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CHAPTER ONE


Twelve Oh Four

Dante

The bullet meant for me hit her instead. She stepped in front of me half a second before I understood why. Her hand was flat on my chest. Her wedding band was cold through my shirt, right over my heart. Her other hand was already coming up to push me back. Then the rifle fired from the choir loft above us. The sound cracked the whole cathedral open. Cordite, sharp in my throat. The ivory silk at her throat went dark. I knew what it meant before I let myself know it. My whole body locked.

The breath I'd been about to take for the second vow stopped somewhere in my chest and stayed there. Saint Patrick's emptied around us in a wave of cream and cologne. Two hundred guests scattered into the side aisles like velvet dominoes. The priest dropped the prayer book.

Vincent was already firing up at the choir loft from the altar steps. The choir loft was already empty. I caught her before her knees finished folding. I caught her the way I'd been trained to catch a falling body since I was eight, right hand under without looking and her weight against my forearms was less than I expected. Less than a woman of twenty-four had any right to weigh.

"Don't," she said.

"Aria."

"Don't look at it. Just walk."

I walked. Down the long aisle past two hundred empty pews. Past the cordite still burning my throat. Past the white roses on the altar, the ones she'd asked for in a voice that sounded like she didn't care, the morning she came to choose them.

Past the rows of masked faces my men were hauling to the floor. Past the broker calling someone in a low voice, as if a Tuesday at Saint Patrick's was any ordinary Tuesday. Past my grandmother, who had risen from the front pew on the right and stood with one hand at her own throat, saying my mother's name in Sicilian under her breath.

I didn't look at any of them. I looked at the woman in my arms. She was twenty-four. Hazel eyes. A wine-red mouth in a shade I'd learn later had been her mother's. The pearl in her left ear was the same pearl I'd seen on the marble of her father's portico a week and a half earlier, when she had been sitting in another man's blood with her face the colour of stone.

She had walked into my house six days ago in a coat the colour of her own future blood. She had told me, in the lamplight of my mother's drawing room, that she would be the most expensive debt I ever collected. The debt had just stepped in front of a bullet.

The blood on her collarbone was warm against the inside of my forearm. Warm the way only living blood is warm. I held onto that warmth the way a man holds onto something he doesn't trust himself to put down. My right hand pressed against her shoulder blade where the silk had gone dark, holding the wound closed without looking at it.

My left arm was under her thighs. Her head tipped against my neck. I could feel her breath against my collar, short and shallow, in counts of three. Three in. Hold. Three out. She was counting. The Castellanos taught their daughters to count breaths the way other fathers taught their daughters to play piano.

I knew because Niccolò had told me once, in passing, years ago.

At the great west doors I stopped. Sixty photographers on the kerb. A motorcade. The cold November sun. Eight Marchetti soldiers had made a corridor with their bodies between the cathedral steps and the lead car.

I leaned down. My mouth at her ear, my lips close to the small wet pearl. "Are you alive."

"Yes."

"Look at me."

She looked. Her irises were almost black at the edges, the way they go when shock is running ahead of pain. But she was holding my eye. Holding it the same way she had held it on the third step of the cathedral aisle six minutes earlier, when her brother had put her hand into mine. Holding it the way no one in my life had held it before her.

"Aria."

"Yes."

"I'm going to kiss you now."

She didn't flinch. She didn't nod. She didn't say no. I kissed her. In front of sixty photographers on the steps of Saint Patrick's, at twelve oh four on a cold November Tuesday, with her blood on the front of my white shirt and the second bullet of my reign still warm in a pillar above the rose window. I kissed Aria Castellano Marchetti for the first time.

I had a rule about that. I broke it. Her wedding ring wasn't yet a day old. Her mouth was warm. Warmer than the cold air had any right to leave a mouth. Her lips parted half an inch under mine, not in invitation but in surprise. The surprise of a woman who had expected her own death and been handed a kiss instead.

The hand she had pressed flat to my chest two minutes earlier hadn't moved. Her fingers curled half a degree against my shirt. That half-degree was the closest thing to a promise I'd ever been given by anyone. She kissed me back. I broke first. I carried her down the steps.

