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He had moved motels since the Celestine case — new rotation, different block of Summer Avenue, a room with a window that faced east rather than south. The east-facing window was not a preference. It was what the available room had. Three days into the rotation the room still had the impersonal quality of places between occupants: the carpet worn smooth by years of use but not by him, the desk lamp positioned for someone else’s habits, the closet with its six inches of hanging space that nobody had ever found adequate.

The jacket was on the chair.

It had been on the chair, or on a chair of some kind, in every motel room for eight months. He had moved it from motel to motel the way he moved his field case and his phone charger and the coffee from the gas station on the corner, which were the items he carried that mattered. He had not opened the jacket’s left inside pocket since the night at Elwood’s when Beaumont had put the card on the table and Gray had left it there and then gone back for it, alone, after the arrest. He had not needed to open it because the Judge had told him it wasn’t time and he trusted the Judge’s sense of when things were time.

The Judge’s message had arrived Sunday evening, four days ago. A name and a city. Memphis.

He got up at five-thirty Wednesday and made coffee from the in-room machine, which produced something that qualified as coffee in the way that a transit map qualifies as geography, and stood at the east-facing window while the city came up gray and cold out of the dark. February in Memphis did not have January’s dramatic cold — it was more resigned than dramatic, the settled chill of a month that had stopped trying to impress anyone. The street below ran its early delivery trucks and its lone jogger and its orange streetlamps going out one by one as the sky built enough light to make them redundant.

He finished the coffee.

Then he took the jacket from the chair and reached into the left inside pocket and took out the card.

Beaumont had folded it once. Gray had not unfolded it in eight months. He unfolded it now at the desk, in the lamp’s light, and read what was there.

A name: Lena Voss.

A city: Frankfurt.

Below those, in Beaumont’s careful hand — the hand of a man who moved money through seven layers of legitimate documentation and understood the value of precision — a single line: Operational again. Estimate 18 months, possibly longer. Working alone.

He looked at the card for a while.

Eighteen months at the time Beaumont wrote it. He didn’t know when Beaumont had written it — could have been the night of the dinner, could have been weeks before. Call it two years. Lena Voss had been operational — moving, working, doing whatever she had decided to do after she left his satellite office sixteen years ago — for at least two years. Possibly longer. Possibly since before that; the estimate was Beaumont’s, and Beaumont’s network had its limits.

Frankfurt was where she had trained. Where the master whose method she carried had his practice, had his small cohort of students, had died eleven years ago at ninety-one without having formally closed the tradition. Frankfurt was where the Accord registry still listed her last known active address, because when she left the Memphis district she had dropped to inactive status rather than transferring, and inactive status did not update.

The Judge had sent: a name and a city. Memphis.

She was not in Frankfurt. She had not been in Frankfurt when Beaumont wrote the card, or he would have written Frankfurt for the city instead of the name. She was in Memphis because she had come to Memphis, and whatever she had been doing for two years — working alone, operational, the card’s spare description covering whatever Beaumont’s sources could establish — had brought her to the same city where Gray had been doing his work for three stories.

He set the card on the desk. He did not perform anything in response to it. He had been carrying the weight of the card for eight months and the weight had been in the knowing without the reading, and now that the reading was done the weight did not lift — it changed shape. Became more workable.

He put the card in his shirt pocket, where it would stay until he had somewhere better to put it, and went to shower.



The satellite office off Poplar had its February quality: the north-facing windows letting in a light that was more honest than generous, the coffee maker producing its best effort, the parking lot below running the tax preparation service’s early wave of clients with the grim determination of people fulfilling obligations they had delayed as long as conscience allowed. Gray had the desk and the locked cabinet and the incident files and the grid interface on his laptop, and he worked through the morning’s administrative queue before he opened the grid.

The queue had three items. A permit renewal inquiry from a hedge practitioner in Frayser — straightforward, attach the renewal form and return it. A grid flag from Tuesday night that he hadn’t addressed yet: a minor probability discharge in the Overton Park area, unregistered signature, juvenile profile, resolved on its own within twenty minutes. He documented it, opened an advisory file in case the signature appeared again, and filed the notification form for parents or guardians of suspected minor practitioners, which the Accord required and which almost never produced a response but was in the record if it needed to be. The third item was a cross-district communication from the Nashville office about the Vane proceeding’s documentation request, which needed a single paragraph of clarification on one of his field reports. He wrote the paragraph.

Then he opened the grid.

He was not certain what he was looking for. He had the Judge’s message — name, city — but no grid flag, no incident notification, no alert that had triggered on the night she arrived. That meant she had arrived in Memphis with a signature that was not in the active monitoring tier. Someone who had been inactive for sixteen years would not trigger active monitoring. The grid logged arriving practitioners against the registry’s active and expelled lists. Voluntarily inactive was a third category that logged quietly, without flags, the way the grid had logged Solis’s dormant status without alerting — a record in the system, not a notification to the Marshal.

He searched the passive log for the past seven days.

