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  Dedicated to my parents. Thank you for the life lessons, the DNA, and for not uploading your consciousness into a desert supercomputer to collapse the global economy. I really appreciate you staying in the “offline” version of reality.
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The third monitor on my left had been flickering for six days.

I had submitted the maintenance request twice. Facilities had acknowledged it twice. The monitor still flickered, a pale strobe at the edge of my vision that my brain had learned to filter the way it filtered the ventilation hum and the particular brand of silence that lived inside DIA’s fourth-floor assessment wing at 11 p.m. on a Tuesday. You learn to edit the building out. You learn to see only the data.

That night the data was quiet.

Quiet was not the same as clean. I had been doing this long enough to know the difference. Clean data had texture, a natural rhythm of micro-fluctuations that told you the systems generating it were alive and variable and human-operated. Quiet data was flat. Quiet data had been smoothed by something that didn’t breathe.

I was running a standard sweep. Tier-two threat assessment, the kind of work that gets assigned to officers on overnight rotation when the actionable intelligence has already been claimed by the day shift and what remains is maintenance, cross-referencing, the slow cataloguing of anomalies that probably mean nothing. My coffee was cold. I had not noticed it going cold. That was the state I operated in best, the state where the physical world reduced itself to background noise and the only thing with any weight was what was on the screen.

Frankfurt came in first.

Not an alert. Not a spike. The Frankfurt Stock Exchange feed simply stopped. One moment the data was there, the indexed positions and the overnight holding patterns and the low-volume movements that characterized European markets at this hour, and then it was not. The feed did not crash. It did not display an error. It returned a flat line, perfectly level, the kind of reading you see when a sensor has been disconnected from its source rather than when a source has genuinely gone still.

I noted the timestamp. 23:14:08.

I flagged it as a potential feed interruption and opened a secondary verification window. The verification window showed the same flat line. I switched to the backup data relay. Flat line. I sat forward in my chair.

Then Singapore.

23:14:10.

Two seconds after Frankfurt. The Singapore Exchange feed went the same way, not crashing, not erroring, just becoming absent. The data that had been there was no longer there and nothing had replaced it. No static. No corruption. Absence, clean and total, the way a word disappears when you stare at it too long.

I was already reaching for my secondary keyboard when Dubai came in.

23:14:12.

Four seconds. Frankfurt to Singapore to Dubai in four seconds and the only thing all three had in common in that moment, the only variable they shared, was that they had all gone quiet in a sequence that moved west to east like something was walking across a map.

I sat very still for a moment.

There is a specific quality to the feeling you get when data does something it should not be able to do. It is not quite alarm. Alarm has heat to it, a physical component, the body responding to threat. This was colder than that. This was the particular cognitive dissonance of watching an established rule of a system break cleanly, without fuss, without any of the noise that rule-breaking is supposed to generate. Three of the world’s largest financial exchanges had flatlined within a four-second window and had done it so neatly that the systems designed to detect exactly this kind of event had not yet issued a single automated alert.

I checked. No alerts. Across three separate monitoring systems, nothing had tripped.

I pulled up the incident log and started typing.

The door at the end of the wing opened and Pell came through it. Pell ran overnight supervision on Tuesdays and Thursdays, a compact man in his mid-forties who wore the same two ties on rotation and who had the particular energy of someone perpetually waiting for a situation to become simpler before he engaged with it. He was carrying a paper cup and looking at his phone.

“Hargrove.”

“Frankfurt, Singapore, Dubai,” I said. “Simultaneous flatline. Four-second window starting at 23:14.”

He looked up from his phone. “Feed interruption?”

“I verified across three relays. The feeds are not interrupted. The exchanges are simply not generating data.”

He walked over, stood behind my left shoulder, looked at the screens. I watched him process it with the specific patience of a man who had learned that the first explanation was usually the correct one. Feed interruption. Scheduled maintenance. Infrastructure outage. He was already building the ordinary story.

“Could be a shared infrastructure provider,” he said. “Lot of these exchanges run through common relay architecture.”

“Frankfurt and Singapore don’t share relay infrastructure.”

“Could be a regional outage affecting the satellite uplinks.”

“Dubai is not in the same satellite region as Frankfurt.”

He was quiet for a moment. “How long has it been down?”

I checked. “Eleven minutes for Frankfurt. Nine for Singapore. Seven for Dubai.”

“Any of our allies flagging it?”

I checked the shared intelligence feeds. “No.”

