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Chapter 1 — Tarpon Cataloguing
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The Foundation kept its board room above a flower shop on Pinellas Avenue, two flights up a narrow stair, and Nicolette took the stair the way she took every stair in the Greektown blocks, slow at the bend and steady on the landing. The carpet was the color of mastic resin before bleeding, a pale clouded yellow chosen by someone years ago for the room it was meant to introduce. The room had not been changed since.

She was three minutes early. She had walked the four blocks from the Historical Society reading room under a sky the off-white of late October on the Gulf, and she had used the walk to do what she did before any donor meeting, which was to set the questions she expected in their order of likelihood and to put aside the two answers she was not going to give. She would offer the third.

The door stood open. Margaret Halikias-Demos sat at the head of the long table with two folders squared in front of her and a coffee cup at her elbow and the morning light cutting through the slatted blinds onto the back of her hand. She looked up when Nicolette came in.

"Kyria Pappas. Sit anywhere."

Nicolette took the chair to Margaret's left, the one the Foundation kept for its archivist of record, which she had been for three years running. The chair did not quite fit her. She had said so once, two years back, in the spirit of a small office complaint, and Margaret had remembered and at the next meeting had moved a different chair in, which had also not quite fit, and Nicolette had not said so again.

"Thank you for coming on short notice."

"Of course."

"The board met last evening. The pledge is confirmed."

Margaret slid one folder across the table. It was the standard donor folder, manila, the Foundation's small embossed seal at the upper left. Nicolette did not open it. She had drafted the budget memo Margaret was confirming, two months ago, in the format the Foundation board liked, with the line items spread across the three categories the board liked to see, and she knew the figure on the second page.

"Seventy thousand," Margaret said. "Which is what you asked for."

"Yes."

"It is what we have. The board was generous and the board was also unanimous, so I want a moment before we go to the next item."

"Please."

Margaret folded her hands over the closed folder. They were small hands, freckled at the back, the freckles older than the rest of her in the way of women who had grown up walking the Tarpon docks as children and had carried that sun in their hands long after the rest of the skin had forgotten it. She was sixty-one. She had been board president eight years. Her grandfather had owned three boats out of the Sponge Exchange in the 1920s; her father had married into the diocese; her mother had taught fourth grade at the parish school; Margaret had spent her adult life inheriting in stages.

"I want to be plain about why the board moved," she said. "We have had three exhibition proposals from the Historical Society in five years and we have funded one. I will not say which. This one we can carry. The board has a horizon, and the horizon is what the public will hold its attention on. The early twentieth-century mastic-and-sponge trade is a thread no one has pulled whole. There are sponge exhibitions. There are parish exhibitions. There is no exhibition that holds the mastic and the sponge as one import economy, the same boats, the same families, the same parish ledgers. That is your proposal. The board saw it. The board pledged."

"Thank you."

"I want a centerpiece."

Nicolette had expected the sentence here, at this seam in the conversation, and had decided not to step in front of it. She let it sit the length of a slow breath, the way she let a document description sit at her catalogue terminal while she chose between two controlled-vocabulary headings. Her hands stayed on the folder.

"What kind of centerpiece," she said.

"A serious one. A document. A manuscript. A ledger. Something a visitor can stand in front of and feel the years are present in the room. We have the receipts. The receipts are good. The receipts are not a centerpiece."

"They can be."

"Kyria Pappas." Margaret smiled, and the smile was not insincere; it belonged to a woman who had used the word kyria for forty years as a small precision and knew that Nicolette knew it. "You are the archivist. I am the donor. Tell me I am wrong about what a centerpiece is and I will listen."

Nicolette did not tell her she was wrong. There was a long version of the argument and a short version, and she had given the long version once at a regional archivists' meeting in Atlanta, had been right, and had changed no minds. The short version was that the centerpiece for an exhibition on a trade was the trade's own paper, because the paper was where the trade had happened, and that no loaned manuscript could carry the years the receipts already carried in their margins. The short version had not held in Atlanta either. She kept it.

"I take your point," she said.

"Good. Now I am going to ask you a question, and I am asking it because the board asked me to. Would the Chios manuscript be available."

Nicolette did not move her hands.

"Which Chios manuscript."

"The codex. The Mastic Codex. The cooperative one. The one the monastery keeps."

"I do not know."

"You do not know whether it would be available, or you do not know which manuscript I mean."

"I know which manuscript you mean. I do not know whether it would be available."

Margaret leaned back a degree. The slatted light slid across the folder. On the floor below, a delivery van was being unloaded; a man called something to another man and a metal ramp set itself down on concrete. The flower shop's bell rang twice.

"I would like you to find out."

"I can ask."

"That is what I am asking you to do."

"I will."

"The board has framed the pledge as conditional on the centerpiece. I am telling you that in the spirit it was framed in, which is vision and not leverage. The board's vision is the centerpiece. The board's instrument is the pledge. The pledge is conditional because the vision asks for the centerpiece. Hear that as one sentence said twice, not as two sentences."

Nicolette catalogued it. She catalogued it the way she catalogued any donor language she expected to hear again. She noted the cadence, which was deliberate and rehearsed, and the rehearsal a courtesy rather than a concealment. She noted the word vision, used twice inside a minute, which marked it as the term for the board cycle. She noted that Margaret had offered leverage as its own antonym before anyone had reached for the word, which told her that someone in the room last evening had used leverage and Margaret had argued the room out of it. She would not have to learn who.

"I hear it," she said.

"Good."

"I will be plain in return. I do not know the codex's condition. I do not know the monastery's loan policy. I do not know that there is one. The monastery has held the codex four centuries, by what I have read. It has not traveled."

"It has not. We checked."

"Then I will need to ask whether it can."

"Yes."

"And if it cannot."

"If it cannot," Margaret said, "we will talk then. The board has not asked you to deliver the codex. The board has asked you to learn whether the codex can be the centerpiece of an exhibition the board is ready to fund."

"I understand."

There was a pause. Margaret reached for the coffee cup, lifted it, and set it down again without drinking. The not-drinking was the second small tell of the meeting; the first had been the folded hands over the closed folder. Nicolette did not catalogue the not-drinking, because it was not language, but she filed it in the part of her attention that filed without naming.

"There is a person I want to mention," Margaret said, "before you go."

"Yes."

"The Foundation has, on past projects, dealt with a private collector who has had useful contacts in Eastern Mediterranean archival circles. He has been helpful on access. He is not a Foundation employee. He is not on the board. I mention him because if the monastery returns a polite no, it may help to have a second channel. I am not asking you to use it. I am telling you it is there."

"You are not naming him."

"Not now. If the direct ask carries, the question does not arise. If it does not, we will decide whether the second channel is right."

