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Abstract
This novel and its critical companion express the unacknowledged presence of the Latin
American immigrant in England in terms of the gh&&numbras the story of Samuel,
a Costa Rican immignt settling in contemporary England, and narrates his encounters
with literal and figurative ghosts. My research draws from the Derridean concept of
hauntology and the critical approach developed from it to specify the challenges the
ghost can pose to tltichotomies of presence and absence, as well as past and present.
I map these challenges within the encounters of the Latin American immigrant with
different cultural subjects in England to point out instances of Othering and postcolonial
melancholiaWha the novel depicts is a complex modern globalised England that tends
to romanticise its Victorian past, that clings to certain aspects of this particular era. In
Penumbrathese ideas filter through the everyday experiences and fantastical visions of
a fareign narrator who struggles to reconciliate his confounded expectations with the
reality of the countryThis project has a microsociological focus. Its subject is a
migrant individual adjusting to ghostliness in England, rather than Ratierica as an
ethnic group.The fiction explores the mechanisms of the Latin American protagonist
for coping with such ghostind emphasises the relevance of his anecdotical narrative
for breaking it. My treatment of the spectre as a metaphor for the Latin American
expoes the practices and everyddg occurrences that make this subject invisible,
voiceless, and liminal. This series of ghostly encounters pace the development of the
mai n character, but what moves the pl ot

own ghostliness.

The critical companion to the novel has four parts. Thedmstdelineates the
challenges hauntology poses to the concepts of presence and time, on which | base the

rest of my analysis. | introduce two modalities of the ghost, the sensuous presence to



Delgado Spectral Encounters

which | connect the ter m 0 dchldentfywiththe and t
term 6ghosté6é. Part Two | ocalises the haunt
context of the Latin American immigrant in contemporary Englaratder to justify

the characterisation of my protagonistxamine the reasons fibre inconspicuousness

of the Latin American, looking at the historical relations between Europe and Central
America, and more specifically between England and Costa Rica. | introduce my term

of ghostingto refer to the practices that render the Latin Aocagr Other invisible. The

central idea of Part Three is the challenge of hauntology to our concept of time,

specifically, the solidity of the present. | analyse the impact of the returning past, not

only on the foreign protagonist Benumbrabut also ontie country as a whole. |

concentrate most of my literary analysis on Part Four of the critical section. This last

section focuses on the ghost as an instrument and subject of my creative practice. |

study the themes of presence and time other authorekpl@ed through a ghostly

filter and compare them to my rendition. | locate my fiction in relation to other ghost

literature. | conclude with the idea that both the sensuous and symbolic modalities of

the ghost are complementary to each other and togetilar for a strong conceit of the

invisibility of the Latin American immigrant in England.
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Chapter One

|l was sitting on a bench on Pl atMaotonm One ¢
onLeen thewhite sign across the tracks said. God knows where that was. The
architecture of the station was notiixg, no beautiful casiron pillars, no centenarian
masonry, no historical visuals that | recognised. The roof was zinc and simple, the
aluminium beams holding it, unadornéd. coul dndot tel | ,Bbubtw | ong
must have been a while, judgibyg thepain on my arse. | shifted amchtched the
10:10 service to Sheffield arrive and leavetehing he tains go by had become very
soothing. Aguy likemevho wasnét going anywhere was i
small triggers of stress pesterinfpcg r t ravell ers. | carried nc
catch a connection or hurry for a seat. | was never going to be late for anythasg.
neither thebeardectyclist with the bike on his shoulddroardirg the 10:20 to Leeds
w a s meéwoman irkneehigh bootdaptaptaping, as she scurriéako the 1038to
Doncaster just a secoe@forethedoors closed.  w a s fatberof three with a baby
in his armsand a desperate lookho kept askingoneof his childrent ostogiasking
already ®hey would getto Durhamwhen they got there.

I wasndt gett i ngWadichingpeaple depdjaverheas e pl ac e s
strange sense of lonelinessdelayedparting as sensef theunbridgeablalistance
between uskine by mel d i d n éanaimBushaimora party to attend in
DoncasterTime was mine to enjoy the view of the toiling locomotidragging all
that dead weigheandof the emptinesbetween arrivals and departures.

If only my head emj¢d like the stationThat wasthe downsideof the quiet
momentstheyleft too much space fony thoughtsFor thoughts of LoriFor thoughts

of Zoe.
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They arrived in my mind with every train thhgft. Unlike the trains, thee
womend i d on@etone @fter the otheéFhere was no schedule to their arrivalsey
kept appearing simultaneousjyulling my memoy in different directionsin that sense,
theyweremorel i ke the trains that didnoédpeedt op at
juggernaits that went bythundering from London to EdinburgAnyone stepping in
front of them would behatteredAnyone else wouldle gone magitrying to cope with
Lori and Zoethat morning Anyone elsevouldd vneeadthem to slowdown to take
turnslike the sluggish diesel engines that stopped at the statamme.
Being with Zoe and Lonwa s n 6 t ofaschetlindgpkbeing in time or out
of time.l was in both abnce It w a s a rdatter obeing inone placeeither, here in
Audbridge or backtehome in Costa Ricd.was in both abnce It wastruly a matter of
focus of choosing to see whom | wanted to see.
They donét know each other. Zoe and VLot

us have been together since the beginning.

*kk

| landedin the UK on a Thursday eveninghad been online, trying to rent a ffadbm

overseagor about a month, buttheyjustoul dndét | et me rent a pl
first, sol booked hreenights in a hostel which | thought were enough to find a more
permanent place. lwaswror@f c o ur s e ,evea ardnge aoviewirdjithid t

that time | wasalsolucky, though,becausetaying at that hostel | metgay called

Sanay whoworked at the receptiohtold him about my troubles while lweasseting

me up for two more nights in the hosseld that got him talking aboagency feeand

what arip-off they were
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0The problem,é I told Sanjay, O0The prot
postcode here. |  ccaannddtt ogpeetn nmay bGWh kr iagchcto.udn t
60Candt r e g ibadded Sanjapottihg. He al@ays loaddas if he
were pouting. His mouth was too sinal his deekstoo chubby sohis lower lipkept

sliding forwards.

OExactly, 6 | said, thougstoodiforatttetd nd6t qui t
moment.
What | didno6t 16 ¢ustbeenS@shngpdopking famsnew gaia t

of headphone®ne guy at the register hatthem to me while another omeastaking
my datafor the receiptHe aslkedme forsomethingldin 6t qu i t edagamit . He a
| ddgotsomethind didndt u n d e rrepiedl didh,6 t s deTamdbenother idiot
behind the counter laugh | figured outlaterhe was asking me foryrpostcodeThey
laughed ame for not understandirigwhatever matei what really stung was the irony
that Ib dnswered rightvhen | said didn &ave one.
Sanjay never hedthe story but hemust have had an ideawhat | was going
through becausé¢he next time Fan into him hehanded me the number ofay who
would probably let me somethirgraight up

The landlord sounded nice oute phone. He had a bit of Indian underneath his

English accent. That hel ped. I't made him s
a single word in Hindi, or Bengali, or Kar
another, butintheenditdinn mat t er . It was the differen

top of an accent, that distinctiveness of intonation. It sounded so foreign yet so familiar
i soothing He hada studio flat on Moorgate Stregtailable It soundedsmal, butit
fittedmy budget and | ¢ onevedaomgeristayanfthfe bastgjustao waste

time viewing houses. | told myself that any cheap flat would work and played dumb to

5
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therisk of notgoingthrough an agency got the impressiohwas supposed to feel
scaregdbutl dndverheard about letting agertiefore

Mr Patel was quite nice in person too. He was an English bloke of Indian
descent. His parents had immigrated before he was born. He must have been in his early
thirties, probably just a few yearkder than me, but | called him Mr Patel because, no
matter how much | tried, | could never pronounce his forename right. | knew it was
spelt Gh-a-n-a-s-h-y-am, Ghanashyamand after hearing it a few times, | got the
60Ghanaé part washeaoAf rpiromanm unnacwerdt -y &kenitkBn gl
mafiana n Spani sh. Mr Patel disagreed and sai
with him and continued calling him by his surname, which now he and everybody else
in England pronounced with a Briiging to it.

We met the day | moved in. He came over to sign the tenancy agreement and
give me the keys. My new flat was on the first floor above a cldeedh takeaway. It
took Mr Patel about forty seconds to show me the whole place. You could see it all
standing in one spot. Everything looked like it was forty years oldyhtite Wilko
wallpaper was lifting up in places, stiff from being painted over and over again, but
nothing too bad. I't had what | n&akded, a s
bed | didndét have to fold up into a wardrc
bed, kind of a mockip wall. If I filled it up with books, it would givesome impression
of privacy.

After signing the contract, Mr Patel and | chatted for devlie was surprised,
intrigued, | should say, about how little luggage | was carrying.

6Youbre not running away from anything,
if he was joking.

A

60h no, 6 | sai d. 6 Not at al |

(@)
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You came to find someone.

d came tdfind someoné&The words slipedout of nowhere. found myself
saying them before Icoutdh i n k Afirl.d hem. 6

Oh! o6 Mr Patel sounded interested.

| tried tosteerhim off topig, telinghi m |1 di dndét have much,
stuff back home anthat| wasspending my lifesavingsmigrating to the UK.
Nervousness often made me too honestgtook forconfidences.

He must have noticed | was embarrasseddaopgped the subjedtwas wearing
my Frankenstein -Bhirt, a black one with bright-green picture of Boris Karloff as the
Monster and the phrase 061tds Alive! d bel ov
said it was clever and that he liked it. He asked me if | had read the book or if | was a
fan of the movies. I told himllevd bot h and that Mary Shell e
favourite novel of all times.

6l havendét read it in quite a while, 6 I
be honest . 0

6Better get to it then,d6 said Patel . 06)
daugher, Yamuna, used to read books all the time when she was little. All the time.
Shedés fourteen now and all she ever does i

When he said goodbye, Patel called me Mr Frankenstein and reminded me to get
backtoreathg.He di dndét need to, reatbyldeGéttfngd
homewasone ofmy reasos for coming to Englandvir Patel also wished me good
luck finding that girl.

Zoe stole a book from me back in Costa Ritaas some silly guidebook about

the countryl liked it because it was in English. She liked it because it was about
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beachesand coffee plantations, and volcanic laggarl somether stuff she wanted
to see on her tripShe took it with her the day she left. | resemgading with it.
| had developed thing for booksin my early teens | thought England was all
about the Premier League and what they wer
MTV T Spicee Girls, Oasis, Robbie Williams, stuff like thahen when | turned
eighteen) readGreat Expectationand became addicted to Victorian literature. | learn
much about England from there. Surely things had changed over the years, but | had a
strong feeling that England was still Victorian at its core. Why not? It was largely its
public image, the touristic stuff that reached home. The aging Queen, Mary £oppin
BBC dramas, and all thatvhat | learnt in books piled on top of that soft pop base, and
| thought | had Britain figured out.
Zoe did not look Victorian when | met h&he was wearingenimshorts and
sandalsShe said she came from Englaadd Iwass o t hr i | | gesdo |y oausbGkreed ¢
Br i t Shedmlled and said she w&hnesmiled at mence,blushing in the heatand
| was done for.
Lori, however, always loadthe part, and itvasn tdsimply a matter of her
clothesor how shewvore her hair upall the time It washermanners, heposture It was
how she seegadto float as she mowk It wasthat tone she udavith me that mdeme
feel lwasbeingbothreprimanded and seducedoatce
MeetingLori wasanunlikely event Everything about her, everything around
herwasa sort of fiction, something closer to
booked my flight to Audbridgshe was Vi ctorian fiction, ar
thingsgot started between Lori and nadl because of ook A tattered old book with

nice clean margins.
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I picked up a c érankengieirfromil e flpor @nhy dat tivee y 6 s
days after moved in The book had lost its jacket, and the years had left a mark on its
cover. The worrdown fabric was stretched in patches, showing gaps between the
threads. Much of the original red had turned pink, and the pink white. On it was a bright
greenpost t . 6 Hope you enjoy it. My daughter w
through the letterbox.
Before I left CostaRicd, t ol d myself | wasndét Ilgoing to
couldnét |l et myself think that Bdsidesjwas t he
di dnét even know i f thhdeeersatcouple of hmontiesecel i n A u
webdbd | ast s p ok amtoforéemwlaciks Ihithappeme,ifhfgund her, |
would take that as a sign, as a pat in the fhack the universe.

That second day sflanldeciddd tddve myoafteendoni nt o m)
coffee atthe Mulberry Tree It was a pulmearthe neighbourhoodufficiently welklit
and quiet enough during the day to sit down and.igadinda corner table near the
heater. Pen in hand, | was ready to start reading my new book.

| 6d al ways neede dyagandiatheabandoned leisafaimilya st or
long before Imet him, and my father died befdreould make a memory of hirbut
greatauntOlgaalways said | should be glad thpgssed on two little treasuresme a
Spanish passport aaknackfor appreciating literatur@Vriting noteson the margins
of bookswas part of that legacyhad grown up reading books they Hiigtred with
notes | t wa s nnotes it yasmernsonastufetao tif | was aboy in awWilliam
Faulknemovel,| would saydmy father is a bogimy grandpa too. knew them better
in paperbacKormat than in human shag&ol picked up the habif composing
marginaliafrom an early agd.would write down how a character reminded me of
someone | knew in real life, like Lennie fradf Mice and Menwho was the living

9
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image of innocence and reminded me of my aunt in her last year. She had tesl a se
of strokes. All that nonsense | jotted down, my thoughts, impressions, and swearing, it
made me part of the storythHought of it as record of my pasproof that | existed. |

had never owned a diary, but my thoughts and memories were spreadhoodreds of
pages of Gogknows how many books.

Mr Patelds gift was completely clean of
the green post off its cover, the book was free of anyone else. A virgin book, it
contained the authoésdsl wbopdkedndowo ahet bk
hand and got the feeling | was holding something important, something pristine. So |
madeapadty es, a pact with the book. |l promi se
unspoiled state, that | was going to preservénitegrity, so whenever | or whoever
picked it up in the future, we would only
was going to keep myself out of @oming to England was a chance to start doing
things differently.

| put the pen down on thalile, had a sip of coffee and began to read.

The first couple of pagesere goy to read butwhenl turned page 15
everything got ruined. ¢ o wedntthue@viththe sentence on thextpage; myeyes
went to the opposite corner of the following pagleere was a word, hanaritten,

hanging from the corner of page 17 like a ldagged spider smashed against the paper.

I di dnot read the word; I saw it and recor
HELP
OWhat 276 | snapped. OYou have got to be

Somdody had already written on the margins. | tried rubbing it off, but it was

written ime 6 nk. 6 Fuck

10
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There was an ol der couple two tables we
looking at me with a mixture of alarm and disgust. | sank on my chair.

The waiter must have heard me too. He came by and&ijigou alright over
here? 6

OEverythingods g Hedgateaquick glasca at the oldgricaupieni n g .
andsaidtome . &6You | et me know i f THhermwanaeed anyt
certan sulkiness about hinh&itmade me feel even more embarrassed.

| could have sworn | heard a woman dagye.

The book went into my bag. | finished my coffee and left as fast and quietly as |

could.

| took the book ouas soon as | was back in my flaheeded to see that margin again. |
needed to make s uatword.ll flippe the ook opememdjthereét d t h
was:help, awkwardly written in long uneven capital letters. The lines were stroked
twice or more. It made the word seéke straw stems bundled together. | wanted to set
fire to them. | wanted to burn the word out of existence, so | could have my beautiful
cleanmargins back. The H stretched all the way up to the page number. The page
number . | gasped. I was | ooking at page 2(
slowly turned the pages, going back to the beginning. Dreading, knowing, but not
wanting to kiow, that at the top of page 17 there was the word aalp,

| shouted a longpilingual combination of fucks, Jesusesn d hel Imsnd | di
making a scene when no one was watching.

| had to start over. One by one, | checked each,gagaobottom If there were
ot her mar ki ndtrned théfust phgesfarcefullialing my anger out on

the book. | ran my fingeanarddown the papeias if | waspunishng it for being so

11
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naughty.The tantrurmasted about onkundredoagesThenl took a pause and made
myself somamorecoffee.l checled the rest of the novel calmand found no rore
notes.
It was late when | finished, sddssed the book emthe bookshelf andient to
bed. | had too much to dettling in Audbridge to be worrying about things like that. |
had a job to find. I had to buy a damn pil
insteadand went to sleep.
| caught sight ofhe bookthe next morningvhile | was having my ceredl.
coul dnét help it. One, Cheerogrunthingieselengyui c k gl
head.The pinkish spine hadothing written ont, but | couldseelettersanyway It
wa s metitle, hindyoy j ust an O6HO6 at firstandCr unch,
imaginedthe rest of the word appéag, help. | shook my head andéHettersvanished.
| went tocheckthe bookanyway,rubbedthe worn spinavith my thumbnail Nothing
there.lt went backwards onto the shelf that | could only see tpages, but the
damage waalreadydone A bit like asquintstraight atthesyd kept seei ng it
moved my eyes away.
Theimagestuck ve n af t er .Théptanfdr thefdaywas bheckirigl a t
out the job fair at Audbridge Arenand Isaw it reflected on the gladsorswhile | was
queuing at the entranck poppedevery time | took a break, as if everything else | was
doing during the day was just a momentary distraction frorbadloé& lying on the shelf.
The fair itself wasomethinghew. Awful too.l walked through the doail
excitedwith a smile on my face, bthe energy washeuff little by little as | moved
amongthestalls | eavi ng my CV an dforimnelofeitiikeg t hat | o

begging!l 6 d expeviemaedhat before.

12
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There were some twenty stargt up around the lobby of the arenhe first
tableas you walked inwastiRA F 6 s yw d tn leldavetakenme evenflé d t al ked
totheml 6d never hel d a g un Neither omthawduniformed nor d
menlookedat me and | triedo repay the favourWe di dnét have an ar my
Rica, and | 6d al ways pérsohntll skppdd evarrtodtheaaxto u nd
standand talked to aecruiterfor Care UK. It was a chance to make a real difference,
she saidwhich was nice, but the whole thing reminded me too much of myQigat
| 6d j ust rseriorcaebdi sfi rneem st, h ea n dtossmyselébackin.t r e ad
All the posters b her stand showed people smilidn ecstaticsenior lady showing
some sheet of paper to her nurse, the same face of a girl readatgeptance letter to
college or looking at heirtpay check | ¢ o uahydfthatBesidas,the
recruiter said heeded acaandl d i d n 0 tdustitha thoeightootiriging on the
other sideof the roadyave ne the chills Sol thankedthe womanhanded her a copy of
my CV, just in caseand kept looking.
| stepped by a couple more stalisspitality jobs nothing exiting. Then | took
a breather and there was my copyadnkensteinfreshinmymindas i f |1 6d | ust
in my hands.
HELP
| shookthe image off, tikking to awoman in another stalSherepresented a
charityand was looking for event planners
OHave you got any experience organi sing
|l didnot .
60 Any meetngst gatheringsjeddings, parties 6
| said | was sorry but no. Thehme asked aboutainsferable skillendl told her

| 6d wabacklleahtre, doing customer serviseh e menti oned |1 6d be

13
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of people, doing lots of talking, whicctuallyworked againstér becausevhenever |
was forced to t&lto others, | got all selfonscious and afraid of language. That messed
up my English and then | was done.
She wrotedownmy name on a list anbok my data | had one last copy of my
CVbutl didndét give it to her.
Walking out of ttat jobfair was the first time $eriouslyasked myself what the
hel l | 6d been thinking when | moved to Enc
If 1 6d gfeeling defeated ke that would have probably given uput
| ambledaround the city centri®r a short while and stumbled upawWat er slt one 6 s .
initially went injustto check out the shophe threestorey building was the largest
b ook s h o pfilleddodhe snevehrstuff | wouldlove toreadi back homethe
English literature sectiom most bookshopwas one shelbf Penguin classics
gravitated towards the Nedictorian section angicked up a copy d1o o r Thé s
League of Extraordinary Gentlemdrturned it around a couple of timesarchindgor
the sticker with the pric®nly thendid I realist 6d never been to a pl
books were sold at the actual price printed on the Faékt er | 6 d pahed f or
guy behind the countevhether there were any openingsw@ s n 6t ent husi ast
whenhg ol d me t hey wer en0tattheyusuallygavdhd jolt he mo m
to students or people with experience.
60ltéds a hard one to get ,-undedappscatiors, 6L a s
for one job. 6
That was fine. At least | knew the trutind the brighter side wasthat di d n 6t

think aboutFrankensteirwhile | was in the bookwp. It only came back to mance |

walked out of the building.

14
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| was thinking about ivhenl discoveredan Oxfam bookbkopdown the street.
My wallet was already feeling much lighter, but still I went in. | had no idea books were
so cheap in ther&othinghadprepared me teesist the temptation of the low prices
Dickens, Blake, Wells, Vee,and Austen| boughtsevenbooks forless tharthe £20
|l 6d spent in Waterstones

I held my loot close to my chest asttolledhome | regretted nothing.

Back in the flat) lined thebooksup on the top shelsobeautiful, unmarked,
unspoiled| ran my fingeracrosghe spines Then my hand shot sidewise, a half
conscious move, and grabbed the book Patel had given me. The weight was something
else. The book made itself noticégnorted and kept it in my hand for a moment,
swapped ifrom one hand to the other.

That was the book | wanted to rexhmn it, he others could wait.

| laid it face down on my left palm arilip pedthrough the pageshe yellowing
paperspreadingts scentup to my nostrils I t wa s rsradl It was sweal andn p
delicate, somewhat smoked. Vanilland\just like that | was hooked.

Standing right there in frd of the bookshelf | pi cked up where |
before.l saw the word on page 17, then the one on 20. | was okayhwik But then,
| saw the rest.

One page after another, the word help, help, help. At times a couple of pages
apart. At other timeseveral of them swarming on one page. | kept looking. The
uneven letters became mard moreauniform, the awkward handwriting more legible.
Then new words began to appear. O0Dondét, 6 ¢
creepiest of all words, the last one | would have wanted to see: Samuel.

Patel! | thoughtlt must have been him. He had given me the book as part of

some joke. They did sell special invisible inks that appear on the paper after a while. It
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had to be Patel s sick idea of a gag. Had
else had accessnél he seemed like such a nice person when we first met.

I picked up my phone and dialled my | ar

One calling tone, and my eyes were on the margins.

Two calling tones. Something seemed odd.

Three tones.

| took a pen and a bus ticket lying thre kitchen counter. Then | wrote my name
on it.

Tone.

| placed the ticket against the page.

They matched. The tracing of the 06s06, t
t he O6mb. It was my handwriting.

OHIi , Samuel . You al HiswibetwasieeMas if Feavere | a n s
justwaking up.

It wasmyhandwriting.

OHel |l 0? Samuel ?60

6Yeah,0 Mri .Patrel , 6 | replied. | asked hi
transferring money to his account. The conversation was short.

My handwriting.

Page after page it became more obvioliad written the words. Soon they
appeared in combinationSam, Help, Samudbo n 6 t , Fear ;,DeddeSand, , Samt
Help. Then there were phrases, and the margins grew fuller and fuller. With every page
| turned, the writing was more consistent. By pdQethere were full sentences. Just
two, mind you. Two sentences and then it stopped.

| died my first week in Audbridgedi d ndét see the tram comir

16
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Chapter Two

| died my first week idudbridge
After reading that, | felt my death was overdiike words had poweFhey

convinced me they were true, thoudinew they werenonsensga bitlike catechisml

believed them and di dnot at the same ti me.

Thefollowing day was ahursdaytheseventhdag i nce I|idéd arri ved

Audbridge My first thought waking upvasthat it wasmy last day to didl. satup on
the bedand said out loud) L a s t ,6ashfeymaismcouldhidethefearfrom myself.

| got up and grabbed the book from the shelf without even looking at it. | was
going to march straight to the window and toss it @stod riddancé) said ad
slammed the window opgbut it was too sooto speakJust as swungthe book
forwards | hesitated.

You shanét. You shanot .

I s h a?Midetwords in my heaghade the book heavieFhe throw was poor.

My poorest ever. My ol®PEteacher would have laughedhyonewat c hi ng woul do

laughedas the book barely made it out the windbwhut the window and slid down
back against the wall.

| thought for a while, sitting on éfloor. Firstabout repatriation. My insurance
policy covereditt hat was n ditb utth el pwansbnedsboidshow @p
to claim my body. I had a few relatives
know | was in England. My best friend, Vanessa, had moved to New Jersey a couple
years backSurely shavas too busy living the dreaWe never really spoke anymore.

Nay. If | died, | was becoming a public health issue straight aMayvay around that.
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| thought about Zoe thehlot telling her | was comingvas a mistakeShe and
hadkept in contact afteshe came back from holiday in Costa R\t sharedn
i nterest on each ot her-distanderelat®orshijiprbut we wer
anything likethatt hadnoét spoken t o Thathadbeenfive e Aunt
months back.
| opened my window again and glanced out into Audbridge. Zoe was out there. |
had a feelingl looked for a while at the rowand rowsof brick houseslown the hill.
There
| glanceddown anddiscoveredmy copy ofFrankensteirright there on the
bushesThen Iremembered had scribbled two sentencasit. While the first one was
aboutwhenl died, the second one describeow.1 di dno6ét seeThathe tr am
was quite specifioyjan 6t it ? So specific that it was |
forms my death could take, of all the means it could use, | only had to worrytahbut
one. | wa slip @ndfall o thé tabgr chole on an olive.Wwas going to die hit
by the tram, the book said. Easy.
In the heart of town, no less than five different tracks converged on Market
Avenue wherel had stayed earlien the weekThetracksmerged and split up again in
the space of half a block. | probably crossed that diféetimes on my firstouple of
daysin Audbridge Fifty missed chances for the tram.

| looked down at the book on the bushéseemed likesuch a waste.

Thebook sndét t he. real probl em
No, it | told angsalféT'be problem was the tram.
Ilheardmysels ayi ng that and felt silly. I wa:¢

For some reasomy anxietybegarbuilding. | neededtomoved. 6 d wa sadayd hal f

inside my flat. | needed to act. | needed to walk, to find Zoe and stariovew a s n 6 t
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getting anywherstaying put. 81 f i g leavethk fldt @and simply stay away from
the tram.The book wastill on the bushegist outsidemy front door. | pushed it
through thdettetbox before left.

It was my misfortune thaaudbridge City had aexcellenttramservice. A total
of forty-seven trams ran back and forward along miles and miles. Even better, route
four to Hockney had stops at Holy Trinity and High Rdamhuld seéoth electronic
signsfrom onecornerof my streetand atheother engdthe streetan straight onto
route one along Castle Roddvas fanked fromboth sides

| walked to the corner arstjuinteddown the road as far as | coulche city
centrewas just thergeat the bottom of the hill. sighed.Everything Icouldneed or want
was behindramlines.| took half a step back towards the flatit beforgully turning
like a cowardl stretched myightonce mord¢owards the unattainable buildings
downtown Two spiky towercame intoview, new only becausle éndglected to see
thembefore A church.

| could use a miracle.

Down at the bottom of the hillmust have stood before Mt Avenuefor a
quarter of an hounefore lapproached the edge of the sidewdlknight as well have
been barbwiréencesinstead of rails on the ground/hat | noticed right then was that
there appeared to be no str@dte asenue was a deceptive death trap. There was no
difference between theibk pavement of the sidewalk and the road. | only noticed
because a van was driving by. The whole space seemed like a pedestrian area, but the
tram stops were just a few meters away. A sharp pain shot up from the pit of my
stomach to my head. It straigheshmy spine, the sudden realisation that this was the
place. This was the terrible spot where | died.
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On my side of the street, there was a pub calle@khek Dragon next to it the
British Heart Foundatigrand a perfume boutique. | kept walking up doan the
invisible border, trying not to look suspicious, which probably made me more
suspiciousl followed the street pasinother pub, then a card shoptared at the
smartphones displayed at CeX for a whidamn it, | had no other options. | had to
shake the fear off and get across.

All lives must reach an end, but | seemed to have missed mine before. For what
it was worth, | could try to catch it again. To see it this time.

If I did go for good, | hoped it was quick.

If I went for good, l hopedlidd ndt come back.

| walked towards the tracks, casual, head down towards the giingeh ny
feet wentin between the steel rajlsraised eyes and imagined the tram comiag.
engine possessed, headfongvard, bells ringing, ploughingpto one unaware ambler
after anotherl kept looking as | walkedVly aunt Olga used to sdycould make
anything happen iftried hard enouglfs ur el y s h e lchuiddanake atrame a n t
materialise, but when | turned rhgad to the other sidthe 15:10 service from
Hockney was approaching the stop. The bells, the horn, they werghegnlwere
crying for me.

Time seemed to expand. | had enough of it to watch the tranmgamd to
realise that ite.wddn&toudaindd tamidtHatulsle modd
wasndt what i ltstepgpedibatk anchwatchecdethe lcasriades pass before
me,so close that | could feéhebreeze of the metal chassis cutting through the cold air.

Eyes narrow, hair wildvaving in the wind, | waited for another nedgath tram
to clear the way.

Thenl crossedhe roadand sought the towers
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St Mar yo6s c hboutovdh metes bréad. Waeglarce atstomyalley and
even someonas unacquainted ase could tell it belongdin anotherera It was a
sliver cutbetween a great Georginusel seemingly a bankowi and a modern
business building. Thi®ur-storeywalls made it seem narrowéran it actually wa. |
tried spreading my arms to touch both walls and was blyatfoot The passage bent
totheright, s ¢ o u | wharéittendsl &ug there was enough green back there to
suggesthewalkwe nt t hr ough t h dtwasihekind of éllsy I wauld v ey ar c
avoid at all costs back at homibe perfect place for getting mugged worse. But in
Audbri dge, St ThalvyBrasseriearm this Wwas the wetgl church

I di dndgbintbthevcburch now t hat | 6d made it pa
as | went by theuinedgravestoned,could hear my aunt Olga warning me that there
was no explicievidencehatlighting a candle and saying a prayer for me to do well on
my highschool midtermsctuallyworkedi butit did, always Every little thing helped.

| 6d never s ehemside otlyat churchTde dyinglsien camia
through the stardglasswindows casting a diffusgtlayer of colour on theast wallsl|
hadseengreat old churcbsbefore raisedfrom Romanruins in AngleaSaxon times,
damaged and baiilt by the Normansburned, and rebuih couple moretimeBut | 6 d
never come inside a churchhere they weréosting a craft fair

A middle-agedman welcomed mat the entrancand pointed out thereaxe
basketspottery,beaded jewelleryChristmas decorations, scarves and hditsthhand
sewn and crocheted

@ e s u s ,vathout eweraealiding theironyd A mar ket at the te
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The man t ook n anderdstandments\Vee, aol r bredkidstarolfst
and homemade sowqver therédhesaid pointing at a set of tableShey were also
running a cafe.

| told him I just wanted tdight a candle, if that was alright, and $leowedme
to one of the chapels.

| waited until the man had left and took a minutabsortthe silence of the
cold stone wallsSomeeighttealightsrested on a black metallic rack by the alfdre
flameshaddied andleft behindblack andcrispy wick stuls. | let a pound coin rattle in
the collection box and picked a new candle from beldve problem was that |
couldnét find any mat che bwasabauttdhwalkaut t o
when | thought | saw a tiny orangéow in one of the candlesn the rackl leaned
closelyto it and distinguished the thinnest thread of smokeirgrnomthe wick
When | blew gently on it, the flame came back to lifghuckled andjlancedaround
all excitedas ifl would find someoneo tell, but there was no onklit my tealight with
that flamejust before it went out for gal. A tiny miracle, my favourite kind.

One more day told myself.| could manage one more dand therdead the

rest of my life in peace.
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Chapter Three

Lori seeped into my lifsoobliquely, sopervasivelythatl ¢ o sihgte ouithte
momentwe met whethersheintroduced herself aan image, or aord, or something |
felt or heard Lori and Ispokethe same languagk.wasEnglish,butas spoken imy
mind. Sometimes w undersiodeach other before a single wards spoken
Out herein Audbridgeis another storylt truly is another storyAt times words
got in the way betweedoe andme | could live with thatAt least | couldell apartmy
first conversation witther. | could tellherapart from me.
| thought | had the language requirements in the bag before | came to the UK.
Back home, we were mostly accustomed to US accents. Everybody knew the British
spoke differently, but many of dilom America wholacked travel experiendeelieved
that the EngBh go around excusing themselves and chatting with that posh enunciation
they were famous for, like that butler in Downton Abbey. It was also a common belief
that English conversations would al ways he
That one wasikd of true, from time to time
OExcuse med was t he f iwesaweathtotherggai oe s ai
You coul dndét bl ame her, though, given the
Ilhad just wal k eaddwas experienting Suddebanstyfo s
confidence andn unprecedentedesire for conversatiomhadfaced my nearly real
death | had ignited fire just by willingittwa s n 6 t  jowsisin frorg af the g
computer anduin the rest of the dayoing through the classifes. There would be no
work done ormy CV that afternoon.
OEXxXcubexanese me! Do you know the time?56
passing by.
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OHalhfree, 8 he replied, without breaking

I di dndt thHathaf-theeentednthreathertly, butat least | thought fast
enough tahankthe back of his head.

It was a tiny, spontaneous thing, but it felt good to speak toWvinen | first
arrived in England, | was petrified of talking to people. | had struggled with shyness my
wholelife, but the difference now what turned the simplest things into a taskas
t hat | di dwhétpeople saitheay tsotofenltdprobablyworsened aftethe
first time | ate at Subway amy second dain Audbridge &6 Tur key br east al
mout hed as | gqueuedtudkKeykbeyebseaandahdmha
and steady rhythm |Iike a trainds. When my
well, for a second only, because then the guy behind the counter askeldvaatéd a
6f d ®mtng 6 . I had never heard that phrase in
wor ds. I bl anked, and he repeatedb Il repli
clarified and tried to show him the size by holding both hands umirt &f my face.
He chuckledMonths after thatl still got sweaty palms whenever | quélite buy a
sandwichl could still hear the laugh of the sandwich guy.

But that dayi that day out on the street | was inspiredach 6t mealmilmar i s e
| was going tesayto that chubby man passing.by I di dnét monitor my
vocabularylt was liberatingand made me want more.

That was when | saw another tram approaching. There was a tingling on my
palms.

Perhapsyoucould run the ultimate riskThere was something devilishly
temptingabouttheidea | was going to takéhe risk | was going to ride that tram all the

way to wherever it was going.
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| hurried to the stopheart pumpingvith such impatience thaicould feel it
squeeze inside my chest.ddrdedthe carriagesoforcefully thatl must have groaned
hugged one of the posts and remained standing as the doors ckme#edwith
satisfactionl dodr oven somet hi ngmytcauragewseptmoving.l 6d f ou
And as it turned oyt wasmeant to.
The tram was only half fulBut there could have bedifty grey-eyed blondes
crowding the carriagand Istill would have recogeed her facehergorgeous face,
serious and somewhat austaght then the way most single commuters looked when
it was chilly outsideZoe
My first instinct was to look away, trying to ldny face. | glancg over my
shoulderand confirmed h e wa s n.@dehad that Eusopeamair. Her mum was
Polish by birth, but shedéd moved to Engl ar
My heart kepbnracing.
Breathe
Theseatin front of her waswvailable One miracle after another.
Deep breaths
| was going for it.
6l hope youdre not on your way to wor k?-
probably gaspingout of breath.
0 Ex c us e rapied®Her haitwas tied back o a high ponytail, just like
the last time | saw her
0l just said hghobopewygokodrketadasostsgoh a ni
She looked out the window to the pale light of the city and seemed to disagree.

OAl right, 6 she said.
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It wasn auntil then that shiooked atme properly. Her eyes widenedndalmost
immediately narrowed with disbefi. &amueld

0 Reme mber ,sighfydearihgfmward dothatshe could see my face
better.And she reaatd out andsoftly touckedmy check just for a momentShedrew
it back when she realis@thatshe was doing, fast as if my face was a burhily

O0Yes! I remember you. 06 HemnmSamuréeéss i Whmt
are you doing heré?

6lt was about ti me Illtoldew hadhriivedti@mtar t of t
week and that it haldeen one of the strangest in my liBlightly scarytoo.

60Scary?6 asked Zoe.

d 6m j ust flywegoutmawithings worloaround heBy the way, do

you know who | have to pay for the ride?66
OWhatr,amhfeaitr 276 She | eaned cl oser, enou
fl owery perfume. O6You havendt got a ticket

She made it sound naughty. Right then a collage of images flashed before my

eyes: the ticket machines by the stops anditzenso f O payobeboaeredd pos

| copiedZzoeand | owered my voice. O6What happens
6You get thrown off, 6 said Zoe. She was:s
OWhat ? While the tramdéds moving?d6 | mear
OWel |l , .00f course

Free riding the tram was apparently a bigger offence than | had thought. |
searched around for inspectors, trying not to move my head. Then my eyes went up to
theCCTVcamera. 61 6m ticketless. | feel naked
Then she | aug hthattimedut | lewahsedadohg wjthohkri n g
o1 better get off in the next stop, the
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She nodded and sat back.

We were stildl in the city centre, but t
to join me f otkingZoebysumpris® 6 | asked

60Sorry, what?80

60l was just wonderingiaddomgthm@obéd | i ke to

| caught a glimpse of the old woman sitting next to her raising her eyebrows.
Zoe | ooked as if she were thinkimrglyof a pc
should get home. Besides herebs your stop.

The tram was arriviong ataitdhe o6ne xtetstteap.
bef ore they throw me out. 6

| stood up, but immediately fefibrcedto sit back down.

6Youbre not getting off?6 asked Zoe, s
any moment . 0

You shall chance.it

61 61 | ¢ h a nhe kdy next to&oelraisedahér dyebrows again and
smiled. If only Zoe seemed that interested.

dt 6d Dbthee riskibl get ylouto join me for a drink or a cup of coffeed

I thought | wo ul -daytreunhdthewerld just té ske hero me  h a |
But it seenedtoo dramatic and ivas only partially true.

She is already thinking thand that you are mad for. it

Zoe watched the doors close and glimpsed back and around as the tram started
forwards.

6l remember the first time | saw you.©6

60 At t h eZoehglrcedbatlidagain. She seemed tense.

6Bef ore that. On the way there. o
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0 Y eoBcpurse. The coadide. | was nervous whether | was in the right coach.

You were really sweett 16 s  al | c 0 mRemgmbbriagthe ddy seemed to 6
relax Zoe.
d was on the aisle seadt | amdayoudskedfdr the seat next to i@

Thememoryovertook meand for a moment forgot where | wasThere was
only Zoebds i mawrmowofdhe toachasoamtivatng as tf lwas seeing
it for the first time her eyes closed, her mouth slightly open

orou felt asleep during the rid¥ou turned to the sidéut | could see your
reflection on the windowSo whenever | glanced out, | caught a sight of you.

Zoe was showing me some interest.

60 And e v ldimggredjustanbg more. As much as my decency allovied

OWhat 2?76 replied Zoe, with such an Engl:i
annoyed. |l couldnét figure which, but at |

| wastrying to explain myselfdoing my bestt@a v oi d t heerfwlen d Ost a
an imageook shapen my head out of nowheré&.ellow fields.

6You were just one of those sights you
youbmamunoyn oad and the trees yield way to a
compl etely yell ow with r aprasbeuadhgdfflofo wer s ; i
t hem, warming your face, and you try not t
drive past it in anoment You were one of those sightsyolra n 8t mi ss a secol
Because thatés probably tthew.lébong youobl | g €

Zoelookeduncertain perhapsurious.

6Mor e over ,snlingrmakcharningly as $cauldd

Zoenoticed the lady next to her who was quite blatantly eavesdropping. She
gestured to Zoe ttake my offer
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There was amirk. AAlright,6she sal, looking out the window. Thecant
remainingbrightness of the dayaughtin hereyesd | kpoaw aear by. 6

The next stop came before the inspector, and we both got off together.

The pub was a bit of an Irish cliché loved that. In a block where all buildings were

red brick, this pub had a wooden front painted green from top to bottom. The large gold

letters above the door re&aAglan Roadwhich | was later told was the titlé @an Irish

folksong from the 70s, apparently a big deal, a legendary deal according to the

barkeeper.
They had maybe six taps of different ales. | tried reading the labels quiokly

| knew none of them and had no idea how to pronounce their namesjrsenidered to

the enticing power of the many signs, coasters, and posters around the bar and asked for

a Guinness. Happyith nat making a fool of myself mispronouncing Marmoset, or

Smithwick's, | asked Zoe what she wanted. She asked for an Earl Grefiglaat the

time | thought was some English version of a Long Island tea. | was surprised when

they served her a cup of actual tea, so steamy, so sober and demure that it made me feel

|l i ke a drunk, holding my st othoseplades.di dndt e
Life in Britain became cleararncel found Zoe That dayl beganearning

words | i ke 6stoutd and O6pi ntp,iontand Itth enacduet

happy when Zoe asked for one of those after finishing her tea. She put the small glass

on a Guinness coaster and gently pushed it across the table next topmt fylkkss. |

told Zoe that it suited her. She picked it up and put her lips on the rim. What started as a

char mi ng, |l ittle sip became a big gulp. 0S:¢
Zoe pronounced words | i kfensteachatht Toimmm g6 a n c

it made her sound even cuter. In the beginning, | thought it was a sort of a lisp thing, but
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then | found out saying O0somefingd6 or Ot ec
thousands of other peodfem allarounchad it . She dmedhodgh. do it

0 Shmw comeyoucamieere? 6 s he asked. OPl anning to

I finished swallowing my beer. O6My pric
woul dndédt mind making some friends. 0

060Seems you ar e ofoundmee 6r Wght opatked VYoutl
met many peopl e?d

60To be totally honest, you are only the
conversation with. The other one is my | ar

I wasndt aski ng atf buttdidpitt yni wmide nZ ole 6ssa ihda ntdf
my shouldemwhile she told me not to worry.

OAnot her sBaaskedness ?0

6Do you even have to ask?6

She insisted on buying that round. | was only too happy to let her do it, not just
because of the beer she bbhtime, but becausevitas the first timen monthsl watched
her walkawayand backagain Watching Zoe walk was one of those things that gave
life meaningl t wa s ntlirtg, nat aldalyst notythedust getting the whole picture
of heri it was captivating.

When she was bacKpe asked me what kind of job | had in mind. I told her |
wasnodét | ooking for anything too grand. An)
wantedto explore a differentpat 6 Wh a t afleshstagtedd 1i ss ai d.

d remember you were studying Englishatum.an 6t r e soetofjper t he
you hal. Something to do with a catkentrewas it?0

60 The p dwas practealy a fultime carerDid some customer service
beforethatt 6 m doned wi th that.
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0QWwas it your mum you were | ooking afte

0 My Auygreatauntdé | had a at godhe |l paksad. & h

6Sam, l 6m so sorry. o

60l tdés alright. |G OIsi & & e Ard heweo andaingt s n o v
things | never thought | would do. o

01l 6m gl ad y gherhand en,my sheuddeér dnd Z gaze thedrmed
me.

Zoe could havengagednto the whole interview routine S h e staredl d 6 v e
prying about my pasind ruined the nighbut shewasalways great at reading my face.
She wasnét the average girl

She squeezed my shoulder hard and let go.

orou know, we need a dishwasher at thed®Mme told mebout this place
calledThe Grey Ladyhere shavorked

df youdre interested, I could talk to
manager . 0

| said it sounded like a great idea, and before | could get a hold of what was
happening, she was calling the manager on the phone. When Rachel answered, Zoe
went into a sort of fast, accentuated chatter. Most of it was beyond my listening
comprehension dks T it made me wonder right then how much of what | said she
could grasp. The bits of the conversation

Rach, remember that dishwasher opening you mentioned edfiy¢henporter, yes,

that. | found you someoneer f ect f or i t. Hebs quite eage
name is Sam.Tomorrow Al r i ght , Il 61 1 l et him know. Ta.
Zoe hung up and grinned at me. 6Looks |

keep admiring thisviewd s he joked, prasarmegd wi th a hand
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I laughed and thanked her plentifully.

ONow seriously, 6 said Zoe. 61 was thintk
watching a rapeseed field from the car. o

60 Oh ,§leaadiThat had ome outof nowhere | woul déiwAe f or go't

hatddt brougho®Thée bheaagafal sight that you |

60That és just what | was going to say. 6
have to |l ose it. You can always tell whoe\
watchitf or as | ong as you want . o

| sipped my beer. OHe wonoét do it. He v

60And why is that exactly?6

OBecause he is missing it, Zoe. Because

rapeseed field like you are. All he cares aboprabably making a good time or

somet hing. 6

OWhat i f youdre driving yourself?56
Il thought. &éThen you probably woul dnot
deserves. Unl essébd

0Yeah?0

o6Unl| essangtoain ay®u end up crashing. 6

OHmm, 6 sai d Zeean Heea kkwteshewermi nd was s
may be onto something.® She searched her g
one really, on which she wrote a couple of sentences.

Aside from being a waitress @he Grey LadyZoe was a writer, sorg writer,
and she waslwayson the hunfor new lyrics As | would soon realise, these pauses to
scribble notes about olifed were a common

6Do you write about everything that hagy
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OMy | ife i s a busayhwatkarousdehinkirg ore afer |

neyve

another. They disappear al most instantlyé

with excitement. The ales must have gone to her head too because she left her hand

there.

O0ANn aut hor writesntheushedd ahdsé@aptuence

few,® she said and sat back. OPut downeé ac

600r maybe the sentences try to murder

tramsand the marginaliam my book The wordFrankensteirwas on the tip of my
tongue
Not yet. Not yet. thought | heard a whisper.

I d i dthedvordout.e t

0Believe me, with the reviews | 06ve
damage to | anguage. 0
| told her | would have to be the judgetoh ata.y b&M 1 6| | hear

day?d

She hesitatedMa y b e . Pl ay your cards right.

It was past eleven when they called for last ordgns. bell ringingat the bar

shoul déve been niihedaywasinedrly gore and with & iy deatiht .

was failing to meet its deadlinbutl became momentarily immune to all that
seemingly seimposed anxiety. The reason was thath the bell,Zoe said she better
gohome and that was enough to fill up my he@tlat wasithe Zoeeffecth Shemade

the rest of the world dumdgainstthe sound of her voice.

d really enjoyed talking to yotonight 6 sai d Zoe as | wal

| thought | had earda goodnight kissi at least one on the cheklut shgust
gave mdhat awkwardBritish shrug andvave
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OHope | see you around, Sam. 6
Shesteppedinto the tram and waved at frem her seaasthe wheels began to
turn.

It was pasmidnight and Istill was alive.

My front door wouldnot open completely that night. | thought the book | had tossed in
earlierthrough the lettdrox was wedged beneath it someh®ut when | managed to
slideinsidethe flat | discovered the bookasclosed and barelywuching the doot.
bent dowrto pick itupbutl ¢ o u | d asiftit wastbotheawydosmovd took a
breath ad triedto lift it up again now makingmore of an effortandthattime | nearly
fell back with the book in my hantt.wasaslight as it shoulchave always been.
Perhaps | had drunk too much.

| started up the stairs asdmething elseegan tdoother me. | had the
impression thathe scene aherapeseed fieldl dpatturedearlier forZoe camdrom
somethingd dead inFrankenstein

| sat downonthe edge of mpedandscanned a few pages without really hoping
to find anything. | wasootiredtoread s o | t hought | 6d write m
me to keep looking.grabbed apenandlr ot e o6yel | ow fBettet dsd on
sai d, t Itheaugl bvaswihtiag foronce | pulled my hand away from the paper
whatl 6 d r e a lwdsygnameZaoet t e n

Below werethe wordsQUID PRO QUO

O0What the hel |Ilgruneedagdslappeghemok closeas Igo? 6
up on my feet.

| looked around the empty room ag ¥Would find an explanationalmost

expectingsomething else to break teidgence | hadsome sort of episogdan anxiety
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spell 1 tossed the book on the floor apalcedto the kitchen and backying to cope
with thatstrange tickng of the palms thatuneasy stomagithat feelingl c o u | pthn 6 t
down It was thatsameelusivesensation thatompelled me&o grab my pen andpen
the book again.

Who are you? scribbled

| wrote againWho are you?

Anyone would havéelievedit foolish, butl beganwriting the question a third
time. The perscreechen the papebut something else came o@ne single word.

Help.
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Chapter Four

My first thought vihen Lori began talking to me through the bedas that shevas
some sort oflemon | dreamt about her and picturdtetkind of demonic presenother
kids and ltalked aboutluring catechism receghose malign spectres hauimg cousins
or acquaintancedNobody had really seen one, laygparentlywe hadall heard about
them from a firsthand witnessThe other kidswould picture horny devils withustrous
crimsonsking or ghouls,or hoofed monsters, blinever gavehat spirita definite
shape To me it was shadownost of the timeThat was Lori, sme sort of absence
made palpable, a blacknabatbdlowed in my dreams as a chilho had long been
forgotten, busomehow, years latewas making ibnce agairnnto my sleep
With dawn, theadulturgency of getting a jopushed my childhood feassvay.
My appointment with the manager Bie Grey Lady Innwasat 7:30in the morning
and | didndét have time to |l et my imaginat.
There was one t houglwalkedallteeavayto d8Colin get r i
Street | kept wonderingvhat wassobizarrelyluring about the bogkso inexplicaby
overpoweringthat had made me reluctant to part from it
| pressed my hand agaimsy rucksackand felt my copy of Franketein.

Therebds no way Ilwasaleeadhabked @lwore k nown

The sunshine through the window was catchi

red. OTheofoeutissi dpel esnetayt i ng f or the summer,hb 0

courtyard. o6You wil!/ see. It gets very crc
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It was a sluggish Friday morningéthere were halkg any customers at the
Inn. That was what we all callethe GreyLady t hough technically i:
inn. It used to offer rooms upstairs, but Rachel said they had stopped rentinguthem
some thirty years ago. Rachel was only thsity, but when she talked about the Inn,
she sounded like she had worked therdHat long.

Rachel turned and continued showing me arolmberwords they had gone
for a convivial at mosphere with the warm
a feature of the large fireplace in the main dining area. It was the only part of the
interior where they had the bricks exposed. Two arches connected the chimney with a
column on each side, and theyoéd placed a
enclosed booth on each side of the fireplatere were ame twenty dark wood tables
aroundandbooths with greerbuttoned seats along the walls.

After showing me the dining area, Rachel walked me to the bar and the kitchen.
She introduced me to James and Beth, who were the only staff there so early. They all
seemed to get along very wealachel knew how to relate to them. She knew every
possiblgob at the Inn. Then she took me to the pot wash. No one was there, but there
were dishes soaking in the sink.

