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			But who may abide the day of his coming? and who shall stand when he appeareth? for he is like a refiner’s fire, and like fullers’ soap:

			 

			And he shall sit as a refiner and purifier of silver: and he shall purify the sons of Levi, and purge them as gold and silver, that they may offer unto the Lord an offering in righteousness.

			 

			Then shall the offering of Judah and Jerusalem be pleasant unto the Lord, as in the days of old, and as in former years.

			 

			Malachi 3: 2-4
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			PARIS

			The being free was the thing, that and knowing the truth. Frank didn’t get a high from breaking rules for the sake of it the way some of his friends did. Frank saw rules and laws as strands of opinion, some right and some wrong. Those that made sense he’d go along with no problem, those that didn’t (in the words of Karl Marx) were part of a system of oppression that should be opposed. A law is a line in the sand Frank thought, a stripe of red thread like that game the girls in primary school used to play with a piece of elastic, a game that was really a set of rituals you had to memorise, the elastic creeping higher and higher up the legs of the girls with each new move.

			Like the Goldberg Variations (BWV 988), the longer the game went on the more complex it became, the more highly charged. Frank remembered how one of the teachers had yelled at him for watching the girls: Frank Landau come away from there at once haven’t you got anything better to do? Mrs Webster (aka the spider) thought he’d been staring at the girls’ legs, trying to see up their skirts probably, though in fact Frank had been admiring the patterns they made, the way the elastic crossed and uncrossed in a kind of slow fractal. No one even noticed he was watching until the spider yelled at him, until his cheeks and neck burned red and his insides churned as if they’d been injected with a hot greasy liquid.

			He went to hide out in the locker room, the elastic patterns still folding and unfolding inside his brain like the coloured chips of glass inside a kaleidoscope. He remembered the first time he’d heard the Goldberg Variations, almost exactly two years (six hundred and ninety-eight days) after the spider yelled at him for staring at the girls, and how the patterns in the music made him think of the patterns the girls had made with their strip of elastic.

			The record (Peter Serkin RCA 1965) belonged to his gran and on the day Frank first heard Bach he was twelve years old and it was summer, the tall French windows of his grandmother’s living room thrown open to the garden. In the years since, Frank had listened to the Goldberg Variations hundreds of times. He could not say exactly how many, he wished he’d kept count. Sometimes it really bugged him that he hadn’t but it was too late now no good no point thinking about it really but he knew it had been hundreds. The Goldberg Variations were imprinted in his memory like a blueprint like code. Frank liked to think there was a part of his brain that only became fully engaged when he listened to Bach.

			What if Bach was his trigger his activation meme an attraction that had been implanted, like with his dad? Frank thought about this a lot worried about it sometimes but there were some things you couldn’t know for sure which meant it was probably safer to pretend you hadn’t noticed. Frank owned fourteen different recordings of the Goldberg Variations. His four favourites in ascending order were András Schiff (ECM 2002), Glenn Gould (Sony 1955), Angela Hewitt (Hyperion 1999), Peter Serkin (RCA 1965). Serkin would always be his favourite because it was the first recording he had heard. There was a limit to what you could do with pre-digital recordings but Frank didn’t mind the bumps and crackles, they gave the sound depth.

			Frank wondered more and more about the possibility that Johann Sebastian Bach had never existed, that he was an artificial construct planted in the historical archive to rationalise the existence of his music. That Bach’s music was not simply music but an alien code. There was a friend of his friend Eddie named Janet Glass who was sometimes on the forums who was converting the whole of Bach’s oeuvre into computer graphics. Sound maps she called them. No one really knew what they meant yet but Eddie had people working on it. Janet Glass wasn’t related to Philip Glass she said though it was an interesting coincidence.

			The Voyager space probe was launched on August 20th 1977 which was ten years almost to the hour before Frank was born. On board the Voyager was a disc of sound recordings called the Golden Record which included three recordings of music by J. S. Bach: Brandenburg Concerto No. 2 in F major BWV 1047 second movement (Munich Bach Orchestra/Karl Richter), Partita for Solo Violin No. 3 BWV 1006 Gavotte en Rondeau (Arthur Grumiaux) and the Prelude and Fugue in C major BWV 870 (Glenn Gould). The programme for the Golden Record had been chosen by a committee of academics from Harvard University chaired by the astronomer and cosmologist Carl Sagan. In the case of Bach most of all Frank found their choices curious even suspect, all three of them in major keys and when you listened to them together as a group they lacked depth they lacked significance like grazing the surface of Bach instead of diving deep. Frank thought this was probably down to the influence of Carl Sagan who everyone on LAvventura agreed had been an FBI stooge.

			 

			The n-men were back. Frank first noticed one in Superdrug, a guy in a herringbone jacket with a brown leather briefcase. His facial features were so symmetrical they seemed to vanish in the crowd, the kind of guy you’d find it hard to say afterwards what he looked like, the kind who if he were in a police line-up you’d never pick out. Frank wouldn’t have noticed him if he hadn’t been on the lookout. The n-men started appearing about a week after he first posted on LAvventura which might have been a coincidence except it wasn’t. LAvventura was where he’d met Eddie. Frank felt the connection between them at once, like the lines of magnetic force between binary stars.

			When Frank told his girlfriend Rachel his connection with Eddie was preordained, that Eddie understood the propensity of the avant-garde for uprooting conventional thinking for mounting a defence against hostile mind control she said I know you believe it Frankie and I believe in you.

			He and Rachel met when they were both fifteen. Frank remembered those crappy roller skates he had back then, the kind that buckled on over your shoes with the metal sliders. Right through the summer evenings weekends holidays he and his brother Michael and a load of other kids used to skate all over the estate down the back alleyways the concrete ramps that led to the garage blocks the avenues the crescents the drives. The sound of roller blades on tarmac was the sound of summer, the constant rumbling along dustbin alley fringed with nettles and brambles and cow parsley and chain-link fencing the lane that led from the good estate to the bad estate.

			Kids shuttled between the two estates all the time especially in summer in spite of the parents of the kids from the good estate trying to put a stop to it. The two estates were sometimes at war though more often they joined forces climbing on the roofs of the garages chasing each other across the prairies of their neighbours’ back gardens.

			Rachel was from the good estate. Her dad was a sales rep for Bovril, her mum was a radiography nurse. Rachel had no brothers or sisters. Rachel’s parents seemed to hold back from Frank to begin with but in the end they got used to him being around. You’ve become part of the furniture, haven’t you? Rachel’s mum Ricky said to him once, Ricky short for Frederica though Frank never dared call her either he called her Mrs Gabon.

