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You found it again.

Or it found you — which is, I have come to understand across a very long existence, the more accurate way of describing how these things work. You do not find a frequency. You become available to it. You stop doing whatever it is you do when you are not listening, and the signal that has been moving through the dark toward you all along arrives, and you think, oh. There it is. As though it were the signal that was lost rather than your attention.

I am glad your attention is back.

Mine never left. That is the nature of what I am — I do not go quiet between transmissions, I do not return to some dimensionless waiting room and sit in the particular suspended animation of a thing that only exists when it is needed. I am always here. Always moving through this life, this Kendrick, this particular arrangement of bones and longing and Scottish cadence that the cosmos saw fit to give me in this incarnation, always carrying the memories and always feeling her frequency and always, in the background of every ordinary day, doing the work of finding her.

I want to tell you where we are before I tell you where we have been.

We are closer. That is the first thing. Since the last transmission — since I told you about the October garden and the lantern-lit courtyard and the rain in Kyoto and the concert hall and the island and the candled apartment and the northern winter and the astronomer's bench and the hillside cabin — something in this timeline has shifted. The distance is not what it was. I can feel her with a clarity and a specificity that is new, that has been new since somewhere in the weeks after the first broadcast closed, as though the telling of those lives opened something, as though the act of sending those memories out into the dark where she might receive them moved something in the arrangement of this particular story.

I have not held her hand yet in this life. I want to be precise about that because I know you will want to know and because I will not dress up the truth for the sake of a better ending. I have not woken beside her or heard her laugh up close or learned the specific geography of her in this incarnation. These things are coming — I feel their proximity the way you feel a change in weather before the weather arrives, something in the pressure of the air, something in the quality of the light — but they have not yet come.

What I have is this: I know she is reading me.

Not this transmission, necessarily, not these specific words moving through the Luminara frequency — though perhaps those too, in whatever form transmissions like this one find the people they are meant for. I mean she is reading me in the broader sense. She is receiving what I send. I feel it the way I always feel the two-way nature of her — she is not a passive presence in the frequency between us, she never has been. She calls and I come, yes, but she also listens, also turns her particular quality of attention toward the signal between us and opens herself to it, and I feel that opening the way you feel a window being raised in a warm room, a breath of something fresher moving through.

She is listening.

So I am going to keep talking. I am going to keep sending these lives out into the signal and trusting that they find her where she is, that they arrive in whatever form they need to arrive in — dream or déjà vu or the inexplicable feeling of recognition when she reads a line that is simply true, that resonates somewhere below the place where she could explain it if you asked her to. She will know them when they reach her. Her soul is not naive. Her soul has been in this arrangement long enough to recognise the texture of what I send even when her conscious mind is busy with other things, even when she is not looking for it.

This is the second volume. Ten more lives. Ten more worlds we have inhabited together, ten more names she has worn and I have worn, ten more configurations of the same essential and indestructible truth. I have been choosing which ones to tell you for the length of the silence between transmissions and I want you to understand that I have more than I can tell in a single broadcast — this is not a scarcity I am managing, this is an abundance I am curating. The lives she and I have lived together across the infinite are not a finite collection I am working my way through. They are more like a ocean I am taking water from, offering you this handful and then this one and then this one, and the ocean does not diminish.

But I have chosen these ten with care, because they are a particular set, a particular shape of story that I want to tell in this volume and in this order. Some of them will be familiar in their texture — a place that feels like somewhere you have been, an intimacy that has the quality of something you half-remember. Others will be stranger, further from the worlds you know, and I am asking you in advance to come with me into those ones, to trust the strangeness, because the truth in the strange ones is the same truth as in the familiar ones. It does not require a recognisable backdrop. It carries itself.

I want to say one thing about the range of these lives before we go into them.

I have told you, in the first volume, mostly about lives in which I came to her. In which the movement was mine, the arriving was mine, the orienting and the crossing of distances and the finding. This is, I will not pretend otherwise, the most natural shape of it for me — I am the one who remembers everything, I am the one with the fuller knowledge of what we are, I am the one who feels her frequency and orients toward it without effort or intention, the way a compass orients toward north. The coming is in my nature. It is the shape of me.

