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To Bob Ledbetter, whose History I’d love to read.
And to Shelley McBurney, who leaves a mark
on everything she touches, and everyone she meets.

Do not stand at my grave and weep
I am not there; I do not sleep.
—Mary Elizabeth Frye

of paper, roll it and unroll it, eyes scanning the surface as if
something should be written there, but it’s blank, so you roll
it again until it’s the size and shape of a cigarette, and tuck
it behind your ear. You start drawing lines in the dust on the
porch rail as you talk. You could never sit still.
Ben comes to the porch door and asks a question, and I
wish I could remember the words. I wish I could remember
the sound of his voice. But I can’t. I do remember you laughing and running your fingers through the three lines you’d
drawn in the dust on the railing, ruining the pattern. Ben
wanders back inside and you tell me to close my eyes. You
hand me something heavy and smooth, and tell me to listen,
to find the thread of memory, to take hold and tell you what
I see, but I don’t see anything. You tell me to try harder, to
focus, to reach inside, but I can’t.
Next summer it will be different, and I will hear the hum
and I will reach inside and I will see something, and you will
be proud and sad and tired at the same time, and the summer
after that you will get me a ring just like yours, but newer,
and the summer after that you’ll be dead and I’ll have your
key as well as your secrets.
But this summer is simple.
This summer I am nine and you are alive and there is still
time. This summer when I tell you I can’t see anything, you just
shrug and light another cigarette, and go back to telling stories.
Stories about twisting halls, and invisible doors, and
places where the dead are kept like books on shelves. Each
time you finish a story, you make me tell it back to you, as if
you’re afraid I will forget.
I never do.
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T

here is nothing fresh about this start.
I lean back against the car and stare up at the Coronado, the

charming.” It stares back, wide-eyed, gaunt. I spent the whole drive
lines etched into its surface as if the silver band were a rosary or a
charm. I prayed for some place simple, uncluttered, and new. And
I got this.
I can see the dust from across the street.

So old that the stones have settled, the cracks deepening enough
ens before my eyes and tumbles down the side of the building.
where you’d expect gargoyles to be, but perching at random intervals
like a line of crows. My eyes slide over rippling windows and down six
Mom hurries forward, but stops halfway across the road to

There should be four of us. Mom, Dad, Ben, me. But there’s not.
Da’s been dead for four years, but it hasn’t even been a year since
3

Ben died. A year of words no one can say because they call up images
no one can bear. The silliest things shatter you. A T-shirt discovered
behind the washing machine. A toy that rolled under a cabinet in the
garage, forgotten until someone drops something and goes to fetch
baseball mitt.
But after a year of tiptoeing through our lives, trying not to set
off memories like land mines, my parents decide to quit, but call it
change. Call it a fresh start. Call it just what this family needs.
I call it running.
I follow my parents across the street. Below the marquee is a
older—lounge around the doors, or on a patio to the side.
Before Ben died, Mom had whims. She wanted to be a zookeeper,
a lawyer, a chef. But they were whims. After he died, they became
something more. Instead of just dreaming, she started doing. With
a force. Ask her about Ben and she pretends she didn’t hear, but ask
her about her newest pet project—whatever it happens to be—and
she’ll talk for hours, giving off enough energy to power the room.
careers the way Ben switches—switched—favorite foods, one week
cheese, the next applesauce . . . In the past year, Mom’s gone through
seven. I guess I should be thankful she didn’t try to switch lives, too,
while she was at it. Dad and I could have woken up one day and
found only a note in her nearly illegible script. But she’s still here.
Another stone crumbles off the side of the building.
Maybe this will keep her busy.
behind the patio and below the awnings, is the future home of my
4

endeavor”—Bishop’s Coffee Shop. And if you ask her, she’ll tell you
this is the only reason we’re moving, that it has nothing to do with
Ben (only she wouldn’t say his name).
We step up to the revolving doors, and Dad’s hand lands on
bass. I cringe, and force myself not to pull away. The dead are silent,
and objects, when they hold impressions, are quiet until you reach
through them. But the touch of the living is loud. Living people
haven’t been compiled, organized—which means they’re a jumble
of memory and thought and emotion, all tangled up and held at bay
block the noise, just the images.
I try to picture a wall between Dad’s hand and my shoulder, like
Da taught me, a second barrier, but it doesn’t work. The sound is still
there, layered tones and statics, like radios tuned wrong, and after
an appropriate number of seconds, I take a step forward, beyond his
reach. Dad’s hand falls away, and the quiet returns. I roll my shoulders.
shape of the Coronado.
I think I’d rather shake my mother until a new idea falls out and
leads us somewhere else.
But I know I can’t say this, not to Dad. The skin beneath his eyes
is nearly blue, and over the last year he’s gone from slim to thin.
Mom might be able to power a city, but Dad barely stays lit.

I am ten, almost eleven, and I wear my house key around my neck
just to be like you.
5

They tell me I have your gray eyes, and your hair—back when
it was reddish brown instead of white—but I don’t care about those
things. Everyone has eyes and hair. I want the things most people
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I don’t know what it’s for, not yet—a blinder, a silencer, a buffer
against the world and its memories, against people and their cluttered thoughts—but I’m so excited I promise I will never take it
off. And then the car hits a bump and I drop it under the seat. You
laugh, but I make you pull off the freeway so I can get it back. I have
to wear it on my thumb because it’s too big. You tell me I’ll grow
into it.

We drag our suitcases through the revolving door and into the lobby.
Mom chirps with glee, and I wince.
The sprawling foyer is like one of those photos where you have to
molding and gilt accents. But at second look the marble is coated in
dust, the molding is cracked, and the gilt accents are actively shedding gold onto the carpet. Sunlight streams in through the windows,
bright despite the aging glass, but the space smells like fabric kept
too long behind curtains. This place was once, undeniably, spectacuTwo people mill by a front window, seemingly oblivious to the
haze of dust they’re standing in.
Across the lobby a massive marble staircase leads to the second
polished it long enough. Wallpaper wraps the sides of the staircase,
there. From here it almost looks like a crack. I doubt anyone would
notice, not in a place like this, but I’m supposed to spot these things.
I’m hauling my luggage toward the ripple when I hear my name and
turn to see my parents vanishing around a corner. I hoist my bags
and catch up.
7

lobby.
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Narrows.
We reach the apartment at the end and Dad unlocks the door—
an ornate 3f nailed to its front—and throws it open. The apartment
beyond has the same scuffed quality as everything else. Lived-in. This
place has marks, but none of them are ours. In our old house, even
when you took away the furniture, and packed up the stuff, there
were all these marks. The dent in the wall where I threw that book,
the stain on kitchen ceiling from Mom’s failed blender experiment,
the blue doodles in the corners of rooms where Ben drew. My chest
tightens. Ben will never leave a mark on this place.
Mom oohs and ahhs, and Dad drifts quietly through the rooms,
and I’m about to brave the threshold when I feel it.
The scratch of letters. A name being written on the slip of
Archive paper in my pocket. I dig the page out—it’s roughly the size
of a receipt and strangely crisp—as the History’s name scrawls itself
in careful cursive.

Emma Claring. 7.
I slide back a step into the hall.

already turning away. The door clicks shut and I sigh, and turn to
face the hall.
To do that, I need to get to the Narrows.

9

TWO

I

’m eleven, and

you are sitting across from me at

the table, talking under the sound of dishes in the kitchen.

Your clothes are starting to hang on you—shirts, pants, even
your ring. I overheard Mom and Dad, and they said that
you’re dying—not the fast, stone-drop way, there and then
gone, but still. I can’t stop squinting at you, as if I might see
the disease picking you clean, stealing you from me, bite by
bite.
You’re telling me about the Archive again, something
about the way it changes and grows, but I am not really
listening. I’m twirling the silver ring on my finger. I need it
now. Fractured bits of memory and feeling are starting to get
through whenever someone touches me. They’re not jarring
or violent yet, just kind of messy. I told you that and you told
me it would get worse, and you looked sorry when you said it.
You said it was genetic, the potential, but it doesn’t manifest
until the predecessor makes the choice. And you chose me. I
hope you weren’t sorry. I’m not sorry. I’m only sorry that as I
get stronger, you seem to get weaker.
“Are you listening?” you ask, because it’s obvious I’m not.
“I don’t want you to die,” I say, surprising us both, and
the whole moment hardens, stops, as your eyes hold mine.
And then you soften, and shift in your seat, and I think I can
hear your bones moving.
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“What are you afraid of, Kenzie?” you ask.
You said you passed the job to me and I can’t help but
wonder if that’s why you’re getting worse now. Fading faster.
“Losing you.”
“Nothing’s lost. Ever.”
I’m pretty sure you’re just trying to make me feel better,
half expect you to say something like I’ll live on in your heart.
But you would never say that.
“You think I tell you stories just to hear my own voice? I
mean what I said. Nothing’s lost. That’s what the Archive’s
for.”
Wood and stone and colored glass, and all throughout, a
sense of peace . . .
“That’s where we go when we die? To the Archive?”
“You don’t, not exactly, but your History does.” And
then, you start using your Pay Attention voice, the one that
makes words stick to me and never let go. “You know what
a History is?”
“It’s the past,” I say.
“No, Kenzie. That’s history with a little h. I mean History
with a big H. A History is . . .” You pull out a cigarette, roll it
between your fingers. “You might think of it as a ghost, but
that’s not what it is, really. Histories are records.”
“Of what?”
“Of us. Of everyone. Imagine a file of your entire life, of
every moment, every experience. All of it. Now, instead of a
folder or a book, imagine the data is kept in a body.”
“What do they look like?”
“However they looked when they died. Well, before
they died. No fatal wounds or bloated corpses. The Archive
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wouldn’t find that tasteful. And the body’s just a shell for the
life inside.”
“Like a book cover?”
“Yes.” You put the cigarette in your mouth, but know better than to light it in the house. “A cover tells you something
about a book. A body tells you something about a History.”
I bite my lip. “So . . . when you die, a copy of your life gets
put in the Archive?”
“Exactly.”
I frown.
“What is it, Kenzie?”
“If the Outer is where we live, and the Archive is where
our Histories go, what are the Narrows for?”
You smile grimly. “The Narrows are a buffer between
the two. Sometimes a History wakes up. Sometimes Histories
get out, through the cracks in the Archive, and into those
Narrows. And when that happens, it’s the Keeper’s job to send
them back.”
“What’s a Keeper?”
“It’s what I am,” you say, pointing to the ring on your
hand. “What you’ll be,” you add, pointing to my own ring.
I can’t help but smile. You chose me. “I’m glad I get to be
like you.”
You squeeze my hand and make a sound somewhere
between a cough and a laugh, and say, “Good thing. Because
you haven’t got a choice.”

