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  One

  
  
  PROLOGUE

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




Before

Charleston had a specific quality in the season when this story begins, the particular quality of a city doing what it did in that specific time of year. I was Lena Marchetti and I had been in this city for all of my adult life and I knew its character the way you knew the character of things you had been inside long enough to stop having to think about them.

My work as a marine biologist in Charleston had been my life for six years, which was the specific duration of time that it took to understand what the work was and to build the practice of it into the particular form that was entirely mine. I had been building for six years and the building had produced something real.

He was Reed Harlow and he was Iron Tide MC president and he had been in my orbit for the specific amount of time that it took for two people in the same city with the same extended world to encounter each other enough times that the encounters stopped being coincidences and started being the particular pressure of proximity that cities applied to people who were meant to be in each other’s lives.

The story that I am telling you begins at the specific moment when the proximity produced the first deliberate encounter, which was the first time either of us did the specific thing that required intention rather than accident. That moment is the beginning. Everything before it is context.

Reed betrayal cost Lena the life she had been building in Charleston. She stayed in Charleston, finished her research, and rebuilt herself. He spent two years groveling in the specific way of someone who understood that groveling was the minimum and that the minimum was not sufficient.

What I need you to understand before the story begins is the specific quality of who I was at the beginning of it, which was someone who was very good at their work and very complete in the particular ways that professional excellence produced completeness and who was missing the specific thing that professional excellence could not provide, which was the other person in the life who understood the work and the life and the city and who was there.

He was going to be that person. I did not know this at the beginning. I knew it later. I am telling you from later, which means I am telling you from the good ending, which is the only honest place to tell a story from when the story has a good ending.

The specific city of Charleston in the specific season when this begins was doing the specific thing that it did in that season: being entirely itself, the particular quality that I had been in love with for all of my adult life, the quality that had kept me in it when other options had been available. I stayed because the city was right. He stayed because the city was right. We were in the right city at the right time and the rightness was about to become the specific form of the life I had been building toward.

Charleston in this season was doing what Charleston always did: the particular quality of a city that was entirely itself regardless of what was happening in the lives of the people inside it. I had been here long enough to know its specific character, and I moved through it in the way of someone who had built their life here and who had decided the building was the right work.

The work of being a marine biologist in Charleston had given me the specific education of someone who understood that the right result required complete attention and that complete attention could not be abbreviated. I had been applying this education to everything in my life and I had been getting better at it every year.

He was Iron Tide MC president, which was the specific form of his life that had always been his life, and that specific form had produced in him the quality of someone who understood that the things worth doing were worth doing completely. I had known this about him. I was continuing to know it.

I said something in this chapter that I needed to say and that I had been building toward saying. He received it with the quality he brought to things that mattered: completely, with the full weight of someone who understood that what was being said was the important thing.

The specific texture of the day was the texture of someone who had organized their life around what was actually there rather than around what was absent. I had organized it around what was real, which was the specific skill I had developed, and I was good at it.

He said: Tell me what you need from me. I said: I need the complete version. Not the version organized for my comfort. The complete version. He said: Yes. He said it the way people said yes when they had been waiting to be asked and the asking was the specific relief of the thing finally being permitted.

The relationship had the specific quality of something being built from the honest foundation rather than restored from the damaged one. I was building. He was building. The building was the work and the work was the thing.

She said: Tell me where you are. I said: I am in the specific place where the evidence is clear and the decision is made and the only thing remaining is the living inside the decision. She said: Tell me if you are afraid. I said: Yes. She said: Tell me if that changes anything. I said: No.

The city outside was doing what cities did: continuing, which was both the loneliness and the comfort of living in a place that was larger than any single person story. I had been here long enough to trust the doing.

He came back the next day and the day after, which was the specific accumulation that mattered more than the single instance. Accumulation required a different kind of commitment, the kind that did not depend on the specific conditions of any given day but on the decision that had been made about the direction.

What I understood by the end of this chapter was the specific thing that this chapter had been building toward understanding, which was not the same thing I had understood at the beginning. The chapters built on each other in the specific way of things that were developing rather than just accumulating.

The morning had the specific quality of a morning that was asking nothing of me except to be in it. I was present. He was present. The city was doing what it did. This was the whole thing and the whole thing was enough.

Charleston in this season was doing what Charleston always did: the particular quality of a city that was entirely itself regardless of what was happening in the lives of the people inside it. I had been here long enough to know its specific character, and I moved through it in the way of someone who had built their life here and who had decided the building was the right work.

The work of being a marine biologist in Charleston had given me the specific education of someone who understood that the right result required complete attention and that complete attention could not be abbreviated. I had been applying this education to everything in my life and I had been getting better at it every year.