			Frank was from the bad estate but the good part of the bad estate. Frank’s mother Emily had bought their council house under ­Thatcher’s Right to Buy scheme. Frank didn’t remember Thatcher not really not from when she was in power though he’d seen videos of her from afterwards, going to the shops in a headscarf that was meant to disguise her but didn’t. Thatcher was definitely one of them, but she was over now, she had outlived her usefulness and Frank had the feeling she’d probably been abandoned. That’s why she went mad later, because she couldn’t remember who she was any more. Frank might even have felt sorry for her if Emily hadn’t hated her so much because that’s what they did with people, used them up then threw them away like dirty dishrags.

			At least we got the house out of her, Emily always said (meaning Thatcher) it’s not a bad place to live.

			Frank’s brother Michael was five years younger than him and their sister Faith was five years younger than Michael. Frank liked to think of them as three fives are fifteen because five was a good number thank goodness a number that gave them some protection against the n-men. Michael and Faith’s dad Gavin still dropped round occasionally though Frank didn’t feel comfortable around him and made a point of being out if he knew he was coming.

			Frank’s dad’s name was Adrian Skeaping. Frank remembered him less than he remembered Thatcher though when he was younger he’d used to send him stuff, postcards Christmas cards badges, photos he’d cut out of magazines which he’d post to the last address Emily had for him which was in Bristol. Frank never told anyone he’d tried to contact his dad, not even Rachel and he’d never received a reply because Dad had been shipped out most likely that’s what happened with people in the program they were always being reassigned and moved away to avoid discovery.

			Adrian Skeaping was keeping out of sight in order to protect his son.

			What was he like? Frank had asked Emily when he was ten.

			Emily sighed folded her arms shook her head. He was young, she said. We both were. I’m sorry Frankie but you’re best off letting him go.

			Letting him go, like releasing a balloon string, or donating a jacket to Oxfam because it no longer fitted. When he was younger the thought of his father out in the world fighting to keep them safe made Frank feel less anxious even hopeful though the more he discovered about the program the harsh reality of it the more Adrian Skeaping seemed to recede from him, to become lost, something you couldn’t do anything about like closed-down pubs and fake news and his friend Jayden Lotz who he used to hang about with on the estate. Jay was arrested for possession (ten grams) then got stabbed to death by some Britain First thugs while he was on remand.

			Jay usually came top in maths. Jay had an old-fashioned Dictaphone he’d bought on the market he used for recording street sounds for his rap compositions. Britain First were part of the old order, that’s what Eddie said, intellectual dinosaurs headed for extinction but for now they were a fact of life.

			A fact of life, like Frank’s love for Rachel. A fact of life, like the war.

			 

			Their house had four bedrooms, an open-plan kitchen and dining room and (because it was on a corner plot) a massive garden. The good part of the bad estate backed on to a parcel of overgrown wasteland they called the copse. Frank liked being on the copse especially in summer liked the long grass the stands of foxgloves and dandelions the brown stream flickering with tadpoles they called the Amazon. You found all sorts of stuff on the copse: old pram wheels and broken radios and shards of pottery, glass bottles from before World War Two. Frank liked to collect the bottles and the pottery especially, the edge of a plate with a pattern of daisies half a teacup with a golden rim a green (salt-glazed) pepper pot with its stopper missing. Digging around on the copse made him feel like Red Schuhart the stalker in Roadside Picnic the novel by Arkady and Boris Strugatsky (1972/1977).

			The copse was like the zone in Roadside Picnic: a patch of land where strange things happened where you could go sometimes to think about the world a territory people thought they understood but actually didn’t. Roadside Picnic was important because it proved the Strugatsky brothers had understood what was really going on.

			 

			Frank remembered seeing Rachel at school sometimes but he had never spoken to her. He knew girls thought he was weird but he didn’t really care. He could look at girls online if he wanted but mostly he didn’t bother. The first time he spoke to Rachel was on the copse. She was sitting by herself on the part of the copse called the meadow where kids sometimes played football. Frank could taste the dryness of pollen at the back of his throat and in his nostrils, smell the perfume of warm grass. Rachel had long pieces of grass stuck to the back of her legs also a heart-shaped yellow leaf and her feet were bare, her trainers on the ground beside her with her socks stuffed inside. Frank wondered what she was doing there and why she was alone. Normally it was Frank who was alone, and when Rachel looked up suddenly it was like a camera going off, freezing the moment in place before the present fell into the past and was gone forever.

			Hi, Rachel said.

			I can go if you want, if you’re busy.

			I’m not busy, just thinking. I like it out here.

			I do too, Frank said. He felt amazed he had even spoken and maybe he hadn’t maybe he just thought he had, I do too, a stupid sound like a bird sound like a pigeon cooing. He sat down on the grass. He wondered if this was how future kings felt when they realised that one day they’d be actual kings. He and Rachel talked about school stuff (which classes they were in which teachers were OK and which were idiots) and none of it mattered at all except they were together.

			Then Rachel asked him what kind of music he liked. I like David Bowie, she said. Ziggy Stardust is my favourite album ever.

			Frank had heard of David Bowie but he had never listened to him. I like Johann Sebastian Bach, he said. I like the Goldberg Variations.

			That’s cool, Rachel said. Bowie’s into classical he likes all kinds of weird music. Sometimes I think he might actually be Ziggy, you know, like an alien from Mars or somewhere. She laughed. I saw Mars once, she added, through a telescope at the space centre in Florida. We went there on holiday two years ago. I’d love to go again.

			She leaned back on her hands. Weren’t you ill or something last year? she said. You were off school for ages.

			I was in hospital, Frank said. Generalised Anxiety Disorder, which meant no one knew what was wrong with him, and how could he describe the terror that came in waves and that stopped him from sleeping? The terror had been his awakening, he realised that now, the first sign of them. He knew because his father had told him in a dream. Frank’s heart rate leaped from resting to racing as he asked himself how he could answer Rachel’s question without telling her a lie because he knew if he lied to her now (there’s nothing going on here you moron she already thinks you’re a weirdo so just say you broke your leg or something no one knows why you were in there except Mum and Michael) this moment would end.

			I was having problems digesting food, he said, which was true so far as it went, at least it gave him a breathing space more time to think.

