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Chapter 1 — The Funeral
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Marina counted nine mourners who still spoke Alexandrian Greek and seventeen who did not. The funeral was small. Her grandmother had wanted it small, and the people who came spoke either the Alexandrian Eudoxia had carried for sixty-five years in Athens or the Athenian her daughter had refused to inherit and refused to replace. Anastasia received condolences without correcting anyone's Greek. Marina, who had spent the morning cataloguing the mourners by their accents because it was the only thing she could think to do, stood a half step behind her mother and held her gloves.

The cemetery was on the south slope of the city. The Greek-Egyptian section was a small plot at the back, where the cypresses thinned and the city spread out toward Piraeus in the afternoon light. Eudoxia had picked the plot twenty years ago, paid for it in francs converted on a holiday, and told no one until the paperwork had to be witnessed. That was Eudoxia. Marina had organized the witnesses herself. She had been twenty-four, a graduate student, and her grandmother had said this is the kind of thing I prefer to do while I can still sign my own name.

The priest read in Greek with a slight Cypriot inflection. Eudoxia had liked him because he did not pretend to be Alexandrian. The reading was short. Eudoxia had wanted the prayers and not the speeches, and the family had honored it. No one stood to say anything about who she was. Marina had been grateful for it during the service and was grateful for it again now, watching the small line of mourners form to embrace her mother. She would not have known what to say. She had spent a career writing about the women her grandmother had been one of, and had not known how to be in a room of them as a granddaughter.

Anastasia stood very straight. The last of the early-autumn warmth still hung in the cypresses. A drop of sweat moved down the back of Anastasia's neck and Marina watched it without reaching to wipe it. Her mother would not have wanted her to. The line moved forward.

The woman who took Anastasia's hand was perhaps eighty. She wore a small dark hat with a veil and a thin gold cross. She did not introduce herself. Anastasia thanked her in formal Greek. The woman moved past Anastasia toward Marina and stopped in front of her and looked at her for long enough that Marina noticed Anastasia notice. The woman's hands were dry and careful when she took Marina's. She held them.

"I knew your grandmother in Alexandria," the woman said. "I am Lysandra Kallistos."

"Thank you for coming," Marina said.

Lysandra did not release her hands. "There are some things she did not finish," she said. "Pragmata pou meinan anoichta. You will know what to do."

The Alexandrian Greek was perfect. The phrase was Eudoxia's phrase. Marina had heard her grandmother use it about a half-translated letter, about a sweater she had not finished, about a question Marina had asked her once at seventeen and that Eudoxia had refused to answer that day and had not returned to. Things left open. Marina did not move her hands.

"I do not know what you mean," she said.

"No," Lysandra said. "Not today."

She let go of Marina's hands and moved past her to embrace one of the mourners Marina had counted in the Alexandrian column, an elderly man with a beard, and Marina watched the embrace and felt a small precise dislocation at the edge of her attention. She catalogued it. A phrase her grandmother had used, repeated by a stranger who had known her grandmother by a different accent than the one Eudoxia had used at the end. She would write it down later. She wrote everything down.

The line moved on. By the end of it Marina had collected the names of forty-one people, of whom she recognized twenty-three, of whom seven were members of the Greek-Egyptian Returnees Association and three were from her own university and the rest were either old friends of her grandmother whose names she had heard a few times at table or had not heard at all. Eudoxia had kept her circle small and had not introduced. Marina, who had spent her professional life building social maps of diaspora communities, found her own grandmother's an inventory she could not complete. Anastasia, when the line ended, took two steps back from the grave and looked at it for a long moment, and then she turned to Marina and said in French, c'est fini, allons-nous-en, and Marina took her mother's elbow and they walked together toward the cars.

The reception was held at a small hall in Nea Smyrni that the Returnees Association used for funerals and christenings and the occasional public lecture, of which Marina had once given two, on the use of refugee identification documents as historical sources. The room held perhaps fifty people. The catering was simple. Coffee, water, a tray of small pastries one of Anastasia's neighbors had brought. Eudoxia had said for years that she did not want anyone to fuss. The neighbors had brought trays regardless. Marina carried one of them in.

She made a circuit of the room, slowly, with a coffee in her hand, because it was the only thing she could do that would not look like nothing. She listened to two old women in one corner argue gently about the year of the Suez crisis. She listened to the head of the Returnees Association deliver a brief and well-meant remark about Eudoxia's quiet generosity that Marina knew, by trade, had been written from notes and was wrong on at least one date. She did not correct him. Anastasia, across the room, was listening with the same expression Marina had recently been wearing.

Lysandra Kallistos came across the room toward Marina with a coffee in her hand. The chairs had been arranged in a loose circle along the walls. The elderly sat. The younger stood. Lysandra was old enough to sit. She did not.

"You teach at the university," she said.

"I do."

"What is it you teach now?"

"The bureaucratic record as a source of social history. The administrative archive in the twentieth century. I have a graduate seminar on refugee identification documents."

"The Returnees Association sends me your articles," Lysandra said.

"I am surprised."

"My granddaughter sends them. I read them. They are careful. You do not make the mistake your generation of scholars makes, of treating the documents as if they wished to be read."

"Thank you."

"Your grandmother said you would be either a historian or a lawyer."

"She did not tell me she had said so."

"She would not have," Lysandra said. "She used to ask me which I thought it should be. I told her she should not have to decide."

Marina, who had been on her own ground for several sentences and had let it carry her, lost the thread for one full beat and did not have an answer ready. Lysandra waited without watching her wait.

"It was kind of you to come," Marina said, finally.

"I will come to your apartment within the week," Lysandra said. "If that is agreeable."

"My apartment."

"Your grandmother's. Yours, now."

"It is."

"Within the week," Lysandra said again, gently. She finished her coffee, set the cup on a low table, and moved away. Marina watched her go. The old woman walked carefully and without hesitation. The body was older than the will. Marina noted this in the part of her mind that noted everything.

The reception thinned by mid-afternoon. Anastasia stayed standing by the door, receiving each departure with the same brief composure she had used at the graveside. Marina stayed with her. When the last of the elderly had gone and the room held only a small cluster of younger relatives and the catering women who had begun to clean, Anastasia let her composure down by perhaps a quarter of a turn. She did not sit. She stood with her hand on the back of a chair and looked at nothing in the room.

