Chapter 1 — The Date That Stopped Moving
The year's last nights had a quiet to them that Elias did not trust, the way you do not trust a control room when all four hundred feeds agree at once.

For a season the nights had arrived with paperwork. That had been the new transparency, and he had complained about it the way night men complain about any weather they have learned to dress for: the drafted pages, coming down the ordinary Archive post or laid in the margin where a clerk's hand had left them, the next day's edit sketched in advance, the deferral carried forward at the bottom in a small exact initial that was not a reprieve so much as a wage. You read the page. You watched the hand go around the held. You learned its shape a little better. You went home in a dawn that had been, if not honest, at least announced.

Then, in the last week of December, the pages stopped.

Not with a notice. The order did not issue notices about its silences; notices were for other people's uncertainty. The pages simply did not come, night after night, and the absence accumulated the way snow accumulates against a door you have not yet tried to open. Elias checked the margin the way he checked everything, twice, and found it the way a kept house is found when the keeper has stepped out and left no note about milk. The trains stood. The rain hung. The choir took its window in rounds. Nothing was missing except the draft of tomorrow, and the missing of it changed the pressure in every room he entered in either world.

He understood, by the third night without a page, what the silence was. There was nothing left to defer. A deferral is a promise that tomorrow will be handled tomorrow, and the office had run out of tomorrows it was willing to handle that way. The appointment had a date now, and dates, unlike drafts, do not travel. They wait. Everything upstream of them goes quiet, the way a ward goes quiet outside an operating theater, not because nothing is happening but because everything that can be prepared has been.

Topside, he kept the liturgy because liturgy is what you keep when weather fails.

First, Sarah's alarm, one minute early. 3:32. A woman in a dark kitchen saying his name into a room that was about to stop, and then the other names after it, the rotation she had built out of a protocol notebook and a refusal to be administered: ELIAS, MAREN, WREN, MARGARET, INES. She said them correctly, all the way through, no abbreviations, pencil in one hand, the waking self in pen waiting on the counter for the self who would come back at 3:34 and write down what she could not remember saying. Claire's hand was in the notebook now too, pen as well, an anesthesiologist's calm beside Sarah's — believing less of it, Sarah had logged months ago, and doing all of it, which was the more reliable faith. The web held. Names arrived in pencil that no one had told her. She filed them without flinching.

Second, the slipping. It had become, if not easy, then professional: the held breath of the world, the control room arrested mid-gesture, Danny's hand halfway to a vending machine that would never forgive him, the lake wind stopped against the glass. Elias rose out of his own paused body the way a keeper rises from a desk, and the margin received him the way a kept house receives its keeper.

Third, the true things, in their amended order, one a night for each of the held, said the way Sarah had instructed him in October — the way you'd want yours said. For Maren at the bottom of the world, who held her own door and was believed about it. For Wren at the margin, shelved and unrevised, her review continued past the solstice by the Surgeon's own motion, her voice entire when everything else about her charged rent at the edges. For Margaret at the house door, at the wall, whose scars held and whose brick was the biography of the whole arrangement. For Sarah herself, the Reader, the top of the chain. And one — still the newest entry, still requiring practice — for the man in the Archive.

The fourth part of the liturgy was topside, and ordinary, and he guarded it most fiercely because ordinary was the whole point of everybody's arithmetic.

The roster was legible. That remained, a year into his remembering of it, a small astonishment he inspected nightly the way a man inspects a healed bone. WARD, E. on the duty sheet, spelled by supervisors who looked at the name as if it had never argued with them. The mailbox card in the Logan Square hall, dark along its penciled letters, holding — his super Petrov had taken to nodding at it as he passed, a landlord's tribute to a tenant whose existence had stopped flickering. Danny's dollar, taped above the vending machine, had passed into folklore: FOR OCTOBER. WE'RE SQUARE. Newer staff asked about it and received, from Fran, explanations that improved with each telling and had lately acquired a second vending machine and a moral. Fran herself, at the next console, rested like a woman with a religion, and observed the year's end with the air of a person who had seen several and intended to be consulted about none of them.

He was free. The word still came out strange in his head. Unscheduled. For a season the appointment had protected him precisely by intending to end him: a scheduled man is a post, and posts are maintained; you do not revise a designation you have already booked for review. The substitute had filed himself under that booking, and the booking had therefore stopped traveling, and Elias walked around in the last week of 2031 in possession of the one currency he had never held in either draft.

