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Chapter 1. Arrival.
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The Olympic Air flight from Athens to Kos landed at twelve forty-two on the twenty-second of August. The Aegean below the wing had been the most blue water she had ever crossed, and she had not yet found a Sfax-Greek word for the shade of it.

Lina had been on Olympic since five forty.

She had been on Tunisair from Tunis to Athens since two ten Tunis time.

She had been at the Tunis-Carthage gate since ten the night before with her father.

Her father at ten fifteen, in Arabic: bnaytiy.

Baba, she said.

Pothia is the work. Sfax is the kitchen. The work is the work. The kitchen will be here.

Yes, Baba.

Je serai à l’aéroport en juin, he said in French.

I will be here in June, she answered.

He walked her to the security line at one thirty. He kissed her at her forehead. bnaytiy mou.

Baba.

He walked away. He did not turn at the security line. She counted twenty-three steps before he reached the black mat at the swinging doors. She counted nine more after he had passed through.

She walked into security.



The Athens layover had been six hours.

She spent them at the airport gate café with her grandmother Photini’s letter. The letter ran two pages in Sfax-Greek. Photini had given it to her at the painted table on Rue de l’Algérie three days before.

Read at Athens, her grandmother had said. And then put in the bag.

Yes, Yiayia Photini.

She opened the letter at seven in the morning. She read for thirty-four minutes. She did not cry. She closed it and put it in the Moleskine in the front pocket of her backpack.

The Moleskine was her mother’s gift, ruled at the first page in pencil. Three columns: Greek, French, Arabic-by-Latin-letters.

At the last family dinner she had begun the notebook with one entry:

ftáno / j’arrive / anā wāṣila.

I arrive.

She drank her coffee. She counted: fourteen chairs at the café, nine windows in the departure hall, four ground-staff at the gate.

She boarded the Olympic flight at twelve oh five.



Kos to Mastichari. Bus to ferry. Forty-minute hydrofoil. The ferry pulled into Pothia harbor at three oh five.

She counted forty-three passengers as they disembarked. She was the forty-second.

The harbor at three oh five on the twenty-second of August: Mediterranean late-summer dry heat at the dock, sponge boats at the north side, Pothia town rising at the back of the harbor toward the Castle. Three kafenia at the north of the dock. The ferry-office building at the south. At the east end of the dock, a group of program-cohort-locals.

She walked toward the group.

At the front: a short young man in a clean white shirt, twenty-three or twenty-four, dark trousers and leather shoes. He held a placard:

BELHADJ-KOSMA MARIGOULA / VOUVALIS / DROSOS housing Year 1, Cohort B.

She walked to him.

In Greek: I am Lina Belhadj-Kosma.

In Greek: Welcome to Pothia. I am Stelios Vouvalis.

Stelios.

The program office has briefed us. We are at the Drosos house at Vouvalis Street. Four-minute walk.

He took her suitcase. She kept the backpack.

The Pothia streets between dock and Drosos house had whitewashed walls, painted blue shutters, bougainvillea at the front fences, late-summer heat at four oh in the afternoon. Lina counted: four streets walked, eleven painted blue shutters along the fourth street, two kafenia passed.

Stelios said at the third street: You are the fourth.

The fourth.

Phaedon Trakas arrived on the sixteenth. Tia Theodorakis on the eighteenth. Niko Lekkas on the twentieth. You are the fourth.

Athena.

Athena Markou arrives on the twenty-fourth from Tarpon Springs.

He described the dorm before they reached it. Painted blue door at the front courtyard. Olive tree at the north corner. Bougainvillea along the south wall.

She counted the streets and the shutters and the kafenia. She did not count Stelios’s words.



The Drosos house at Vouvalis Street at four oh five had its painted blue door at the front of the courtyard. An old olive tree at the north corner. Bougainvillea along the south wall.

Stelios knocked once.

The woman who opened the door was eighty-two. White hair tied at the back with a white silk ribbon. Grey housedress. Grey cardigan.

Lina Belhadj-Kosma.

Yiayia Marigoula.

Welcome to Pothia. Come in.

The front hall held three things, by Lina’s count: a framed photograph of the 1947 Pothia parish festival on the left wall, an icon of the Theotokos on the right, a wooden hat-rack at the far end.

Yiayia Marigoula walked her through to the dining room at the back: long wooden table, six chairs, sideboard, a framed 1968 Drosos-wedding photograph on the wall above.

Two young men were at the table. They stood.

Phaedon. Niko. This is Lina Belhadj-Kosma from Sfax.

Lina.

Phaedon.

Lina.

Niko.

Phaedon was the taller, fine fingers and dark eyes, a calm at the mouth. Niko was shorter, dark hair, a quiet at the posture. Phaedon held out his hand. They shook. Niko did not. He nodded across the table; she nodded back.

Lina had read the program brief on the five at the Athens layover. Niko at the brief had been the Darwin Greek-Australian, the quiet. The Niko in the Drosos dining room at four ten was the quiet the brief had described.

Sit, Lina mou, said Yiayia Marigoula.

She sat on the east side. Phaedon on the west. Niko on the north. Yiayia Marigoula poured a Greek coffee. Lina took the cup, set it in front of her.

The house has four upstairs bedrooms. Tia and Athena at the east. You in the second east room. Phaedon and Niko at the west. Bathrooms at the middle of the hall, kitchen at the back of the ground floor.

Thank you, Yiayia Marigoula.

The Drosos house has been at Vouvalis Street since the 1882 build. We have had the cohort here since 2008.

Yes.

The kitchen is the kitchen.

The kitchen is the kitchen.

Drink.

She drank. The coffee was strong. It was the kind of strong her grandmother made at the painted table at six in the morning. She set the cup down.

Yiayia Marigoula. Thank you.

Lina mou. The Sfax-Greek.

The Sfax-Greek.

I have known three Sfax-Greek women across my eighty-two years. The first at the Athens parish in 1958 at a Drosos cousin’s wedding. The second at the Pothia parish in 1973 at a visit. The third at the Athens parish in 2002 at a cousin’s funeral.

Yes.

Those three women carried the Sfax-Greek register your grandmother Photini still has at her kitchen. You have her register. The Pothia-Greek register will come. The two are not the same Greek.

The two are not the same Greek.

They are at the same family of Greek.

Yes, Yiayia.

She stood at the head of the table. Stelios will show you upstairs.



