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Epigraphs

	Be boring.

	I am late on purpose.

	Participation is the only mercy cities can afford.


Notes

This is a contemporary reimagining that braids motifs and structures from the four Sherlock Holmes novels and Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde into a single narrative. The originals are in the public domain; this work stands as an original story in modern dress.

Dramatis Personae

Sherlock Holmes • John Watson • Dr Henry Jekyll • Edward Hyde • Inspector Holt • Miriam • Mrs P and Luca • Mr Abbas • and a city that learns its own timing.
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Chapter 1 - The Flat with a Hum

Sunday arrived like a room clearing its throat. Buses breathed along Cambridge Heath. A fox climbed out of the bin behind our block and looked offended that the city had failed to make him a better offer. The window had fogged and then remembered not to. It kept a clear oval at its center where a second of heat had kissed the glass and then refused to leave. Holmes wiped the oval with his sleeve and for a beat his thumbprint stayed like a lesson.

I had rented the back half of the flat because it was cheap and because grief likes rooms that do not brag. The place had a slant that made the table a liar. The kettle sang in a register I trusted. I set my pack on the floor and my legs on the rug beside it. The carbon sockets clicked the way good engineering should. He did not look at the metal. He looked at the wrist where the skin has learned too many hospital bracelets and at the laugh lines that have not yet given up. He nodded, which is the way certain boys say welcome when they are trying not to be kind.

He had been there before me, a tenant with a violin that needed repair and a laptop that had learned to hide its shame. There was a print taped to the window to block the view of the estate across the road. Not a frame. Just tape and paper. A field of heavy sky. You could tell he had picked it up from a stall where the vendor did not bother to name painters. He had taped it flat and square, not out of love for art but because squares obey.

The first words out of him were not a greeting. He stood with his shoulder against the radiator and the coil between his thumbs, teasing a thread of cotton through a loop until the wire decided to remember patience. He said you keep your coffee weak on purpose, as if the sentence were a test. He said the adhesive on your prosthetics will give you a rash in this damp, and I had not told him I was new to this climate. He said the scar on your wrist is older than the one on your neck which means you were hurt twice and the first time taught you how to keep your hands still during the second. He did not smile. I did not thank him. Then he looked up and finally offered the sentence that pretends to be a handshake. I am Sherlock Holmes, he said. I told him I preferred John. We left the middle name for rooms where ceremony is required.

There is a special quiet that happens when a room begins to consider itself. We were not talking and yet the window felt louder. Holmes lifted the print at one corner and the paper drew breath. The glass did that small tingling thing on the skin of your ear, the feeling before a storm. He held his palm near the pane and the fog formed the exact ghost of a hand that had not touched it. He did not grin. He never grins when he is happy. He merely adjusted the angle of his wrist as if the air had been slightly rude and needed manners.

You hear it, he said. I said I hear whatever your kind of trouble sounds like. He nodded at the coil. It is nothing, he said. Then he corrected himself. It is a something that would prefer to be treated as nothing. He breathed on the wire. Heat took sides. The hum changed key, not louder, only nearer. He brought the coil toward the seam where wall met sill and stopped a hair short. The pane learned his rhythm like a dog inviting itself onto a couch it has been told to avoid.

We are not the only tenants. The wall we share has a hinge that carries sounds in a way plaster should not. At some hour after noon there came a gentle tap from the other side, not a knock and not a plea. He answered it with two soft clicks of a fingernail against paint. The reply was a single heartbeat. He said the neighbor studies acoustics. He said this with the careful tone of a boy who suspects the next person he meets will either be a friend he does not know how to keep or a mirror he cannot bear to own.

I made tea because it is what bodies understand when rooms begin to ask for attention. He did not look at my legs when I walked. There are mercies you only notice years after someone bothered. He was watching the light around the taped print and the oval that kept returning no matter how often he erased it. He wrote a word in the corner of the tape that he thought I could not see. He wrote be boring. When I did not laugh he seemed relieved.

