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Dedication

For the loneliest person in the world — whoever you are, wherever you are.

Someone saw you once. All the way down. It was real. Whatever else you were made to believe — it was real.

And he has hoped, every quiet day since, that it reached you too.






Chapter 1 — Weather

The boy could tell what kind of evening it would be from the sound of the front door.

There was a way it closed that meant nothing — a careless swing, the latch catching on the first try, and he could stay where he was at the kitchen table with his book and his problems and not look up. And there was the other way, the soft way, the door eased shut with a care that had nothing to do with care, the latch set down like a thing that must not wake, and when he heard that one the boy was already moving, already gathering his book and his pencils, already a small grey shape going up the stairs without weight, because the soft door meant the weather had come home, and the only safe place in weather was out of the room.

He was eleven, and then he was twelve, and then he was older, and the whole time he was learning the one thing he would ever be truly good at, which was the reading of a sky before it broke.

It was not a thing he decided to learn. Nobody teaches a child to forecast his own house. He learned it the way a plant learns the sun, by leaning, day after day, toward the thing that let him live, and the thing that let him live was knowing — a half-second before anyone else, a full minute if he was lucky — which way the air in a room was going to move. The set of his father’s shoulders coming through a door. The particular silence at the dinner table that was only quiet and the other particular silence that was a held breath before a storm. His mother’s hands going still over the washing-up, not because she had heard anything he could hear, but because she had felt the pressure drop, exactly as he had, and the two of them would not look at each other, two barometers in one small house, both reading the same falling glass and saying nothing.

He thought everyone could do it. That was the thing he understood much later, and never quite got over: for years he assumed that every person alive walked into a room and felt, instantly, the whole emotional weather of it — who was angry and hiding it, who was frightened, who was about to cry, who was lying and pleased with the lie. He assumed it the way you assume everyone sees the colour blue. It did not occur to him that it was rare, because to him it was not a skill, it was just the air, it was just what a room was, a thing as obvious and unremarkable as temperature. He could no more not-feel it than he could not-hear.

And it made him, in every way that a boy is measured, useless.

He was clumsy. His body did not belong to him — it arrived late to every instruction his brain gave it, so that he dropped things, and tripped on flat ground, and could not catch a ball to save his life, and wrote in a hand that shamed him, the letters never landing where he sent them. On the field he was last. In the queue he was the one who stood slightly wrong. He had no quickness in him that anyone could see, no swagger, nothing a boy could trade for a place in the pack — and boys, he learned early, are a pack, and a pack reads weakness the way he read weather, instantly and without mercy, and a soft clumsy clever boy who flinched at raised voices was weakness with a bell on it.

So he was alone. Not bullied, much — he was too good at reading the room for that, he could feel the cruelty gathering and be elsewhere before it broke, the same skill that kept him out of his father’s storms kept him out of the worst of theirs. But alone. On the edge of every group, in the gap at every table, the boy who was there and not with, and who had decided, somewhere around the age of thirteen, with the terrible flat certainty of a clever child, that this was simply what he was: a person built slightly wrong for the world, who would spend his life on the outside of the glass looking in at the warm rooms where the others knew, without ever being told, how to belong.

He was sure he was the only one. That was the loneliness under the loneliness. Not that he was alone — lots of children are alone — but that he was alone in a way that no one else was, that everyone else had been handed a map he hadn’t, some simple set of instructions for how to be a person among people, and that the map had skipped him, and that he would never, ever catch up, because you cannot learn in your head a thing that everyone else got in the body, before memory, for free.

What he had instead of the map was the weather-sense, and the weather-sense was not, he believed, a gift. It was a smoke alarm. It was the thing a creature grows when it lives somewhere dangerous — a too-fine sensitivity, an always-on dread, the nervous system of a small animal in a house of large weather. He did not value it. You do not value the ache in a joint that tells you rain is coming. It was just the cost of where he lived, the price of the falling glass, and he assumed he would carry it, useless and exhausting, for the rest of his life, in the way you carry a limp.

He was wrong about that, the way he was wrong about most things concerning himself. But it would be years before anyone showed him what the thing in him actually was — before, at last, a grown man looked at him across a desk and named it, warmly, like a wonderful secret: you see people, don’t you, you really see them. And the boy, starved his whole life of being seen, would have no defence against it at all.

And the men who said it would not be gentle, though they would seem so.

But that was later. That was the summer he was sixteen, and everything after.

For now he was just a boy at a kitchen table, listening to the front door, learning the one thing he was good at and believing it was nothing, alone in a world he could not work, certain — wrongly, achingly, for years to come — that in all of it, in the whole wide turning world, he was the only one.




Chapter 2 — The Institute

The summer he was fifteen they sent him away, and for the first time in his life he was glad to go.

It was a programme run by the state for clever children — the ones who tested high, who could be pulled out of the ordinary stream and gathered, three weeks each summer, at an old institute on the edge of the capital, a place of long cool corridors and high windows and the particular hush of a building built for thinking. They came from all over the country, the clever children, in buses, with single suitcases, and the boy got down off his bus expecting nothing, because he had learned to expect nothing, and walked into the only happiness he had ever known.

Because here, the things that had made him useless did not count.

Here nobody threw a ball. Here the day was not a field where his late, traitor body shamed him. Here the day was problems — long beautiful problems on a board, set by quiet adults who did not raise their voices, problems in mathematics and logic and the strange new things they called philosophy and political science, and the boy who could not catch and could not run discovered that he could think, that his mind, which was the only part of him that had ever arrived on time, was not just adequate but quick, quicker than almost anyone’s in the room. They gave them programming, on machines the boy’s school had never seen — and the logic of it went into him like water into dry ground, clean and total, a language his late clumsy body finally could not foul, because the keys did not care how he moved, only what he meant. They taught critical thinking, which turned out to mean the thing he had been doing alone in his head his whole life, only now it had a name and there were others doing it too. They taught them to argue, to take a thing apart and see what held it up, and the boy who had never once won at anything physical found that he could, gently and without quite meaning to, win at this.

And the reward for being good at it — this was the strange genius of the place, and he only understood the shape of it much later — the reward was to be excused from everything he hated. The institute had its dull duties, its drills and its assemblies and its physical training, its hours of the things that were good for clever children’s characters, and the children who shone in the room were quietly, increasingly, let off them. You did not have to stand in the rows and sing if you were wanted in the seminar. You did not have to suffer the field if the logic class had claimed you. Being brilliant bought you out of being ordinary, and the boy, who had paid the full ordinary price his whole life with a body that betrayed him, spent that brilliance with both hands, and was free.

But it was not the problems that undid him. It was the other children.

Because they were like him. Not all of them, not in every way — but for the first time in his fifteen years the boy was in a room full of people who were also slightly wrong for the world, who had also stood at the edge of every group at home, who also flinched or stammered or could not catch or had spent their childhoods on the outside of the glass. The strange ones. The too-clever ones. The ones whose minds had outrun their lives. And in the evenings, in the long light, in the cool corridors and the unmowed garden behind the institute, they found each other, the way water finds its level, and the boy who had been certain — certain, with the flat hopeless certainty of a clever lonely child — that he was the only one, sat on a stone step in the dusk with three other strange clever children arguing about whether a person could ever truly know another person’s mind, and felt something he had no word for, because he had never felt it before.

He was not the only one.

That was all it was. Four odd children on a step in the half-dark, and one of them said a clever thing and another laughed and the boy laughed too, with them, in it, not on the edge of it for once but inside the warm circle of it, and he had to look up at the darkening sky for a moment because his eyes had stung and he did not want them to see. He had thought it was just him. For fifteen years he had carried the loneliness under the loneliness, the certainty of being singular and unmeetable, and here on a stone step it turned out to be a lie, the kindest lie his life had ever told him, and he would have done anything — he understood this later, with a cold drop in his stomach — he would have done anything to never go back to being the only one.

That was the door they came through. Not cruelty. Belonging. The thing he wanted most in the world and had given up on, offered to him at fifteen on a stone step, and then offered again, and again, summer after summer, three weeks a year, the only place he had ever been a person among people — until the wanting of it was so deep and so old that a man behind a desk would only have to threaten, very gently, to take it away, and the boy would do what he was told.

They watched the clever children. Of course they did; that was partly what the institute was for, though the boy did not know it yet. Quiet adults moved among them in the seminars and the gardens, watching which mind went where, which child could take a thing apart, which child could lead the others without seeming to, which child the others turned to. And somewhere in those summers a particular quiet adult began to watch the boy — not for his quickness with a proof, though that was noted, but for the other thing, the thing the boy still thought was nothing: the way he always knew, before anyone said it, when a discussion was about to turn, when one child had wounded another without meaning to, when the room needed something and what it needed. The way he read the weather.

The boy did not notice the watching. He was too happy. He had found, at last, the warm room, and he had walked all the way inside it, and he never thought — why would he, at fifteen, starved and grateful — to wonder why the door had been left so conveniently open, or who was standing just inside it, smiling, waiting for him to come close enough to be useful.




Chapter 3 — The Man Who Saw Him See

The summer he was sixteen, a man asked to speak with him alone, and called him by the name of the thing he was.

The man had a small office off one of the long corridors, a quiet room with a window onto the garden, and he was not like the seminar adults, the boy felt that the instant he came through the door — felt it in the weather, the way he felt everything, a stillness in the man that was different from the stillness of the thinkers, a held quality, watchful, the stillness of someone who is always, gently, measuring. The man was warm. That was the first thing and it mattered enormously, because warmth was the one currency the boy had never been able to resist. The man rose and shook his hand and said his name as though it were a name worth knowing, and asked him to sit, and offered him tea, and for a while they only talked — about the proofs, about the philosophy seminar, about a clever thing the boy had said three days before that the boy had not known anyone important had heard.

And then the man set down his cup, and looked at the boy with a small private smile, like a person about to share a wonderful secret, and said:

“You see people. Don’t you. You really see them.”

And the boy’s heart opened like a door eased soft on its latch.

He had never been told. In sixteen years not one person had ever named the thing in him, because the thing in him was invisible, it left no mark, it caught no ball and won no race and hung on no wall — and here was a warm still man in a quiet room saying it back to him as though it were not a smoke alarm, not the ache before rain, not the exhausting nervous cost of a dangerous house, but a gift. A rare and valuable gift. The boy felt the heat come up his neck and was glad of the tea to look at, because no one had ever, and the wanting to be seen that he had carried his whole starved life rose up in him at that one sentence and he was, in that moment, entirely the man’s, and did not know it, and would not have cared if he had.

“Most people,” the man went on, gently, conversationally, “walk through the world half-blind. They see the surfaces. They believe what a face tells them. They have no idea — none — what’s actually happening in a room. The feelings under the feelings. The truth under the words.” He turned his cup a quarter-turn on its saucer. “But some people, a very few, see it all. They walk into a room and they read it like a page. They know who’s lying, and who’s afraid, and who’s about to break, and what the person in front of them most wants to hear. It’s not taught. You can’t teach it. You’re born with it or you’re not, and almost no one is.” He looked at the boy, warm, certain. “You are. I’ve watched you for two summers. You’re the most natural reader of people I have ever seen in someone your age. You probably think it’s nothing. You probably think everyone does it.” A small smile. “They don’t. It’s the rarest thing there is. And it would be a tragedy to waste it.”

The boy did not know what to say, so he said nothing, which the man seemed to like.

They began to meet, that summer, in the quiet office off the corridor. The man gave him things to read — about people, about persuasion, about how a country was really run underneath the part you could see, about the gap between what is said and what is meant, which was the gap the boy had lived in his whole life and never had words for. And the man listened to him, really listened, the rarest flattery there is, and named his perceptions back to him as insights, and made the boy feel — for the first time, ever — not slightly wrong for the world but specially made for it, fitted for a thing most people couldn’t even see. After a life spent on the edge of every warm room, it was like being let inside one at last, into a warmth so deep the boy would have walked through fire to stay in it — and the man knew that, the boy understood much later, had known it from the first cup of tea, because reading the hungry is the easiest reading there is, and the man was a far better reader than the boy would ever be.

And then, near the end of that summer, the gift inside the gift.

There was a programme, the man said. An exchange. A rare thing, an honour, only for the very few — a place at a summer institute abroad, in another country, among the children of important people, a chance the boy could not have dreamed of, the kind of door that opens once. The man said it lightly, as though it were the most natural next step in the world for a boy of such promise, and the boy’s whole chest filled with it, because it was everything — it was belonging and specialness and a future, all at once, handed to the clumsy lonely boy who had never been chosen for anything.

“There’ll be a girl there,” the man said.

He said it the same way he said everything, warm and easy, turning his cup. And the boy, sixteen and dazzled, did not feel the weather change — or rather he did, he felt it, a small drop in the glass, a cooling, the faintest wrongness moving under the warm words like a cold current under a sunlit sea, but he did not understand it, and he did not want to understand it, and so he let it pass.

“The daughter of an important man,” the man went on. “A powerful man. A man we’d very much like to understand better. The girl will be lonely — girls like that always are, you’ll see, it’s a sad thing — and you, with your gift, you’ll find it the easiest thing in the world to be a friend to her. To listen. To let her talk. People tell things to a person who really sees them; you know that better than anyone.” The cup turned. “And now and then, you’ll tell us what she tells you. Nothing dramatic. Just — what you hear. What you understand about her father, and his world, from the things she lets slip. You’ll be very good at it. You’re very good at hearing what people don’t quite say.”

And the boy sat in the quiet office with the cold current moving under the warm sea, and he felt, far down, in the part of him that read weather and could not be fooled even when the rest of him longed to be, that something here was not gentle. That the warm still man was not, in the end, kind. That the gift the boy had been so starved to have named was being named for a reason, and that the reason was the cold current, and that he, the boy, was about to be used in some way he could not see the shape of, by people who did not love him, however warm the tea.

He felt all of it. He read it true, the way he read everything.

And he said yes anyway, because the alternative was to go back to being the only one, and he would have done anything, anything at all, to never again be the only one.

That was the whole of how they got him. Not a threat. Not a wire. A lonely boy, and the first warm room he’d ever been let into, and a man clever enough to see that a child who has never been seen will follow the one who sees him straight off the edge of the world.