The second east bedroom at the top of the stairs was a square room. Single bed at the wall. Wooden desk at the window. Wardrobe. Bedside table with a lamp.

The window looked out at the back courtyard. A lemon tree at the back corner.

Stelios set the suitcase on the floor. Bathroom is the first door at the middle of the hall. Dinner at seven in the kitchen. Yiayia Marigoula cooks. The kind of dinner this house has when the first three cohort-members are at the house. I will be there.

Thank you, Stelios.

Wifi password Vouvalis2026, router in the front hall. Yiayia Photini at Rue de l’Algérie will be at the painted table at five your Athens time. Sfax is an hour behind. Five fifty Pothia time for the call. I will be in the courtyard.

He closed the door behind him.

She stood at the centre of the room and counted: single bed, wooden desk, wardrobe, bedside table, lamp, wall mirror, the framed Drosos-1968 wedding on the left wall, the icon of Saint Nicholas on the right.

Eight.

She sat on the bed, set her backpack on the floor, unzipped the front pocket, and took out the Moleskine. She turned to the first page and added a fourth entry:

pháno / j’arrive enfin / anā wāṣila akhīran.

I arrive at last.

She unpacked. The suitcase held four months of clothes for the run to Christmas, the five books her father had insisted she bring, the framed photograph of Photini at the painted table that her mother had wrapped in a dishcloth, and the enameled brooch her great-grandmother had worn at the Sfax wedding in 1923.

She set the framed photograph on the bedside table. She set the brooch at the corner of the wooden desk. She set the five books on the shelf above the desk. She set the clothes in the wardrobe. She set her toiletries on the bathroom counter.

She came back at five thirty. She sat at the wooden desk. She opened the laptop. She connected to Vouvalis2026. She called her grandmother at five forty.



Photini at eighty-one had her white hair tied at the back with the same white silk ribbon Yiayia Marigoula had worn at the Drosos door. Lina noted the ribbon. She would think about the ribbon later.

Lina mou.

Yiayia.

Pothia.

Pothia. The Drosos house. Yiayia Marigoula. Stelios Vouvalis. Phaedon Trakas. Niko Lekkas.

The four names.

The four names.

Marigoula Drosos was at the Athens parish in 1973 at a Sfax-Greek visit my mother and I made together.

I had not known.

I had not told.

All right.

The visit was a five-day stay at the Cathedral of the Annunciation in May of 1973. Marigoula was twenty-nine. She asked my mother whether the Kosma family at Sfax had a letter from a Sfax girl at Pothia in 1903. My mother said yes. The letter was at the painted table.

Yes.

Marigoula in 1973 was the Drosos house’s organizer. She had been at the storage room since 1969. She said to my mother that the storage room held letters from the Sfax-Pothia sister-relationship across the 1880s through the 1960s, but missing the return-trip. The return-trip letters were at the Sfax kitchens. She asked my mother to send some.

Yes.

My mother sent twelve letters from the Kosma kitchen to the Drosos storage room across 1974 to 1986.

I had not known.

I had not told.

Yes, Yiayia.

Marigoula in 1973 said: the letters at the Drosos storage room are the kind a Sfax-Greek granddaughter of the Kosma kitchen would find at the future at the Pothia program. I had not known then that I would have a granddaughter at the future at the Pothia program. I had a daughter Nora at four.

Mama at four.

Marigoula twenty-nine. I twenty-eight. My mother fifty-one. Nora four.

The four ages.

The four ages.

Photini drank coffee at her painted table and set the cup down.

Lina mou.

Yiayia.

The letter I gave you at the kitchen three days ago. The one you read at Athens. It is from the 1903 sender. Your great-grandmother’s mother’s sister. She was eleven when she was sent to the Pothia household. The letter you read is the first of fifteen the eleven-year-old wrote to her mother at the Sfax kitchen between July 1903 and November 1906. The fifteen are at the painted table, in the drawer my mother kept.

Yes.

The replies are at the Drosos storage room. The fifteen letters my great-grandmother wrote from the Sfax kitchen to her daughter at Pothia across the same three and a half years. Marigoula told my mother in 1973 the Drosos house had kept them since the 1906 final return.

The 1906 final return.

The sender came back to Sfax at fourteen. Married at sixteen in 1908. Three children. Died at sixty-two in Sfax in 1957. Buried at the parish cemetery.

Yes, Yiayia.

Lina mou.

Yes.

The storage room. The replies. You at the storage room at your time. Not the first week. The fifth or sixth, when you have Pothia at the back of your chair and Sfax at the back of your chair both.

Yes.

Marigoula has a chore-errand at her protocol. She will set a broom at the back of the kitchen at the fifth or sixth week. You will go to the storage room for the broom. You will find the replies.

Yes.

You will not tell the house at the finding. You will call me. You will translate. The translation is yours.

The translation is mine.

All right.

They drank. They sat at the video call for a while.

At six fifteen Photini said: Lina mou. The painted table at Sfax has your chair at the back. Through the year. The painted table is the painted table.

The painted table is the painted table.

Go to dinner. I love you.

I love you, Yiayia.

The call ended at six twenty.



She sat at the desk for a while. She opened the Moleskine and added four entries:

ī apokrísis / les réponses / ar-rudūd. The replies.

to katastēma / la pièce de stockage / ghurfat at-takhzīn. The storage room.

pénte i éxi evdomádes / cinq ou six semaines / khamsa aw sitta asābīʿ. Five or six weeks.

to skoupárion / le balai / al-miknasa. The broom.

She closed the notebook and set it on the bedside table next to the photograph.

She sat on the bed for five minutes. She did not yet know that the broom at the back of the kitchen would set itself in her hand the first Friday in October. She did not need to know. She stood. She walked down to the kitchen.

The kitchen at six fifty had Yiayia Marigoula at the stove, Stelios at the back porch, Phaedon at the table with a book, Niko at the back of the kitchen with a tea.

Lina mou. Dinner at seven.

Yes.

Phaedon looked up. Lina. The call.

Yes.

The call to Sfax. The painted table.

The painted table.

All right.

Niko did not speak. He nodded from the back of the kitchen. She nodded back.

She sat on the east side. Yiayia Marigoula brought yiouvarlakia and lemon-greens. The dinner ran seven to eight thirty. Five at the table: Yiayia Marigoula, Stelios, Phaedon, Niko, Lina. They talked.

Stelios told about the Pothia harbor.

Yiayia Marigoula told about the panigyri at Vathy on the eighteenth of October.