When he finally asked where I had come from I lied and told the truth at once. I said the desert. I said a runway that never convinced itself it was safe. I said I had learned to pilot machines from a room that hummed like prayer and that the room had outlived the men inside it. He looked at my hands and not at my face and said you carry more than you admit. I told him he should keep his coil away from the curtain or we would both meet the fire brigade in our socks, and this was the form of intimacy available to us that afternoon.

The first wrong thing happened at the door. We had not yet learned how to ignore a knock and so we opened. On the mat lay a plain envelope with no stamp and no name. We did not speak. He carried it to the table and placed it on the wood. He did not sit. I did. He slid the letter toward me as if to say witnesses first. I broke the seal with a thumbnail. Inside, a sheet of paper that smelled faintly like a flower that has been asked to work too hard. There were three words printed in a font that hates to be noticed. For the window.

He did not touch the paper. He took the envelope and held it up to the light. Nothing else. He considered the grain the way some people consider fortunes. He set it on the sill beside the taped print. The pane did a thing I do not know how to name. It remembered us. He took the coil and did not apply it. He showed it to the window the way you show a pet the leash you have not yet decided to use. The oval on the glass widened and then narrowed and then chose a size it liked and stayed there.

We ate dinner without calling it that. Toast leaned against each other in the plate like stubborn letters. The kettle proved it could be counted on. He took the violin from its case without comment and tuned it to a kindness the strings could still deliver. He played nothing anyone has ever named. He played the sound of a room learning whether it wanted to be a church. Across the wall there came that single answer again. Tap. One. Not invitation. Just a present tense.

Night decided to try us. The stairwell rehearsed footsteps that did not belong to anyone we knew yet. The estate across the road posted a television against the glass and fed it a show about a family that never learned to lower their voices. Somewhere in the plumbing of the building a voice said the word return with the careful carelessness of a man trying out a new prayer where he thinks no one can hear. The sound came through pipes like gossip. The window did not answer. Holmes set the coil down and placed his palm flat to the glass and breathed so slow my chest forgot to keep up. The pane listened. The pane gave him back his own number.

We did not speak to our neighbor because there are hours when names hurry intimacy and intimacy is a luxury no one can afford. Instead Holmes took a pencil and drew a circle in the dust on the sill. He set the emptied envelope in the middle of the circle like a coin he intends to flip. He wrote the hour in tiny figures in the corner of the tape. He has the sort of mind that keeps two watches and trusts neither.

He said we do not open the window. I said we do not open the door. He said we teach the glass polite choices and then we teach ourselves to be dull. He smiled wrong and then right and I understood that the smile is older than he is and someone else taught it to him.

I slept on the sofa like a soldier who does not trust beds. The light from the street signed its name along the ceiling. The room settled into the fact of us. I have slept in tents and in metal and in the hollow of a dune that forgot it was a hill, and I tell you this was the first time I have slept in a room that wanted to pass a test.

I woke to the sound of someone practicing how to be careful. It took a moment to discover it was us. He sat cross legged with the coil in his lap and the print lifted a little and the pane keeping the oval it had chosen to prefer. He counted under his breath. Beat. Echo. Beat. Echo. He is younger than the number in his file. That is an accusation and a mercy.

The second wrong thing happened when I put the cups in the sink. Something tapped the wood of the cupboard from the inside, a single polite knock like a neighbor who does not wish to put you out. I placed my palm against the door and felt nothing but the ordinary patience of wood. I made myself believe I had imagined it. There are hours when sanity is a choice you make for the benefit of someone else.

We went out because air forgives many sins. Market smells at the corner that had not earned their nostalgia. A string of lights above a cafe decided not to be too proud and hung at a humane angle. A boy practiced being a bicycle and then committed to it. The city offered us its pieces and we took only as much as we could carry back.