61 pr omi Fidagmaovrarricrogs of f, 6 sai d Rachel
portert6 Hi s ki dés got swimming | essons. 6

She took her time describing what | would be doing. | remember trying to push
the image of plates buried in the ground out of my head while she was showing me how
to properly |l oad the 06solhdjegbavasdarocker yd i nt
straightforward, and the pay was £7 per hour, not bad at all, | thought, converting the
pounds to dollars and thosedolones The r eal amount didnot i

went up with every conversion. It sounded like good money.
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Rachel took me to her office to sign the contract. It was a small room with a
desk and a computer, and probably a hundred poppies. Rachel was obsessed with
poppies. They were in her mousepad and her chair cushion. She had them on pencils,

paperweights,rad framed in a picture. Zoe said she had a poppy tattooed near her

clavicle.
Rachel asked me to fill some onlineforoms her computer. O1toés
companyo6s records, 6 she explained. It was

one of thoseName, gender, nationality, those were easy answers for me, but then came
the question of ethnicity. | clicked on the arrow and the list opened: Arab, Asian or
Asian British (which split in Bangladeshi, Indian, and Pakistani). | scrolled down some
moreand her e was .DAsi Bods owdhee 6combinati ons of
Chinese; G for Gypsy or Traveller; W was for White combined with all of the above,
and the |list ended with the simple O0Whitef¢
andthenbak up. My process was al ways the same
this,d O6not this, 6 O6not this, 6 over and o\
600t her6 and 60Other mixed background. & S0 me
di deafiytet r t he di fference. I could have gone
office. Zo® s v oi ce f | o ahileldvasiatitt o t he r oom
You couldoftenhear Zoe coming before she entered the roomuShailysang
or at leashummedwhile shewalked,as if her legsvere wired directly to thahusical
part of herbrainT hat day, it was s o0 meHeflvoitelfadenhy | C ol
shesmiled atme and | tried my kindest funny face on her.
6You wanted to telRhcheme somet hing?d aske
Zoe noddegdgrinningfriskily. Her ponytail was still swinging as skaid

something about h e wetaidnod s
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Ovou can add Samuel to theaptd s ai dHeRaaclheonboar d. 6
Zoe congratulated me and it made me proud.
Rachel said | could start working that same dégtco would be in at 11and f
| had the time, tould staya n d h e Oidwithh thel détailsroé thgb.
Il said |1 6d wait.
As wewereleaving her officeRachelsaidsheneeadto takemy picture fora
nametag, but thavas going tdhave to wait. She was late fameeting.
OFeel free to stick around and wait for
6l avil llhappedohavébr ought a book to read. o
Rachel gave mthethumbsup and grabbed her pur&hewasabout to leave
when a sudden thought rushed to my head.
Rachel
60h, Rsawhel 6
&eah?09
| blanked for a moment.
Zoe.

6 May be Zo e Maylmeste dould take my pictute?

O0Strai ght e nreadypith the cammerad Z o e
| was sitting against the whitewafl.| t hought | was straigh

shifting and pushing my shoulders back.

6Gr,eatv straighten your head. Look at me
6l am | ooking at you! o
6Look at me straight, babe. 6

She came close and gently setimaad straight.
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Zoe always had her hair wrapped in a ponytail at work. Sometimes a strand of it
would get loose and she had to push it back behind her ear. There was something in that
small gesture, something arresting about that little twist of her Wrégtno matter
whether we were a foot apart or ten, or if she was outside in the courtyard and | was
watching her through the window like a weirdo, whenever she made that gesture, | felt |
di dnét want anything else in the world exc
As she leanedfward to set my face straight, her strand of golden hair swung
free, and the world was turned off around her. She stepped back to take the picture, but
Il Il et my head drop to the side again, |just
we played a agpleoft i mes é before she got too annoyec
Zoe printed and laminated my bad@&e picture waslreadfu) not because Zoe
had done a bad job, but the circles around my eyes gave away thiglithds | eep | 6 d
had.Still, I felt proud when she gave it to niemay sound naive butglot some sense
of belonging. And it waseal. A couple ofdays before, hada similar feelingvhen |
got my first letter through my letterbox. | thought it was something to be proud, abou
some sort of acknowledgement that | was here, that | had made it. The emotion lasted
only a few seconds, only until | picked the letter up and saw it was addressed to Ms
Ursula Kakrakas, the previous tenant. Damn you, Kakrakas, you could have updated
your postal address.
Zoe | aughed when |, congrdtuationseWelcomeeothet or vy .
tribe. 6
6l wanna make it up to you. Youobre the

6You meaeo fl tahme reasons. 06
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OLet me take yownsutdefred. diOWneheée dyl fac r
me take you out for a fancy dinner when |
celebrate. 0o

We shook on it.

Zoe.l could have eloped with her right there and then. If you found a woman

that could turn the world otiround her with a simple flick of the wrist, you kept her.

She is one of the reasons.

| was waiting for the othetishwasheon one of the comfy lounge couchafs
the Inn | must have nodded offrasecond | only realisea |1 6d f a
womardb s Vv oi ce s hd®he isonaufeghe eeasankleould have sworn she
sounded annoyed.

| looked around and the only customer was far away nearthElbae wa s n 6t
around. No one was.

| reached for my rucksack atabk my book outl had let mypenbetween two
random pages, and when | opened it, | could scarcely believe myTéges.was the
sentencé 6 d | u ®ne. Oh €ha.ReasonRight thereon the left cornerl rubbed
the page with disbeli& The letterswvere inkedand real

And | suppose you are another reaséiseribbled havingno idea to whom |
was writing.

| watched closely, but nothing happened at flcsa r i 6 scould aevet lse
seenformingonthepagel hey di dndét fade in slowly as i
appeared whole, fyllfinished.Even if Iwasstaing at the page, they woufthd a
breachin my attentionand take shape in an instant. They alwag&e me doubt

whether they had always been there
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Quid pro quo wrotethe invisible hand.

Who ar e youfAamegPhwaoted s your

There was, actually, a certain maugieolved withthatfirst time | saw her
name.lt was alsolte first time | heard itwhispered inside my hedy no hner voice
of minebutby asweeter one, gender femininevoice, that tasted of vanilla in the
mouth.

Lori.
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Chapter Five

From the beginning, | knew that hearing voices in my head was not a good sign.
No matter how lovely they soundddried my best t.keep myself busy andistraced
| attemptedeading othetitlesi even went back to writing notes on the margins about
myself. | bought more books, got piekand collectedicer editions irbetter shapbut
always as old as | could find. It was a foolish effordnd could match that strange
connecti on IF@ankenstetnNdne ovthemtad aori.

Sol triedsomethingelseamdii d exactly what 16d told n
when llanded in Englandhang out with people who reminded menoh at | 6d | ef t
behind

| 6stimbled upomflyer for ad.atinaE v e n duringrdy secondveek.
Audbri dge6s Lholtdingnt. ThHe oame & the/grompeosn f used me, OL
by itself. I once met a Romanian guy who v
ancestry of his country. But there was little chancd#tmSoci ety wasndét ac
Latin Americarsociety. | knew that becauieere wasa couple dancingalsaor
somethingdrawnon the flyeright beneath the title. That washed some of my
ent husi asm away. | di dn o tThatlmdmadsoaalisihg | hat e
extra annoying duringigh school Tough. Now | wagjoing back to that

A trumpet was playing on top of the timbales and the bongos, as | opened the
door of the bagrandl knewimmediatelyit was the wrong place®r me There was no
band, but the music was just as loud. A few cesiplere dancinghatunmistakable
Latino hip, ore, two, threehip. They had a banner standing in a corner. It had a map of
Continental America from Tijuana to Cabo de Hornos. | supposed it was kand of

beacon for more people to join in. They were about ten at the moment. It was hard to
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say without staring. | was watchifigr om a di st ance and | di dno
When the song was ovexfastcumbia tunestarted, and | was out of there. | had
nothing bad to say abotitatmusic or people who enjoyed dancing to it, but |
definitively hadnoétn cwmaevdrilerjoged idtherfiistd ge t o r
place
That &, | thought standingoutsidethe front doorof the bar | could go now
knowi ng | 0 dlwgsjust aboutto start avalkingghgn a guy on my right
spoke to me.
6You ghud dhgasl@dandl knew, before | even looked at hinthat
hedédd come fr om niewasishall haskypart Ih et oMod I hdi.m | di
have a lighterand that wasong enoughfor him to make the connection betweag
face accentandthething happeningnside the bar
0 Wu speak Spanisb®as helastthing he said in English.
0 Y eé s si, Iéreplied,and the rest of #thconversation continden Spanish.
Antoniowas in his thirties, perhaps. His curly beard grew in patahdsvas
thicker below his mouttHe had migrated from Colombia eight years befand had
been living in Audbridge for threéle had met hi®eruviarwife downin London.
T h e n feundeabetterjob here. They bothked Audbridgebetter tharthe capita)l
he said There was less traffic and noise. d i dail that gogsgpstanding cold
outside the bait took Antonio only about a minute to convince me to join him around
the @rner for a bite.
| bought a smalportion ofthechicken Pad Thahntoniorecommended. It came
out steamingn an aluminium containexhich burnt my fingerscarrying itfrom the

counter tahebar by the windowvhere we sat
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0 Go s h dteH ii < i iosssqomdak IGhddsnay ifirdt taste ahosecrunchy
spring onionsaand peanuts and wonderfully sweselty noodles

60ltés a good find, innit?6

OA great find.

60 Of ¢ ou rne@echen orti g MAhtéhid. Themhie dtartegiving me the
address of a plaagherel could getthat andColombianempanadasndarepasi if |
ever was around Bristdl.doubted that very much but said nothing about it.

@do you miss Colombia 6

He noddedwith a little sadnesthat wasquickly drown in relentless resignation
Antoniowas one of those peoplhomigrataldueto6 e c onomi ¢ cHe cumst ar
di dnét go too deep into it but made it «cl e
people the close contacHe started talking about other Latin American friends, people
whowere at thévar when | lefi peoplew h o @rde to study and marriedbmeone
British, p e o p | efamilybeldnd refugedsdand asylum seekerall sorts of
friends

ANould you go backf you had the chancéPasked.

With his mWorkishefdge Wgiatihd homédstherg e s |,

Antonioinvited me tocomebackwith himto the LatinAmericanevent at the
bar, but | said | had to be somewhere else.

We exchangedocial media infomationbefore we saidur goodbyesand e
reminded me to keep i nf oddoredt arhioubl e d sheei & 0jc¢
before disappearg around the corner.

I coul dndét go Takingth theamovotidihave beeni e nd s .
embarrassing 6 d been too lucky. Anything | said

rubbing itintheirfacesl 6d had a free paEJypasspoatAjoob Engl and
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had practically droppeishto my lapduringmy first week. | had food on my plate, a flat.

| had escaped agency feésd even if | managed to avoid mentioning all of that,

hearing their stories would make me feelddd.o ul dndét t hli &K fieed c rainy t |
when | left No one had forced me to migragandl had the absolute certainty that |

woul dndt be any betdcul dnod thnytoighbdldndlyhreedm at h ¢

di dndot f eel No,lkvasrdlt ynggoack todib faemds. i t .

Thatnightwas the second timestepped into a churdh England my first nocturnal
visit ever.Conscious that was absolutely too early to go back homéecided to take
the long way backthen took aletourfrom thatas well | went on following the shouts
and laughs of revellermtil | arrived at anarrowstreetof bicentenniabuildings There
must have been sbars on thtstreef and people walked up and dowoing in and
out andaway, or simply stood up in groupalking and smokingl strode byas casually
as | managedt seemed | was the only one minding the cbidas looking away from
some girlsnortingcoke when hoticedthe churclon the other side of the stregs
main towerdarkand solemn against the moonlit clouds. There was ndeitename
on the street sigmo bronze plaqueaothingidentifying the buildingexcept the three
foot letters lit half wayup the spireRave® s ,Neadthe sign. It was a bar.

oY 0 u 6 v te bedidding mel whispered.

The lively gloominess of the building peime closeT hi s t i me it wasH
that compelled me to et | had no irrationatleath anxietyno miracle in mind to
plead for.Any divine spirit guiding me to Zoe that nightould have been acting
unrequested

Her voice drifted towards me a cloudas | stood before the churcnote

sustained for two wonderful secondsirrounding me, shroudimge from the world
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She was s i Rigu.éomgésedihetanearchof theentranceight inthe part
about the two drifters going off.

The churclh kigh vaulted ceilingsts tall stained glass windowall of its
gothicfeatures had been designed to humpégishioners as theyalked in.Whoever
designedhe interiors of the bar hadhrriedalong withthe ideaThey had kept the aisle
in themiddle buttall tableswith stoolsreplacedhe oldpews and instead of an altar
there was the bar at the end of it.

Zoewasperformingin the left cornernext to thegamingmachine The window
behind her was illuminated from outside, showting WWI memorial in the stained
glass.She was standing by herseftfith the aguamarine and turquois glow hugging her
silhouette from behindder eyes were closethose long thicleydashes kissing. went
close and leaned against one of the stone pillarsinutelater, Zoe glancd over.|
made an effomot to flinchbut probably made it worse by tryinghe carried on,
makingthat faceof hersi onethird hurt, one thirdjaded one thirdplain gorgeoud the
facethatmelted stuff inside my chesHer next songvassomething by Ella Fitzgerald
andl got anotheglancefrom her This timel was quite certain that she had spotted me

among the audience.

Zoe met me halfway to the stagbem she was done performirghe must have been
very excited because shaggedmetight.

61 6 m someegdharedshe said.

0 Me Andto think Inearly misedit. Howcomeyowd i dndét t el | me vy
singing tonight®

OWel |l é6 she bit Dbare lyiopu. heCemevidrh @awmero
ar ound .sitwithQiosmed

47



Delgado Spectral Encounters

Zoe introduced m& somefour of herfriends.The only name that stuck was
Priya and | remembered it because of the embarrassment | went through thdt night.
began as soon a8 dreeted everyoné excused myself to go get a drjrdndPriya a
small lively woman with black hair reaching down to her wassbod up and said she
wascoming along
The large iron chandelier suspended above the bar made the liquor bottles
beneatlsparkle The bamwas hexagonal and technically you could order fromsiahg
but all thecustomersand barkeepers weoceowdingthe same spofAs we waitedthere
Priyakeptasking me what | wanted to drink and insisted on getting it for me. In my
head, tagging along artiying me a drink felt like she was hitting on me. Then as we
were waiting forhercocktails, she started asking me questions and being really nice,
and | was getting all confused. She must have known hftesZzoe.Just in case it
wasnot as thoughtli otusl cashdr t he st mCgstaRibaout ho
and how | ®@dtheftrarbhenedn AbdbridgePriya acted surprised and asked
me when | had arrived. Slseemednoreinterestedabout my life inCosta Ricahan
anything | couldell her about Zoand | She kept asking me questionglail | could
think was,man, this girl really fancies me
Of course Priya did ndike methat way | was quite embarrassed later on when
I realised the dynami cs redfthecustomioeftiehds ov er
to get drinks by rounds and take ftmerns buy
from. There would always be the one guy taking advantage. Last to buy, first to leave.
Actually, there would probably be more than one oféhguys sitting at my table back
home. That nightattiRavengs i Nesitever occurred to me t

buyingmea drink; she was taking her turn as part of the group.
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And all that interest, all that attention | was getting from her, | wasgvabout
that too.

OPriya ,i66 waaiwd iZ2ee Blaekj ast thient abbhée. he

0 \Woa. Nicebl replied.

Priya saidt was stillat thepublisheb .sSoon to be releasedasked what kind
of book it was, and she said it wiagvel writing

600h, 6 was t he be i&wasfodiish bf me ta expecteamethingf me .
Romantic, somethin@othic something | would choose

@BorneqbansweedPriyato another one of herfriends | 6 d mi ssed t he

Someongoked thathe could use a few days lasithout acell phonen a
tropical junglelt sounded likenails on echalkboard 0 me . | 6d al ways ha
jungle It made placeseem savild, soopposite to civilisationso frontier Call it
rainforest,cloud forest not jungle. Never jungle.

I di dndt stanetthingingiadoutur pi . guesiiensaboutCosta Rica
and at that very moment, they alhde sensé&he just wanted more data abaobther
tropicaltourist destination.

No one at the table wadgoking or talking to me, but | blusheldtook a big gulp
of my beer andnade myselfdizzy Better keep qui et , I thoug
like an idiot in front of Zoe, or her friends.

I may have ovedone itwith thesilencel c o ul d n 6 t | kepemyl how | o
mouth shutboutone of Zoebds friends wewadarobndth& bef o
time that Zoe asked me to join her outside.

There was no gloomy graveyaatbundthe back. The stony court was actually

very nice despite the col&airy lightswired among the bushes paid homage to fireflies
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long extinguishedThere must have beendozertables Justone wasstill being used
and acouple people gathedaround the heaterslowing smoke irtheneon redylow.
O0You Gal&yd Yoboueys.eedm a bit quiet. 6
| almost explained it to her. The lag. The complicatiofoahing sentences in a
differentlanguage added to the constant send®wildermentgcultural adjistment
andworsened by mynassiveblanks aboueveryday stuffJustearlier thanight,
someone had brought up Jeremy Kyed | spenthe firsthalf of ther conversation
trying to remember whethdrewas the politician orthe TVhasthen | coul dnét
the rest. | almost told Zoe, butt wasndét the right moment.
61l 6m sorry | didpndt sthéel skhpgadghbabaudi dodt
to see me up theréd | usually get very nervous.
I told her she had nothing to be nervol
60 But wh e nstahdingharex Wgtchimg me. Yowmile soi honest and
kind. Your face, it was soothing. o
60This face?d6 | .joked and she | aughed
Shepressed close to me and whispeed, h a n k y o udTHelmshe c o mi ng

kissed me softly.
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Part I
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Chapter Six

lcoul d o6 v ecowdkermmaosingoverLori and Zoe indefinitelybuta little
Spanish interferenagas enough touin my concentratioand bring me back to the
present and thigain stationA single word set off th&andslide The inescapable
familiarity of Spanish wke me, aconstant dripping of the language seeping through the
permeable cover of my thoughBrop by drop, by drop. One word at a time until the
sentences ragddown.
A couplehadsat next to me on the bendtey soundedChilean to my ear.
They both had brightrown eyes and hooked nos&em the side, similar enough to
believe thensiblings. His hair was closely shaved on the sides and sticking up at the
top, |li ke a football er 6s.indatightmonytailfltey hi ghl i ¢
were having a heatl argument. She was shouting and he was hearing it for someone
el sebs screwup. From what | could grasp, t
Scottish fiver and the driver hadndét accefyg
They were loudgnough foraguy over the next platform acrofiserail tracksto
hear them. He shook Himldhead mouthing something at them. At us, really.
coul dnét hithahatmdanfargof his,iné must have beeaysng something
like, you fucking immigrans andyourfucking language. Fuck off back to your own
country.
Somene had said that to nome nght when | was walking back to my flat
Thisold fellowcameby and asked me <Eherdetwasdrugkorl di dno
had a seriously thick accent. It was beyond my capabilities to tell. He repeated his

guestion twice before telling me to fuck off. Bagken it happened it must have been
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within my first month around | felt ashamed for not understandiwpat he was
saying. Now | would have toldim to fuck off right back.

The Chilean coupl eballlguunotThleyey mditdndnti nse
me ei t her . Nsuitcasetitad ddwn myhvay ahdaedl Begt to my foot. The
aluminium handle n#e a racket against the concrete floor. The bag was heavy. | knew
because 1 6d done t Isigtees lkdogramsh &carp-on¢hat&eptd st uf f
falling forwardsall the time. The guy hurried to pick it up and apologised to me in
English.

ol tbghal ® | replied. 't mudd diad/red tc oganee
to recognise it.

Mostof uscould detecthe race of Spanish when another Latin American
spoke EnglishEvenifweo ul dnét deter mi ne whweweulde xact |
beable to tell their first languag#t was the long, open vowels, most likely. Some
peopl ebs accents were harder to detect the
learnt to hide itl constantly tried

Perhaps | shoufile said something else, somethingSipanish. The clasdimla
with a smile, and let the chips fall. | just needed to give them enough time to look at my
face and realise | was Latino as wé&hatbaldguy across the tracks seemed to
establish a connection pretty easilye must have lookelike a matching setom a
distance.

No, no,nglthoughtl di dndét n e ddually, bwasmeos likelyt h e m
better off without them. e truth isthat since | arrived in the Ukthe more people |
met the morddifficult everything gotlf  hadltd dealwith justone or two

complicationsjust the languager the politicspr the fuckingoub etiquette Zoe or
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Lori T just one of theni | would have beemlright. Butl had met too many people

had added toanany cogvheelsto my machineAnd theyddn6t mat c h.

*k*k

Before myfirst date with Zoe, | had a date with a giraffe. Lori would have killed me if

shedd heard me say it |ike that, but that

particularly odd day, forwhc h | coul dndét entirely bl ame |
lhadpr omi sed Zoe | 0 dfirstpaycteckhhatlandedwta wi t h  m

Thursday and wagreed tdave dinnethe following night.l had an early shift that day

andwent home straight afterwarttsgetready| wa s n &obe ustiesevenhug |

was too excited to wait.put on my M&S shirt, H&M Jacket, JD trainers, and TK

Maxx trousers, the whole higgtreet ensemblét was my first time waring all

Englandbought clothesEv e n my wunder wear INatsubdtantatgd Sai ns

empoweredThere was aertainEnglismessabout the look forgetthegentleman ira

tailoredcashmeresuit, carrying along brolly. | was the moderimage ofBritain. The

only thing left to do washowng it off on the street and seg how well | blendeen.

Iwasgoingpd own Jamesds Street when | saw the ar
heads of passetsy . From a distance, li rcafufl e Nnbd s rnt Getl
native of any African savanna. It was endemic fauna of the city of Audbridge. Its skin
wasnodt the distinctive tan and cream spott
was one of those things that were hard to recognise at firstegldoe kind that would

lure me closer. | walked towards it until that moment of epiphany struck, when I told

myself, 60h, |l ook at that. Itoés a giraffe.
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It wasstandingat the door of a shop fine specimein four solid legs that
reacheduptomychestnd a neck that Kkept going far b
as a real giraffe, it must have reached at least three feet above my head, and it gazed
down at me, flirting with long, burnished eyelashes. From up close, | could see the
sculpture was hadw, a sheer illusion of robustnegsmetallic frame held in place the
thin aluminium plates that made its skin. These were oddly shaped and uneven, like the
pieces of a puzzle, and seemed to float around each other without really toEobing.
up close, | could see the wires holding everything together.

| was standing in frontfan antique shop. | knew that because of the window
display. Tucked in a corner, a headless mannequin had a hat on and a matching floral
dress that evoked the nineteffties; a Zenith transistor radio rested on a battered
milking stool, and three diffent tea sets had been laid on, in front of, and beside a
dressing table. Like every time |1 6d been t
something to buy in mind. | went in because | was curious.

At kinsonds was a prrangveent laentd gqare cheormpe d ./
only seen that in the movies. To the left, the shopkeeper said hello, to the right, a staged
chaos. There were tables with boxes with more boxes in them, and buttons, and old
vinyl, iron fittings, house numbers, and toy carsiuie frames, stamps. There were
wooden whahots full of china, tools hanging on the walls, and models and tin cans
dangling from the ceiling. They were all in apparent disarray but perfectly visible and
clean.

| stepped through the aisles of teeming séeland display cases. | was told
private dealers rented those. Some got the whole displaysoase just a shelf. |
wondered briefly what | would stuff ithreecubicfeet Nothing interesting. Nothing

valuable, really.
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It was more interesting to think ait what other people had put in. If you were
like me and browsed without any real intent to buy, you could see past the merchandise
and discover what the dealer was like as a person. That guy liked militaria; that one,
popart; that other one thought Baeldolls were of importance. That other person had
no idea.

At times when | was around antiques, | suffered from a kind of mild anxiety that
kept me looking for a special item, something that sang to me. That was a habit | picked
up from my aunt Olga. Sheas the kind of person who loved buying presents for other
people but rarely ever got anything for herself. As a child, | absolutely loved that
qguality of hers, purely because it kept tl
Olga would say asneexcuse for not buying herself stuff. | used to imagine her trying to
hear the music whenever she leaned close to a rack in a shop or to a window display.
What she was actually doing, | figured outaeenagemwas checking out price tags.
Then onwherever she leaned forwards and shook her be#ue silenceall | could
think about waser selflessness, hempty wallet Thenon, her presents became
haunted by gortofguitShe di ed and | never asked her
music. | nevegot into the habit of buying presents for other people, but | would always
be on the | ook for items that sang to me.
crazy.

That day at Atkinsonods, I was searchi ng
find. I had to feel my way round. Pick something up, give it a thrdg, and put it
back.My usual routine. | was going through some old theatre posters when | noticed a
desk calendar, one of those Victorian perpetual calendars, not that | knew what it was
when | saw it on the shelf. It was an ornate brass box with three small slits showing the

linen scrolls inside, one for each, the day of the week, the date, and month. It had small
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knobs sticking out. They remindnatd me of a
pegbox, thatdés the sort of thing that sancg
| instinctively reached for it, but my fingers had barely touched the brass when
something |ike electricity shocked me awa\y

feel it with my fingertips buin my brain. The image of a woman flashed before me. It
was more like fragments of several images. They came and went so fast that they all
merged into a single picture, not | ike a F
see them for whattheywee but as they had been, as a r
seen liveThewomanl saw was youngyith dark hair | struggledtrying to put
togetheter face. i was like | had been too close to see her Wil memories of her
were like those crooked unintended photos, when someone accidentally pressed the
shutter button and all that got captured were bits of me oshoesbos elbow from a
weird anglel had a clearer image of her dress, tight at the waiffgcating like a
corset, with a voluminous skirt, a pale colour, maybe lilac, with a pattern. It could have
been vines.
| jumped back and knocked down a floor lamp behind me. It must have made
quite a racket as it fell. When | glanced around, several\wgee on me, including the
unforgiving eyes of the woman behind the counter. | was expecting the calendar to be
on fire, or burst open, or at the very least knocked down, but it rested on the shelf as
still as it had been before. | had barely touched it.
The lamp | knocked down was basically a ftmtg metaltube on a base with
two other tubes fastened together by wingniii®oked like arobotarm. Had |
dropped it any other day, it woul dndt have

there was aaplica World War Il helmet lying around nearby, and the shade of the
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lamp, which was a bowl of slightly flimsier metal, had bashed,deavinga dent. The
mark was quite noticeable.
One by ongl pulled the banknotes from my wallet. Fiiye quid, mystupidity
had set me back.put the lamp on the counter aghzed the dented lampshade with
the back of my finger while the woman fetched me the changefrditedoor opened
right then and its bell accompanied the most unexpected yet familiar jiflggesound
of an aluminium skillet banging against a cooking pot was instantly recognisable. It was
such a precise noise, not a gong, not a ditvas kitchenware. In a place like
At kinsondés, it was the sound of madness afy
The clangingcamefrom manés mess Kkit, hanging fr
Yes, a mess kit, a major one with pots and skillets. | stared atshima paced towards
me Was | seeing things again? He was a col
ones in old sepia photogras, handlebar moustache, posing with their rifle against a
background of palm trees and indigenous people. He had a beige bush jacket on and
trousers that matched, leather boots and a white pith hélfivrst.saw him as product
of my fancy, but each step he toglkeach clink and clangnadehim more reahnd
evermore strange.
When he had comdose enoughl reacted for his arm. The fabric wasamse to
the touch. ¢ leanectloseand looked at me straight in theedyonly a few people had
done that since | arrived in England
He could have been an arse about dshpeoplal o niketto bé touched by
strangers. But he simply saidl,H e,dwithoa puzzled lookAnd then,6 Ar e m §ading y o
to take that?6 He pointed at the woman belt

in her hand. | took it from her and sighed a thank you.
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OAfternoon, 6 said the explorer to the v
change.Uptothatpointlwan 6t sure i f | was hallucinat:i
Stephen. I called you earlier about the gi

It was only when the woman began talking to him that | beamandred
percentconfident this colonial explorer was real. The two ofiheaggled over the
price as | slowly sneaked away. The woman came down twenty pounds off the ticket

price, and they both seemed happy about the purchase.

Opposite Atkinsonés, a sliver of afternoor
the maple leawe | sat on a bench by the tree, trying to assimilate what had happened in

the shop. | started with the man. He was ¢
colonial explorer; he was just some guy called Stepiressecasone That was

sol ved. But | couldnét avoid connecting hi
Was she related to the Lori from my book?

| was still sitting on the freezing bench when the explorer came out of the shop.
Hed6d brought a yplacel theegyraffeaom i, hid adumioium o u s |
accessories banging as he | eaned forward &
pot he was carrying. He had lids and utensils, at least two plates and cupseavfod
kit dangling from his waist. It was unique costume, somewhat authenticdawtoony
at the same time. He tied the sculpture secure and went off.

Anineteentc ent ury expeditioner pulling a me
sight, at | eomsftom.rViy decisioh te folow hivds o6t even
conscious. | realisedld hadirey him only when | looked around the street and
coul dn 6t where lgvasEven tben]tkept walking behind him, thinking about

how lucky | wasliving in a country where a man could put on his periothes and

59



Delgado Spectral Encounters

wheel his giraffe around the city centre v
do that so easily back home. It was just not so common, not even in Halloween, which
pseuden at i onal i sts call ed a 0gronalisgsegallddast i vi t
celebration of the Devil, but never mind that becaimsEngland it was a different
story. Walking behind Stephen, the explorer, | recalled the many hen parties and stag
dos | 6d &dreved. Vomen dresseld as angels and dawidsbunnies, and
guys dressed as prison runaways, and bunnies as well. There were also the people who
di dnét even need an excuse to dress up, Ii
Spartans, parading half naked in the cold. Pagsegot involved wih those guys, but
they were partying around asking people to help them put nipple pasties on. They got
the kind of attention they were asking for. The explorer and his giraffe, however, were
getting no annoyance. Walkdpy did notice them andccasionallysnapped furtive
phot o, but ouhaeyywbugei dndét gi ve
Two people did make a fuss when@tenpassed them. They were a young
couple doing some shopping at a Tesco Express. The man rushed out of the store to hail
the explorerHe was dressed in similar Safari fashion, but his hat had a wide, round
brim and he wore shorts instead of trouseasd | never joined the boy scouts because
| thought their uniforms were ridiculous. He was carrying a wicker picnic basket, a
useful thingtoo. His partner shoved their shopping inside it when she joined them on
the street, but she kept the tube of Pringles she was eating. Sheanather levelShe
wore proper Victorian attire, a black pleated skirt and a bright blue overdress. Her hair
was pulled back under a veiled bowler hat that made her look like a dream. She could
have been wearing a bOneofHerglovetind domdofaiedo ul dn ot

sheused her naked hand to plunge into the tube of crisps.
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| tried to act normal wiké they spoke, lingering purposelessne twelve feet
behind theml checked the schedule of bus 36 at the stop. Then | studied the bikes and
accessories at the window o hotidmé& sucheabs Bi ke
creep with a confused epgssion andadented lamp ohis shoulder.

Theywent on togetar up Parliament Street. | had never wandered around that
part of the city. We stumbled upon fewer and fewer people as we moved away from the
centre. The place was not designed to attract visittstead of higkstreet businesses,
there was a car wash and a few garages. The street had six lanes, and the buildings all
shared a modern industrial theme. Unlike the hundrekfifty -yearold structures near
the centrethese were dull and gave tingpressionof being owned by a corporation. So
much grey concrete made the heart sink. Tk
|l didndét care for.

Theview soonchanged for the better. We arrived at a cluster of olebrit
buildings with theight kind of industrial look. These were late nineteecgintury and
had a charm of their own. | dtiemdhteGatvedn ot i c e
on the front, 888, 1884, 1861. | told myself | would make an effort to spot these more
often.Stephen and his friendgent into one of these buildings, which | later found out
used to be a silk mill over a hundred years ago. It looked more like a castle than a
factory, includingtowers and battlements, and dozens of arched windows. The eccentric
trio went in through the back, past a great arched gate. A green plastic sign sticking out
indicated it was a car park.

| stopped in my tracks when they went out of sight, assipell had lifted from
me. Zoe popped into mindndl started to ponder the way bad¢kvould have gone
backright then butwhenl turnedaround one of those quaint Hackney cakas

coming up the hillAs the car drove by, | noticed the passengers ecestumes too,
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and | could have sworn | saw the same woman with dark hair that | had seen at
At kinsonbés. The same gir| I haelectoecn|l y seen
crackling of the memory.

OWait! o | shouted.

The car stopped not far aheag,the back gate of the mill.

OWait, wait, lgespgedasl|rdangowdrdsdt you?0

Three ladies dressed in period gowns stepped down and into the building, but

none of them was the dahkired lady with the lilac dress. | checked the insitlhe

cah No oneelsewas thergexcept thariver, whot ol d me somet hing | ¢
under stand. I couldndét be bothered.
6Lori, 6 | sighed, anmidd thought | hearc

My eyes went towards the gate, and the rest of my body followed.
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Chapter Seven

I f it hadndét been for the greeatplackwitet i ¢ si
somet hing as dul | and ordinary as a car pa
or the painted spaces. It was cobblestone, laid in curving linepaals sflattened,
chipped, polishetb ashire over the years by a multitude of wheels and feet.
The sight made me think about hgrbg contrastThe old public library of San
Jose was knocked down to build a car park. They were about to deeldnailding
national heritage, but the bastards completely levelled it before the paperwork was
finished. My aunt reminded me of that every time we vignrit. The last time, | was
driving her, or more accuratelyye werestuckin atraffic jamin front of where the
library used to beThe street had jusivo lanes, and atruck was parked ahead us
unloading merchandiseo wewerewaiting for someondo let us sneak into the other
lane | askedaunt Olgao roll downherwindow and wave at the other drivers to let us
through. She wouldndét stop talking about t
0They tore it dowmeiohavesa ladtéogk wben shbaedits ai d .
was going down and al most missed it. o
Olia, please. Stick your hand out and ask
her hand out the window as she kept telling me about how she used to work-in a bar
restaurant ndfar from there. Soon enougénother driver let me cut in front of him.
6They were hal fway done when | got her .
the car park. O06They had it down to the fol
6l thi akallipardgtiofl] standing, o6 | said. I

was probably the way | sounded. What was left of the wall was a dilapidated, waist

high pile of masonry.
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OA mockery, 0Sbai di donat ,Dthaateulatiogthatv oi c e
oddtension in her mouthwasplain fury. It shocked me because she never showed me
anger andat the same timét moved meao knowsome oldouilding could mean so
much to her

Diay, th a tthé way itisl told her p#ting hera r nProgrés$

Bullshit. I was givingmy auntthat same resigned, acquiescattitudel always
criticisedaboutmy peoplelt helpedcomfortingherat the moment but that was all that
way of thinking ever achievedpomfort And nothing evehappenedAn early
twentieth century building gave way to an asphaltic lot with a tollbooth. That was
progress. It was the kind of progress that made me reluctant to remember home.

But things were backwards #udbridge, it was the car park that disapgear
not the old mill. Past the gate, it looked nearly as it did a huratrdfifty years ago,
only there was mor&omething calleteampunkvas going onand the view was
fantastic.

A fairy with mechanical wings dashed from the corner of my eyeflGitered
towards a pinkhaired girl in a period mourning dress and a fellow who was an
amalgam of alchemist and blacksmith under a Derby hat. They were busy at their
jewellery stall but put their pliers away to greet the fairy. There were many more stalls
two rows of them, one on each side of a long alley where three ladies paraded with their
parasols, white, gold, and green. They matched the ribbons on their dresses. There were
men in waistcoats and aviator helméteir more elegant counterparts inkats and
top hats. There was a Mrs Lovett with her Todd and a chimney sweeper, pulling at her
skirt; silver chains and silver buckles, helmets full of rivets, and silk cravats. | saw a
Medusa, not with snakes, but an octopus on her head. People selbiplg; ipaying. It
was a market.
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Wal king in was easy. It felt Iike fall:i
and met the floor with a bang, but like a leaf fell from a tree. I fell in spirals, floating up
and down among the exhibition stands, drawihigygravitational pull of hundreds of
thousands of tiny bronze beats and charms in one stall, wafted away a moment later
towards a glasswork demonstration. | fell with my eyes open, with ears strained and
hands reaching.
People were gathering around a seigientleman who was complaining
vociferously about not being able to ride his Pefarthing on the cobbles without
breaking his spine. In his seventies, he had probably shrunk over the years but still
wasnodét much shorter t hvasjustbetow heddbvel Insak at of t
honesty, the thought of him riding it was fearsome. Someone shouted that he should
have gone for a Boneshaker instead of a Péartliing. The rebuke came from another
senior gentleman sitting on his own Boneshaker, whathwooden wheels with iron
rims and the pedals in the front wheel. It hardly appeared a comfortable ride. The owner
posed for photographs and chatted to people on the history of cycling. | left shortly
after. | figured he kheasndt going to ride
| found the explorer with the giraffe almost at the end of the line of stalls. He
and another man were securing the sculpture onto a pedestal, and curious people were
already taking photos of it. | came closer, trying not to look too purposeful agd hu
around the next stall, looking at goggles.
Steampunks loved goggles. They loved them in every shape and finish, from
large slick ones that resembled skiing gear, to bulky ones that imitated welding
eyewear, to small round ones like swimming goggleskimmpat them bunched

together on the rack reminded me of the street vendors back home, either at promenades
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or manoeuvring among cars in traffic jams, their Styrofoam displays completely stuffed
with as many unbranded sunglasses as they could possibly fit.
The next stand had leatherwork on shlgnothing in their rangeeemed
cheap Craftmanship was evident all theirwares from simple bracelets to large,
elaborate pouches and utility belts. | had a closer look and grabbed a sort of bandolier,
which instead of ammunition held glass vials in its loops. That was when the man who
had been helping the exploame over tgreetme.He must have been in his fifties
He hadlong white hair which hebrushedack with his hand asehsaid something to
me | d iunbersiandvhathewas sayingl was too busyooking at Stphenstep
back from the giraffe andustoff his hand. His bodylanguage waso exaggerated that
Idi dnoét hearlineshyd6t @ m done herebd6 to get the mes
| gotembarrassed arstaredl di dndét want him to know |
| stepped back and tried k@ave but the moment | turneghewas behind me. It
was the blackaired womanso close | could almost touch heike with the words in
my book, | ¢ oul ashéhad appeagedut aéthiroair or iflw hhea chred t
noticedherstandingtherethe whole time.
OLori ?26 | asked.
Her lips pulled up in a gentle smilend a small dimple formed on hareek
OExcuse me, mat e. Ar e you wahitehairgAmda ?6 s al
with hiswords the woman in front of me disappeared, leaving me wondering whether she
had actually been there.
60That 6s some proper met al Mewakweariogm hav e
brown apron on top of an orange shirt. 0Yc

you?ob
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He meant my lamp, which I stilled carried as a hatgepingagainst my chest.

I said 1 6d just bMhakgdws if he indessmodeviahlsditie el s e .

eyes werall over the placetrying to catch motherglimpse ofthe woman
6l got it in this plshawedhinAthekdenhos then 6 s .
shade and told him the story of how | got it.
Hiscrystalne bl ue eyes inspected the | amp
that dent in a minute, 6 he said. OHer e,
I handed him the lamp and immediately questioned myself for giving it to him.
Within seconds he had removed the lightbulb and detableeshade from the rest of
the lamp. He was wearing a leather tool belt, from which he took a small hammer. He

was about to start working on the dent when someone interrupted.

c

Do v

C

€

6Rob! What are you doing, you nutbar?! ¢

I't was Stephen. hhtinétdnd tvas kreinghssvdfaty hi s pi

forehead with a handkerchief.

t

OWhatiWwhmtl | 6m doing is helping a frien

paused, expecting me to say ,soyhecotimed, |

01l 6 ve myfrignghereed r epair his | amp. You see?b

6Dented. 0

di

60And you trust him?6 Stephen asked me.

| said yes.
6May it rest in peace,® said Stephen

postpone working on the giraffe?b

S

C

H

C

OWhat 6s the ponetpobjbavjidgrppbted Rob,

bi gger hammer out of his toolbelt, O6when
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t o me .

6He b6 s

hammer! o6

replied

St e v e ?lfid thisdaenpshagleowith a
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Stephe

| apol ogi sed

way. They led me to their little exhibition area where they had a few Steampunk

creations on a table and, of course, the aluminium giveifeh was going tde

modified, someday hopefullyThe sculptures shared a similar industrial theme with

gauges, gears and nuts and bolts here and there. They had been transformed in such a

way you could still call it the original thing, a lamp, a telephone, a typewriteat b

same time they looked like a whole new thiigvasclever, beautiful art. So | said |

would love it if they steampunked my lamp.

OWebve

gt celwdbgan ed

Rob,

and

e X p | a i, tareadify,Rng lampvinearSteaangunk o

t hey

Rob got on with the task and Steve stayed chattingm&hNot long had past

when a woman dressed as a sort of pirate approached us.

600i , Ndthiegr 8! ab
ONow?6 asked
O6Have they given

out t

Steve.

t he
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The woman nodded and sttto leave, but she gestured Steve to hurry as she
walked away. My new friend told me he had to be somewhere to see sonmething
happening. |l was pretty certain his empha:c
was seldom a hundred percent surarofthing said in a British accent, mind you, only
when they were joking, or mocking, or being sarcastic, angry, or dead serious, sassy,
cheeky or ironic, or talking to a pet. In those early days in England, | walked around
understanding maybe about halfvdfat people said. My confusion must have been
clearly noticeable to Steve, but he made no attempt to explain. Instead, he asked me to
hold on and went rummaging under the table. Then he started drawing out stuff, a
leather messenger bag, a folded camplstnd a suitcase.
O0Here, put this on, 6 said Steve donni ng
clearly too small, but before | could say anything, he pushed the suitcase across the
table and asked if | would mind carrying it for him.
It was an oddly largeustcase, made of dark rugged leather with large golden
lettersthatr ead: Bram Stevensonds Unrivalled Cre
6Come on. We are | ate, 6 said Steve as
When | grabbed the suitcase, something metallic rattled inside. The noise
continued as lldpped across the market to catch up with Steebased the white pith
helmet as & headed towards the main building &mgndhim at the door, where he
stood talking to a gentleman. That man was wearing a long black coat with velvet lapels

and looked ke Edgar Allan Poe, minus the moustache. He stopped me when | came

closer.
OExcuse me,d he said. 6Do you work her e
Steve stepped in and told the man | was
said. O6Heb6és in it too. o
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No-moustache Poe apologised, sajing hadndét recogni sed me
firsttcentury c¢cl othes. Again, I didndt know wt
Steve asked me if | was ready. OReady f
Heled the way int@a large unfurnishedhall with tall columns on each side and large
windows on the upper floondistinguishable voicdsounced off the walls and
merged into an amorphous rackehe place was crowdetl.was like the standing
section at a concert, except every single person maseld in &teampunicostume
Outsidein the parking lotpther casugbassersy had made it easy to mingle with the
steampunks, but heramvas noticeablynderdressed.tugged down my newsboy cap
as if | could hi@ under the tiny thingl was overreactingeally, in anticipation to all
thosepuzzled lookd thought | was going to gelin reality, my lack of proper clothes
was making me invisibldr maybe my cl| ot hNonedouldbe 6t mat t
botheredo acknowledge meEveryoneseemed expectarike people do on New
Year s Eve a minute before midnight.
OAre you ready?6 asked Steve again.
O0Ready for what?! 6
A bell rang as if answering my questidnwas a single strokabove the
murmur of the crowdloud enough to make a ladgarbyshriek withexcitement
Silencefollowed, but like that moment of doubt at the theatre between the end of a
performance and the applause, it was shortly broken by a loud, excitetazz.
smiled at me,aising his eyerows Thenl watched him transform into Bram
Stevenson, thpeddler
6Bugs! 6 he shouted. O61 6ve got bugs and
He set the camp stool on the spot and took his suitcase from me. It rattled as if it

was filled with bottlecaps. He placed it on the stool and openkide there werat
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least a dozen compartments, honeycomb patterned and filled to the rim with little
figurines. Steve kept chanting about his bugs while | admired them in the suitcase. They
were copper and brass and some had a silvery shine.
A lady and her friend stopped by. They asked how much the beetles were as
they tried them on. They were brooches.
Around other traders chanted and shouted. They rhymed and jested to lure the
customersl let Steve finish his sal@ndasked him what was going on.
He shushed me and whispered to my ear,
asked him why he was whispegj and he said we had to watch out for the coppers.
|l tol d hunderstdnd di dnot
6The rozzers, the bobbies! Cops, boy, t
A couple overheard him and acted alarmed, but Steve reassured them that the
authorities had not showed ypt. Then he raised his voice again to advertise his bugs.
60Go on, 6 he said back to me. 06See iIif you f
So | went.
Here and there peddlers were shouting their wares. Some had laid tablecloths on
the floor to display their merchandssesepia photographs, test tubes filled with tiny
cogs turned into pendantings made out of watch parts and wiree young couple
| 6d seen earlier was there, pulli.ng knitte
| thought | saw the woman with tlgark hairamong the crowtiehind thembut
she was gonby the timel reached the spotc o u | d 6 v saw fiavagaistanding
next tosomeguy sellingprints of engine designsler dress was not lilaas | firg

thought;it was white, and like th8teampunloutfits of the ladies in the market, it

seemed to belong in tmneteenth centuryHers, howevenvas puredelightful
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Victoriana beyond pretendandmuch like heihair, hetmannersand gait Completely
unspoiled
She kept coming in and out weahishing ght , mt
fragmentedthe trace ofin imagea coy smileeome andjone.Someone alwaystood
between usThe last timeit was a fat man in a long co&te opened his coat in fra of
herand two otheunsuspecting ladiesrom behind it looked as if he was flashing
them | grabbechis armmuch upset, buvhen he turned could see the lining of his
coat was packed witlhé pins and badges hewas sellingcv er ybodyD needs é 6
badges? I think he said[3 badgesl rejected them bitterlyThe woman was gone
agan. It was the lasttimelsawhemdl coul dnét e moticednee | | i f s
Two strokes of the betharked the end of the party. The excitement that ruled
the room became a general feeling of relaxed satisfaction. People smiled and joked as

they rearranged their accessories. Some bragged with their friends, as they all slowly

began to leave. Twoconstab br oke i n at a certain point
had seen them earlier drinking tea outsi de
anything o6illicité going on. The mar ket he

| glanced round and felt disappointed. Notyom&ad | crashed this Victorian
party dressed from top to bottom inhight r e et aut umn f ashi on.

thing.

| foundRobbackat hisstall chatting with Steve and a lady with wavy haia costume
that reminded me of a medieval carnival
6There he is, my | oyal henchman! d shout

you fellow rascal. Tell me, did you enjoy
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| said | had and added that | would have liked it more if | had been better
dressed for the occasion. | gave Steigecap back and mentioned it was way too small
for me.

The woman with therasked Steve for the h&he had a round face, huge firm
cheeks | i ke a babyobs.

Rob introducedheras Madame Victoria. She was working in the festival as a
psychic medium and performed a number of spiritual services, including palm reading,
tarot card readings, spiritual cleansing, even contacting dead loved ones.

She examinethe capcarefully and aséd me if | was serious about wanting
better clothes. | said | was, and she excused herself abruptly and dashed away in short,
fast steps, leaving the three of us quite surprised.

Rob told us he was done with the lamp, but before he showed ithe tessd
me what | thought was a copper coin. Only
clean except for a thin mark slithering across the middle like a scar.

0That 6s whatos | eft of the dent, 6 cl ar.i
told me here were ways to make the mark disappear, but since the challenge was to fix

the shade with a hammer, hedéd decided to

‘N

design of it,d6 he said, pulling up the | ar
He had punched a liref holes around the shade and covered them with a

copper sliding band. The band had a flange through which the light could come

through. Rob called it a slotted peephdle me it looked likehose miner helmets with

a light.
O0And you did etrh?adt awsiktend aStheavwem wi t h di s b
6 | ! FExedthe dent withahamme®t eampunked it with a ha

wavered. o6l might have used a flawt @tdher t c
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Robb6s confession ignited agerdwhishcussi on &
inevitably had them revisit past quarrels and subtle ruses against each other. They were
arguing about something that had happened in Lincoln in 2006 when Madame Victoria
re-joined the group.

OAre you two arguing over <cider again?¢

ONovwerit this time, my dear, just about \
Steve as he spoke.

Victoria brought with her a blaefelted top hat. She handed it to me and asked
me to try it on.

OWonder ful. 't fits youwanmeaevtténealtavdriy., 6 s he
Well, not quite |Iiterally. See the inside.

The inside of the hat was a yellowing white silk and had the manufeitsre
stamp printed in black and gold letters.

60l tdéds an Austin Reed of RegqemtdsSt oi&et yc
el egant, a proper antique, <circa 1930.6

| said it was wonderful. Great condition for something so old. The way she
talked about it suggested she was going to try and sell it to me, but she offered me a
trade insteadShe said she had been loukfor a desk lamfor her readings anklad
absolutely fallen in love witmine

6lt fits me perfectly. The hat fits yol
reason. 0

One reasorShe kind of made sense, and coming from her, maybe because of
the way she s, her seductive elongation of the sounds, the pauses and loops of her

phrasing, it soundelike something mystical.
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Madame Victoria said one of Rob&s sculy
to ahundred pounds, which exceeded the best price she asklfor the hat, so she
offered a spiritual reading to round up the prig&th that she got me interested.

Steve offered his expert opinion to valuate the hat for me. | learnt then that he
owned an antique shop just outside the city centrexdmined the hat and gave the

deal a thumbsip. So |, without further deliberation, took it.

0Terrific!d said Madame Victoria. She
card. O6Hope to see you soon. 6

60That 6s a nice item, 66lIsta6 d tShe veqr tpoadfnt
may want to dress up but not modi fy. Put &
go on punching holes into it!éo

I told him I wouldndt and took the char
tip of my tongue forawhiled What exactly is Steampunk?d

Steve, Rob and Victorigaspedandgiggled | could have sworn the people on

the next stall laughed too.
OHow much time have you got?6 asked Rolt
My smile disappeared.had no time at all.

|l 6d forgotten | had a dat e.
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Chapter Eight

Zoe and | had arranged to meet at a Brazilian restaurant on the other side of town from
theSteampunknarket. | texted hehatl was going to be latas Ihurrieddown the street
She replied saying was fine, butl kept picturing her sittingat our table, bored and
disappointed, scribblingome rhymeon her notepadabouta girl being stood upand
finding out she was better off by hersdlfsaw her paying her bill and leavingst as |
was beginning to cramp.

| clashed loudly agast the front door when 1 finally got to the restaurant. |
bounced back feeling like an idiot, then tried again, this time pulling instead of pushing.
My heart was thumping in my eaas | walked inand | had a cramp that felt like a knife
between my rib. It was a busy night. Silverware clinked to accompany laughter and
conversation. The tables were full of coupkemiling, enjoying their dinner and
conversatons |t was that Kkind of restaurant. Zc
there yet.