Phaedon told about the Trakas piano Yiayia Marigoula had shown him at the Drosos front room on the sixteenth, the first day.

Niko told about the Argyrou yard and the harbor master.

Lina told about late-summer dry heat in Sfax and the painted table at Rue de l’Algérie.

No one talked about the storage room. No one talked about the replies.

Lina counted: five spoons at the table; six chairs around it, one empty for Athena on Monday; three Phaedon-said-Trakas; one Niko-said-the bench; four Yiayia-Marigoula-said-the kitchen; seven Stelios-said-Pothia. She did not count her own words.

The dinner ended at eight thirty. They washed dishes. Yiayia Marigoula went to her flat at the back at nine. Stelios to his parents’ house at the block over at nine fifteen. Phaedon to his room at nine thirty. Niko to the back porch with a tea at nine forty.

Lina sat in the kitchen alone for five minutes. She drank a glass of water. She walked up to her room.

At the wooden desk she opened the Moleskine and added one more entry on the first page:

ī próti méra / le premier jour / al-yawm al-awwal.

The first day.

She set the notebook on the bedside table. She turned off the lamp at ten forty.

Pothia at ten forty on the twenty-second of August 2026 had the late-summer Mediterranean warm at the open window, the smell of the lemon tree at the back corner of the courtyard, the sound of the harbor at a distance.

She lay on her back. The painted table at Rue de l’Algérie. The fifteen letters in the drawer. The replies at the storage room. Five or six weeks.

She closed her eyes. She slept seven hours and forty minutes. She woke at six twenty on the twenty-third of August.



The Pothia at six twenty on the twenty-third of August 2026 had the late-summer Aegean dawn at the east-facing window of the second east bedroom at the Drosos house. The first sliver of light at the east horizon over the port. The smell of the lemon tree at the back-corner. The harbor at the distance.

She lay at the bed for two minutes. She thought of the Tunis-Carthage-gate at ten the night before with her father. Of the Olympic-Air at twelve forty-two. Of the Pothia-ferry-dock at three oh five. Of Stelios-Vouvalis at the placard. Of Yiayia Marigoula at the painted-blue-door. Of Phaedon and Niko at the dining-table. Of Yiayia Photini at the painted-table-Sfax-side at the call. Of the eight-objects at the second-east-bedroom. Of the Moleskine at the bedside table.

She held the eight pictures at the back of her head as a single shape. The shape was the first-day’s. The shape would be the back-of-the-chair-of-the-second-day.

She stood at six twenty-two. She walked to the bedside table. She picked up the Moleskine. She opened it at the second page. She wrote:

ī defteri méra / le deuxième jour / al-yawm ath-thānī. The second day.

She closed the notebook. She set it on the bedside table. She walked to the wooden desk. She picked up the enameled brooch at the corner. She put it in the front trouser pocket of her clean linen shirt at the chair at the foot of the bed.

She walked downstairs to the kitchen at six thirty-five.

Yiayia Marigoula was at the briki on the stove.

Lina mou.

Yiayia Marigoula.

The second day.

The second day.

Yiayia Marigoula poured a Greek coffee.

Year 1 had begun.
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​Chapter 2. The Cooperative Documentation Team.
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The first Monday of September was the second of September 2026. Pothia at six in the morning held a Mediterranean-blue light at the harbor, and the smell of the kafenia at the dock had not yet started.

The five had been at the Drosos house since the twenty-seventh of August. Tia arrived on the twenty-fourth, Athena on the twenty-seventh. Orientation week ran twenty-ninth to thirty-first at the program office at the Sponge Industry Museum, staggered across the cohort by two-day pairs. Lina drew Tuesday-Wednesday at the documentation team.

The second of September was the first day of the full internships.



Lina was in the Drosos kitchen at six oh five. She had slept seven hours. She had set out her clothes the night before, with the Moleskine and the mechanical pencil in the breast pocket of the linen shirt, the enameled brooch in her front trouser pocket. She had read thirty minutes from the French Cavafy her mother had given her at the Sfax airport.

Yiayia Marigoula was at the briki on the stove. Lina mou.

Yiayia Marigoula.

The first day. Kostas Marigopoulos at the documentation team. Sixty-six. The Marigopoulos line of Pothia. Thirty-four years across two-and-a-half organizations the cooperative has been since 1992. His office is at the east end of the dock, second floor of the old Mavris building. Twelve-minute walk.

Yes, Yiayia.

Drink your coffee.

The coffee was strong. Yiayia Marigoula set a piece of koulouri on the plate. Lina ate. She finished at six twenty. She kissed Yiayia Marigoula at both cheeks and walked out at six twenty-two.

The harbor at six thirty-five had the late-summer early-morning quiet: the dock, the ropework at the north side, the first kafenia opening. She counted nine sponge boats at the north side, two open kafenia, three ground-staff at the dock.

The old Mavris building was three storeys, wood and stone, on the dock since the 1893 build. Cooperative documentation since the 1992 restoration. The office was at the second floor, east-facing.

She walked up. The landing held a wooden door with a placard:

Pothia Sponge Cooperative, Documentation Office, Kostas Marigopoulos, Manager.

She knocked once. The door opened.



Kostas Marigopoulos was sixty-six. Grey hair, wire-rim glasses, clean white shirt, dark trousers, leather shoes that had been at this office a long time. Thin mouth. Dark eyes that had been at the documentation work for thirty-four years.

Lina Belhadj-Kosma.

Mr Marigopoulos.

Kostas. Or Mr Marigopoulos if you would rather.

Kostas.

Come in.

The office held two desks at the east window, two wooden bookcases at the north wall, an archive cabinet at the south wall, a wooden filing cabinet next to the desks, a wooden chair at the window with a lamp, a kettle and a coffee-pot on an electric ring at the west wall. Lina counted: ten objects.

Kostas walked her to the intern desk at the east window. A stack of three folders sat at the centre.

Three folders, he said. First folder: Greek-French correspondence with the Marigos line at Marseille. The Marigos line was at Sfax until the 1968 collapse, then Marseille for re-establishment. Correspondence ran 1972 to 1989. Thirty-eight letters. Transferred to the cooperative archive in 1990.

Yes.

Second folder: Arabic-French correspondence with the Sfax port-office at the Tunisian customs, 1958 to 1962. Twelve letters, Arabic with a French covering letter at each.

Yes.