I put her in the lead car. I got in beside her. Vincent shut the door at twelve oh six. The motorcade pulled away from the kerb forty seconds later. The photographers on the kerb fired their cameras the entire seven seconds it took us to reach the corner of Fifth and Fiftieth. Tomorrow morning the front page of the New York Post would print the photograph. A man in a charcoal three-piece carrying a bride in an ivory dress that was no longer ivory across the marble of Saint Patrick's, his mouth still on hers, one of her shoes already lost on the second step from the top.

The front page caption was three words, in twenty-four point bold. The Marchetti Vow.

Her best friend cut that photograph out, framed it and placed it on a side table in the Marchetti foyer on the first of January, beside the small framed photograph of a woman in a black swimsuit on a beach in Sicily. A woman who had, in 1996, stopped speaking to my father for two months and then forgiven him with one hand on the side of his face.

My grandmother kept that framed photograph clean with a small linen tea towel for the rest of her life.

But that was later.

This is twelve oh four. This is the cathedral. This is the bullet meant for me. This is the week and a half that came before it.

The forty days that came after. The marriage I didn't want and the vow I didn't yet know how to keep. The brother I'd have to find. The father-in-law I'd have to bury. The empire I'd inherit on a marble step at sunset on the twenty-fifth of October at six twelve in the evening, on a lawn in Sea Bright. A week and a half before the cathedral.

With a girl in a wine-red coat sitting two metres above my dying father, watching the man in the white roses watch her back.

This is the story of how I learned, on the wrong side of a wedding I didn't want, that the only person in the world I'd ever stop walking for was a woman who had decided not to scream on the marble of her father's portico. Not when she saw the man who would become my brother again on the other side of twelve metres of failing gold light.

This is the story of Aria. Begin again. A week and a half back. Sunset.







CHAPTER TWO


The Lawn

Aria

The first bullet found Salvatore Marchetti between the second and third step of my sister's engagement party. I was on the portico in a dress the colour of old wine when it happened. The silk pulled tight across my ribs every time I breathed. Sofia was at my elbow, whispering something cruel about the bride.

The string quartet on the front lawn was working through Pachelbel, softened by champagne. My father stood with his jacket open, the De Luca underboss laughing at his shoulder. My cousin watched the catering girls. The Atlantic gold of late October turned every face on the steps into a portrait.

I saw Salvatore first because he had stopped on the second step. He was looking at me. Salvatore Marchetti had looked at me the same way since I was eleven years old, with a small soft tilt of his head and a word kept inside his mouth. He said it out loud as he climbed the third step.

Aria.

The bullet took his throat. The second one took his chest and pushed him back two steps before his body understood it had been killed. The world stopped. There's a half second after gunfire at a party where the music hasn't stopped yet but no one has screamed. The body hasn't hit the marble.

In that half second I saw the shooter. He was crouched twelve metres away in the white rose hedge. He wasn't running. He was looking up. His eyes were grey. Not blue. Not green. Pale grey, the way storm water is grey, the wet metal grey of a face you don't forget.

He held my eye for exactly one heartbeat. His, mine, I couldn't tell. His mouth went still the way a mouth goes still when a man is deciding whether you live. He let me live. Then Salvatore's body hit the marble and the world came back.

Bianca screamed. The string quartet dropped their bows. My father shouted something obscene in Italian. My cousin drew the gun he wasn't supposed to be carrying. The bodyguard with the flat eyes was already firing into the hedges, but the hedges were empty by the time the bullets arrived. The shooter had walked away from a dead Don the way another man walks away from a bus stop.

I sat down. My knees did it for me. The marble was cold through the silk. Sofia was already on her knees beside me, hands on my face, mouth saying my name. Her perfume was too sweet for the moment. The only sentence in my head was on a loop.

I'm the only person who saw him.

I am the only person.

I.

I didn't tell anyone. Not the bodyguard. Not my cousin when he came up the steps with smoke on his hands. Not the police when they finally arrived an hour later. Not my father, who knelt beside Salvatore Marchetti's body and pressed his forehead to a dead hand and made a sound that didn't belong to him.

I didn't tell anyone because I was Castellano. We don't give what we haven't yet weighed. I didn't tell anyone because the shooter had let me live. Whatever the price of that decision was, I was going to be the one to set it.



It took six hours to remove Salvatore Marchetti's body from the steps. We weren't allowed to clean the marble. Evidence, said the man in the cheap suit, the man my father didn't look at when he spoke. The marble stayed wet long after the body was gone. Bianca was put to bed with two pills.