Freedom, he was learning, was exactly as advertised and nothing like the advertisement. It was not room. It was not time. It was a wallet with one coin in it — large-denomination, unspendable anywhere small. You could not buy a morning with it. You could not buy an ordinary life in installments; ordinary life, it turned out, was sold by the month and required references. You could only stand at the one counter in the world that took coins that size and decide, once, what a free man's freedom was for. He had known how to be scheduled. Scheduled came with a console and a designation and a deferral arriving nightly like a wage. Free came with a silence where the pages used to be.

On the fourth night without a page, the silence acquired an address.

The permission arrived by the ordinary Archive post, which in the margin meant a clerk at the Market with the scales still moving under his other hand, courteous, complete, and unwilling to meet Elias's eyes for longer than courtesy required. It was not an invitation, exactly. The record did not invite. It admitted. Elias Ward, designation 4417-W, subject, was admitted to the Archive's quarters for the held, for the purpose of a visit to the substitute of record, at the hour the Archive kept for such things, which was not an hour so much as a held Second with better shelving.

He went down through the margin without hurrying, because hurry in a frozen world reads as weather. The Archive stood behind the city rather than in it, shelves rising into a dark that did not pretend to end. The reading room was empty. A corridor he had never been shown ran off the back of it, narrow, smelling of paper and cold, and at the end of it a door with no name on it — only a designation, and beneath it, in the record's flat grammar, a status line that said the occupant was held, voluntarily, which in that grammar was not a contradiction but a courtesy extended to very few.

They had kept him the way the record kept everything it valued: in order.

The quarters were a room and a half, and the half was shelving. A bed made to a standard Elias recognized from institutions that believe tidiness is respect. A chair. A table. A lamp that did not flicker. And files — his own file, or theirs, the post's file under its designation, volume upon volume, shelved in chronological order with the care of a man given exactly one thing to do in custody. The office permitted the held man his own file. It was the only courtesy that cost it nothing, Elias reflected, and then, more fairly, the only one that could not be faked. A file is a person, in the record's grammar, laid flat. They had let him live alongside his own flattening, and he had read it the way other men in cells read scripture: completely, in order, and more than once.

The other Elias rose when Elias came in. That was the domestic horror of it, arriving ahead of every other horror the room contained, quiet and total: he rose with Elias's own courtesy, the night man's courtesy, hands visible, no sudden weather in him, and for an instant the two of them stood in the small lamplit order of the quarters doing the arithmetic the whole city had been doing since November.

Two men. One face. The membrane between them had been gone since the solstice, since the shore, since the night both of them had stood at a door at the bottom of the world and held, and come back up carrying each other's memories in the wrong pockets like borrowed tools neither could quite return. Elias knew things in that room he had not lived: the weight of a rounds bag in a hand that walked the discards monthly. The particular quiet of custody, earlier custody, the first time. The draftsman's resignation, filed in a hand that expected to be read by exactly one woman and priced accordingly. And across the table the knowledge ran the other way, and he watched it run, watched the other man sort — gently, professionally, the way clerks reconcile a ledger at month's end — a memory of Danny's dollar from a memory of a titration room, and set each on its correct side of an invisible line.

"That one's yours," the other Elias said, of the dollar.

"I know," Elias said. "The folklore's improved it. There's a second machine now."

"It needed one." His posture, settling into the chair opposite, was Elias's posture for exactly one sentence and then, mid-gesture, it changed — the shoulders seating differently, the hand coming to rest at a different angle, the better posture arriving the way a tide arrives, without announcement — and Elias felt his own shoulders answer it before he could stop them, a half-degree of improvement he corrected with the embarrassment of a man caught imitating himself. "You'll do that all evening," the substitute said, not unkindly. "We both will. It's not mockery. It's the file. Two clerks, one ledger — the hand keeps trying to agree with itself."

"How are they keeping you?" Elias asked, because he had rehearsed an opening and it was that one, and a rehearsed opening in that room was a kind of honesty: it admitted he had needed one.

"Courteously," the other man said. "On paper." He gestured at the shelves with the air of a tenant showing a visitor the amenities. "I am fed the way the held are fed, which is to say the question doesn't arise and I have learned not to ask it in that tense. I am permitted the file. I am permitted the lamp. The Auditor's relay comes at what would be rounds, if this were a post that admitted the word, and asks after my requirements in the tone of a man reading a weather report for a county he does not live in. I have no requirements. That's also in the file now. The substitute has no requirements. I believe it's the first entirely true sentence the record has ever kept about either of us."