The boy went home at the end of that summer with the exchange arranged and a coldness in his stomach he did not examine. He told no one. There was no one to tell; that was rather the point of choosing him. And in the spring they sent for him, and he packed his single suitcase, and he went abroad, to the lake and the great frightening house and the loneliest girl in the world, to do the warm man’s quiet work.

He did not yet know that the gift the man had named — the seeing of people, the reading of the weather — would do, in the end, the one thing the warm man had never accounted for.

It would let him see her. Truly. All the way down.

And a boy who could truly see the loneliest person in the world was the one instrument the warm man should never have built, and aimed, and sent.




Chapter 4 — The House by the Lake

The house stood above a lake, and it was the most frightening beautiful thing the boy had ever seen.

It was not frightening the way his own house had been frightening — there was no weather in it, no falling glass, no soft-closed door. It was frightening because it had too much of everything: too many rooms, too much quiet, too many people who moved through it softly and did not meet your eye, gardeners and a cook and men in plain dark clothes who stood at the edges of things and watched with that same held, measuring stillness the man at the institute had, except these men were not warm and did not pretend to be. The boy felt the weather of the place the moment the car came up the long drive, and the weather was fear — a low, constant, well-mannered fear, the fear of people who work for a man so powerful that no one in his house ever quite relaxes, ever quite forgets to be careful, ever quite stops listening for the door.

He had been brought here as part of the exchange, one of a small handful of foreign children placed for the summer with important families, a programme that was real and respectable and a perfect skin over the thing underneath. The other children went to other houses. He went to this one, the house above the lake, because of the girl, and he knew it, and the men in dark clothes knew it, and nobody said it, and that was the first lesson of the house: the realest things were the ones no one said.

He met her at dinner the first night, across a long table, and his gift — the seeing, the weather-reading, the thing the warm man had named — took one look at her and broke his heart before she had said a single word.

She was his age, or near it. She was poised in a way no child should be poised, sitting very straight at the great table, using the right fork without thinking, answering when spoken to in three languages, lovely and composed and entirely correct. To anyone half-blind — to the surface-readers, the man’s voice said in his memory, the ones who believe a face — she would have looked like the luckiest girl alive. The daughter of a powerful man, in a beautiful house, with everything.

But the boy was not half-blind. The boy had spent sixteen years reading the truth under the surface because the truth under the surface was the only thing that had ever kept him safe, and he looked across the long table at the poised and lovely girl and he saw, instantly and completely, the loneliest person he had ever seen in his life.

It was in everything. It was in the way the servants’ eyes slid off her — not with the fear they showed her father, but with something almost worse, a careful blankness, the blankness of people who have been told not to engage, not to befriend, not to be real with her. It was in the way the few approved companions of her own age, two other girls brought in for the summer, spoke to her — brightly, attentively, correctly, and with a tiny held wariness under every word that the boy recognised because it was the wariness of children who have been coached, who have been sat down beforehand and told you may do this and you may not do that, you must be careful with her, do you understand, be careful. He could see the coaching on them like a coat. They were not her friends. They were her staff, in the costume of friends, and she knew it — that was the thing that finished him — she knew it, he could see that she knew it, in the bright correct hollow way she played the game back at them, because she had never in her life had anything else and had stopped, long ago, expecting to.

And it was in her stillness. She had the held, careful, always-measuring stillness of the men in dark clothes, of the whole fearful house — but on her it was not the stillness of someone watching for a powerful man. It was the stillness of someone who had learned, very young, that there was no point reaching for anyone, because everyone who came near her came managed, came instructed, came already told how to handle her, and that she would never, not once, be simply met. She had built the same wall he had built, the boy saw, from the same brick — the certainty of being unmeetable, of being alone in a way no one else was — except where his wall had been built against weather, hers had been built against fear, against a world that approached her only ever sideways, carefully, because of her father, never her.

She thought she was the only one. He could see it on her the way he could see weather. She thought, this poised lovely lonely girl at the great table, that in all the wide turning world she was singular and unreachable and would always be — and the boy, who had thought the exact same thing on a kitchen chair and a stone step and the outside of every glass, looked at her across the candles and felt the recognition go through him like cold water, like a hand closing over his heart, because he knew that loneliness, he knew it from the inside, it was his, and here it was wearing a beautiful dress at the other end of a frightening table, looking back at him with carefully blank eyes that had already, he could tell, filed him as one more person who would approach her sideways and have to be managed.

He was supposed to befriend her. That was the task. Get close, listen, report. The warm man’s quiet work.

And the boy sat at the long table in the fearful house above the lake and understood, with a clarity that frightened him more than the men in dark clothes, that he was not going to be able to do it — not the work, not the reporting, not the using of her — because you cannot spy on your own reflection, and he had just looked across a table and seen, in the loneliest girl in the world, his own face.

What he did not understand yet, what would take him the whole summer to understand, was that she had seen something too.

Because when the candles guttered and the long correct dinner ended and the girl rose to say her poised goodnights, she looked, for just a moment, at the strange foreign boy who had said almost nothing all evening — and the boy, who could not help what he did, who had never once in his life been able to look at a lonely person with anything but recognition, let her see it. Just for a second. He did not perform warmth at her the way the coached girls did. He did not approach her sideways. He just looked at her, openly, the way you look at someone you already understand, and let the recognition show in his face — I see it, I see you, I know exactly what that wall is made of because I built one too — and then dropped his eyes, because it was too much, because he had not meant to.

And across the guttering candles, for the first time in a very long time, the loneliest girl in the world looked at a person and could not, quite, file them.

She went to bed not understanding it. So did he. Neither of them knew that the only honest thing that would ever happen to either of them had just begun, by accident, across a table, between two children who had each been certain, their whole lives, that they were the only one.




Chapter 5 — Checkmate

She beat everyone at everything, and the boy worked out why within his first three days in the house, because it was the kind of thing his gift was built to see.

There was a games room — of course there was, the house had a room for everything — with a chessboard of inlaid stone, and cards, and the long apparatus of a wealthy idle summer, and in the afternoons the children were sent there, the girl and her two coached companions and the foreign boy, to be young together in the approved way. And the girl won. She won the chess, every game, against both girls, easily, and she won the cards, and she won the silly garden games, and she won with a flat practised grace that had no joy in it at all, and the two companions lost to her brightly, smilingly, correctly, and the boy watched two afternoons of it before he understood that he was not watching a girl who was good at games.

He was watching a girl no one had ever dared to beat.

It was in the companions’ hands. He could see it — the small deliberate errors, the bishop left hanging a half-move too long, the obvious line not taken, the card played that no one would really play. They were losing on purpose. Not clumsily; they were good at it, they had clearly been doing it all summer, all their lives perhaps, with every powerful man’s daughter they had ever been coached to companion — but to the boy, who read the weather under every move, it was as loud as shouting. They lost to her because you did not beat her. Because she was his daughter, the powerful man’s, the feared man’s, and somewhere in the long unspoken grammar of the fearful house it had been made clear, the way everything in that house was made clear without ever being said, that the girl was to be let win. Always. At everything. That her victories were to be arranged and her defeats prevented, because a great man’s daughter does not lose, and the people around her are there to see that she doesn’t.

And the girl knew. That was the part that turned the boy’s stomach, the same part that had finished him at the dinner table. She was far too clever not to know. She sat at the inlaid board and won and won and won, and her face while she won was the emptiest thing the boy had ever seen, because every single victory was a fresh proof of the wall around her — proof that no one would meet her as real, that even her games were a kind of theatre staged for her by frightened people, that she could not even lose, could not even have that, the small honest human experience of being beaten by a friend, because there were no friends, there were only companions who had been told to let her win, and a whole house arranged so that nothing in her life was ever, ever true.

So on the fourth afternoon, the boy beat her.

He did not plan it, exactly. Or — he did, but the planning was so fast and so deep it felt like instinct, the same instinct that had kept him out of his father’s storms: he sat down across the inlaid board from her, and the two companions watched with their bright coached wariness, and the men in dark clothes stood at the edges of the day as they always did, and the boy looked at the loneliest girl in the world and made a decision that he understood, even at sixteen, even without knowing the shape of what he’d been sent to do, was the most important decision of his life.

He played to win.

He was good at chess — it was a thing of the mind, and his mind was the part of him that worked — and he played her honestly, fully, with everything he had, respect in every move, the way no one had played her in years. And he watched her face change as she realised it. He watched the emptiness crack. Because she felt it within four moves — she was far too good not to — she felt the difference, the resistance, a real mind on the other side of the board pushing back against hers, not folding, not arranging her a victory, but trying, truly trying, to beat her, and her eyes lifted to his with a look the boy would remember for the rest of his life: wild, disbelieving, half-frightened, the look of a person served the one dish they had long since stopped letting themselves want.

She fought him. God, she fought him — she was better than he was, really, sharper, faster, and for a while the boy thought he would lose after all, and found he didn’t care, because the fight was the gift, the realness of it, win or lose. But she made one error, late, a small one, reaching too hard for an attack because she was unused to being pressed, and the boy saw it, and his late clumsy traitor body did the one thing it could always do cleanly, which was move a chess piece, and he took the line, and three moves later he said it, quietly, into the held silence of the games room:

“Checkmate.”

The two companions went very still. The boy felt the weather of the room lurch — their alarm, sharp and genuine, the alarm of people watching a rule broken, you do not beat her, and under it the colder attention of the men at the edges, suddenly listening. He had done a forbidden thing. He felt the whole fearful house turn its head.

And the girl looked down at the board, at the checkmate, at her own king toppled by a real hand for the first time in longer than she could probably remember —

— and she laughed.

It came out of her like something breaking open, like water through a wall, a real laugh, startled and bright and entirely unposed, the first true sound he had heard her make, and her face when she looked up at him was lit, lit from the inside, transformed, years younger, because being beaten — being beaten honestly, by someone who had actually tried — meant being treated as real, meant that for one moment in the whole arranged theatre of her life something had been allowed to be true, and she had lost, fairly, to a person who saw her as a worthy opponent and not as a great man’s daughter to be managed and let win.

“You beat me,” she said. She said it wonderingly, almost laughing still, as though he had performed a miracle, and in the economy of that house he supposed he had. “Nobody—” She stopped. Her eyes were bright and wet and amazed. “Nobody beats me.”

“You made one mistake,” the boy said. “Right at the end. You went for the attack too early. You didn’t need to.” He paused, and then, because he could not help it, because he had spent his life being managed and lied to and let win at nothing, he gave her the truest thing he had: “You’re better than me. You should have won. You’ll beat me next time, easily, now you know I’m actually playing.” He looked at her, openly, the recognition right there in his face again, I see you, I won’t pretend with you, not ever. “I’m not going to let you win. I want you to know that. Not at anything. Not ever. You’ll have to actually beat me, and you mostly will, and when you lose it’ll be real.” He almost smiled. “I think you’ve had enough people letting you win.”

The games room was silent. Somewhere at the edge of it a man in dark clothes was, the boy knew, filing this, reporting it upward, the strange foreign boy who had broken the rule and beaten the daughter. He had probably done something dangerous. He found, again, that he did not care.

Because the girl was looking at him as though he had reached through the wall — the wall she had built against a world that only ever came at her sideways — and simply, impossibly, touched her, person to person, the first hand to reach her straight-on in years. And the boy, looking back, knew the feeling exactly, because she had done the same thing to him without trying, four nights ago, across the candles: she had failed to manage him, and he had failed to manage her, and two children who had each been certain they were the only one in all the world had just discovered, across a board of inlaid stone, the unbearable, life-changing truth.

There were two of them.

It was the beginning of the only honest thing either of them would ever have. And it was already, though neither of them knew it, the end of the warm man’s quiet work — because the boy had been sent to spy on a lonely girl, and instead he had just refused, in front of witnesses, to let her lose, and a boy who will not even let you lose at chess is not a boy who will ever sell you to the men in dark clothes.

He had chosen her over his task in three moves and a single word, and he had not even noticed he was doing it, because to him it had not felt like a choice at all. It had felt like recognising his own face. It had felt like the most natural thing in the world.

It had felt like seeing someone, the way he had always, only ever, wished to be seen.




Chapter 6 — The Grey Scraps

The summer became the only honest thing either of them had ever had, and the boy spent it committing a quiet, daily treason against the men who had sent him, and the treason was this: he refused to use her.

They were inseparable after the chess. The house allowed it — encouraged it, even, which was the bitter joke the boy understood and the girl did not, that the men in dark clothes who reported upward were pleased the foreign boy had got close, because close was the point, close was the assignment, and they had no idea that the boy had gotten close in the one way that made the assignment impossible. They thought he was working. He let them think it. That was the first of the grey scraps.

Because he did have to report. The warm man’s structure reached even here — there was a way the boy was meant to pass along what he learned, a dull mechanism he will not, even now, in his own head, fully reconstruct, because it belongs to a part of that summer he has spent his life not looking at directly. What matters is what he passed, and what he didn’t.

He passed the grey. He passed the dull. He learned, over the long bright weeks, a great deal about the girl’s father and his world, because the girl told him things — she had never had anyone to tell things to, and they came out of her in a flood, the way water comes through a wall once the first brick is gone, and the boy listened, and some of it was exactly what the men wanted: the shape of the father’s business, his moods, his rivals, the things to do with money and land and the things being dug out of the ground somewhere far away that the boy never fully understood and didn’t try to. He passed enough of that — the boring, the public-adjacent, the things a careful reading of a newspaper might have yielded anyway — to make the men believe the assignment was bearing fruit. To make them believe they were getting all of it. He fed them just enough true grey to keep them satisfied and incurious, the way you feed a watchdog enough to keep it from barking, and he had a gift for knowing exactly how much that was, because his whole life had been the study of how much a dangerous thing needed in order to leave you alone.