"Mama," Marina said.

"I am fine."

"Let me take you home."

"No," Anastasia said. "I want to walk."

Marina walked her to the Association door, helped her with her coat although the day was warm enough that the coat was not needed, and watched her walk down the block toward her apartment over the clinic. Anastasia walked the way Eudoxia had taught her, a steady measured pace she did not vary regardless of the day. Marina watched until she turned the corner, and then she turned and walked back to the curb and waited for a taxi.

In the taxi she gave the driver Eudoxia's address in Nea Smyrni. The driver was perhaps fifty and had a small Greek flag stuck to the dashboard with electrical tape, and he drove without speaking, for which Marina was grateful. The streets thinned as they moved away from the center. The Greek-Egyptian neighborhood Eudoxia had helped settle in the early 1960s had been built in a tight grid of three- and four-story buildings whose colors had been chosen by people who had been refused permission to choose them in their previous lives, ochre and rose and a particular Alexandrian blue Marina had once written a paper trying to source the pigment of. Marina had grown up walking these streets with Eudoxia, had spent years afterward avoiding them, and had recently begun to walk them again.

The taxi pulled up in front of the building. Marina paid with cash and tipped slightly. The driver said sas syllypoumai for your loss, ma'am, in an Athenian Greek so neutral it could have come from a newsreader, and Marina thanked him and got out.

She let herself into the building and climbed the four flights to Eudoxia's apartment. The stairwell smelled of wax and lemon cleaner, as it had since Marina's childhood. One of the upstairs neighbors had done the stairs every Saturday for forty years and had not stopped now that the resident she had done them for was gone. Marina paused on the third-floor landing because she always had. The landing window looked onto the building's small interior courtyard, and through it she could see the clothesline Eudoxia had used for as long as Marina could remember, two pegs still on it.

She climbed the last flight. She put the key in the lock. She stood a moment at the door because she did not know what she would do once she was inside, and then she opened the door and went in.

The apartment was as Anastasia had left it after coming through the rooms once two days ago. The bed had been stripped and the linens folded. The blinds in the front room had been opened. The objects on the mantel had been left where they were. Marina set her bag down by the door. She stood in the front room for a long time. She did not call anyone. She did not sit down. She did not take off her shoes.

After a while she crossed to the desk where Eudoxia had done her correspondence and read her newspapers, and opened the top drawer, where Eudoxia had kept her current papers. Marina lifted them out one at a time, examined them, set them down. Bank statements. A water bill. The Returnees Association newsletter. A letter from a cousin in Toronto, answered; the reply, drafted in Eudoxia's careful French, was folded inside the cousin's envelope ready to be sent. Marina set it at the back of the desk to send tomorrow.

Under the bottom of the drawer's stack of papers was a brown paper packet. It was bound with hard wax. The wax had been set with something that was not a signet. The packet had her name on it in Eudoxia's handwriting. There were no instructions.

Marina looked at the packet for a long time. She turned it once in the light from the window and saw that the wax disc bore the ridged imprint of a thumb. She did not break it. She did not call her mother. She set it on the desk and sat down in Eudoxia's chair, which had been measured to a height that did not quite fit her, and looked at the packet in the afternoon light and considered what she would do with it.

The light came in low across the desk. It was the time of day Eudoxia had done her reading, the hour her grandmother had called the good light, the only sentimental thing Marina had ever heard her say about a room. Marina had sat in this chair as a child while her grandmother answered the Toronto cousin in French at this same hour, and she had been given a sheet of the same paper and a pencil and told to make her own letter, which she had, at six and at eight, in a hand Eudoxia corrected without unkindness. The chair had not fit her then either. It had been built for a smaller woman and Marina had grown past it before she understood that it had been her grandmother's measure she was growing past.

She put her hand flat on the packet. The paper was dry and slightly furred at the edges, the way paper goes when it has been kept a long time in a drawer that is opened and closed. There was no signet because there had been no need of one. The seal was not meant to prove who had closed the packet. It was meant to prove the packet had not been opened. Marina caught herself reading the object the way she would read a deposit at the archive, and she did not stop herself, because the reading was the only steadiness she had in the room and her grandmother was three hours in the ground.

She thought about Lysandra Kallistos at the graveside. Pragmata pou meinan anoichta. Things left open. She thought about the perfect Alexandrian Greek and the stranger's dry hands and the promise to come within the week, which had not sounded like a courtesy and had not been one. She set the thought beside the packet and did not act on it. It was not a day for acting. It was a day for noticing, and she had noticed.

She did not break the seal.

She sat instead with her two hands resting on the packet and let the light move. At some point she became aware that she had been doing the thing she did at the archive when a document resisted her, which was to wait until the object told her how it wished to be read rather than imposing a reading on it. She had taught the discipline to graduate students. She had not expected to practice it on her own kitchen table, on the afternoon of the funeral.

The phone in the front room did not ring. The street below did what Nea Smyrni streets did in the late afternoon, the shops reopening after the long midday close, a child called in from a balcony in Greek and answering in the same. She had grown up to these sounds with this woman in this chair. She had spent a decade explaining communities like this one to people who had never lived in one, and she had been good at it, and she sat now in the center of one with a sealed packet under her hands and understood that she had explained the wrong thing for ten years. She had explained how such communities preserved themselves. She had not explained what it cost the people inside them to keep what they kept.

Because it was the time of day it was, and because the day had already happened, she stood. She made a cup of coffee in Eudoxia's small briki, two spoons of medium sweet, the way her grandmother had made it for visitors, and stood at the counter while it rose. She poured it into one of the two good cups her grandmother had kept for guests and carried it back into the front room and set it down beside the packet.

She sat back down in the chair that was a quarter inch too low for her. The coffee cooled at her elbow. She read her own name in her grandmother's hand, the upright disciplined letters Eudoxia had used for anything she meant to last, and understood that the packet was the last thing her grandmother would ever write to her and that once she broke the seal there would be no more. The seal was the last unopened thing between them.

She did not open it.