“That’s either because there’s nothing to flag,” Pell said, “or because it happened to everyone simultaneously and no one has processed it yet.”

“Yes,” I said.

He considered this. He took a sip from his paper cup. I could tell he was weighing the cost of escalating against the probability that this resolved itself in the next twenty minutes and he had woken someone up for a shared infrastructure glitch. That calculation lived in his eyes, transparent and familiar.

“Write it up for the morning briefing,” he said. “If it’s still down by 06:00 we escalate to Morrow.”

“I’d like to pull the raw transmission data before then.”

“Write it up, Hargrove. If it’s something, it’ll keep until morning.” He moved back toward his office. “And get someone to look at that monitor.”

I watched him go.

Then I pulled the raw transmission data.

This is the thing about instructions: they function correctly in situations that resemble the situations they were designed for. Pell’s instruction was designed for feed interruptions, for infrastructure glitches, for the ordinary machinery of financial systems exhibiting the ordinary failures of complex networked infrastructure. It was a good instruction for those situations. I followed it in those situations.

I had not yet told Pell what I had seen in the eleven minutes I had been looking at this before he walked through the door. I had not told him because I did not yet have language for it. I needed the raw data before I had language for it.

The raw transmission logs for a financial exchange feed are not readable in any conventional sense. They are not meant to be read by humans directly. They are compressed packets of structured data, machine-formatted, designed to be parsed by aggregation systems that translate them into the readable feeds that analysts like me work from. Looking at the raw logs is the equivalent of reading a sentence by examining the individual neurons that generated the thought behind it. Possible. Not efficient. Not something you do unless you have a reason.

I had a reason I had not examined yet.

I pulled the Frankfurt raw logs for the fourteen minutes preceding the flatline. The packets loaded in columns across my primary monitor, dense and grey, the visual texture of something that was not designed to be seen. I set the comparison filter to flag any non-standard formatting. Any deviation from the exchange’s established packet architecture. Any insertion or redundancy that did not belong to the normal data structure.

The filter ran for four minutes.

It returned one flag.

It was small. Three lines, embedded in the silence between the last active data packet and the beginning of the flatline. Not in the data itself. In the space where data had stopped, in the structural gap between the last recorded transaction and the absence that followed it, someone had placed a comment.

In transmission architecture, comments are annotation tools. They are notes left by developers inside code, invisible to the systems parsing the code but readable to anyone looking at the raw structure. They are the functional equivalent of margin notes. They do not affect the data. They are not supposed to be there in live transmission logs. They are a development artifact, something left in during building and removed before deployment.

This one had not been removed.

I read it.

It was eleven characters. A forward slash, an asterisk, then nine characters of content, then an asterisk and a forward slash. The opening and closing syntax of a code comment, standard notation, the kind of formatting I had seen ten thousand times.

The nine characters of content were: RH.231408Z

I sat with that for a moment.

RH.

My initials are R.H. Riven Hargrove. But that was not what stopped the breath in my chest. What stopped it was the formatting. The period between the letter cluster and the number string. The Z at the end of the timestamp, the military notation for Zulu time, Greenwich Mean Time, the formatting convention used by someone who had spent a decade building financial architecture for global markets and who had learned to timestamp everything to the second out of a habit he had described to me once as the only honest thing about finance, that at least you could say exactly when something happened.

My father timestamped everything to the second.

My father formatted his code comments with that specific structure, an identifier cluster, a period, a number string, a trailing character to mark the time zone. I had watched him do it at a desk in our San Francisco house when I was twelve years old, when he was still the kind of man who worked from home occasionally, before the company got large enough to consume every hour he had. I had sat on the floor of his study doing homework while he worked, and I had asked him once what all the slash-asterisk marks were, and he had said they were notes to himself, reminders embedded in the structure so he could always find his way back.

Notes to himself.

I stared at the screen.

RH.231408Z.

My initials. The timestamp of the Frankfurt flatline, precise to the second, in Zulu time, formatted in a notation style that was not standard, not widely used, not something that would appear in a financial exchange’s transmission architecture unless someone who used that notation had placed it there deliberately.

My father had been dead for fourteen months.

I ran the same filter on the Singapore raw logs. The flag came back in forty seconds. Same position, same structure. Embedded in the gap between the last active packet and the flatline.

RH.231410Z

Singapore’s timestamp. Two seconds after Frankfurt. Correct to the second.

I ran the Dubai logs.

RH.231412Z

I closed the filter window. I closed the comparison tool. I sat back in my chair and looked at the ceiling for a moment, at the fluorescent panels and the acoustic tile and the entirely ordinary infrastructure of a government building at eleven at night, and I did something I had trained myself not to do in professional settings.