Doors to the Narrows are everywhere.
Most of them started out as actual doors, but the problem is that
12

buildings change—walls go down, walls go up—and these doors,
once they’re made, don’t. What you end up with are cracks, the kind
most people wouldn’t even notice, slight disturbances where the two
worlds—the Narrows and the Outer—run into each other. It’s easy,
when you know what you’re looking for.

nearest one, which turned out to be halfway down the alley behind
the butcher shop.
smile to myself.
I head for the nearest stairwell—there are two sets, the south
stairs at my end of the hall, and the north stairs at the far end, past
the metal cages—when something makes me stop.
A tiny gap catches my eye, a vertical shadow on the dust-dull yellow wallpaper. I walk over to the spot and square myself to the wall,

the crack in the lobby was just that—a crack.
This crack, however, is something more. It cuts down the wall
between apartments 3d and 3c, in a stretch of space without any
ghosted doors, a dingy patch interrupted only by a painting of the
sea in an old white frame. I frown and slide the silver ring from
when I stare at the crack, I see it, right in the center of the seam. A
keyhole.
The ring works like a blinder. It shields me—as much as it can—
from the living, and blocks my ability to read the impressions they
leave on things. But it also blinds me to the Narrows. I can’t see the
doors, let alone step through them.
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I pull Da’s key from around my neck, running a thumb over the
teeth the way he used to. For luck. Da used to rub the key, cross
things. He used to say he could use a little more luck.
I slide the key into the keyhole, and watch as the teeth vanish into
the wall. First comes the whisper of metal against metal. Then the
it presses against the yellow paper. Last, a single strand of crisp light
draws itself around the frame, signaling the door is ready.
If someone came down the hall right now, they wouldn’t see
the door. But they would hear the click of the lock as I turned Da’s
rusted key, and then they would see me step straight through the yellow paper into nothing.

There’s no sky in the Narrows, but it always feels like night, smells
like night. Night in a city after rain. On top of that there’s a breeze,
faint but steady, carrying stale air through the halls. Like you’re in an
air shaft.
I knew what the Narrows looked like long before I saw them. I
had this image in my head, drawn by Da year after year. Close your
eyes and picture this: a dark alley, just wide enough for you to spread
your arms and skim the rough stone walls on either side with your
and up and up into black. The only light comes from the doors that
line the walls, their outlines giving off a faint glow, their keyholes
letting in beams of light that show like threads in the dusty air. It is
enough light to see by, but not enough to see well.
through, close the door behind me, and hear the voices. Not true
14

voices, really, but murmurs and whispers and words stretched thin
by distance. They could be halls, or whole territories, away. Sounds
travel here in the Narrows, coil through the corridors, bounce off
lead you astray.
The corridors stretch out like a web or a subway, branching,
crossing, the walls interrupted only by those doors. City blocks’
worth of doors mere feet apart, space compressed. Most of them are
locked. All of them are marked.
Coded. Every Keeper has a system, a way to tell a good door
from a bad one; I cannot count the number of X’s and slashes and
circles and dots scribbled against each door and then rubbed away. I
pull a thin piece of chalk from my pocket—it’s funny, the things you
learn to keep on you at all times—and use it to draw a quick roman
numeral I on the door I just came through, right above the keyhole
(the doors here have no handles, can’t even be tried without a key).
The number is bright and white over the dozens of old, half-ruined
marks.
I turn to consider the hall and the multitude of doors lining it.
Most of them are locked—inactive, Da called them—doors that
lead back into the Outer, to different rooms in different houses, disabled because they go places where no Keeper is currently stationed.
But the Narrows is a buffer zone, a middle ground, studded with
ways out. Some doors lead to and from the Archive. Others lead to
Returns, which isn’t its own world, but it might as well be. A place
where even Keepers aren’t allowed to go. And right now, with a
I test the door to the right of Door I, and to my surprise, it’s
unlocked, and opens onto the Coronado’s lobby. So it wasn’t just
a ripple in the wallpaper after all. Good to know. An old woman
15

ambles past, oblivious to the portal, and I tug the door shut again and
draw a II above the keyhole.
I take a step back to consider the numbered doors, set side by
side: my ways out, and then continue down the hall, testing every
lock. None of the other doors budge, and I mark each one with an
X. There’s this sound, a fraction louder than the others, a thud thud
thud

The lock turns and the door opens, this time into a room made
of light, blinding and edgeless. I draw back and quickly close the
door, blinking away little white dots as I mark its surface with a circle
and quickly shade it in. Returns. I turn to the next door over, and
this one hollow. The Archive. The nice thing about the Archive doors
you’ve found the other.

safely in my pocket. Histories and humans alike have to touch a surthe same concrete as the walls. In fact, there aren’t even seams where
entire hallway with a touch. If Emma set a foot here, I’ll see it.
The surface of the wall hums beneath my hands. I close my eyes
and press down. Da used to say there was a thread in the wall, and you
had to reach, reach right through the wall until you catch hold of that
them as I focus. I squeeze my eyes shut harder and reach, and feel the
thread tickling my palms. I catch hold, and my hands go numb. Behind
16

again, a smudged version of the present, distorted. I see myself standing here, touching the wall, and guide the memory away.

my list an hour ago, when Emma Claring’s escape was registered, so
I shouldn’t have to go back far. When I twist the memories back two
eyes. The past of the Narrows vanishes, replaced by an only slightly
next branching corridor and try again: closing my eyes, reaching,
catching hold, winding time forward and back, sweeping the last
hour for signs of—
the hall to a corner just ahead, then turning left. I blink and let go
of the wall, the Narrows sharpening as I follow, turn the corner, and
wall marked by a glowing keyhole. Keepers have access only to their
own territories, so the speck of light serves as nothing more than a
stop sign. But it does keep the Histories from getting too far away;
Emma Claring sits in the middle of the hall, her arms wrapped
tightly around her knees. She’s not wearing any shoes, only grassstained shorts and a T-shirt; and she’s so small that the corridor
seems cavernous around her.
She rocks back and forth as she says it, the beat of her body against
the wall making the thud thud thud I heard earlier. She squeezes her
eyes shut, then opens them wide, panic edging into her voice when
the Narrows don’t disappear.
17

She’s obviously slipping.

spreading, the black chewing away the color around them. She whimpers, but doesn’t recognize me yet. That’s good. When Histories slip
far enough, they start to see other people when they look at you.
They see whoever it is they want or need or hate or love or remember, and it makes the confusion worse. Makes them fall faster into
madness.
I take a slow step forward. She buries her face in her arms and
continues whispering.
pers. Her voice hitches.
Her rocking slows, and her head rolls side to side against her
arms.

you know you’re in a dream, you can control it. You can change it.
Emma looks up at me over her crossed arms, eyes shining and
wide.
She nods.
door.” I look around at this stretch of hall, every door unmarked,
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There has to be something.
Something.
Anything.

“It’s not a party trick, Kenzie,” you snap.
I drop the bauble and it rolls across the table. You are
teaching me how to read—things, not books—and I must
have made a joke, given the act a dramatic flair.
“There’s only one reason Keepers have the ability to read
things,” you say sternly. “It makes us better hunters. It helps
us track down Histories.”
“It’s blank anyway,” I mutter.
“Of course it is,” you say, retrieving the trinket and turning it over between your fingers. “It’s a paperweight. And
you should have known the moment you touched it.”
I could. It had the telltale hollow quiet. It didn’t hum
against my fingers. You hand me back my ring, and I slip
it on.
“Not everything holds memories,” you say. “Not every
memory’s worth holding. Flat surfaces—walls, tables, that
kind of thing—they’re like canvases, great at taking in
images. The smaller the object, the harder it is for it to hold
an impression. But,” you add, holding up the paperweight
so I can see the world distorted in the glass, “if there is a
memory, you should be able to tell with a brush of your
hand. That’s all the time you’ll have. If a History makes it
into the Outer—”
“How would they do that?” I ask.
“Kill a Keeper? Steal a key? Both.” You cough, a racking,
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wet sound. “It’s not easy.” You cough again, and I want to
do something to help; but the one time I offered you water
you growled that water wouldn’t fix a damn thing unless I
meant to drown you with it. So now we pretend the cough
isn’t there, punctuating your lectures.
“But,” you say, recovering, “if a History does get out, you
have to track them down, and fast. Reading surfaces has to
be second nature. This gift is not a game, Kenzie. It’s not a
magic trick. We read the past for one reason, and one alone.
To hunt.”

