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  Dedicated to my sister. I promise that if we ever have to hide in the Alps, I’ll try to find something better for dinner than marmot broth. No promises on the chestnuts, though.
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The smoke was thinner today.

Cesare pressed his belly flat against the rock and watched it rise from the valley floor, pale threads unraveling against the gray morning sky. Nine days ago the smoke had been black and thick, rolling up from the villages in columns so heavy they blotted out the ridgeline across the valley. He had smelled it even at this height, a smell like nothing he had known before, because it was not only wood and thatch burning down there. It was wool and leather and grain stores and the chair his mother had sat in before she died and the table where his father read Scripture on Sabbath evenings and every other ordinary thing that made a life.

He did not think about that. He counted the smoke.

Three thin lines today, all from the direction of La Tour. Two of them could be cookfires. The soldiers had been camped in the village for over a week now, and soldiers needed to eat. The third was harder to read. It rose from somewhere near the bridge, a lazy curl that could be a smoldering ruin still giving up its last heat, or it could be another house they had found and set alight. There was no way to know from here.

Cesare pulled the collar of his jacket higher against his neck and kept watching. The rock beneath him was cold enough to ache through his shirt, but he did not shift his weight. From this ledge, just below the tree line on the eastern shoulder of the ridge above Angrogna, he could see the whole valley laid open below him like a map drawn by a careless hand. The river was a white line at the bottom. The terraced fields on the lower slopes, where the barley and rye should have been coming up by now, were brown and trampled. The village of Angrogna itself was a scatter of dark shapes, some standing, some not. And everywhere on the paths and roads that threaded the valley floor, there were soldiers.

He counted them the way his father had taught him to count a flock. Not one by one but in clusters, estimating the groups as they moved. There were eight, perhaps ten, on the main road heading south toward Luserna. A smaller group, four or five, on the path that climbed from the river toward the upper pastures. These were the ones that mattered. The upper pastures meant the soldiers were still searching.

Cesare fixed his eyes on the smaller group and held his breath, though they were too far below to hear him even if he shouted. They moved slowly, stopping at each bend in the trail. One of them carried something that caught the light when he turned. A musket barrel, or possibly a blade. At this distance they looked like beetles, dark and purposeful, following a crease in the hillside.

He watched until they rounded the shoulder of the ridge and disappeared behind a stand of larches. Then he let his breath go, a long slow leak through his teeth, and pressed his forehead against the stone. The rock was wet. Everything at this altitude was wet in late spring, the snowmelt seeping through every crack and crevice, pooling in the hollows, dripping from the overhanging ledges. His jacket had not been fully dry in nine days. His feet had not been warm.

He lay still for another minute, listening. The wind moved through the pines above him with a sound like water pouring over stones. A chough called somewhere to the west, its sharp cry carrying across the open slope. There was nothing else. No voices, no dogs, no cowbells from the pastures. The ordinary sounds of the valley were gone, scraped clean as though a great hand had passed over the land and taken everything that lived.

Cesare pushed himself up from the rock, checked the trail below one more time, and turned back toward the trees.

The shepherd’s hut was a twenty minute climb from the lookout ledge, up through the last of the pines and across a steep meadow of brown grass and old snow. It was not really a hut. It was a shelter built by the men who brought their flocks up in summer, four rough stone walls and a roof of flat slabs weighted with rocks, set into the slope below a granite overhang that kept the worst of the rain off. The doorway was low enough that even Cesare had to duck, and inside the ceiling pressed down so close that Grandmother Renata could not stand fully upright. The floor was packed earth. There was no window. The only light came through the doorway and through the gaps between the roof stones, which also let in the cold and the damp and, when the wind shifted, a fine grit of ice crystals that settled on everything.

This was home now.

He smelled the fire before he reached the door, a thin, careful smell of burning pine. Grandmother only lit the fire in the early morning, when the mist was still heavy on the slopes and the smoke would mix with the cloud and be invisible from below. By the time the sun burned the mist off, she would let it die to embers and they would go without heat until the next dawn. Cesare had not told her to do this. She had simply done it, the first morning, without explanation, as though she had been hiding in mountains all her life.