"All right."

"I want you to understand the second channel is the Foundation's and not yours. The Foundation found the collector. The Foundation keeps the relationship. If the introduction is offered, it comes through me."

"I understand."

"Thank you for your patience with the long way around. I do not like Foundation business that pretends it is not Foundation business."

"Neither do I."

"That," Margaret said, and the smile came back, smaller, "is one of the reasons we wanted you for this."

Nicolette did not answer it. Some compliments asked to be received and some asked to be set down on the table beside the folder, and this was the second kind. She set it down. Margaret opened the second folder, took her through the disbursement schedule of three tranches, one at signing, one at sixty days, one at opening night, confirmed the donor acknowledgment on the wall plate, asked after the timeline of twelve weeks from the director's sign-off, and stood. The meeting had run thirty-eight minutes.

Nicolette took both folders and lifted her coat from the chair back, which she had not taken off because the board room was always cold and she had known it would be, and went down the narrow stair to Pinellas Avenue, where the delivery man was loading a hand truck with white roses for a wedding she would not attend, at a church she did not go to, for a family whose name sat on no record she catalogued.

She walked the four blocks back.

The Greektown blocks around Athens Street were the blocks the cooperative bookkeepers and the dockworkers and the boatbuilders had walked at the turn of the century, and the blocks her grandmother had walked with a string bag and a coupon book in the 1950s, and the same low two- and three-story facades the boatowners had put up when they had the money and not before. More parking signs now. A bakery or two more. The October light off the Gulf came at an angle that made anyone raised on these blocks squint without deciding to. Nicolette walked with her head a little down. At the foot of Dodecanese Boulevard the Sponge Exchange held its mid-morning trade, the tourists inside it and the boat captains around it, the captains not yet having surrendered the market to the tourists. She turned her head and looked at it for one second and walked on.

The Historical Society reading room sat on the second floor of the Old Exchange Building, two short blocks east of the market, in what had been the original Sponge Exchange counting house, put up in 1908. The reading room ran the length of the east side. Three tall windows gave onto the market across the parking lot, the masts of the sponge boats visible above the roof of the seafood restaurant between. A visitor at one of the reading-room tables could see the boats shift in their slips, on a clear day, between the second window and the third.

She climbed the stairs and let herself in through the side door with the staff key. The room was empty at mid-morning, as it usually was on a Wednesday in late October. The director was on the third floor on a budget call she could hear in fragments through the ceiling vent, a line item that was not hers. The volunteer sat at the small front desk with the day's newspaper and a cup of tea and a wave. Nicolette returned the wave. She crossed to the second window and stood and looked at the market and the boats in their slips and a seagull picking at something on the seafood restaurant's dumpster lid. The light came in at the same angle it had taken on the Pinellas Avenue stair, four blocks west. The Gulf did not bend its light around Greektown for anyone.

The Halikias-Demos donation sat on the survey table at the back of the room. Twelve cardboard archive boxes, each labeled in Margaret's careful donor hand on a single line: HALIKIAS / DEMOS COLLECTION, MASTIC-AND-SPONGE IMPORT PAPERS, 1908 TO 1947, BOX X OF XII. They were the boxes Margaret's father had handed the previous director eleven years ago, when the illness that took him the following year had been in its early stages. The previous director had accessioned the donation at a collection level and had not catalogued it item by item, because his retirement had come before the detail had. Nicolette had begun the cataloguing in September. She had finished three of the twelve boxes. Nine to go, twelve weeks to go, a centerpiece to ask about, in that order. She stood at the table with her coat still on and her hand on the lid of box four and thought about where to begin.

She thought, first, of Brother Makarios, whom she did not know, whose monastery she had not seen, whose codex she had read of twice in her life. Once in a 1972 article in a Greek folklore journal her grandmother had saved, which called the codex a monastic registry of mastic-village agricultural production from 1908 forward and said nothing about loan or access. Once in a footnote in a Florida State dissertation that had cited the article and added nothing. There were, that she knew of, no other references in any language she could read.

She thought, second, of the cooperative office at Pothia, which kept the Chian copies of the harvest registries for the years her boxes covered. If the monastery held the codex and the cooperative held the registries, the two custodies had a relationship, and the cooperative office would know whether the codex traveled, under what conditions, to what kind of host. She would write the office a careful letter. The Foundation would go unmentioned in it.

She thought, third, of Margaret's collector. She did not name him in her own thoughts, because Margaret had not named him aloud and the not-naming was the courtesy Margaret had extended, which Nicolette would honor at least until a polite no came back from Chios. She held him only as the second channel, which was Margaret's term, and held the second channel only as a thing that existed and not yet as a thing she would be asked to use.

She took her hand off the lid. She took her coat off and hung it on the hook by the table. She moved box four to the cataloguing table, set the lid against the wall, opened the day's cataloguing log to a fresh page, and wrote the date and the box number and the resumption note across the top: BOX 4, RESUMED, item 47. She put her hand into the box and lifted the next folder, the one she had been about to lift when the Foundation had called her in, and opened it and began.

The volunteer brought tea at eleven. Nicolette thanked her, and the volunteer went back to the newspaper. The light came off the market and crossed the parking lot and lay against the seafood restaurant's wall, and noon came on. She catalogued item by item, slowly, the way she always did, the controlled-vocabulary headings written out longhand before she entered them, the provenance chain noted in the right margin of the log in the small precise hand her grandmother had taught her at seven for the marking of school papers. The receipts and the invoices and the parish-attested ledger entries came under her hand one after another in the order the previous director had boxed them, which was not the order she would have chosen but was the order she had inherited and would respect until the cataloguing was done and the sequence could be revisited at the level of the finding aid.

The right archive was always the public archive. It was the discipline she had practiced for fifteen years and the discipline she would practice for fifteen more. The Halikias-Demos donation would be public. The exhibition would be public. The log under her hand would be public. If the codex could be borrowed it would be borrowed under public-loan terms; if it could not it would not, and the exhibition would hold its center in the receipts, the way she had thought from the start it could, and would go on thinking it could until Margaret or the board or the codex itself said otherwise.

She did not think, this morning, that the codex itself would say anything. She held it as an institutional question. She was thirty-eight years old. She was the staff archivist at the Tarpon Springs Historical Society. She had a pledge in a folder on the corner of the table, nine boxes of trade paper to catalogue, twelve weeks to do it, and a careful letter to draft to a Pothia cooperative office she had never written to.

She catalogued item 47, item 48, item 49.