He was Iron Tide MC president, which was the specific form of his life that had always been his life, and that specific form had produced in him the quality of someone who understood that the things worth doing were worth doing completely. I had known this about him. I was continuing to know it.

I said something in this chapter that I needed to say and that I had been building toward saying. He received it with the quality he brought to things that mattered: completely, with the full weight of someone who understood that what was being said was the important thing.

The specific texture of the day was the texture of someone who had organized their life around what was actually there rather than around what was absent. I had organized it around what was real, which was the specific skill I had developed, and I was good at it.

He said: Tell me what you need from me. I said: I need the complete version. Not the version organized for my comfort. The complete version. He said: Yes. He said it the way people said yes when they had been waiting to be asked and the asking was the specific relief of the thing finally being permitted.

The relationship had the specific quality of something being built from the honest foundation rather than restored from the damaged one. I was building. He was building. The building was the work and the work was the thing.

The specific quality of the work that week was the quality that the right work always had when the life around it was moving in the right direction: fully present, the particular combination of engaged attention that the work required at its highest level. I had been doing this work for years and I was doing it now with the specific additional quality of someone whose personal life was producing the kind of clarity that made the professional work run at its best. Both things were moving in the same direction. That was the particular gift of having the right foundation under the right work.

He said one morning: Tell me what you think about when you are doing the work and the technique is running automatically. I said: I think about what we are building. He said: Tell me what we are building. I said: The specific version of a life that has this city and this work and you in it. The version built from honest materials and therefore real and therefore durable. He said: Tell me if that is what you want. I said: Yes. That is specifically and entirely what I want. He said: That is what I want too. I said: Then we are building the same thing.

The specific quality of this week in the story was the quality of a week that was moving in the right direction without being pushed toward any particular outcome. I was not pushing. He was not pushing. The thing was developing at its own pace, which was the pace that things developed when both people had agreed that the quality of the development mattered more than the speed of the destination. I had learned to work at the right pace rather than the fast pace from the work I did professionally. I was applying that same understanding to this.

He said: Tell me what you know now that you did not know at the beginning of the week. I said: I know the same things I knew at the beginning of the week but I have more evidence for them. He said: Tell me what the additional evidence is. I said: Your behavior this week. The specific way you showed up when you said you would show up and said what you said you would say and did not manage the presentation of either. He said: Tell me if the evidence is sufficient now. I said: The evidence is becoming sufficient. He said: Tell me what becoming sufficient means. I said: It means I need more of the same.

The specific quality of this week in the story was the quality of a week that was moving in the right direction without being pushed toward any particular outcome. I was not pushing. He was not pushing. The thing was developing at its own pace, which was the pace that things developed when both people had agreed that the quality of the development mattered more than the speed of the destination. I had learned to work at the right pace rather than the fast pace from the work I did professionally. I was applying that same understanding to this.
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The City

Charleston on the morning this story truly begins was doing what Charleston always did: the particular quality of the city in its specific season. I was Lena Marchetti and I was in my life doing the specific work that my life required, and he was Reed Harlow and he was in his life doing the specific work that his life required, and the two lives were about to occupy the same specific space in a way that required both of us to decide what to do with the occupation.

The specific thing that happened on this morning was the thing that started the story in the particular direction it went: not a single dramatic event but the specific encounter that was different from the encounters that had come before it, different in the way that things were different when the conditions had changed enough that the same encounter produced a different result.

He said something in this chapter that I had not expected him to say, which was not the managed version but the beginning of the actual version. I received it with the specific quality of someone who had been waiting for the actual version for a specific amount of time and who was now hearing the first part of it and was deciding what to do with the hearing.

I said something back that was also the beginning of the actual version rather than the managed version. This was the specific quality of a conversation that was happening at a different level than the conversations that had preceded it: both people choosing the honest thing over the convenient thing at the same moment.

The city was the right container for this specific conversation. The work I had been doing had given me the particular clarity about what I needed and what I was and what I was not afraid of anymore, which was the specific preparation that the previous years had been building toward without my knowing they were building toward it.

He was different from the version I had been managing the memory of, which was the specific quality that the years of the specific work produced: a different person occupying the same form, the same face and the same physicality and the same particular way of being in a room, but with different content inside all of it. I was registering the difference.

By the end of this chapter something had shifted between us that had not been there before, which was not yet the thing but was the beginning of the conditions that the thing required. The conditions were: honest, specific, without the management that had been the characteristic of the previous version. We were in the conditions. The thing was what came next.

Charleston in this season was doing what Charleston always did: the particular quality of a city that was entirely itself regardless of what was happening in the lives of the people inside it. I had been here long enough to know its specific character, and I moved through it in the way of someone who had built their life here and who had decided the building was the right work.

