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For Janna, and for the ones the tables never priced.



I grant this food will be somewhat dear, and therefore very
proper for landlords, who, as they have already devoured
most of the parents, seem to have the best title to the

children.
Jonathan Swift, 4 Modest Proposal (1729)

The mediator between brain and muscle must be the

Heart.

Thea von Harbou, Metropolis (1926; English translation
1927)

Was muf3t du auch Gedichte schreiben! Wo das Leben so
anstindig ist: wenn man auf einem reiffenden Strom auf
dem Riicken hinschiefit, nackt unter orangefarbenem
Himmel und man sieht nichts als wie der Himmel violett

wird, dann schwarz wie ein Loch wird...

(Why must you write poems! When life is so decent: when
you go shooting down a rushing river on your back, naked
under an orange sky, and you see nothing but the sky

turning violet, then black asahole...)

Bertolt Brecht, Baal (1922; this rendering is the book's

own)



The Fractional Fiction Series

Every Fractional Fiction novel binds three public-domain source
texts under one governing idea. The three sources supply dramatic
architecture from distinct traditions; the governing idea names the
argument that justifies their fusion; contemporary, verifiable
research supplies the factual ground the fiction stands on. Each
novel in the series carries its sources in its apparatus and its
argument in its pages.

Adaptation redecorates. Pastiche imitates. Transformation
argues, with purpose.

The series identifier, "A Fractional Fiction Novel," always sits
subordinate to the individual title. The titles are the series; the

series is the method.
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CHAPTER ONE

The Turn of the Year

Il winter the water stood over the Quarter, held in the
shape the engineers had drawn for it, and the shape was a
dead woman's name.

The reservoir bore the name Ottilie, after the Direktor's wife,
who had not lived to see her basin filled. Her name went around
the rim in letters of white stone, each letter taller than the men
who cut it, and from the streets below, on the rare mornings when
the air cleared of smoke, you could read the name the way you
read the time off a church tower, without thinking about it, as
part of the weather. The engineers called the water the Basin when
they spoke of capacity and the Lake when they spoke of beauty.
The Quarter called it the water, and knocked on wood when it
was mentioned, though the wood in the Quarter was mostly
somebody else's.

Below the rim, down the long stair of the dam's face, the gate
keepers' cottages stood in their raked row, and below the cottages

the Quarter began, and the Quarter went on for the rest of the



map. That was the arrangement of the world. On the height stood
the Crown, with its towers and its conservatory of glass. The Gate
held the water. The Quarter held everybody.

In the last week of the calendar's year, in the winter the
account books opened the year they would call the Year of the
Short Basin, the account's own year, which runs from the books'
winter closing to the water's spring accounting, regardless of how
many calendars it outlives, Anselm Wenger sat at his desk in the
Relief Bureau on the fourth floor of the Provident Building and
computed the poor.

The Bureau occupied the fourth floor because the fifth
belonged to the Trust's newspaper and the third to the Trust's
auditors, and relief, in the Trust's arrangement of its own house,
stood exactly midway between the money and the news. Wenger's
desk stood third in a row of eleven, beneath the tall window that
gave on the yard where the files came and went in handcarts.
Wenger was thirty-one that winter. He had a clerk's hands and a
singer's chest, and the chest was the thing people noticed, because
he hummed when he added columns, a low line of tune under the
scratch of his pen, and the tune traveled the row of desks the way a
draft travels a corridor, arriving without having been sent.

He computed. That was the whole of his office and, in the
opinion of the Trust that employed him, the whole of his nature.
The Bureau priced persons. It had priced them for forty years,
since the old almshouse charters had been gathered up into the
Provident arrangement, and it priced them in calories, because

calories were the one coin the poor could not counterfeit. By the



tables, a man of the Quarter at heavy labor drew three thousand
two hundred units a day. A woman drew two thousand four
hundred. A child drew by its age band, and the age bands had been
drawn by a committee of physicians in a room with good light,
and they ended, as Wenger had cause to know, at fourteen. Past
that age the tables drew you a man or a woman, whichever the
intake clerk had written down.

The files came up from the intake rooms in the basement each
morning at eight, smelling faintly of the queue, of wet wool and
cold stairwell, and Wenger read them the way another man reads
the racing columns, for the entries that mattered and the entries
that were weather. He read: a widow, four children, the eldest
nine, coal beyond her means and bread approaching it. Another
sheet: a mason with a ruined hand; three clinical lines described
the hand, and the man was reduced to his remaining one. A third:
a girl of seventeen, no trade, two infants, a mother in the
workhouse infirmary, the whole entered under a number because
the name, the intake clerk had noted, was variously given. The
fourth carried a boy of twelve, the carrier of his blind
grandfather’s pension book. His trade was entered as errands,
which is to say the street, and against that entry some earlier clerk
had penciled a question mark in the margin, as if the tables
themselves had paused to think.

Each file carried its number in the upper corner in blue pencil.
Wenger had once asked the chief clerk, Ottokar Peschke, why
blue, and Peschke, who was old in the Bureau's ways and young in

nothing else, had answered that black was for the solvent and red
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was for the dead, and the poor were neither. He wrote the answer
down, as he wrote down a great many things in those years, in a
hand smaller than the Bureau's hand, on slips he kept in a tobacco
tin; and the tin stayed in the left drawer of the desk, and the
drawer stayed shut.

On the morning the year turned, the last morning of the old
account, Peschke came down the row with a folder under his arm
and stopped at Wenger's desk and laid the folder on the blotter
with the air of a man serving papers.

"From the Trust," Peschke said. "Read it at your leisure, which
is to say by Friday."

The folder carried the Trust's seal, the gate and the three
drops. Inside, on the Trust's own paper, with the watermark of the
gate visible against the light when Wenger held the sheet to the
window, the Provident Direktor's office set out the year's position
in three short paragraphs. The Basin was short. The Quarter's rolls
were long. And the Trust's Board, mindful of its duty to the
solvent and the city alike, requested from the Bureau a provision
for the surplus, a scheme by which the excess of mouths over
means might be reduced to order, and the Bureau's answer was to
be in the Direktor's hands before the spring session.

Wenger read the letter twice. Then he read it a third time,
aloud, in a voice too low to travel, because some sentences have to
be heard to be believed, and Peschke, standing over him, listened
to the third reading with his face arranged the way a man arranges
his face at a funeral where he did not know the deceased.

"Surplus,” Wenger said.
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"Surplus,” Peschke agreed, as if the word had been measured
and found correct.

"They want a scheme."

"They want a scheme," Peschke said. "We are the Bureau. They
ask the Bureau for a scheme the way they ask the Print Yard for a
poster. Somebody upstairs has decided that the poor are a problem
of arithmetic, and arithmetic is this floor.”

"What do we answer?"

Peschke took the folder back and closed it. "We answer in
figures,” he said. "It is the only tongue they read upstairs. Mind
you answer in figures, Wenger. Figures with a signature under
them, and the signature yours."

That was the week in which the Bureau closed its year. The
porters came through with oil for the file drawers that had stuck
all December, and the intake room's bench was scrubbed for the
new year's queue, and Peschke himself counted the blue pencils,
since the new account would open in blue as every account had
opened for forty years. Down in the yard the handcarts brought
the last of the year's applications up from the queue and took the
dead files away to the records cellar, and the clerks watched the
carts the way sailors watch the tide, because the carts told them
what the year had been.

The Bureau took its lunch in an hour, and the clerks carried
their bundles to the long room on the second floor where the
radiator knocked. Wenger ate as he did everything, with his whole
attention. He ate bread and a sausage and a pickled onion and an

apple, and he ate them in that order, and the clerks who shared his
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table had long ago stopped remarking on it, because he did it every
day with the ceremony of a man who had once been hungry in a
way that teaches ceremony. His appetite was a byword in the
Bureau, the way another clerk's wedding was a byword,
something the row of desks kept in stock for slow mornings.
Wenger encouraged the legend. He had discovered young that a
man who is watched eating is watched indulgently, and
indulgence is a cover under which a great deal of work can be
done.

The work he did under it was his own. In the tobacco tin, on
the slips, in the small hand, he kept the Bureau's other record: the
widow's street, the mason's ruined hand described again as the
man himself had described it, in the man's own words, which
were better than the clinician's; the girl whose name was variously
given, and the two names she had given, which Wenger had
learned by going down to the intake room and asking, because the
file said only what the queue had been heard to say. The slips were
not a diary and they were not evidence and they were not, in any
sense the Bureau would have recognized, work. They were what
was left over when the tables had taken their share of the truth.
Wenger called them his leavings. In the Quarter, where he went in
the evenings, they knew him as the singing clerk, and they had
made up two or three verses about him already, the way the
Quarter made verses about anything that came back twice: the gas
inspector, the rent man, and the missionary's cart. The verses
about Wenger were not unkind. They gave him a roundness he did

not possess and a wealth he did not approach, and they had him
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writing everything down, which was the one thing the Quarter
had gotten exactly right.

He sang in the Quarter too, in the back rooms of the beer
cellars on Tanners Row and in the long room above the ropewalk,
for beer and for the pleasure of it, and the songs he sang were songs
he had written, and the songs were not about the Bureau. Their
subjects were the Quarter's weather and its water and its dye-
works girls and the feeling a man has at the top of the gate-stair
with the wind coming oft the Basin. They had a refrain the
Quarter could carry, and the Quarter carried it. The Bureau did
not know about the songs. The Quarter did not know about the
tables. Wenger kept the two accounts in two pockets and paid out
of each in its own coin, and if a thought ever crossed between
them in the night, he kept the crossing to himself.

That week, between the turn of the year and the Friday
Peschke had named, the two accounts began, against his
intention, to settle.

He did the Bureau's work by day. The year's closing figures
came up from the intake and went into the ledgers: the Quarter's
rolls had grown by eleven hundred souls in a year when the Trust's
relief budget had grown by nothing at all. By night he did the
scheme's work, at the table in his lodging over the baker's on
Kettle Lane, with the tin, brought home for the work, open
beside the ink bottle and the baker's ovens breathing through the
floor. He told himself that what he was drafting was the Bureau's
answer. Figures were required, since Peschke was right about the

upstairs tongue. There were other things he told himself, and
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every one of them was true; in the way of such tellings, all of them
stood arranged to keep the one true thing from standing alone in
the middle of the room.

The one true thing was this. The arithmetic did not need him.
For forty years it had been complete, since the first committee
drew the first age bands. It wanted only to be followed to its end,
the way the gate-stair, once taken, goes all the way down. Wenger
followed it. He priced the surplus. The Quarter's excess mouths,
set against the Basin's short account, faced it across the page like a
creditor and a debtor facing one another across a table, as the letter
had known they would. The computation carried forward the
way every Bureau computation carried forward, into provision. A
person priced is a provision waiting for its scheme. He drew the
scheme out of the tables as a thread is drawn out of wool, and the
tables gave it freely, because it had been in them all along.

On the Thursday night he finished it and read it over by the
lamp; the baker's ovens had gone out below, the room was cold,
and he did not feel it.

What he had written began in the Bureau's own manner,
because he had decided early that the indictment must be drawn
in the accused’'s own hand. It carried the Trust's seal in his
imitation of the register, and under the seal a title, and the title he
had given it was the title of every scheme the Bureau had ever sent
upstairs: 4 Provision for the Surplus.

It set out the position in the Trust's own grammar. The
Quarter's rolls stood at forty-one thousand souls against a relief

budget computed for thirty-eight thousand. The shortfall,



expressed in calories, came to a figure he did not round, because
rounding was a mercy the tables did not practice. He set out the
age bands and the unit prices. He showed that a child of the
Quarter, carried to the age the physicians’ committee had called
complete, represented a charge upon the Basin's account of so
many hundred thousand units, and that the charge recurred, and
that the rolls of the charge grew by eleven hundred a year against a
budget that grew by nothing.

Then the document turned; the turn was the whole of it.
Wenger had worked the turn the way a joiner works a hinge,
patiently, in the grain of the wood, so that the door would swing
without a sound.

1 shall now therefore humbly propose, the document said, in
the Bureau's voice and the Trust's grammar, in the tongue in
which Wenger had been asked to answer, that the surplus be
considered, in its character as provision. The computation
followed. He had been at pains to make it beautiful. The dressed
weight of the Quarter’s surplus children he computed as the
packing tables computed a carcass, by age band, with allowances
for the Quarter’s diet, which the tables knew to the ounce, since
the tables had written the diet. Its result he priced against the
wholesale cost of the protein the Trust imported for its canteens
and hospital kitchens; he showed a saving, carried the saving
forward into the Basin's account, and covered the shortfall with a
remainder that he itemized, because the upstairs tongue loved a
remainder. The customary paragraphs on implementation

followed: inspection of lots, humane standards to be observed, a
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schedule returning the rolls to order within three account years.
Adverbs did the polishing, the Bureau's own: humanely,
gradually, twice over, reasonable.

He had written it as an indictment. That must be understood,
because everything that came after came from the
misunderstanding of it. He had believed, and went on believing
for some weeks, that the document's perfection was its exposure: a
scheme carried out in the Trust's own grammar, with the Trust's
own adverbs, to the Trust's own conclusion, would be read by its
first reader as a scream. He held that the arithmetic accused itself.
In the way a man believes a thing at midnight at a table of his own,
he had believed that the Direktor's office would read the dressed-
weight paragraph and rise from its chair.

In this he had, it will be seen, overestimated the chair.

He read the document once more at dawn, standing, because
the chair had gone cold. The singer in him tested each line against
the ear, the computations and the adverbs and the hinge of the
turn, and the whole of it sounded exactly like the Bureau. There
lay the success of it, and there, though he did not hear it yet, lay
the danger. The Quarter had taught him that a song is known by
whether the room takes up the refrain. He had written the
Bureau's refrain in the Bureau's voice, well enough to be sung.

He folded the document into the Trust's folder. The top sheet
he held to the window a last time, and the watermark of the gate
stood in the paper against the grey light, the gate and the three

drops, faint as a watermark is, present in the sheet the way the
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reservoir was present over the Quarter, a thing held in the material
itself, visible only when held up to the light.

On the Friday he brought the folder to Peschke's desk at the
head of the row. Peschke was initialing the morning's vouchers,
and he took the folder and weighed it in his hand; a scheme, his
gesture said, could be told by weight.

"Figures?" he asked.

"Figures," said Wenger, "with a signature under them."

Peschke opened the folder and read the first page, and then the
turn, and then the first page again. The row of desks went on with
its scratching around them. When he looked up, his face had gone
somewhere Wenger had not seen it go in five years of vouchers,
and Wenger felt, for the first and almost the last time that year, the
floor of his intention under him, solid as the baker's floor,
holding.

"They cannot send this up,” Peschke said quietly. "Wenger.
They cannot.”

"It is their arithmetic,” Wenger said. "I only carried it forward."

"That is what frightens me about it,” said Peschke. "It is ours.
Every line of it is ours.” He closed the folder and held it shut with
his flat hand, and Wenger understood that the old clerk had read
the indictment exactly as the indictment had been meant to be
read, and that Peschke was the best reader the document was ever
going to have. "I have to send it up,” Peschke said. "That is the
office. I want it on record between us that I read it, and that I

understood it, and that I am sending it up anyway, because that is

also the office.”
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He signed the routing slip. The folder went up the pneumatic
tube that joined the fourth floor to the Direktor's anteroom.
Wenger watched the canister go. The row of desks went on
scratching. Outside the tall window the handcarts came and went
in the yard with the morning's files.

That evening he sang in the long room above the ropewalk,
and the Quarter took up the refrain, and for three hours the
account in the left pocket and the account in the right pocket
balanced to the penny. He walked home by the long way, along
the canal, where the ice stood in plates against the wall. The lock-
keeper's lamp burned at the far reach, and under it the ice ticked
once, settling, a sound the Quarter knew the way it knew the shift
whistle. Above him, past the roofs, the reservoir lay in its drawn
shape with its white letters, and the winter sky did what it did
every night over the Quarter, which was to be enormous and
indifferent and full of weather coming down.

In the basement of the Provident Building the intake room
had been dark for hours. The morning's queue had gone home.
And on the wall behind the applicants’ bench, at the height of a
seated man's shoulder, there was a faint brown line in the plaster
where the flood of an older year had stood for three days before
the pumps took it back. The line had been washed at and painted
over twice and had come back through both, the way such marks
do. Clerks called it the high-water mark. The porters, who were
Quarter men, had a word of their own for it, a word that meant

the line by which a thing is known afterward.
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It held its height in the dark, at the level of a shoulder, and

waited for the water that would come read it.
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CHAPTER TWO

The Pfenninger Evenings

S pring came up out of the ground before it came down out of

the sky. The Quarter felt it first in the knees, in the damp
that rose through the cellar floors, and the Crown felt it last, in the
conservatory, where the heat was kept for the palms. Between the
two the city thawed by arrangement. The canal took the ice away
in plates. The dye works ran their vats an hour longer in the better
light. And on the dam's face, where the white letters went around
the rim, the engineers chalked the level each morning and rubbed
it out each night, and the level climbed, as it climbed every spring,
toward the line the engineers called the mark and the gate keepers
called the rise.

The meltwater came down out of the hills that the Quarter
never saw. The Ottilie Reservoir took it the way the Basin took
everything, without comment, in the shape of the dead woman's
name. In the gate keepers' cottages the men watched the climb of
the chalk figure the way clerks watch a column of figures, and if

there was a morning when the figure stood higher than the same
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morning a year before, it was not spoken of below, because
speaking of water below was held to bring it.

On the first fine Saturday of April the Crown kept its spring
custom, and the Settlement’s children were brought up the hill to
be shown the conservatory. It was called the Visitation, and the
Gazette photographed it, and the Trust's ladies served cocoa in
china cups to children who drank standing up, afraid of the
turniture. Friederike Ossig, who kept the Settlement, walked at
the rear of the column and counted heads at every doorway,
because her children were used to rooms where things could be
touched, and the conservatory's palms were older than the Trust
and costlier than the street the children lived on. Direktor Haindl
received the column in the palm house and said a sentence about
the future, and the children stared at his boots, which were the
shiniest thing in a room full of glass. Down below them, through
the floor of glass, the Quarter lay in the spring smoke with the
canal through it. One of the children, a boy of nine, asked
whether the water over the roofs was going to come down. He
was hushed. It was the only sentence of the afternoon the Gazette
did not print.

Up in the Provident Building, the new account had opened in
blue. Wenger's row of desks returned to its winter rhythm with the
difference that spring makes in a counting house, which is that the
poor come earlier and stay longer in the queue when the weather
allows it. The year's first quarter showed what the closing year had

promised: the rolls growing, the budget standing still.
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From upstairs there came nothing. The folder that had gone
up the tube in the last week of the old account had not come
down, and no answer had come down, and the fourth floor went
on computing the poor beneath a silence that Wenger came to
think of as a second ceiling. Peschke never mentioned the folder.
Once, in March, Wenger asked whether the Trust had
acknowledged the scheme, and Peschke said only that
acknowledged was a word for letters, and went on initialing
vouchers. Wenger understood him to mean that some papers are
answered and some are absorbed, and that the Bureau would never
be told which had happened upstairs. The folder did not come
down in March, or in April. Wenger found himself listening for
the tube the way a man listens for a second step on a stair, and
hated the listening, and listened.

In May the answer came, and it was not for him. The tube
brought down a request, addressed to the Bureau, for the scheme's
supporting tables to be sent up to the Trust's editorial rooms.
Peschke signed the routing slip without comment. The tables
went up, and the silence resumed.

The singing went on. That spring the Quarter sang his newest
song more than the others, the one about the man at the top of the
gate-stair watching the weather come down, and the song did
what the Quarter's songs did, which was to travel without being
sent. It went down the canal with the barge men and came back
up the river road with the wagoners. It was sung in the room
above the ropewalk and in the dye works' yard at the dinner break,
and by the middle of April it had been sung, in a parlor behind the
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Pfenninger printing house, by the Pfenningers’ own cook, who
had it from her sister, who had it from a carter.

That was how it reached the one set of rooms in the city
where a song could be changed into an invitation.

The Pfenninger house stood on the Publishers' Row, which
the Crown had long ago allowed to climb three streets down the
hill, since a city that prints must keep its printers near enough to
watch and far enough to deny. Isidor Pfenninger published the
Courier, the city's second paper and its first for anything the
Trust's Gazette found beneath its dignity, and he owned the
timber yards up the canal, and he held, on the first Thursday of
each month from March to June, and again from November, an
evening for the city's letters. The guest list ran as it always ran:
authors and the professors who reviewed them, dealers who sold
their paper, the ladies who kept the city's conscience in the matter
of art, and one or two of the Trust's younger men, who came the
way inspectors come to a market. These evenings the city called
the Pfenninger Evenings, and understood them to be the place
where culture changed hands in the parlor, with the warehouse
kept out of sight and unmentioned, which the participants found
refined and the Quarter, had the Quarter known, would have
found efficient.

The cook's sister's song arrived in that house the week the
apricot against the Pfenningers' south wall came into bloom. Frau
Pfenninger heard it through the kitchen passage and asked after it;
she learned the song came out of the Quarter, and on asking

further, that the man who wrote it was said to be a clerk.
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Clothilde Pfenninger had a collector's soul in a house that
collected paper. A clerk who wrote songs the Quarter sang was, in
her April, a find.

She told her husband at dinner. Isidor Pfenninger knew the
name before she finished the story, because the fourth floor's
silence had, by April, begun to have a shape, and the shape had
been described to him, in confidence, over cards, by a man of the
Trust's he played with on Tuesdays. He did not tell his wife what
he knew of the name. He told her that a singing clerk would be a
sensation for the May evening, and that she was to invite him, and
that the invitation should say that the house had heard his songs
and wished to hear more, which was true in every particular and
complete in none.

The invitation came to the Bureau on paper that announced
itself before the seal was broken. Wenger's row watched him open
it, because nothing came to the fourth floor on paper with a gull
init. The watermark of the Pfenninger house, a gull with its wings
at the top of the stroke, stood in the sheet against the light, and
Peschke, passing, stopped and looked at it the way a man looks at
another man's regiment's colors.

"You are to be heard," Peschke said, when Wenger had read it
out. "In the house that prints the Courier. Mind what you sing
them.”

"I sing them the songs they heard," said Wenger.

"That," said Peschke, "is the one answer I was afraid you

would give.”
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The first Thursday of May was mild. Wenger went up the hill
in his other coat, the one the Bureau never saw, and the city
changed its nature by streets as he climbed, the way it always
changed for him going up: the shops grew plate glass; gutters
carried nothing but shadow; the lamps themselves stood farther
apart, since up here light was spent like money. He had walked it
before in winter, delivering files too important for the carts, and
he had hated it then in a way he could not have named. Tonight,
with the smell of wet leaves coming down oft the Crown's
gardens, he found he could name it. Up here, appetite had
furniture.

The Pfenninger hall was lit for the evening and stood open
along its length, the parlor giving onto the music room and the
music room onto the library, three pools of lamplight with the
guests moving between them the way water moves between
basins, finding its level, taking the shape of whatever held it.

At the door his other coat had been taken from him by a boy
who did not look at it. In the parlor's mirror Wenger caught
himself in the good coat of the evening and thought that the
Quarter would not know him; then that the Quarter would know
him at once and never mention it, which was worse.

Wenger stood in the first pool with a glass already in his hand,
put there by a man in black who had appeared at his elbow with
the tray the way furniture appears, and he listened to the rooms
find out who he was.

They knew. That was the first thing. The cook had sung his

song in this house, and the house had sung it to its friends, and by

28



the time Wenger came through the door his own refrain had
preceded him often enough that strangers hummed it while being
introduced to him. A professor of the university's new school of
social economy took his hand and told him the Quarter's songs
were the city's true archive, and that he, Professor Leers, had been
saying so in print for years. The curator of the Crown's
conservatory, a grave man named Oppelt who smelled faintly of
the palms, told him that folk art was the root stock onto which all
cultivated art was grafted, and watched him over the glass as he
said it, to see whether the root stock understood him. Wenger
drank. The wine was good in the way of houses that buy well, and
it occurred to him, standing in the first pool of light with his own
song coming back at him off these walls, that they had arranged
the evening's bait in his own image. They had learned the refrain.

He observed himself being flattered and observed the
observation; neither interfered with the wine.

The second pool held the wife. Clothilde Pfenninger received
him between the music room and the library with the practiced
stillness of a woman who arranged people for a living and was
tired of the ones who arrived already arranged. She was forty, or
the rooms said forty; she wore green; she had her husband's
collector's eye and none of his patience with the collection.

"You sing about the sky," she said. "In every song, somebody
told me. Even the funny ones. The sky is always in them."

"The sky is always over the Quarter,” said Wenger. "It is the

one constant we have."
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"And the one thing nobody can sell," she said. "I heard the
gate-stair one through the kitchen wall. My cook sang it while the
pastry rose. I stood there until it finished, and the pastry fell, and I
have not told her to this day that I was the cause. My husband will
offer to buy the rest of it tonight. I thought you should know the
price of your own weather before the evening does its work."

She said it pleasantly, with the smile the evening required,
from the music room's doorway with her back to the company.
Then she was past him, arranging a professor beside a lady of
conscience. Wenger stood with his glass and his refrain and the
first honest sentence anyone had said to him all evening; he turned
the sentence over the way he turned a coin, and looked at it from
both sides.

The third pool held the Trust. Alois Fiebiger stood in the
library doorway with nothing in his hand, a young man with an
old man's reading face, the kind of face that receives a page and
files it. Wenger knew the type before the name; the Trust's editors
had a way of standing in rooms as if the rooms were manuscripts.
When the introduction came, it came through Pfenninger, who
performed it with the heartiness of a man introducing a piano to a
potential purchaser.

"Fiebiger, of the Gazette. Wenger, of whom you have heard."

"I have read you," said Fiebiger.

It was the wrong verb, and it landed the way a card lands when
it has been dealt face-up on purpose.

"A song that the whole Quarter sings," Fiebiger said, in the

pause the wrong verb had earned him. "Who owns such a song,
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Herr Wenger? The man who made it, or the mouths that keep it?”

"The mouths," said Wenger. "Ask the mouths."

"I ask everyone the same question,” said Fiebiger, pleasantly.
"You would be surprised how many answer with the maker."
Wenger looked at him with the first real interest of the evening,
and Fiebiger looked back with the calm of a man who has already
read the next page, and neither of them said anything about the
fourth floor, or the folder, or the silence over it, and the evening
moved on into the music room, where the chairs had been set in
rows that faced a space the size of a grave.

"Mind," said Pfenninger, loudly enough for the whole room,
"nobody asked him for the sad ones."

They had asked him, in fact, for whatever he would give
them, and Wenger, watching the rows of chairs and the lit space
before them, understood that the evening's real bargain had
begun: the price would come later; in the meantime they wanted
the self he would perform while they offered it.

He sang six songs, standing in the lit space, with nothing
between him and the rows but the song itself, and the room,
which had come to admire, found itself listening. The funny ones
came first, because that was the order the cellars taught: the rent
man's ladder, the missionary's cart. He watched the professors lean
forward to catch the mechanism while the room had its laughter
in the places the Quarter had already marked. Then he sang the
gate-stair song, the one the spring had carried up the hill ahead of

him, and the room went quiet in the way rooms do when they
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recognize a thing they have been humming, and he gave them the

last verse plainly, without selling it:

1t falls on the roof of the Trust, boys,
it falls on the Quarter’s floor.

The rain never read your tables.
The sky don't keep a score.

Eat while the pot is on, boys,

drink whilethe cellar holds.

The water stands over the Quarter,

and the count is the water’s to keep.

Somebody in the back row, one of the ladies of conscience,
took up the refrain under her breath before the applause began,
the way the Quarter did in the cellars, and stopped herself. A
refrain taken up in the Quarter was a joining; taken up here, it was
a demonstration, and the difference hung in the lit space for the
length of a breath. From the library doorway Fiebiger watched the
lady who had hummed it, and Wenger, drinking, watched
Fiebiger watch her.

Somebody called for another. He gave them the first verse of a
song the Quarter had not heard yet, since it was a week old and
still his: the one about the water standing over the roofs, and the
sky above the water saying nothing at all. After the first verse he
stopped. The room asked for the rest, and he told the room the

rest was not finished, which was true, since the year was not

finished.
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The applause was the kind a parlor gives when it has been told
the truth in a form it can afford. Wenger accepted it the way he
accepted the wine, with his whole attention, and from the library
doorway Fiebiger applauded with the rest, four measured claps,
and wrote nothing down, because he had already filed it.

The offer came in the library, after, with the door half shut
and the brandy out. Pfenninger made it himself, with the curator
and the professor for witnesses, in the manner of a man who has
bought and sold paper all his life and believes a clean offer is a
kindness to everyone. A volume of the songs, printed by his house
in the autumn, in an edition the Crown's ladies could give one
another. A place at the Evenings for the season, paid in money
that he named, and named fairly, and in the house's friendship,
which he did not price because he believed it beyond price. The
house would hold the songs thereafter, as a publisher holds a list,
and Wenger would write new ones under its roof, and the Quarter
would become, in the volume's pages, a place the Crown could
visit without getting wet.

"You understand,” Pfenninger said, "the house asks first
refusal. The songs come here first. A man cannot serve two print
shops.”

Wenger drank the brandy, which was better than the wine. He
looked at the shelves, where the house's authors stood in their
rows with the gull on their spines. He thought of the ropewalk
room; of the way the Quarter took a refrain up without reading it;
of Peschke's face when the invitation's watermark had caught the

light. The house was offering to make the two accounts into one
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account, audited by the gull. That was the whole of it, and he had
to grant that the whole of it was beautifully drawn.

"You would be buying the weather, Herr Pfenninger," he said
at last. "I can sell you the report of it. The weather itself goes on
talling where it falls.”

"You refuse me?"

"I drink your brandy," said Wenger, "and I have eaten your
cook's supper, which the Quarter would thank you for if it knew.
I sang the songs you asked for, and I will sing here again if your
evenings want me. The paper I cannot sign. The songs come from
below and they go back below. It is where they live."”

"You wrote them."

"I carry them," said Wenger. "A man who sells what he carries
stops being trusted with it."

Leers the professor called it ethnography. Oppelt the curator
called it rescue. The house called it a list, said Pfenninger. Then
the professor of social economy began, at that, to speak of the
demonstrable benefits of fixed publication, and the curator began
to speak of preservation, and Pfenninger, who had not built the
second paper in the city by taking a clerk’s first no for his last,
filled Wenger's glass again and said the matter could wait for
autumn, that no man should sign in spring, that the evening had
given the house more than a signature would have. Wenger let the
glass be filled. He was aware, even then, that his refusal had a flaw
in it the size of the room they were standing in: he had refused to
sell the weather to men who owned, already, the reservoir it fell

into. Appetite has its own arithmetic and does its sums in the
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moment; in the moment the refusal tasted better than the
contract, and he drank to it.

The guests thinned toward eleven. Wenger found himself, at
last, alone in the library with the shelves and the lamp, which was
where Clothilde Pfenninger found him.

She came in from the garden side, from the glass passage that
joined the library to the small warm house where the apricot's pips
wintered, and she had been, she said, seeing to the closing of the
vents, a duty she did not trust to servants because the servants
closed them too early, for their own reasons, and the pips wanted
the spring night.

"What is it like," she said, "inside your Bureau? I am told the
poor are filed there. My husband says a government of paper is a
merciful government, since paper does not strike. Is that true?”

"Paper never strikes," said Wenger. "It waits."

She looked at him a moment longer than the evening required.

"You refused my husband," she said.

"I refused his paper.”

"It comes to the same thing in this house.” She stood between
him and the shelves, not close. She looked at him with the
collector’s eye he had noticed across the music room; there was
nothing in the look that was not perfectly correct, and nothing in
it that was correct at all. "You sang the sky down into my parlor,
Herr Wenger. Do you know what this house does with a thing it
cannot buy?"

"Keeps it," said Wenger, "in a room by itself, and looks at it on
Thursdays."
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Her husband's voice came down the hall at that moment,
saying good night to the professor. Clothilde Pfenninger turned
her head toward the sound, then turned back, smiling at Wenger
as if he had made the cleverest remark of the evening; she told him
the glass passage grew warm when the vents were shut, and that
she shut them late.

The files of such evenings record that Wenger remained in the
library to admire the shelves. The house's account of the hour that
followed has never been audited. What the Quarter would have
wanted to know, and what the Crown would have paid to
suppress, and what the record of this book requires, is only this:
that the glass passage grew warm when the vents were shut, as she
had said; that the spring night was let into it late, and then not at
all; and that when Wenger came down the Publishers' Row at
midnight, he carried in his coat a folded apricot leaf that he did
not remember folding, and a smell of the warm house's earth on
his cuff, and the rest of the city asleep, unbought.