Zoe wa sitting at the bar, halfway down her gin and tonic. | probably
apologised twentgeven times before she could say a word. Her mouth was open the
entire time | spoke, her | ips either sligl
smile. She askekif | wanted a beer, then ordered it for me while | was busy catching my
breath.

Her hair was combed to the side. 't wa s
Anyone watching us sitting there would have agreed she was completely out of my
league, a gorges young lady who was killing her black dress and smelledridshly
cut roses and liliedHer date, on the other hand, an embarrassed, clueless guy, out of

place, haircut overdue, who had made a fool of himself coming through the door. |
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could feel my avn body heat and cool drops of sweat running down my back. | gulped
half my beer when the bartender handed it to me.

60Calm down and start over, 6 said Zoe. ¢
can start with that. o

I put t he hat gottmatthe Stdampuokimarkeh he smileéd énd
said I | ooked adorable, silly but adorabl e
it. She kept laughing when | told her | had traded it for a lamp | had damaged and
bought earlier and carried the Wwhafternoon as a baby in my arms. Her gin and tonic
went down the wrong way when | told her the woman | had bartered with was a psychic
and had also thrown a palm reading into the bargain. | &lgbng a little bit.

dt does sund a bitridiculous 6s aliBdt & t hink | 61 I gi ve h
week.Set up an appointmedt.

0lt shoul d b eraiding mer egebrowasithlincreddlity. Zheasked
me about the Steampunk markatd | tried my best to recount the fairies and imperial
adventurers, thgyentsand ladies, and mad scientists, and gothic beauties | had seen. |
told her about Steve and the illicit markiestopped talkingvhen sheseemed to be
losing interestl didn &l her about the womain the white dress

60To each his own, right??8%

|l said I didndét foll ow, and Zoe expl air
liked dressing up and roleplaying. Some folks enjoyed escapism to the fullest. She just
wasnodt one of t he mbad&buethechat,dut Bet corstany glaacesy t h i r
at the top of my head made it clear she di
with it in my hand.

60h no, donodot tell me you are-dgeiss@ 6t o
she mocked, but héeonewas waytoc ondescendi ng. I wasnodt ex
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known Zoe better then, | would have recognised the symptoms of her hungry crankiness
right away. It was impossible to win an argument with Zoe in that state.
| dropped the hat on the countand sipped my beer.
6Come on, Sam! Il 6m teasing. Il just dont¢
with that idea of the Empire and, you knoyv
celebration. 6
The irony was that she was drinking something called Bombaghg&, which
wasso called because of some association with the popularity of gin during the British
RajinIndia. The bottleltta | ovely picture of Queen Vict
know any of that back then, so | said nothing. And Iwas luckg Idbt know becau
our argument wasnoé6t really about Steampuntk
6Just dondét keep me waiting for somethi
Stab to the heart.
|l grabbed her hand and said | woul dnot

Our table was ready.

Wed dnét talk about Steampunk agS$ewouldnt i |
always feel guilty after the episode of hungry crankiness had p&sety, she was
feeling sorry already.

6lt sounds | i ke something téampuhkou!l d see
t h i rslgegaid between the inevitable moans that came with a spoonful of her
chocol ate mousse. OWe could check it out t
having it?26

| drew a blank.

01 me an ,-day event, dr speead @verea few slay 6

78



Delgado Spectral Encounters

No idea. | hadnod6t even consi deyfited it coc
was temporary. It took place in a car park, under stalls. Zoe looked it up on her mobile
and confirmed it was a orday thing.

0l know the placken phens.ai @Qu d 0to KkMinlg!l .
silk mill. They had a vegan festival there last year. Rachel asked me to go wiinéer.
never got arountb becoming vegan, though!

She showed me the photo of it on her phone.

60Yes, thatods tdiseappgpntmert.e, 6 | sai d with

Zoe said she was sorry shedd missed it
in town. It sounded as if she was talking about a circus.

| found some time the following afternoon to check the place out. | walked up
the hill to the mill ad found it closed. | moved towards the gate and pressed my cheeks
against the iron bars, trying to peek insi
peri meter, found nothing, and came back tc
much to see. lWas the same building of the day before, same structure, same brick,
1861 anno dominias still carved on the side, but the place looked abandoned, never
more |ike a ruin, and far from what | 06d se
had caughtip with it overnight. The thought of jumping the gate crossed my mind. A
gli mpse inside would have been nice, but t
was terrified of being caught on tape doing anything that could serve as an excuse for

deportaibn. Next time might be different.

After dinner,Zoe and Wwent to theRaglan Roadthe Irish pub we went ton that first
day | ran into herl asked the barkeeper for two pints of Jaipur and experienced a sort
of proud satisfaction as | watched him pull the rigéer | pronounced the name
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slightly differentfrom him, but it was a major improvement oyp&inting at the tapand
askingifndar od d@ hat 6
| brought the beer to our table and we toasted to being therea month after

meetingagainand still getting to know each other.

60 You Kk n o wgreathabout that dayy we got togetheragain | asked. 0
soon as | meet someoherethey want to know where | c¢come
came out harsher than 16d planned, and Zoe

O0You didndét ask me that. o

Youhad met beforenlyour country.

00f cour se, vbeadde&odB anteitl Ib.e.f.o0r e

She di dndt Tihethoughtinterruptetree and Eforgotvhat Iwas
saying.

6ls that such a bad t hyounhgtthéyaskRdk ed Zoe.

|l said it didndot, but that sort of <chat
about home. Zoe pointed out | still <call ec
house home anab one | knew lived there anymorkhe place brought me bad
memores. Still | called it home.

Zoe nodded.

6But still, youbve Tlkatdshaddoohatenrme f eel f
before.

dt could be the accent, the reason vpleppleask me, or the features of my

face, or the colour of my skin. Or the entire combmati . My theory is tha

match their records. Not many of wus <cross

pl ace me and that makes them curious. That
O6What happens when you tell them?25d
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Isnickered 6 They st aBraziliab fadtb&lliamd gColanbianicoffee,
and about that trip a friend of theirs took to Peru fifteen years ago to see Machu Picchu,
and the bloodcurdling experience of drinki

the conversation to something theyokw . 6

6l would have guessed they start talKkirt
060That 6s many peoplebs favourite topic. Mar
OAre you trying to tell me to shut up?¢
choke a little on herbeer,$0 di dnét try it again. O0Youbre
the nice people, the ones that bother tryi
On the second round of drinks, Zoe asked

to England?6é6

OWel l first, I knew 6tth ewa natn gtuoa ggeo. tSoe ctohr
are too many Latinos there. They would rer
Zoe asked me if | was running away fror

running away from anything. | was not scared. | was tired, tired of myhkfe t of
myself, of gradually becoming nothing.
61l 6m sweevrnyd | said, O0And | feel Il hav
| 6ve had nleft becauseel was etiack. ¥/orse, | leficause was conscious
oft Whenéd | hesi aanedpad¥ween myt hought | ¢
0l get ii®BndbdmasdrZgpeabdut your aunt. 06
Orhanks. I think she would haliged to see me leave. She knew how much |
admiredfarawayEngland She knew | wasndét haptmped in Co
to hide it from her.
What 6s wasCostaRica® wi t h
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ONot hi ng ehererd changes
60 Notchc h a n g e Zoe leanedgmn hed elbowandsaig 6 We had a r o)
wedding | ast April . 6
| gave her a nod asshat back on my chaibut dter aquick dance out the
window, | was shaking my head@he building across the street was covered in
scaffolding
OHere. 6 | gest urramdheck authe rhegh otatumieiumc | o s e
tubes boards andtheyellow foamsleeveswith the zip tieghat made the poldsok
like urbanbamboo&Everyotherwe e k t her e 6 sscaffoldadd w bui | di ng
Oreahd
&oif you aredoing it on purposekeepng time from passings not easyDamn,
it 6s t he Ypagottiaaverk evaryday to geépcadedike thosefrom ruind |
pointed at t he b uYodgdys ardprciagthe louddmg, thehceuntsyt r e et .
even, to stay where you wanbit.
Zoe was frowningattentive She made me feel solid when she labkéme like
that. PresentRelevant even.
Orhings never change back athmme c ause peopl e dondét t hi
effort. No one wants to ristheir own peace and mediocre quiMugges are caught by
the police and relead@lmost right after becaus® onefilesa complain. Teachers go
ononestrike afteranotheronly to take a day off and to hell with their kidschooling
I'tds a damn ol ithgrgwherk pbiicafunds dre sqoanderatiche
timeé 6 dIr a Wikdno ode No onefixes aleakon the ceiling as long as thean
simply placea bucketunderneathvhen it raing

| gavethe scaffold outside another look.

82



Delgado Spectral Encounters

(Here and therelime is stuck in both places. The difference is thedrhere
you tame it. There it just happeds
dAction andinaction 6 s a Sameiesud, O
AaNo, not the same at all. It fucks up everything if you just let time pass théough.
Zoeds eyes went bac kyaw rtobcdaddg fieth saw eet .
star® 0

O0Yes. I  was Iligeat estleswemd toorcandolablé. .

There wasilencewhile | wetted mymouthwith some beeriZoe was letting me
get it all out.

dtodés, buhnyai d.

OWhat i s?6

I told Zoe | had | éihkabooutat,rbenosvd | di dnot
understood that to avoid speakawagenabout hc
uptalking about the placesvoe been. 0

Most people will ask you about that if

exotic 6 s hHer fisgars wkre playing with my hairthought she was going to kiss

me.
O0You are exotic to me. o
She | aughed. uWbdlsvexothoudght of
| leaned forward, but she flinched.
6So you said your flat was near here?6
| said it was within walking diance.
Zoe seemed to consider somethaisgshe playedith hernearly emptyglass.

OHowés that book collection you said you v

6 Aouplemor e and | 61l | have tolostart | ooki n
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She kept her eyes down trat last ounce in her glass
Alright you Set off Sheis not going to ask you.
€ o me o0 nanddowedthativalfingerofbeerlhadleft 6Let me sho

you. o0

Zoeactually darted to the bookshelf when we entered my flat, though you pretty much
were thee the minute you walked irike always, he light bulbs took a while to warm
up. Theemptiness of the place seemed sadder iditheyellownessLucky for memy
bodks were enough to distract Zdgereat Expectationshe had read in her first year of
college. She told me about her discussions with her classasasbé® picked it offom
the shelf The memory lit up her face.
Northanger Abbey, The Country of the Blamttl Other StoriesShe ran her eyes
over the titlesd T $eeae all Victoriandshe said intrigued
0 ONeoVictorian éadded O Ther e 6 s theassthetibh.iTheg about
excitemenbf the timesl dunno,h e gr i mness. 6
She kept perusing unsbmething else caught her eye.
OWhat 6s this?6d she asked, piTh&onlgg up a
one whose title had rubbed affthe spine.
Fool. 1 should have hidden yncopy ofFrankenstein
You are embarrassed
I didndét want t o tdroironky mememt with Zoelltrieddd d n 6t v
take the book from her, but she didndot | et
You and lare like the monster who walks alonetieice.You needndét be

ashamed of being different.
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I thought I felt Zoe pull the book tows
down, | saw three hands on the cover. Thr e
hand, and next to Amet $ ewa kandspalmgtieserb@k el se ds .
away from me

We are OtherTogether.

They tugged and | tugged back.

Only you and I.

It all happened in aecond| reviewed it in my head many times afterwards: the
small and delicate fingers clinging tightly to the book, white lace around the wrist. It
scared me of course, but it was gone faster than | could react.

Zoe kissed me t henfshShewadks staey |Ili nkgi stshed
say | launched into her and pulled her close, that it was my mouth that found hers. That

was the way she told it to everyone, and it became the truth because | never

contradicted her. | c¢ owdstaudto the thirdlhanddne m t h &
the book. | coul dnét just say that | | ooke
instead ImetherlipsZoeds | i ps.

| coul dncoutldI?t el | her
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Chapter Nine

Everyt hi nworkedouffihedf &ori @adstayedwithin the bookif she and Zoe
had remainedeparate imdifferentrealms

| had no idea Zoe existed before | laid eyes on her. It was her hair, her smile, her
figure thatdrew meto heras she entered my lifBut Lori i Lori was nothing but
sentences in a boakhen we metHer material presenagasbound to the page, thin
weightlessas a pen strok@©ur conversations were always out of conjdigrally,
absent setting, disembodied.

Only Lori knew howmuchl missed my aunt probablyconfessedo her
because | thought she waisreally thereThat time, ve were orpagel39, in the part
where the Monster is learning to readd she simplyposed the questiolYou must
regret her absence very muich

My handwriting stared at me from the pagart | heard her voicefull-bodied
Firm, but sweet, sdamncharmingly sweet.

| wrote downl missedmy A ucookidgsl missed how much she knew about
third-grade math | listedthe occasions her advice had saved me money, ordmeg;
teeth from being knocked quvhatever came to min@he gave me dancing lessons
oncebefore a high school party and tookthmost embarrassirggcretof mineto the
gravel put down a few examples of the many
ever known. Completelynconditional Undeserved.

A sob fappened thert couldhave been her s, but I16m f ai
closed the bookndthat was itWe continued on a different page the next time we

talked.
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Around ChristmasZoe asked me the samaestion. She was driving, and it was
pouring outsideHer arms stretched ourt her cableknit jumperasshegrabbed the
steering wheel

6Do you miss her ,witlyafutive glancedtmMe& s he askec

I told her | 6d | os ehendeathThe €rbkg¢eadledtv er a vy ¢
only a part of her with meThey had taken the bestherfrommeShe di dndét s mi |
anymore. She di dandsense & huknobhadbecomekmpletd and s s
inescapablstoicism.

d still loved her, of courseButwhen | talked to hes | combed her hair or
changed her clothes whatevershe was not there anymore. Aorttel realised | was
only talking tothe memoy of someone | kneythe joy of it fadedl was cheating
myself intobelievingthatthe memories were as presenhasbody, butthey were
never going to talk baok.

Zoe reached out amdstecher hand omy lap.6 1 bet she c,ol d st
s he Sanepartofiercouldstdlense t hat you cared for hi
say anything back. 6

| nodded at Zogthough | disagreed. My aunt coaldhéar me, not near the end.
But that dJdioeénmmeamat gend and lesowamsfthét goi n
rain on the windsleld was soothing.

0tl6s not | i ke | .Naevenattheenil, trigdeadexptaind of he
drhatwoman raised meshe taught me to be a maprobablya better man than |
encedup beingBut she was gonguite awhile before her body gave uphadhad my
time forpining.6

What | saidto Zoe wadrue What | said to Lori was also truehad learhto

cope with loss in my own wayd tearnedo discard the most immediagxperiences
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Sweep and eraske miseryevery twentyfour hours.Let kinder memories occupy the
mind.
Lori screwed me up when she showed meowerdeath.Falling for Lori meant

mourningh e r . |l wasnodét ready for that.

| woke up at 6:00 am the dawri died.It was 21 Decembeand asliver of light was
coming through the curtains. Zoe had spent the night and was now leaving for work.
She had an early shift at the | nn. Mi ne di
asleep, when she came by and gave me a good morning Agdask on the cheek. It
took me a second to react, and when | tried to kiss her back, she was already gone. The
thud of the door closing woke me up for good. | got up and hurried to the window to
catch one last glimpse of her walking away, but when | egdime curtains there was
something else outside.
Parked right outside my flat, just in f
carriage, a real, old fashioned, hedsawncarriage.
|l 6d never seen one ,ilbokdadhke sheaebThd btacke . | f
cabin was longer than it was talhd hadarge oval windows, narrowing at the ends like
eyes. The black fringed drapery behind the glass was opened, and | could see through
the hearse to the other side of the street. It was empty. Thereowaachman either,
not that | could see. The Friesian horses were black too, solemn and niissike.
plumes on their headdiveredas hey shifted on the spot and pawed on the pavement,
steam rising from their bodies, their breaths.
The frameof the @binwas lustrous like a piano, expensive looking. The red

phantom of Zoeb6bs coat fl ashed by, refl ect e
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carriage without paying any attention to it. | thought it was strange, but then again, it
was Zoe. She was not ingased very easily. But | was.

| was sure | would never saeything quite like that back home, but | concluded
that hings like that carriagerere too common in England to be impressive
otraditional & funeral was atlplumegkRiesam opti or
horses were by readiramad online, the same with rosettes, and liveried coachmen, and
grooms.t was a thing for some people to be delivered to the grave in Gylaaybe
the carriage was one of those rentals for
telly. Some people liked black ftiheir wedding.Or maybe the carriaggaspart ofa
marketingnumber | heardonce thaS a i n s b u usipgocarriagea felmome
deliveriesto celebrate theonehundredsomethinganniversary

| detached my forehead from the window to go put on some pants. | must have
been away from it less than a minute, but when | looked out again, the carriage was
gone.

| tried to carry on wh my day casuallyput | was kidding myself. When the
bread popped up from the toaster, | was still wondering about that hearse. | would have
loved to see it closer. | peeked outside again when | came out of the shower. It was
foolish to think | would seé again, but it was one of those unavoidable things. By the
time | |l eft the house, some blue hatchbaclk

attention to it as | walked by.

| was late for workandmade the teminute walk from my flat down to the bottom of
Castle Road in six minuteA.wasted effort becaude | ost al | t he ti me I
waiting for the light to change #teintersection with Maiden Way. | pushed the button

at the crossingwice before diker joined me ad pushedt a third time The wheels of
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his bike reminded me of the carriage, that oversized look, sticking out of the frame. |
tried not to stare too mucWhen people caught me watching them, taeted like they
thoughtl was going to mug them.

The light finally turned green, and | stepped forward. Then | realised there was a

car speeding towards me. |l barely had ti me
slow down.
Only it wasnodot a cnaarriadepulledbdy aharserOrwag e, a

it two horses? The driver yelled at me and | yelled something back at him, which not
even | could understand. | couldndot think
ended up just shouting hadfords. lturnedarund t o t h €anlydukbkeliave wi t h
that guy?6é on the tip of my tongue, but ¢t
It wasndédt that hedd pedall ed away. He 6 c
anymore, nor its pole, nor the zebra crossing. The pavement was gpa®tmpwith
everything else. Suddenly | didnét know wt
of focus. 't was | i ke |l ooking through fogg
around but there was nothing within reach. | was havingpasoa: of some kind, gone
into some sort of blindness. | could see light and colours, but shapes were all distorted.
Everything around me had become a blur.
| kept groping until someone yelled behind me. | stopped and glanced back but
there was no one. | couttte nothing that made sense. | realised | was standing in the
middle of the street when | saw another one of those carriages coming my way. The
horses were pure muscle in actitiveir hooves up in the air then down with violence.
They were all | could s the only tangible thing in the blur: one second a tiny dark
shape in the distance, the next, a bulk speeding towards me, machine and beast in one,
harness and sinew, muscle and rivet. The sounds of hooves and wheels merged into
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continuous thunder. Theyer e charging at me and | didno
like an idiot.

| reacted an inch short of deathdleaped to the side. There wasthimking
involvedin the action. One moment | was watching the carriage approach and the next |
was lying on thground with a sore shoulder, watching it go by.

| continued my escape on all fours, afraid to stand up and walk. | was on the
other side of the road.cbuld tell becaus@Audbridge City Councifippeared in front of
me. | was right where | was supposedwif | had crossed Maiden Way, wheded
beena minute before, waiting for the traffic light to change.

I made my way to the building and placed my hand on one of the pillars. It was
cast stone, firm, immovable. | anckdrmyself to it| put my arms anand the pillar and
concentrated on breathinigying to hold the sicknedsack There was an odd smell, the
scent of nothingness, the complete absence of the sense. It felt as if | was permanently
about to sneeze.

| huggedthe pillaruntil I beganto feel stableSlowly peoplestared coming in
and going out of focysvalkingin front of me. They appeared from the corner of my eye
materialised out of the bldike the horses, buhey did so without violengegoing in
different diretions, minding their own business. Soon the street was populated. A man
showed his pocket watch to another. A boy trudged by, carrying a wooden box of spuds
that was clearly too heavy for him. They acted so normal; it made everything stranger. |
rubbed myeyes and squinted to see a little farther. A peddler was selling bottles of
something, hair tonic, according to his sign. A handful of men were listening to him.
There was noise and conversation, some laughs even. Thank God, | was not alone
anymore0 H e lycriedfaintly, my voiceweak and brokerA bit farther ahead, a group

of refined ladies paraded towards the tstop They seemed to glide in their long skirts.
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The city was slowly coming into focus. | was on Market Avenue. The street broadened
up hereto accommodate the tram trackgooden arts and stalls crowded the walkway

in the middle, adjoining the stop. There were so many peopleaioldren whining and
mothes yelling atthem couples, business peopkeverything was oddNo one was
wearingoversized knitted jumpergyr thoseshort &irts with bracespr high-waisted
jeans Where were all the fashion items that made the present look like twenty or thirty
years ago? The people | was watching had taken the retro vibe too far. The wamen
antiquated, long dress&sh e me n 6 s paine; mbrensodesteNo ene had their
flashy Adidas sportswear ohhehipstershad disappeared from the strebéepunkstoo,

and theskateboarderand the rockerNo one was wearinglaeadscarf. No turbans. No

Burkas.

| gave a shout to a young man wal king
right by me and acted as i f he coul dnot
must have. I tried | et tliostimgygopsp ofdhingstathr e pi |

soon as my fingers stopped touching the surface, and | felt sick again. | needed to find

out where | wasywhenl was. Moments later a woman approaclad | triedshouting

again, but she di dnot negtéhsee afour geopte werendedf o me

too.

| had to move. | began to experiment, removing my hands from the building in
short intervals, looking for a place to go. | scanned around and noticed other buildings.
Like the City Council, they remained solid imetmiddle of all that blurriness. | had to
reach one of them.

It took me a while to gather my courage and plunge into the blur. It was darker
by then. The light hadhadedrom white to blueandmade me think it was colder,

t hough | Cc 0 u ¢ tdnmpératurahorwind, yo sdnghimé startett walking and
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my vision worseadagain. | kept prowling, placingyy feet withcare, making sure |
wasnot wal king onto any road or goiggiob | i ne,
slow. Every second otihere, | was putting my life at risk. My pace quickened. If | was
going to crash into something, then so be it. Behind me, the City Council building
remained immovable, its contours well definé&hite and solemnt struck me how
much like a mausoleumste emed. | coul dndét | et it becom
| groped my way in the bluish darknekbad the impression of things moving
around meThey keptdaslhing out of the corner of my eyenddisappeang before |
could getagood glancel carried on towards one of the buildgntil | sawa shadow
ahead, a small srdgein the distanceslowly growing feet and arms awentcloser.
He was a small ladvandering. He must have been half my height, lmaievedhe
could save me. | calledubto him, but he said nothing back. | followed him and
shoutedagain and agajuntil he stopped. | went closer, all too close. He was all
shadow, black and treacherousould feelhim looking at me, though there were no
eyes. Ipanicked | surrendered to the fear adbpped to thenuddyground.
When | looked up again, the shadow waseggon Onl 'y it wasnét rea
hadtransgresseits shape andow coveredall around mel was still onthemudwhen |
got asudden whiff of manutestrong ast got, sickening.tiwas the first thing | smelled
in too longand it was shitl tried tocrawl away but my bodyhadturnedtoo heavy.My
shoulders hithe ground.
16 thin in the darkness for too lonéprlorn and helplessyhen a light shneon
me, a warming light thahasked the smell of horse shit wibmething weet like
vanilla.
6Lori, 6 | whispered.
She was few meteraway.
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oLori, 6 | s aiHérbacktowardsemehssebned tiéwalking .
awaybut without really movingin the dark blur, she was a beachbier formremained
solid as the rest of Audbri dgButkeubl i mat ed.
wouldldt | ook back.

| did what seemed impossible a moment before and stoddwgmt to hey but
now she started moving awalyhurriedas much as | could, puttirane foot in front of
the otherbutthe distance between tmmained the same

In that place of darkness and vaguendss vgassolid colour. Her dress was all
white, yet It seemed more colourful than e
was black, blacker thahe shadows around me but it shoeeen in thatdarkness.
Only after seeing her, | realisatl the coloureverythng else lacked.

oLori,6 | <cried. OLori, please wait. o

| needed to hear her speak, to touch the lace of her dressifton thatshe wa
realy there, more real than | had ever seen higrought of her facas Istaggered
forwardsb ut coul dndét rle nseimmbpery icto uclldenadrtl ymake u
her featuresAnd in its terrible absenc¢here was onlpneotherfacethat | could
picture. One face that could match the beautykimithesof herlight. Thatwas when
| got Zoe involval. |l placed her body in the other w
black and tke clearer | pictured her, the closatréwto her.

| reached for her hand amaliched the tip of her fingerBut when she turned
around,l recoiled.My expectations betrayed md.er f ac e \hesnosévas Zoe 6 s .
slightly thinner. The eyesererounde, with acertain sadness in her ga2ed for all
that | |1 ovetd ZopgbHn$ ik mphelpteEnkiogl Had neert seen a

facemore perfecto my taste
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(Help me 6 ceed extendngherhandl t was t he same voice
reading thanarginaliain my book butfull of frightenedurgency And just as she
pleaded for my help, | had the sasensation | had felt when | thought my life was at
risk.
| pulledaway,wriggled back like a coward.
O0St pp IotBsraiindg me back. 6
OPI| @asbes, ,coonsilmieg r e p |
O0Bring me badlk,aw el mehattoemak. 06
A bell tolled. There was somet hing el se
before. They materialised with furious speledatched from the side, contorted like a
shrimp as theynearly trampled heiShe managed to jump to the sidlehouted to get
out ofthe way.S h e wsafg shé was on the tracks, and it was coming. The tram was
coming. She didnét see it, didndét hear it.
It was too late. | withessed the accident and | felt it at the same time. | was in
both placs at once, watching her from a distance and also in front of the machine as it
struck herl was spinning in the air. Cries echoed.
| hit the ground, and everything was quiet.

Just like that, she was gone. And | was back.

The smell of burnt rubber mixedit fried chicken nuggets was so strong | could taste

it in my mouth. | was sitting on one of the benches at the tram stop on Market Avenue.

The stop was an island platform with trams confregh North and South. | looked

around and saw one of thetrams i ng behi nd me. Audbridge v

There were no shadows, no horses or carriages. Just me in the city, alone.
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Nearby, a middieage man smoked a cigarette while he spoke on his mobile.

OHey, 6 |
told his caller to hold on.

6Yeah?56

yell ed.

He f | iesawme walkiagitahinmsanda r e d

His breathreeked of cigarettdut he wasactuallytalking to me. He really was.

I coul dnot

6Bugger

| went back to the tram stop. To my right, theé s p |l avy

t

hink

of f ,

of any

mat e, O

thing to say.

he grumbl ed

showed

t

and r

he

departures. The dotted yellow letters said the service to Wudberry was due and the next

one was 1in

7

mi nut es. I

butin the vision it had felt like hours. | got dizzy.

st

et

t

t justabsut fiftéen rBirtutes, Fi f t e ¢

| sat at the stop for a while. There was no point in moving too quickly now. |

was already late for work. Rachel was going to kill me. Zoe was going to kill me.

The tram arrived a moment later, so graad grey and plastic. When the

automatic doors opened, a senimmanclimbed down. She moved carefully with the

hel p of a

cane.

coul d

have

of fered

seat. | just sat and watched her hobble. The image dfligrg, came to mind. It

wasnot t hat
catch her [

What ever

f

I meant her

she

Lor.i

fell

wa s aloné
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Chapter Ten

Was ita paranormal haunting or mental illness? Either problem sounded expensive to
fix. After what happened with the tram and the carriages, | was sure | needed to talk to a
professional. | had two options, a psychic or a psychiatrist. | could say that | edntact
Madame Victoria, the psychic medium from the Steampunk market, because she owed
me a reading. Talking to her wouldnét cost
haunted seemed better than going mad.

I had the medi umds c aloakatitmeformlydecwledltol e t .
call. The name on the card was Victoria Ridley. That was a good sign, | thought, a sign
of existing outside the circles of Steampunk. | needed someone serious. | went online
and checked her out. As far as psychic mediumslgpseemed legit.

| went to see Victoria the day after my episode with the carriages and the tram.
She was at another fair, a spirituaédium fair held at the community centre. It
reminded me of the science fairs in high school, where each studergqy@ra meter
at the schoolds gym to try to make the bes:s
aids. At the community centre, each medium had their own table, a litteneoree
station. They ran side by side around the perimeter of theBagh medium had their
owninstruments, oattention grabbers, their own display of crystals, or a set of saint
figurines. No one had a crystal ball, but they all had a different tablecloth. | walked
quickly pasthe other mediums, trying to avoid eye cofitaoy awkward choosee
andl &divé-you-a-goodrun-for-your-money look. Victoria was near the back of the
hall. They had cubicles there, set as nice little booths.

Victoria saw me coming in the distance and started waving happily. She was a

t

(@)

sweetoneYi c ky, a kind spirit. I nearly didn
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di fferent hair. She wasnodét wearing a Stear
one of Steveds beetle brooches on her | ape
| sat down across from her at her booth. She habmymp , or r at her t|

traded with heron the table. It looked nice on her gold and blue tablecloth. Next to it,
there was a deck of tarot cards, and a bowl of mint chocolates.
We had barely said hell o whenl dmdecl ar e
haunted. 0
60kay, right to business, 6 she said. oI
guestions, then a tarot reading. But you s
01 dviawmarttt o get I doubtedl ftvantecher.odt my life, even as
| said it.
Victoria chHegcklyed. saOd&y.
| told her about the writing, the marginalia in my book, and what had happened
to me the day before. | tried to explain the blur the best | could, but | found it difficult to
explain something | hadndét truly kih@en, sor
and disappeared when | laid eyes on it. The blur was somethirghéraged the world
from the corner of my eye.
When | was done, Victoria leaned slowly back on her chair but sprang right
back in one qui ckoumowd de?t . O6But it was

6 | t wergien ofat. The past of it. Many things were the same. Many

buil dings were exactly the same. 6
6And you say you had no control what soe
o1 had power over myself. Il could kind
thatoés it. o
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&Kind of? Whatwas itlike® Vi ct ori a was a | ittl e mor e
than | expected or would have liked.

60ltdés | i ke walking underwater. The body
time. The medium slows down every movement but makes it easy to drift, to jump from
onepl ace to another, one time to another. o

Victoria tooka momento think. She hummed to herself as she did so.

0And the woman who got hitoétsgent he tram
before 6

| agreedd.ori. 6

dor,And webre suwei shedsas hweloh®@d

60Shst o be. 6 The words came out sharp. 6

Victoria clicked her tongue, thinking.

OHas she told you anything since that e

| told Victoria Lorihadn 6t s p o k e n0 Tthoe ntea ssti ntchei.ng | s a
to leave me alonds it possible that she di@?

ouUnl i kel y. havela eegsondas ecomihgl oy so strorly.

Victoria proposed an exercise. She handed me a notepad and a pen. We were
going totry something called automatic writing.

60What vyou do, 6 said Victoria, O6is grab
trying not to think about what you are writing. The trick is to relax yourself and let your
hand do the wor k. 6 e conveoewithathespritua being thatvo u | d
was distressing me. That or unearth the inner conflict that was affecting me.

6So you think it could be all i n my heeze
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0Someti mes external energies affect wus

own energy thais off-balance. You are going through some massive changes at this

time in your I|ife. A slight wunbalance can
60Does that mean | 6m crazy?6
O60No, Sam. I candt tell you i f youbdre cr

| sighed and sunk in my chair.

0 Now, aut o madlairvoyange abilityi. Inntpy riotswvork the first
time.d Right as she said that her eyes wer
OWo,dlmok at that! You are already doing it

I glanced down and saw threethst@l ral s or
the time when | 6m nervous. l'tds a habit. o

6ls it an old habit, or is it somethincg

I wasnot sure which of t hose woul d have

for that. |l said 1 6d done it for years.
OHmMm, igt@reasitdnVictoria. O6Automatic wr
flow from the spirits. ltés a form of char

60So a ghost comes and possesses my hanc

Victoria snorted. O6Automatic writing i s
conscousness and becomes able to |gshesaygn t o t
notafrsthand account . 6

| was unconvinced.

(@)

Her e ! Otos¥edmeta ohocolate from her bowl. | reached out and caught

6Did you see what dl adidd¥Yolu mMdovedty @ewre nt
did you? It knew where to find the chocol ¢
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6That 6s di fferent. That 6s muscul ar me mec
O6Wel | | it works a bilt Il i ke that. Practi
| pouted.

OAre you ghamyddto eat

| gave the chocolate back. They were her favourites, she said, as she chewed it.

We went on with it. Vicky was very profession8he said | needed to get into a
shall ow trance, and | dondt know how she ¢
instructions. Her tone was soothing and her words comforting. | had no idea how much

time had passed when she said:

60kay, Sam, wedbve been talking for ten
got . 6

ON&ve been talking?d | asked.

0 SyyoeandIWed v e beetetni cch t he whol e ti me. Dor
remember . ltés a common thing. And | ook! o
60l 6ve been doing it too. o

Both of ushad written about a page. She asked me to swap papers and started
reading mineA second later, she stopped and rumatifrough one of the bags
behind her chairShe found a black marker which she started using to cross out some of
what 1 6d written.

| finished reading her paragraph. There were lots of short sharp sentences, many
about having chicken korma for dinner, but | found nothing at all meaningful to me.
Then she showed me what |1 6d scribbled. The
words ranmto each other and overlapped a few times. Victoria had stroked through
much of t he -sénmsebetaexn ndeaningfid sememaees. She asked me to read
the redacted document aloud.

101



Delgado Spectral Encounters

6You wi |l | think this is a holax& ke char ¢
writing this if 1 6édm dead. Buteée | am. Il tr

The words felt strange coming out of my mouth.

0Vicky, is this a joke?6 It had to be.
OQuite something, right??52%
She actedexcitednd | started to believe she wa:
6You swear you are not pulling my | eg?:¢
6Sam, | ook at your hand! o
I glanced down. Victoriabs marker was i

my ot her hapSda:muéll .nde d oy du

| tossedthe marke away. O6What the fuck is that,
madmaras | tried to rub the ink offiith my thuml some words came out in Spanish
Victoriahad to take me outside to calm down. She showed me out through a glass door
into a garden. The fresairand quietneskelped me, but Victoria seemed quite
stricken.We stood out there for a while untile silence was broken lbiye crinkling of
one of her minthocolateveingunwrappedSheput it whole in her mouth.

60This coul d get da rthisheareoTherg arefoamany We ¢ a n ¢

people, too many voices. |l candét exactly f
| made the pointthdtoriact ual |l y sounded polite in w
01 t gustwimabshe wrad . |l td6s your reaction. 6
6Come on, Vic. |l ombmesparad ed her e. | 6 m

ores, Sam, buttbersd o n 6 t y & un ® weT nsitbea theividg nor the
deal6 She | eaned f or wa r Ybsfrighteangd sbneeweopleeid her v
there Tha bad for business.

0l tds just a misundfeomsawam di ng . I 61 I k ee
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0lt just doed8n&liecledion ki de kedo Cdhmae .on. O

We returned to her station in silence.

Orou have to be in a good mood to try to contact the spirits. Badsrattract
negative entities. 0

She offered me a chocolate. She said it would help me feel better. | put one in
my mouth and had to spit it right out.

60That 6s awful, 6 | told her. O0Theyobdve gc

She took another one out of the wrapper and bit &h#.also had to spit it out.

60h, comenamped 6 DDOXMedt mess with the medi

OWas it her?6 | asked, and Vicky noddec

She breathed heavily and kept going, 0)
You shouldndt haveeéebod

It took her a minutéo calm herself.

0 What | 6,nghdcbntinuddi #gt hat spirits usually
l i ke this. They tharaTmdn agaia, sgme spirits roay dehyrusi s t 0
information justoecause Mess wi th our sShesidthatlaggust t o
part, looking up in the air, as i f talKking
can be stubborn and unreasonabl e. 0

She reached behind her chair for her purse.

ONo onebs evVvebeford ®dnes htehataitdo whee¢ h i ndi gn:
searched inside her purse. A Twix came out. She unwrapped it and sniffed it. Then she
took a bite. O61ltds good, 6 she said noddi ng¢

0This is probably mor@&@We hmee dalktoleme htam d |

andfind out what she want$Ve also need a better, quieter location.
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Victoriatold me she was going on the road the next day, first to Birmingham,
then up to Manchester. So she wanted me to contact her friend Catherine. Apparently,
as a medium, sh&as on a whole other level. Victoria assured me that if anyone could
help me, it would be her. Vicky wrote down her address on the back of my automatic
writing and handed it to me.

OVisit her tsaotyooautrlodwn sSuhreed. |0l

It was16:50 when | &ft the fair. | had lost track of timegain and now | had to make a
caltoworkI di dndét want to make. So instead,
royally.

6Sam?6

OHey, Zoe. Listennn I®umt olndbmystwagk tion tthre

outside ot o wn . | know I 6m already | ate. Yes,

i mportantdl 616l | exexlpdiam nmysel f in person.

Y

butifyoutalktohers he 61 lalotba k ¢ eir t |l know. Thank you,

to you. Promi se. 06

| hung up, thinking | had aced it. What a screw up.

I didndt go i ntlon [fpdt @ my pirmy as | hurried throughtthet h e

back door andhrewmy bag in a corner. The paash had become a warm, misty

cloud, and the stink of dirty dishes and damp was beginning to build. The machine was

on, but theyoéd forgotten to towrmwichand t he

peeked between the racks of pots and the plilgtks. | was expecting to see Marco or

perhaps a furious Rachel. Instead, | saw my saviour angel in a cloud of steam.
0Zoe?0
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She was wiping a plate, her belly flat against the stahsitesd sink. She

glanced at me, chin up, peeping through her dampmhaier face.
6l thought your shift ended an hour agc
OWell . 0o
It had. | thoughtyou moron
60 Man! Il &dm so sorry, Zoe. I 61 1 make it
She pulled the sprayer down and pressed the trigger allayeight above

some gravy saucers, whichdthe same effect of putting a spoon under a jet of Water

only muchworse. She got soaked in a second and tossed the sprayer on the sink. The

hose stretched down and immediately bounced back up. She grabbddlitng it

again with a little groan. And again, it bounced up. Zoe seldom swore, but she

definitely knew how.
OHey, hey, hey. ltoés alright, 6 | said.
6ltés not alright, Sam. Where were you
One of the waiters brought in a load of dishds.gae me a stinky look.

6Can we tal k at home?6

6What ?20
6l tdés hard for me . I donot want to do i
right after |1 éd&m done here. 6

She started taking off her rubber gloves. | was going to give her a hand when
she saw whetn lodhd iwriwi t h Victoriads marker
OWhat 6s that ?6
Il tried to recoil and cover my-hand, r e
yearold. The whole thing was a fiasco.

6What the hell, Sam. Are you seeing sor
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A

OWhat ? Of course not. 0

Shetookofone of her gl oves and threw it at
somet hing. 6

6Calm down, Zoe. Calm down. 0

|l took a deep breath and said, 6l was t

OWhat 276 she asked puzzl ed.

0l spent the aftemediounumt aH&i ngame iias p¥.i
helping me with...illl  t hi nk 1 &m being haunted by a wo
She held her composure for a moment. Then she broke into laughter, loud, tired,

and desperate.
O0Youbre exhausted, 6 | |vahiesp emrheech. yooWedlel
some rest. I promise. 6
0So you see dead people?d she mocked.
| went into my pocket and showed her the automatic writing Lori had written
earlier. Zoe stared at me in the eye, those pleading brown eyes of mine. Not a bit of
deceit h them. She snatched the paper from my hand and scanned it.

Few things were more lovely than watching Zoe read. Evain Everat that

moment.
6You must think I ém stupid, é& she said.
OWhat ? Why?6 | asked. |l was not at my &

OYowur ote this. 06
6 No, I di dnodéad o I swear ! I me an

6Sam, |l recognize your handwriting. & Zc

of paper when she saw the other side.
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OWhat 6s this?6 she asked, reading the e

Cat herine?b56

Damn it. O0Sheds another one, another me
There was indignation in Zoebs stare. (
She | ooked down at the paper and up at me

these women?2d
601 havbeenadttallyrameditii t j ust happens they are
choose any of them. o
There would be other moments when Zoe was absolutely justified to be mad,
but not then at the pot washhere would be other messages. There was a record of
them in my copy ofFrankersteinOurbook, Lori s and mine. It
telegrams that set us off. The conversations that followed, our shameful chat transcript.
Zoe could be mad about those.
OHow much does she charge a session, a
60l havenatpepep yet. It 6s al l been fr ece
She folded the paper slowly with fines:s
Sam. 0
|l coul dnét avoid checking the writing &
looked on the page, but | felt it calling me, wantingtmeispect it one more time. My

eyes swept the loops of the characters, the crossing of the Ts, the thickness of the lines.

I was stil/l trying to find proof it wasnbot
60kay, |l did write this,®é | concbBded,
it wasnodét intentionally. I have no contr ol

More dirty dishes arrived. Zoe fetched the rack and gestured at me to get started.
I began by washing my hand, trying to get

107



Delgado Spectral Encounters

OSpirits are actMongnghyowghhwpod?06t Zer? |

writing in the air and squinted at the invisible letters floating between us.

600f course it sounds foolish when you s
6Maybe you should grow a goatee. Get a
plume.Gé a cape too, the wvihmelses athtoipr eo.n TQuesreent

60Youdbre thinking of a genie. 6

OWait! o6 said Zoe, holding up her index

|l told her where |1 6d met Vicilmanda, str e
told her that was pretty much all it had to do with Steampunk.

OPerfect. | lovet hbaetg i cnrno widg. 6t o

| knewZoewell enough testay quietNothing | saidwould change her mind
whenshewas n 6 d e f @& Irkeptat shut@andevashedishes

0 Zokbfokeaftel 6d cl eared out a few cups

O0Yeah?9o

6l donét think youbre stupid. o

O0You better not.od She crossed her ar ms

A minute later a new batch of dirty dishes was brought in, and Zoe started
putingonher ubber gl oves back on. 6Come on now.
pace. 0

She checked my hand. O6You wiped that tt

| showed her it was gone.
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Chapter Eleven

A bl onde woman opened the door at Catherir
forties. Her face was weathered, and the
seen.

| said hello and asked for Catherine.

0l s she expecti ng pgakingith waassoundkbd tb inee  wo ma r
like a Polish accent.

| said she probably Wwé&gyed ohrelrg | agdadoruel sdso. voe
showed her the wrinkled paper.

She asked my name and then simply said,

Cat her i ncedgsan lwiek House, with large rectangular windows and a
blue door. It had a large front garden and a brick fencing wall. A slippery stone
walkway went from the iron front gate to the door of the house, splitting the garden in
halves. Catherine was chganot into gardening. The grass needed mowing and
weeding, andhe whole space was crowded with unkebyshes and some tall, leafy
plants that needed pruning. They coul dbve
fl owers, so | couldnot tel!l

The blon& woman opened the door a minute later and asked me to come in.
The front door led into a long narrow hall with a few doors on the left and one on the
right, just before the staircase to the first floor. | was ushered into the first door on the
left.

Theroom had style. It reminded me of the antique shops | had been to only by
mistake, the really posh ones where immediately after setting one foot inside | knew |
wasnodt going to be buying a thing, where t

109



Delgado Spectral Encounters

Cat h e parlaurenmas the ideal those shops tried to achieve, the Eden of antiques.
From the Persian rug, to the portraits hanging and their ornate frames, to the burgundy
wallpaper and the furniture, everything in the room appeared thbedaed years old
at leastNot that anythindooked dull or worrout or even dated becaysegethey
everythingseemed to fit into the same scdrmm the pastl got the feeling was the
one out of time.

The hostess was no exception to this generalotithe parlour. So close she
was to being another antique that | missed her at a first glance of the room. She was
looking out the window when | walked in. One hand was on her cane, and the other had
a firm grasp on the heavy, velvety curtain.

6Samgel t ?i6, wihbueturrsng.iHer voice was raspy and deeper than |

expected.
OYewsl,bm a friend of Victori a. She sent
61l 6m awar e. |l 6ve been in contact with |

She was a slim elderly woman with abundant white curls held up in a bein. Sh
wasmaybe a foot shorter than me. The years bore heavy on her shoulders, made her
slouch, but she still maintained a certain elegance in her posture. She wore a white silky
dress with a black lace shawl.

6Thank you, Anna, 6 saed 6tBeubddywomhni't

tea?d
6Yes, mabam. Would you I|Iike me to help
6Just the tea, please,d replied Catheri
young man can |l end me his arm?6

I hurried across the room and offered hgrarm.
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Catherine had a lean face. Her eyes were small but wide open, and her eyebrows

arched broadly, giving a certain tension to her expression as if she was permanently

about to jeer.

0ltds been a \wihthelaren ofsahandsemne gemiaanl. ke d

I laughed and helped her to her chair. It was a tall wingback chair. She sat on it

with poise and finesse as if it were a throne.

ant

did.

6l | ove your house. You must really 1i
60Thank you, my | ove, but whyallthemu ar e
i ques. 6 She sniggered. o6l n fact, thato

| nodded. She asked me to sit down on the small ottoman next to her, which |

There was something else to the room, invisible like a scent. The srdehaf

flowers before they witer, strong, moist and almost indistinctly putrid.

me d

6Victoria told me what happened. But |
| told her everything about the book, about the writing and the vision.

OHave you evewi beesncldi agmloseni a?6

Il hadnodt.
OAny personality disorders? Narcolepsy
| said no.

0And youbve never been contacted by an
fumship training, messed around with a
No, no, no. My answers never changed.

6l just need to know what is wrong wit
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Anna knocked on the door. She walked in carrying a platter with the tea and
some garibaldi biscuits. Catherine motioned Anna to approach and whispered
somethingn her ear, and she nodtland left.
60There is nothing wrong with you, as f &
| had a sip. It was good tea. It immediately helped me calm down.
0Tel | me something about yourself. o
Strange. OLi ke what?506
OA part of your past. o
| hesitded.
d need taget toknow you before | can work on you. The mabknow the
easilldetoheppouYoudr e nod® American?
0 |  hcheardd my throatiNot from the USthoughd
Catherine seemed confused.
do6m originall VVhar ossm CestabndAlRaridamer i c a .
OAl right . 6
d6m a single childé | arrived here in
I ndependence Day. 6
60Come swsagl@atnhér i ne, Sheleandd$orwgrd to heér Dditer
d ndependence Day.l& 06ls ttrhiee s atmee <dpad ek fuwp
America. We didndét have a war for it, or &
declaration of independence in Mexico and we were sort of apgadeal.
I ndependence was passed on to us. 6
6And you wish they had fought a war. 6
ONo, not at all, 6 | corrected Catherine
rai sed. 0
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OWell then, who are you??o

0l dunno. 0

OHow were you raised?d

0To gepashedgsesn to me. I guess. 06 | <chuc

Catherine sighed. O0You bore me, | ove. )

60Juicy, Qpuizled. epeat ed

0Good memories have substance. They ha:
different to what actually hape ne d . 6

| thought for a moment.

0Therebs a tradition back in my countr.)
on the fourteenth, theameday | left, peoplaisuallygather on the streets with lanterns
to commemorate somet hhitnmgr clal d eldt s ha mpalsay
like in the Olympics. It symbolises the news of independence arriving in the country. |
|l eft the country right before it started. ¢

OHmmm. Thatoés an i mprovement . But | nee

(@)}

Try again.
60lndb understand what any .Vidtoridshid s has t
we needed tdind out what she wanfsom me. Can we start with th&t?
OThishasverything to do withthygour cprndlktl| ere.
you. We wonbét even try. o
| took a deep breath and tried to calm down.
6l want you to |l ook forward towards t he
opposite me where the fireplace was. O6Pi cl
There was a fire screen before the fireplace. The wofrdere was ornate, and
the central panel, the screen itself, was a tapestry of a couple embracing in a courtyard.
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0That 6és beautiful,6 | said, pointing. I
0The fire screen? Oh, the nmemthakcpoi nt ?
many, many years ago. 0

The woman on it was arched back, knees bent as if she was fainting and the man
was catching her. | told Catherine it was a fine piece of art.

6lt always rains during the | amherns peé
then. 0

Catherine laboriously lifted herself from her chair. My reflex was to help her.

O6No, no, 6 she said. OEyes to the front.

6lt is tradition to make your own | ant e
Though the most common typeisapaperecdd on desi gn t hey sel/l
striped red, white, and blue, | ike the nat

| tried to continue, butcould seeCatherine gesturinfjom the corner of my
eyel |l ost al l concentration. | tandwhateyad t 0 h €
are doing. 0

Catherines hr ugged. She seemed di sappointed.
comfortable if | told you I 6édm training yol

60h, righté why exactly?5o

She sighed. OPreparation, | ove. 't 6s pr

OWel | ,exlcehlalveent p elsaidprbuely.al vi si on, 6

Al ri ght ,hérpikhhnigh, s A udl oHavegadusoticednyi ef . 06
handmai@ 6

6Handmai d?6
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Catherindeaned to the side to see behind me. | glancedatabthere was
Anna. She was standing in the corner, stiith her arms to the sides like a human
post. She scared me pale.
Catherine thanked Anna, and she took her leave.
01 f waeliscavenghattthe ghostwant®, sai d Catbbhér ineed
her a chance to speak. 0
| agreed.
ol 61 1 b e in @ tcancéSo,hfigst ngeal you to try and relagkay?You
think you can do thaé?

| had a sipof my tea again and nodded.

o W

600nce dreomaended Cat heri ne. todhBRmamborithis, t hr o

ti me. Look inwards and paint me the pic
| gawked forward, and soon the needlepoint started going out of focus. | let it
go.
| told her about that one time at school. | must have beemdreight, barely
half the height of the adults around me. There was water in my shoe. It squished if |
steppeddo hard. | could feel it cold. The sidewalk was wet too. There were puddles
everywhere, glistening with the yellow streetlights and the svedirandle lanterns
that hovered around. Children were wandering about with them hanging on the Costa
Ri can equi val ent 1 sorhe eadedsiriaeol btrerswei@ st & stiak o k
with a nail on the tip.
Some ki dbés | aswoeydoure . wadesasthdeéa never
threestory house. Her father had to help her

seem to hold, and they ended up carrying it like a birthday cake.
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Mine was simpleA house too. Single storeyh& typical desigrof a colonial
adobe houseévly aunt helped, butiostlymade it myself. If you looked through the
red cellophane of one of the windgwsu could see the mascot from terealbox |
used to makéhe walls. It was a toucan. That was sort of Cestan.
OWhere are you?6 said Catherine.
00n the street. 0
6ls my voice reaching you on the street
me where you are. 0

| S

5

apped back and turned to Catherine.