She told herself it was the discipline. She knew, sitting there in the good light with the cold coffee, that it was not only the discipline. It was that the seal was the last closed door, and Marina had been taught by her mother that closed doors were not to be opened, and by her grandmother that some doors were closed for reasons that outlived the person who closed them, and she was the daughter of one woman and the granddaughter of the other and she did not yet know which of them she was going to be about this.

The light reached the edge of the desk and began to leave it. Marina sat in the chair until the good light was gone and the room had gone the gray of a Nea Smyrni evening before the lamps. The packet was a pale shape on the dark desk. Her name on it was no longer legible in the failing light, but she knew where it was.

She did not break the seal. She set the cold coffee in the kitchen sink and did not wash the cup, and she went to the guest bedroom she had slept in as a child, and she lay down in her clothes, and the packet stayed where it was on the desk in the dark with her name on it in her grandmother's hand.

She did not open it that day at all.

* * *
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Chapter 2 — The Packet
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She opened it the next morning.

She did it at the desk, in Eudoxia's chair, with the lamp on and the curtains half-drawn against the slant of the early sun. The seal was a plain disc of hard wax set with the imprint of a thumb. Eudoxia's, presumably. The skin lines were the small narrow ridges Marina had watched press onto her own forehead at seven and at twelve and at thirty-one. She set the lamp closer and held the seal under it for the length of a careful breath and then she broke it.

Inside the packet was a single object. A leather-bound notebook, octavo size, the leather dark and waxed and not quite uniformly colored. No stamp on the cover. No title. No name. The spine undamaged. Roughly a hundred and twenty leaves thick.

She set the notebook on the desk pad she kept for handling documents at home, lifted the cover with both hands, and opened it.

The first page was headed in Greek, in a confident nineteenth-century hand: ETOS 1922, SPONGIARI, KALYMNOS. Year 1922, sponges, Kalymnos. Below the heading the columns had been ruled by hand, narrowly, in pencil that had faded toward sepia. The column heads were also in Greek. Date. Grade. Count. Weight. Price per piece. Total. Marina recognized the format. It was the standard accounting format for a sponge merchant of the period; she had seen specimens of it in two museum collections and had referenced one of them in her dissertation footnotes a decade ago.

She turned the pages slowly.

The entries ran from the spring of 1922 through the autumn of 1947, in the same disciplined hand. Occasional gaps of a few months. The grades used were the standard Kalymnos market grades of the early twentieth century. Finestra, melati, kavadiera, agathia, fina, mixed grade. The counts and weights were precise. The prices fluctuated as one would expect across the interwar period, with a noticeable depression beginning in 1929 and a partial recovery in the mid-thirties and a sharp upward correction in the early forties when the German occupation closed European sponge markets and the surviving merchants raised prices for the small remaining trade.

Everything was as it should be. The ledger was a merchant's ledger, an excellent specimen of its kind, and the cleanness of its provenance would, in a different context, have been a small academic event.

Marina, who was not in a different context, turned the pages again, more slowly, and at the seventeenth page she stopped. Then she went back to the first page and started again from the beginning, with a pencil and a notepad beside the ledger.

She worked for two hours.

The columns did not balance, and they did not balance in a particular way. The error was not arithmetic; she had checked the arithmetic and it was correct. The grades and the counts and the weights had each been entered honestly, and their products should have summed to the totals at the bottom of each page, and they almost did. On certain pages the totals ran higher by small precise amounts that no combination of grade and count on the page produced. The amounts were too small to be embezzlement for profit and too consistent to be accidents.

She took down the small magnifying lens Eudoxia had kept in the desk for reading bank statements and used it on the right margin of one of the affected pages, where the totals had been entered. The total entries themselves were clean and unaltered. But in the margin to the right of each, where the page had been ruled with a thin pencil border, there were occasional small pencil marks.

The marks were not consistent. On some pages a single short stroke; on others a pair of strokes; on a few, three.

She pulled three of the affected pages into a small stack and looked at the pattern of marks across them.

There was a pattern. She did not know yet what it was, but the marks were not random.

She made a list in the notepad: the date of each affected page, the page total, the discrepancy, the number and orientation of the marginal marks. She filled it in for the first twenty-two pages. The discrepancies were small enough to pass for a merchant's rounding, if rounding had been at issue. It was not. The discrepancies were precise.

By eleven in the morning she had a worksheet that filled half a page. She set down the pencil and rubbed the bridge of her nose.

The ledger was not only a merchant's ledger. It was a merchant's ledger that had been used for a second purpose by a second hand or by the same hand operating in a different capacity. The first hand had kept the trade honest. The second use had been overlaid on the first.

The phrasing came to her in the precise register of her own academic prose. She caught the register, recognized that the noticing was the same noticing she would have done in front of a museum specimen, and let it be. The grief that was supposed to be in the room had not arrived. What had arrived was the work. The work she could do.

She had a colleague at the university, an economic historian named Aristos, who would have understood what she was looking at within five minutes. She did not call him. She had a friend at the National Library who could have named three other ledgers like it in Greek collections. She did not call her. She had a graduate seminar in two weeks at which she was to introduce a unit on the bureaucratic record as a hidden communication channel. She did not change her syllabus to include this.

She made a second cup of coffee at the kitchen counter and brought it back to the desk and went on.

There was a second feature she had not noticed in the first reading. Some of the entries, perhaps one in twenty, were in English rather than Greek, in a different hand: a clear small upright Edwardian English of the kind written by someone educated at a missionary school or in a British colonial office in the late nineteenth century. Marina, who had read enough of it across her years among Greek-diaspora correspondence, recognized it as competent and not native. The English entries were interspersed throughout without obvious pattern. The content was the same as the Greek. Date. Grade. Count. Weight. Price. Total.

The English entries also had the small marginal marks.

She separated the English-language entries onto a new sheet of the notepad. She listed them in order of appearance. There were forty-three of them across the twenty-five years.

She copied out the first letter of each English entry, in the order they appeared. By the time she had copied the first six the page held the beginning of what could have been words in transliterated Greek, though the transliteration was looser than she was used to and she had to read it as if taking dictation. She read the six characters aloud, quietly, to find the rhythm.

The rhythm was the rhythm of something. She did not know what. The six characters did not finish themselves into a word she recognized.

She kept going. By the twentieth English entry she had a string of twenty characters that resolved, possibly, into the opening syllables of two words. The two would not be names. They would be something with a cadence she had heard before, of a saying or a song. She did not have enough to be sure. She had the rhythm.