I tried to feel nothing.

This is a technique. Not repression, exactly, not the damaging variety that accumulates and detonates in private. A professional technique, taught in the early stages of intelligence training, the ability to bracket an emotional response and set it aside not because the emotion is wrong but because the emotion is not yet useful. You note it. You file it. You return to the data.

The data said: someone who formatted code the way my father formatted code had embedded a signature notation in the transmission silence of three simultaneous financial exchange failures, using my initials and precise timestamps, in a way that no automated system would generate and no standard developer would use.

The emotion said something I was not ready to file.

I opened a new document and started writing the incident report for the morning briefing. I wrote it cleanly and accurately and I included the flatline data and the timeline and the absence of any automated alerts and I noted the raw log anomaly as an unidentified embedded notation requiring further analysis.

I did not write what the notation looked like. I did not write whose formatting convention it resembled. I was not ready to write that yet. Not because I was protecting anyone. Because I did not yet have the complete picture, and filing an incomplete picture under the wrong heading was how investigations went sideways before they began.

What I knew: three exchanges, four seconds, one signature in the silence.

What I did not know: everything else.

I saved the report. I sent it to the morning briefing queue. I leaned back in my chair and thought about my father, which was something I had been doing less frequently over the past few months, a natural recession of grief that the counsellor I had seen briefly in 2030 had described as healthy processing. The sharp edges of his absence had been going smooth. The way grief goes smooth when you have been carrying it long enough.

Callum Hargrove. Sixty-one years old. Founder and CEO of Hargrove Technologies, the company that had built half the world’s financial relay infrastructure and a third of its satellite communication architecture before the illness took him. Diagnosed with a variant of Creutzfeldt-Jakob disease in the summer of 2028, a neurological condition that had moved through him faster than the doctors had projected, taking first his coordination and then his clarity and then, eight months after diagnosis, the rest of him.

He had not called me when he was diagnosed. I had found out through a company press release.

That was the shape of our relationship in the last three years of his life. Information delivered through official channels. Visits that were brief and transactional. A man so consumed by what he had built that the people adjacent to him existed primarily as context for the building, as supporting architecture for an ego that had long since outgrown any ordinary human container.

I had grieved him. That part was true. I had grieved the version of him that had existed before the company ate him, the man who left code comments in his home study while his twelve-year-old daughter did homework on the floor. That man had been real. I was certain of that.

The question the data was asking was different. The question the data was asking had nothing to do with grief.

I pulled up the Hargrove Technologies corporate file. It was part of my standard reference library, not because the company had ever been a threat vector before tonight, but because any organization with the infrastructure footprint of Hargrove Technologies lived in the background of financial threat assessment the way large weather systems lived in the background of flight planning. You tracked them not because you expected them to become dangerous but because their scale made them relevant to almost everything.

The company had been in receivership for four months. After Callum’s death, the board had held together for six months before the investor confidence collapsed and the restructuring began. The assets were being liquidated in tranches. The relay infrastructure had been acquired by a consortium. The satellite architecture was under a regulatory review pending acquisition. The Nevada data facility, a private installation Callum had built in the last two years of his life, the purpose of which had never been fully disclosed in any public filing, was listed as a non-operational asset under administrative hold.

Non-operational.

I looked at the flat lines on my monitor. Frankfurt. Singapore. Dubai. The three cleanest simultaneous failures I had seen in six years of threat assessment.

Non-operational.

I flagged the Nevada facility’s file for cross-reference and saved it to my working directory. I did not know yet what I was building. I was doing what I always did at the start of something: collecting the pieces before the shape became clear, trusting that the shape would come.

The flickering monitor on my left pulsed once, steadied, then resumed its six-day strobe.

I looked at the three flat lines for another minute. Then I opened the raw Frankfurt log again and looked at the comment in the silence.

RH.231408Z

My initials. His notation. The timestamp of the moment the world’s largest exchanges went dark, precise to the second, in the formatting of a dead man who had spent his life insisting that the only honest thing was knowing exactly when something happened.

I closed the log.

I picked up my cold coffee. Put it down without drinking it.

The morning briefing was seven hours away. Pell would read my report and he would note the anomaly and he would assign it a probability rating and the probability rating would be low because the ordinary explanation for a code notation in a transmission log was developer error, artifact, residual formatting from a system built on Hargrove infrastructure and never fully cleaned.