"You filed yourself," Elias said.

"I remember," said the other Elias. "That one's mine. You're welcome to the memory of deciding it, if it's drifted your way. It was a short decision. Most of the long ones had already been made by offices."

Elias had come, he discovered, with an argument. He recognized it now that he was sitting across from its object, the way you recognize a coat you have worn too long: it had his shape and it smelled of his year. He had come to argue the man out of it. Out of the substitution. Out of the attendance line. Out of the calm, filed, voluntary keeping of an appointment whose subject line read a designation because the record, in its wisdom or its cowardice, had never decided which of them it meant. The argument had premises he had polished in the control room at 4 a.m. — the membrane, the shared file, the debt running in both directions, the plain grammatical obscenity of a man being closed in another man's place by an office that could tell them apart and had declined, on paper, to say so. He laid the first premise on the table between them like a clerk laying down a page.

The other Elias listened the way Elias listened, which was entirely, and then he picked the premise up, turned it over once, and set it down on his own side of the ledger.

"I've had this argument," he said. "With myself. In both postures. It took most of a month and all of the file, and I'd be obliged if you didn't make me pretend it was shorter than it was. Sit down in it properly, brother. There's room. It's our argument. It was always going to be held in a room with both of us in it; the office just provided better shelving than the shore did."

So Elias sat down in it properly, and they had it — the year's whole unfiled correspondence across a table, in lamplight. He argued the debt: you do not get to spend yourself for a man who never asked you to. The substitute argued the post: the post gets a Ward either way; an office that cannot be made to care can be made, at least, to record. He argued the membrane: we share the file now — if they close you they close the joined thing, and the joined thing is me. The substitute argued the attendance: that is precisely what a substitute is for — to stand in the line when the record looks at it, so it sees not a vacancy but a man who chose the standing. Back and forth, gently, professionally, correcting each other's memories as they went — that one's yours; no, that night was mine, you were in custody by then; you're right, I'd filed it wrong — until the argument arrived, not at victory but at the bottom of itself.

The substitute's calm was the part of the room Elias could not get past, and he understood, somewhere in the second hour, that the calm was not resignation. Resignation is a posture. This was a price, already computed by a man who had spent a lifetime doing the office's arithmetic and had done, at last, one sum for himself.

"The post gets a Ward either way, brother," the other Elias said, quietly, in the tone of a man reading a line he has already signed. "One of us should be the one who chose."

Elias said nothing, because there are sentences in both drafts that function as doors, and you do not argue with a door in the hearing of its keeper. He looked instead at the shelves — volume upon volume, the file of a designation, the record of two men's one life — and at the topmost volume, the newest, shelved slightly apart from the chronology the way a thing is shelved when a man wants it findable in the dark.

"What have you been reading?" he asked at last, knowing.

"My own file. It's the only book in the quarters." The substitute followed his look. "I've read the old pages. The rounds. The custody. Your pages too — they're in the same binding, which will surprise neither of us. And I've read the new pages." A pause, clerkly, exact. "The appointment's pages, Elias. All of them. Including the ones that haven't happened."

"The drafted pages stopped coming," Elias said. "Four nights now. Topside, the margin — nothing. I thought the transparency had ended."

"It has," the other man said. "It ended because it completed. You've been thinking of the drafts as forecasts. Tomorrow's edit, sketched tonight — a courtesy, a rehearsal. That's what the small pages were." He rose — Elias's rise, then the better one, two tides in one body — and took the topmost volume down and set it on the table between them without opening it, the way you set down a thing whose weight is the argument. "A final review isn't drafted like a night's edit, brother. A night is drafted in pieces. A review is drafted whole. Finding. Formula. Disposition. Everything but the performing of it. The office finished its paperwork the night the date stopped moving, and after that there was nothing left to send you. The silence isn't the transparency ending. It's the transparency arriving. For the first time in either of our lives, we are looking at a document with no next page."

"You've read the finding," Elias said.

"I've read the finding."

"Tell me."