Third folder: Greek-Arabic correspondence with the Sfax sponge-merchant Mahmoud Belhadj, 1971 to 1984. Twenty-two letters. Greek with the Arabic phrase at the place where the Sfax-Greek would be.

She did not speak for a beat.

Lina.

Kostas.

Mahmoud Belhadj.

Mahmoud Belhadj.

Mahmoud Belhadj of Sfax port, 1968 to 2004. Tunisian-Tunisian sponge-merchant. The Belhadj line at Sfax.

The Belhadj line at Sfax is Slim Belhadj at fifty-five, petrochemical engineering at the Sfax port. Slim Belhadj is my Baba.

Mahmoud Belhadj is the grandfather of Slim Belhadj.

Mahmoud Belhadj is the grandfather of my Baba.

I asked the program office in July whether the intern from Sfax had a Belhadj connection to the twenty-two letters. They replied that the intern had the Belhadj surname. They had not asked the intern whether the intern had known about the grandfather.

I had not known about the grandfather.

I had not been certain you had not known. I am letting you know now. Mahmoud Belhadj died in 2008 at Sfax at ninety-two. I had met him in 1988 on a cooperative visit to the Sfax port-office. Three days. I was at his office one of the three days for four hours. He had a framed photograph behind the desk, the family group at his son’s 1971 wedding. The son was Khaled Belhadj at twenty-five.

Khaled Belhadj is my Pappous.

Khaled at twenty-five in 1971 married Houda Trabelsi at twenty-three. A Sfax-Tunisian-Tunisian family. Catholic side of the parish.

Yiayia Houda. She is eighty-one now, at the same Sfax neighborhood as Yiayia Photini Kosma. The two know each other at the parish-and-mosque forty-women community.

All right.

He let the beat sit, then turned the third folder a half-turn on the desk. Lina.

Kostas.

The twenty-two letters at the third folder. I had not been certain whether the intern from Sfax would want them.

The intern from Sfax will want them.

Then the third folder is yours. The letters are port-business, not family-letters. Cargo manifests, customs receipts, sponge-grade descriptions, payment schedules, shipping-date negotiations. The Sfax-Pothia sponge trade across thirteen years. They translate as port-business. The family-history is at the painted table at Rue de l’Algérie at Yiayia Photini.

The two are at two different registers.

The two are at two different registers.

All right.



The morning ran seven oh five to noon.

Lina sat at the desk at the east window. She opened the first folder. The first letter was dated the fourteenth of March 1972: Manolis Drosos at Pothia to Yiannis Marigos at the Marseille office. One page, Greek and French.

She translated into the Moleskine in three columns. Greek, French, Arabic-by-Latin-letters. Twenty-eight minutes. She marked four phrases that did not have a clean equivalent across the three languages and put a star at each column. Tea-break.

She moved to the second letter, dated the twenty-second of April 1972.

At ten Kostas said from the kettle: Lina. Tea.

They sat at the chair at the east window. Lina set the notebook on her lap.

Four phrases.

The four phrases.

She read the first: ī sýn-ergasiā-thesi-ipothésis. Greek. La coopération suspendue. French. At-taʿāwun al-muʿallaq. Arabic.

The Greek is the cooperative’s 1972 idiom for the suspension-of-cooperation arrangement we had with the Marigos Marseille office during the Lebanese civil-war years. A Pothia register, 1972-1990, no longer used. The French and the Arabic are clean translations. Footnote: Pothia cooperative idiom, 1972-1990 register, suspension-of-cooperation.

She wrote.

Second.

Anaphoroniko symvolē / contribution compensatoire / musāhama taʿwīḍiyya.

Specific term for the compensatory-contribution arrangement at payment-schedule negotiations. Pothia term, 1972-1976 register.

She wrote.

Third.

Peritypiméno katálogos / catalogue formel / qāʾima rasmiyya.

Documentation-team term for the formal-catalogue at the archive-protocol since 1965.

She wrote.

Fourth.

To telōtikon symbáno / l’événement final / al-ḥādith an-nihāʾī.

Euphemism for the commercial-dispute closing-event. Pothia register 1972-1979.

She wrote.

All right.

Thank you, Kostas.

Four phrases at four footnotes is the first day’s work. The protocol is footnoting the Pothia register at the clean translations. Thirty-four years across four managers since 1965: Theodoros Drosos 1965-1980. Yiannis Pappadakis 1980-1992. Maria Vouvalis 1992-2008. Kostas Marigopoulos 2008-present. Yiannis Pappadakis was the father of Theodora Pappadakis at the Tarpon Springs Drosos & Pappadakis line.

The documentation team has the Pappadakis line at the back of the chair.

The Pappadakis line at the back of the chair.

All right.

The tea break ended at ten thirty.

She translated the second, third, and fourth letters. She made footnotes. Across the four letters she marked nineteen phrases that would need them. She would ask Kostas a subset at the Tuesday tea break, not all at once. She had read in the program brief that the team did not want an intern who asked all of her questions on the first day. The pace was four letters a day at the first month, six at the second and third, eight from the fourth through the ninth. She was at the first-day pace.

The second letter (the twenty-second of April 1972) covered the four-cargo-arrangement at the Pothia-to-Marseille-via-Sfax-port-transit. The third letter (the eighteenth of June 1972) covered the customs-clearance-dispute at the Sfax-port at the May 1972-arrangement. The fourth letter (the twelfth of August 1972) covered the payment-schedule-revision at the post-July-1972-Marigos-Marseille-office-establishment.

Lina noted the four letters at the Moleskine. She noted Sfax-port at three of the four. The Sfax-port-of-1972 had been Mahmoud Belhadj’s port. The cooperative’s-Marseille-correspondence had run through the Sfax-port-of-Mahmoud-Belhadj for the first eight years of the thirteen-year Mahmoud-Belhadj-cooperative-correspondence. The two folders had Mahmoud-Belhadj at the back of the chair.

She did not say it aloud. She wrote a Moleskine-margin-note at the second-folder-side: Mahmoud Belhadj at the back of the chair of folder one. The Sfax-port-1972-transit. The two folders are at the same trade-route.



Lunch at noon. Kostas said: Lunch at the kafenio at the north end of the dock. I will be at the first table at the east window from twelve oh five to twelve forty. You may join me, sit elsewhere, or eat somewhere else. The protocol is the intern’s choice on the first day.

I will join you at twelve oh five.