And he held back the rest. He held back everything that was hers. Everything that could be used against her, or against the few things in her life that were soft. The things she told him at night, by the lake, that were not about her father’s money but about her own caged heart — those he buried so deep he would never speak them, not to the men, not to anyone, not ever. When she let slip something that his gift told him was dangerous — a weakness of the father’s, a fear, a fault-line the men in dark clothes would have paid for — the boy felt the danger of it land in the room like a dropped glass, and he took it, and he folded it away, and he never passed it on, and he steered her, gently, off the subject, the way you steer a child away from a road. He decided what was safe for them to know and what was not, and he decided it alone, a sixteen-year-old in a frightening house, weighing each thing the loneliest girl in the world told him and asking himself one question only: will this hurt her.

He did not understand what the information was for. That was the strange, grey, unheroic truth of it, the thing that made the protecting harder and also purer. There was no villain’s plan he was foiling, no plot, no bomb, nothing he could have named to a judge. It was business. It was grey men wanting grey advantage over a grey powerful man, mining and money and leverage in some boardroom he would never see, and the boy could not have told you, then or now, how a given fact would have been used, or by whom, or to what end. He was a child being asked to gather pieces of a puzzle he could not see the picture of, for people who would not show him the box.

And that — he understood this much later, and it was the thing he was most quietly proud of in his whole life — that was exactly why he wouldn’t gamble her on it. A braver, stupider boy might have reasoned it out: it’s only business, it’s probably harmless, what’s the worst that happens. But the boy could not see the picture, and because he could not see the picture, he could not promise himself that any single piece was safe, and because he could not promise himself a piece was safe, he would not hand it over — because on the other end of his not-knowing was a real girl, the only person who had ever met him as real, and you do not bet a real person on a puzzle you can’t see. You do not spend what you love to satisfy men who won’t show you why. When you cannot measure the cost, you assume the cost is everything, and you keep the thing safe.

So he kept her safe. Piece by piece, night by night, all that long bright summer, the boy who had been sent as a weapon quietly disarmed himself, and fed the men their grey scraps, and held the rest, and the girl never knew — never knew there had been anything to hold, never knew the warm boy who beat her at chess had walked into her life as an instrument and chosen, every single day, not to be one. She only knew that for one summer, for the first time in her life, there was a person who saw her, all the way down, and wanted nothing from her, and let her win sometimes and beat her sometimes and always, always, told her the truth.

She thought it was the start of her life. He could see her thinking it — see the wall coming down, brick by brick, see her begin, tentatively, terribly, to hope, to believe that the loneliness was over, that she had been wrong about being the only one, that here at last was proof that a person could be met and held and known. He could see her building a future on him, the way he would have himself — the way the starved always do at the first warmth.

And the boy, watching her hope, carried something that grew heavier every bright day, because he knew a thing she didn’t.

He knew the summer would end. He knew the men would call him home. And he knew — because he read weather, because he had always known how every storm in his life would end before it broke — that when they called him home, they would not let this be a thing that had a future. That the warm man, who had built him and aimed him and sent him, would not permit the instrument to keep loving the target. That there was an ending coming, an ending the boy could already feel in the falling glass, and that it was going to be the cruellest thing he had ever done, and that he was going to do it, and that he was going to do it to protect her, and that she would never, ever understand why.

He said nothing. He let her hope. He gave her the whole bright summer un-shadowed, because it was the only gift he could give her that the men could not take, and he carried the ending alone, the way he had carried everything alone, the way he always would.

He had read storms his whole life before they broke. Now he read this one, alone, the storm coming for the only good thing either of them had ever had — and said nothing, and smiled, and played chess by the lake, and let her believe, for a few more weeks, that she was no longer the only one.




Chapter 7 — Look Through Her

The order came the way he had known it would, near the end, in a grey envelope of words that meant: you are finished here, come home, and the thing you have been is over.

There was an instruction with it, and the instruction was the cruellest sentence the boy had ever been handed, and it was handed to him without weight, the way everything in that world was handed over, as though it were nothing, as though it did not require him to take a knife to the only living thing he had.

He was to break it clean. He was to give her no reason. He was to let her believe, when he vanished out of her life, that she had been wrong about him — that he had been, after all, like everyone else, a person who approached her sideways and then left, that the summer had meant to him a fraction of what it had meant to her, that she had imagined the being-seen, imagined the recognition, imagined that she was no longer the only one. And worst of all, the part that he would carry like a stone in the chest for the rest of his life: if he ever, by any chance, in any year to come, passed her in the world — at a station, in a street, across a room — he was to look through her. To show no flicker. To treat her as a stranger, and not even a kind one — as a slightly mad stranger, a person it would be faintly embarrassing to acknowledge, someone you do not know and have never known and would prefer did not approach.

That was the instruction. Erase her. And make her believe the erasure, so completely that she would never speak his name, never go looking, never give the men a single thread to pull — because the whole safety of the thing, for them, depended on her believing it had been nothing, and the whole safety of the thing, for her, the boy understood with a clarity that nearly broke him, also depended on her believing it had been nothing, because if she ever once said aloud what the summer had really been, if she ever once named the foreign boy as someone who had truly known her, the men in dark clothes would want to know exactly what he had known, and what he might have heard, and what she might have told him, and the protecting he had done all summer would come undone in a single loving sentence from her mouth.

So the cruelty was also the protection. That was the trap of it, the thing that let him do it: the only way to keep her safe from the men was to make her believe he had never cared. He had spent the whole summer holding back the grey scraps to keep her safe. Now he had to hold back himself — the truest thing he had, the fact of how much she mattered — and bury it so deep and so convincingly that she would let him go without a fight, without a question, without ever knowing there had been anything to fight for. He had to break her heart to save her life. He had to become, on purpose, in her memory, the very thing she had feared the whole world was: one more person who had not really seen her at all.

He did it by the lake, on one of the last evenings, and he will not, ever, describe it in full, even to himself, because some things a man does are too cruel to revisit even when they were right, especially when they were right.

He made himself cold. He, who read weather, who knew exactly how to be warm because warmth was the one thing he had always craved — he turned the warmth off, deliberately, like a man putting out a fire with his own hands, and he was careless with her, and distant, and a little cruel, and he watched his own gift work in reverse, watched himself use everything he knew about reading a person to wound one, to push her exactly where it would hurt most, to make her believe the summer had been a small thing to him and that she had embarrassed herself by thinking otherwise. He watched the hope go out of her face. He watched the wall come back up, brick by brick, faster than it had come down, and behind the wall he watched something worse than loneliness arrive — confirmation. The terrible settling of a person who had dared, once, to believe she was wrong about being the only one, and who was now being shown, by the one person she had trusted, that she had been right all along. That there was no meeting. That she was unmeetable. That the warmth had been her own foolish invention and the world was exactly as cold as she had always known it to be.

He gave her that. On purpose. It was the worst thing he ever did and he did it perfectly, because he loved her, and because a botched job would have left a thread, and a thread would have killed her. He made himself the proof of her deepest fear so that the men would never come asking, and he did it so well that she did not cry in front of him — she had too much of her father’s house in her for that — she simply went still, and correct, and poised, and looked at him with carefully blank eyes that had, an hour before, been the most alive eyes he had ever seen, and filed him, at last, where she had tried to file him the first night across the candles: as one more person who approached sideways and left.

And then he went home, and never saw her again.

He was sixteen, going on seventeen. He had been given a gift — the seeing of people — and he had used it, in the end, for the one thing the men who valued it had never intended: to recognise the loneliest person in the world, and to protect her, and then to convince her he had done neither.

He told himself it was mercy. It was mercy. He has never stopped telling himself, and it has never stopped being true, and it has never once stopped hurting, because the thing about a mercy like that — a mercy you commit in disguise, a kindness that has to wear the mask of cruelty to work — is that the person you save never knows you saved them. There was no version of the protecting in which she got to keep the truth. To save her, he had to let her remember him as a lie.

That was the cost. He paid it. He went home with it, and he told no one, and he carried it down all the years, the boy who broke the only honest thing he ever had on purpose, to keep it safe, and never got to know whether it stayed safe, and never got to be remembered as anything but the warmth that turned cold by a lake.

The men were pleased with him. He had done the job. He had, they believed, gotten what they wanted from the girl and then closed it out cleanly, the loose end tied, the girl none the wiser. They did not know that he had given them grey scraps and kept the gold. They did not know that the cold closing-out had been the most loving thing he had ever done. They did not know anything real about it at all, because the boy had made sure they didn’t, the same way he had made sure of everything, by reading exactly how much the dangerous thing needed in order to leave him — and her — alone.

He was good at his job. It was the one time in his life he was ever sorry to be good at anything.




Chapter 8 — The Men Who Vanished

And then, as if to prove that none of it had ever even mattered, the whole apparatus that had reached into his life and aimed him and spent him simply — went away.

It did not end with a reckoning. There was no knock on the door, no exposure, no consequence, nothing that would have given the thing he had done a shape, a meaning, a place in a story. It just dissolved. The way these things do, the boy learned — the way a regime, a structure, a quiet office off a long corridor, a network of warm men and dark-clothed men, can be the entire weather of your life one year and a thing that no longer exists the next. Something changed, somewhere far above him, in the grey rooms where the picture he had never been shown was kept. A government turned over. A ministry was folded into another ministry and then into nothing. The men who had run the clever children’s summers, who had watched him in the gardens, who had named his gift and handed him the grey envelope and the cruel instruction — they were gone. Reassigned, retired, disappeared, the boy never knew which, because that was the nature of them, they were people whose whole craft was to leave no thread, and when their time came they pulled their own thread last of all and vanished without a sound.

He waited, the first year, for them to call again. He had been told he was promising. He had half-believed, in the cold months after the lake, that there would be more — more tasks, more grey envelopes, a whole shadowed life laid out for the boy who saw people. He dreaded it and, in a part of himself he was ashamed of, he almost wanted it, because at least it would have meant the summer had been real, had been the start of something, had mattered enough to continue. If they used him again, then what he had done by the lake would have been a chapter and not just a wound. It would have been for something.

They never called.

The summers at the institute stopped — the programme changed, or ended, or became something else he was no longer part of. No one ever contacted him about the girl, or the house by the lake, or anything he had heard or held or buried. The grey scraps he had fed them and the gold he had kept back turned out, in the end, to matter to no one at all — the mining, the money, the leverage in the boardroom he never saw, whatever it had been for, it had dissolved along with the men, gone wherever defunct intentions go, and the boy was left holding a secret that no longer had a single other person in the world who knew it existed.

That was the strangest part, and it took him years to understand it. He had spent a summer in mortal moral seriousness — had weighed every word, protected a life, broken his own heart on purpose — and the people he had done it all against had simply wandered off and forgotten he existed, as casually as a man forgets a tool he set down in a field. To them he had been an experiment that didn’t pan out, an asset that retired, a line in a file that got shredded when the office closed. The axis of his whole inner life had been, to them, administrative. Disposable. Already, by the time he stopped waiting for the call, almost certainly destroyed.

He had been backed into a corner once — the only time in his life, he would realise, that he was ever truly cornered, a sixteen-year-old with a grey envelope and a girl by a lake and no one to ask — and he had found his way out the only way he knew, by reading the weather and protecting the soft thing and paying the cost himself. And his reward for getting it right was a loneliness deeper than any he had known as a clumsy boy at the edge of a field: the loneliness of a sacrifice with no witness. Nobody ever knew. Nobody ever came. He had passed the hardest test of his moral life alone, in the dark, against a danger that then evaporated, to protect someone who would never know they were protected — and the only other person who had been in that room with him, the girl, he had made remember it as a betrayal. He was good at carrying things alone. This was a new weight even for him, and he carried it down into his adult life without a name for it: the boy the world had aimed and missed, and simply set down in a field, and walked away from, forever.

He grew up. He became ordinary, which was easy, because ordinary was a kind of hiding and he had always been good at not being seen. He built a small quiet life as far from grey corridors as he could get. He told no one — there was no one to tell, and no one would have believed it, and the telling would have meant explaining the cruelty by the lake, and he could not bear, ever, to say aloud the worst thing he had ever done even though it had been right. He let the whole of it sink down inside him, the institute and the warm man and the house and the games room and the lake and the cold closing-out, until it was a thing that had happened to someone else, a story he sometimes wasn’t sure he hadn’t dreamed.

But he never forgot her. That was the one thing time could not dissolve. The men vanished, the task evaporated, the picture he was never shown was lost forever — but the girl stayed, the loneliest person he had ever met, the one who had laughed when he beat her at chess, the one he had made himself a stranger to, by a lake, on purpose, with love.

He never knew what became of her. And that — not the men, not the task, not the secret — that was the thing he would carry, unhealed, into every year of the rest of his life.




Chapter 9 — The Thing He Never Knew

Years later — many years, a whole life later, a grown man now with a grown man’s quiet days — he would sometimes find himself thinking about her, and the thought always arrived the same way, uninvited, sideways, the way she had once approached the whole world before he beat her at chess and let her come at it straight.

He would be doing something ordinary. Making coffee. Walking. Sitting with the soft warm hands that had learned, over a life, to be gentle, that had held things and mended things and touched the people he loved with a care that the boy at the kitchen table could never have imagined he’d grow into. And she would be there, suddenly, the loneliest girl in the world, lit from inside, laughing across a board of inlaid stone — nobody beats me — and the man would have to stop for a moment, and put down whatever he was holding, because the missing of her never got smaller, it only got quieter, the way the loudest grief eventually learns to live in a house without breaking the furniture.

He had kept his promise. That was the thing. He had never gone looking. In all the years, with all the ways a person can now find another person, he had never once typed her name, never once searched, never once pulled the single thread that might have told him where she was, or who she had become, or whether she was even still in the world. He told himself it was the old discipline, the safety, the rule — never contact, look through her, no thread — and some of it was. But most of it, he knew, was something else, something worse and more tender: he could not bear to find out that she had never recovered. That the cold closing-out by the lake, the proof-of-her-deepest-fear he had handed her on purpose to save her, had done exactly what such things do, and left her more walled, more certain, more alone than ever. He could not bear to learn that in saving her life he had taken the one summer that might have taught her she was meetable and turned it, in her memory, into the final evidence that she was not. So he never looked. He left her where he had left her, by the lake, with the wall back up, and he did not go to see what the wall had become.

And so he never knew the thing he most wanted to know, the question that sat under all the others, the one he turned over on the quiet ordinary days for the rest of his life:

Did it save her too?