The account in the left pocket and the account in the right
pocket had settled without being asked. That was what he
noticed, going down the hill. The city above him had oftered to
buy his weather; he had refused, and the refusal had cost him
nothing he could name, and the evening had paid him in wine and
truth and another man's wife's apricot leaf, yet he could not find,
in any pocket, the part of him that the Trust's silence or
Pfenninger's paper had wanted to weigh. Appetite had done its
sums in the moment, all evening; the sums had come out exact. It

should have warned him. Instead it felt, walking down through
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the cleaned and lamplit streets, like the first entirely free hour of
the year.

He went down through the Night Garden's edge, where the
lamps were pink and the doors stood open for the spring, and the
night's trade was beginning in the doorways with the particular
patience of the Quarter's oldest economy. A woman he half knew
from the ropewalk room called his name and then his song's first
line, laughing, and he lifted a hand without stopping, because the
hour he had left in him belonged to the walk.

Down in the Quarter the cellars were still up. He came along
Tanners Row toward the baker's and heard, from a window
opened on the dark, his own song being sung by somebody who
had learned it third-hand, the words worn the way the Quarter
wore words, fitted to the body that carried them. The sky don't
keep a score. The voice was a girl's; it missed the third note of the
refrain and made something better of the miss. Wenger stood in
the street and listened to his own song come back to him without
knowing him, and that, he would say afterward, was the payment
the evening should have offered, the one the gull could not print
on its paper: to be sung by a stranger in the dark and not be owed
forit.

He climbed to his lodging over the baker's. The ovens were
breathing through the floor in their night way, and the city below
the window held its two shapes, the Gate and the streets beneath
the Gate, and past the roofs the reservoir lay in the dark in its
drawn shape, taking the meltwater of the hills it never saw,

without comment, in the name of the dead.
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On the dam's face the next morning, the engineers would
chalk the new level and rub out yesterday's. The figure climbed.
The keepers watched it climb from the cottage doors and said
nothing below; twice that spring they checked the gate’s tackle
the way men check a loaded thing, because it held, and because it

might not.
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CHAPTER THREE

Intake Days

ntake came on Tuesdays and Fridays, and on those mornings

the queue formed before the porters unlocked, and the
basement of the Provident Building filled with the smell of people
who had waited in the cold on empty stomachs, which is a smell
with a grammar of its own, and the clerks of the fourth floor came
down in rotation to take their turn at the windows.

The queue that Tuesday was the year's longest so far, because
the May hiring had not come: the canal works were waiting on the
Trust's figures, the way everything in the Quarter waited on
somebody's figures. Wenger knew them by category now, the
seasonal men and the broken men and the women with the
workhouse children, and he knew the queue’s own order, which
the lane decided by a calculus of its own, part patience and part
rumor, and only the queue understood the weights. He had once
tried to write that calculus down for Peschke, who had read the
memo and initialed it, which was Peschke's way of filing a thing

the Trust would never read.
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The room had been arranged over the years by people who
understood procedure. The queue came in at the street door and
went along the bench, and at the bench's end stood the first
window, where the applicant gave a name and got a number, and
after the first window came the second, where the number was
read back and the means were taken, and after the second window,
at the far end of the room where the light gave out, came the third,
where the tables were consulted and the ration was set or refused.
Beyond the third window there was a door marked RECORDS,
and beyond the door the new files went upstairs and the dead ones
went down the cellar stairs to wait their decade, and on the wall
behind the bench, at the height of a seated man's shoulder, the old
brown waterline stood in the plaster and watched the
proceedings, a fixture of the procedure in a manner the clerks did
not discuss.

The porters were Quarter men, and they ran the queue with
the lane's own discipline: who stood, who sat, whose turn the
stove was, which children got the bench's warm end. They knew
half the queue by name and the other half by street, and the first
window's numbers were given out in their hands’ order, which
was the queue's order, which was the only order the poor trusted.
The Bureau had never asked them to do this and had never once
managed without it.

Wenger drew the second window that Tuesday in May, and
with it the means test, which was the Bureau's ear against the poor.
He was good at it in a way the Bureau did not measure. He asked

the three questions in the register the queue could answer, and he
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let the silences run long enough for the fourth thing to arrive, the
thing the form had no box for, and the applicants left his window
teeling heard, which the Bureau counted as a defect of his method
and the queue counted as the whole of its experience of
government.

The Trust's inspector of rolls was in the room that morning.
Konstantin Palme came down four times a year with his audit
book and his own pencils, and he stood where the light was good,
and he counted. He counted the queue against the rolls and the
rolls against the files, and he did it without ceremony and without
apology, and the porters stepped around him the way men step
around a surveyor's instrument. He was a thin man in a correct
coat, and his politeness was total. The room worked worse for his
presence and the rolls worked better; both of these facts were part
of the Trust's design.

At Wenger's window he stopped in the middle of the morning
and watched three applications go through, and then he said, in a
voice that carried exactly as far as the window, that the window's
averages had drifted from the floor's averages, and that drift, in
either direction, was noted.

"Which direction, Inspector?” said Wenger.

"You admit more," said Palme. "The floor admits fewer. You
will tell me you see the cases. I will tell you the tables see them
better." He made a mark in his book. "I note it either way. That is
what the book is for."

"And what does the book say the Quarter eats?"
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Palme looked at him then, along look, unhurried, the look of
a man memorizing a page. "The book says what the Trust feeds it,"
he said. "Good day, Wenger."

At the next window he stopped again, and took a file from the
tray, and read the applicant against it: the coat, her shoes, the
hands. "This one claimed a widow's ration and is wearing a dead
man's boots," he said to the room, in the voice that carried exactly
as far as it was meant to. "The boots are her brother's. I have read
them. The ration stands.” He returned the file to the tray. "The
book is not the enemy of the queue, Wenger. It is the memory the
queue cannot afford."

He moved on down the row. Wenger turned back to the
window, and the queue shuffled forward one more place, and the
next applicant sat down and gave, before anything else, a number.

"27451," said the boy. "Sir."

He was eleven, or the light said eleven. He had the Quarter's
coat, which is to say a man's coat cut down by somebody who
knew thread, and he sat at the window the way men twice his age
sat at it, with his cap in his hands and his eyes on the form, ready
for the questions he knew were coming. He had clearly been told,
or had worked out, that the number was the thing the window
wanted first, and he oftered it the way the queue had taught him to
offer it, and something in Wenger, which had been settling all
spring toward a place he had not agreed to, settled a notch further.

"The number is the file's," said Wenger. "What is your name?"

"Rabeder, Ferdinand," said the boy, at the correct speed, in the

correct order, the way the file would have it.
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"That is the file's name for you. What does your mother call
you?"

The boy looked up for the first time. It was the look of the
queue, the long measuring look, the look Palme had given Wenger
not an hour before, and it occurred to Wenger that everyone in
this room was reading a page of some kind, and that the boy's page
was him.

"She's dead,” the boy said, with care, as if the fact were a
document that might be rejected. "The winter. She called me
Ferdl."

The silence ran, the way Wenger let it run at his window, and
the boy filled it the way the queue had learned not to, because he
was eleven and had not yet learned that the window's time was
rationed. He told the window about the canal stairs, which were
dry if the wind was west. The Night Garden's doors, he told it,
paid in soup if you ran the message and in cuffs if you dropped it.
Rag-yard women had known his mother; they fed him on the days
the yard was weighed, and they had taught him to say the number
first. "The number gets the card,” he said, with the care of a lesson
repeated; and then, as the last rule of the set: "The name gets
questions.”

The file came down from Records with the morning's second
batch, and Wenger read it while the boy watched the window's
ledge. Rabeder, Ferdinand, born the year of the flood that had left
the brown line on the wall behind him, though the file did not say
so, because files do not carry the weather. Father: a chain-floor

man, dead of the floor's pneumonia two winters gone. Mother: a
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sorter at the rag yard, dead in the winter just passed; the infirmary
had entered the causes as general. Grandmother: the file's last
living column, an applicant in her own right whose application
March had interrupted by death; the file recorded it as a closure.

The boy was eleven and the bands priced a child to fourteen,
and the tables would feed him if he could produce an address and
a guardian, and he could produce neither, because the address had
been let over his head to a cousin's friend and the guardian had
died in the middle of her own application. The form had no box
for the way the Quarter actually worked, where a boy slept three
nights at the Settlement and two on the canal stairs and carried
messages for the Night Garden's doors and was fed, mostly, by the
kind of women the tables priced lowest.

Wenger set the ration anyway. He wrote the band and the unit
figure and he signed the window's slip, and the address he entered
was the Settlement's, which was irregular, and he was aware that it
was irregular in the specific way Palme's book existed to find.

"Fridays,” he said. "The ration card is drawn on Fridays. You
will say the number. They will give you the card, and the card says
where you eat. Do you know the Settlement, Ferd]?"

The boy's face did the thing that faces did at the window
when the window produced a surprise. "The house on Stocking
Lane," he said. "The women there don't take the cards.”

"They take this one," said Wenger. "You tell them the second
window sent you."

He watched the boy go down the room and out into the street

light, and he was aware of Palme at the far window, and aware that
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Palme had been aware of him all morning, the way one page is
aware of another. The queue came forward. He took the next
means and the next, and the morning settled into its procedure,
and somewhere under the procedure, in the pocket where the tin
of slips lived, Wenger could feel the shape of the boy's file behind
his thoughts, though the file had gone back to Records in the
proper way, by the proper tray.

That evening he walked down to the Quarter by the long stair
and found the Settlement on Stocking Lane, which he had known
of for years the way the Bureau knew of it, as an irregularity that
ted people. The house was four floors of an old dyers' tenement
with the vat-room taken out to make a kitchen, and it had a door
that was never locked during the day and never quite shut at night,
and a painted board over the door that said only SETTLEMENT,
in letters an inch high, since the house declined to explain itself to
the street. It fed without files. That was the whole of its offense in
the Trust's arrangement, and the Trust tolerated it the way a ledger
tolerates a page of somebody else's figures: the Settlement took the
cases the tables could not price, and by taking them it kept the
tables clean.

The boy was on the steps, teaching two smaller children a
counting game with bottle caps. He saw Wenger and stood up
with the speed of the Quarter's children, who read the street for a
living, and he did not say sir again, which Wenger noticed.

"The card worked?" said Wenger.

"The women took it," said Ferdl. "They said the second

window's hand is known here."
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"Tsit."

"You ate with them in the winter,” the boy said. "Twice. You
paid with a song. They said the song was worth more than the
meal and less than the washing up.” He said it exactly, the way he
had said the number, a boy who carried messages for a living, and
then he grinned, and the grin belonged to a different child entirely,
the one the file had no column for.

Wenger went up the steps and into the Settlement, and the
boy watched him go with the bottle caps closed in his fist.

Inside, the house smelled of soup and lye and lamp oil, which
is the smell of a place that is keeping people alive on purpose. A
woman at the kitchen hatch was portioning bread with the
concentration of a surgeon. Down the hall a door stood open ona
room of school benches, and up the stair came the sound of the
upper floors being many things at once, a laundry and a nursery
and an argument about a window. On the wall of the hall, in
chalk, was the week's account: so many bowls and loaves, so
much soap and coal. The Settlement kept its books in public, on
the wall, where the lane could read them, and the figures were
small and exact and unembarrassed. Below the account, in smaller
chalk, ran a line of the lane's own news: a birth, a death, two
weddings, somebody's brother home from the canal works.

Friederike Ossig was in the cellar, holding a reading.

The cellar of the Settlement had been the dye vats' overflow
room. It held forty people on benches and crates, a lamp on a nail,
a table with a stack of papers; and Ossig stood at the table reading

the papers aloud, one at a time, in a level voice, to the room.
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Wenger came down the cellar stair into the middle of it and stood
against the wall with the latecomers, and it took him most of a
page to understand what the papers were.

They were the Bureau's letters. Refusals, reductions,
summonses to produce documents, the Trust's grammar on the
Trust's paper. The room's women had brought them the way
women brought eggs to market, wrapped against damage. And
Ossig was reading them the way the Bureau never read anything:
she read the letter through, and then she read the person out of it.

"This one," she said, "is the widow from the tannery court.
Four children. The eldest is nine, and the letter says the nine-year-
old is an earner. The letter says her coal is beyond her means and
her bread is approaching it, and it says this in the words the
upstairs uses, and I will tell you what it says in ours: they have
priced her kitchen colder than her children.” She turned the letter
over. "She is to go to the third window on Friday and ask for the
band to be read again. Who goes with her?"

"Me," said a voice from the crates.

"Good." Ossig took the next paper. "This one is the mason
with the ruined hand. The letter describes the hand in three lines
and the man in none. He is here tonight, and I am going to read
the three lines, because the lines are what they think of him, and
he should know what they think of him."

She took the next: a summons to produce documents. "This
one is the Trust asking a man of seventy to produce the marriage
lines of a wife forty years dead. The queue calls this kind of letter a

nettle, because it is all grasp. He will produce his daughter instead,
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and the window will accept her, because the window is a clerk
and the clerk is a person, which is the one advantage this house has
and intends to keep.”

She took the next: an intake sheet with a penciled question
mark in the margin. "This one is a boy of twelve, the carrier of his
blind grandfather's pension book. The bands end at fourteen, and
the street has no band, so the intake clerk wrote his trade as
errands and penciled the question mark, which is the most honest
line in the stack. He will carry for this house on Thursdays, and
the house will feed the carrier and the grandfather both, and the
window will see them when the band allows."

Wenger stood against the cellar wall and listened to his own
Bureau become legible to the people it priced. It was the strangest
hearing of his life, and he had sung in cellars. The letters were bad
letters, he had always known that; he had written some of their
kind himself, in the early years, before Peschke had taught him
where the form allowed mercy. But the letters read aloud in the
queue's grammar were a different document than the letters read at
a desk, and the difference was the room. The Bureau priced
persons. This room unpriced them, one letter at a time, and gave
them back their names, and sent them out again with instructions.

She came to the last paper in the stack, and she paused over it
in a way she had not paused over the others, and Wenger knew the
letter before she read it. He had read the file it came from, on a
spring morning, at his own desk: a girl of seventeen, no trade, two
infants, a mother in the workhouse infirmary, the whole entered

under a number because the name was variously given.
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"This one," said Ossig, "is a girl the Bureau cannot name. The
letter says her name was variously given. She gave it twice, and the
intake clerk wrote it one way and then the other, and the Trust
will not feed a girl whose name disagrees with itself."” She read the
refusal through, every word, and the room listened to every word,
which was more than the fourth floor had done. "Her name," said
Ossig, "is Anni Koch in her street and Anna Koch in the
infirmary’s book. Her children are fed this week because this
house feeds them. On Friday she will go back; she will give the
name the infirmary keeps, which is the name the dead know her
mother by, and the window will accept it. Whose cousin is she
tonight?”

"Mine," said two voices. The room laughed. Wenger
understood that the laughter was the Settlement's whole doctrine,
and that he had come to the cellar as a stranger and was leaving it
as something else.

Afterward, when the room had gone up into the lamplight of
the lanes, she came over to the wall where he was standing.
Friederike Ossig was thirty-five, with the forearms of the dye
works she had come up out of, and she looked at him the way the
boy had looked at him at the window, as if he were a page.

"The singing clerk," she said. "You ate here twice in the winter
and you paid in songs, and tonight you stood in my cellar and
listened to your own letters."

"My Bureau's letters,” said Wenger.

"I know whose letters they are," she said. "I have been reading

them for six years. Yours are the ones with the fourth thing in
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them."

He should have asked her what she meant. He knew what she
meant. That was the fourth thing: what the form had no box for,
what he let the silences run long enough to hear.

"The boy on the steps,” she said. "Ferdl. You sent him with the
card. That was kind, and it was irregular, and the Trust's inspector
will find it, because the Trust's inspector finds everything, and
when he finds it, it will be the boy who pays and the house that
answers." She said it without heat, the way she had read the letters.
"Do not send me any more of your kindness, clerk, until you
know what it costs the house. And do not bring your legend
down my lane. The Quarter sings your sky songs, and the Trust
reads your silence, and I have a house to keep out of both
accounts.” She went back to her table and her lamp. Wenger went
up the cellar stair into the May night with the soup smell on his
coat and the two names of Anni Koch in his ears; the evening's last
sound behind him was the cellar being set back to rights, the
crates being stacked for morning.

On Friday the boy drew the card. Wenger was off the
windows that day, up at his own desk with the Quarter's figures,
and he saw the thing happen only because he had arranged to be
near the stairs when the ration cards came down. The boy took
the card with both hands, the way the Quarter's children took
anything paper, and Wenger went back up to the fourth floor and
found, on his blotter, nothing at all, which was the correct state
of a Friday desk and felt, that afternoon, like an achievement he

had not earned. The card carried the Settlement's address in
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Wenger's own hand, and the boy read it upside down across the
hatch while the ration clerk copied it, and said nothing, which
was the Quarter's way of saying a thing had been noticed. On the
steps of the Provident Building the boy folded the card once,
carefully, along the grain of the paper, and put it away inside the
cut-down coat, next to the bottle caps.

Palme left at the end of the week with his book squared away
under his arm. At the door of the fourth floor he stopped and
asked Peschke, in the voice that carried exactly as far as it was
meant to, whether the Settlement on Stocking Lane had been
entered in the rolls as an address of record. Peschke said it had not,
and that it never had been, and that it could not be, since the
Settlement was not a person. Palme thanked him and looked
down the row of desks once, and went out. The row returned to
its scratching with the particular evenness of men who have
understood an exchange they were meant to overhear.

Wenger understood it the way it was meant. Palme had found
the boy's address. The book had not yet been opened on the
matter; the inspector had asked a question in the wrong form on
purpose, to see which clerk would look up. None had. The
question would come back in the right form, on paper, in its own
quarter of the year. That was the audit's patience: it had quarters
of its own, and it kept them.

That night Wenger sat at his table over the baker's and opened
the tobacco tin, which had lived there since the spring, when the
slips outgrew the left drawer of the desk, and the tin was nearly

full now, the slips in their small hand stacked the way the Records
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cellar stacked its dead files, and he wrote the evening's slip and

read it over:

A boy of eleven gives bis number before bis name, because
the window wants the number first and the queue teaches
what the window wants. His mother called him Ferdl.
The file calls him Rabeder, Ferdinand, and the file is
what the Trust feeds. Somewhere between the two names a
child is living on bottle caps and messages. The tables do
not price bim; the Settlement feeds him without a form; by
August the inspector’s pencil will find him.

The tin's first slip had gone in five winters back, in his first
year on the fourth floor: a porter had told him that the brown line
behind the bench was the high-water mark of an older flood, and
that the Quarter measured years by it, and Wenger had written that
down, since the ledgers could not hold it. The flood's year, which
the porter could not have known would matter to anyone again,
was the year the boy Ferd]l would be born into. The porter had
been dead two years by then, of the cellar stairs’ damp, and the slip
outlived him, which was more than the file did. He had not
understood then that he was starting a second archive; he
understood it now, with the tin two-thirds full and the slips
accumulating their own order, which was the queue's order and
never the rolls'.

He put the slip in the tin with the others, the widow and the
mason and the variously-named girl, and it occurred to him, as it

had occurred to him for some time and now would not stop
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occurring to him, that the tin was the Bureau's true record and the
fourth floor was its fair copy, and that he had been keeping the
true record for years without deciding to, the way a man hums
without deciding to.

The cellar stayed with him: the letters read back into persons,
the two voices claiming cousinhood with a girl the Trust would
not feed. The Settlement did with the letters what the Quarter did
with his songs. It took the finished thing and wore it until it fitted.
He had spent the evening standing against the wall of that, and he
had come home with his two pockets and their two coins, and for
the first time he could feel a third thing in the coat with them,
small and heavy, like a third coin that spent in neither pocket.

From the window the Quarter lay in the May dark with the
canal through it, and past the roofs the reservoir stood in its drawn
shape, taking the hills" water, and on the dam's face the chalk
figure had stopped being rubbed out each night, because the level
had reached the spring mark and stayed there, and the engineers
had begun to leave the figure up. Wenger noted it the way he
noted everything that year, in the small hand, on aslip, for the tin.

Below, on Stocking Lane, the Settlement's door stood not
quite shut, the way it always stood at night, in case the lane
produced somebody between dark and morning. Most nights it
produced at least one somebody. The door's gap was an inch wide
and lamplight came out of it, and from above, from the lodging
over the baker's, it looked like a line the Quarter had drawn and

declined to rub out.
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CHAPTER FOUR

A Contribution to the

Discussion

T he Gazette came up to the fourth floor at nine, the way it

came up every working morning, in a bundle addressed to
the chief clerk, and on the second Tuesday of June the bundle
contained Wenger's scheme.

He saw it before Peschke did. Down in the stairwell the
bundle boy had cut the string, and the top copy opened itself to
the middle pages the way a handled thing opens to the handled
place, and Wenger, crossing the landing, read his own
computation in the Gazette's type. The age bands were there. The
unit prices were there. In a ruled frame of the kind the Gazette
used for market reports stood the dressed-weight table. Over it, in
the paper’s second size of type, ran the title the fourth floor had
sent up in the winter, unchanged: 4 Provision for the Surplus.

Under the title, where the Bureau's signature block would

have stood, the Gazette had printed its own: From a contribution
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to the discussion of the Quarter’s relief, communicated by the
Provident Trust.

He read it standing in the stairwell, and the first thing he felt,
before anything else, was a clerk’s pride at the beauty of the
computation in print, and he understood that this was the trap's
first spring, and he felt it close with his foot already in it.

On the fourth floor the paper went from desk to desk. The
row read it the way the row read everything, over the tops of the
morning's files, and the reaction, where there was a reaction, was
professional: the arithmetic was good arithmetic, and it was the
Bureau's, and there was a pleasure in seeing the Bureau's tongue
printed in the city above the market reports. Nobody rose from a
chair. Wenger watched the room not rise from its chairs, and the
silence he had lived under since May changed its quality: it had
been the silence of a paper absorbed; now it was the silence of a
paper answered, and the answer was this.

Peschke took the Gazette into his cubicle and was quiet for
twenty minutes. When he came out he put the paper on Wenger's
blotter and stood a moment with his flat hand on it, the way he
had stood over the folder in the winter.

"They kept your figures,” he said. "Every figure. The frame
they changed."

"Communicated by the Trust," said Wenger.

"This frame," said Peschke, "means the Trust endorses the
discussion.” He let the sentence stand, flat as a voucher's figure.

"The discussion. They have made your indictment into a topic."
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He lifted his hand off the paper. "You wrote them a mirror. They
have hung it in the hallway."

"I have watched this Trust absorb things for thirty years," said
Peschke. "A strike. A petition. An epidemic, once; it absorbed the
epidemic and printed a pamphlet of the graves. It does not refuse,
Wenger. Refusal is a cost. It takes the thing in and it makes a
hallway of it, and after a year the people who hung it cannot
remember it was ever a mirror."

Wenger said nothing. The row scratched on around them.

"They will want you at the hearing,” Peschke said. "The
committee hears the scheme’s author. That is the courtesy of the
thing. It is also the trap’s second spring, and you know it. So I will
spare you 'be careful.' Be exact.” He said it the way he said the blue
pencils’ count, as a man saying the last true thing available to his
office.

On the Friday the intake queue knew. It came in with the
Gazette in its pockets, the way the queue carried everything that
concerned it, folded small. At the second window a woman with
three children asked Wenger, in the queue's own grammar,
whether the paper's scheme was a true thing or a printed thing.
Wenger, who had answered the queue's questions all spring, found
that he could not answer this one at the window, with Palme's
next audit due in August and the ration already set. He said the
ration stood. The woman looked at him the way the queue
looked at a window that had gone blind, and took her card, and

went on to the third window with her children arranged behind

her by height.
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That evening he took the Gazette down to the Quarter
without planning to: his feet took the long stair while his head
was still in the stairwell of the morning. The paper was already
there. Through the Quarter the Trust's newssheets went the way
everything went there, hand to hand and voice to voice, and the
printed scheme had been read aloud twice in the ropewalk room
by noon, by the letter-men who read for the lanes, and by evening
it had been read in the dye works' yard and in the back room on
Tanners Row, and it had done, in each place, the work the Gazette
had framed it to do and the work the Gazette had not intended, at
the same time, in the same words.

The edit, when Wenger studied it at home with the folder's
copy beside it, was a masterpiece of its kind, and he admired it the
way a joiner admires another joiner's work while his own house is
being dismantled with it. Fiebiger had touched nothing in the
tables. He had touched everything around them. Where the
folder's text had set the computation in the Bureau's bare
grammar, the Gazette's text carried a frame of concern: the
Quarter's condition was a reproach to a wealthy city, the surplus
was a grief no ledger could contemplate unmoved, and the scheme
itself was introduced as a provision drawn from the Bureau's own
records by one of the Bureau'’s own officers, whose name this paper
withholds out of respect for the civil service’s rule of anonymity.
There was no such rule. The Trust had invented it that week, for
this purpose, and the invention was itself communicated to the
Gazette's readers as a scruple. In the frame, hunger was clothed as

mercy. The anonymity clause was the prettiest part: Wenger's
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name was withheld so completely that every reader in the Quarter
knew it inside a day, since the singing clerk's figures were the only
figures in the city that rhymed.

That was the phrase the ropewalk room used, when the letter-
man had finished and the room had sat quiet: bzs figures rhymed.

The letter-man at the ropewalk was a printer's devil named
Sepp Gfall, who set type by day at a job shop off the canal and
read by lamplight for the lanes at night, and who had a fiddler's ear
for the exact place a sentence turned. He read the scheme twice
through, and the second time he read it for the turn. When he
came to the dressed-weight table he stopped reading, and the
room waited. "No man draws such a table for love or for hatred,"
he said at last, to no one in particular. "A man draws it the way a
man draws a knife. The shape was in the steel." The room
remembered the sentence. It went into the Quarter's stock,
unattributed, the way the good ones did. The Quarter heard the
scheme the way it heard a song, for the turn in it, and it heard the
turn. It heard the dressed-weight table and the canteen prices and
the saving carried forward, and it heard what the dressed weight
dressed, and the quiet after the reading was the quiet the Gazette's
frame had been built to prevent, arriving anyway, in the wrong
room, six floors down.

"He has priced us," said a voice from the back, finally. "The
singing clerk. He has priced us for the canteens."

"Sit down," said another voice. "Their books, he's shown us.”

"He has shown us our price.”
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Ferdl Rabeder settled it, in the way the room settled things, by
asking the question the room had been forming. The boy was
there because he was there every evening the Settlement's door was
shut for a reading he was too young for; he stood up on the crate
and said: "Is it the second window's writing?" And when they told
him it was, he asked the question: "Did he mean it?"

The room could not answer, and the question went out of the
ropewalk room the way everything went out of it, hand to hand
and voice to voice, and by the end of the week the Quarter had
divided itself on it the way it divided on a fighter: half holding
that the singing clerk had shown the Quarter the Trust's teeth, half
holding that a man who could write such a table was the Trust's
man wherever he sang. Ferdl kept his own counsel. He had eaten
at the Settlement on the second window's card, and he knew the
hand that had written the address, and he carried his answer the
way he carried messages for the doors, undelivered. Wenger's
legend did not die that week. It split, and both halves grew. The
ropewalk room sang him neither way that week; his songs went
unsung, which the Quarter understood as a hearing of its own.

Up the hill the paper did its quieter work. The Gazette's
readers wrote letters, which the Gazette selected and printed, and
the letters were serious: a magistrate praised the scheme's courage.
A lady of the district visiting societies asked whether the
inspection of lots would be open to ladies of experience. One
professor, a rival of Leers, objected to the age bands on statistical
grounds and proposed a correction, which the Gazette printed

beside a reply from the Trust's actuary defending the bands as the
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Bureau's own. In the university’s senior common room the
scheme was debated as discussion. Leers defended the age bands as
an act of statistical humanity; his rival called the bands
conservative; both of them dined well afterward at the same table,
because the scheme, in those rooms, was about the Quarter the
way the Quarter's songs, in those rooms, were about the folk.

Nobody wrote to ask whether the children were to be eaten.
The question the paper had been framed to prevent was prevented
in its pages, and Wenger, reading the letters on Thursday,
understood that the frame was holding, that the city's upper
rooms had received his scream as a scheme precisely because the
thing was flawless, and that Peschke had been right about the chair
in a way that went past irony into something colder: flawlessness
was the frame's food. A worse document would have been safer.
The better the mirror, the better the hallway.

On the Saturday the Courier responded, in Pfenninger's own
voice, under a headline that called the scheme arithmetic gone
ravenous, and the same post brought a note from the Pfenninger
house to Wenger's lodging: the Evenings wished to know whether
the clerk of the Quarter’s songs would honor the June evening
with his presence, and whether he had considered the house's
spring offer in the light of the season's events. The Courier's
editorial had called the scheme infamous. The note's handwriting
was Clothilde's. Wenger read both twice and put them in the
drawer with the tobacco tin, and the drawer stayed shut on the
gull and the tin together, which was, he thought, as good a figure
as the year had yet produced for the two pockets of his life.
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He wrote back on the Bureau's paper, which he should not
have used and used anyway, declining the June evening: the
singing clerk was, he wrote, hoarse. It was the first lie he had ever
written for the Courier's household, and he sent it up the hill, and
the answer came back in Clothilde's hand, one line: the house
understood, the autumn evenings would be held, and the apricot
was bearing. He put that in the drawer too.

The hearing was set for the third week of June, in the
committee room on the Trust's own floor of the Provident
Building, two floors above the Bureau and one above the
newspaper, in the part of the building where the carpets began.

The invitation came down on Trust paper, and the watermark
of the gate stood in it when Wenger held it to the window, and the
wording was the courtesy of the thing, exact to the point of
mockery without once being mockery: the Committee of
Provisions requested the presence of the officer whose
computations had informed its discussions, at a hearing to be held
in camera, the officer to attend in his capacity as the scheme's
author and in no other, and the Committee trusted that the rules
of anonymity observed by the public press would be understood
as binding within the room.

"He wants you silent and present,” said Peschke. "He wants
the author in the room and the name out of it. That way the
scheme has a father and the father has no mouth.”

Peschke had taken to saying he for Fiebiger without ever
having been told the name, and Wenger had stopped correcting

the pronoun, because there was nothing to correct.
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The carpet of the committee floor took the sound off
Wenger's shoes, and the corridor’s portraits watched him pass with
the patience of men who had been hung where their decisions
were discussed, and he thought of the cellar on Stocking Lane,
where the dead of the Quarter got read back into their names, and
he wondered which of the two rooms held the city's record. The
portraits did not answer. They had been asked better questions by
better men, and had outlasted the men.

The committee room was green. That was the first thing
Wenger wrote down afterward, in the small hand, for the tin: zbe
room where they heard the proposal was green, and the green was a
feld's green, with nobody in the room appearing to notice. There
were nine members, a secretary, and Fiebiger at the side table with
the file. Direktor Haindl was not present; the Trust's head did not
attend committee, the way the head of anything did not attend
committee, and the absence was itself a presence the room
deferred to. The Trust was represented by its actuary, a man
named Sesselmann who had signed the original bands in the
physicians' committee, and who sat beside Fiebiger with the
expression of a man whose arithmetic has been entered in
evidence.

Fiebiger presented the scheme. He did it well. Fiebiger did it,
Wenger noted, better than Wenger could have done it, because he
did it entirely within the frame: the reproach of the Quarter's
condition, courage for facing the account, the Bureau's own
figures, and the saving carried forward. He read the dressed-weight

table in a level voice, and he read the implementation paragraphs

62



with their humane adverbs. The nine members listened the way
nine members listen to a drainage report, and Wenger sat at the
witness table with his hands folded and waited for the gag.

He had imagined the gag for five months. It had lived in his
midnight as the document's true reader, the reader who would rise
from the green chair. He had written the whole scheme for that
reader, tuned the hinge for that reader, priced the children for that
reader's ear. He sat in the green room and waited for the ear to
hear.

When they came, the questions were implementation's own.
The eldest member asked about the inspection of lots, and
Fiebiger answered with the schedule. A member for the harbor
wards asked whether the scheme extended to the workhouse
infirmary’s charges, and Fiebiger said the second year's tables could
be read to include them, and the member nodded as if a supply
question had been settled. The committee's economist, a grave
young man named Orendi with the university's stamp still on him,
raised the second year. He praised the tables; he used the word
elegant, and the room let him have it. He asked, with the scholar’s
courtesy, whether the scheme's author had computed the effect of
the scheme's success upon the scheme itself: a city fed on its
surplus would, in time, have no surplus, and the account would
require the surplus to continue. "You have drawn a self-eating
scheme." He smiled at his own figure, and the room smiled with
him. Wenger, at the witness table, wrote nothing down: the young
man had just read the indictment entire, out loud, and had

understood none of it. A third member, the committee's
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clergyman, asked whether the scheme’s author had considered the
moral effect on the Quarter of learning its own price. There was a
pause; every face in the room turned to the witness table, and
Wenger heard his own voice say:

"He has considered nothing else.”