(@)}

pl ace.
60Good, 6 ielde re'mu must al ways Yoeareawar e
not a ghosé
60 Of cobsaid somewhat impatient.
Catherine sighed. O0The diShdsteppeghack e wonot
slowly and plopped down on a chair at a small round tabte ore  Somedspirits 6
will try to convince youheyare equals$o the living But there aréundamental
di fferences w& mustndét forget
ores, fundamental differenced | sai d, yawni ng. I felt
some reason.
Orhe spirits are not what they seefs.long as | have you undatrance, they
will appeaias solid as you and bbut you must remembédrdr bodies are gone. Buridil
0They are aelady awrlagadt asd adion .i t6. 6
&ou are already wunder . 6
6 A m6My Yoice sounded distanced.

Orou seem tchave daalentfor it. Your willingness help$.
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It sounded like something | shoudé takingseriously butl scarcelymanaged
to careabout itd amwilling.J ust dondét try to make me do
ANo need tavorry. This is only your first time, andoyu @rbbablyforgetyou
areinatrancaes soon as | sThergpwas aachlrkness o heavpibat t 1t . &
there was also powecontrol If I closed my eyed could clearly pictur& much
younger womanalking.

0 Co u |l dandyup SamsPdrequesteany hostess.

| did so.
Now wal k to the fireplace. On the mant |
| 6d barely noticed the fireplace. Beaut

with a loopyyellow pattern, and the mantel and frame were a fine reddish wood. There
must have been twenty pictures on it. Small, old photos in black and white, more like
grayscale in golden frames.
6ltés a small velvet pouch, 6 repeated (
| found it and heagd back. It was filled with little somethings that clicked and

clacked inside. The sound made me think of poker chips.

6So, this is part of the training?d
6Thi s?6 she asked. 60h no, | ov e, t his i
unconditional . 6

She poured theontents of the bag on the table. Dozens of tiles rattled out onto
the lacquered surface.

6Do you play Dominoes?5d
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Chapter Twelve

Catherinesaid | would forget | was in a trance as soon as she stopped talking about it.
That di dsodastBubpempapbecause | was making an effort to remember
di dndét ndarknesdibed tvehr@om | swallowed hardThe impenetrable
absence of light reminded me of that other vision in Market Square, anielnad had
to help me up from the mud

| did seethe exact moment ligiheturned A white sunbeam cut tidackness at
an angle. The light made the @omealive with dust particles floating confused in
twirling currents, downwards and upwards, against gravity and the stream of light
pouring dow on a drafting tableThat table and the window from where the beam
cameappeared at theame time. Both solith a perfect tangent to accommodate the
ray of morning sun, its beginning and its end. Nexhaberialisewas the man bent over
the table likea worm, face haffit, hanging from the darkness as if from a noose, a
stranger whose face meant nothing yet

He was sitting in the corner where the light from the window could reach.
Nothing else was visibla itheblackness. | went thimin the shadows, my fingers
against the rough edge of someodencounter, guiding me on a straight linde kept
his eyes on the paper. He frowned at the drawing and his lips moved slightly as if he
was having a conversation with it. He was too absorbekdi$work to notice me. |
stood next to him, watching him draw on a paper sheet framed betweerstuares.
He erased and redrew, swapped pencils twice, and tried half a dozen instruments to get
the angle he wanted. | watched over his shoulder forawhi but coul dnét ma

the schematics he was working on. | laid my hand on his arm and let my fingers run
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along the outline of his shoulders as | c¢r
Skinnylad, his shirt was too large for him.

The resof the diagram was spread out over the entire tablehtadrawing
instruments were on tpopnd only parts of it were visible. What | could see beneath two
wooden set squares reminded me of a carburettor. Another part was partially covered
by a case ofampasses. It looked like an astrolabe. These parts were intricate devices
in themselves bweemed designed to fit togetlo a single, more complex machine.
| understood nothing dheir function, so my attention quickly drifted to their beauty or
at least to the beauty bis drawing, the neatness of the lines and perfect contours, the
immense amount of work palpable in the level of detail. He was a proper draughtsman.
There was a charm to watching him in action, painstakingly drafting over that tiny
section of the paper.

6You need more |light,d | whispered.

It was a strange souridmy voice. It seemed to come from a distance as if | was
listening to a crunchy old recording of it, but that barely recognisable echo of my voice
wasnodt nearls tatse urmenalrivi antgi man t hat, up unt
in that place. | had been completely deaf. My senses were likentin that first vision
ofthepastoAudbr i dge. | coul dbébve panicked again
smothering sensatioof being cut off from the world, crushed by the realisation that |
was in a place where | didndét bel ong. | cc
because | knew | was having a vision. Awareness was the key. Since | realised the
absence a$ound, | could commit myself to hear. | began to perceive the graphite
against the paper, and the harsh fabridlod draftsma6s sl eeves grazing
shirt, the bench creaking as he shifted his weight. | managed to hear his voice

A

repeatniereg, mwlr e | i ght . 6
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The marstood up and reached for a handle on the wall, cranked a mechanism,
and a system of blinds in the ceiling began to open. | stepped back to watch Awork.
shaft stretched three or four meters up to the ceiling to turn a set of gears at the top,
which in turn opened the panels on the ceiling. The white sunlight dropped in a
beautiful stripped pattern. My hand shot forward, open wide to catch one of thasays
if light was something you could grasp. Its weight, its texture, those were things | never
noticed before.

The room welcomed the clarity. It revealed a workskaparrow spiral
staircase |l ed to an O6LO6 shapeThefeatureer bal cc
gave the impression that at one time the room possessed a level of refinement that it
now lacked. The walls were unpainted, filled with shelves from top to bottom, thieere
manhad laid his tools, callipers and wrenches in different shapdssaes, gauges
with dials, tongs hanging from the sides and coils of wire. There were boxes piled in
corners and glass jars everywhere. He had a lathe and a drill press cast in iron and a
blackstove that matched. Two large tables occupied the centhe @fdrkshop, one on
each side of an enormous machine that | could not identify but looked as if someone
had fused all the brass instruments of an orchestra into a single monster of a device. |
turned to se¢hedraftamanget back to his drawing table angHine delicate
instruments, too neat and ordered to match the rudimentary appearatieredt of
the room.

He went back to his project anchhd just about startepeeping around when
we were interrupted. There was someone at the door. The knocking was forceful and
monotonous like a military march, to which the glass jars clinked and the metal bits
rattled on the wooden shelvéte hurried to comb his hair back aridcked his shirt

before he opened the door. And in stradether mapnan older fellowyet more robust
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than the draftsmarwho looked bony and juvenile in comparisbiis bootsdropped
heavy on the floorboards along with that cacophonous tapping of hikingadtick.
0The deed theoldermane ,hG ssaihd n up high, his
has finally given up his warehouse. | tell you, seldom have | encountered a more
mi serably obstinate character. And to thir
Hespoke with passion, but | couldndét det
wanted to express. He gave no indication of seeing me.
60That i s good news, Mr Quast. Il 6m gl ad
60ur pl an, my b othe dé@ftsiHeandcaadrmis hasdlomtsse r t o
shoul der . Quadipuart tpeldanh.iés shoul der. O6You must
already has the canal flowing in. All we have to do is expand the pool and we shall
have allthewmt er we need. 0
OExpand the pool ? Mr Qonasmlerspat e&ps we
60What ? You want wus working in a bathtut
hammering his walking stick against the f|
competition is ahead of wus. Havendt you se
The younger manodded in agreement.
61l 6m afraid his new engine wil/| become
Quast. o6Benz has got a new one too. The AT
O Thaerye not working with spirits. o
6ltés never been about the spirits! N e\
l ad. Ités all about how we wuse it. |1tds atk
seizing the market at the right moment, money flowegrs t or s . o

6l donét care for money. 0
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Quast 6s eyes dar thiepmhrtneribut his hastility dissipated wa r d s

before he replied. OAnNndHegsoundednmoienk t hat 6s

ot}

disappointed than anything else.

The young madenied the accadion and apologised.

Quastfumbled in his jacket pocket for a pair of spectacles asplpeoached the
drawing tabl e. He didndét put them thee but
schematics. He leaned close enough as if to smell the ink pafke

6You are encrypting these with a differ

60l 6m testing a new hhedraftesncaent ri ¢ met hod,

OHedd6 ocQuast seemed baffled.

Theyoungermaol eared his voice. 061 6m taking
i mportant work. 6

6Thatéds an understatement, 6 sai d Quast.

remembera partnership |Ii ke ours is built on m
Quast dragged a tattered wooden chair frorbarcn er and sat. O0Sit
Let me tell you a story. o

The draftsmanlid so andhis older partnerbegan:
60ne day when | stil] l ived in Manchest
for Martha was still with us, some loud noise awoke me before @&tilirhalf asleep, |
heard what could have been a child crying. | left the bed to check what was happening,
trod furtively around my own chamber, seeking to stumble upon that sound once more.
Then there it was again, the sharp lament of a child, cleadgtifiable, but it was
coming from inside the wall . 6
Quast raised his arm in a straight angle and touched the wétieaforkshop

with his cane.
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60l | aid my ear on the wall and | istenec
imagination; there was a child ingdmy wall. | went downstairs and found Mrs Robins,
my maid, holding a gas lamp inside gitingr oomés f i repl ace. The f
and instead of a flaming log, | saw the bottom half of a man squatting at the hearth.
Mrs Robins jumped when she sa@ amd attempted to explain what was happening
before | could ask. An older man came out of the fireplace and was introduced as the
dustman on his regular visit to clean the soot. He was barely able to look me in the eye
when he greeted me. Mrs Robins sekpwally embarrassed, yet her reaction was the
opposite of the dustman, jabbering nonstop, explaining herself and the man, who had
come with a new apprentice. The boy, atlsmwen had climbed up the chimney and
was now stuck a couple of yards in. | cradvinside the fireplace with the lamp and
saw him with my own eyes. Locked in foetal position, the boy helplessly tried to hold his
sobs. He was barefoot and | could reach his blackened toes with the tips of my fingers.
His name was Emmettand Itoldhimt st ay cal m and that | was
At this point, Quast stood up from his chair and began to pace around the room
as he spoke.
60The master sweep suggested tying a rof
man, gain us enough leverage to puth out. I, of course, refused such barbarism and
after exhausting various kinder methods to free Emmett, | concluded there was no other
way out but through a hole in the wall. | requested a mallet and chisel and with careful
toil managed to bore a holedoenough to get the child out. | pulled him free with my
own hands. We were both trembling, covered in soot and dirt. | could still feel the
hammer reverberating in my handsagine tow little Emmett must have feltheld
him in my arms and sat with him by the window. Do you know what he said when |

pull ed him out?6
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The draftsmashook his head.
60l 6m sorry, sir. | sl ipped. 6
The younger maseemed taken aback.
OEmmett smell ed of Dbafter Mrs Robinsdad&leaded s ul p ht
him. He said he had been born working, and that when the midwife pulled him out of
his motherhe was clutching a haffnished matchbox in his hand. When asked, he
coul dndot even remember whenmeifée@atithte ear nt t c
paper and if by chance | had any of yester
said he could bring them back to the shop and the keeper would then rent it for three
pence, out of which he would see a farthing. | asked him howtimexclcould make
renting the same dayds paper and he said t
have been a subscriber thie Manchester Guardidor years, even back then when |
met little Emmett. So | told him | read my paper early every morning ahtyhan
o6clock he could be sure | had no use for
could have it. You should have seen his f &
Quast gave a short chuckled and dropped back down on his chair. His gaze lost
in menory.
OFrom that morning on, Emmett came by t
newspaper daily. | spoke to him from time to time when | saw him, but regardless of
that, the papers always went away. It became routine. Then, Martha fell ill and | forgot
about narly everything else, including him. A couple of years later | redchim
Guardianthat a boy named George Brewster had also become trapped inside a flue at
Fulbourn hospital, but unlike Emmet, the accident had cost him his life. Upon reading
this news, talled Mrs Robins to inquire if the papers were still being picked up. She
said the boy had stopped coming over a year before. Later | learnt that Emmett had
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become a chimney sweeper of his own, going in and out of smokestacks in the city. He
was a cleveboy; he never jammed himself in a flue again. Instead he lived
enough to die of cancer, Sweepbs Cancer . 0

Quast stood up, giving his backhis partnerbut facing me. A ray of sunshine
fell onto his face. He frowned at it but let the lightrestos hif a c e . | coul dnodt
was holding a laugh or a sob, but he let neither show.

OFor the past fifty years men have beer
on burning. They are nearly doge Qu a st t uhe draftsmam acBu tt ol s hal
youl have no intention of living in a future where children have to earn their board by
cleaning the soot off of house appliances or putting their tiny arms into the narrow
exhausts of vehicles to sweep them. 6

Quast moved towardbe otherman 06 Do ystand why el have an
obligation to do this? We have the key to a world free of smoke and soot. | watched
Martha die of lung disease and could do nothing. | saw the horrors of baby sweepers in
my own house and | did nothing. o

6You hel ped Edthedtaftsman i nt errupte

6l helped one child,d shouted Quast. 06C¢«

nonetheless... | barely had the guts to watch faafistance as better men intervened.

| 6ve been a coward, but | candét go on | i ke
out all at once. 0
Quast sat down again. O06So no,6 he said.

For a while, there was no soundottehan t he wooden vertebr
chair cracking.

61l finished desi gni thgyounderengmakkingnohar ¢ hor r
shoes. 60They should be enough to control t
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OMy dear boy, thatods f anntga?s tTihce! fA nuyx ?pdr c
Theyspoke of technical terms which | coul
conversation around different parts of the device they were creating, until they landed
on something they called o0t heahelNraftman | us 6. (

showed him the scrolls of paper with the design.

6l donét get it. These are encoded. 06

Theyungermars mi | ed and started moving thing
first orrery when | was sixteen, 6 he said
scdolarypur pose. Il built it IHeavbealedow abulkuwndent ed t
a blanket. O6This one | just finished. 6

He uncovered an oversized orrery. It was a-feet tall conical tower of gears
laid flat one on top of the other. Brass arstietched out sideways to support rods of
different lengths, and on thettmee makeihad fitted glass spheres for the planets.
OHel i ocentric!dé exclaimed Quast. o0 get
OHel i oc ent rthedraf@maa®he indedile dnechanism.
Turned onthe centre sphere at the top of the device cast a light on the
surrounding spheres and projected their tenuous shadows on the wall.
Quast praised the orrery for its beauty butddlidhed i dnét under st anct
the decoding worked.
One by onghe youngemanremoved the spheres and replaced them with small
slides of his schematics. Moving the arms to align the slides in a kind of eclipse
arrangement, the projections became something completely new. Lines superimposed,
erased and bent each other, anglesrared, new designs formed.
The draftsmanurned the crank on the wall to close the blinds in the ceiling

again. The faint light of his machine became brighter, the projection clearer.
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O0What you mustndét forget, Mr - Quast, is
di mensi onal object. Thatds i mpossible. We
The last thing | saw wabke draftsmameaching for the curtain of the window.
The darkness was never truly gone from the room. The shadows had writhed away from
light, but they had redled into corners and lie flat under ledges like cockroachies.

draftsmanbrought them all back with one forceful tug of the curtain.
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Chapter Thirteen

I must have been a horrible sight when | woke up ftioat firsttranceat Cat.her i ne o
My aunt used to have one of those baby dolls with the plastic head and the eyes
that open when they are sat up and close when laid down. As a child, italwaic
creep me out to see those mechanical I i ds
forward, staring at nothing. | must have looked a bit like that when | awoke, except my
stare wasnoét bl anhkcoultdmwats ©budeaididoe. dir esat
Whatever air | managed to force in went through a slither of trachea and made a sound
that went back in time, back to what | imagine were the noises of the first men, half
human, half animal. It was the ghost of my voice, going inwards instead,dhe
vocal cords acting backwards to produce a bellow.
Catherine patted my back and told me to relax.
6l was dying!dé said | between coughs.
OWere you, really?6 said Catherine, pol
pitcher clinked repeatedly in heetnbling hands. She filled about half the glass and
handed it to me. 0 We Domnoes. Thehyoydaidypu a ni ce ¢
wanted to |ie down. A moment | ater youodre
My shoes were off, and | had my feetup on Catleeins c he s tupr f i el d.
straight with both feet on the flogand sipped my water
6Domi noes?d | whispered. | gDoamaee d over
described a game abandoned hal fway. Bef or e
but onceshe had, my head was filled with the sound of the bones being spilled on the
table and shuffled. | could see myself putting bone and bone together. | remembered

their cool, smooth surface in my hand.
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00h darling, donét youiwoésr WaddsaiodpCat
that 6s how 1t n o enessldarange bgt a letof.you¥taya put. mi n d
Someone has to watch over your body, after
Catherine slowly made her way back to the table. Her body swung and creaked
like an old ship ahigh seas.
GAs you getbetter at disconnecting bothpagispou 61 | find yourself
farther away from your body arslayingmoreaware of thgoresent at the same time. |
cal l it disassociating. 0
6ls it |Iike a split personality thing?:¢
0 | something else. The part that stays is still yourself. A bit apathess
responsive, lethargic even, like it is early in the mormefpreyoud vhad your coffee,
but 1 tbdéds still you. | woul dnét asbklayyou f or
Domi noes with. o
Catherine |l ooked at the tiles on the tz¢
she grumbled. 61 6ve seen domihoestdtheyaentnerof b on e s
the table and began turning them face dowr
| sat opposite her. The more | thought abquhié more convinced | was that
she was telling the truth, the more real the memory of playing games with her became.
As we shuffled the bones and picked seven of them to start the hand, | felt | had been
doing that the whole afternoon.
6You are worried about the workshop, 6 s
60 Whéawth at wor kshop?6 | asked, playing du
O0Wel lygungmheds. With the mechanical skyl:

You woul dnét stop talking about it a minut
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Then | remembered telling her about it, sitting exactly where | was, talking and
mimicking the manas he operated his machines. A chill shooklragk. Not being able
to remember was horribly disconcertibgt having Catherine always one step ahead

made it worse, made it eerie, as if her words were stitching memories onto the fabric of

my brain.
OWould | remember i f you hadndét tol d me
Catherinebuckl ed. O0The present or the past?

the double six.

6You dondét remember t he Odpyroeus enitv,ed ilt .rbe g

6And you candét | ive the past, youdd sa\y
| played a six/three, without answeringlget e st i on . I didndét kn
remember being at the workshop. A moment &
know. ltdés | i ke itds pulling away from me,
60nly a little part odr eyaomur sDednfd ti Gk itsetle

a misconception that you have to leave one place to get to and@ther

The bones kept dropping on the table, and slowly a domino snake slithered into
shape.

6You were talking about t heseetoft wo men.

theirs. o

0Yes, the schematicseé but it doesndt me
peoplewereend | di dndét see the woman with the b
| put my dominoes down and pushed my chairbédclo d never | ost tr

where | wasefored
| stood up behind my chai€atherine had done something to shoot me away to

a place unknown.
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0You did this to me?d6 It was the only e
61l 6m just giving you the help you askec

61 did not asok It osaasi efiédade nberasyourpubtisein in my

head, didndét you?o
601 t hi nk wakeaccashtions sockasidytyoung man. In that manner,
|l east of all . o

The shame made me flush. | apologised and stared at my feet.

MDanger 6 | sai d i rvoa Vioria eentooedhingsaduld get
dangeous6l paced to the door and backhat horrible sensation of darkness all around
haunted me O Ar ghostseenean@ Ar e t hey somet hing el se?b

d wouldndét | et a demon itnrtioednyd house.

A chill ran through my bacKk.sat back down.

0 N tove, these are degmktoplewe are dealing with 6

Alrightd | s ai d, notantheyhdrhye? Roplendraumatez @ . o6 C

@Gpirits ae just like regular people. Some are good, sombaaeMost are
neither, and all of them can do you wrong if you provoke them.

| was about to ask Catherine to clarify when she carriedSméne spirits are
|l i ke |l eeches. Those are dangerous. Theyol |
liketheywodh d die i f they didnét feed. But it h
undi |l ut ed. ltés quite chaotic after deat h.

6Could they kill you?56

«&ill you? No, not that way. But some ghosts, if they stick around for toq long
if they convince the living to seébkem all the timgethey can drive us mad. Those are the
real dangerous kind.

She paused. For my benefit, | think.
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0To be clear, | ovetermamihspeakrogghbett
average dad, or auntie who just died. 6

| shifted on my seat.

60Qho6m sorry. | meant that figuratively.
Wait, dondét say a word. o6 She studied my e\
ONo, sheds not the one caus bougofrgachdorasr oub | e
now. 0

0Thereds a reach?59d

Catherine looked at me with a certain coolness, her eyebrows arched like
always. | could tell she enjoyed discussing the topic.

60The spirits of the recently deceased &
and it usually takes them a couple of days to leave this world. They may take a bit of
your energy with them, Nodangeby ou woul dndt e\

Catherine leaned forward and touched my arm.

6lt is only wh e rbound fer pniextaded pericel ofdimerthet Ear t t
they becomeé difficult. o

Catherineaskedme for some watet pouredhera glassful and she drank it all
in one go

0 T Horioof yours thewomanwith dark harShe was wi th you. Yo
see her because ybua d lveéntso closeto hbefore Youdéd never been s
anybody. 6

| satback down striving to digest what Catherine was telling me.

6You were watching through her eyes, 6 s

memory. O
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It seemed possible. In theiddle of all the madness | was experiencing, it
sounded like an explanation | could believe.
61 dondt | i kid otntoat ,I G.d8et tha mithrwesdhat | felt
better Maybe | was beginning to understand what was happening to meipl sat
straight and examined my dominoes, played the double four.
Catherinesmiled andglimpsed athe two tiles she had left 6 Oh, you got
she said, reluctantly drawing from the boneyard until she found another four.
We kept playing for a few minutes.déemed we both wanted to win that hand.
OWhat el se can you tel!]l me about the me
you hear the other oneb6s name, any other
| told Catherinehadnoét .
In Dominoes at the end of a hand you got points for every pip of your
opponent 6s bones. The more they had, the
Catherine and | were down to one bone each, with one left in the boneyard. | was one
move away from winning, but was her turn, which meant she still had a chance too.
But even if she managedtake the gam&om me the bone | had left was the double
bl ank. She wasnét going to get a score froc

couldnét avoid smirking.

0 Whadan you tell me about this scientifi
60They didndét say much | could understar
bl ueprints on the wal/l. Some sort of el ect

Catherine snorted.e,6ltsheayhbGarte awdr kyionug caan

machine?d She sounded upset. ONothing abol
|l shrugged. O6Energy? Waité a cleaner sc
O0Are you asking or telling?66
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6Dunno. 6
She sighed

0They sai d t heypiriseon.Whatvdoes that megd?wi t h

dt means theyverecrossing @oundart hey s haweud deditd Cat her

c a rexplainmuch untilyoufind out mored

Shedrew the last bone from the yaaddheld it up next to her other onéhen
sheexamined the other pieces laid on the table. The domino snake had a two at the end
of its tail and a blank for a head.

OYou do r eme mhkdrantkh aatd dss dowhlteeen poi
she asked. Ol tsewvewmntdts as a doubl e

| glanced dowrat my tile and then back at her.

600h no. Dondét | ook at me | ike that. o

6Li ke what?6 | said bitterly.

OLi ke | didndét tell you that rule at
a tiny bit of my aunt Olga in her at that moment, around the wrirklasr mouth.
Though in reality, Catherine was nothing like my aunt.

6You chose to forget it,d she said.

Fuck. Once again, the memory took shape as soon as the words came out of her
mouth. She had told me.

She matched the blank end with a blank/one. Tfatne no move. It sounds

like the stupidest thing to get mad about, an old lady beating Benainoes, but in

that moment, | wanted to slam my fist against the table and curse.

nt

t

f

Il quietly counted to ten in mg.bedtebef

word tasted bitter in my mouth.
She then ended the hand with a blank/two.
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OHow did you know | 6 ndl ha thidydugasbsonee d o u b |
sort of magic on me?5o
OMagi c? rmagdon ®tm do spiritual medi um. 0

60Did the wsplirhad ttlee | dywbl e bl ank, then

Catherine gave a | ow growl as she | abor
come back when you feel more cooperative.
6But | halhtvleen 6angwdar s | wanted. 0

Cat her i ne d coallectédithe doenmdeyinto ti&in \elvet pouch. Then

she glimpsed atthe sceseh e et on her | iftitvleetwmotfebogkd &
without a pinch of excitement. &6Wedl I have
O Mm mm, 6 | agr e ehktablé for mkshoeg butul hadl ear  t

intention of evetouching another domino

She walked me to the door of the parlour. At the threshold | reached for my
wallet, but Catherine stopped me before | could even ask how much | owed her.

60You askedewmewhaw boke you had in your

| nodded.

60ltés easy if you pay attention to the
Remember other peoplebdbs moves. Your eyes ¢
l ight into your braien.t i ¥Yeu tdorsdkte. Meed t her

Il nodded again, though | couldnét gr asftg
Catherine called Anna and asked her to open the door for me.

6As for the woman, 6 said Catherine just
was human at sonmmint. In her head she probably still is. Talk to, tike you would

A

toanypersonand find out who she is. 0
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| thanked Catherinand started to leayeut beforel crossedhethreshold|
wentback and agdher if | could come backome other dayf | neededto.

She smiled and sai dvhenéev@founeedl r s e . | f

Catherine played medium between Lori andetexentimes during the winter.

Once and agaihlay on her chesterfield and sank into the p&@ke watched me
slipinand outfL o r i & sCatiarine Isaiv everything between us. She saw all of us,
naked, skitess disembodiedP er haps t hat &wasanbughfermetodi d
believeCatherine was helpinge out of the kindness of her hedmtit | could tellshe
enjoyedworking with ustoo. The company injectedd into her systepend above all,
| must say, ke enjoyed our little drama.

She could barwitness, to my shame, of how | fell for Lori.
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Part Il
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Chapter Fourteen

O0Excuse me, hell o?6 The way the Chil
suspecshe hadeen trying to get my attentidar a while beforeshe brought me back
to the present

She showed me her ticket amsked mevhetherthis was the right platform to

ean (¢!

get the trairto Audbridge CentralShe looked up concerned at the board of departures.

The next train approachimngas heading to Manchester.
| checked her ticket and told her they were fine, just a biesoly.6Your train

wonot show on the board until after

She tilted her head and stared straight into my eyes, brown as hers. | thought

s h erdcagnised my accent, butesthanked me and turnéal scold her companian
Spanish 6 You see! Wedr e Shecared littleeaboait.keeging ber
privacy.Perhapshe Elt protectedoehindthe language.

They were heading up to Hahd had to change at Audtige Central.

t oo

Hull. It sounded as good a place as anywhere else, and | knew nothing about it.

Return. Open return. Single. That was an easy clicadld had in mind was leaving.
But then the ticket machine started mocking rhewsng me all the railcard options |
didnét qualify f or Twofgetherblow.abolt ardNEAr car@ 6r
6does not register cardé? A DNR card
Zoe and | could have gotten one of those discount cardtherg Before she
disappearedve were almost inseparable. She vadudve disagreed. But she just

woul dnot under stand t hat t dseurstdid me |
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The next train to arriven Platform One was our connection to Audbridge Cenffale
old model sluggishlyguealed to a full stopnd the Chilean couplé&boriously carried
their luggagecross the gap ang the step. | must have been the last passengbeon
platform The anticipatiortickled theinner layer of ng stomach asgrabbed thénandle
on theside of the door and pulled myseli board.

| drifted inconspicuouly along the aisl@asthe other passengers arranged their
bags on theacks.l satby myself three seats behind thatinosand witnessed the
guy 6 s f u ttofit teeir eatryoramilpespaceoverhead.

| lookedoutthe window to the vacant station. That funny feelmgny stomach
hadnoét dilseatbed ie slawly,dleeply, amdmembesdthe last timed d
travelled bytrain. Early March.l was heading out to the countryside with Zoend

Lori.

*kk

That one time, we wermatsitting for a friend oZoewho had a house in the

countryside outside Audbridge. | never met the friend, and | never learnt her name, but
her cat was called Joey. It was a-tarttcream Siamese, who stared at, tneking

either halfasleep or obnoxiously nonchalant while | strokeelback of his head and

took off grumpily when | stopped.

Joey saw Lori too, at least the one morning. | got up early to take a piss and
when | came out, there was Joey, waiting for me outside the toilet door. | picked him up
and went downstairs. Lori wastanding between the windows in the living room. The
morning light cast trapezoid shapes around her. Only half of her body was visible in the

penumbra. The rest was lost in the blinding whiteness of the world outside. She stood
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motionless like one of tle® mechanical dolls in a cuckoo clock before the hour strikes.
Joeyds eyes darted towards her when she bi
spine arching and twisting to the limit of feline agility. I turned so he could see her
better, and apparentlige did. The cat stared at her with those blue eyes of his, wide
openas | 6d never s e e seerhdr kefore. Itfeh weodnlefeltdkea e had
violation. After all, Lori had been just mine until then, all and only mine. And this
apathetic, hle-eyed Siamese was taking some of that exclusiveness away from me.
Joey ruined everything. He reminded me thai was someone | shared.
An urge to prove my dignity spoke form®l 6 m her s, yod Kknow.
0 Yes , OLon,softly, falend arequaly soft step forwardsThe light aée
away more of her figure as she approached.
QJust wanted to makeatc | ear , 160 h ts @k cme ctoseroas \bell
and stupid Joey freaked. ldawed his way up my shoulder and was out of sight in
three long leaps. The escape left a simalbn my chest. Cats, man.
Lori backracked regained her figure in the shadoagainst the wallShe
gestured to the opposivel 6rabe atketde | i\
Zoebds friend had a piano in the corner.
nodded to Lori, as if it was mine.
It was an old upright piano, dented and scuifeseveral places, but the marks
of time had not yet ruined its quality;ethvalnut wood with its polished dakkown
finish accentuated the floral carvings. It was probably far more valuable than | could
register at that moment, but since | had r
became my standard of how most middlass suburban houses looked, and for a while
after, | believed centenary pianos were common in British living rooms. It broke my

heart when someone told me they werenott. E
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thing to look at, more so with Lori sittirgg it. She cracked her fingers and let them

glide over the yellowing keys as i f they v
would still give goosebumps a week later. | watched her quietly, in anticipation of her

fingers raining down on the keys.haught of a light drizzle, a sweet, soft melody, but

when her fingers finally fell, they fell with weight, with severity and preciseness, and

produced a beautiful sombre tune.

| sat on the couch and listened, until Lori stopped abruptly.

OWel |l , & Mg emaditd you joining me?6

| sat on the bench next to her.

She smiled and said, OWe start with a (

My finger trembled, pushing down the key, and the note shivered out
awkwardl y. | 6d never been so closagdato Lori
guitar with that scent, slightly like vanilla.

A moment | ater we were playing. I di dn¢
thinking about it, but simply let things happen. The melody went up and down, from
brightness sinking into darkness and back wpradVy fingers at times light, at others
heavy, they went where hers had just been,
needed to be. Lori6s fingers answered witdt
harmonies, consumed each other. | inhaled her mudiexmaled ours, once and again
and again and again, both of us carried by the melody until the last note was spent.

| sat, silent, absorbing the scent of music left in the air.

Vanilla lingering still.

A Il oud whoop bolted f r onpedoffdhe bemath anche . Z 0 ¢

hit my knee against the wood. When | looked around, Lori was gone.
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6l had no idea | was dating such a prof
wearing her tartan pyjama bottoms and that cosy jumper of hers with the Little
Mermaid.

| told her | was sorry | had woken her up, that | got carried away and lost sense
of how loud | was playing.

She said she had no problem waking up to such beautiful music. Then she came

and sat on the stool.

6Do it again,®6 she péelmaded, pulling me
0l dondét think | can. o

6Come on, Sam! I want fardastse e you pl ayir
6l 6ve actually never played before tode

Zoe nudged me and | aughed. O6Right, you
keys before she could find the noteseh@ s | ooki ng for. oOWait, w,
t hi s, 6 s hleegarptayng the irtrdductian df a tuneyclical, steady, sweet
She sarted singig, 6 | dééar

She wasasuch beauty right thethat instant more than evédly eyes welled

andZoe hugged meéWNe kissedThen our clothes came off

Ilcoul dnoét foblosmgitmeltiworuil d n 6 Everbifé wahtedtio convince
myself thatshewasanevil succubusvhosplitusup,i t woul dn 6Withoua k e s en
her,l woul dnét thérght gamhodirdrZadky anyself,il woul dnét have
been able taharm heinto having a drink togethelcori hadbrought us togethelt was
Zoe who figured that owturingthe rideback to Audbridgafter catsitting Joey

Both of us were facing the window, looking at the countryside rush by. Zoe was

leaning baclagainstmy chest. She was getting much better at showing affection in
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public. | rested my cheek gently on heatieand surrendered to the sedative power of
the springmorning fragrance of her shampoo. Outside, winter was almost gone, and the
flocks had reclaimed the fields for grazing. | spent the first half hour of the trip
shapping photographs in my mind of cloadks of sheep drifting on the grass and of
thedarksilhouettes of horses standing rigid among the silver patches of flooded land.
They were images | 6d never s,shewouldlaeor e. | f
insisted on getting snaps of everything,pulling the old Canon PowerShot out of its
Velcro pouch and taking flash pictures that would mostly show her own reflection and
the muck on the window. But she was not there, and that silver Powéisiisen
sol d, and my cheek eadaWhatwg eyes mampged to saptureZ o e 6 s
would have to do.
A memory came to mind, one of yellow flowers. Then | made my first mistake
of the afternoon, asking Zoe when the rapeseed bloomed.
0 Mitod at e spring, 6 she answered. O0Around
00h, ¢lbaméi ke to see it. o
| thought the conversation would end there, but Zoe seemed to remember
something. She reached for her bag and fetchelittteenotebook This time she
wa s n ot anythingaoniit.rBe read it attentively, searching for something specific.
| asked her if she was alright. My second mistake.
She said she was fine, but then she sat up to face me.
60 Re me mdiday wetmhbnthetra® 8 s he asked,Yohsaddi ng |
Ilwasl i ke a field of rapeseed kissed by the

sai d | was a Vview. O
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0 Y e &eplied elongating the word as if trying to remember, but the truth was
that he memory of the day can@ me immediatelyand with it,| remenberedits
undoubtable connection to Lori.
Zoe seemed a bit weighed dowdhen lasked if she was sure she was alright
she nodded but then said, O6-uUpdsipesd that
| asked her what she meant.
60You mad e don tattually remekhioetuwatching a field of rapesedd,
you?d6 She turned around. o6l mean, you arr.i
| agreed.
6So when did you see a rapeseed field
| di dnhowto leplyo w

Zoe pondered.

6You also sabdinwgudbliked
0 Y e do6
6Yes, well, the only time Ileiorewsseen yol

even started dating. 6
| tried to remember.
6You bthatvaghtter ed book and pretended to
She meant my copy &frankensté. L or i OFsankenstpity o f
6Sam! Thatdéds how you gotDidtyeugetalltthosey our f
books in your flat to lure me i8?

She made me feel dirty.

ol swear I used to read. I s toff | | | ove
reading a |ittle bit. o
Someti mes | |l i ed for Lori . Zoe wasnot k

144



Delgado Spectral Encounters

60l do remember the flowers. o6 | truly di
belonged to Lori, but | remembered it.

6Just say you | ied, Sam. You played yol

6But 16 didnot .

6l would actually feel sort of flatter e
me. The | ast thing you want to do is keep

| watched her get more and more upset, terrifyingly steadily.

OAl right, alright, 6 Imusshaiedome té minddrono b a bl
a documentary or something. 6

Sometimes Zoe made me lie too.

6Maybe | read it somewhere, 6 | added fc
must have been my last fatal mistake of the afternoon, the cheeky punchling that lef
Zoe silent for the rest of the trip back home.

I didndt | os eofhetengul thoughttheydsd @ut iddag irpher
headl | ost her because | wa maldosthdribeeausel f or h

failed at not being an arse
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Chapter Fifteen

| could haveeasily blamd Lori for losing Zoe But even if | wantedo convince myself
that she had something to do wtho elé@awng anythingLori could have done tber
musthavehappenedhrough me.
By mid-springZoe and | were practically living togeth&/.e were watching the
telly in herliving room, just after lunchwhen the bell rang. Zoe had been sitting on
pins and needles the entire morning, and this seeto be the climax of the excitement.
She darted to the front door and held it half shut as she eagerly talkea ¢oitieeguy
on the other side.
She came back, carrying a latg®wnbox behind her back.
6l have a surprise for you, 6 she said.
6 Dpyou, really?66
Zoe handed me the box and gapas she pleaded that | opened it.
0 What i s ,weighng it. t waa extkaerdinarily light for the size of the
box. | couldve believed it was sealed empty. | opened it and removed the bubble wrap
aron d é
6What on Eart h i sMytfilstitheughi wakof ascanandentp er p | e »
made out of deer antlers. | pulled it out carefuliyvas like looking at an octopus from
below. Six red and green tentagleshorns curved out ofa blackface. It was a mask
some sort of demomThere were cubuts for the eyes and either a toothed beak or a
snout in the centre. The whole thing was painted with yellow padits.
0ltés a Boricua mask, d6 said Zoe, ol i ke

Shemeantananedde | 6d t ol d her about this ind

00h, vy ®Borucandah t Roficdais& o t hfeom Buerto Rica@
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Zoeds smile disappeared. She snatched t
the invoice.

0ltdéds a whol eidaclightlyoffendechunt ry, 6 | sa

6l know itdéds a whole other country, Sar

Her mistake upset me. This was Zoe. | f

would. Of course, | regretted being so harsh a second later when she started to cry.

OHey , hehwyey,itds okay, Zoe. Il 6m sorry. I

601 f e e l,6she saidfertetulty wiging the tears from her cheeks.

6Donét! Boricua, Boruca.l dm wsowrl pdrniéste hyao
remembered. | 6d t ol d hmonthbefore. st ory over a

She sat down and hit the arm of the col
surprise. blewi t . 6

0Babe, I | ove it. I | ove masks! 6 | trie

O0You | ook hideous. 0

6l bet you can tell | 6m smiling underne

Zoe chucked and snorted.

| took the mask ofandkissedher 6 Thank you. Really. 6

Zoe sighed and wiped h aextnoypmsthe®S. Ther e d s

ltés a charity event. |l tés i mportant, the
| told Zoe thatwas wonderfulnewdth en | ooked down at t he
to cut around the moutat, 6sdme apdi.ntétdH dt wre
On the 24, I knocked on Catheri neVWhatl door al

calledcostumewnasa suitanda tie a bargairfrom Next | could have passed for a firm
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executiveln reality,the only thing out of the ordinaryas the Boricua mask | was
carrying.
I 6d t r i e dsesswmrfoctlrandaydutCatherine hadhade it clear that
we couldnodot sl ack. We Leritwarted, amtl Catheriné know e»
believedshecould become frustrated and volatile over time. | did convince Catfterine
see me early in the afternqdhough. That waye would have plenty of time before
Zoeds masquerade. I also made her promise
6dm n ot whyBuerto®Ricamdressupademors, 6 | sai dl to Cat'l
was lying down orherchesterfield with the mask in my hands.
It might have something to do with rebelling agathstSpanish | know t hat 6s
Borucadoit 0
O0What swamneachdote you t olSthewansdtitgoponlkes k ed C
por t er dignifieddsalvays, bothands resting othe handle oher cane.
| sat up and placed the mask on a table nedrgre was little | kept from
Catherine byhat point Not only had she ate it cleathatmy stories were the
currency she would take as payment for her serviimgsvery memory | shared with
her brought me a bit closer to Lori.
60 The B o resemdigermousgeoplenfrom the South of Costa Rican a
place calledCurré. | t 6 s aithhausesdattetedeverand there among the
banana plantatiors.
Catherine reached out for her cup of tea and thelose to its matching
porcelainsaucer.
60They gat hto pwtrgnythlmirs drama that | as

6Drama, you say?6
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0 They c alThe Borucgat omgtlee masks aridke the role ofliablitos,
or fiittle devilso, who have a series obnfrontationsagainsa Bulli t h asbniesne
else in abulky costumerepresenting the SpanisbnquerorsThe devils crowd around
the Bull and tease it, and the Brdims them to the grouni he can.Theycarve the
masks out of balsa wood and hand paint tbem.

Catherine put down her cup and grabbedrierto Ricaimask Zoe had given
me.

Oor h e ynéthing likethatr eal | y Yo ul weo aidd likéthoseth hor ns
Borucamasks They 6r e us uatourful amgry fatestondue siakingi f u |
out, overemphasised frowns, animal trait

6And t hi s $heshewedinse the mask’ 6

0l t doffeecnedt 't 6s just thatéobd

6Yes?0

(@)}

61 t i snot the mask | 6d | i ke to wear.

OHmMm.e Ldown &@dihre,rd nrai dShow us these

The burning sun beasdthrough theplantaintrees and the cloud of dirt all around

S 0 me 0 n eyard. | duld taste the dry earth in the air.dudd feel it sticking to the

sweat of my arms, on my face. Itfé going through my nostrils and down my throat.
The sound of strugghas as invasivieas if evenydirt particle carried a yelp, a

whimper, agroan all together with the blowing of conch shells and drumsas te

devilsraising tle cloud of sound ahdirt from the ground. They husdlend skigped

fell and gt back up. The Bull knocked one thiemto the ground and a few otheemr

to hisaid. Onetauntedthe Bull whiletwo others pukdat the burlap costume of the

fallen devil.
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Thechichawasalsothe colour of dirtThatis what they caédthe traditional
alcoholic beveragdocally made out of corn.
A young fellow passed on a bowldfichat o me. o6 Drink, brothe
he | broughtthe bowlto my lips and he gently heltlup, making sure dowredit
whole.l closed my eyes and tilted my head back as the bowl empmiedunt used to
say | should be grateful to my grandfather for my Spanish passport, but in that moment

as | swallowed thehicha | felt like shit.

Thatwags he | ast | saw of t heTh&ayinCar t hat o
turned black. It wast&that daybecamenight. It was that darknesd the mind, hat
thick, colddarkness thdthad seen in visions before.
d_ori, OGmutterednstinctively.She was the light that made momdiks these
passo Lori ,6 pl ease!
0 Op e meygsoshe saidin a whisper that seeedto come from nowhere,
except within.
60penmeyoesy and foll ow me. 6
I hadndét noticed they were closed.
When lopened my eyes agairwassomewhere else. It was night, aadold
drizzle felt like hail against my fackly hand went up tprotectmy face and | nearly
fell. I was runningLori was runningahead clutchingup the skirt of her dresss she
spedal ong t he t owpat Hrewmdnise thd glace indnediabeShatc a n a |
part of town still looked very close to how it did a hundred years ago, especially at

night. The brick and stone structures stood the same. Even the streetlights kept the

tradtional style. The gatamp heads were hexagonal with bevelled glass panes. With
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their warm, tenuous |ight, it was hard to
or mine.

I had no idea whewed dtarted running. | was trying to catch up wiitbri, and
shekeptglanaingbackatmeas i f she meant to stop and wa
chasing someone. From what | could see in the dark, he was a man in a grey
mackintosh. He must have been half a block ahead, but we were getting closeatThe ¢
made him | ook either too tall or too skinr
There was something else strange about him. He seemed to keep a slow, leisurely pace,
but we were having a hard time catching up with him. Lori and | gniating but we
wer enot dr queklyagwe shewddr a s

The man went on scanning the buildings to his right. | glimpsed them too when |
ran out of breath and had to break my pace. Hands on my knees, | looked at the
structures some twenty feet away behinatblaushes. The buildings were collapsing
into each other as if they were merging, as if the lines of brick were just shapes in a
drawing with no real density, or volume.

| started running again, and my thighs were instantly burning. | was cramping,
hungry,aching. | could hear my body complain. | thought | was going to have to let
Lori and the man get away when he stopped. She did the same, and the distance
between us disappeared so fast that | almost crastodabth of them, as if | had been
a mere foobr two behind them when they halted.

The man in the mackintosh turned to me. Lori mirrored the movement precisely
but a fraction of a second after, an unnerving delay effect. Her eyes were wide and on
me, but her mind wasnodte wheédedherld gaad dmas
was talking to me or him.

The name echoed in my head. It was the
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Lori 6s gaze f d@lhisisthedplade éhe stid, lkenarrmpeojecting
to the aside, pointing towards the brick buildimgass the bushe6.Seek Ezr a. 6
SuddenlylLori wasstandingeven closer. She reached to touch my face, first
gently, but more forcefully in the ender eyes were fullof worro Be wat chf ul ! 6
cried and dropped me to the floor. 't didr
c o u | sdppdrtiny own weight. | fell flat on the spot, like a puppet whose strings got
cut. When | sat up, she was gone. Ezra was gone too.
| was aut of the trance,but wasndét at Cdwassitingponeds anyr
cold, wet floorboards athe point where the towpath turned into a bridfjke puddles
of rainwater, the darkness, they matched my visiomust have walked owf the
housein the tance Catherine had let me.
| arduously stood up. The drizzle had stopped, but the backs of my trousers were
damp and cold.looked both ways of the towpath. The stony surface glistened in the
yellow light of the lampposts Ther e wasndét a sign of anyon
The bridgewherelwasd i dnét go a c racabave animlesonea n a | bu
three meters widdt was ®rt of aperpendicular guttet.leaned against thail of the
bridgeto see théwo-meter drop to the bed die inlet It must havdallen out of use
long before, and now there was an actual bed in thgrgt a mattress and some
blankets, but someone had definitely nested down there.
| stayed in the darkness for a while, lookmg not lookingat things around me.
The name Ezra kepte thinking. Not only that. But the way Lori had said it, her tone,
her arching eyebrows. She loved him. And she was afraid for him.
60What kind of an asshol atthedakeesSshe Ezr a,
words came out effortlessly. | started making my way backothpath and

distinguishe somethindying on the grouna@ few meters ahead@hat familiar
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sensation of being punchadthe stomacheturneda s | recogni sed my ma
mask | ying on the dapmpck |iotorup.06Shhdanrnd 6l Ikenp

no, no, no, no.6 | was | ate again.
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Chapter Sixteen

The Fine Linevas built as a music hall in 1877. The stage was stralgddadat the end
of the hallas you walked infive feetabove the ground floolt was empty. | could
almost hear Zoe thanking the crowd and wishing everyone a good rest of the evening. |
glancedup to e mezzaninand beyondthat,at the spectacular glazed vaulted roof.
The word around was that in a good night
that. The night was dark and starless when | walked in.

| made my way across theesef mas ks and dpstairsitdegahoe 6s t
apologising before | evenreachied St i | | I was mytemasecoeld how m
be seen through the maslkugged her tightoutd1re wasnét Myansaske f f usi v e
knocked on hers. She was wearing a&tean stylanask in black and gold with black
lustrous feathers on one side.

Zoe was sitting with two other womehhey were wearing matching masks
black and silver with rhinestondsgreeted them and we were introducBda was tall
with blond curls. She was a beamdraised Audbridge girlPriyawas her opposite
tiny womanwith straight black hair. | had mberbeforeatanother bar called@he
R a v e n owhen N@ssakenlythought shavasflirting with me. The memory flashed
as soon as | saw her, and | felt embarrassed dgamembered theustomand asked
if | could get anyone adrink assoonaslcobldtesr er yoneds gl as.ses wel
| was going to ask Zoe f@ moment when Priya said to BéaS a m, her e, is fr
Ricad

60 Cost a Ri c.arhedrony of mpRuerte Ridarendask made me laugh.

OUuuu Costa Rica, 6 said Bea as i f we we
fancied. People did that sormees; they heard the name and pictured themselves
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sunbathing at the beach. piBeecaadanherhame must
just for a moment. O0So, whatoés it | ike in
| told her the usual. Temperatuwise? Nineteen to twengightCelsius, most
of the year was like thakt explained they had only two seasons over there: rainy and
dry, which was a bit less rainy. But people often called them winter and summer.
OHmMmM, so yousgeteshkbut nBea t he equi noxe

|l chuckled, trying to be nice. Though I

she really thought we didndét have equi noXe
Beadr ank her wine and said, Ol bdondét get
where you can actually get some sunshine?:¢
OWin something, | ose something, 6 said z

| said | actually liked the weather in England. They laughed and | said | meant
it; that hot days were okay for holidays, but | always preferred the cold. It Was sti
new, fascinating experience.
Intentionally or notBeahad started a secret game: sip your drink and ask a
questionPriyajumped in next as if she had a record of the rules from some night in
college.
OHave you met any otbhercpebplvengrom Barc
|l told heomlthadgdt hat one convlersati or
didndt waayn ot r e al lingteat, bevdn usedjthefword t h e m
ounf or tlwasatil gylngytdbe nice o Z o e § but thien it ceossddamy
mind that my answers werelevant only as cuder making the nexguestion. It
became obvious it was a game, a bar game like darts, and | was the target.
OWhy did youi adgeneanad mMatdbltondon?5d

OHow |l ong did it take to get here?bo
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OWe are not suffocating you with too me
0Guys, |l eave him alone, 6 said Zoe, but
annoyed me more than her friendbs questior
| excused myselind went to the toilet.took my time triedto appreciate the
building. The castiron pillars had stood solid over the years, housing first a music
venue, then a comedy theatre, a warehouse, a counselling office, and a curry restaurant
before finally beoming a free house. You could read lots about the history of the place
while standing in front of the urinal.
| bought a pint on the way batk the table Screw etiquette.
Call um was sitting on my chair when | ¢
college mates. More smile than face, he was one of those guys wireatigkjood
care oftheir looks Neat haircut, fancy clotheklis mask covered only the left side of
his face Phantomof-the-Operastyle. He saiche was showingis less handsome half
for therest of thenme n 6 s . Beewatélling one of his stories about himself when |
returned to the tabliethe first of a few | heard that eveningallum paused to shake
myhandApparently, he hadndét chanthglabitoh bit si
arriving late wherever he werie had just landed back from some exotic trip to
Malaysia, or Burma, or Singapore. He jumped from one place to the other as he talked,
which made it difficult to keep track of where he was when he gave his 8ragsto a
poor person on the street or when he had t
hedd fl own back to the UK.
O0,foronef i nd traveling i mmensely gratifyin
somet hing shedd quoted from her book.
O0Tel toZaedh as ai d B e dolidaytdsome expticountkyand she

ges admirers flyng in from around the worlgustto seeheragain 6
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0 B e extlaimedZoe.
Priya raised henfesshenndf &ndi abl g. edVvious.
Orou are embarrassigg andSam. 6 She was right.
O0Besd dexi,ile Zdiedndt fly in just to see m
600f course he did,d6 said Call @dm. O0Why e
0l | ov,ed iltl slaesrdea lbeaut i f ul pl ace. 6
Callum scoffed, an@riyadid herbest to holdh patronising laugh
6Come on, b uYowase hd goimgeto tellane ybu carbere for the
view.0
The wordviewb r ought back the f i grapeseddfeth. had wi
glanced at herandthe horrible ideafocalling her a view agaiorossed my mindWhen
| looked back at Callum, di dndét know how to respond.
0 Ex act | yandthahceuldhave bdentheendofit.B&® i nsi st ed. 0
going to put you on the spdituddy Tell us whaput Audbridge on thenapfor you. 6
| thought I couldellhi m | wanted t o gomuthaboatl pl ace
couldhave toldhim | wantedto boarda plane and get to@muntrywh er e t hey di dn
speak my languagéhatl wanted to boartrain after trainfo get off just to boar@gain,
and agairuntil | could be suré 6 d r apdacetihat lthd no connection to nie
thought about telling him that. Butho the hell waseto tell him anythin@
| shrugged.
61l &m sure this town has plenty to offer

GAside fromZoe,of courseh) s ai d Bea Wiyadopiee. | augh t hat

|l didnodét Il awghd ahliomg. had di scovered |
I di scovered a name &lways beeh fartd ofimechdnisnes,aaddy | i k
old anal ogue devices, and things that | ool
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00h, youbre talking about the guys t

goggl es and gas masks, 6 said Priya.