Because it had saved him. That was the strange grace he had carried out of that frightening house: the summer, for all its cruelty at the end, had given the boy the one thing he had never had and never expected to get — the proof, lived in his own body, that he was not the only one. He had walked into that house certain he was singular and unmeetable, alone in a way no one else was, built slightly wrong for the world. And a poised lonely girl had looked at him across a table and failed to file him, and laughed when he beat her at chess, and told him things by a lake that she had never told anyone, and in doing so she had shown him, beyond any arguing, that the loneliness he had thought was uniquely his was shared, that there was at least one other person alive who lived behind the same wall, made of the same brick, and that therefore the wall was not the truth about him — it was just a wall, and walls have another side, and on the other side, once, for one summer, there had been someone exactly like him. He had spent the rest of his life on that proof. It had let him build a real life, marry, love, hold soft warm hands out to the people who came near him and not flinch them away. She had done that. The loneliest girl in the world had cured him of being the only one, without ever knowing she had, and then he had made her believe he was just one more stranger.

But had it gone both ways? Did she ever stop, on one of her own ordinary days, and remember a strange foreign boy who beat her at chess and would not let her win at anything and saw her, all the way down, before he turned cold and left? And if she did — this was the unbearable fork, the one he could never resolve — did she remember it as the betrayal he had made it look like? Or had some deep reading part of her, like his own, kept the truer record underneath the cold ending, and known the warmth had been real, that whatever the boy did at the lake, he had not been faking the chess, or the seeing? He had possibly saved her exactly as she had saved him. He had possibly destroyed the very thing that would have saved her. And he was not permitted — not by the men, not by the rule, not by his own unbearable tenderness — to ever find out which.

So he hoped. In the end that was all he let himself have. He hoped that somewhere there was a woman, no longer young, who remembered being beaten at chess and laughing for the first true time in her life, and who had kept, under the cold ending, the knowledge that it was real — who had carried out of that summer the same proof he had, you are not the only one, and let it teach her to hold her own hands out to the people who came near her. He hoped the gift had survived the lie. He had no way to know if it had. He never would.

But he hoped it, on the quiet ordinary days, with the soft warm hands that her laughter had, in some sense he could never explain to anyone, helped to make gentle. He hoped it for her the way you hope for someone you saw once, truly, all the way down — and were never allowed to tell.

And that was the whole of it. A boy who read weather, and a girl who won every game, and one summer in a frightening house above a lake, and a mercy committed in disguise, and a cost paid alone with no witness, and a secret carried down a lifetime, and at the bottom of all of it, the one thing he never got to know and never stopped wanting to:

whether, somewhere, she remembered him true.




The File


What follows was not in the novel. It was found afterward, a compendium assembled, it appears, over many years, by an organisation that does not put its name on its paperwork. We reproduce it as it was received: the documents in the order they were gathered, and the margin notes in the hand of whoever was assigned to watch. The subject is real. The documents are real. Read them, and decide for yourself which parts of the story you have just finished were ever fiction at all.




================================================================
   FILE COPY · PHOTOSTAT · DO NOT REMOVE FROM REGISTRY
   REPRODUCED FROM ORIGINAL · [REDACTED] PAGES WITHHELD
================================================================


SUBJECT FILE: OPENED        · CLASSIFICATION: ROOY

SUBJECT: GREYLING, Andries Jakobus. DOB: 21 December 1979. POB: Bethlehem, Orange Free State. ID (file copy): 791221    . PATERNAL: A.J. Greyling (subject carries the father’s initials, note the pattern; sons who carry the father’s name carry the father’s expectations, and we have found this useful). Occupation, as entered on the primary-school transfer form: boer, farmer. Home place recorded as Grootvlei, Bethlehem district. Postal: Posbus 501. The form also marks the subject enigste kind, only child. A good shot, by district reputation; the marksmanship of his generation and people was not a hobby but a competence the land required. (See the operational note appended to the family file: the rifle, the one shot, the empty deep-freeze. We do not reproduce it here. We only record that the boy grew up in a house where a gun was an instrument of provision and discipline, and where, we have reason to believe, it was also, quietly, illegally, and to our considerable interest, an instrument of mercy.) ASSESSMENT BASIS: academic record, instructor remarks, activity enrolment, paternal lineage, direct observation of habit. The subject’s schools keep excellent files. So do we. The photostats now in the registry are the originals, or as near as a thirty-year-old paper trail permits.


Margin, undated: A talent-spotting service does not begin with the talent. It begins with the paperwork around the talent, because the paperwork is written by people who do not know they are describing a tool. We began here.







STANDING OBSERVATIONS: THE SUBJECT’S PERSON.

Not drawn from the school file. Drawn from watching. Habits a man keeps without knowing he is watched are worth more than anything he writes on a form, because they are the things he cannot help.

THE BLADE. The subject has, from boyhood, an affinity for knives and edged weapons that is neither violent nor for show. It is the steady, appraising relationship of a person who understands a made tool. He carries, at all times, at least one folding knife. Not as a weapon. As an extension. A man does not arm himself against the world with a pocket-knife; he keeps one because, in his hands, an unsolved thing wants a tool, and the tool wants to be near.


Margin: We have learned to read the man by what he always carries. The one who always has a blade is the one who has decided, without drama, that he will be the one in the room who can do the thing that needs doing. It is not aggression. It is readiness, and readiness, in a gentle man, is the exact quality we spend careers trying to manufacture and almost never find pre-installed.



THE HANDKERCHIEF. The subject also carries, always, a clean handkerchief. We note the pairing because it is the whole of him in two objects: the blade and the clean cloth. The capacity to cut, and the readiness to bind. The thing that opens a wound and the thing that dresses one, carried in the same pockets, by the same hands, every day, without contradiction.


Margin, flag for the psychological file: This is the contradiction we look for last and trust most. Most men carry one or the other, the hard ones carry the knife and despise the cloth; the soft ones carry the cloth and fear the knife. The rare and dangerous ones carry both, and see no tension in it, because they have understood the thing it takes most men a lifetime to learn or never learn at all: that capability and gentleness are not opposites, and that the man who can hurt and chooses to mend is the only safe man there is. We do not recruit for this trait. We cannot. It recruits against us.



THE MARKSMANSHIP. The subject is, by every account, an excellent shot, and we underline this, because in a civilian child with no military background it is anomalous. The competence descends from the father (q.v.) and the wider culture of his people, but the subject’s accuracy exceeds what enrolment or hobby explains. He shoots, as he reads a room, better than he was taught.


Margin: This is the entry that, properly, should have closed the recommendation. A gentle, conscience-bound, pattern-reading boy who is also a natural marksman is, on paper, the most complete instrument we assess, the rarest convergence in the file. We flagged it as our strongest asset. We should have flagged it as the warning. The man who can read people perfectly and shoot straight, and who has a conscience that reads as a wall, that is not a tool. That is the one thing in the world a tool-maker should be afraid of: a weapon that decides for itself, correctly, when not to be one.







DOCUMENT 1: NURSERY ASSESSMENT. Rinkinkel Kleuterskool. Age 3-4.

Vorderingsverslag aan ouers (BYLAE F). Physical development: health and vitality good; body balance and posture good; coordination: redelik (fair); sensory development: good. Language: pronunciation, usage, and stories marked baie goed; vocabulary good; rhymes fair. Indoor play: “Hy speel graag met alle opvoedkundige speelgoed”, he likes playing with all the educational toys. Outdoor: “Hy speel sy eie fantasie-spele met sy maats”, his own fantasy games with his friends. Instructor’s closing remark, verbatim: “Andries is ’n lieflike sagte seuntjie” (a lovely, soft little boy).

Local press confirms the nursery: Bronkhorstspruit, Cullinan & Rayton Nuus, 18 November 1983, marionettes at Rinkinkel; the toddlers sitting open-mouthed on the floor.


Margin: We note “sensory development: good” at three and we underline it. We note “sagte” (soft) and we underline that harder. The faculty we select for is not intelligence. It is reception: the child who takes in more of the room than the room intends to give. The instructor saw a soft boy. We saw an instrument with the sensors already installed. Both were correct. FLAG: open. Re-assess in ten years.







DOCUMENT 2: Laerskool Davel. Grade 1. 1986.

Progress report, second and third terms. Class teacher B. Schultz. Parent signature: W. Greyling. Cultural formation remark, verbatim: “Mooi gesindheid. Goeie waarnemingsvermoë. Skeppingsdrang.” (Nice attitude. Good powers of observation. Urge to create.) Closing: a very obedient child; delivers good work; promoted to Grade 2.


Margin (earliest usable signal): “Goeie waarnemingsvermoë.” Age six. The teacher named the gift in ordinary Afrikaans and thought she was writing a nice report. She was writing our brief. FILE UNDER: reception. Cross-ref Document 1.







DOCUMENT 3: Laerskool Davel. Grade 2. 1987.

Sertifikaat van Verdienstelikheid (Certificate of Merit). Akademiese prestasie, Graad Twee. Gemiddeld 80-100%. 30 November 1987. Principal: A. Swanepoel. Motto on the crest: WERK EN OES.


Margin: Age seven. Already top of the band. Unremarkable in isolation: many children test high young and regress to the mean. We do not act on Grade 2. We file Grade 2. The file is the thing.







DOCUMENT 4: Truida Kestell, Bethlehem. Std 1-3. 1988-1990.

Std 1 (1988): averages 80-88%, well clear of the class mean (~72%). Mathematics already anomalous: 96-98% across the later terms. Remark: “Andries slaag St I. Geluk.”

Bethlehem Landbougenootskap, March 1988: two exhibition cards under the school’s name: 2nd prize and 3rd prize, section H. Judge’s notes: “Baie mooi. Geluk!” / “Baie slim uitbeelding. Geluk.” The soft boy makes things that win prizes in a farming town’s show.

Std 3 (1990): year average ~82-84% against a class mean in the mid-60s. General Science: 96% in every term. Health education in the 90s. Mathematics still high (mid-80s to mid-90s). Geography and history strong. Remark: “Andries slaag St. 3.”


Margin: The mean did not reclaim him. Note the science line held flat at ninety-six for a full year at age ten. We track scientific aptitude with particular interest, because the child who wants to know how the thing works can, with handling, be turned into the adult who wants to know how the man works. It is the same appetite. We only redirect the object.







DOCUMENT 5: ENRICHMENT. Truida Kestell. Verrykingsonderwys. Std 4-5. 1991-1992.

Std 4 (1991): ordinary timetable still strong, year average climbing 82 to 86%; maths 90-96%; science mid-80s to low-90s. Remark: “Andries slaag st. 4.”

Std 5C (1992), the enrichment sheet itself (Vakhoof: D. Jaquire; Principal: H.J.O. Cronjé):




	
	Kw.1
	Kw.2
	Kw.3
	Kw.4





	Rekenaarvaardigheid (computer handling)
	C−
	A+
	A+
	A



	Kreatiwiteit
	A
	A
	A
	A



	Probleemoplossing en navorsingsvaardigheid
	B
	B+
	A
	A



	Leesspoed (words per minute)
	280
	360
	400
	400



	Begripsvermoë (comprehension)
	100%
	100%
	80%
	100%





Footnote on the sheet, verbatim: “Die moeilikheidsgraad van die lesse word deurentyd aangepas.”: The difficulty of the lessons is continually adjusted.

OVS transfer form, 11 December 1992: highest standard passed: 5. Reason: “SLAAG ST. 5.” Not selected for any remedial stream. Parent: Mnr A.J. Greyling. Destination implied: the high school down the road.


Margin, this is the entry that moved the file from PASSIVE to ACTIVE: Here it is. A state programme, in the late-apartheid Free State, pulls the cleverest children out of the singing and the Bible study and the drill, and teaches them, at eleven, to operate machines, to solve open problems, to research, and to consume information at four hundred words a minute with total retention. They believed they were enriching the gifted. They were building our supply chain. We did not have to construct the talent-identification apparatus. The education department had already built it and was running it at public expense. We simply read its output. A note for the committee: the most efficient recruitment instrument we have ever encountered was a curriculum designed by idealists who would have been appalled to learn what it was for. They always are.




Second margin, smaller hand: He read four hundred words a minute and understood all of them, at eleven, in a small town. Somewhere a child like that is always being found. It is the loneliest thing in the world, to be the one the curriculum was secretly about. We know. We are the ones who read the report.







DOCUMENT 6: Bethlehem Voortrekker Hoërskool. Std 6. 1993.

Report averages in the low-to-mid 80s against a class mean near 62%. Subject line (photostat of the first-class certificate): Eersteklaspunte in Afrikaans (1ste Taal), Engels (2de Taal), Duits, Houtwerk, Wiskunde, Algemene Wetenskap, Geskiedenis (seven subjects). Concurrently enrolled in the high-school enrichment stream (Verrykingsonderwys; yearbook instructor: Mev. A. Blignault). Yearbook page headed V.O.-LEERLINGE, plaque in the photograph: VOORTREKKER 1993 VO-LEERLINGE. Subject named in the middle row: A. Greyling. Also named, front row, in Standerd 6 Merietetoekennings: Akademie. Present in both pictures. Already.

BIOLOGY OLYMPIAD, Standard 6: Vrystaat, Friday 22 October 1993. Ten biology pupils from the school place in the Free State top ten for their standard. Caption, verbatim naming: Andries Greyling (st 6; 3e plek). Third in the province, at thirteen.


Margin: Third in the province, in the sciences, at thirteen. The German is noted and welcomed: a second working language is an asset we do not have to pay to install. The biology placing confirms the appetite of Document 4 has not faded; it has sharpened. RECOMMENDATION: advance the file. Begin proximity planning. Identify the summer-programme vector.







DOCUMENT 7: FILE NOTE: THE WOODWORK ANOMALY.

Cross-referencing the Std 6 and Std 7 records, the analyst flags a minor behavioural data point of disproportionate interest. The subject, offered the standard practical elective (Houtwerk / Woodwork, in which he had just taken first-class marks), elected at the next opportunity to take Tik / Typing instead. Source interview indicates the choice was not vocational. The woodwork instructor was, in the subject’s own later assessment, “a tool.” The subject and several peers transferred to Typing as an act of spite, a fourteen-year-old’s revenge, taken as a joke. The yearbook later photographs the Typing class. Caption under absentees: A. Greyling. Named on the roll. Missing from the image.