			That must have been awful, said Rachel. I hate hospitals. I had to stay in overnight once when I had a tooth pulled and it freaked me out.

			And that seemed to be that at least for now no further questions ladies and gentlemen of the jury as if his breakdown at the age of fourteen had never happened. Frank felt light as spider silk light as tumbleweed.

			You could come to ours for tea, if you want, he said. We could listen to some music. He felt amazed at himself for having spoken for having dared to think of himself even for a second as someone she would want to see again, and in the nameless echoing interval between his speaking the words and the thing itself happening Frank went into town to the second-hand music store Boomtown Records. There was an HMV in the mall but the staff there (college kids punk kids) made him feel nervous not like Mr Hannigan in his glasses and cardigan who let him browse without saying a word unless Frank asked a question.

			Frank looked in the David Bowie section and found a second-hand CD of The Rise and Fall of Ziggy Stardust and the Spiders from Mars (RCA Victor 1972) for £3.50.

			An unusual choice for you said Mr Hannigan when he took it to the counter.

			It’s a present Frank said for a friend. He felt panicky out of his depth but Mr Hannigan only nodded and said good choice Bowie’s a great artist which made everything all right again. Frank paid for the CD then went straight home and up to his room where he played Ziggy Stardust and the Spiders from Mars three times in a row through his headphones because he didn’t want anyone to know what he was listening to until he worked out how he felt about Rachel’s music.

			The album cover showed Ziggy Stardust who was also Bowie standing on the lighted doorstep of a club called K.West (pronounced Quest not Kay West Rachel told him later) under a violet twilight sky somewhere in London. There were cars pulled up at the kerb which looked like spies’ cars, their outlines distorted by a crack in the jewel case Frank hoped would not grow any larger because that was what happened sometimes with second-hand CD cases they got brittle and broke.

			The music was a part of his life now whether he liked it or not and for those first three times he played the album he honestly didn’t know if he could get used to that kind of music though he found it easier to imagine liking it when he thought about Rachel sitting on the floor of her bedroom holding the CD case in her hand, unfolding the liner so she could read the lyrics along with the music.

			In the end and after five play-throughs Frank felt able to say he liked the song Five Years best something about the harmonic progression and because the music was in ¾ time which was a comfort zone for him. He copied the lyrics on to a separate sheet of paper so he could study them properly and found he couldn’t get the images out of his head after that, the crying newsreader especially he could not forget.

			Is the song about an alien invasion? he asked Rachel three days after when they listened to the album together for the first time. Emily hadn’t batted an eyelid when they came in together just said oh hi you must be Rachel. She asked if Rachel liked spaghetti Bolognese then went back to studying her OU module papers spread out on the kitchen table the same as always.

			Your mum’s cool, said Rachel, later.

			She’s studying for a degree, Frank said. Politics and sociology.

			I’m not sure what the song means, Rachel said. I’ve always thought it’s more like the aliens are coming to save us, because we’ve made such a mess of the world. You like it, then? she said, resting her back against the side of the bed just the way he’d imagined and Frank said he liked the way Bowie used science-fiction imagery, the way he mixed it up with ideas about rock and roll, he found it more interesting each time he listened. The way he uses musical form, Frank said, grabs hold of it really.

			Rachel laughed but only gently then punched his arm and said what are you like?

			A week after buying the CD Frank began to think his favourite track might actually be Rock ’n’ Roll Suicide which was also in ¾ time and used a similar set of harmonies to Five Years but the song’s meaning, mood and direction were practically the opposite. It wasn’t until much later that Frank realised hearing Ziggy Stardust for the first time marked the moment he became properly switched on to what was happening, that the album was not just an album but a private message. The first fall had been his awakening but now they knew he was ready to learn the truth. Bowie’s lyrics had been listened to by millions of people all over the world but only a few of them would come to realise they were about the war.

			If Frank had not met Rachel he would never have heard Bowie which meant Rachel was part of the message though it was better she didn’t know that because not knowing would help keep her safe.

			Love you’re not alone, Frank thought, and the thought was precious was everything was pure Rachel.

			 

			Frank knew the n-men would interpret his contact with Eddie as some sort of milestone. The day after they first spoke on the phone (Eddie was in Geneva he said at a film festival) Frank wrote him a letter care of his department at the university. Eddie said they should start using snail mail in preference to email unless it was urgent. Eddie wasn’t keen on mobile communications of any kind, a nervousness Frank shared because the digital pathways were so easy to track to hack to record and even when you were being careful there would be lapses. Lapses were what the n-men depended on what they got off on.

			The marvellous thing about snail mail was that no one cared about it. The small miracle of pen on paper, the slow passing of information of thoughts of ideas that would carry on being his until the envelope was opened yet at the same time belonged to Eddie from the second Frank dropped the envelope into the post box. Like sending an email in slow motion, the slow spray of data through the fabric of space, a burgeoning of spores like the vortex of midges that swarmed the copse at twilight or after rain.

			For Frank the anxiety of knowing he was under surveillance was less than the anxiety of being spied on in secret. You could even say there was something energising in knowing for sure, a sense of forward momentum even of power yet he knew he should be careful not so much of them as of himself of the ceaseless careless unspooling of his unguarded thoughts.

			The first fall when it finally happened had come upon him quickly, overwhelming his senses with their senses, his thoughts with their thoughts, that intolerable hum. A hum like a swarm of bees like a pinpoint diamond drill against human bone. Three months in Woodside View that seemed to pass in an instant that lasted forever. Sometimes when he couldn’t sleep Frank found himself circling the idea that he might still be in there, the impregnable fire door marked Admissions the iron bar that slid across with a thunk as they led you inside.

			I was fourteen, Frank wrote in a letter to Eddie. Michael wanted to visit but they wouldn’t let him.

			When he finally told Rachel about his breakdown his teeth started chattering. Rachel took hold of his hand. She seemed utterly calm.

			Tell me about the war, she said. I want to understand. When will it begin?

			Frank shook his head. No one knows exactly. This isn’t a normal war with bombs and bullets. Some people think the war has started already. He closed his eyes. It’s not schizophrenia. I don’t hear voices. I know that’s what the doctors think but they don’t know because they don’t listen. They think they’ve got me sewn up and that’s the problem because they don’t pay attention. What I hear is more like a sound, he added. A kind of vibration.

			Like white noise?

			He nodded. Like electricity. Or like a magnet. Like I can feel the force in my body. It’s as if the Earth itself knows it’s under attack and the hum is like an early warning system.