I know what my gift is for, but it doesn’t stop me from sifting through
every framed photo, every random slip of paper, every piece of sentimental junk Mom chose, hoping for even a whisper, a hint of a
memory of Ben. And it doesn’t matter anyway because they’re all
useless. By the time I get to the stupid art camp cup, I’m desper-

even when I reach—there’s nothing but pattern and light, blurred
beyond readability.
I want to pitch the cup as hard as I can against the wall, add
another scratch. I’m actually about to throw it when a piece of black
plastic catches my eye, and I realize I’ve missed something. I let the
cup fall back to the bed, and retrieve a pair of battered glasses pinned
beneath the trophy and the bear.
My heart skips. The glasses are black, thick-rimmed, and only
frames, no lenses, and they’re the only thing here that’s really his.
Ben used to put them on when he wanted to be taken seriously. He’d
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make us call him Professor Bishop, even though that was Dad’s name,
and Dad never wore glasses. I try to picture Ben wearing them. Try
to remember the exact color of his eyes behind the frames, the way
he smiled just before he put them on.
And I can’t.
And then, just as I’m about to set the glasses aside, I feel it, faint and
far away and yet right there in my palm. A soft hum, like a bell trailing off. The tone is feather-light, but it’s there, and I close my eyes,
take a slow, steadying breath, and reach for the thread of memory.
catch it. The dark shifts behind my eyes, and lightens into gray, and
image.
There’s not even enough memory to make a full scene, only a
kind of jagged picture, a few blurred frames, the details all smeared
away. But it doesn’t matter, because Ben is there—well, a Ben-like
shape—standing in front of a Dad-like shape with the glasses perched
on his nose and his chin thrust out as he looks up and tries not to
smile because he thinks that only frowns are taken seriously, and
there’s just enough time for the smudged line of his mouth to waver
and crack into a grin before the memory falters and dissolves back
into gray and gray darkens to black.
My heart hammers in my ears as I clutch the glasses. I don’t have
to rewind, guide the memory back to the start, because there’s only
one sad set of images looping inside these plastic frames; and sure
enough, a moment later the darkness wobbles into gray, and it starts
hoping it will sharpen, hoping it will grow into a scene instead of a
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cradling my dead brother’s glasses.
My hands are shaking, and I can’t tell if it’s from anger or sadness
or fear. Fear that I’m losing him, bit by bit. Not just his face—that
started to fade right away—but the marks he made on the world.
I set the glasses by my bed and return the rest of Ben’s things to
their box. I’m about to put my ring back on when a thought stops
me. Marks. Our last house was new when we moved in. Every scuff
was ours, every nick was ours, and all of them had stories.
plenty of its own marks, I want to know the stories behind them.
Or rather, a part of me wants to know those stories. The other part
of me thinks that’s the worst idea in the world, but I don’t listen to
that part. Ignorance may be bliss, but only if it outweighs curiosity.
Curiosity is a gateway drug to sympathy, echoes Da’s warning voice in
my head, and I know, I know; but there are no Histories here to feel
sympathy for. Which is exactly why the Archive wouldn’t approve.
They don’t approve of any form of recreational reading.
But it’s my talent, and it’s not like a little light goes off every time
I use it. Besides, I’ve already broken the rule once tonight by reading Ben’s things, so I might as well group my infractions. I clear a

impressions.
I reach past the hum, and my hands begin to tingle. The numbness slides up my wrists as the line between the wall and my skin
seems to dissolve. Behind my closed eyes, the room takes shape
again, the same and yet different. For one thing, I see myself standing
in it, just like I was a few moments ago, looking down at Ben’s box.
30

The color’s been bleached out, leaving a faded landscape of memory,
and the whole picture is faint, like a print in sand, recent but already
fading.
I get my footing in the moment before I begin to roll the memory backward.

gone and there and gone, so fast they overlap. Movers. Boxes disappear until the space is bare. In a matter of moments, the scene goes
dark. Empty. But not ended. Vacant. I can feel the older memories
beyond the dark. I rewind faster, searching for more people, more
again.
Broad surfaces hold on to every impression, but there are
two kinds—those burned in by emotion and those worn in by

habit worn into the surfaces, years pressed into a moment more like
dark wooden desk and a wall of books, a man walking like a pendulum back and forth between the two; a woman stretched on a couch;
the time the woman has slammed the door, the scene fades back into
shadow, and then dark again.
A heavy, lasting dark.
And yet, I can feel something past it.
Something bright, vivid, promising.
The numbness spreads up my arms and through my chest as I
span of black until a dull ache forms behind my eyes and the darkness
31

hard, rewound too far. The scenes skip back too fast, a blur, spiraling
out of my control so that I have to drag time until it slows, lean into
it until it shudders to a stop around me.
When it does, I’m kneeling in a room that is my room and isn’t.
I’m about to continue backward, when something stops me. On the
and a spray of broken glass. I look up.

askew, the contents of the dresser shelf—books and baubles—are
mostly toppled.
I search for a date, the way Da taught me—bread crumbs, booka small calendar propped on the table, the word march legible, but
no year. I scan for other temporal markers: a blue dress, bright for
the faded memory, draped over a small corner chair. A black book
on the side table.
A sinking feeling spreads through me as I roll time forward, and a
young man stumbles in. The same slick and blackish stuff is splashed
across his shirt, painted up his arms to the elbows. It drips from
blood.
I can tell by the way he looks down at his skin, as if he wants to
crawl out of it.
He sways and collapses to his knees right beside me, and even
though he can’t touch me, even though I’m not here, I can’t help
his stained arms around his shirt. He can’t be much older than I am,
late teens, dark hair slicked back, strands escaping into his eyes as
32

he rocks back and forth. His lips move as he rocks, but voices rarely
stick to memories, and all I hear is a hushushush sound like static.
torted, vague and bent by the veil of memory.
The man stops rocking and gets to his feet. His hands return to
his sides, and my gut twists. He’s covered in blood, but it’s not his.
There are no cuts on his arms or his chest. One hand looks sliced up,
but not enough to bleed this much.
room
him, but—
sound of a doorknob turning. I curse, open my eyes and jerk my
full of boxes and a dull headache. I’m just getting to my feet when
Mom comes barging in. Before I can get the silver band out of my
I gasp and suddenly it’s not just noise but cold cavernous cold hollowed out too bright be bright screaming into pillow until I can’t breathe
be bright smallest bedroom packing boxes with B crossed out it still shows
couldn’t save him should have been there should have before I can even
gasp and shove her tangled stream of consciousness out of my head.
I try to force a wall between us, a shaky mental version of the ring’s
barrier. It is fragile as glass. Pushing back worsens the headache, but
at least it blocks out my mother’s cluttered thoughts.
I’m left feeling nauseous as I pull away from her hug and maneu-

to orient myself in the present, to realize that she isn’t apologizing
for that hug, that she doesn’t know why I hate being touched. To
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remember that the boy I just saw covered in blood isn’t here but
years in the past, and that I’m safe and still furious with Mom for
throwing away Ben’s things. I want to stay furious, but the anger is
dulling.
don’t understand, and Mom should be able to see that. But she can’t.
She sighs softly and reaches out to tuck a stray lock of hair behind
her touch.
As if everything is normal. As if we’re home, instead of in a cardboard fortress in an old hotel room in the city trying to hide from my
Before I can ask if she even knows where the table is, she guides
me into the living room, where she and Dad have somehow cleared
a space between the boxes. They’ve erected our dining table and
center.
The table is the only piece of furniture assembled, which makes
us look like we’re dining on an island made of packing material. We
eat off dishes dug out of a box with a surprisingly informative label:
kitchen—fragile. Mom coos about the Coronado, and Dad nods
and offered canned monosyllables of support; and I stare down at my
food and see blurred Ben-like shapes whenever I close my eyes, so I
wage a staring contest with the vegetables.
After dinner I put Ben’s box in the back of my closet along with
two labeled da. I packed those myself, offered to make space for
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I keep out the silly blue bear, which I set beside the bed, balancing
Ben’s black glasses on its button nose.
I try to unpack, but my eyes keep drifting back to the center of
I pushed the boxes aside, I could almost make out a few dark stains
who knows if the stains were drops of his blood. Not his blood, I
remember. Someone’s. I want to read the memory again—well, part

