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CHAPTER 1

Chapter 1: The Last
Ferry

&

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
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found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized

from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.
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CHAPTER 1: THE LAST FERRY

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the

floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
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had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

&

By evening, the answer had changed the question.



CHAPTER 2

Chapter 2: Seven
Minutes
&

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
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had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.



CHAPTER 2: SEVEN MINUTES

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The

baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
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the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

&

By evening, the answer had changed the question.



CHAPTER 3

Chapter 3: A Name in
the Ledger

&

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the glass.
Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and found her
own surname written in a hand she recognized from child-
hood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the



A. ROWAN

council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each

person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.
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CHAPTER 3: A NAME IN THE LEDGER

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a

line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
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map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

&

By evening, the answer had changed the question.
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CHAPTER 4

Chapter 4: The Orchard
Wall

&

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a

13



A. ROWAN

map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.
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CHAPTER 4: THE ORCHARD WALL

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
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her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized

from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

&

By evening, the answer had changed the question.
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CHAPTER 5

Chapter 5: A Door
Without a Room

&

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The baker
remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered the
key, and the librarian remembered a door that the coun-
cil had removed from every plan of the town. Each person
stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
vy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
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time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.
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CHAPTER 5: ADOOR WITHOUT A ROOM

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
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and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

&

By evening, the answer had changed the question.

20



CHAPTER 6

Chapter 6: The Last
Ferry

&

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a line
between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
vy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
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room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.
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CHAPTER 6: THE LAST FERRY

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
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found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

&

By evening, the answer had changed the question.
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CHAPTER 7

Chapter 7: Seven
Minutes
&

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
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found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized

from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

26



CHAPTER 7: SEVEN MINUTES

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the

floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
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had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

&

By evening, the answer had changed the question.
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CHAPTER 8

Chapter 8: A Name in
the Ledger

&

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
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had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.
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CHAPTER 8: A NAME IN THE LEDGER

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The

baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
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the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

&

By evening, the answer had changed the question.
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CHAPTER 9

Chapter 9: The Orchard
Wall

&

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the glass.
Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and found her
own surname written in a hand she recognized from child-
hood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
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council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each

person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.
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CHAPTER 9: THE ORCHARD WALL

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a

line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
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map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

&

By evening, the answer had changed the question.
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CHAPTER 10

Chapter 10: A Door
Without a Room

&

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
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map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.
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CHAPTER 10: A DOOR WITHOUT A ROOM

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized
from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

She read the line twice. Downstairs, a chair crossed the
floor, paused, and crossed it again. The key in her pocket
had warmed against her palm, though the room was cold
enough to cloud her breath.

Morning cleared the roofs but not the question. The
baker remembered her mother, the ferryman remembered
the key, and the librarian remembered a door that the
council had removed from every plan of the town. Each
person stopped speaking at the same part of the story.

Mara wrote their answers in the margin and drew a
line between the omissions. By noon the line had become a
map. It pointed beyond the orchard to a stone wall where
ivy covered the shape of something taller than a person.

The ferry arrived before the fog had decided where the
river ended. Mara stood at the rail with the brass key in
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her pocket and watched the village appear one roof at a
time. Nobody on the landing waved, although three people
had come to meet the boat.

At the inn, the clocks disagreed by seven minutes. The
woman behind the desk noticed Mara comparing them
and turned the smallest face toward the wall. She said the
room had been kept exactly as requested, then would not
say who had made the request.

Rain began after supper, a careful tapping against the
glass. Mara opened the ledger on the narrow desk and
found her own surname written in a hand she recognized

from childhood. The date beside it was next Thursday.

&

By evening, the answer had changed the question.
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