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  For Theresa J. Humfeld,

mother of my friend Max—

The Weight of Stone was the last book she ever read.

She told me she wanted me to show her how I wrote,

so that she might learn to tell her own stories.

Less than a month later, she was gone.

She never had the chance to write those stories,

or to read Indigo and tell me what she thought.

This book is for her—

and for the stories she should have had time to tell.
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  Foreword



You do not need to have read The Weight of Stone to find your way into this book. Margaret, David, and Luis carry enough of their history with them that a new reader will know who they are soon enough.

But if you have already spent time with them — if you remember a boat leaving Nazaré in the rain, or two fishermen named Reis and Santos who risked more than they had to — you will feel this novel differently. Some of what happens here has been waiting since that first crossing to be answered.

Either way, welcome. This is a story about people who have gotten very good at disappearing, and what it finally costs them to stop. I hope you stay with them until the end — and if you do, and you have not yet read where they began, I think you will want to.

— Nicholas M. Christie







  Preface






INDIGO: The Ghosts of August in Berlin continues the story of Margaret Haynes, David, and Luis following the events of The Weight of Stone.

Although this novel stands on its own, readers familiar with the earlier book will recognize the history these characters carry with them—the choices they made, the people they lost, and the consequences that followed them to Berlin.

This is a story about surveillance, displacement, loyalty, and the difficulty of beginning again when the past refuses to remain behind.

Thank you for reading.

Nicholas M. Christie








  
  1

  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  





INDIGO: THE GHOSTS OF AUGUST IN BERLIN

Chapter One — “The First Days”


LATE AFTERNOON — THE APARTMENT

The apartment was small but sufficient. Two bedrooms, a narrow kitchen with a window that looked onto a courtyard where someone’s laundry hung motionless in the cold. A bowl of apples sat on the counter, untouched since morning. They’d been there ten days, and already the place felt temporary, as if permanence itself were no longer an option.

Margaret sat at the table. Outside, the light was thinning, already turning gray toward evening. Luis stood by the window, coffee in hand, watching the street below with attention that never quite turned off. David was at the counter, slicing bread with more care than the task required.

“We need to find work,” David said. He didn’t look up from the cutting board. “Something.”

Viktor’s money wouldn’t last another month.

Luis turned from the window.

“It was meant to get us settled. Not to live on.”

“I know that.” David’s voice was quiet but firm. “I’m just saying we need a plan.”

Margaret looked at the cup in her hands.

They’d had versions of this conversation before. Never with anger. Just the weariness of knowing the answer wasn’t simple. Viktor had sent them to Berlin from Madrid with enough money to rent the apartment in Schöneberg, to buy time while they figured out what came next.

“We could teach,” David said. “English. There are language schools.”

Luis set his coffee down.

“Teaching requires documentation. Work permits.”

“We have those.”

“Borrowed documentation,” Luis said. “It works for renting apartments. It won’t survive official scrutiny.”

David finally looked up.

“Then what do we do?”

Luis paused. When he spoke, his voice was even.

“We don’t need careers,” he said. “We need time.”

David frowned.

“Time for what?”

“To look ordinary. To be boring.” Luis moved away from the window. “People here hire cash workers all the time. Cleaning, deliveries, repairs. Immigrants do it every day. It’s invisible work.”

“That’s not what I trained for,” David said.

Luis met his eyes.

“That’s why it works.”

Silence settled between them. Assessing.

“We stay legal where we can,” Luis went on. “Quiet where we can’t. No sudden moves. No attention. That’s the job.”

David looked at Margaret.

“Is that really enough?”

She didn’t answer right away.

She thought of the last time they’d relied on borrowed papers, the last time they’d tried to disappear. She thought of a man she’d noticed more than once already here — outside their building, passing too slowly, his eyes lifting at exactly the wrong moment. The look hadn’t been surprise. It had been recognition.

Luis looked at David.

“People paid for us to be able to sit here tonight,” he said. “Don’t forget that.”

David nodded once, then looked away, toward the window.

Margaret stood.

“I need to walk,” she said. “See what’s here.”

Luis nodded.

She pulled on her coat. The apartment was warm enough, but outside the air was cold.

“Be careful,” David said.

“I will.”