in, half the time not even knocking, and if I’m going to read this, I’d
like to avoid another interruption when I do it. It’ll have to wait until
morning.
I dig up sheets and make my bed, squirming at the thought of
sleeping in here with whatever happened, even though I know it was
years and years and years ago. I tell myself it’s silly to be scared, but
I still can’t sleep.
My mind swims between Ben’s blurred shape and the bloodsurrounded by broken glass, looking down at his red-drenched self,
and I sit up. My eyes go to the window, expecting to see my yard, and
just beyond it the brick side of Lyndsey’s house, but I see a city,
and in that moment I wish I were home. I wish I could lean out my
window and see Lyndsey lounging on her roof, watching stars. Late
at night was the only time she let herself be lazy, and I could tell
she felt rebellious for stealing even a few minutes. I used to sneak
home from the Narrows—three streets over and two up behind the
butcher shop—and climb up beside her, and she never asked me
where I’d been. She’d stare up at the stars and start talking, pick
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up mid-sentence as if I’d been there with her the whole time. As if
everything were perfectly normal.
Normal.
A confession: sometimes I dream of being normal. I dream about
this girl who looks like me and talks like me, but isn’t me. I know
she’s not, because she has this open smile and she laughs too easily,
like Lynds. She doesn’t have to wear a silver ring or a rusted key. She
doesn’t read the past or hunt the restless dead. I dream of her doing
mundane things. She sifts through a locker in a crowded school. She
lounges poolside, surrounded by girls who swim and talk to her
and watches a movie, a friend tossing up pieces of popcorn for her to
catch in her mouth. She misses almost every time.
She throws a party.
She goes to a dance.
She kisses a boy.
And she’s so . . . happy.
M. That’s what I call her, this normal, nonexistent me.
It’s not that I’ve never done those things, kissed or danced or just
hung out. I have. But it was put-on, a character, a lie. I am so good
at it—lying—but I can’t lie to myself. I can pretend to be M; I can
wear her like a mask. But I can’t be her. I’ll never be her.
M wouldn’t see blood-covered boys in her bedroom.
M wouldn’t spend her time scouring her dead brother’s toys for
a glimpse of his life.
The truth is, I know why Ben’s favorite shirt wasn’t in the box, or
his mile patch, or most of his pencils. He had those things with him
the day he died. Had the shirt on his back and the patch in his pocket
and the pencils in his bag, just like any normal day. Because it was a
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normal day, right up until the point a car ran a red light two blocks
from Ben’s school just as he was stepping from the curb.
And then drove away.
What do you do when there is someone to blame, but you know

Apparently you don’t move on, you just move away.
for a moment. A glimpse. The more I miss him, the more he seems
to fade. He feels so far away, and holding on to empty tokens—or
half-ruined ones—won’t make him any closer. But I know what will.
I’m up, on my feet and swapping pajamas for black pants and a
long-sleeved T-shirt, donning my usual uniform. My Archive paper
sits on the side table, unfolded and blank. I pocket it. I don’t care if
there are no names. I’m not going to the Narrows. I’m going through
them.
To the Archive.
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FOUR

B

eyond the bedroom, the apartment is still, but as
I slip into the hall I see a faint line of light along the bottom of
my parents’ door, and hold my breath. Hopefully Dad just fell asleep
with his reading light on. The house key hangs like a prize on a hook
our last house that with every step I half expect to be exposed, but
I somehow make it to the key without a creak and slide it from the
hook. All that’s left is the door. The trick is to let go of the handle
by degrees. I get through, ease 3f shut, and turn to face the third
And stop.
I’m not alone.
Halfway down the corridor a boy my age is leaning against the
faded wallpaper, right beside the painting of the sea. He’s staring up
at the ceiling, or past it, the thin black wire from his headphones
tracing a line over his jaw, down his throat. I can hear the whisper of
music from here. I take a soundless step, but still he rolls his head,
lazily, to look at me. And he smiles. Smiles like he’s caught me cheating, caught me sneaking out.
Which, in all fairness, he has.
His smile reminds me of the paintings here. I don’t think any of
them are hung straight. One side of his mouth tilts up like that, like
it’s not set level. He has several inches of spiked black hair, and I’m
pretty sure he’s wearing eyeliner.
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He closes his eyes and leans his head back against the wall as
if to say I never saw you. But that smile stays, and his conspiratorial
silence doesn’t change the fact that he’s standing between me and my
brother, his back against the wall where the Narrows door should be,
the keyhole roughly in the triangle of space between the crook of his
arm and his shirt.
because I need that second door. I do my best to play the part of a
normal girl sneaking out. The pants and long sleeves in the middle of
summer complicate the image, but there’s nothing to be done about
that now and I keep my chin up as I wander down the hall towards
the north stairs (turning back toward the south ones would only be
suspicious).
The boy’s eyes stay closed, but his smile quirks as I pass by. Odd,
down to the second, where they spill me out onto the landing of the
grand staircase, which forms a cascade into the lobby. A ribbon of
burgundy fabric runs over the marble steps like a tongue, and when I
make my way down, the carpet emits small plumes of dust.
Most of the lights have been turned off, and in the strange semidarkness, the sprawling room at the base of the stairs is draped in
shadows. A sign on the far wall whispers café in faded cursive. I
frown and turn my attention back to the side of the staircase where
dark between two lights. I step into the darkness with it, running
pocket my ring and pull Da’s key from around my neck, using my
other hand to trace down the crack until I feel the groove of the keyhole. I slot the key, and turn, and a moment after the metallic click, a
thread of light traces the outline of the door against the stairs.
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The Narrows sigh around me as I enter, humid breath and words
so far away they’ve bled to sounds and then to hardly anything. I start

one that leads to the Archive.
I pause, straighten, and step through.

The day I become a Keeper, you hold my hand.
You never hold my hand. You avoid touch the way I’m
quickly learning to, but the day you take me to the Archive,
you wrap your weathered fingers around mine as you lead me
through the door. We’re not wearing our rings, and I expect
to feel it, the tangle of memories and thoughts and emotions
coming through your skin, but I feel nothing but your grip. I
wonder if it’s because you’re dying, or because you’re so good
at blocking the world out, a concept I can’t seem to learn.
Whatever the reason, I feel nothing but your grip, and I’m
thankful for it.
We step into a front room, a large, circular space made of
dark wood and pale stone. An antechamber, you call it. There
is no visible source of light, and yet the space is brightly lit.
The door we came through appears larger on this side than it
did in the Narrows, and older, worn.
There is a stone lintel above the Archive door that reads
servamus memoriam. A phrase I do not know yet. Three vertical
lines, the mark of the Archive, separate the words, and a set
of Roman numerals runs beneath. Across the room a woman
sits behind a large desk, writing briskly in a ledger, a quiet
please sign propped at the edge of her table. She sees us, and

40

sets her pen down fast enough to suggest that we’re expected.
My hands are shaking, but you tighten your grip.
“You’re gold, Kenzie,” you whisper as the woman gestures
over her shoulder with her pen at a massive pair of doors
behind her, flung open and back like wings. Through them I
can see the heart of the Archive, the atrium, a massive room
marked by rows and rows and rows of shelves. The woman
does not stand, does not go with us, but watches us pass with
a nod and a whispered, cordial “Antony.”
You lead me through.
There are no windows because there is no outside, and yet
above the shelves there is a vaulted ceiling of glass and light.
The place is vast, and made of wood and marble, long tables
running down the center like a double spine, with shelves
branching off to both sides like ribs. The partitions make the
cavernous space seem smaller, cozier. Or at least fathomable.
The Archive is everything you told me it would be: a patchwork . . . wood and stone and colored glass . . . all throughout,
a sense of peace . . .
But you left something out.
It is beautiful.
So beautiful that, for a moment, I forget the walls are
filled with bodies. That the stacks and the cabinets that compose the walls, while lovely, hold Histories. On each drawer,
an ornate brass cardholder displays a placard with a neatly
printed name, a set of dates. It’s so easy to forget this.
“Amazing,” I say, too loud. The words echo, and I wince,
remembering the sign on the Librarian’s desk.
“It is,” replies a new voice, softly, and I turn to find a man
perched on the edge of a table, hands in his pockets. He’s an
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odd sight, built like a stick figure, with a young face but old
gray eyes and dark hair that sweeps across his forehead. His
clothes are normal enough—a sweater and slacks—but his
dark pants run right into a pair of bright red Chucks, which
makes me smile. And yet, there’s a sharpness to his eyes, a
coiled aspect to his stance. Even if I passed him on the street
instead of here in the Archive, I’d know right away that he
was a Librarian.
“Roland,” you say with a nod.
“Antony,” he replies, sliding off from the table. “Is this
your choice?”
The Librarian is talking about me. Your hand slides
from mine, and you take a step back, presenting me to him.
“She is.”
Roland arches a brow. But then he smiles. It’s a playful
smile, a warm one.
“This should be fun,” he says. He gestures to the first of the
ten wings branching off the atrium. “If you’ll follow me . . .”
And with that, he walks away. You walk away. I pause. I want
to linger here. Soak up the strange sense of quiet. But I cannot stay.
I am not a Keeper yet.

There is a moment, as I pass into the circular antechamber of the
Archive and my eyes settle on the Librarian seated behind the
desk—a man I’ve never seen before—when I feel lost. A strange
fear takes hold, simple and deep, that my family moved too far away,
that I’ve crossed some invisible boundary and stepped into another
branch of the Archive. Roland assured me it wouldn’t happen, that
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each branch is responsible for hundreds of miles of city, suburb,
country, but still the panic washes through me.
I look over my shoulder at the lintel above the door, the familiar servamus memoriam—according to two semesters of Latin (my
numerals run beneath the inscription, so small and so many that
they seem more like a pattern than a number. I asked once, and was
told that that was the branch number. I still cannot read it, but I’ve
memorized the pattern, and it hasn’t changed. My muscles begin to
uncoil.
The voice is calm, quiet, and familiar. I turn back toward the desk
to see Roland coming through the set of doors behind it, tall and slim
as ever—he hasn’t aged a day—with his gray eyes and his easy grin
and his red Chucks. A breath of relief escapes.
desk, who stands with a nod and vanishes back through the doors.
Roland takes a seat and kicks his shoes up onto the desk. He digs
in the drawers and comes up with a magazine. Last month’s issue of
some lifestyle guide I brought him. Mom subscribed to them for a
while, and Roland insists on staying as much in the loop as possible
when it comes to the Outer. I know for a fact he spends most of
his time skimming new Histories, watching the world through their
lives. I wonder if boredom prompts him to it, or if it’s more. Roland’s
gray eyes are tinged with something between pain and longing.
He misses it, I think; the Outer. He’s not supposed to. Librarians
commit to the Archive in every way, leaving the Outer behind for
their term, however long they choose to stay, and he’s told me himself
that being promoted is an honor, to have all that time and knowledge
servamus memoriam and
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all—but if he misses sunrises, or oceans, or fresh air, who can blame
an endless supply of reading material.

knows how scared I am of losing this branch—some days I think
the constancy of coming here is all that’s keeping me sane—but
too far.”
tabletop radio from a desk drawer and setting it beside the quiet
please sign. Classical music whispers out, and I wonder if he plays
transfer. Wanted a change of scenery. So, what brings you to the
I want to see Ben. I want to talk to him. I need to be closer. I’m losing
my mind.

two doors. Right in the building.”