She did not finish the phrase. She had been carrying the magnifying lens in her left hand for forty minutes; she set it down and let the hand rest. Then she copied the twenty characters in clean block letters onto a fresh sheet, underlined them, and stared at them for a long time.

She did not pick up the phone. She did not write to Salma. She did not open her laptop.

She did something else. She turned to a clean page of the notepad, and at the top of it she wrote, in her own hand, in her standard format for the first sketch of a journal article:

*Draft title: The marginalized total. A note on rounding-tolerance discrepancies in a sponge-merchant ledger, Kalymnos, 1922 to 1947. Provenance: family papers, Athens.*

The format was a habit. She did the same with every document of interest, sketching the article before she had decided whether to write it, because the sketching let her see the document at the level of an argument and not of a curiosity. She had sketched perhaps two hundred such articles across her career and published thirty-one. The rest had been the sketching itself, which was the use.

She drafted three short paragraphs.

*Abstract.* A double-entry rural-mercantile ledger from the Dodecanese, kept in a disciplined nineteenth-century Greek hand from 1922 through 1947, presents a class of small precise total-row discrepancies that resist arithmetic, embezzlement, and accidental explanations. The discrepancies cluster on pages bearing small unattributed pencil marks in the right-hand margin. A subset of entries is recorded in a second hand, in English of Edwardian colonial training. The note proposes a preliminary framework for reading the discrepancy class as deliberate paratext and offers a research agenda for resolution.

She read the abstract back. The prose was hers; the discipline was hers; the document was not yet hers, although her name was on the front of the packet in her grandmother's hand. She set the abstract aside.

*Section 1, draft notes.* The ledger was kept by a single primary scribe, identified by the consistency of letter formation across two and a half decades and the persistence of an idiosyncratic kappa. The primary scribe's identity is not in the ledger itself; it is to be sought in the deposit's external provenance. The secondary scribe contributes forty-three English-language entries across the period, in a hand whose period and training are estimable but whose individual identity is, at this stage, unrecoverable. The two hands coexist without commentary. There is no introductory or terminal note in either hand explaining their relation.

She read this back. It was the truth as she could state it. She could write three more paragraphs of section one and would have to stop, because section two would require the marginal-mark pattern resolved, and the pattern had not resolved.

She did not write section two.

She wrote, instead, at the bottom of the draft sheet, in smaller letters, in pencil rather than pen:

*Note for the file. The deposit was received sealed with the depositor's thumb. The depositor has not left explanatory text. The depositor's intent regarding publication is unstated. Any article arising from this material must be treated as a posthumous responsibility of the inheritor. Decision deferred.*

She put the pen down and read the note back. The note was a professional habit. It was also, today, true in a way her notes about other documents had not been; the depositor was Eudoxia, the inheritor was Marina, and the deferral was not procedural but actual. She let the truth of it sit on the page. She did not draw a box around it.

There was a thing she could decide and a thing she could not, and she separated them now, because separating them was the only way she knew to stand on a floor that had moved. She could not decide yet what to do with the ledger. She could decide that she would understand it before anyone took it from her. Whatever her grandmother had used it for and sealed it against, Marina would be the one who read it correctly first. The understanding was the only part of this that was hers to take and not hers to be given, and she had spent her whole life being the person in the room who understood the document. She would be that person here, with her own name on the packet, or she would be no one in it at all. That much she could promise the empty chair across the desk.

She set the draft sheet beside the ledger.

She sat back in Eudoxia's chair, which was a quarter inch too low for her, the way it had always been. She had not adjusted it. She would not adjust it.

She looked at the worksheet of marginal marks, the worksheet of transliterated first letters, the abstract of the article that would not be written, and the underline beneath the twenty unfinished characters. The four sheets sat in a small row on the desk pad. They were not yet a finding. They were the shape of one she did not yet have the material to complete.

She thought, for a moment, of her grandmother sitting in the same chair. Eudoxia had done her correspondence at this desk, and her newspapers, and the small French accounts she had kept for the household for as long as it had been hers to keep. She had not, that Marina knew of, worked through a ledger of this kind in front of Marina. Marina had been shown other work across her life: the rent paid in cash on the first of the month, the coffee made for the visitor, the careful French reply to the Toronto cousin written within four days of receiving the letter. She had inherited the rhythm of those tasks. She had not inherited this one.

She let the thought sit. She did not name it.

It was somewhere past noon. The light through the half-drawn curtain had moved across the desk pad and pooled now on the pencil column of the leftmost sheet, the worksheet of marginal marks.

She did not get up. She did not eat. She did not pick up the phone.

She turned back to the ledger.

She read the next sixteen English entries and copied their first letters onto the transliteration sheet, below the original twenty. The new characters extended the rhythm without finishing a phrase. She could see now that the phrase wanted to be longer than she had first allowed for. She had expected six characters to give her a word and twenty to give her two; the actual phrase wanted at least thirty, and possibly more.

She copied the thirty-six characters in clean block letters onto a fresh sheet. She read them aloud once and stopped.

The rhythm was a rhythm she half-knew, the rhythm of a sentence-length saying she had heard at some point in her life and could not now place. The cadence was Greek, though the saying was being delivered to her in English-alphabet transliteration by a scribe trained at a colonial mission school whose own English was competent and not native, and the saying had to do, she thought, with water. With water moving against the land. She could not be more specific. The sense was at the very edge of her recognition and did not come.

She copied the thirty-six characters again. The second copy did not help.

She put the pencil down.

She did not finish the phrase that day, and did not pretend she would. She knew the difference between work she was about to break through on and work that needed to wait a day, because the cadence she was reaching for would arrive when it arrived and not before, and trying to force it would only attach a wrong reading to the right material. She had taught a seminar unit on this discipline; she had given it the title *the patient reading*. She practiced it now in front of her own evidence.

She closed the ledger. She set the four worksheets in order beside it, the article abstract on top, the magnifying lens on top of the abstract, and straightened the small stack with two fingers.

She washed her face at the kitchen sink. The water was cold; the building's pipes were the pipes Eudoxia had used for fifty-three years. She dried her face with the small linen towel that hung beside the sink. The towel still smelled, faintly, of the household soap her grandmother had used. She noted the soap and did not name what the noting was.

