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# Chapter 1 - The Hull Ledger

The archive smelled of old things. This was not a metaphor. Noa had spent enough of her life in it to understand the smell as distinct from the general smell of the Ardent - oil and recycled air and the particular mineral undertone of the hull's inner shell - and she had spent enough of her life trying to describe it to people who had never stood where she stood to know that language failed somewhere short of the truth. The smell was sweet in a way that had nothing to do with sugar. It was dry. It carried a faint acidity that reminded her, though she had no earthly reference for this, of very old paper.

There was old paper in the archive. There was old everything in the archive. That was the point.

She arrived at the forward section's Sub-Level 3 before the ship's dawn cycle had come fully online - the corridor lights were still at forty percent, the blue-white of the Ardent's artificial night, and the cafeteria two levels up would not begin its morning service for another hour and a half. She arrived early most days. The archive before the day's cycling of light and temperature felt like a different place from the archive after: quieter in ways that were not just auditory, more itself. She had tried to explain this to Yael once. Yael had listened with the patient expression she wore when she was waiting for the part that would mean something to her, and then she had said: *it sounds like you like being alone.* Which was true. But it was not the whole truth.

Noa set her bag on the worktable - the main table, long, scarred from decades of use, stained in one corner from a coolant leak that had been repaired before her tenure and had left a permanent reminder of its own history. She laid out her materials. The restoration equipment lived in a sealed case when not in use; she unsealed it now and checked each component against the manifest she kept in her head, not because she didn't trust the case's catalog system, but because the habit of verification was not something she had ever managed to restrict to a single domain.

Everything was where she had left it.

She sat down and did not begin working immediately. She rarely did. She had a ritual - not a spiritual one, not exactly, though she had never been able to explain it without it sounding like one. She looked at the archive.

It occupied most of Sub-Level 3's forward section: four thousand square meters of shelving, cabinet, and sealed-environment vault. The physical record. The Ardent carried its history in two forms - the digital Ledger, accessible to every crew member from any terminal on the ship, and the physical collection that Noa and her two assistants maintained. The physical collection was older, in aggregate, than the digital one. It contained material from the founding generation that had never been fully digitized: media formats that required specialist equipment to read, objects that could not be accurately represented in any catalog system, documents whose physical condition was itself part of the record. It also contained, in the environmental vault at the archive's deepest end, the original founding documents - the formal records of the Ardent's commissioning, launch, and initial mission parameters, printed on materials designed to last a millennium.

Or so the official catalog noted. Noa had been spending the last several weeks finding out what else the official catalog noted, and what it did not.

She pulled her logbook toward her and opened it to the previous evening's entry. Her handwriting was small and consistent - she had trained herself to write this way because her first Archivist, Sel Marish, had noted that excessively expressive handwriting was a liability in a person responsible for maintaining a record that others would need to read. Sel had said this without judgment, as she said most things. Noa had been seventeen and had immediately gone home and spent two weeks practicing smaller letters.

She read her own entry from the night before. Noted the file designations she had flagged for further review. Closed the book.

Outside the archive, through the door she had left half-open out of habit, she could hear the ship. The Ardent was not a quiet vessel - it was a vessel of twelve thousand people and several hundred thousand mechanical systems all operating simultaneously, and even at four in the morning ship time it produced a low, complex hum that Noa had been hearing her entire life and would notice the absence of immediately and with something close to alarm. She had read accounts from the founding generation of how disorienting the noise had been to people raised on Earth. The founding archivist Maren had written, in one of her few surviving personal entries, that she had spent the first three months of the voyage unable to sleep for the sound of the engines and had eventually come to love it, and Noa had thought about that sentence many times - the three months of sleeplessness, the eventual love, the vast distance between the two.

She picked up the first media cartridge in the day's restoration queue and began.
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The restoration project had been commissioned eight weeks earlier by the Council of Stewards, acting on the recommendation of the Ardent's Engineering Division. The material in question was a set of data cartridges from the founding generation, produced in a format - QD-14, a redundant quantum storage medium that had been standard in the mid-22nd century and had been superseded by three successive formats before the Ardent's launch - that was deteriorating past the point of future recovery. The council's letter had been brief and functional: the archive was to undertake restoration of all QD-14 material before further degradation rendered the task impossible.