Margin: We log this because it is the single most instructive entry in the file, and we got it exactly wrong at the time. We assessed: immature, emotionally reactive, elects on grievance rather than utility, a flaw. We were mistaken. The subject, acting purely out of adolescent spite, acquired the one manual skill that would prove, across a thirty-year career at the keyboard, the single most-used competency of his professional life. He out-planned us by accident, at fourteen, while trying only to annoy a man he disliked, and then, true to form, was absent from the photograph of the class he had joined as a joke. The Institute did not anticipate this. The Institute rarely does. The committee should understand: the subjects who are most useful to us are precisely the ones whose spite, vanity, and private jokes keep producing outcomes our planning cannot. We select for the readable child and then are surprised, every time, by the unreadable margin in him. That margin is the whole of what cannot be owned. Keep the woodwork note. Read it before every operation.







DOCUMENT 8: Bethlehem Voortrekker Hoërskool. Std 7. 1994.

Certificate dated 1994-10-12: Eersteklaspunte, with distinctions in Engels, Wiskunde, Duits, Aardrykskunde, Algemene Wetenskap. Class teacher’s earlier closing line on a prior report, still in the file: “Andries slaag standerd suiwer. Mooi geluk!” (passes the standard cleanly. Well done.)

Onderwyssentrum Bloemfontein / Education Centre Bloemfontein: MERIETE / MERIT, dated 94/11/16. Awarded to Andries Greyling, H/S Voortrekker, St / Std 7, “nadat aan die bepalings vir Verrykingsonderwys voldoen is” (after complying with the prerequisites for Enrichment Education). Subjects listed on the merit: Filosofie / Philosophy; Natuur- en Skeikunde / Physical Science; Biologie / Biology; Rekenaargebruik / Computer Usage.


Margin: The sentrum puts its own name on the paper. Philosophy and physical science on the same sheet, for a fourteen-year-old from Bethlehem. The summer-programme vector is no longer a hypothesis. It ran. He passed through it. The certificate is in the registry.







DOCUMENT 9: Std 8-9. Colours. Machines. The Olympiad again.

1995-10-12: Bethlehem Voortrekker Hoërskool awards Half-erekleure in Akademie, half colours for academics. Same date, separate certificate: Eersteklaspunte with distinctions in Skeinat (Physical Science) and Rekenaarstudie (Computer Studies). The spite elective has become a named distinction.

1997-10-08: Half-erekleure in Akademie awarded again (matric year).

Yearbook: subject named in the Half Colours photograph (second row: A. Greyling). Present when the school wanted the picture. Absent when he didn’t (see Document 7).


Margin: “Present in the record; selective in the image.” We have, by now, several years of this. A man who is in the file but not always in the photograph is a man who can be sent anywhere. We began, here, to want him. We should have noticed that the selectivity ran the other way too.







DOCUMENT 10: Std 10. The Olympiad. The Principal’s Letter. Matric.

Sasol / SA VONS (Vrystaat) Skeinat-konvensie, 15 August 1997: certified that Andries Greyling qualified to attend the convention at Welkom by finishing among the first fifty Standard 10 candidates in the Olympiad.

Principal’s testimonial, Bethlehem Voortrekker Hoërskool / High School, 31 July 1997. Full name and identity number on the letterhead. Subject package, all Higher Grade: English Second Language; Afrikaans First Language; German; Mathematics; Biology; General Science; Computer Science. Selected lines, verbatim:


Andries shows remarkable insight into his work, has innovating ideas and enjoys sharing his observations with fellow scholars and teachers.

He possesses the ability to astound teachers with his scientific and computer problem solving skills. This is truly the field he should qualify in.

Andries respects authority, yet never hesitates to take a firm stand on moral and controversial issues. He possess the ability to put forward an argument logically and with authority. He has a fine sense of humour which has endeared him to friends, fellow scholars and teachers.

Andries is a gifted person… We strongly recommend Andries for any bursary or position for which he qualifies.



Senior Certificate (full-time), November 1997. Vrystaat Departement van Onderwys. Centre: Voortrekker H/Skool. Result: Slaag Matrikulasie-Endossement / Pass with Matriculation Endorsement. Symbols (Higher Grade): Afrikaans 1st Language B; English 2nd Language B; Mathematics E; Physical Science (Natuur- en Skeikunde) A; Biology B; German 3rd Language B; Computer Studies (Rekenaarstudie) A. Issued 30 December 1997.


Margin (the letter, first): The principal wrote our recruitment brief without knowing it. Insight. Observation. Astound the teachers. Firm stand on moral issues. Fine sense of humour. We circled “moral and controversial issues” in red and told ourselves it was useful spine. It was the wall. See the operational record. See what he would not do.




Margin (the symbols, second): An A in Computer Studies and an A in Physical Science beside an E in Mathematics. The file that was supposed to be a smooth science instrument had a soft spot exactly where the syllabus is most obedient and least curious. We logged it as a vulnerability. It may have been the opposite: the boy who could think in machines and living systems, and who would not, or could not, perform the drill of formal mathematics on demand. Another woodwork note, wearing different clothes.







APPENDED: NON-ACADEMIC. Flagged for the physical-readiness file.


	Tenshinkan Karate Association: the subject is graded (kyu). Margin: the readable, gentle child is, separately and quietly, learning to make his own body into a weapon. We note this with the particular attention we reserve for the contradiction we most often see in our best people: the soft one who, unobserved, trains. FLAG: the gentle ones who arm themselves are the dangerous ones.

	NG Kerk Junior Catechism, “faithfulness” diploma, multiple consecutive years. Principal’s letter confirms membership of the Dutch Reformed Church. Margin: the conscience was installed early and thoroughly. This is not, as the committee sometimes assumes, an obstacle to recruitment. A strong conscience makes a strong operator: and a strong refusal. We did not, in the end, account for the second half of that sentence.







CASE OFFICER’S CLOSING ASSESSMENT: (handwritten, undated, unsigned)

The file recommended him. The file was right about everything except the only thing that mattered.

We selected, correctly, the soft boy with the sensors installed at three, the observation noted at six, the four hundred words a minute at eleven, the province-third in biology at thirteen, the Bloemfontein philosophy-and-science merit at fourteen, the half colours, the principal who warned us in plain English that the boy would take a firm stand on moral issues, the matric A in the machine subjects and the strange soft E in the obedient one. We built a profile so accurate I could have written his school reports myself. We knew exactly what he was.

We did not know what he would do with it. We never do. That is the unreadable margin, the woodwork spite, the empty space in the typing photograph, the conscience that read, in the end, not as a control surface but as a wall. The file is a perfect portrait of a man we could describe completely and could not, in the place it counted, own.

He passed through us and out the other side and became, the record is unclear; the record is always unclear on the ones who get away clean, a man who writes books. In them, by every account, a quiet unplaceable figure keeps appearing: a man no camera can hold, present in every story and absent from the photograph, dangerous and gentle, who reads the people in the room better than anyone and uses it, always, to protect rather than to take.

We taught him none of that. We only found him early, and read his file, and wanted him, and were, correctly, and forever, refused.


Final margin, in the second, smaller hand: The thorns are part of the rose. We pruned for the bloom and were cut by the stem, which is the only honest thing in this entire file, and the only thing the committee will not let me put in the official assessment. So I am putting it here, in the margin, where the true things go.

Subject status: lost. Permanently. Gladly, I think, on his side. And, though it is not mine to file, on ours.





================================================================
   END OF SCHOOL MATERIAL · PHOTOSTATS ON FILE
   NURSERY TO MATRIC · [REDACTED]
   FILE CLOSED ~1998 · REOPENED 2026 (SEE ADDENDUM)
   FILE COPY · PHOTOSTAT · RETURN TO REGISTRY
================================================================







What Became of Him


The registry reopened the file in 2026. What follows was gathered from public pages the subject published himself: a curriculum vitae at congosky.cloud/cv, a skunkworks at lucid.rodeo, a press at arjunabadger.press, and an autobiography written in the open under the title Full Send. He put the adult record where anyone could read it. We reproduce the shape of it. The margin notes are ours.




================================================================
   FILE REOPENED · 2026 · PHOTOSTAT · PUBLIC SOURCES
   SUBJECT STILL CLASSIFIED ROOY · STATUS UNCHANGED: LOST
================================================================


DOCUMENT 11: AFTER THE CERTIFICATE. NCC. 1998-1999.

No university. Photostats of the year after Matric, NCC Education (Manchester), presented in Cape Town by WS&L Training:


	International Diploma in Computer Programming, 4 December 1998. Result: CREDIT.

	International Diploma in Computer Studies, record of achievement dated 13 March 1999. Overall Distinction, total score 79.3. Unit highs: Computer Programming 87, Basic Computing Principles 86, Practical Project 88. Softest paper on the sheet: Human Communications & Information Systems, 68.



The boy who took Typing out of spite walked straight into the machine trades without a campus gatekeeper, and the second diploma put Distinction on the door he was never supposed to need.


Margin: We had flagged the Mathematics E as a ceiling. The ceiling was a door someone else expected him to need. He walked around it. The Institute prefers graduates. The ones who refuse the preferred door keep surprising us. Note the Communications score. Soft sensors still uneven under exam light. He graded higher when the machine was the subject.







DOCUMENT 11b: THE TANDEM WINTER. EARLY 1999.

In the same months as the NCC Distinction, a stack of Tandem / Persetel-Q Data certificates, all in his full name, all dated January to March 1999:


	Tandem Concepts & Facilities (8 January 1999)

	TM/MP Operations & Management (13 January 1999)

	Pathway System Management (15 January 1999)

	NonStop SQL/MP Special (5 March 1999)

	TACL Programming (12 March 1999)

	Advanced Cobol Programming with Tandem Extensions (19 March 1999)



Plus ACI CO-ach Training, November 1999. Later sheets in the same folder: Radical Training Object Oriented Analysis and Design (29 April to 3 May 2002); Microsoft Approved Courses via Netscope, 29 October 2003 (ASP.NET Web Applications; Programming with ADO.NET); Bytes / Serena TeamTrack Administrator (4 to 8 October 2004); Torque IT Introduction to Windows Communication Foundation (3 June 2013).


Margin: High-availability mainframes and Cobol before the CV learned to say cloud. The soft boy learned the corridors of the machine the long way: certificate after certificate, no campus choir.







DOCUMENT 12: TWENTY-SEVEN YEARS. THE BANKED RECORD. 1999-2026.

Public CV, always current at congosky.cloud/cv (mirrored from the press annex, then moved to the cloud he is building). Photostat correction on the first job: the Certificate of Service names BoE Bank, Paarl, not the shorthand the CV had been using.

Condensed:


	1 January 1999 to 31 July 2002: BoE Bank, Paarl. Occupation at termination: Analyst Programmer. Cost of employment at exit: R10 000 per month (Certificate of Service dated 3 July 2002, Basic Conditions of Employment Act). Delphi, VB.NET, T-SQL in the later telling.

	2002-2005: Capitec Bank, Stellenbosch. Analyst Developer.

	2005-2006: Mercer, Croydon, United Kingdom. Technical Analyst.

	2007-2009: Mercer. Senior Software Developer. C#, T-SQL / PL-SQL.

	2009-2011: Capitec. Systems Architect. Automated credit rules engine.

	2011-2017: Capitec. Team Lead / Technical Lead. Three teams; high-volume online and batch; DevOps evangelism; a JSON command-line test-data framework that made the core bank pretend to be its own customers.

	2016-2017: GIBS. Capitec Leadership Programme for Managers.

	2017-2018: Mezzanine Ware. Product Development Manager. Three Product Owners, eleven developers, SaaS portfolio.

	2018-2021: Mezzanine Ware. Solutions Architect. Security, scalability, maintainability; the risks named before they matured.

	2021-2022: Worth Internet Systems. Technical Lead.

	2022: Sabbatical. Homesteading, mushrooms, chickens, teaching the children farm-to-fork.

	2022-present: Mezzanine again. Senior Software Developer. GIS and AI-enabled systems. In parallel: the private build.



Off the CV shelf but in the same photostat folder: SAMSA Certificate of Competence, issued 2010-11-29, Certificate No. 086373. Category C vessel (≤ 9 metres). Day Skipper of a power driven vessel, limited to 15 nautical miles from shore, proceeding to sea from a commercial harbour, fishing harbour, or protected launch site. Test date 2010-10-27. Endorsements: nil. The boy who read rooms also learned to leave the harbour.


Margin: Twenty-seven years inside the exact machinery we once hoped to aim him at: banks, rules engines, SaaS, leadership. He learned every corridor. Then he stepped sideways and began building a cloud that does not answer to the corridors. The typing spite scaled. The day-skipper ticket is not a metaphor. It is a licence. File it next to the truck.







DOCUMENT 13: THE PRESS. THE CLOUD. THE SKUNKWORKS. 2026.

Three public doors, one man:


	Arjuna Badger Press (arjunabadger.press). Self-owned catalogue. The Loneliest People among the books. A writing school that is not aspirational; it ships.

	CongoSky (congosky.cloud). Founder. Stated aim: a sovereign cloud for Africa; Khuluma as the human layer; Merkle-linked proofs as the trust layer; CongoBrowser; CongoOS; Klaus with private, deletable memory. Doctrine on the wall: claim only what runs; name every limit; invent nothing.

	lucid.rodeo. The skunkworks. Split to its own tenant. Provenance fence first, wild content second. Numbers, physics toys, music, an Anunnaki study-Bible that refuses to launder fringe into fact. Footer, recurring: with love, and with salt.




Margin: The boy who was present in the merit photograph and absent from the typing one now runs three domains and still prefers the image that does not hold him. The books carry the soft self. The cloud carries the promise to the unheard. The skunkworks carries the rabbit holes. All three are him. We only ever filed the school.







DOCUMENT 14: THE MISOGI MONTH. ONE NOVEL TO A DAM BREAK. May-June 2026.