Perhaps she had. The Waldensians had been hiding for a long time, longer than Cesare could properly imagine. His father had told him stories about the old persecutions, the ones from hundreds of years ago, when the soldiers of Rome had come into these same valleys and driven the faithful up into these same mountains. The barbes, the old pastors, had carried their Bibles into caves and preached by candlelight to congregations huddled in the dark. Cesare had liked those stories when he was younger. They had felt like adventures, like the stories of David hiding from Saul in the wilderness. He did not like them anymore. There was nothing adventurous about being cold and hungry and afraid every time the wind carried a sound up from below.

He ducked through the doorway. The inside of the hut was dim and warm from the last of the fire. Grandmother Renata sat on the stone ledge along the back wall, her hands busy with something in her lap. She looked up when he entered. Her face was thin. It had always been thin, the bones close under the skin, but nine days of half-rations had sharpened it further. Her eyes, though, were steady. They were the same eyes that had looked at him over the supper table every evening of his life, the same eyes that had watched him scrape his knees and lose his temper and forget his psalm verses and come trailing home late from the pastures with his shirt torn. They did not look afraid. Cesare did not know whether this comforted him or made him angry.

“How many?” she asked.

“Eight or ten on the Luserna road. Four or five on the upper trail, heading south. They passed below the Col Douffour and turned behind the larches.”

He reported it flatly, standing just inside the door with his arms at his sides, the way he imagined a scout would report to a captain. He had fallen into this habit on the second day, and it served a purpose he did not fully understand. As long as he was reporting, he was doing something useful. As long as there were numbers to count and directions to name, the world had edges he could hold.

Renata nodded slowly. “South,” she said. “Away from us.”

“For now.”

“For now,” she agreed. She did not argue with his caution. She did not tell him he was a child who should not be carrying this weight. He was grateful for that, though he would not have said so.

“The fire,” he said.

“I am letting it go.” She gestured to the embers in the shallow pit they had scraped in the floor. The flames were already low, just a lick of orange among the ash. A small iron pot sat at the edge of the pit with steam rising from it. “There is broth. Come and eat before it cools.”

Cesare sat down on the packed earth beside the fire and took the wooden bowl she held out to him. The broth was thin, made from the bones of a marmot he had trapped three days ago, boiled and reboiled until there was nothing left in them but the ghost of flavor. He drank it slowly, holding the warmth of the bowl against his palms. It was not enough. It had not been enough for several days now. The marmot was gone, and the small store of dried chestnuts they had carried from the valley was down to a single handful. He had checked the snares that morning before going to the lookout. All three were empty.

He did not mention the snares to his grandmother. He would check them again in the afternoon and bait them differently. There were marmots on the upper slopes. He had seen their tracks. It was only a matter of patience.

“Lucia?” he asked.

“Still sleeping.”

He glanced toward the far corner of the hut, where a shape lay curled beneath a heavy wool blanket. Lucia slept more now than she used to. At home she had been the first one awake, padding barefoot through the house before anyone else stirred, talking to the cat and opening the shutters and asking questions that had no answers. Here she slept late and went to bed early, and in between she was quiet in a way that did not seem right for a child of six.

She had not cried since the first night. That worried him more than the crying would have.

Cesare finished his broth and set the bowl down. He looked at the handful of chestnuts in the cloth bag hanging from a nail on the wall. He looked at the water jug, which was full because the stream above the hut ran clear and cold. He looked at the stack of firewood beside the door, enough for two more mornings if they kept the fires small. He inventoried these things the way his father inventoried the storeroom before winter: carefully, without panic, making a reckoning.

“We need food,” he said. “The snares are not catching.”

“I know.”

“I could go lower. There are gardens below the tree line. The soldiers have not burned everything.”

“No.” Renata’s voice was not loud, but it had a weight that stopped him. “You do not go below the trees. Not yet.”

“We cannot eat pine needles, Grandmother.”

“We can eat many things before we eat pine needles. And the Lord fed Elijah by ravens in the wilderness. He has not forgotten how.”

Cesare said nothing. He was not sure whether his grandmother expected ravens or whether she was simply telling him to be patient in the way she always did, by wrapping the instruction in Scripture so that arguing with her meant arguing with God. It was an effective method. He was not willing to argue with God, not yet, though he had thoughts about God’s timing that he kept behind his teeth.

He stood up and wiped his hands on his trousers. “I will gather more wood. And check the upper trail.”

“Eat first. There is enough for you to have another cup.”

“Give it to Lucia when she wakes.”