It was not an unusual request. Media deteriorated. Noa had spent portions of every year since her appointment on restoration projects of various scales - an audio log format from the third generation that had compressed poorly and was losing segments; a set of physical journals from the fifth generation's agricultural expansion that had suffered humidity damage; the fourth-generation survey maps of the ship's internal infrastructure, which had been so thoroughly annotated in pencil by successive generations of engineers that the original documents were barely legible beneath the accumulated marginalia. The QD-14 project was larger than most but not fundamentally different.

Except that it was. She knew this now. She had known it for eleven days.

She ran the restoration equipment through its warm-up sequence, watching the diagnostic readout with the divided attention that experience permits - alert for anomalies while her mind attended to something else entirely. The something else was the file she had found on day three of the project: a cartridge cataloged as "Mission Engineering Supplemental - Voyage Year 1, Documentation Set B," which, when read, had proven to be something other than what the catalog described. The catalog described dry technical records of the ship's initial systems checks. What she had found was an earlier layer of the same cartridge's recording medium - a palimpsest.

She had not immediately understood what she was seeing. She had cataloged it as an anomaly, flagged it in her logbook, and kept working. She had found three more anomalies of the same type before she paused and considered whether she was looking at a pattern.

She was looking at a pattern.

She had not yet told anyone.
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The ship's dawn cycle completed itself at 0600: the corridor lights rising through amber to the full-spectrum white that the Ardent's designers had calibrated to approximate an overcast Earth morning, which no one alive had ever experienced and which was therefore accepted as simply what morning looked like. Noa stepped out of the archive's interior into the corridor that ran along Sub-Level 3's outer ring and breathed the slightly fresher air of the circulation system's morning flush.

She had a practice she rarely varied: before beginning the main work of any day, she visited the Hull Ledger.

The Ledger occupied a corridor near the forward viewport - a section of the Ardent's inner shell that had been kept clear of all other installation, a deliberate emptiness in a vessel where every cubic meter of space served a purpose. The walls here were covered in names. This was not a metaphor either. Every person who had been born on the Ardent and died on the Ardent had their name inscribed here - in the format of each generation's convention, which had drifted enough over two centuries that you could tell, without reference to the dates, approximately which generation a person had belonged to by the style of their inscription. The early generations: full names, birth and death years, professional designation. The third generation: names only, no dates - a cultural shift whose origins were documented in the sociological records but still felt, to Noa, somewhat abrupt. The fifth and sixth generations: names with a small symbol beside each one, drawn from a personal-symbol system that had emerged from the fourth generation's artistic culture and been incorporated into death practice so naturally that Noa sometimes forgot it was a recent invention.

She walked slowly along the wall, as she always did. She did not read every name - there were thousands upon thousands, and she had her own professional relationship with the ship's dead that was sustained in the archive, not here. But she walked slowly because the Hull Ledger was not a list. It was a record, and records deserved attention.

She stopped, as she usually did, at a section of the wall near the original founding inscription - the first generation's names, the people who had left Earth and never returned and never expected to. She could read this section from memory. She knew the spacing of the letters, the slight variations in the hand of whoever had made the original inscriptions. She knew which names appeared together in the records and which appeared as solitaries. She knew the death dates and what they corresponded to: the illness that had moved through the ship's first population in voyage year seven, taking eleven people. The engineering accident in year fifteen. The slow decline of the founding generation into old age, which had been extensively documented in the medical records and which had created a psychological crisis for the second generation that still showed up as a shaping event in the sociological literature.

She looked at two names in particular, as she usually did.

*Tor Vasken, Archivist.* He had died in voyage year twelve, at the age of fifty-one - young, for the Ardent's medical infrastructure, though the founding generation had faced health challenges the subsequent generations had not. He was the only Archivist before Maren, who had served for forty-three years and whose name appeared further down the wall, alongside a personal symbol that resembled a stylized eye.

Noa had been reading Tor Vasken's records more carefully than anyone had read them in a very long time. She had not yet found what she was looking for, but she was beginning to understand where to look.

She moved on, as she always did. She had a day's work waiting.
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The cafeteria at 0700 was a moderately chaotic place. Noa arrived between the early rush of the shift workers and the mid-morning crowd, which was her preferred window: enough people that she could sit without being conspicuous, not so many that the noise rose to a level that made thinking difficult. She queued for the morning rotation - the kitchen cycled through a twelve-day menu that the nutrition team had designed for optimal caloric and psychological satisfaction, and today was a grain porridge that she liked and a fruit preserve made from the ship's hydroponic orchards that she liked slightly less but ate anyway.