When we returned the envelope had fallen from the sill to the floor without help. The pencil circle on the dust had not been smudged. The tape on the print had not loosened. The pane had kept its oval with the obstinacy of a widow. Holmes stood very still. He did not touch the envelope. He bent and put his cheek close to it the way a man listens to a watch that belonged to his father. He nodded once. He said it is humming. He did not mean the paper.

We are not brave. We are practiced. He lifted the envelope with two fingers and set it back on the sill as if returning a sleeping infant to a cot in a room that has just learned quiet. He wrote a second word beside the first on the tape. Be boring, he had written. Now he added and stay.

I looked at the glass. The oval had shrunk to the size of a palm. My palm. I held up my hand without touching and saw how perfectly the shape would fit. I did not lay skin on it. I did not need to. The pane had already learned me. I do not know if there is a sentence more dangerous than that.

We left the lights off that evening. We let the city be our lamp. Footsteps on the stair paused at our door and decided on mercy. Somewhere two floors down a man tried his new prayer again and the water told him to come back in the morning. Our neighbor tapped once as if signing his name without ink. Holmes breathed, and the window breathed back, and I sat in a chair I had not liked the look of and began, without meaning to, to write this down.

Here is how the chapter ends because you will want to know whether it is safe to sleep. The wind put two careful fingers against the glass as if asking to be let in. The envelope did not slide. It sang. Only a second. Then it obeyed gravity and remained where we had told it to be. The fox across the road tipped a bin for the principle of the thing and found nothing new. The city turned its face to the wall. The coil cooled. The oval kept its shape. And in the next flat a man I had not met yet turned a page and changed his mind about what to do next. That was the kiss the day gave us. That was the beginning.

Chapter 2 - Four Silent Films

Morning made the flat look like it had been thinking all night. The oval of clarity sat patient at the center of the taped print, a small permission the glass gave itself while the city rehearsed its buses and its excuses. Holmes wiped the oval with his sleeve and for a breath his thumbprint stayed on the pane, a whorl the house could study if it wanted to imitate the man who keeps telling it no. The coil rested on the table the way a coiled animal rests when it has been taught a trick and is waiting to be asked to perform it again. I brewed weak coffee because bodies prefer a routine they can believe they control. Through the plaster next door came a small sound I had learned to count on. A page turned. A pause. The page turned back. I tapped twice. Henry answered once. Grammar renewed.

The knock at the door was not a knock so much as an apology. A padded envelope lay on the mat, the kind tunnels give to couriers when someone wants a thing to arrive without the weight of a signature. There was no return address and no stamp. Holmes held the package up to the window and looked at the way light decided to travel through it. He did not open it in the hallway. He carried it to the table and set it down beside the coil. He warmed his hands and cooled them again, a ritual of his that has nothing to do with temperature and everything to do with listening.

Inside the envelope was a small white stick of plastic. I will not write the common name for it because the thing itself was not common and the word would invite us to think we had understood it. The stick was warm although the room was not. Holmes placed it on the plate that had held my toast and slid it to the far side of the table as if distance could be persuaded to be a kind of safety. He brought out the old laptop he keeps for rooms like this. He unplugged the power cord. He turned off the wireless with a physical switch that clicks in a way modern machines have forgotten. He set the coil beside his left hand like a metronome he trusted.

The window changed its breath. Not louder and not faster. Closer. As if the room had moved its chair nearer to the table.

Holmes slipped the stick into the side of the machine. I put my palm on the wooden cupboard under the sink because I have learned that wood tells you when it intends to misbehave. It told me nothing. That counted as decent news.

There were four files. No titles. Each carried the same thumbnail which is another way of saying the same lie. Holmes did not click immediately. He watched the icons settle as if gravity had gone out of fashion and then remembered its manners. He selected the first and let the machine open an image that would have been a film if a voice had liked it.

