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            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            Daphne

          

          1980

        

      

    

    
      They walked across the cloudsea, feet caressed by ghosts. Thick morning mist blanketed the low peaks of the pre-Alps, just above the level of the bridge, so that as they traversed the gorge, they had a strange vertigo, as if each next step might send them plummeting into the abyss. On the horizon, Mont Blanc sparkled in a blinding low sun.

      An autoroute ran along nearby, but the low drone was just a white noise—too early in the spring for birdsong—and all they heard was the trudging of their boots, the mild pant of their breath, and the jangle of coquilles Saint-Jacques that hung from their rucksacks. The shells marked Daphne and Cyrus Field as hikers following the Way of St. James, and they had enjoyed the friendly enquiries along the route so far. Yes, we are going all the way to Santiago de Compostela. Yes, we are Catholic. The novelty of being spotted as pilgrims had not worn off, even if the novelty of being on honeymoon had. Daphne wondered what they would talk about if they didn’t have this detour to occupy them. 

      The insidious smell of sulphur was unmistakable now, and she couldn’t tell if it was the tint of her sunglasses or if there was a yellow-greenish tinge to the mist. 

      “Apparently, there are hot springs within these hills,” she said. “It’s volcanic. That’s why there’s no snow.” Beneath the attempted enthusiasm, her voice was cracked and hollow. 

      Cyrus didn’t respond, and she wondered if she had said it already. She was nervous in a way she couldn’t define. It was impossible to explain to him why this mattered, because she didn’t know herself. 

      For Cyrus, this was an agreed detour to look for a half-remembered place from her childhood, a mild indulgence of his new wife’s whim. For her, it was the only reason she was on this pilgrimage. It was everything she had engineered, and possibly the moment she had been waiting for her whole life. His benevolence weighed upon her all the more since she had not told him everything. She had not told him because, if she did, then she would have to articulate a vision that could not be articulated: a castle that had no address, and no public record of ever existing, on the edge of a cliff, in a country she had never visited. 

      Yet she knew it was there and knew she had been there. That ghostly woman in the shimmering garden—the lace and chiffon, the smile and billowing red hair, like a pre-Raphaelite dream that could not exist outside of a painting—yet it had existed. And most of all, that feeling of overwhelming, all-consuming love that drowned and saved her all at once. Her whole life had been shaped by this yearning, this unspecified urgency. She must find it, and there was nothing beyond. 

      They reached the middle of the bridge, an Industrial Revolution feat of suspension that combined engineering with whimsy. At each end were twin castle follies, replete with battlements, spiral staircases, and arrow slits. Between them, the main cable curved in a majestic parabola. The bridge spanned a deep river gorge, the exact depth Daphne could not estimate when she gingerly leaned over into the void, because thick mist obscured the bottom. She imagined falling forever. Several bunches of flowers were tied to the railings, because this was the spot for people who wished to fall forever. On either side of the bridge, black cliffs plunged with terrifying verticality, smooth as if shorn, smooth as mirrors. It appeared as if each side of the cliff was reflected in the other, but that could only be a trick of the ethereal morning light, for how could cliffs be mirrors? Bare trees with witch-finger branches fought for position on the odd overhang and belvedere. Into the distance, the cliffs meandered with the river, chaotic, bulging, strata-ed, weeping with the black tears of millennia of drainage. The geological drama was an affront, a provocation. A reminder that their whole lives were nothing but a fleeting moment, less than a blink of God’s eye. The horror of it didn’t match with the blue skies. 

      Her low dread rose, as here it came. 

      “So, where’s this house then?” Cyrus put down his rucksack and took out a water flask. “We should be able to see it from here, right?” 

      Daphne scanned his tone for any sign of irritation or mockery, anything other than that performed earnestness, some cruelty she could use to bitterly console herself later when she would be forced to accept that she was wrong. But she could not be wrong. 

      Was every big moment of her life destined to be a disappointment? The wedding had solved nothing. She had walked down the aisle, watching herself as if from the outside, telling herself that the nagging feeling was nerves. As she looked into his eyes, the priest before them, and the congregation behind, she wondered if he felt it too, and if they would spend the rest of their lives breaking their own hearts out of fear of breaking each other’s. 

      But she had never doubted that the house would be here, and that it would be the answer to the eternal question that had cast a secret shadow over her life. She had not even thought of a future beyond this point. 

      “I don’t understand. It should be up there.” 

