them. The Tribunal had been wrong. Its certainty had been real. Both of these things were simultaneously true and Seville was the city most fully aware of both simultaneously.

The Castle of San Jorge in Triana, on the far bank of the Guadalquivir, had been the Tribunal’s headquarters for two and a half centuries. It was now a small museum. The Plaza de San Francisco, in the center of the city, had been the location of the public autos-da-fé. He had stood in the Plaza on his first visit and had looked at the paving stones and had thought: this is where the certainty was performed. The certainty had not been hidden. The certainty had been the point. The performance had been the institution’s way of communicating to itself and to the population that the diagnoses it was making about the souls in its custody were so accurate that they justified the method of their delivery.

He had walked, on his first visit, with the recognition of a person who had been working for forty years on a framework that was structurally identical to what Seville had institutionally embodied for three centuries. The framework was rigorous. The Tribunal had been rigorous. The framework’s diagnoses were accurate. The Tribunal’s diagnoses had been, in many cases, accurate also. The framework had developed a method of confronting the diagnosed with the precision of the diagnosis. The Tribunal had developed a method of confronting the diagnosed with the precision of the diagnosis. The two methods differed in their specifics. They did not differ in their architecture.

He had not, on his first visit, allowed this recognition to develop further. The visit had been preparation for the lesson. The recognition had been a footnote.

He was here, on this visit, to let the recognition develop.

He walked from Santa Justa station through streets that had been the location of three hundred years of the most precisely documented institutional wrath in European history. The heat of the late May afternoon was the dry, surfaced heat that Seville produced in May, before the wet June heat began, the heat that the city had been negotiating since the Almohads laid out the Aljama quarter in the twelfth century. The orange trees along Calle Luis Montoto were in late flower, the white blossoms falling onto the pavement, the air carrying the specific scent that Andalusian writers had been describing for a thousand years as the smell of Seville: orange and dust and stone heated through a long day.

He carried a single leather satchel. He wore the dark linen suit he wore in southern European cities in late spring. He was sixty-one years old and the suit had been altered three times across the years to accommodate the way his shoulders had settled. He walked the way he had walked since he was forty, which was the careful walk of a man who had chosen to do without a car and had developed, across thirty years of European cities, a relationship to walking distances that made the absence of the car a matter of preference rather than economy.

The hotel was a small establishment on Calle Mateos Gago, three minutes from the Cathedral, which he had stayed in seventeen months ago and had remembered. It was not a famous hotel. It had been built into the shell of a sixteenth-century house, the patio open to the sky, the rooms small and white, the floors the cool terracotta tile that absorbed the heat and released it slowly through the night. The proprietor was a woman in her sixties who recognized him from the previous stay and asked after his health in the Andalusian way that was not a formal courtesy but a real question.

“Está cansado,” she said, when she had handed him the key. You’re tired.

“Del tren,” he said. From the train.

She looked at him a moment longer than the exchange required. She had read, in the seventeen months between his visits, the local papers. She had read, in the local papers, about the lawyer who had been found in the Cathedral’s chapter house in October. She knew, in the way that proprietors of small hotels in tourist neighborhoods knew, that there had been external investigators in and out of Seville for six weeks. She did not know that he was one of them. She knew only that he was a foreign scholar who carried a leather satchel and slept poorly. She put no further question to him. She handed him the key and turned back to the desk.

The room was on the third floor, at the back of the building, the window facing east across the rooftops of the Barrio Santa Cruz to where the Giralda rose against the late sun. He set the satchel on the bed and stood at the window for a moment and looked at the bell tower.

The Giralda had been the minaret of the Almohad Great Mosque before it had been the bell tower of the Cathedral. The Almohads had built it in 1184. The Castilians had taken Seville in 1248 and had kept the minaret and added a Renaissance belfry in the sixteenth century. The same stone had served two certainties. The combination was Seville: a building that was honest about what it was made of and refused to pretend it had originally been anything other than what it had been.

He looked at the Giralda for several minutes. He thought: this is the building that has watched the city’s certainties be wrong. It was a minaret. It is now a bell tower. It will be, in the next certainty, whatever the next certainty requires it to be. The stone is patient.

He turned from the window and opened the satchel.