			So there’s still time to bring people together? Rachel said. Time to get more information?

			Frank squeezed her hand. He felt breathless with relief light-headed flying like they both weighed nothing. Rachel had heard had listened and she was still by his side.

			Ow, Rachel said. You’re hurting. She laughed. It’s OK Frankie I know you didn’t mean to. She kissed him on the forehead then again on the lips. His chest already felt lighter his breathing less painful. He was beginning to think there was a chance the war could be won.

			That girl is a wonder, his mother said when Frank was finally back at home after his second fall the year he finished college. He was inside for six months that time and Rachel had been in to visit him every day.

			Yes she is, Frank had agreed and now in the Café du Nord the restaurant-bistro at 19 rue de Dunkerque pictured on the postcard Eddie had sent him confirming their meeting-place, now as the garçon brought him the steak sandwich with frites he’d ordered and as he kept watch on the street outside not through the window because that would be foolish but in the heavily ornate gold-framed mirror behind the bar he thought about Rachel and her being a wonder and how hard that must be. She had carried the weight of his fear and kept on loving him. Kept on loving him through the years, kept on loving him even now when it must be obvious even to her that he was powerless against the might of what was coming.

			Frank gazed into the mirror so hard and so long he forgot about his food forgot he was supposed to be sitting there looking inconspicuous just a guy eating a meal while he waited for Eddie. The street in the mirror seemed less solid than it ought to be, its edges softer than the reality inside the café as if he and the café were in a film and the world outside the window just a fake background. He began to wonder if the mirror was not really a mirror but some sort of camera. He tried to concentrate on his sandwich, to hold panic at bay by focusing on familiar details as he’d been taught to do at Woodside then just as the panic started bleeding through again Eddie tapped him on the shoulder slid on to a chair.

			You’re early, he said, his smile relaxed and open and friendly as if they’d met many times as if they came to this café often which of course they never had before today. Frank had never seen Eddie before today except on a screen. His hair was blond and curly like an angel’s on a Christmas card only his face wasn’t an angel’s his face was a poet’s. He pushed his glasses up his nose, making them crooked. You looked really out of it just then, he said.

			Frank stared at him blankly. He couldn’t work out how he’d missed seeing Eddie arrive then realised he must have come in through the door at the back, which opened on to a different street. The explanation was simple and logical and Frank felt instantly calmer.

			Eddie raised an eyebrow. You can never tell who might be watching, you know.

			I’m sorry, Frank said. I was miles away.

			More than a hundred, it looked like. Eddie laughed, and his laugh was good-natured and easy and went with his hair. Frank felt the briefest stab of regret that Eddie de Groote the angel-haired poet was as doomed as they all were.

			We’re going to Marco’s, said Eddie. He glanced down at Frank’s steak. Aren’t you going to eat that?

			I’m not hungry, Frank said. He stuck a ten-euro note under the ketchup bottle and got to his feet already regretting not finishing the sandwich because in fact he felt ravenous exhausted diminished as if he’d been travelling all day and all night although the journey from London to Paris had taken less than three hours. Frank had never been in a foreign country before. The feeling was overwhelming like an attack of vertigo like the feeling he’d had when he came out of Woodside the second time. He kept thinking about the way Eddie had appeared so suddenly and without any warning which was exactly like the n-men how the n-men came and went although Eddie wasn’t one of them Eddie was his friend.

			And yet he could not deny there was a knowingness about him, a quality of hardness beneath his friendliness Frank had not been prepared for.

			And the way he had appeared, so suddenly.

			No Frankie you’re just tired Rachel said inside his mind and of course she was right.

			I’m ready, Frank said. He nodded. Let’s go.

			 

			Eddie was big on LAvventura because he made all kinds of connections. Connections between films and books and sometimes music, song lyrics mainly though he did know Bach quite well from talking with Janet and the Second Viennese School (Schoenberg Berg and Webern) who he called the brotherhood. Eddie’s theory was that art was more important than people realised, that art was a secret history of the war. A coded critical commentary on the structure of power he had called it once, a manifesto of resistance.

			Eddie had given Frank a reading list he was working his way through. Some of the titles had asterisks beside them which meant they were particularly important. One of these was The Tower.

			You might have trouble getting hold of a copy, Eddie had told him. It’s been out of print for decades. Once you read it you’ll understand why.

			Frank had managed to find a copy on the website of a bookshop in Cardiff (condition: acceptable/reading copy only/no dust jacket £40). He half-expected the book not to arrive but it did, the following day, mustard-yellow boards title and author name embossed on the spine in neat grey capitals. The book’s pages were coarse-grained almost chalky and slightly foxed. Slightly foxed meant spotted with rust as if a fox had brushed its tail over the paper.

			The story of the tower was set in the future. The main character was an American architect who was trying to rebuild his career in the aftermath of a war with an alien planet. He wins a commission to design a building that will stand as a memorial to the millions of dead. The architect wants to build the tower from a special type of rock that has to be imported from the alien world. The city planners say the project is too expensive but after a massive legal battle the architect gets the go-ahead and the conquest tower is built. What no one realises until it’s too late is that the rock the tower is built from is partly alive.

			The story gave Frank nightmares. He understood as soon as he read it that Eddie was right, that The Tower was a secret history of the war to come. A lot of the people on LAvventura the older members especially believed the covid-19 pandemic was part of the invasion strategy and Frank could see how they might think this although Eddie was sceptical. We’re talking about something much more insidious much more subtle, he said like the rock in The Tower which isn’t actually rock at all but a species of mould and the thing with mould, Frank said to Rachel when she asked him about it, is that you don’t notice it at first because it starts in damp dark places (cellars and outhouses) and because it spreads so slowly.

			And Eddie thinks this is what is happening to the Earth?

			Frank nodded. It’s like a preparatory stage, he said, to make Earth hospitable to alien life. The Tower was published in the 1950s. The guy who wrote it died years ago, he added, but he knew what was really going on.

			I’d like to read it Rachel said. Do you mind if I borrow it?

			Frank said he didn’t because how could he not but even so he was worried because the book was like the mould it could get inside you. When Rachel returned the book two days later she said she’d found the story powerful, frightening even especially the last part but surely it was just a story, like The Day of the Triffids.

			There’s no such thing as just a story, Frank said. You have to ask yourself where stories like that come from.

			From inside a writer’s head Rachel said from their imagination.