THE WALK

She went out for a walk to let her thoughts resolve themselves.

Not to think them through. Just to let them thin.

On these streets she did not need to look as if she had a purpose. The air was cold enough to feel it. Late autumn — sharp, but not yet bitter. She noticed her breathing deepen without intention, the rhythm of her steps settling into something even. A wind moved through the street and she pulled her coat closer.

Her mind had been somewhere else. She didn’t try to hold it there.

Their apartment was on a narrow street near Viktoria-Luise-Platz, in the part of Schöneberg where residential life moved at its own unhurried pace. The buildings here were Wilhelminian — ornate facades from another century, stone carved with detail that suggested craftsmen who’d cared about permanence. Bay windows jutted out above the street. Iron balconies held dormant flower boxes. Everything weathered but maintained, dignified without pretense.

A small grocer was still open as she passed, crates of produce out front despite the cold. The owner — an older man in a heavy coat — was stacking crates for the night. He glanced up and gave her a brief nod. She’d been in twice since they’d arrived. Not often enough to be a regular, but enough to be recognized.

“Guten Abend,” he said.

“Abend,” she replied, and kept walking.

Small interactions like that felt like cover. Proof of normal life. Proof of belonging to the neighborhood’s rhythm. She and Luis and David were careful about that. Buying groceries at the same corner shop. Taking the U-Bahn from Viktoria-Luise-Platz station at reasonable hours.

Being seen without being noticed.

At some point she slowed, then stopped altogether. She couldn’t have said how far she’d walked. Several blocks, at least. It didn’t matter.

The street was narrower here.

The café sat slightly back from the pavement, its windows dim even with the lamps lit inside. Nothing about it drew attention. No sign calling out. No display. Just a room holding light quietly. The smell of coffee reached her before anything else — dark, bitter, grounded.

Why am I still here?

She crossed the street.

INSIDE THE CAFÉ

Inside, the room absorbed sound. Conversations continued, but at the level of breath. Somewhere, unseen, a machine exhaled steam and then fell quiet.

She paused just inside, long enough to take it in.

Old wood polished by use rather than care. Chairs that didn’t match.

The smell of coffee had settled into the place over years. Beneath it, something older — wool, newsprint, the particular closeness of a room that had been warm and full of people for a very long time.

The ceiling was high, corniced in the old style. Paint flaking slightly near the edges. A woman two tables over was reading, her glasses perched low on her nose. An older man near the window stared at nothing in particular, his hands wrapped around an empty cup. No one spoke loudly. No one seemed in a hurry to leave.

Margaret felt her shoulders drop slightly. She hadn’t realized they’d been tight.

People were moving. Not much, but enough.

Except for one man.

He sat toward the back, angled slightly away from the room, as if he’d chosen the position deliberately. Older. White hair cut close. His hands rested on the table in front of him, folded loosely. Not waiting. Not watching. Simply there. He hadn’t moved while she stood at the door.

That was what she noticed first.

She didn’t know how long he’d been sitting like that. The stillness around him felt practiced.

Their eyes met briefly. No surprise. No curiosity. He gave a small nod, almost imperceptible, then gestured to the empty chair across from him. Not an invitation, exactly. More an allowance.

She hesitated only a moment, then took off her coat and crossed the room.

As she sat, something settled. Not relief. Just the absence of motion. Outside, the street continued without her. Inside, the quiet held.

Only then did she think of Viktor. Of Madrid. Of the decisions that had brought them here — decisions that felt less like choices than the only options left.

The man across from her lifted his cup, took a careful sip, and set it down.

“You’re new to the neighborhood,” he said.

“Recently.”

“It’s a good area. Quiet.”

“I’ve noticed.”

He studied her face for a moment, with the attention of someone used to reading people.

“Kurt,” he said.

“Margaret.”

He nodded once, as if names were useful but not the point.

“You’re looking for something,” he said.

She didn’t answer at once. Outside, a bus rumbled past.

“Most people are,” she said finally.

He almost smiled.

“True. But some look differently.”

The coffee came. She wrapped her hands around the cup before lifting it, letting the warmth settle. It was good. Plain. Somewhere behind the bar, a machine hissed softly and stopped.

“Do you live nearby?” she asked.

“Close enough,” he said. “I walk.”