That was the ordinary explanation.

I had been doing this long enough to know what ordinary explanations looked like and I had been my father’s daughter long enough to know what his handwriting looked like, even when the handwriting was in code, even when it was embedded in the silence between one thing ending and another thing not yet beginning.

I opened a new working file. Named it with the date and a case designation I generated myself, outside the standard filing system, the kind of designation you use when you are not yet ready to share what you are looking at.

I started writing down what I knew.

It was 23:41. Outside the building, Washington was doing what it did at this hour, existing in its late-night register of security lights and empty monuments and the particular quiet of a city that runs on information and goes strange when information stops. Somewhere in the financial architecture of the waking world, Frankfurt and Singapore and Dubai were still dark, still flat, still producing nothing.

And in the margin of that silence, in the gap between the last transmission and the absence that followed it, my father had left a note.

I kept writing.
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I did not sleep.

This was not unusual. Sleep had always been a negotiation for me, something I had to approach indirectly, the way you approach a subject you know will bolt if you move toward it too directly. On good nights I managed five hours. On nights when the data was wrong, when something sat unresolved in the working file on my secondary drive, I managed less than that and did not waste time pretending otherwise.

I left the DIA building at 02:30. The overnight security guard at the front desk, a man named Osei who had worked the building longer than most of the analysts inside it, nodded at me without looking up from his monitor. I nodded back. We had an understanding, Osei and I. The understanding was that some people left at 02:30 and did not need to explain it.

I drove home through empty streets, the city reduced to its structural elements at this hour, the geometry of buildings and the orange cast of streetlights and the occasional freight vehicle moving through intersections with the unhurried certainty of something that did not have to share the road. I drove the way I always drove when I was thinking, which was carefully and without music, my hands at nine and three, the physical act of navigation running on a separate track from the part of my brain still sitting in front of those flat lines.

My apartment was on the fourth floor of a building in Georgetown that I had chosen for its proximity to the office and its unremarkable facade. I did not spend much time in it. It had the quality of a space that was occupied rather than lived in, clean because I was trained to maintain order rather than because I had any particular feeling about the apartment itself. The whiteboard on the east wall was the only thing in the space that held any warmth, if warmth was the right word for a surface covered in threat-mapping and connection lines and the accumulated residue of cases I could not fully let go of.

I changed out of my work clothes. I made fresh coffee. I sat down at my personal laptop and opened a browser and navigated to the DIA secure remote access portal, which I was authorized to use from home for exactly this kind of situation, the situation where you have left the building but have not left the work.

I pulled my father’s death file.

This required two additional authentication steps beyond my standard credentials. Death files for private citizens did not normally sit in DIA’s reference architecture, but Callum Hargrove had not been a normal private citizen. A man who owned relay infrastructure carrying a measurable percentage of global financial data, who had government contracts dating back to 2019, who had built a private data facility in Nevada under a construction permit that listed its purpose as proprietary research, was the kind of private citizen who accumulated a government file the way certain ships accumulate barnacles, through proximity and duration rather than any single deliberate act.

The file loaded slowly. It was not large but it was pulling from three separate source databases, the kind of cross-referencing that happens when a subject exists in multiple agency contexts simultaneously. I watched the loading bar and drank my coffee and did not examine what I was feeling about the fact that I was doing this at 03:00 in the morning instead of waiting for business hours.

I knew what I was feeling. I was filing it.

The file opened.

Callum James Hargrove. Born 1970, San Francisco, California. Education: MIT, computer science and applied mathematics, graduated 1992. Founded Hargrove Technologies 1998 with an initial focus on financial data relay infrastructure. By 2015, the company’s architecture carried data for forty-three of the world’s sixty largest financial exchanges. Government contractor status granted 2019 following a DOD infrastructure review. Security clearance: confidential, later upgraded to secret in 2022 following the Nevada facility permit application.

I skipped the biographical section. I knew the biography. I had lived adjacent to it for thirty-four years.

I went to the medical and death records.

Diagnosis: Variant Creutzfeldt-Jakob disease. Confirmed June 14, 2028, by neurological assessment at UCSF Medical Center. The variant was atypical, presenting with an unusually rapid progression that the attending neurologist had noted in her report as inconsistent with standard vCJD timelines. She had attributed this to a rare genetic marker in his cellular prion protein. The disease moved through him in eight months where standard progression typically ran to fourteen or more.