In the secretary’s minutes the answer went down as a general
observation; the clergyman's question went down as having been
satisfactorily addressed; both of these recordings were, in the
room's own grammar, true. Wenger's hands had stopped being
steady somewhere in the second hour. He noted it the way he
noted the green: a fact for the tin.

The clergyman nodded, satisfied with a strange answer
because it had been given in the room's own tone, and the
moment passed, and Wenger understood that his one turn on the
room's stage had been spent the way the room spends everything,
on procedure.

The referral was moved by the harbor member and seconded
by the economist, in the Trust's own language: further
consideration in the light of the tables, with a view to provision in
the second account year. In the end they voted to do nothing,
which is to say they voted to refer the scheme to the autumn
session, with a request for the supporting tables on the infirmary
extension. Fiebiger closed the file, and the members went out into
the carpeted corridor talking about the weather over the Basin,
which had been warm for June. The count had been eight to one.

The one was the clergyman. He had been answered
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unsatisfactorily in his own hearing, though he could not have said
why.

Wenger sat on in the green room until the secretary began to
stack the papers. The secretary stacked them the way the Records
cellar stacked its dead files, and the last paper on the table, face up,
was the Gazette's framed table with the children in it, priced by
age band, and the secretary squared the stack on it the way you
square a stack on any page, and carried it out.

He walked down past the newspaper's floor and past his own
and out into the June evening, and the light was still long, and he
stood on the Provident steps a while, watching the Quarter below
the Gate go about the end of its day. Somewhere down there the
ropewalk room would be reading something tonight: half the
room believed him their spy in the Trust, half believed him the
Trust's spy in the Quarter. Both halves were wrong and both
halves were right, and he was beginning to understand that the
difference was the year's subject.

He went down Stocking Lane first, which he should not have
done. The Settlement'’s door, which was never locked by day and
never quite shut by night, stood shut against the daylight, and the
chalk account on the hall wall could not be read from the lane.
The boy was on the steps with the bottle caps; he did not get up,
and he did not say sir, and the look he gave Wenger was the long
measuring look of the window, which Wenger had earned at the
window and had not earned on the lane. Friederike Ossig did not
come out. The door's inch of lamplight was for somebody else

that evening; the lane knew it, and the lane watched to see
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whether he knew it. He knew it. When dusk took the chalk news
off the wall he went home the long way, by the canal, where the
water stood high against the walls, close to the year's line.

He had written a mirror. They had hung it in the hallway.
People were already starting to check their appearance in it. That
was the summer's beginning, before the autumn session: the
hallway, and the mirror, and the adjusting of collars. The collars

adjusted beautifully. They always did, in the light from the Basin.
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CHAPTER FIVE

The Numbered Turns

he Blue Anchor stood at the Night Garden's dark end,
where the lanes came down to the canal, and it made its
money the way the Night Garden made all its money, by staying
open when the rest of the Quarter slept and by selling the one
thing the tables could not price, which was permission. It had a
room in the cellar and a room at the street and a stair between
them that the constables knew and forgot, and its proprietor was a
man named Wenzel Grawe, who had run cargo before he ran
rooms and who ran both on the same principle: everything that
came through his door was freight, and freight paid by the piece.
Wenger came to him on the first of July, which was the day the
Quarter's hiring failed for the third time and the day the Gazette's
second piece on the scheme came out, the one that called for the
discussion to be widened. He came because the Settlement's door
had been shut to him for three weeks, because the Bureau had

gone back to its silence, and because the two pockets of his life
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had stopped settling against each other; he was tired of the
unsettled feeling, which is the feeling appetite calls principle.

Grawe heard him sing in the empty cellar at four in the
afternoon, with the chairs up on the tables and the floor wet from
its scouring. He listened with his head on one side, the way a man
listens to an engine. When Wenger stopped, Grawe asked him
how many songs he had, and Wenger said thirty, and Grawe said,
"Thirty is alist. A listis a contract.”

The contract, when it was written, was one page, and Wenger
read it with the fourth floor’s habits, and it was the cleanest piece
of arithmetic he had seen outside the Bureau. Six turns a week,
two a night, the turns numbered one through twelve on the
week's board, the numbers drawn at eight and at eleven. The
singer sang the number the board said. The board did not take
requests, and the requests came anyway, and the requests cost
extra; the extra was split, sixty to the house. There was a clause on
drunkenness, which Grawe enforced by smell at the door and at
the table both, and a clause on songs about the Trust, which he
enforced by reading, and a clause on the Quarter's own news,
which said only: topical material is the singer’s own affair.
Wenger read that clause twice. Grawe watched him read it.
Neither of them said anything about it, and it was the clause they
both knew the contract was for.

"You sing what the board draws,” Grawe said. "Your number,
when your number comes up. You will not sing the Trust's name,
and you will not sing the water, and you will not sing anything

you have not sung for me first. The rest of the time the room is
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yours, which is to say the room is mine, which is to say the room
is theirs." He pointed with his chin at the chairs' legs, upended on
the tables. "They pay to feel the way your songs make them feel.
That is the freight. Everything else is the river."

Wenger signed. He signed with the Bureau's pen, which he
should not have brought and had brought anyway, and Grawe
blotted the signature with the care of a man who had watched
signatures fail.

"One thing," Grawe said, at the door of the wet cellar. "The
paper says you priced the Quarter for the canteens. Half my room
thinks you did it to show them the Trust's teeth, and half my
room thinks you are the Trust's teeth, and both halves will pay to
look at you. That is the whole of my business this summer. I
know it, and you know it, and we will not mention it again."

So the singing clerk went under contract. The contract had
numbers on it. Twice a night the numbers were drawn, and the
man who had refused to sell the weather to the gull sold his voice
by the number to the river, and told himself the difference was the
clause about the news.

The first night, the cellar was two-thirds full and the air was
soup. Grawe's rules were posted by the door in a hand Wenger
recognized as the job shop's: its prices, the board's rule, the stair's
custom. A constable came in at nine and drank his envelope's beer
at the bar, and forgot the stair for another week. The envelope
held a week's forgetting, and it changed hands the way the room's
money always changed hands, without comment. Wenger drew

number seven at the eight o'clock, the missionary’s cart, and the

69



room laughed in the right places. At eleven he drew number nine,
the dye-works girls, and the front table of slumming clerks
applauded the wrong verse, and the lanes forgave them, because it
was early in the summer and the clerks were still a novelty. The
doors' book was kept between the turns at the performer’s table by
a girl named Mitzi, the Night Garden's own arithmetician, a
counter without a bureau, who could tell a room's take by the
sound of its glasses and a man's thirst by the way he watched the
board. The book showed what the season was: the lanes paid in
coin, the Trust's clerks paid in coin and in the confidence of their
coats, and the ladies of the district paid in a currency Wenger
could not name until she named it for him, which was permission
to feel charitable while drinking.

Sepp Gfall came out of the dark end of the room on the third
night, between the eight o'clock turn and the eleven, with a fiddle
under his arm and a compositor's fingers, ink in the seams of them
like a second set of lines.

"I read your scheme,” he said by way of introduction. "Twice.
I set other men's sentences all day, and I can tell you where yours
turns.” He named the place, the hinge between the unit prices and
the dressed-weight table, and he said the sentence about the knife,
the one the ropewalk room had kept, and Wenger understood that
the sentence had come back to him the way his songs came back
to him, worn to the hand that held it.

"You set type," said Wenger.

"I set type, and I read for the lanes, and I fiddle when a room
pays for it.” Gfall put the fiddle on the table between them,
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unplayed. "Your turns have no floor under them. A voice alone in
that cellar is a man swimming. I will play under you, and the room
will pay double, because a song with a floor under it is a thing they
can dance at, and what they can dance at, they pay for twice."

"And your price?”

"Half of the requests," said Gfall, and Wenger understood that
the printer’s devil had priced the evening better than the contract
had. "And one other thing. When you finish the water song, you
bring it here first. Never to the gull's house, never to the lanes’
letter-men. Here. I want to set it while it is still true.”

Wenger asked him why, and Gfall said the thing that made
them partners, though neither of them said the word. "Because the
Trust prints what it wants to be true, and I print what I am paid to
print. Somebody should set one thing that does not need a frame."

They shook on it, and the room paid double inside a
fortnight.

Gfall watched him the way a man watches the thing he has
decided to keep. Mitzi saw it at the doors' book, the way she saw
everything the room's money touched, and she entered it in no
column, because the doors' book had no column for it, which
was the book's way of saying the partnership had a second
account. Wenger asked him, once, what he did with his half, and
Gfall said he bought type, which was true, and that he paid his
mother's rent, which was also true, and Wenger did not ask again.

July came in hot, and the heat held. The Quarter's nights
moved out of the rooms and onto the stairs and the canal wall,
and the Blue Anchor's cellar did the kind of business that heat
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does for the night's trade, which is to say the kind that sweats. The
cellar's walls sweated too, the chalk on the board ran a little, and
Grawe had the numbers redrawn each morning in a harder hand.
Wenger sang his numbers. He learned the contract's disciplines the
way he had learned the Bureau's: a drawn number was a ration; the
board's twelve slots made a week into a table; the room paid for
permission, and the permission had to be renewed nightly. His
numbers for the night were the ladder and the cart and the dye-
works girls and the gate-stair song; the room now called for the
last by number, since everyone in the Quarter knew which slot it
held.

He did not sing the water song, because it was not finished;
the Trust he did not sing, because of the clause; the scheme he did
not sing, because the room's two halves sat on opposite sides of
the cellar now, the way the ropewalk room had divided, watching
him over their glasses to see which half he was.

Requests told the story the board could not. The Trust's
clerks, who came down the stair in their good coats to slum it,
asked for the funny ones. The lanes asked for the sad ones. Down
at the back, the canal men called for the gate-stair song every night
it was not drawn, and Gfall's fiddle put a floor under all of it, and
the sixty-forty split of the extra money began, in the second
fortnight, to come to more than the wage itself.

The sad ones had names in the lanes: the girl who married the
canal, the three-shift song, old Henning outliving his tools.
Wenger had written them in winters, for cellars, and under

contract they had become the room's property in a way the gull's
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parlor had never made them, because the room sang back. The
songs went out at midnight into the lanes and came back at eight
with their edges worn, and the wearing was the publishing.

Wenger kept the accounts in the small hand, on slips, for the
tin. The contract has made a table of the week, he wrote. The week
s drawn in numbers now. I sing my number when my number
comes up, and the room pays for the permission to feel, and I am
becoming, by halves, what each half of the room believes I am.

The man from the Gazette came on a Thursday in the second
fortnight and sat at the street-side room's back table with a
notebook he did not open. He listened to both turns, left before
the eleven o'clock draw, and did not pay for his beer, which was
how the room knew he was the paper's man. Grawe knew it
before Wenger did. He said nothing to Wenger, because the
freight was paying, and a man from the Gazette at the back table
was freight of the best kind, the kind that advertised.

The notice ran on the Saturday, in the Gazette's second
section, where the city’s amusements were listed with their prices.
Wenger read it over the baker's counter, with the morning's rolls

under his elbow.

The Quarter has a nightingale, the notice said. In a cellar
at the Night Garden'’s dark end, a clerk of the Relief
Bureau sings, twice nightly, the songs the lanes have made
their own. They are rough songs, and true ones, and they
are the property of no one, which is to say they are the city’s.
The Trust, which bas given so much to the discussion of the
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Quarter’s future, may be forgiven for noting that the

Quarter’s voice, when it sings, is one of its own officers’

Wenger read it three times. The notice did everything the
frame had taught the paper to do. It praised him and it priced him.
It named his office and his venue, made his anonymity into a
municipal attraction, told the Crown that the Quarter's singer was
the Trust's own clerk, which was the scheme's anonymity clause
eaten backward, and told the Quarter that its voice had a desk on
the fourth floor, which was the split legend hardened into print.

On the fourth floor, Peschke read the notice at his desk and
initialed nothing, and the row said nothing, and the Bureau's
silence on the matter of its own officer's name in the paper was the
Bureau's whole comment, which was the building’s way of saying
the fourth floor had noticed. Wenger was not summoned and not
warned, and the day's vouchers came up the way they came up
every day, which was the Bureau's answer to the Gazette's claim:
the building had no opinion of its own officer's evenings, and the
Trust owned the building.

The Trust's second reach came in the Gazette's cultural notes
the following Thursday: a proposal to print selected songs of the
Quarter, assung in the lanes and recorded by an officer of the Relief
Bureau, with a preface on the folk's place in the city's life. Grawe
read it at the bar and laughed once. Gfall read it at the performer’s
table and did not laugh at all. "This is the frame reaching for the
songs," he said. "They have your arithmetic. Now they want your
weather.” He took the notice home to the job shop, and that week

he set, on his own time, in the shop's own type, the first proof of
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the water song's first verse, which Wenger had given him in pieces,
and the proof lay in the shop's drawer under a ream of funeral
notices, waiting for the song to be finished and true.

The ropewalk room stopped asking the question. That was
the first thing the notice changed. Ferdl's question, did he mean
it, died of the answer the Gazette had supplied: the paper had
claimed him for the Trust, and the Quarter's ear, which was better
than the Crown’s, heard the claim as fact, because the Quarter had
been claimed so often that it no longer argued with the gesture.

That Saturday night the cellar was full past the constables'
forgetting. The Trust's clerks came down in groups now, and the
ladies of the district visiting societies came once, in a party of six,
with a magistrate’s nephew for a guide, and left early, at the song
about the missionary's cart, which they took for sacrilege and
which the lanes took for a joke about the rent. Wenger sang his
numbers. Between the turns Mitzi worked the doors’ book and
the request money at the performer’s table, with the Blue Anchor's
two accounts in her head, the one for the constables and the one
for Grawe, and she kept them straight the way Wenger kept his
pockets, without being taught. He noticed her watching him the
way the room watched him, and he watched her back, and the
first true thing either of them said came in August, over the
request money, when she told him that the house had taken more
on the gate-stair song than on any song in the book's three years,
and that he should know what the room was buying. “They are
buying the water," she said. “The song is the cup.” He asked her

what she meant, and she counted out his share and said the second
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true thing. "A man whose price keeps rising should know what
he's selling.” It was the Bureau's whole method, spoken at the
Night Garden's dark end over a drawer of small coins, and it went
into the tin that night along with the rest of August.

The heat held. The canal works stayed idle, waiting on the
Trust's figures, and the barge men thinned, and the price of bread
moved twice in the last week of July, the way a pump handle
moves before the water comes. On the dam's face the chalk figure
stood at the spring mark, and stood. The engineers who came to
rub it out found it unchangeable by the day's measure and left it
up, and the gate keepers, in their raked row of cottages, began to
speak of the water the way the Quarter spoke of it, without
naming it.

In the lanes the second bread move did what the first had not:
it shortened the rag yard's week, and the Settlement's chalk
account lengthened by two lines a day, and the lane news under it
thinned to births and deaths. The weddings stopped. Wenger read
the wall on his way to the Blue Anchor, and the wall read, to him,
like the first table of the autumn's account.

August came in with the heat unbroken, and on the first
Saturday of August the board drew the gate-stair song at both
turns, which had never happened, because Grawe's board was
honest the way his cargo scales had been honest, and the room
read the double draw as an omen before Wenger sang a note.

The Trust's end of the cellar had been growing for two weeks.
They came now in parties, and they took the front tables, and

they applauded in the wrong places, with the confidence of
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people who believed applause was a currency the room was short
of. The lanes held the back. Ferdl Rabeder was there, on the crate
by the door, against the house's rules and under Grawe's own
blind eye, because the boy had carried a message for the house that
week and the house paid in kind.

Wenger sang the first turn's draw, and the gate-stair song went
through the room the way it went through every room now, the
lanes carrying the refrain and the front tables listening to the lanes
carry it, and when it was done, one of the Trust's young men
stood up and said, into the applause's tail, that the city owed the
officer a debt for showing the Quarter its own face.

He meant it kindly. That was the worst of it, and the room
knew it was the worst of it, and the back of the cellar stood up.

What saved the night was Gfall's fiddle. The printer's devil
saw the back of the room stand, and he put the fiddle up, and he
played the first four bars of the missionary’s cart, which was the
funniest song on the board and the saddest, the way the Quarter's
funny songs were, and the lanes sat down to it the way men sit
down to a known thing, and the front tables, feeling the room
choose, chose with it, and the night went on. Grawe never raised
his voice. He moved along the wall and stood behind the Trust's
young man until the young man sat, which was how the Blue
Anchor kept order, and afterward Wenger sang the second draw,
and the gate-stair song ended the night with both halves of the
room on the same refrain, which was, he thought, the last time

that would happen.
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Ferdl came down from the crate after the doors shut that
night, as he had come down most nights since the house had let
him in, and helped Grawe's cellar boy stack the glasses, which was
the house paying him back for the message. While they stacked, in
the cellar's damp light, he asked Wenger whether the paper had it
right, that the Trust owned the songs now. Wenger said the Trust
owned the paper, which was a different thing. "It's the same thing
downstairs,” the boy said, meaning the lanes. Wenger, who had
spent the year learning how many things were the same thing
downstairs, stacked the last glass and gave the boy the house's
supper money without being asked, which was the only answer he
had. The boy put it with the bottle caps, in the coat’s deep
pocket, and said goodnight in the lane’s way, which was to say he
did not say it.

After the doors shut, he and Gfall drank the house's beer at
the performer’s table, and Gfall said what the night had proved.

"They will not share you," he said. "The front wants you for
the Trust's conscience, and the back wants you for the Quarter's
voice, and the board does not care, because the board is honest.
You cannot sing for both much longer. A song is either a door ora
wall, and yours have been a door, and tonight the door had two
rooms pushing on it."

"And the water song," said Wenger.

"When it is finished,” said Gfall, "it will be the biggest thing
either of us has made, and it will end this." He did not say what
this was, and he did not have to. The contract was the freight, and

the freight was the summer, and the summer was the two halves of
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the room paying to sit in one cellar. "Finish it slowly,” Gfall said.
"I say that as your partner. The day you sing it, I want to have
already printed the truth of it, because the Trust will print its
version by breakfast."

They argued once that month, and it was about money, and it
was the kind of argument partners have when the partnership is
new and the money is not. Gfall had taken a third of a request’s
extra without the night's count. Wenger saw it and said nothing
for a week, and then said it wrong. Gfall put the coins on the table
between them. "Count me, then." Wenger was ashamed, which
Gfall accepted as the correct price, and the partnership survived it,
and the coins stayed on the table until the beer was done.

He worked on the water song in the small hours, after the
lane, in the room over the baker's. It had been a week old in the
spring; it was a season old now, and it would not finish, because
the second verse was the people under the water saying their
goodnights, and he could hear them, and he could not yet hear
what they said. He tried the verse in the lanes' grammar and it
came out as accusation, which was the Trust's halves talking, and
he tried it in the Bureau's grammar and it came out as a table,
which was worse. He wrote both versions out, and read them at
the window, and the Quarter's lights below him went out one by
one while he read, as if the lanes were voting. Gfall was right about
finishing it slowly. What he did not tell Gfall was that some nights
he could not find the verse because he had started living in it.

The month's end came on a Friday, and Grawe did the

month's accounting at the bar with the doors locked, the way he
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had done the month's counting at the rail yard, on the scales’
ledge, in ink.

"Your wage." He counted it out. "The requests' share." He
counted that out, and it was more than the wage. "And the door's
overflow,"” and that was a third sum, because the house had stood
people at the stair for the last two Saturdays, and Grawe's
arithmetic, unlike the Trust's, paid for what it used.

Wenger took the money up Kettle Lane in the small hours,
with the baker's first firing under his feet. The sum was larger than
his quarter's salary at the Bureau. He put it in the drawer with the
tin and Clothilde's note and the Gazette's notice, and the drawer's
contents were now so complete a record of the year's
contradictions that he considered, briefly, labeling them, and did
not, because the tin's order was the queue’s order and not the
rolls'.

He wrote the month's slip:

The board is honest, and the contract is clean, and the
room pays for permission, renewed nightly. I have sold my
voice by the number and kept my songs off the board'’s
probibited list, and I have told myself the difference is the
clause about the news. Gfall says a song is a door or a wall.
The Settlement's door is shut to me. The Trust's paper has
claimed me without paying me. And the boy on the crate
watched me all night and did not come down after, which
is the first time be bas not come down. I note it, and I note
that I noted it, which is the tin's whole method and its

whole excuse.
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He read it over, and put it in the tin, and the tin was full now,
so that the slips had to be pressed down for the lid to close, and he
sat a while with the lid open, looking at the small hand of five
years pressed flat under the lamp, the Bureau's other record, the
archive of everything the tables had been unable to hold.

Outside, past the roofs, the reservoir lay at its spring mark in
the dark, at the level the engineers had stopped rubbing out, and
the water did what the water had been doing all summer, which
was nothing visible, which was the thing itself.

The board would draw twelve numbers tomorrow. The water
kept its own account, in chalk, in a hand the engineers had
stopped changing, and the board and the Bureau and the Trust's
editorial rooms had no table for it yet.

In their cottages the gate keepers” wives took to leaving their
shutters open on the water side, though the summer nights were
cool enough for shutters. Nobody said why. The reservoir caught
the moon in sheets, and the sheets moved when the wind moved,
and the cottages watched the sheets the way the queue watched
the handcarts: for what they told about the day coming.

In the Quarter below, the lanes went on singing the numbers
that were theirs, and the water went on not hearing them, which
was the oldest arrangement in the city, and the one nobody had

signed.
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CHAPTER SIX

The Courtship by Reading

-

D ngelbert Duschl was the junior clerk of the fourth floor,

A

which meant he sat at the eleventh desk, nearest the window
that gave on the yard, and he was twenty-three, engaged to be
married; the row of desks knew it, because he kept the
engagement the way he kept his pen tray, in a state of visible
correctness. He had a name for the day he would marry on, and a
savings book toward it, and both were kept as correct as the tray.
He was a good clerk, in the Bureau's way of measuring
goodness. His columns were beautiful. He had come up from a
porter's family in the canal ward, and the ward still held his
mother. The Trust's scholarship had taken him to night school,
and he had passed into the Bureau's service with the third-best
examination of his year. He was engaged to a girl of the Quarter,
which the fourth floor knew because he had asked Peschke,
correctly and in writing, whether the service's rules permitted it,

and Peschke had written back that the rules did not address the
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heart, and had entered the answer in the day's book, because
Peschke entered everything in the day's book.

The examination had cost him two winters of his mother's
soup and a slice of his eyesight, and the ward had collected for the
spectacles. He still wore them, wire-rimmed, and he cleaned them
at his desk at five past the hour, a habit the row could set its
watches by. He was the only clerk on the floor who blotted his
entries twice, and the only one who had ever read the service rules
for pleasure, and the row forgave him both, because he was the
ward's boy and the ward's boys were the row's own. Peschke had
taken him, in his first year, through the Bureau's unwritten
curriculum: which windows ran long, which porters knew the
queue, which files came back. The junior clerk repaid the tuition
in the old clerk's own coin, correctness, and Peschke, who had no
children, marked the repayments in the day's book along with the
rest.

The girl was Kreszenzia Wahl, nineteen, of the dye works,
called Zenzi by everyone who knew her and some who did not,
and the Quarter knew her hands before it knew her name, because
the works' blue came off on her to the wrists, and the lanes called
her, for a season, the blue girl, until the lanes found another name
and forgot the first, which was the lanes’ way with names.

At the works she kept the count. The works did not pay her
for it; they paid her for the vats, and the vats paid her in blue to the
wrists. Because the gatekeeper's hand shook and hers did not, the
gate book's figures were hers; and because the girls trusted her

columns more than the foreman's, the girls' piece-counts were hers
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too; and the yard ran, in all the ways that mattered to the gitls, on
the unpaid arithmetic of a nineteen-year-old sorter. The foreman
resented it the way a man resents a lamp: he used it daily and called
it unnecessary when it was mentioned. She knew the real price of
everything the yard touched. When the scheme's tables reached
the Quarter in June, and the lanes argued over the dressed-weight
frame, Zenzi read the reprint at the Settlement's wall and found
the error the Gazette's actuary had missed, and said nothing
outside the yard, because the yard's rule was that the yard's figures
stayed in the yard.

Duschl courted her correctly, on Sundays, in the daylight the
dye works allowed her. And from the spring onward, he courted
her with the songs.

He bought them for a penny, on sheets, off the job shop's rack
by the canal. Sepp Gfall's shop printed them for the ropewalk
room's trade, four songs to a sheet, the type set by the man who
fiddled under them on Saturdays, though Duschl did not know
that, and did not know who wrote them either, at first, because
the sheets carried no author. The lanes never asked for an author.
A song was the Quarter's weather, and weather had no signature.

The rack stood outside the job shop's door under a tin
awning, and the sheets hung in clips like washing, and the shop's
boy took the pennies and never looked at the buyers, because the
shop's trade was the lanes' trade, and the lanes' trade did not like to
be watched buying. Duschl was watched buying anyway, once, by

Gfall himself, who came out for the awning's chain and saw the
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Crown's coat at his rack and said nothing then and remembered it
in August.

What Duschl knew, in the spring, was that the songs were the
Quarter’s voice, and that Zenzi's face changed when he read them
to her, and that a man courting a girl of the lanes with the lanes'
own songs was a man courting with the odds. He read them to her
on the canal wall on Sunday afternoons, with the works shut
behind her and the water going by below, in his best voice, which
was the Bureau's voice softened. She listened with her blue hands
folded and laughed in the right places, and asked for the gate-stair
one twice.

"You know it already," he said. "The lanes sing it.”

"The lanes sing it drunk,” she said. "You read it like it's a
letter."

"It's a letter," said Duschl, who believed it. "Somebody wrote
itdown."

By May he had learned who. It cost him nothing to learn it: he
worked two desks from the man. The day he understood that the
second window's computer of calories was the sheets’ unnamed
author was the day he came to the rack by the canal and bought
every sheet the shop had, and read them on his lunch hour at his
desk with the care of a man reading his rival, and found, to his
confusion, that he admired them. In June the scheme's figures had
frightened him, the way the fourth floor's silence had frightened
him. The songs did not frighten him. The two would not go
together for him, the tables and the sheets, and it did not help

matters that he was twenty-three. He did the thing twenty-three
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does: he decided the songs were the true man and the tables were
the Bureau's, and he courted Zenzi Wahl all summer with what he
had decided was the true man's voice.

The courtship's Sundays had a geography. In May they kept to
the canal wall below the lock, where the water was company and
the ward could see them, which was correct. In June, with the
summer hot and the works on the short week, the geography
widened: the steps of the bath house, the cheap benches of the
Tiergarten, once a steamboat's deck, which cost fourpence and
made Duschl feel like a man in an advertisement. Zenzi wore her
Sunday hat and her blue wrists and her way of listening with her
whole face, and the sheets came out of his breast pocket in their
order, and the summer went by in songs and the smell of the dye
on her cuffs.

On the second Sunday of June, at the bath-house steps, he
read her the counting song aloud while the queues steamed. The
counting song was the lanes’ abacus: it counted what the Quarter
had more of than the Crown, a short list, and what the Crown had
more of than the Quarter, a long one, and the joke was that both
lists rhymed. Zenzi heard it through and then corrected its figures
from the gate book, the real prices against the song's last-year ones,
doing the lanes' arithmetic in her head faster than his pen could
have moved. He watched her mouth do the columns. He would
have said, afterward, that he loved the hat, or the blue wrists; what
did it was the speed of the figures coming out of her, and her

complete indifference to the joke's rhyme while the joke's
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numbers failed. The rhyme she could have sung sleeping, he
noticed.

She heard everything twice. That was the thing he never fully
saw. The lanes had sung her these songs for two years, the gate-
stair song and the rent man's ladder and the one about the dye-
works girls, which she had sung with the other girls in the vat yard
before she ever let herself be courted by a clerk from the Crown's
side of the hill. The songs came off Duschl's mouth cleaner, with
the Bureau's consonants, and she liked them both ways. She said
so once, and never said so again, because his face did the thing his
face did when she praised the lanes' way.

In July she began to ask about the author.

The sheets' anonymity worked on her. The lanes had never
cared, because the lanes sang the songs and the singing was the
owning. Owning was the thing the Quarter had the most of,
which the counting song's short list said plainest. Zenzi had begun
to care, because the man who was courting her read the songs like
letters, and a letter has a writer. She asked Duschl who wrote
them, and Duschl, who had been waiting all summer to be asked,
told her: the singing clerk, the second window, a man named
Wenger, the best computer on the fourth floor, the one who
wrote the figures in the Gazette.

"The scheme,” she said. She said it flatly, and Duschl heard it
flatly. For the length of the crossing they sat on the deck’s bench
with the summer going past and the paddle’s splash under them,
the boat going by the dye works' landing and the Trust's pier, the

city's two shapes sliding past the rail: the Quarter's roofs, then the
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Crown's glass; the canal's brown water, then the Basin's held blue.
He defended the Bureau. His defense was the Bureau's: the tables
were the tables; the scheme was a discussion; the man who wrote
the figures had also written the gate-stair song, and a man who
could write the one could not mean the other. He said it with all
the conviction of his twenty-three years and his night school and
his beautiful columns, and Zenzi listened with her whole face, and
at the landing she said, "Bring him to the lanes, then," and Duschl
said that the clerk already sang in the lanes, at the Blue Anchor,
twice nightly, and that was the end of the argument and, in a way
neither of them named, the beginning of the rest of it.

On the fourth floor, in the first week of August, Duschl came
down the row to Wenger's desk with a form question he already
knew the answer to, and then, blushing past his spectacles, asked
the question he had come with: whether the sheets’ author
minded being read aloud at courtships. Wenger looked up from
the returns and said the lanes had never asked permission for his
songs, and he did not see why his sheets should start. "Read them
as they come," he said. "They hold up.” Duschl thanked him with
the correctness of the day's book, and went back to the eleventh
desk, and missed the temperature of the answer entirely, because
he was twenty-three and the answer had been given in the Bureau's
grammar, which he had been trained to hear as the whole of a
man.

She went to the Blue Anchor the second Saturday of August,
with three of the vat-yard girls, on the girls' own money, without

telling Duschl. The lanes knew at once. The room's two halves
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were visible by then even to strangers, the front tables of
slumming clerks and the back of the lanes, and the dye-works girls
took the back, and Zenzi sat with her hat in her lap and her blue
hands on the table and watched the man whose voice had been
courting her all summer come out to the lit space between the
chairs.

He drew number nine, the dye-works song. She had sung it a
hundred times in the yard. He sang it the way the yard sang it,
with the vat's thythm in it, Gfall's fiddle putting the floor of the
vat's thythm under that, and the girls beside her were already
crying the way the yard cried at weddings, for company. Zenzi sat
dry-eyed and heard the thing itself: the song was hers. Her wrists'
blue was in it. The man in the lit space had never set foot in the vat
yard, and he had her hands in his song. She understood, all at once
and completely, what the scheme's tables were, what the second
window did for the Trust, why the lanes had split on him, and
why she had come.

She stayed for the second turn. At the interval she sent back a
penny and a request by the cellar boy, and the request was for the
unfinished one, the water song, which the room had heard about
and never heard. The asking itself was news: the unfinished one
had been requested before, by the lanes’ old ones, who wanted it
ended the way the lanes wanted all sad songs ended, with the last
verse home. But never by a girl with blue hands, and never with a
note. Grawe refused the penny: the song was not on the board.
The refusal went through the cellar on the room's own wires

anyway. Wenger, at the performer’s table, looked up and found the
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blue hands in the back, and knew whose girl they belonged to,
because the fourth floor knew everything the ward knew. He held
her eyes a moment longer than a singer holds anyone's, and did not
sing the water song.

She was waiting in the lane when he came out, with her hat off
and her blue hands bare, and the Night Garden's lamps behind
her. The ward's wire carried that she went to the lanes that night;
it never carried which room, and it never carried what she believed
it meant.

What she wanted, she said plainly, in the gate book's voice, on
the wall's shadow side where the lane's lamps did not reach: to
know the man who had her hands in his song and her price in his
table, from the man himself, once, before the ward's wire decided
for both of them what he was. What he wanted, the year's account
of him recorded as appetite, and the record was correct and
insufficient, the way the year's records of him always were. She
asked him what the song's hands were worth to the man who
wrote the tables. He said the songs were the Quarter's and the
tables were the Trust's. She said, "And me?" He said nothing, and
the nothing was the answer the ward never recorded.