They walked down. They sat at the first table at the east window. Kostas ordered yiouvarlakia. Lina ordered fasolada with a salad. They ate. They did not talk much.

At twelve twenty-five: Lina.

Kostas.

The painted table at Rue de l’Algérie.

The painted table.

Yiayia Photini has been at parish-archive translation since 2014. The work is the Sfax-side regional oral-history project. The Pothia documentation team has been at twice-a-year exchange with the project since then. Twelve years of overlap. Twenty-three letters at my desk drawer.

I had not known.

She wrote to me on the fourteenth of August at one of the twice-a-year letters. That her granddaughter Lina would be at the Pothia program from the twenty-second. That the granddaughter would be at the documentation office for the year-one internship. That the granddaughter would not be at the storage room at the first or second or third or fourth week, but at the fifth or sixth. That the twenty-two Mahmoud-Belhadj letters at the third folder would be at the intern at the first day at the port-business register, not the family-history.

Yes.

That the intern would be at the documentation team and at the storage room and at the painted table.

The intern at three places.

The three places.

He drank. She drank.

At twelve thirty-eight: Lina. The painted table is the painted table. The documentation team is the documentation team. The storage room is the storage room.

Yes, Kostas.

He stood at twelve forty.



After lunch he opened the drawer and showed her the twenty-three letters in archival order. Lina. These are the archive. Not yours to hold. Yours to read at lunch-break across the first month.

Yes.

She read the fourteenth-of-August letter in the lunch-break. Two pages of Yiayia Photini’s Sfax-Greek register. It said what Kostas had said at the kafenio. It said one extra thing in the last paragraph.

The extra thing: Mahmoud Belhadj had written to Yiayia Photini’s mother at Sfax in 1957. The sixteenth letter at the drawer where her mother kept the fifteen 1903-1906 Pothia letters. Photini had carried it for fifty-two years. The carrying would be shared at the Thursday five-fifty Pothia time video call, after Lina’s first reading of the twenty-two port-business letters at the third folder on Thursday afternoon.

She closed the letter and set it back in the drawer.

Kostas.

Lina.

The Thursday.

The Thursday.

The five-fifty.

The five-fifty.

The carrying.

The carrying.

Thank you.

All right.



The afternoon ran one to four. She translated the fifth and sixth letters of the first folder. She made footnotes. She did not open the third folder. The third folder was for Thursday afternoon, at the port-business register, before the Thursday-evening call to the painted table. Photini had asked for that order. Lina would keep that order.

She closed the first folder at four oh five. She walked to Kostas’s desk.

The first day.

The first day. Tomorrow at seven.

Tomorrow at seven.

She walked down the stairs and the twelve minutes back to the Drosos house. She was at the house at four twenty-five. Yiayia Marigoula at the kitchen with a tea. Phaedon at the piano in the front room. Niko at the back porch with a notebook. Athena at the dining-room table with a book. Tia in the back garden.

She walked to her room. She sat at the wooden desk. She turned the Moleskine to the second page and wrote four entries:

o pápppoús-tou-patéra-mou / le grand-père de mon père / jaddu abī. The grandfather of my father.

ī Mahmoud-grámma / les lettres de Mahmoud / rasāʾil Maḥmūd. The Mahmoud-letters.

ī Pémpti-vrádu / le jeudi soir / masāʾ al-khamīs. The Thursday-evening.

ī sixteen-grámma / la seizième lettre / ar-risāla as-sādisa ʿashra. The sixteenth letter.

She closed the notebook. She sat for fifteen minutes.

The first day at the documentation team had put a father-side-of-the-family at the back of her chair that she had not had at the back of the chair at the Tunis-Carthage gate at ten the night before. The Belhadj line at the cooperative’s port-business register from 1971 to 1984. The grandfather Mahmoud at Pothia, at port-business. She had not known.

She drafted the Sunday-call-to-Baba-script at the Moleskine margin. Four lines:

Baba. Pothia. The documentation team. Kostas Marigopoulos.

The third folder. Twenty-two letters. Mahmoud Belhadj 1971-1984. Pothia port-business.

Mahmoud is the grandfather of Slim Belhadj. The Belhadj line is at the cooperative-archive at the port-business-register.

The painted table is the painted table. The documentation team is the documentation team. The two are at the same family at two different registers.

She would tell her Baba on Sunday. Her Baba would say: bnaytiy. Pothia is the work and Sfax is the kitchen and the two are at the same family at two different registers. She knew he would say it because he had said it at the airport.

She set the notebook on the bedside table next to the framed photograph.

She went down to dinner.

The kitchen at six fifty had Yiayia Marigoula’s spanakopita on the counter and the late-summer dry warmth at the back-porch door. Athena, Niko, Phaedon, Tia, Lina at the table. Stelios and Yiayia Marigoula at the heads. Dinner ran seven to eight thirty.

The first internship day had its end. Thursday was four days away. Photini at the painted table at the five-fifty Pothia time on Thursday had been at the carrying of the sixteenth letter for fifty-two years.

Lina did the arithmetic at the edge of her notebook: eighty-one minus fifty-two equals twenty-nine. Photini at twenty-nine had been at her mother’s kitchen in 1957 when Mahmoud Belhadj at forty-one wrote the sixteenth letter.

She counted the things she did not know about the carrying. She stopped at twelve. She did not yet know that the sixteenth letter would sit at the bottom of the painted-table drawer for one more week. She did not need to know.

She drank her water. She walked through the kitchen-doorway-back at nine forty for the back-porch-fresh-air.

Yiayia Marigoula was at the kitchen-counter at the drying-cloth-and-tea-towel-folding. Lina mou.

Yiayia Marigoula.

The first day.

The first day.

The Mahmoud Belhadj.

The grandfather of my Baba.

The painted table is the painted table. The documentation team is the documentation team.

Yes, Yiayia.

All right.

Yiayia Marigoula at the slow walked to the back-porch with Lina. The two stood at the back-porch for a minute. The late-summer Pothia at nine forty-five had the kind of warm-air the Pothia-Drosos-house-back-courtyard always carried.

Lina walked back to her room at nine fifty. She went to bed at ten thirty. She slept seven hours and forty minutes. She woke at six twenty on the third of September.

The documentation team was at the bench in the morning.
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​Chapter 3. The Storage Room.
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The first Saturday of October was the third of October 2026. The Pothia ground-floor hall held the kind of stone-cool that old Aegean houses keep through the warmest October, and the back-porch door let in a thin smell of the lemon tree at the courtyard.