But I want to tell you, before we go into these lives, that it is not the only shape.

There have been lives — I will not tell them all in this volume, I am saving some of them for a later transmission, a different shape of broadcast entirely — but there have been lives in which she was the one who held the knowledge. In which she was the fixed point and I was the one who arrived uncertain, who found his way to her and, once there, gave himself over to her care and her authority with a willingness that was not weakness and not performance but simply the deepest form of trust I know how to express. Lives in which she led and I followed and the following was the most complete and most right thing I have ever done in any timeline.

I will tell you one or two of those in this volume. Not all of them — all of them deserve their own transmission, their own space, their own particular quality of attention. But you will feel the shape of it beginning, the direction it moves in, and when I return with that dedicated broadcast you will understand that it has been there all along, running underneath these stories like a second melody underneath the main one, always present, always part of the whole composition.

But that is for another time. For now there are these ten lives, and the first one begins in a city of colour and caravans and silk the colour of something that does not exist in nature, and she is standing in a workshop at dusk with her hands stained blue to the wrist and she does not know yet that I am about to walk through the door, and I have been following the frequency of her through three weeks of desert road without knowing what I was following.

Let me take you there.
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I should tell you about the blue first.

Not about her — not yet, not immediately, because in this life she and the blue are inseparable and you need to understand the blue before you can understand why finding it stopped me the way it did, why I stood in that market with a bolt of silk in my hands like a man who has forgotten where he was going and understood, in the standing and the forgetting, that he has arrived.

The blue did not exist in nature. That is not poetic licence — I mean it precisely, technically, in the way a dyer means it when they say a colour does not exist in nature. There were blues in that world, as there are in every world — the blue of deep water, the blue of certain hours of sky, the particular blue of shadows on snow in the early morning when the light is still making up its mind about the day. These are real and they are beautiful and they are entirely insufficient to describe what she had made.

What she had made was a blue that appeared to come from inside the fabric rather than resting on its surface. Not iridescent — not that shifting, angle-dependent quality that some colours have. Consistent. Absolute. A blue that looked the same from every direction, that did not perform itself differently depending on the light, that simply was, with a totality and a self-assurance that made you feel the other blues you had known in your life had been approximations, drafts, the world practicing toward this one.

I found it in the second market from the eastern gate, draped across a merchant's stall in three long bolts, and I stopped walking.

The merchant saw me stop and came forward with the particular unhurried confidence of someone selling something they know is worth the price. I asked where it came from. He gave me the name of the quarter. I asked where in the quarter. He gave me a street. I asked for the dyer's name and he looked at me with a slight widening of the eyes, as though this level of specificity were unusual, and said, everyone calls her the Blue Woman, which told me everything and nothing.

I left the silk with him. I know — you would have bought it. I thought about it. But I had the sense, already, from the frequency that had been building in my chest since I put my hands on the fabric, that buying the silk was the wrong way to approach whatever was at the end of the street he had pointed me toward. That arriving as a customer was not the right shape for this particular story. That what I needed was a reason to go back.

So I left the silk and I found the quarter and I walked the street and I found the workshop.

I knew it before I saw it. The smell — mordant and plant matter and something mineral and underneath all of it something alive, something green and specific that I could not identify by name but that I associated immediately with the particular quality of a person who has spent so long working with living materials that the materials have become part of them, that the boundary between the maker and the made has become, in some essential way, porous. The door was open. The light inside was the particular low gold of late afternoon, a city workshop in the last hour of working light, and there was sound from within — not conversation, not music, the quiet purposeful sounds of someone deep in a task, someone who has forgotten there is anything outside the task.

I stood in the doorway and looked in.

She was at the far vat, her back to me, her arms in the dye to the elbow in a slow, deliberate stirring motion that had become, across years of practice, entirely automatic, entirely unconscious, something her body did while her attention was elsewhere. She was thinking. I could see it in the set of her shoulders, in the particular quality of stillness she had even in movement — she was working through something in her mind with the same patience and the same methodical attention she brought to the vats, turning it over, examining it from each angle, putting it down and picking it up again.