The satchel contained what it had always contained: the leather-bound notebook, the fountain pen and the spare cartridges of dark blue ink, two changes of shirt and a second linen jacket, the toiletries kit, a copy of Augustine’s Confessions in the Verheijen Latin edition he had used since Tübingen, a paperback edition of Evagrius’s Praktikos, and the curriculum folder. The folder was black calfskin, plain, the size of a large envelope. It contained the seven parchments. He set the folder on the small writing table by the window and did not open it.

He had been revising the framework for three weeks. Since Prague. Since understanding that the reader had changed the curriculum by saving two people who were supposed to receive diagnoses rather than lives.

He thought about the reader, briefly, as he had been thinking about the reader for three weeks. He thought: Mateo. The reader had a name. He had known the name for eight months. He had not used the name in his notebook. He had referred to the reader as the reader with the academic distance of a writer who had wanted to keep the relationship at the level of correspondence. The relationship had now exceeded correspondence. The reader had taken the curriculum’s diagnostic apparatus and had applied it to a living person and the living person was alive and was in possession of the diagnosis and had begun to do something with it that the curriculum had not anticipated.

He was arriving in Seville not to teach the sixth lesson — the sixth lesson had been taught six weeks ago. Alejandro Navarro, sixty-one years old, ecclesiastical lawyer, had been found in the Cathedral’s chapter house in the posture that the staging had required: seated in the central canonical chair, head slightly inclined, the Latin annotation Ira placed in his folded hands. The lesson was complete. The parchment had been recovered by the Interpol Spain unit and was now part of the investigation’s file. Detective Alicia Vega and her team had been in Seville since October. The investigation had been in Seville for four weeks before he had returned and had been in Seville for two weeks since.

He was arriving because the framework revision required Seville’s specific honesty to complete it. He needed to stand in the city of the Inquisition and think about wrath and certainty and the cost of both, and he needed to do this before Edinburgh.

Edinburgh was fourteen days away.

He had given himself fourteen days. The number was not arbitrary. He had calculated that fourteen days was the minimum interval required to walk through a city, read it completely, and arrive at the structural recognition the city was offering. He had used the same interval in Rome and in Florence and in Tübingen, when he had needed to read his own city after returning to it from a long absence. The framework had been built on these intervals.

He sat down at the writing table. He opened the notebook to the next blank page. He uncapped the fountain pen. He wrote at the top of the page, in the careful academic hand he had been using since he was twenty-two:

Seville, May. Day One. I have arrived to revise the framework. I have fourteen days. I have come back to the city of the sixth lesson because the city is the most honest city in Europe about the cost of certainty and the framework’s revision requires that honesty.

He looked at what he had written. He thought: this is the most direct first entry I have made in a notebook in forty years. The framework was always premised on indirection. The diagnoses were arrived at by triangulation. The lessons were delivered by staging. The Latin annotations communicated through symbols. The directness of this first sentence is the first symptom of the revision.

He capped the pen. He closed the notebook. He went to the window again and looked at the Giralda turning copper in the falling light.

He thought: Edinburgh in fourteen days.

He thought: the reader has been in Edinburgh for three weeks already. The detective has been with him. They have been waiting.

He thought: I am the one who is late.

The light continued to fall. The Giralda continued to hold its color longer than the rest of the city, the way the tall buildings did. He stood at the window until the bell rang for the evening’s first hour and the swallows began their evening flight above the rooftops in the patterns they had been flying every evening of his life and every evening of every life that had been lived in this city for a thousand years.

Then he turned from the window and went down to the small restaurant on the ground floor and ate a plate of cold soup and a piece of grilled fish and drank one glass of the dry white wine of the region, and he ate alone, and he ate slowly, and he did not open the notebook again that day.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The Sixth Lesson Reviewed

Day Two — Wednesday Morning

[image: ]He reviewed the sixth lesson in his notebook on the second morning.

He had slept badly. He had not been sleeping well for the eight months since the reader had appeared in the curriculum’s correspondence and had not slept well for the three weeks since Prague. He had reached the point in a man’s relationship to insomnia at which he no longer expected to sleep well and prepared for the night with the same modest expectations he prepared for a long meeting with an opponent — the night would do what it would do, and he would attend to what it produced.

He woke at five. He lay in the small white room at the back of the hotel and listened to the city beginning. The first bell from the Cathedral at six. The first bread carts on the Calle Mateos Gago. The voice of the proprietor’s husband, two floors below, beginning the morning’s work in the small kitchen. The sound of water in the patio fountain that he had not noticed yesterday because he had been too tired to notice anything. The fountain ran continuously. He thought about this. He thought about a city that maintained a fountain at the center of every house because the city had been built in a climate where the sound of running water was a form of consolation older than theology.