      She squinted at the cliff, shielding her eyes. The white mist and the sun cast an infernal brightness. Everything was blinding, and she couldn’t think. He took out the binoculars she’d already grimly suspected would be useless and shook his head as he peered. 

      “Pretty impossible to build up there. There’s hardly any flat ground, and certainly no access. There’s a suggestion of a ledge halfway up, but you couldn’t climb up to it, and couldn’t climb down to it. Must be the wrong location.”

      “I told you it was on the edge of a precipice,” she snapped, making no sense, and she loathed herself for it. 

      “Look, it’s a beautiful place anyway, worth visiting. We’re only a few miles from Geneva—let’s head to a hotel and do some sightseeing with the rest of the day.” He put his arm around her, but she was like a stone. It was all she could do not to flinch. It was not his fault, not his fault. He continued to placate, theorize, and commiserate, but she was already somewhere else, formulating, strategizing. She could not continue to Santiago without finding this castle, the only pilgrimage that mattered to her. She knew he believed it was nothing more than the memory of a dream, and she could not bear to think he was just indulging her in what he perceived was childishness. There was a crack in their foundation, invisible yet splintering their couple as ancient glaciers had splintered this valley, as mirrors cracked incessantly in her dreams. 

      They hiked on to Geneva with the day irreparably tainted and no ghosts exorcised. Daphne felt little more than a ghost herself as she roleplayed throughout the rest of the day and lay awake long into the night. Eventually, she crept out of bed onto the balcony to look at the view in the cool air. Shivers of moonlight rippled the whole length of the lake. The sky was frighteningly clear, and she could see infinite constellations and the brown-purple, dizzying swirl of the Milky Way. She focused on the shape of Orion and thought with inexplicable sadness that that light was already ancient. Already dead. She was looking back in time as if it were nothing. And if anyone could look at her now from Orion, she would be dead, thousands of years dead and forgotten. 

      A weather system came in during the early hours, and the next morning, when she looked out over Lake Geneva, there was no blue sky or cloudsea. The clouds were a low gunmetal, and the sky concave, as if a giant cauldron weighed on it from above. Leaving a note—“Couldn’t sleep, gone for a walk, don’t wait for breakfast,”—she stole out from the hotel before Cyrus woke up and hailed a taxi. She knew this would take far longer than even the longest of breakfasts, but all that mattered now was seeing what she knew to be there. 

      The taxi driver was irritable at such a long journey, and even more irritable at her request for him to wait, but he agreed in faltering English to give her a few minutes. Arriving at the edge of the bridge, she jumped out of the car and almost ran to the same vantage point they had taken the previous day. And her involuntary smile was filled with warmth, because there it was, the house from her memories. Not dreams, not dreams, memories. It was exactly how she remembered it. And yet, how could she remember it when she had never been there?

      The smooth, vertical cliff to her right now had a grassy shelf halfway up, on which stood a fairy-tale chateau. It was impossibly grand yet chaotic, its frantic feats of architecture echoing the turmoil of the cliffs and mountains surrounding. An architect had indulged the whim of someone with too much money and too many ideas, but the effect was somehow charming, magical. The building was nestled into a ledge high on the mountain, precariously and purposely close to the edge, which rolled away into the void. The highest tower teetered over it. It was cradled from behind by a concave shield of smooth black cliff, so smooth as to be mirrored. She could see a shadow version of the back of the castle in the cliff. The opposing cliff face was a mirror, so there were infinite houses reflected in each other.

      The main white limestone façades had been embellished with powder blue and gold gables and beams, to which had been added two asymmetrical turrets with elongated roofs, a square tower, a horde of smaller spires, and innumerable crenelations. All were woven together by covered spiral staircases. Each storey was cantilevered above the other to give a toppling effect, a pile; each floor a bit uneven and slightly wider than the one beneath it, like an overgrown plant that had shot up from the earth. Daphne couldn’t quite define its architectural style. Gothic Revival might be closest. It was romantic yet military, medieval yet modern, austere yet indulgent; no single gaze could take it in. The eye was gloriously bathed in its complexity. 

      The windows were haphazard kaleidoscopes of stained glass. One stained glass window was much larger than the others, and from her distance, she could not make out the image depicted in the glass, even with binoculars, but somehow she knew what it was—a portrait of the woman with the red hair and flowing dress. Somehow, she also knew the interior of the house was filled with mirrors. She had been inside. In some lifetime. 