She lifted the receipt for item 50 next and laid the ruled magnifying lens beside it, the way she set the lens beside any receipt with handwritten field marks. The date in the upper-right corner read like every date in box four, an ordinary shipping date in the bookkeeper's pencil, the same careful hand that had written every receipt in the box. Then something in the pencil stroke of the month caught at her, a thing that sat a half-degree off the others, the way a single thread sits proud of the weave. The afternoon was gone and the entry could wait. She set the receipt a half-sheet's width to the right, in the small offset she kept for a thing she meant to come back to, and laid the lens across it to hold the place. She would read it Friday. She did not yet know what she had set aside.

The Foundation folder sat where she had set it on the corner of the cataloguing table. The boxes sat on the survey table at the back. The market across the parking lot did its noon trade, and the masts of the boats moved a quarter degree in their slips with the slight onshore wind, and the reading room held the light it had held since 1908.

She catalogued.

* * *
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Chapter 2 — The Donation
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She came in on Friday at the usual time and gave the first hour to the catalogue terminal, clearing the queue from Thursday afternoon and setting the day's order in the small grid she kept at the front of the log. The reading room was empty. The volunteer had not arrived yet. The director's call on the third floor had not started yet, so the ceiling vent gave her nothing but the building's own settling. Three tall windows along the east wall held the market across the parking lot, the masts of the sponge boats above the seafood restaurant's roof, the light coming flat off the Gulf the way it came every October.

The donation sat where it had sat since September. Twelve cardboard archive boxes on the survey table at the back of the room, each labeled in Margaret's careful donor hand on a single line, HALIKIAS / DEMOS COLLECTION, MASTIC-AND-SPONGE IMPORT PAPERS, 1908 TO 1947, then the box number. Import papers, parish-attested invoices, cooperative receipts. They were the boxes Margaret's father had handed the previous director eleven years ago, in the first year of the illness that took him, and the previous director had accessioned them at the collection level and catalogued none of them item by item before his retirement came. Nicolette had begun the item-level cataloguing in September and had finished three of the twelve. She was inside the fourth.

Box four sat on the cataloguing table where she had left it Wednesday. The Foundation folder sat on the corner of the table where she had set it down and had not needed to move. She had catalogued through item 49 on Wednesday and had lifted item 50 at the end of the afternoon and set it in the offset without entering it, because something in the pencil stroke had caught at her and the day had been gone. She drew it back now from the offset to begin.

Item 50 was a cooperative-printed receipt for a Chios mastic shipment. A single sheet, eight and a half by four and a half inches, the cooperative seal at the upper left, the printed columns running down the page in a blue that had faded toward gray. The bookkeeper had filled it in with a pencil sharpened too long ago, so the strokes carried the slight smudge of graphite worn round. It was the same hand that had filled out the receipts for items forty-seven through forty-nine. She had catalogued that hand twelve times in three weeks and could read it now the way she read her own.

She read the receipt across. Top line, in Greek, in the bookkeeper's pencil: shipment, mastic resin, Chios. Quantity in the right-margin column in a second hand, the office manager's, a fountain pen with no smudge, the okka measure converted to kilograms. Buyer on the third line, the Tarpon trading partnership the Halikias-Demos fleet had run its mastic side through in the twenties, the partnership dissolved in 1931. Date in the upper-right corner, the bookkeeper's pencil: 14 February 1923.

She wrote out the controlled-vocabulary heading. She wrote the accession-fragment line. She made the right-margin notation. Her hand did all of it without her stopping it, the way it did for any Chios mastic receipt from the twenties, because she had no reason to stop.

Then she looked at the date again.

The mastic harvest on Chios was a summer harvest. She knew that the way she knew the streets of Greektown, from before she could remember learning it. Her grandmother had bled the trees as a girl in a mastic village south of the Chian town, before the family came across to Tarpon, and had described the incising every August of Nicolette's childhood: the small clean cuts in the bark with the kentos, the cleared and swept ground beneath the trees, the white tears forming in the heat over the days that followed.

The tree was bled in stages from the middle of July to the middle of September. The tears were lifted from the swept ground a week or two after each incision, sorted and cleaned in the village courtyards through October, packed through the early winter. The first shipments left the Chian ports in the last week of December and the first weeks of January, and the bulk of the partnership's volume came across in February and March of the year after. A shipment dated February of 1923 was a shipment of the 1922 crop, incised in July and August, swept and sorted through the autumn, put on a ship by way of the broker at Piraeus. February was inside the window. February was ordinary.

So a February date was not the snag. She knew that before she had finished thinking it.

She set the ruled lens beside the receipt the way she set it beside any receipt with handwritten field marks she meant to confirm under glass. Under the lens the date was not 14 February. The mark she had read as a one was the bookkeeper's leading flourish, the small ascending stroke he made to open the day-of-month field. It lifted away from the numeral clean. The numeral under it was a four, looped at the top the way he looped every four in the box. Day four. Month February. Year 1923. She corrected the entry. A 4 February 1923 shipment was also ordinary, also inside the window, and she set the receipt in the catalogued pile and moved on.

The lens had told her she could not always trust the first reading. She kept the lens out.

Item 51 was a parish-attested invoice, June 1923, a second buyer, a clean provenance chain that matched item 50. She catalogued it without the lens. Item 52 was a cooperative-printed receipt for a Chios mastic shipment, the same bookkeeper, the partnership as buyer, the office manager's quantity in the right margin. Date in the upper-right corner: 22 March 1924.

She set the lens on it. She did not need the lens. The numerals were the numerals the bookkeeper used. The day was the day, the month March, the year 1924. A March 1924 shipment was the 1923 crop come across at the late edge of the window. Inside it, at the edge. She catalogued the receipt. Then she set it half a sheet's width to the right of the catalogued pile, in the small offset she used when she meant to come back to something and did not want to disturb the order of the box.

Item 53 was a parish-attested invoice. No offset.

Item 54 was a cooperative-printed receipt for a Chios mastic shipment. Date: 28 April 1925. She did not pick up the lens. The 1924 crop would have cleared Piraeus and reached Tarpon by the third week of March on standard practice. A late shipment could run into the second week of April for cause she had catalogued before, weather at Piraeus, a delayed grading in the courtyards, a broker scheduling conflict, an insurance arbitration over a contested grade. Late shipments had their own subcategory in the cooperative records at the graduate library where she had done her dissertation work. The late ones she had catalogued there moved by mid-April. Twenty-eight April was past that. She set the receipt in the offset.

Item 55 was a cooperative-printed receipt. Date: 11 March 1926. She set it in the offset. Item 56 was a cooperative-printed receipt. Date: 6 February 1927. She catalogued it first, slowly, the heading and the accession line and the quantity from the office manager's column, the quantity consistent with a partnership winter allocation. Then she set it in the offset.

She had four receipts in the offset. She pulled item 50 back out of the catalogued pile, the one that had read as 14 February before the lens, and set it to the right of the four. Five.