0Yes, welupisquittmaie mgpongant part of it. o6

6Sambébs acquired a few items himself,

OHave you?06 snapped Call um.dredsil t hi nk

dressed up aBegbie 6
Orhe guy inTrainspotting 6 asked Bea.
Callum nodded. 6éSexier, though. 0
They went orjoking, and | kept talking, in my head. | was telling them
Steampunk was not just about clothes but that it was also about fabrication and

upcycling and, just hanging out being nice to people.

Callum took me by surprise whisen he nud
beauti ful |l ady joined you in your Steampu

OLori 6s been awesome about it,6 | said
stuck on my glass. 6Zoe!d | <corrected.

to one of those eventstye She said she will, though.
Callum kept smiling as he had all night. Priya and Bea nodded and sipped their

drinks. A second later, everyone was distradi@iling about something els€hey

may have not even noticed | said the wrong nameZbethadS he di dndét have

me to join her outside. It was clearly the place to be.

At The Fine Linethe stage was straight at the end of the hall. The windows on the front
doors were narrow, but still | could see it standing outside on the street.

Zoe remoed her mask and askedilWh o i s she, Sam?6 Her
She was sleeveless, and the cool air from outside was giving hebgogpse
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| took off my maskslowly, making time fothinking.
60Tonight is not the firstritZdee sy du @dwe
disappeared when she askedagain An impenetrable expression replaced it. She
wasnot simply hurt. She | ooked sharp, as i
upper hand in our argument, as if she already knew who Lori was anfasskivanted
to test what | would say, to use it against me. To hurt me like hiheder
Theworld frozeat the questionThe wind held her hair to the side. The
intermittent white LEDs on the window next door sparkled off her eyes one last
definitive time, and the noise of the crowd insidephbdied along with the pepock
they had on. The drunk shouting at the chippy a few doors down, the couple smoking
next to us, the cars and buses in the distance, they all went quiet. The entire city joined
me in this longest, most embarrassing moment efiséd.
Zoe had found the one question | would hesitate to answer, the one question that
would keep me silent long enough for her to lose her Mias that what she wanted?

6Say sq%amt hJiunsgt say somet hing! o

OLor i i's not a woman. 0

Zoewastakenapbak . 61 s he a man? | s that what

ONo, shedés not a man. Shedéséd | had no
6You have to speak to me. Every time vy

worst. o

And what is that? | almost asked. | wanted tioetell me, to accuse me of

cheating.That, | coul débve deni eppéenmgpeaweentdrigpnd What e
mecoul dnét be called cheating. I had convi

6Shebébs somet hing el seabduthérose.lgthed. 61 tr
beginning. You didnoét | isten. o
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I must have seen Zoe trying to pronounce my nangpanish a dozen times.

She still looked cute doing it. | tried not to smile.
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0Sheds never said my name. She only wrc
laugh.

What?’s he mout hed. Then she | ooked up and
joke to you?b9d

My laughter grew louder.was nervousj i dnét know what to sa

0l gisadZoap Shhe didndt even sound mad an)
the bardés door and said, OYgungudthitkdly ou war
thinkwe ar e done. 0

A group d maskedpeoplewas heading intthebar. The last one held the door
open for Zoe. 6Coming in?6 he asked. She s
behind Zoe, and every time | remembered, it felt like a hole in my chest.

| watched Zoe through the wdow. She disappeared in the crowd almost
instantly, and just | iitklythathight |justlstood ost her .
there watching the empty stageand said nothing.

| probably would have gone in again. | would have put on the arabkalked
straight in. But justas Iwasreadysop met hi ng st opped me. It wi
hear. | felt it instead. Lori.tried to listen above theonversatiorof the two guys
smoking across the street and the muffled noises of the crowd inside the bar. | listened
for Loriés voice above the police siren fe
traffic, and the chatter on the street. | heard her whisperamg pa whisper that was
| ouder than anything 16d heard that night,

| startedsearching for helt needed to see hdrstrode longandl strode fast.
My feet led medownhill againtowards the canal. d i dige @here hwasuntil

Lori 6s voice ,andlsapped.o0 me again
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0ls this a | alkuw tdooYoyu ua?rée | méaosukieedadh @t | | ¢
me if you still love him] said to myself.
00i!'6 yelled some guy from across the

red Arsenal hat and a green parka. He approached me and asked if | was alright.

OWhat 6s that ?06 He asked, about the mask
It was nothing. | told him. Hewas closenawL oo ks | i ke somet hin
He warned me that | shouldndt be wal king e
You know what this is,d he said next. 0Jus

| attempted to run but it was too late. He blocked my es@aqmesome other
guy came from behind. I didndédt see him wel
they pushed me against the wall and knocked me over. Punches came and went. |
coul dnét get back on my feet. Aolcbvermy coul d
face. At that moment, down on the hard pavement, my brain turned primeval. Thought
was reduced, and there was only the pain and the squeaky noises of the nylon jacket of
the guy doing the hitting, the groans and whimpers.

| must havdost consciousness.
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Chapter Seventeen

A heavy hand | and

The hand was Quas

ed on

my

t 6s, and

distant, in and out, with them the pasbut apart

6Wal k with me,

my boy, O
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shoul der .

| wa s

s ai

d

Onl vy

watching

Quast . Hi

from a man that robusthe wordsumbled as if he was murmurimgto my ear,

i nstead of Ezr ads.

They were both

wear i

ng

hat s

and

coat s.

from before. We went downhill, though | was so drained that it felt like trudging uphill.

We were strolling down an alley between tall industrial buildifige night was gone

but we were still walking in the shadow$e clouds were bright and white above, but

light was scarce at the bottom of that manmade ravine. The rain had just stopped. Some

of it was still dripping from the black pipes that held to the brick walls like vines. It had

been a heavy shower, and water still ran in a stream down the street.

Ahead, a group of homeless people cowered from the running water. They were

sombrely leaning against the wall as if in line for execution. Someone saw us coming,

and the whole gang grew restless. That scared me. The group was large, made of

people in obviaspoverty and Ezra and Quast were dressed in a style that exuded

richness.

My mu grgdehat dashed from one corner of my eye to the oflier.

memory of the pain seeped into my visiua knuckles on my ribkinstinctively

covered my face and cudelown.
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Glistening wet asphalt.wasbackjust outside my flattwenty-first-centuryAudbridge

asnormal as always. The street was empty, showered in yellow light from the

lampposts. | glanced arouttte usual cars parked on the side of the road, my

nei ghbour s o telliesfthshiwglikedightaoisgdehind drawn blinds. At

first, | had no idea how | had arrived there, but by the time | got inside and closed the
door behind me, Ihadacleatno on t hat | had wal ked home
and QuastDisassociation, Catherine had called it.

I must have had a concussion because my vision blurred again.

V

60n your feet, you |l ot! Here comes the bos:s

homdess people ahead. He had long hair boahthe back and thick sideburns. He did

not belong with the poor. He was only slightly better groomed, but he looked better fed.

Hi s clothes were not new, but they fitted

foreman, | learblater, a loud man who spat when he spdkee crowd obeyed his
commands. All exceptsmall boywhosprang out from behind the first line of men and
ran directly to Quast.

OPI| esase,choose me. |l 6m good for it. o

6Good for Quasht 2?76 asked

0Good f ors ralndy trhe jmHe,veasa littidhhvee dné@ My mum i s
over there. Shebés good too. 6

Quast |l ifted the boyds chin and exami
remember you. Do you come every day?5o

OMost days. dNhedvbever | can,

OWhen was the | ast ti me | |l et you in?do

60h, |l ong ago, Mi st er. |l can barely r
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A

Quast chuckl ed. 60You mustnét | ie, 6 he ¢

The boy lookedurprisedfirst, then embarrassed at being caught in alie
apologised to his senior. Quast reached into his pocket as he leaned down towards the
boy. A coin changed hands al most |i mpercept
this,d® whispered Qforaanit .addlatn cies Gy diéemip alt t ppal)
head. o6l candét use you or your mother todzes
to keep coming back. 6

The child acted disappointed but grateful. He hid the coin inside his mouth and
rushed back to the group where his mother waited.

Quast bld Ezra to stay and wait for him, and we both watched him stride
towards the group. Quastodés building-had a
door gate. The foreman had managed to marshal the indigents at both sides of it. Quast
walked thelengto f t he crowd and studied peopl ebs
went by, except for the mother of the little boy, who greeted him when he passed them.

She thanked Quast and took her leave without complaint.

The woman and her child came our way, and Etoaped her to ask what was
going on.

060The boss picks someone different ever)
you in. We can only try and wait for a che

She had one hand on hero rsl@oalderandheld hershawlacross her chest
with theother one

OWhy wait? Why come here so far from ¢t
jobs. 6

0A day of work here is worth three anyy

ltés worth the try. o
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Ezra glanced at Quast, who was going through the inspectitire gfotential
wor kers, and then back at the woman. O6ANd
0The boss |likes it that we Yaudhaptot ryi ng.
prove you want ié

The boy mumbled something no one understood. His mother told himttespit

coin out. Oltds good money. |l dondt want
He spat it onto her hand and repeated,
Ezra nodded. Then he gave the woman so

| andl ord. 6

6But we nhdalvoer dnlodb Ilsanapped the chil d.
Ezra blinked in surprise. OWhere do yol
OWe have a corner. |l tés only damp. 6

6You sl eep on the street?6 asked Ezr a.
6Yes, my lord, 6 said the woman. OWith
Quast 6s voi c edistaecs.dhe wahmardtook that as her cue to

excuse herself. She told Ezra she needed to get a head start over the others, thanked

him again and left hurrying up the hill with her son.

In the opposite direction Quast was speaking to the rest of thddwsne

60l need twelve today, 6 he said and wen:
women and five children from the group. He told the rest to come back the next day,
that there would be more work, like every day.

The first drops of another shower werdifeg as the foreman took the twelve
inside the building. The rest of the crowd dispersed quickly, perhaps because of the
looming rain, but most likely because they were all in competition for the next job.
Some of them came our way. Faces like those, sbl@dm seen before, so full of
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disappointment yet with a spark of resolution in their eyes. Those were the eyes of
fighters, of survivors, peopighowo ul dndét just sit on their b
the kind that would come back the next day and keep coming every day until they got
their turn 1 nt,orfoQnaa lsettedaptionv i seemeddties: evas no
better option.
Quast gestured for Ez to follow him inside.
Past the gate, a long, roofed gateway led to what appeared to be a small court.
The foreman led the new workers there.sté@ped by door halfway to the court.
While Quasunlockedit, | listened to the foreman briefing the new workers gathered in
thera n. He tal ked about tiers, but | couldn
The door led to a spiral staircase. It wamade from casiron and shook as we
climbed it. Quastés heavy footfall was &ect
sound against the nadt | stamped harder and had no sensation in my feet. Then | saw |

wasnodét wearing shoes and realised | was st

The lights were off, and the sliver of moonlight coming from outside was tinting my flat

with hues ofblue. My eyes were already used to the darkness. | musbkean there

for a whil e. | shoul dbébve been creeped out ,
where | was, to be back home, back to safety. My head hurt too much to be creeped out.

| tried washing my face at the sink. It hurt to touch it, so | simply let the water run down

my face. It crossed my mind to call Zoe, but then | realised the guys who mugged me

had taken my phone. I still had my wallet but all the cash was gone. It crossedadny mi

to head down to Zoeds, but | didnoét want
worried. Besides, she probably wa&xpecting to hear from me until the next day, if

ever.
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| ce, I had to put some ice on my brui se
| ooked i n dednenthe mavidsghatbag bf fraken peasorked fine |
didndét have that either, but there was a
Just as good.
| turned around to get a towel and gasped alarmed whendmsaeone in the
shadowsd Wh o6s t her e ? 0steppecidserta thesfreezdy Bght dnd thdr e
smell of stiff chow mein and spilled ketchup
6Jesus! 6 | <cried. O6Lori? How |l ong have
| startled her back into the darkness. A parnefwanted her to stay there out of
sight, to run back to that Ezra of hers and let me sulk alone, but even as | thought of
that, the other half of my brain kept reminding me how much I loved her face.
OWait!d | said and asked her to come be
Lori stood &the threshold of the kitchen. She said she was concerned about me
and wanted to apologise.
Calmed now, | told her | was alright, just a bit sore. | wrapped the bag of
nuggetsn a kitchen towel and held it against the side of my head. Lori kept statding
the threshold. She | ooked worried and embsze
that it hadndét been her fault, that | shot
so late, in an unknown place, calling attention to myself, breaking my stniele w
someone approached me. Ilmd ok en al | t he rpdcteadly of t he s
begged the muggers for it.
The bag of nuggets smelledd so | tossed it back in the freezer. As | did so, it
dawned on me thatori had guided me back home when | falhconsciousl di dn &t
thankher] di dndot f eel | needed t o.Comemont ead, |

Letbs try again. But | 6m staying here in t
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She smiled and took my hand.

| returned to Quast and Ezra at what | suspected@asa st 6 s of fi ce. The
too fancy, but it was comfortable. The fireplace was simple, unadorned and had a
couple of thick |l ogs burning. The furnitur
chair were beautiful but commonplace. Mahogany, thepatsty seemed more
beautiful to me than they did to them. The weather had worsened. | knew that because
the room had three tall windows overlooking the canal. Raindrops hurried down the
glass leaving long thinning trails. Outside, they hit the canal irr thédlions and gave
the surface goodemps. The opposite walf the officevas covered with wooden
shutters, which I initially took for regular wood panelling until Quast opened them. He
looked excitedl in his own stern way. Behind the shutters, thers avaet of glazed
doors. These faced the main floor inside the building.

0Take a | oo kising hisvaice dbov@ tha muffled clanking from the
other side.

Ezra and | approached the glass slowly, gradually getting a larger picture and a

clearersound of what Quast had created. The n:«
fraction of Quastbés | abour f ofloore. We wer e

warehouse, with rows and rows of working stations. There were people working at

augersand pressesand hammering, cutting sheets of blackened metal, riveting pieces
toget her . I took a second glance at Quast ¢
compared to the room below. The walls were brick and the floor unfinished wood. It

was busy and unwelgong.

O6What are you doing here?6é6 asked Ezr a,
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Quast | eaned forwards and ppperwiteed. OThc
Those children are greasing partdlBom t hose e
here. o

a)

0Yes, 6 coanheyed. EaBat what are you re
the project. o
60h, but it is. What you see is only a
Ezra gazed pensively at the workers. Most, but not all of them were wearing
white aprons and caps, ymrmicintg calfdoorah awms &2
Ezra. O0ls that it, you are being subsidise
60The government 26 broke Quast. O0lt shoc
yours can conjure suchnene ns e . 0
Ezra sul ked for a momaaongthis2tWhepaupars k ed : ¢
why chil dren?o
6l f I dondét empl oy them, Asleastbibwaylly el s e
can keep an eye on them. | pay them adult rates, keep their quotas low, same as their
hours. o
Quast slid the doors open and led usitemall wooden balcony, then down a
staircase straight to the factory floor. The place was noisy with metal banging on metal,
and sawing, and foremen yelling instructions, and mumbling voices. | noticed most of
the workers at the stations were adults, thitdren went around the floor sweeping
and scrubbing. Every so often a child wheeled a trolley among the stations. The finished
parts went into it and the child wheeled it out wkmmwswhere. There were several
children at that task. Each collected sgmcparts and went out through different doors.
The workers noticed our presence, and the boss received several head bows, but the

work never stopped.
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0Chil dren candét be children in this day
under my eye. Wemustdawr best with the means we have
Quast picked up the pace towards a door at the far end of the warehouse. He
took a gas lamp from a shelf nearby and unlocked the door. A short entryway led to
what used to be the outside of the building. Quast had ctbseaglley between two
buildings and created a waterway leading straight into the canal. It was a manmade
cave, roofed and walled with a narrow bridge connecting one building to the next.
Quast | it the way and stoppgodsawmet he mi
give money to that boy outside.d& His Vvoi Ce

was me, setting a bad example. | apologise for that. You must understand, Ezra... A fair

return for honest work, thatdtheyhallee el ement
earned their wages, even when you know t he
Ol llusion?6 asked Ezra.
6Dear boy, you crossed the entire factc
As Ezra pondered in silence, Quastods mc
O0Thegndlot hen undod, said Quast. o6ltds n

polishes a screw. Two tables away a woman fits it into a barrel that someone else has
handed her. A child takes it to another room and greases it. Another one brings it back

to another man im third room who dismantles it, and the process goes on and on until

the same screw returns to the first man,
Ezrabs face | it up, and Quastods hand | &
rotary screwcomp®es or can empl oy an entire family,

Then he took Ezra into the next room, saying that there was more to the business he had

to show him.
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I lingered on the bridge after they carried on. | watched the black water flow, so
easily,so constant, down the slope and out through a grate. | looked closely at the
crescenishaped grille and realised | had seen that before, only | had seen it from the
outside of the building. | had bedmete with Ezra and Lori, the poiathere the
waterwayjoined with the canal.

The light grew poorer as Quast walked away with the lamp. | rested my chest on
the railing and lowered my head. My eyes were on the surface, on gallon after gallon
rushing by. Then | got the sense | was slopping down towardsittent; slowly, the
way gravity pulled molten glass. | was standing on the bridge but still so close to the
current that it splashed on my face. The water sizzled against my skin. A cloud of steam

broke when my head plunged down. | sublimated and feltuncleal.

Floating away in a cloud of steam was delightful, but then | suffered its equivalent
opposite, dropping solidontomy b&ic i ent i st s woul d call it o
turned into solid without goi ngwotkedgui d f i r
but | was certain about one thing: deposition fucking hurt.

| woke up aching a few more times that night. Every time, | tried to connect
with Lori, but it didndt work. To see mor e

myself.
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Chapter Eighteen

The Marsh was a good twentyinute walk down the hill from the city centre. The
name was said to have originated in the sixteemdredswhen it was all flooded
meadows on the banks of the river Leen. In time, the river was diverted; the canal was

built; the meadows drained, and by the late nineteenth century, everybody said they

cd l ed it The Marsh because when it rained

flowed down there and flooded the houses of the poor. That was just what they said. It
di dndét r & thatbften, danavayp e n

| walked down the same narrow stredgtereQuast had led Ezra. My ribs hurt if
I moved too fast, so | tried not to hurry. The morning sunlight was drawing angular
shapes on the building tops, but like in my vision, shards of shadow were rising from
below. The brick walls were too tall to e sunbeams touch the bottom. The whole
block seemed abandon€@u a suildirg in particular. The windows at street level
were boarded up, and the ones above were just too high to see anything inside. | went
straight to the gate. It was the saome| had seen before, only the red paint had faded
and blended with the dark tan of the wood. | ran my fingers on the wrought iron fittings,
still solid but rough to the touch. Some grime stuck to my fingers, which | immediately
tried to wipe onthewood. lknkce d a f ew ti mes but there
expecting one, to be honest. There was a lock, but no doorknob | could turn. |
instinctively gave the door a little nudge, but there was no way it was opening.

| kept going downhill and took the towpathtte right. | had chased Lori the
same way the night before, but in the daylight, without Lori, it was a different place
altogether. The years had caught up with it overnight, prickly bushes separated the

buildings from the pathilhe natural barriewas several metres widend flankedhe
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buildings like barbwireThe odd plastic bag or sweet wrapper decorated the spiky
twigs.

I made my way to the | ittl e.Thergiatdge wher
on the wall of the buildingvas probably twentynetres away. The pattern of the grid
was t he same. 't had t o.Thee had to be aovaytin et | 6d
through it The bridge was a couple of feet higher than | remembered. Still, | was

resolved to get down there.

Il was going over the railing when a mar
chief! What are you doing?66
He didnét shout at me, but the words cz¢

one leg on each side of the railing. There was a man dowhe inlet, tucked in a
corner looking up at me.
OWhere do you think youdre going, | ad?¢
He must have been in his fifties, but | probably remember him older than he
was. His face was quite bony, with a greying moustache and stubble. He was wearing a
fiddler cg, which confuses my memory of him with the image of an old sailor. | can

see him wearing a reefer jacket with the collarupaswelthlait 6 m sur el y maki

up.
Il put both feet back on the bridge. O0Nc
closel ook at that building.éd | pointed. 61 n
OWhat, the drainage?d asked the man, sc
candét jump in here. Candét you see I 6m havi

He was sitting down on an old, stained trests, holding a cup in both hands. |
felt ashamed and disrespectful. It did seem like | was barging in during breakfast. | sat

down on the edge of the bridge and apologised for that and for startling him.

174



Delgado Spectral Encounters

Then the strangest thing happened. He recognisedm hoes and asked
been there the night before. It turned out that he had been sitting in that same place the
previous night, during my whole scene on the bridge. He chuckled when | asked him
whatexactlyh e 6 d s leadrhim | vbas lteing sesusanch e s ai d hedd wat c
standing by myself on the bridge. |l asked
only heard me mumbling.

0Then you collapsed, 6 he said. o6l thou:
right up and wal ked away. 6

0 Anadu ywere standing right there?d

6l was sitting right here on my spot. 6
springs inside rattled. Ol Ywas cqamidong bteo tloe
careful these days. Lots of craziesew e r y wh e r e , offemae dut yoinhéave N o
anaccenbi He | ooked down and bit histalkm@i | s. 06¢(
abouts ome guy named Ezr a. | used to know an

|l made up some story about taldé&d ng to E
sailor believed me, but then | changed the subject to how | got mugged later that night. |
showed him the bruises on my ribs and the cut on my lip. That worked in my favour.

He gave me a long 6fucking hell, mand &
myself and that the best way of not getting mugged was simply not beingdhiere.k e
me forexamplet. coul dédve given you a hand | ast ni
hist empl e with his finger. O0BetteThekeep it
secondbest optiorfor protectionwas numbershesaid Being around people, friends,

buddies.
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| thanked him for the advigcand we continued making small talk until | found a

way into the question, O6You dondét have ot
you?o

Hi s eyes narrowed. ONo one right now.
him off, which was the lastthinghant ed, but | uckil ytpo he di
annoying. 0O0Oh, I do gieworks/finesfar ineotaosunnioteed e , mi

mo s t of the time. 6

He sipped the |l ast of his coffee. 06So,

and probably lwken me stuff and made a mess, how where you planning to get back up
on that bridge?6

| blanked, and he laughed. Then he told me to go back and look close by for the
path through the bushes. | did what he told me and found a kind of tunnel through the
prickly bushes, which led down to the paved floor ofitilet. The sailor was waiting
for me on the other side. He was squatting down, leisurely weedistptidloor with
his fingers. When he stood, | could see how tall he was, much taller than mepand thi
very thin, a combination that made his features strikingly long.

Closer to the building, the bed of the channel sloped up in such a smooth curve
that you could barely notice where floor became viiaé kind of thing skateboarders
loved.Up close, the gaite was much larger than it looked from the bridge, about a head
above mine in diameter, and the bars were about an inch thick. When | saw the rusty
crust on them, | thought | could break thérfound a rock and started banging on the
metal. The foolisteffort made a racket but had no effect on the bars, and worse, it
spurredthe pain on my side and shoulder.

I looked behind me and saw the sailor leaning back on the slope, watching me
nonchalary, the way a cat loiters.
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0So why doéyou wanna break i n?0

| could see he was more comfortable around me. His speech fell into a relaxed
and very particular rhythnsomethingodd, halfway between the jeering attitude of a
dirty joke and mimicking babyalk.

| told him somebody had showed me an old picture fromlénthe building and
| wanted to see what it was like now. Then | started hammering again. | jammed my
thumb on the second try.

The sailor seemed indifferent to my shc
6Someone dared you oreé&i dsyodw waguag®?ed ? How
He was now lying head down on the slope. Blood was rushing to his head, and
the veins on his neck and brow were swel/l.i

around without answering and tried bending the bars, levering with myhgmaldand

my feet. When that didndét wor k, | kicked t
60This is really i mportant to you, innit
6Yes! ... Yes, it is iIimportant to me. 6
Hi s eyes were fixed on me. oO1If you tell

61 d o urked to ignbre ldm, but | could feel him gawking. Téevas no

real danger in telling himYoa really wannaknow? 4 host tol d me to. 6
The way he straightened up reminded me of meercats when they stand to look

out. O6What do you kedow about ghosts?d he &
60l 6ve seen one or two. 6
He came cl oser and whispered, 60There ar

6They hear when you talk about them. 6

177



Delgado Spectral Encounters

He told me | wasndt getting in through
He gestured towardsapileo r ubbl e tucked in a corner ne
meant, so he raised his hand to his moustache and pointed with his little finger.
OWhat ? Somet hing under there?0
The sailor nodded, holding back a giggle. He ran back to his place underneath
the brdge when | started moving the rubble away. It crossed my mind that he was
playing a joke on me, that at any moment | would find a stinky animal carcass buried or
get a spray of sewer water from a busted pipe. But | kept on with the job anyway, and to
my gaod fortune, there was indeed something else hidden under the rubble. It was a
smaller grate, not bigger than a regular manhole cover.
The sailor skipped back and brought me a tatty nylon jacket, which | thanked
him for but avoided touching as much as passiHe had put on a similar one, in plaid.
It was clearly oversized and kept sliding off his shoulders. He peeked into the culvert
and went on to squat next to it.
OWel |l ? Open it!é he said, referring to
Ilwasdoout to start | evering when | got toh
don@ubpen it?6 Being mugged the night befor
think the question was justified.
6l donét need to go in. Yiotu ydour ddl fy.od
| lost my nerve and stepped back.
OWhere are you going, chief?6
I didndédt answer. Il was too busy asking
rough sleeper | had just met into the sewer of some abandoned building. | turned around

and strodévack out.
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| stopped at the threshold of the path through the bushes. Or rather, | was
paralysed with indecision. | heard a voice telling me all the thisgsulld have been
doing I still had to find a new phone. | had to buy some pain killessolu| dnét even
remember if | had work that day. | had to talk to Zoe. Then | looked back at the
building, and the voice going through that list died out. Would | come backfif | le
now? | really didndt know.

| picked up a stick from the ground and swungrdgund a couple of times. It
was dry but solid enough to defend myskifas ready to smack anyone in the head if
they tried something funny.

The trouble was thahe salowasndét where | | eft him. |
away, but then | noticed somethiadd on the grate of the culvert. Fingers! It was the
sailor inside the sewer and hanging from the grate.

60Youbre back,d he said. The tunnel sl oy
his body. Everything el se benefd ht hha ss tsihook
for?6 he asked.

Il told him there could be rats down t he

excuse and simply replied, &é6You coming?06 &

| painfully wriggled down the dirty, wet pipe, feeling eveiygde one of my bruises

and | anded on slippery brick. The initial
worse than the stench of a blocked sink drain. The real problem was the darkness. |

tried standing up and hit my head on a damp stony ceilirgn Theached into the

bl ackness and touched a wall on the side,
covered with a thick layer of something slimy. | gagged and wiped my fingers on my

clothes, but they were also covered in some muck. Then | tedjredt taking the jacket
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the sailor had offered. | stooped rigid in the darkness for a horribly long moment, chin
buriedin my chest, in contemplation of the st.!
| shouted for the sailor but there was no answer. iNgthuntil he giggled.
0 Wh e rthe heilare you? | asked.
He lit an oil lamp. The rasping sound and the burst of fire in the dark scared the
hell out of me. The sailor was close enough to blind me with the light. | could have
killed him, but | was alsolgd to see him and to see light.
OWhat on Earth is that 2?50
6ltés a Davy | amp. Here.d He gave it toc
over the place. 6
We were inside a long tunnel. You had to crouch a little, but it was fine for
wal king. The brick was black and only a st
touched, was covered with tan and orange slime. My fingers left an impression. Ahead,
the sédor marched past a bend in the tunnel. It was impossible to see where he was
heading, but | could see his light moving away. Standing there by myself, | could think
of nothing better than to follow him.
We reached a cavernous sewer chamber. Ithvastimesbigger than my
entire flat. There was a large round pool in the middle with wigheing gutters
spreading fronit. Altogether, its spiral shape reminded me of those satellite pictures of
hurricanes. The ceiling was tall and vau)teih a skylightin the middle. | imagined
that at some point the light dropped on the water of the pool directly below, but now the
glass was dirty, and whatever light came through the brownish filter spread only
tenuously around the rest of the chamber.
A dodgy ladder tbpped about three s&ys from the side of the skylight to the

bottom of the chamber. The sailor pointed up to a trapdoor at the top of it. He said that
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was our way and began climbing. A wiser man would have followed him immediately,
but | was feeling anrge to explore the place a bit more. A number of gutters joined in
the centre pool from all directions, making it difficult to tell from which the water came
in or drained away. | went closer to the centre amshebome light onto the milky
olivecurrenbonl y to realise that there was no
anywhere. Then | began hearing something. Metal scragpargaps also the wavering
ding of a bucket. | leaned towards the water and the sound became clearer.

At the top of the ldder, the sailor pushed the door open and climbed out. The
day light from the upper floor ripped through the blackness. It was enough for me to
makeoutshapes in the shadows. | thought | saw a figure standing in one of the
tunnelled gutters. | pointed nigmp towards it, but there was nothing to see. | moved
the light away and there he was again. It was a man. Waterhigkitees, he plodded
on, cleaning the gutter with a shovel. | redirected the light again, and one more time he
vanished when | gineit directly at him. | turned the lamp away and saw not one but
two men. The other man approached from behind the first one, scrubbing with a wire

broom in the manner of a rake.

| spoke to them, but they didnét reply.

loud and clear, and | was getting anxious. | shouted at them, but they made no response.

I tried to shout at the sail or, but I don

kept coming, relentless, unnervingly slow. Their silhouettes were blackeanlyasther
shadow. They carried lamps like mine, but there was no light shining from them. | lost
my nerve and dashed up the | adder. I di
heels. The decrepit steps rattled and wobbled as if every piece aflbos. The bolts

fixing it had begun to give and | could feel the entire structure leaning towards the side.
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I coul dndét stop rushing. I felt i f I didnt¢

pushed up with all my strength and went flying tigb the threshold.

I pushed myself across the floor and kicked the trapdoor closed. Whatever strength |
had left went into crawling back to the opposite wall.

The white light in the room was blinding, but | could see there were two men in
the room with mel recognised their voices before | could get their faces in focus. They
were Ezra and Quast.

| was at their feet, bruised, filthy, apanting yet they gave no indication of

noticing me. | raised my hand to them. | held my palm up for as long as lictoulds

long as I couldbeart he heartache of knowing they wou

long as | could stand the agony of hoping they would. | heldeidit They di dnodt

My eyes shut as if by their own will. My hand turned heavydnoghped. In my head, it

kept falling and falling. But eventually
| tuned in again and saw the sailor sitting by my side.

6You okay, chief?6 he asked.

61l &m not sure, 6 | saidd O6Have you been

He | ooked around in confusion. O6You me
and closed the trapdoor | could have sworn | closed before. He pulled me up and said,
OLi sten. I dondt enjoy this particular pl
upstairs 6

Whatb t hought was a room wasndét one at al

with stairs winding up along the walls. It went up at least fiveegtomall the way to

another skylight. From where we were standing, the sky was a featureless bright disk.
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Directly below, in the middle of the fl oor
the brick casing of the skylight el 6d seen
covering the glass.

60You ready?06 asked my friend.

| told him to keep going, thatleeded a minute but that | would see him at the

top. Yes, | 6d be alright, |l said. Yes, I v
The sailor didndot | ook so much | i ke one
hat and he wasnét wearing it anagflohbonger. I

off. He started climbing up but | stopped him not far from the bottom.
OHey! 6 | yelled. O6Whatds your name?86
He said it to me. He said it, and | heard it, and | cared for it. And before the day

was gone, | forgot it.

Going back to where | letff with Quast and Ezra was easier than | thought it would
be. | closed my eyes and felt it happen. | could almost see the two men materialising
through my eyelids, a cloud of warmth going through mitosis, splitting, taking solid
shape, then clothed, talkiragnd thinking. | opened my eyes and there they were. The
change in the room was subtle. The bottom of the shaft had been cleaner back then.
There was a smell missing from the modern version, something that the stink of the
drai ns c¢oul dn Betrustfy scént offiromirabdotad, | i ke t
Quast closed the entrance to the sewers. The same door | thought the sailor had
closed and that | thought 1 6d closed befor
loop. Ezra thanked him for that while he tapped his slabe¢he boot scrapper.
6Cl eaning sewers is a job that never er
pl ans. 6
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0l 6m glad you are getting the i1idea.
Ezra nodded. o6But you knew that alread)
you took me down there. 0
ONo, not just that. | value your opinic
oWel |, |l understand the point of shovel
but some galvanised piping could reduce much of the maintenance cost. It would be an
efficent sol uti on. 0O
OA solution to what, exactly?6 asked QL
0l donoét dnheiendk ttoh eermepliosy so many men do
understand the idea of keeping people working for a salary, but there are many more
pointes j obs they could be doing up there. TI
6Dondét mock what you dondét understand. ¢
jobs upstairs with the rest. | picked them from the true gutters of this country. | removed
them fromhousesf vi ce and filth, from dens of ro
60So youbre punishing them. 6
OAI'l men are accountable for their own
stepped on the grille above the skylight.
| peekedhrough the thick glass. From upstairs you could barely see the gas
lamps of workers moving in the dark, twinkling like firefliegt fom downstairs
Quast b6s great shadow must have eclipsed mc
glanced up.
60 Ma y b eof thogsenmen have been denied enough chances in life. Others may
have squandered their opportunities. One way or another, they all have turned spiteful.
The al cohol has made them rude and awkwarc

and women upstairgor with the children, never with the children. | have taken in ex
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bone grubbers and toshers, good people who used to roam the sewers of the city
looking for score. Now they are working upstairs with the rest, but they are allowed
therebecause they behaved
He jumped off from the well. OWhich rer
They started up the stairs, and | went along but with difficulty. The floor was
sticky, and my feet turned very heavy.
OWorry not, Ezra. Those menmastroktheinr ee t c
pray to stay at the end of their contract s
OLi ke so many ot her s, | 6ve heard, 6 repl
6Li ke those who can tell a good thing v

OWhy not give them permanent wor k?2o

6l cannot gi ve mlewhnma nceonmie ptoos iniei.odn sQutaocs t
searched for words, his walking stick dr av
some good to many, than too much good to e

The fl oor wasndét sticky anymor e. It wa:

checked mgoles and noticed the blood, the dark thick fluid dripping from my shoes.

What the hell was going on? | was leaving bloody footprints, and the two men climbing

ahead were too. Then I noticed the tracks were not becoming fainter; instead, each new
steplef behind even more blood than the previ
noticed something was happening. Ezra and Quast kept going, unaware. | tried to catch

up, tiptoeing at first, but | tripped. | landed forwards on the steps and left a massive

bloody print on the surface. Now my clothes were soaking in blood too. The footprints
became puddles, and the puddles began overflowing, cascading down the stairs. A pool
was building at the bott om. I begged the
listen. Then | heard somebody scream from a
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one of pain. It was a scream of regret, of vertigo, the cry of the stomach trying to leave
the body through the mouth. The voice shifted quickly as it came closer and passed m

on its way down. Something had dropped. Someone. The sailor.

| snapped back into the present in that moment. | broke down on the steps against the
wall. The blood was gone, but the stench stayed. | smeltethity fingers. | smelled it
on my clothes. That was when | threw up, right on the steyved up two steps and
sat for a while. | only started up again when the smell of sick got too s@onipe way
to the top of the shaft,found hundreds of small gkin the wall, ventilation perhaps,
too small for me to fit througihe darkness was eerie on the other side.

The sky was darker when | reacttad top

The stairs ledne irto a chamber. With only so much light coming from the
skylight | ¢ o u | therdibnensidng df the room, but it was large enough for the
walls to hide behind the darkness. | had the impression that the room was round,
probably because standing there, the shaft was just a circular hole cut on the
floorboards. The tubular railing tifie staircase continued along the edge of the shaft.
Someone was sitting onan the other side of the room. He was facing away from me,
his back towards the hole.

| cleared my throat. The sick had left a burn.

OHel |l 0?6 | <call ed .adel ddldowilty amasiwlkead
move forwards until | saw the side of his face. The sailor. The reek wbthi, the
blood, and the drains came back all together in one monstrous tide. His cap was back
on, and he seemed very much alive.

We staredat each other in silence. | struggled thinking of the right words to say,

and intheendv h a t came out wa s, ol said | 6d see
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O6You never saw me, 6 he said.

Then he let himself go. Backwards. With a glug.
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Chapter Nineteen

Theroomdi dndét wuse to |l ook Iike that. It wasni
The machine used to sit there, suspended above the big drop. A wheel with thick black
spokes sat on a sedfigning bearing. A merrgo-round mounted right on the edge of
thehraft, it wobbled |Iike a top |l osing momen
device was in the centre, the golden shell. The Nautilus.

But now the space was empty. There were no windows in the room, except for
the skylight in the middle of the ceiling.Wwas a glass dome, but its truss structure was
angled like a spiderweb. | lay on the wooden floor as near the edge of the shaft as my

nerve permitted. | stared at the changing colours of the sky and let days pass.

Logically, | couttdamadt bhavedi sgayed sonsi deg.
sleep or go to the toilet. Someone outside would have been looking for me, surely. Still,
| saw day and night pass. In my mind, | stood up and walked the building complex
Quast had created. | saw peoplenary and going in different outfits, different
companies. Faces changed, grew stubbles and were shaven. There wdra rodays
and the bad. Days, | remembered.

It got worsebecause thosgayswere in disorder. It was not simply that |
remembered them wng. It was that the sequence in which | saw them made no sense.
That meant some days were dul |, Il i ke catch
seenthe endingoftkenoddi ng i n agreement when you d
someone said. Some other é&snl just got to see climaxes, the kind of moment that

woul d freeze you on the spot, even when yc
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way | recounted those days would be a sort of lie, so | simply lined them up the way

they made sense to me.

Afterv si ting a few rooms, Wwherflwaghbutabalt I n

where Thinking chronologically wasnoét goi
understand things spatially. Easier said than done. From the inside, the architecture of
the place made difficult to locate myself. From what | could hear, Quast had
arranged his building complex with the Nautilus as a model, not precisely the sea
creature, but the machine Ezra had created with a similar shape. That meant, to my
understanding, that he hadgmented the structure into chambers, emulating the spiral
shell of a nautilus. The largest rooms were in the perimeter of the complex, and they got
progressively smaller towards the centre. | used this key to try and map the place in my
head and figure @t where | was in my memories.

By far the largest of the chambers was the warehouse with all the workstations
Quast had showed us from his office. It was easy to settle on that one as the first
chamber of the nautilus. The second biggest was a sort ohtgadloading
warehouse. It had gates with access to the canal, so | could be sure that chamber was
in the exterior of the complex. The gates were just at the point where the course of the
canal swerved north, creating a nice little bay which flowed inéorbom. This made
me also realise that these first two rooms side by side were the entire width of the
complex, a good oAleundred meters long. Aside from those two chambers | had little
certainty of the order of tize® mapahemall. I
Many were of similar dimensions, and sometimes | simply had no chance of sizing them
properly. Also, most of the rooms had the same design, with excessively high ceilings

and windows near the top, which made it impossible to lookdeuésid map the place.
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The only way to grasp the arrangement
mind. The way | kept track of where | was in my visions was by paying attention to who
was allowed in the room. The outer chambers had the highest numbersé pauper s 6.
That first large warehouse, for instance, had around eighty of them with only a few
foremen to lead them. But as the rooms turned smaller and the work became more
complex, |l ess and | ess paupers weheie preser
stead.

Those highetier employees required less supervision and showed training and
technical mastery, much | ike the foremen i
from the paupers. It was easy to see a foreman in the shoes of a cleaneleamer in
a technicianés, and so on. I couldndot, frc
differences in their behaviour, their speech, or manners. Often, | heard those who had
just been recruited from the streets laugh at the same joke a foremarichhib toeers
minutes before, and the same happened the other way around. They talked about God in
similar ways and had the same discussions about Notts County playing Aston Villa, and
pie, and ale.

There were, however, noticeable differences betweewthtypes of workers in
the way they looked. The contracted ones had a better, heathier semblance, which was
the logical outcome of a steady diet, which was the logical outcome of a more regular
income, | deduced. They also seemed to have money to plag Yeagth, or even buy
new clothes that fitted them well and were in good condition. The garments of the poor
were usually too big or too small, mended, torn, stained, or dirty, and generally the
smell of old, bitter sweat was worse.

The ratio of contractetb casual workers changed room to room. At times the

numbers were quite even, like in the boiler room, where there was a variety of jobs to
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be done, tending to the furnaces, the mechanical equipment, the technical monitoring of
the machines. But as a geakrule, | found out, untrained workers stayed in the first
chambers, for the most part. The way Quast explained it was that people he picked from
the street gained further access to the facilities with time, and only if they met his
criteria. He compared to a sea tide. Waves of workers came and went constantly.
Those who didndédt cause any troubl e, who we
terms were over, would be invited in again and little by little gain deeper access into
the complex. Some woude just good enough to get their job back; others would move
up. They would receive longer contracts, more benefits, but still they would have to
surrender their posts to the next wave when their time was done. That was the system he
had designed.
That beéame my method for locating myself. The fewer poor were in the room,
the further inside the complex | was, and the more recent the memory was. | understood
t hat because the people Quast picked up fr
tested. Ezratowas bei ng gradually introduced to Q
di dndét realise that unti/l Ezra did himself
He took great offense then. Quast had convinced him the project was both
theirs, and now he was learning there was much his senior partner pattdm him. |
was watching when Ezra unloaded his frustration. He told Quast he was keeping life
unstable and impoverished for those people, that his commitment to being just to
everyone was noble, but his scheme was flawed. Because his sole focusing$ifmak
merely bearable, he was achieving less than that. The benefits were not outweighing the
consequences, as he had promised.
0Al I |l ives Il ead to death,d said Quast,
it comfortable for a few. It is makingstu f f er abl e f or most . 6
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60lt is not right. It is not worth it,o
OFor what is a body without the spirit?:
ONot hing. 6
ONot hing?6 asked Quast, rushing to Ezr e
broadashi m move so fast, so forcefully and fo
hands pressing hard enough to leave a mark. Ezra struggled, first with the shock and
then with his partneroés grip.
6ls this nothing?6 askedmeQutitswiththet he t i g
pressure. O0Do you feel not hi ng?6é6
He | et go of Ezra and stepped back. O0Nc
nerves and emotion, skin that sweats and bleeds. The body is not simply a threshold, my
boy. Terrible news chill the bonas much as a winter breeze. Anger, joy, and sadness
are all the same as cold, heat, and pain.
Quast took a deep breath and combed his hair back.
ONo i maginary afterlife is worth a mint

suffering. 6

In the time | was there, | saw Ezra and Quast fall out two other times. They both had
something to do with the Nautilus.

One of those arguments happened when Quast was showing us the generator
room. It was a long room, narrow compared to fingt chambers but just as tall. A
handful of technicians were monitoring the machinery. Oil can in one hand and a rag in
the other, they went back and forward, oiling some parts and wiping excess of others. It
must have been an early memory because HEidrbad that look of wonder on his face.

He was delighted as he stumbled upon the many great technological surprises that
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Quastdés building contained. The room was
impressive machines. Thrpbase dynamos, | heard E®ay, not that | knew what that

meant. They had a large round face and a frame curving outward at the bottom, which

made them look like giant mantel clocks. Ezra said he had never seen them so big. They
reached up two thirds atépbackreorertharoanfetvs hei ght
meters to see the whole body of one of them, but in spite of their hugeness, they had that
special quality of smaller, sleeker machines, like the beauty of antique typewriters or

those Singer sewing machines with the black pedighmish.

6This one we call Martha, 6 said Quast,
beauties.
6Marthaé Martha?6 asked Ezra, frowning.

incredulously as if he already knew what Quast had named it and hated it.
OThatrii,sd lsmi d Quast, al most kindly, as
Ezra |l et out a snort, some sort of anirt
something but closed his mouth before it came out.

Quast seemed to pretend hengstickdtithet hear

opposite corner. O6The third oneddn the bac
6You shouldnét,d broke Ezra. O6You shou
O60Hol d on, 6 replied Quast. &éThere is no

her Lorito honour your dear, late Mrs. These ladies will change the world. Their

names wi | | be part of history, their memor
6But | never wanted any of that. You Kkt

machines, the way you have scalealiup, it makes me shiver. This is not the end |

was pursuing. This is not the dream | had.
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0lt is a grander dream, 6 replied Quast.
overwhelming. None of us could have envisioned how big it would become when we
sta4e t ed. |l 6m afraid now it has a |ife of it
0And yours. o0
O60You point fingers aslwasinthewrong®&utput i n t he

yourself in my place and ask: why would I, who has the means to see it demgt bt

scale it down? We gain nothing from fear ¢
6And where, you reckon, will the futur e
60This future? Farther than you and | ceé

homes, in the near time, who knowsrafte | f you coul d see what |
think this scale is too much. 0
He gestured at Ezra to follow him up a steep metal staircase. It let onto an
overhead platform, which besides offering a panoramic view of the machinery, served
as an intermediatstorey where a few more workers occupied themselves with the
knobs and switches of the control panels.
Quast leaned on the railing of the platform and contemplated the generators.
o6We wil |l b e -thHousand violts.g=ach. tOf cbuose dt he momeitih, the
power we can muster from the steam turbines, we can have only one of them working at
a time. We wil!/ run al |l of them once the
OHow much death wil/ it demand to power
gaze lost in théoor below.
OWe are al most ready to start the trial
metallic floor with his walking stick. O TH

before |I show you to the Nautilus. 6

60Show me to the 8&daNautub@s MrsQuasmy war
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0Yes, well. We moved it. o
60You moved it?6 The question made Ezr a
|l i ke someone whodbs been woken up in the mi

(@}

from my workshop?
OWe needeodu ihtadnebéte .s eyt f oot in there fo

OExcuse me but what do you knod&d about v

have | been followed?56
6l always keep an eye on my interests. ¢
60The Nautilus is mine. You canodét just t
OYou mustnéafwobry. It is
60lt was safemywbekehbp. was. I n
OWhi cmybhwi lichi ng, as wel | . Now | 6ve move

buildings, where you can work just as well. If you think about it, theabr@gge is that

now you will be working attheskeh er e everyt hing will take |
6You shoul dndédt have just taken it. o
6You never paid heed when | asked for i

me on this. We had to move it. Time is of

Quast gave a signal to his employees, and they began to fiddle with the controls.
One of them stood up and went to a panel nearby, which had about six large power
switches. He grabbed the wooden handles with both hands to flick them on. They
sparkled as héipped them up. On the floor below, the men opened and closed valves
as different parts of the machine began to hiss. The intricate design of the dynamo
gained life with the staccato clanking of rods and pistons, hissing escape valves, and
gears turning A swirling hum filled the room. A howl and a roar together, Martha sang

and wailed.
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And we all watched in awe.
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Chapter Twenty

Mementomori r emember death. The phrase was car
face on the day of his final confrontation viQuast. It now bore a similarity with the
yellowed skulls in those catacombs beneath cities. He had adopted the graveyard look,
the sunken eyes and pale saggy skin. He could have passed as the subject of post
mortem photography, posing to give the impi@ssf what he was in life. Never fully
managing. It was the contrast with his previous appearance that made his
unwholesomeness so shocking. | saw two faces of him, years apart but also back to
back.
The argument began with a young version of Ezra walikito the hospice.
That was what they called the nésithe-last chamber, or chambers. It was similar to a
ward. That shaft through which | 6d gained
my friend the sailor, that was only the inside ofthercemt t ower i n Quast 6:
The chambers were built between the shaft and the outer wall, and those slot windows
| 6d seen earlier climbing up the shaft | oc
several levels which went around the inner shaft, likallaof Life Savers, only instead
of rings of fruit candy, they were storeys for accommodating the moribund poor.
What | saw first that day was Ezra walking into one of those levels. | was
following him, his shoes gently tapping on the wooden floor. @ardipt the room
di mly | it, but Ezrads sil houette was dark
those small slot windows. The light fell on a bed directly below and bounced off the
white linens. It was a plain single bed, different from what te#yaday, smaller,
narrower. It had that institutional look with the tubular metal frame and generic

bedding. From my point of view, the rest of the room was empty. | had no interest in
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|l ooking anywhere el se. The bedi@$hebondc k fr

o)}

attuned my hearing, and | caught a faint hum coming from that slot in the wall, loud at
first but instantly fading in the background, like the central hitting kicking on in the next
room. Ezra sat quietly, facing up towards the light favlale, then looking down at his
knees. Hi s hands came up to rub his eyes.
itdéds not your plan to euthanise them. 6

The answer didndédt come I mmedi atel y. Fir
Then the harsh tap diis walking stick on the floorboards, and as soon as |

distinguished that, Quast came into view.

616l just give them a place to |lie in
not a hospital. I donoét facilitate death.
6Youj mgte a harvester, is that it?06

60h, the reaper is a terrible image, 6 s
of it in terms of foraging or picking. | s

Ezra rose from t he b eodndarigs¥ owanderwhathls ci s m
Abi shaw will think of this place. 6

6Again with that woman. She is no | onge
time you stop thinking about her. 6

Ezra seemed to struggle with the statement. He asked what Quast meant.