      The garden was a labyrinth of sculptures, fountains, and colonnades, and the grass had overgrown into an alpine meadow ripe for wandering and filled with flowers of every color. A tree-lined avenue of dramatic, wide stone steps led down from the house to…nothing. To the edge of the cliff, where there was no barrier, no fence or wall. A person could roll off the edge gently into infinity. 

      By adjusting her binoculars, Daphne could make out figures in white moving in the garden, the people of this house of love. They moved like kind wraiths, moved with the slight flicker of an old movie. She could make out few details other than a flame of red hair and a white billowing dress, but she could perceive men and women, and they moved with the ease and confidence of wealth. They seemed to move in slow motion, maybe a trick of the light. The surety of figures that belonged in a painting, a painting brought to life. Her body glowed with unexplained recognition. 

      The strangest thing about the castle was its belonging. Its incongruity, the impossibility of its construction, made it so very essential. As if it must have been placed there by some supernatural hand. “Ah, yes, there it is,” one would say. “Everything is right with the universe, because there is the house of mirrors.” Its impossibility proved its existence. A castle for a strange princess. In the soft gray light, it was exactly how Daphne had pictured it, remembered it, this glorious caricature of peace and joy. It felt like love, like freedom. 

      She scanned the cliff face for any clue as to how to access the house. From above, it seemed impossible. The cliff behind trapped the house in a concave hollow, with sheer rock face for two hundred meters above. Below, the steep cliff continued for at least five hundred meters down into the gorge. But there was an ascent from beneath, of sorts. People had clearly tried to get up—or to get down. To find the house or to escape from it. A vertical maze of steps rose out of the valley, twisting, turning, breaking off, a multicursal vertical labyrinth. Scraps of ladders, ropes, a puzzle. It was precarious, almost comically so. And how to get down into the valley to make the ascent? Perhaps if she tried from the other side of the gorge, where the cliff was less severe. Or they could walk up the river from some distance away. They. Because now she could bring Cyrus back here, show him that she was not crazy, not just holding on to a childish chimera. 

      The taxi sounded its horn from the edge of the bridge, and she ran toward it, glancing back over her shoulder with longing. 
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        * * *

      

      That afternoon, a low, somber sun burned as Daphne and Cyrus returned yet again to the bridge. Cyrus’s mood was less benevolent now, and he slammed the taxi door with a certain petulance. He said nothing, but she could tell what he was thinking: A day of their holiday wasted. She was being ridiculous, a child. How much more must he indulge? 

      And no house, of course, nothing to see. 

      The light was different from the morning; the cliffs were nothing but mirrors of each other now, infinite shards reflected in obsidian. The cliffs were absurdly, shockingly smooth, each carved out by some giant scythe. It was beautiful, stark, and mesmerizing, but she could tell Cyrus was not in the mood to appreciate geological oddities. He pulled her into a hug and then led her away. It seemed he was trying to share her disappointment as she looked back towards the cliff, but did she sense a note of triumph too, that he was right? 

      At that moment, she hated him for his kindness, his forgiveness of her mistake, and most of all for the worry in his face when he looked at her. Because now her memory, or her vision, seemed stupid even to her. She must have imagined it that afternoon, willed it into existence. She must be crazy after all. How could that woman in the binoculars have been wearing such clothes in her lifetime? When had she ever been to Switzerland? All these aspects she had known before, but they hadn’t seemed to matter when all this was in her head. The moving image of it had simply always been a part of her, as much as her own limbs. 

      All of Cyrus’s explanations were reasonable. It must have been a dream, a lucid dream, or something she read in a book or saw on television when she was very young and mistook for a memory. He was logical, generous. And yet there was something lost forever between them now, a gulf between them as deep as this gorge. If only he could love her enough to accept, if not to believe. She touched some of the flowers tied to the bridge and understood something of that despair. But not despair quite yet. She knew she would be back, without him, and she knew there was no version of this that would not drive her mad.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            Cyrus

          

          2035

        

      

    

    
      “So, there you have it. The Problem of the Disappearing House. It wasn’t there, then it was, then it wasn’t.”

      Professor Cyrus Field varied his telling of the story each time, embellishing a detail here and there, adding or removing a little piece of dialogue. But he always followed the telling with a dramatic flourish of his black gown as he moved from lectern to window. Once, his movement had been a sudden trademark dart, an impassioned flurry of almost unhinged energy to rouse the students’ minds. Nowadays, it was more of a shuffle. 