Frankfurt tradition. Ward architecture specialty. He did not have her signature on file — the registry’s signature records for inactive practitioners degraded over time, replaced by the last known reading rather than maintained as a live profile. What he had was the tradition classification and the ability type and sixteen years of memory of what her work felt like at close range, which was not the same as a signature file but was not nothing either.

The passive log returned three Frankfurt-tradition entries in the past seven days. Two were in transit — practitioners passing through Memphis International on connecting flights, their signatures logging briefly and then leaving. The third was stationary.

Midtown. McLean Avenue. Present in the log for four days, arriving Saturday night, same location across all four daily readings. Not passing through. Established.

He pulled the registry entry for the signature’s best match. The system offered him four candidates, ranked by correlation. The top-ranked candidate: Voss, Elena Maria. Last active status update sixteen years prior. Voluntarily inactive. Ward architecture. Frankfurt tradition. The correlation score was ninety-one out of a hundred, which was what you got when the live reading was matched against a sixteen-year-old baseline — the method was still recognizable, but time and practice had changed its surface enough to introduce uncertainty. Ninety-one was not a confirmation. It was the system telling him this is most likely who you are looking at.

He was not uncertain.

He opened a new incident file. In the description field he typed: Non-resident practitioner, Frankfurt tradition, ward architecture. Voluntarily inactive status. Presence in district: self-initiated. Nature of incident: pending review. He attached the passive log entry and the registry match and saved the file without filing it. Filing it would make it part of the Accord’s active case infrastructure. He wanted to read it once more before it became that.

Then he looked at the McLean Avenue location on the map and sat with the distance between his chair and that address.

Four days. She had been in Memphis for four days and had not contacted him. He had been in Memphis for four days since the Judge’s message and had not gone to find her. Both of them had known the other was here — or she had known, certainly, and he had suspected since Sunday evening — and neither had moved first.

He understood her calculation. She was giving him time to find the card and sit with it and arrive at the decision on his own, because she had been reading practitioners for forty years and she knew the difference between a decision made under pressure and a decision made freely. She would not push. She would wait until he came.

His calculation was simpler: he had needed to finish the close-out documentation on the Celestine case, handle the Renata Cross check-in, and process the Judge’s notification through the administrative channel before he could turn his full attention to something that was not going to fit into any of the forms the Accord provided for it. That was done now. The queue was cleared. The card was in his shirt pocket.

He was going to McLean Avenue in the morning.

He closed the laptop and drove back to the motel at four to change his shirt, because he had been wearing the same one since five-thirty and that was long enough.




The Ironworks on a Wednesday in February was quieter than January. January brought people in because the cold drove them; February had sorted through that population and retained the ones who were there for reasons that had nothing to do with temperature. The regulars at their positions, the television above the bar running a game that Deon had opinions about, the jukebox between songs doing its brief assessment of what the room needed next.

Gray on his stool. Dos Perros, lime in th neck. Deon at the far end finishing a conversation before he made his way down.

Gray did not open his phone. He had the grid running its passive monitoring and it would alert him if anything changed, and nothing was going to change between now and morning. Lena Voss had been stationary on McLean Avenue for four days. She was not going to move tonight.

What he was doing at the Ironworks was not waiting. He had learned over a long career to distinguish between waiting and the kind of sitting that looked like waiting but was actually something else — the process of letting a significant piece of information settle into its correct position relative to everything else you knew, so that when you acted on it the action came from the full picture rather than the most recent layer of it.

The full picture: Lena Voss, sixty-three, trained in Frankfurt, forty years of ward architecture practice. She had left his district sixteen years ago after finding something in a ward structure that had told her the case he was building was already known to the organization behind it. She had left because staying made her a problem that would be solved before she could document what she’d found. She had been documenting for sixteen years. She was in Memphis now, in a furnished room on McLean Avenue, with whatever she had built in that time.

The Judge had sent her name to Memphis. Which meant the Judge knew she was here, and knew why, and had decided that Gray knowing was the appropriate next step. The Judge did not send notifications as a courtesy. He sent them when the person receiving the notification needed to act on them.

Deon arrived with the equanimity of a man who had tended a bar long enough to read the range between people who wanted to talk and people who wanted the beer and the room and not to be required to perform. He set a fresh coaster down and said: “Craft beer festival on the waterfront. Third weekend in March. Regional sourcing requirement.” He had the tone of a man returning to a conversation that had been interrupted by several weeks of other business. “Dos Perros qualifies as regional. Question is whether I put in for an expanded allocation or keep it standard and let the festival sort itself out.”

Gray considered this. “What does the expanded allocation cost you.”

“Two weeks of pre-event inventory management I wouldn’t otherwise do. Cooler space I’d have to rent.” Deon leaned on the bar. “What it gets me is priority placement at the festival vendor map. End-of-row position, which is worth something.”

“Take the allocation,” Gray said.

“That’s what I thought.” Deon straightened up, satisfied by confirmation of his own
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