She wrote the five dates in a vertical column at the foot of the log page, beneath the entries for fifty through fifty-six, in the small precise hand her grandmother had taught her at seven for the marking of school papers.

4 February 1923. 22 March 1924. 28 April 1925. 11 March 1926. 6 February 1927.

Four of the five fell inside the partnership's shipping window. One fell outside it by five or six weeks. She marked the April 1925 date with a small f in the right margin, for further. She had a professional reason for that one and no professional reason for the other four.

She marked the other four with the small f anyway. She did it because she had set them in the offset before she had a reason, and the offset was where she put a thing she meant to come back to, and the dates were the reason she had set them there. She did not know what the dates were. She knew that she had set them apart from the box before she had decided to.

She read the column down and read it up. Five dates, all February or March or April, all from the cooperative-printed receipt sequence, all in consecutive years from 1923 to 1927. She did not write the word cluster in the log. The column was the cluster. She did not need to name it for it to be on the page.

She turned to the next log page and catalogued item fifty-seven forward without stopping on the column, because she had decided she would not stop, that she would hold the cataloguing pace the cataloguing required and come back to the column at the end of the box.

The volunteer brought tea at half past ten. Nicolette thanked her. The volunteer went back to the front desk and the newspaper.

Item 57 was a parish invoice. Item 58 was a cooperative-printed receipt for a Chios shipment, dated 19 February 1928; she catalogued it and added the date to the column without setting the receipt in the offset, because the offset had served its purpose and the column had taken over the job. Six dates. Item 59, a cooperative receipt, 3 March 1929. Seven. Item 60, a cooperative receipt, 25 April 1930. Eight.

The rest of the box took the morning. By the time she set the lid on box four and rolled the dolly to the survey table at the back of the room, she had catalogued through item seventy-nine, the last in the box, and the column held eleven dates across the twelve Chios mastic receipts box four contained. The twelfth she had catalogued as item seventy-one. Its date was 7 October 1932. October was the autumn shipping window, the window the partnership had used most heavily through the twenties, and the date was not anomalous in the way the eleven were. She had not added it to the column. The exception sat in the same box, the same bookkeeper's pencil, the same office manager's quantity, the same partnership as buyer, and the only thing that set it apart from the eleven was that it landed where a shipment should land.

She carried the catalogued box to the survey table and set it beside the three she had finished in September. She sat down at the cataloguing table and read the column.

Eleven dates in February, March, or April across the receipts of 1923 through 1932. One October date that broke the run. She caught herself starting to phrase what the eleven were and put the phrasing down before it finished. The eleven were Chios mastic receipts dated in late winter or early spring in consecutive years, in one bookkeeper's hand, for one buyer. They were not yet anything past that. The discipline was to let them be only what they were until the page held more of them.

She wrote a note at the foot of the column, in the small precise hand: receipts tagged f for further. Frequency check pending, boxes five through twelve. She underlined the word frequency once and set the pencil down beside the log.

The director came down from the third floor at a quarter past noon and stopped at the doorway. He asked whether she had a minute. She stood and walked to the doorway.

"Margaret sent the pledge confirmation," he said. "The board has signed."

"Yes. I have the folder."

"Twelve weeks."

"Yes."

"I have you down for the exhibition planning meeting Tuesday at nine. Margaret will be on the call. I would like a draft of the exhibition memo by Monday end of day, so the three of us walk into Tuesday with the same sentence in our mouths."

"You will have it."

"Where are you in the cataloguing."

"Box four is done. Eight to go."

"At your pace, that holds the timeline."

"It holds the timeline."

He stayed in the doorway. He was sixty-four, careful, two years from a retirement he was not ready to take, and he had a habit of standing an extra moment in a doorway when the answer he had been given was the answer he had wanted, as if leaving too quickly would unsettle it. She waited. He did not ask whether the cataloguing had turned up anything that wanted his attention before Tuesday. He did not ask because he had no reason to. He read finding aids and he read the budget. He did not catalogue. The cataloguing was hers.

"Tuesday at nine," he said, and stepped back. He went upstairs.

She did not lie to him. She had answered every question he had put to her, and each answer had been exact. She had not said that eleven receipts in box four carried dates that sat where mastic did not ship, because eleven receipts that did not yet have an explanation were a cataloguer's note and not a director's note and very far from a donor's note. She would raise it when she could say what it was. Until then it stayed on the log page in her hand and went no higher.

She made a small addition to the note in the right margin: do not raise Tuesday. Then she stood at the table a moment with that, because writing the instruction made the holding deliberate in a way the silence in the doorway had not, and she let herself feel the difference and then set it down beside the folder the way she set down anything she had decided not to carry into the meeting.

She catalogued nothing more that afternoon. At one she moved box five to the table, pulled the lid, and went through it at the pace of a content survey rather than a full cataloguing, lifting only the cooperative-printed receipts for Chios shipments to the partnership and leaving the invoices and the ledger sheets where they sat. Box five covered 1933 to 1937. She found seven such receipts. Five fell in February, March, or April. Two fell in October.

The five fell where the eleven had fallen, and not at random across the calendar. She set them in a row and read the days and the months down: a February, two Marches, an April, another February, the years marching one after another, 1933 and 1934 and 1935 and 1936 and 1937. They did not scatter across the early-year span. They settled into three narrow bands she could already begin to draw without the log in front of her, one in the second week of February, one across the back of March, one in the last days of April, the same three places the eleven from box four had landed. Errors scattered. Transcription slips scattered. A bookkeeper miscopying a four as a one made the kind of mistake she had corrected under the lens that morning, a single wrong stroke in a single field, and it did not arrange itself into three bands across fifteen years of one man's careful hand. She did not write that down either. She had decided she would not put a conclusion on the page before the page had earned it.

She did notice, turning the third of the five under the lamp, a small thing she had passed over on the box-four receipts and went back in her memory to check. Three faint pencil marks in the right margin, close together, low on the sheet, the kind of marks she had read as smudges from a thumb or a sorting tray on the first pass and had not entered in the notation. She turned the other four box-five receipts to the margin. The marks were on all five, in the same place, three small strokes the bookkeeper's pencil had set down deliberately enough that the pressure had scored the paper. She could feel them under her fingertip on the back of the sheet. She made a note to set the lens to the box-four margins on Monday and read what she had read as smudges.

She added the five dates to the column. It ran to sixteen. She wrote the note: boxes six through twelve to survey Monday; check right margins for pencil marks. She closed the log.