He rose at six-thirty. He dressed. He went down to the small dining room and took the strong coffee and the plain bread with olive oil that the proprietor had set out, and he ate without conversation, and he returned to the room at seven and opened the notebook.

The morning light came in across the eastern rooftops at the angle Seville’s light came at in May, which was the angle of a city built at thirty-seven degrees of latitude where the morning light was already, by seven o’clock, beginning to be the day’s main argument. He set the notebook on the writing table by the window. He opened it to the Navarro section. He read.

Alejandro Navarro, sixty-one years old. Twenty-two years as a senior advocate in the Spanish Church’s legal division, specializing in property restitution, institutional liability, and the canonical management of financial disputes between the Church and civil claimants. A man who had spent twenty-two years finding legal grounds to deny claims that were, in many cases, morally legitimate, and who had found those grounds with the specific conviction of a person who believed, genuinely, that the institution’s interests and the interests of justice were identical.

He read his own pre-lesson research with the attention he always brought to completed work. The research was sound. Navarro had argued one hundred and eighty-three cases on behalf of the Spanish Church’s legal division between 2003 and 2025. He had argued each of them with the procedural fluency of a man who had memorized the canon law and the Spanish civil code and the relevant European Union directives and could find, in any of the three corpuses, the procedural element that could be used to delay an unfavorable outcome by months or, more frequently, years. He had not argued unjust cases. He had argued cases the institution had asked him to argue. He had argued them as an officer of the institution. He had believed, with the genuine clarity of a man who had been formed by the institution, that the institution’s continuity required the cases to be argued.

Forty-seven of the cases had involved individual claimants seeking restitution from the Church for documented institutional failures — clergy abuse settlements, disability and pension claims by former employees, property restitution claims by congregations the Church had absorbed and then closed. Of the forty-seven, Navarro had filed procedural objections in all of them. The objections had delayed the cases an average of four point three years. Six of the cases had not been resolved at the time of his death. The claimants in the six cases were still waiting. Three of the claimants had died waiting.

He had researched the forty-seven cases over eleven months. He had researched them with the diagnostic attention the framework required. He had arrived, after eleven months, at the diagnosis:

The sin: ira in its unjust form. Not the rage. The calm institutional anger that expressed itself as the methodical denial of what was due. The wrath that wore the face of the law and called itself justice while serving power. Aquinas, in the Summa, had distinguished the just and unjust forms of anger by their direction: the just anger was directed at the violation; the unjust anger was directed at the violated. Navarro’s anger had been directed at the violated. Across twenty-two years. With the institutional protection of canonical and civil and corporate procedures that had given the anger an architecture that the violated could not dismantle without the resources Navarro had been deployed to make them spend.

The staging had been the Cathedral’s chapter house because the chapter house was where canonical legal decisions had been made for six hundred years and because placing the subject in the seat of institutional authority at the moment of his confrontation with the diagnosis was the most precise argument the staging could make. The canonical chair at the chapter house’s center had been the chair of the chair of the canons — the senior cleric who presided over the chapter’s deliberations. Navarro had not held this office. He had served at the chapter’s pleasure. The staging had placed him in the chair he had served and not held. The argument was: this is the seat you served. This is what the seat is.

The annotations on the wrath parchment had been Ira and, below the Roman numeral VI, iustitia. The Latin had been precise. The annotation had communicated to the reader that the sixth lesson was about the distinction between just and unjust wrath. The annotation had communicated to Sonya Logan’s unit, which had been reading the parchments across the previous five cases, that the curriculum’s theological framework continued to operate from the four cardinal virtues of the classical tradition — prudence, justice, fortitude, temperance — as the answer to the seven capital sins. The parchment had been placed in Navarro’s folded hands.

He read all of this with the attention of a person reading a completed proof. The proof was sound. He read it twice. He turned the page in the notebook to the lesson notes he had made in the week after the lesson, in November, before he had gone to Prague.

He read: The sixth lesson was completed with the precision the framework required. The diagnosis was accurate. The staging was precise. The annotations were correct. The lesson was taught.