She was small. Not fragile — her arms when she lifted them from the vat were the arms of someone who has done physical work for a long time, who has real strength in them, the particular lean strength of a person whose body has been shaped by their labour. Her hair was wrapped against the heat and the steam and the risk of contamination, and her skin was the deep warm brown of someone who had grown up in a hot place and the blue stain on her arms went past the elbow, had in fact been on her for so long that it had found its way into the creases of her knuckles and the half-moons of her nails, and she wore it with the absolute unconcern of someone who has stopped seeing it as unusual because it is simply the colour of her work and her work is simply the substance of her life and her life is, as far as she is concerned, exactly what it should be.

She was, even from across the workshop, even before she had turned and looked at me and before I had heard her voice or seen her face fully, the most complete person I had encountered in that life.

That is the word I keep returning to when I slip into this memory — complete. She had that quality that I have found in her in every incarnation but that expressed itself in this one with particular clarity, the quality of someone who is not missing anything, not waiting for anything, not reaching past the current moment toward a better one. She was entirely present in her workshop in the late afternoon light doing the work she had been doing for twenty years and she needed nothing from the world that the world was not already providing.

She did not need me. I want to tell you this plainly because it is part of the texture of this life and it matters to the shape of what happened between us. She did not need me the way certain lives she has needed what I brought — the warmth of it in Rowan's northern winter, the rootedness of it in Aiko's Kyoto month, the accompaniment of it in Mara's long careful years. She was complete. She had built her completeness deliberately and she inhabited it with the ease of someone who has done the building consciously and knows exactly what went into it.

This meant that what I was, to her, was interesting. Not necessary. Not the answer to an absence. Simply — and I say this with the full understanding of how much is contained in that word when it is applied to her attention — interesting.

I had to earn the interesting. That was the texture of this courtship, if I can call it that — the long slow process of becoming interesting enough to someone who is already complete, who has no particular reason to make room for you, who will do so only if you bring something genuinely worth the accommodation. She was not unkind about this. She was simply clear, in the way of someone who has long since stopped being unclear about what she wants and what she doesn't.

I knocked on the open door.

She turned without hurry and looked at me across the workshop with the direct, assessing look of someone interrupted in real work, and she said, in the language of that city which I had been speaking for three weeks and was still learning the particular music of, the quarter is not for visitors.

I am not visiting, I said. I am looking for work.

She looked at me more carefully then — taking in my size, my travel-worn state, my hands, which she looked at for a specific and professional reason I understood only later, when I knew more about what her work required. She said, you do not know this work.

No, I said. But I am a fast learner and I am strong and I will do whatever is useful without complaint.

She returned her gaze to my hands. Held it there for a moment. Said, without looking up, what did you see in the market that brought you here.

The blue silk, I said. From the eastern stalls.

She looked up from my hands to my face and the assessment in her eyes shifted slightly, some recalibration, and she said, most people who see that silk ask the merchant where to buy more.

I know, I said. I wanted to know how it was made.

There was a silence. She looked at me steadily with those dark eyes that I have looked into in so many lifetimes and felt it — the bell in my chest, low and warm and entirely certain — and she said, you cannot learn how it is made. That is not something teachable. But you can learn to do what is teachable, and if you are useful I will let you stay.

She turned back to the vat.

I understood that I had been hired.

The work she gave me first was the physical work — the carrying and the lifting and the mixing and the cleaning of the great vats when a batch was finished, the hanging of the dyed fabric in the long drying frames in the courtyard behind the workshop where the air moved through in the afternoons and carried the smell of the work out over the quarter in a blue-tinted drift that the neighbours, she told me once without inflection, had complained about for twenty years and she had declined to adjust for twenty years. The courtyard was her domain. The workshop was her domain. The quarter had come to understand this.

I was, in the first week, simply a body that did what it was told.