It’s old. And it creeps me out. And something horrible happened
in my bedroom. These are weak thoughts. I do not share them.
I hate the formality when it comes from the other Librarians, but
for some reason I don’t mind it from Roland. Perhaps because he
seems on the verge of winking when he says it. Despite his Chucks
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and his questionable taste in reading material, there is something
old-world about him. I sometimes wonder how many years ago
Roland was promoted to his post. The lilt in his voice gets stronger
when he’s tired, but it’s still unplaceable.

tell me how long he’s been here. He can’t be that old, or at least he
doesn’t look it—one of the perks is that, as long as they serve, they
don’t age—but whenever I ask him about his life before the Archive,
his years hunting Histories, he twists the topic, or glides right over it.
As for his years as Librarian, he’s equally vague. I’ve heard Librarians
doesn’t show doesn’t mean they don’t feel older—but with Roland,
I can’t tell. I remember his mentioning a Moscow branch and once,
absently, Scotland.

Ben. I can’t dance around it, and I can’t lie. I need his help. Only

His eyes settle on mine, but he says nothing.
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Because I’ve been asking Lisa
instead.

same size and shape as my Archive paper, and he scribbles something
on it. Half a minute later, Elliot appears again, his own pad of paper
at his side. He gives Roland a questioning look.
Elliot nods and silently takes a seat. The front desk is never left
unattended. I follow Roland through the doors and into the atrium.
It’s dotted with Librarians, and I recognize Lisa across the way, her
black bob disappearing down a side hall toward older stacks. But
otherwise I do not look up at the arching ceiling and its colored glass,
do not marvel at the quiet beauty, do not linger in case any pause in
my step makes Roland change his mind. I focus on the stacks as he
leads me to Ben.
I’ve tried to memorize the route—to remember which of the
ten wings we go down, to note which set of stairs we take, to count
the lefts and rights we make down the halls—but I can never hold
the pattern in my head, and even when I think I have, it doesn’t work
out the next time. I don’t know if it’s me, or if the route changes.
Maybe they reorder the shelves. I think of how I used to arrange
movies: one day best to worst, the next by color, the next title . . .
Everyone in these stacks died in the branch’s jurisdiction, but beyond
end, only Librarians can navigate these stacks.
Today Roland leads me through the atrium, then down the sixth
wing, through several smaller corridors, across a courtyard, and up a

46

tucked into corners; but it is, for the most part, a grid of drawers.
Roland approaches a wall of drawers and brings his hand gently
per holder. Below the copper holder is a keyhole.
And then Roland turns away.

over the name.
BISHOP, BENJAMIN GEORGE
2003–2013
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FIVE

I

trace my fingers over the dates and it is last year
again and I’m sitting in one of those hospital chairs that look like
they might actually be comfortable but they’re not because there’s
nothing comfortable about hospitals. Da has been gone three years. I
The cops are talking to Dad and the doctor is telling Mom that
Ben died on impact and that word—impact—makes me turn and
wretch into one of the hospital’s gray bins.
The doctor tries to say there wasn’t time to feel it, but that’s not
true. Mom feels it. Dad feels it. I feel it. I feel like my skeleton is
being ripped through my skin, and I wrap my arms around my ribs
to hold it in. I walked with him, all the way to the corner of Lincoln

he told me it didn’t even look like a human being and I told him it
wasn’t and he told me I was weird and I told him he was late for
school.
I can see the black scribble on the back of his hand through the
white sheet. The sheet doesn’t rise and fall, not one small bit, and I
can’t take my eyes off it as Mom and Dad and the doctors talk and
there is crying and words and I have neither because I’m focusing
on the fact that I will see him again. I twist my ring, a spot of silver
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hand. I twist the ring and run my thumb over the grooves and tell
myself that it’s okay. It’s not okay, of course.
Ben is ten and he’s dead. But he’s not gone. Not for me.
Hours later, after we get home from the hospital, three weak
instead of four strong, I climb out my window and run down dark
streets to the Narrows door in the alley behind the butcher’s.
Lisa is on duty at the desk in the Archive, and I ask her to take me
to Ben. When she tries to tell me that it’s not possible, I order her
to show me the way; and when she still says no, I take off running.
I run for hours through the corridors and rooms and courtyards of
the Archive, even though I have no idea where I’m going. I run as if
I’ll just know where Ben is the way the Librarians know where things
are, but I don’t. I run past stacks and columns and rows and walls of
names and dates in small black ink.
I run forever.
I run until Roland grabs my arm and shoves me into a side room,
and there on the far wall halfway up, I see his name. Roland lets go
of me long enough to turn and close the door, and that’s when I see
the keyhole beneath Ben’s dates. It’s not even the same size or shape
as my key, but I still rip the cord from my throat and force the key
in. It doesn’t turn. Of course it doesn’t turn. I try again, and again.
I bang on the cabinet to wake my brother up, the metallic sound
shattering the precious quiet, and then Roland is there, pulling me
my shouts with the other.
I have not cried at all, not once.
arms still wrapped around me, and sob.
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I sit on the red rug with my back against Ben’s shelf, tugging my
sleeves over my hands as I tell my brother about the new apartment,
about Mom’s latest project and Dad’s new job at the university.
Sometimes when I run out of things to tell Ben, I recite the stories
Da told me. This is how I pass the night, time blurring at the edges.
Sometime later, I feel the familiar scratch against my thigh, and
dig the list from my pocket. The careful cursive announces:

Thomas Rowell. 12.
I pocket the list and lean back against the shelves. A few minutes
later, I hear the soft tread of footsteps and look up.

do your job. Find that History.”

Crew. The next step above Keeper. Crew hunt in pairs, tracking
down and returning the Keeper-Killers, the Histories who manage
to get out, through the Narrows and into the real world. Some people stay Keepers their whole lives, but most shoot for Crew. The
only thing higher than Crew is the Archive itself—the Librarian
post—though it’s hard to imagine why someone would give up the
lives through other people’s eyes. Even harder to imagine that every
bears marks of Crew just like Da did. Keepers have the marks, too,
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the three lines, but carved into our rings. Crew marks are carved
into skin.

Da worked Crew, until Ben was born. And then he went back to
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and it never stops you from trying.”
clearly in my memory, I don’t think I could forget anything about
him, even if I tried. But with Ben, it’s only been a year and I’m
Roland nods, but doesn’t answer, sympathetic but resolute. He
can’t help me. He won’t. I’ve come to Ben’s shelf two dozen times
in the year since he died, and Roland’s never given in and opened it.
Never let me see my brother.
the tightness in my chest grows worse.

He arches an eyebrow, but nothing more.