He said this over his shoulder as he ducked out through the doorway, and he did not wait for his grandmother to answer. The morning air hit his face, sharp and clean after the smoky closeness of the hut. The sun had broken through the mist and was warming the meadow above, turning the wet grass silver. Below, the valley was still hazed in cloud, the smoke and the mist mingling so that the whole floor of the world looked like a bowl of dirty wool.

Cesare climbed the slope behind the hut to the place where a dead pine had fallen against a boulder. He had been working at it for two days, breaking off the dry lower branches and stacking them. The work was good. It occupied his hands and his back and his breath, and while he worked he did not have to think about the things that pressed against the inside of his chest when he was still.

He did not think about his father.

He broke a branch. It snapped clean, the dry wood giving way with a sound like a bone cracking, and he stacked it with the others.

He did not think about the night they fled, Grandmother gripping Lucia against her chest, Cesare running ahead on the path with his heart slamming against his ribs and the glow of fire on the sky behind them and his father’s voice saying go, go now, I will find you, go.

He broke another branch.

He did not think about the fact that his father had not found them. That nine days had passed and no one had come up the mountain. That the list of reasons a man might not come was short and none of them were good.

He worked until the sweat ran down his back despite the cold, and then he gathered the wood into a bundle and carried it down to the hut.

Lucia was awake.

She sat in the doorway on the flat stone that served as a threshold, her knees drawn up and her blanket wrapped around her shoulders. She was a small girl, small even for six, with dark hair that Renata braided each morning into a plait that was already coming loose by midday. Her face had their mother’s softness, round cheeks and a wide mouth, though the roundness was beginning to go. She was drawing in the dirt with a stick, making shapes Cesare could not read.

She looked up when he came. “I heard a bird,” she said.

“What kind?”

“A big one. It went over.” She pointed at the sky with the stick. “Going that way.”

“A chough, probably.”

“No. Bigger. Much bigger. With wide wings, like this.” She spread her arms.

“A kestrel, then. Or a buzzard.”

“It was looking for something.”

“They always are.”

Lucia considered this. She went back to drawing in the dirt. Cesare set the wood down and began stacking it inside the door. He was nearly finished when she spoke again, and her voice was different this time, lighter on the surface but reaching for something underneath.

“Cesare. When is Papa coming?”

The wood in his hands was a thick branch of dead pine, its bark peeling in long strips. He held it and did not move.

“He is coming later,” he said.

“But when?”

“When it is safe.”

“Is it not safe now?”

“Not yet.”

“How do you know when it is safe?”

“You just know.”

This was not an answer and they both knew it. Lucia stared at him. She had a way of staring that was not a challenge but simply an openness, as though she had removed every door and shutter in her face and was waiting for him to walk in and tell her the truth. He could not bear it. He shoved the branch onto the pile with more force than it needed and turned away.

“Go and eat your broth,” he said. “Grandmother saved it for you.”

“I am not hungry.”

“Eat it anyway.”

He heard her get up and go inside, the blanket dragging in the dirt behind her. He stood in the doorway with his back to the hut and looked out across the valley. The sun was higher now and the mist was burning off, and he could see the dark shapes of the villages clearly, the broken rooflines and the blackened walls and the thin smoke still rising from whatever was left to burn.

He did not think about his father.

He thought about the snares. He would rebait them with chestnuts from the store. It was a cost, using food to catch food, but the marmots were more likely to come for chestnuts than for the grass stems he had been using. He would check the upper stream too, where the water pooled below a small fall. There might be trout there, if the snowmelt had not muddied the water too badly. He had no hook, but he could fashion one from a thorn if he found the right bush. And he would scout the western trail this afternoon, the one that led across the high meadows toward the Col du Pra. If the soldiers were moving south, the western approach might be clear enough to reach the summer pastures where other families might be sheltering.

There were things to do. There were always things to do. As long as he kept his hands moving and his mind on the next task, the next hour, the next necessity, he could hold the shape of the day together. He could be what his grandmother and Lucia needed him to be.

From inside the hut, he heard Lucia’s voice, small and clear: “Grandmother, is Papa coming soon?”

And his grandmother’s voice, after a pause that lasted longer than it should have: “Drink your broth, little one.”

The smoke below had thinned to almost nothing now. In another hour it would be invisible, and the valley would look peaceful from up here, the way it had always looked in spring, green and quiet with the river catching the light. You could almost believe that nothing had changed. That the villages were whole and the fields were planted and the church bell would ring for evening prayer and the men would come in from the pastures and the children would run to meet them on the path.

