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Chapter One — The Thaw's Verb

The thaw came to the Liss the way the sentence had always said it would: not as weather, but as *readiness* — parish by parish, in the order the keepers' books had published since the autumn, at the pace of the country's own composing.

Eight parishes had stood their hearings before the first snow — the marsh at the storm's height, the seam at the venting, the carr's new spring at its opening, and five more across the autumn's long instruction, each one entered in its book at its standard: *addressed*. Three had stood ready-but-unaddressed at the winter's turning, their companies composed, their sluices kept, their keepers' hands flat in their books' margins in the posture the doctrine had settled on for a readiness that was not yet a speaking: the high well-house's parish, under its taken-and-returned keeper and the son who had stood his post; the ridge's parish, under its eighty-year-old keeper and his slowing chisel; and Lissford itself, the mere parish, where the gate stood and the count was kept and the country's whole arithmetic had been composed for five years around a river's mouth and a hand of iron.

They readied across the winter the way the country did everything in that war: in the open, at their posts, in their books — the high parish first, in the deep cold, its keeper standing the shaft's chamber with his unopened book long since rendered and his son at the bell; the ridge second, at the season's hinge, its keeper entering the readiness in a root-hand that the winter had slowed but not shaken, beside the ninth stone whose lines now stood a full hand's depth out of the smooth and no longer sweated — *held*, the ridge's book entered, at its exact weight, *the way a held note is held: by intention, at pitch, awaiting the chord's other voices*; and Lissford last, at the thaw's first week, the mere parish entering its readiness at the gate's own table, in the Keeper of the Count's frightening hand, in the entry the whole country would afterward read as the sentence's whole penultimate line:

*The country stands ready entire, neighbours. Eleven parishes, eleven books, one grammar — addressed or readied, at their posts, in their keepers' hands, attended. The water may speak when the water composes. The country is not composing the water. The country is* attending *the water. The count renders the distinction entire, because the distinction is the war's whole first doctrine and the peace's whole last one: an empire* summons*. A country* attends*. Entered. The lamps are lit.*

Joren stood the gate's post at the thaw's second dawn, as the reader's log at the river mouth had appointed him to stand it a season before, in the autumn's whole rendering: *the baron will stand the hand, at the gate, in the iron, at the marks, when the sentence speaks entire* — and he stood it the way he had stood everything the country had ever asked of him, which was not the way of a summit or a symbol but the way of a post: at the relief's hour, in the relief's whole place, with his hand flat on Roan's Gate's cold iron in the toll side's manner and the river running high and full-voiced under the arch in the thaw's first spate, and the mere parish's company standing its chapels and its high ground behind him in the doctrine's whole order, and the founder standing at the toll-house door in the constellation's whole light, and the household at its posts in its charter's whole order, and the deep below the whole country — below the gate, below the ford, below eleven parishes and their wells and their sluices and their kept and counted water — composing, at the pace it had kept since the storm, the completion it had promised every keeper who had ever read its marks: the sentence's last word, arriving not at the speed of water but at the speed of a held note that has at last been joined by all its voices.

It came up through the iron first.

Not as force — the country had priced force, and rendered it, and buried it in meadows. It came up through the iron as *relation*: the gate's hum, which the baron's hand had read for five years in its single grammar, acquiring in the space of a held breath the quality the reader's log and the founder's margin had entered in the autumn and neither book had dared to hope entire — a second note, far off and enormous, answering from beneath the capital's whole distance; and then a third, and a fourth — parish by parish, well by well, the country's eleven kept waters entering the chord in the order of their readiness, the ridge's stone-warmth and the seam's held water and the marsh's banked mere and the high shaft's dark column, until the iron under Joren's palm was carrying not a hum but a *sentence* entire — eleven voices at one standard, addressed to the country that had spent four years learning to be addressed — and the sentence, when it stood complete, when the last parish's voice joined and the chord stood at its pitch and the whole march rang like a bell that had been cast eight hundred years before and struck at last by the only hand it had ever been tuned for, rendered its verb.

The keepers rendered it afterward, in their eleven books, in eleven hands, in one grammar — and the renderings agreed, which the keepers priced, in their council's whole doctrine, as the completion's whole proof: the sentence did not command, and it did not threaten, and it did not promise. The sentence *offered*.