She looked at him more directly now. Weathered face. Steady hands.

He met her eyes, briefly, like he already knew what she’d noticed.

“It’s a good area for families,” she said. “Children.”

He considered that.

“Yes,” he said. “It was.”

She waited.

“When I was young,” he went on, “there were things for children here. Groups. Activities. A sense of belonging.”

She didn’t interrupt.

“You didn’t think much about it at the time,” he said. “Most neighborhoods had them.”

“And did it work?” she asked.

A small, almost apologetic smile.

“For a while,” he said. “Then it didn’t.”

He paused.

“Like the Hitler Youth,” he said.

Not carefully. Not casually. Simply.

She didn’t react.

“It was like your Boy Scouts,” he continued. “Marching. Camping. Discipline.”

“And what happened to all those boys?” she asked.

He thought about it.

“Some died,” he said. “In the war. Or just after.”

She nodded.

“Some went east,” he said. “They believed in other things later. Thought they could make something cleaner.”

“And the rest?”

He lifted one shoulder.

“Some did well,” he said. “Factories. Offices.”

“And some?”

“Ran shops,” he said. “Married. Complained about taxes.”

“The more things change,” she said, “the more they remain the same.”

“Yes,” he said. “Of course.”

They sat with that.

The woman with the glasses turned a page. Outside, another bus rumbled past, its engine low through the glass. The café held its warmth without effort.

“And you?” he asked after a moment. “You have work? Professional work?”

She considered how much truth the question deserved.

“I’m looking,” she said. “My friends and I. Something to do.”

He nodded, as if this confirmed rather than surprised him.

“After some reflection,” he said, “I may have something that would interest you.”

She waited.

Margaret felt her pulse shift. Not quicken, exactly. Just a small adjustment. Her hands remained still on the cup. She didn’t look away.

She hadn’t come to the café looking for work. She hadn’t come looking for anything. But now something was being offered.

She took a breath. Let it out slowly.

“What sort of something?” she asked.

He waved the question aside and returned his hand to the table, fingers loosely folded.

He waited.

Margaret looked toward the window.

A dark sedan was parked across the street, idling. Too still. Too deliberate. She recognized the make — same as the one she’d seen idling outside their building on two different mornings.

Kurt followed her gaze.

His expression didn’t change.

“They’re not here for me,” he said.

She didn’t ask how he knew.

THE INTERRUPTION

“I’m usually here in the late afternoon,” he said.

She nodded.

“Then we’ll speak again.”

The door opened, letting in colder air. A young woman stepped inside, scanning the room until she saw him.

“There you are,” she said, her voice warm but not effusive. “I hoped you’d still be here.”

“Fawn,” he said.

She came closer, unwinding a scarf from her neck. Her attention flicked briefly to Margaret, then returned to him without curiosity.

“I came to see if you’d have dinner with me,” she said.

Kurt’s expression softened. A small give, easy to miss unless you were watching for it. He glanced at Margaret, a question offered without words.

“That sounds nice,” Margaret said, already reaching for her coat. “Another time.”

“Yes,” he said.

Fawn touched his shoulder lightly as Margaret stood.

Margaret stepped toward the door. Behind her, she heard Fawn’s voice, quieter now.

“You’ve been here all afternoon,” Fawn said. “You should eat something real.”

“I will,” Kurt said. “I promise.”

Margaret didn’t turn back.

THE WALK HOME

She stepped into the street.

The cold sharpened everything. Lamps cast shallow circles on the pavement. A few shops were closing, their interiors dim and patient. The city continued around her.

The warmth of the café clung to her coat briefly, then faded. She pulled the collar higher.

Half a block on, she noticed David and Luis standing near the corner.

“Margaret,” David said.

“I went into the café,” she said.

Luis glanced at her, then back at the street.

“Someone was watching you.”

“I know.”

David opened his mouth to ask more, but Luis gave a slight shake of his head.

“We’ll talk about it later,” he said. “We should keep moving.”

The street opened into a broader avenue. Shops with their lights dimming. A few people heading home. The sky had gone the color of old stone.

“What did he want?” David asked.

Margaret watched the reflections in the windows as they passed.

“Help with something. He didn’t say what.”

“You don’t know?”

“He didn’t say.”