He read this with the attention he always brought to completed work. The diagnosis had been accurate. The staging had been precise. The lesson had been taught correctly.

He had felt, reviewing it, something he had not felt reviewing the previous lessons. He had felt uncertain about it.

Not uncertain about the diagnosis. Navarro’s sin had been real and had been real for twenty-two years and had been studied for sixteen months with the precision the curriculum required. He was not uncertain about the diagnosis.

He was uncertain about the method.

He picked up the fountain pen. He uncapped it. He wrote in his notebook, beneath the November lesson notes:

For the first time in six lessons I am uncertain whether the lesson was the correct method of delivery for the diagnosis I had made. Navarro was guilty of the institutional wrath that denied twenty-two years of legitimate claims in the name of an institution he served with complete conviction. The diagnosis was accurate. The lesson was the method I had developed across forty years of the framework.

He paused. He looked out the window. The light had moved across the rooftops in the time he had been writing. The Giralda was now in full sun. The swallows had finished their morning flight and were resting on the wires above the patio of the building across the street. He thought about the swallows for a moment because the swallows were undemanding and he wanted, briefly, to think about something that did not require him.

He returned to the page. He wrote:

The reader delivered Renard’s diagnosis to a living person. Renard received it. Renard is alive. The diagnosis is in Renard’s possession. He can do something with it.

He looked at what he had written.

He wrote: Navarro cannot do anything with his diagnosis. He is dead. The diagnosis is precise and complete and exists only as a record in the Interpol investigation’s files and in my notebook. It serves no purpose beyond the precision itself.

He looked at this for a very long time.

He thought: the precision is real. The precision was the work of sixteen months of research and forty years of method. The precision is the framework’s principal claim to the rigor that distinguished the curriculum from the institutional wrath it diagnosed. Without the precision, the curriculum was indistinguishable from what it was correcting. The precision was the curriculum’s only honest difference from the Tribunal of the Holy Office.

He thought: and yet the precision now serves no recipient. The recipient is dead. The recipient cannot examine the precision. The recipient cannot dispute the precision. The recipient cannot — most importantly — be changed by the precision.

He thought: change. The recipient cannot be changed by the precision.

He thought: I had not, until this morning, formulated the framework’s purpose in terms of changing the recipient. I had formulated it in terms of producing the precise record. The record was the artifact. The artifact was the curriculum’s product. The recipient’s reception of the artifact had been incidental to the artifact’s production.

He thought: this is wrong. The curriculum cannot be premised on the production of an artifact that has no audience. The audience was always the diagnosed. The diagnosed cannot receive the artifact when the artifact arrives in the form of the lesson. The lesson has been the form because the lesson was the form I designed for the curriculum. The diagnosed has been dead because the lesson required the death. The architecture has been circular.

He wrote in the notebook: The architecture has been circular. The precision serves the record. The record exists for no one. The lesson required the death. The death was required by the lesson rather than by the diagnosis. The diagnosis did not require the death.

He looked at this. He underlined the last sentence. Twice.

He capped the pen. He sat for a moment. He thought: this is the first underline I have made in the notebook for a sentence I have written rather than for a sentence I have quoted. The underlining was reserved for the citations from the tradition.

He thought: and yet the sentence is at the level of the tradition’s sentences. The sentence is true. The diagnosis did not require the death. The diagnosis required the diagnosis. The death was the lesson’s choice.

He sat with this. The light continued its movement. The morning continued. He understood, slowly, that he had arrived at the beginning of the revision.

The revision was: the diagnosis is correct; the method is not.

He understood that he would spend the next thirteen days writing in this notebook and walking in this city, and that the writing and the walking would produce, by the end of the thirteenth day, the framework’s revision in the form he could bring to Edinburgh.

He thought: I am sixty-one years old and I am beginning the revision of forty years of work on the second morning of fourteen days in the city of the Inquisition.

He thought: this is appropriate. This is, in fact, the only place this could have been begun.

He opened the notebook to a fresh page. At the top, in the small precise hand he reserved for the work of the day rather than the records of the past, he wrote the date and the place: Seville, Day Two, May. Below it he wrote: The revision begins.

He looked at the page. He went down to the small dining room and asked the proprietor’s husband for a second coffee, and he drank it standing in the patio next to the running fountain, and he listened to the water and thought about the sixth lesson and what it had cost the framework, and after twenty minutes he went back up to the room and continued.
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