You could almost believe it, if you did not look too closely. If you did not count the smoke.

Cesare turned from the doorway and went to check his snares.
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The second snare caught a marmot on the eleventh morning.

Cesare found it just after dawn, the animal hanging limp in the loop of twisted cord he had set between two rocks on the upper slope. It was small, barely worth the effort of skinning, but he held it up by the hind legs and felt a rush of satisfaction so fierce it startled him. He had done this. He had baited the trap with three of their precious chestnuts and chosen this spot where the marmot tracks crossed the scree, and the gamble had paid. He carried the animal back to the hut with his shoulders straighter than they had been in days.

Grandmother Renata took it from him without a word of praise, but her hands moved quickly as she reached for the knife, and that was enough. She would skin it and set the bones to boil, and tonight they would have something in their stomachs besides chestnut water and the tough roots she had been digging from the margins of the stream. Lucia would eat. That was what mattered.

“I need more wood,” Cesare said. “The pile is down to one day.”

“Take it from the fallen pine. Do not go further than the big boulder.”

“I know.”

“I am telling you again.”

He did not argue. The big boulder was the boundary they had agreed upon, an unspoken line drawn around the hut at the distance Cesare could cover in three minutes at a run. Everything inside that circle was theirs. Everything outside was the world that had burned.

He took the hand axe, the only tool they had carried from the valley, and climbed the slope behind the hut. The dead pine was nearly stripped of its lower branches now, and he would need to work at the trunk itself, chopping into the softer wood where rot had begun to loosen the grain. The axe was dull. He had no stone to sharpen it properly. But the work was steady and simple, each stroke landing with a thud he could feel in his wrists, and the rhythm of it settled him the way it always did.

Chop. Stack. Chop. Stack.

The morning was warmer than the last several had been. The sun had come up into a sky washed clean by yesterday’s rain, and the meadow below the tree line was beginning to show color, tiny white and purple flowers pushing through the mat of dead grass. The snow had pulled back another twenty paces up the slope overnight. Spring was not asking permission. It was coming whether the valley was ready for it or not.

Cesare worked for the better part of an hour, filling the space around his feet with chunks of pale wood that smelled of resin and cold earth. His shoulders ached. His palms, which had blistered and healed and blistered again since they came up the mountain, were tender in the places where the axe handle pressed hardest. He switched hands and kept going.

He was not thinking about the marmot, or the snares, or the soldiers on the trail below. He was thinking about nothing at all, which was the best state he had found. The axe fell and the wood split and his body did what it was supposed to do, and for a while he was not a boy whose father was missing and whose world had been taken apart. He was just a pair of hands and a blade and the clean sound of impact.

He did not notice when Lucia left the hut.

Later, he would go over it again and again, trying to find the moment he should have seen her go. He had been facing uphill. The hut was behind him and below, out of his line of sight. Grandmother was inside, working on the marmot. Lucia had been sitting in the doorway when he left, wrapped in her blanket, drawing in the dirt with the same stick she carried everywhere now. She had not said she was going anywhere. She never said she was going anywhere. She simply went, the way water goes through a crack in a stone, quietly and without announcement, following whatever pulled her.

He did not know how long she had been gone before he noticed.

He carried the first armload of wood down to the hut and stacked it inside the door. Grandmother was bent over the marmot, her knife working with quick, precise strokes. The doorway was empty. The stick lay in the dirt where Lucia had been sitting, and the shapes she had drawn were still fresh, little circles and lines that might have been flowers or stars or faces.

“Where is Lucia?” he said.

Renata looked up. Her hands stopped moving. She looked at the empty doorway, then at Cesare, and he saw the shift in her face, the tightening around her mouth that meant she was calculating how long it had been and how far a six year old could walk in that time.

“She was here,” Renata said. “She was just here.”

Cesare was already moving. He dropped the wood and ducked out through the doorway and scanned the meadow in every direction. The slope above the hut was empty. The trail to the lookout ledge was empty. The stream to the north ran through a shallow gully lined with alder scrub, and he could not see into it from here, but there was no movement, no flash of Lucia’s brown dress or her dark hair against the pale grass.

He called her name. Not loudly. Sound carried in these mountains, and even now, even with his sister missing, the habit of caution held. He called just above a speaking voice, pitching it to carry across the meadow without echoing off the rocks above.