The De Luca underboss and the Romano broker and the Bianchi consigliere stopped pretending to comfort my father and started sitting around our dining room table the way wolves sit. By midnight someone had finally turned the music off.

My father came to my bedroom at two in the morning. He hadn't knocked at my door since I was sixteen. He didn't knock now.

"Get dressed, piccola."

"It's two."

"Get dressed."

I got dressed. I put on the wine-red wool coat my mother had given me the winter before she died, because the house was cold and because the coat was the only thing in my wardrobe I didn't associate with my father. I followed him down the staircase to the dining room where the wolves were waiting.

There were five men around the table. There was also a chair pulled out for me. Beside my father. A chair I had never sat in before in my life. He gestured. Sit.

I sat. The Bianchi consigliere wrote something on a yellow pad and underlined it. My father took a long swallow of his whisky, set the glass down with the precision men use when they need their hands to stop shaking and said, "Tomorrow morning Dante Marchetti will declare war on this house. He will be wrong. He will be wrong because we didn't take his father from him. He will be wrong because the man who took his father from him is a ghost we haven't yet met. He will be wrong because I loved Salvatore Marchetti like a brother."

He paused. He drank again.

"Even after."

The even after hung in the air. I didn't ask. I'd grown up in this house. I knew when not to ask.

"He will be wrong but he won't believe me. So I'll give him something he will believe."

The pad scratched.

"Aria."

I looked up. All the men were watching me. The De Luca underboss with a careful pity. The Romano broker the way a man watches an asset he intends to revalue. My cousin stared at the table. My father said, very softly, "Piccola. You're going to marry Dante Marchetti."

I waited for the laugh. None came.

"You have twelve days. Saint Patrick's. Full Mass. Every family. White roses on the altar."

I picked up his whisky glass. I drank what was in it. It burned. It was meant to burn. I set the glass down inside its own wet ring and said, in a voice I'd been practising in my head since I was eleven, "And if I say no."

He didn't blink. "You won't say no."

"And if I do."

He looked at me with a tenderness that scared me more than anything else in the room. "There's no no, piccola. There's only war or wedding. Choose."

I chose nothing. I sat there. I let the wolves watch. I let the Bianchi consigliere underline whatever he wanted. Then I picked up the De Luca underboss's wine glass, half full of red and threw it across the dining room.

It hit the wall behind my father's head. It exploded. Red ran down the wallpaper my mother had chosen the year I was born. I stood up. I smoothed the coat.

"I'll choose a dress in the morning. Goodnight, gentlemen."

I walked out. Up the stairs. Past Bianca's closed door. Past the photograph of my dead mother on the landing. Past the room my father hadn't entered since she died. I closed my own bedroom door. I didn't lock it. I sat on the floor with my back against it, in my mother's wine-red coat, in a house that smelled of Salvatore Marchetti's blood. I let myself shake for exactly three minutes.

Then I stopped. Because I was Castellano. And Castellanos don't give what they haven't yet weighed.

Somewhere across the river a man whose father had been murdered tonight was reading a letter from mine. His hands wouldn't be shaking from grief. I didn't know him yet. I didn't know that soon he would stop me on the third step of an altar and say my first name without permission. That I'd step in front of a bullet for him on a Tuesday at twelve oh three. That he would kiss me on the steps of Saint Patrick's at twelve oh four with my blood on his shirt and sixty photographers on the kerb.

I didn't know that the only thing I'd ever tell him, the only thing I'd never tell anyone else, the only thing that would matter at the end of all of this, was that I'd seen the shooter's eyes. And his eyes were grey.







CHAPTER THREE


The Heir

Dante

My father died with his hand reaching for the inside pocket of his jacket.

I noticed because I was the one holding him.

I'd run from the lawn the second the first shot opened the night. I reached him by the second shot. By the time the third pushed him down two marble steps I was already there, on my knees, my arm under his shoulder, my other hand pressed against the wet hole below his ribs that wouldn't stay closed no matter how hard I leaned.

His blood was all over the front of my white shirt. Hot. Hotter than any blood I'd handled before and I'd handled enough. His left hand had gone loose against my knee. His right was inside his jacket, fingers half curled, reaching for something he hadn't lived long enough to take out.

I knew what it was.