She drafted the letter to the Pothia cooperative office in her field notebook at the corner of the table. Three paragraphs in careful Greek, the cooperative-bookkeeper precision her grandmother had given her braided into the controlled-vocabulary precision the job had given her. She introduced herself, the Historical Society, the Halikias-Demos donation. She asked for the office's published-record account of the Chios mastic shipping convention across the 1923 to 1947 period and for any guidance on a frequency question she would phrase more precisely in a follow-up if they could answer the first. The Foundation went unmentioned. So did the exhibition. So did the codex. She copied it clean onto Society stationery, folded it, addressed the envelope, and set it in her bag for the post office on the way home.

The volunteer was into the second section of the paper. Nicolette returned the wave on her way out.

Athens Street held the afternoon. The light came across the parking lot at the angle it had taken Wednesday, which was not the angle of Thursday, which was not the angle of any November day already on its way. She walked the four blocks to the post office with the bag at her shoulder and the sixteen dates from boxes four and five sitting in her head in the precise hand she had written them in. At the foot of Dodecanese Boulevard the Sponge Exchange held its noon trade, the captains around it and the tourists inside it, and she turned her head and looked at it for one second and walked on. She mailed the letter and walked home with 22 March 1924 still in her head, a shipping date for a partnership dissolved before she was born, doing whatever it was doing that she had not yet given a name to.

* * *
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Chapter 3 — The Frequency Check
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Monday at nine. She set the cataloguing log open on the table at the page she had ended Friday on, with the list of sixteen dates and the underlined word at the foot of it, and laid a second sheet beside the log for the survey count. The sheet had two columns ruled in pencil. Inside window. Outside window. A space at the bottom for the running total. She had drafted the protocol at her kitchen table on Sunday evening over a second cup of tea and the radio turned low. Cooperative-printed receipts for Chios mastic shipments to the partnership only. Date in the bookkeeper's hand at the upper right. Two-column tally. No lens unless the date refused to read at speed.

She moved box six to the cataloguing table.

Box six covered 1938 through 1941. She lifted the lid and began. Two fingers at the upper corner of each receipt, the date checked, the tally entered, the receipt set back in the order it had come out. The bookkeeper's hand in box six was the second hand she had begun to know in box four after the dissolution of the founding partnership in 1931. A tighter loop on the day, a fuller loop on the year. She moved at the pace of a survey, not at the pace of a catalogue. Twenty-six cooperative-printed receipts in the box. Inside window: eight. Outside window: seven.

She added the seven dates to the list at the foot of the previous page. Twenty-three.

The volunteer brought tea at ten-thirty. Nicolette thanked her. The volunteer went back to the front desk.

Box seven covered 1942 through 1944. She tallied. Inside window: six. Outside window: five. Twenty-eight.

Box eight covered 1945 and 1946. The third bookkeeper. A printed date stamp for the year, careful pencil for month and day. Inside window: four. Outside window: four. Thirty-two.

She ate a sandwich at the table at one without moving the survey sheet. The light off the parking lot came in at the angle a Monday October afternoon took it. The masts of the boats in their slips moved a quarter degree with the slight onshore wind.

Box nine. 1947. The trade had moved to a parish-attested invoice-only system in late 1946; box nine was the residue. Nine receipts. Inside window: three. Outside window: six. Thirty-eight.

She set box nine aside and checked boxes ten, eleven, and twelve at the work table. Parish-attested invoice volumes. Balance-of-trade correspondence. No cooperative-printed receipts. She returned them to their shelf.

She pulled her September cataloguing log down from the shelf above the workstation. Boxes one through three were her own catalogued work from the first three weeks of the donation, the partnership's earliest years from 1916 through 1922, before she had had a frequency question to put against them. She read down her own entries with the survey protocol applied in retrospect.

It took until quarter past three.

Seventeen cooperative-printed receipts across boxes one through three. Inside window: eight. Outside window: nine. The nine fell in the February-March-April geometry the others had fallen in.

She added the nine to the thirty-eight she had already marked across the later boxes. Forty-seven.

She set the pencil beside the log.

Forty-seven cooperative-printed receipts for Chios mastic shipments to the partnership and its two successor entities, across the partnership's documented life from 1916 to 1947, dated outside the standard shipping window. The denominator from the partnership's printed-receipt subset was sixty-three. Forty-seven of sixty-three.

She read the figure once, did not write it down yet, and crossed the reading room to the second window. The Sponge Exchange stood across the parking lot in the same brick it had stood in on Friday. She looked at it the length of time it took her to register that the number she had just compiled was the number she had been compiling. Then she walked back to the table and wrote the figure at the foot of the survey sheet in the small precise hand her grandmother had taught her at the cooperative-bookkeeper's desk in 1989 and underlined it once. Forty-seven of sixty-three.

She did not yet underline the word frequency.

She moved to the Tuesday exhibition memo for the rest of the afternoon. Half of it was already drafted. She finished it at five and left it in the director's inbox and walked home through Athens Street with the figure in her head and the survey sheet folded into her field notebook.

She did not stop at the bakery.

Tuesday morning at nine the meeting ran in the director's office on the third floor with Margaret on the call from Pinellas Avenue. Margaret asked the questions the memo had been drafted to answer. The Chios manuscript ask sat third on the agenda, after the timeline and the disbursement schedule. Margaret repeated the centerpiece sentence at the cadence she had used in the board room the previous Wednesday. The director nodded the small careful nod he used when a donor was repeating herself by design rather than by accident.

Nicolette said she had drafted the Pothia cooperative-office letter and had posted it Friday afternoon. Margaret said she was glad. The director said he was glad. The meeting closed.

She walked back down to the reading room and took the field notebook out of her bag and set it beside the cataloguing log on the table. She had not raised the forty-seven at the meeting. She had not been asked. She set the field notebook to the right of the log in the small offset she had begun to use last week. She did not write a self-instruction in the right margin this morning. The instruction from Friday had carried itself through.

She moved box four to the table at eleven.

The four tagged receipts she had set in the offset on Friday were where she had left them. Item 50. Item 52. Item 54. Item 55. Item 56. Five receipts, not four. She had pulled item 50 out of the catalogued pile on Friday after the leading-flourish correction and added it to the offset. She catalogued the remaining items in box four. Parish-attested invoices through item 79. A piece of correspondence about a delayed broker payment. A printed bill of lading from the Piraeus broker. She closed the box at four. The five tagged receipts she left in the offset.

By end of day Tuesday she was at item 117. The cataloguing window held.

Wednesday morning she came in early. The volunteer was not yet at the desk. The director was on the third floor on a phone call she could hear in fragments through the ceiling vent, a budget line item that was not hers. She turned on the task lamp at the cataloguing table and pulled the five tagged receipts out of the offset and laid them across the table in the order they had come out of the box. Item 50. Item 52. Item 54. Item 55. Item 56.

She set the magnifying lens on item 50.