The account of the night is the book's own practice, which is
the practice of the house that keeps no files: the choice was hers,
and she made it with her eyes open, at the man who had priced her
twice, and she made it the way the Quarter made everything that
year, with the whole account visible and no promises asked. The

refusal was the night's whole content, and she heard it the way she
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heard the yard's figures, completely, and she stayed anyway, which
was the year's one honest transaction between them.

She came home at the yard's dawn horn with her hat in her
hand. The Settlement's door stood its inch open as she passed it,
and she did not go in, and the house's lamplight went past her
window's light going out. The wire carried only that she had been
in the lanes. The wire was right, and the wire was the year's whole
account of the night's whole hinge.

The Settlement's cellar reading that month took up the
scheme again, the way the house took up everything the Trust
printed about the Quarter, and Zenzi went with the yard's older
girls, because the yard's rule said to know the paper that priced
you. Ossig read the frame first, the concern and the courage, and
the cellar heard the clothing for what it covered, which was the
house's whole method. Then she read the tables.

At the dressed-weight frame she read the allowances aloud,
and Zenzi, two crates from the lamp, said the correction aloud
before she knew she had spoken. The room turned. She sat with
her blue hands in her lap and her whole face hot, and Ossig looked
at her for one long moment and read on, and afterward, at the
stair, the keeper of the Settlement stopped her.

"You keep a book somewhere," said Ossig.

"The gate book," said Zenzi.

"The yard's or the girls'?"

"Both," said Zenzi.

Ossig nodded, once, the way she nodded at the letters that
told the truth. "Come when you like," she said. "The house feeds
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without files, and it reads without them too."” She looked at the
girl's hands, then at her face, and added, in the same level voice,
"The man who wrote those tables sings in the lanes. You knew that
before you came.” It was not a question, and Zenzi did not answer
it. The two women stood in the stair's draft a moment longer, and
that was the beginning of Zenzi's other education. She went home
with the correction burning in her pocket like a coin she had not
earned, and the yard's rule held one more week.

On the Sunday after the Blue Anchor the canal wall was hot,
and the steamboats were full to the rails. Zenzi did not mention
the cellar, and Duschl, who had heard about it by Tuesday,
because the ward heard everything by Tuesday, did not ask. He
read her the new sheet, which had the counting song and the one
about the bargemen's holiday, and she listened with her whole
face, and when he finished she said, in the voice she used for the
works' accounts, that the author of the sheets had been to see her.

"No," said Duschl.

"He has." Zenzi said it in the voice she used for the works'
accounts. "All summer. In your pocket.”

He had no answer for it, because it was true, and because she
had said it without anger, which was worse. They sat a while with
the water going by. She took the sheet out of his hand, gently, and
read the gate-stair song herself, aloud, in the lanes’ way, with the
consonants gone soft. She gave it back to him and said: "Now I've
courted you."” The Sunday recovered, and they spoke of her sister's
wedding-money and the price of the lock toll and the heat, and

the matter of the author went under the summer's surface the way
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the water went under the steamboats, present everywhere and
showing nowhere.

Duschl walked home with the sheet in his pocket and her
voice in his ears, and he wrote the date in his savings book, the
way he wrote everything that mattered, and the ward saw him
smile at the lock and forgave him the Crown's coat for the length
of one evening. He did not know the coat was borrowed luck,
and the ward did not tell him.

Once, in the last week of August, Wenger saw them from the
far side of the lock. He was coming back along the canal from the
dye works' gate, where he had gone on a pretext about the
Quarter's returns. He told himself the pretext was the reason. That
summer he had been telling himself a great many things, in the way
of the Kettle Lane table, and this one was thinner than most: the
Bureau's returns did not need a clerk to stand across a canal from a
vat yard at the dinner break.

The yard's gate stood open. The girls were out on the cobbles
with their bread, and the blue was on all of them, and the song was
on one of the young ones, who was singing the second verse of the
dye-works song and getting it wrong, improving it the way the
lanes improved things. Wenger stood at the lock's rail and listened
to his own verse come back improved. Zenzi came out of the gate
with her bowl and sat on the step in the sun, and did not see him,
and he watched her eat her bread with her blue hands in the
middle of the yard's noise. He thought of the scheme's dressed-

weight table, and of her hands in his song, and the two thoughts
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stood in him side by side like the two pockets; for once he could
not tell which had paid for the view.

She saw him at the end. She looked up, across the lock, and
she knew him, because the ward knew everything by Tuesday and
the Gazette's notice had done the rest. No wave, no looking away.
Her whole face was on him, the way it had been on the lit space in
the Blue Anchor. The yard's bell went. The girls went in, and she
went in with them. Wenger stood at the rail until the lock-keeper
asked him if he was waiting on the boat; he said he was, and took
the boat to the wrong landing, and walked home the long way, in
the heat.

That night, in the room over the baker's, he wrote the slip:

The francé courts her with my sheets, and she lets him, and
she bas heard the songs twice over, in the lanes and in the
Bureau's consonants, and she knows what both voices are.
She looked at me across the lock the way the quene looks at
the window: for what the window will do. I am the
window. I am also the man who priced her hands. The
water song will not finish, because its second verse is ber

goodnight, and I have started to hear what she says in it.

He put it in the tin. Its lid would scarcely close now. He
pressed the slips down with his thumb, five years of the small
hand, the Bureau's other record, and it occurred to him that he
had begun keeping the record so that something in the building
would be true, and that the truest thing in the building was now a

tin in a drawer that he was afraid to read back. He had Peschke's
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habit and the queue's grammar and the gull's refusal in one drawer,
and now her question too, and the drawer held them the way the
Bureau held the city: without comment, by weight of paper.

On the last Saturday of August the Blue Anchor's request
money held a penny wrapped in a slip of gate-book paper, and the
slip said, in a good fast hand: Ask the singer what the water costs.
Grawe read it and passed it over without comment. Wenger put it
in the tin with the rest of the year's contradictions. He did not
sing the water song; the song stayed where the year had put it,
unfinished, at the bottom of the drawer of his head.

Outside, beyond the roofs, the reservoir stood at its held mark
in the last of the August dark, and the lock below worked all
night, the gates opening and closing on the water's level, taking
each boat up and letting each boat down, which was the only
machinery in the city that night that stll answered both
directions. The lock-keeper wrote the night's passages in his book,
in pencil, and the book stayed by the gate lamp, and nobody read

it, which was the difference between the lock and the Bureau.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

The Rumor of the Water

S eptember came in without breaking the heat's back, and the

year's turn stood in the lanes like a held breath. Autumn's
session had been announced for the month's end. The Gazette's
second piece on the discussion had run and been forgotten, the
way the Trust's second pieces were. At the Blue Anchor the board
held Wenger's numbers in chalk that no longer ran, because the
heat had given at night, and the queue at the Provident Building's
basement had begun to carry shawls in the mornings.

The Bureau's autumn work had begun with the referral's
request: the supporting tables on the infirmary extension. Peschke
brought the work to Wenger because the scheme's tables were his,
and the extension was the scheme's second chapter, and the fourth
floor’s rule was that a computation stayed with its computer. So
Wenger spent the month's first weeks extending his own
indictment into the workhouse infirmary's wards, pricing the sick
and the dying into the scheme's second year, in the Bureau's

grammar, with the Bureau's adverbs. He did it well. That was the
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thing the tin could not say and the row could not see: he did it
well, because the arithmetic was his the way the songs were his,
and the skill did not ask his permission. Peschke initialed the
extension on a Friday, and it went up the tube, and the silence over
the fourth floor resumed, absorbing. The extension would be read
at the autumn session, in the green room, by whoever the Trust
sent to read it, and Wenger would be in the room, in his capacity
as the scheme's author and in no other, and he knew it, and he
computed on.

She came to the Blue Anchor in the last week of September, in
the dead hour before the cellar opened, when Grawe counted the
cellar's stock at the bar and the chairs stood down off the tables in
rows that faced the dark.

The cellar boy let her in. She had her Sunday hat and her work
cuffs, and her blue hands were scrubbed to the wrist-bones, which
was the dye yard's Friday state, though it was not a Friday. Wenger
was at the performer’s table with the account of the week's
requests, and Grawe was at the bar. The two men saw her in the
same moment, and Grawe, who had run cargo for twenty years
and rooms for ten, took his counting to the back without being
asked.

She sat down across from him, the way the queue sat at the
second window, and she told him, in the works' account voice,
that she was with child.

He heard the sentence twice, the way the Quarter heard
everything, once in the lanes' grammar and once in the Bureau's,

and the two hearings collided in him and produced, God help
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him, a figure: the tables' allowance for a nursing mother,
computed before he could stop his hand's mind from computing
it. That was the abandonment, though neither of them ever said
the word. It was the desertion, and it arrived dressed as procedure,
which was the year's whole method and its disguise. She watched
it arrive, and her face did the thing his face did when the room
applauded the scheme.

"Zenzi," he said.

"The yard lets go when the ward can count the months,” she
said. "The ward knows Tuesday. Duschl doesn't know anything."
She said the name flatly, the way she had said zhbe scheme on the
steamboat, and Wenger understood that she had come to him last,
after the yard and the ward, the way the queue came to the second
window after the first window had failed them.

"There is money," he said. "The contract's money. It is more
than the Bureau's." And then, hearing himself, he said the second
thing, the one that was true: "I am no good at this. The songs are
good at it. Tam the other one.”

She looked at him a long time, across the table's accounting,
and the look was not the lock's look and not the cellar’s. Hers was
the yard's gate-book look, the one that checked a column against
reality and found the column wanting.

"The Settlement takes such cases.” He said it into the silence.
He heard the Bureau speaking out of him with its windows and its
files. He could not stop it, hated it, let it finish.

"I know the Settlement,” she said. She stood up. "I have a

friend who reads there.” She looked down at him. "I didn't come
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for the procedure, clerk. I came to see whether the man who
priced my hands in a song would price my child in a table.” She
went up the cellar stair, past the chairs' rows, into the September
light. Wenger sat at the performer’s table with the week's account
open under his hand, and the sum of it was correct, and he could
not remember what it was the sum of.

The ward knew on Tuesday. Tuesday was the ward's day for
knowing, and had been for as long as the lanes had kept the
custom; the knowing went through the Quarter the way the
knowing always went, without a voice attached to it, and by the
Friday it had reached the Settlement's chalk line, where it appeared
in the lane's own shorthand, which named no names: 4 birth
coming, the dye works’ gate. The Settlement's wall kept the news
the way the house kept everything: public, chalked, in the lane's
grammar.

Duschl did not know. That was the terrible competence of
the thing: the ward's wire ran around him the way water ran
around a pile, and the fourth floor's row, which knew the ward's
news by way of the porters, kept it from the eleventh desk with
the unanimous instinct of men who have decided a thing is not
their office. Wenger knew. Peschke knew. Palme, had he been
asked, would have known the form of it before the fact of it. The
row's silence around Duschl was the kindest thing Wenger had
ever seen the Bureau do, and it was also, he understood, the
cruelest, because it rehearsed the year's method in miniature:

everyone computed, nobody told.
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On the Monday of the last week, Duschl came down the row
with the engagement's news, which he had cleared with Peschke
in writing, per the rules, the rules having been found not to
address the heart. The date was set for the second Sunday of April,
after the accounts’ year turned, because Duschl had computed
that the Bureau's spring supplement would cover the wedding's
cost if the supplement held, and he said this to Wenger with the
spectacles shining, and asked him, with the ward's own courtesy,
which of the sheets would do for the wedding.

"You wrote the gate-stair one," Duschl said. "The yard sings it.
She'd want the yard's voice in the church, if the church allows
sheets."

"The church doesn't allow sheets,” said Wenger.

"The Settlement, then." Duschl said it happily, missing
everything, and went back down the row with his date and his
supplement. Wenger watched him go. The row of desks did not
look up. The morning's files came up from the basement smelling
of the queue, and Wenger read them the way a man reads the
racing columns, for the entries that mattered; there were none,
and every one of them mattered.

He tried that week to write. Never the water song. The other
one, the wedding one, which Duschl had asked for without
knowing what he was asking. It would not come. The lanes’
grammar would not take it, because the lanes’ grammar required a
wound to sing from, and the Bureau's grammar would not take it,
because the Bureau's grammar had no consonants for joy. He put

the fragments in the tin with the year's contradictions, and the tin,
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which had been the building's truest record, had begun to be the
record of a man who could no longer write anything but the
truth, which is a way of saying a man who could no longer write.

The dye works he did not go to, because the pretext had spent
itself in August. He did not go to Stocking Lane, because the
door was shut to him. At the Blue Anchor he sang his numbers
and went home by the canal and computed nothing for the tin;
the contract's money came in on Fridays in sums that would have
pleased him in June and did not reach him now, the way the
queue's weather no longer reached the fourth floor. Gfall watched
it happen and said nothing, because the partnership's rule after the
coins’ argument was that each man's night was his own. On the
Thursday before the second Saturday, the board drew the gate-
stair song at both turns, and Wenger sang it twice, and the lanes
carried it twice; nobody in the cellar knew that the song was
about to change its meaning, which is the thing about songs, that
they change their meaning in the middle of the singing and do not
ask the singer's leave.

Zenzi went to the Settlement on the first Thursday of
October, in the afternoon, when the house's door stood open for
the lane's business.

Ossig heard her in the kitchen, with the account chalk on her
fingers. She did not ask the ward's questions. She asked the
house's: had the girl eaten; did she sleep; what did the yard know
and when. Zenzi answered in the gate book's voice, and Ossig
listened to the voice and marked it, the way she had marked the

correction at the cellar reading, as a mind the house could use.
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"The house has a room for such cases," she said. "Up the stair,
past the laundry. The women who have used it say the window is
good. There is a condition, and it is the house's only one: you do
not pay, and you do not hide the count. The lane keeps the count
with you. It is easier to carry in company.”

"And the baby's file?" said Zenzi.

"This house keeps no files," said Ossig. "The Trust will make
one. It will be wrong. They always are.” She said it the way she said
the letters' contents, levelly, as a thing observed at long practice.
"You keep your own count. That is the house's whole doctrine,
and it is the only doctrine I have ever seen survive a winter.” Zenzi
stood in the kitchen with the chalk and the soup smell and the
laundry's steam coming down the stair. She heard the house's
offer, and she understood it was the only room in the city whose
price was honesty. She said she would think about it, which the
ward heard as a yes by Tuesday and the Settlement did not hear at
all, because the house did not traffic in the ward's wire.

The yard let her go on the Friday, per the works' rule about
the months, with the foreman's pity disguised as the foreman's
inconvenience. Her mother, who took in washing and had buried
a husband and two sons, received the news the way the Quarter
received everything, by computing it. The computation came out
the Quarter's way: the baby was a mouth, and the mouth was a
cost, and the lane would share it or refuse it. Her mother did not
refuse it. She said the thing the ward's mothers said, which was
that the Quarter had survived worse arithmetic; she moved the

washtub against the wall and made a bed’s worth of room; the
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ward's wire carried that too, by Tuesday, in the shorthand: zbe
blue girl home.

The Ratzer girls had carried the Quarter's wire all summer:
one tall and quiet, her sister all mouth, both of them fast and
exact, paid in soup and in the lanes’ regard, which was the
Quarter’s truest currency. They carried the hiring news and the
funeral news, the lock's news and the yard's news, and the Night
Garden's doors used them for the messages that could not be
trusted to drunkards. The wire's rules were the wire's: good news
could wait for daylight; bad news ran.

The news came on the second Saturday of October, in the
middle of the eleven o'clock turn.

It came by the Ratzer girls. They came down the Blue
Anchor's stair at a run, which the cellar did not allow, and Grawe
saw them from the bar and did not stop them, because he had run
cargo long enough to know the gait of a message that could not
wait for the door's rules.

The elder girl said it to the room, because the wire's other rule
was that some news was the room's and no one's. "One of ours
went into the water. A girl of the dye yard. The blue one. The
lock took her down past the Quarter, and the keeper's book has
her as recovered.”

The cellar had been singing. Wenger had drawn number nine,
the dye-works song, and he had finished the first verse, and the
room had been carrying the refrain with him, the lanes and the few
front tables both, the way they had not done since August. The

Ratzer girl's sentence came in under the second verse's beginning,
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and Wenger heard it the way the room heard it, and the room
heard it the way a room hears the one thing it has been arranged all
evening to avoid hearing.

He finished the verse. That was what the lanes remembered
afterward and argued about; and it was what he never afterward
explained. He stood in the lit space with the fiddle's floor under
him and the room's breath held, and sang the dye-works song
through to its end, to the end that was hers, in the yard's own
rhythm; then he put the song down on the chair and walked out
through the room and up the stair and into the lane, and the Blue
Anchor did not see him for a week.

The lanes did their own accounting that week, the way the
lanes did it, in song. They sang her at the dye works' gate on the
Monday: the gitls first, then the yard, the dye-works song in the
yard's own rhythm, as she had kept them. They sang her at the
lock on the Tuesday night, and the keeper came out with his lamp
and did not chase them, because the keeper's book had its line and
the lanes had theirs. And on the Saturday, at the Blue Anchor,
Grawe opened the cellar and found the board chalked with
number nine, which nobody had drawn and nobody rubbed out,
and the room sang the song itself, without the singer, which was
the Quarter's way of saying the singer's account was not the
song's.

The room emptied slowly, the way rooms empty after such
news, in ones and threes, with the account left open on the bar
and the request money uncounted. Gfall stacked the fiddle and

did not go after him, because the partnership's one argument had
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taught him the price of the wrong mercy, and because he knew,
the way the printer's devil knew everything about text, that some
sentences had to be finished alone.

Wenger walked the canal to the lock. The night was the year's
first cold one. The lock-keeper's lamp burned at the far reach, and
the keeper's book lay open by the lamp with its pencil on the
string, and Wenger stood at the rail above the dark gate and read
the last line by the lamp's swing: recovered, a girl, the dye works’,
and under it the hour, and under the hour the tide's direction,
because the keeper's book was a machine's book and the machine's
book kept the machine's facts. On its string the pencil hung and
swung with the lamp, and the swing wrote nothing, which was
the book's way of saying the water had closed the account.

He stood there a long time. The reservoir stood at its held
mark beyond the roofs. The lock's gates worked the night boats
up and down, and the water in the lock chamber rose and fell, rose
and fell. He thought about the tables, and about the allowance for
a nursing mother, and about the song with her goodnight in it.
None of the thoughts arranged themselves into anything the tin
could hold; for the first time since the winter he understood that
the record he had been keeping had been keeping him, and that
the record's method, observe, compute, write down, had become
the year's whole crime, committed nightly, in the small hand.

The Bureau had a form for deaths, the way it had a form for
everything. The third window kept the closure column, and the
porters brought the week's dead up from the lanes and the

infirmary on the same cart as the applications, because the
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basement's rule was that paper went up and paper came down and
the paper did not care which. Palme's audit loved the closures.
The dead reconciled the rolls: a closure was the one entry that
always balanced, the one account the Trust never had to carry
forward. Palme had once told Peschke, in the hearing of the row,
that the Quarter's mortality was the Trust's one reliable asset, and
the row had written it down nowhere, and remembered it forever.
Wenger had noted it in the tin years before, and the note had been
clever then, and it was not clever now.

On the Monday, the Bureau's rolls recorded a closure in the
dye yard's block, a girl of nineteen, no dependents, cause entered
as deceased, water. The entry went through the fourth floor's tray
with the morning's others, and Peschke initialed it, and it went
down the cellar stairs to the dead files. The Bureau's account of
Kreszenzia Wahl was complete, and the Bureau's account had not
one true thing in it except her age.

On the Wednesday the Settlement's cellar was full past the
crates, and Ossig read the closure letter aloud, the Bureau's
grammar on the Bureau's paper, and then she read the person out
of it, the way the house read every letter: the blue hands, her gate
book, the count she had kept for the yard's girls, the correction
she had found in the Trust's tables and held, per the yard's rule, in
the yard. The room heard all of it. And when she had finished,
Ossig said the sentence the house said over every letter, the
sentence that was the Settlement's whole liturgy and its whole

defiance:
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"The count stands," she said. "She kept it. We are keeping it
now."

The cellar's reading went out into the lanes the way the
house's readings always went, by voice, and it reached the Blue
Anchor before Wenger did, and it reached the fourth floor before
the next intake, the way the Quarter's news reached everywhere
before the Bureau's news reached anywhere. Wenger heard it from
Ferdl, who had been at the back of the cellar on a crate, and who
came to the Blue Anchor on the Thursday, the night Wenger came
back. The boy stood at the performer’s table with his cap in his
hands, the way he had stood at the second window, and said, in
the gate book's voice he had learned from the girl, what the girl
had been. He got through it. Then he said: "She found a mistake
in their tables. The lanes’ figures were lower, by a third, in the
scheme's own season.” He had heard it at the cellar's reading, on
his crate, the way the Quarter's children heard everything: in
company, by heart, in the lamp's light. Wenger, who had
computed the tables, heard the year's edifice creak. He wrote
nothing down, because there was no slip for it; then he wrote the
slip anyway, and it said only: the count stands; she kept it; we are
keeping it now, which was the Settlement's liturgy, stolen, and
which he did not set to music.

Outside, the October dark came down early now. The lock
worked the night boats. The reservoir kept its mark. And the
year's last quarter waited at the bottom of the calendar with the
autumn session in it. The water's account was nearly due, and no

one had signed it.
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CHAPTER EIGHT

The Year the Figures Ran

he price of bread moved on the second of November, and

then it moved on the fifth, and then it stopped announcing
itself; after that it moved the way the water moved, continuously,
without ceremony.

Two monies held the city, which the Crown called the money
and the scrip, and the Quarter called the coin and the paper. The
coin was metal and held its value the way metal does. The paper
was the Trust's, redeemable at the Trust's canteens and stores and
coal yards. It had held its value for twenty years because the Trust's
word had held. The word was now running the way the bread was
running, and the fourth floor discovered, in the second week of
November, that the Bureau's tables had gone fictitious.

Wenger found it, because Wenger's table broke. The ration
bands priced a man of the Quarter at three thousand two hundred
units a day, and the units were computed against the canteen'’s
prices, and the canteen's prices had moved four times in a

fortnight. What had been computed as sufficient in October
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bought, in the second week of November, eleven hundred units’
worth of the canteen's bread. The tables were correct. They were
also, in the only sense the queue cared about, lies. The arithmetic
had outrun the account of the world it was arithmetic about.

Wenger took it to Peschke's desk at the row's head, because
that was the office; Peschke took it up past the paper, for the same
reason; and the answer came down in the Trust's own grammar:
the Bureau would recompute the bands weekly, against the
canteen's current prices, until the market found its level. The
answer was posted at the windows, in the queue's sight, and the
queue read it the way the queue read everything, and the queue
understood it to mean that the ration would henceforth be a guess
with the Trust's seal on it, which was exactly what it meant.

So the fourth floor began to recompute. That was the
autumn's work: the bands, weekly, then twice a week, then daily,
the figures written in chalk on the row's slate and carried down to
the windows at nine and at one, and the chalk never dry before the
prices moved again. The clerks called the slate the scoreboard,
because by the third week the work had the quality of a game the
Bureau was losing.

The Trust's canteen for the clerks was on the second floor,
and its menu board was chalked, like the row's slate, because the
menu changed by the day now and print would not have kept up.
Wenger ate there with the row, the way he had eaten there all year,
bread and sausage and the canteen's stew, and he watched the
stew's price climb the board in the canteen's own arithmetic,

which was faster than the Bureau's. The stew stood at two figures

109



the week the bands went fictitious. It stood at three the week
after. The canteen's Frau, a widow of the Trust's original works,
chalked the new figures with the face of a woman who had
stopped believing the numbers she wrote. The clerks paid in paper
and ate in silence. Wenger thought of the Quarter eating on eggs
and offcuts while the Crown ate on paper, and the thought went
into the tin. She had been putting off, for a week, the day the stew
would cost a week's relief, and the day came while Wenger
watched. On the row’s slate the same arithmetic ran, and Wenger
computed faster than any of them. He had the year's practice in it,
and he had the computer's guilty joy in a number that moved. The
row watched him do it with the row's usual silence, and the
silence had changed: it was the silence of men watching the one
man whose skill was still true in a building where truth had
stopped holding still.

The queue that month carried the paper in baskets. A woman
at the third window brought the week's relief in a string bag, the
Trust's notes folded small and damp, and asked the window, in the
queue’s level voice, how many of them bought a loaf. The
window's clerk did the day's figure on the slate's chalk and told
her, and she stood a moment with the bag, computing, the way
the Quarter computed everything that month, and then she took
the answer down the room the way the queue took everything,
without comment. Forty times a day the windows heard it. The
question had a number, and the number moved. The queue had

stopped asking why, which was the year's most expensive silence.
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It cost the Trust nothing, and it cost the Trust everything, and the
difference was the Quarter's to keep.

That month the ledger class drowned in its own element,
slowly. A salary fixed in January bought, the salaried discovered, a
pensioner’'s worth of bread by November. Under the pensioners,
the Trust's word about their old age turned out to have been
written in the Trust's paper. The savings books died by inches:
Duschl's wedding book, correct to the penny, three years of the
ward's soup and the spectacles’ collection and the supplement's
promise, bought, by the month's end, the coat and the hat and
had already been spent once, in October, on the things the
Settlement's officiant and the canal ward's plot cost the ward's
poor, which was little, because the house provided the first and
the ward the second. What the book had left, the paper's death
took.

Up the hill, the Crown's households did their own arithmetic:
the professors’ wives sold the spare room's furniture, and the
conservatory's heating was cut to the palms' survival, and the
Trust's own clerks were paid, from the second week, in scrip
alone, which the clerks spent the same day, the way the Quarter
spent everything, which was the year's most precise piece of
justice and the one nobody ordered.

On the last Friday of November an old man came to the
second window with a pension book from the Trust's original
engineering works, forty years of service pressed between its
covers, and he asked Wenger whether the Trust's word had

expired. He asked it politely, the way the old service class asked
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everything. Wenger read the book. The book was correct, and it
bought four candles. Wenger said the window could not redeem
the book's word, only its figure, and the old man thanked him
with the service's courtesy and went out into the rain with his
forty years folded in his inside pocket, against his chest, the way
the service had taught its men to carry their papers. Peschke saw
him go. "That was the Trust's first generation," he said to the row.
It was unusual for Peschke. The row wrote nothing down, which
was usual. The old man's pension book went into the day's tray
with the afternoon's queries, and Peschke initialed the query, and
the query's answer, when it came down a week later, was the
Trust's word about the Trust's word: that the word stood, which
was true in the sense the year allowed.

Against the dying of the paper the Quarter fielded the
economy it had always kept in reserve. The lanes went to barter by
the second week, openly, the way they had always gone to barter
quietly: the rag yard paid in rags again, and the dye works paid in
offcuts, and the lock-keeper took the night boats’ passage in coal
and in eggs. His pencil book acquired a second column for the
things that were not money, which the machine’s book had never
had. The chain floor's men bartered by the shift's own ledger.
Their foreman, Vitus Grabher, kept the floor's barter book the
way he kept the floor's count of the work: levelly, completely,
entered by name. When the pay came in paper the men brought it
to him and took back coal and offcuts and the floor's own credit,
computed to the hour, and the office did not ask about the book,

because the office had its own paper to spend. The book ran all
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winter, in kind, in the floor's own hand, which was the chain
floor's answer to the year's paper. The Settlement's chalk account
changed its nature in a week. Ossig had the kitchen's figures struck
in bowls and soap and candles, and the lane's news line under it,
which had thinned in the summer to births and deaths, fattened
with the barter prices, because the lanes read the wall for the
economy now and not for the news. On the wall's lower line, in
the smaller chalk, the house had posted its own rate in kind.
Bowls cost eggs, candles cost offcuts, a night's floor cost whatever
the family could carry, and the account balanced nightly, in kind,
in public, which was more than the Gazette could say for the
Trust's books and more than the Bureau could say for its bands.
The Night Garden repriced by the hour. Grawe's board
stayed chalked and ran, because the room's trade had always been
the least monetary in the Quarter, being a trade in permission, and
permission could be had for eggs. The Blue Anchor took eggs and
coal and offcuts and once, memorably, a pair of boots, which
Grawe priced against two turns and a supper and which the
house's cellar boy wore out of the premises at a profit. Mitzi's
book throve. She kept the doors' accounting in kind now, in three
columns of her own invention, and the two accounts in her head,
the one for the constables and the one for Grawe, reconciled
nightly to the candle, and the one for the constables began to
carry eggs, which the constables’ own salaries could no longer

buy, which was the stair's whole political economy laid out in a

doors' book.
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The devourer's answer came into its own. Eat now, drink
now, hold nothing in paper: the Quarter's oldest proverb stopped
being a proverb and became the market's first law, and the men
who had lived by it for years, the Night Garden's perpetual
bankrupts, woke one morning in November to find themselves
the city's soundest economists. Wenger watched it from the
performer’s table with the tin's eye. The appetite he had been
treating as his private weather was, that autumn, the only rational
portfolio in the city. The ledger class was being ruined by its own
arithmetic, and the men who had never kept a ledger were eating,
and he could feel the year's argument sliding under him like the
lock's water, which answered both directions.

His own paper was dying too. The contract's August sums,
saved in the Trust's notes in the drawer beside the tin, bought in
November a third of their August selves. Wenger computed it on
a Sunday, at the Kettle Lane table, with the drawer open, and then
he did the thing the computer in him had been doing all year for
other people: he converted. The paper went to coal and candles
and the Quarter's eggs, on the lanes' rates, on a Monday. The
Quarter read it correctly: the singing clerk was out of the Trust's
paper. As the ledger class's defection the ward's wire carried it, and
the lanes read it as the songs' man choosing the coin; both readings
were correct, and neither reached the fourth floor, where his
drawer was nobody's business but his own.

The water song stayed where it had stayed all year, unfinished.
He understood now that it was not a song about the reservoir. It

was a song about the people under the water, saying their
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goodnights under it, and in November, with the paper dying and
the bands going fictitious twice a day, the song’s second verse
began to be audible to him the way the lock's water was audible,
from below, in the dark. He did not write it. The not-writing had
become its own discipline, and the discipline had a price, and the
price was that some nights he woke with the verse already singing
in him and had to lie still and let it sing itself out, unsaved.

In the last week of November the Blue Anchor's board held
an empty slot. The twelfth number had no song against it. Grawe
had kept it for the water song since September, at his own
initiative and at no charge, which was the house's way of asking
for it. The lanes knew what the blank was for. In the room the
waiting had begun, the way the queue waited for the handcarts:
for what the song would tell them about the year. The waiting
had a number, and the number was twelve. Wenger passed it every
night on his way to the lit space, and the blank stayed blank.

The rains began in the third week of November, the way they
began every year, and every year the gate keepers watched them the
way the queue watched the handcarts, and this year the keepers'
wives watched them too, from the cottages” water side, with the
shutters open. On the dam's face the chalk figure stood at the
spring mark, and the rain put the Basin's rise on top of it. At the
dam's base the gauge staff stood in the water itself, its figures
burned into the old oak one above another, and the keepers read it
at morning and evening, the way the keepers had read every level

since the dam was new. The engineers came down in their oilskins
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and chalked the new level above the old, and did not rub the old
one out.

Below, the Quarter saw the second figure go up. The lanes'
wire carried it the way the wire carried everything, fast and free
and to its address, and the address was everyone, and the Quarter
read the two chalk marks the way it read the Settlement'’s wall: as
an account of the year, kept in the engineers’ hand, in the rain.

The Gazette explained the run the way it explained
everything. Its verbs were finding and adjusting; its tense was the
continuous reassuring present. The market was finding its level,
the adjustment was seasonal and corrective, and the Trust's word
was undergoing the year's revision, and the paper's readers were
assured, in the second size of type, that the figures the Bureau
recomputed daily were the proof of the city's care. Wenger read
the series at his desk with the bands' chalk wet on his cuff.
Fiebiger's hand was in all of it, in the way the reassurance rhymed
with the words' death, and Wenger noted, for the tin, that the
frame's newest garment was the year's own weather, worn inside
out.

Palme's audit came at the end of November, late for its
quarter, and it arrived in the rain with its own clerk.

The inspector of rolls arrived on a Tuesday, with his audit
book and his own pencils and a clerk to carry them, and he stood
where the light was good, and he counted. The fourth floor was
ready the way the floor was always ready, which is to say the files
were correct and the nerves were not. Dread of this audit had lived

on the floor since August, the way a building dreads a specific
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inspector, and the dread had a name, and the name was a boy with
a bottle-cap treasury and a card that carried the Settlement's
address.