What the deep offered — entered in the well-books first, in the keepers' hands, at the marks — was its crest: the gathered pressure of eight centuries' patience, the rising the corps' register had priced as a detonation unless it was vented by the hand the system answered — offered now, at the thaw, in the thaw's whole weather, to the country that had attended it, on the terms the offering itself composed in the rendering, which the keepers entered in their books at the completion's whole standard and the founder rendered at the table within the hour, in the record, entire:

*The water keeps its keepers, household. Attend the offering's whole grammar, because the grammar is the war's whole re-pricing and the founder will not have it rendered soft: the crest may be drawn — drawn upward, into the channels of the kept, at the hand's whole direction, standing them a step above their born measure, as the old registers record the deep's gifts in the years before the standardisation sealed them — the crest may be drawn, household, by the country that* kept *the water: by its parishes, at their posts, in their books, under their keepers' hands — and what is drawn, household, must be* kept*, at the same standard, by the same hands, in the same books, or it goes back — and what is drawn and* not *kept, household — what is seized, and held by hands that did not keep it, in books that were never opened to it, at posts that were never stood for it — the keepers render the offering's whole final clause in the water's own grammar, at the thaw's whole standard, and the clause is the sentence's whole verb entire: it* detonates*. The deep does not arm its takers, household. The deep* answers *its keepers — and it unmakes, at its own pace and in its own grammar, any hand that takes without keeping. The sentence is complete. The water has spoken. The country may now compose its war accordingly.*

Joren drew the crest the way he had been taught to do everything the country survived by: in the order of the columns, at the posts, by name.

The persons first — the keepers themselves, at their wells, in their parishes, in their books: eleven keepers standing their shafts in the thaw's whole light with their companies around them, and the water rising in them as it rose in their wells, at the measure's whole standard, entered in every book that witnessed it: the mere's keeper, a born three of forty years' standing, read at the parish stone within the hour at *four* — and stood at her well with her hand flat in her book's margin and her whole life's arithmetic rearranged behind her eyes, and rendered the drawing's whole first entry in her straight young hand at its exact weight: *the water did not ask the keeper's birth, neighbours. The water asked the keeper's* keeping*. The keeper has been entered. The keeper is attending.*

The high parish's drawing failed. It failed in the shaft's chamber, in the thaw's whole light, in the hearing of the keeper's son at the bell and the healer at her rota's post — and it failed in the grammar the offering itself had published, which is the only reason the country understood what it was watching in time. The water rose in the taken-and-returned keeper as it rose in his well, and it would not *settle*: it hunted — up past the step and back, up and back, the way a note hunts around its pitch in a throat that has forgotten the song — and Isolde, reading him with her hands at his channels as she had read him since the spring of his taking, rendered the diagnosis in her book's grammar before the hunting could tear anything: the channels had been *read*, in the shaft's chamber, across one night of the composition's whole professional attention, and the reading had left its grooves in them, the way a road is grooved by the waggons of an army that did not stay to fight on it. The crest, rising in him, found the grooves and ran in them — toward the readers' questions, in the readers' order, at the readers' pace. The scar was the taking's whole last invoice, rendered a season late, in the keeper's own body, at the composition's whole professional standard — and the keeper himself priced it first, standing in his chamber with the water hunting in him and his son's hand stilling on the bell-rope, and rendered the only order the doctrine admitted, in his own voice, in his own book, at his whole weight: *draw it back*. Joren drew it back — parish by parish the drawing had gone up by name, and by name, in the record, it came down in the one shaft where it could not be kept — and the keeper stood at his born measure in the thaw's light with the water quiet in him and his unopened book under his arm, and entered the failure himself, in the root-hand, at its exact weight: *the water asked the keeper's keeping, neighbours, and the keeper's keeping is* scarred*, and the scar is entered, and the parish stands at the measure it was born with. The parish is attending.* The count taxed the drawing's dividend in the same hour, in the open, without being asked: two of the drawn companies — kept water's own dividend, stood a step taller at the drawing — were re-posted to the high parish's reliefs for the war's whole duration, to stand the country's one unlifted post at a doubled standard, because a gap in the chord is a door and the country does not leave its doors unstood. Eleven parishes heard the sentence. Ten were raised by it. The eleventh was *priced* by it — and the corps' register, in whatever office the corps kept its arithmetic, acquired within the week the one entry the whole thaw had been composed to deny it: the name of the parish where the drawing had not held, and the measure, exactly, of the man who kept it. The guard's kept companies, the sluice-keepers' reliefs, the Emberhall detachment at the third road, the Stoneward graduates at the passes: drawn at their posts, by their companies' whole standing, in the count's whole order — not an army raised by a wave of a royal hand, but a country stood a step taller at every post it had ever kept, the drawing entered man by man and woman by woman in the count of hands' great book at the gate's table, in Marit Ollens's frightening hand, at the standard the count had kept since the spring it was founded: *by name, in the open, upward*.