She made a third cup of coffee and brought it back to the desk. She did not open the ledger. She looked at the small stack and at her grandmother's books on the shelf above the desk and at the line of light on the cover of the ledger.

The phone in the front room rang once and stopped before she had decided whether to stand up. The display showed an unknown number. She picked up the receiver. The line was the dial tone of a hung-up call.

She set it back in its cradle, stood a moment with her hand on the small table the telephone sat on, and watched the line of light move another quarter inch across the wall. Then she went back to the desk and drank the third coffee and read what she had drafted of the article one more time. She did not edit it. She set the article sheet face down and put the worksheet of marginal marks on top of it.

She did not call her mother. She did not write to Salma. She did not, for the rest of the afternoon, leave the chair.

When the light moved off the desk she switched on the lamp and let it sit on the closed ledger. She closed her eyes for a long moment, in the chair she would not adjust, and let the closing of her eyes be the closing of the day's work.

She opened her eyes. She put the lamp out. She left the four worksheets and the ledger on the desk for the morning.

* * *
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Chapter 3 — The Warning
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Lysandra came on the morning of the third day.

Marina had not slept well for two of the three nights. She had not opened the ledger again on the day she found it had a second hand, nor on the next day, when she had instead spent six hours at the small Returnees Association office helping a volunteer organize Eudoxia's bequest of files. The bequest had been forty-three folders of correspondence, photographs, and association meeting minutes from 1962 to 2019, most of it Eudoxia's own work as the association's archivist before health had moved her to a smaller role. Marina had known the files existed. She had not known what was in them. She had carried four boxes of them to a taxi at the end of the afternoon, and the volunteer, an elderly man named Constantine who had emigrated from Cairo in 1962 at thirty-five and had been the association's bookkeeper for forty years afterward, had said at the door that he would call her if he needed help reading her grandmother's notes, because her grandmother had used a French shorthand he did not always follow. Marina had said yes, of course. She had not said that she had not known her grandmother used French shorthand.

On the second morning she had returned to Eudoxia's apartment after walking the long way from her own, in Pangrati, where she had collected mail and watered her own plants. The apartment in Nea Smyrni had still smelled of lemon polish. The ledger had been where she had left it on the desk. She had sat in the chair and looked at it, and had walked away from the desk and made coffee and looked at it from the door of the kitchen and had not opened it. She had instead opened the folder Constantine had handed her at the door, which was not part of the bequest but had been in Eudoxia's desk at the association office and which Eudoxia had not labeled for transfer. The folder contained two letters from a cousin in Toronto, a clipped article in French about the Greek-Egyptian community in Montreal, and a list of names in Eudoxia's handwriting that Marina had taken thirty minutes to recognize as the list of attendees at her own wedding to a man she had divorced six years ago. Marina had set the folder aside.

On the morning of the third day she was at the desk with a cup of coffee at her elbow and the ledger closed on the desk pad. The doorbell rang at twenty past nine.

She went to the door. Lysandra was on the landing, in the same dark coat she had worn at the funeral, with a small handbag and no other adornment except a thin gold cross. The cross was the same one she had worn at the funeral, and at the reception, and Marina catalogued this without comment.

"Good morning, Kyria Selene," Lysandra said.

"Good morning."

"May I come in."

"Please."

Lysandra came in. She took off her coat in the entryway and laid it over her arm. Marina took the coat and hung it on the rack. Lysandra walked into the front room without being shown the way. She stopped at the threshold and looked at the room without entering it for a long moment, then she entered it and crossed to the small armchair Eudoxia had liked and sat down. Marina, who had followed her in, watched her settle into the chair and noted the way Lysandra's body remembered the chair, the way she did not have to adjust the back of the cushion against her shoulders.

"You have not been here often since she died," Lysandra said.

"I have been here. Not often, no."

"I will have coffee if it is no trouble."

"It is no trouble."

Marina went into the kitchen. She made coffee in Eudoxia's small briki, two spoons of medium sweet, the way Eudoxia had made it for visitors. She brought two cups and a small plate with two pieces of paximadi on it back to the front room and set them on the low table at Lysandra's elbow. Lysandra took her cup with both hands. She did not touch the paximadi.

"Thank you," she said.

"You are welcome."

They drank in silence for a moment. Lysandra looked around the room without commenting on it. She looked at the mantel, at the desk, at the line of books on the shelf above the desk that included two of Marina's own books and a number of older volumes in Greek and French and one in Arabic that Marina had never been able to read. She looked at the window, which gave onto the same courtyard view Marina had seen from the third floor landing. She looked at the desk last. The ledger on the desk was closed and the linen napkin was off it; Marina had moved the napkin off it the previous evening because she had wanted to look at the cover without lifting the cloth, the way she might have looked at a thing she was deciding whether to admit was in the room. Lysandra looked at the ledger for the length of a careful breath. She did not comment on it. She did not look at Marina to see whether Marina had seen her look. She returned her attention to her cup.

"Have you opened the packet," she said.

Marina did not answer immediately. She had thought about how she would answer this question, on the assumption it would come, since Lysandra had said she would come within the week. She had several answers prepared. She used none of them.

"I have opened it," she said.

"Have you read it."

"I have read enough of it."

"Enough," Lysandra said.

"Enough to see what kind of document it is. I have not finished it."

Lysandra closed her eyes for a long moment. She did not move. When she opened them again she looked directly at Marina. The look was not assessing. It was not the look an elder gives a younger woman to decide whether the younger woman can be trusted. It was the look of a person who has already made the decision and is now examining the cost of it.

"There are some people who would like to know what is in that document," she said. "They will arrive at your door within the week."

"Who."

"I will not tell you who. They will tell you who they are. They will not be honest about it; you will be honest about reading them."

"What do they want."

"They want what is in the document. Or what they think is in the document. They have not been able to determine what is in it, in their case."

Marina set her cup down. The small precision of Lysandra's phrasing was not a stalling tactic; the old woman was being exact, choosing how much she would say and saying that much. Marina had heard the cadence of the choosing from her grandmother, at her grandmother's table, in the years Eudoxia had been the woman in the room who had not finished telling the story she had begun. It was Alexandrian, not Athenian, a cadence Marina's mother had refused to inherit and that Marina, who had not known she had inherited it either, recognized now in the way she had recognized her grandmother's handwriting on the cousin's envelope in the desk drawer.