Palme found it in the second hour, because Palme found
everything in the second hour. He laid File 27451 on Peschke's
desk, and he laid the rolls beside it, and he said, in the voice that
carried exactly its intended distance, that the address of record was
not an address of record, since the Settlement was not a person,
and could not be an address, and had never been entered as one.

"The boy lives there," said Peschke. "In effect.”

"The rolls do not recognize in effect,” said Palme. "The rolls
recognize addresses."

"Boys' addresses in the lanes are effects,” said Peschke. "The
tables feed them where they sleep. Otherwise the tables feed them
where they are dead.”

The room had stopped scratching. Wenger, at the third desk
from the window, did not look up, because looking up was what
the audit counted. He wrote the day's bands, the afternoon’s
figures, the chalk that would be wet again by tomorrow, and he
listened to the year's two failures converge on one file: the
arithmetic inflating, the rolls tightening, the paper dying and the
form holding.

Palme closed the file. "The card is suspended, pending an
address of record,” he said. "You will tell the boy.” He said it to
Peschke, and he meant it for the row. The row heard it, and
Wenger heard it, and the chalk on the slate said the ration had

moved again while the sentence was being said, which was the

17



year's whole method in one morning: the machine tightened its
definitions while its figures dissolved.

He told the boy himself. There was a question of whose office
it was. It was the second window's. The second window was
Wenger, and Wenger did not send the porter.

He found Ferdl on the Settlement's steps, with the bottle caps
and the two smaller children, in a pause in the rain. The boy read
his face at twenty feet, the way the Quarter's children read
everything, and stood up, and waited.

"The card is suspended,” Wenger said. "Pending an address of
record. The Settlement is not one. It is the audit's rule. Mine to
tell you. I am telling you." He had rehearsed the sentence in the
Bureau's grammar all the way down the hill. It came out in the
Bureau's grammar, and he heard it land the way the year's
sentences landed, correctly and without any truth in them.

The boy said, "Where do I eat on Friday?"

"The Settlement feeds without the card.”

"The Settlement feeds who comes,” said Ferdl, in the gate
book's voice, the dead girl's voice, the voice the Settlement's cellar
had taught the lane. "That's not the question I asked. I asked
where the card feeds me on Friday."

Wenger had no answer that the Bureau would have
recognized. He had the contract's money in his pocket, which
would have fed the boy for a month, and he understood, standing
in the rain's pause on the Settlement's steps, that the boy was not
asking about food. He was asking about the card, which was the

Quarter’s word for being entered, being counted, being real in the
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only book the city kept. The suspension was not a hunger. It was
an erasure.

"Friday,” he said, "I will have it answered.” He had no idea
how. He said it anyway, which was the year's method working in
him at full strength, and the boy nodded, the way the queue
nodded at the window's promises, which was to say without
belief and without surprise, and sat back down with the bottle
caps, and the rain resumed.

He spent the Friday's lunch hour at Peschke's desk, asking the
rolls" oldest question: could an address of record be made of a
house that was not a person. Peschke heard him out with his
hands flat on the day's book. "The rolls know persons and streets,"
he said. "A house that feeds is neither. To enter it as an address, the
Trust would have to admit that the house feeds, and to admit that
the house feeds, the Trust would have to price it, and the Trust
does not price what it does not own."” He closed the day's book on
the sentence, which was Peschke's way of filing it. "Write the boy
a street,” he said. "Any street. Put a number on a door in it. The
rolls will not visit the door.” It was the most correct falsehood
Wenger had ever heard from the chief clerk, and it was the year's
whole answer. He wrote it down for the tin, and the tin, that
week, refused to hold it. It stayed in his head instead, where the
year's true sentences were accumulating, unfiled. The slate held
the bands and the tin held the sentences and his head held the
answer. He had become the year's most expensive archive, three

systems of record in one coat, all of them wet.
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Wenger went back up the hill in the rain, and the chalk marks
on the dam's face read down at him through it, two of them now,
and he understood that the year's two accounts had stopped being
separable: the water and the ledger were the same account, kept in
two hands, and both were coming due.

The year turned toward its last month with the two accounts
running. The rain went into the Basin, and the Basin kept the rain
the way the Trust kept everything, without comment, in the dead
woman's name. The rains did not stop for the calendar, and the

calendar did not stop for the rain.
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CHAPTER NINE

The Second Hearing

he autumn session's date went into the Gazette's first

section on the first of December, postponed out of its own
season without comment, the way the Trust's paper postponed
everything it did not want read, under the fold, in the size of type
the Trust used for things it wished to be read as settled. The
Committee of Provisions would hear the scheme in its completed
form, with the extension tables, in the second week of the month,
and the committee would be joined, the notice said, by a visiting
expert in industrial efficiency, whose name the Quarter read as a
foreign country's and the Crown read as a credential: Mr. Horace
C. Billings, of Chicago.

The Bureau spent the first week of December in the state the
floor called the session's dressing. Into green covers went the
extension tables, the year's bands, and at last the scheme itself, in
its Gazette frame, and the crate of green went up the tube, and
Peschke signed the crate's slip with the face of a man sending the

year's only honest document to the year's least honest room.
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The boy's card was answered in the first week, by Peschke's
method. A door in Stocking Lane's court had acquired, in the
night, a number in white paint, and the number had a street, and
the street had the boy. The rolls were satisfied. Palme's December
visit, the book's smaller edition, found the address of record in the
correct form, and the inspector looked at the entry a moment
longer than the entry's size required, and made no mark. Wenger
watched him not make the mark, and understood that Palme
knew. Palme's knowledge had a shelf in the inspector's book
where things waited for their season, and the boy's season had
been bought with a door number, and would come due.

Ferdl himself was not deceived. Wenger saw to that, in a lane
conversation conducted over the bottle caps, in which the boy
asked whether the painted number was a true door or a paper
door, and Wenger said it was a paper door, and the boy said,
"Good," because a paper door could not be locked against him,
which was the Quarter's reading of the Trust's whole architecture,
delivered by an eleven-year-old in the rain.

The Pfenninger autumn evening came in the session's week,
and the invitation this time came on the house's printed card, in
Isidor's way, which meant the matter had become business. The
Evenings had reconvened in November, with the heat gone and
the year's topic set, and Wenger had refused the first two, with the
contract's dates as his excuse, and the third invitation had come
with a sentence in Isidor's own hand: the house would take the
refusal as final, or the house would take the clerk as he was, at the

price the clerk set, which was the publisher's way of saying the
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season's one necessary guest was being invited to name his own
terms.

Wenger went. He went because appetite had its own account
of the year, and the account said the salon owed him an evening;
because the Settlement's door and the Bureau's silence had left the
salon as the one room in the city that still wanted anything from
him; above all, because he wanted to hear the Crown's rooms
discuss the scheme in the week before the Crown's committee
heard it, which is to say he went the way a man goes to hear his
own sentence pronounced in another tongue.

The house stood lit for December. The gull's watermark
stood in the invitation card and in the program cards on the
chairs. Inside, the rooms had the year's new hardness: the hardness
of people who have spent the autumn watching their money die
and have decided to enjoy the funeral. They came in their
December dress: the professors thinner, the ladies of conscience in
new gloves, and the conservatory's curator present with the palms’
heating cut behind him. Before the singing, the talk was the
scheme.

It was the season's topic the way the Basin was the season's
weather. The social-economy school had split into the scheme's
friends and the scheme's critics, and the split was carried on in the
Crown's grammar, which was the grammar of the well-fed
discussing the hungry. Leers defended the bands as the year's one
honest instrument. His rival, the one who had called the bands
conservative, had moved past him into the scheme's enthusiasts,

because the bands had been the spring's position and the spring
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was over. The ladies of conscience discussed the inspection of lots
with the seriousness of women who expected to be consulted
about it. And in the library's doorway, where the talk thickened,
an elderly magistrate of the harbor wards, a man whose name the
record of the evening gives as Councilor Brandeis, offered the
season's refinement.

"If the scheme is sound for the children,” the Councilor said,
in the tone of a man improving a motion, "it is sounder for the
older ones. The fourteen-to-seventeens. They eat like men and
produce like boys. The frame should reach them."

The room considered it. The economist Leers computed
aloud, for the room's pleasure, the older child’s annual charge
against the scheme's saving, and the sum came out in the scheme's
favor, and the room was pleased. Isidor Pfenninger declined the
refinement, and he declined it on the year's true grounds, and the
room accepted them.

"The older ones are in the bands,” the publisher said. "They are
already on the chain floor. You cannot provision what the
machines are already eating. The scheme is for the surplus, and the
surplus stops at fourteen.”

The room took the point with the sound a room makes when
a motion is both defeated and enjoyed. The Councilor bowed,
and the evening moved to the music room, where the chairs were
set in their December rows, and Wenger sang.

He sang the gate-stair song, because they would have been
wounded by anything else, and he sang the counting song, which

the room heard as a charming account of the Quarter's humor and
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which Wenger sang, that evening, with the figures' teeth showing.
Then he stopped, against the card's program, which had listed
four songs. Into the room's pause he said that the fourth song was
not finished, and that he did not sing unfinished songs. He left the
lit space and took his coat from the boy at the door and went
down the Publishers’ Row into the December dark, with the
applause behind him doing its work, which was the work of
anesthetizing the singer.

Clothilde Pfenninger caught him at the door, in the hall's
green-shaded lamplight, with her furs already on, as if she had
timed the evening's exit to his.

"You sang them their topic,” she said. "You sang it with the
teeth out where they could see them, and they applauded you for
the view."

"I sang them the Quarter's arithmetic," said Wenger.

"The same thing, tonight," she said. She stood closer than the
hall's proprieties, and the furs smelled of the cold outside, and
somewhere in the house her husband was selling the season to the
men who would print it. "You will not come back. I know the
look of a man leaving a house. So I will say it in the doorway: I
read your scheme, and I am the only person in that house who
read it as what it was. The rest of them read it as their dinner."

"And you," said Wenger. "What did you read it as?"

"As the most honest letter this house has received all year,"” she
said, "from a man who was writing it to someone else." She held
his eyes the length of the sentence, and then she did the thing the

evening had been arranged, by her, to allow: she touched his
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collar, once, with two fingers, the way one straightens a page, and
went back inside to her guests, and the door shut behind her with
the Pfenninger house's perfect quiet.

The Courier printed its own account of the scheme that
week, in Isidor's own type, and it was not the spring's arithmetic
gone ravenous. It was the season's analysis: the scheme's costs
against the Trust's reserves, the Quarter's appetite against the
Basin's account, with the Courier's old headline quoted and
answered. The house had moved the way the city's houses moved:
by the season’s arithmetic. Clothilde had not written the piece.
She read the proof at the library table, with the green-shaded lamp,
and she wrote on the proof’s margin, in pencil, in the hand
Wenger knew from the note about the apricot: the house eats too.
The margin stayed in the house. Without it, the proof went to the
printer: the Pfenninger marriage's whole account, in one margin.

The committee met on the Thursday, in the green room, with
the carpet and the portraits and the rain against the tall windows.

Nine members sat. The secretary sat at the side. Fiebiger stood
at the document table with the green bindings, and at the room's
end, in the chair of the visiting expert, sat Horace C. Billings of
Chicago, a square man with a square notebook, who had spent ten
days in the Trust's works and canteens and had eaten, Wenger
noted, at the chain floor's edge with the men, which no member
of the committee had done.

The witness table had a carafe and a glass, and the glass had the
gate's watermark, and Wenger sat with the year's two grammars in

his coat, the Bureau's and the Quarter's, though the Quarter's was
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not on paper, and he listened to the secretary read the agenda. It
was four items, and the fourth floor had computed all of them.
Wenger heard the year's whole work read in the secretary’s level
voice, and he folded his hands, and he waited for the gag he no
longer believed in. The carafe's water was the Basin's water. He
did not drink it.

Fiebiger read the scheme. He read it as the frame now read it,
with the concern and the courage and the extension's new tables,
and the committee heard its own document back in its own voice,
and the members' faces did the year's work of agreeing while
appearing to deliberate.

Then Billings certified the arithmetic. He did it in the
consultant's way, which was the way of a man whose authority
was that he had seen the thing done elsewhere: he had seen the
Chicago yards, and the packing tables there, and he said the
scheme's tables were, in his experience, the most careful he had
examined, and he said the word the room had been waiting all
autumn to hear from a mouth it could not accuse of interest.

"Sound," said Billings. "The arithmetic is sound. I have eaten
lunch with the men the tables describe. The figures hold."

The room received it with the silence of a verdict arriving in
the desired direction, and then, because the room was the room,
with applause: the nine members, the secretary, Fiebiger at the
document table, applauding the arithmetic of a clerk from the
fourth floor, while Wenger sat at the witness table with his hands

folded, watching the year's wager come home as its opposite.
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The scheme had been written as an indictment, and the room
had received it as a plan, and now the room had had it certified by
Chicago. The applause was the sound of the certification landing.

Wenger waited for it to stop. Then he did the thing he had
decided to do in the night, in the room over the baker's, with the
rain on the roof and the tin open on the table: he told them the
tables were wrong.

"The allowance for the Quarter's diet,” he said, in the Bureau's
level voice, into the applause’s tail, "is computed on the canteen's
figures. The canteen's figures are the Trust's figures for the food
the Trust sells. They are not the Quarter's figures. The Quarter eats
what the lanes sell and the Settlement carries, and the lanes' figures
are lower, by a third, in the season the scheme assumes. The
dressed-weight table rests on the allowance, and the allowance is
wrong, and the scheme's saving is overstated by a fifth." Every face
in the room was on him. That was the horror of it, the thing the
winter had been building toward since the Gazette had framed the
folder: the room heard him completely. Sesselmann the actuary
leaned forward with the year's best professional hunger and asked
where the corrected figures came from. Wenger said, from the
lanes’ own account, which was the truest answer he had given all
year and the one the room was structurally unable to credit. He
had them from the boy, who had them from the cellar's reading,
which was the year's whole chain of custody for the truth: the girl
to the room, the room to the boy, the boy to the clerk. Sesselmann
nodded, wrote a note, and said the correction would be

welcomed in the second printing.
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Fiebiger said, from the document table, with the editor’s
perfect calm: "The scheme stands corrected, then.” A pause, for
the minutes. "The discussion is improved. The committee will
wish to thank the officer.”

And the committee thanked the officer. With the correction
noted and the scheme entire, the motion passed. The motion
carried the schedule with it, and the schedule was the year's own
architecture of the eating, stated in the Trust's own adverbs: the
first account year was the inventory, the feeding and the counting
of the lots, the maintenance ration by name; the second account
year was the provision, which was the dressed-weight table's own
year; the third was the order, the rolls returned to themselves, the
eating entered as the city's care. The committee heard the schedule
the way it heard everything, and the minutes recorded it the way
the minutes recorded everything: the feeding first, the provision
after. The applause, when it came again, was warmer than before,
because the room had been given the one thing it valued above
soundness: the appearance of having welcomed a correction.

In the third week of December the second printing went to
the lanes' letter-men, and the scheme was read in the ropewalk
room with its correction in it, and the correction was printed in
the frame's own language: the tables improved by the lanes’ own
account. The Quarter heard it the way the Quarter heard
everything the Trust printed, and it heard its own knowledge
printed as the Trust's rigor, and Sepp Gfall, who read it twice at
the job shop's bench, said the year's truest sentence about it,

which the Quarter kept. "They have even printed our correction
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as their honesty.” The job shop's drawer stayed shut under its ream
of funeral notices, and the proof of the water song's first verse lay
in it, still true, still unfinished, the year's one honest document in
type.

Wenger sat at the witness table and watched the absorption
complete itself, and he understood, finally and in his bones, that
the indictment had been flawless in the wrong way: it had been
flawless as an instrument, and instruments do not accuse. They
serve. He had computed the city's cruelty so exactly that the city
could use it. The exactness was the usability. His own correction
had been absorbed the way the hallway absorbed the mirror, and
he had been, all year, the Trust's best employee.

Billings of Chicago left the city on the Monday, with the
green bindings in his luggage and the Trust's thanks in his pocket,
and he told the Gazette's man at the station that the city had the
soundest provisioning scheme he had examined on either side of
the ocean, and that Chicago would hear of it. The quote ran in
the Wednesday paper. The scheme had become a model, and a
model was a thing that traveled, and Wenger read the quote at his
desk and understood that his indictment had not merely been
adopted by his own city: it had been recommended to the world.

He was understood. It arrived the way the year's recognitions
arrived: correctly, in the Trust's grammar, under the green room's
portraits, in the rain.

He walked the hill down to the Quarter in the December rain,
and the rain was the reservoir's weather now, and the city was

doing the year's accounting in every window he passed. The
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Trust's clerks hurried with their scrip. In the doorways the lanes'
women stood computing the evening. The queue was gone from
the Provident Building's basement, because the windows closed at
four in December, and the building's facade stood in the rain with
the gate-and-drops emblem lit over it, and Wenger stopped across
the street and looked at it the way a man looks at the house where
he was born after the family has gone.

In the shop windows of the Crown's streets was the Gazette's
year-end supplement, and the windows were dressed for the year's
end with the year's prices, and the prices were written in the
continuous reassuring present, which now required new cards
twice a day. The Trust's own stores had stopped writing prices in
chalk and had begun writing them in pencil, because pencil
rubbed faster. Wenger read the windows the way the queue read
the handcarts, and the windows told him the year's last figure: the
Basin's account and the Quarter's account had begun to trade
places. The city that had priced the poor was being priced by the
year, and the poor, who had never had the paper, were holding the
coin.

He had spent the year believing the scheme's danger was that it
might be heard. The year had taught him the scheme’s danger was
that it might be understood. The indictment had been read,
praised, corrected, improved, and adopted, and the adoption had
been the year's easiest work, because the scheme had been written
in the city's own grammar, and the city had been waiting for its
grammar to produce the sentence. He had not accused the city.

‘What he had written was its mind. That was the satirist's horror,
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and it was also, he understood, standing in the rain across from the
lit emblem, the author's tragedy: he had believed he was the
exception to the grammar, and the grammar had used him as its
proof.

At the lock, the keeper was working a night boat up, and the
lamp swung, and the pencil book lay open with the December
rain pasting its page. Wenger read the year's entries in the swing:
the passages and the coal and the eggs, the one October line that
said recovered, a girl, the dye works'. The rain had not washed it
off, because the keeper's book was a machine's book, and the
machine’s book was written in pencil, and the pencil held.

In the room past the laundry, on the Settlement's second floor,
Anni Koch had the window the house's women said was good:
the variously-named girl of the spring’s files, settled now under her
street's version of her name, with her two infants in the house's
nursery and her own count kept in a copybook Ossig had given
her without a word about payment. She read the chalk wall from
her bed, which was the house's idea of company. The lanes'
kitchens sent what the lanes' kitchens sent, and the house's chalk
said nothing about any of it, because the house did not traffic in
the ward's wire.

Down at the Blue Anchor the twelfth slot stayed blank, and
the lanes’ old ones had begun to ask, in the way the lanes asked,
when the water song would be finished, and Grawe told them the
truth, which was that the singer did not know. The boy Ferdl had

taken to sitting under the blank slot on Saturday nights, with the
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bottle caps, doing the Quarter's arithmetic on them, waiting for
the number twelve to have a song.

He thought of Ferdl's paper door, and of the boy saying good
because a paper door could not be locked against him, and he
understood, with the year's weight on him, that the boy had been
right and the year was about to be wrong. The painted number
had answered the audit. The painted number would not answer
the water.

At the Settlement, the door stood its inch open on the lane's
lamplight, and the chalk account had the December lines on it.
Wenger stood across the lane and read the wall in the rain. The
wall's figures were small and exact and unembarrassed. He
understood that the house had been the year's one correct
institution, that it had been correct precisely because it had
refused him, and that the refusal had been the year's one clean
sentence.

On the last Wednesday of the year the Settlement's cellar held
its year's last reading, and the house's stack was one paper high: the
adopted scheme, second printing, with the lanes' correction
printed as the Trust's rigor. Ossig read it the way the house read
every letter, and then she read the person out of it, and the person
was the city. "This one," she said, "is the Trust asking the Quarter
to approve its own provisioning. The lanes' answer is the count.
The count stands.” The cellar said it back to her, the way the
cellar had learned to say it, and the year's last reading closed, and
the Quarter went into January with the scheme adopted and the

water rising and its own account open, which was the house's
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whole answer to the year's whole crime. Outside, over the lane,
the reservoir stood in the December rain with its two chalk marks
and its white letters, taking the winter the way it had taken the
year.

He did not go in. On the year's last Friday the fourth floor
closed its account. The bands stood in chalk for the first of
January, at a figure that would have fed nobody in October and
fed a kind of sufficiency in December, which was the year's trick
and its whole crime. Peschke closed the year's ledger with the
year's last initials, and the row stood for a moment the way the
row stood at the year's end, and nobody said anything about the
green room, which was the row's way of saying it. Peschke shook
Wenger's hand. It was the first time he had done it in five years of
vouchers, and he did it with the day's book open under his other
hand, as if the record might require the gesture to be entered, and
then he shut the book on the year.

He wrote no slip that night. The tin stayed shut in the drawer,
and the drawer stayed shut, and he sat at the Kettle Lane table with
the rain on the roof and the water song's second verse singing in
him, unsaved, and the city's two accounts ran in the dark below
the window, and the year turned, in the last days of December,
toward its terminal movement, with the scheme adopted and the
water rising and the singer silent, which was the year's plot, and it
had been written, all along, in the first week, on the fourth floor,
in the small hand, by the man who had priced the poor and been

praised for it.
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CHAPTER TEN

The Descent

n January, in the year's coldest week, the fourth floor went to

work for the adopted scheme.

That was the winter's difference, and the row felt it in the
fingers before it felt it in the head. The Bureau no longer
computed relief; it computed provisioning now. The bands were
the same bands and the windows were the same windows and the
grammar had changed by one word, the way the year's change had
come by one page, and the row wrote the new word the way the
row wrote everything, without comment. Wenger computed the
scheme's working figures: the lots' schedule, the inspection
rosters, the provisioning calendar for the scheme's first quarter. He
did it well. The skill had stopped asking his permission, and he
had stopped pretending it would.

In the first quarter’'s working figures lay the year's most honest
work and its most dishonest, and Wenger computed both at once,
because they were the same figures. The lots' schedule enumerated

the Quarter's surplus by block: the courts of Tanners Row and the
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dye ward's blocks, the canal stairs' children, and the Night
Garden's own. He priced the inspection rosters the way the
Bureau priced everything, in units and adverbs. The row lunched
in silence that month, with the stew’s price climbing the board
and the green bindings' work coming down the tube, and the
silence was the row's whole account of the year, and Wenger
computed inside it, the fastest of them, with the guilty joy of a
number that moved. The joy shamed him nightly, and the shame
was the season'’s one luxury he could afford.

Duschl had known since October. The funeral news ran free
in the Quarter, and the ward had carried it to the canal ward by
the second day, and Duschl had received it the way he received
everything, correctly, in writing, from the Settlement's officiant’s
note to the ward's pastor, which the pastor had read to him in the
ward's rooms. He had not come to the fourth floor that week.
When he came back, he was the same clerk, with the same pen tray
and the same spectacles and the same beautiful columns, and the
row'’s silence around him, which had been the kindest and cruelest
thing the building did all year, continued now as the building's
way of not knowing what to say to a man whose wedding had
become a funeral without the building having been told about
either.

He had not spoken to Wenger since the week of the second
hearing. They passed the files between them, and the work moved.
The row watched it the way the row watched everything, and

nobody said anything, and January went on.
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Duschl's drawer still held the wedding book. The row knew
because the row knew everything in the drawers. It had stopped
being a wedding book and had become a book of the year's prices,
and Duschl kept it the way he kept the pen tray, correctly, in a
state of visible correctness, and the row forgave him for it in the
row's way, which was to leave his lunch untouched and his returns
unremarked.

Wenger watched him across the row, the way he had watched
him all autumn without knowing what he was watching. Now he
knew. The junior clerk was keeping his account the way the tin
kept Wenger's: in silence and in order, in the Bureau's own
grammar. Wenger understood that the confrontation, when it
came, would come in that grammar, that it would be the year's
most expensive sentence, and that he would pay it.

The descent had its own geography, and it was the Quarter's
geography seen from the year's dark side: the Night Garden in
January, with the pleasure streets running on the winter's shorter
credit and the river fog standing in the lanes until noon.

At the Blue Anchor the contract held, because Grawe's
arithmetic still paid for what it used, and the cellar's winter trade
was the Quarter's trade now, the slumming tables having gone
home with the year's money. The Quarter's lanes came down to
the cellar in the fog, and the board drew the numbers, and Wenger
sang. The room was the Quarter's own again, which was the one
mercy of the season. And the twelfth slot stayed blank. The lanes'
old ones no longer asked; the asking had become the slot's

meaning, and the slot's blankness was the year's one honest page,
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and Ferdl sat under it on Saturdays with the bottle caps, doing the
Quarter's arithmetic, waiting.

Wenger's nights lengthened. The contract's turns ended at
midnight, and the descent's work began after: the rooms that
stayed open later, the rooms that never closed, the rooms where
the Quarter's winter trade went when the Blue Anchor's doors
shut. He drank with the canal men and the doormen and the out-
of-work and the seasonally ruined. He sang less, and listened
more. The listening was the descent's own method, because the
Quarter in the winter talked, and what it talked about was the
year: the scheme's first-quarter provisioning, the lots" schedule,
rosters of inspection, its own eating, discussed with the calm of a
people describing weather. Wenger listened with the computer's
ear, and the ear heard what the computer's ear heard: the Quarter
had priced itself, and the price was being taken.

The litanies went into the tin, unsung. That was the season's
writing: the season had no songs. The sky litanies were the year's
one habit that cost nothing and fed nothing, the addresses to the
weather over the Quarter: the sky over the Basin is the Trust's
ceiling; over the Quarter it is the Quarter’s only roof; it is the same
sky, which is the city’s whole theology, and its whole lie. He wrote
them in the small hand, in the tin, on top of the year's
contradictions, and he did not sing them, because the songs had
stopped and the litanies were not songs, and the difference was the
year's education. The Basin's sky is measured and the Quarter’s sky

is suffered; the Trust s sky is owned; the Quarter’s is only there.

138



At the Blue Anchor the dead season ran on the year's shorter
credit. The front tables were the lanes' own now, and the board
drew the numbers for a room that had priced itself out of paper,
and Grawe's arithmetic held, because Grawe's arithmetic had
always run on the night's own terms. Ferdl came Saturdays and sat
under the blank slot with the bottle caps, doing the Quarter's
arithmetic, and the lanes' old ones let him, because the lanes had
decided the boy was the slot's witness. Someone had seen the job
shop's proof of the first verse: the shop's boy had talked, the way
shop boys talked. The Quarter knew the song existed in type, and
the knowing made the waiting harder, and the blank slot held the
season's one honest page in chalk.

Guilt converted to appetite the way the year's money
converted to eggs: at the going rate, without ceremony. He ate
more, and drank more. The appetite that had been the year's
private weather became the season's public instrument, and the
Quarter read it correctly: the singing clerk was wintering the way
the Quarter wintered, in the lanes, on the night's own terms.

His own January accounts ran in two columns, and the
columns did not reconcile. The Bureau's salary came in scrip and
died on the way home, and the contract's share came in kind and
kept, and he lived on the second and banked the first for the boy's
street, which was a fiction he allowed himself. He gave the boy's
street a number in his head and spent nothing on it, which was the
year's definition of hope. The clerk was wintering in the lanes, and
the Quarter saw it and read it the way it read everything: the

Trust's man was down; down was the Quarter's season; the season
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took him in the way the season took everyone, without comment
and without mercy, which was the Quarter's way of saying he was
theirs now. He was the Quarter's man now. The legend had split
in the summer. In the winter it fused again, in the wrong
direction, the lanes said: the Quarter's man was the man who was
sinking with them.

The Black Gondola stood where the Night Garden's lanes
came down to the old pleasure garden by the canal, and the
pleasure garden had been the Crown's once, in the city's
grandmother's time, and it was the Quarter’s now, and it flooded
in January. The rain stood in it between the old trees, and the
roots of the trees stood out of the water like the knuckles of a
hand laid flat. The water was black, and the water took the lanes'
lamps in pieces and gave back the pieces doubled.

The Gondola's low room did the season's trade in the winter's
own currency: bailiffs’ papers from the insurance men, railway
warrants from the recruiters, the Quarter's girls' own negotiable
warmth. The army had men in the lanes that winter, because the
year was the kind that armies recruit in, and the recruiters paid the
Gondola's counter for the room's list of the seasonally ruined, and
the counter book had a column for them, in pencil, because the
book was the season's truest census and everyone knew it and
nobody said it.

On the last Friday of January the recruiters did their business
in the Gondola's low room itself, at the back tables, with the
railway warrants in a leather folio and the sergeant's voice kept

low. The seasonally ruined signed in the counter's light. The army
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took them the way the scheme took the surplus and the chain
floor took the fit: the year's three appetites, fed at one address.
Wenger watched from the counter's end with the fiddle's floor
under him, and he computed the room the way the fourth floor
computed the Quarter. The room’s figures balanced, which was
the year's lesson in one evening: everyone in the city was priced,
and the prices were converging, and the water did not read them.

Gfall watched it and said nothing, per the partnership's rule,
until the second week of January, when he put the fiddle down
between the turns and said the thing the rule had been bought to
prevent.

"You're drinking the account,” he said. "T've watched men
drink the account before. The cargo pays for a while, and then the
account drinks the man, and the fiddle doesn't get a vote."

"The fiddle gets its half," said Wenger.

Gfall repeated it, the way a printer repeats a line to test the
type. "The partnership gets the man. You're spending the man, and
the man is the freight.”

Mitzi, at the doors' book, had watched the fiddler watch the
singer all season, the way she watched everything the room's
money touched, and she said, once, over the request drawer, the
season's one sentence about it. "He sets you in type like he's
keeping you.” Wenger heard it the way he heard everything that
year, and the tin's lid shut on it with the rest.

Fanny Glaser worked the cloak-and-counter at the Gondola,
and some nights she sang. She was the Quarter's understudy of its

own mythology: she had learned the gate-stair song off the lanes
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and the dye-works song off the yard girls, and she sang them in the
Gondola's low room in a voice that wore them the way the lanes
wore them, fitted to the body.

The counter at the Gondola kept the season's collateral: a
watch and a wedding ring, a man's tools, once a violin, which
Gfall priced with his own hands and priced correctly. The pledges
went into the counter's book in pencil, and the book was the
Night Garden's dead file, the record of what the season had taken
in pawn. Fanny kept the counter the way she kept the Gondola's
mythology, with the understudy's care, and she said once, over the
book, that the water was the only pawnbroker who never sold the
pledge back. She had the ward's pale hair and the ward's pale
lashes, and she had the season's one subject in her blood the way
the whole Quarter had it. Hers was different, and the difference
was that she played.

She had attached herself to Wenger in the first week of
January, the way the Gondola's girls attached themselves to the
season's figures, and he had let her, because appetite was doing the
year's accounts now, and appetite's first rule was that nothing was
refused. They went out between her turns, into the garden,
because the garden in the floodwater was the Night Garden's one
private room, and because Fanny had decided the water was hers.

She played at drowning. That was her game, and she had
invented it herself, and she played it the way the Quarter's children
played the queue, which is to say exactly. She stood in the roots
with the black water to her hem, and she arranged herself, and she

gave him the game's lines in the garden's dark, in the voice that was
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almost the lanes' voice and not the lanes' voice, because she had
learned the lanes' voice the way she had learned the songs, by
listening to what it did for men.

"My mother will weep over my photograph,” she said, the first
night, with the water standing black around the roots behind her.
"She'll tell the ward I went into the canal. She'll say it was over a
clerk.” She watched him while she said it, the way the queue
watched the window. The garden’s lamps came through the water
in pieces, and Wenger stood on the roots' dry spine and heard the
year's one dead girl repeated in the living girl's mouth, as game and
flirtation and the season's entertainment, and he understood that
the Quarter had digested the drowning the way the Quarter
digested everything: by turning it into the thing it sang.

She played the game again the next night, and the next. It
became the descent's liturgy, the way the Settlement's readings
were the other liturgy, and Wenger went to it the way he had gone
to the cellar readings, as a stranger who kept coming back. He
listened to the living girl play the dead one. He paid for the drink
after. The payment was the year's whole method, and he knew it.
He went.