“Lucia.”

Nothing.

“Lucia!”

A chough burst from the pines to the west, startled by his voice, and wheeled away across the slope with a sharp cry. Otherwise, silence. The wind moved in the grass. The stream made its constant sound, that low rushing murmur that had become so familiar he only noticed it when he listened for it.

Cesare crossed the meadow at a run, heading west toward the line of scrubby junipers that marked the edge of the steep ground. Beyond the junipers the slope dropped away fast into a gully, a narrow cut in the mountainside where the snowmelt had carved a path through loose rock and clay. The gully was dangerous. The sides were crumbling and the bottom was full of sharp stone and standing water, and Cesare had told Lucia three times not to go near it. He had shown her the edge and said, this is where you stop. She had nodded seriously and repeated it back to him, the way she always did, as though the repetition was a promise.

She was a child of six. Her promises lasted until the next interesting thing crossed her path.

He reached the junipers and pushed through them, the stiff branches scraping his arms, and looked down into the gully.

She was there.

She was crouching on a ledge of flat rock about eight feet below the rim, halfway down the side of the gully. Her dress was muddy at the knees and her braid had come loose on one side. She was leaning forward, perfectly still, with the concentration of a child examining a beetle or a strange stone, and she was looking at something wedged into the rocks below her.

Cesare’s chest unlocked. The fear drained out of him so fast that his legs felt hollow, and for one breath he just stood at the edge and let the relief pass through him. She was alive. She had not fallen. She was being Lucia, wandering where she should not wander, finding things that did not belong to her.

Then he looked at what she was looking at, and the relief turned to something else entirely.

It was a man.

He lay in the bottom of the gully, wedged between two boulders where the water pooled and trickled over the stones. He was on his back, or nearly so, with one arm bent under him and his head turned to the side. His legs were twisted at angles that looked wrong. His face was the color of old ash. And he was wearing a uniform.

Blue coat. White crossbelts. Brass buttons, though most of them were missing or caked with mud. The coat was torn open along the left side, and through the tear Cesare could see cloth that had once been white, soaked through with something dark. The dark stain spread from his ribs to his hip. It had run down into the water pooling beneath him and thinned to a pale rust color where it mixed with the snowmelt.

French. The man was French.

Cesare’s whole body locked. He stood at the rim of the gully with his hands at his sides and his breath stopped in his throat, and he stared at the blue coat and the brass buttons and the blood-soaked linen, and the world narrowed to a single point of white hot focus.

He knew that uniform. He had seen it by firelight on the night they ran, dozens of them moving through the streets of the village like a river of dark water, the muskets on their shoulders catching the glow of the burning houses. He had seen it in the doorway of the church when the soldiers blocked the exit and the women screamed. He had seen it on the road below La Tour when the column marched through with prisoners roped together at the wrists, and he had searched every face in that column for his father and had not found him.

That uniform.

He tasted something metallic in his mouth. His hands had clenched into fists without his knowing.

“Cesare.” Lucia’s voice floated up from the ledge, small and clear and completely calm. “Come and look. There is a man.”

“I see him. Come away from there.”

“He is hurt.”

“Come away now, Lucia.”

“But he is not moving. I think he is sleeping, but his face is wrong.”

Cesare lowered himself over the rim, his feet finding the same ledge Lucia had climbed down to. The rock was slick with moisture and he had to grip the juniper roots to keep his balance. He reached her in three careful steps and took her arm, pulling her back from the edge of the ledge.

“We are going,” he said. “Now.”

“But Cesare, look at him. There is blood.”

He did not want to look. He had already seen everything he needed to see. The uniform was enough. The uniform was the whole story, the only story that mattered. But Lucia was pointing with her free hand, insistent the way she was always insistent when she had found something she did not understand, and despite himself he looked again.

The soldier was young. That was the first thing that registered when he let himself see past the coat and the blood. His face was not the face of a grown man, not fully. His jaw was soft, his chin barely stubbled, and his hair, matted with dirt and sweat, was the light brown of unripe chestnuts. His mouth was open slightly. His chest moved, but only just, a faint rise and fall so shallow that Cesare had to watch for several seconds to be sure he was not imagining it.

He was alive. Barely, but alive.

“He is dying,” Lucia said. She said it the way she said everything, without drama, as a fact she had observed and was reporting. The way she might say the fire is going out or the stream is rising.