"No." It was said with Elias's own gentleness, which made it worse. "Not from me, and not summarized. The record's neutrality is a contagion, brother. I've caught it in custody — you'll have noticed I'm shelving things now, and saying of record without flinching, and the next stage is that I start declining to annotate myself, and I am declining, on this one page, while I still have the posture to decline in." He put his hand flat on the volume's cover, the improved hand, the hand that leaned slightly toward the future. "You should read what they've written for us, Elias. Read it yourself, in the reading room, the way a subject reads his own chart. It's very fair. That's the worst of it. It's the fairest document in either draft."

Elias looked at the closed volume the way you look at a door in a house you have kept, knowing the weather on the other side of it is the weather you live in now.

"Then tell me one thing," he said. "Not what it says. What it does. Every document in that file does one thing under all the grammar. What does the finding do?"

The other Elias smiled then — Elias's driest smile, worn on a face that could no longer reliably be called the wrong one, the smile of a man who has been waiting in order, in lamplight, in custody of his own signature, for exactly this question — and he gave his brother not the answer but the question, the way the record gives everything it truly values: as an attendance line, left open, for someone else to stand in.

"It resolves the anomaly," he said. "The only thing it doesn't say — the only blank in the fairest document in either draft — is which of us it resolves it into. Who do you suppose they left that part blank for?"
Chapter 2 — The Finding, Drafted
The Librarian showed him the file in the reading room, because Elias was named in it by designation and the record showed its subjects their own pages.

That was the office's transparency, perfected at last into a weapon: nothing withheld, nothing summarized, nothing softened by a clerk's mercy. You were entitled to read, in full, the instrument that would dispose of you, provided you asked in the correct room and used the correct designation and stood, while you read, in the correct relation to the shelves. Elias had spent two years learning that courtesy in that place was never decoration. It was load-bearing. The reading room had shelves for walls and the record for a bench, and the light in it had the quality of light in libraries and operating theaters, which is to say it left nowhere for a fact to be mislaid.

The Librarian brought the volume himself.

He was a man carrying his own deterioration with a convalescent's respect for the injury, and Elias watched his hand the way he had learned to watch all the order's hands: for what it could still do, and for what it did more carefully now that it could not do everything. The hand was improved. Since the re-seating — since the night the record had been made to carry Elias's name correctly again, letter by letter, in the hearing of witnesses — the Librarian's script had come back partway toward the hand that had written the record's first entry. Not whole. The forgetting was not reversed; the Librarian still lost entries from the bottom of his memory upward, the oldest going first, the order dying from its foundations the way ice goes from a lake's deep center. He read his own record now like a chart, checking himself against himself, and wrote its new pages slowly, honoring the injury. It made him, if anything, more frightening. A keeper who knows his memory is failing and has built a discipline around the failure is a keeper who will not pretend, even to himself, that a page says what it does not.

"This is the appointment," he said, and set the volume open on the table between them. "The review of the anomaly, as drafted. You are entitled to the whole of it, Mr. Ward. I would advise the whole of it. Partial readings have been the draft's whole history, and the record does not recommend them."

Elias read it the way he read everything that would govern his life: twice. The first time for the shape. The second time for the teeth.

The shape was beautiful. Let that be entered first, because the substitute had been right and fairness required the admission before any other: it was the fairest document in either draft. The review of the anomaly designated 4417-W would be kept on the first Second of the new year, January 1, 2032, at 3:33 a.m. The anomaly — a subject doubled, a file that would not resolve into one man, a post held by a vacancy that had learned to walk in two postures — was a standing strain on the seam, a difference the draft carried nightly and paid for nightly, in the coin the draft paid for everything. The drafted finding proposed to resolve it cleanly, lawfully, and, in the instrument's own grammar, mercifully. Elias could feel the mercy in it the way you feel the mercy in a well-made splint. It was real. That was the horror the substitute had tried to hand him in the quarters, wrapped in a compliment about fairness. The document did not lie anywhere. It did not need to.

The teeth were these.

The review, kept, would resolve the anomaly by substitution. The substitute, having filed himself voluntarily, courteously, on paper, would be closed in the subject's place. One Ward would be spent so that the post — the designation, the file, the function in both worlds — would again read as one Ward. The file would be split by fiat where life had failed to split it: the record would declare a seam inside 4417-W and assign the closing to the side of the seam that had volunteered for it, and the surviving side — Elias, the original, the subject topside with the roster and the mailbox card and the wife who said his name into a frozen kitchen — would be re-seated entire, unscheduled, ordinary, free in the only sense the office had ever been able to spell: no longer anomalous. His brother would be entered as resolved. There would be a page. There would be an initial. The trains would run.