The work of being a marine biologist in Charleston had given me the specific education of someone who understood that the right result required complete attention and that complete attention could not be abbreviated. I had been applying this education to everything in my life and I had been getting better at it every year.

He was Iron Tide MC president, which was the specific form of his life that had always been his life, and that specific form had produced in him the quality of someone who understood that the things worth doing were worth doing completely. I had known this about him. I was continuing to know it.

I said something in this chapter that I needed to say and that I had been building toward saying. He received it with the quality he brought to things that mattered: completely, with the full weight of someone who understood that what was being said was the important thing.

The specific texture of the day was the texture of someone who had organized their life around what was actually there rather than around what was absent. I had organized it around what was real, which was the specific skill I had developed, and I was good at it.

He said: Tell me what you need from me. I said: I need the complete version. Not the version organized for my comfort. The complete version. He said: Yes. He said it the way people said yes when they had been waiting to be asked and the asking was the specific relief of the thing finally being permitted.

The relationship had the specific quality of something being built from the honest foundation rather than restored from the damaged one. I was building. He was building. The building was the work and the work was the thing.

She said: Tell me where you are. I said: I am in the specific place where the evidence is clear and the decision is made and the only thing remaining is the living inside the decision. She said: Tell me if you are afraid. I said: Yes. She said: Tell me if that changes anything. I said: No.

The city outside was doing what cities did: continuing, which was both the loneliness and the comfort of living in a place that was larger than any single person story. I had been here long enough to trust the doing.

He came back the next day and the day after, which was the specific accumulation that mattered more than the single instance. Accumulation required a different kind of commitment, the kind that did not depend on the specific conditions of any given day but on the decision that had been made about the direction.

What I understood by the end of this chapter was the specific thing that this chapter had been building toward understanding, which was not the same thing I had understood at the beginning. The chapters built on each other in the specific way of things that were developing rather than just accumulating.

The morning had the specific quality of a morning that was asking nothing of me except to be in it. I was present. He was present. The city was doing what it did. This was the whole thing and the whole thing was enough.

Charleston in this season was doing what Charleston always did: the particular quality of a city that was entirely itself regardless of what was happening in the lives of the people inside it. I had been here long enough to know its specific character, and I moved through it in the way of someone who had built their life here and who had decided the building was the right work.

The work of being a marine biologist in Charleston had given me the specific education of someone who understood that the right result required complete attention and that complete attention could not be abbreviated. I had been applying this education to everything in my life and I had been getting better at it every year.

He was Iron Tide MC president, which was the specific form of his life that had always been his life, and that specific form had produced in him the quality of someone who understood that the things worth doing were worth doing completely. I had known this about him. I was continuing to know it.

I said something in this chapter that I needed to say and that I had been building toward saying. He received it with the quality he brought to things that mattered: completely, with the full weight of someone who understood that what was being said was the important thing.

The specific texture of the day was the texture of someone who had organized their life around what was actually there rather than around what was absent. I had organized it around what was real, which was the specific skill I had developed, and I was good at it.

He said: Tell me what you need from me. I said: I need the complete version. Not the version organized for my comfort. The complete version. He said: Yes. He said it the way people said yes when they had been waiting to be asked and the asking was the specific relief of the thing finally being permitted.

The relationship had the specific quality of something being built from the honest foundation rather than restored from the damaged one. I was building. He was building. The building was the work and the work was the thing.

She said: Tell me where you are. I said: I am in the specific place where the evidence is clear and the decision is made and the only thing remaining is the living inside the decision. She said: Tell me if you are afraid. I said: Yes. She said: Tell me if that changes anything. I said: No.

The specific quality of the work that week was the quality that the right work always had when the life around it was moving in the right direction: fully present, the particular combination of engaged attention that the work required at its highest level. I had been doing this work for years and I was doing it now with the specific additional quality of someone whose personal life was producing the kind of clarity that made the professional work run at its best. Both things were moving in the same direction. That was the particular gift of having the right foundation under the right work.

He said one morning: Tell me what you think about when you are doing the work and the technique is running automatically. I said: I think about what we are building. He said: Tell me what we are building. I said: The specific version of a life that has this city and this work and you in it. The version built from honest materials and therefore real and therefore durable. He said: Tell me if that is what you want. I said: Yes. That is specifically and entirely what I want. He said: That is what I want too. I said: Then we are building the same thing.

The specific quality of this week in the story was the quality of a week that was moving in the right direction without being pushed toward any particular outcome. I was not pushing. He was not pushing. The thing was developing at its own pace, which was the pace that things developed when both people had agreed that the quality of the development mattered more than the speed of the destination. I had learned to work at the right pace rather than the fast pace from the work I did professionally. I was applying that same understanding to this.