He carried a small black notebook in that pocket. Names. Debts. The kind of book a man writes in only when he doesn't trust his own memory and doesn't trust anyone else's pen.

I didn't take the book. Not yet. There were too many eyes.

Niccolò Castellano was running up the steps with a drawn gun. Matteo Castellano, my father's oldest friend, the oldest friend who had betrayed him decades ago, was already shouting for a doctor. The Bianchi consigliere had vanished into the lawn. Aria Castellano was sitting on the marble two metres above my father's head, in a dress the colour of old wine, white as paper, her mouth half open on a word she wasn't saying.

I didn't ask. I didn't ask anything.

I held my father against my chest until the last twitch went out of him. Eleven seconds. I counted. I count the way a boy counts a thunderstorm, between flash and crack, looking for distance, looking for time to react. A great man, my father had been told all his life, was a hard man to kill. He died in eleven.

When the last second was used up I pressed my forehead to his. His skin was already cooling at the temple. My own teeth were locked. I made the only vow that has ever mattered to me. I said it in Sicilian, against the warm dead skin above his eyebrow, in the voice my grandmother had taught me as a child to use only with God.

I'm going to find the man who put you on these steps.

I am going to put him on his.

I am going to do it slowly.

I closed his eyes. I took the notebook and stood up. It took less than eleven seconds.



Vincent met me at the gate of the compound at one in the morning.

We hadn't spoken on the drive. We hadn't needed to. Vincent had been my father's man since I was still a boy, though only a handful of years older than me himself. He had stood at the back of every room my father had ever stood in for a decade and his face never moved more than half an inch in either direction.

Tonight it moved.

He was waiting at the gate with a glass of grappa in his hand. His breath fogged out in a thin white line and stopped above the rim of the glass. He handed me the glass as I got out of the car. His knuckles brushed mine. They were warm. I'd been carrying cold blood for ninety minutes. A man's living warmth at the back of my hand was something I hadn't earned the right to feel yet.

"Boss."

I drank. I gave him back the empty glass. "Don't call me that yet."

"The room is full."

"Who."

"Five capos. Three lieutenants. Your grandmother is in the kitchen and won't leave."

"Luca."

A flicker crossed Vincent's face. I didn't like it. I'd been reading Vincent's face since I was twelve. "At a club. On his way."

"Which club."

"I don't know."

"Find out."

"Yes Don."

Inside, the compound had already arranged itself for a wake. The chandelier was unlit. Persian runner the colour of old blood. Portrait of my father at twenty-two. The dining room was full of men I'd grown up with. Five capos. Three lieutenants. Four soldiers I'd known by their first names since I was old enough to spell them.

They stood when I came in. I went to my father's chair at the head of the table. I didn't sit. I put both hands on the back of it and let them see my hands. My cuffs were red. "Tomorrow morning," I said and I kept my voice quiet, because quiet is louder than loud in a room full of men who have killed for a living, "I'm going to write three letters. The first to the De Luca family, telling them that any soldier who walks into Manhattan tonight will be sent home in a box. The second to the Romano family, telling them that the broker's neutrality is the only thing keeping his daughter's school bus running. The third to the Bianchi family, telling them we know exactly which of their cousins fled the lawn tonight and we will be polite about it for forty-eight hours."

The room was very still.

"Until I find the man who killed my father, no Marchetti soldier draws his weapon in retaliation against any house. No one. You won't avenge him with the wrong blood. You will make his death the only thing that matters in this city until I have the right blood under my hand."

They understood me.

"Vincent Bellandi is my underboss. Joseph Marino is my consigliere effective tonight. Anyone with a problem can leave by the front door before sunrise. After sunrise, anyone with a problem leaves by the wine cellar."

No one moved.

"Get out. Kiss your wives. Tomorrow we work."

They filed out. Vincent stayed. Joseph stayed.

My grandmother walked in from the kitchen with two wet cloths and a bottle of olive oil. She had the face I wasn't allowed to look at. She cleaned my father's blood off my hands at the table he had taught me to read at. The oil smelled the way her hands had smelled my whole life. Sicilian olive. Ninety years in the Marchetti household. The same bottle she had cleaned my mother's wedding-day rosary with in 1991.

Her fingers were knotted at the second joints. They were warm. They moved the way she moved bread dough on a Saturday morning, with a patience that didn't belong to a woman whose son had just died.