The date was the date. Four February 1923. She had corrected the leading-flourish misreading on Friday under this same lens. The day was the fourth. The month was February. The year was 1923. Clear.

She moved the lens down the receipt the way she moved it down any receipt for marginalia and field marks. The bookkeeper's hand across the top. The office manager's quantity in fountain pen in the right-margin column. The cooperative seal at the upper left. The lower-margin partnership stamp. She moved the lens to the space below the quantity figure and above the lower stamp, in the right margin where the bookkeeper himself had room to write.

There were three small pencil marks.

They were not smudges. She had read them as smudges on first pass. They had sat at the edge of the lens that morning and the bookkeeper carried a faint smudge across the lower body of his receipts where his wrist rested when he wrote. The three marks were not in the wrist-rest area. They were in the right margin, in a vertical column, evenly spaced. The topmost beside the day field. The middle beside the month field. The bottom beside the year field.

She set the lens on each mark in turn.

The graphite weight matched the bookkeeper's pencil. The placement was not the placement a later cataloguer would have used. A later cataloguer would have used the left margin, which was the cataloguing-convention margin in the cooperative's preprinted receipt format and which the previous director had used for his own numbering. The marks were on the right. The right margin in this form was the space the bookkeeper used to flag a quantity for office-manager review or a date for partnership-side reconciliation. The marks were entered when the receipt was entered.

She moved to item 52. Three marks. Right margin. Even spacing. She moved to item 54. Three marks. Item 55. Three marks. Item 56. Three marks.

She set the lens down.

She opened the cataloguing log to the entry for item 50 from Friday and added the marginalia note in the right margin of the log in the small precise hand. Three pencil marks, right margin, contemporaneous to entry, bookkeeper's pencil. She added the note to item 52, item 54, item 55, item 56. She did not yet have a reading for the marks. She entered them. She catalogued them under the controlled-vocabulary heading marginalia, contemporaneous to entry. She tagged each receipt with the small letter m to the right of the f she had entered Friday.

She left the log at the entry and reached for the next box.

She put the five receipts back in the offset and moved box five to the table and pulled the five tagged receipts from Friday and set them across the table and set the lens on the first. Three marks, right margin, even spacing. She moved through the five. All five carried the marks.

She wrote ten new m tags in the log entries from the previous week.

She had not, at any point in the morning, drafted a hypothesis for what the marks were. She had a hypothesis for what they were not. They were not smudges; the lens had confirmed that. They were not later-cataloguer markings; the right margin and the graphite weight had confirmed that. They were not the bookkeeper's accounting notes of the routine kind, because the routine accounting notes in this cooperative form went in the office manager's column in fountain-pen ink, not in the right margin in pencil. They were a separate mark, in the same bookkeeper's hand, entered when the receipt was entered, in a vertical column whose geometry held across the ten receipts she had now lensed.

She filed them as marginalia, contemporaneous to entry, tagged m, pending further checking.

She catalogued through box six in the afternoon. She did not pause to lens the seven tagged receipts in box six until the cataloguing pass had brought her to each in its boxed order, at which point she lensed it, found the three marks, made the entry, added the m tag, and moved on. The volunteer brought tea at three. She did not finish box six on Wednesday. She set the lid at quarter to five.

She stopped at the bakery on Athens Street.

It was Anna's. Two doors down from the parish school, three doors up from the old Greek-American Veterans hall. Anna was at the counter the way Anna had been at the counter every weekday afternoon since her grandmother had walked the same blocks with a string bag and a coupon book in the 1950s. The counter was zinc, scarred along the front edge where the till had sat for thirty years before Anna had replaced it. The smell of warm semolina and orange-water syrup came off the back ovens. The radio in the back room played a Greek-American station out of Tampa at a volume the customers could hear without having to listen.

Anna's grandmother was from Pyrgi. On Chios. Anna had told Nicolette this three years ago, when Anna had described the small mastic-tree cuttings her grandmother had brought through Tarpon in 1962 and which Anna's father had grown in the back garden of the house on Athens Street and which Anna still had two of behind the bakery, in clay pots she moved into the lean-to in February.

"The mahalabia," Nicolette said.

"Small," Anna said.

"Small."

Anna ladled the mahalabia into a small clay dish and set the dish on the counter and reached behind her for the resin shaker. She tapped a pinch of mastic crystal over the top. The crystal was the pale clouded yellow of summer-bled resin, smaller than a peppercorn, brittle when it broke. The smell was the smell of pine and cold tea and something behind both of those that Nicolette had never been able to name to herself although she had eaten the mahalabia at this counter for nine years.

She ate it standing. The bakery had no tables.

Anna wiped the counter with a small cloth. The cloth was clean and white and Anna folded it twice between wipes.

"My yiayia," Anna said. "She would soak it overnight before she ground it."

"The resin."

"In water with a clove. So it would crush soft. The hard crystal she said was the wrong age for the dish."

"Summer-bled is hard."

"She said winter sweat was soft. I have never known what she meant by winter sweat."

"Late-season tears," Nicolette said. "After the cold nights begin. The tree gives a softer resin. Less yield. Better for syrup."

Anna looked at her.

"I did not know you knew that."

"I read a paper last week," Nicolette said. "A monastic agronomist on Chios. From 1972."

It was a half-truth. The paper had been Brother Makarios's, set in her bag at the bottom under the field notebook, and she had not read it last week; she had read it three weeks ago when she had first pulled the codex thread on the donation list. The 1972 article was where the seasonal margin came from. The half-truth was the half she would tell at the counter at Anna's bakery in October on a Wednesday at quarter past five.

"My yiayia was from Pyrgi," Anna said. "I told you."

"You told me."

"She came in 1962. The trees came in her suitcase."

"I remember."

Anna refolded the cloth. The radio in the back room moved to a song Nicolette half-knew, an Alexandrian rebetiko from the 1930s in a recording from the 1950s that her grandmother had played on a record her father had let her keep when she had taken the apartment on Pine Street. The song was about a harbor and a name. The Greek had the Alexandrian inflection her grandmother had spoken at the cooperative bookkeeper's desk. She let the song go unremarked to Anna. She finished the mahalabia. She paid. Anna said see you tomorrow. Nicolette said see you tomorrow.

The right archive was always the public archive. She had thought it that morning at the cataloguing table and would think it again tomorrow. But the winter sweat and the trees in the suitcase and the yiayia who soaked the resin overnight with a clove lived in no register she held, and had survived precisely because no register held them, and she walked out of the bakery aware for the length of one block that the discipline she trusted was not the only way a thing got kept. She set the awareness down the way she set down a heading she was not yet ready to assign.

She walked the last two blocks home with the forty-seven and the ten and Anna's grandmother's winter sweat sitting in her head. She held all three the way she held a column that had not yet earned its heading, and carried them up the stairs unnamed.