And the record last — the count closed for the thaw's second day with the drawing standing in the great book entire, and the war's whole arithmetic rearranged around it in every office that would read the Gazette's rendering within the week: Valdreach's poor border march, the poisoned gift, the grave the offices had composed for a nobody — stood possessed, in the open, by performance, of the one instrument both empires had composed their whole eastern and southern strategies to seize: a kept water that raised its keepers, and unmade its takers, and could not be carried off in any waggon, or bought in any ledger, or foreclosed in any counting-house in the world — because the prize was not the water.

The prize was the *keeping* — and the keeping was four years old, and stood at its posts, and had names.

Far away, under the capital's hill, in the dark beneath the academy's whole closing season, the Ashen Vault — which had kept its changed time since the storm, not waiting for a visit, waiting for a return — heard the sentence complete, and answered it.

Once.

The answering was entered that night in three books that did not know of each other: in the gate's day-book, where the baron's hand in the iron had felt the chord acquire, at the completion's whole pitch, a twelfth voice that was not a parish's; in the Crownspire porterage's night log, where the under-porter on the vault stair's post entered, in his plain hand, that the door had *sounded*, once, at the thaw's second dusk, *like a knuckle, from inside, at the interval's whole standard*; and in a third book, kept at a lighthouse on the southern coast in a hand the country's whole war had learned to price without ever having seen it, where the entry stood in the margin's whole grammar, without emphasis, at its exact weight:

*The count begins.*


Chapter Two — The Annex (The Office)

The annex opened at the crest's hour, as the settlement's whole instrument had provided it would: by the keeper's hand, in the Warden's presence, at the lighthouse, at the river's mouth — in a room the Office had kept swept and unentered for forty years, against a morning none of its keepers had been promised they would live to stand in.

The keeper of the soundings was seventy-nine years old and had carried the annex's key at her belt since she was thirty-one, through two reigns' whole weather, in the grammar her office composed for all its instruments: *unremarked*. She rendered the opening the way her office rendered everything, which was to say she rendered it *first to the record and then to the room* — the key described, the seal described, the door's whole architecture described, in the annex's own book, in her whole hand, before the key turned: a habit composed, across forty years of the design's administration, against the morning the Office's whole keeping might be required, by readers it would never meet, to prove that what had been kept had been kept *entire*.

"The Office renders the annex's whole inventory," she said, to the room — to the Warden at the door's post, in the Warden's grey; to the reader of the Deep Current standing her country's post at the room's threshold by the settlement's whole provision, because the annex stood at the river's mouth and the mouth was the reader's; and to the book — "in the order of its columns, at the standard, for the founder's rendering and the record's. The soundings first."

The soundings stood in their presses along the annex's north wall: forty-one years of a dead queen's own hand — the deep places' whole arithmetic, rendered at her own table, in her own grammar, in the years when the Revenues were a department and not a ghost. The Office had kept them through the fever's whole confusion and the design's whole long administration, against the settlement that had now rendered them home — rendered them, by the settlement's instrument, not to the palace that had lost them but to the founder who was their composer's heir, at the founder's table, in daylight — and the keeper rendered their condition at the standard, entire: *kept dry, kept dark, kept in their order, read by no eye the Office has not entered in this book — the Office renders the count of those eyes entire, founder's rendering, because the count is the keeping's whole proof: three. The composer. The keeper. And the Warden, once, in the winter, at the design's whole turning — of which the Office has already rendered its account in its season.*

"The registers second." The annex's second press held the old count's own books: the registers of the years before the standardisation, sealed by the commission's whole instrument eight hundred years gone and kept by the Revenues' keepers in an unbroken line of women and men whose names stood in the annex's book in a single column running back past the academy's founding — the readings of the old measures, in the old grammar, at the old weights: souls read *past the summit* in a realm that had since composed a doctrine that the summit was the world. The Office had not kept the registers. The Office rendered the distinction at the standard, because the distinction was the annex's whole second doctrine: the Office had kept the *door* — the registers had been kept, across eight centuries, by the keepers' line itself, under the settlement's predecessor instruments, in the keeping the crown's own first Warden of the Revenues had composed in the standardisation's own generation, against the morning the commission's sealing might be required, by a realm that had outlived the sealing's interest, to be *audited*.

"And the third press," the keeper said — and rendered it standing, in the room's whole attention, because the third press was the annex's whole reason and every keeper who had ever held her key had rendered its entry in the posture of a person reading a name aloud in a house of mourning — "the third press, founder's rendering, record's rendering, holds the commission's own book."