      The seminar room was as much a relic as he was. The top floor of the chapter house, annexed to the college chapel, had been built in the 1500s and changed little in over five hundred years. It was ice cold year-round, and dust gathered in the low vaults where crumbling Protestant whitewash gradually revealed the Catholic frescoes beneath. The only furniture consisted of an old wooden lectern that had once, many centuries before, been a pulpit in the cathedral; two rows of wooden desk-bench structures that students had to slide into awkwardly; and a battered whiteboard on wheels, with its built-in tray of colored marker pens and cloth eraser. The whiteboard was a palimpsest of decades of his scribbles. He kept it partly because he preferred to write things the old-fashioned way, and partly because he knew the students found it quirkily twentieth-century. 

      The window looked out of the back of the college. He turned away from the students and gazed out across the sea of low morning mist, blanketing the city and pierced by spires. He took a pipe and a silver tobacco box from his tweed pocket and used the window ledge as a table for his ritual, trying to ignore the shake in his hands that was making this process increasingly difficult. Flakes of tobacco spilled onto the windowsill as he tipped and pressed them into his pipe, and he swept them carelessly onto the floor with his fingers. He lit his pipe languidly and looked out across the cloudsea. 

      He enjoyed the silence of his students deep in thought, as much as he enjoyed the clichéd silhouette that he made, the wistful old professor. He tried to ignore the failing sight that meant he could no longer make out the legions of gargoyles adorning the sandstone spires. Now it was only a general impression of Gothic elegance, with the details filled in by memory. But memory could get you far. Memory was malleable, elastic, molded by desire. If he wanted to embellish the stone figures and grotesques in his mind’s eye, make them into something they were not, where was the harm? 

      Finally, Cyrus turned to the room in a puff of smoke, with the nihilism that ensured no one had ever complained. 

      “Thoughts?” 

      He would vary the way he said this, too, because his tone colored the students’ responses, and wasn’t his life’s work to get as many responses as possible? Today, he opted for earnest, approachable, open to ideas. The room was gradually bathed in a tobacco haze as he awaited the first brave soul. Twenty of the world’s finest young minds taking Introduction to Philosophy, minds sent to him each year to attempt to solve the unsolvable. 

      A few tentative hands raised. He knew there would be some prepared answers. Professor Field’s Disappearing House Problem was a college legend, and this new crop of young people would have been prepped by the second-year philosophers, just as decades of second-year philosophers had done before them. Last year’s group had come in terrified, a couple of them almost in tears, as they had been pranked with the rumor that Cyrus was a tyrant who would have them sent down from the university if they got the answer wrong. 

      He pointed to a confident-looking boy. He could gauge the confidence by how the boy leaned back in his chair, twirling a pencil. Body language was everything to Cyrus nowadays, since he could no longer make out people’s features. Encroaching blindness was bringing out his other senses, making him realize how little he had made use of them before. He guessed this boy was from Eton or similar, most likely. 

      “She has schizophrenia. The house is in her head.”

      Never heard that one before. 

      He scribbled on the whiteboard. The red pen squeaked and ran dry, so he threw it on the floor with the abandon that was part of his act, and picked up a green, inhaling the chemical scent of toxic ink as he removed the lid and poised to write. “Next?”

      “He’s gaslighting her,” said someone. “The house is there, but he refuses to see it and convinces her that she is imagining things.”

      “Not bad, but since this is a philosophy and not a psychology class, let’s go a bit deeper. Clear your minds of preconceptions. What is it they say in those tech companies and consultancies that most of you will end up in? Blue sky thinking. No wrong answers.” He winced to himself as he said this, a relic statement of his from seminars past. Seminars from times of hope. They all knew that few of these students would be following their dream careers. 

      “They’re in a movie.”

      “A computer game.”

      “It’s a drug-induced hallucination.”

      “A timeslip into a different dimension.”

      “They’re in two different versions of a multiverse.”

      “It’s a hologram.”

      “Déjà vu—past life regression.”

      “She’s been hypnotized.”

      “He’s been hypnotized.”

      “She made a mistake with the geography. She’s mixing memories, conflating the place with another where she had actually been.”

      “It’s entelechy—merely the potential for a house.”

      “It’s a thought-form, a manifestation of the subconscious. Everyone dreams of their perfect house, their fairytale castle. And so everyone sees the house they want to see. Perhaps the guy just doesn’t have a dream house.”