			Yes but ideas don’t come out of nowhere, they come out of what you see or think or feel in real life. The imagination is a way for writers to translate their experience, to show people things they wouldn’t notice or understand otherwise. The Day of the Triffids is the same story as The Tower, if you think about it, he said. People being blind to what’s really going on, the whole world changing around them and they refuse to see it.

			Words were slippery, Frank thought. So unlike code, or music, which had to be rendered perfectly or it wouldn’t run.

			 

			The first thing you see is a river, Frank read, the long green strips of water weed weaving to and fro in the underwater current. A small brown leaf is swept downstream and the weather is changing. Kris Kelvin stands alone on the riverbank. A layer of white mist drapes itself like a gossamer veil above the fields. Kelvin walks through the trees away from the river and towards a house. The doors leading to the veranda are open to the outside. The opening scenes of Tarkovsky’s Solaris have a mesmeric quality. Events, such as they are, play out almost in real-time. There is a darkness hanging over the scene that Kelvin does not see yet but that we the audience intuit as a vibration, a sub-audible hum of unease. Even before the storm breaks we understand that the wheels of an alien clockwork are already in motion. Most film students are not interested in Solaris within the context of alien intelligence. They talk of metaphor, of nostalgia, of political satire. When Stanislaw Lem wrote his original novel he was interested in all of these things. Yet many choose to forget he was also obsessed with alien language systems and coded modes of expression. As a science-fiction writer, Lem was genuinely open to the possibility of alien contact. There are few who choose to pursue these lines of enquiry as a part of Lem’s genius; Tarkovsky himself professed a complete lack of interest in science fiction. None of which takes anything away from the fact that as both film and novel, Solaris is the story of humanity’s first, overwhelming contact with an alien intelligence . . .

			Reading Eddie’s essay was like experiencing the movie again but in a different way. Each time Frank watched the opening of Solaris he found himself thinking the same thoughts: this is the beginning. The river so clear and so glistening Frank knew exactly how it would taste if he bent to drink from it: cold and heavier than tap water and flavoured faintly with green. What scared Frank most about this opening sequence was the idea that none of it was real, that Kris Kelvin was actually on the spaceship the whole time, that his childhood home was no more than a memory and a series of photographs. A fire in the snow, a horse whinnying in a thunderstorm, a teacup filled with rain.

			The music Tarkovsky had chosen for the opening titles was Bach’s Chorale Prelude in F minor BWV 639 Ich ruf’ zu Dir, Herr Jesu Christ. A supplication, said the sleeve notes, in times of despair, the music slow and gradual and patient as raindrops thumping against the windows on a wet afternoon. There was no way this choice of music could have been an accident. Against the background of the black-and-white title cards the melody seemed old and faded and crackling, the last music you would ever hear.

			 

			Marco’s flat was on the third floor of a modern block. Council flats Frank supposed if there was such a thing as council flats in Paris. They took a train from the Gare du Nord to a station north of the city. Frank had already forgotten what the place was called, its name reduced to a trace memory, black letters on a flaking signboard half-covered with graffiti. From the station they walked for twenty minutes or so through a neighbourhood of vacant lots and tatty strip malls, washing lines strung between the balconies of concrete apartment blocks, football fields cracked and balding from lack of rain the deeper into the zone the nearer to heaven.

			They crossed over a bridge spanning a five-lane highway, traffic speeding between Frank’s feet like clockwork mice. He knew he would not be able to find his way back to the station now even if he wanted to. The knowledge veered and butted against the walls of his mind like a crane fly trapped in his grandmother’s loggia in early October, drunk on the dregs of sunlight and too stupid to realise it could be swatted dead in less than a second. Frank hitched his rucksack higher up his shoulders. It felt heavier than when he’d got on the Eurostar yet Frank found himself numb with horror, overcome by the creeping conviction it contained less than it should, that he had forgotten to pack his travel plug, that he’d be unable to charge his phone to speak to Rachel.

			Eddie will have a travel plug he assured himself, there’s nothing to worry about. He wondered what Rachel was doing at that exact moment, though the idea of her seemed dreamlike, part of another universe altogether. I am removed from space and time Frank thought stop panicking.

			The guys will be here already, Eddie said. He was walking with his hands in his pockets dragging his feet slightly against the potholed tarmac his hair casting a tangled shadow across the pavement. They are eager to meet you in person, he added. You can never be sure, you know, when you’ve only spoken to someone online. If they’re serious, I mean, if they are for real.

			I’m serious, Frank said. He swallowed. His throat was bone dry and yes he thought that was probably all it was, he was hungry and thirsty, tired too, and Eddie was right, you couldn’t always tell what people were like or who they were working for. He’d been nervous himself when he and Eddie first got talking on LAvventura, and remember there’s no such thing as too careful, as too much information. He thought about what Rachel had said to him the evening before, about him not being strong enough to make this journey alone. He was still too vulnerable she’d insisted but he’d told her she was wrong, he had to do this, his future maybe their future depended on it.

			You can’t keep taking the weight of the world on your own shoulders, Frankie. You can’t go on like this or you’ll end up getting ill again.

			Ill again she’d said, as if illness were a recurring nightmare a beast of prey. He might keep ahead of it for a time but in the end it would run him down, leaping from overhead branches to bring him to ground.

			I thought you believed in me, he said. He saw the hurt in her eyes but he had no choice. He took both her hands in his and they sat like that for what seemed hours, the two of them side by side on the bed just holding hands.

			I do believe in you, she said at last. I’m worried that’s all. I wish you’d let me come with you.

			It’s too dangerous Frank had said, which should have made things worse but that was the thing with him and Rachel, in the end they always came back together because that was who they were. Rachel was still sort of crying but she was laughing at the same time because that was who they were.

			What are you like, Frankie, she said, and Frank had wanted to tell her how he saw everything all of a sudden, how his mind was like a kite like a paper aeroplane so high and so light he could fly on the wind he could soar above everything feel the G-force in the pit of his stomach see the world as it truly was the new world he had discovered the further into the zone the nearer to heaven. How in those moments of brightness and clarity he could see beyond what the doctors believed of him their falsely smiling hopes for him their insistence that he could be normal that he could fit in. Not realising even for a second how that was the problem how like death their innocent visions could sometimes be.

			And Rachel was like an anchor like the rain in Tarkovsky’s teacups like mica sparkling in the pavements like alien gems. If Frank could fly he could fly too far sometimes too near the sun but Rachel would always always always bring him back to safe ground.