Thursday morning she finished box six and confirmed the marks on each tagged receipt under the lens. She moved through box seven in the afternoon and confirmed the marks on each of the five tagged receipts. By end of day Thursday she was at item 168 in the log. Three pencil marks, right margin, contemporaneous to entry, on twenty-five tagged receipts so far. The geometry held across boxes four through seven.

She wrote a note at the foot of the Thursday survey page: marginalia consistent across boxes four through seven; lensed receipts in boxes eight and nine pending. She underlined nothing.

Friday morning she came in at eight. The volunteer was not yet in. She turned on the task lamp and moved box eight to the table and lensed the four tagged receipts. Three marks on each. She moved box nine to the table and lensed the six tagged receipts. Three marks on each. Twenty-five plus four plus six. Thirty-five.

She pulled the September cataloguing log down from the shelf and read through the nine outside-window receipts in boxes one through three with the lens. Three marks on each. She added the m tag to the September entries.

Thirty-five plus nine. Forty-four.

She was at forty-four of forty-seven by ten o'clock.

She returned to the three she had not yet lensed. Two from her own September entries; one from box five. She had survey-tagged them as outside-window but had not lensed them, because the survey protocol had not asked her to lens during the survey pass and she had been respecting the protocol. She lensed them now. All three carried the marks.

Forty-seven.

She set the lens on the table beside the log and looked at the geometry the morning's lensing had made. The forty-seven receipts sat in seven small piles, one pile per box, the piles in box order. The survey sheet from Monday sat to the left of the log. The Thursday note sat to the right. The cataloguing log sat under her hand.

She wrote the marginalia figure at the foot of the Thursday note. Three pencil marks, right margin, contemporaneous to entry, on forty-seven of forty-seven outside-window cooperative-printed receipts across boxes one through nine. She underlined nothing.

She read the survey sheet from Monday.

Forty-seven of sixty-three. The partnership-proper denominator. The number that sat against the bookkeepers' own printed-receipt subset and not against the whole donation. She walked to the third box from the back of the work table and pulled the running accession-list tally she had kept since the first day of cataloguing. Total items catalogued and surveyed across the donation, through Friday morning, was four hundred and twelve.

Four hundred and twelve.

Forty-seven of four hundred and twelve.

She wrote the figure at the foot of the survey sheet in the small precise hand. Forty-seven of four hundred and twelve. She underlined it once. Under it she wrote in a smaller hand: forty-seven of sixty-three cooperative-printed Chios mastic shipment receipts to the partnership. Under that, smaller still: three pencil marks, right margin, contemporaneous to entry, on each.

She read the three lines down.

She read them up.

She did not write the word cipher in the log. She did not write the word system. She did not write the word pattern. She wrote, in the right margin of the survey sheet, the negative half of the hypothesis the week had given her, in five short lines: not transcription errors; not ledger-period mismatches; not cooperative-side scheduling adjustments; not broker-side delays; not insurance-arbitration carryover. Under the five lines she wrote a sixth line. Errors do not cluster.

Errors did not cluster. She had catalogued enough error to know that. She had read enough error in the cooperative archives at Florida State during her dissertation to know it institutionally. Transcription errors clustered around bookkeeper changes, around fatigue late in a day, around the bottom of a column where a new column began on the next page. Ledger-period mismatches clustered around fiscal-year changes and around the close of a partnership and around the open of a successor. Cooperative scheduling adjustments clustered around the harvest weeks. Broker delays clustered around shipping-season storms and around port closures. Insurance-arbitration carryover clustered around the years of a documented arbitration.

The forty-seven did not cluster around any of those.

The forty-seven clustered around February, March, and the first two weeks of April, across the partnership's documented life from 1916 through 1947, across three bookkeepers' hands and two office-manager hands and three partnership iterations, with three small pencil marks in the right margin of each, entered when the receipt was entered.

She had a hypothesis for what the dates were not.

She did not have a hypothesis for what they were.

She closed the cataloguing log. She closed the survey sheet. She folded the sheet inside the log and set the log on the table beside the lens. She did not put the lens in the drawer.

The volunteer came in at quarter to ten and brought her tea. Nicolette thanked her. The volunteer went back to the front desk.

She catalogued through item 169 and item 170 and item 171 in the afternoon at the pace she had set for the cataloguing window. The director did not come down. Margaret did not call. The reading room held the Friday afternoon. The Sponge Exchange across the parking lot did its Friday close. A boat owner walked across the parking lot in white rubber boots and slapped the side of a hauled-up hull twice with his open hand. The masts of the boats in their slips moved a quarter degree with the slight onshore wind.

At quarter to five she set the lid on box seven and put the lens in the drawer and stood at the table the length of time it took her to register that the week had compiled the figure and had not yet given her a reading for it. She put on her coat. The volunteer was reading the third section of the newspaper. Nicolette returned the wave on her way out.

She walked the four blocks home through Athens Street with the forty-seven and the four hundred and twelve and the three small pencil marks sitting in her head in the geometry the week had given them. She passed Anna's bakery. The lights were on; the door was open. Anna was wiping down the counter for close.

Nicolette did not stop.

She walked the last two blocks. The lamps along Athens Street had begun to come on at this hour in the last week of October, half an hour earlier than they had been coming on in September, and she walked under the first of them at the corner of Pine Street and turned up the block toward her apartment. Anna's grandmother had walked these blocks with a string bag and a coupon book. The string bag had carried home a loaf and an envelope of mastic crystals and, in 1962, possibly a small clay-and-burlap packet a cooperative bookkeeper at Pothia had wrapped against the long ferry to Piraeus and the longer flight to Tampa. The 1962 was a year on the donation list. The 1962 was a year on a receipt. The 1962 was a year on a parish ledger somewhere in Tarpon that she had not yet asked Father Spyros at Saint Nicholas to look at.

She did not name what she was holding.

She climbed the stairs to her apartment, unlocked the door, and set the field notebook on the kitchen table at the page she had ended the day on. Forty-seven of four hundred and twelve. Three pencil marks. Errors do not cluster.

She stood at the kitchen window while the lamps along Athens Street made the small column of yellow they made at the end of October, and the figure sat in her head where the week had set it, and it was not a figure that would let her be done with it. Friday had compiled the number. The number was waiting on a reading she did not have yet, and would still be waiting in the morning, and she knew already that she would go back to it.

* * *
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Chapter 4 — The Missing Verse
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The email came in overnight from Sydney and was at the head of the inbox when Nicolette sat down with her coffee on Saturday morning. The kitchen window faced east. The light off the Gulf came up the slope of Athens Street at the low angle a late-October Saturday took it, and reached the back of the garden behind Anna's bakery two doors down, where the two mastic-tree cuttings Anna's grandmother had carried through Tarpon in 1962 stood in their clay pots against the wall. Nicolette watched the cuttings hold the light until she had finished the first cup. Then she opened the laptop.