It was not large. The books that rearranged the world seldom were. The standardisation commission's whole record, in its composers' hands: the registers read entire, the arithmetic composed, the conclusion arrived at in the commission's whole grammar — *that a realm whose measures could read past the summit was a realm whose summit could be exceeded in the record, and that a summit exceeded in the record was a throne indicted in its arithmetic* — and the sealing composed, and the doctrine composed, and the two names taken out. The gap in the archives had a twin, and the twin stood in the annex's third press: not a gap. A *page* — the commission's own final page, removed from the commission's own book by the first keeper's hand in the sealing's own week and kept, across eight centuries of keepers, in the keeping the first keeper had composed for it in the margin's whole grammar: *kept against the morning the realm renders its shortened measures their audit — the page is the audit's whole instrument, and the keeper renders it to that morning's founder entire, at that morning's standard, in that morning's daylight, and to no other hand, at no other season, in no other room.*

The page held the names.

The Office rendered the page's whole architecture to the record — its custody, its seals, its keepers' column — and rendered its *contents* to exactly one reader, in the annex, in the crest's hour, by the settlement's whole instrument: to the Warden, at the door's post, in the Warden's grey, who read it standing, in the room's whole quiet, in the space of a held note becoming a chord — and then closed the press, and rendered the Office's whole verdict on the page in the Office's whole grammar, at the standard, for the annex's book and no other:

"The names stand rendered to the keeping. The keeping does not render them onward. The Office prices the page's whole season, Office's whole entry, at the annex's whole standard, and enters the pricing once, in this book, entire: the names belong to the audit, and the audit belongs to the realm, and the realm will compose its audit in the realm's whole season — which the Office prices, Office's entry, as *begun, and not concluded*: begun at a fair ground, by a cracked stone, in a founder's room; concluded — the Office renders it without emphasis, at its exact weight — concluded when the realm has composed a scale that can hold what its stones have already read. The Office does not compose scales. The Office *keeps*. The page is kept. The soundings go home. The registers stand ready for their audit's whole summons. The annex stands open — the Office renders the opening's whole final entry, record, at the crest's whole hour, in the keeper's hand and the Warden's presence and the reader's witness entire: for the first time in eight hundred years, the annex stands *open* — and an open annex, record, is not an emptied one. It is a *standing* one: a keeping that has rendered its first instrument and stands at its post for the audit's remainder, in the open, at the standard, attended. The Office is attending."

The soundings went east and west that week by the settlement's whole provision: the originals to the founder's table, by the Guild's road, under both seals, in the registrar's own carriage, at the standard the shield's office composed for instruments that rearranged worlds; the registers' certified copies to the Temple's deep archives, to stand beside the gap, in the keeper of the archives' whole keeping, against the audit's summons; and the commission's book — the commission's book the Office kept, in the annex, at the lighthouse, in the open, at its post — because the settlement had rendered the soundings home and the registers to their audit, and of the annex's three pressings, the third had been kept for a morning that had now arrived and a season that had now begun, and the Office, which did not compose its instruments' seasons, rendered the book's standing in its book and stood the Warden at the door's post in the salt wind off the river's mouth, watching the registrar's carriage take the coast road east with a dead queen's whole arithmetic in its keeping — and priced, in the margin, without emphasis, the development the annex's opening had composed in the Office's own longest-kept column.

The column was the one the Office did not render. Not to the founder, not to the record, not — across forty years of administrations rendered entire in every other column the Office kept — to *itself*, in any hand, at any season. It stood in the Office's deepest book as it had stood since the war's second year: a heading, a date, and a held note where a name's whole music should have been — the column of the gold that had worn a house's colours in the betrothal's second year and run through a third party's hands inside the court and bought a bolt of forged Sunfire against a baron's life at a feast — the column of the *paymaster*, whose instrument the design had used and whose person the design had never, in forty years of margins, once rendered.

The Warden stood at the annex's door in the crest's whole light, with the sea going silver at the mouth and the soundings' carriage diminishing east, and entered in the deepest book, beneath the held note, in the Warden's own hand, the column's whole entry for the season — the first entry the column had ever received that was not a date:

*The season approaches in which this column renders. It does not render yet. The Office prices the name's whole weight, Office's entry, at the standard the Office has kept for it across the whole of the design's administration: a name rendered before its season is a weapon rendered to its enemies. A name rendered in its season is a* verdict*. The Office composes verdicts. The Office is attending.*


Chapter Three — The Keeper's Hand (Seraphina)

The soundings reached the founder's table in the thaw's third week, in the registrar's own carriage, under both seals — and Seraphina read her mother's hand for the first time in seventeen years standing up, in the toll-house's lamplight, with the household at its posts around her and the river going past the gate in its new, drawn, kept voice below the walls, because she had composed the reading's whole architecture in advance, in the garden's grammar, across the whole winter of the settlement's approach: *she would not read them sitting. She would not read them alone. She would not read them in the capital, in the palace's deep wing, in the room whose floorboards held a chair's pattern — she would read them in her own country, at her own table, in her own household's hearing, as the books' heir and the settlement's whole rendered price: standing, the way her father had signed the announcement standing, at the cost the reading cost, in the open.*