The game's third week, she changed it. She stood in the water
to her ankles, and the roots were wet and black around her, and
she said, in the almost-lanes’ voice, "He wrote a song about me,"
and Wenger said nothing, because there was no true answer, and
she said, "He wrote the tables too," and the garden's water moved

against the roots behind her, and Wenger heard the year's
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architecture in a girl's performance of a dead girl's rumor of a
living man's work.

"Don't,"” he said.

It was the first thing he had said to the game in three weeks,
and it came out in the Bureau's voice, which was the wrong voice
for the garden, and Fanny heard it, and she stopped. The water
stood, and the lamps came through it in pieces. Then she said, in
her own voice, which was the first time he had heard it, "Everyone
plays it. The yard plays it. The lanes play it. You're the only one
who doesn't.”

"Because I wrote it," said Wenger.

"Because you wrote it,"” she said. She said it the way the cellar
had said the count stands, levelly, as a thing observed at long
practice. She stepped up out of the water onto the root spine
beside him, and the game's season was over, and the descent’s
season was not.

He walked her back to the Gondola in the fog, and he paid
the counter. He did not touch her, and she did not ask him to,
and the ward's wire carried it by Tuesday as the singing clerk's
cold, which was the ward's way of saying a man's appetite had
stopped being the room's business and had become the year's.
Mitzi heard it at the Blue Anchor's book and said nothing, which
was the doors' discretion, and Grawe heard it and said the house's
one sentence about it, which was that the singer's cold was the
house's freight and the freight paid.

The confrontation came on the year's coldest Friday, in the

records cellar, where the dead files were waiting out their decade.
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Duschl had asked him down, correctly, by a note in the day's
book, which was the fourth floor's way of summoning a man to a
conversation the row should not hear. The cellar was the cellar:
shelves and dust and the lamp on its cord. Duschl stood with a
dead file in his hands, and the file was a girl's of the old almshouse
charters, and he had taken it down the way the Bureau's clerks
took down the past, to have something in his hands.

"I've computed it," he said. "The ward thinks I can't compute.
The ward's been kind to me for a year, and kind in the Quarter is
the same as quiet, and quiet is the same as known.” He said it in
the day's-book voice, levelly, the way he entered everything. "She
went to the Settlement in October. She went into the canal in
October. The ward knew the date. I knew the ward. I've been able
to count since the scholarship. It was your sheets I read her.”

He stopped, and the lamp swung once, the way the lamps in
the building’s cellars swung when the building settled, and
Wenger stood with his back against the dead of the old charters
and waited, because there was nothing in the year's grammar to
answer with and he was done, for one hour, with the grammar.

"I want the answer,” said Duschl. "The window's answer.
None of the songs'." He held the dead file the way the queue held
its papers, against his chest, and the spectacles caught the lamp,
and his voice did not rise, because the row's voice did not rise, and
the year's most expensive sentence came out in the Bureau's level
tone: "You priced her hands in the song. You priced her child in

the table. Tell me which account I enter it in."”
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Wenger paid the sentence. He had rehearsed nothing, because
nothing could be rehearsed, and he said the only thing the year
had left him, which was the truth, in the small hand's grammar,
without the Bureau's adverbs: "The tin's. There's no account for
it. Tkeep it in the tin."

"The tin," said Duschl.

"The slips. The building's other record. It holds what the
tables can't price." Wenger heard himself saying it and heard the
year's method in the saying, and he said the rest of it, because the
sentence had to be paid in full: "She found the error in the
scheme's tables. The lanes’ figures. The correction the committee
welcomed. It was hers. I gave it the Trust's grammar and the
Trust's thanks. She is in the dead files with deceased, water on her,
and the count she kept is the one true account in this building. I
priced her hands and her child and her, and the year's whole work
has been mine." Duschl stood in the lamp's swing with the dead
file against his chest. The cellar's dust stood in the air between
them, and he did the thing the Bureau had trained him to do with
a sentence too large for the day's book: he entered it. He entered it
in his face, which did not change, and in his hands, which held
the file, and in his voice, which did not rise.

"The wedding book's closed,” he said. "The pastor has the
Settlement’s note. My ward's forgiven me the coat." He put the
dead file back on its shelf, exactly, in the decade's order, the way
the Bureau's clerks put everything back exactly. "I won't ask you
to the Settlement's cellar. The house reads the letters. She'd be one

of the letters now, and the house reads them as persons, and I can't
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hear her as a person with the man who priced her standing next to
me."

He went up the cellar stair with his shoulders level. Wenger
stood in the dust and the lamp's settling. The dead files watched.
The year's most expensive sentence was paid, and it bought
nothing, which was the year's definition of justice.

At the row's head, the next Monday, nothing was said, which
was the row's whole vocabulary for the largest things.

The second verse came in the third week of January, in the
small hours, in the room over the baker's, the way the year's true
things came, unannounced and complete.

He had not sung since the confrontation. The contract’s
turns had gone to Gfall's fiddle and the room's patience, and
Grawe had paid the wage anyway, because the freight was the man
and the man was still, technically, upright. Wenger sat at the
Kettle Lane table with the tin open and the litanies on top of the
year's contradictions, and the second verse of the water song came
up out of the year's accounting the way the lock's water came up
out of the dark, from below, whole.

It was the people under the water, saying their goodnights. He
heard it in the gate book's voice first, which was the yard's voice,
which was the Quarter's truest voice, the one that kept the count.
He wrote it in the small hand, on a clean slip, and the slip went
into the tin on top of the litanies. The verse was the year's first
good page and its most expensive one, and he read it over by the
lamp, and the lamp did what the year's lamps did, which was

burn.
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They say goodnight to the gate. Goodnight to the stair.
Goodnight to the card and the chalk and the name on the
door. Over the Quarter the water stands. It don't care. The

count stands under the water, and the count is the law.

He read it twice. It was the girl's voice, the dead girl's, the one
the cellar had read back into a person. It was the count’s voice,
and the water's; the three voices were the year's three accounts,
and the verse held them the way the Basin held the hills' water,
without comment.

He took it to the job shop at first light, because that was the
partnership's rule. Gfall read it standing at the bench with the type
dust on his hands, the way he read everything: for the turn. He
found the turn. He looked up, and he said the thing the
partnership had been bought to say.

"The third verse," said Gfall.

"The third verse is the flood," said Wenger. "It isn't written.
The year hasn't done it yet."

"Then the song waits," said Gfall, "for the year." He set the slip
in the shop's own type, on his own time, and the proof went into
the drawer under the ream of funeral notices, with the first verse's
proof. The drawer stayed shut, and the twelfth slot stayed blank,
and the lanes waited the way the queue waited for the handcarts,
for what the year's water would tell them.

At the end of January, the reservoir's engineers chalked the
third figure on the dam's face, above the second, in the rain, and

the keepers' wives began to leave the shutters open all day, and the
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Quarter read the three marks the way it read the Settlement's wall,
as an account of the year, and the account was beginning to total.
The Basin in January did not freeze; a basin that size does not
freeze, and the engineers measured it twice daily now. The
measurements went up to the Crown and down to the gate, and
the gate keepers read them the way the queue read the handcarts,
for what they told about the day coming. Above the second, in
the rain, stood the year's third figure, fresh in chalk. The keepers'
cottages took to keeping a lamp lit on the water side through the
night, which was not in any regulation, and nobody wrote it
down, and the Quarter saw the lamps the way it saw the chalk
marks: as the account of the people who lived closest to the water,
kept in light. The lamp-oil came out of the keepers' own pay, and
the pay was the Trust's paper; the paper died, and the lamps
burned on, which was the year's economy in one cottage row.
Wenger went home by the canal. The fog stood in the lanes,
and the Black Gondola's garden stood in the fog with its roots in
the black water, and the Settlement's door stood its inch open on
the lane's lamplight. He understood, for the first time, that the
year's terminal movement had already started, and that it had
started the way the year started everything: in the small hours, over
the account books, in the dark, before anyone was awake to see it.
The year did not announce its terminal movement. It never did.
The account books announced it the way the year's accounts
announced everything: in chalk and pencil and the small hand,

before the water said a word.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

The Printed Voice

he Quarter woke on the first of February to find the Voice
posted in the lanes.

It was a broadsheet, in the Gazette's type, on the Trust's paper,
and it was posted the way the Trust posted everything: on the
Notice boards at the lane ends, in the night, by men who came
and went before the queue formed. The Quarter read it at dawn,
standing, the way it read everything the Trust posted, and the
broadsheet's title was in the paper's second size of type, and the
title was The Voice of the Quarter: Songs of the Lanes, Recorded by
One of Her Own, and under the title, in the first size, were the
songs.

They were Wenger's songs. The gate-stair song was there, and
the counting song, the one about the missionary's cart, and the
dye-works song. They were printed correctly, mostly. The
correctness was the counterfeit: the songs were the Quarter's and

the paper the Trust's, printed in the scheme's own type, and the
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whole thing read as if the lanes had written to the Trust and been
answered kindly.

Fiebiger's hand was in it the way Fiebiger's hand was in
everything that year: invisible and entire. The songs were edited
the way the scheme had been framed, with the lightest possible
touch and the heaviest possible effect. In the counting song the
figures were the year's old figures, the ones the yard had corrected,
printed as if the correction had never happened. The dye-works
song had its last verse intact and its penultimate verse gone, the
one about the vat's overflow, which was the verse the yard sang
loudest, and the lane's ear found the missing verse the way a
mouth finds a missing tooth.

The broadsheet's preface was the frame's public face, and
Wenger read it with the computer's cold admiration: the Quarter's
songs were the folk’s own record of the city’s year, the Trust's
printing of them was the city’s answer to the Quarter’s voice, and
the scheme's communications schedule was printed at the
bottom, in the smallest type, the way the Trust printed the things
it most wanted read: the lots' schedule, the inspection days, and
the spring's provisioning calendar. Wrapper: the songs. Content:
the schedule. The Quarter read the wrapper and the schedule
together, the way it read everything, and the wrapper's work was
done before the first lane laughed: the songs had made the
schedule the Quarter's own reading.

At the ropewalk room, in the week's long evenings, the letter-
men read the two postings nightly, the Trust's sheet and the job

shop's slip, in the way the room read the year's two accounts. The
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room had begun to do the thing the cellar did, which was to read
the persons out of the papers, and the letter-men’s versions of the
year's documents had begun to pass between the lanes the way the
songs passed: worn, corrected, owned. The Trust's sheets
disappeared from the Notice boards at the rate the Quarter's
kindling required, and the job shop's slips disappeared at the rate
the Quarter's deep pockets required, and the difference was the
year's one clean piece of market research, which the Trust's men
did not read and the lanes read nightly. Ferdl read the slip to the
crate’s young ones on the Saturdays, in the slot's blank shadow, in
the gate book's voice he had learned from the dead girl, and the
young ones learned the line the way the Quarter’s children learned
everything: by heart, in company, in the rain.

And the gate-stair song had a new last line.

The Quarter knew the last line the way it knew the water. 7he
count is the water’s to keep. It was the lanes’ own line, the one the
ropewalk room had carried out of the Blue Anchor in the summer
and the cellars had carried all winter. The broadsheet's last line
read: the count is the city’s to keep. One word: the water's, to the
city's. It was the year's method in one edit, and the Quarter heard
it the way it heard the missing verse, instantly and completely, and
the lanes stood at the Notice boards in the February cold and read
the altered line, and the silence that went through the lanes that
morning was the silence of the Quarter hearing itself quoted back
with one word moved, which is a silence with a specific weight,

and the weight is the weight of a hand on the shoulder.
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The broadsheet carried no author's name and every reader’s
knowledge. Recorded by one of her own was the Trust's way of
saying Wenger without saying him, and the Quarter heard that
too, and the legend, which had fused in the winter in the wrong
direction, did not split again: it did something worse, which was
to become doubtful in both directions at once. The lanes no
longer knew whether the singing clerk was theirs or the Trust's,
and the not-knowing was the counterfeit's true product, and it
was manufactured, Wenger understood when he read the sheet at
the ropewalk room's door, with the same care as the scheme, by
the same hand.

He had not been asked. That was the thing he kept coming
back to, standing at the board with the lanes around him not
asking him either: his voice had been taken the way the Quarter's
figures had been taken, by the machine that printed what it
wanted to be true, and the taking had required nothing from him
at all, because the taking was of his name, and his name had
walked out of the Bureau's drawer and into the Trust's type
without him. He stood at the board until the queue’s morning
formed around him, and the queue read the sheet over his
shoulder, and nobody asked him anything, which was the lanes’
way of telling him the sheet had already answered.

On the Wednesday the Settlement's cellar read the broadsheet,
at the week's reading. Ossig read it the way the house read every
letter, and the room heard the edit the way the lanes had heard it at
the boards. The cellar’s answer was the house's doctrine applied to

print.
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Ossig held it up, in the reader's way. "The Trust has printed
the Quarter's songs with one word moved." She turned the sheet
to the room. "The word is the difference between the water and
the city. This house reads it as the year's smallest theft and its
largest one. The count stands. The count is the water's to keep,
and the water's account is not the city's account, and the house's
whole answer to the broadsheet is to keep the count correctly.”

She had the cellar sing it, the gate-stair song, with the lanes'
line restored, which was the Settlement's whole practice against
the printed word: the song sung true, in company, in the room
where the letters were read as persons. It was the first time the
house had sung. The cellar heard itself sing, and the singing went
out into the lanes the way the readings went out, by voice, and by
the weekend the Quarter was singing the gate-stair song with the
lanes' line louder than before, which was the Quarter's way of
correcting the record. From the yard girls it went to the children;
from the children, to the queues.

The fourth floor worked the scheme now, and the work was
the year's change rendered as procedure. Rations were computed
at the windows; the computers computed lots. The bands were
chalked, and the rosters went down, and the row's lunch was
eaten under the stew's new figure; the building's silence had
changed its quality again: it was the silence of a floor whose
winter's document had become the spring's program. Duschl
computed at the eleventh desk with the pen tray in its state of
visible correctness. He had not mentioned the records cellar, and

the row had not mentioned it either. The day's book held its one

154



line, and the row’'s whole vocabulary for the largest things held its
one silence, and February went by the way January had, in chalk.
Peschke computed his own retirement in the day's book's margin
and erased it, which was the chief clerk's one confession. He
erased it in the same hand, which was the year's smallest editorial
act and its saddest.

The job shop answered in print on the Friday. Sepp Gfall set
one line, in the shop's own type, on the shop's own paper, and he
printed two hundred slips of it, and the shop's boy posted them
beside the Notice boards at dawn, beside the Trust's broadsheet,
the way a correction is posted beside the thing it corrects. The slip

said, in the type the lanes knew from the song sheets:
The count is the water’s to keep.

That was all. No signature, no argument, nothing of a frame.
The Quarter read the two postings side by side, the Trust's sheet
with its one word moved and the job shop's slip with the word
moved back, and the lanes stood between them and did the thing
the Quarter did best, which was to hold two accounts at once and
know which was the honest one. The paper war had begun at its
smallest scale, one line against one line, and the lanes’ wire carried
it the way the wire carried everything. By the month's second
week the Trust's broadsheets were being read against the slips the
way the queue read the handcarts, and the Trust's men, who came
in the night to post, began to find the slips already there.

The engineer of words worked on the Trust's own floor, in

the editorial rooms over the Gazette's presses, in an office that had
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once been the paper's letters desk and was now the scheme's
communications office, which was the year's architecture in one
reassignment. Fiebiger kept the office the way the old sorcerers
kept their workrooms: alone, in the middle of his instruments.
The green bindings stood on the shelf. Pinned to the blotter
under a paperweight of cut glass were the slips' specimens, for the
Quarter’s corrections reached the Trust's desk the way everything
reached the Trust's desk. The gate's watermark stood in every
sheet he touched, and the frame's grammar stood in every sentence
he wrote, and he worked the way the fourth floor computed:
exactly, without comment, in the Trust's own hand.

He was writing the third issue. It was the spring's issue, the
one the Board's session would open, and it was the counterfeit's
completion: the Voice of the Quarter would speak the scheme's
adoption as the Quarter's own answer, in the songs’ type, in his
name. Fiebiger had Wenger's spring sheets on the desk and the
year's slips on the blotter and the scheme's figures in the folder,
and he edited the way the necromancer raised the dead: by the
application of a science to the materials of another life. The
editing was careful and it was total and it was, in the editor's own
reading, an act of authorship, which was the thing the
counterfeit's maker believed and the thing the year was about to
test. Once, and once only, the editor's own face showed in the
work: a line of the Voice's second issue had read, in his hand, that
the Quarter's patience would be rewarded by the city's gratitude,
and he had read it over twice, the way he read everything, and he

had believed it completely, the way a man believes the thing he has
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written well. Absorption was his word for mercy. He believed the
scheme was the city's one possible peace, and that his work was
the peace’s instrument, and that the editing of another man's voice
into the city's service was the highest form of authorship the city
offered. It was the year's most dangerous sentence, because he
meant it. He believed it the way the machine believed its pressings:
completely, in type, with the ink still wet.

The second issue came in the month's third week, and it was
worse. One issue had printed the Quarter's songs with one word
moved. The second printed the Quarter's voice as the Trust's
sermon. The broadsheet's first size said, in the songs' own type: the
Quarter’s own singer teaches the year's patience: the city provides;
the scheme provides; the water keeps its own count until the spring.
There were no songs in it. There was the name's authority and the
frame's grammar, fused, which was Fiebiger's masterpiece: the
counterfeit had stopped quoting Wenger and had begun to preach
as him. The Quarter read it standing at the boards in the rain, and
the lanes' wire carried the second sheet’s reading the way it carried
everything, and the reading was the year's coldest: the singing
clerk had gone over. The Settlement's cellar read it on the
Wednesday, and Ossig's answer was the house's whole doctrine at
its hardest: "The machine has begun to preach. This house
preaches nothing. The house reads the letters and keeps the count.
The count does not preach.” The cellar said nothing back,
because there was nothing in the house's doctrine for a voice that
could not be answered, and the silence was the house's way of

hearing the year's hardest page.
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Wenger heard about the slips from Ferdl, on the Settlement's
steps, in a pause in the February rain. The boy had two of them,
folded small, the way the queue carried everything, and he gave
Wenger one. Wenger read the one line in the shop's type, and he
understood that the partnership's rule had been kept: the water
song's proof still lay in the drawer under the funeral notices,
unfinished, unsung, and the printer's devil had gone to print with
one true line instead, which was the correct move, and the patient
one.

"He said to tell you the drawer stays shut,” said Ferdl. "He said
the water song waits for the year."

"The year is going to do it," said Wenger.

"Tknow," said the boy. He said it in the gate book's voice, the
dead girl's, the voice the cellar had taught the lane. He folded the
second slip back into the coat's deep pocket, next to the bottle
caps, and he went down Stocking Lane in the rain. Wenger stood
under the Settlement's eaves and watched him go, and the door's
inch of lamplight was open at his back, and he did not go in.

At the Blue Anchor the requests changed. The room asked for
the printed songs now, the broadsheet's versions, in the way the
room asked for what the Trust had last printed. Wenger sang the
true ones, and the difference was one word at the gate-stair song's
end, and the room heard it. The requests split the way the legend
had split, and Grawe's board held both, because the board was
honest. Wages came in kind, per the season, and the cellar's trade
was the Quarter's own. The front tables were gone. Wenger sang

his numbers to a room that was reading him in two versions at
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once, which was the year's condition, and he understood that the
Voice's third issue would settle which version the city kept, and
that the settlement would not be his.

In the Settlement's kitchen the boy ate without the card, the
way the house fed anyone, and the chalk account carried him the
way it carried the lane: a line, in kind, unembarrassed. He ate with
the infants' racket overhead and the laundry's steam in the boards,
and he computed the house the way he computed everything, and
the house came out correct, which he reported to no one, because
the boy kept his own counsel the way he had kept it at the
window. The paper door's number stayed painted in Stocking
Lane's court. The rolls were satisfied, and Palme's shelf held the
season’s knowledge, and the boy knew the door was paper; the
knowing was the Quarter's whole education in the Trust's
architecture: paper held until water. Once, in the third week, he
found the house's copybook on the hall's shelf, where the count
was kept now, in the yard girls' rotation. He read it the way he
read everything, and he added nothing, and he put it back. The
house's whole doctrine survived his inspection, which was the
highest compliment the lane could pay. Nothing in the house
marked it, because the house kept no files; the boy marked it in his
own archive, which was the bottle-cap treasury and the slips'
memory, which was the Quarter's whole record.

The first lot's inspection came in the month's third week, on a
Wednesday, in the workhouse yard on the Quarter's far side, where

the scheme’s schedule began.
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The yard wore the Trust's arrangement: ropes, rosters, the
inspectors’ table at the yard's head with the green bindings on it,
the Trust's men with their pencils, and the Gazette's photographer
with his apparatus under its black cloth, because the Trust
photographed its works the way it printed them, for the record.
Down the lanes came the Quarter's surplus children with their
mothers, the ones the bands had priced, and they stood in the yard
in the rain in the roped order, and the inspection began at nine.

Wenger was there. The scheme's author attended the scheme's
executions, per the courtesy, which was now the rule, and he
stood at the inspectors’ table's end with his coat wet and his hands
folded, and he watched the machine he had built begin to eat.

The inspection was not the eating. That was the thing the year
had taught him to see. The inspection was the eating's
preparation. They counted the lots against the schedule and
verified the figures against the children. The inspectors went
down the roped order with the rosters. In the ropes the mothers
held the children. The children stood the way the Quarter's
children stood, reading the street even here, and the
photographer's cloth went up and down, and the record was
made.

Vitus Grabher stood at the yard's gate with the chain floor's
foremen, summoned the way the head summoned the hands when
the head's work touched the hands' children. He watched the
inspection the way the Settlement's cellar read the letters: levelly,
completely, for the count. The two men did not speak. Wenger

saw him at the gate, and Grabher saw him at the table. The year's
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two grammars faced each other across the roped yard the way they
had faced each other across every institution of the city, and the
yard held the difference, and the difference was the children.

At the third rope the count came out wrong. The roster said
eleven and the rope held twelve. The inspectors recomputed, and
the error was the schedule's, and the correction was made in the
roster's margin in the Trust's own hand. Wenger, standing at the
table’s end, thought of the girl who had found the scheme's error
at the Settlement's wall, and of the count standing under the
water, and of the year's method: the machine's errors were
corrected by the machine; the Quarter's corrections were read as
the Quarter's dishonesty. He wrote nothing down, because there
was nowhere left to write it that was not the Trust's.

At the yard's gate that morning the broadsheet had been
posted, per the scheme's communications schedule, and the
mothers coming in had read it, or had had it read to them, and the
Voice of the Quarter had spoken over the yard's rope order the
way it spoke over the lanes, in his name, in the songs' own type,
with the one word moved. The children sang the gate-stair song in
the yard while they waited, the way the Quarter's children sang in
queues. They sang the lanes' line, because the lanes' line was what
the Quarter sang, and the inspectors did not hear the difference,
and the difference was the whole of the year's war, sung by
children at a rope, in the rain.

On the month's last Friday the scheme's first provisioning day
came, and the Trust's canteen yard on the Quarter's side fed the

first lot, per the schedule, per the corrected figures, with the lanes’
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correction computed in. The mothers brought the children, and
the children ate. The meal was named in the Trust's adverbs: the
maintenance ration. The mothers who brought the children to
the yard found the ration's other condition at the gate: attendance
at the provisioning was enrollment in the lot. The ration card's
next quarter depended on the lot's completeness, which was the
year's whole coercion in one procedure: the card fed the child;
teeding enrolled it; enrollment filled the lot; the second account
year waited. The yard's tables were the Trust's tables, and the meal
was the year's whole argument served in bowls: the scheme fed.
That was the thing the scheme's critics had never computed and
the scheme's friends had always known: the scheme fed. The
Quarter ate and watched itself eat. One mother asked, at the gate,
with her boy's empty bowl in her hand, what the second account
year's provision was. She asked it in the yard's own plain words,
the way the queue asked the windows, levelly, for the record: what
will be provided, when the lots are full, and provided out of what.
The gate's inspector read her the card's terms, which were the
ration’s terms. He stamped the card and wrote the boy's name in
the lot's book, and the line moved. The question went into the
yard's day the way the year's true questions went into the year's
rooms all year: heard, entered, absorbed by the procedure that had
made a place for it. The place was the stamp. The stamp was the
answer. The ropewalk room that night was the year's quietest.
Nobody read. The room drank the way it drank after a funeral,
which the first provisioning day was, though the funeral was the

Quarter's own argument's. The Gazette photographed the tables
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tull, and the photograph ran on the weekend, and the caption said
the city's care had begun, which was true, which was the year's
catastrophe in five words.

Wenger walked home by the canal at dusk. The February rain
was the Basin's weather now, and the dam's face had its three chalk
marks, and the reservoir stood at the year's highest level. The lock
worked the night boats up and down in the dark, and the keeper's
pencil book lay open by the lamp. And the year's account was
kept in two hands, and both hands were nearly done writing.

The Basin's February was the engineers’ own season: the
wind's work on the water, the rain's accounting of the season, and
the level's arithmetic against the dam's face. Weekly now, the
Crown's second size of type reported the level in the Gazette's
weather column, which was the Trust's way of telling the city the
water was watched, and the Quarter read the column the way it
read the Settlement's wall. The engineers' reports went up to the
Crown in the green bindings' own type. In the rain above the
second mark stood the third, and the keepers' lamps burned on
the water side all night, in every cottage, in the Quarter's sight.
The Gazette's column did not print the keepers' lamps. The
Quarter printed them the way it printed everything true, in the

wire, without type.
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CHAPTER TWELVE

The Quarrel

he Voice's third issue was announced for the Board's spring

session, in the second size of type, in the Gazette's first
section, and the Quarter read the announcement the way it read
the Settlement's wall: as the year's next account, coming due.

The Blue Anchor's winter ended the way the Quarter's
winters ended, in mud and shortage, and the partnership’s winter
ended with it. Wenger and Gfall had worked the year in the closest
quarters two men work in, the one's voice in the other's hands,
and the year's pressure had come to sit between them at the
performer’s table the way a third man sits. The water song lay in
the job shop's drawer, two verses in type, the truest document of
the year, unfinished. The third verse was the flood, and the year
had not done it yet, and the partnership's whole argument lived in
the space between the drawer's silence and the blank slot's.

Gfall had begun to say, in the second fortnight of February,

what the printer’s devil in him could not stop saying: that the
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Quarter was eating the frame's lies nightly, and the truth was set in
type, and type was for printing.

"The first verse," he said, at the performer’s table, in the dead
hour. "The first verse is true and it is finished. Print the first verse.
The Quarter reads the Voice's third issue against your own song,
and the war is over by breakfast."

"The song waits for the year,"” said Wenger.

Gfall said the word the way the lanes said it, flatly, as a thing
observed: "The year." "The year can't read. It has no eyes. The
Quarter reads everything, and it is eating the scheme's version of
you at the Notice boards while you save the truth for a flood that
hasn't happened. I am asking you, as my partner: which of us is the
song for?”

"Both," said Wenger. "Which is why it waits."

"That is the Bureau's answer," said Gfall. "The Trust prints
now and you print when the water comes. You know what the
Quarter calls a man who saves the truth? It calls him the Trust's
man, because the Trust is the only house that can afford to wait.”

It was the closest anyone had come to the year's center, and
Wenger heard it the way he heard everything that year, in the two
grammars, and the two hearings collided in him the way they had
collided at the cellar's stair with the week's account under his
hand, and he said the thing appetite says when appetite is cornered
by arithmetic.

"You want to print my voice," he said. "The way the Trust
prints it. What differs is the type."

"The difference is the truth," said Gfall.
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"The truth,” said Wenger, "is the one thing neither of you is
short of."

They took the argument to the Pressman's Rest, the small
room behind the job shop where the printers drank, because the
Blue Anchor was the partnership's public room and the argument
had become, by then, the year's most private one.

Four tables, a stove, the shop's men: the Rest was the printers'
own small room, and the keeper knew the partnership by sight,
and the pot-girl kept the beer coming in the winter way, without
being asked. The argument went on the way arguments go
between men who know each other's work: slowly at first, in the
craft's own grammar, and then past it.

Gfall was the one who went past it. He had the shop's day's
ink on his hands, and he had the year's whole grievance in him,
and in the Rest's lamplight, past the second beer, the printer's
devil said the thing the partnership had been bought to keep
unsaid.

"You think I love your voice," he said. "The room thinks I love
your voice. The Quarter thinks it. I set it, Wenger. I set it in type.
Ask the type who owns it."

"I know who owns it," said Wenger.

"You know who sings it," said Gfall. "It is a different thing,
downstairs.” He used the boy's word, the ward's word, the word
for the lanes, and Wenger heard the year's whole war in the
pronoun'’s place, and he heard, under it, the thing the word was

carrying, which was the oldest word in the year's account: mine.
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"You want the song the way the Trust wants the songs,"
Wenger said. "To keep it and set it and own it. You have been
patient about it all winter, the way the Trust was patient about the
scheme, and it comes to the same thing in this house, Gfall. You
are both buying the weather."

"Tam not the Trust."

"No," said Wenger. "The Trust pays better."

The pot-girl heard the next part from the cellar stair, and the
keeper heard it from the bar, and the shop's men heard it from the
far table. The versions the Quarter later sang were the room's
three, which agreed on the words and disagreed on the order.
Gfall stood up, and he said the old question, the one the
partnership had carried all year under the partnership's rule, in the
Rest's lamplight, with the ink on his hands: "Am I your lover,
then? Is that what the type is for?” And Wenger, who had been
asked the year's every question and had answered all of them in
figures, answered this one in appetite's own grammar, which was
the grammar of refusal: he laughed.

The laugh was the year's most expensive sound, and it was the
sound the room'’s three versions agreed on most exactly: that the
singer had laughed, that the printer had crossed the table, that
down had gone the lamp.

What happened in the dark the room never afterward agreed
on. The pot-girl's version had the two men down between the
tables, and the keeper's had them against the stove, and the shop's
men had them at the door. All three agreed on the rest of it: the

struggle was short, and Wenger was the stronger, and there was the
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bodkin, the shop's awl, the tool Gfall had used that afternoon on
the water song's own forme. It was on the table, and then it was in
Wenger's hand, and the hand was the year's. The year had been
building toward it since the winter's first morning, on the fourth
floor, in the small hand, by the man who had priced the poor and
been praised for it.

Gfall died on the Rest's floor, in the lamplight the keeper
brought, with the ink on his hands and the shop's boy holding his
head. He did not say anything after the lamp came. The last thing
he had said was the question, and the question stood in the room
the way the unanswered questions in the year's account stood,
which was: everywhere.

Wenger stood over him with the bodkin in his hand. The
keeper took it from him the way a man takes a tool from a man
who has finished with it. The shop's boy was sent for the
constable, and the constable’s house was the Night Garden's own
arrangement, which meant the constable came when the constable
came. And Wenger stood in the Rest's lamplight with the year's
first and truest witness dead at his feet. The room read him the
way the Quarter read everything, and the room's reading was the
year's last mercy: nobody moved against him, because the room
had watched the quarrel the way the Quarter watched everything,
and the room had seen who brought the lamp down, and whose
the laugh had been.

The ward's wire carried the killing out of the Rest before the
constable arrived, the way bad news ran, fast and free and to its

address. By midnight the Quarter knew. By morning the lanes had
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it in the wire's own form, which was the version that kept the
craft and dropped the cause: the printer dead, a singer's hand on
the awl, the lamp down. The cause, the wire left to the rooms, and
the rooms did the year's work on it, and by the weekend the
Quarter had the killing the way it had the drowning: digested,
sung, owned, worn to the hand that held it, which was the
Quarter's way of surviving the year, and which Wenger, hiding in
the lanes’ outer courts, heard the way a man hears his own funeral
described.

The Gazette printed it on the Monday, in the second section,
under the fold, in the frame's own tense. A disturbance in the
Quarter’s pleasure district, it said, has cost a printer bis life. It gave
the room's three versions in the order that made the singer's hand
the story’s center, and it said the Trust understood the Bureau's
officer to be assisting the district's inquiries, and it printed the
Voice's third issue's advertisement on the same page, which was
the frame's whole method in one layout: the murder printed as the
Quarter's violence, and the Quarter's voice printed as the Trust's
patience, side by side, in the same type.

Fiebiger's hand was in the placement, the way it was in
everything. The Trust did not gloat. Gloating was not the frame's
way; it arranged. The scheme's author's hand around the shop's
bodkin was the year's best fortune for the scheme's friends, and
the frame used it the way the frame used everything: as proof of
the Quarter's temper, which was the scheme's whole justification,
printed in advance of the Board's session, in the crime column,

which was the column the Crown read. The Crown read it. At
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the district societies the ladies of conscience mentioned the
Quarter's temper, and the professors’ seminars took up the year's
violence, and the Courier's analysis of the scheme's costs was read,
in that weather, as the Courier's sympathy, which was the frame's
whole harvest.