The sender was Eleni Argyros. The subject line read FW: Kouris research note for your attention. The time stamp was a small hour in Sydney translated into Tarpon's morning by the half-day of ocean between them. Four lines of chambers signature ran under the message. Nicolette read the sender field twice and the subject line twice before she opened it.

The cover note was three short paragraphs in a lawyer's English.

The first paragraph named Sami Kouris by position. Researcher at the Centre des Etudes Mediterraneennes in Sfax. It noted that he and Eleni had corresponded since the spring on a Book 2 question and a Book 3 question that did not require Nicolette to read further at this time. Eleni used the word matter twice in one sentence with the small precision of someone for whom each matter carried a docket number and a sealed exhibit. She gave neither number.

The second paragraph set the routing on the table. Sami had asked that the attached note reach Nicolette through chambers transmission and not through direct researcher-to-researcher mail. Eleni had asked him whether he wanted the request documented. He had said he did. The transmission was therefore a chambers forward with consent on file. Eleni had attached the three-page note and a one-line consent letter Sami had signed at his desk before the file moved.

The third paragraph was short. Eleni would speak by phone at any hour that suited Nicolette in the coming week, or receive any written question. She did not characterize the attached material. She did not characterize the routing. She gave no opinion on whether the routing was an ordinary courtesy or a signal. The silence was the third paragraph's signal. It was the register a careful lawyer used when she wanted the reader to read the routing on the reader's own ground and not on hers.

Nicolette read the cover note twice. She copied the chambers file reference and the date of receipt to the head of a blank page in her field notebook, in the small precise hand her grandmother had taught her at the cooperative bookkeeper's desk in 1989, and underlined the reference once.

She opened the note.

Three pages of typed Greek with English captions over each section. The bilingual format was the format Sami had used in his published oral-history articles, one of which Nicolette had read at the Florida State library in 2019 for a different project. The type was not the careful pen-hand of his marginalia, but the captions were his captions. SOURCE in English over PEGE in Greek. METHOD over METHODOS. PRELIMINARY READING over PROKATARKTIKE ANAGNOSE. OPEN QUESTIONS over ANOIKHTA EROTEMATA at the foot of the third page.

She read the first section.

The source was a recording of a family song carried in the Kouris household for at least three generations. The singer was Amalia Ben Youssef-Kouris, born 1947 in Sfax, the researcher's grandmother. Sami had given the hyphenated birth name as the singer had given it on the consent form at the project's first session. Nicolette copied the hyphenated form onto the inside cover of her notebook under a heading she wrote out long-hand. Speaker name as given. She had not, in fifteen years of fieldwork, copied a speaker's birth name onto the inside cover of her own notebook. She did it now because Sami had carried the hyphenation as a courtesy to the singer's choice, and she honored the courtesy by carrying it in her own hand.

She read the second section.

The method was three listens before transliteration. A discipline Sami had set himself in his first year. He summarized it in two sentences for a reader who had not met it. First listen for the rhythm. Second listen for the syllables. Third listen for what was not said. He noted in a parenthesis that he had once broken the rule for a fourth listen, reserved for the case the third did not resolve, and that he treated the exception as the thing that proved the rule. Nicolette wrote below the speaker-name line. Three-listen discipline; fourth reserved for the case the third does not resolve.

She read the third section.

The preliminary reading ran a page and a half. The song carried, in its third verse, a chorus of twelve names. The names were saints. The order in which the singer named them matched no liturgical calendar Sami had been trained to. Not the Patriarchate of Alexandria calendar his grandmother's parish kept. Not the Sfax parish calendar his confirmation had drilled into him. The order was, in his preliminary reading, the singer's mother's order. The singer had learned it at four. The singer's mother had learned it from her own mother. The order was at least three generations stable.

Sami had mapped each saint to its feast day in the singer's parish calendar and reduced the feast days to a column of months. He gave the column. January, April, June, February, September, December, October, August, November, March, May, January. Then he had taken the eleven intervals between the twelve dates, counting forward across the year for any month that fell earlier than the one before it, and he gave the row. Three. Two. Eight. Seven. Three. Ten. Ten. Three. Four. Two. Eight.

Nicolette read the row twice.

She copied it into her notebook under the method summary, below a small caption she wrote out. Interval row, eleven entries, saint's-day month differences. She read it in her own hand. She set the pen down.

She read on.

Sami's preliminary reading was that the row encoded an address. He stopped short of calling it a coordinate. He named it as a pointer to a season. The count of months between the saints generated, on his mapping, a sequence that ran with the rhythm of an agricultural calendar's secondary count rather than a feast calendar's primary count. The harvest it pointed at, on his cross-check against the small specialist literature on his desk and against a chronology he had requested from Marina Selene through a separate channel in June, was the Chios mastic harvest. The summer bleeding. The autumn processing. The winter shipment. The cooperative receipts that moved through Piraeus to the diaspora markets.

He had written the reading three times in pen, he wrote, and he was sending the third draft because the third draft had stopped correcting itself under his own eye and had become an object he needed a second archivist to read against.

He did not have a theory for what the harvest dates were the address of. He had a theory for what they were not. They were not the harvest dates themselves. The months his cross-check had aligned to the Chios mastic cycle fell in February, March, and the first weeks of April. Those were not harvest months. Mastic was bled in July and August. The dates pointed at something other than the harvest. He had been afraid of this conversation, he wrote in the last line of the section, since the day his grandmother taught him the song in her kitchen when he was four.

Nicolette held the page.

She read the last line again. She set the page on the table beside the notebook and walked to the window and looked at the cuttings in Anna's father's garden for the length of time it took her to register what she had registered. Sami's window of February, March, and early April was the calendar window inside which her own forty-seven receipts for Chios mastic shipments had clustered through the past week.

She did not write the recognition down.

She read the fourth section.

The open questions were three. First, whether the singer's parish calendar in the 1920s and 1930s Sfax of the singer's mother's childhood had carried local feast-day variations that would shift the mapping by a day or two. Second, whether the Chios cooperative records of the same period kept a secondary count, a logbook convention or a parallel ledger, that paralleled the song's harvest-window pointer. Third, whether the interval row matched any documented correspondence pattern that an archivist with access to the receiving-end documentation would recognize.

Each question carried Sami's preferred contact in a parenthesis. The first was a Sfax parish historian named by initials. The second was the Chios Mastic Growers Association, named in full. The third contact, the parenthesis read, was the archivist who would receive the forward
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