			 

			They climbed the stairs to Marco’s flat, the open metal treads clanging with every step the same as the stairs in the block where Michael and Faith’s dad Gavin lived. Frank had walked past the block a thousand times but he had never been inside, not inside the flat anyway though he’d waited in the lobby for Michael every now and then.

			Frank could hear music coming from the open door its bass notes shadowing his heartbeat putting him on edge.

			We leave the door open because of Tilda, Eddie said. She’s scared of being trapped.

			Claustrophobia?

			Eddie shrugged. Something like that, I guess. It isn’t the size of the room she is in though, more like having to be sure there is a way out. Hey guys, he called out, we’re back, raising his voice to make himself heard above the pounding music, some kind of rap Frank thought some kind of French hip hop. Eddie pushed the door wide, its grey surface rubbed and stained, reinforced glass in the top half, again like Gavin the Grunt’s place but so what there were millions of flats like Gavin’s clammy with the stink of Campbell’s meatballs tomato soup or oxtail just about managing in every town in every city all over the world so what did it matter if it looked like Gavin’s place or not?

			They stepped inside. A figure loomed in the darkened entranceway, punched Eddie on the shoulder.

			I’m Marco said the figure bright eyes glittering in the semi-darkness so I guess you’re Frank?

			Let’s talk inside guys Eddie said. He bumped fists with Marco gave him a push a playful push Frank thought though with the light in the hallway so dim it was difficult to tell. Marco made space for them to enter and then they were inside. All’s cool, Marco said, the twang in his voice suggesting he had learned his English from American sitcoms.

			The flat’s main room was large, larger than Frank would have expected, a long rectangular sitting room with an archway leading through to a kitchen area. Three windows overlooking the rear, scrubby grass a row of rotary driers and beyond them a parking lot, guys leaning against the cars you could see they were dealing quite openly but no one seemed to care.

			The walls of the room were covered in maps: one huge map of the world surrounded by at least twenty smaller maps of individual cities, territories Frank couldn’t identify without moving closer. The maps were covered in coloured push-pins some standing alone others grouped together in clusters. Were the colours of the push-pins relevant? Frank couldn’t say.

			Including himself and Marco and Eddie there were twelve of them. The faces seemed friendly Frank thought though the longer he stood and stared at them the more nervous he felt. For a room so full of people it was eerily quiet.

			Well get the new boy some coffee, someone said finally, the youth looks exhausted.

			She was sitting by herself in a black leather armchair, the kind you see in hotel lobbies or lawyers’ offices, an older woman older than his mum Emily for sure though not as old as Gran sixty maybe sixty-five? She was wearing combats and a black long-sleeved T-shirt, her grey hair falling loosely over her shoulders her wrists heavy with bracelets gold and silver bangles. Posh blue-framed spectacles designer probably if you knew about that stuff. Slightly tinted, as if her eyes required protection from the light.

			She held out her hand. Jeanne-Marie Vanderlien she said, JeanneDark, and immediately Frank found himself blushing because JeanneDark was not how he’d imagined her from the forum not at all. He’d thought she would be younger which was just stupid when you came to think about it because why should she be, a realisation that made him blush harder.

			JeanneDark was one of LAvventura’s most respected posters and she seemed to know everything. Every book every idea every new theory and the way she thought the way she wrote was so powerful it lifted him excited him scared him every time.

			It was as if she never went to sleep was always working.

			I didn’t know you’d be here, Frank said. He felt sick with his own stupidity but JeanneDark was smiling. Of all the eyes in the room turned towards him JeanneDark’s were the most intelligent welcoming questioning the most alive.

			Coffee would be good, he said and found in spite of his dizzying heart rate he was smiling also. I never finished my lunch.

			They cleared a place for him on one of the sofas. Moments later a woman brought him a basket of bread some cheese and salami. The coffee is being made she said. She was young, skinny jeans bright red hair shaved close to her skull a tattoo curled around her wrist a frond of bracken. Frank wondered if this might be Tilda because she looked like a Tilda. He took a piece of bread. He felt shy of eating in front of them because no one else was eating probably but the scents acting on his empty stomach were overwhelming. He bit down on the bread and chewed. Saliva flooded his mouth and his muscles relaxed. For the first time since leaving the station since the hike through the desolate streets Frank thought yes he had been right to come here there was no harm done.

			The work you have been doing, JeanneDark was saying. It is most impressive. All of us have felt the benefit of your insights.

			Frank glanced up from his food saw Eddie the young woman with the shaved head (Tilda?) another woman beside her with brown skin and braids. A lanky guy with mended specs an older guy sitting with what looked like a tape recorder on his lap, Marco standing with his arms folded, eyes on the door.

			I like working with code, Frank said. It relaxes my mind and then I can see things. The solutions come easily.

			The way you are able to interpret patterns in data is quite remarkable. You have helped us to make progress, to show us where we would be best to concentrate our focus. We are happy to have you with us. Your contribution to our cause is already making a difference. We want you to feel welcome here.

			Frank nodded. Talking about the work always steadied him. His facility with code his ability to see connections these were things he knew he was good at. Like Bach they made him feel more confident and less vulnerable. Less vulnerable in this landscape of parking lots, less nervous around these strangers who Eddie was always referring to as the war cabinet. And he saw they too were serious, they believed in the war. They understood the insidious terror the three-dimensional nature of the beast. He looked down at his feet. His backpack was gone which meant someone must have removed it while he was eating. A new wave of panic swept through him, younger cousin to the first wave and with twice as much energy.

			Where’s my bag? he mumbled. His face and hands felt numb.

			Ed put it in the bedroom, Marco said. He unfolded his arms. A bracelet dangled from one of his wrists steel links the chain secured with a padlock his eyes were narrow and hard. You’re bunking down together tonight. I made you up a camp bed. I hope that’s OK.

			Fine, Frank said quietly and there was no reason to think it wasn’t fine except he hated being separated from his phone which he couldn’t charge in any case, he remembered, making his stomach lurch, he’d forgotten his travel plug.

			Could I use your loo, he said, I mean toilet, because it was the only way he could think of to get out of the room. As he stood there in the narrow cubicle the walls covered with photographs clipped from magazines and stuck down with varnish (all of them Frank realised with a sick feeling were of people being arrested) he felt blankness overtake him, a mute calmness that was like a drug, like the tranquillisers they’d given him at Woodside View. This was his body trying to protect itself he realised because even if Frank didn’t admit it his body knew damn well there was something wrong. Not just wrong that was a copout that was bullshit because he knew the people in the other room, Marco and the guy with the tape machine especially, the whole war cabinet even Eddie were not going to had no intention of letting him leave.