He said: Tell me what you know now that you did not know at the beginning of the week. I said: I know the same things I knew at the beginning of the week but I have more evidence for them. He said: Tell me what the additional evidence is. I said: Your behavior this week. The specific way you showed up when you said you would show up and said what you said you would say and did not manage the presentation of either. He said: Tell me if the evidence is sufficient now. I said: The evidence is becoming sufficient. He said: Tell me what becoming sufficient means. I said: It means I need more of the same.

The specific quality of this week in the story was the quality of a week that was moving in the right direction without being pushed toward any particular outcome. I was not pushing. He was not pushing. The thing was developing at its own pace, which was the pace that things developed when both people had agreed that the quality of the development mattered more than the speed of the destination. I had learned to work at the right pace rather than the fast pace from the work I did professionally. I was applying that same understanding to this.
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What Was There

The second chapter had the specific quality of the second chapter, which was the quality of something that had been started and was now developing at its own pace. I was in it. He was in it. The city was the container for it.

He came back, which was the specific thing that mattered most at this point: not what he said when he came back but the fact of the coming back. Consistent return was the specific evidence I was watching for and the specific evidence I was receiving.

I said: Tell me why you came back. He said: Because the first conversation produced information that the first conversation required a second conversation to build on. I said: Tell me what the information was. He said: The information was that the honest version was possible. I said: Tell me what the honest version looks like. He said: It looks like this conversation.

The work that week in the city had the specific quality of work done by someone who was processing something significant on the parallel channel while the front channel did the professional thing correctly. I was processing. The front channel was doing the professional thing correctly. Both were operating. Neither suffered.

She said: Tell me where you are. I said: I am at the specific point in the process where the evidence is accumulating correctly and the direction is clear and what remains is the specific courage required to act on the direction. She said: Tell me if you have the courage. I said: I am finding it. She said: Tell me what finding it looks like. I said: It looks like this week.

He said something this week about his own history that he had not said before, which was the specific kind of disclosure that made the current version of him more legible than the previous version had been. I received it with the specific quality of someone adding information to an accounting that was becoming clearer.

By the end of the second chapter the two of us were in a different place than we had been at the end of the first chapter, which was the specific evidence of a thing that was moving in the right direction at the right pace. The direction was clear. The pace was right. What remained was the rest of the story.

Charleston in this season was doing what Charleston always did: the particular quality of a city that was entirely itself regardless of what was happening in the lives of the people inside it. I had been here long enough to know its specific character, and I moved through it in the way of someone who had built their life here and who had decided the building was the right work.

The work of being a marine biologist in Charleston had given me the specific education of someone who understood that the right result required complete attention and that complete attention could not be abbreviated. I had been applying this education to everything in my life and I had been getting better at it every year.

He was Iron Tide MC president, which was the specific form of his life that had always been his life, and that specific form had produced in him the quality of someone who understood that the things worth doing were worth doing completely. I had known this about him. I was continuing to know it.

I said something in this chapter that I needed to say and that I had been building toward saying. He received it with the quality he brought to things that mattered: completely, with the full weight of someone who understood that what was being said was the important thing.

The specific texture of the day was the texture of someone who had organized their life around what was actually there rather than around what was absent. I had organized it around what was real, which was the specific skill I had developed, and I was good at it.

He said: Tell me what you need from me. I said: I need the complete version. Not the version organized for my comfort. The complete version. He said: Yes. He said it the way people said yes when they had been waiting to be asked and the asking was the specific relief of the thing finally being permitted.

The relationship had the specific quality of something being built from the honest foundation rather than restored from the damaged one. I was building. He was building. The building was the work and the work was the thing.

She said: Tell me where you are. I said: I am in the specific place where the evidence is clear and the decision is made and the only thing remaining is the living inside the decision. She said: Tell me if you are afraid. I said: Yes. She said: Tell me if that changes anything. I said: No.

The city outside was doing what cities did: continuing, which was both the loneliness and the comfort of living in a place that was larger than any single person story. I had been here long enough to trust the doing.

He came back the next day and the day after, which was the specific accumulation that mattered more than the single instance. Accumulation required a different kind of commitment, the kind that did not depend on the specific conditions of any given day but on the decision that had been made about the direction.

What I understood by the end of this chapter was the specific thing that this chapter had been building toward understanding, which was not the same thing I had understood at the beginning. The chapters built on each other in the specific way of things that were developing rather than just accumulating.

The morning had the specific quality of a morning that was asking nothing of me except to be in it. I was present. He was





