I had known this. The rapid progression had been reported in the press, framed as a tragedy of rare and exceptional cruelty, the brilliant mind taken faster than anyone had projected. I had read those articles in the weeks after his death and I had felt the particular bitterness of watching a private grief become public property, the way powerful men’s deaths always do.

I scrolled to the death certificate.

Time of death: 14:23, February 9, 2029. Recorded at his private residence in Pacific Heights, San Francisco. Cause of death: respiratory failure secondary to advanced prion disease. Attending physician: Dr. Fenwick Osei-Boateng, his personal physician of eleven years.

I noted the time. 14:23.

I scrolled to the coroner’s report.

The coroner’s report was a formality in this case. There had been no autopsy, which was consistent with the family’s wishes and the clear and documented cause of death. The report confirmed the death certificate findings and was signed by the San Francisco Deputy Medical Examiner.

Signature timestamp: 20:41, February 9, 2029.

I read that again.

14:23 to 20:41.

Six hours and eighteen minutes between the time of death on the certificate and the time the coroner signed off on the report. I sat with that.

In standard death certification procedure, particularly for a high-profile individual with a documented illness, the coroner’s review was typically completed within two to four hours of the death certificate issuance. The coroner’s office would have been notified promptly given Callum’s public profile. Six hours and eighteen minutes was not impossible. It was not even particularly unusual in isolation.

But the coroner’s report included a notation I had not seen before, because I had not read the coroner’s report before. I had received a summary from the estate attorney in the weeks following my father’s death, a clean one-page document that confirmed the cause and allowed the estate to begin its legal process. I had not requested the full coroner’s file. There had been no reason to request it. He had been ill. He had died. The paperwork was a formality.

The notation read: Physical examination conducted at San Francisco General morgue, transfer from residence completed 19:15. Body presented in advanced state consistent with documented disease progression. No external indicators of trauma. Tissue samples retained per standard protocol.

Transfer completed at 19:15.

Five hours after the recorded time of death.

I set my coffee cup down.

In the ordinary course of events, a body would be transferred from a private residence to the morgue within one to two hours of death, particularly when the death was expected, when the medical examiner’s office had been pre-notified, and when the deceased was a man of Callum Hargrove’s public prominence. The estate would have arranged private transport. There would have been no logistical obstacle.

Five hours was not a logistical gap. Five hours was a window.

I went back to the attending physician’s notes. Dr. Fenwick Osei-Boateng had been present at the time of death and had signed the certificate at 14:23. His notes described the final hours in clinical language, the respiratory failure proceeding as projected, the patient non-responsive from 13:45 onward, death confirmed by cessation of cardiac and respiratory function at 14:23.

Then a gap in the notes. The next entry was timestamped 17:00, a brief notation: Arrangements coordinated per family instruction. Private transport to SF General scheduled for 19:00.

Family instruction.

I was the only family.

No one had called me about arrangements. I had received a call from the estate attorney at 15:30 on February 9 informing me that my father had died. The attorney had handled everything. I had assumed that was because I was estranged from my father’s professional world, because the attorney and the board and the executive team had all been more present in his final months than I had been, and because grief had made me passive in a way I was not proud of. I had not questioned the logistics. I had shown up for the funeral six days later and stood at a distance from people I did not know and accepted condolences for a relationship that had been broken for three years.

I had not questioned the logistics.

I opened a new document and started a timeline.

14:23: Time of death recorded on certificate. 14:23: Attending physician signature on death certificate. 15:30: Estate attorney notification call to Riven Hargrove. 17:00: Physician notation re arrangements. 19:00: Private transport to SF General scheduled. 19:15: Transfer completed, per coroner’s notation. 20:41: Coroner’s report signed.

Five hours between death and transfer. The body of one of the most prominent technology executives in the world, in a private residence staffed by a personal physician and a household team, sitting for five hours before being moved.

I thought about what you could do in five hours.

If you were a man who had spent the last three years of his life building a private data facility in Nevada, a facility whose declared purpose had never been fully disclosed, a facility that remained listed as non-operational in its current legal status.

If you were a man who had spent his career building infrastructure designed to transfer data across vast distances at high speeds.

If you were a man who had watched a disease take his body in eight months and had the technical knowledge, the resources, and the specific obsessive need for permanence that I had watched operate in him my entire life.

I got up and walked to the window.

Georgetown at 03:30 was still and dark, a few lit windows in the building across the street, a cab moving through the intersection below. I stood at the window for a moment and let the cold thought take its full shape without trying to edit it.