He gets to his feet and offers me his hand. I hesitate.
Librarians are pros at walling off thoughts, blocking out touch. Mom
touches me and I can’t keep her out, but Roland touches me and I
feel blind, deaf, normal.
We start walking.
the key from around my neck and slip it into the hole beneath my
brother’s card. It doesn’t turn. It never turns.
But I never stop trying.
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I’m not supposed to be here. I can see it their eyes.
And yet here I am, standing before a table in a large
chamber off the atrium’s second wing. The room is marblefloored and cold, and there are no bodies lining the walls,
only ledgers, and the two people on the other side of the table
speak a little louder, unafraid to wake the dead. Roland takes
his seat beside them.
“Antony Bishop,” says the man on the end. He has a
beard, and small, sharp eyes that scan a paper on the table.
“You are here to name your . . .” He looks up, and the words
trail off. “Mr. Bishop, you do realize there is an age requirement. Your granddaughter is not eligible for another”—he
consults a folder, coughs—“four years.”
“She’s up for the trial,” you say.
“She’ll never pass,” says the woman.
“I’m stronger than I look,” I say.
The first man sighs, rubs his beard. “What are you doing,
Antony?”
“She is my only choice,” answers Da.
“Nonsense. You can name Peter. Your son. And if, in time,
Mackenzie is willing and able, she will be considered—”
“My son is not fit.”
“Maybe you don’t do him justice—”
“He’s bright, but he’s got no violence in him, and he wears
his lies. He’s not fit.”
“Meredith, Allen,” says Roland, steepling his fingers.
“Let’s give her the chance.”
The bearded man, Allen, straightens. “Absolutely not.”
My eyes flick to Da, craving a sign, a nod of encouragement, but he stares straight ahead.
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“I can do it,” I say. “I’m not the only choice. I’m the best.”
Allen’s frown deepens. “I beg your pardon?”
“Go home, little girl,” says Meredith with a dismissive
wave. You warned me they would resist. You spent weeks
teaching me how to hold my ground.
I stand taller. “Not until I’ve had my trial.”
She makes a strangled sound of dismay, but Allen cuts in
with, “You’re. not. eligible.”
“Make an exception.”
Roland’s mouth quirks up. It bolsters me.
“Give me a chance.”
“You think this is a sport? A club?” snaps Meredith, and
then her eyes dart to you. “What could you possibly be thinking, bringing a child into this—”
“I think it’s a job,” I cut in, careful to keep my voice even.
“And I’m ready for it. Maybe you think you’re protecting
me, or maybe you think I’m not strong enough—but you’re
wrong.”
“You are an unfit candidate. And that is the end of it.”
“It would be, Meredith,” says Roland calmly, “if you were
the only person on this panel.”
“I really can’t condone this. . . .” says Allen.
I’m losing them, and I can’t let that happen. If I lose
them, I lose you. “I think I’m ready, and you think I’m not.
Let’s find out who’s right.”
“Your composure is impressive.” Roland stands up. “But
you are aware that not all Histories can be won with words.”
He rounds the table. “Some are troublesome.” He rolls up his
sleeves. “Some are violent.”
The other two Librarians are still trying to get a word
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in, but I don’t hear them. My focus is on Roland. Da told
me to be ready for anything, and it’s a good thing he did,
because between one moment and the next, Roland’s posture
shifts. It’s subtle—his shoulders loosen, knees unlock, hands
curl toward fists—but I see the change a fraction before he
attacks. I dodge the first punch, but he’s fast, faster even than
Da, and before I can strike back a red Chuck connects with
my chest, sending me to the floor. I roll back and over into a
crouch, but by the time I look up, he’s gone.
I hear him the instant before his arm wraps around my
throat, and manage to get one hand between us so I don’t
choke. He pulls back and up, my feet leaving the ground, but
the table is there and I get my foot on top and use it as leverage, pushing up and off, twisting free of his arm as I flip over
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taking you from me. You’ve told me, made it clear, this is the
only way I can keep you close. I will not lose that.
“I do,” I answer evenly.
Roland straightens. “Then I approve the naming.”
Meredith makes a stifled sound of dismay.
“She held composure against you, Meredith, and that
is something,” says Roland, and finally his smile breaks
through. “And as for her fighting, I’m in the best position to
judge, and I say she has merit.” He looks past me then, to you.
“You’ve raised quite a girl, Antony.” He glances over at Allen.
“What do you say?”
The bearded Librarian raps his fingers on the table, eyes
unfocused.
“You can’t actually be considering . . .” mutters Meredith.
“If we do this, and she proves herself unfit in any way,”
says Allen, “she will forfeit the position.”
“And if she proves unfit,” adds Meredith, “you, Roland,
will remove her yourself.”
Roland smiles at the challenge.
I step forward. “I understand,” I say, as loud as I dare.
Allen stands slowly. “Then I approve the naming.”
Meredith glowers for a moment before standing too. “I
am overruled, and as such, I must approve the naming.”
Only then does your hand come to rest against my shoulder. I can feel your pride in your fingertips. I smile.
I will show them all.
For you.
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SIX

I

yawn as roland leads me back through the Archive.
I’ve been here for hours, and I can tell I’m running out of night.

little time with Ben.
Not Ben, I know. Ben’s shelf.
I roll my shoulders, stiff from leaning so long against the stacks,
as we wind back through the corridors and into the atrium. Several
Librarians dot the space, busy with ledgers and notepads and even,
here and there, open drawers. I wonder if they ever sleep. I look
up at the arched stained glass, darker now, as if there were a night
beyond. I take a deep breath, and am starting to feel better, calmer,
when we reach the front desk.
A man with gray hair, black glasses, and a stern mouth behind a
goatee is waiting for us. Roland’s music has been shut off.
as long as I have, and we rarely see eye to eye.
The moment he catches sight of me, his mouth turns down.
discourage such recurrent disobedience.”
Roland rolls his eyes and claps Patrick on the shoulder.
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report you.”
I don’t know who this Agatha is, but I’m fairly certain I don’t
want to know.
ing hours. Keepers do not attend to the Histories here. You are not
to enter the stacks without good

A cough of a laugh escapes from Roland, along with a wink.
Patrick sighs and rubs his eyes, and I can’t help but feel a bit victorious. But when he reaches for his notepad, my spirits sink. The last
thing I need is a demerit on my record. Roland sees the gesture, too,
and brings his hand down lightly on Patrick’s arm.

I know a way out when I see it.
talking in low, tense voices, but I know better than to look back.

to something. I spend what’s left of the night testing every door in

circle. I work my way back to my two numbered doors, and discover
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locks the door.
I’ve got an appraisal in the city.”

prising pace.
I watch her go. She clearly knows something. It never really
occurred to me that someone would know and not want to share.
Maybe I should stick to reading walls. At least they can’t refuse to
answer.

already reaching for the stairwell door at the other end of the hall
when it swings open abruptly and I run straight into a body. I stumble
back, steadying myself against the wall, but I’m not fast enough to
I cringe and wait for the sound of the basket tumbling, but it
never comes. When I look up, a guy is standing there, the basket
safely cradled in his arms. Spiked hair and a slanted smile. My pulse
skips.

to shake.
I’d rather not, but I don’t want to be rude. The basket’s in my
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right hand, so I hold out my left awkwardly. When he takes it, the
sounds rattle in my ears, through my head, deafening. Wesley is made
like a rock band, drums and bass and interludes of breaking glass. I
try to block out the roar, to push back, but it only makes it worse.
And then, instead of shaking my hand, he gives a theatrical bow
and brushes his lips against my knuckles, and I can’t breathe. Not

hot, and the frown must have made its way onto my face because he
laughs, misreading my discomfort, and lets go, taking all the noise
and pressure with him.
shake. Left to right, kiss. I thought it was an invitation.”

the stairs, but he turns to face me again, his back to the hall.
4d
hard with all the rings she wears.” He holds up his left hand, wiggles

the hall. A small, strawberry-blond head pops out of 5c. I want to be
annoyed that she didn’t answer when I knocked, but I’m still resisting the urge to sit down on the checkered carpet. Wesley makes a
point of ignoring her, his attention still trained on me. Up close I can

was late.”
that
city were still open.”
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I wouldn’t go so far as to say it’s clearly any color.
dana. Retro. Nice.”

roaming the halls of apartment buildings, hocking”—he peers into
“Wes,” says the girl again, stamping her foot, but he ignores her
pointedly, winking at me. The girl’s face reddens, and she disappears
into the apartment. A moment later she emerges again, weapon in
hand.
She sends the book spinning through the air with impressive aim,
and I must have blinked, or missed something, because the next minute Wesley’s hand has come up and the book is resting in it. And he’s
still smiling at me.
He brushes the book off, and lets it fall to his side while he peers
compensation.” His hand is already digging through the cellophane,
past ribbons and tags.
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That’s enough sharing, warns a voice in my head.
Everything is loud here, like you.

wants to see this Wesley try to stave off a second blow while holding

just met me, and he’s already using a nickname. I’d kick his ass, but
there’s a slight affection to the way he says it, and for some reason I
don’t mind.
Several moments after the door to 5c has closed, I’m still standing there when the scratch of letters in my pocket brings me to my
senses. I head for the stairs and pull the paper from my jeans.

Jackson Lerner. 16.
The History is old enough that I can’t afford to put it off. They
slip so much faster the older they get—distress to destruction in a
the basket in the stairwell, and pocket my ring as I reach the painting
70

of the sea. I pull the key’s cord over my head, wrapping it several
times around my wrist as my eyes adjust to make out the keyhole in
the faint wall crack. I slot the key, and turn. A hollow click; the door
night of the Narrows.
reaching until I catch hold of the memories, and behind my eyes the
Narrows reappear, bleak and bare and grayer, but the same. Time
rolls away beneath my touch, but the memory sits like a picture,
do miss it, and I have to drag
time to a stop and turn it forward, breathing out slow, slow, inching
frame by frame until I see him. It goes like empty empty empty empty
empty empty body empty empty—gotcha. I focus, holding the memory
still long enough to identify the shape as a teenage boy in a green
corner. Right.
I blink, the Narrows sharpening around me as I pull back from
again, repeating the process at each turn until I close the gap, until
I’m nearly walking in his wake. And then, just as I’m reading the
hear him, not the muddled sounds of the past
and track the sound down the hall, whipping around the corner
Myself.
pool in the black that’s spreading across the History’s eyes, eating up
the color as he slips.
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a mop of messy reddish brown hair falling against his cheeks. Beneath
his bright green hoodie, he has that gaunt look boys sometimes get
in their teens. Like they’ve been stretched. I take a small step back.

again, restless, and then his blackening eyes drift down to my hand,
to the place where my key dangles from the cord wrapped around
my wrist. The metal glints.