0l mmesahe i s out . o

6Surely you donét mean out?6 asked Ezr ¢
be part of the pl an, of its execution?6

Quast smil ed. OWhy, this entire buildir
Good riddance. 0

Ezra seemed lost. Annoyed but confused for the most part.
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A

hanging around me. 0
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through it, o6

me

she warne

continu

d

y

ou a

Ezra said he remenebed, but that it was too harsh to say she was trying to turn

him against Quast.

Quast

ignored the

comment and

e

g

expl aine

to me because | did them any harm. They stuck because | made their last days better.

They were si affected children | extracted from that chimney sweeping business. |

understood that the moment you brought it up. | took those boys in and cared for them

as i f they were my
Ezra shifted
Quast. But what doe

6You

own.

S

Unt il t he

t hat

should be abl e t

o

have to

tie the

d

n

(0]

o

evita

wi t

os e

people. If we can guarantee the energy springs from this site, there is no need for a

medi um to Asummon t
Nautil us. 6
OWhat you are do

bed. 6Abi shaw has a

OPl ease, my boy.

he

ng i

way

sSpi

S

rits. o Thi

Wi

Canéoét

S

way

dangerous, 6 mu

th this

you see

spirit

t he en

people profit from adding a social dimension to a phenomenon of nature. You and |

know souls have no
engine. 0

There was silence for a moment.
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OHow did she know they were children?é6
had no vision or power, how would Ms Abishaw know they were children lingering

around you?2o

‘N

60l donét know. She mustiedQuastannofled.ar d i t
ONone of it was a secret. The whole thing
to see pass her wiles? Why do you entertain yourself trying to make sense of her
charl atanry?2d

Ezra stood up and walked away, and as he digchime aware of the room |
had neglected to see up until then. The sy
beds, exact copies of the first one, down to the way the covers were folded. There was
other furniture as well, which came in two varietiagnodest nightstand with a
drawer, and a plain wooden chair. Around the room the pattern repeated: nightstand,
bed, side chair; nightstand, bed, chair; over and over, as far as the curve of the
chamber allowed me to see.

Ezra laid hands on the metal framoef one of t he ot her beds

him, 6 he said. Then pointing at the other
Because this is bigger than you and me. Y
wet laugh came through his lips. | was a saddening sound. OHa
6What ?0
6Havenét you considered telling them? \

could mean to them. 6

It was Quastods turn to chuckle. O6Shoul c
applied engineering?5b
60Thaot iwhat | 6@dsayi ng. I f you
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60l know what you are trying to say, o6 i
spook them away. To play upon their super s
0The human soul iI's not a matter of supe

60But what about t hesnhadrcrhed tdeavnidl pwhto ittr

Quastdés walking stick hit the floor | oudl
you tell them once they are dead? 1 06d appr
then. 0O
6l beg you, sir, dondédt mock me. 0
Theseriosnhess in Ezrads face made Quastods
6You may not tell them a thing, Mr Grar

them away. Out of a dignified deathbed, away from the comfort of having a roof above
their heads, food on the table. May theylfbetter lives begging on the street, right?
Or breaking stones for a bowl of gruel at
60Thétmheén | will have to find another sp
who was trying to convince himself of what he was saying. He let Quastsdkaéito
answer.
The silence was awkward.
6lt would break my heart to see you go,
a breakthrough. But | cannot stop you if
Quast started to | eave but sbmethihged aft er
you might regret, consider the project cannot and will not stop because you are gone. |
will finish the Nautilus. And forget about looking for other sponsorship. Even without
you, | will have the machine working long before you manage any psogresnd the

| egal restrictions, i f you manage at all . ¢
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Quast marched to the door and stopped once more at the threshold. He lingered

there for a moment but left without another word.

Ezra and | stayed in the hospice for hours, or minutes, or perhapsgrea | coul dn o't
butinthattimel f i gured out the chaos that was a
it was being aware that time was no longer fluid. It became a type ofrgitpn. What
| had before me, those memories, was a series of stif,sech giving me a slightly
different angle of things. It was up to me to animate them.
So it must have been my fault that Ezr e
yellowing sack of bones in an instant. Everything that happened after Quast left the
hospice was a bit more difficult to follow. The order of things became slippery, and
events slid onto one another, swapped places. Things that happened months apart
presented themselves simultaneously, fought over the senses, over attention.
Earthquakes hapened when tectonic plates overlapped like that.
|l could have drifted away from Ezrabs s
the past, but there was a voice that hel pe
the hospice to the last. It was theeet, trembling voice of an older woman.
OHas there ever been such a gracious me
Ezra stayed silent, which at that moment bothered me more than not being able
to see who had made the question.
OHas there ever beenim better man?08 s he
The voice was coming from somewhere around the bed, but there was no one
else around. Ezra sat still on one of the chairs. He looked down, head resting on his
right pal m, his fingers seeking the roots
OA godsendn aegek. o
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Who?I thought | asked, but | had no certainty the word came out. Even if | did
speak aloud, no one seemed to hear it.

| caught movement in the corner of my eye. Something shifted on the bed next to
Ezra, but there was nothing when | glaneetoss. The first time.

The second time, | saw something moving under the covers. It began as a small
lump, but the longer | looked the larger it became, going up and down in short
intervals, in and out like breathing, but always getting biggesptead across the bed
and began to take shape, a pair of legs here, and arms there, feet, and all the rest. It
was a person underneath.

Whoever they were, they were lying face up, completely still now. The covers
seemed heavy, falling tightly on the figwamost as if they had been tucked in. The way
their hands rested on the chest reminded me of museum mummies, only there was no
crystal case between us. Could | touch it? | went closer. My hand went forwards.

The woollen blanket was coarse between nygefis. | pinched it carefully as to
avoid touching any more than | needed. Still | had a feel of the bony structure
underneath, a forehead. | had hardly started unveiling the body when a large shadow
creeped closer from the side. | jumped back, stifliegray . lt6d been the s
who was now leaning towards the figure on the bed. He tucked the blanket back again
and rested a tender hand on the bodyds hee

At that moment, Il had my first gli mpse
something else. Hisheeks had become more prominent. His eyes sunken. He had lost
so much weight. He had lost so much life.

OHave you come to see her go?6 | heard

Hi s mouth didndét move as he smpaskothimsdf,zr a |
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his features slightly off, somewhat aged. | kept expecting him to take it off, to go back to

being the same healthy fellow | knew.

6l f you came to see her go, you are toc
6l have come to seevaoe. wbodadk you for
It was Quastds voice. He was back but

woman before, | could trace the direction from where the words came, but he was not
there to say them.

What | did see were the changes around the hospice. A yelloolsir had
engulfed it. The walls and the furniture were worn and stained. That and the smell of
sweaty bodies and incense burnt the night before made the atmosphere heavy. The beds
were now occupied, every single one, so were the chairs, and the news#meghhad
brought in, and the other pieces of furniture improvised out of wooden boxes and
hanging rags. I coul dndét tell the class of
were all wearing similar outfits, plain dresses and shirts, which were agfestith
decent. Their clothes fit well and were neither torn nor mended. Their hair was
trimmed, their faces washed, but still they looked poor. There was little difference
between the people lying on the beds and those tending to them, or waitingrfoo the

die, whatever they were doing. They talked collectively in a low, unintelligible murmur.

|l guessed they were of | ow status because
the poor. The room was fulll but mitorg;tit f ul |y
wasnodét a sl um, nor the | oading bay of a sl

and functional.
In spite of their similarities, there was a clear common difference among those
lying on the beds and the people around. The beds wergifiy, dnd anyone on them

was closer to the other side than to this one. The deathbeds marked the morbid spatial
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arrangement of the room. The mournéf®r that was what they seemiedestricted
themselves to the perimeter of the beds. There were bedgwidtihree people around
them, some had two, but most had none. The bed on which Ezra gazed down at the
woman, had no one else besides him.
She was around seventy. Il told myself
almost surely hers was the body untte covers. Now she was just a corpse, an old
lady with wavy, grey locks. She had left the world with a frown.
6l do know her name, 6 said Quast, and t
the man materialised to my side, fresh and unmoved ahddbeen there all along.
60f course you know her name, 6 said Ezr
these people before you bring them here. 6
Quast seemed to notice Ezrabs temper bt
read The Water Babie® her peer$ children and adults, the same. | encouraged her
reading. 0
60So few of them can, 6 said Ezr a.

6l believe she was aefgosheemeniasare. Shen a f or
used to carry a volume of the magazine arc
Ezra reached down and picked up a reddish hardcover from below the bed. He

waved it at Quast, and he took it. The cover was faded and tattered. There were signs of

a gold inscription on the spine, but it was too far gone to read. It was a thick book and

it nearly came apart when Quast opened it.
only the first three chapters in this volume. That is why she kept reading tleosendv

over again. o

o1 brought her a copy of the full novel
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wasnot

younge

wholesome, simply not dead. She frailly held herself up on her elbows, heréyn

hair combed to the side. Her face was wearied, her skin pale enough to let the bluish

tint of her veins through. Alive, she did not look too different from her corpse, not

happier or much healthier. The biggest difference life made for her washat

inspired pity. She took deep breaths between words as she complained about the

dreadful character of old mister Grimes. | saw her like that for a few seconds. Then she

let herself go and dropped back to her dead body.

The book closed with a dull claQuast could have shut it on my face, and it

woul dnot

h

ave brough

t me

back

said Quast should take it. He refused and left it on the bed.

beds towards the exit.

6The

ONot

ending 1is

moise

hhh@amen he

nonsense,

faster.

beginning. 0

anyway, 0

He t

Stat e

Quast repeated he wanted to talk in private and walked Ezra away from the

0They

what, a

we ek

are dying

ago? Yo

faster

ur screening

Quast shifted and the floorboards squeaked.

0l have
those near
t hem, but
to dying. 6

Quast g
not try to

seen the

death. 6 He

al | your

runt ed. He

di ssuade
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OPerhaps, you have no need for that, 6 ¢

to delay our progress 6

Sys

0l do not foll ow. 0

0The deaths are not registering upstair
tem properly, but itdéds not catching the
Ezra took two steps back. OMaybe itds r
Quast approached him closerthanbefori n a singl e stride.
ool, |l ad. You have found a way to sabot
6Dondét vy ocallectioe?al lney dieh y®u collect. That is the way you put it

e. 0

6You gave me your word you WwWet!| godt st an-

0And | have kept true to what was pr omi

dead. Well, | am telling them when they are dead. | advise them to stay away from the

Nau

tilus. 6

Quast slammed his walking stick against the floor so hard tleat g dying on

the beds glimpsed at him.

60You play a dangerous game, 6 sai d Quas:

6Do you believe me now?d asked Ezra. 6
O0Bel i eve?d

6lt is not just energy, Mr QuapiriTheér e
60Our work is scientific, not mystic bl e

Ezra glanced at the dead woman a few feet away. Then his head went back to

stare at the ceiling. O0Therebs where you &
matterof bel i ef. & He held Quastdés gaze for an
you anymore. 0
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Ezra went back to the woman on the bed. He picked up the book and flipped the
pages. He kept searching for something while Quast spoke:

6You have stapanylages Yo will cease to work for me
immediately and leave this complex at once. As of right now you are no longer allowed
a part in this project. Not until | find out how you are doing whatever it is you are
doing. 6

Ezra found the page he wasking for and ripped it out. He gently placed the
book under the womands hands and pushed
pulled the blanket to cover her face. He went through the whole sequence decisively as
if it was routine, as if he knew expcwhat he was doing.

Quast watched him march back to him.

6l expected that, 6 muttered Ezr a. He
The printed font was small and in two columns. | could not read any of it. But |
managed to see that hamditten note on the margin as he handed it to Quilst.
cannot be swayed.

Quast b6s eyes went from the paper to
from her point of view, through the white cotton fabric: Quast looking at us, confused,
distracted; Ezra belnid him, his eyes full of conviction and some madness, taking the

chance to fly up the stairs.

| lost perception. Everything went black and | could only hear Ezra panting. | was
running out of breath too. I could tell I was running with him, though | caarplain
how. When my sight came back, we were in a different room. A room fully lit but with

no windows. Ezra was barricading a door with a cabinet. A moment later there was
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Quast, yelling from the other side, landing blow after blow, trying to bringhdbe
door.

It took me just a moment to recognise we were in the last chamber of the
complex. A few feet away towards the centre of the room, rested the Nautilus. The

domed skylight above it, the industrial megg-round spinning around it.

Thetricktoma ki ng sense of Loridéds memories
not flow by its own means. The task was finding what memory followed another. What
| saw of Ezra were pages on a flipbook. Still frames | kept trying to animate. They
di dndét f ul,buylcemanky sawdis eyasdixed on the sky the way only a

corpsebs could. He never made it out al
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Chapter Twenty-One

It was night when | c¢limbed down the wall
Some places were easier to leave than others. Lehomg was easy, leaving
the continent. Wi th my aunt gone, I didnot
needed was ahead. Life was an easy ride when you thought about it as only going
forward.
Leaving Lorib6s worl d was thaovedwas @ones y . I

with it. It was Lori that ditched me. People were always leaving me wherever | went.

| headed straight to Zoeds fl at. I stoc
I knocked. I had my key, b eiwas no ansveki, sbh 6t  f e ¢
eventually decided to use it anyway. Zoe

again. | turned it off and went to the kitchen, closed the calshetalways left open

decided to wait for her. | showered and changed ettrying to get the awful sewer

stink off, and Zoe still hadnoét arrived.
tapping my foot on the floor, watchimggdélie penguins in love on the tgl | went to

bed but coul dnét sl eZegandLbiiywerb @apkesemtansny ki | | i r
head, and unfortunately, so was Ezra.

When | did catch some sleep, | dreamed | told Zoe all about the ghosts and
Quastbés building, the machine and the riprg
ghost. I pictured the moment of my death i

No one was tlre to see me take my last breath. No one covered my head with a
sheet. After a while, two engineers in grey lab coats came and checked me out. They

were a horror movie cliché, wearing head mirrors and thick black gloves. They ran
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some kind of Geiger cousit up and down my dead body, a few times, but theceevi
made no sound.
ONemeasurabl e, 6 said one of the enginee
ONot hing?06 asked the other one.
60Compl etely empty. Some fol ks just have
t hat 0 dusied ofhds pdrhe and drew a flat line in the air, giving a long, shrill
whistle.
If Zoe had come home, | would have told her everything. | would have told her |
was afraid of becoming nothing. But Zoe wz¢
there when | looked around@ihen | realised that up until that moment my fears had
been really petty.
Zoe becoming nothing when | was not watching, that was a truly terrifying

thought.

| left her flat in the morning. | opened the kitchen cabinets again before walking out so
thatshevoul dndét know | 6d been there. Maybe |
maybe trying a lastinute conjuration. | had no power for that.
I wandered around town, but | couldnodt
the more anxious | became. | stoppethatfirst shop with phones on display and got a
new one. The problem was that | didnét knc
phone, and | dondét think | TheGreyLadgven gl anc
| never was Mr Popularity at work. Ustay we woul dndét have an
about aside from the weathdrnever knew a thing abo@oronation Streebr a show
calledStrictly, or the one where celebrities dance

island. But, boy, that day was somethingelverybody was giving me the cold
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shoulder. Even Pauline, the girl with the fake lashes. She usually smiled so much she
looked like she was walking around with her eyes closed.

Marco was working the washer. Hedd neve
morning he | ooked ready to beat me up, so | d
bitter cup of coffee and sat quietly by the counter. Then | caught a flash of red hair.
ORachel 7?0

Rachel said something on the watrto her
her and found her sitting behind her desk, frantically clicking the bottom of her mouse.

It was too mucleffort and | knew she was just pretending to be busy.

6l gave your shift to Marco, 6 she said,
ONo hoande any idea if you were coming. o

| sighed and scratched my head, trying to appear concerned. | told her she did
what she had to do and asked if she had se
but she said Zoe had asked her for a few days off.

Olshe okay? Do you know where she is?5b

Rachel rolled hereyes meanb ack t o the computer scre
talked to her this morning.d&d Rachel was pl
each key as she typed. She stopped suddenly andddaid,d on 6t know wher e
frankly | dondt tdhiYaukpulléd aweally uglg one, Samuel.y ou i f
Déyou know she had to go back to her frier
sort of grunt. She could be scaxzyo met i mes. O6You may want to

It took me a while to convince Rachel | was truly sorry and that | wanted to
make it up to Zoe. I asked her for Zoebs i
again and how | had lost my phorfidaen shdinally looked at me, properly, bruises
and cuts and all.
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0 Gogohu, do | o oShe reachleckintosaldrawer add fetched me some

i buprofen. Then she wrotid .Zdertoshadpu mitbherb | o/n

comng 6 she said, mas she handed it to
| probably did.
| wanderedhe city, tryingtocontactZ oe. She wasnodt arhadwer i ng

keepsearchingn foot | bounced offrom place tglace finding nothing but

memories. Eery spotl knew in Audbridge every @afeand bar, every shopnd office

and tram stop 16 teentherefirst either with Lori or with Zoel 6 d al ways had a
one or the otheNow theybothweregone andl was failing miserably ateaching any

of them Sol went looking for the onperson | knew exactly where to find.

Catherineds handmai dhewnmeecahetkttehd was tteothord . It v

handmai datCatied i s leke #ne previous two,he was European, but |

couldnét tell exact | yrface ldemmose wasioeg.andSh e had

narrow, and her eyebrows were very thin and straight, drawing a perfect capital T. She

didnét | ook much | i ke her predecessor, exc

she hadnét b sleepiaa whiteoCarmioriCgtletine had to be a tough

job. I told her who | was and that Catherine knew me. Still | heard her turn the lock

twice when she wertb askheri f s hedd t ake miendediugsiting Aft er

on the doorstep.ooking at the bare branches of the dry shrubs, | made a mental note to

come by and give Catherine a hand with the gardening, as soon as | had the time. The

garden was dying; lknewlocoddhelpdt al ready dead.
There must have been a playground nearby. | could hear the kids playing, their

pitchy shouts echoing around the neighbourhood. Some upset mum, shouting
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0 Gu s t Therkad 'mast belimbing too highin the jungle gyml thought.Or perhaps
heds be eatingwamsg ht

The handmaid opened the door again. 0St

Catherine was sittinm her wingback chair, with its back towards the door. | must have

walked in very quietly because she seemed very surprised when aoaume. She let

out one of those high i t ¢ bheS@dundoonl|l vy | adi es of a certain
youbdbre not wasting any time. Come cl oser . ¢
examined itithutt6 How are you feeling today?§6

60l justalnlketdo t®omeone. 6

0And you come to me?d6 She acted suspici
6l need to talk about ghosts. 0
60 You do8hé smiledavith a éertain pride and invited me to sit down. She
call ed Anna and asked her to briegdisdm&t t e
seem to care.
O0What is tlevedw bl i ng you,
drou said some ghosts are more dangerous than others. You said there were
some who stayed behind for too lobg.
She nodded slowly.
OHow can | tell the difference?d6 | aske
60The way thegnagbumeoet sgenWas many as |
mi nute to figure them out. 6
OWhere do you see them?5d
Her eyes went towards the window and be

candét see, not unless you make an effort t
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straightened up. 6Sometimes you need a | it
where to | ook. o
Catherine grabbed her cane and reached
hel p me get up, 6 she said.
We shuffled together to the window and looked throdnghsheer curtain
towards the front of the house.
OWhat do you. see?06 she asked
The unkenpt plants and dry bushes in the front garden made it look smaller than
it actually was. | studied the pathway, her front gate, the brick wall.
OYourgdreoden? | dunno. What ?6
60Do you see the man with the hat?86
She creeped me out when she said that, but there was no one when | checked

again. | leaned furthetill my forehead was touching the window. The glass was cool

through the fabric of the curtain.ohing.

OFocus on the hinge of the gate. The bc

| nodded.

6You see something |ike a dark stub on
Foll ow that wup and youb6ll see him |l eaning

| did as she instructed and saw the damn shoeariedly moved the sheer
curtain away and stared again. The glass began to mist, but | saw the man she was
talking about.

OHebs been there since the beginning of
about him at some poi nt .ll.6SheGaiditagifsherwas di dn o6t
talking about mowing the lawn or sweeping the drive.

O6Hebébs not dangerous, 6 said Catherine. ¢
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Anna came back with tea and biscuits. (

whil e, ® she t odackhetro alserwec hwaail rk.e HatHav e a t

Youdre |l ooking a lIlittle pale today. o
Catherine waited for her to | eave, | ear
replacing her today. A new girl is coming this afternodmnad o e s n6t know, so

sayawor d! o6
Her lucky day| thought as | shook my head
Catherinepoured the teaopleasantlyl thought she would start humming T r vy
the Viennese whirls, 6 she insisted.
Viennesewhirls. Thesoundof delicacyset me off
0 Hodayoudo i®dl c o mp | aHow @amyou cére so little about any@de
The wrinkles on Catheri nedls rfeosteaghte aydo ur e
Samuel. @e it upd
| sank down ora chair.dHow can you act so casual aftaur last time? How
come you doredtabeowdn myskbrui ses?d
d d o magkpeople about their bruises |  Isiace thensg@ventigs. S h e
paused. OAnd | dondét wunderstand what you r
6You | et me wal k.Yowstaiodf odioafigfachébiln a t r anc
Shelooked puzzled for a moment; then sieickled 6 Oh Lori . My d:¢
Lo What are you dobng to this poor | ad?6é
OWhat ?0
6l didnoét | et you ’iwadbbthddwihgver L¥rb u t r i c k €
showed youhat nights h e di d n 6 tind euaYou twormade tme believine
trance was oveb.

She | aughed again. 6Care to tell me wh e
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| considered.
Have you been spending a lot of time whirlately. Are the visions getting
longer? 6
| nodded.
Like always Catherine held her cup in one hand and the saucer in the other. |
di dndét bother picking up mine.
60And then you pull out, or is it she ¢t
0l think neither of us have control ovVe
outoffué or somet hing. o
OHow does that feel ?86 She calmly sippec
6Li ke | have no damn control over anyt:'@l

turned into a therapy session.

OWatch your | anguage, 6 safeel?6Cat heri ne ¢

OHow idtoefseel 2?6 | repeated. I was gaspin
wanna know?6 | was drowning. oIt feels |il
memories always feels |ike dying. o

Catherine sat back and thought for a moment.

6l f | eavi nigkdedyiwog, @ stle lbegan, &éThen

twentyf i r st century must feel |l i ke some sort
|l couldnét buy into that. Resurrection?
weal th after | awoke f greatersense@fworth,nb or i 6 s me

awakening of pious devotion. No sense of ascension. Better to leave resurrection to

Jesus or Lazarus, the kind of people whevkhow to come back and make a miracle

of it. I f they raised meddbwoaldkberétchiogoutt he de ¢
all the dirt | swallowed.
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sure doesnoét feel | i ke resurrectincg
woul d be fine i f insteag 6wasrati dt o« aft dveu s
s power in dying. I f you do it right
anyt hi ng, nddeaihs. Oheiafkeeandthérmhey statklinlo@t i
mewher e. | fear some day | d&m gonna
y ou ¢ onc er Deathd yolroeal, dgfioite deatkvthate t y ?
maki g you anxi ous

d on ddriwbudihatnkme 6 Zoe 6 s ftoanykead,tbemped i n
h Bubngaybel 8hould keep her away from othéistook a bite at

6j st he weodu.| dnld6t be so bad i f | saw
seen her much. 6

ning?6 She placed her teacup and se

60s been tryi nglateddo thodawn men@aastamdme t hi n ¢

A

a?o

| piqued her interest.

OHer

never S

attache

Cat h

husband. | é kint ;cew yhbeenabodtsmeen Wk o w
pend any time together anymore. The
d to these men. o

erinebébs hands came together in a si

without soundd O f course. o0

6Sormyl, nmai ssi ngaskedmet hi ng?o6

6Sometimes is hard to appreciate the mc

wa s wr o

ng with this | ady? 6You are seeing

218



Delgado Spectral Encounters

her. Even her sympathies are passing onto you. Telisnitdove you feel for any of
these men?b6

600f course not, 6 | replied.

O0You s houl dchievgths soot af donreedtion. It is your most
intimate time together, but here you are blocking your feelings and complaining about
it. o6

0That oakesensedlitsemi si onswveidtrges ( hé&ee. O

OLet me ask you this. Have you really s

I coul dndt answer.

6You havendt seen a single event from
look back beyond that poiit.

Suddenly | got a bitter taste in my mouth. It came along with the smell of burnt
wood.

60The spirits know they existed before t
recognise some people, and the smart ones, like Lori, learn details of their former lives
fomrwhat they see and hear. But it drives t|

She was making sense, but my gut told
heading. The bitterness in my mouth got worse.

60That 6s why for them t ledawyouflttmp r e al |
has she passed that onto you?b

I nodded. | was beginning to feel sick. | needed to excuse myself, but | also

wanted to hear what Catherine had to say.

O6We usually think of time as an arrow.
aways keep moving forward. To Lori t hereds
forward. It all goes sideways. She sees al
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ONo progression?696

@ur concept of it. She has no perception of going forwards. Everythatg th
will come to pass has passed already, and the present is what you and Lori live and
remember at once. Thereds no past or futur

Get out

| had to get out. Wasafraid. | was in danger.

OResi st ,0 Saemudeddeeetoh® al ways | i stheeni ng. Y
i mpul ses. 0

| sprang up. Catherine tried to grab my arm, but | managed to dodge her.

A

6She only |l oves one, and hebés not you.

™

shout ed. 6Donot choose blindness. 6

| walked. | walked fast, and | walked aw&@atherine was right_.ori had spurred me to
leave | could tell. But now it was all medoing the walkinglwa s n6t ®rear chi ng
anyoneanymorejustyielding to my own urgeo keepgoing. | went farthethanl 6 d

ever been from whiever | could call homd.needed distance to think.

That 6 s h owtMantoean-teerdThewag trackssplit the stationin
two. Both were desertesides Platform One was right pathe smalllobby. There was
no operator, and the ondthertravellerwalked into the toilet almost as soon as | came
in. | carried on pacintp theedgeof the platformandstopped. | was gazindpwn at the
railswhen | distinguishethe sentof woodin the ait

Lori was standin@ few feet away, alsat the edge of the platform, beautiful as

the sun rising. Her long dress was white with tiny red flonarkjssespr splattered
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bloodstains The skirt waved softly in the wind, and the sunshine behind/éet
through the fabric, and through her ever so slightly.
Her beauty made me angry.
6l thought you were gone, 6 | shouted. ¢
She didndét move. Her feet were agnchor ec
my steps fallig heavily, shoulders swinging forcefully, jaw clenched tightly. All of my
theatrics put into play, but she remained.
6l saw him die, you know. I saw Ezra de
fish on a hook. 0
Lori looked away and then back at me, éges sparkling with tears, not a
single one poured. They just welled up, and with that tiniest of gestuvas undone.
My fists relaxed, my bite unclenched, and my eyes welled up like hers.
OYdaet o speak to me, 6 | s aisdoimportdmu need
need to know why | 6ve began to care about
She held my handndpassed on to me so much sorrow aelfpity that |
gaspedd We need ,bsle whisperatl. hi m
Lori h a dedmytqueatiors Anededawred,compeling me toask,6 D o
you remember how you and Ezra met ?6
She ¢ oul dHawdoblishroenmelhgwinsensibl&h e di dnlort know.
had no idea who she was before.
| let my headdropback andylancedatthe cloud aboveAudbridge The
magnitude ol. o r i 0 s waslreeogiegdagparenily doubtwasherdoubt only
shedd suff er eSteldavded ammdnisbeds grhe tagiems .a | i f e gone

always been between them.
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dwasnot rd all Iwytavih doye delduiceds that it was youfather
who introduced/ou.6

Lori 6s pupWhimendvahsparent in the daylight becdrtaek as
her memory of lifel told her that, in the later part of his life, Mr Ashbridge had grown
fond of the natural sciences, with a devoted passion for the relatively-disdessed

field of ornithology. He had secured himself specimens endemic to territories as remote

asSierm Leone, Burma, and Nova Scotia, thougt

person. Around the time Lori turned twenty, Mr Ashbridge decided to compile his own
illustrated guidebook based on his collection of overtwodred specimens. That was

when he brougt in Ezra. His father was an acquaintance of Mr Ashbridge, and talk of

the young mandés skills as a draughtsman h

letter from Mr Ashbridge, asking him to participate in the project, he was inclined
towards rejecting # proposition. In fact, the day he met Lori, he was visiting Mr
Ashbridge to explain that his actual specialty was mechanical drawing and design and
that he had very little professional interest in illustrating a bird catalogue. But miracles
did happenbectus e, on | earning that Ashbridgeods
curator and would be closely involved in the project too, a sudden, fervent curiosity for
ornithology awoke in the young man. By the end of the year, the project yielded two
volumes wih onehundredandfifteen lithograph plates, a very happy ornithologist, a
young lady head over heels in love with the illustrator, and a draughtsman who was
ready to propose.
That was how | told Lori @ happened. di dndét wuse the name
&ou must help me find him,6 said Lori

| took a deep breath and had a | ook ar

222

-

C

C



Delgado Spectral Encounters

Chapter Twenty-Two

Lori led me toone of thebencles along thelatform | transitioned so fashto her
world that | never felt theold metal of the seatsat downonan antique wooden
settee.

60Can you see me now?0 athdsaiteeThetmy red,

spotson herdress t i | | hadnét come into focus.

I nodded, frowning. fie candlelight was dim and made it difficult to see.
We were in the entrance hall of a large house.

OMi ss Abi shaw wil |l be down short |

| located the front door along with another two doors. | squinted trying to see

sitti

y, 0

more of the hall, and | thought | recognised the cream and brown wallpaper. Nothing

was immediately manifest when Lori showed me somewhere new. The walls were

st

crowded withpiatr es | still coul dndét see properly.

the place, though 1 6d never been that

someone | knew only by reputation.

The staircase to the first floor was on our right, and sittinghanfirst step, was

another guest, a sailor in a naval uniform.

0l see someone else, b6 | told Lori
OWho?6

60n the stairs. I think heds a sai
6Good, 6 said Lori, with a certain

OAnyone el se?b

far

| or

col

My eyes went around the hall once more and caught something takingi shape

someone. Papehin against the light at first. Then opaque. Solid.
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OA tall, bearded man. Just across from
Lori approved and smiled, thatebami | e tF
come uninvited.® She spoke | oudly but had

How about that third one who has just wal
My eyes went towards the door. I f it e\
anyone new either. The entrance hall was already feeling crowded with the four of us.
The settee Lori and | were sharing just about fitted the two of us. It had tall arms which
gave the sensation of sitting in a box, a wooden box that creaked evenghiiited.
6He has just walked in,dd said Lori. O0A
pushed my chin with her index finger. O0The
wearing a white shirt and a grey waistcoat
The painting was an oval podait of some lady in a black gown, but there was
no one there. | squinted and rubbed my eyes. It had become a habit of mine, my routine
met hod for adapt i n glitwoyd Ehéend $aw hinh fade in,dikea 6 s c ar
phot o that és leedcandl wasdookend ai thespdrtrait l@anging on the
wall, and the next he was there in front of it.
6l 6ve got him now. 6
6Good, 6 said Lori, somewhat proudly. 06/
yourself to see. 0
| nodded without removing my gaze frtme young man. To me, he looked
younger than twenty and was in much better shape than the two men who had arrived
before him. | felt forced to face away when he glanced in my direction.
6Do you think the others can see me?6 I
6l doulbht eddt LdriepoO6Youdre only my guest .
| do. 0o
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suddenly felt really small. 6Can t hey

—

Some of hem can, someti mes. Someti me s

(@]

very improperé unsett | iomagtaswegel. Wegever But t he

speak. 6

OWhy not ?0

0lt doesnd6t work out. o

OWor ks for wus. o

She shifted towards me. OLook at me. 0

She was frowning a little, a beautiful combination of concentration and sadness.
6Do you see my | ips moving?66

I di dn o6t ticedlthattbefaden 6 t no

6Yet my voice is in your head. We are s
OWe are special, 6 | repeated.

6But you mustndét forget what | am. o

| nodded and kept quiet for a while. 0

your summoning?o

60h, tnhgessertehihardly ever private, 6 sai
stop others from coming. I candt bl ame t he
called thenuninvitede ar | i er, but in reality we are al
leanedcloseand whi spered, 6l have shown up unin

At that moment, none of the three men were looking at us. The youngest one, in
the grey waistcoat and cravat, was standing catatonic in the corner by the door. It must
have been his first tim@n the stairs, the sailor had adopted a more comfortable pose.

He was leaning back with his elbows on the steps, his legs spread open. He looked quiet

and peaceful, as if he were asleep. His cap was pulled forwards on top of his brow. Like
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the rest of hisiniform, it was dark blue, but it also had some gold lettering. It was hard
to make the words in the di mHMSMictormw | i ght ,
The third man was anything but peaceful. He kept pacing around in the back of the hall,

curling and pulling at his beard. He seemed to be talking to himself. Maybe he was

singing; I coul dndédt make out which because
601l 6m pretty sure your | ips used to move
60l have littlyowucommamdbdeasf meow she repl |

confused me more because | did see her mouth move then.
She was about to say something else when a cacophony of knocks interrupted
her. First it was the door, someone calling from outside. Then it was hurriesieipst
cascading down the stairs.
OMi ss Abishaw, 6 said Lori. Al of us s
0 Pmepapa, out of the way, 6 shouted the |
to move away before she trampled him.
She was a short, twiggyoman. Her hair was black and curly, held up in a bun,
but two or three of her curls bounced loose around her neck as she moved.
The young man in the waistcoat opened his mouth as if to speak to her, but
before he could make a sound, Miss Abishaw heltitlkem d up and sai d, 6C¢C
yet. Not yet.d She didndét | ook directly at
shuthismoutiand everyone el seds.
Miss Abishaw went straight to a cheval mirror standing near the door. We
watched her in comple silence as she set straight the black lace shawl she was
wearing on top of a burgundy dress, her figure stylised by a corset and a bustle. She
fixed her hair, and then pinched her cheeks to make them flush. All the while, she kept

glancing around the Hiereflected in the mirror, pausing briefly upon each of us there.
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There was a second rapping on the door.
Abi shaw, who then turned to us and commanc
approach my guestsadl HeoOoYevewi stakeeop tyoer
yourselves and cause no trouble. & There we¢

She hurried to the door and let in the two men on the other side.

OEzra?6 | whispered to Lori. OQuast??6

She didndét answer . Jusmiledtdrecanethbmea.ned h e

They both took off their hats to greet Miss Abislr@m.a st 6 s si |l ver hai
combed back. He was of an impressive size. Stripped of his fancy tailored clothes, he
would have looked like he belonged on a fightingHig.roughnessnade Ezra seem

delicate, even fragile.

‘N

6My dear Mr Granger, how wonderful to
brought Mr Quast, 6 said Miss Abi shaw.
Quast entered the house with all too much pomp and stood giving us his massive
back as he greeted the hess.
OArse! 6 The word slipped, without givir
comment it was. With everything he had done, everything he was going to do to Lori, he
was easy to hate.
Lori straightened the skirt of her dress with sharp tugs. Thedaminded
harsh against her hands, and while she did that, | thought | also saw her lose her self
restraint and attack Quast. | saw her hitting the side of his arm with her palm as she
tried to snatch his walking stick. A gentle breeze against an immutadiieche never
noticed her. | also saw Lori back on the settee, hiding her face, crying. It all happened

at once and | wondered how many times Lori had been there before she brought me.
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Quast removed his coat and hung it with his hat by the door, regehie
embroidered gold waistcoat and pristine white shirt he was wearing underneath. He
was carryinghiswa |l ki ng stick, which he kept with F
walking. His gait was solid, and so was his body, seemingly cast in marbliéketite
stone, Quast gave the impression of being heavy and classy, a hideously expensive look.
OLet 6s get rid of him,d I said. OLet us:s
Lori half smiled and a tiny wronnwkl e f or
we coul d. o
Il held my hands up, ready to smother tF
picture it.
6l know. | know, 86 | said. O6We are here
After helping Ezra with his coat, Miss Abishaw led the two men into the parlour.

The rest of usollowed close behind.

The simplicity of the r ofisthecentugy oomsnner vi r
that | ooked way more Victorian than Miss /
people had just moved in and wasdmid fini st

table in the centre, with six chairs, but aside from that, there were few other pieces of
furniture. A wall lamp at each end of the room kept it-half

Quast paraded around the centre table, inspecting the room. He held up his
walking stidk by the shaft, flourishing its golden knob.

O0Not much to | ook at, is there?0 he sai
Abishaw.

He was right, but he was so obnoxious about it that it was hard to agree with

him. The parlour was not a place to entertain. Heavy purple curtains covered the
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windows, and the walls were bare, no pictures, no flowers, no ornamented Victorian

décor.

O0Yoeue ,s Mr Quast, 6 said Miss Abishaw, 0l
in this room. Oh dear, no. You dondt want
pl ace for business. |l assure you this is

0And a wsu®arbweiiness, Miss Abishaw, 6 he
here holds you in very high esteem. I 6m st

60h, i1 snbét Mr Granger sweet. 6 She gest

Miss Abishaw invited the two gentlemen to sit at the centre t&bla.was last
to sit, after holding Miss Abishawbés chair

room and remained standing. | was going to take a chair at the table as well, but Lori
warned me against it.
6l was expecting an rfveat Igy oloonn est r ® oang
Quast. O0This doesndét | ook haunted at al |l . ¢
0lt doesndét need to be haunted, 6 said |
friends tonight; I believe.® She raised he
6Yes, yes, my wife. My | ate wife, Lori
My stomahed churned when | heard him say that. | turned to Lori, but she was
no longer by my side. She was on her way to the table.
She glided across the room towards Ezra and graced his arm when she passed
behind him. One fluid movement after another, she seentathce, unaffected by
gravity. It was an odd moment; she had never looked more like a ghost.
If she could get back to him so easily, what did she need me for?
Miss Abishaw placed four candles of different colours on the table. The light

became warmer ae she was done lighting them. She announced the beginning of the
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s®ance, and the other spirits followed Lor
too felt compelled to come a bit closer to see what was going on. Lori and Ezra were
right across fronme. They looked as if they were posing for a portrait. | could hardly
stop staring at Ezra. He looked a bit manlier with Lori standing by his side. Everything
looked better with Lori nearby.
Miss Abishaw asked the two gentlemen to join hands and closeyksi Then
she started talking about projecting her inner light.
6l am surrounded by white | ight.d& She s
to be honest. O61ltds a warm, soothing white
| coul dndét see a thing.

ANow, you are going to let out your own light. Picture it springing from your

pores. |l tés your own soul that 1is creati ncg
over your body. Feel it warm in your <chest
I still coul dnoét exmwessiohstofebotiwrhen didecbecomeg ht , &

softer, calmer.
60The white Iight covers me from the toy
al | evil, and now I édm going to share it wi
stronger shield. o
Miss Abishaw asdd Ezra to pass on the white light to Quast, and he then
projected it back to the medium. So they were all supposedly entwined in some sort of
protective light pretzel.
ONow we are ready to begin, 6 said Miss
I crossed mysel fwaskindolvarseflexbt sur e why. I
Miss Abishaw and the two men kept their hands together while she addressed

Lor.i and the other guests. 6Mr Granger, Mr
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those who have passed to this friendly gathering. Let this table andsttiesebe your
l' ink with the earthly realm, but | must we
The four spirits loved being spoken to directly. It showed in their faces, even in
Lori 6s. The young man in the crHasearied bounce
so excited he might pee his pants at any moment.
OWebve gathered here to try and contact
Granger . 0
My stomach churned again at the sound of her name and his together.
6Lori Ashbridge,zraa.t u@aWd yn &v erorg etc ttea tE
taking my name. 0
|l didndét know that. It sounded | i ke goc
6l f only t Ashbridgepwaess ean tL?00r iasked Miss Abi
The ot her s pi withtheattemteon Lomvias getting. Il ipeyoung
man with the cravat began biting his nails. The bearded man too looked agitated,
scratching his chin then crossing his arms then scratching again. It bothered me that
neither of them could hold still, but itas the third spirit that had me really concerned.
The sailor had kept his temper all this ti
sinister in his silence, his head low, his eyes hidden under his blue cap. His hands were
clenched into fists.

MissAbi shaw reached for one of the candl
could you blow out the red candl e | am poi
Before Lori could even attempt to move, the younger man dashed forwards and

extinguished the flame between his fingers.

Themen wer e amazed. 060Sheds here! d said E
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ouUnfortunately, that is not her, 06 retor
honest.

The medium took a moment to explain that there were others in the room who
wanted to be heard. ddThheage ap Earmnoino ros,cal r s
s®ances. Not hing to worry about. éd She | ool
welcome only friendly presences into this safe space. You may stay but only if you
behave. At the moment, | want to speak with Mrs Grangehlridge. If only there
was a Miss Ashbridge here. 6

Lori wasted no time and leaned forwards to blow out the remaining three
candles. The flicker of the dousing flames excited Quast and Ezra, but before they
jumped to any conclusion, they stared expectantiiss Abishaw. The news that this
time it was actually Lori elated them.

60Tel | him | 6ve missed him,d began Lor.i
when | can see him. Tell him | miss him ri

60She mi ssesgeyro uy, shMri dGrMams s Abi shaw apat

6l miss her too,6 replied Ezra, then he
Lori . Everyday. 6
OEvery day a |ittle more, 6 whispered Lc

Miss, miss miss they repeated the word so much that | thought | missed th
too. It sickened me.
OMr Quast is accompanying me tonight. |

for him to speak, which the older man did reluctantly.

6Hel | o, Lori. How wornadaéofuttl yiotu. ids Heo clh e
throatand gazedatond t he r oo m, awkwardly searching
find. OWhen Ezra mentioned these sittings,
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0Tell him I know heds here to make sur e
charl atan, 6 s aishhw passedion theanessagd/in bes owA Wwoirds and
adding a marked emphasis on the word o6char

Communication was slow and difficult between the living and the dead. Though
Miss Abishaw proved her interpretation skills, not everything Lori said weodidihr.

Aside from the natural difficulty of speaking with the dead, the medium was forced to

deal with the other presences in the room who grew more restless by the minute. |

coul dnét hear their voices, but | thomgpul d se
words. And there was a strange hum, distant but right in my ear.

Fewer and fewer of Lori6s messages wer ¢
apologised, explaining that a number of other spirits had arrived since they started. |

coul dnoét s e eidthelwene,naghing her fortateentiona

0Therebs a particularly | oud young | ad)
bl onde, who is |l ooking for her husband. 6 1
i nsistent . Per haps vyou,LlWornwasthelodyrwdmaniathe f ar ¢

séance, aside from the medium herself. So either Miss Abishaw was lying, or | was

failing at this. SMarlgiost?é&dned some more. (
6Margaret! d called Quast. The interrupt
Quast hime | f . He cl eared his throat and asked

Margaret ?0

O0Act uaddl yMi sssh eéAb i s h asentende.Spepstardd biankly mi d

ahead and then nodded. O0Actually, shebds st
The medium leaned towardstEa and whi spered, OWhobés M
OHi s | ate wife,6 said Ezr a.
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Quast dés wal king stick fell from his | ag
pick it wup. 6l |l ost her | ong ago, 6 he saic
060Shebds here,d confirermedsMiws g hAluissh aw.i gd
| tried to tell myself she was lying to impress Quast, but why would she bother?
No, she wasnét faking it. Il had been too f
hum. | had forgotten about it, discarded ittzckground noise, but as | started to pay
attention again, it got louder and louder. An eerie feeling stirred withii there
could be more people in the room than | was aware of.
| looked over my shoulder and got the chills.
Others had arrived without ennoticing. Aside from the three spirits that started
the séance, there must have been about eight more now in the room. Men and women.
They acted as if they coul dnét see me. St
before | noticed made me shrimside my shirt.
O6Margaret says shebs glad she has final
| could see her now, the blonde girl talking to Miss Abishaw from across the
room. She looked too young for Quast. She kept pushing forwards, trying to get past the
wall the others hatbuilt around the table. There must have been at least fifteen people
in there.
6She | oves the fl owers that you | eave
effort to reproduce the message.
OFl ower s?06 Quast seemed puzzl ed.
0The purple Iri tioeveyowrkawviend he
It was only because Quastodos scowl caugt
on behind him. The bearded man, the one who had been there since the beginning, was
also jostling his way through the crowd, but he was going the wrong wayasigoing
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against the flow, forcing his way towards the young blonde. Miss Abishaw was unaware
of him. She too was completely immersed in the blonde.

|l saw it then. They didnét care about (
other. The bearded man wasohing out for her, and she was reaching out for him.
She was the wrong Margaret.

6She has missed you every single day, 6
you every single day. 6

ONo, shebs the wrong Margaret, 6 | whi sy
yell ed, but Miss Abishaw didndét | isten. I
There were too many people in the room.

6She i s asking for her boy, 6 said Miss

Quastdés walking stioBabyrgetheaghioms tedt |
Mr Granger, but she has crossed the |ine.
but it was all growls to me.

Tempers rose in the room. The hum became a racket of thumps and bangs and
shrill s, and | astsiood ug bittedy, callingitite medium a fraudQ u
while Ezra tried to calm him down. Miss Abishaw was trying to cope with both, the
living and the dead, but there was too much yelling.

| called for Lori. Ezra did too, but she was not answering, at leastonme.

Then the sailor, that silent sinister figure frétMS Victoria, burst into
madness. | could see his eyes beneath his cap now. | could have sworn they were on
fire. He slammed his palms against the table and knocked over one of the chairs. | lost
s ght of the bearded man and his Margaret.

count them.
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On my right, Miss Abishaw began saying
words were overcome by the other voices in the room. The spirits were not mute
anymore They mumbled indistinctively, gave out loud noises from the throat. With the
deafening sound, | started losing sight of them, as if one sense had turned off the other.
One of the wall lamps went out, and the shadows became darker.

| was feeling very heg and had to sit down. | tried leaning on the table, but as
soon as | rested my head on the wood, it started rattling. The legs hit the floorboards
with anger. Ezra and Quast stepped back, speechless with their eyes wide open. The
candles rolled off theable as it began to spin. It started slowly but gained momentum
with each turn. Quast attempted to hold it. His fingers squeaked against the wood. He
must have been the strongest man among us,
spinning. Ezra joined hinmting to hold it, but the spinning force overpowered both
men. The wooden legs rasped on the floor and gave a horrible background clatter to
Mi ss Abi shawés prayer. We watched the tabl
mumbling and nailed both hands onTihe action killed the movement in such an
unnatural way | could barely believe my eyes.

Then there was silence. The hostess replaced one of the candles in the centre of
the table and lit it. This time the small flame made a difference in the brightrtess of
room. Eyes wide open, the two men were still but breathing raipigéy all were. My
hands were shaking.

Miss Abishaw took a deep breath and invited her clients to rejoin her at the
table, but Quast would not sit down again.

OEverythingaid §oed Abwsbawmw in a mel odi

worry too much. These things do happen, fr
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Quast was about to break into yelling again. But he swallowed his anger enough
to say, O6We must | eave at onssendlefiMre Gr anger
parl our in three |l ong strides. His walKking
Abishaw tried to bless him, but he was out of the house before she could finish a
sentence. Ezra stayed for the blessing and told her he was sorry forénaiglth
ended, that he was still very thankful, and that Quast had no children and was sensitive
about the topic.

6But he does have children, in a way.
Granger. Dead children pull at his hems. 0o

Ezra seemed thrown ababy the warning, but he nodded politely.

61l d&m sorry you didndét have the chance t
reaching with her hand to touch Ezrabds f ac
flinched.

60l tdés alright, fMeelsi M@pitsthatw.L dr ihaive lae a

Perhaps she was because, as the door closed behind him, | could feel myself
going too. | was vanishing back into my body, tuning in with my own senses and the

multi-flavoured scent of the twenfiyst century.

| wasstill floating, oblivious, inside my body when a plastic wrapper crinkled. A

woman in a light blue hijab was digging into her Caginicken sandwich next to me. |
closed my eyes, reluctant to transition, and in that darkness behind my lids, recalled the
loss of Zoe. Heavy. Her absence weighed me down, forcing my eyes to open. | was
back.

The10:10 service to Sheffield was about to arrive
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Part IV
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Chapter Twenty-Three

| came back to my senses on the tr@iar carriage shook with thieud whoosh of a
train rushing in the opposite directioh minutelater, the driver gave the
announcement we were approaching Audbridge Central. Outside, the thick tree line
receded and reldrick buildings came into viewlhen herail lines slithered and
multiplied. Running side by side, there were so many of them that they merged in the
distance.
| remained seatlwhile other passengers hurried to queue at the door of the
carriage, we must have elChilean codpéithanybatdvhen| 6 d |
| was on the platform, | caught a glimpse of them hurrying up the stairs with their bags.
| could still hear thenii her voice, really, echoing off the metallic structure of the
station. Audbridge Central was a cathedrahaluistry, one immense metal ribcage.
Wal king in stild]l ma de o, sinadlerjhhalédiikékaedust 6 d b e ¢
particle, inconsequential and gaping at this giant from inside. | was sent back a century,
without the need of Lori. The iron wotkld the years of the building. The rivets spoke
of hammering and toiling.
My train to Hull was departing from the other side of the station. | took the
stairs to the bridgandcalledZoe on the way No answerl stoppedhalfway across the
bridge Her number was all there was on my contactllistepressedhe My chatlog
with Zoe was no#a chat at albuta miserable list of outgoing messages. All
unanswer ed. She was ghosting me. The irony

realised
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| peeked over the wall of the bridge at the rail tracks belbead resting on my
forearms, | eaning on the edge of the wall
need.

Time did not flow. There was no progression. The world was dead, for
everything thatvould come to pass has passed already, and the present was what we
lived and remembered at once.

Il woul ddébve probably made a better ghost
probably been better off as one.

| gripped the top of the wall amqishedup andforwards onto myhands

It wouldnét be that bad to forget 1ife.

My feet lifted off the floor, and the blood went to my head. | closed my eyes and
felt the breeze.

Iwouldhaunt Zoe and she Ssewobbdoodthhaeeaac
to refuse me.

When | opened them again the tracks seemed so much farther than before.

61 need ,alsaidandroppedback on the bridge

Right thenthe awfully loud recordingrom the lift announced Door s bopeni n
| thought | was back into some sort of dream when | saw Catherine slowly plodding her
way out of the lift. Her pace was hypnotic, cane first, then two short steps; cane, step,
step, fragile yet unwavering. Ithatcsloeu | dn b6t &
could remind me of, | could only think of her having tea and Viennese whirls.

6Donét jump!d she joked. I think she we

She looked older in the open daylight. | went to her and offered my arm. She
grabbed it and we startedross the bridg

6What are you doing here? How did you f
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Sheraised heeyes from the floor fora momenttotele s hedéd come t o

go.O Where is idxayotul 2@ going

01 6ve f or g ojustasthe namelpopped iptb myehdaddé Hul | . &

Sheseenk surprised. Ol suppose, you must
the way to Hull. Been there before?o

ONever. Thatodés why |1 6m heading there. I

A

0And no one knows you.©

| snorted.