The soundings were not what the palace's whole mythology had composed them to be, and the founder rendered the discovery in her margin within the first hour, at its exact weight, because the discovery was the settlement's whole first fruit and she would not have it stand uncomposed in any book the household kept: *they are not prophecies, household. They are not the deep's whole secrets rendered in a queen's cipher for her daughter's inheritance. They are* accounts *— forty-one years of a working keeper's whole readings: the wells' marks, season by season, in the years when the measures were falling; the sluices' provision and the parishes' standings; the sounding-lines' whole arithmetic, rendered upward, in daylight, by a woman who priced the kingdom's water the way her daughter has since learned to price everything: as a trust, to be read by its keepers, in their books, at their posts. The palace lost, in the fever's confusion, not a treasure, household. The palace lost its* water's memory *— lost the only continuous record the realm possessed of what its deep had been doing across two generations — and governed blind, in its deepest register, for seventeen years, while an office in a lighthouse kept the memory swept and dry and unentered against the settlement's whole morning. The founder prices the loss, household, at the margin's whole weight, as the soundings' first entry: the war came to a kingdom that could not read its own water, because the hands that removed these books in a fever's confusion had priced the removing as a* tidying*. The founder does not minute illusions about the removing's whole intention, household — the design grew out of this department's ghost, and its composer read these books entire and priced what was coming in them a generation before the empire's corps priced it in a captured register — but the founder renders the soundings' whole testimony at their face, in their composer's own grammar, and their face is this: a keeper's books. Kept. Attended. Rendered upward. The design's composer did not steal a weapon, household. She* inherited a keeping *— and spent forty years, at whatever terrible cost her margins record, keeping it in a kingdom that had forgotten it was hers to keep.*

Beneath the soundings, in the carriage's second case, in the settlement's whole second rendering, lay the inquiry.

It was not large — the founder rendered its architecture before she broke its wrapper, in the keeper of the deep archives' own rendered description, which had travelled with it: *an inquiry, in the queen's own hand, into the standardisation's sealing: what was sealed, and by whom, and at whose interest* — composed across the last years of the queen's life, at her own table, in her own grammar, in the department that had since become a ghost, and never concluded, because its composer had died of the fever the realm's whole record recited in the season she had appointed for its first hearing. The inquiry's papers stood in their order — the archives' certified extracts, the commission's sealing instrument, the registers' whole arithmetic digested in a queen's clear hand — and at their head, in the composer's hand, in the grammar the founder had last read in a letter she was nine years old when she stopped receiving, stood the inquiry's own first page entire:

*The inquiry opens with its composer's whole confession, because an inquiry that cannot confess its composer cannot audit its subject. The composer is a keeper of the Revenues and the mother of an heir, and the composer has read, in the deep archives' whole keeping, the registers of the old count entire — has read souls read past the summit in the years before the standardisation, in a grammar her own department's stones have never once rendered in the composer's whole lifetime — and the composer has composed, from the registers' whole arithmetic, the conclusion the commission was composed eight hundred years ago to arrive at before her: that the realm's measures were not unified. They were* shortened*. Cut to a summit, at an interest, in a generation that had buried a king it could not price and a man it could not name. The inquiry's whole question, entered at its head, in its composer's hand, at the standard the composer requires of all inquiries she composes and all daughters she raises: not* what was sealed *— the sealing is in the archives, and the archives keep. The inquiry's question is* whose interest the sealing served, and whether the interest stands, and what the realm owes the read-past — the souls its shortened stones have rendered as nothing, in eight centuries, at their births, in their mothers' hearing — every one of whom the composer prices, in the inquiry's whole opening arithmetic, as the sealing's continuing cost, compounded annually, in persons. The inquiry will conclude, if its composer is spared, at a hearing composed as this department composes all its hearings: in the open, upward, by name — with the registers rendered and the commission's interest priced and the read-past* answered*, in whatever grammar the answering requires, at whatever price the answering exacts. The inquiry's composer is aware, entering this, of the season. The inquiry's composer is aware of the fever in the palace's east wing and of the hands composing around the composer's own table in the department's whole grammar of concern. The inquiry's composer renders the awareness once, at the inquiry's head, in the department's whole doctrine, and proceeds: a keeper does not hurry a hearing because the corridor is listening, and a keeper does not abandon one because the corridor is armed. The hearing will be composed. The composer will attend it. The composer is attending.*