Lina had been at Pothia six weeks. Documentation office Monday to Friday, seven thirty to four. Across five weeks she had translated twenty-six Marigos-Marseille letters at the first folder, twelve Sfax-port-customs letters at the second, twenty-two Mahmoud Belhadj letters at the third. Sixty letters at the port-business register. One hundred and forty-three footnotes at the Pothia cooperative internal register. Kostas had approved one hundred and thirty-eight as written and revised five.

She had been at five Thursday-evening calls with Yiayia Photini at the painted table at five-fifty Pothia time. The first call, on the first of September, had carried the sixteenth letter, Mahmoud Belhadj at forty-one to Photini’s mother in 1957, the second paragraph turning from port-business to family-history at the same harbor. Photini had found that letter in her mother’s drawer on the day of her mother’s funeral in 1974, at twenty-nine. The carrying had run fifty-two years.

Lina had been at the first telling of it.



Yiayia Marigoula had set out the broom on Friday evening at dinner. The Drosos house has had an annual chore at the storage room at the first Saturday of October for the thirty-nine years of my management. Storage-room sweeping. There is a dry-shed dust at the ground floor at the back corner since the 1968 build. Forty minutes. Lina at ten in the morning. The broom is at the back of the back-porch door. The storage room is the wooden door at the far end of the ground-floor hall, at the left of the dining room. The electric light is at the wall switch at the entry. The fluorescent has been at the fixture since 1987.

Yes, Yiayia Marigoula.



She was at the kitchen at nine fifty-five on the third of October. Breakfast at eight with Athena and Tia. Athena at the courtyard with a book. Tia at the back porch with a notebook. Niko at the back garden with a piece of wood from the Argyrou yard. Phaedon at the piano in the front room. Yiayia Marigoula at the parish for Saturday-morning prayer. Stelios at the Vouvalis bakery.

Lina at the kitchen alone. The Moleskine in the breast pocket of the linen shirt. The mechanical pencil in the breast pocket. The enameled brooch in her front trouser pocket. The phone in the back pocket.

She took the broom from the back of the back-porch door. She walked the ground-floor hall to the far end. She put her hand at the wooden handle of the door and turned. The door opened. She turned on the wall switch. The fluorescent came on.

The storage room was a ten-by-twelve-foot space at the back of the house’s ground floor. Wooden floor. Four wooden bookcases along the three walls. Wooden boxes on the shelves with handwritten labels at the front. She counted: thirty-one boxes.

The labels were in Greek, handwritten across four documentation managers and the two before them. She read them. They ran by decade and by direction.

1880-1899 correspondence, Pothia to Sfax. 1880-1899 correspondence, Sfax to Pothia (replies). 1900-1909 correspondence, Pothia to Sfax. 1900-1909 correspondence, Sfax to Pothia (replies). 1903-1906 special, Pothia household correspondence with Kosma family Sfax.

She stopped at the fifth label. She read it a second time.

1903-1906 special, Pothia household correspondence with Kosma family Sfax.

She walked to the fifth box at the second shelf of the first bookcase at the north wall. Twelve-by-eight inches. Wooden lid. She set the broom against the wall. She lifted the lid.

Fifteen letters. Old paper at one hundred and twenty-three years. Sfax-Greek handwriting at the front of each envelope. She knew the handwriting. The same hand had written the fifteen letters at the drawer at the painted table at Rue de l’Algérie. Those fifteen were the replies the Sfax mother had received from her daughter at Pothia. These fifteen were the letters the Sfax mother had sent.

The mother’s replies. The Sfax side of the correspondence.

She sat on the wooden floor with the box on her lap. She took the top letter out: fourteenth of July 1903. Two pages, Sfax-Greek.

She read.

My Marioula. The Photini at the Drosos house is at this mother’s heart at Sfax. I have been at the kitchen since the first of July, four sleepless nights and twelve days of not-eating, and I have been at your ferry-from-Patras letter of the fifth of July seven hundred times. The Drosos house at Pothia has the Marioula Drosos at twenty-three years old at the head of the household. You have my Photini at eleven at the back of your kitchen. I have you at the back of my kitchen too, every hour of these fifteen days.

You wrote that Photini at the first afternoon had cried for three hours at the Drosos kitchen, and had then eaten a piece of bread at four, and had then slept at five.

I write back: dear Marioula. Photini at eleven is at your kitchen. Photini at eleven has been at Sfax for eleven years at this mother’s kitchen. Photini at eleven will be at Pothia for three years at the Drosos kitchen. The three years are the three years this mother has been at the not-having of her daughter. The not-having is at the mother’s lifelong carrying.

Photini at eleven is at your kitchen.

Photini at eleven is the kind of daughter a Sfax mother has when the Sfax mother has chosen to send her daughter to the Pothia household at the parish-and-cooperative arrangement.

Photini at eleven will return to me at fourteen in three years. I will be the mother at forty-three at the return. I will be the mother who has had a fourteen-year-old daughter for three years at the distance. I will be the mother who has been at the carrying of the distance.

The carrying is the carrying.

Marioula Drosos at twenty-three at the Drosos kitchen at Pothia has the kind of kitchen this mother knows her daughter is in. I have not been at Pothia. I have heard about the Drosos kitchen from the Marigos line at Sfax for fifteen years. The Marigos line and the Drosos line have been at the cooperative correspondence at twelve marriages-and-placements between the two cities since 1880. Photini at eleven is the thirteenth placement.

I am at the back of the kitchen at Sfax for the three years. I am at the letter every fortnight at the ferry-correspondence the Marigos line has at the Marseille-to-Pothia route.

The letter every fortnight is the letter every fortnight.

Tell Photini at the kitchen that this mother at Sfax is at the back of her kitchen and is at the carrying of the distance and is at the letter every fortnight and is at the return at fourteen-year-old in three years.

Tell Photini that this mother at Sfax loves her.

Tell Photini that the mother is the mother.

Your servant. Photini Kosma. Mother of the Photini at Pothia.

She read it twice. Three times. Four times.

The storage room at the fluorescent light at the ceiling at ten fifteen on the third of October had the dry-shed dust at the floor at the back corner Yiayia Marigoula had asked her to sweep.

She did not sweep.

She set the first letter on the floor in front of her. She took out the second: first of August 1903. She read. Third, fourth, fifth, sixth, seventh. Each one twice. She did not move. She did not look at her phone. She did not take the Moleskine from the breast pocket.