Neither of us cried.

Marchetti hands don't shake at a wake. Hers didn't shake. Mine did, until she covered them with hers and held on until the trembling went back inside my body the way she had taught me at six years old to put a feeling back where it came from. When she had finished, she kissed my forehead. The kiss was dry and brief. Eat tomorrow. Sleep tonight.

She went upstairs. Joseph stayed.

"Dante."

I closed my eyes.

"Two things," he said.

"Tell me."

"Luca is not at a club."

I opened my eyes. "Where is he."

"We don't know."

"Find him."

"Yes."

"Second."

He took a folded letter from the inside pocket of his jacket. Cream paper. A wax seal in dark red, broken. He set it on the table between us. Old-school Italian copperplate on the front.

I knew the handwriting before I read a word of it. I'd been seeing it on Christmas cards since I was a child. My father always burned it before he answered it. Matteo Castellano. The man who had been kneeling on my father's lawn an hour earlier screaming for a doctor. The man whose daughter had sat on the steps two metres above my father's body with her mouth half open on a word she hadn't said.

"What does it say."

"You should read it."

"What does it say, Joseph."

He chose his words the way a good carpenter chooses nails. "He's offering you his daughter."

The room was very still. I picked up the letter. I read it twice. The first time for content. The second for cadence. His handwriting didn't shake. His grammar didn't fail. His Italian was elegant the way only old men's Italian is elegant. It said three things.

I didn't put your father on those steps.

You won't believe me.

Take my eldest daughter as a token of my willingness to bleed for you. Marriage in twelve days. Saint Patrick's. Every family. Every witness. Choose her or choose war.

I set the letter down. "He has lost his mind."

"Possibly."

"He has lost his mind. Or he is buying himself twelve days to disappear. Or he is using his daughter as a shield. Or he is telling me the truth. Or all four at once."

"Yes."

"Vincent."

Vincent came off the wall.

"Tell me about the daughter."

He glanced once at the letter, once at the chair I wasn't yet sitting in, once at the wine cellar door. He cleared his throat. "Aria Castellano. Twenty-four. Eldest daughter. Brother Niccolò, capo. Younger sister Bianca, engaged to a De Luca lieutenant, which is whose engagement party your father was attending tonight."

"Education."

"Art history. Columbia. Top of her class. Speaks Italian, French, Latin. No public boyfriend. No social media. No prior engagements."

"Vices."

"None reported."

"Look at me, Vincent."

He looked.

"Vices."

"None reported, Don. Genuinely. The girl reads, drinks champagne with one friend on Thursdays, attends Mass with her father, runs in Battery Park. That's the entire file."

I closed my eyes.

Aria Castellano, age eleven, in a navy school uniform at a Christmas dinner my father had hosted. When the Castellanos were still allowed at our table. Aria Castellano, age sixteen, at a funeral on the church steps a metre behind her father, eyes on the ground. Aria Castellano, age twenty-four, on the marble of her father's portico in a coat the colour of old wine. Her mouth half open, looking at me as if she were trying to remember the shape of my face.

I'd seen her three times in twenty years. I'd never said a word to her.

I opened my eyes. "No."

Joseph said, very gently, "No is a war."

"I know what no is."

"In twelve days."

"I know what no is in twelve days."

"You will lose half this city by Tuesday if you say no tonight. The De Luca family will move. The Bianchi will move. The Bratva, who have been waiting for a Marchetti to bleed since 2019, will move. You will spend your first week as Don putting bodies in the river. You won't have time to look for the man who killed your father. He will have that time. He's counting on it. Whoever he is."

"I know."

"Then say yes tonight. Buy the twelve days. Find the man. Bury him before the wedding. Then decide what the wedding becomes."

I looked at the chair I wasn't sitting in. I looked at the letter. I thought about a girl in a wine-red coat on the marble of a portico, mouthing a word she hadn't said.

I thought about the small black notebook now in my own breast pocket. My father's. The one I hadn't yet opened. I thought about my vow on the steps. I picked up Joseph's pen. I wrote three words at the bottom of Matteo Castellano's letter, in ink that bled into the cream paper because the paper was old.

Bring her Tuesday.

I folded the letter. I gave it to Joseph.

"Tuesday," he said.

"Tuesday."

"That's three days."

"You want to look at her first."

"Yes."