The district's book wanted him for the killing; the Trust's
book wanted him for something the district's book had no
column for: the scheme's author was the year's most valuable
document, and a document on trial is a document read aloud.
The Trust's preference was stated nowhere and executed
everywhere: the singer was worth more missing than tried. And
the pump house stood under the works' own jurisdiction, which
was the Trust's other book, the one the district's constable did not
read, which was the year's whole legal architecture in one fact: the
water's works answered to the water's account, and the district's
questions stopped at the works' gate.

The cellar read the Gazette on the Wednesday, and Ossig read
the frame's version the way the house read every letter, and then
she read the person out of it, which took longer, because the
person was the year's most complicated one: the clerk and the
singer and the scheme's author, the one who had priced the
Quarter and been priced by it, and who had now done the year's
oldest thing, which was to kill the one who chose him.

"The Trust will print this as the Quarter's violence," she said.
"This house reads it as the year's violence, which is the Trust's
own. The count stands. The count now has two names in it that

the Trust's account does not carry correctly. This house keeps
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both." She had the girl's name read and the printer’s; the cellar
heard both the way the house heard everything, for the count, in
the lamp's light, without comment.

The Settlement did not sing him. In the lanes they sang a
different accounting.

The job shop stood open the next morning, because the
shop's work was the lanes' work and the lanes’ work did not stop.
In the shop's back the press stood with the day's job half-printed,
and the forme of the water song's second verse stood locked under
the bench, in the drawer, under the funeral notices, and the shop's
boy swept the shop the way the Quarter's boys swept everything,
without comment. The constable came at ten, in the district's
way, and took the keeper's account and the pot-girl's, and wrote
them in the district's book. At the bench and the press the shop's
men stood, and the shop printed nothing that day, which was the
shop's whole statement. In the district’s book the killing stood as a
disturbance with a blade, which was the year's vocabulary for
what the year's method had made, and the book's entry was
correct, which was the year's smallest mercy and its most useless
one. The Quarter read the shop's silence the way it read the
Settlement's wall. The lanes knew the drawer was shut, that the
proof was in it; the knowing went into the wire. On the Blue
Anchor's board the blank slot stayed blank, and the song stayed
unfinished, which was now the year's one complete sentence: the
truth was set in type, and the type was in the drawer, and the
drawer was shut. The Quarter's own counter-reading of the killing

went through the ropewalk room in the week's evenings, and the
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versions divided the way the year's versions always divided, and
the blank twelfth slot on the Blue Anchor’s board stood over the
room's Saturdays with the chalk unrubbed, because Grawe did
not rub it out, and nobody asked him to, and the room read the
blank the way the Quarter read the Settlement's wall: as the year's
own page, kept open.

In the ropewalk room the versions ran all week. The craft
version kept the awl and the lamp and the order of the two men
across the table; the cause version kept the edition, and the
Quarter read the cause version the way it read the scheme's figures:
as the year's own account of itself. Ferdl heard both at the Blue
Anchor, from the crate, and he did the boy's arithmetic on them,
and the sum he got was the boy's own: the singer's hand and the
printer's type and the Trust's sheet, which made three; the water,
which made four; the Quarter, which was the number the year
kept leaving out. He said none of it. He kept it the way he kept
the slips, in the deep pocket, next to the bottle caps.

Wenger ran. That was the week's second fact, after the killing
itself, and the Quarter noted it the way it noted everything,
without comment.

He hid three days in the lanes" outer courts, which was the
Quarter's hospice for the hunted: a potato cellar behind the
ropewalk's yard, a bed of sacking, the lanes' bread at the door
before dawn, no questions, which was the Quarter's one rule for
the hunted and its oldest one. The hunted were the Quarter's own
account of justice, and the account said the Trust's law and the

lanes' law were two different books, and the Quarter kept the
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second. On the third night a canal man took him down the
water's side in the dark, the way the hunted were moved, by boat,
with a tarpaulin over him and the lock-keeper's lamp swinging
overhead, and the keeper looked down and saw the boat and said
nothing, because the keeper's book was the machine's book, and
the machine’s book did not record the hunted. The lock's gates
opened for the boat and closed on it, and the water in the chamber
rose and fell. Wenger lay under the tarpaulin and heard the water
work, and it was the first honest sentence the year had said to him
in weeks. He slept, that night, the way the hunted were said to
sleep in the lanes’ accounts, which was the way the dead were said
to sleep in the Trust's: completely, and without a record. The
pump house stood at the canal's end, below the gate, where the
Quarter's map gave out, and the pump men kept it the way the
gate keepers kept the cottages: by shift, by habit, in the Trust's
paper and the Quarter's coin, without comment, in all weathers.
At the canal's end the pump house did the year's oldest work
and the city's least read: the lower gates and the channels and the
great pistons, lifting and settling with the Quarter's water behind
them. The shifts ran eleven to seven. The crews ate at the works'
own table, and the gauge glass on the channel wall gave the water's
level the way the dam's chalk gave the Basin's, and the men read
the glass the way the queue read the handcarts, for what it told
them about the week. Borstal's crew was eight men and a boy who
stoked, and the crew's talk was the works' talk, which was levels

and pressures and the Crown's figures, which the crew computed
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nightly against the channel's own arithmetic and found, that
winter, increasingly wrong.

They took him in the way the waterworks' men took in the
Quarter's hunted: they knew him before he arrived, because the
wire reached the pump house before the runner did, and they
knew him the way the year knew him, in the two versions, the
legend's and the lanes'. The foreman of the night shift was a man
the men called Borstal, after the reformatory that had had the
raising of him, a pump man of twenty years, with the works’ own
silence, which was different from the Bureau's and the Quarter's
both: the silence of men whose work was listening to water.

He did not ask Wenger's name, because the shift already knew
it, and he did not ask about the Rest, because the wire had carried
it, and he did not ask about the Trust, because the pump house
had its own account of the Trust, kept in the works' grammar,
which was the grammar of levels and pressures and what the
Crown's figures cost the Quarter's pumps. He gave Wenger the
night crew's bench and the crew's soup, and he set him to the
works' simplest labor, the coal run from the yard to the boilers,
and he said the pump house's whole doctrine, which was the
works' own, and the shortest of the year's:

"Water doesn't care who you were. Shift starts at eleven.”

So the year's author of the scheme became a man on the coal
run, in the week the Voice's third issue went to press.

The first week taught him the works the way the Bureau had
taught him the fourth floor: by the hands. Down the chute came

the coal, and the run carried it to the boilers. The boilers took it

174



the way the city took everything, without comment, and the
gauge moved in the last week of February the way the crew had
never seen it move in February, which was up. The crew read the
glass at the shift's start and the shift's end, and the crew's winter
quiet had begun to have a sound under it, the sound of the
channel running fuller than the season allowed, and Borstal read
the sound the way the Settlement read the letters: levelly,
completely, for the count. "She's early,” he said, at the gauge, the
week's only sentence about it, and the crew heard it the way the
crew heard everything, and the shift went on. Up at the dam, the
third mark stood in the rain. The engineers’ reports said the Basin
was at its highest recorded winter level; the Crown's weather
column said the level was seasonal. Both were true, and the
difference was the gauge. The Quarter read the disappearance the
way it read everything, and the lanes said the singing clerk had
gone to the water, and the lanes were right. The water was the
year's last institution, and the one that did not read at all.

At the end of the first week on the coal run, in the pump
house's lamplit dark, with the pistons working the way they
worked all night, Wenger heard the water in the works' channels
the way he had heard it all year without hearing it: as the year's last
grammar, the one that did not price and did not print and did not
forgive, which kept its account in chalk on the dam's face and in
the pump house's gauge glass, and which was nearly due.

The pistons settled and lifted, and the channel ran full. The
gauge stood where February's gauges did not stand, and the works'

lamps burned in the channel's dark. And the man on the coal run
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listened the way the whole Quarter had learned to listen: for the
water.

And the third verse began to come, the way the year's true
things came, from below, in the dark, whole. He did not write it.
The year had not done it yet. But he heard its first line the way the

pump men heard the pressure change, before the gauge moved:

The water takes the chalk first.

176



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

The Pump Hall

M arch came in with three weeks of rain in the Basin's hills,

and the reservoir stood at the year's highest level, and the
engineers’ reports stopped saying the level was seasonal and started
saying the level was the Basin's own reading of the year, which was
the engineers' way of saying the water had begun to keep its own
account.

The Crown read the reports the way the Crown read
everything: for what they meant for the Crown. The Board's
spring session was set for the month's third week, and the scheme's
adoption was the session's public work, and the scheme's friends
had spent the winter making the adoption into the year's proof
that the Trust's patience and the Quarter's voice were one
account. The Voice's third issue was printed and waiting. The
frame's whole spring depended on the ceremony's reading
correctly, and the ceremony’s reading depended on its being seen
to happen in the Quarter, in the hands' own district, in the pump

hall below the gate, which was the frame's masterstroke: the head
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would come down to the hands. The scheme would be presented
to the Quarter as the Quarter's own mediation, and the Voice of
the Quarter would speak the ratification, and the Quarter would
be seen to applaud.

Fiebiger arranged it the way he arranged everything: exactly,
without comment, in the Trust's own hand. The pump hall was
the district's one room big enough, and it was the Quarter's
working room, which was the frame's whole point, and it stood
below the gate, which was the year's irony, arranged by the frame
as the year's sincerity. The Trust's notice went to the lanes in the
second week of March, in the Gazette's type. It said the Trust
would bring the year's answer to the Quarter's own house, and the
Quarter read the notice, and the lanes’ wire carried the Quarter's
answer back the way it carried everything: fast, free, and to its
address.

The engineers had warned the Crown in the month's first
week, in the green bindings' own type, in the year's plainest
engineering language: the Basin at capacity, the rain's account
unsettled, the spillway's release advisable before the Board's
session. The Crown's answer had come down in the Trust's own
tense: the release was scheduled for the week after the ceremony,
because the ceremony's optics required the water held. The
engineers read the answer the way the engineers read everything,
and they did the year's one engineering act of dissent, which was
to write the word inadvisable in the report's margin, in the
engineer’s hand, in the green binding, where it stood, the way the

year's true sentences stood: in the record, unacted on.
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The keepers' wives moved the cottages’ children up the hill in
the second week, the way the gate keepers' families had moved
before the older floods, without being told, because the keepers’
practice was older than the Trust's, and the Quarter read the
moving the way it read the Settlement's wall: as the account of the
people who lived closest to the water, kept in wagons, in the rain.
The Quarter's own wagons did not move; the Quarter’s people
had nowhere to move to, which was the year's geography in one
sentence, and the keepers' wagons going up the hill were read
against it, in the rain, without comment.

The pump men heard it at the gauge. Borstal's crew read the
Trust's notice the way they read the gauge glass, and the crew's
winter quiet, which had begun to have the channel’s sound under
it, acquired the week's own sound, which was the sound of men
preparing a room for the people who owned the water. The hall's
floor was scrubbed, and the benches were carried in, and the gauge
glass was read every hour now. The channel ran fuller than the
season allowed, and the crew said nothing about any of it, which
was the works' way of saying the crew had begun to compute.

Wenger worked the coal run in the week's rains. The rains
came down as they had all year, and the pump house's channels
took them, and the gauge glass stood at the year's highest February
reading, then its highest March reading. The crew’s talk, which
was levels and pressures, acquired a third thing, which was the
ceremony. Nobody on the crew wanted the ceremony. The crew
wanted the water, and the water was the one thing the crew could

not refuse.
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"They're bringing the Trust down here," said Borstal, at the
gauge, in the second week. "To our hall. To read us our own
voice."

"The hall holds the water's works," said Wenger.

"The hall holds the pumps,” said Borstal. "The pumps hold
the Quarter. The Quarter holds the Trust's account.” He looked
at the gauge the way the Settlement looked at the letters, levelly,
for the count. "You wrote their tables. I've read them. They don't
have a column for the water."

Wenger said nothing, because there was nothing to say. The
pump man's sentence was the year's whole education in one line.
The week's work went on. The rain came down. The gauge glass
moved. The crew watched it the way the whole Quarter had
learned to watch, and the channel ran full.

The Settlement read the Trust's notice at the week's reading,
and Ossig read it the way the house read every letter, and the
cellar's debate that night was the year's longest, because the house's
whole doctrine was about to be tested by the year's hardest page.

"They will hold it in the pump hall,” she said. "They will print
it as the Quarter's own answer. This house does not preach. It
reads the letters and keeps the count. The question for the lane is
whether the Quarter attends its own counterfeiting, and the
house's answer is the house's whole practice: we go. We go the way
we read: levelly, completely, for the count. The Quarter that does
not attend its own counterfeiting is the Quarter that cannot

correctit.”
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The lanes’ debate ran all week. The ropewalk room divided as
the year's rooms always divided, and the versions were the year's
two: to boycott, which was the Quarter's refusal, or to attend,
which was the Settlement's practice. The lanes' wire carried both,
and the Quarter's older ones argued the wire's two grammars
against each other the way the year's two grammars had argued all
year, and the Quarter did what the Quarter did, which was to do
both. Half the lanes would go to the pump hall. Half would stand
in the lanes outside it. The Quarter's two halves had stopped being
the legend's halves and had become the year's: the ones who would
watch the counterfeiting from inside, and the ones who would
refuse it from outside, and the rain came down on both.

The Settlement made its own preparation, the way the house
made everything: in public, in chalk, in the lane's grammar. The
kitchen's stores were struck in the wall's account, and the house's
beds were counted. The cellar's benches were moved to the
house's upper rooms, and the doors were opened both ways and
stayed that way, which was the house's whole doctrine rendered as
carpentry. Ossig read the week's rain at the week's reading, with
the count of the house's provisions against the count of the lane's
mouths, and the cellar heard the two counts for the record. "The
Trust will hold its ceremony in the pump hall,” she said. "The
water will hold its own. This house's practice is the same for both:
the doors stand open, and the count stands, and nobody is priced
at the door."” The cellar said it back, as the cellar had learned to say

it, and the house's flood practice went into the lane's wire, and the
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Quarter prepared the way the Quarter prepared, which was to say
collectively, without being asked, in the rain.

The children were rehearsed. That was the ceremony's detail
the Quarter heard last and held hardest: the Quarter's children
were to sing the gate-stair song at the ratification, in the pump
hall, in the Trust's arrangement, with the Voice's line. The yard's
girls drilled them in the week of the rains, in the dye ward's yard,
in the rain, because the Trust's cultural office had asked the yard to
supply the choir, and the yard's master had agreed, as the yard
agreed to everything the Crown asked, because the yard's books
were the Trust's and the yard's girls were the Quarter's.

The lanes rehearsed them too, in the lanes' own hours. The
ropewalk room's old ones sang the gate-stair song with them as
they sang it with everybody, and the cellar room's Saturdays
carried the true line. The children kept both the way the Quarter's
children kept everything: the yard's line for the yard's master's
hearing, and the lanes’ line for the lanes. Nobody wrote any of it
down, because the lanes' rehearsal was the Quarter's own record,
kept the way the Quarter kept its music, in the mouths.

Ferdl heard the rehearsals from the crate, and he did the boy's
arithmetic on the Voice's line, and he got the year's sum, which
was the same sum the Settlement got and the lanes got and the
pump men got: the Quarter's own song, sung by the Quarter's
own children, with one word moved, in the Quarter's own house,
for the Trust's own record. He said none of it. He kept it the way
he kept the slips, in the deep pocket, next to the bottle caps. But

on the night before the ceremony, at the Blue Anchor's board,
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where the twelfth slot had been blank since September, he stood
on the crate and said the year's one sentence about it, to the room,
in the gate book's voice:

"They're going to sing the city's line. In our hall. The water's
going to hearit."

The room heard the sentence entire, and nobody answered.
The rain came down, and the gauge moved.

The Trust's party came down the hill on the third Thursday
of March, in the rain, in the Trust's own carriages, and the
Quarter's lanes watched them come from the doorways, without
comment. The Board's members were in the first three carriages,
and the committee was in the next two, and Fiebiger was in the
sixth. The Direktor's own carriage came last, because Direktor
Haindl was attending the Quarter's ceremony himself, which the
frame had printed as the year's greatest courtesy, and which the
Quarter read as the year's greatest risk.

The pump hall stood below the gate with its scrubbed floor
and its carried benches and its gauge glass on the channel wall, and
the Trust's party filed in out of the rain, and the Quarter's halves
took their positions, inside and outside, and the channels under
the hall ran full, and the pumps worked the way the pumps
worked, steadily, against the year's account, and the ceremony
began.

The hall's composition was the year's map of the Quarter,
seated. The lanes' veterans held the middle benches, with the
ropewalk's letter-men and the canal’s night men. The yard's girls

were in the third row, in their works' dress, with the dye on their
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wrists. The Settlement's women sat the way the house sat
everywhere, together, at the side, where the doors were. The
Night Garden's keepers stood at the back, because the Night
Garden stood at the back of everything. The pump men's off-duty
crews held the channel wall, where the gauge glass was lit, because
the works' own people stood where the works' own instruments
were, which was the crew's habit and the year's foreshadowing.
The Quarter's children held the front rows, in the rain's wet order,
with the yard's master at their side.

The outside half stood in the lanes in the rain, in the boycott's
own order, which was the Quarter's other account of the evening:
the ones who would not attend the counterfeiting, standing in the
wet, reading the hall's lit windows the way the queue read the
handcarts, for what they told about the year. The rain came down
on the inside half’s roof and the outside half’s shoulders, and the
water did not distinguish, which was the year's lesson, arriving.

The pump hall in the Trust's arrangement held four hundred
on the carried benches, with the gauge glass lit on the channel wall
and the works’ smell under the scrubbing. The Trust's platform
stood at the hall's end, where the pumps' housings stood. The
Board's members sat the platform's chairs, and the committee sat
at the platform'’s side, and the Direktor sat in the platform’s
center, which was the year's most expensive seat.

Fiebiger ran the ceremony the way he ran the year's print:
without appearing to. The Direktor had not been down the hill in
seven years. The Direktor read his own part the way the Trust's

head read everything: as the head's presence, priced into the year's
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account. He stood on the platform with the Board's chairman and
the committee, and he looked at the hall the way the head had
once looked at the machine halls, across a distance the year's
architecture had been built to keep, and the hall looked back the
way the hands looked at the head, which was the year's two
grammars facing each other across four hundred benches. Wenger
stood at the channel wall with the crew, in the crew's own dress,
which was the coal run's, and the platform did not see him. The
man who had written the scheme's tables stood at the works'
station while the Trust's reader read his name's sermon, and the
crew's men stood around him the way the crew stood around its
own. Nobody on the platform computed the coal runner, and the
gauge glass moved, and the rain came down.

The Board's chairman spoke first, in the Trust's own grammar.
The speech was the frame's own work in twenty minutes. He said
the city had listened to the Quarter. He said the Quarter had been
heard in the city's own rooms. The scheme, he said, was the year's
proof that the head and the hands kept one account now. The
Direktor's presence in the Quarter's own house, he said, was the
year's signature on the account. He said the Trust had heard the
Quarter's condition and had answered it with the year's scheme; it
had brought the scheme's adoption to the Quarter's own house,
and it had asked the Quarter's own voice to speak the answer. The
adverbs were the Trust's own: he said faithfully and he said
mutually and he said, twice, provision. The hall heard it in the
rain's own silence, and the benches did not rustle, and the outside

half in the lanes heard the speech through the doors, in the rain,

185



and the Quarter's two halves held the same silence, which was the
year's last shared account. The gauge glass on the channel wall
stood at the year's highest reading, lit, in everyone's sight.

The committee sat at the platform's side in the year's own
order: the eldest member and the harbor member, the clergyman,
Orendi the economist, Sesselmann the actuary, and the
committee’s secretary with the minutes’ book, which was the
year's own record, being written in the Quarter's own house. The
committee’s faces were the year's own faces: the faces of the men
who had heard the scheme twice and had adopted it and had come
down to watch the Quarter ratify what the committee had already
passed.

The Voice's third issue had been given to the children with the
rehearsal's care, and the sheets were in the front rows' hands, in the
songs' type, with the Trust's watermark, and the children held
them the way the Quarter's children held everything paper,
carefully, against the rain's damage. The Trust's reader stood at the
platform's side table with the issue, and the issue's sheets were dry,
which was the Trust's own account of the evening's priorities, and
the rain's sound on the roof was the Quarter's own, and the two
sounds did not mix, which was the year's architecture in one
acoustic.

The Voice's third issue was read, and not sung: read aloud by
the Trust's own reader, a man with the Gazette's voice, standing
where the pumps' housings made a sounding board. The issue
spoke the year's patience in the songs” own type: the Quarter’s own

singer teaches the year’s patience: the city provides; the scheme
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provides; the water keeps its own count until the spring. It said the
scheme was the Quarter's own answer, arrived at by the Quarter's
own voice. It said the adoption was the year's mediation, and it
used the name, the way the counterfeit had used the name all
winter, which was the issue's whole work: the Quarter’s own
singer. Nobody in the hall said his name, and everybody in the hall
knew it, and the pump men's crews, who had worked beside him
on the coal run for three weeks, stood at the channel wall with the
gauge glass and did not look at anyone.

The coal runner heard his name's sermon the way the crew
heard the channel: without comment, by the hands. The name the
Trust's reader did not say was the year's most expensive word, and
it was being spent in the songs' own type, in the Quarter's own
house, and the man it belonged to stood in the coal run's dress and
held the rail and was not computed, which was the frame's whole
account of authorship: the name everywhere, the man nowhere.

Then the scheme itself was presented. The committee’s
chairman read the adoption's text from the platform, in the Trust's
own grammar: the surplus provided for, the children fed at the
Trust's account, the Quarter's own voice having blessed the
provision in the Quarter's own songs, and the Quarter was asked,
in the hall, to ratify the year's answer as its own. The frame's whole
winter had built to the asking, because the frame's whole method
was the Quarter's assent recorded, and the chairman asked it the
way the year's instruments asked everything: as if the answer were

already on the record, which, in the Trust's account, it was.
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The hall's first answer was silence, the clean moment's first
half: the Settlement’s women did not move. The pump men's
crews did not move. The Night Garden's keepers did not move.
The lanes' veterans sat the way the queue sat at the windows,
without comment. The yard's girls watched the yard's master.
The yard's master watched the platform, and the platform
watched the hall, and the hall held its silence as the year's rooms
had held theirs. The silence was the Quarter's answer to the
ratification, and the Trust's reader read the silence the way the
Trust read everything: as the Quarter's assent, recorded. The
minutes’ book recorded it, in the secretary’s hand, as the Quarter’s
assent, which was the year's whole method applied to silence: the
silence was read; the reading was the record; the record was the
year's own answer to the Quarter's own answer. And nobody in
the hall had said a word.

Then the Quarter's children sang.

They sang the gate-stair song in the hall's own acoustics, the
wet, high, carrying sound of children in a works’ room, and they
sang the first verses true, as the yard had drilled them, and the hall
heard the rain on the roof and the channel under the floor, and the
gauge glass moved.

They came to the last verse, the one with the line, and the hall
held its breath the way the year's rooms held their breath. The
children sang the last verse as they had been drilled, and they came

to the line, and the line the children sang was:

the count is the water’s to keep.
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The lanes' line. The Quarter's own. The yard's girls had drilled
them in the Voice's line, per the yard's agreement, and the children
had learned both, the way the Quarter's children learned
everything, and they stood in the Trust's arrangement in the
Quarter’s own house and they sang the true one, in their wet, high,
carrying voices, and the flood's first inch came through the floor's
seams under the front benches at that exact moment, the way the
year's two accounts met: in the children's voices and the water's
first entry, in the same instant, in the same room.

Wenger heard it at the channel wall. He had written the line a
year back, for the lanes; he had heard it corrected, counterfeited,
printed, and preached. Now he heard it sung by the Quarter's
children in the Trust's own arrangement while the year's water
came through the floor under their feet, and he understood that
the song had completed its account of him: it had started in his
hand and it ended in the lanes’ mouths, and nothing in between
had been his. The crew’s men did not look at him. The gauge glass
moved. He put his hand on the channel rail with the crew, and felt
the year's water in it the way the pump men felt pressure before the
gauge, and stood with the crew while the platform read the floor.

The hall's answer to the children's line was the year's one clean
moment: the benches stood, the lanes’ veterans and the yard's girls
and the Settlement's women and the Night Garden's keepers, and
the applause came up the way the water came up, from below.
The Board's chairman, who had been told the children would sing

the city's line, stood with the Board, and the Direktor stood with
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them. The pump hall's roof held the rain. The floor's seams wept.
And the Quarter's applause and the year's water rose together.

The crew at the channel wall watched the gauge as the crew
watched everything, and Borstal said the shift's one sentence
about it, which was the pump house's doctrine applied to the
ceremony:

"She's coming up through the floor."

And the pump house's men went to the works.

The gate answered the drawings the way the year's machines
answered everything: exactly, on schedule, in the Trust's own
grammar of levels and pressures.

The Basin had stood at capacity for a week, and the rain had
kept its March account, and the engineers' readings had gone up
to the Crown in the green bindings' own type. The Crown's
answer stood in the record: the water held for the ceremony, the
controlled release deferred to the week after, and the gauge staff at
the dam's base already past the spring’s highest figure. The Trust's
figures said the dam would hold, and the Trust's figures were the
year's vocabulary. The water, which had not been consulted,
answered the drawings instead.

The drawings carried two releases, and the year kept them in
separate grammars. The first was the canal'’s: the gate opened by
hand on the Crown's schedule, the water walked down the canal's
measured steps past the gauge staff, reading by reading, as the older
floods had been walked down. The second was the drawings’
own, the one the engineers' report had advised and the Crown's

optics had deferred: unscheduled now, unread, the gauge staff
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drowned past its last figure before the keepers could chalk it. The
postponement had held the first. The rain brought the second.

The release came from the spillway's own mechanics, which
were the drawings' own answer to the year: the Basin at capacity,
the rain's account unsettled, the water over the design's marks, and
the gate's release ordered by the water's pressure against the
design's tolerances, which was the engineers’ whole warning,
arriving on the water's own schedule, against the Crown's. The
keepers on the dam's face did the keepers' work in the rain. They
opened the bypass gates as the drawings ordered, and they chalked
the drowned staff’s last readable figure on the face's wall above the
water's reach, and they sent the evening's reading down to the
works by the wire's own route, the way the keepers had sent every
flood'’s reading since before the Trust had paper for it. The
keepers' work was the year's most honest, and it was the water's,
and the water went the way the drawings had always said it would
go, which was down, into the channels, toward the Quarter, in
the name of the city's own engineering.

The channel overpressure came first, the way the pump men
had read it coming: the water in the Quarter's channels rose past
the works' marks, and the pumps’ pistons labored, and the crew
worked the works by shift, by habit, in all weathers. The water
came up through the pump hall's floor seams as it had come up
through the older years' floods, into the room where the Trust was
applauding the Quarter’s patience, and the hall's four hundred felt
it before the platform did, the way the Quarter felt everything

before the Crown.

191



The applause broke the way a wave breaks, unevenly, from the
back. The benches' people felt the water over their shoes and
looked down. The platform was still standing into the year's
applause, and the children were still in their wet rows, and the
gauge glass on the channel wall stood past the year's highest
reading. Borstal's crew was at the works' stations. The foreman's
voice came across the hall the way the pump house's orders always
came, without ceremony, in the works’ grammar, which was the
year's truest voice:

"All hands to the pumps. Now."

The works' fight was the year's oldest fight, the crew against
the water, and it was fought in the works' grammar, which was the
grammar of the gauges and the gratings and the channel doors.
The crew went to the pumps the way the crew went to
everything, by station. The pistons labored against the channel’s
account, and the gratings took the Quarter's flood the way the
gratings took everything, without comment. The channel’s doors
were opened to the works' own egress, and the water came up
through the floor's seams in the hall's own time, which was the
ceremony's own time, which was the schedule of the year's irony.

Wenger worked the coal run's station in the fight's first hour,
the way the crew worked: by the hands. The channel's gratings
wanted clearing as they had every flood, and he worked the rake
with the crew's own stroke. Water stood over his boots and then
over the run's floor. The pistons took the crew's whole strength's

work and the works' whole order, and the gauge glass went on
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reading the year's account aloud, in its own hand, above the crew's
heads.

The platform's faces did the year's last computation, the one
the Crown never had a table for: the face of the Direktor, who had
come down to the Quarter's own house to read the Quarter its
own voice, watching the water take the floor under the Voice's
third issue, in the rain, in the year of the scheme's adoption.
Haindl stood as the year's head stood, without moving, while the
Board's members found the platform's steps, and the committee
found the door.

The Trust's party went out in the Trust's own order, which
was the year's architecture in one movement: the Direktor first, in
his own carriage, with the committee's papers; then the Board,
with the green bindings; and Fiebiger last, with the Voice's third
issue's record in the folder, because the frame saved its own record
before the Quarter's children, which was the year's account of the
Trust's care, written in the evacuation's own order.

The Quarter's two halves moved the way the old floods had
taught the Quarter to move: as pressure, which the Crown
misread as panic. The benches' people went for the doors in the
hall's own density, four hundred in a room with two doors and
the water rising through the floor. The pump men opened the
works' own egress, the channel doors the crew used, and the
Settlement's women took the children and counted them out, the
way the house took and counted everyone, without files, in order,
by the count, and the count balanced, which was the year's one

correct account of the evening, kept in the rain, in the water, in
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the open. The children went out on the pump men's shoulders,
singing the lanes’ line into the rain, because the Quarter's children
sang in queues as they did everything, and the song went down the
lane over the water's first wash. With the yard's master went the
yard's girls, and the lanes' veterans went with the letter-men, and
the Night Garden's keepers went last, the way the Night Garden
went last out of everything. The outside half in the lanes became
the egress's shore, calling the hall's people out into the rain the way
the Quarter's wire called everything, by name. The pump men
closed the works' doors behind the last of the hall's people, the
way the works closed its doors on the year's floods. The hall stood
in the water with the benches floating, and the Trust's
arrangement was the year's shortest-lived, and the channel's water
kept the works' own account, in the gauge's hand, past the record.

Wenger was at the coal run's station when the gauge broke its
year's record. He read the glass the way the pump men read it, and
he read the floor seams the way the Quarter read the Settlement's
wall, and he went the way the crew went, to the works, to the
channel’s gratings, where the year's water was arriving in its own
grammar, which was the grammar of everything the year had
priced coming back at the price the year had set.

The pump hall emptied into the lanes in the rain. The Trust's
carriages went up the hill in the rain with the year's paper, and the
Quarter's people came down the lanes in the water with the year's
children, and the two columns passed each other at the canal’s
crossing, the way the year's two grammars had passed each other

all year, without speaking. The coachmen saw the water coming
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down the lanes. The Trust's party read the coachmen's pace the
way the Trust read everything, as the year's figures. The
committee's secretary carried the minutes’ book under his coat,
against the rain, and the book's record stood as written: the
Quarter's assent, entered in the Quarter's own house, in the
secretary's hand, dry. The figures said the ceremony was over. The
water's account said the year was beginning. The Board's report,
written that night, said the ceremony had been interrupted by the
season, which was the year's last frame and its weakest, because the
season had not been consulted either. The report went up to the
Crown in the green binding's own type, and the Crown read it the
way the Crown read everything, and the water kept its own
account, which was the year's story and its whole judgment,
written in two hands, one of which was the rain's.

And the water came down the lanes the way the water came
down everything that year, without comment, in the name of the
dead, in the shape the engineers had drawn, which was the shape
of the city's account with the Quarter, now settling.

The first hour's flood took the lanes the way the year's water
took everything: by the drawings. The low lanes went first, the
canal stairs' courts and the ropewalk's yard and the Night
Garden's cellars, and the Quarter's people went up as the Quarter's
floods had always taught: to the stairs' upper landings and the
Settlement's open doors and the works' platforms and the lanes'
upper ends, where the water's account ran shallowest. The wire
ran the flood as it ran everything, and the lanes" account of the

year's flood was the year's last reading of itself: the Trust's
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ceremony and the water's answer, in the same hour, in the same
rain. The wire's last message of the evening ran ahead of the water
down the lanes, the way bad news ran, fast and free and to its
address, and the address was the whole Quarter, and the message
was the year's shortest: the water’s bere.