She read the fifteenth at ten fifty-five. Fifteenth of June 1906. The last reply.

My Marioula. Photini at fourteen is at the return to Sfax on the twenty-fourth of June at the Mastichari ferry. The mother at Sfax will be at the Tunis-Carthage port at the twenty-eighth of June in the evening. The mother at Sfax has been at the carrying of the distance for three years. The distance is at the end. Photini at fourteen will be at Sfax for the remainder of her life. She will be at this mother’s kitchen at the painted table on Rue de l’Algérie. The painted table will be the painted table. Thank you for the carrying of the distance at your kitchen. Marioula Drosos at twenty-six is Marioula Drosos. The carrying is the carrying.

She set the fifteenth on the floor in front of her, in order with the rest. She did not weep. She did not cry. She was at the mother’s careful at the wooden floor of the storage room. She put her hands at her lap. She sat ten minutes.

The fifteen letters were Sfax-Greek. The handwriting was her great-great-grandmother’s. The eleven-year-old recipient was her great-grandmother’s sister: the Photini at Pothia for whom Yiayia Photini had been named in 1945. The Pothia-Photini had returned to Sfax at fourteen in 1906, married at sixteen in 1908, had three children, died at sixty-two in 1957. Her sister had stayed in Sfax. That sister was Lina’s direct great-grandmother. The mother who wrote these fifteen replies was Lina’s great-great-grandmother.

The bible of the line ran clean. The carrying did not.

She had heard her great-grandmother’s voice once, on a recording her grandmother had made in 1989, played for her at thirteen at the painted table at the giving of the brooch. My mother Photini Kosma had a sister who had been at Pothia. The sister had been at eleven for three years at the Drosos kitchen. The sister had come back to Sfax at fourteen.

The recording had not held the detail of the fifteen letters. Or of the parish-and-cooperative arrangement. Or of Marioula Drosos at twenty-three. Or of the carrying-of-the-distance for three years. Or of the mother’s lifelong carrying.

The fifteen letters were the detail. Lina at seventeen was at the first reading. She did not yet know that the storage-room Sundays would run from October to May. She did not need to know.



She put the fifteen back in the box in the order she had taken them out. She closed the lid. She set the box back at the second shelf of the first bookcase at the north wall. She picked up the broom. She walked to the back corner. She swept for twenty minutes.

She did not cry. She thought of Marioula Drosos at twenty-three at the Drosos kitchen at Pothia in 1903. Of the Drosos house: the same house she was in now. Of the Photini at eleven, the first afternoon, three hours of crying, the piece of bread at four, sleep at five. Of the Sfax mother at the ferry-from-Patras letter at the fifth of July at seven hundred times. Of the carrying for three years. Of her own mother Nora at the painted table at fifty-two, four years out from her daughter at Pothia.

The Sunday call to Nora was tomorrow at ten Sfax time. Eleven Pothia time.

She finished at eleven oh five. She turned off the fluorescent at the wall switch. She walked out of the storage room and closed the wooden door. She set the broom at the back of the back-porch door.

The kitchen at eleven oh seven had Yiayia Marigoula at the table with a tea, back from the parish at ten thirty.

Lina mou.

Yiayia Marigoula.

The sweeping.

The sweeping is done.

All right.

Yiayia Marigoula did not ask anything else. She drank her tea. Lina sat at the table opposite her. They sat ten minutes. Yiayia Marigoula stood at eleven fifteen. Lunch at one.

Yes.

She walked to her flat at the back.



Lina sat at the kitchen table alone. She took the Moleskine from the breast pocket and turned to the fourth page. She wrote seven entries:

ī mētéra / la mère / al-umm. The mother.

ī oikia tou Drosou / la maison Drosos / bayt ad-Drūsū. The Drosos house.

ī Marioula Drosos pos íkosi-tres / Marioula Drosos à vingt-trois ans / Mariyūlā Drūsū fī thalāth wa ʿishrīn. Marioula Drosos at twenty-three.

ī Photini pos éndeka / Photini à onze ans / Fūtīnī fī ḥādiya ʿashra. Photini at eleven.

ī déka-pénte-mēnés-grámmata / les lettres tous les quinze jours / ar-rasāʾil kull khamsat ʿashra yawman. The letters every fortnight.

ī métaphora-tēs-apóstasis / le portage de la distance / ḥaml al-masāfa. The carrying-of-the-distance.

ī mēterikí-isobía-métaphora / le portage maternel à vie / ḥaml al-umm aṭ-ṭawīl al-amad. The mother’s lifelong carrying.

She closed the notebook and set it on the table. She put her hand at the cover for a minute. She took her hand off.

She stood. She walked up to her room. She opened the phone and called Yiayia Photini at eleven thirty Pothia time, ten thirty Sfax time.

The call took five minutes to connect. Photini answered at the painted table. White hair, white silk ribbon, blue housedress, a cup of coffee.

Lina mou.

Yiayia.

The Saturday morning.

The storage room.

The storage room.

The fifteen letters.

The fifteen letters from the mother at Sfax to Photini at Pothia, fourteenth of July 1903 to fifteenth of June 1906.

Yes, Yiayia.

Marioula Drosos was twenty-three.

Marioula Drosos was twenty-three.

Marioula Drosos at twenty-three at the Drosos kitchen in 1903 was the mother of Marigoula Drosos who is at the Drosos kitchen at eighty-two now.

Yiayia Marigoula’s mother.

Marioula was the late-life mother. Marioula had Marigoula in 1944 at sixty-four. Marioula died in 1973 at ninety-three, at the Drosos house.

I had not known.

Marigoula at eighty-two is the daughter of Marioula-at-twenty-three. Marigoula at the kitchen at twelve forty Pothia time today knows the placement. Her mother told her at the Drosos house in 1965, at twenty-one. Marigoula at twenty-one was at the first reading. She has been at the carrying for sixty-one years. Marigoula and I have been at twice-a-year correspondence since 1972, when Marioula at ninety-two asked her to write to the Sfax mother at the painted table. Fifty-four years of overlap.

I had not known.

Marigoula at the kitchen at the Drosos house knows you were at the storage room at ten this morning. She is at the back of the chair at your reading. You are not alone at the Drosos house.

I am not alone at the Drosos house.

The carrying is the carrying.

The carrying is the carrying.

All right.

They drank. They sat at the video call fifteen more minutes.