OLi sten. I knowacecatrd ileal ty oaawdye |l tr gmumyh
duty to try to make you see things straight. Lori has probably been trying to turn you
against me. 0

We paused so that Catherine could take a breather.

6Samuel, you should not utrowtgoutmuster bl i nc
strive to separate your feelings from her s
|l chuckled. o0l know. Il know. Il know. Tk
el evator , |l understood. ltés not you | war

We got to the other end of the bridge, and | called the lift.
OWhy seek after her then? Why do you pt
| glanced down at Catherine. Her white curls held up edtbperpins.
O0Because | wunderstand how shabledndel s. Be
such a faint image of her real self that she hdsSiee. Has. Ta look into the past to
keep it together. o
Catherine listened attentively. She was going to speak when | let the words spill

out.
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O0Because with her | atoncelicantieel thesurmaamdl a wa )
my toes sinking in the wet sand. The foam of waves tickling my ankles. | can feel the
void in my stomach from playing on the swings at the park. | touch her, and the mist of
the rain forest, and my work desk, and my childiiostbt Wheelsall at the same time.
I can feel my fingers plunge into her hair
The lift came and we went in. It jolted before it started going down. When the
doors opened again Catherine asked, O6How &
The question threw meff-balance.
6Your skin sticky with dried coke all t
because that bully of yours poured a whole can on you? Or when you were in that
church retreat and all the kids got tons of letters from their families, sending their
blessi ngs and telling them how good they we|]
aunt coul dnodt Héwaabodtwyiutr iamundrmd st ihmea.d i n your
found her. So heavy 6
601 6d never hel do0laadyeyeb fixedgntdegasd bef or e
@D@oes Lori remind you of the pain as we
| shook my head and rubbed my ey@siever told you those things.
6You talk in your sleep.6 Catherine wir
We carried on to one of the benches on the platform. She dragged me down with
her when sheat downThe Chilean couple had made it and were standing faatbieg
the platform
601 r e mé mb leamambetellinggyou now 6
@Good 6 s ai d, Csattrhaeirg hntee riSihre@ sh enro tyow Nt wroe.t r

know. You are. Just like she is in controlledr memories. Whether you find logic in
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the order she shows t hem thadbothbandsiorsherc o mpl et

cane.
60nly | can see her. How can 16 negl ect
Catherinesmiled.61 t hink she got lucky this tim
0This time?d6d | asked. OWhy do you speatk
60Youbd be surprised how many people | 6\

I forget as soon as they Iteaewes,y kwt floargieti
OHow | ong have you known her ?506
She | ooked down and chuckled. OLetds |
looked betteonmy ar m t han hers. & She grabbed my a
| instinctively laughed, but then the significancenofi at s hedd sai d da
me. OYou canodot be her. 0
Impossible, but somehow believable too. It was the intonation of the sentence,
the pronunciation of &6Mr Granger 6 that sol
6l canét be who?6 she sniggered.
I took a | ongawddk at her. O0ADbi sh
As soon as | said the napmth faces matched perfectly.
0Catheri 6 Abi shaw
OMs Catherine Abishaw, please,d® she repg
| stood up trying to processand strode to the edge of the platform and back to

my seat. lopenedmpout h a coupl e of ti mes, but the

0 Y opendBourstalking to ghostén places invisible toothersé s ai d Cat hel

OWhy is this so hard to believe?5d
A train arrived in the opposite platfor
ask, 6Why are you helping me now?5d
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0l must confess a young | ady convinced
with. She reminded me ités never too | ate
| got upagain and stretched. | squatted down in front of Catherine; then lost my

balance and ended uptsig on the floor.

6You could have told me the truth befor

who they were. You knew all about them. o
601 di dallGabod k n dive m. |l still donét. 6 She g
trying to helpé to help you and mysel f, ar

together. & She dragged the brass tip of he

antique, another one which® mi ght have bought new. 01 6v
beginning and candét | eave the game until i
this, but therebds a chance you might end i

The B:15service to Leedscamaa went . I didndét speak U
clear again.

6The | ast thing you said back in your i
Was it true?d

WWNhatever | tell you nowThvad nét ac hgaregd ito

should be asking yourdel. 6
The train to Hull was announced. The woman on the speakers apologised for the

twelve-minute delay.

6Take your train. See where it | eads yoc
place 16d |ike you to go. 6
She began fiddling with the handle ofherean | coul dnét fi gur e

was doing until she showed it to me.

6Could you be a dear and pull the pin ¢
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The handle was dark wood carved in the shape of a slouching raven. | examined
what appeared to be part tioyfpegthalepullbdoutdds f o«
only noticed it because Catherine had begun drawing it out.

With the pin out, Catherine instructed me how to unscrew the base, and the
whole raven top came off.

0There were times | used et.hidéd tads & efelna s
years now. 6 She drew a piece of paper fror
address, 6 she said handing me the paper. ¢
whil e. 6

| put the paper in my pocket and patted it.

She gabbed my face, squeezing my cheeks in between her thumb and index.
6Donét forget to check the attic, okay? Tl
| nodded and mumbled | understood. Then we walked back to the lift, where she

pressed the button.

OWill you be okay by yourself?6 | aske

6Dondét worryNeawoArnnanei,s | waviet.i ng f or me

She waved over across the rail trackgirl wearing dight blue hijabwaved
back from the other side of the station and started heading up the stairs.

OLet dfthisameamnoutlastmed sai d Catherine, steppl
pressed the button. O6Stay awake around r ai

the doors closed.

| tried to sleep on the train, but it was a diesel and the empty overheadattiekis
every time they restarted the engine at a stop. So instead, | kept my eyes open towards

the window, only at times truly looking at the scenery outside. The rest of the time | just
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stared at my refl ecti on onddeénenmygVisoosss . I ke
They were solid. They were dead, but they were concrete. | was neither. There | was on
the window, se¢hrough, floating above the speeding greenery of the English
countryside, or flying by the grey buildir
At one of he stops, Zoe boarded the train, or rather a transparent version of Zoe.
| saw her reflected on the window as well, ghostly as me for the firstltiwent back
to thememory of the daymet herin Costa RicaMy eyes unavoidably fixed to the
window watding her reflectionhereyes closed tight, fencing with the sun as she tried
to sleep Of coursethis blondewomansitting across frommea s n 6t t he real
didndét even |l ook much |l ike Zoe. It was emt
her, andeven though I tried not to bother her, | succumbed to a cheeky second glimpse.
Our gazes crossed agamakingusbothuncomfortable.
| got up and went to the baokthe carriage. | stood by the door and peeped
through the windowMy eyes widened whem¢ treesalongthe tracksyieldedspace to
the view. It wadate spring, and the rapeseed was bloomerhaps | had been looking
at it for a whilealong the ridewithout really paying attentioto it. | leaned closeto the
window until my forehead bungd onit. That was the first time | laid eyes on a
rapeseed field. | could tell Zoe | finally saw one in the flesh.
The train arrived tathe next stopvithin minutesl di dnét even have
about getting ofthe train My feet did it automatically wén the door opene@he
Chilean couple saw me through the windand he girlwaved,mouthing something at

me . I  coul ddéasw lusgalbay knewafter all a s

The view from the train did not compare to the beauty of the field from thefside

road. The street was at a higher level. Sitting on the slope at the side, | still had a good
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panoramic viewof miles and miles ofapeseedevery so often a line of trees marked
the edge of a farmer 6s | andhenexsandthére next
next, up the hills and beyond. The way the wind caught the rapeseed reminded me of
my first time in Loriods worl d. 't was t he
ripples on the floral bed. The shadows of clouds drifted and clashédar in the
distance, a solitary tree towered solid above the yellow waves.

The sun would take forever to go down in this part of the world. Back home
dusk would last only a few minutes. The sky would burst into flames for a moment, and
then it was goe. In England, the sun paced itself. Died old and pale, surrounded by
golden clouds. Half an hour went by before | could see the light was falling short of the
farthest fields. The change caught me by surprise. The bright yellow mantle turning
greenish, mstard, if that can be called a colour. | stood up, watching the twilight
approachandnoticed a power pylarit wasa dark metallic giant in the middle of the
fieldil i ke t hat Samehew hadinisded & leeferdt.wrecked that perfect
image d the field of flowers it cut shortmy moment of peace.

| strolledalongthe low line of bushes that made the feand found a spot
where | could negotiate an entranteeeded to tread on the field while there was still
light.

I went in angry. It washe stupid pylon that ruined it for me, but as | went
through the field, the feeling dissipated. The rapeseed plants were just below waist
height. | could graze the flowers as | drifted by. | crouched too. Trespassing had to be
illegal, but what was | toa? The worst that could happen was that an angry farmer
cameouts hot gun i n hand. I acted dthatwdashie s cen:

name, not his occupatiané P| e a s e, Mr Farmer, doné6ét shoot
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the ground. The soil walry and hard. Stilll lay there perfectly quiet. Buried among
the flowers. The stems towering above me, waving at the pink clouds.

The rapeseed plant was something else from below. The flowers grew only on
the tip. In that moment, lying on that fieldrdalised here was a hell lot of green

beneath the golden tiplothingwas as it seerdfrom a distance.

@Remember what | tolgou abouthow you and Ezranet?6 My voice was followed
only by the sound of the wind and the | ea\
She was there. | 6d felt her presence si

repeated the sentence.

O0Yes?6 replied Lori. I coul dndét see her
6l told you your father had hired Ezr a
You were curating your fatherés collectior

like a movie in my head.

| sensed Lori agreeing.

6What | didnét tell you back then is tl
hand you were watching from acsathe courtyard. It was raining that day. We
remember because you were under the {olmck canopy. It was pitched, so the water
cascaded between you and them, blocking ¢t
Still you could see them both through thimdow, candlelight flickering as they spoke.
It was not going well. You could tell by their expressions.

Thunder broke, and you went out in the rain, in fear the unthinkable could
happen. MiAshbridgedid not give his consent. He would not give his ddaughr 6 s hand
in marriage to a malike Ezra, a man of moderate resources, a man without an

appropriate name. Thishbridgeddi dné6t have the habit of wor
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i ncomes of their acquaintances, Dbfuheir t hey ¢
daughterds marri age.

The mud from the puddles was splashing on your dress. The rain was cold on
your back.

Ezra saw you through the window and r us
dragged you back inside, awaymyrbomveéeheWeayv
be parted, 06 he said, drying you with a clc

Unfortunately, it was too late. You got pneumonia, and Ezra was forced away
from your side. You saw the worst of it on the second gayr head cold and sweaty,
resting on the lap of Death. You could barely open your eyes when your father sat at
your side, but you musshalldiesdeforeaybulbreagkosur ener
apart. o

Mr Ashbridgewas not a bad man. He cared for yoartie So he let Ezra come
to you. He watched the young man hold your hand, and tend to your fever, and sleep by
your bed.

Pneumonia often kills on the third day, someone told your father, and upon the
news that you wer @easgetate.rHawehtyand lingeforelyair b e c a me
bed. He made you promise youdd recover i f
both came through. 6

| sat up back in the field, my sightline just above the rapeseed. The bright
yellowness of the field had disaged with the sun. | breathed deep the dusty scent of
the field. Only then did | notice how quiet the darkness was. All | could hear was the
electricity humming in the powerlines near
was the reason there werecrkets around, no insects at all. Far on the road,

headlights beamedacar rushed by.
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60That was my gift for you. A memory |
turned to the side. Lori was not visible, but to me | was looking straight intyéer e
0This, right here, right now, is mine.
And with that | started walking back.

I didndt get to Hul |toinAudbgidge was busi nes
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Chapter Twenty-Four

23 Hounds Gate was a ghostly place. Thelmck building was in a corner, and fro
across the street, it seemed to have three floors. The ground floor was split in half by a
gateway. On one side, there was a bicycle shop, which according to the large letters
above the front windows also sold toys, crafts, and DIY supplies. The othef thee
ground floor was a Thomas Cook branch. What used to be the main entrance to the
building was right between these two shops. Costumers entering through the narrow
archway could go right to the travel agency or left to the department storethmyt if
followed the stuffy hallway to the end, they would find the set of stairs to the first floor
and the tattered blugndyellow sign that readfhe Emporium

The Emporiunwas an antiques shop. | had no idea where | was going when |
pul | ed Ms ot fsxamang poekét.dt came as a surprise, both good and bad at
once because | enjoyed looking around antique shops, but | suspected Ms Abishaw
wanted me to find an object, and a place like that, with thousands of them, would make
thetask muchharddrc oul dndét t el | |enteradifte EmporiurthTée mo me n't
overflowing merchandise spilled out of thHeog. | realised that, going up to the first
floor. The complete randomness of the pictures hanging along the stairs was an
indication that they wereof salerather than decorative, unless someone could actually
have a liking for displaying stock photos of Big Ben and Tower Bridge superposed,
school class photos, and empty frames. Every other step had a different stuffed animal,
mostly bears, or a broastatuette, or a cason iron. | turned around halfway up and
noticed the white banner hanging opposite the staircase. It had a huge red poppy in the
centre, and the black silhouette of a band of soldiers, all Brodie helmets on, trudging on

topofthepr ase oO6Lest we forgetédé at the bottom.
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A girl with bold, oversized glasses greeted me upstairs. | said hello and had a
look around. The entire floor was opplan, but much of the merchandise was
furniture overfilling cabinets, wardrobes, dressers, theyevaranged téorm a
number of mock living rooms. Dining sets and clusters of coffee tables often took the
centre. Around them, chairs, stools, bookshelves and more tables were teeming with all
sorts of memorabilia and whatnot. Gas lamps, pans, skitét@g sieves, hung like

copper garlands from the wood beams. Fishing boots draped in one corner, watering

cans in another. The shop was packed with
wel | l' it and didndét have tubashops, efmethballs t hat
and damp.

Ms Abishaw hadnsisted that | should chetke attic when she gave me the
address, so | paced around the floor shortly before discreetly making my way to the top
level. That second floor of the shop was dedicated to pgstand framed artsy
phot ographs. I't was considerably small er &
below. There were two rooms with goods and a third room that was closed to the
public. | inspected the ceilings trying to find a loft or some indicathat there had
been one, but | couldnét find anything. | f
to be through that closed door.

Il neared it stealthily anbdckedugoad t he Kk
displayof photographslose by to awid suspicion. What bothered me a minute later
was that there was a chance the door just needed a bit of a stronger push. | was going
for my second try when | noticed the CCTV camera set directly above the doorframe. It
deterred me for a moment, butIveas man on a mi ssion. The Kkno
second time | tried it either. | monitored the stairs. No one was coming. | peeped

through the keyhol e, but there wasnbét enolt
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| was about to give up when | heard someoushing up the stairs. | jumped to
the nearest display and pretended to be interested in the old photograph of a footballer.
OHel |l o, sir . Ev emantHeiwasgalng tlespitegobirig? 6 a s k e ¢
slightly short of breath. His tone made it evidentvaes there to impose some authority.
| glancedsidewaysat this large man and thought he was armed with a golf club.
6Yeah, yeah,d my Latin accent was through
OWere you |l ooking for anything in part.i
He hadundoubtedly seen me through the camera. My heart started pounding
and my body was boiling. | reluctantly turned towards him and was about to tell him
some lie when | saw who it was.
0Steve?b0
It wasndt some | arge man. lamwas only ¢
Stevenson. You didnét stumble upon handl et
faced showed both surprise and relief that it was me. What | thought was a golf club
turned out to be a walking stick. We shook hands enthusiastically.
61 al mo sdgnise yod withaut@ab el was goi ndglto say
al most didnodt r efciorgsnti scee nytouur yi nc |tow ehnetsy. How
ONot too bad, 6 hdhe&mporiunwalst Sttuwervreedds oslhto pt
OMel i ssa over there whHegesuredatthemigwitbus pi ci
glasses who had greeted me earlier. She had followed Steve up and was waiting at the
top of the stairs. She was wearing eighteeshion overalls and Back to the Futuréop
underneath.
6l had to come u pplaanmg oncdusng &ny tyooble, youe r e n 6
mi screant! éd He shook his walking stick at

I | aughed nervously. OWere you going tc
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It was his turn for a nervous | augh. o0
Me | gave me tjhsetryilgeocdbckakiinup Myl @émeeds been gi
trouble.d He put it down and | eaned onto i
Are you | ooking for something specific?t

| said | had found the place by chance and that | was just looking aiSiave
insisted he would show nibe place We went back downstairs, where Melissa took her
place back behind the counter.

6l have a Ilittle bit of everything, 6 se
seemed to remember something. He put his stick with a bunch of umbrellas in a rack
and cli mbed on a stool. It wobbled as he
out o

He brought down what | thought was a violin case, but there was no violin
inside. It was a prosthetic arm. A wooden hand mounted on a leather saddle and a metal
frame jointed at the elbow with clasps.

OLate ugldreds, 6 br a9%gemos tStleivkeel y0.18 9 6

Il honestly marvelled, |l ooking at it, tF}
beauti ful. &édln case someone had an acci der
guessed.

6Yes, i f they were the owneawadrealyhe f ac
expensive. Way above bheeo | | ar sal ary. 6

OWhere do you find stuff | ike this?8

60Believe it or not, this one came with

expression and anticipated my @aghtefive quest i c
years. Webve got a few items that havenot

| told him | was impressed.
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Steve was called. He excused himself and said he had to take care of business,
but | was welcomed to stay as long as | wished. | thahkadimmediatelythinking of
that attici if that was what it wasSteveh a d memtionedhe locked door on the
secondflograndl coul dndét just ask hi m. He had def
open, and | woul dnoét lghtitagpnyself.t o pl ay i nnoc

Mel was waiting for Steve at the cashier. She was with a woman who had found
Stevebds wal king stick on the rack and was
the cane was not f or s al. Ehewaphe deschbeditovasu | d n 6t
enticing, the way he waved it and exhibited it, hypnotising. This was a stylish
presentation cane. Victorian, circa 1850. The streaky character of the dark ebony of the
shaft complemented the handle beautifully. Steve graced the spac&ighteen karat
gold knob and asked Mel for a magnifying glass, which he used to show us the
hallmarks in the collar. The superb craftsmanship of the handle was evident in the
precision of leaves motif chased in baroque style. He explained a cahehliket was n o't
made for walking. A gentleman would have carried it as a symbol of his social
standing.

60l tdés dented, d6 said the | ady, dryly.

Steve sighed. 6A smal/l mar k that adds ¢
for sale. o

He tapped the floorboards tvithe stick, and the sound struck me like lightning.

Il had been too concentrated on Steveos
hands. Only when he hit the floor with it did the memory stir, the certainty that | knew
thatwas Quast o6s wal king stick.

| completely zoned out of Stevebds discl
t hat cane went from my dreams to Steveds

255



Delgado Spectral Encounters

60Mel , could you hold this for a moment *
| stepped forwards and r aieeedtlP@d@t h hanc
Steve hesitated, undoubtedly surprised, but he let the stick roll into my palms.
| thought there would be sparks flying when the wood touched my skin. |
thought the exquisite ebony shaft would burst into flames and | would hear the voices
of ghoss, and holy instruction would come with a flash of light.
But none of that happened. | held the stick up as if it was sacred. | regarded it,
waited, but there were no voices. No apparitions around me. But that stick had to be
what Ms Abishaw sentme tafl. tc oul dndét be a coincidence.
to bottom. The cane was most definitely Ql
Then | noticed a tiny circle engraved i
seen something like that beforéoyed with it a little and discovered the head of a pin.
600Oh, Steve, 6 | <called. He was still tal
haggling for the cane. O6Excuse me, Steve.
When | got his attention, | pulled the pin out and réae¢he hidden
compartment within. Everybody was mesmerised. | gave Steve the handle and gently
tapped the hollow shaft onto my hand. A rolled piece of paper slid out. It was a page
from a book. The print was very small, in two columns, with a handwritdé on the

side that read;le cannot be swayed.

At five o6clock the store was closing for
sitting on the floor with a box ofbyecomic [
to me from the entrance. The comics were spread around me in a semicircle. Thor,
Chewlacca, and Batman, laid in front of me, frowning, their mouths open. Did they

know something | didnét? Pretending to resc¢
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and the piece of paper inside. The more | thought about it the more questions | had.
Why would Quast keep the note Ezra had given him? How did it end up here and at
what point did Abi shaw become aware of it?7:
it. Neither the cane nor the paper had given me any clue as to what to do next or how to
help Loii.
Steve came by and | ptihoraway. He brought two bottles of beer and handed
me one.
601 h a v-kEidgaby thé gashieSometimes I like to chill around after the
shop is closed.d® He raised his beer. OHer ¢
| toasted witthim. And he sat in one of the chairs around.
6l wonder how you knew about it. Tell r
stick expert?6
Il laughed. O6No, not at all. Il knew s o0me
nice. 0
6Chri st , an dsoldito that lady.Shelwasaffermg®E0 . 6
60Tempting. How much did it cost you?6
Stevesaid ib d loree ®frthose things he had found in the store. He sipped his
beerd t was in a box along with a bunch of r
properly until a few days ago. | picked it up because | needed a walking stick for our
nextSteampunke ve nt . I thought it might help with
| acted surprisedPerhaps the catwas not what tame tofindé 't r eal | y ma
me wonder what other treasures you have |
He joked about chances being very slim that there was anything left
undi scovered, 60Then again. You never know.
| drank a big gulpf beer.
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60You know what, mate? | could bet you &
shop that you dondét even know about . o

6You really want to bet against me?80

60Coul dnét think of a better way to wast

6Then |

(@}

Il tekwerbkabbwaget bbsWake hand:
on, hold on. I need to ask you something f
0Yeah?9o

He cl eared his voice and coughed. O6What
openthestafb nl vy door ?06

0Thi s 1 s & sdidavithafaoksk amite @n my face that quickly
vanished when Steve leaned forwards, elbows on his knees.

6Better get it out Thedddabsencéof exprassmie | 0 0 k
hisface made me nervous.

0l needed to see i f t hMyrpgchwwldmean atti c.
would find answers in the attic. She didnt¢
|l ooking for them everywhere | go. 0

He stared blankly at me. Swallowed what was left of his beer and burst into
| aughter. O60h, mdan. ils hdad snesiycddalc Wacky ?:

Il told him it wasndét her. 061 6m so0o sorr.y
desperate these days. Il l ost my job recent

Steve stopped giggling and apologised.

6 Wel | |l 6m gl adtbudhdonéat ybaveMyokgete i s

He made me smile.
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0OYou know what, I canodot take that bet ¢
moved as if he was doing maths in his heac
surprised haibroeuty caun.ddé | 61 |

I asked him if he was serious, and he g
me a job.

I't moved me. |l hesitated but eventual |l
start with that room on the second fl oor . ¢
He chuckl ed. o6Qknayy,ouc,hiietf .i sBunto latwa c.

We shook on it. | downed what was left of my beer and stood up.

6What , now?6 asked Steve.

(@)

6Yes, now. Come on. I 61 1 probably have
60h right. 6 He stood up, ftatbossiofryaqurshi s Kk

and tell him you are going to be | ate t omc

Steve went in first. He switched on the lights and held the door for me.
The room wasndédt welcoming. The exposed
liked, but there, it just felt cold and desperate need of a revamp. The ceiling was

twice as high as the other rooms. The floorboards creaked with every step we took,

and the windows were grungy; the |l ight the
and there, some hamns ®Chri st enmso,Wretcloe asi de,
Oboolkwsod of every three werendét | abelled. T

mannequins, many of which were missing limbs or were actually just a torso.
OWhat is this place?5b

0l told youYoudsonpodstfsndraggt hi ng exci
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For a moment, | feared he was right, but then | stopped looking at the
merchandise and started paying attention to the room itself.
O0D®] " wvu.0d6 The phrase was at the tip of
OPamdd asked Steve.
60h, i1tbés nothing.6 | had been there be
0There is,®6 said Steve, reaching for a
nice feature about this room.d He began 1t
to happenThe memory played in my head as | watched Steve, he and Ezra standing on
the same spot, winding the same mechanism. The gears on the top started turning, and
the panels on the ceiling opened. | had seen it all happen already, the first time | was in
that workshop.
There used to be two st&ys, an inner balcony with an iron railing. All that was
gone. The spiral staircase as well. Many of the old shelves had disappeared, but | could
see the holes in the walls and sometimes the fixtures where they had leéaw T

shelves that remained were empty of Ezr abs:s

sold away, his tools now in someone el seb

N

recycled; his fine instruments, that beautiful lathe of his. Gone.
OWed | #sked Steve. O6You seem fl abbergast
There was some light left in the dark purple sky.
6Yes, 6 | said, plainly. |l went to the

O6There used to be a stove over here. 06

6That 1is actwually very perceptive.

Iwalkedt o t he middle of the room. Creak. C
somet hing big here. Occupying the whol e ce

Steve didndét know what | was talking at
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| took my time going through some of the stuff accumulated over the years.
part of me was hoping | would find Ezrads
were carton, some wooden. A few of them fell apart in my hands. The orrery was not
there. It was too big, too precious to still be there.

Steve showed me some interest in the beginning, but by the time | sat on the
floor and started rummaging inside the first boxes, he was certainly becoming
impatient. | could hear him pacing behind me, or more exactly, | could hear the floor.
The creakingpgt wor se by the minute. | tried not
make eye contact. Any moment, he would get too bored or too annoyed and ask me to
leave. | had to hurry. My anxiety kept building up. | had a shortness of breath, worse,

the sensatiothat the little air | could inhale was stuffy and tasted of dust, and the damn

floor wouldnét stop creaking. Simple step:s
Steve had to be doing it on purpose. Il twur
thatd

Only that when | turned around, he wasr

0Steve?d6 | shouted.

61 61 1 be up in a minute.d It was a muff

| got the chills. He was downstairs.
| stood up and listenedtoteei | enc e . I thought 1 6d gone

step and made the wood creak. The awful sound was a relief.

| stepped back and realised that | 6d be
spot in the room where the floorboards di

60 Fountdhiamgy? 6 asked Steve, walking into
but | didndét reach for it when he offered
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My attention was on that particular spot on the floor. The gaps of the planking
were hiding a larger panel. | followed the edges and foumdadl thumbhole. Away
came the panel, and there it was, a hidden compartment beneath the floor. It must have
been about twenty inches long.
OWhat the hell ?6 said Steve. He pushed
reached inside and picked something up fraithin. A membrane of spiderwebs
hugged whatever he grabbed. 06Jesus Christ,
it on a table under the |l ight. 06Jesus Chri
from the cover. Much of the golden ink hadblbed off, but the title was legible,
engraved on the leathditankenstein or the Modern Prometheus
6Jedwody Christ. Are you seeing this, |
|l was trying to see it properly, but he
titlepage 6 Hal i f ax: Mil ner & Sower by, 1865! 6 H

person. | took the chance to go for the book.

Touching it gave me an odd sensation. I
times when touching a particular item invoked flashds ofr i . But it wasnot
same either. There were no Vvisions. Il di dr

in the present with Steve.
6Jedwody Christ, |l ad. 6 He said it over
finding a golden nugget for him.
He would have loved to keep it. But once | had scanned a few pages, | was
certain that book was what | had come to find. He tried to stop me from escaping. Poor
old Steve. | promised myself that | would make it up to him as soon as | could. Not just
for taking the book. But for taking itom him. And for the wasted beer, and for his

busted knee, which | was sure was killing him after he fell.
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Chapter Twenty-Five

I coul dndét take another | ook at the book
bok s from Stevebs shop, and my hands wer e
wasnot careful. I had in my hand the most
and | didndét care for it. I didnodt even r e

margnalia. The book | was holding, the artefact from another century that had been

buried away for godgknows how many decades, was filled with the same notes as my
copy. I coul dndét be sure they were exact]l
exact samelpce, but they were at least close. | found the message that chanded me.

died my first week in Audbridg&he words jumped out as | flipped the pages.d i d n 6t

see thetramcoming,he sentence was reproduced just
the terible realisation dawned on me. Tloigpywas older The yellowing black ink of
themarginalia told its agélhat book in my hands was the original, and | had been

recreating it in mine, at least in part. The next note rdatp me, pleage Ezra That

sturg.

|l didndét even close the front door when |
bed. | kneeled before the bed and put both books side by side. | thought | could check

page by page, observing the places where the notes had been made. | hedlided t

was nonsense when | saw the first annotated page of my bogkw&he completely

different editions, with different makers, published over a hundred years apart. They
werenevergoi ng t o mat ch. I cl osed botdidtocopi es
them lying on my bed. | had stolen that book and arguably assaulted a man in the
process. The |l ast |1 6d heard of Steve, as |
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shouts promising the police would catch me. |wenttodiogé | at 6 s dodoamr and
the frame looking at the street outside. The neighbourhood seemed sluggish under the
yell ow glimmer of the | amp posts. The nei ¢
the street. There were no police sirens, just yet.

| went back to the books, lamg for clues. At around two in the morning, |
could barely keep my head up, but 16d fine
in both books came from Lori. Though different hands had put the words down, the
composition was all hers. Ezra and Irevéruly connected in that sense. He and | had
been used in the same way. She had spoken
text, my nose perhaps an inch away from the musty paper. His handwriting contained
both him and Lori, just like the notesmy copy were Lori and me. | fell asleep

thinking about it.

Thenextmorning, | i ngered acr oss t foeawhilebeferelt f r om
was ready tavalkin. The house was qui et . 't stood |
nearlyas nt i mi dating as the first time | 6d see

was afraid to go in. | was trying to see if the man with the hat was still around. He
wasnot .

| crossed the garddénthe bushes antthe naked stalks seemed even drier
grimmer | knew it was going to take a while after | knocked on the door, so | sat down
on the step right away. | was carrying the books in a tote bag. | rested it on my lap and
tappedit out of tempo The man with the hat was there when | glanced atatesagain.

|l sneered. 6Morning, 6 | said.

The man nodded, grimly.

6lt wouldndét kill you to smile a | itt]le
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The door opened behind melagas finishing my sentence.

OWho are you tal ki ng newAhda,the gitwhhaheg ht i t
headscarfbut when | turned arountsaw the last person | expected to see at
Abi s hfrawdosrtb ut t he only one 16d be glad to s

0Zoe?0

Il jumped to my feet saying, OPleerase dor
waist and hugged her. She was there, real, in the flesh. | squeezed the skin under her
shirt, feeling her body under the fabric.

6Youbre here,6 | said in her ear. My Vv C
harvest. o601 am sorry. |l am so sorry. o

| looked into those gorgeous grey eyes sand the strugglener impulse to
resist her | ove f oGshesedHer liavds lashed aroundometoo k ay

andsqueezedBut | 6 m g uluaedrightod see yo

Inside, he doors tall of the rooms were open, letting the natural morning light into Ms
Abi shawés hall
OWhat are you doing here?é6 | said cl osi
OWe were just talking about you, o6 repl:i
at the threshold of the parlour
O0You know each other?d6 | askedodébod. But
you really expect a smart young |l ady 1|ike
Zoesmiledather.
6She came to meet me two or three days
O0Youoboven kenach other all this time?d6 | d

eyes jumped from Ms Abishaw to Zoe and bac
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Abi shaw sniggered. O6Anna, 6 she call ed,
hot tea?d She di dnontotheparldur. f or a reply and

The woman |1 6d seen at the station peepe
Abi shaw shedéd put on the kettl e.

Zoe and | followed the hostess into the room.

O Remember when | found Catherineds addr

0Yes?0

6 Wedl |

O6You wfed!| me@?6 A smirk happened. O6You st

00f coud seaindbtadbéeddat her door and arr

0You stalker,6 | teased. OYou came to
ki ck hlevesjokisgs ? 6

It was too soon for jokes.

6l should have ki afteradawkwardipasse.6 repl i ed =z

Abi shaw cl eared her t3hegesured fistosibdowne r por
on her Chesterfield, and we did. O0OAs much
wo man, I had to tell this | ady the truth.:¢

|l didndédt think she was joking, but Zoe
Catherine againunél t he day after our fight at the

6She wanted Lori out of the picture, 6 s

6ANnd she i stmeanddtillng@edtohapehérd el p t hem. But |
doing it because | 6m interested in her. 6

Anna came in with the tea. We drahkvhile | told Zoe everything, everything
| 6d been hiding about Lor i Amshad |t@elzherall and (

| could remember and apologised for keeping her in the dark and for being an arse. |
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told her the godhonest truth, that ane point | thought | loved Lori. And | thought |
needed her. 6l dondét anymore,d | said. ol
Zoe wasnb6ét mad. She wasnodét happy, but =
informedherof what 16 d  ld@ng.B8he told Zoe about our sessiohbatlady was
playing a dangerous game, but in the end, it seemed to work.
OWonderful, 6 said Ms Abishaw. fool 6m gl ac

once Now we have urgent business to discuss

what | think it is?80

OWhad you think it 1s?6 | asked back. I
Abishaw knew, but the question may have soundedatherj o k e . | didndt gc¢
response.

| handed Abishaw bothbooksu s he only showepgt i nteres

OFi nal |l y,réeds. hedWahsi spe i n the attic?6

0There wasnét an attic. | found it in &
ofd of Ezrads workshop. Il think it belonged
60f course it belonged to him. That is
gazefromthdb ook and asked, O0Tell me somet hing.
an attic, from the point of view of the bc

| put myself in that secret compartment, detached of a human body, waiting, like

the book, to be pickedhap. tdile keg®d. 6 | r ¢
OLor i used this book to communicate wit
wi | | bring them together again. o
I didndédt quite follow Ms Abishawés | ogi
did Zoe.
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0Zoe, | ove, | et ams@nce.Xpds manpany yearsagoc e hel c
This was before | knew how to shut my door properly so that no pesky spirits could
barge in. So before | could do anything about it, there were dozens of voices asking me
for favours, spirits wanting me to passmesages, to find people for them, blah, blah,
bl ah. 6 She gave me a quick glance. O6Poor t
bot her. & Then her Thatynighd, atithat sitting,h macikthetmstaké o e . ¢
of listening to the wrong voice.connected with the spirit of a woman who was trying

to find her lover. The complication was that they were both dead, you see. She died

shortly before him and never realised he g
woman in death. o
Zoe sighed.

0 Thweere both present at the sitting, d c

perceive each other. Except possibly throlt
OPossibly?6 asked Zoe. o6Did you not hel
6l couldndét pick them in the multitude,

tappedthe arm of herchaib I h av e @&ecesdn my bfey ut thsat was the only
ti me | 6ve |Shel etameetd hapxken .nd her chair. 06Sa
| nodded.
Zoe reached for my hanfut she let it go almost as soon as our skinshed
60That 6s an awful story. o
OWith this,d said Ms Abishaw, holding t
same doesnd6t happen to Lori and Ezra. 6
It took me a moment to digest what she

recreate that séance? Sunmori. Summon Ezra add6
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OHe candét, 6 interrupted Zoe, her eyes f
terms with some thought. OHe candét be sumr

OHe candot?d6 | asked.

OEzra can6t come to us because he is tr

the machiné

(He is trapped in the Nautiliisaid Abishaw.

The invocation of the machine sent a st
you know that?6

60l hepbdsaid Abi shaw. o061 6ve al ways knowr

| took a deep breat h arbdldirg.dahetcjs 61 6ve be

nothing there. All of the equipment is gor
Zoe grinned.
6Zoe, |l ove, could you show him the fl ye

| watched Zoe walk away and just for a moment forgot about the whole ghost
situation, all about the machine, and éancedustfor a moment | simplyvatched her
walk.

She came back with a flyer. It was printed in glossy paper and had a woman
posing glamorously on the front. She was springing out of a bunch of gears, and shafts
and other mechanical imagery and womedkof a gold plated armour. She was a bit of a
slightly sensual combination of-8PO and Sauron, a Science Fiction Joan of Arc with
large round shades on.

We are Steampunkead the bold copper letters of the tideidbridge
Steampunk Festiva27-29 of May.

| recognised the event. Steve had mentioned it. | threw a puzzled glance at Zoe.

OTurn it around, 6 she said.
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On the other side of the flyer was a picture of the venue, the Museum of
Industry of Audbridge. The building was superposed on pictures obmanghchinery.
Zoe pointed at the top right corner. The golden shell.

0The Nautilus?06 | asked.

0tl6s a permanent exhibidbt rieplilked MogeuimmsS
in there. o

| suggested we went there immediately, but it turnedotweu | dndét . The
Nautilus was an important piece of Audbridge industrial history and access to it was
restricted.

60But it will be accessible to staff mer
Abishaw.

| asked her if she was any of those things. Ms Abisteamed annoyed by the
question, but her answer was no. However, she did know someone who was.

o1 wi || make sure, ® said Abi shaw, 6t hat
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Chapter Twenty-Six

Madame Victoria, aka Victoria Ridley, aka Vicky, had aslotinthefdstvas Sat ur day
programmeAn Evening of Mediumship with Madame Victoread the official post on
the festival website. She was to appear on stage at eight in the evening and demonstrate
her psychiemedium abilities to a ticketed crowd. That was the slotwere after.

We had separate training sessions Witishaw She insiste@n it. Herplan
sounded somewhat twisted when she explainedntetdt piled up with the guilt | was
feeling for what 16d done to St ergsoa.l Now |
had the impression we all felt a little guilty. Zoe and | never talked abd\eitvere
stilataweird placeand di dnét want to appear pushy at
know. So | brought it up with Ms Abishaw.

Abishaw fixedhes o mbr e gaze on me and said, 0120
she was seventeen. She is the closest thirt

| felt pity for the old womanand sherobablysensed that because she

i mmedi ately compl ai ned,o dletrds |adlvrei gah tr.e alddyl

bequeath her this house. Thatds more than
believe. 0
6Very fair,d6 | admitted, sweeping my e}

posh wallpaper. | said nothing about the fact thiagritance from a woman who
seemingly couldnét die sounded | i ke an emg
0This man, Steve, 06 said Abishaw. oWl
I had consi dnmeostlkkelybeatthe maseeBuwé ml pl anni ng o
wearing a costumé 6 | | makementylsiehd special . 6

A

0l't besytoeur immavkiesi bl e. 6
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It was about nine in the evening on the day of the hoax when | received the call from
Victoria. She was with Abishaw and things were not looking good. The doctor had
visited earlier, and he had toldéKy there was medically nothing else he could do for
Catherine. At that point, hedéd said, it we
as possible. Victoria broke into tears right at that moment. | hated that part.

OHe sai d Cat heeg imieghna,yd nmdanded tVitdky .

61l 6m terribly sorry, Vic. Thanks for | e

Abishaw had told me to ask that.

OWedbre at her house. The doctor just | e
can make it?606
6Sure, 661l 6mepli edl can make it. o6

| felt like shit when | hung up.

| turned to Zoe. We were having Chinesa akearby restaurardand she had a
mouth full of Chow Mein. &é6Did you know she
doctor ?60

Zoeshook her head.

OWeld ,hdisdh and askead thevwaitek fer the lddindlisaid to Zoe,

OReady to con a beauti ful person?o

Abi shawdéds house was | ess unnerthandaglighht ni gt
The dry twigs and stalks in the garden could pass fortskelands raising from the

undul ating grass. It was al most expected c
properly. | had to keep up with Zoe, and she flew like an arrow towards the door. Anna
opened and let us in. Her name was not Anna. | aske@s Shelly. She looked
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surprisingly well, in comparison to her predecessors. | never saw arg athibr
handmaidsvithout puffy eyes and a tired expression. She was outlasting them too, as
far as | knew. | told her thaand she seemed happy. Playthe dyingwoman, Ms
Abishaw must have been less trouble than usual. That was saying something.
We were told to go upstairs. |l 6d never
stronger as we climbed up the steps. Victoria was waiting for us at théettegp o
staircase. She was wearing a regular top and jeans, but from the neck up she was
somet hing el se. Shedd putfacomakenpewithlpng,r f or mar
thick eyelashes and lots of blush. Her hair. Her hair was at another level. Agfitst si
against the light, | thought she was wearing dreadlocks, but they were socks, eld knee
high socks. She had wrapped them around her hair to get rag curls. Apparently, that
technique had been around for generations, and that was the way to go abguagett
good Steampunk hairstyle.
Victoria awkwardly let me hug her. | introduced her to Zoe and told her she
knew Catherine as well.
OHow are you holding up?6 | asked. d&éYol
She said she was alright and was about to show me into the room when | said,
6You |l ook |Ii ke youbére half ready to go sor
Zoe pinched me. |l would have acted out
pinched me hard. | let out a very real whine.
6ltés okay,d said Victoria, towheming he
| was just getting into this, | used to come to her all the time for help with my hair and
makeup. I dondédt know if you are aware the

Of course | was, | said.
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0Catherine wanted toohedl pemelgawsnéadyl
attending, but this turned out to be a nic

She was breaking my heart.

The bedroom | ooked as i f it hadndét changec
ebony and had a canopy. Quartz, Amethyst, andafguine were arranged along with
other crystal®n a fivetier whatnot. It looked like a small shririe a corner of the
room A b i s hlaxge 6heval mirror was tucked in another corner. | recognised it from
my vision of the séance. It matched the rest of the Victoriana in the room.

Abishawwas the best liar | knew.

She was lying down on her bed. A few pillows raised her head enougérftr h
see forward but she was flat on her back. Her mouth was slightly open, lips folding
i nwards. Apparently, she had decided to | c
wore a denture; | almost said thahowal oud.
much that aged her. It was far longer than | thought. It went down to her chest in snowy
white locks. She looked thinner with her hair down and untidy, a bit worn out.

We went through the conversation as planned. The three of us pretended she
was dyirg. Zoe and | paid our respects, laughed at her jokes, kept her comfortable. It
wasnodét a bad way to go, specially without

Abishawpretended to fall asleep a few times. That way she gave us time to sow

the idea in Victoriabds head.
6l didndéto kwemwe yoaw d¢lwose, 6 said Victor.i
OWedve been msneetastDegembee@ ull agsdiyd. O6Cat her

me through some bad times. 6
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0Shedsushte |l meerdrected Zoe. 06She has taugh
ran her finger through my hat.A f ew mont hs ago, he was so
even hint it to me. I thought Catherine we

Victoria smiled.

OMedi umship is a power | 611 never have,
said he could make a livingofive may just try that. o

Zoe glanced at me when she said that last bit. Her command of the conversation,
her fingernailsoftly scratchingny skin, sending shivers down my neck, | wondered
how much of what she was saying was actually true. If it was allgastie was fooling
me.

The second time Abishaw pretended to sleep. | showed Victoria what | could
do.

| went outside and practiced talking to the man on the gate. No big story from
him. Heod t a &verfinardcial slebtarvihe thirtiesf He wasl svorried
about it. 1 told him it didndét matter bece
did as Abishaw told me, talked to him, and in the end, he went away. It felt good when
he vanished. | knew Abishaw had prepared the whole thing in aslMamicl really felt
| 6d sent him home. The girls were |l ooking
them a thumbs up from the gate, and they cheered for me. | was going to remember
that.

During another of Abishawbdbs eraps, it mt
morning, Victoria told us about her show &
just because Catherine had made her pr omi s

there was no way Catherine was convincing her to leave her side.
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0 She t haywdgve uplow spdces in events like this, the charlatans and

entertainers wil/l rise up and seize them, ¢
I put my hand on Abishawbés forehead. |t
not simply pale. It seemed to have decayed sincethe laset | 6d seen her.

brownish spots here and there and the blue of her veins ran down her temples and neck.

O0What was the show?6 | asked. OPicking
0Yes, 6 said Victoria, ONothidgl extraorc
events are usually quite synergetic andé &

The old lady had done her job. Victoria only needed a little nudge.
0l could do that. o
6You coul d?6 Victoria straightened up,
the question.
0Yeachoulld replace you for the night. 6
6Do you really mean that?déd She sounded
|l sighed. 6lt sounds scary, but | think
Zoe laid a hand on my shoulder.
6dl was actually going t omakethkinggynuch, 6 s ai
easier for me. Catherine suggested it to
WhenAbishawdecided to wake up, Victoria told her the news. She gave her
approva) and that was it. The hoax was done. When the sun came out Vazteid
the organisers. They were friends of hers and understood what she was going through
and how important it was for her not to cancel the number.
We kept on with the farce for the rest of the day. It got easier. Eventually, it
didnét fddl dliidlneta fleied. mal i ci ous. We sl ep
patient. When | woke from mine, Victoria v
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sections fixed with safety pins and five huge rag dreadlocks hanging around her head. |
made a joke abayink plastic rollers that fetched me no laughs from any of them.
Abi shaw hadn @innhe Weiagresd ttaiy! would gochdme and
change, and Zoe would borrow something from the others and meet me at the museum.
We had to go through a final scerefdre | left. A farewell.

Abishaw blessed us, in English and in L4tiih sounded like Latin. When she

finished, she reached for Zoe. O0Now come
Zoe did.
0You take care... of each othielr , 6 she
When death catches you, dondt you even t

Zoe choked; it sounded like a chuckle and a sniff combined. She was crying. For
real, | think.
Ms Abishaw told me she was proud of me and that | would do alright.

o1 woulrdeslti kneow.o® She winked at me . I
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Chapter Twenty-Seven

A turquoise scarf fload up in the air for a moment before it dpgulback down to the
hand of a belly dancer. Her hips shimedhlike the highpitched Zurna trembte The
melody €ll on top of the speedy rhythm of the darbuka and the gantamkime to

p | a cdeever beén, Istanbul, Beirtthe trackwasplaying througHarge speakers. It

wasjust a recording, but as disappointing as tiag it was only the backdrop to the

reallivemusict he tinkling of the coi nSixwomeng!l i ng
playedt hei r bel ts with t heS$teampunkpalydancdri ps . I 6c
before. To my eygherewasn 6t much of a di ff ewresnce, exce

combination of Turkish folklore and OM/estsaloon. Their skirtsverecolourful,
slightly above the knee, and their higbeled bootsveresurprisingy silent on the
slates of the floor.
Wewerei n t he museumdéds front yard, just in
The Museum of Industry remiedme of a cathedral, an industrial cathedirdl
those twacouldbe put together. The nawee main hallwasat leasbne-hundred
meters lon@nd cross shapedith a side wing on each side of the hatlthe rear end
The museunmadits own particular graveyaréd hundred years agthe buildingwas
the terminus of Audbridge railway. Some of the traskse stil beingmaintainedand
on busy days like today, antique steam locomotressrrectdto plod once morever
the polished rails
The belly danwssarns umlkedt nwenhbseiron of Jac
OEverything Stwasmere likeothre Sfanepand L kewT Butl touldn 6 t
stay to listen. | neestito find the organisers, andidh 6t want t o stay too
the open. Steve could be around anywhiereached into my haversatdr themain
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piece of my disgui se. ,bhhamlypassatti@apiermacetl f a Bc
imitation, really, but it essentially looked the pdnvent for agrowling devilin
turquoise and violetwith heavy eyelids anlbng white tusks.
| puton mydevil maskand crossed myselfwas going to need all the help |
could get.
The front doors ledtraightinto the long hall Thevaulted glass ceiling/as
roughlyfour stoeys tall,judging bythebalconiesstretching out otheuppergalleries
on the sidesTheyd det upthe market alongside the permanent exhijtdige objects
thatweretoo heavy to be moved, like the steam and diesel engines from the old mills.
Instead of the usual two rows of stalls with an alley in the middle, severataows
along the entire length of the buildinph ey di d say attendees wou
i ndustri al pastoé in their flyer.
| made my way to the West wingear the backvhere my stage and the
Nautilusweresupposed to be. At the mometaa duellingwastaking placehere.l
knew thatbecause thene@asa crowd standing around the stage, and pewpte
talking about it.
The crowdwasa complicationl had no idea how to find my contact, Michael,
in that multitude It was not easy to tell the staff from the general public. In the nearest
stall, a womanwvasselling postcards and prints. | askher for Michael
OHuh? |t o6sbuwuddy,olbutaslk candét wunderstand
| risked taking it offto repeat myguestion Shewasdistracted, pamphleteering
for some political cause, and barelydtah e t i me t o say, 6The bar
pointedat a | arge crowd gatheri ngdedmééahalos t he
OHere, dondt f aliSgeadthetworbv ott dr.er Midl K hleda pi ec e

a cartoon teapot and a simple question: Does milk come first or last into your cuppa?

279



Delgado Spectral Encounters

Below thereweretwo boxes, milk first and milk last.Wasabout to tell her was Costa
Rican, that drank black offee, butladdn 6t have t he heaidtand 6 Wi | |
made my way back towards the stagigh my mask back an

Teaduelingvasa St eampunk thing. oOIlt is based
t e aid the asrouncer. Heastalking on a microphone from the small round stage,
about three feet above the floor. In the centrerewasa tall round table with a white
lace tablecloth. The two duellistat st the table across from each other. Baab
served a cup of tea, ancethpickedt hei r 6éweapon of choiced fr
Theywereinstructed to grab the biscuit between their first finger and thumb, presenting
at | east three quarters of it révndgtder di
Michael overhes , @t @ announcer gesturing to the t
the command of the referee, the duellists
Then the refvould count to five; the duellistwould 6 wi #@whGhabeginthe duel.
The last peson to put their whole biscuit in their moutlisuld be declarethe winner.
Splats, sploshes, and splodges disqgiealifou. dt is a cutthroat sport and a matter of
honour between genteel people.

Theywerehaving a few rounds like these before a Natlddhampion ould be
named. | stgedaround for the first one. | dao wait for Michael anyway, sotbok the
chance to inspect the area. The Nautilus shd@ulv e b e samevehere Thendere
two industrial drill prototypes, a scale power loom, a lpetmachine and several
magazines for it. They all Qdittle red plagues explaining what theaere but there
was ndt one for Ezr aobommthafissmduet adthemexmao Car r i ge |
duellists stepedonto the platform.

| frozewith fear. | had forgotten about Stevexpected him tdethere,but not

right on the stage, a duelli$te glancedstraight at me bulidn 6 t m te egnisene
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with my mask onl discreetly sneaddaway, neverthelesd ¢ o u | d rStevte rumings k
everything | clutchedthe book in my bag, just to knowitas alright and hured
towards the stalls.

| jumpedfrom rack to rackat first just trying to look busy, but then | started
searchingor something thatovered up more of me, something thmght work on
stage and so | stumbteupon a duster coat. Wasblack leather and hada hood.

Some of the colour ltkrubbed away iplaces The leather had turnedsted iron and
weighedasmuch It wasperfect. | wargdto feel heavy. | wanted gravity to pull me
down hard.

Zoewasnotaroundyet A steetdrum bandvasp | ayi ng Mauri ce Rayv
Bolerg whichalways mademe a bit anxious, and Za#ll was @here. | listeedto the
whole piece while | wagid ¢h e 6 |hérebb e

The announcer of the tea duelling stealibto his microphone that théyada

winner. The crowd cheedand a moment later stadto dissipate.