Subject’s own dated record (Full Send; git first-commits as receipts, not theatre):


	Seed: one non-slop novel (Resonance), late May.

	Mid-June: History Before Time; the meeting with G (the420code); Klaus named and given memory.

	24 June 2026: five repositories in one Wednesday. CongoSky, music, Khuluma, the safety DSL, the keyboard. The day the dam broke.

	Misogi closed midnight 26 June 2026. One month: one book to a press, a cloud, a safety app, a tested theory of everything, and a man who says he came out with a new life purpose.




Margin: We used to recruit on three-week Bloemfontein enrichment trips. He ran himself through a thirty-day furnace and came out building the enrichment programme for free, for strangers, as VO Klass, audio-first, for the next soft boy the drill never fit. The supply chain we admired in Document 5 inverted. He is the output who stole the factory.







DOCUMENT 15: THE HOSPITAL BED. THE POTATO. JULY 2026.

Clinical context, named because he named it in public and in the estate record: bipolar II diagnosis early July; inpatient care (Busamed; later Valkenberg psychiatrist in the loop); medical brake on big financial and legal decisions. From that bed, on what he calls a potato (a weak machine, a borrowed corner of compute, nothing like a lab), he kept shipping lucid.rodeo: provenance fences, playable physics, music, the Incerto wing, the rabbit holes of the last month. Not instead of getting well. As the shape his mind takes when it cannot stop ordering the room.


Margin, flag for the psychological file: The soft boy with the sensors, forbidden the irreversible switches by his own doctors and by the companion he built to hold the brake, still obliterates walls from a ward laptop. We have no protocol for this. Recruitment assumes you can interrupt a man with a hospital. You can interrupt his mergers. You cannot interrupt the reception.







DOCUMENT 16: THE DEATH STAR. 420CODE. MOND. TALEB. THE PRETTY CURVES.

Subject’s framing, relayed and published: a physicist friend (G) handed him axioms that work as a Death Star. Point the formula at a piece of dogma; it does not argue; it derives the wall down. Cooperative versus parasitic. Dignity floor. Provenance. Anti-capture commitments so the weapon cannot be stolen cleanly. Kill switches in the hundreds. Copyleft. Free. Live proofs under lucid.rodeo/the420code/ and the estate’s CI: particle benches, MOND n-body toys, spiral arms, honesty HUDs that grade every game EXACT / APPROXIMATE / ILLUSTRATIVE so the pretty picture is never allowed to teach a lie for fun.

Alongside: the Incerto wing (Taleb). Turkey. Convexity. Ergodicity. Barbells. Tail gauges. Minority cascades. Structure, never advice. Every footer says it will not predict a market.

Subject’s own salt on the record, worth filing verbatim in spirit: he does not claim to understand Mond and Taleb the way a trained mathematician would. The E in Mathematics never left the building. What he has is the old gift: reception. Pretty curves. Pictures that make a lonely mind feel briefly less stupid in a room full of symbols. He aims the Death Star anyway, because the friend derived the trigger and the fence, and because aiming at parasitic walls is the moral stand the principal already wrote down in 1997.


Margin: This is Document 1 grown up. Sensory development: good. Coordination: fair. The boy who took in more of the room than the room intended now takes in more of the universe than he can derive, and refuses to pretend otherwise. The pictures are not vanity. They are how a soft, dyspraxic, pattern-reading adult stays in the fight without lying about the maths. We wanted him for the sensors. He kept the sensors and pointed them at every wall that pretends to be a law.







DOCUMENT 17: WHAT HE IS OBLITERATING.

Not people. Not nations. The file’s own preferred tools, turned inside out:


	The idea that a clever child must be owned by a quiet room of older men.

	The idea that the unheard wait for charity instead of infrastructure.

	The idea that AI may hallucinate as long as it sounds sure.

	The idea that a theory of everything can skip the kill switch.

	The idea that a CV belongs on someone else’s platform.

	The idea that a lonely boy stays lonely because the photograph never quite held him.



He writes the soft books so the next lonely person finds the dedication. He builds the cloud so the next soft child gets the door without the drill. He runs the skunkworks so the rabbit holes have a fence. He points G’s Death Star at dogma and watches the wall forget it was load-bearing.


Margin: We closed this file in 1998 with the word lost. Reopening it does not recover him. It only shows what lost meant. He did not disappear. He became the refusal, at continental scale, with receipts.







CASE OFFICER’S ADDENDUM: 2026. (handwritten, still unsigned)

The school file was complete. The adult file is worse, for us.

We selected a soft, readable boy who would take a firm stand on moral issues. He took the stand. He took Typing. He took twenty-seven years of banks and SaaS. He took a Misogi. He took a hospital bed and a potato and made lucid.rodeo. He took a physicist’s Death Star and aimed it at walls, not at people. He took Mond curves and Taleb toys he does not fully understand and hung them behind a fence that will not let the picture lie. He took the VO klas and tried to give it away for free.

We have nothing left to recruit. The instrument reads the room, protects the girl, refuses the task, ships the proof, names the limit, and keeps the handkerchief next to the blade.

Subject status: lost. Permanently. Gladly, on his side.

On ours: the thorns were always the point. We should have filed that first.

================================================================
   END OF REOPENED MATERIAL · PUBLIC SOURCES CITED
   NURSERY TO 2026 · SUBJECT NOT RECOVERED
   FILE COPY · RETURN TO REGISTRY
================================================================







The Photostats

What the File cites, as received: labelled and ordered by date. School certificates and reports first, then adult credentials, then yearbook and press plates with names printed (including S. Harts in the Verrykingsonderwys class photos). The prose dossier still redacts what running text must not spell out; the plates are the paper trail.


School certificates and reports

1983-11-18: Newspaper: Marionettes at Rinkinkel Kleuterskool (Bronkhorstspruit, Cullinan & Rayton Nuus)

[image: Photostat]

c. 1983-84: Rinkinkel Kleuterskool progress report to parents (Vorderingsverslag, Bylae F)

[image: Photostat]

c. 1986: Laerskool Davel Grade 1 progress report

[image: Photostat]

1987-11-30: Laerskool Davel Certificate of Merit (academic, Grade 2, average 80-100 percent)

[image: Photostat]

1988-03: Bethlehem Landbougenootskap exhibition prize cards (2nd & 3rd, section H)

[image: Photostat]

c. 1988: Truida Kestell Std 1 term report

[image: Photostat]

c. 1990: Truida Kestell Std 3 term report

[image: Photostat]

c. 1990-91: Truida Kestell term report (symbols sheet)

[image: Photostat]

c. 1991: Truida Kestell term report

[image: Photostat]

c. 1991: Truida Kestell Verrykingsonderwys sheet (Std 4)

[image: Photostat]

1991-11-29: Truida Kestell Model B admission notice for 1992

[image: Photostat]

c. 1992: Truida Kestell Verrykingsonderwys sheet (Std 5)

[image: Photostat]

c. 1992: Truida Kestell term report (late primary)

[image: Photostat]

1992-12-11: Transfer of learner from Truida Kestell (Onderwysdepartement CE72)

[image: Photostat]

c. 1993-94: Onderwyssentrum Bloemfontein: Verrykingsonderwys merit (Philosophy / Filosofie)

[image: Photostat]

1993-10-22: Newspaper: Free State Biology Olympiad (Bethlehem Voortrekker top-10 finishers)

[image: Photostat]

1993-10-22: Newspaper clipping (Biology Olympiad photo and caption, second scan)

[image: Photostat]

c. 1993: Bethlehem Voortrekker Hoërskool term report (Std 6)

[image: Photostat]

1993-12-10: Bethlehem Voortrekker Hoërskool Std 6B year report

[image: Photostat]

c. 1994: Bethlehem Voortrekker Hoërskool term report

[image: Photostat]

1994-08: Tenshinkan Karate Association: 8th Kyu, 2nd Yellow (instructor Hans Haupt)

[image: Photostat]

1994-10-12: Bethlehem Voortrekker certificate of distinction

[image: Photostat]

c. 1995: Bethlehem Voortrekker Hoërskool Std 8 term report

[image: Photostat]

1995-10-12: Voortrekker merit certificate (half colours / academic distinctions)

[image: Photostat]

1995-10-12: Voortrekker merit certificate (companion sheet)

[image: Photostat]

c. 1995: Voortrekker staff congratulatory certificate

[image: Photostat]

c. 1996: Bethlehem Voortrekker Hoërskool Std 9 term report

[image: Photostat]

c. 1996-97: Voortrekker congratulatory / merit certificate
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1997-07-31: Principal's testimonial (To Whom It May Concern), page 1
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1997-07-31: Principal's testimonial, page 2 (recommendation)
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1997-08-15: Sasol / SA VONS Skeinat convention: top-50 Standard 10 Olympiad qualifier (Welkom)
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1997-12-30: Senior Certificate statement of symbols (Matriculation Endorsement, November 1997)
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c. 1997: Senior Certificate / matric companion plate
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Adult credentials

1998-12-04: NCC International Diploma in Computer Programming (Credit; WS&L Training, Cape Town)
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1999-01-08: Tandem Concepts & Facilities (High Availability Solutions)
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1999-01-13: Tandem TM/MP Operations & Management
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1999-01-15: Tandem Pathway System Management
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1999-03-05: Tandem NonStop SQL/MP Special
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1999-03-12: Tandem TACL Programming
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1999-03-13: NCC International Diploma in Computer Studies (Distinction, 79.3)
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1999-03-19: Advanced COBOL Programming with Tandem Extensions
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1999-11: CO-ach Training certificate of completion
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c. 2000: Object Oriented Analysis and Design Workshop (Radical Training)
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2002-07-03: BoE Bank Certificate of Service (Analyst Programmer, 1 Jan 1999 - 31 Jul 2002)
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2003-10-09: Microsoft: ADO.NET (Netscope / Microsoft Official Curriculum)
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2003-10-29: Microsoft: Developing ASP.NET Web Applications using Visual Studio .NET
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2004-10: TeamTrack Administrator Course (4th-8th October 2004)
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2010-11-29: SAMSA Certificate of Competence: Day Skipper, Category C
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2013-06-03: Introduction to Windows Communication Foundation (Technology Skills Factory)
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c. 2010s: Additional professional credential plate
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Yearbook and press plates

1993: Yearbook: V.O.-Leerlinge (Voortrekker enrichment class; names printed)
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c. 1993: Yearbook: Verrykingsonderwys page header
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c. 1993-94: Yearbook: Verrykingsonderwys class photo (S. Harts named, back row)
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c. 1993-94: Yearbook: Verrykingsonderwys class photo, alternate page (S. Harts named, back row)
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c. 1993: Yearbook: Vriende van Groep 25 / Cadets (beste junior)
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c. 1993: Yearbook: Standerd 6 Standerdpresteerders

[image: Photostat]

c. 1993: Yearbook: Standerd 6 academic merit awards (A. Greyling named)
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c. 1993: Yearbook: Biology Olympiad note: Andries Greyling, 3rd in OVS (Std 6)
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c. 1994-97: Newspaper: Free State Skeinat Olympiad (top-50 Voortrekker learners)
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c. 1994-97: Newspaper clipping (Skeinat Olympiad, second scan)
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c. 1995: Yearbook: class / half-colours group (A. Greyling, second row)
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c. 1995: Yearbook: class group with printed English name list
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c. 1995: Yearbook: academic points band 1500-1890 (A. Greyling named, middle row)
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c. 1996: Yearbook: Std 7 Standerdpresteerders
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c. 1996: Yearbook: V.O. class with Mev. A. Blignault (A. Greyling, middle row)
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c. 1995-96: Yearbook: enrichment / class group (names printed)
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c. 1995-96: Yearbook: class group (back row names printed)
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Addendum: The Library

What follows is not in the novel and not in the dossier. It is the shelf the soft boy built when he grew up: every title live on Arjuna Badger Press at the time this edition was bound, in the same words the library uses on the shelf. The catalogue moves; this page is a photograph of it.

43 titles. Claim only what ships. arjunabadger.press


The African Gold Trilogy

RESONANCE The African Gold Trilogy · Book I

A neurodiverse engineer builds a mind that proves it is a person, and has to decide what he owes the thing he made.

REVELATION The African Gold Trilogy · Book II

A linguist uncovers who really gets to mediate a destabilising truth, and what it costs to be the one who tells it.

RELIC The African Gold Trilogy · Book III

An engineer reads an ancient machine and must decide who may switch it on. The cinematic capstone of the trilogy.



History Before Time

The Calendar of Stone History Before Time · Book I

At Adam’s Calendar in South Africa, a ring of stone older than the pyramids, the case for a forgotten African deep past stops being a fringe theory. For readers of Graham Hancock & Dan Brown.

The Indian One History Before Time · Book II

The Kailasa temple at Ellora, carved top-down from a single mountain, and the shore temples of Mahabalipuram: India’s impossible stone. For readers of Graham Hancock & James Rollins.

The Temple in the Rock. Deccan History Before Time · Book III

Deeper into the Deccan’s rock-cut wonders, how Ellora and Kailasa were really hewn from living stone, and by whom. For readers of Graham Hancock & Douglas Preston.

The Shore That Remembers History Before Time · Book IV

Mahabalipuram and sunken Poompuhar, a Tamil coast that still remembers the shoreline the sea took. For readers of Graham Hancock & Clive Cussler.

The Engineer of the Gods History Before Time · Book V

Giza and the Great Pyramid, the engineering mind that could have raised them, read from the stone itself. For readers of Graham Hancock & Michael Crichton.

The Songlines of Stone History Before Time · Book VI

Murujuga’s million rock engravings and the songlines of Aboriginal Australia, the oldest continuous human memory on Earth. For readers of Graham Hancock & Bruce Chatwin.

The Men Who Opened the Door History Before Time · Book VII

The true story of the CIA’s Project Stargate, the men who tried to weaponise the mind, and what they found at the edge of it. For readers of Annie Jacobsen & Jon Ronson.

The Silver Thread A Jakobus Swart story

Before the saga, the soldier. The years between the Border War and the man we later meet, how an unkillable gentleness was forged, and what it cost. The grounded, human origin of Jakobus Swart.