Luis was watching the cross streets as they walked, small turns of the head that meant he was counting sightlines. Habit, not worry.

“And you left it at that?” David said.

“I told him we’d speak again.”

A light rain began. Not heavy. Just enough to darken the pavement and make the lamps blur.

David pulled his collar up.

“Did he say why you?”

“I think because he saw me check the exits when I walked in.” She glanced at him. “And because I’m new. Nobody knows me yet.”

Luis made a sound that wasn’t quite agreement.

“New means disposable.”

“Or careful,” Margaret said.

They turned down a narrower street. Residential. Fewer lights. Curtains already drawn. An older woman passed them with a small dog on a leash, moving quickly to get out of the rain. A couple stood under a doorway, talking low. The woman laughed at something. The sound carried in the wet air.

The rain picked up.

“There,” Luis said, nodding toward a shop awning ahead.

They stepped under it. The rain drummed on the canvas above them. Somewhere down the block, a car door slammed, then silence. The street was emptying.

Margaret looked out at the city.

Berlin felt colder than Madrid. Not the weather. The way people moved, everyone with somewhere to be and no interest in what happened between here and there. Big cities where you could disappear just by standing still.

In Madrid, people lingered. Talked on corners. Looked at you when you passed.

Here, no one looked.

That was useful, she supposed. For people who needed to blend in.

But it also felt like being nowhere.

“We need money,” David said.

Margaret didn’t answer right away.

“Viktor gave us enough to get here,” David continued. “That’s running out.”

“I know.”

“So if this man is offering work—”

“He’s offering something,” Margaret said. “I don’t know what it costs yet.”

A bus went by. Nearly empty. The windows lit up against the rain.

Luis was looking back the way they’d come. Just watching. After a moment, he seemed satisfied.

“The person watching,” David said. “Do you think it was because of him? The old man?”

“Probably,” Margaret said.

“But you don’t know.”

“No.”

The rain eased slightly. Barely. Enough that no one mentioned it.

“We should keep moving,” Luis said.

They stepped back out into the rain.

Luis led them down a side street. Narrower. Darker. Halfway down the block he stopped, looked around, shook his head.

“Wrong turn,” he said.

They backtracked to the main avenue. Margaret noticed how easy it was to lose your bearings here. The streets all looked similar in the rain. Gray stone. Dark windows. The same trees repeating.

Two more blocks. The neighborhood shifted. Quieter. More residential. Trees along the sidewalk, bare branches dark against the streetlights.

“There’s a place up here,” Luis said. “Still open.”

A small shop. The kind that stayed open late for people coming home from work.

They went inside. Luis ordered in German. A woman ladled soup into three containers, covered them, then wrapped a loaf in paper without looking up.

Luis paid. Margaret saw the bills change hands.

Margaret watched through the window while the transaction finished. The street outside was empty. Just rain and lamplight.

David stood beside her, hands in his pockets. He was looking at something across the street. An apartment building. Lights in a few windows. Someone moving past a curtain.

Ordinary life, continuing.

“Do you trust him?” he asked. “The man from the café?”

Margaret thought about Kurt’s weathered hands. The careful way he’d spoken. The weariness in his voice.

“I don’t know him well enough to trust him,” she said. “But I think he’s tired.”

“Of what?”

“Carrying things.”

David nodded slowly.

They stepped back into the rain.

THE APARTMENT — NIGHT

The apartment was only a few blocks away. The streets were narrower here, the buildings closer together. Margaret could see their window from the corner — a faint yellow square in the dark. Luis walked slightly ahead, scanning the street. David stayed close to Margaret, his hands jammed into his coat pockets.

They reached the building. Luis unlocked the door, held it open. The stairwell smelled of cold plaster and someone’s dinner from a floor above. Margaret followed them up the worn steps.

Inside, the apartment was warm. Luis set the food on the table. Margaret filled a kettle, put it on the stove. David sat down. The tension of the walk seemed to settle into him all at once.

They ate without much conversation.

Margaret made tea and they drank it while the rain tapped against the windows.

After a while, Luis stood.

“I’m going outside. See if anyone followed us.”

Margaret nodded.

When he left, the apartment grew quieter.

David hadn’t moved. He was looking at the table, but his eyes were somewhere else entirely. His










