			 

			You don’t really know these people, Frankie, Rachel had said to him the evening before. You’re not always great at reading people you can be too trusting.

			Eddie wants me to be there. He says they need me. They’re expecting me.

			So you keep saying. I don’t really see the point though. You being there in person, I mean.

			We have to meet, to organise. This is a war, Rach. We have to get the word out. He swallowed, his throat jam-packed with words dry and brittle and stuck in his gullet like toast crumbs like thistle heads. He felt breathless, jittery. I thought you understood.

			Rachel grabbed both of his hands pressed them together. I’d do anything for you Frankie you know that.

			Frank nodded, panic rising in his chest compressing his lungs and when he tried to take a breath the air tasted thin and sour like breathing through a snorkel through a rubber tube like the time he’d gone into the sea at Pett Level Michael his butt in the air swimming swimming swimming like a little water rat but Frank had almost thrown up inside his mask he was so terrified of drowning.

			You really do believe Rachel was saying that there’s an alien spacecraft?

			Artefact.

			Something buried in the ground somewhere up in Scotland that it’s leaking dangerous chemicals into the earth?

			It’s not just the one in Scotland though. There’s also Roswell everyone knows about Roswell but there are others no one’s discovered yet because they’re so deeply buried. There needs to be more research. A worldwide effort to explode the cover-up. That’s what we’re fighting for. I thought you understood. Frank’s palms were sweating. The thought that Rachel could doubt him that she’d only been playing along while really she thought he was crazy he couldn’t stand it.

			He took a long shuddering breath and it was like whatever she said in the next few seconds would decide his future because how could he go on without her without what they were?

			I would rather die now, he thought, and afterwards he couldn’t remember if he’d spoken the words aloud or just inside his head. A single tear spilled from the corner of his eye, traced a curve down the wall of his cheek like an image in a manga so eerily perfect a symbol for sad and Frank found himself thinking of that song Faith liked, The Tracks of My Tears by Linda Ronstadt, belting from her bedroom window the whole summer long. You could hear it all the way up on the copse and if you stopped what you were doing and listened carefully you could hear Faith singing along. She had a good voice, Faith, though he had never told her so, never really thought about it. She liked old vinyl records. She said they made her think of summer think of cars with all their windows open picnics on the grass.

			Don’t cry, Frankie, Rachel said. She put her arms around his shoulders drew him close. I’m scared, that’s all. Scared of you getting ill again. I couldn’t bear it if anything happened to you. And now it was Rachel who was crying, her tears the tracks of her tears warm and wet against his neck her breath coming in sudden gasps like she was measuring it out.

			Rachel, he said. He loved saying her name aloud and always had done because saying it was like holding her, like holding her completely. I’m not ill, he said. I feel good. Better than I have for ages because I feel like I’m doing something. There’s beauty in numbers, Rachel.

			He pushed his fingers into her hair, moved his lips across her eyelids tasting her tears their salty wetness and as they kissed he felt her spirit lift towards him. The lightness of it was the lightness of birds, and as he kissed her throat and the blades of her collarbone Frank touched the narrow boundary between her presence and the threat of her absence and for a blissful shining moment he thought about how if he had the courage he would let her go now. Better to know she was safe, safe from everything and high above him in spite of his own bereftness his own dereliction.

			They made love, and afterwards they lay on the bed and listened to Space Oddity all the way through. Space Oddity was Frank’s favourite Bowie album and Cygnet Committee was Frank’s favourite Bowie track ever.

			You have a beautiful soul, Frankie, Rachel said. No one cares about things the way you do. That’s part of why I love you.

			Do you want to stay over? Mum doesn’t mind. Have some supper with us at least.

			I should go. She pushed back her hair. You’ll be needing an early night and anyway, she said, the sooner I leave the sooner you’ll be home. Sounds silly but it’s true. She kissed him on the forehead and then again on the mouth. Look after yourself, Frankie. If you find yourself getting worried – about anything – you call me straight away, OK?

			They went downstairs together, Frank pulling on his jeans. Rachel left by the back door like always, moving away from him round the side of the house, she didn’t look back. Never look back was one of her sayings, only forward. He closed the door softly behind her, went through to the living room. Emily and Faith were in there watching a Bond movie.

			Hey said Emily come and join us. Is Rachel staying over?

			She had to get back, Frank said. Where’s Michael?

			Out with some mates, I think. He said he wouldn’t be home for supper. We’re having lasagne.

			Great, Frank said. Budge up, then.

			They made room for him on the sofa, Faith shifting sideways resting her head on their mother’s shoulder and it was like so many other evenings, evenings when he’d been well when he’d felt free from the restless ceaseless anxiety that had come to govern his life, to define who he was.

			Generalised anxiety is often a manifestation of insecurity said Dr Browne his psychotherapist at Woodside View. Do you ever think about how your view of the world might have been affected by your father’s absence?

			I never knew my dad so how could I miss him?

			That’s what I’m asking you, Frank – do you miss him?

			All I know about my dad is that his name is Adrian and he was in the army. He could be dead for all I know.

			Do you ever think about your father? Wonder where he is?

			Not really. Sometimes.

			And would you say your feelings towards your father are positive or negative?

			I don’t have any feelings. I hope he’s OK, you know, whatever he’s doing. That he’s settled in his life.

			Have you ever felt anger towards your father for not being there for you?

			Frank shook his head.

			Not even when you were younger?

			Frank shook his head.

			And your siblings – they still have contact with their father?

			Gavin’s a tosser, he’s a waste of space. Faith’s still a kid really she deserves better.

			Would you say you feel a sense of responsibility, Frank, for your younger siblings?

			Frank sat silently counting his heartbeats to counteract panic to remind him not to reveal what he was truly thinking.

			To consider his words to count the weight of each.

			To consider who might be listening and if it mattered.

			To stand his ground to not give in to questioning to protect his father’s identity. Dr Browne’s questions seemed innocent but they were designed to break him, to harvest information on the program, which meant whoever was speaking through him was probably an n-man.

			It’s my job to look after them, he said carefully. The world’s a dangerous place. You only have to turn on the TV to see how bad things are. He gazed at Browne steadily trying not to blink. They loved it when you blinked. It told them they were winning.