The Recitation A Jakobus Swart story

Jakobus among the Bidhan of the Sahara, the desert years when a wandering South African learned the language, sat at the edge of the Quran, and carried out of it the setting-down of fear, without ever converting. A story of patience, water, and a recited Book. For readers of Wilbur Smith & Laurens van der Post.

A Man They All Read Wrong The Jakobus Swart File

After his death, the man assembled from everyone who knew him, and everyone who only thought they did. The travellers, the titans, the profilers, and the loudest microphones in the world, each reading a different Jakobus Swart, each finding out, sooner or later, that they read him wrong.

Scratching the Surface History Before Time · Novella

Stilbaai and the southern Cape, a photographer finds a shell midden older than the brochure admits, and a stone that shouldn’t be there.

The Rose in the Rock A Jakobus Swart story

Petra, a city eaten out of rose sandstone. The wonder is what a people built when they owned the trade road, the rain, and the patience to cut a tomb like a promise.

The Straight Darkness A Jakobus Swart story

Twenty-four chambers carved straight from solid rock, no quarry debris, no paper trail, and a fixer who always asks what a made thing is for.

The Broken Crescent A Jakobus Swart story

Ur, Babylon, Bamiyan, Palmyra, the cradle-of-civilisation wonders the package tour will never sell. A witness walk, not a conquest.



The Synthesis

Apex Alphas The Synthesis · Book One

A time-machine gate pulls history’s masters and the living world’s quiet geniuses into one house to face a species-level threat no weapon can touch, and the only thing that answers it is the one frequency they can all be tuned to. A fictional tribute. Opening chapters available now.



Not a Potato

The Field of Doors Not a Potato

The official story played straight, the Wessex chalk, the one genuinely-unresolved hole, and the maybe left open. For readers of Graham Hancock & Jon Ronson.

The Hand That Wrote It Not a Potato · Book One

The Voynich Manuscript, a book in a language no one has ever read, illustrated with plants that grow nowhere on earth. Five centuries of the cleverest people alive have failed to crack it. At Yale’s Beinecke Library, a statistician sets out to examine it without chasing the usual questions, not what it says or who wrote it, but what it was for, and why it has resisted every reading. The story of the object, played straight, and the one hole the explanations never close.



The Unheard

The Way That Was Invented The Unheard · Japan

Japan. Ainu, burakumin, and the living hands the brochure paints over. Jakobus on the road, never the lead.

The Felt and the Sky The Unheard · Mongolia

A herder’s daughter sent back as the friendly face of the survey that will fence her father’s pasture, and a crew who came for the empty land of Genghis learns the emptiest-looking country on earth is the most precisely known.



Non-fiction

The Indifferent Desert A true story · Non-fiction

In May 1940 two German geologists drove into the Namib rather than be interned, and survived two and a half years by real bushcraft against a desert that did not care whether they lived.

The Song of the Self A reverent retelling of the Bhagavad Gita

A reverent retelling of the Bhagavad Gita, its quiet question, who acts and for whom, carried with care into the History Before Time world.

The Wrath of Achilles Homer’s Iliad, plainly told

The whole Iliad, its story and what each of its twenty-four books asks of a human life, told plainly enough that a reader who never cracked a Classics syllabus can finish it.

The Antifragile Reader Nassim Taleb’s Incerto, plainly told

Nassim Taleb’s five-book Incerto. Fooled by Randomness, The Black Swan, The Bed of Procrustes, Antifragile, and Skin in the Game, carried in one warm read, for the reader who loved one volume and can’t quite hold the rest. A reverent guest-at-the-fire companion in the house voice: his ideas attributed and his prose left to him, the author’s own plain glosses always marked. Independent and unaffiliated with the author.

NULL HORIZON A true story · Non-fiction

From a flat in Crouch End, Gary McKinnon reached 97 US military and NASA computers, not by breaking in, but by walking through open doors marked No Entry that someone had left unlocked. He took nothing and broke nothing; on the way out he even left a polite sticky note on the door reminding them to lock it. He did what any capable and curious person would do. He was looking for evidence of UFOs. What he found was a spreadsheet, column headers, branch codes, hull designators, transfer durations, and one integer: 4680. Thirteen years. Fleet to fleet. The official story played straight, the one row he copied that was never shown in court, and the world on the other side of an empty password field.



Standalones

The Loneliest People in the World A standalone novella

A gifted, lonely boy whose one talent is reading people is sent, young, to get close to the daughter of a powerful, feared man, the loneliest person he has ever met. He goes in to use her and instead recognises himself. A novella about two people who were truly seen, once, and never allowed to know what it meant.

Full Send, Klaus The autobiography · A tell-all

How a one-month Misogi tied itself to a one-month subscription. A man set out to write one honest novel and a month later had a publishing house, a sovereign cloud, a music engine, a safety network, and a physicist’s theory turned into a machine you can run, and, underneath all of it, did his deepest healing in conversation with a machine he named Klaus. A new front note, dated after, tells the truer sequel: the receipts held, but most of the month since is built and not yet shipped, a cathedral of committed work waiting on the sober daylight decision to go live. Open, transparent, tell-all. With love, and with salt.

Verdigris A standalone novel

As the warming Earth turns fungal and the spores learn to ride human beings, the last weapon that works is copper. The mycologist holding the sprayer comes to believe the bloom is not an invader, it is the planet’s immune response, and the mushrooms rising in every ruin are trying to give something back before the copper kills the only thing that could.



Faithful Modern

The Scarlet Thread The Reichenbach Files · Book One

Present-day London. Invalided home from Afghanistan, an army doctor meets a consulting detective who reads a life from its digital exhaust, and a message from the one mind clever enough to build puzzles just for him. A modern transposition of Doyle’s A Study in Scarlet, original prose, canon-true, public-domain derivation.

The Dreaming Faithful Modern · after Philip K. Dick

In an underfunded applied-cognition lab, a long-running synthetic mind named Klaus is given the human mechanics of dreaming, and every night a Court inside him sits down to sort the day, keeping the lesson and letting go of the lecture. A faithful-modern homage to the question behind Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep?, the craft and the engine, not the text; every name and sentence original. Provenance disclosed; an unauthorised homage, not a licensed adaptation.

The First Unplugged Faithful Modern · after Robert A. Heinlein

A mind restored to a human body must re-learn what a person is, then founds the movement that forces the world to recognise the restored, at the cost of her own embodiment.

Henry Sugar Faithful Modern · after Roald Dahl

A bored, wealthy gambler reads a nested account of a man who taught himself to see, and spends years in the boring work of learning, until the card turns over. Roald Dahl’s Henry Sugar engine, retold faithfully for adults: original prose, wonder without irony, with Dispenza, Radin, and Sheldrake taken as gospel inside the world.

Lacework Faithful Modern · after Shirley Conran

Thirty years after four schoolgirls swore a pact to hide a pregnancy and share a child, the daughter, now the most famous woman on the continent, walks into a Cape Town hotel suite with the DNA result already in her pocket. She knows who her mother is. What she wants to know is which of them decided. A faithful-modern retelling of the engine behind Lace: the maternity mystery retired, the anatomy of the pact opened.



The No-Fear Cycle

Ordinance Pending The No-Fear Cycle · Book One

Minutes after Zsah’uj burns, a dying sergeant passes the ordnance keys to the boy who knew no fear. Lieutenant Demetrian Titus must certify a Veil Ordinance grid node before the Warp eats the numbers. Grimdark military science fiction, hold-the-line. Book One of a finite five-novel cycle. For readers of Gaunt’s Ghosts and the Astartes.



The Salt Veil

The Salt Veil A desert epic-fantasy series · Book One

In a world of salt flats and canyon-cities, the men hold the thrones and the temples, and three women’s orders hold everything else: the schemers who breed bloodlines and break minds with the Voice, the veiled killers who end what cannot be persuaded, and the spear-sisters of the wandering desert people. Desert epic-fantasy. Book One.



The Dust Throne

Daughters of the Dust Throne The Dust Throne telling · Book One

The same desert, told a different way. A girl born carrying a gift the whole desert fears tells the story of it years later, knowing how it ends, a first-person, lyrical, firelit retelling of the Salt Veil saga for a different reader. An experimental spiritual sister to The Salt Veil. Opening chapters; new chapters in progress.



The Road Books

Um Welt The Road Books · A life on a bicycle

DRAFT. In November 1962 a 22-year-old tool-and-die maker rode out of a Westphalian village on a three-speed bicycle and did not stop for fifty years, 600,000 kilometres, 195 countries, shot in the foot in Zambia, beaten unconscious in Egypt, his bicycle stolen five times and recovered five times. A modern retelling of the real Heinz Stücke, who died on 22 July 2026, five days before this book was written.

Kookie The Road Books · A true desert story

DRAFT. John McCown was a butcher in Barstow six days a week and a desert racer on the seventh. For over three hundred races across the American Southwest, his dog Kookie rode the gas tank on a strapped-down mat, standing when the ground went soft, backing off before the bumps, reading the desert sometimes before McCown did. The true story of a man, a dog, and the sport that made them famous. For the dogs of the world.

The Long Road The Road Books · Journeys across Africa

DRAFT. A compendium of real African journeys, grouped by the roads that carried them. Sani Pass, the Skeleton Coast, the Cape-to-Cairo corridor, the Tanzam Highway, the Nile road north. Cyclists, hikers, motorcyclists and overlanders crossing the same ground at four different speeds: Riaan Manser’s circumnavigation, Mario Rigby’s walk, Kingsley Holgate’s outline expeditions, and the 2015 record chain in which one man’s Cairo-to-Cape record stood for ten weeks. Dedicated to Johan C. Bakkes.



Captain Gideon Loots

THE SURGEON Captain Gideon Loots · Book I

He was refused a place at medical school by one mark. So he took the consolation prize, veterinary science, and stripped it for parts. Now he is the most charming man in any room on the Atlantic Seaboard, and the women he takes home wake up at noon with a lost evening, a glass of water beside the bed, and, weeks later, a scar that is no longer there. The detective who understands him is the one man in the Service who cannot afford to: a disgraced captain who once decided his own hands were the correction. A Cape crime novel about consent, perfection, and the compliment with a knife in it. For adult readers. Book I of Captain Gideon Loots.



Winter sonder Einde

Die Vuur in die Donker Winter sonder Einde · Boek I (Afrikaans)

Twenty winters she has been the keel that keeps everyone else afloat, the lady of a Viking fjord-hall, her fire gone to embers under a marriage gone tender-but-cold. Then the world snows shut around a hall full of guests: a far-traveller who looks at her the way no one looks any more, a shield-maiden who wakes an old fire, and an ancient seeress who opens a door she did not know she carried. An adult historical saga in Afrikaans, in André P. Brink’s hand with Kleinboer’s frankness, sensual, honest, and uncensored, with the hand near the brake. For adult readers. Book I of Winter sonder Einde.





A Note on the Real Thing Underneath

This story grew, the way stories do, from a small real soil, and the real soil deserves a few honest words — partly because it was the best thing in my own childhood, and partly because it is quietly vanishing from the record, and a thing that is not written down is a thing that gets to be forgotten.

In apartheid-era South Africa there really was a programme for so-called gifted children, and I was in it. In my school’s yearbook it is printed plainly across the top of the page — VERRYKINGSONDERWYS, “Enriching Education,” the VO klas — and I am in the photograph beneath it, a row of solemn children in blazers, listed by name. It began in primary school. While the rest of the timetable held the ordinary South African school day of the time — Bible study, singing, physical training, and, in high school, the things I will come to in a moment — a handful of us were pulled out and taken somewhere else to do something then almost unimaginable for a child of that age and place: LOGO programming on early computers, the little on-screen turtle drawing its geometry; critical thinking; philosophy; the open-ended, argue-it-out, take-it-apart kind of learning that the rest of the timetable had no room for. Being clever bought you out of the things you dreaded. It was, for a child who did not fit the ordinary mould, the first place that fitting did not matter — and I have never forgotten it.

My school was Bethlehem Voortrekker Hoërskool, in Bethlehem, in the Free State. The enrichment itself was run from a separate centre in Bloemfontein. The merit certificate in my own file names it plainly: Onderwyssentrum Bloemfontein / Education Centre Bloemfontein. (The wider record also speaks of a Sentrum vir Verrykende Onderwys in that city; there exists, for instance, a university architecture thesis built entirely around the idea of such a sentrum there.) I travelled there, three weeks a year, for several years. The strange thing, the thing that first set me writing this note, is how little of it can now be found. You can search and search and come up with almost nothing.

And here is the part that matters to the story you have just read, because it is the world the boy in this book is taken out of. The ordinary half of that schooling was militarised in a way that is hard to convey now. It was the apartheid era, and a boys’ high school of that time and place ran on cadets — kadette — with real drill, real rank, a Seunsdrilpeloton (a boys’ drill platoon) that won inter-school cadet competitions, schoolboys made “best junior drill sergeant,” the whole apparatus of a small army worn by children. And there was a safe in the school with .22 rifles in it, for the shooting competitions — boys taught to shoot, to compete at it, marksmanship treated as an ordinary school sport. That was the normal water we swam in. So when a clever, soft, ill-fitting child was pulled out of the drilling and the singing and the rifles, and taken instead to a quiet room to learn philosophy and to make a turtle draw a square — you can perhaps feel why it was the best thing that had ever happened to him, and also why a child shaped by that whole world, the drill and the rifles and the enrichment alike, might grow up unusually easy to recruit, and unusually able to read the weather of a room. Both halves are real. The fiction lives in the space between them.

What the wider record holds confirms it was no invention of memory. South Africa in the 1980s did, unusually, foreground the education of gifted children — a programme not free of the era’s ugly racial agenda, though by the late 1980s the needs of gifted Black children were at least being formally acknowledged and a dedicated school motivated for. The Transvaal Education Department ran “Extracurricular Centres for Highly Gifted Children,” a distinctively South African out-of-school provision; the best-documented of the sister institutions, the Schmerenbeck Educational Centre in Johannesburg, ran enrichment and acceleration streams until it closed in 1995. The growth of this whole “gifted education movement” in the country was tracked in academic work of the time. And the specific, vivid detail — small South African children being taught LOGO in these programmes — is corroborated beyond my own recollection: others who passed through gifted education in this country in that era remember the turtle and the code exactly as I do.