I can hear the change in tone. Fear slides into anger.
The Histories will slip;
you can’t afford to. I glance around at the nearest doors.
But they all have chalk Xs.

door.”
I steal another step away. He doesn’t move.
and all.

wrist. I dodge.
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want to go. These doors all go to different places. Some don’t even
open. And some of them do, but the places they lead are very bad.”
The anger written across his face fades into frustration, a crease
home.”
He hesitates.
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the chalk as his gaze continues down the hall. I reach out to slide the
key into the lock.
I look up. He’s pointing at another door, one at the very end
of the hall. A white circle has been drawn above the keyhole, large
enough to see from here. Damn.

forward, and I step back, away from the door.
He doesn’t give me a chance to lie again, but lunges for the key
in my hand. I twist out of the way, catching his sleeved wrist as he
reaches out. I wrench it behind his back, and he yelps but somehow,
turns to run, but I catch his shoulder and force him forward, against
the wall.
enough force to distract him from the fact he is six inches taller than

ridiculous. Any door with a white circle can take you—”
And then I see metal, and jump back just in time, the knife arcing
through the air, fast. This is wrong. Histories never have weapons.
Their bodies are searched when they’re shelved. So where did he
I kick up and send him reeling backward. It only buys a moment,
but a moment’s long enough to get a good look at the blade in his
hand. It gleams in the dark, well-kept steel as long as my hand, a hole
drilled in the grip so it can be spun. It is a lovely weapon. And there
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Their bodies are searched when they’re shelved. So where did he
I kick up and send him reeling backward. It only buys a moment,
but a moment’s long enough to get a good look at the blade in his
hand. It gleams in the dark, well-kept steel as long as my hand, a hole
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is no way it belongs to a punk teen with a worn-out hoodie and a
bad attitude.
But whether it’s his, or he stole it, or someone gave it to him—a
possibility I don’t even want to consider—it doesn’t change the fact
that right now he’s the one holding a knife.
And I’ve got nothing.
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SEVEN

I

am eleven, and you are stronger than you look.
You take me out into the summer sun to show me how to

fight. Your limbs are weapons, brutally fast. I spend hours figuring out how to avoid them, how to dodge, roll, anticipate,
react. It’s get out of the way or get hit.
I’m sitting on the ground, exhausted and rubbing my ribs
where you got a touch, even though I saw you try to pull back.
“You said you’d teach me how to fight,” I say.
“I am.”
“You’re only showing me how to defend.”
“Trust me. You need to know that first.”
“I want to learn how to attack.” I cross my arms. “I’m
strong enough.”
“Fighting isn’t really about using your strength, Kenzie.
It’s about using theirs. Histories will always be stronger. Pain
doesn’t stick, so you can’t hurt them, not really. They don’t
bleed, and if you kill them, they don’t stay dead. They die,
they come back. You die, you don’t.”
“Can I have a weapon?”
“No, Kenzie,” you snap. “Never carry a weapon. Never
count on anything that’s not attached to you. It can be
taken. Now, get back up.”
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There are times when I wish I broke Da’s rules. Like right now, staring
at the sharp edge of a knife in the hands of a slipping History. But I
don’t break Da’s rules, not ever. Sometimes I break the Archive’s
rules, or bend them a bit, but not his. And they must work, because
I’m still alive.
For now.
it he’s not used to the weapon. Good. Then at least I stand a chance
of getting it away from him. I tug the yellow bandana from my hair,
and pull it tight between my hands. And I force my mouth to smile,
because he might have the advantage as far as sharp things go, but
even when the game turns physical, it never stops being mental.
Something moves in the hall beyond him. A shadow there and
then gone, a dark shape with a silver crown. Sudden enough to catch
Which is, of course, the second he lunges.
His limbs are longer than mine, and it’s all I can do to get out of
wrong, too low, leaving a gap on the hilt between his hand and the
blade. The next slice comes blinding quick, and I lean back but hold
my ground. I have an idea, but it means getting close, which is always
risky when the other person has a knife. He jabs again, and I try to
twist my body, to get my arms to one side, one above and one below
the knife; but I’m not fast enough, and the blade skims my forearm.
Pain burns over my skin, but I’ve almost got this—and sure enough,
on the next try he jabs wrong and I dodge right, lifting one arm and
lowering the other so the knife slices into the circle of space made by
my limbs and the bandana. He sees the trap too late, jerks back; but
I swing my hand down, looping the fabric around the knife, the gap
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on the hilt. I snap it tight and bring my boot to the front of his green
hoodie as hard as I can, and he stumbles, losing his hold on the knife.
The fabric goes slack and the blade tumbles into my grip, handle
hitting my palm right as he dives forward, tackling me around the
lungs like a brick to the ribs, and the blade goes skittering into the
dark.
by slipping, but he clearly didn’t have a grandfather who saw combat
training as a bonding opportunity. I free my leg from under him and
manage to get my foot against the wall, for once thankful that the

A keyhole.
I never marked it, so I don’t know where it leads, or if my key
will even work, but I have to do something. Ripping my wrist and
my key free of his grip, I drive the metal teeth down into the gap
and turn, holding my breath until I hear it click. I look down into
downward.
Space changes, suddenly, and instead of falling down we fall forward, sprawling onto the cold marble of the Archive’s antechamber
I can see the front desk in the corner of my eye, a quiet please
sign and a stack of papers and a green-eyed girl looking over it.
amusement. She has hair the color of sun and sand.
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I’ve got him down for all of two seconds before he somehow gets
his knee and then his shoe between our bodies.

and cheerfully plunges something thin and sharp and shining into
his back. His eyes widen, and when she twists the weapon there’s
a noise, like a lock turning or a bone breaking, and all the life goes

she holds is not a weapon exactly, but a kind of key. It’s gleaming gold
and has a handle and a stem, but no teeth.
There’s something like a giggle in the corners of her voice. I’ve
seen her around the stacks. She always catches my eye because she
is so devastatingly young. Girlish. Librarian is top rank, so the vast
majority are older, seasoned. But this girl looks like she’s twenty.

needles numb. I pull back, and her laugh trails off as the key vanishes
into the pocket of her coat.

care of that.”
She smiles and, despite her size, hauls the body up and through a
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pair of doors built right into the curving walls of the antechamber. I
blink. I never noticed those before. And the moment they’ve closed
behind her, I can’t seem to focus on them. My eyes roll off.

I look down, and realize he’s right. Pain rolls up my arm as my
grazed skin. My sleeve is stained red, a narrow line running down my
distastefully at the drops as they hit the granite.
lem with the History.”
Not even a smile.
I feel dazed, but I know better than to show it. Certainly not in
front of him.
Every branch staffs a medically trained Librarian in the interest
of keeping work-related injuries quiet, and Patrick is the man for this
branch. If I say yes, then he’ll treat me; but he’ll also have an excuse
to report the incident and there won’t be anything Roland can do to
keep it off the books. I don’t have a clean record anyway, so I shake
my head.

this shirt,” I add as lightly as possible.
He frowns and I think he’s going to chew me out, or report me,
I nod, and turn back to the Narrows, leaving a trail of red behind.
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EIGHT

I

am a mess.

the silvery crown . . . maybe my eyes were playing tricks on me.
That happens, now and then, with the ring off. Press against a surface
wrong, and you can see the present and past at once. Things can get
tangled.
I wince, focusing on the task at hand.
The cut on my arm is deeper than I thought, and it bleeds through
the gauze before I can get the bandage on. I toss another ruined wrap
in the plastic bag currently serving as the bathroom trash bin and
kit I’ve assembled over the years. My shirt is sitting in a heap on the
stomach and arms, and the bruise blossoming on my shoulder. I am
never without the marks of my job.
ting it gauzed and wrapped. Red drops have made a trail along the
counter and into the sink.
cut. I take the trash bag and add it to the larger one in the kitchen,
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forgot something.
room table, which is still the only fully assembled piece of furniture.

She drops the basket beside it with a thud.
deliver them. Not drop them on people’s
doormats and leave the basket in the stairwell. And where have you
can’t just disappear. . . .” She’s an open book: anger and worry too
thinly veiled behind a tight-lipped smile that she means to look casual

She rubs her eyes, which means that whatever she’s about to say
and she said that you’d need to grieve in your own way—”

rebellion—”

Bishop’s is a family business.”
dream.”
I want to be oblivious to the pain written on her face. I want to
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need space to grieve. She would rebel because her parents were
simply uncool, not because one was wearing a horrifying happy mask
and the other was a ghost. She’d be distant because she was preoccupied with boys or school, not because she’s tired from hunting down
the Histories of the dead or distracted by her new hotel-turned-

It’s a lot of change. But I didn’t mean to bail.”

and I didn’t want to be rude. She seemed kind of lonely, and she had
this amazing place full of old stuff, and so I just stayed with her for a
while. We had tea, and she showed me her collections.”
Da would call that an extrapolation. It’s easier than a straight lie,
because it contains seeds of truth. Not that Mom would be able to
tell if I told her a blatant lie, but it makes me feel a fraction less guilty.
because I’d rather have tea with a stranger than talk to her.

ture.” But while it sounded cheerful coming from Dad, it leaves her
Mac. An adventure.”

The words taste strange, and as I make my way to my room and

83

over my head, it hits me.
It’s the only thing I said that wasn’t a lie.

I’m twelve, six months shy of becoming a Keeper, and Mom
is mad at you because you’re bleeding. She accuses you
of fighting, of drinking, of refusing to age gracefully. You
light a cigarette and run your fingers through your shock of
peppered hair and let her believe it was a bar fight, let her
believe you were looking for trouble.
“Is it hard?” I ask when she storms out of the room. “Lying
so much?”
You take a long drag and flick ash in the sink, where you
know she’ll see it. You’re not supposed to smoke anymore.
“Not hard, no. Lying is easy. But it’s lonely.”
“What do you mean?”
“When you lie to everyone about everything, what’s left?
What’s true?”
“Nothing,” I say.
“Exactly.”

The phone wakes me.