"You will not tell me what is in it," Marina said.

"I will not."

Lysandra said it without softening it. The first refusal was institutional. She had been carrying institutional refusals for thirty years; this one she said with the practiced economy of a woman who had refused these questions before and would refuse them again.

"You will not tell me what my grandmother used it for."

"I will not."

The second refusal had a different texture. The institutional smoothness thinned. The biographical thing under it, the thing that had been Eudoxia and Lysandra in a specific room in a specific year, did not quite come through; what came through was that this refusal was costing Lysandra a thing the first had not.

Marina watched her. She had not planned to ask a third question; she had thought the two refusals were the whole of the architecture and that her own next move was to make the silence available. But Lysandra's face had not closed. Lysandra was waiting.

"You will not tell me when she gave it to you to give to me," Marina said.

Lysandra did not blink.

"I will not tell you that either."

The third refusal was temporal and was, in its way, the most exact of the three. Lysandra had not been given the packet; she had come on her own. Marina understood this without its being said, and understood that the third refusal had been a question Lysandra had been waiting for, and that the waiting was why she had not moved at the second refusal to close the conversation. Lysandra was being asked the questions in the order in which she had decided, before she walked in the door, that she would refuse them.

The exchange settled. Marina did not move for a moment. Neither did Lysandra. The coffee in the briki on the kitchen counter, which Marina had not turned off, ticked once as the metal cooled.

"You came to my mother's house," Marina said, "and now to my house, and you used her phrase to me, and you knew when she made the packet."

"I knew when she made the packet. Some years ago. She did not tell me how she would arrange to give it to you, or when. She had been deciding, on and off, for ten years. We did not discuss it."

"Why did she keep it sealed."

"That is the question I came to ask you, Kyria Selene. Whether you have considered that. Whether you have considered what your grandmother's reasons may have been."

Marina watched her.

"And whether," Lysandra said, "those reasons survived her."

Marina did not answer. She had no answer ready and she could see that Lysandra would not be helped by any answer she could improvise. She let the silence sit. It was the silence of a kind of conversation Marina had not been in before; the conversations in which her grandmother had refused to answer had been silences her grandmother controlled. This silence Marina was being permitted to enter. She entered it carefully.

After a while Lysandra spoke again, more quickly this time. The change of cadence was small and Marina registered it as the same change she had once registered in a witness she had interviewed for her dissertation, an elderly Greek woman from Constantinople who had spent forty years not telling a story and who, having decided to tell it, had told it in three sentences without hesitation because the deciding had taken the forty years.

"I am sorry to come to you with no comfort," Lysandra said.

"You owe me no comfort."

"That is true. I owe your grandmother. I am paying her back in a way she would have understood."

"You will not be more specific."

"No."

The quickness held. Lysandra leaned forward in the small armchair, not far, only the lean of a person preparing to stand who has decided not to stand yet.

"There are two things you should know before they arrive," she said. "The first is that you will not recognize them when they arrive. The second is that you will recognize them after, and you will recognize that you should have recognized them before, and you will be tempted to think that the recognition is the recognition you needed at the door. It is not. The recognition is something else. It comes after. You will use it for what comes after. Do not use it for the door."

Marina sat with this. The sentences had come without hesitation, in the cadence of a thing Lysandra had said before, in this order, possibly to herself.

"You have given this advice before."

"I have. Not in this room."

"To whom."

"I will not tell you."

The fourth refusal closed the architecture. Lysandra leaned back into the chair. The quickness left her again, and she returned to the slower cadence in which she had asked whether Marina had opened the packet. The shift was small; if Marina had not been watching for it, she would not have registered it. The watching was a habit she had been refining since the funeral, and it had now been useful twice.

"I will not stay much longer," Lysandra said. "I want to ask you one thing more."

"Yes."

"Do not call the police about whoever arrives. Do not call a lawyer beyond the lawyer you already have. Do not call your mother. Do not call me. Do not call your colleagues at the university or your colleagues at the National Library. There will be a small list of people who can be useful to you. None of them are on this morning's list of the people you might think to call."

"Who is on the small list."

"I cannot give you the small list this morning. The small list is being assembled. You will know one of them within the week, possibly the morning of the arrival itself. You will know a second one within the month, possibly sooner. The others will come into view as they come into view. The list is not long. It is sufficient."

"You will not tell me whether you are on it."

"You will not need to know that. I will come when I am needed. Do not call me before. I will not answer."

"I do not have your number."

"You will. It will be in the directory at the Returnees Association under my late husband's name."

"Your late husband's name."

"Kallistos was my husband. I have kept his name. He has been dead for thirty-one years."

She stood. She moved more slowly than she had at the funeral, though Marina could not have said whether the change was tiredness or whether it had taken effort to come at all. Marina stood with her. Lysandra walked back to the entryway, did not say goodbye to the room, and put on her coat. She accepted the small adjustment Marina made to the collar, which had folded under, without comment, and the acceptance was the closest she had come in the visit to a softening.

"You will see me again before this is finished," she said. "I have told you when not to call. I have not told you when I will come. I will come when I come. You will not have warning."

"Yes."

She opened the door. She turned at the door and looked at Marina once more. Her face was composed and the look was not unkind, although it was also not kind; it was a look Marina would not have been able to characterize at the time and would later remember as the look of someone passing a piece of luggage to a stranger at a station, with full faith that the stranger had been correctly identified.

"Pragmata pou meinan anoichta," Lysandra said. The Alexandrian inflection was on the second word, where the consonant softened in the way Marina had heard her grandmother soften it across forty years of conversation about half-finished things, and the second vowel of anoichta lengthened slightly in the way only the Alexandrian women of Lysandra's generation lengthened it. "Your grandmother said it differently than I say it. You should listen for the difference."

"How did she say it."

"That is the listening. I will not do it for you."

Marina did not press. The not-pressing was the discipline Lysandra had been asking her to recognize for the duration of the visit and that Marina, who had recognized it slowly through the first half of the conversation, had begun to use by the second. The discipline closed the visit. Lysandra nodded once, the small slow nod Marina had seen her give the elderly man in the Alexandrian column at the receiving line three days ago, and went out into the stairwell.