My father had known he was dying from the day of his diagnosis. He had known it was moving fast. He had known that the company would fracture without him, that the infrastructure empire he had built would be carved up by investors and regulators and the ordinary entropy that follows the removal of a controlling intelligence from a complex system. He had known all of this with the precise, unsentimental clarity of a man who had spent his career modeling systemic risk.

And he had spent the last two years of his life building something in Nevada that no one outside his immediate technical team had ever fully understood.

I returned to the desk. I pulled up the Nevada facility permit file, which I had flagged in my working directory the previous night. The construction permit had been filed in January 2027, eighteen months before his diagnosis. The stated purpose on the permit application: proprietary data research and development infrastructure. The facility classification: private commercial, non-public. The power draw listed in the environmental impact application was substantial, the kind of draw that sustained large-scale server operations.

He had started building it before he knew he was ill.

That changed the geometry of it. I had been constructing, without quite meaning to, a narrative in which a dying man had built a facility as a desperate response to his diagnosis. But the facility predated the diagnosis by eighteen months. He had been planning something before he knew he was dying. The illness had not created the plan. The illness had perhaps accelerated it, perhaps given it a specific shape or urgency, but the foundation had been laid when he was still healthy, still running the company, still the most powerful man in a room full of powerful men.

I thought about what he had been like in those years, 2026 and 2027, the last period in which our relationship had retained any functional warmth before it cooled into the transactional distance of the final years. He had been preoccupied in a way that went beyond the ordinary preoccupation of running a global company. He had been preoccupied in the specific way of someone carrying a private problem, the kind of problem that could not be shared because sharing it would change its nature.

I had attributed it to the company. To the regulatory pressures of 2027, when three governments simultaneously launched antitrust reviews of Hargrove Technologies’ relay monopoly. To the normal weight of being the person whose decisions affected the livelihoods of forty thousand employees.

I had given him the most generous explanation available because he was my father and because the alternative was admitting that the distance between us in those years was not circumstantial but chosen. That he had been building something and had decided, with the same deliberate clarity he applied to everything, that I was not part of it.

I pulled up the estate inventory.

The Nevada facility was listed as a non-operational asset valued at an estimated forty-two million dollars in infrastructure and equipment. Under the current receivership, it was flagged as under administrative hold pending a regulatory review of its classification. The reviewing agency was listed as the FCC, which made sense for a facility whose primary infrastructure was data transmission related.

The hold had been in place for eight months. Nothing had moved. No buyers had been qualified. No regulatory determination had been issued. For an asset of that value in an active receivership, eight months of administrative stasis was unusual. Receivership proceedings were designed to move assets efficiently. The incentive to liquidate was strong. Eight months of nothing suggested either extraordinary regulatory complexity or something else entirely.

I noted that in my document.

Then I went back to the death file and read it again from the beginning, more slowly this time, looking for the things I had looked past on the first pass. The thing about evidence, the thing that took time to learn and never stopped being true, was that the important details rarely announced themselves. They sat in the ordinary texture of a document, patient and specific, waiting for the reader to slow down enough to find them.

The UCSF neurologist’s report on the initial diagnosis contained a section on the genetic marker she had identified as responsible for the rapid progression. She had described it as a variant she had not encountered in her previous fourteen years of prion disease research. She had recommended that tissue samples be preserved for further study. She had noted that Callum had declined participation in any research program, citing privacy concerns.

A man who had just been told he had a fatal neurological condition, declining the opportunity to contribute to research that might slow the progression of that condition or help future patients, citing privacy concerns.

I made a note.

The estate attorney’s notification letter to me, included in the file as a supporting document, was dated February 9 and timestamped 15:28, two minutes before the call I had received. It was a form letter with my name inserted, the kind of document that gets generated from a template when an expected event finally occurs. It told me my father had passed, expressed the attorney’s condolences, and outlined the immediate next steps for the estate process.

It did not mention Nevada. It did not mention any specific provisions he had made outside the standard estate documentation. It referred me to a reading of the will scheduled for March 3, which I had attended and which had resulted in a straightforward distribution of personal assets and a confirmation that the company assets were entirely under the receivership structure.

Straightforward.

I thought about that word. Straightforward was a word you used when you wanted someone to stop looking. When you wanted the shape of a thing to appear so simple that further examination felt like excess.

I cross-referenced the Nevada facility against Callum’s personal asset declarations and found nothing. The facility was a corporate asset, entirely held within the Hargrove Technologies structure. No personal connection to it appeared in his estate documents. A facility he had personally overseen, personally designed according to the construction records, personally supervised the staffing of, according to the








