She sat at a table near the window - not a window to space, though the observation decks on Level 1 had those; this was a window into the Hab Ring, the broad internal space that ran around the Ardent's central cylinder and served as the closest thing the ship had to an outdoors. The Ring was two hundred meters wide and lined with gardens, markets, and the buildings of the Ardent's service industries. It was lit by the same dawn-cycle system that lit the corridors, but here the light was diffused through a pale membrane above the gardens that imitated a sky. It was not a sky. Noa had read the founding generation's accounts of real sky and tried to imagine the difference. She thought she probably couldn't.

She ate and watched the Ring come alive below her. People moved along the paths between the gardens; the market stalls were setting up; a group of children in school-uniform jumpsuits moved in a loose cluster with two teachers herding the edges. The children were a mix of ages - the school cohorts on the Ardent were organized by achievement and interest rather than age, a system that had evolved from a crisis in the third generation's education infrastructure and had apparently worked well enough that it was never revised. She watched one of the children stop to examine something growing in the garden bed beside the path, crouching with total focus, oblivious to the teacher calling them forward.

She thought about the palimpsest.

It was a word from a language none of them spoke. It came from the founding generation's records - from academic texts in the archive's physical collection that had been printed on Earth and carried aboard, and which Noa had read as a student and returned to periodically as a professional. A palimpsest was a manuscript in which an original text had been scraped away and written over - animal-skin documents had been reused this way, in the centuries before paper was cheap enough to waste. The original text was erased. But erasure was never complete. The original writing left indentations, shadows, traces in the material that the newer writing sat over. With the right light, the right technique, both texts could be read simultaneously.

What she had found in the QD-14 cartridges was a digital version of this. Records that had been written over. The surface layer: official, complete, consistent with every other record she had ever handled from the founding generation. The layer beneath: something else. Not completely different - the document structures were the same, many passages were identical. But different enough that the differences were not accidents.

The founding documents had been deliberately altered. Someone in the founding generation - she did not yet know who, though she had suspicions - had created an official version of the record that differed from an earlier version. And the earlier version had not been destroyed. It had been preserved beneath the surface, in material that would survive long enough to be found by someone who knew what they were looking for.

Or by someone who happened to be assigned to a restoration project at the right time.

She was not yet certain what the difference between those two things was.

She ate the last of her porridge. She noted that the fruit preserve was, in fact, worse than average today, which she attributed to an early harvest. She looked at the child still crouched in the garden bed, who had now been joined by two others and was apparently conducting a seminar on whatever they had found. She thought: *in two hundred years, someone will read the record of this morning. What will it tell them?*

Probably: that the porridge rotation continued. That the children still attended school. That the archivist who had found what she had found sat in the cafeteria and thought about it and did not, yet, tell anyone.

She put her tray away and went back to work.
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The restoration equipment worked by reading the medium at multiple frequencies simultaneously and layering the results - a process that took considerably longer than simply reading a cartridge through conventional means, but that preserved information from portions of the medium that conventional readers treated as noise. It was slow. She did not mind slow. She had spent eleven days being slow and deliberate, cataloging each anomaly carefully, building her picture of what the cartridges contained in the same way she might build a picture of any historical event: from fragments, with patience, resisting the temptation to fill in gaps with assumption.

Today's cartridge was a different file type from the previous anomalies - a text document rather than a data record, from the designation. When the restoration read completed and she pulled up the output, she found the surface layer first: a standard administrative file from voyage year one, listing the archive's initial inventory. She had read documents like this hundreds of times. They were dry and accurate and important.

She ran the comparison.

The layer beneath the surface was the same document - the same inventory, the same structure - but with different entries in several places. Items that appeared in the official inventory as one thing appeared in the earlier version as another. She spent twenty minutes cross-referencing what she had with what she knew.

Most of the discrepancies were minor. Catalog descriptions that had been changed, probably for clarity, probably innocuously. Two items relabeled from informal working titles to formal designations. Standard administrative revision.

And then there was Hold 7.