Seraphina stood at the table with the inquiry's first page in her hands and the soundings in their order around her and her household entire in its posts, and rendered the reading's whole verdict in the register the table alone ever heard entire — rendered it standing, at her whole weight, in the grammar of a daughter reading her mother's stopped sentence and composing, in the reading, its continuation entire:

"The inquiry's composer did not attend her hearing, household. The inquiry's composer died in the season she appointed for it, of the fever the realm's whole record recites — and the founder renders the recitation, household, at this table, in this hearing, at its exact weight, as the inquiry's whole second entry, because the founder has read the archives' whole testimony now and the founder will not recite what the founder cannot stand: the fever stands *unpriced*. The founder does not minute suspicions the founder cannot render — the founder has priced the design for four years by its performances and the founder prices the fever by the same standard, and the fever's performance, household, stands in the record entire: a composer silenced in her hearing's appointed season, her books removed by hands she trusted, her department become a ghost, her inquiry unentered for seventeen years. The founder prices the architecture, household. The founder does not price its authorship — *yet* — because the authorship is M—the founder corrects the entry in the rendering, household, at the standard, because the charter's whole doctrine is that persons are priced by their renderings and not by their founder's arithmetic in the dark — the authorship is a question for a hearing, household, and the hearing is the inquiry's own. The founder therefore composes, at this table, in this record, the inquiry's whole resumption, at the inquiry's own standard, in the inquiry's own grammar, entire: the inquiry her mother opened stands *resumed* — by its composer's heir, in its composer's department's successor keeping, at its composer's whole question: *whose interest the sealing served, and whether the interest stands, and what the realm owes the read-past.* The resumption will be rendered to the realm at the season the founder has already composed for a rendering of this weight, household — composed across a winter, in a garden, against a fair ground's whole evidence: the founder will render it at Revelation, household. In the Temple's whole hearing, on the year's whole measuring day, with the registers rendered and the commission's interest priced and the shortened scale's whole history entered in the open, upward, by name — in the hearing of every mother in the realm who has ever stood at a stone with a child in her arms and heard the stone say *nothing*. The founder prices Revelation, household, at the founder's whole arithmetic, as the resumption's whole appointed season entire: it is the one day of the year when the whole realm stands at its stones. The founder intends the whole realm to hear what its stones were *cut* from. The inquiry resumes. The founder is attending."

She set the inquiry's first page down at last, gently, in the soundings' whole order — and her hand rested on it a moment, flat, in the toll side's manner, in the lamplight, at the table her mother had never seen in a country her mother had composed the keeping of from a palace's deep wing, seventeen years gone, in a hand her daughter had inherited along with everything else the fever's confusion had failed to remove — and the household stood its posts around her in the charter's whole order, and nobody at the table mistook the standing for anything but what it was: a relief arriving, at last, at a post that had been stood alone for seventeen years by a woman who was no longer standing it.

"The founder will read the soundings entire before Revelation," Seraphina said, at the last, in the room's whole quiet. "Every page. In their order. The founder's mother kept this country's water for forty-one years in books nobody read — the founder prices the reading, household, as the resumption's whole first instrument: the books come home to a *reader* this time. The founder does not miss her readings. The founder does not miss her dates. The founder—" and the founder's voice, which had held the table's whole rendering at its whole standard for the length of a relief, did the thing the household had heard it do exactly twice in five years, at the two standings the country had ever rendered it at its limit: it *stopped*, entire, for the space of a held note — and then finished the sentence at the standard, in the garden's grammar, for the table alone: "—the founder is her mother's relief, household, and the founder has been composing the relief for seventeen years without knowing its post. The post is rendered. The relief has come. *Kept, and keeping.*"


Chapter Four — Revelation Day

Revelation came to Valdreach that year as it had come for eight hundred years: in the spring's whole turning, in every parish and posting town and city ward of the realm, at the Temple's stones, in the mothers' whole hearing — the year's eighteen-year-olds standing in their order with their families around them and the year's whole future being read off a grey face in a priest's flat voice: a number, an element, a life's whole first arithmetic.

And into that ancient, ordinary, unexamined morning — into ten thousand parish yards and the capital's great court of the Temple, where the year's noble readings were rendered before the houses' whole assembled watching — the founder's resumption arrived, by the Temple's own instrument, in the Temple's own hearing, at the Temple's own standard: because the Temple had priced the fair ground's evidence across a summer and composed its doctrine across an autumn, and the doctrine, when it stood complete, had required a *season* for its rendering, and the keeper of the deep archives had priced the season in the archives' whole grammar, in the letter she had rendered to the founder at the examination's close: *a doctrine is not amended in a margin, child. It is amended on the day the doctrine is* used*. The Temple will render its annotation on the day the realm stands at its stones — and the Temple will render, beside the annotation, the reason the annotation exists, entire, in the open, because a reason rendered in pieces is a rumour rendered at interest, and the archives do not compose rumours.*