Michaelhadsunken eyes and a vein that sedm@bout to burst on his templeeMas
wearing a black milary jacket with golden buttonshad tointroduce myselfwice. |
had to remove my mago that he understood Iweka d ame Vi ct ori ads r ey
60Yes, Vickyds spot. | t 6 s desomnbsamaletalka b out
about how she and Ms Abiavwereholding on.
O0Ri ght . 6 bddasvbrmreteboak aral b pen andffignt he pages. 0.
her performance was taking place at eigimt.Evening of Mediumship with Madame
Victoriail donét suppose youehave a stage name

6Pardon?5d
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He clikedhi s pen, ready to write. Ol need vy
me to introduce you?bo6

| lookedaround slightly desperate for inspiration | t wa sonéehtrate asy t o
with so many people moving around, so much stuff, brass tubes, and trinkets, and hats
with feathers, and military outfits, and spiky goth boots. | daosg eyes and ied to
listen above the voices of the crowd. Thews the beat of steeluims in the distance.
ORaveldVMiochaeéel . o6Maurici o Ravelé the Occul't

60 Al r i g hid and notd ihdewnsHewaswearing a silver ring on every
finger. The gemstonesveretoo large and too manyf they were real, they would cost a
f or t urigle, SefidrMd u r i ¢ i iohe Bhthiaewitld avValencianaccent
6Youol I be on this same stage. 0

| felt a knot in the pit of my stomach. The performamnasimminent and the
Nautiluswasnowhere in sight. Michael calllone of the helpers and a&skhim to start
setting uphe stage for my act. Then tventon talking to me about safety regulations
or something related to that. | spmallistening to him when some of the staff beg
clearing the stage. Thegdk the table away, and underneath it, inconspicuous like a
piece of trashwasEzr a6s devi ce.

Michael must have noticed me watching it.

600h ypdbaolut t hat fdéelecaererd tWe tmboeest age. Ol
heard about our immersivaxperience inia t i ve . 6

| nodded speechless.

60This piece right here hids dtom 6gt &y oovn it
c an s eHe beit downdgesturing for me to do the same, sochédshow me
bel ow the fl oor of t he sstageqamundthisMeachmeri | t t |

l'tds part of the terms vawalargepikceaf out wi t h

282



Delgado Spectral Encounters

machinery underneath.aspainted black and lesome tubing and valves coming out
of it. Whatever itvas itwasn 6 t offca r @igiraldesigno Wi | | you be movi
much during the act?656
60Some. @ulp gwi nthe stage. 6Can | check i
We bothgot up onto the stage The golden shell of the Nautilugasat waist
level. | croucleddown before it and presdmy fingers against the polished surface,
gently as i f feeling wasadliothelskis andmynper at ur e

fingersleft a steamy impression that disap@etalmost instantly.

OYouol I have to make your waynamdoéundeit
both hands on the machine anddtieo s hake iit. &6ltds only the
thing is nailed solid to the base. 0

After giving me a few more instructions, Michaéh land Ithouwght, this is it
Thathad to be my chance. No nes&alwait to free Ezra.

| kneekddown in front of the shell and realdes h at a mlbeendlhadnio | 6
idea how to opethe devicel sawmy stupid face reflected on the brass as it dalam
me. The outer shellasmade of plates seemingly weldedétiier. Theravasa panel
with a couple of jacks on the side. lchao idea what thoseerefor. The panel itself
could be removed, possibly, butitissealed with large bolts. My hand&resweaty.
My whole bodywassweating. | ok off my haversack and the duster coat and
attempedto lift the machine from the ground.vitasimpossible. | tied not to think of
t he wor ds ,bulavasgettingahere, and Zdeasnotaround How could |
have not prepadsfor this? How uttdy stupidhadl been? Peoplererebeginning to
notice me. louldndt s e e the tidewaghigh lin¢éeddsome air. | neeetito get

out.
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The courtyard behind the main buildingspractically empty. Therevereno stalls, or
food trucks, or live showisack here. | crogsithe courtyard andason the parapet wall
at the farthest point from the building and let my feet hang from the edge. The canal
bordeedthe propertythere, before swerving North. Thesasno towpath. The stone
wall droppedaboutfif teenfeet before meeting the water. Itremeadne of a cast | e
moat.
Lori arrived. She soodnext to me silently.
I wou | dtardmy head to see her. Werenot fine. Weweregetting through
this and Istill loved her in a way, but waverenot fine.
OHave you cohmee?@®dls eyxelgood t he water .
thrilled. Today is the big day. You know,
Shewasn 6t speaking.
6l heard somet hi ng dvaei.r dl haalt o wto uy cw ntéh e
for what it is. That ités all the same to
She ameforward and leaedon the wall, looking at theurface of the candl
swung my feet above the watény reflectionwasa dark waveringilhouette Lori had
no r ef | e cdnevernoticed thasbkefére. | 6
60So you know hedw 6iltf d@rhdkes péasit assk mi xed
the future. Then you know what we do next”“
Shesighed.
0l f you know somet.hbgrapinglikcahblindhdo uth elr ¢ ed |
ol f I had to answer right now, I coul dr
looking at this moment from outside. For that Lori, this right here, our present, is the
future. I candt s e e therbmust bevandthler Loriavhogkieows t o n i ¢
how it ends. Sheds seen it.o
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0That doesndt help me. 0

601 Kk now.edovestheeedge @& thenwall, letting her arms hang towards
the water. Shevasl i ke a sock hung out t ovastheone 01 an
talking to the water. O6You know | need to

And we @w him right then His hair unkempt. Havasin his workshop, getting
grease on his white shirt
OWhat Dbecame dadri. him, 6 clarifie
0l know. 0
We saw Ezraagain, meeting Abishaw for the first time. Theypskhands and
Abishawglancedat us over his shoulder. Wieereinvisible but Iwaspretty sure she
lookedat both of us, with condescension.
OEvery day | seembirem Hakehéehdeessdbnse:
61 Kk nowediloricouldedpte arte member a single thin
alive. Hehadnever regarded her. Hadinever admired her.
We saw Zoe. She andWwerein bed, facing each other. Waldhothing except
look at eaclother. lwastrying to memorise her face, bujust couldnb managet. |
kepttrying to understand the angles of her eyebrows, the shape of her lips, and why

theywereso perfect to me.

Loriwhispeed 6 Thank youedhe. And it sadden
0l f vyiout o atithe canal , I wowmdoepsmpomnEteer yo
i mmedi ately. O6dNot in these clothes. 6

601 wo n detdagndturiedbaclaopvardsthe courtyard.
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Her dressvaswhite with tiny gold stripes, and her hamasheld back with
white ribbons. ktara. 1 didn 6 t ¢ a d & her skinasherdigue. If sheauldndt b e
memorised, my only optiowasto stare.

0Sam?6

O0You | ook beautiful .o

Shegveme a s mi | e. idanddededhernhyoét. Teeh ghe lseg
to singeée

6ln my 1|ife

Thereare so many questions and answers

That somehow seem wrong. 0

Sheameback out of c¢har Scvhat doyouthink? St gi ant
on, yeah?5o

| wasso in love with her righthenthat if 16 dperedmy mouthlwo ul d 6 v e
cried

601 6 e tCoe ! id. séhteoframhes Misérable® 6

60h | getbadk.6 dTlonude | dondét think yo
as some character in particular. o
6l think you are missing the point of ¢

Lori whispaedin my ear, and I repead, 6 Y dhe coadenrsation of auroral
l' ight in womanly form. o
Zoelooledf | att ered and slightly puzzled. Th
0Sheds hede?06 she ask
| pointedat Lori, sourly acknowledgingdl dcrewed up.
0Good. She mus tbhbedrmey bet andapulgdmé $Sh e s@er a 6 Sh al
we ? 0
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A

60Yes, maodbam. 0
| told Zoe what | saw of the Nautilus. Shvascool about it and @veme the
impression shand Abishaw hadlreadyworked sometimg out
01 6 m hikZoeeThé@éns annoyedly, a&Shgedshelrerien. tWe
She reachitout and s@l, Weall know our partsyou trust meright? 6

| took her hand and we headback in.
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Chapter Twenty-Eight

The museum Hhaturned a little spooky shortly beforevienton stage. ltvasa strange
fleetinghour, a moment within a moment, when the twilight fiddthrough the glass
ceiling butno onehad yet turned on the lights of the building. Incomplete obscurity
t hat 6 s wlheagreat halvaswearty emply. Its massiveness accentlitite
vacant space. The market saled stapped. The tradersdhpacked away, and a crew
of builderswerepulling the stalls aparf.heywerenot careful with the metal pipes. The
racketwasmassiveMichael assur@ meearliert h dlyed@one by eight. But bsvthem
struggling with one of the stalls. A few of the meokturns trying to pull it apart, but
it wasstuck. | walledcloser anddok a better look. There/as a lad holding it together.
They ouldn 6 t s luehewasthe reason theyouldn &akeit apart. Hewashaving
a laugh. Madene smile, but still | f& responsibldor telling him hed tiad enough and
to please let the men finish. Tjmnersthoughtit strange, but when the spirit let go of
the frane everyonavascontent, creeped out, but content. Even me.

When | turredaround Zoewaswaiting for me at the threshold of thedt-wing
gal |l edyroshpetd us a tall candel mebaes fr om N
hundred years old.Wwassupposed to light it up and bring it with me when | ptap
onto the stage.

0Got theeddaeok 7?06 ask

| noddedand tapedmy bag.

She kissd mesoftly on the beekfor good luck.She turned and started walking
away.

0Zoe?0

ores? 8hefroze
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OWhen all of this is ovefwoTegethet d you | i
travel cards? You and me?6

Zoesmiledandsaid yes, and it meant the world to me.

| waited in the balcongbove the stag®er my signaltostattwa s nét supposed
seen, squst in case, lay face down on the floor and peskbetween the uprights of
the marble balustrade. Thexasbarely any light left coming through the windows
now. Wehadarranged for candles to be kind their flickering lightvas instilling life
in the shadows of the machines. They ddnith the extravagant silhouettes of the
attendants. The shadows of pistons and sbhaéidappedhose of hats and epatde
procreate, reshapd. The seatsverearranged like ripples around the stage. kaited
on the platform with d&tandavashothmafraiddrandne. She r
protective of it Stevewassitting in the audience, butwould beokay if he sawme
without my maslat the performance. idh 6 t  eim o &yctd stop me then.
Michaelwasnow wearing an admiralbat that matctathe black and gold of
his jacket. He introdueceMa ur i ci o Ravel . OLadies and gen
The announcement triggata stomach cramp, but | fasgit as soon as Iaj up.
Therewasa moment of silence while Itlihe first two candles of the candelabrum
Below me headswvereturning left and right scanning for me
61l &m not here to try and convwasce you t
loudand bounako f f t he wal |l s. 6Believing is up to
The audience heamealrightbut @uldn 6t s e e wasdoubtanth e r e

whispering amonghem. A lady stodup, looking for me, and the feathers in her hat

wobbled as she stok her head.
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0l &m here to show you science and the i
you have been made to believe. 6

| finishedlighting theremainingtwo candles bthe candelabrum, grakdthe
book, and staed down the stairs.

6Science is our own way of ridding our s

what 6s another way of getting rid of the i

(@}

even betterwhot hey ar e.
0 Ther e Iedtheiladywibh the fedthlered hat, and theessome
murmuring from the audience. digupstage. The candelabrum and the bewektnext
to the Nautilus, and Lori sodbehind me.
0 The s pitheiistufé Yol careask them the great questions, about life
and death, the soul, and the universe. @ag give you the answer you are looking
for. o
| briefly cros®dstares with Stevand failed to recognise his expressianger
and surprise smashed together.
0l 6vébeen in conversation today with a
them the sama@uestion, the great question, the one that pretty much can define our way
of |l ife. o
Zoewasin the backnextto adoor. lidn 6t k n o wvasndoimgt s h e
0And there seems to be an agreement amc
their answer ?0
The audienc&vasengaged.
OMi |l k. Comes. Last. o
The joke fetché me some laughs. Theweresome booss well The
pamphleteer from earlieegeme a | oud O6whood from a corne
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ONow that we are on the topic oé& Britis

|l egend of King Arthur, I suppose? Picking
They agred and jokel among themselves.
6l wonder i f we could attempt to recree

couple of volunteer iamdemsthine apdi eddhank

two strong vVvol urmhebakdewn dPeople jésd and lhpEledchy c
two volunteers: a man and a woman. Then edskichael to join us too. They albme
on stage, and | challengighem to remove the Niélus from the rest of the base
structure. Thergvasa fairly evident difference between the poddigolden shell of
Ezrads devi ce a-inod appanatis iatoa. Oke avartimeahey h t
volunteerdried and faikd | thanledthem again and sethem back to their seats. It
wasmy turn. | glimpse at Lori and hope Zoewasready

ol f I pull this out, you better name

Therewerefewer laughs.

Rightdl gratbedthe golden shell with both hands. Lorddhe same and
together we stagtito pull. We puledbut nothing happesd

| threw a desperate glance at Zoe in the back. Shdeuzhd peekdbehind the
door shavasstanding by. Shevastalking to someone. Abishaw,dlt! myself. She ha
come to save the day.

But it wasnot her. Itwasa dark, tall figurenone other than Mr Quast.

| saw him before Loridid, and witnessdthe absolute terror on her face at the
mano6s pr ewadessheman f& la moment, a little bit like a fish,rradly
swimming away from a threat. Shetdpehind me so fast that bald barelyfollow the

movement with my eyesShe grabedme by the waist and peltime back.
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0l t 6s r eldthespedtators, add | hotetthat the audience Harown.
twasjust | i ke i n Ms Abi s hdgomédsThesy@estanding Ot her
all around.

And here ameQuast. He frowad stoic, focused.

| wastempted to flee, as Lori waed But Zoewaswalking with Quast,
overlapping with him at times. | concentrdten her eyes. | trustlher. | trusedher. So
| foughtLori and grabedthe golden shell again.

Lori hadboth arms and legs around ni&at was how it feltShe pukdand
pulled choking me. klutchedthe Nautilus with both hands and barely maigge
keep my ground.

Quast stopedin front of us andventdown on one knee. His hastippedinto
the iron base holding the Nautiluswientthrough theblackplate all the way up to his
elbow. It jimmied and twised Thenhe waspushinghis whole arm throughall the way
to his shoulder.

Somethingwashappening, a vibration on the stage. The floor @dakd
clinked The machindegan tanove.

Around me, the spirits bame restless. They rda music with tie machines in
the room, chiechacchic-chacchic-chac. The loomwvasset in motion. From my point
of view, itwasall a bit silly. They spn wheels and pwdlevers, slatmmedand
stompedlike children throwing a tantrum. But the audienoceldn 6 t ang & that
They flinchedand whinel andheldtheir partners.

| A

6Come on, guys. Gwastakingte theaspiftsabutdthe Pul | ! 0
people in the audienceigconfused and stad geguring as if they were sending me
energies or something. Ze&asthe reason behind it. Siesextending her hands at

me and encouraging people to join in.
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Ilwasabout to yield t wasdlauddlagksangtielNautiveh e n t
detachd from thebase with a slimy train of wires and cableslllfack with it on my
hands, and the audiengasped

There | wassitting on the floor with the Nautilus in my arms, nursing it like a
baby. | turredit upside down and pwdthe train of cables out. Thehele piece ame
off with a pop, exposing a round inlet in the bottom. It ledlike the throttle of a car.

Zoe fetcledthe book and kreacross from me. | carefully pasithe device on
to her. Itwasheavy but sheauld handle it. She éldit upside davn, inlet up towards
the ceiling, while | opeadthe book.

0 Re a dyé&d&oelnod®d|laslkedLori to join.

| undd the top of the inlet and we brateurselves.

Silence. The ghosts queetdown. The machines stppd The audiencevas
mute.

| held my breath for one, two, three seconds, waiting for the explosive end, but
thiswasn o B e et h o véethodght light wouldrspringlout as if from a geyser,
shake the floor, but all that fatito happen. An anticlimactic vapor stdttoming out.

It floateddown the stage like fake fog aateaway the flames of the candles. Were
left with the feeble light of the night.

Until a timid little pearl of bluish light slowly pusHétself out of the Nautilus.

It wasa pocketsize sunrise. The brightloresed momentarily on the rim of the inlet
before it spang up into the air. Away ivent a sparkling dandelion seed caught in the
wind.

More ame. Therevasa burst, alright. They shot out five, ten at a time. There
musthave beemundreds of them. Waslike one of those helium balloon releases

Theywentup flying in the air They were tiny, thougttiny lights, like fireflies.
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0They were trapped before they could e\
remembered t blédvke.had one, 6 | t

The audienc&vas gawking. Theravasno joking or jesting. Even the ghosts
lookedastonished. Theyidh 6t know how t o r @¢aavaytSomeSedt me o f
go of human shape and burst into light dust. @sscared but Idld her itwasokay.
It would all be over soon.

Quastwasstanding a few feet away, staring down at us. His faceetbstkange.
Therewasa faint smile on it. Hseemegbeaceful. He stretchthis back and extered
his armdo the sidesHe stretckdso much that he bkeinto a dozen tiny lights. They
swoopedup and down and scateetwith the rest of the lights.

| stoodupandlel d t he book up. 6 Cdaone. Conrepon man. L
Ezra. o

One of the lights dritdby. It flutteredaround a couple of timdxefore landing
on the book. toldmysyeel fg.otoé lywrui, , 6 I1é6ve got hi m!

| told Lori to cup her hands. Shedughtthem up together, and | pasghe
book though them. The pages flagdas theywentthrough and he little pearl of light
stayedon her palms.

She smild at me one last time, and our bondke It felt like glass shattering
between us.

A swirl of lights bok her away. | chose one of the orbs that could be her and
followedit with my eyes around the room and up towards the vaulted ceiling.

I will miss you, Lori.

Shevanisted like they all did.

Zoe hugiedme in the dark.
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The overhead lightsame on. [6 #eena while and people must have gotten
uncomfortable. I gt up and placgdt he empty shell of Ezrads m
before the fluorescent lights of the museum fliekko full brightness. | hedrit clank
in place.
The audiencevasstill in silene, expectant.
To my surprise, someone la@go clap. Itwasa slow, clumsy clap, but others
joinedin, and beford couldreact peoplewerecheering and applauding. | glaicat
Zoe, still on the floor of the stage. She shgedgand stardclapping as well.
The bookwason the floor next to her. An ideaskeme and | pickdit up.
OPl ease evedayhoonvee 6t he schloauptpi ngyout@Mroi n me |
Bram Stevenson. Heaade it possible for me to be here and tea this beautiful
anti que teatimebodk atSteve and gestifer him to come and take it. He
seenedslightly annoyedmaybe embarrassed on his way to me, but then someone
shoued 0 Ma st eand hisdaeel softens He!bdk a bow and shoed off the
badge on his lapel that creetithim as TeeDuelling Champion. | joiadin the applause
once the bookvasoff my hands. lvasliberating to see it with Steve.
The night enddwith Michael joining uon stage. He officially closkthe
festival 6s acti vi tedteltse faouditdhrecemi gfhtt eamar ra
Therewasanother round of applause and peopleabdg disperse. Not Steve, though.
He waswalking to me. At least heasnot limping.It wasa good sign. Wasabout to
climb down to talk to him when Michael giaddmy arm.
6l donét know what act udl |6y Buhtapdpermegdk hye
di dnét damage anything while you were doir
He caledtwo other men, museum staff apparently. Theymtdpn stage and

began examining the apparatus. | sndilend invited them to inspect all of the machines.
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ONot just tdhi&dalolnegofo t hemaise t he r oom. P
Thingsarenoa | ways what they seem. o
Thank goodness, they fad miserably at removing the Nautilus from the rest of
the machine. OYoodtbhbambdét 6owme bdlBatbbod gl nthe
the iceberg. o
Michael snored They discussdamong themselveand leptsearching for
damage. | peaddown at Steve and aghtZoe talking to him.
OExcuse me gentl emen. Il need to speak t
eye on me from here. |l wonodt fl ee. o
Michael agred His demeanourddchanged. They mustave begain to realise
therewasno damage to the equipment and that tinagno way | actually did what
they tlroughtthey saw.
| approackd Steve slowly but confidently and addredfim by his Steampunk
name. OMr Stevenson. littdhs ygoouord ptroe csi eoeu sy ovuo
Steampunk parlancgasstill a work in progress.
6Cut it outd Sam, 6 he replie
Zoe stepedi n, 61 was telling Steve how very
mi sunder standing. That you never truly nt
6l didnbét, Steve. | swear .6 | also apol
0l jusarsemi ndi ng SdzZovee,, 606 hcdodmtditinfubee ¢ n f o y
book would never have been found. o
Steve grunted. 6Youbre very lucky this
Zoe and | exchanglelieved glances.
6But you can forget about that job I of
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0 Ex cuse medawomam $hera heupartner approaetius from the

side. Theywerein their fifties, dressed as posh aristocrats.

60lt was a wonder ful performance, 6 compl
to the | oom over there. |l nearly fainted v
| thankedher kindly.

0lt truly makes onedtheonrader how you did

OLat eriedd dwhhemlyoubve had some time to
yourself whether the machines really movec

It appeaed| ditakenthem aback.

6You have a trueidahei mae togBtevbher é May

OWhy, yes,d 8t s\ arackensttindthe Modern
PrometheusHalifax: Milner & Sowerby,188 6

6065, @Il 64865. 0

0 Go o dn e sikt hnee ! Aval tiseae annotations. Interestingl don ot
suppose youbd be interested in selling it?:

Thequestionbrougha s mi | e t o Steveds face. O0A fe
hesa@d, | aying a hand on the mands shpriceul der .

of course. o

Theyleft together.

The last Steampunk attendants slowlydmtheir way out of the venue. Cider
and ginwerementioned. Zoand Iwere teld for abouttwenty-five minutesbeforethe
staff of the museurgaveus the green lighiVe talked abut my Boruca maswhile we
waited S h e wa s abbutitacymord]! thaightlabout giving it to her, but that
one was mine. | told Zoe we could make den, and she seemed excited about it.

Walking out through the darkened museum corrdeepedZoe out.
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OReal | gdwot h askcasm. OAfter all youbdve
She burid her elbow between my ribs.
In the halflight, the exhibits loo&d more medieval than Victoriaand cast
menacing shadowswastempted for half a second to ligiie candelabrum again, but
it wasan impractical idea. When Zoeak out her phone to use the torch, sioticed
two missed calls from Vicky.
O0You bett e idamahededmly phone whild sheang Victoriahad
called me a few times as well.
OH, ViedZéest8he bit headaldmegpShestogiédat ? 6 st
in her tracks. Itvasthe first of a series of nervous, incredulous questidbhshawhad
passed away. Wasnot something | overhedrl felt it right that momentA chuckle
slipped It was something lknew. Thasdd ness di dndét hit me I mmec
felt abashed, outsmartelddknown for a while. The feeling remiedme of our games
of Dominoes.
Vicky wastelling Zoe over the phone. She played us. All of us, that lady. Zoe
grathedmy cod hard, trying to keep her balance
0Cat hoEboe b e v oi asehe énded thbdale d
6Shebdés gone. I know. o
Zoegawkedat mesilently for a momentherpupils slowly contractings she
remembeed She told you Doeglancelat her phonemestgawasn. O0She
really going tonight We made pe anassagetlietrh tietmpdiedson.éto
remember until novd.
We sbod inthe darkness until the shockd@assedShe wept a little, and | did
too.

Come onbd MHomditdknow how Vicky is taki
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We found Victoriasitting on her kneeg the gardentwigs and dry leaves tangled in
her hair.
0 S h e 6 ssaigVictorea asd came by
01 Kk 1®o Wwkneelimg néxt to her.
0 N&m. mean s h e 4lefttheeoan forya magnent aidand
when | came back, Sk éa e wavemis thédraomlosearcihetitte b e d .
entirehouse but shevas rowhereto be foundThenl thought | heard her outsided S h e
had another luonodk around. 6B
Zoe and helpedVictoria up on her feet.
6You are not going to find her in the ¢
OShh@ never | ,SanvShe saithiewoudldokill Iseeif she left the

houseShe was ol
0l kbnow
6You khowm,6G r etqrib éSkedvasda oldd
0l know howicoBelgvesmébe was
Vicky looked me in the eyeShetilted her head as if seekiig themthe answer

toa quest i oaskedydil i tinmeastlesédid) Sheds gone. 0

It took daysto convinceVicky that Catherinehadreally crossed oveiShe insisted that

we attempted to contact hand we didputas | expected, she never replied.
Catherineds Wil and Testament reqguest e

| wentby the day shelid We 6 d agr eed |fixthegartled. twasme and

something | wated todo, for Catherinel must have been working on it for a couple of

hours wherVictoria asked me into the reading room
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0Sheds | eft s o shedatwaning atlocumdry beuharidolto , 6
was Cat her i,shegaghndpeshed@aassthe table a couplelether
boundbooks tied up loosely with greencord.

Persuaion, 6 | read from the cover.

@A more suitableovel from1818 in two volumes 6 Viaosaadrom
Cat her i ne 0lsvould bweforgyoneomgiftgnetadZoe andnever separate
themod

The kind gesture made me smile. | grabbed the books and held them against my
chest. O6&Thamnkaiydou,o0 Victoria. Ol really ap

| looked around the old reading roothere was something different c oul dn ot
quite distinguishPerhaps what | could perceiwas not the absence afeowner, but
the presence of anoth@ihe dead flower perfume had disappeared complategn we
openedlie windows, and in came the smellofeviving gardemand rainabout to fall |
glanced at the fireplace asdw somethingn the mantle. Aedvelvet pouch.

The Dominoes rattled inside as | pickedthe pouch.

0 He y , WoMd you mind if | takehese®l asked, showing her the small bag.
6Catherine really enjoyed our games. 0

We never finished our lastgam®en d | t hought Yobrmkvebett er

know when someone is coming back.

THE END

300



Delgado Spectral Encounters

Critical Companion

Spectral Encounters: The Latin American Immigrant and other

Ghosts of England
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Part |

Hauntology of the Ghost and the Spectre

This thesis employs the ghost to articulate the unacknowledged presence of the Latin
American immigrant in England. My research draws from the Derridean concept of
hauntologyand related critical propositions to determine the possible challenges the
ghostcan pose to the dichotomies of presence and absence, as well as past and present.
In turn, | situate these challenges within the encounters of the Latin American
i mmi grant with different cultural subject s
treatthem in my novel, show the effort of the Latin American protagonist to find a
space within British society as he becomes accustomed to the complex relation of
contemporary England and its past. The figure of the ghost is a transient manifestation
ofthepat irrupting into the present and take
presenced of Lori (al ong with her spectral
the shapes of material culture and Steampunk performances and art). The interaction of
my protagonist with these ghosts aims at capturing the ghostly experience that settling
in England can be for the Latin American, and these encounters with the ghost are
representational of the encounter of both cultural subjects.

My creative interests fohts novel are in direct relation to my analysis of two
fundamental aspects of the ghostly encounter: presence and time. | take advantage of
the challenges the ghost poses to our basic understanding of these two concepts in order
to structure my ideas ofeéhcondition of the Latin American immigrant. First, | work
with the ontological description of the ghost as a combination of both absence and
presence to express the practices that render the Latin American as an Other in England.

| achieve this by adoptinthe hauntological perspective from which the relationship
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between the ghost and the living is described as something beismedthem |
establish a connection between this proposition and the idea that the Latin American
suffers fromghosting.Not tobe confused with ignoring a person in social media
parlance, my terrghostingis a particular form of Othering in England. My novel and
the accompanying critical commentary examine the dynamics of cohabitation between
the British and the Latin American England, from the point of view of the latter, to
interrogate whetheghostingis inherent to the relationshi@hostingis the result of the
lack of acknowledgement of the Latin American immigrant in England. Haunting the
i dea of 00t he nial stugliés, mympropusitipnookthie ceghlostingrefers
to the practices that render an individual invisible and liminal. While Othering signals a
labelling of the individual as somethietse somethinglifferent ghostingis a
consequence of the lack @fproper label for the Latin American. The second aspect of
my investigation is the temporal challenge of the ghost, its symbolic capacity as a past
that returns. | am creatively drawn towards the idea that for a ghost to haunt the present,
it needs recase to a past. | map this idea onto the context of the Latin American in
England, arguing that, without a shared colonial past with England, this immigrant is a
ghost that does not haunt. Unacknowledged, the Latin American is spectralised, and at
the samdime he is also set apart from other ghosts that haunt England.

My novel,Penumbrais a series of ghostly encounters which pace the
development of the main character. The abmentioned challenges to presence and
time are the pillars of the world of rmpvel, but what propels the plot forward is the
protagoni stés awareness of his own particlt
in the United Kingdom (UK), the character becomes conscious of his own spectrality in
the eyes of the British. This awaess motivates Samuel to take an interest in the
symbolic ghosts which haunt England from the past, as well as for the actual ghost of
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the novel, Lori, whom he initially shuns. Henceforth, spectrality becomes the
character 6s me an s adoaal syseem which is thoth iimmediate and c e i
remote at once. The singular position of the protagonist is that, though he recognises

British colonial history has no space for him, he can fit more easily in the present by

engaging with ghosts representativeéhat colonial past. The Latin American is a ghost

that does not haunt but who is willing to participate in other hauntings that already

exist. This claim elaborates the notion of adaptability, a path that many Latin

Americans take in their integration British society, as will be discussed further in the

third section of this thesis. My discussion of this willingness to become involved in

other hauntings, presupposes that the novel is not only about the Latin American

migrant as a spectreintheeyedoh e Engl i sh, but al so about
with the ghosts already established in the land. The English Steampunk community is
introduced at this point to foreground the role of the ghost in contemporary England.
Supported by hauntological argunten introduce the challenges that the interventions

of the past pose to the solidity of the present, particularly relating them to the idea of a
6posti mper i adtypend dolective mourningfor & past. The character
experiences these difent hauntings as another ghost, but his unique type of
spectrality, disconnected from Britainds i
emerging from this search for integration and the failure to creatively progress by solely

reformulating the @st is the essence of the narrative.

Hauntology
It would be pertinent to touch upon some key postulates of hauntology, from

which | develop the dynamics of spectral time and presereerinmbra The term

! Paul GilroyPostcolonial Melancholi@New York: Columbia University Press, 2005), p. 90.
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hauntology was coined by Jacques Derrid@peters of Marx in which he theorises
the ghost from two angles, in relationpesenceand totime 6 To haunt does

to be present, 6 claims Derrida, o6éand it i

‘N

construction of a concept. Of every concédygginning with the concepts of being and

time. That is what we wo?WithdhisbDerridabdgihsitong her
establish a calependency between what is present and what is absent. The spectre
6embodi esd this combination, and Haunt ol oc
According to Katy Shaw, 0 fresentingthecstateoft ol ogy
specters (both living and dead), hauntology develops as a way of articulating both the
presence and absenc®eridhcrstrudtshiuntolegydassh e s pect
means to express what is rRpresent, and he expresses iaaBrect and specific

chall enge to ontology: 060Ontology opposes |
exorcism. Ont ol ®l§ngdgréeascreativeqatengalin thastfabricatidn .

of Derrida. Hauntology is where ontology cannot reach. It allm@go give creatures

of the imagination, such as ghosts, an alternative status comparable to the ontology of
humans. One way | attempt to translate this opposition into the novel is by emphasising

the opposition of light and darkness, particularly palptii@ughout Chapter Twelve

(p. 118), when the main character explores a memory of the ghost, Lori. The transition

of the protagonist from an ontological to a hauntological perspective, that is, the fading

of his physical form and of his narrative voicdlie scene, is complemented by the

dynamics of light and darkness presented in the chapter (see p. 127). Colin Davis states

that , 6 Haunt ol ehpmonysnwmglobyareptacng ipiosity of leeimg

2 Jacques Derrid&pecters of Marx, the State of the Debt, the Work of Mourning and the New
International trans. by Peggy Kamuf (New York: Routledge, 2006), p. 202.
3 Katy ShawHauntology, the Presence of the Past in Twefitgt Century English Literatu@ham:
Palgrave Macmillan, 2018), p. 6.
4Derrida,Specters of Marxpp. 20202.
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and presence with the figure of the ghosthas which is neither present nor absent,
neither deéddenkbey awWoveéodohere is Opriorityo,
rather than a complete replacement of ontology. However, some critics continue
empl oying the word Odgrpérxazmmeat 6st dtoens Ltehva
on to assert the need to replace fAo®ntol og)
but Hauntology cannot erase ontology. It only defies its absolute prominence, its
priority, in critical theory. The perspective lmfuntology offers me creative possibilities
for addressing the spectralised presence of the Latin American in tHeddmbras
the result of my interest as an author in explaining the alpsesénce of this
immigrant subject in England by meansof Derd a6 s pr oposition that
be understood as fully present, only in relation to what is no longer there and in
anticipation of what will come.

The second main aspect of the ghost that hauntology explores is time. In this
regard, hauntologyuhctions in two directions from the present, towards the past and
the future. It draws power from two distinct ghosts, one arising from the compulsion to
repeat the past and the other from what is still to come, what has not happened but still
has an effedn the present because of our anticipation of it. Mark Fisher explains:

We can distinguish two directions in hauntology. The first refers to that which is

(in actuality is) no longer, but which is still effective as a virtuality (the

traumatic compul si on to repeat, 6 a structur e

second refers to that which (in actuality) has not yet happened, but which is

S/ 2t Ay EGtiP@ded Y | Wdzy 12f 2383 { LIGréndhNsRidies) 5¢ (R00%),RFIF (1 2 Ya Q>
<https://academic.oup.com/fs/articlabstract/59/3/373/638853> [accessed 12 June 2017]
(p. 373). (My italics).
b¢2Y [SoAaT WEeKS t2fAGA0a 2F a4l IGHpgty Remarchtoas, A Y 5 S NNJR |
Symposium on JacquesS NNBpRdtes &f Marxs, ed. by Michael Sprinker (London: Verso, 1999), pp.
13467 (p. 140).
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already effective in the virtual (an attractor, an anticipation shaping current

behavior)’
Inconsiderai on of Fisherds proposition, Shaw ur
6di ssolving the sepaf%hd onu ped wee ns meont rang
draw attention to the limitations [the boundaries] of time, and thepresent role of
thepas in both the structure ®Alsowokngfionng and
a sociological position, Avery Gordon, a major influence for+{pafiennial
hauntologists, explains the ghost in relation to the future. Her interest is in the ways the
ghost arrives from the past to influence the present and motivate future action, which
mat ches my protagonistdés desire to engage
British society, but Gordon points at a less subgpelcific outcome when sheasts
that, o[ Haunting] always registers the hart
violence done in the past or in the present. But haunting, unlike trauma, is distinctive
for producing a somethin-be-d o n'®Tais position contrasts otheraub r s & such a
Fredric Jameson and Fisher, who see hauntings as a nostalgic effect in operation.
Jameson connects ontology with the O0sense
haunt ol ogy 6serves to under sc elff which he very
promises nothing in return; on which you cannot build; which cannot even be counted
on to materi al i z¥Thisvimpies that ouncapacityito imagine t o 6 .

futures is limited by our present and its reflection of the past. Jamedomsusns t hat ,

al NJ] CAAKSNE W2 K Quaredyl,|66 (@aklard:fUgiE@Sity 6f Ealifornia Press,
2012), 1624 (p.19).
8Shaw, p. 2.
%Ibid., p. 7.
10 Avery GordonGhostly Matters, Haunting and the Sociological Imaginatiimneapolis: University
of Minnesota Press, 2008), p. xvi.
HCNBRNAO WIFYS&a2ys WaGhdsBy®Mamatcatdhb, 2 Synhfokiun] of dadgSeN > Ay
5 S NNBpRdtefs &f Maned. by Michael Sprinker (London: Verso, 1999), pg526pp. 3839).
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living present is scarcely as ssilifficient as it claims to be; that we would do well not
to count on its density and solidity, which might under exceptional circumstances
b et r &yligning bimself with Jameson, Fisher argues thatyh at haunt s t he
cul-de-sacs of the twentfirst century is not so much the past as all the lost futures that
the twentieth c¢ent &Mywrtng takgsirto consideration bath t i ¢ i
of these temporal directions of hauntology uailésing a future for the Latin American
i n England, along the | ines of Gordonbds ar
of not sharing a colonial past with Britain at the time the Latin American tries to engage
with its present. Samuel is haunteoth by his past in Costa Rica and his future in
England.
Another aspect of hauntology that is relevant for this study is that most
hauntologists emphatically separate their critical views from any belief in the
paranormal. As Jameson claims, embraciegrDr i dads concept of hau
involve a conviction in the existence of actual ghdbigeither does it imply thinking
according to religious or mystical beliefs of what happens after death. Maria del Pilar
Blanco and Esther Peeren argue that:
To believe or not to believe in ghosts no longer involves a determination about
the empirical (im)possibility of the supernatural, but indicates contrasting
validated attitudes [é] towards the wunc
indeterminacy thatharacterize language and Being because of their inevitable

entanglement with alterity and differente.

2|pid., p.39.
BCAAKSNE W2 KIF(G AR4p.H&zy(12f 238KQY LILIP wmc
“YwlkySazys Wal NE QaGhostyDengakcafich&d. Hy Slidhiaed Shrnkepph 3667 (.
39).
B'MariadelPilar £ ' yO2 YR 9&0KSNJ t SSNBYy IThelSpatyaldi€siRéadsr A T A y 3
ed. Blanco and Peeren, pp2¥ (p. 9).
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This emphasis on indeterminacy, uncertainty, and heterogeneity is certainly part of my
association of the ghost and the unacknowledged Latin Amenwaigrant, but | also

propose a metaphor in which the sensory qualities of the ghost are still paramount.

Ot her hauntol ogists such as Martha and Br
gho¥asoda | imitation of motdkRennbdwuhaohbglog
typically base themselves on a scant and idiosyncratic evidentiary foundation,

developing the trope of haunting without considering how ghosts are theorized by those
who take them as s o méitnmispedfic diquaaf Gordorh an met &
Lincoln and Lincoln denounce that O0she ne\
who experience haunting as something consistent with, and rooted in, their cosmology,
ontology, and psychology (the latter term used in the etymologioahise sense:

fitheory o¥Lincdnanddiocal idirpddice some authors who understand

and work with the ghost beyond its metaphorical function. They cite Grace M Cho

(2008), Heonik Kwon (2006; 2008), and Mai Lan Gustafsson (2009), in whose
acounts, O0OGhostly subjects appear as fully
confront the living in direct, neme di at ed, and ev®Toaccoem aci ng
for figurative and nonfigurative hauntings, Lincoln and Lincoln propose a typology that

dstingui shes a primary type of haunting, i

and autonomy of metaphysical entities, 6 fr
its Aentitieso in the sedi mented textual r
at ernatively, as tropes for co?lneontaridve i nt
Bal NIIKF [AyO2fy FyYyR . NUzOS [AyO2fys We¢26FNR | / NRGA
| K g @o@parative Studies in Society and Histéig/(2015), 19220, (p. 195).

7bid., p. 196.

18|pid., p. 195.

9bid., pp. 19798.

201bid., p. 200.
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Lincoln suggest that hauntology has failed to take into account individuals and, at times
larger ethnographic groups, to whom ghosts are part of their culturay réaié desire

to distance hauntology from any belief in the paranormal, as well as the impulse to
assure the reader of such a departure, has contributed to the exorcism of the spectre
from hauntology and its replacement with an emphasisonting One ofthe

objectives of this thesis is to foreground the sensory presence of the ghost in the theory

of hauntology.

The Modalities

| map the Latin American immigrant as a ghost among ghosts. To clarify his
position in England, | place him in contrasiotther ghosts which are more compatible
with the English because they have a history with the country, namely apparitions of
Victoriana, and paranormal spectres, such as Lori. | will explain this in terms of
modalities of the ghost, and distinguish two jgattr modalities. One is its sensory
presence; this o6physical é modality desi gne
embodi ed, presenting its own particular ct
body which is not present in the flesh andoblt?®l call this the sensuous modality of
the spectre. It involves the experience of the ghost through the senses, and | mainly
focus on sight. Whether we see the spectre, fail to see it, or have the synesthetic sense
of o6feelingd igtwusi Mfiexkil bioluirtsye,l] vieask?wmt c hed
the encounter with this modality of the ghost always has to do with sensory stimuli. In
my novel, the apparitions of Lori, vanishing, transparent, invisible, illustrate this

modality (see pp. 139, 168nd 248). This spectre contrasts with the revenant ghost in

2 Jacques Derrida and Bernard Stiegipgraphies of Television, Filmed Intervigvems. by Jennifer
Baprek (Cambridge: Polity, 2002), p. 115.
22 1bid., p. 120.
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the second modality. This second symbolic modality refers specifically to the

manifestation of the past in the present day. Instead of being straightforwardly
descriptive of thisimozality pfarets dnlabstractionjwhichthé ,

subject fabricates around an object that is not ghostly by itself but becomes ghostly by

action of the subject, through subjective understanding. A pith helmet, for example, is

not inherently ghostly, at Isainot until we associate it with British colonisation. This

idea is made into a passage of my novel when Samuel is introduced to Steampunk (see

p. 58). This second modality of the ghost is reliant on subjective cognition. It involves

knowing a particulapast to recognise its return in the ghosted object. | introduce this

necessity of a particular knowledge as a factor of the invisibility of Latin Americans in

relation to their lack of a connection with the colonial past of Britain. The Latin

American immgrant is caught between these two modalities, since he is made invisible

by the incapability of the hegemonic British subject to associate him with a familiar

past. The two modal ities | propose here ca&
0 f i g u rhests.iThissthesisglemonstrates that both can function at a figurative level

to connect the Latin American and the spectre; and it does so as it engages with the
literalisation of the metaphor as a creative practice. This is palpable in the scenes where

the protagonist plays the actual ghost in the memories of Lori. Sam frequently walks in

and out of the invisible 6ghostlyd Victor.i
protagoni stés conscience to this mtheond r ¢
real contemporary Engl and. During these efg
worl dé, Samuel 6s interactions become of 1l a\
this is only a temporary change. It is his situational invisibility literalisé@. Oatin

American comes between the modalities of the ghost. He negotiates his ghostliness as

something caught between these two.
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Synonymic Distinction

I have identified the two main modalities in which the ghost is critically
productive, as sensuous presence and as a symbol. To these | assign respectively the
terms Ospectred and 6éghostd. The two ter ms
circlesand i n my novel, |l use Ospiritd, oOoOphant
artistic freedom. However, the different denominations often point in specific
theoretical directions. | bring them into this critical section as synonyms but also
inevitablyalluding to the established scholarly notions of both a sensuous presence and
a symbol of a returning past. What | am proposing in this critical companion is a
6synonymic distinctiond, which is a consci
but simultaeously referring to an epistemological difference between them. In other
words, Ospectred and 6éghostd indicate diff
distinction goes hand in hand with my understanding of the Latin American as liminal
ghost, who a | mentioned earlier, isibetween the two modalities | propose. These
modalities are not distinct types of ghosts. They both refer to the same figure.
Acknowledging the distinctive connotations of these synonyms asserts the parallelism
and synchronicityf the sensory and symbolic aspects of the ghostly within this thesis.
What | am suggesting is that to understand the position of the spectralised Latin
American immigrant, it is necessary to recognise in him the traces of the spectre and the
ghost.

Thisemphasis on terminology is not an attempt to discard the work done by

ot her authors to differentiate O6ghostd frc
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drawn within much of the pofderridean literature on the ghost and hauntology. On the
onehandite O6spectred is often connected with
connection is regularly introduced etymologic&ilgnd followed by a theoretical
explanation of it in reference to O0the vi s
and bP®@adodéhe other hand, 06t uneevegdnidhatt 6 i n De
which comes back, indicating the use of the word as symbol of the past and the effect of

that past in the present. Nevertheless, the separation of ghost and specianiaysot

clear. In his native French, the term Derrida uses fareisnantandarrivant is

fantbme®>whi ch transl|l ates both as 6ghostoé and
Peeren O6phantomd has its own connoéehati on e
associated wiZ®lhn tehcediitlilars,i oberrryibda al so us
someone who is gone and comes back, for example, in image through a re€ording.

With this statement about atvdbi mensi on al i mage, DhRerrida ir
i nvi si b¥®w®usurpthd spacesobthe other term, of the ghost. This mutability of
Derridads terminology makes it necessary t
ghost more clearly. By defining the spectre as different from the ghosta withsistent

separation of the sensory qualities of the spectre from the symbolic connotation of the

ghost, | attempt to refocus my hauntological approach on the ghost instead of its

haunting.

2 For example, Derrida and StieglEgographies of Televisigm. 115);Blanco and Peeren,
W/ 2y OSLIidzk £ AT AThASpéctrafiti©siRedddd Riahcd and Peerkny pp21 (p. 2).
24 Derrida and StiegleiEcographies of Television 115.
25 Derrida,Specters of Marpand Derrida and StiegléEcographies of Television
%t yO2 YR t SSNBy: W/ 27hé&Spediraited Redddd/ Bando kil Odemdd, f A (1 A S &
pp. 1:27 (. 8).
27 Derrida and StiegleEcographies of Televisiopp. 120, 127.
28 |bid., p. 115.
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Hauntological Subordination

The contemporary approach to h&alogy is characterised by a tendency to
prioritise the concept of haunting above that of the spectre and the ghost. This can be
traced back to Derridabés coining of the te
French, the si | ewordshbnohyme Withdhis éetter, &bsedtenr s t he
speech but present in written form, Derrida illustrates his concept with its own signifier.
This is reason enough to justify his choic
haunt 6 as tmesugoestos the diessi pati on of t
function 6to haunté. Hauntol ogy ponders tt
point, but its true determination is studying the haunted subject. More specifically, the
spectre has taken aemely functional role in contemporary hauntology at the service of
the prevalent notion of haunting, and the
symbolic modality, has become absorbed by the idea of haunting. Hauntology is a
subjectcentred discase, concerned with how the ghost makes us feel and what it
means to and about us, in the broadest ser
study specifically positions the Latin American as the ghost, as an Other to the subject
spectralisingit. It hi s sense, my study is not only a
who haunté. Hence, my creative writing for
with the character of Samuel and with the literalisation of his ghostliness as he enters
the realm 6Lori and other spectres. Penumbral connect the invisibility of the Latin
American to that of the spectre as a 0sens:c
argument that a ghost can exist without necessarily haunting a subject. My association
of the Lain American with the ghost foregrounds the dynamic relation between spectre
and ghost, between the sensuous presence and its symbolic dimension. Samuel is
spectralised, but his lack of a colonial past in relation to England differentiates him
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from other dnosts he encounters, particularly those from the nineteenth century. Aware
of this difference, the protagonist actively seeks for ways to haunt, to participate in the

hauntings he perceives, and thus attain recognition in Britain.

The Disappearance of tie Spectre

Foregrounding the spectre to match the attention given to its haunting is an
authorial priority of mine. Hauntologists have discussed the presence of the ghost as a
critical tool and debated a differentiation between such a ghost and the actual
paranormal manifestation, and | draw creative power from this debate. Derrida and
Walter Benjamin polarise the academic writing about the ghost: Derrida freely making
a point of the need to refer to the figure of the ghost and Benjamin abstaining from
mentoning it. The influence of Benjamin is evident in postmillennial hauntological
studies. But unlike Derrida, who builds his argument around the ghost, Benjamin
abstains from directly summoning the spectral into his theory. While contemporary
hauntologicas t udi es deri ving from Derridabs theo
presence of the ghost than on its sensuous presence, the influence of Benjamin is a more
transparent reason for the disappearance of the spectre. In such studies, the ghostly
presencés replaced as a research focus by a subjective perception of the past alive in
the present. Lincoln and Lincoln criticise contemporary hauntologists for largely basing

their arguments on Benjaminds postul ates,

Consequet | y, o6t hese authorsdé citations of Ber
their literalization of a figurddo whose pr e
interpret Benjaminds arguments O6as an inte

2 Lincoln and Lincoln, 493.
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languagein he direction of metaphor and %®xpands
If there is such an extension, however, these contemporary hauntologists remain
consistent with Benjaminds | ine of thought
representation ad past that is still significant in the present. Lincoln and Lincoln single
out GoGhaostlyiMatersas one of the most influential hauntological works in
which, 6dexpanding on Benjamin, she redefir
caltofigtt on behalf of the dead ag¢gBeyorsit t hose
that, Gordon erases the spectre as a sensuous presence. For her, discussing hauntings is
the reason why ghosts raise a sociological interest. Ghost are, in fact, not agents
bringinga haunting about; they are rather what any haunting throwslis. the
haunting itself that generates ghosts and
s p e ¢ ¥ WhatsGdrdon proposes is a ghost that is completely absorbed by its
haunting:

If haunting describes how that which appears to be not there is often a seething

presence, acting on and often meddling with taleergranted realities, the

ghost is just a sign, or the empirical evidence if you like, that tells you a

haunting is taking plac&he ghost is not simply a dead or missing person, but a

social figure®*
This prioritising of the haunting signals a tendency to undermine the work the sensory
spectre can perform. | emphasise the legitimacy of thinking of the spectre as

independent from its haunting, because my argument is that the Latin American is

% |bid., p. 193.
31 Ibid., p. 195.
$2Gordon, p. 7.
33 bid., p. xvi.
34bid., p. 8.
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spectralised but does not haunt precisely because he is not acknowledged as a social
figure in England.

The creative section of this thesis is a ghost story, namely onentfeges with
the ghost in a comprehensive sense, pur pos:s
encompassing symbolic and sensuous spectral presence. | draw on Derridean principles
of hauntology for my composition, but what enables this attempt to fully expdoit th
ghost in its symbolic and sensuous modalities is its metaphoric counterpart: the Latin
American. The invisibility of its visibility, its liminality, and its challenge to the solidity
of the present are all reflected in this encounter of the Latin Anmeinzaigrant with
Engl and. Wendy Brown points out that, Ot he
ontology as fixity, and challenges as well the distinction between material dimension
and concept [€é] the specter powp’dedes mat er
creatively and critically approach Derridean hauntology implies looking beyond the
broad dichotomies of life and death, presence and absence, and focusing on the
transgressive characteristics of the ghost, which does not fully take part in these
dichobmies. | do not assign the Latin American strictly to one modality or the other.
They are not fixed but situational, and this immigrant is both spectre and ghost in

England.

Conclusion
This first section has situated my argument within the theory of blagmt |
have presented the principles and nomenclature of theory that contribute to explain my

statement that, unacknowledged, the Latin American is spectralised in England. |

¥2 SYyRe . NRgoYyI W{LISOGSNE | y Rocdtighdd Poiitical TheqgkKly 9y R 2 F |
Jason A. Frank and John Tambornino (Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press, 200058p.25
34).
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