In the official inventory: *"Hold 7 - Environmental Systems, Long Duration. Contents: atmospheric processing reserve equipment, class III."*

In the earlier version: *"Hold 7 - Endowment Archive, Primary. Contents: cultural endowment, complete. Format: broadband cultural encoding, 12.3 petabytes. Custodian: Holders (permanent)."*

She read it twice. She read it a third time. She looked up from the screen and at the archive around her - the shelves, the cabinets, the sealed environmental vault, the smell of old things - and she held perfectly still for a moment, the way she sometimes held still when she understood that what she was looking at was going to change the shape of something.

*Cultural endowment.*

She did not know what that was. She had never seen the phrase in any document she had ever processed. She knew what Hold 7 was - everyone on the Ardent knew that Hold 7 was a restricted section of the aft cargo, maintained by a permanent technical crew, inaccessible without specific authorization that she, as Archivist, had never needed to request. The reason given in every record she had consulted was the same: environmental systems maintenance, long-duration, specialized. A boring reason. A reason no one questioned.

*12.3 petabytes.*

The ship's entire public digital archive - every document, every record, every audio log, every image - was 3.4 petabytes. She had looked this up when she first took the appointment, to get a sense of the scale of what she was responsible for. She had been quietly pleased that it was comprehensible.

12.3 petabytes in Hold 7. Listed as a cultural endowment. With a custodian designation - *Holders* - that matched nothing in the ship's official personnel records.

She made herself finish the comparison, cataloging every discrepancy in the document with the same attention she gave every other entry. She made herself write the catalog note in her logbook: *"Notable divergence in Hold 7 entry. Earlier version specifies non-matching contents and custodian designation. Flag for further research."*

Further research. As if she had found an inconsistency in a fifth-generation procurement record.

She closed the cartridge's file and sat for a long moment with the equipment humming around her and the archive's smell in her lungs and the sound of the Ardent working around and under and through everything, and she thought: someone put this here for me to find.

She could not yet prove this. She could not yet prove anything. She was an archivist, and she had a rule that she had learned from Sel Marish, who had learned it from her own predecessor: *the record does not support the reading; the reading supports itself. Follow the record.*

She picked up the next cartridge and began the restoration sequence.

Outside, through the door she had left half-open, the corridor lights had completed their morning rise and were holding steady at the full-spectrum white that approximated an overcast sky on a planet she had never seen, recorded in documents left by people who had, and carried forward into a morning that no one on Earth would ever know had happened.

The Ardent moved through the dark at thirty-one kilometers per second, as it had moved for two hundred years, as it would move for two hundred more.

Noa worked.
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# Chapter 2 - Restoration

The restoration equipment had been built by a woman in the third generation named Cha Viret, who had spent forty years of her life creating tools to read the formats of the previous generations, and who had documented her work in such obsessive detail that Noa had read the documentation as a student and remembered it now when she was using the equipment, occasionally noticing places where Cha's descriptions matched the actual behavior of the machines so precisely that it felt less like technical writing and more like having a conversation with someone who had died forty years before Noa was born.

The main restoration unit was a gray metal box approximately the size of a large book, connected to a flexible reader arm that Noa positioned over each cartridge in turn. The arm made contact with the cartridge at seven points simultaneously and read the medium using a process that Cha had called "frequency-layered induction" in her documentation - a phrase that Noa could repeat without being entirely sure she understood it, though she understood its practical consequence, which was that the arm read the same data multiple times at slightly different energies and then a processing unit assembled the multiple readings into a composite that revealed more information than any single reading could provide. The process took between four and twenty minutes per cartridge, depending on the cartridge's condition. In eleven days, she had processed forty-one cartridges. The total restoration project involved approximately three hundred.

She was not in a hurry. She had never been in a hurry about archival work. Sel Marish had told her, early in her apprenticeship, that impatience was the only sin specific to archivists - not dishonesty, not carelessness, not bias, all of which could be corrected, but impatience, which caused people to conclude before the record was complete. *Your job,* Sel had said, *is to finish reading before you start thinking. Most people cannot do this. You will have to practice.*

Noa had practiced for twenty-three years and was not certain she had mastered it.

Today's first cartridge yielded nothing anomalous - a routine engineering log from voyage year one, describing the calibration of the water reclamation system, written by someone named V. Kosara who appeared in the founding-generation personnel files as a junior engineer from the Baltic Consortium, one of the seven institutional bodies that had commissioned the Ardent. V. Kosara had a precise, slightly anxious writing style; she described every procedure twice, once in technical and once in plain language, as if she were writing for two audiences simultaneously. Noa read the restored document with full attention and filed it correctly and started the next cartridge.