The instrument was read at the capital's court by the keeper of the deep archives in person — an old woman in the Temple's grey, standing at the great stone's shoulder in the spring's whole light, with the year's first candidate waiting at the stone's other side and the houses' whole gallery standing in its scarlet and silver and sky-blue order above her, and the Gazette's compositors at their posts in the court's whole margin with their pens already moving — and the keeper rendered the Temple's whole doctrine in the archives' whole grammar, at the standard, once, entire, for the realm:

"The Temple renders its annotation, witnesses, and renders the annotation's whole ground beside it, because the Temple has composed its doctrine for eight hundred years on the principle the Temple now corrects at its root: that what the Temple kept in the dark, the Temple kept *for* the realm. The Temple keeps nothing for the realm in the dark any longer. Attend the ground entire. Eight hundred years ago, in the generation of the standardisation, the realm's measures were cut to a single scale — cut, witnesses, not unified: *shortened*, by a commission of the crown and the Temple and the houses, whose whole record the archives have kept beside a gap where two names were taken out. The old measures read past the summit. The old registers record readings the Temple's doctrine has recited for eight centuries as impossible — souls rendered, at their births and their Revelations, at weights the shortened scale cannot hold — and the commission, reading those registers entire, composed the conclusion the commission was appointed to compose: that a realm whose measures could read past the summit was a realm whose summit could be exceeded *in the record* — and that a summit exceeded in the record was a throne indicted in its arithmetic. So the commission cut the measures to the summit their king could reach, and sealed the registers, and composed the doctrine the realm has recited ever since: *that the scale is the world, and the summit is its ceiling, and what the stone cannot read does not stand.* The Temple recites the doctrine's whole falseness now, in the hearing, at the standard, in the Temple's own voice, as the annotation's whole ground: the scale is an *instrument*, witnesses. It was composed by hands, and the hands had interests, and the interests are now rendered to the audit the dead queen opened and her daughter has resumed. What the shortened stones have rendered, at ten thousand Revelations in eight centuries, as *nothing* — as the reading the realm prices lowest, the child pitied in its mother's hearing, the Zero discarded from the academies' rolls and the houses' books and the realm's whole arithmetic — what the stones rendered as nothing, witnesses, was never a reading of the child. It was a reading of the *stone*: of an instrument cut too short for the soul in front of it. The Temple's annotation stands henceforth beside every reading the realm's stones render, in the archives' whole grammar, in the keeper's own rendered sentence, and the Temple renders it now, at the year's first reading, in the year's first candidate's hearing, for the realm entire: *the measure may be exceeded; the man stands; the record stands* — and where the stone renders nothing, witnesses, the Temple will no longer render *nothing* beside it. The Temple will render what the first stone rendered at a fair ground in a founder's country, in the hearing of eleven parishes, at the standard, entire: *zero is what a stone says when it cannot say the number.* The Temple does not know the number. The Temple has sealed the registers that might compose the number beside a gap it kept for eight hundred years, and the Temple renders the gap's whole existence to the audit, in the open, as the annotation's whole final clause: the Temple kept the gap in the dark for eight months of doctrine and eight centuries of shame, and the Temple keeps it in the dark no longer. The audit stands summoned. The registers stand ready. The readings will proceed — and they will proceed, witnesses, under the annotation, in the open, at the standard, *attended* — as the Temple now understands, eight hundred years too late for the read-past and in time, the Temple renders it in its whole remaining arithmetic, for the read-past's successors entire: *the readings were always supposed to be attended.*"

The year's first candidate laid his hands on the great stone, in the court's whole held quiet, in the spring's whole light — a miller's grandson from the capital's own river wards, as it happened, though no compositor in the margin priced the happening as chance afterward — and the stone rendered its reading in its shortened grammar, at its shortened standard, as it had rendered ten thousand readings in eight centuries: an element, and a number, ordinary and entire.

And then the court did the thing courts are not composed to do, in the order no protocol had composed for it: it *attended* — the houses' gallery standing in its order with its whole attention on a miller's grandson at a stone, reading the reading the way the founder's country read its wells: upward, in the open, by performance — and the Gazette's evening edition rendered the morning entire, in the compositor's own hand, under the toll-book's table's successor as its frontispiece's whole companion, in the edition the whole realm read by the week's end:

*The realm's measures were shortened eight hundred years ago, neighbours, by men who required the world to end at the summit their king could reach. The realm learned it on the day the realm stands at its stones. The realm is composing its answer in the only grammar the realm has ever composed its true answers in: parish by parish, mother by mother, stone by stone — in the open, upward, by name. The Chronicle prices the doctrine's whole eight-hundred-year account, neighbours, in the Chronicle's whole final entry for the day, and renders the pricing without its accustomed key entire, because the day has exhausted the key's whole register: every Zero this realm has ever discarded is now a question the realm must answer in its own hearing — and the first of the read-past, neighbours, the recorded Zero who lit seven stones and held a bridge and a gate and a country's whole water, stands this spring at the realm's eastern border as its Warden and its founder's betrothed, with the sentence spoken and the crest drawn and two empires composing against the country that kept him — and the realm, neighbours, which could not read him for twenty-six years, has now been rendered the grammar in which he was always written. The realm does not yet know what he is. The realm now knows what its* stones *are. The Chronicle prices the knowing, neighbours, at the day's whole weight: it is the difference between a realm that discards its children at a shortened instrument's whole say-so — and a realm that audits the instrument. The audit stands summoned. The realm is attending.*

The earthquake travelled the way the country's accounts travelled in that war: upward, in person, at the runners' pace — and it arrived in the parishes before the doctrine's whole architecture had finished arriving in the salons, which the founder priced, in her margin, as the resumption's whole design entire: *the mothers heard it first, household. The founder composed the season for exactly that arrival order. A doctrine rendered at the capital's court in the Temple's whole grammar stands in the Gazette within the week, household — but a doctrine rendered in a parish yard, at a parish stone, in a parish priest's whole changed voice, in the hearing of the parish's whole assembled mothers, stands in the parish's* book *within the hour — and the parishes' books, household, are the realm's true archives, as the founder's mother kept them and the founder's country renders them: the annotation now stands, household, in ten thousand parish books, in ten thousand keepers' hands, beside ten thousand years of readings rendered under the doctrine it corrects — and no office in any kingdom, household, no salon, no staff, no design, can now un-render it, because it does not stand in one book that can be removed in a fever's confusion. It stands in* all *of them. The inquiry's composer priced the sealing's interest, household, in her whole opening arithmetic: a cost compounded annually, in persons, for eight hundred years. The founder renders the resumption's whole first dividend, at the margin's whole weight, as the Revelation's whole final entry: the compounding has stopped. The audit is the realm's now. The founder is attending.*

And in a posting town on the western road, in the Revelation's whole second week, at a parish stone that had rendered its readings for six centuries under the doctrine entire — the year's candidates stood in their order in the spring's whole ordinary light, and the year's *last* candidate was a carter's daughter from the town's own yards, eighteen years old, with her mother's whole family standing at the yard's edge in its Sunday order, and the girl laid her hands on the stone in the parish's whole held quiet, and the stone rendered its reading in its shortened grammar, at its shortened standard, entire:

Nothing. No element. No number. The face grey and unlit, as it had rendered the discarded of eight centuries.

The priest — who had rendered that reading, in that yard, eleven times in his own incumbency, in the doctrine's whole accustomed grammar of pity — stood at the stone's shoulder with the annotation in his parish's book, entered at Revelation by his own hand a week before, in the Temple's whole instrument's certified copy, and did the thing the founder's whole design had been composed, across a winter and a spring and a dead queen's whole stopped inquiry, to make possible in a parish yard in the realm's whole ordinary weather: he read the annotation aloud. *The measure may be exceeded; the man stands; the record stands* — and then, in his own voice, in his parish's hearing, at his parish's standard, the keeper of the first stone's whole sentence, which the Gazette had printed and the parishes had entered and the mothers had carried home in their own grammar entire: *zero is what a stone says when it cannot say the number* — and the yard stood in its quiet, and the girl stood at the stone with her hands still on its grey face and her face doing nothing to compose itself, and her mother — the yard rendered it afterward, in the parish's book, at the standard, as the Revelation's whole second verdict — her mother came forward out of the family's whole Sunday order and stood at the stone's other side and laid her own hand flat on the stone beside her daughter's, in the toll side's manner, though the woman had never in her life heard of the toll side, and said, in the yard's whole hearing, in the grammar the realm was composing that spring at ten thousand stones entire:

"Then the stone will have to learn, father. She *stands*. Enter her standing."

The priest entered it. In the parish's book, beside the reading, in his own hand, at the annotation's whole standard: *the candidate rendered nothing at the shortened measure. The candidate stands. The record stands. The parish is attending.* — and the girl, whose name the Gazette did not print because the Gazette's compositor priced the printing, in the edition's whole margin, as a privacy the realm owed its read-past entire, went home to her mother's table in the town's whole ordinary dusk with her standing entered in her parish's book at its exact weight — and composed, within the month, at her family's whole composed insistence and the parish's whole rendered subscription, a letter.

The letter travelled east by the Guild's road, in the registrar's
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