			And would you consider your perception of risk to be average, below average or above average?

			I know what you want me to say – that it’s above average.

			I don’t want you to say anything, Frank, just to answer honestly. There are no right or wrong answers.

			There are, though, aren’t there? If I want you to believe I’m getting better?

			And are you? Getting better?

			I feel much better, Frank said, I want to go home, and as the words passed his lips he had felt the truth of them as if his brain was signalling yes and his gut agreed.

			What are we watching? Frank said.

			Moonraker, said Faith. It’s only just started. We can put it back to the beginning if you want.

			It’s fine, Frank said, I’ve seen it before. He rested his feet on the coffee table thinking this time tomorrow he would be in Paris. He wished Michael was here because now he wouldn’t get to see him before he left. When Michael said he was out with his mates what he meant was he was with his boyfriend Rafik, which meant he wouldn’t be back till the morning or even later.

			Frank and Faith chatted constantly when they were together yet their lives were separate. Frank and Michael talked hardly at all, but they were close in the way only brothers could be, yet hardly ever were. Thick as thieves you two as Emily was fond of saying right through their childhood. Always up to something.

			You feeling OK for tomorrow? Emily said. Everything packed?

			No worries, Mum. Frank spoke quietly eyes on the screen. They ate their lasagne on their laps watching Roger Moore eject Michael Lonsdale out through the airlock. One small step for Drax, one giant leap for mankind. The laser battle aboard the space station had to be the most disappointing fight scene ever, so relentlessly wooden Frank found it comedic, almost calming it was so far from the truth, so far from what was actually happening out there in the world.

			This is the way the world ends not with a bang but a whimper. He imagined himself falling through space, tumbling through the blackness bright as an ember.

			He jerked awake as the credits were rolling. You missed the best bit, Faith said. Her hair shimmered ghostly in the bluish light from the TV.

			I know what happens I’ve seen it before, Frank repeated. I’m going to bed.

			It’s nine thirty.

			He’s got an early start tomorrow don’t forget, said Emily, hands folded around her Captain Birdseye coffee mug, the one Faith was always threatening to smash for being so hideous. Emily was pleased he was going to Paris, that he was making friends that he was getting himself out more gaining his independence finally and Frank’s love for her for the three of them was both anchor and millstone. He watched it sinking into the depths, dragging its chain behind it like the barnacle-encrusted spine of an iron plesiosaur.

			See you Friday, Frank said.

			You’ve got your passport?

			Yes Mum, he said, like a kid in a family sitcom, the same bored familiarity the same overacted tolerance the same predictable groan that hid a bottomless love. The kind you could never confess openly because nothing was more vulnerable to danger, the line between a thing taken utterly for granted and a thing gone forever so faint so microscopic like a crack in porcelain you could only see from a certain angle, the fine line between the visionary and the diseased.

			He threw himself down on the bed, the sheets still tumbled from him and Rachel, her scent green as nettles as pondwater both bitter and comforting. He leaned over towards the CD player ejected Bowie (one small step for Dave) and slotted in Bach, the sonatas and partitas for solo violin, disc 2 the partita in D minor BWV 1004 (Nathan Milstein Deutsche Grammophon 1972) which aside from the Goldberg Variations might be his favourite Bach work of all time.

			Frank dream-slept until track 5 which was the chaconne, 13’55” long and the most important and difficult work in the violinist’s repertoire. A chaconne was a musical invention based around a Spanish dance rhythm from the sixteenth century set in ¾ time. In the hands of Bach the chaconne became a musical odyssey a phantasmagoria an LSD trip journeying through a sequence of variations (like the Goldbergs) each more complex and more beautiful than the last until eventually you ended up back where you started with the original tune.

			The way Bach used the violin in the chaconne reminded Frank of the way Bob Dylan (Bob the Slob was Emily’s hero) used the harmonica on his most out-there blues tracks, as if it were bigger than itself saying more than a wooden box strung with catgut had any right to say. Partly this came down to the double-stopping which had a raw almost primitive sound that was nothing like how you expected a violin to sound and that some people (he’d seen them on the music forums) thought was ugly but people like that they didn’t get it they just weren’t listening properly.

			The ache of it, like a wolf’s cry, as if for the time the chaconne was playing that single lonely violin became the centre of the world and all its troubles. Frank had listened to all the recordings (there were more than thirty) but Milstein’s was special because Milstein seemed not so much to be playing as transmitting a signal. Acting as a conduit for code the way a lightning conductor acts as a conduit for an electrical charge, a charge that has been swirling about in the aether since before the big bang. And Milstein just taking the lightning, not flinching not even once just letting it burn.

			Milstein’s downstrokes were like scaffolding, the upright iron structure on which the whole thing hung. Milstein never lingered never tried to milk it because he didn’t have to, Bach’s notes were enough. There was something naked about his performance something austere. Frank lay still in the tangled sheets in the smell of Rachel trying to become nothing, to become like Milstein, just a space a human tube for the music to pass through. To convey music through the rhythm of his breathing and the deeper in he swam the deeper his inhales the deeper into the zone the nearer to heaven.

			Code could not lie and neither could music. For the invaders, Earth was the alien planet in all its glory and terror. The strangeness of its sounds and the light of its stars and the error of our ways. Listen and watch because the truth is out there the truth is Bach the truth is Rachel the truth will set you free.

			In the vastness of this universe does it matter where we came from or where we are going?

			If they are here among us already what am I running from?

			If the worst thing has already happened why am I afraid?

		

OEBPS/image/9781529420777_Conquest_-_final_proofs1.png
CONQUEST

Nina Allan

riverrun





OEBPS/font/FournierMTStd-Regular.otf


OEBPS/image/9781529420777_Conquest_-_final_proofs.png
CONQUEST





OEBPS/font/FournierMTStd-Italic.otf


OEBPS/image/9781529420807.jpg
)=

= ;.. \w
l

=
S
o ..e\;. \}%@\

-7 k

|
/)

/i \.

i
w«.r..\ 4

‘w.
il
i

i
7
i

;

i
;.,,ﬂt.
/)

Wile A7

,ﬂ—

1

ll..ﬂﬂ.r:.. "X

g/

SN
Wy,

Sgum—

oS

A

“‘
PP
SO

Sars
N\
R

EORIN

AR






OEBPS/font/Wingdings-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/image/riverrun_Complete_bmap.png





OEBPS/font/PSFournierStd-Bold.otf