*Vasil Dorin, Chief Engineer, Voyage Year 1, Personal Log.*

The name made her stop. She had been thinking about Vasil Dorin for eleven days.

He appeared in the founding generation's records as a practical ghost - everywhere, in the documentation that mattered, the systems records and the maintenance logs and the engineering reports, and nowhere in the things that revealed a person. He had not kept a journal, as far as the official catalog knew. He had not corresponded informally with other crew members in any format that had been preserved. He was a signature at the bottom of a thousand documents, a name attached to every major engineering decision of the Ardent's first voyage year.

And he was, she was increasingly certain, one of the people who had known.

She ran the restoration carefully, slower than the program's defaults. The surface layer: a technical log, the kind she had seen fifty times this project, documenting the first year's engineering checks. Routine. Dry. Complete.

The layer beneath was not.

It was the same log - the same events, the same dates - but the entries were different in the way that a person talking to a colleague and a person talking to themselves are different. The surface layer of Vasil Dorin's log read like a record. The layer beneath read like a thought.

She leaned forward and read carefully.

*Day 47. The Hold is stable. Temperature variance within tolerance, though I've adjusted the secondary thermal buffer by 0.8 degrees to account for the differential I noticed in the morning reading. The active systems are drawing exactly what they're supposed to draw - if anything, slightly under, which suggests the thermal management is running more efficiently than the design specs predicted. I'll note this for the formal record as well.*

*What the formal record will not note: I went in today. Standard quarterly inspection. I've done four of these now and I am not certain I am ever going to get used to it. It is - I keep trying to find the right word. It is not technical. I know exactly what it is, technically; I built half of it, I understand the systems better than anyone alive. But technically is not the only way a thing can be understood. Standing in that room is standing next to something I don't have a framework for. Sorra [the mission ethicist, I mean Covenant; I still use the informal name] says this is normal and healthy and that a person who could stand there without feeling anything would be a person with a deficiency, not a virtue. I think he's right. I think about the transmission sometimes. 'Send what you are.' We are sending what we are. This is what we are. I believe that. But believing it doesn't make the room smaller.*

Noa stopped reading.

She read the passage again. She read it a third time.

*The transmission.* *Send what you are.*

She noted the exact text in her logbook with careful handwriting, transliterating every word. She noted the file designation, the cartridge number, the depth indicator from the restoration equipment's readout. She was very careful. Her hands were steady. She was practiced at keeping her hands steady when she was reading something that mattered.

She filed the restored document and started the next cartridge.

—-
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At nine-thirty a knock on the archive's open door produced Yael Birn, who was carrying two cups of something warm and had the particular expression that meant she had come partly for the company and partly because she needed to talk and had decided to frame it as generosity.

"I brought tea," Yael said. "It's not good tea. The good tea is on rationing again."

"It's always on rationing."

"At some point it will stop being rationing and become the new normal." Yael set one of the cups on the corner of Noa's worktable that was not occupied by equipment and sat on the chair that lived at the table's end, which was understood to be Yael's chair in the specific way that things in the archive had accumulated personal associations over the years without Noa ever formally assigning them. "What are you working on?"

"QD-14 restoration."

"The founding records project."

"Yes."

Yael wrapped both hands around her own cup and looked at the restoration equipment with the mild curiosity she extended to things she didn't fully understand but was not motivated to understand further. She was a good physician, and her medical equipment was very sophisticated, and she had told Noa once that she found it quietly reassuring that the archive's equipment looked like something you could take apart and fix with hand tools. Noa had pointed out that you could, in fact, take it apart and fix it with hand tools, and that Cha Viret's documentation included instructions for doing exactly that, and Yael had seemed less reassured by this than Noa had expected.

"How's it going?"

"Slowly." This was true and also somewhat evasive. "There are roughly three hundred cartridges in the set. I've done forty-two."

"That's - months of work."

"Yes." Noa considered what to say next and decided on deflection that was not quite dishonest. "It's interesting material. The founding generation documented everything. More than we do, per capita. They grew up in a world where data storage was essentially infinite and they had the habits of it."

"We document plenty."

"We document what's required. They documented because they wanted a record. There's a difference."