At noon: Lina mou. The translation. You will translate the fifteen at your time, three columns: Pothia register, French, Arabic. The translation is yours. The fifteen are at the storage room at the back of the chair at Marigoula’s carrying. Read on Sunday afternoons at the ground-floor hall at the far end. You will not tell the dorm. You will tell the dorm at your time at the fifth or sixth month, or at your kitchen-table reveal at the future.

My time.

The fifteen are the fifteen. Go to lunch. I love you.

I love you, Yiayia.

The call ended at twelve fifteen.



She sat at the desk ten minutes. She did not write. She did not call her mother. She did not call her father. She did not call her brothers.

She thought of Marioula Drosos at twenty-three. Of Marioula’s mother, who would have been at the Drosos kitchen too in 1903 at the head-of-household supervision. Of Yiayia Marigoula at eighty-two at the kitchen at the Drosos house at twelve forty Pothia time. Of Yiayia Marigoula at the back of the chair at her storage-room reading. Of the carrying at the two ends of the two seas: two grandmothers, one mother, one daughter, one great-granddaughter, one Lina.

She held the picture at the back of her head as a single shape.

At twelve thirty she walked down to the kitchen.

Yiayia Marigoula was at the table with a kolokithokefte on a plate.

Lina mou.

Yiayia Marigoula.

Sit.

She sat. Yiayia Marigoula pushed the plate at her. Lina took one. She ate.

The storage room.

Yes.

The fifteen letters.

Yes.

I had been at the back of the chair at twenty-one in 1965 when my mother told me. I had been at the back of the chair at twenty-eight in 1972 when she asked me to write. I have been at the back of the chair at eighty-two in 2026 when you have been at the storage room.

Yes, Yiayia Marigoula.

The carrying is the carrying. You are the great-great-niece of Photini-at-eleven. I am the daughter of Marioula-at-twenty-three. The two of us at the kitchen at twelve thirty on the first Saturday of October 2026.

The two of us at the kitchen.

The kitchen is the kitchen.

The kitchen is the kitchen.

The carrying is at the two of us now.

The two of us now.

And at Yiayia Photini.

And at Yiayia Photini.

The three of us.

The three of us.

All right.

She put her hand at Lina’s hand on the table. She let it sit. She took her hand off.

Eat.

Lina ate.

The first Saturday of October had the storage room and the fifteen letters and the three at the carrying. The kitchen at twelve fifty had Mediterranean late-summer dry warmth at the window and the smell of Yiayia Marigoula’s kolokithokeftedes.

The documentation team was at the bench in the morning. The storage room was at the Sundays. The carrying was at the three. The fifteen letters were the fifteen letters. The painted table at Rue de l’Algérie was the painted table. The Pothia Drosos kitchen was the Pothia Drosos kitchen. The two seas were the two seas.

She ate her kolokithokefte. She drank a glass of water. She did not say anything else. Yiayia Marigoula did not say anything else. The two sat thirty minutes.



The Saturday-evening at the kitchen at seven had the five at the dinner. Yiayia Marigoula had cooked fasolada and spanakopita. The five ate. Lina did not say much. The dinner ran seven to eight thirty.

After dinner Lina walked to the courtyard at the front. Athena was at the wooden bench at the olive tree with a book. The two sat fifteen minutes. Athena did not ask about the Saturday-morning at the storage room. Athena did not ask about Lina’s quiet at the dinner. Athena read the book. Lina sat at the bench at the back-of-the-chair-at-Athena.

The carrying-at-the-three was at the kitchen and the storage room and the painted-table at Rue de l’Algérie. The carrying-at-the-cohort was at the future. The Athena at the back of the chair would be at the Year-1-April-seventeenth-first-cohort-passing. The Lina at the back of the chair at the Saturday-third-of-October had not yet had the first-cohort-passing. The carrying-at-the-cohort was at the future-six-months.

She walked back to the kitchen at nine. She washed her glass. She walked up to her room at nine fifteen.

She sat at the wooden desk. She opened the Moleskine at the fourth page and added one entry:

ī déka-pénte-mētérika-grámmata / les quinze lettres-mères / ar-rasāʾil al-khams-ʿashra al-umm. The fifteen mother-letters.

She closed the Moleskine. She set it on the bedside table next to the framed photograph. She lay on her bed.

She thought of the storage room at ten in the morning. Of the fifteen mother-letters at the wooden chair at the east wall. Of Yiayia Marigoula at the kitchen at twelve thirty. Of Yiayia Photini at the painted-table-Sfax-side at five-fifty Pothia time. Of the three at the carrying.

She turned off the lamp at ten thirty. She slept seven hours and forty minutes. She woke at six twenty on Sunday fourth of October.

The first Sunday-afternoon at the storage room would be at two.



Lina’s Year-1 had its first archive find. Her year had its new shape.
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​Chapter 4. The First Letter.
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The first Sunday after the storage-room finding was the fourth of October 2026. The Pothia Drosos house at one in the afternoon held a clean autumn quiet at the courtyard, and the lemon tree at the back corner had set down a few yellow leaves on the stone.

Lina was at the kitchen at one thirty.

Yiayia Marigoula.

Lina mou.

The storage room. Sunday afternoons. Two to five.

All right. The light is at the wall switch at the entry. The fifteen are at the fifth box, second shelf, first bookcase, north wall. The wooden chair at the east wall has been the storage-room chair since 1987. It is yours for the Sunday afternoons. The dorm cohort will not be at the storage room at Sunday afternoons. They will be at four other places. Athena at the courtyard with a book. Niko at the back garden with a piece of wood. Phaedon at the piano. Tia at the back porch with a notebook.

And Lina at the storage room with the fifteen letters.

The five Sunday-afternoon places.

The five Sunday-afternoon places.

All right.

Yiayia Marigoula at one forty-five poured a Greek coffee at the kitchen-table. The two sat for the five-minute-Sunday-protocol-pre-entry. Lina drank.

Lina mou.

Yiayia Marigoula.

The protocol.

The protocol.

Two to five at the storage room. Five to six-fifteen at the wooden desk at the Moleskine-organization. Six-fifteen to seven at the back-porch with the dorm-cohort. Seven to eight-thirty at the dinner. Eight-thirty to nine-thirty at the kitchen-with-Marigoula-at-the-tea. Nine-thirty to ten


















































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BOOK THREE OF THE KEYSTONESCY.CLE

JEFFREY CARRIER





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