      “It’s Aristotle—the paradox of place. If the house has a place, then that place must have a place, ad infinitum—therefore it cannot exist.”

      “It’s a metaphor for the difference between the male and female brain.”

      “It’s a metaphor for the breakdown of a marriage.”

      “It’s a metaphor for the decline of religion—they’re on a pilgrimage, and it failed. The holy grail was just a mirage.”

      “It’s a made-up problem by a philosophy professor, an abstraction to make us think.”

      There was nothing here he hadn’t heard a version of before, but he noted everything on the whiteboard and stored it in his mind. He loved the energy, the opening of minds to possibilities, the whirring of cerebral cogs. 

      “Okay, let’s take that last comment, and let’s say I made it up. Why? What’s the point of this?” As always, he was able to extend their discussion into a fruitful introduction to ontology. The very nature of being: how do we know that anything exists outside of ourselves? How do we know that we exist? Could we be nothing more than someone else’s thought experiment, or merely one version of infinite possible universes? What does it mean for a house to exist? What do our interpretations of the problem tell us about ourselves? 

      They talked of Plato, Hume, Heidegger. It was meandering by design, this first session, to inspire them, free their minds of constraints.

      Eventually, there was only one student who hadn’t spoken. She had short red hair, not ginger but dyed neon scarlet, shaved on one side, and when Cyrus squinted, he could just about make out the forms of piercings and tattoos. He was about to ask her for a contribution when that annoying Etonian boy raised his hand again and spoke without waiting to be asked.

      “Professor, when will you publish the answer?”

      “Are you worried I’ll die before I reveal it? I’m not planning to croak this semester; don’t worry.” 

      I am worried I’ll die before I discover it. 

      Cyrus hated the question because he didn’t have an answer, either to the question or to the problem, even for himself. There had always been time for everything—time to find the answer, time to publish the answer, time to admit he hadn’t known the answer before. Now, it seemed time was running out for everyone. The latent terror, a slow vulture circling, was the possibility that there was no answer, and never would be. 

       “There isn’t necessarily an answer. Not every question has an answer. And there are a multitude of truths. Today, one simple question has led us to discuss topics as broad as epistemology, existentialism, Epicurus… Now, who hasn’t spoken yet?” He pointed at the red-haired girl. “What about you…” He was about to say “young lady,” but one could never be too careful, particularly with his failing eyes. “What do you think about the question?”

      She shifted in her chair, and there was a confident pause. “Is it a real-life example?” 

      Around the room, there were a few draws of breath and a few titters.

      “A real-life disappearing house. Love it,” laughed the Eton boy. 

      But there was no trace of sarcasm in the girl’s voice. Cyrus folded his arms and put his head to one side, considering. “Why does it matter?” 

      “I think it matters a lot.” She spoke with an international accent he couldn’t quite pinpoint, in a voice that faltered but intrigued him with its quiet intelligence. There was a slight defiance to it. 

      “If this is an abstraction,” she continued, nodding slowly to herself as she articulated her thoughts, “then our answers can be philosophical, fantastical. We can explore the realms of impossibility. But if it’s a real-life situation, then we must ground our answers in science. In physics, or geology, or psychology. There has to be an explanation.” 

      “Does there? I don’t necessarily agree,” he said with kindness. “Real life does not preclude the philosophical, the fantastical. If this were a real-life situation, it would not preclude any possibility. Because nothing is stranger than real life. What are some of the mysteries of life?” He addressed the whole class now. It was a ridiculous question, but he was tired, and he wanted to see where it took them. There were mentions of dark matter, God, the Big Bang, the possibility of alien life. “Lots of cosmological suggestions, indeed. But before we even get to science, what else?”

      “Love,” three people said at once. 

      “Love, indeed. The mysteries of love. Love can make strange things happen. Love can make anything possible.”  

      “Nothing is possible without love…for love puts one in the mood to risk everything.” It came like a ghost, a voice from another dimension, this quiet but insistent voice from the red-haired girl. 

      “Carl Jung,” they both said at the same time. 