Marina stood in the doorway and listened to her descend. The steps were uneven, careful, slower at each landing, but steady. Lysandra did not stop on the third floor landing. The street door opened and shut. Marina closed the apartment door, stood a long moment with her hand on the latch, then walked back to the front room and sat down in Eudoxia's chair, in front of the same ledger.

She thought about Lysandra's phrasing for a long time, and about her grandmother saying it differently. A sweater Eudoxia had not finished and a question she had refused to answer. The packet she had sealed some years ago, deciding on and off for ten years. A half-translated letter Marina had asked her about at seventeen, which Eudoxia had described as unfinished and which Marina had not pressed because her grandmother had been a closed door and Marina had been trained by her mother that closed doors were not to be opened.

The phone in the front room rang once and stopped. Marina did not go to it. It had rung the same way the evening before, a single ring from an unknown number, dead before she reached it. This time, when she crossed to the table a moment later and lifted the receiver out of an instinct she did not examine, the line was not the dial tone of a hung-up call. It was open. There were a few seconds of a street she did not recognize, traffic in a register that was not Athenian, and then a man's voice, low and unhurried, said her name. Kyria Selene. He said it in Greek. He did not say anything after it. The line went dead while she was still deciding whether to answer.

She set the receiver back and stood with her hand on it. She had not known the voice. She had known the Greek. It was Athenian, and studied, the inflection laid on a fraction too evenly, the way a phrase is even when it has been practiced for a room rather than spoken in one. It was the opposite of the Greek the two old men at the kafenion carried, and the opposite of the Greek her grandmother had carried with a fraction withheld. It was Greek a person had decided to use. Lysandra had said they would arrive within the week, and that Marina would not recognize them at the door. Marina understood, standing at the small table with the light going down the wall, that the door had already begun, and that it had a voice, and that the voice had her name and her number and the patience to use neither.

The afternoon light moved across the desk. Marina did not move with it. She did not open the ledger. She did not call her mother. She did not pick up the cup Lysandra had left on the low table.

She thought, instead, about the difference. She tried to reconstruct her grandmother's voice saying the phrase, and could reconstruct it; the cadence was the cadence Lysandra had used, almost. The almost was at the second word. The softening Lysandra had given to the consonant was the Alexandrian softening; Eudoxia's softening had been less than that, by a small precise margin Marina recognized only now, in the way she had recognized the second hand in the ledger on the eighth page of her first read-through. Her grandmother had carried the Alexandrian inflection but had withheld a fraction of it. Lysandra carried it without withholding. The fraction her grandmother had withheld was the fraction of a woman who had been pretending, very slightly, to belong to the city she had spent the second half of her life in.

The recognition sat in the apartment for a long moment. Marina did not, this time, name it as a recognition. She let it stay in the room with her, the way the silence at the conversation's center had stayed in the room with her and with Lysandra, and she sat with her hand at the edge of the desk and watched the light on the cover of the ledger.

She opened the ledger.

She worked for the rest of the day.

* * *
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Chapter 4 — The Clinic
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The clinic was on the ground floor of a building two streets back from the church, in the part of Nea Smyrni where the apartment blocks were lower and older and the balconies still carried the iron railings from before the war. Marina had been coming to it her whole life. She had not come to it since the funeral.

She arrived at half past ten. The front room had four chairs along one wall, a low table with magazines no one read, and a reception desk her mother still answered herself most mornings because the part-time receptionist came only in the afternoons. The desk was empty. Marina stood and listened. She heard her mother's voice from the office at the back, low and even, and another voice answering, and then the first again.

She went down the corridor. It smelled of disinfectant and of the coffee her mother kept in a thermos on the filing cabinet and of something older underneath both, a smell Marina had never been able to name and had stopped trying to. The office door was open. Her mother was at the desk with a single sheet of paper and a pencil, and the bookkeeper, a thin man named Sotiris who had done the clinic's accounts since it opened, in the chair across from her.

Anastasia looked up. She did not put the pencil down.

"You came," she said.

"I said I would."

"You said you would on the telephone. People say things on the telephone."

Sotiris stood. He gathered two folders from the corner of the desk and said something to Anastasia in a voice too low for Marina to catch and went out past Marina in the doorway with a small nod. Marina knew him well enough to nod back. She did not know him well enough to ask what the single sheet of paper was, although she had read it upside down from the doorway in the second before her mother turned it over, and she had read enough of it to know.

"Six weeks," she said.

Anastasia turned the sheet face down on the desk. "You read upside down. You have always read upside down. It is a rude habit."

"It is a professional habit."

"It is the same habit. You decided which word to use for it."

Marina did not answer this. She came into the office and sat in the chair Sotiris had left, which was still warm, and looked at her mother across the desk. Anastasia was sixty-one. She had her own mother's straight back and her own mother's way of holding the head very slightly tilted when she had decided not to say a thing, and she was holding it that way now. The resemblance to Eudoxia was a thing Marina had spent her childhood not mentioning because Anastasia did not like it mentioned, and it had become sharper in the three weeks since the funeral, the way a face will sometimes step closer to the dead it came from, and Marina catalogued this without comment, the way she catalogued everything, and was ashamed of cataloguing it.

"I want to talk about the clinic," Marina said.

"There is nothing to talk about with the clinic."

"There is a sheet of paper on your desk that says six weeks."

"The sheet of paper is mine. It is the clinic's. It is not a historical document for you to read upside down." Anastasia set the pencil down at last, lining it square with the edge of the turned-over sheet. "How are you. You have not slept. I can see you have not slept."

"I have not slept well."

"The apartment. You should not be alone in the apartment so soon. You should come and stay here above the clinic until you have settled what to do with it."

"I am all right in the apartment."

"You are not all right anywhere. Neither am I. We do not have to pretend with each other; we are only two." Anastasia said it flatly, without warmth and without its opposite, in the register Marina had grown up inside and could speak herself and used with no one but her mother. It was the register of two people who had agreed a long time ago not to comfort each other because comfort between them had always come out wrong, too large or too small, and had decided instead to be accurate. "Come. The residents are in the day room. Kyria Despoina has been asking for you since the funeral. She will not forgive me if you are in the building and do not go in."