Yael made a sound that acknowledged the distinction without fully accepting it. This was a common feature of conversations between them - Yael taking Noa's historically-grounded observations and filing them in a category marked *probably true, not immediately actionable.* Noa did not take this personally. She had long since concluded that Yael's relationship to the past was an artifact of her profession: physicians were trained to be interested in what was happening now, not what had happened then. The past was relevant to a doctor only as a predictor. Noa found the past interesting in itself, which was perhaps why she worked where she worked.

"Are you eating actual meals?" Yael said. She had a habit of arriving at her real questions through a sequence of preliminary topics, and food was her most-used preliminary.

"I had porridge this morning."

"That's one meal. I mean are you eating the rest of the meals."

"I'm eating the meals."

"You look tired."

"I'm always tired in restoration projects. It's detailed work."

Yael looked at her with the specific attentiveness that she usually reserved for patients. Noa had always found this slightly uncomfortable - Yael was very good at reading people, and Noa was not always certain she wanted to be read. She returned the look with an expression she had practiced: open, calm, mildly curious.

"Something's different," Yael said. Not a question.

"The restoration project is more complex than usual."

"That's not what I mean and you know it."

Noa picked up her cup. The tea was, as advertised, not good. The Ardent's hydroponic capacity could sustain the plant matter for tea but couldn't fully replicate the mineral profile of the water the plant had originally evolved for, and the result was something that had the smell and approximate warmth of tea without fully delivering on the taste. She drank it anyway. It was a beverage and she needed a beverage.

"When I have something concrete to tell you," she said carefully, "I'll tell you."

Yael looked at her for a moment longer. Then: "All right." She was not satisfied, but she was accepting. This was another feature of Yael: she pushed until she identified a genuine wall and then she stopped pushing. It was one of the things Noa valued most about her. "I have two clinic hours at ten and then I'm covering the afternoon observation ward because Pett is sick. Dinner?"

"Yes. Seventh bell."

"I'll find something better than cafeteria."

"You always say that."

"One day I'll be right." Yael stood and retrieved her cup. At the door, she paused. "Whatever you're working on - if it gets complicated, don't wait too long to say so."

Noa looked at the cartridge in the reader arm. "I know."

After Yael left, she sat for a moment with the echo of the conversation and then she picked up her logbook and added a line beneath her notes on Vasil Dorin's restored log: *Yael noticed something. I have eleven days before this becomes obvious to anyone paying attention. Probably fewer.*

She crossed out *eleven days* and wrote *unknown.*

—-
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The founders were not abstractions to Noa. This was something she had tried to explain to her apprentice, a young man named Pell who had been with her for two years and who was talented but young enough to find the founding generation somewhat mythological - larger than people, symbols of purpose and sacrifice. She understood the mythology; she had grown up with it. The Compact, the ship's founding cultural document, was saturated with the founding generation's symbolic weight. The Founding Day ceremony, observed annually on the anniversary of the Ardent's departure date, featured readings from the mission statement and a recitation of the names on the Hull Ledger's founding section that took forty minutes for the full list. The founders were the foundation: the metaphor was the point.

But Noa knew Vasil Dorin as the person who had designed the water reclamation system's fail-safe and written about it with a characteristic anxiety about edge cases. She knew Maren Solis, the first Archivist, as someone who had cataloging opinions that Noa found both admirable and sometimes excessively conservative. She knew Covenant - the founding ethicist, whose formal name was Tamar but who was universally known by the role title that had eventually been officially assigned to the position - as a writer of dense, earnest, occasionally agonizing philosophical prose that she had read more of than almost anyone else currently alive.

She knew Tor Vasken as the gap at the beginning of the Archivist's record. He had served twelve years. He had left fewer personal documents than any other founding-generation figure of equivalent seniority. He appeared in other people's records - Maren mentioned him several times, always briefly, always with an odd formality - but his own file was thin. Too thin, for a man who had been the keeper of the record.

She had not yet found the deeper layer in Tor Vasken's documents. She was looking.

—-
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She broke for the midday meal and returned to find a message on her terminal from the Council's administrative secretary: a routine progress update request on the restoration project, standard quarterly administrative contact. She wrote a brief reply noting the current cartridge count and estimated completion date and sent it without adding anything further. The message had given her no reason to change anything she was doing.

She ran twelve more cartridges through the
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