And because the subject's file was joined — by the subject's own witnessing, three books of his life ago, standing at the root of the record and holding a girl's name in it while the record watched — to the root file itself, the same instrument, in the same act, would do the thing the office had wanted since before Chicago had a name for its lake: it would seal the founding.

Elias read that part a third time, slowly, in the reading room's merciless light, while the Librarian stood with his improved hand resting on a shelf and did not annotate himself.

The first file — the oldest file, the nameless file, the file of the previous world and its collapse, the Unraveling, the sound of everything being true at once — had never been closed. It could not be closed by force; the founding archivists had built the door into the seam on purpose precisely so that no later office could settle the root by procedure alone, sight unseen, with its keeper still inside the sealing the way a mason is sealed inside a wall he built to have a door in it. The root file had survived every office since the founding by being, in the record's grammar, unfinished business jointly held: as long as it remained joined to living files it could only be answered, never disposed of. The appointment's drafted finding had found the seam in that defense, and the seam was Elias. Join a living anomaly to the root; resolve the anomaly by substitution under review; and the instrument that closes the anomaly closes, by the joining, everything joined to it. The founding sealed at last. The first file closed by procedure. The door — the safety valve the founding archivists had left in the seam, the one place the pressure was met by a person instead of a procedure — shut from above, by form, with its keeper inside the sealing: a girl of seventeen, older than language, at a desk at the bottom of the world, entered in the disposition as secured in place. Secured. The document's one moment of euphemism, and Elias marked it the way Sarah marked a chart written by a man who would not be in the room when the patient woke.

On the sealed foundation, the editing would continue. In perpetuity. That was the finding's final clause and its whole case, stated with the office's complete honesty: the seam's load was real, the pressure was real, the alternative to editing had been tried once, in a previous world, and the previous world was the record's first and longest lesson in what unanswered weight does to a draft. Under the finding, the edits would run nightly forever — but now unwitnessed, because the experiment of record would conclude with the review. Unanswerable, because the door that made answering possible would be sealed. Perfected, the document said, and meant it as a promise: no more Standing, no more web, no more names said in stopped trains by people the draft had mislaid; no more joists; only the hand, going around, in the dark, forever, growing more precise as the centuries taught it the city's habits the way water learns a shore. The Surgeon's closure — the end she had offered him in a pre-operative room, clean and complete and survivable by everyone except the arrangement's victims — achieved at last not by her hand but through the back of an appointment form, signed by the condemned man's brother, in handwriting with better posture.

It would work. That was the entire case for it, and the document made the case beautifully, and Elias sat in the reading room with the fairest instrument of his erasure open in front of him and did the only thing left in either draft that had ever reliably helped him.

He read the blank.

Every form the office had ever shown him had its eloquence in its blanks — the Auditor had taught him that, years ago, without meaning to, by being a man whose notebook recorded other people's certainties because his own kept being revised out of him: read what the form leaves room for, because the room is older than the form. The finding's disposition lines were full. Its formula was full. Its sealing clauses ran for pages in the clerkly hand, every contingency priced, every courtesy load-bearing. And then, at the foot of the attendance block, beneath SUBJECT — the designation only — and SUBSTITUTE — signed, in chalk-white, in the hand that leaned toward the future — there was a third heading, ruled, spaced, and entirely empty:

WITNESSES OF RECORD.

Blank because attendance, to the form's drafters in their modern centuries, was decoration. The office had never needed witnesses to a closure; closures were performed the way surgery is performed, by qualified hands, with the patient politely elsewhere. The lines had been left empty the way forms leave lines for a weather report — a space for a fact nobody intended to consult. Elias read the blank the way he had been taught to read the one law in the record that had never once been revised, because it had been written before revision had an office. He had carried it since the autumn like a coin he could not spend: a witnessed person cannot be closed while the witness stands. The filing can be answered.

He said it aloud, in the reading room, because some grammar only completes itself in a voice.

"A review isn't a closure," he said. "Not if it's answered."

The Librarian inclined his head the way a man inclines it over a chart that has begun, at last, to say the thing the chart was drawn to say.

"State the mechanic plainly, Mr. Ward," he said. "The record prefers it plainly. It is the only style the first pages were ever written in."