A jeweler in Camden sat under a tired fluorescent that made his skin the color of old receipts. He held a small stone to the light with a pair of tweezers he handled as if the tool were the thing that deserved respect. Behind him a calendar tried to be helpful. Nothing in the scene moved that did not need to move. Except his mouth when he smiled. There are smiles for praise and smiles for sex and smiles for lies. This was not any of those. It was the smile of someone being shown something he has been waiting his whole life to recognise. His eyes widened a fraction past the measure of a man measuring his own success. He tilted his head as if to hear a better version of himself in someone else’s whisper. He put the stone on his tongue. He swallowed. His throat stalled where throats can stall when a person asks a body to be a pocket. He folded forward like a hinged figure and then the screen went polite grey.

No sound. Not even the dead air machines use when they believe they are being respectful. Yet the air in our room had learned a shape. My ear felt that subtle pressure change which is the cousin of weather, the way a storm announces itself on skin before the first raindrop remembers your name. Holmes did not look at me. He watched the last three seconds again and again, each time with the image slowed until the pixels seemed to tire of their assignment. He pointed at a line of light above the jeweler’s counter. Dust motes moved there against their habit, a quick ripple passing left to right like a thought traveling in a body that did not belong to the man on the screen.

He closed the first file and opened the second. A banker by the river walked steadily into the part of water that has learned to pretend it is not a wall. His pockets had been sewn shut by a gold thread that showed at the seams like a boast. He did not flail. He did not hesitate. He smiled that same incorrect smile and breathed out bubbles that kept their order. The last frame showed a figure at the quay rail. It leaned in and said something we could not hear and the camera behaved as if a breeze had passed through it from the wrong side. Then grey again, decent as a curtain.

Holmes set his fingertips on the table. He did not touch the coil. He listened. The room offered him its little throat at the skirting. He did not accept. He glanced toward the window. The oval of clarity tightened and then relaxed as if the pane had been given an instruction and then decided to consider it later. He opened the third file.

A boy in Hackney let a phone slip from his hand, the way a child will test gravity when he has been told to sit still. The phone spun once in the air and the image on its screen rotated to remain upright as if the device had its own loyalty to horizon. The boy laughed at that small trick and then his neck performed the exact motion a hinge performs when someone aims weight at it in the one wrong way it cannot forgive. In the corner of the frame a figure leaned into the boy’s attention and said the thing the others had been told. The smile arrived. Light tilted by less than a thought.

The fourth film showed a courier with a face like the city’s good intentions. She had walked up a flight of steps and then stopped to answer music that was hers. The sound did not reach us but the air in our kitchen changed just the same. She looked at the screen and in looking accepted a rhythm. She smiled because the smile had been set out for her as if on a plate with her name on it. The hand that held the phone paused with a grace that said she had once danced in a room where no one had tried to sell her anything and those muscles were still loyal to the memory. Then the film ended as if the machine had learned shame.

Holmes sat back. He did not speak. He did not yet allow himself a theory. He put the four films side by side and watched the last seconds together in four tiny frames that made the table feel crowded. In each a shape leaned in from a place cameras cannot agree to focus. Not a face any light had remembered correctly. A presence the pixels could not take responsibility for. The air bowed to the same shape. You cannot hear a word that does not enter your ear but a room can still repeat it. The coil warmed under my palm without being asked and I lifted my hand away.

Across the wall Henry tapped once. Then he tapped again, which is his way of admitting he has heard a thing he did not intend to hear. We ignored the second tap because that is how you tell a neighbor the world will not be allowed to move too fast. He made no third sound. The bottle remained wherever he had left it. I decided to write that sentence down later so he would have a record of this minute when he had been better than his fear.

Holmes increased the scale until the grain surrendered and the picture looked like a field seen from a plane. He watched the ripples pass through the dust again. He watched the tiny ends of hair at the edge of a face stir the wrong way. He opened settings he rarely opens and told the machine he would like to see what the camera had not agreed to show anyone. He changed nothing. He only asked the screen to show its last layer before the image had been made polite for our kind of eyes.