Cesare looked at her. Her eyes were wide and serious. She was not afraid. That was the strange thing. She had nightmares about sounds in the dark and could not sleep without the blanket pulled over her head, but the sight of a bleeding man in a gully did not frighten her. She was simply waiting for someone to tell her what to do about it.

“Good,” Cesare said.

The word came out flat and hard, a stone dropped on a stone. He felt it land and did not flinch from it. Good. Let the man die. Let him lie in this gully with his torn coat and his ruined body and the dirty water pooling around him, and let whatever was left of his life drain out between the rocks. He was French. He was one of them. His hands had done the things that those hands did, or if not his hands then the hands of men who stood beside him and wore the same blue coat and took the same orders and carried the same muskets into the same valleys to burn the same villages where people like Cesare’s father read Scripture to their children on Sabbath evenings.

Good.

Lucia pulled against his grip on her arm. Not hard, not in rebellion, just the restless tug of a child who was not finished looking. “But he will die,” she said again, as though Cesare had not understood the first time.

“We are going back to the hut.”

“Should we not help him?”

“No.”

He pulled her up from the ledge, lifting her by the waist until she could reach the juniper roots and scramble over the rim. She was lighter than she should have been. He could feel the bones of her hips through the wool of her dress. He climbed up after her and took her hand and walked her back through the junipers and across the meadow without speaking.

She did not argue. She did not cry. She walked beside him with her hand in his and her head turned back over her shoulder, looking toward the gully as though the man in it might rise and follow them. She did not ask any more questions, which was worse than questions, because it meant she was thinking, and Lucia’s thinking always led to places Cesare did not want to go.

They were halfway across the meadow when he saw Grandmother Renata coming toward them from the hut. She moved carefully on the uneven ground, picking her way through the tussocks of grass with one hand holding her shawl closed at her throat. Her face, when she saw them, showed a flash of something raw before she brought it under control. She had been frightened. She had come out and found them both gone and she had been frightened, and seeing that on her face, even for a moment, made Cesare feel something worse than guilt. He felt the weight of what his carelessness could cost.

“She wandered off,” he said. “I found her at the gully.”

“I found a man,” Lucia said.

Renata’s eyes moved from Lucia to Cesare. She read his face the way she always read it, quickly and completely, and he saw her register what was there. She did not ask if it was true.

“Show me,” she said.

“Grandmother.”

“Show me, Cesare.”

He wanted to refuse. He wanted to say there is nothing to show you, it is a dead man in a ditch and he is wearing a blue coat and we are not going back there, not now, not ever. But his grandmother was already walking, her hand on Lucia’s shoulder, steering the child back the way they had come, and Cesare found himself following because he had always followed her, because his legs moved when she moved and his body obeyed her voice even when his mind was screaming at him to stop.

They reached the gully. Renata stood at the rim and looked down.

She looked for a long time. The wind pulled at the edges of her shawl and she held it with one hand and looked at the young soldier lying in the rocks with his blood thinning in the water, and her face did not change. Cesare watched her and tried to read what was happening behind those steady eyes, but she gave him nothing. She might have been looking at a fallen tree or a dead sheep or a rock slide blocking the path. She looked the way she looked when she was counting the cost of something, adding up what it would require and measuring it against what they had.

Then she crossed herself. It was a small, quick motion, almost invisible, and Cesare felt the bottom of his stomach fall away because he knew what it meant.

“No,” he said.

“We will bring him to the hut.”

“No.”

“Cesare.”

“He is French.”

“I can see what he is.”

“He is one of the ones who came. He burned the village. He killed people. He is one of them and you want to bring him into our house?”

His voice had risen and he caught himself and brought it back down, but the words were out and they hung in the air between them like smoke. Renata looked at him. She did not look angry. She looked patient, and her patience was worse than anger because it meant she had already made her decision and was simply waiting for him to stop fighting it.

“We do not know what this man has done,” she said. “We know what he is wearing. That is not the same.”

“It is enough.”

“For you, perhaps. Not for the Lord.”

Cesare felt something give way inside him, a crack running through the wall he had built so carefully over eleven days of counting smoke and checking snares and refusing to think about his father. The crack was anger, but it was not only anger. It was the night they ran. It was the glow on the sky and the sound of glass breaking and Lucia screaming and


















