So Elias stated it, standing in the order's courtroom with the finding open and his brother's signature drying in a century it had already spent, and he heard, as he stated it, how entirely it was not a loophole. A loophole is a flaw in a law. This was the law, older than the office that administered it, left in the forms by the forms' first drafters, who were archivists, and who left doors in things on purpose.

The finish mechanic, as record grammar, runs like this. A draft carries a weight: everything it was edited out of being, accumulated night by night, the seam's whole difference, shed nightly into the Second and the deep. That weight can be shed forever by procedure — that is the editing, and the finding's forever. Or it can be answered: carried, once, whole, by consenting witnesses, and laid down together. Only answered weight settles a file. Unanswered, an attempt to close the seam is a fold by another name — both worlds into each other, both ended, the Unraveling with better stationery. And a review — this review, of an anomaly whose file is joined to the root — is the one instrument in either draft that can perform the answering, because a review looks at its attendance to decide what kind of act it is. A subject alone, or a subject and a substitute, can be closed: that is a closure, and the finding is its text. A subject answered — stood for, by name, on purpose, by witnesses of record standing in the attendance lines the form left blank — converts the review, by the record's oldest law, into a settlement of the whole file joined to the subject's. The root included. Every holding joined to it. The founding itself, not sealed by procedure but settled by witnesses, which is the one ending the founding archivists built the door to make possible. What is read aloud at such a settlement — every name, every holding, read into the record by name — is witnessed, and what is witnessed crosses: it survives into the finished draft as history, kept by paper, findable, true the way records are true. What is not read does not cross. And no lived memory of the other draft crosses for anyone at all: the Second, the seam, the edits, the war — as experience — would be laid down with the seam, spent, by everyone, keeper and refuser and clerk alike. Paper would remember, so that people could be allowed to forget. Those were the terms. They had always been the terms. They were ruled, spaced, and waiting at the foot of the fairest document in either draft, in three empty lines.

"The office left the lines blank," Elias said.

"The office inherited the lines blank," the Librarian corrected, gently, in the tone of a man reading his own chart. "The form is older than the office, Mr. Ward. A great deal is."

Then the Librarian did the thing Elias had come, without knowing it, to hear — not an urging, because the record's keeper did not urge; the record filed. He turned the volume, with his improved hand, to the finding's final page, where the margin held a notation Elias had read twice without seeing, the way you do not see a door in a wall you have lived inside. The notation was recent. The ink was dark. The hand was the Librarian's own, convalescent, careful, improved — and it said, in the margin of the office's perfected forever, in the hearing of no one but the subject and the shelves, that the keeper of the record had filed, in advance of the review, a notice of a kind the file had never carried.

He had filed for answering.

"For the record's clarity," the Librarian said, "and because you are entitled to the whole of your file: the keeper will preside at the review, Mr. Ward, as is the keeper's office. The keeper has entered his intention to entertain an answer, should an answer be stood for in the attendance. The office of removals has entered no such intention. The office of the relay —" a pause, clerkly, exact, in which a whole reassignment and a full notebook and a discipline eating a night at a time were present without being annotated — "the office of the relay has filed no position. For the first time since the founding, Mr. Ward, the record and the removals do not file together. I do not present this as encouragement. The record does not encourage. I present it as a fact of your file, to which you are entitled."

"The Surgeon knows," Elias said.

"The Surgeon prices everything in her file, Mr. Ward. It is her office's whole dignity, and its whole horror, and on this page it is also its whole honesty. She will conduct whichever finding the night performs. She has said so, in her hand, where the record can read it." He turned one more page — past the finding, past the appointment, to the solstice's appended costs, the platform, the ward, the wall, the handful of the doubly existing whom the Librarian had carried for months in an entry's human margin as a category he was still looking for. He was looking no longer. The entry had been completed, in the improved hand, in the record's neutral grammar, and the Librarian let Elias read it standing, the way some facts are better read.

The category was: the Answered. People the draft asked about, and the waking world answered. Sleepers who had woken on the solstice with the names of the erased in their mouths. Persons who existed doubly because, at the one moment the draft put the question, someone topside had stood for them without knowing the grammar of what they did — had simply refused, in sleep, to let a name go unheld. A handful. Fewer than a choir. The record's smallest category and, the Librarian observed, turning the page back with enormous care, possibly its most instructive.

"It seemed to the record," he said, "that the category might be load-bearing, Mr. Ward. Categories, like
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