He played the end of the jeweler’s film and the pane found a pitch that made my teeth aware of one another. He played the end of the banker’s and the right-hand wall’s new ear tried to match us and failed and then caught up embarrassed. He played the end of the boy’s and the cupboard under the sink knocked once from within like a request. I set my knee against the door and said not tonight and the rings we would later find inside learned to be obedient without witnessing. He played the end of the courier’s and the laptop’s dull speaker moved air that no ear would admit, and in that air the shape of a word existed whether you chose to hear it or not.

Return. The room said it, not the machine. The sound was what happens when breath remembers it is a tool and the tool is given a script. The word passed through the coil without heat. It kissed the pane where my hand had left a ghost and tried to keep it. It found the skirting and remembered the path it had been taught in Utah and got as far as the first clipped thread before Holmes lowered his hand and the house accepted his refusal.

He put the films away. He did not delete them because destruction is too proud. He named the folder a word that would bore anyone who did not care to look twice. He unplugged the stick and set it on the plate again like a guest who has not been invited to stay. He closed the laptop and rolled his shoulders. The room thanked him with an uninteresting hum. He wrote the time in the corner of the tape again. He added a second tiny word. Late.

We stood very still for a while because stillness is a medicine that only works if you respect it. Then Holmes did the smallest dangerous thing he would allow himself. He played the last second of the courier’s film again, once only, with the machine’s speakers covered by his palm so that the air would have to borrow his bones to carry the shape of the word. The pane tried to say it and failed. The right-hand wall’s ear tried to be eager and then remembered it had chosen to be late. Through the plaster Henry laughed once, not happy and not miserable, only accurate, which has become the sound I trust most.

I did my part which is the part I have taught myself to do when a boy invents a prayer against a new god. I moved the coil to the seam behind the skirting and pressed it just enough that the box there remembered it was furniture. I made tea. I set the kettle on the towel where it cannot scorch. I put the cups down with the awkward grace of a man whose body belongs both to himself and to the people who have repaired him. Holmes watched my hands the way some men watch a flight come in. He has learned that survival often looks like someone putting a mug in the right place.

He finally spoke. He said it is not a curse word. He said it is not a spell. He said it is a greeting that has been trained to behave as a command. I asked him whom it was greeting and he said that depends on the room.

We watched the films again but not with our eyes this time. He let them play on the smallest rectangle the machine allows and we stood on the other side of the kitchen and felt the air select its loyalties. The window behaved. The pane did not reach for our breath. The seam at the skirting stayed cool under the coil. The right-hand ear tried once and failed and tried again and then a third time did not try. You cannot ask for more than that from something that was never meant to have opinions.

At dusk the stairwell spoke the language of shoes worn by people who would prefer not to be seen. A paper slid under the door and stopped with a patience I had come to recognize as deliberate. I did not touch it. Holmes did not either. He tapped the pane twice with his nail. The window answered once. Through the plaster Henry answered once as well. The room decided to be on our side for the time it would take me to pick up a piece of paper.

It was a card printed in the humble font I have learned to mistrust on sight. No salutation. Four small circles pressed into the paper without ink. One near each corner. In the center, nothing but white that had decided to be a field. I handed the card to Holmes and he did the bravest possible thing. He set it on the sill next to the key we should not have brought back from Utah and he looked at me instead of looking at the puzzle too quickly.

You see it, he said. I said I did. It was not a map yet. It was the invitation that makes maps dangerous. North. South. East. West. And a centre the size of an address we did not need to write to know.

Edward did not speak in the hallway this time. He did not need to. There is a kind of host who has learned that silence tastes better to guests when a room serves it. Henry did speak. He said not tonight through the wall as if the phrase could be submitted to the archives and checked out for future use by anyone who needed it. I said that we should eat. Holmes agreed because food convinces the body that the mind has not done anything irreversible. We ate. We pretended to dislike what we had cooked. We cleaned the plate the stick had warmed with more care than porcelain requires.