The Settlement’s house took the Quarter the way the house
took everyone: doors both ways, count running in the kitchen,
the cellar's papers moved to the upper rooms, the wall's chalk left
standing in the rain, the way the house left its accounts: in public,
unguarded, for the record. The lane’s people came up the lane in
the water's first hour with the house's own news ahead of them,
which was the wire's. The house's lamps were lit in every window,
and the count ran, and the Quarter’s ark held its own account in
chalk, in the rain, in the open. The cellar's lamp was the last light
carried up, and the house's account of the year's flood began on
the upper floor, in the dry, with the wet coming up the stairs
behind it.

The water took the chalk first. The dam's three marks went
under in the week's first hour, and the gauge staft at the dam's base
went under to the top of its figures. The keepers' cottages’ lamps
burned on the water side while they could, and the reservoir kept
the hills' water the way the Trust kept everything, without
comment, and the Quarter went under the year's account, in the
dark, with its songs, which was the year's answer, and the year's

price.
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The Crowd’s Answer

he flood’s first night, the Quarter did the Quarter's work,
which was the work the house had practiced all year, in
public.

The Settlement's house took the lanes' people as the house
took everyone. The kitchen's count ran through the night, and
the upper floors held the cellar's papers and the lane's children, and
the house's women worked the doors both ways, without files, in
order, by the count. Ossig stood at the door's step in the water and
read the lane the way she read the letters: levelly, completely, for
the count. The count was the year's one correct account of the
flood, and it was kept in chalk on the wall's highest line. The wall
stood in the rain, and the rain came down.

The pump men worked the works by station, in the dark. The
pistons labored against the channel's account, and the works'
lamps burned in the channel's dark, and the crew's foreman stood
at the gauge the way the Settlement's keeper stood at the door,

which was the year's two grammars at the year's one work.
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At the works' table, in the shift's break of the flood's first
night, the coal runner said the year's shortest reading of the water,
once, the way the crew read the gauge, flatly, for the record: The
water takes the chalk first. He did not say where it came from, and
the crew did not ask, the way the crew never asked: a man who
heard pressure before the gauge moved was a man the works had
use for, and the line went into the crew's hearing the way the
pressure went into the crew’s hands. The foreman chalked it on
the works' board over the shift's hours, where the works' paper
stayed.

The Quarter's children slept in the Settlement's upper rooms,
in the house's dry, with the wet coming up the stairs behind them,
and the songs they had sung in the pump hall were sung again at
the house's windows, as the Quarter's children sang in queues, and
the lanes' line went out the windows into the wire, and the wire
carried the line down the lanes ahead of the water, the way bad
news ran, fast and free and to its address, and the address was the
whole Quarter, and the message was the year's oldest and newest:
the count is the water’s to keep.

The rescue ran through the night the way the night's work
ran: by the count. The Settlement's skiff went out into the lanes
with the house's women at the oars, and the pump men's gigs went
out with the crew, and the Quarter's own boats went out the way
the Quarter's boats always went out, without being asked, in the
rain. The lanes’ people came out of the upper windows and the
stairs' landings and the works' platforms, and the count kept the

night's whole account: who was out, who was waiting, whose
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house was gone, whose children were at the Settlement. The
house's women counted the rescued as the house counted
everyone, without files, in order, by the count, and the pump
men's gauge kept the water's own account, and the two accounts
ran side by side through the night, which was the year's
architecture in one night: the count of the people and the gauge of
the water, both kept, in the rain, by the two grammars that had
never been reconciled. The night kept both, unreconciled.

The Provident Building's basement took the water the way
the basement took everything: without comment, by the book.
The intake room's bench stood in it to the seats, and the queue’s
ropes floated, and on the wall, at the height of a seated man's
shoulder, the old brown line stood where it had stood since the
year of Ferdl's birth, and the year's water rose to it and past it. The
line was read at last: the water came back to read the line it had
left, and the line held the year's whole account of the Trust's care,
in the plaster, in the dark, at the shoulder's height.

In the morning the Quarter saw its own account in daylight:
the lanes under the year's water, the works' lamps burning above
it, the Settlement's house standing with its doors open both ways,
and the Trust's towers on the height above the whole of it, dry, in
the rain, with the year's paper safe. The wire ran the morning's
reading as it ran everything, and the morning's reading was the
year's last: the water had priced the Quarter the way the Trust had
priced the Quarter. The prices were the same price, and the
difference was that the water's account was honest, because the

water had never printed a frame.
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The lanes’ veterans read the morning as they read the year's
every account, and the veterans' reading was the crowd's
beginning. The Quarter's stores had gone under with the lanes.
The Trust's stores had not. The Trust's stores stood on the stores'
own ground: the Trust's grain stood above the water's line, and the
Quarter's grain stood below it. The year had priced the difference,
and the difference was the crowd's answer's first figure.

Grabher read it at the chain floor's gate, with the foremen, in
the rain. The chain floor's men had stood at the works' edge
through the flood's first night, the way the hands stood at the
year's edge through everything, and the foreman read the Trust's
dry stores against the Quarter's wet ones the way the Settlement
read the letters, and he said the year's shortest sentence about the
morning:

"The accounts don't balance.”

And the crowd began.

The crowd that rose that morning was the crowd the Crown
had spent the year misreading as a mob: it moved as pressure and it
acted as procedure. The crowd did not burn the Quarter. It did
not touch the Settlement. The pump house it did not touch, the
way the Quarter's water never touched the works' own men. It
went to the Trust's stores, the way the year's water had gone to the
lanes, which was to say deliberately, in order, with its own
account in its hands.

At the stores’ yard the crowd did the year's oldest economic
act, the one the Crown's columns called riot: it seized the grain,

and it sold the grain, at the year's just price, which was the price
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the Quarter had paid for the year's bread before the paper died.
The clerks who kept the stores were paid for the grain at the just
price, in the Quarter's coin, in the stores' own yard, by the crowd's
own counters, and the stores' clerks took the coin the way the
year's clerks took everything, correctly, with the receipts entered,
because the crowd's whole argument was that the clerks were not
the account.

The just price had been computed from the yard's own
records, which was the year's vindication of the dead girl's
arithmetic: the gate book's figures and the yard's own prices and
the season'’s real account, kept by the yard's unpaid counter, had
been read aloud at the Settlement's cellar in the summer and the
autumn she was alive, and the cellar had kept them, and the
crowd's counters used them now. The price the crowd enforced
was the Quarter's own figure, the one the tables had never carried,
the one the girl had found the error in, and the crowd's receipts
were entered against it as the Bureau entered everything, correctly,
in the Quarter's own hand. The year's whole joke was in the
computation: the Trust's scheme had been wrong by a fifth, and
the crowd's price was right to the penny. The dead girl had known
the difference, and the difference was the year's account of her.
The grain went into the lanes on the Quarter's own carts, as the
year's provisions had always gone, and the crowd's arithmetic was
entered in the Settlement's chalk, in public, in the rain, and the
grain moved.

The Crown read the morning's account the way the Crown

read everything: as the year's worst sentence. The Trust's men read
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the clerks' receipts as the year's evidence, and the year's evidence
said the crowd had paid, and the payment was the year's most
frightening sentence, because a crowd that pays is a crowd that
argues, and the Crown's whole architecture was built on the
crowd that did not argue.

The Print Yard burned that afternoon. The crowd went to the
yard as it had gone to the stores, deliberately, in order, and it
burned the yard with the year's precision, which was the precision
of a people who knew exactly what they were burning: the Voice's
plates, the broadsheets' stock, the scheme’s green bindings waiting
for the Board's resumed session, the frame's whole instruments.
The yard's presses were not touched, the way the stores' clerks had
not been touched, because the crowd's justice was precise about
its targets, and the precision was the year's warning to the Crown:
the Quarter could tell the instrument from the hands.

The justice was not exact to the last door. A chandler's stock,
two lanes off the yard, went with the night's taking, and when the
count caught it the crowd came back and paid, in coin, at the just
price, and the error went into the Settlement's chalk beside the
receipts, in the open. The frame printed its corrections as its rigor.
The count entered its correction as its own.

The fire stood in the rain the way the year's fires stood, and the
plates melted as the year's paper melted. The lanes’ wire carried the
burning as it carried everything, and the Quarter read the fire the
way it read the Settlement's wall: as the year's own account of its

own counterfeiting, corrected at last, in the plates’ own metal.
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Wenger watched the fire from the works' platform, with the
crew. He had worked the flood's night on the coal run, the way
the crew worked everything, by the hands, and the night's
account had been written in the channel’s gauge. The channel’s
gauge had been the year's one correct instrument all night, and the
fire was the year's second one. He read the Print Yard's fire in the
two grammars: the Trust's version, which was the Quarter's
violence, and the Quarter's version, which was the year's
correction. He did not go to the fire. Back to the works he went,
as the crew went back to the works, because the pumps did not
read the fire, and the water did not read the plates, and the shift
started at eleven.

The Crown's emergency session ran the flood's second night,
and the Trust's answer was the frame's whole genius: the relief
fund. The Gazette announced it in the year's largest type: a fund
for the Quarter's relief, the Board's own contribution, the
committee’s charity, and the season's answer to the year's own
water. The fund's terms were the frame's own grammar: relief to
the Quarter's flood's victims, at the Trust's discretion, by the
Trust's figures, in the Trust's own name. The Quarter read the
fund. The Settlement read it at the week's reading, and Ossig's
answer was the house's whole doctrine at the year's end: "The
Trust will relieve the Quarter's flood the way it relieved the
Quarter’s hunger: at its discretion, by its figures, in its name. This
house's relief is the count. The count has no discretion. The

count stands."
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The foremen's deputation went up the hill on the flood's third
day with the year's account in the foremen's hands.

They went the way the year's documents went: correctly, by
appointment, through the Trust's own procedure, which the
Trust had set up for the year's petitions and had never expected the
hands to use. Grabher carried the account. It was the year's one
complete account, kept in the foremen's own hand: the Quarter's
dead, its flooded homes, its grain at the just price and its clerks
paid, the yard's presses untouched, the Settlement’s count, and the
pump men's gauges, the year's arithmetic of the water and the
ledger, computed in the hands' own grammar, which was the
grammar of what had happened.

The Trust's anteroom received them the way the Trust's
anteroom received everything: with the gate-and-drops emblem
over the door and the year's paper on the desk. The Direktor came
down to the anteroom himself, because the year's architecture had
been built to keep the head from the hands, and the year's flood
had taken the architecture down, and the anteroom was what was
left. Haindl stood with the Trust's own stillness, the stillness of a
man who had spent the year commanding the city's figures and
had watched the city's water refuse them, and he heard the
foremen's account the way the head heard everything: for what it
cost.

Grabher read the account the way the Settlement read the
letters, levelly, in the hands’ own grammar, without the Trust's
adverbs. He gave the year's figures. He gave the count. The

foremen's price he gave last: the year's whole economic content,
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the thing the Trust's courtesy had papered over and the year's
argument had been built to name: the Quarter's water and bread,
its children, its account of itself, priced into the city's own books,
entered in the city's own hand, in the city's own building, on the
city's own record, which was the year's demand, stated as a
demand, in the anteroom, in the rain.

The Direktor heard it. That was the year's one improvement
on its own machinery: the head heard the hands’ account directly,
without the frame, in the room where the year's figures had always
been computed, and the hearing did not reconcile anything,
because the year's lesson was that reconciliation was the frame's
word for absorption, and absorption was the year's crime.

The handshake did not happen. The year's whole architecture
had been built toward the handshake, the mediator's image, the
head and the hands joined by the heart, and the year's argument
against the image was that the image cost nothing. What
happened instead was the price. The Direktor did not take
Grabher's hand. He took the account. He read it, standing, in the
anteroom, in the rain's sound; the foremen watched him read it,
and the year's gamble stood in the anteroom's light: that the head
could read the hands' account, and that the reading would be the
year's one honest act.

Haindl read it to the end. He folded it the way the Trust
folded everything, exactly, without comment. Then he said the
year's one surprising sentence, in the head's own grammar, at the
year's end:

"The account is correct.”
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He did not say the Trust would pay it. He did not say the year
would change. The account was correct, he said, which was the
year's difference between the handshake and the price, and the
foremen went back down the hill with the year's answer, which
was the head's reading of the hands’ figures, entered in the record,
unpaid.

The Quarter read the answer the way the Quarter read
everything, and the lanes’ wire carried it to its address. The head
had said the account was correct, and the account was correct,
and the price was the year's to keep.

The Settlement's wall carried the answer in chalk, out in the
open, as the house kept everything, and the count stood, and the
year's last quarter began.

The Bureau's own account of the year closed on the fourth
floor, in the day's book, in the book’s own order. The year's last
page stood uninitialed. Peschke had initialed the year's every page,
the vouchers and the closings and the queries' answers. The last
page he did not initial, because the last page was the Bureau's
account of itself. The page was correct, and the chief clerk's
whole practice was that a correct page was signed. He did not sign
it. It was the chief clerk's second confession, and the one he did
not erase.

The year's last weeks were the pump house's weeks, and
Wenger worked them the way the crew worked them, by the
hands, and the crew read him the way the crew read the water: by

what he did, at the station, at the shift's hours.

206



The tin had gone down with Kettle Lane. That was the
flood's one entry in Wenger's own account: the drawer, the slips,
the litanies, the printed Voice's counter-record, five years of the
small hand, the building’s other archive, gone down the Quarter's
channels the way the year's paper account had gone down, and the
drawer's water had risen over the tin's lid unwatched, because the
coal run had held him at the works when the lane went under, and
his own record was the year's one account he had not watched, in
either grammar. The two readings of the tin were the year's
judgment of its own record: the Bureau's version, which was a
clerk's effects lost in the flood, and the Quarter's version, which
was the account of the account going the way of the account's
city.

He did not replace it. The year's whole method had been the
record, and the record had been the method's excuse, and the
flood had closed the excuse's account. The water song had its
third verse now, and the job shop's drawer held the first two verses
in type. The Quarter had written the third: the crew had carried
its first line out of the works in the flood's week, the wire had
carried it, and the Quarter had done what the Quarter did with its
songs, which was to finish them in company. It ended the way the

year's account ended:

The water takes the chalk first. The water takes the names.

The count stands under the water. The count remains.

The lanes sang it the way the lanes sang everything, and the

wire carried it the way the wire carried everything, and the Quarter
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read the song the way it read the year's account: as its own. The
singer was the pump house's coal runner now, and the Quarter
read the coal runner the way it read the singer, which was as its
own, and the year's legend closed the way the year's account
closed, in the Quarter's own grammar, without the frame.

The Blue Anchor's board went under with the cellar room,
the twelfth slot blank to the last, and no one chalked it. The song
had outgrown the number, the way the year's songs outgrew their
singers, and the blank slot under the water was the board's last
account of the year's music: the draw had waited for the song, and
the song had not waited for the draw.

The Voice's third issue was reprinted in the frame's second
week, with the ceremony’s interruption recorded as the season's
interruption. The scheme stood in the record as the second
account year's pending provision, which was the Trust's way of
keeping it: not repealed, not executed, waiting, the way the year's
paper architecture waited, above the water, for the next account.
The Quarter read it the way it read everything the Trust printed,
and the lanes’ wire said the year's last sentence about the frame,
which was that the frame had survived the flood the way the
Trust's paper survived everything, above the water, in the towers,
in the record.

The house at capacity was the year's last institution at its year's
last work, and the work was the Quarter's housing of itself. The
upper rooms held the lane's children in the house's dry order, and
the kitchen fed the lane's mouths in the house's own account. The

cellar's papers stood in the upper rooms’ driest corner, and the

208



wall's chalk was the Quarter's only public instrument through the
flood's whole week. Ferdl worked the house's count the way he
had worked the Blue Anchor's crate, with the bottle caps in the
deep pocket and the slips' memory in his head, and the house's
women let him, because the house's practice was the count and
the count's practice was the boy. On the flood's first Sunday the
cellar's reading was held in the upper room, standing room only, as
the house held everything in the year's last weeks, and Ossig read
the year's last letters: the Trust's relief fund, the Board's report, and
the Voice's reprint. She read them the way the house read every
letter, and she read the persons out of them, and the room heard
the year's last reading the way the room heard everything, for the
count, in the dry, with the water below.

The open question stood the way the year's open questions
stood: unanswered, in the record. The pump house's books kept
the crew's hours, and the coal runner's hours were among them,
and the crew's foreman read the hours as the foreman read
everything, by the shift, and the year's last account of its author
was the pump house’s account, which was the account of a man
on a coal run, in the water's year, whose name the works' books
carried the way the works carried everything: correctly, without
comment.

The coal runner's last weeks were the works' own record of
him, kept in the shift's hours, in the gauge's shadow, in the crew's
own account. He worked the run as the crew worked the run, and
the crew's reading of him settled the way the crew's readings

settled. Borstal read him the way Borstal read the gauges, and the
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foreman's last exchange with him was the works’ whole education
in one sentence, delivered at the gauge, in the week's last Friday's
dark: "You came down the water's side. The water's side doesn't
ask. The water's side keeps the count.” He did not answer it,
because the foreman's sentence was the year's last correct one, and
the correct sentences had stopped needing his answers, and the
record no longer required him.

He was there in the flood's last week, and then the record's
whole habit of him broke the way the year's record had broken:
the account does not say. He went out of the pump house in the
year's last week the way the Quarter's hunted went out of the
Quarter’s record, which was into the lanes’ own grammar, which
was the grammar of the story told afterward, and the story the
Quarter told afterward was the year's own: the singing clerk who
priced the Quarter and sang the water and went under the year's
account, the way the year's account went under: down the lanes in
the dark, before anyone was awake to see it, in the small hours.

The pump house's night shift went to work at eleven. The
works' doors stood open on the channel's dark, the way the
Settlement's door stood open on the lane. The water ran the way
the water ran, and the crew went in, and the crew’s lamps burned
in the works' own dark. Nobody asked the coal runner's name,
because the crew already knew it, and the knowing was the year's
last mercy, and its last account.

The year's last month was the Quarter's own spring, as the
Quarter’s springs always came: the water down, the lanes' mud,

the rebuild's first week. The count of the year's dead was the
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Settlement’s last reading. The house counted them the way the
house counted everyone, by name where the name was known:
the lanes’ drowned, the cellars’ old, the boats’ lost, one hundred
and nine names. The hundred and ninth was the lock-keeper's. He
had stayed at the far reach for the year's last boat as he had stayed
for every boat, and the lamp went under with him, and the pencil
book was found open on the lock's rail, the night's passages
entered to the last line, the hunted unrecorded to the end. In the
house's chalk the count stood, in the open, the way the house
kept everything, and the Quarter read the count as it read
everything. The year's dead were the year's last figures, and the
figures were the Quarter's own, which was the year's difference
between the Trust's tables and the house's chalk: the tables priced
the Quarter, and the chalk counted it, and the count was the year's
last correct account of itself. The rebuild's first week was the
Quarter's own account of the spring, kept in the lanes' own
grammar: who rebuilt, who helped, whose roof was the house's,
whose boat was the yard's, and the account balanced nightly, in
the open, in the spring.

The water closed the audit's account too. Palme's shelf had
held the season's knowledge as the inspector's book held
everything, and paper held until water. The season came due in
the flood's week, and there was no roll left to audit it against: the
lanes’ doors were the water's, and a painted number in Stocking
Lane's court stood on a door that opened on the year's mud. The

rolls’ whole knowledge of the boy was correct and obsolete,
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which was the year's comment on the audit’s patience: the water
did not wait for its season.

The slip surfaced in the rebuild's first week, the way the year's
paper surfaced everywhere: in the channels’ gratings, where the
crew's rakes took the Quarter's drowned record out of the water,
leaf by leaf, in the rain.

It came up in the grating at the pump house's own channel, in
the night's catch, on a morning in the year's last month, and the
works' clerk read it the way the works' clerk read the year's
flotsam, which was as the works' record's material, without
knowing it was anything else. The slip was in the small hand, in
the year's own ink. The water had worn it the way the Quarter
wore everything, and the ink under the wear was newer than the
flood: the sheet had gone into the water in the rebuild's first week,
by the hand that wrote it, and the water had kept it as it kept
everything the year gave it. The works' clerk read it standing at the

grating with the rake in his other hand, and the slip said:

1 have priced the Quarter’s children and the Quarter's
water and the Quarter’s voice. For all of them I have been
paid; for all of them I have been praised; the year's most
exact instrument and its most expensive one have been me.
1 profess, in the sincerity of my heart, that I have not the
least personal interest in the year's account. The scheme
holds no children of mine by whom I might profit. No
songs of mine survive the flood by which I might profit.
The year's whole work has been the city’s and the city’s
whole account has been the year's; I have kept both, and
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both have been correct, and both have been the year's whole
crime. I am its author. I am its evidence. And I am the
Least personal interest in the whole of it, which is the year's
whole joke, told in the Bureau’s grammar, at the year's

end, by the man who priced the poor and was praised for it.

The works' clerk read it as the works read everything, and he
did not know its author, because the year's record had gone down
the channels and the flotsam did not carry its author's name, and
he pinned it to the works' own board among the year's paper, and
the crew read it the way the crew read everything, and the crew’s
reading was the year's last: the crew did not ask whose it was,
because the crew knew the year's habit of knowing without
asking, and the crew's foreman read it at the shift's start and the
shift's end, the way the foreman read the gauge. The slip stayed
pinned to the works' board, the way the works' paper stayed. At
the works' table the crew sang it, the way the works' men sang,
which was flatly, completely, for the count, the way the
Settlement's cellar had taught the Quarter to keep its own
account. The water's house kept its own hours, which was the
year's last sentence about the works: the shifts ran, the gauges read,
the count stood. And the year closed the way the year's accounts
closed: in the record and the rain, in the small hours and the
works' own grammar, which was the year's method at the year's
end: correctly, without comment, by the hands.

And the water kept its account, which was the year's story and

the year's whole judgment, written in chalk and washed away,
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which was the year's literature, and the year's price, and the year's

whole, unfinished, water-carried song.
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About This Book

The Watermark is a novel about a city that computes its poor as
calories, and about the man who did the computing. Anselm
Wenger is a clerk of the Relief Bureau, the best computer on the
fourth floor, and the Quarter's singing clerk, and the author of A
Provision for the Surplus, which he wrote as an indictment and
the city read as a plan. The book's question is the question its
three sources ask in three registers: when the system is a mouth,
what counts as a human act? The book's answer is the year's
answer, which is the crowd's answer, which is the count's.

The novel's engine is the refusal of the handshake. The city
raises a mediator to save it, a satirist to name it, and a devourer to
exploit it, and it cannot tell the three apart, because they are one
man. The book follows him from one winter's closing of the
Bureau's books to the spring accounting of the water that ends the
account's own year: the scheme, the salon, the publication, the
contract, the drowning, the adoption, the descent, the killing, the
flood. The book's year is the account year, which opens at the

winter's closing of the books and closes at the water's spring
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accounting, regardless of how many calendars it outlives. The

water keeps the account. The count stands.

216



THE WATERMARK

The Three Sources and Their

Transformation

Thea von Harbou’s Metropolis

The first source is the 1927 film, written by Thea von Harbou
with Fritz Lang and directed by Lang, with von Harbou's 1926
novel as the corroborating textual witness. The film is the book's
city: the head on the height, the hands below, the machine that
eats the workers, the prophet counterfeited, the flood that nearly
drowns the children, the handshake on the cathedral steps. The
novel is the book's texture: the workers numbered rather than
named, the Heart-machine, the city reading itself in type.

What the book took: the City itself, divided into the Crown
and the Quarter; the reservoir named for the dead woman, which
is the film's Hel made into plumbing; the numbered worker,
translated from the film's 11811 into File 27451 and the boy who
gives his number before his name; the false Maria, translated from
the robot into the Printed Voice, Fiebiger's edition of Wenger's

own words walking the city in his name; the catacombs sermon,
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translated into the Settlement's cellar readings; the flood, kept; the
children in danger, kept; the Eternal Gardens, translated into the
Crown's conservatory and the Visitation. What the book refused:
the ending. The film's handshake is the source's central structural
gamble, the reconciliation staged as image with nothing priced.
The book's answer is the anteroom: the head reads the hands'
account and says the account is correct, and the price replaces the
handshake, because a reconciliation that costs nothing is the

frame's word for absorption.

Bertolt Brecht’s Baal

The second source is the play, written in 1918 and first published
in 1922, which is the text of record for this book. Brecht wrote it
at twenty, in answer to another play's lonely genius; his answer was
the poet as appetite. Baal devours: the host's wine, the host's wife,
the women who hope, the friend who chose him. The play keeps
its catastrophes offstage and lets them arrive as rumor, and it ends
without reckoning, in a hut, in rain, among woodcutters who
leave for work.

What the book took: Wenger's engine, which is Baal's: the
appetite that never repents, the want that never closes against the
need, the man who does not change while the consequences
accumulate. The sky litanies are the book's; the numbered
chansons under contract are the nightbar translated into the Blue
Anchor's numbered turns; the drowned girl is the book's Zenzi,
and her death arrives the way the source's arrived, by report,

through two sisters translated into the Ratzer girls; the play at
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drowning among the roots is kept, in Fanny Glaser's game; the
quarrel over the friend is kept, relocated into the edition itself; the
woodcutters are the pump men, who know the hunted singer as
legend before they know him as man; and the withheld reckoning
is the book's ending, which declines to rule.

The version question is recorded here because the series
records its sources exactly. The 1922 text differs from the play’s
later, better-known revisions, and those revisions carry separate
copyrights. The book's Baal is the 1922 Baal. Where the book
quotes the play, it quotes the 1922 German, and the English

renderings in the book are the book's own.

Jonathan Swift’s A Modest Proposal

The third source is the 1729 pamphlet, which is the book's
written voice. Swift's projector computes the kingdom's poor as
meat with perfect composure, and the pamphlet's engine is the
reader's recoil: the arithmetic must be believed before it is
recognized as monstrous, and the recognition happens in the
reader, not the text.

What the book took: the projector's register, translated into
Wenger's written voice and the Trust's grammar; the carcass
arithmetic, translated into the calorie tables and the dressed-
weight frame; the corroborating voices, translated into the
committee and the American efficiency expert; the refinement,
translated into Councilor Brandeis's motion on the older
children, declined because the machines are already eating them;

the peroration of disinterest, translated into the slip that surfaces
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as flotsam and is read by a clerk who does not know its author.
The book changed the recoil. The pamphlet trusts the reader to
gag. The book stages the failure of the gag, in the green room, in
the rain, and then it stages the flood. The satire’s question, what a

kingdom owes the people it consumes, becomes the novel's plot.

The Fusion

The three sources align on one ground: all three dramatize
consumption, and all three erase personhood through a
technology of representation, and all three end in engineered non-
resolution. The number, the carcass, the rumor: three ways of
making a human being discussable instead of present. The book's
fusion runs on that discovery. The city computes its poor as
calories; the projector writes the computation; the devourer
refuses the table and becomes a mouth himself; and the three are
one man, because the city that raises a mediator, a satirist, and a
devourer cannot tell them apart. The research under the fiction is

real, and it is cited, and the Note on Sources carries it.
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A Note on Sources

The series’ method is documented, and this novel's origins are on
the record.

Source Material. The three public-domain texts and their
publication data: Thea von Harbou, Metropolis (Berlin: August
Scherl Verlag, 1926; English translation, London: Readers
Library, 1927), and the 1927 film directed by Fritz Lang from the
scenario by von Harbou and Lang; Bertolt Brecht, Baal
(Potsdam: Gustav Kiepenheuer Verlag, 1922), the text of record,
written 1918, first produced 1923; Jonathan Swift, 4 Modest
Proposal (Dublin, 1729). All three are in the public domain in the
United States. The Metropolis translation and the Swift pamphlet
are available from Project Gutenberg, the Metropolis file drawn
from the Ace Books printing of the 1927 translation; the 1922
Baal is available in the Internet Archive's scan of the Kiepenheuer
first edition. Brecht's later revisions and the standard English
translations are under copyright and are not used here.

Research Domain. The factual ground is the industrial city's

own record: the physiology of hunger, the physics of crowds, the
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engineering of urban water, the company town, the workhouse as
famine policy, the moral economy of the food riot, the eugenics
era's social arithmetic, the charity organization societies’
casework, the settlement house's mediation, and the year money
died in Germany. Every finding rests on scholarly research,
primary documents, and academic monographs, cited in the
Bibliography; no tertiary aggregators were used at any stage.
Structural Framework. The novel runs on the episodic frame
of the picaresque, with the terminal movement on the Fichtean
curve and the protagonist's internal line on Aristotelian tragedy,

its catharsis diverted into the crowd and the reader.
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Glossary of the Book’s Terms

The account year. the book's own calendar: from the books'
winter closing to the water's spring accounting, regardless of

how many calendars it outlives.

The Basin. the reservoir over the Quarter, named for the
Direktor's dead wife; the city's held water and the year's

account.
The bands. the Bureau's age bands, by which the poor are priced.
The Blue Anchor. the cellar room at the Night Garden's dark

end, where the songs are sung by number.

The Bureau. the Relief Bureau, on the fourth floor of the

Provident Building, which prices persons in calories.

The chain floor. the packing works' floor, where the year's meat

is made; the foremen's own country.

The count. the Settlement's practice and the Quarter's counter-

account: persons kept as persons, in public, in chalk.
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The Crown. the city's height: the Trust's towers, the

conservatory, the houses that print.

The frame. the Trust's editorial method: the grammar that makes

the city's appetite read as the city's care.

The Gate. the dam and its keepers' cottages, between the Basin

and the Quarter.

The lots. the scheme's enrollment units: the Quarter's children,

counted by name into the first account year.

The maintenance ration. the scheme's first-year feeding: the

meal by which attendance becomes enrollment.

The Night Garden. the Quarter's pleasure streets and their

economy.
The Notice boards. the Trust's posting places at the lane ends.

The provision. the scheme's second account year; the dressed-

weight table's own year.

The pump men. the crews of the works below the gate, who

keep the channels and the gauges.

The Quarter. the city below the Gate, where everyone lives who

is not the Crown.

The queue. the Bureau's morning line, and the Quarter's school

of reading the city.

The scheme. A Provision for the Surplus: the Bureau's answer to

the Quarter, stated in the Trust's own adverbs.
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The Settlement. the house on Stocking Lane that feeds without

files and reads the letters as persons.

The tables. the Bureau's calorie tables; the scheme's

computations; the city's account of the poor.

The Trust. the Provident Trust, which owns the water, the

stores, the newspaper, the works, and the year's paper money.

The Voice of the Quarter. the Trust's broadsheet of Wenger's

edited songs; the counterfeit.

The watermark. the Trust's ownership-mark in its paper; the

line by which a thing is known afterward.

The wire. the lanes’ news, carried by voice, fast and free and to its

address.

The works. the pump house and its channels, below the gate, at

the Quarter's map's end.

The year's account. the book's own ledger: the water's record

and the ledger's, kept in two hands.

225



THE WATERMARK

Questions for Discussion

1. Wenger writes the scheme as an indictment, and the city
reads it as a plan. Where, in the book's first three chapters,
does the reader first see that the scheme will be misread, and

what does the book say about the instruments of misreading?

2. The scheme is never described as eating anyone; the dressed-
weight table and the canteen prices carry it. What does the
book gain by never saying the word, and what does the

reader's own imagination do with the omission?

3. The Quarter's three technologies of erasure are the number,
the carcass, and the rumor. Find an instance of each in the
novel and ask what the book is saying about how a system

makes a person discussable instead of present.

4. Zenzi finds the error in the tables and the yard's rule keeps her
from speaking it. What does the book say about who is

allowed to be correct, and what the correctness costs?

S. The Settlement feeds without files and reads the letters as

persons. What is the count, and why does the book treat it as
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10.

11.

the Quarter’'s whole answer to the tables?

. The Printed Voice quotes Wenger's songs with one word

moved. Why does the counterfeit work by editing rather
than inventing, and what does the book say about who owns

avoice?

Wenger finishes the dye-works song at the drowning's news
and kills the man who chose him over the edition. What is
the book's account of the devourer's freedom, and what does

it cost the people nearest him?

The crowd seizes the stores, pays the clerks, enforces the just
price, and burns the Print Yard while leaving the presses
standing. How does the book's crowd differ from the mob
the Crown expected, and what does the difference say about

the year's whole argument?

Haindl reads the foremen's account and says it is correct, and
the handshake does not happen. Why does the book refuse

the handshake, and what does the price replace it with?

The peroration is read by a clerk who does not know its
author. What is the book's final statement about authorship,

and how does the water's account close it?

The book's narrator keeps a register of the year the way the
Bureau keeps the rolls. Where does the narrator's own
grammar show, and what is the book saying about who

writes the record?
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12. The three sources are named in the apparatus. Read the three
epigraphs again after the novel and ask what each one turned

out to be warning about.
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