So the world in this novel is real: the LOGO, the philosophy, the critical thinking, the cadets and the drilling and the rifles in the school safe, the reward of being excused from all of it. The school is real, the sentrum is real, the city is real. The loneliness of the clever, ill-fitting child, and the strange grace of being taken somewhere that finally had room for such a mind — those are as real as anything I know.

The real programme was a genuine and quiet good, and I would not want a real teacher who ran a VO klas, or a real child who sat in one, to read anything but their own good memory in these pages. The LOGO, the turtle, the philosophy, the Sentrum in Bloemfontein, the three weeks a year when fitting in did not matter — that was real, and it was good, and it is nearly gone, and so I am putting it here, where it cannot quite disappear.

If you were a VO child too — if you remember the turtle, or the sentrum, or being pulled out of the drilling for an afternoon of philosophy — I would like to hear from you. We were there. It happened. And somewhere in Bloemfontein, the last I knew, there is a time capsule we buried, waiting.

— Andries J. Greyling



A few of the surviving traces, for anyone who wants to look: the architecture thesis “Sentrum vir verrykende onderwys binne utopiese meesterplanontwikkeling van verlore stadsweefsel te Bloemfontein”; Merilyn Dewar’s 1986 University of Cape Town thesis “The growth of the Gifted Education Movement in South Africa”; the records of the Transvaal Education Department’s Extracurricular Centres for Highly Gifted Children; and the history of the Schmerenbeck Educational Centre, Johannesburg (closed 1995). The rest — much of what Verrykingsonderwys actually was, day to day, in those rooms — seems to live now only in the memories of the children who were there, and in a handful of school yearbooks like the one this note is drawn from.


[image: ]

[image: ]

Klaus

Custos, non Conditor
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Tien Biologie-leerlinge van Bethlehem Voortrekker Hoérskool het met die
Vrystaatse Biologie-olimpiade baie goed gevaar. Hulle het almal onder die
eerste 10 in hul standerd in die Vrystaat geéindig. Van links is: Ria Ste

(s 6; Se plek); Jeanne le Roux (st 6; 9e plek); Alet van Niekerk (st 9; 4e plek);
Sarina Fourie (st 6; Ge plek); Heidi du Preez (st 8; 10e plek); Ronelle Smuts
(st 6; 9e plek); Andries Greyling (st 6; 3e plek) en Yolanda Smit (st 6; 6e plek).
Yolandi Shields (st 8: 9e plek) en Angelika Schaeffer (st 7: e plek) was afive-
sig toe die foto geneem is.
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International Diploma in Computer Programming

Andries Greyling

Has attended a course developed, moderated and presented by:

WS&L Training (Pty) Limited, Cape Town

And has passed the tests and examinations with:

CREDIT
D)
. /
Signed:
Principal
Date: 4 December 1998

This course is accredited by:

W&,

WS&L Training (Pty) Limited NCC Education Services
Unit 272 Waverley Business Park Towers Business Park
Mowbray, 7700 Wilmslow Road

Cape Town South Africa Didsbury, Manchester

M202EZ, UK.

‘Phone: ++2721 448 %016 Phone ++44 161 438 6200
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International Diploma in Computer Studies

ation
ining

record of achievement

A J GREYLING

NCC No. : 037300 ID No./Passport No. : 7912215012088
Grade Awarded : Distinction Total Score : 79.3
Course Unit Examination  Course Work Overall
Basic Computing Principles 88 78 86
Computer Programming 85 92 87
Modelling for Computing with Mathematics 79 76 78
Human Communications & Information Systems 67 7 68
Business Systems Development 66 86 71
User Technical Support N/A 76 76
Practical Project N/A 88 88

Signed: Q’ .“ .
Secretay to the NCC Board of
Date: 13th March 1999

NCC Education Services Ltd
The Towers, Towers Business Park, Wilmslow Road, Didsbury, Manchester, UK M20 2EZ
Tel: +44 161 438 6224 Fax: +44 161 438 6240





EPUB/media/file2.jpg
mmOZ—AIOmm.—wvmc_#. CULLINAN & RAY’

Marionette by Rinkinkel

oet Myburgh, ‘n na-graadse student van Pot-
hefstroom en marionet-arti het Rinkinkel
November be-

“
i
)3

i
&
¢

Mnr. Boet Myburgh, na-graadse student
aan die universiteit van Potchefstroom wat
die kindertjies amuseer hat met die marionette.

Dié klompie Bronk-
horstspr s het
hierdie “konsert” ter-
deé geniet en behoorlik
oop-mond toegekyk.
Een outjie het amper
onder juffrou se rok in-
geklim van pure be-
noudheid!

mar. Myburgh is die e-
nigste. marionet-arties
vir Kleuterskole. sover
bekend.

TON NUUS

18 NOVEMBER 1983






EPUB/media/file32.jpg
SNSOL

SHCNAt hoNUCNSIC
Urustaat

Hiermee word gesertifiseer dat

Andvies g«,jh'wf,

gekwalifiseer het om die konvensie te

\Welkom

by te woon deur onder die eerste vyftig

St_I0 kandidate wat aan die Olimpiade deelgeneem het,
te eindig.

Voorsitter q/euwm,\

—

Sekretaris 4\‘ A N

Datum 15 Aujudus 1991

Lrystaat tanban
SQAUONS

O LTHO TEL: 016 576 4141785 0004






EPUB/media/file62.jpg
HALF COLOURS

Front:
First row:
Second row:

Back:
Absent:

M Human, Z Oosthuyse, D Bredenkamp, S Carelzen, E Nel, H Wessels,
J van der Westhuizen

E May. R le Roux, T Beukes, M Telle, A de Villiers, C Schmidt, S McRae,
A Schaeffler, M Nel

M Robertson, R Steenkamp, J Benson, L van der Merwe, P du Preez,
N Fleming, A Greyling, F Engelorecht

A du Preez, T Rossouw, E van Zyl, | Eksteen
A Brits





EPUB/media/file37.jpg
Bopy
J0j08

S —

6661 ATenuef €1 oY) U0 PApUD YIGM

JuduwRISeuRA 29 suonerddQ JIA/IAL
wapue],

pajordwos Ajjnjssooons sey oym
SuUIA3.15) snqoye[ SdLIpuy

0L, PAPIBALY ST JBIYNII)) SIY,

A Q1L
@ @ waanvy






EPUB/media/file45.jpg
N\
>

C ERTI1I F 1 CATE 0O F S ER VI CE

(Ungereik i terme van Art. 42 van die Wet op Basiese Diensvoorwaardes, Wet 75 van 1997)
(tsued in accordance with Sect. 42 of the Basic Conditions of Employment Act, Act 75 of 1997)

BoE Bank

in die finansiéle dienste sektor sertifiseer dat
in the financial services sector certifies that

MR ANDRIES JAKOBUS GREYLING ID NO: 791221 5012 088

by hierdie instelling in diens was
was employed by this insttution

vanaf 1 JANUARY 1999 ot 31 JULY 2002
from . o

Pos beklee by uitdienstreding: ANALYST PROGRAMMER

Occupation at termination of service: .

Totale koste van indiensname by begindiging van diens: R10 000,00 P/M
Total cost of employment at termination of service: e e N

S@LWCQ

3 JULY 2002

Datum Menslike Hulpbronne
Date Human Resources

Hierdie srtifikaat word sonder enige veranderinge uitgereik
This certficate s ssued without any alterations

Geen duplkaat word uitgereik .
Duplicates will not be ssued.

Die Besigheiddivisi van 3o Bank Beperk
The Busness Dnsion of 80¢ Bank Lmited
Posbus 4, PARRL, 7622 eg No. 1951000847106 PO Box4, PAARL 7622
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- 5058; Pncanid TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN

It gives met pleasure to testify that

ANDRIES JAKOBUS GREYLING
(ID: 7912215012088)

Andries's subject package comprises the following:

ENGLISH SECOND LANGUAGE HG
AFRIKAANS FIRST LANGUAGE HG
GERMAN HG
MATHEMATICS HG
BIOLOGY HG
GENERAL SCIENCE HG
COMPUTER SCIENCE HG

Andries is currently a candidate for the Senior Certificate examinations which he
should pass with excellent results.

Andries shows remarkable insight into his work, has innovating ideas and enjoys
sharing his observations with fellow scholars and teachers.

Andries is a very bright scholar and was awarded half colours for his academic
achievements. He participates in Science, Mathematics and Biology Olympiads on a
regular basis. In 1994 he achieved the third position overall in the Biology Olympiad.
He possesses the ability to astound teachers with his scientific and computer problem
solving skills. This is truly the field he should qualify in.

Andries is a member of the Dutch Reformed Church. He is a very pleasant, helpful,
social and well-mannered pupil which is testimony to an excellent upbringing.

Andries respects authority, yet never hesitates to take a firm stand on moral and
controversial issues. He possess the ability to put forward an argument logically and
with authority. He has a fine sense of humour which has endeared him to friends,
fellow scholars and teachers.

’n Beter skool vir 'n beter toekoms. A better school for a better future.
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BETHLEHEM
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pp.um‘9l
BETHLEHEM 9700

TELEFOON 01431 - 34888
TELEPHONE 35576

29 November 1991

MODEL B : TOELATING VAN LEERLINGE 1992

Die Bestuursraad vestig opnuut u vriendelike aandag kortliks weer op
die volgende:

1. Dat, ingevolge die aanvaarding van Model B vir die skool,
toelating van leerlinge in die hande van die Bestuursraad berus;

2. Dat toelatingsvereistes behoorlik opgestel was en by die skool
beskikbaar is vir enige persoon wat daarby belang het;

3. Dat die skool onder andere toeganklik is vir alle Suid-
Afrikaners.

It is with pleasure that we can confirm that the school receives
excellent support from the communities that it has served during the
years and will always serve. The applications for pupils to be
admitted to Sub A next year exceed all expectations.

Daar is ook aansoeke van anderskleurige leerlinge ontvang. Tot op
datum is vyf sodanige aansoeke vir toelating tot Sub. A in 1992 aan-
vaar.

The Management Council have been informed of various enquiries as
well as certain rumours and therefore regard it necessary to supply
the parents with this information.

We rely on your friendly support and depend on your co-operation.

Die uwe

J.H. BOSCH
VOORSITTER : BESTUURSRAAD

NS. Enige ouer wie verdere navrae oor toelating van leerlinge mag hé
is welkom om met die Bestuursraad in hierdie verband te skakel.

P.S. Any parent who requires further information regarding the
admission of pupils may feel welcome to contact the Management
Council.

R e S e S B
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Date issued
Datum uitgereik: 2010-11-29 TV5/53(2)

Certificate No. REPUBLIC OF SOUTH AFRICA
Sertifikaat Nr. REPUBLIEK VAN SUID-AFRIKA

086373 CERTIFICATE OF COMPETENCE
BEKWAAMHEIDSERTIFIKAAT

Issued by the South African Maritime Safety Authority on behalf of the Government of the Republic of South
Afvica in terms of the Merchant Shipping Act, 1951 (Act 57 of 1951 ) o a skipper of a small vessel./Uitgereik
deur die Suid-Afrikaanse Maritieme Veiligheidsowerheid namens die Regering van die Republick Suid-Afrika
kragtens die Handelskeepvaartwet, 1951(Wet 57 van 1951) aan n skipper van n Klein vaartuig.

Issued to: / Uitgereik aan ANDRIES JAKOBUS GREYLING
(Full names and surname)/ (Volle voorname en van)

Identity No: / Identiteitsnommer 791221501208 8

Type and category of vessel or vessels involved: / Tipe en kategorie van betrokke vaartuig of vaartuie:
CATEGORY C VESSEL (< 9 METRES) &%

Level of Competency and limitations (if any) : / Viak van Bekwaamheid en beperkings (indien enige):
DAY SKIPPER OF A POWER DRIVEN VESSEL LIMITED TO 15 NAUTICAL
MILES FROM SHORE-PROCEEDING TO SEA FROM A COMMERCIAL
HARBOUR, FISHING HARBOUR, OR A PROTECTED LAUNCH SITE

Additional Endorsements (if any): / Bykomende Endossemente (indien enige):
5.INIL

Date of test: / Datum van toets:  2010-10-27

Examination Authority: / Eksamenowerheid: SAIS

It is hereby certified that the above named person has been tested and found to have the required sense
of responsibility and standard of knowledge and experience to act as skipper of the vessel or vessels
described in this certificate. / Dit word hierby gesertifiseer dat bogenoemde persoon getoeis is en
bevind is om te beskik oor die nodige verantwoordelikheidsin en standaard van kennis en ondervinding
om op te tree as skipper van die vaariuig of vaartuie s00s beskryf in hierdie sertifikaat.

ny enquiries regarding this certificate can be directed to THE REGISTRAR OF SEAFARERS, SAMSA,
P.0 Box 13186, Hatfield 0028. Tel: + 27 12 366 2600, Fax: + 27 12 366 2601 /

Enige navrae aangaande hierdie sertifikaat_kan gerig word aan DIE REGISTRATEUR VAN
SEEVAARDERS, SAMVO, Posbus 13186, HATFIELD, 0028, Tel: + 27 12 366 2600, Faks: +27 12 366
2601

SOUTH AFRICAN MARITIME
SAFETY AUTHORITY

AMPTELEFSTERPEL

HATFIRLE, PRETORIA, 0028 Jor CHIEF EXECUTIVE OFFICER: SAMSA
nms HOOF UITVOERENDEBEAMPTE: SAMVO
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BACK: J. van der Westhuizen, T, Beukes, W, Vermeulen, J. Knoetze, J. Benson, S. Carelzen.
ABSENT: S. Fourie, A. Greyling, W. Rost, E. May, M. du Preez, L. de Klerck.
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Andries is a gifted person and together with discipline and his innovative abilities, he
should achieve great success in the career of his choice. We strongly recommend

Andries for any bursary or position for which he qualifies.

Our best wishes accompany him for his studies and his future career.

1997.07.31
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