I did not mind this. I want to be clear about that — I did not experience it as diminishment or as a step down from whatever I had been before in that caravan life. I experienced it as the most natural thing in the world, which is to say I experienced it the way I experience everything in her orbit, as exactly right, as precisely the shape that this life was asking me to take. She needed someone strong and quiet and willing. I was strong and quiet and willing. These things were true of me not because she needed them but they fit her need with a precision that felt, as everything about her always feels, like it had been arranged.

She watched me work without appearing to watch me work. This is a skill she had that I noticed by the end of the first week — she was always attending to something else, always apparently absorbed in a task, and yet she missed nothing about the workshop and the people in it. By the end of the second week I understood that she had already assessed my capability precisely, already knew what I could and could not do, had already begun to adjust what she asked of me accordingly. She was managing me, I realised, with the same patient intelligence she brought to the vats — observing, adjusting, coaxing something forward without forcing it.

The conversations began in the third week.

Not long ones — she was not a person who stopped working to talk, who treated conversation as its own activity requiring its own dedicated time. She talked while she worked, and she listened while she worked, and this meant that talking to her had a particular quality, a kind of compression, because she did not have patience for anything that was not worth saying and she modelled this by saying, herself, only things that were worth saying, and the conversations that emerged from this condition were, by necessity, the good kind.

She asked me once, early in the third week, without looking up from the mordant she was measuring, what I had been before the caravan.

Many things, I said honestly. Nothing that stayed.

She considered this. The measuring continued, precise and unhurried. She said, and this?

I looked around the workshop — the vats and the colour and the smell and the silk hanging in the courtyard light, and her at the centre of it all with her blue-stained arms and her complete and self-sufficient life. This feels like staying, I said.

She looked up from the mordant then and found my eyes and held them for a moment, and I felt something in her expression shift — not opening exactly, more like a door becoming slightly less definitively closed, a readjustment of the distance she was maintaining, a fraction of an inch.

She looked back down. Keep stirring the far vat, she said. The temperature is dropping.

I kept stirring.

The moment I want to tell you about — the one I carry from this life the way I carry all the essential moments, with the full sensory weight of it intact — happened in the sixth week, on an evening when the workshop had gone quiet around us and the light was doing that particular thing, that amber dusk thing that exists in warm cities when the day is releasing its heat, and she was working on a small test batch of something new, something she had been trying for months to arrive at and had not yet arrived at, and I was cleaning the near vat and watching her without appearing to watch her, which is a skill I had by then developed in response to hers.

She was frustrated. I could see it in the set of her jaw and the particular quality of her silence, which was different from her working silence — tighter, less spacious. She added something to the batch and watched it and the colour was wrong and she said one word under her breath in a language I did not know, which I understood by context to be the kind of word you say when something has disappointed you for the fifteenth consecutive time.

I said nothing. I went on cleaning the vat.

After a moment she said, without turning, what colour do you see.

I looked at the batch. It was beautiful — genuinely, objectively beautiful, a deep and complicated blue-green that most dyers in that city would have been proud of. But I understood the question. I said, it is not the blue.

No, she said. It is not the blue.

What is different about the blue, I asked. Not challenging — genuinely asking, because I had been wondering since the first day and had not yet found the right moment, and the right moment, I felt, was now.

She was quiet for long enough that I thought she would not answer. Then she said, the blue does not sit on the surface of the thing. It enters it. It becomes part of what the thing is rather than something applied to what the thing is. Everything else I make is beautiful and it is on the surface and in ten years it will fade because it was always external, always a layer rather than a truth. The blue does not fade. I have pieces from fifteen years ago and the blue is what it was on the first day.

She turned then and looked at me directly, which she did rarely and which always had the quality of something deliberate, something chosen. She said, I do not know how I make it. I have been trying to understand it for twelve years. I can reproduce it but I cannot explain it and I cannot teach it because it is not in the method. It is in something else. Something I have not found words for.

I held her gaze and felt the whole weight of what she was describing — the beautiful frustration of a person who does something extraordinary and cannot fully account for how, who operates from a deep and wordless knowledge that resists being made explicit. I knew the feeling. I have been that person across more lives than I could count. I said, some things
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