      Something happened, some slight shift in the universe. He suddenly wanted to know everything about this girl, and at the same time, he wanted to get away from her as quickly as possible and never see her again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Letter from Miss Lydia Temple to Dr. Carl Jung

        June 20, 1900

      

      

      Dear Carl,

      I permit myself to begin addressing you by your first name, now that we are friends rather than doctor and patient. Here in Paris, the World’s Fair is in full flow, and if you are steeling yourself for a tedious account of every exhibit, invention, and artwork that I have encountered, you can breathe a sigh of relief. Suffice it to say, the march of progress has reached vertiginous speed, and it fills me with as much dread as wonder. As we shuffled shoulder-to-shoulder through the Hall of Machines, we felt compelled not merely to observe and accept, but to worship these dynamos and diesel engines and telegraphs as some kind of moral force. And I ask myself, what hand is guiding all this? Are we moving toward earthly paradise, or are we poised to unleash hell? All of these things are potential blueprints for a better life. And yet such potential for destruction. Can we live up to these Promethean accomplishments? Because one thing I know for certain is that we are destined to misuse our gifts. 

      But enough of such dull matters, for I am not here to reveal the secrets of technology, but the secrets of love. My dear Carl, I have fallen helplessly in love, and it is a miracle. Surely, no one in the world can feel the way I do now, and yet I also feel a curious new affinity with every other being in the universe. I have connected to something far more powerful than the human psyche. I have tapped into some collective, subconscious river that runs through the world’s veins, that only the lucky few get to experience. And so, I will indulge myself with the sweetness of writing about her, in the hope that it will contribute something to your ongoing study of the mysteries of love. 

      Imagine, if you will, the Palace of Illusions at midday on Tuesday, June 5, 1900. A momentous day in time. I had already wandered—or battled, to be more accurate, since the crowds were unbearable—through the Palace of Optics and seen the giant telescope and the giant kaleidoscope. My senses were already open to the infinite possibilities of the universe. And then through to the Palace of Illusions. Oh, those mirrors! The exquisite disorientation of it! I have never been fond of mirrors—in fact, I have always avoided them. As you know, I was not blessed with beauty. I am a woman condemned to masculine ugliness, and in my thirty-five years, I have only ever used mirrors as Socrates instructed, to remind me to hide my disgrace through learning. 

      But in these mirrors, I was distorted and refracted and multiplied. The infinite shards of me sparkled and gave me such hope that tears ran down my face. Yes, Carl, even I—real tears! There were moments when I looked almost beautiful. Time splintered and lacerated; I felt immortal. 

      And then the room shifted, and the fragments of me turned into fragments of an angel. Some ethereal princess, dressed in white, with blood-red hair and the saddest, kindest eyes I had ever seen. Eyes filled with some primordial knowledge and daring me to discover it for myself. I thought it must be another illusion, some painting brought to life, and I was whirling around open-mouthed, when I collided with the real-life angel. I saw my own soul in those pale green eyes, those endless pools. So fragile she was almost translucent, and yet real, too real. The crowds fell away. She was the world, and the world was her. I felt that every arabesque in that kaleidoscope of mirrors was all the light of the world, focused on that moment just so our hands could meet. Hers were ice cold, like the beginning or the end of the universe. Oh, I could write this romantic nonsense forever—how to explain such a sudden change in the world? 

      You are probably smiling now, Carl, and imagining with what brilliant, acerbic wit I was able to charm her. I, Lydia Temple, notorious trouser-wearer and seducer of wives. But I’m afraid my brain and tongue failed me, and we stood staring at each other, breathless, until she was ushered away by her disapproving chaperones, looking back at me over her shoulder with longing. Perhaps my reputation precedes me. 

      I stood, buffeted by crowds, unable to move. 

      How was the world still turning? How could all these people not have noticed what had just happened? Two souls colliding? 

      I will not bore you by describing my agony that afternoon at the thought of never seeing her again. Fifty million people have passed through this exhibition, after all—how would I find her? I tried to console myself with the thought that she had been one of the illusions. I wandered through the halls for hours, ignoring the exhibits that had now lost their sheen. There was only one wonder here that interested me, and it was human. On a table display of zoetropes, I found one reel of a dancing girl in a red dress, and I spun it again and again, faster and faster, until I was almost mad with the strobe effect. I imagined that if I stared hard enough at the moving image, the girl would turn into my angel. So I made the girl dance faster and faster, knowing that there was no real passage of time inside the zoetrope, that it was only the illusion of motion. But I felt I should die without that illusion. 

      I’m afraid to say, Carl, that I became quite frantic—you know quite well those moods I used to have—slapping at the thing as I spun, cursing it. I must confess that I made rather a scene, and I was eventually moved on by a gendarme.

      By the evening, I was in an uncharacteristically subdued mood as I took my
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