Marina followed her mother down the corridor to the day room at the far end, where the morning sun came through the tall windows that gave onto the small paved yard. There were six residents. Marina knew four by sight from a childhood of being brought here on Saturday afternoons by Eudoxia, who had volunteered at the clinic's predecessor, the old Returnees Association rooms, before Anastasia made it into a clinic, and who had brought Marina along because there had been no one else to leave her with and because, Marina understood now though she had not then, Eudoxia had wanted her granddaughter to learn these faces.

Kyria Despoina was in the chair nearest the window. She was eighty and small and her hands had the particular stillness of hands that had worked all their lives and had now been told to stop. She saw Marina and her face opened.

"There she is," Despoina said. "There is the little one. Come here, come, let me look at you."

Marina crossed the room and took the offered hands and let herself be looked at. Despoina looked at her for a long moment with the frank assessing tenderness of the very old, who have stopped pretending they are not measuring time on the faces of the young.

"You have your grandmother's mouth," Despoina said. "Not the eyes. The eyes are your mother's. But the mouth is Eudoxia's, when she was deciding whether to tell you something. She had exactly that mouth." Despoina turned the hands over and held them. "I am sorry for your grandmother. I am sorry for all of us. She was the last of us who remembered the right way of things. Sit. Sit, sit."

Marina sat on the low stool beside the chair. Across the room a sharper voice said, "Despoina, you are crushing the girl. Let her breathe." This was Kyria Maria, who was eighty-two and who had been the sharp one for as long as Marina could remember, the one who corrected the others' stories and who had once told Marina, when Marina was nine, that her grandmother had been the most stubborn woman in three cities and that this was the highest compliment Maria knew how to pay.

"I remember you to here," Maria said now, holding a flat hand at the height of a child. "You used to count the buttons on my cardigan. You counted them every Saturday as if they would have changed. Your grandmother said you would be a scholar because you could not leave a thing uncounted. She said it like a complaint and she meant it like a boast. I always knew the difference with her. Your mother never could tell when Eudoxia was boasting."

"That is enough, Maria," Anastasia said from the doorway, without heat.

"It is not enough. It is barely the beginning." Maria settled back. "She is grown and her grandmother is dead and someone should tell her the things while there is still someone alive who was there."

Despoina had not let go of Marina's hands. "Do you know what your grandmother did for my mother," she said. It was not quite a question. "In sixty-two. Did anyone ever tell you."

"No," Marina said. "Tell me."

She had meant it as the thing one says. She heard, as she said it, that she had also meant it the other way, the way she meant it in an archive, and she did not correct herself, and she would think about that later.

"We came in sixty-two," Despoina said. "After Eudoxia, a year after, almost the same as your mother. My father had been a clerk for a cotton house in Alexandria and there was nothing for a clerk for a cotton house, not there, not anymore, and not here either, but here at least we were among our own. The trouble was my mother's papers. There was a thing wrong with my mother's papers. I will not tell you the whole of it because it is long and it does not matter now, but the short of it is that without the right papers my mother could not be resettled with the rest of us, and the papers cost money, and we did not have money. We had nothing. We had the clothes and a tin of my mother's mother's things and nothing."

Marina had gone very still. She had the historian's stillness, the stillness of a person who has recognized that the document in front of her is about to say a thing the document was not catalogued to say.

"Your grandmother paid for the papers," Despoina said. "All of it. Out of her own hand. She came to where we were staying, three families in two rooms, and she sat with my mother and they spoke the old way, the Alexandrian way, and your grandmother said it was arranged and that my mother was not to speak of it. And my mother never did. She told me only on her deathbed, that it was Eudoxia, that it had been Eudoxia the whole time, and that I was to thank her if I ever could. And I never could, because by the time I knew, your grandmother had become a person you did not thank for such a thing. You understand. She had made herself into someone you could not thank. So I am telling you instead. You are her blood. I am thanking you."

Marina held the old woman's hands and did not pull them away.

Her eyes went hot without warning. She let them, for the space of one breath, and felt the thing she had kept folded and flat since the graveside try to stand up in her chest. Then she put it back where she kept such things and held it there, because Despoina had carried this thanks for sixty years to give it to a person who could receive it, and Despoina needed the granddaughter and not the weeping. It was not that she could not weep. She had been taught, by both of the women who raised her, that you chose, and she chose. She chose it the way her grandmother had, and understood as she did that the choosing was the inheritance, more than the mouth, more than the cataloguing, more than any of it.

She heard the story as Despoina meant it, and she heard, underneath it, the other story, the one she had been half-listening for since Lysandra had sat in Eudoxia's chair and said there were people who would arrive. The network had funded resettlement. Marina did not know yet what the network was or how much of one there was, but she knew there had been money her grandmother had access to and had never explained, money behind the sealed ledger, and a woman like Eudoxia did not pay for a stranger's papers out of a clerk's daughter's pension. The 1962 gift was the network. She filed it where she filed such things, in the place she kept the entries that would balance later, and she was wrong, and she would not learn she was wrong for a long time.

"Thank you," she said to Despoina, because it was the only true thing she could say, and because the old woman needed to be allowed to give the thanks she had carried for sixty years to someone who would receive it.

Despoina patted her hands and let them go. "Good girl," she said. "You have her mouth."

Anastasia was no longer in the doorway. Marina found her back in the office, standing at the window with her arms folded, looking down at the yard where nothing was happening.

"They love you," Anastasia said without turning. "They have always loved you. You were the only child who came. The other volunteers brought their children once and the children were frightened of the old people and did not come again. You came every week and you counted Maria's buttons and you were not frightened. Your grandmother was very proud of that. She did not say so to you. She said so to me."

Marina shut the office door behind her. "Mama. The clinic."

"I told you. There is nothing to discuss."

"There is a sheet of paper that says six weeks. There is everything to discuss." Marina kept her voice in the accurate register, the register they used, and even in it she could feel the thing rising under it. "I have looked at what Yiayia left. The apartment is worth something. There may be other things. I have not finished going through the papers but there may be other things, and if there are, the clinic does not have to close in six weeks. It does not have to close at all. Let me look at the numbers with Sotiris. Let me see what
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