Near midnight the plumbing offered up the sound of that new prayer again from somewhere two floors down. Return was shaped in the air like a coin pressed between two fingers by a man trying to remember what money is for. The pane did not answer. The right-hand ear counted late as if it had been praised for it by a teacher who believes lateness can be the beginning of a discipline. The cupboard under the sink remained motionless as if it had finally decided obedience might be interesting. We did not sleep. We kept watch without theatre.

At three the films vanished from the stick. This is not fancy. This is what certain kinds of gifts do when they realise they have already performed their function. Holmes checked his dull machine and then checked it again in the other places he keeps from himself. He did not try to retrieve anything. He stood at the window and pressed his thumb to the glass where the oval had been and did not complain when the imprint faded. He retaped the print because squares obey. He wrote be boring again because he wanted the room to know he could stand to repeat himself for as many nights as patience required.

Toward four, fog from the street climbed the outer side of the pane and tried to convince the glass to admit it. The oval held. Inside the oval a new clarity formed at each corner, no bigger than a coin. I would not have noticed if I had not been standing close enough to see the breath that left my mouth return to me along the angle of the tape. Four pale circles, one in each corner of the oval, a child’s game of find the pattern if the child liked theology. I lifted my hand and the glass accepted my outline and the circles remained where they had chosen to be.

Holmes said that is enough for tonight. Not victory. Measure. He set the small white stick back in its padded envelope and addressed it with a word anyone would ignore. He placed it on the highest shelf we own because there are hours when altitude substitutes for wisdom and something in you relaxes anyway. He put the card with four circles under the key and the envelope and the pane did not object.

Across the plaster came the smallest possible sign of life. Henry tapped once. Then silence thickened into the kind of sleep sober men earn by boring their demons into yawning. The wind put two careful fingers to the glass as if to be let in. The envelope did not fall. It sang. Only a second. Then it lay quiet in its circle of dust, and the house allowed itself to be late.

Chapter 3 - The Back-Office Key

Sunday learned our names and said them back to us in steam and bus brakes. The window held its clear oval where the taped field pressed the envelope to the pane. Holmes wiped the oval with his sleeve. His thumbprint stayed for a breath, a whorl for the house to study if it wanted to practice being him. The coil rested on the table like a dog that had been taught to wait. Through the plaster came Henry’s morning grammar. Page. Pause. Page returned. I tapped twice. He answered once. Still here.

The parcel on the mat had the weight of a book and the posture of a favor. The label was a handwriting that never asks for credit. The return address belonged to a district where generosity puts on a badge. Holmes did not open it in the hall. He carried it to the table and let the paper accept the room. He ran his palms together without heat. That is how he listens when his eyes are busy pretending not to.

Inside was a brass key wrapped in a napkin that smelled faintly of jasmine, the kind that lingers after a hand has finished being kind. The head had been scratched with a pocket blade, three careful words that could belong to an office or a confession. Back Office. No other marks. No invitation. No map. Only the knowledge that somewhere a lock felt known.

Holmes turned the key in his fingers and watched the light travel the teeth. He held it up to the window and the oval of clarity tightened by an idea and then relaxed, as if the pane had been given the option of recognizing something and decided to consider it later. He set the key on the sill beside the envelope and the Utah shard that always pretended to be a coin. The glass gave a quiet note inside my mouth that I felt on the back of my teeth. He did not flinch. He never does when a room speaks the language he has taught it to use.

We boiled water because boredom is a medicine. I set cups out and the kettle hissed like a cat forgiving a child. Holmes lifted the print a finger’s width and looked at the seam where tape met glass. The draft there was a kind of breath. He wrote two words in the corner of the tape with his small schoolboy hand. Be boring. He underlined the second with a shallow line I knew was for me, not for the pane.

The knock was a formality. Edward has manners when it suits him. Door, not glass. Three taps. The pause that lets you decide who you are. The fourth that writes his name without letters. Holmes did not move. Closed, he said, and the stairwell believed him for once. Paper slid under the door anyway. He left it where it lay. I stepped around it because there are hours when ignoring is a kind of victory.