I sit up, swing my legs off the bed. I’ve got the bloodstained boy
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but I’ll keep looking.”
It’s been around for, like, a hundred years.”

haunted mansion without scoping out the history.”
suspiciously nothing. It was a hotel, and
the hotel was converted into apartments after World War Two, a
big boom time moneywise. The conversion was in a ton of newspapers, but then a few years later the place just falls off the map . . .
no articles, nothing.”
I frown, getting up from the bed. Ms. Angelli admitted that this
she can’t read

I laugh, but silently wonder as I look down at the blood-spotted

boy who wears eyeliner.”

stupid, but he’s rather nice to look at. I can’t tell if the eyeliner makes
him attractive, or if he’s good-looking in spite of it.”
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got nice things to look at.”
the apartment. It’s dusk, and none of the lights are on.
you

-

overachiever.”
I feel the scratch of letters and pull the list from my jeans.

Alex King. 13.
are an overachiever,” I say.
Come over here, then, I think, pocketing the list. This place would
keep you busy.
I ask.

the sanctity of our conversations.”

My mother’s reads: Store! Love, Mom.
My father’s reads: Checking in at work. —D
togetherness.”
I retreat to the bedroom.
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them to quiet down before someone calls the cops.”

The phone goes dead. I toss it onto the bed and stare down at the

member of the Archive takes the same oath:
servamus memoriam.
We protect the past. And the way I see it, that means we need
to understand it.
And if neither Lyndsey’s search engines nor Ms. Angelli are going
to tell me anything, I’ll have to see for myself. I tug the ring from my
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NINE

T

here is a girl sitting on a bed, knees pulled up beneath
her chin.

that reads march, the blue dress on the corner chair, the black book
on the table by the bed. Da was right. Bread crumbs and bookmarks. My
The girl on the bed is thin in a delicate way, with light blond hair
that falls in waves around her narrow face. She is younger than I am,
and talking to the boy with the bloodstained hands, only right now
his hands are still clean. Her words are a murmur, nothing more than
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doorway, and then I wish I couldn’t. He’s on top of her, and they are
kicking under him as he pins her down.
And then the struggle slows. And then it stops.
He drops the shard beside her body and staggers to his feet, and
I can see her then, the lines carved across her arms, the far deeper
cut across her throat. The shard pressed into her own palm. He
stands over her a moment before turning back toward the bedroom.
Toward me. He is covered in blood. Her blood. My stomach turns,
and I have to resist the urge to scramble away. He is not here. I am
not there.
He staggers into the room, and for a moment he breaks, slides
into a crouch, rocking. But then he gets back up. He looks down at
himself, the glitter of broken glass at his feet, and over at the body,
and begins to wipe his bloody hands slowly and then frantically on his
bloody shirt. He scrambles over to the closet, and yanks a black coat
from a hook, forcing it on and pulling it closed. And then he runs,
and I’m left staring at the girl’s body in the hall.
The blood is soaking into her pale blond hair. Her eyes are open,
and in that moment, all I want is to cross to her and close them.
ory shatters into the now, taking the body with it. The room is my
room again, but I still see her in that horrible light-echo way, like
she’s burned into my vision. I shove my ring on, tripping over half
the boxes as I focus on the simple need to get the hell out of this
apartment.
I slam the door to 3f closed behind me and lean back against it,
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into the space between my chest and knees.
Revulsion claws up my throat and I swallow hard and picture Da
taking one look at me and laughing through smoke, telling me how
silly I look. I picture the council who inducted me seeing straight
Not some silly squeamish girl. I am more. I am a Keeper. I am Da’s
replacement.
It’s not the blood, or even the murder, though both turn my
stomach. It’s the fact that he ran
Suddenly I need to move, to hunt, to do something, and I get up,
steadying myself against the door, and pull the list from my pocket,
thankful to have a name.
But the name is gone. The paper is blank.

Ayers at the other end of the hall, tossing a still-wrapped Welcome!
now, like putting on a face and acting normal.

swiped this one from 6b. They’re out of town this week.”
I nod.

fresh air.”
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books, classics, anything that looks, well, like it belongs in a study.
But it might have something. It’s kind of the opposite of fresh air,
though, and there’s this garden I was going to show—”
whatever you want.”
Wesley’s smile lights up his face, from his sharp chin all the way

steps to the grand staircase, and from there down into the lobby. I
keep my distance, remembering the last time we touched. He’s several steps below me, and from this angle, I can just see beneath the
collar of his black shirt. Something glints, a charm on a leather cord.
I lean, trying to see—
grabs his chest.

of the leather high-backed chairs in a front corner, reading a book.
The book comes up to the bridge of her nose. She skims the pages
with sharp blue eyes, and every now and then turns her attention up,
as if she’s waiting for something.
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the grand stairs.
stuffed to the brim with books. A corner desk and a few leather
chairs furnish the space, and I scan the spines for anything useful. My
eyes trail over encyclopedias, several volumes of poetry, a complete
set of Dickens. . . .

books aren’t going anywhere.”

moss-covered rocks, and I drag my attention from the books and follow him out.
The dying light lends the garden a glow, shadows weaving through
vines, colors dipping darker, deeper. The space is old and fresh at
once, and I forget how much I’ve missed the feel of green. Our old
house had a small yard, but it was nothing like Da’s place. He had the
city at his front but the country at his back, land that stretched out in
a wild mass. Nature is constantly growing, changing, one of the few
things that can’t hold memories. You forget how much clutter there
is in the world, in the people and things, until you’re surrounded by
green. And even if they don’t hear and see and feel the past the way
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I do, I wonder if normal people feel this, too—the quiet.
lived, is o’er. It hastens hence and lo, a new world is alive.’”
My eyebrows must be creeping up, because when he glances
back over his shoulder at me, he gives me his slanted smile.
hair is something vaguely resembling a brain.” He crosses the garden
to a stone bench woven over with ivy, and brushes away the tendrils
to reveal the words etched into the rock.
Faust
here.”
years. The place is tangled, unkempt. And perfect. A pocket of
peace in the city.
Wesley slides onto the bench. He rolls up his sleeves and leans
back to watch the streaking clouds, blowing a blue-black chunk of
hair from his face.
moment, and really best at sun fall. Besides”—he waves a hand back

sky.
both only children, so I try to keep an eye on her. You have any
My chest tightens, and for a moment, I don’t know how to
answer. No one’s asked that, not since Ben died. In our old town,
everyone knew better, skipped straight to pity and condolences. I
don’t want either from Wesley, so I shake my head, hating myself
even as I do because it feels like I’m betraying Ben, his memory.
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around this old place is better than the alternative.”

more often than not.” He arches back, letting his spine follow the
curve of the bench.
I close my eyes, relishing the feel of the garden, the cooling air
begins to feel distant, manageable, though the question still whispers
in my mind: Did he get away? I breathe deep and try to push it from
my thoughts, just for a moment.
slide through mine. The noise hits a moment before his rings knock
against mine, the bass and beat thrumming up my arm and through
my chest. I try to push back, to block him out, but it makes it worse,
light on mine. He lifts my hand and gently turns it over.
says, gesturing to the bandage on my forearm.

my chest loosening by degrees until I can breathe, like coming up
through water. Again my eyes are drawn to the leather cord around
his neck, the charm buried beneath the black fabric of his shirt. My
gaze drifts down his arms, past his rolled sleeves, toward the hand
that just let go mine. Even in the twilight I can see a faint scar.
-
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Watching Wesley lie is fascinating.

No matter how absurd the tale, he says it steady and simple, with

I search his skin for marks, our bodies drawing closer without
touching.

Everything stops.
His whole face changes right after he says it, like he’s been
punched in the stomach. The silence hangs between us.
And then he does an unfathomable thing. He smiles.
what a History was.”
the three lines etched into the surface of my ring, then twists one
of his own rings to reveal a cleaner but identical set of lines. The
to me and now it’s too late—he closes the gap between us, close
enough that I can almost hear the bass again, radiating off his skin. His
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thumb hooks under the cord around my throat and guides my key
out from under my shirt. It glints in the twilight. Then he fetches the
key from around his own neck.

into the hall last night.”

the look, but I was watching for it. Patrick told me there would be a
new Keeper here. Wanted to see for myself.”
me there was still an old one.”

while I’m at it. It’s an old building, so you know how it goes.” He
my doors.”

place has been shared for so long. They always keep the Coronado
doors unlocked for me. Didn’t mean any harm.”
A moment of quiet hangs between us.

A smile begins to creep up the side of Wesley’s face.

his face.
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but it never occurred to me to think of others. I mean, I knew they
existed, but out of sight, out of mind. The territories, the branches
of the Archive—I think they’re all designed to make you feel like an
only child. Unique. Or solitary.

and I am a Keeper.” He breaks out into a full grin as soon as he says
I look up at him, the words caught in my throat. I have spent four
years with this secret bottled in me. Four years lying, hiding, and
bleeding, to hide what I am from everyone I meet.
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not alone. The words dance in my mind and in his eyes and against
our rings and our keys, and now I smile too.

better go.”
For one silly, nonsensical moment, I’m scared of his leaving,
scared he’ll never come back and I’ll be left with this, this . . . loneliness. I swallow the strange panic and force myself not to follow him
to the study door.
Instead I keep still and watch him tuck his key back beneath his
shirt, roll his ring so the three lines are hidden against his palm. He
looks exactly the same, and I wonder if I do too and how that’s possible, considering how I feel—like some door in me has been opened
and been left ajar.
and glances back at me.

my key before closing around it, guiding it back under the collar of
my shirt. It vanishes, the metal cold against my skin.
And then he’s gone.
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