He nodded. He left. I was alone with Vincent and a chair I hadn't yet sat in.

Vincent said, "Boss. You should sit."

I sat. It was warmer than I expected. Chairs remember. Houses remember. I opened my father's notebook to the page he had been writing on the afternoon he died. I saw the name there in his patient looping hand, in fresh ink, underlined twice.

M. Castellano.

Below it, smaller, a question mark. Below that, smaller still, three words that broke me.

Tell the boy.

I didn't weep. The Marchetti rule about that was older than me. But I sat in my father's chair until the sun came up and the morning light touched the small framed photograph of my mother on the side table by the door of the foyer.

On Tuesday a girl in a wine-red coat was going to walk into my house. I was going to look at her. I was going to decide whether she was a bullet, a shield, a cure or a debt.

Or all four at once.







CHAPTER FOUR


The Pact

Aria

Sofia made me eat on Monday.

She came at noon with a bag of croissants from the place we'd loved at university, the one on Amsterdam where the old Hungarian woman shouted at you in three languages and never let you pay for the second one.

Sofia sat on the foot of my bed in her camel coat and her oversized sunglasses. She pulled a croissant apart with her teeth. Butter on her lower lip. The smell hit me before the food did and the smell was worse than the food because it was the smell of being twenty years old and not yet broken.

She spoke around the pastry. "Listen to me, you tragic Renaissance painting."

"I'm not a Renaissance painting."

"You haven't eaten in thirty-six hours. You've been sitting on the floor in a coat for thirty-six hours. Eat the pastry, Aria."

I ate. She watched me until I'd finished half. Then she ate her own with the methodical precision of a woman who had decided to be the strong one in the room today. She didn't look at me, because Sofia knew exactly when to look at me and exactly when not to. That was the entire reason she had been my best friend since we were nine.

"Bianca threw up at six this morning."

"Bianca always throws up."

"Niccolò is in the kitchen with someone speaking Russian. He says it's a wrong number. It isn't a wrong number."

"I know."

"Your father has been in his study since dawn. He hasn't eaten."

"I know that too."

She reached into her camel coat and took out a phone. Mine. The one I'd thrown across the room the night before. She set it on the bed between us.

"Tuesday is tomorrow."

"Yes."

"He will want to look at you."

"Yes."

"You haven't chosen a dress."

"No."

She lifted the sunglasses. Her eyes were the cold pretty colour of a winter pool. "Aria."

"Sofia."

"He isn't going to be a kind man."

"I know."

"He's going to be the most dangerous man you have ever met. He's going to look at you tomorrow as if you are a debt his father left on his table. He is going to be cold. He is going to be calculating. He is going to be beautiful. I say it because I've seen photographs and you should know in advance, because beauty is a weapon and you aren't allowed to be unarmed when he uses it on you."

"Sofia."

"And you are going to look him in the eye."

I held her gaze.

"You're going to walk into that house tomorrow in a coat you chose. In shoes you chose. With your hair the way you wanted your hair. You're going to look him in the eye like you aren't afraid of him. Because you aren't. Are you."

I thought about the shooter's eyes in the hedges. Grey water. The way he had held my eye for a heartbeat longer than he had needed to. The way he had let me live. I thought: I have already met the most dangerous man in the world this week. He let me go.

"No," I said. "I'm not afraid of him."

Sofia smiled. It was a small hard beautiful smile. "Good. Get up. We're going to Madison Avenue."

"Sofia."

"You're going to choose a dress, choose a coat, choose a lipstick. When you walk into Dante Marchetti's foyer tomorrow you will look like a woman he can't afford to underestimate. Because that, my love, is the only armour your father was never going to give you."

I got up. I put on the wine-red coat. I put on the pearl earrings I'd worn on the steps. I let Sofia pick the boots, because Sofia always picked the boots. I followed her down the stairs and out the front door into the black car at the kerb.

I didn't look at the marble steps as I walked past them, even though they had been bleached three times and still smelled like something the bleach couldn't erase.

Madison Avenue. I chose a dress at a small atelier on the second floor of a brownstone whose buzzer had no name. The dressmaker was an old French woman named Yvette who had made my mother's wedding dress thirty-five years earlier. She didn't ask questions. She didn't make small talk. She didn't flinch when I told her, in French, that I needed it ready in eleven days and not
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