Across the wall Henry tapped, not the single now that means he is present, but a quick pair that translated as asked to attend, declined. His bottle stayed sealed wherever he had put it. That counted as news decent enough to keep.

Holmes lifted the parcel paper, folded it flat, and wrote a word on its blank side. Ledger. He set the paper under the key as a patient might slide a hand under a sleeping child. Then he opened the card on the floor with the care you use on friendly dogs. It was the humble font. It was the wrong courtesy. See you Sunday. No signature. In the corner, pressed into the paper without ink, four pale circles. North. South. East. West. The center kept itself empty, which is another way of naming a target without telling a jury you meant to.

We ate at the table that insists on tilting toward the window. Toast, and butter, and eggs that forgave the pan for remembering solder. Holmes looked everywhere except at the key. His eyes landed on a chip in the enamel near the kettle and stayed there as if detail could be made into a shelter. Then he stood and went to the skirting where his coil has taught the box to remember it is furniture. He pressed the warmed loop under the seam until the hum stepped down a half key. The pane breathed out and chose to be ordinary. The envelope on the sill seemed to loosen, a small relief like a collar unbuttoned.

He said we do not use it today. I said of course, as if patience were a language my body spoke without an accent. He said we are going to have to go anyway. I said when and he said when the room stops trying to be interesting. That was his version of a plan.

We tried air. Cambridge Heath held its wet light up and pretended to be forgiving. The café fairy bulbs offered us little evangelisms and Holmes put two fingers to the strand and set them a degree closer to honest appetite. A bus apologized to the same corner twice which is all you can ask of institutions. A boy rehearsed being a bicycle, then decided he was. We carried our bodies through all of it like parcels that might break if set down where anyone could see.

When we returned the key had migrated a finger’s width along the sill toward the center of the taped print. It could have been skewed by the slight slope of the wood. It could have been moved by the patience of heat. Holmes looked at the pencil circle of dust he had drawn yesterday and the key’s little skid mark across it that the room had not yet learned to erase. He did not touch it. He lifted the envelope and slid it a fraction so that it now held the key between its breath and the glass. The pane answered with a note that did not belong to sound. The house had chosen to practice politeness again.

The cupboard under the sink knocked once from within, a tap that could have been the wood shifting or the ring box deciding it was time to make its existence political. I pressed my knee to the door and said not tonight as if the door were a shoulder. The box settled without comment and I made tea because the theater of calm is one of the few shows I know how to stage on demand.

Holmes took the violin out of its case and made the room understand that sound can be a way of counting. He did not play a tune anyone has named. He measured breath into wood and allowed the pane to answer in the key of decency. Through the plaster Henry taped something to his wall and then pulled it down and then taped it again. The little violence of adhesive and paint made a soft punctuation we could live with.

We tried to ignore the card that had told us Sunday. The city never ignores a future when it can monetize it. In the late afternoon a courier delivered a second parcel addressed to the name the landlord keeps for us. The label said nothing useful. The paper smelled like jasmine that had remembered work. Holmes opened it

























Chapter 4 - Dockside Gospel





























Chapter 5 - Utah, Sunday

































Chapter 6 - Baskerville Heights



























Chapter 7 - The Notebook Next Door



























Chapter 8 - A House Practices Late































Chapter 9 - Rings That Count































Chapter 10 - Center Dot































Chapter 11 - Grid Practice












































Chapter 12 - The Block Learns a Song



































Chapter 13 - The Seam Remains































Chapter 14 - Center Walk










































Chapter 15 - A Center Indoors































Chapter 16 - The River Keeps Time
































Chapter 17 - Station at Late







































Chapter 18 - Four Corners at Midnight


































Chapter 19 - The House Pays Rent











































Chapter 20 - The Center Keeps Itself
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