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ills, scattered — e waves

the girl walks quic

mother buys for his bab

the good kind
of anything, but h;
sure to buy the mxvmsm?m ut his

still there. But fo
been damaged, an

, small photographe

before they were force

turn was positioned before a sheet of purple imitation

velvet. The photographer worked quickly m.sm 255—.:
much interest in his subjects. The whole family had their

portraits taken in less than five minutes. |
There seemed then to Amir an air of futility to it all.

Elsewhere their neighbors were packing suitcases, hoard-
securing and, if need be, forging travel
documents. And yet for some reason Amir’s mother had
been adamant on going to the makeshift photography

studio down the street and getting these portraits taken.
Amir saw no use in it, and would not respond to the pho-
tographer’s request to look his way and smile.
Now, observing his mother’s face inside the locket—a
face that projected a kind of contentment with life as it
was, a calmness—he feels that when he gets home he

should apologize for having been difficult that day.
Amir closes the locket. In the afternoon heat he feels

ing supplies,
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1Ight and sound of Eo:w M,_M»B:. silently
- 1hey speak his

:SEM:Q in a language
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comingtoa

s into the driveway,

he woman stands. S

nly on the young ¢
car and, taking 1n the

ouple.

A short, slight
scene, begins speaking In urgent tones.
The woman replies with a single word Amir is unable
+o understand.
nd, but she cuts him off. She

The man tries to r€spo
rurns not just her head b
body, such that her weapon m
man. She repeats the same word.
into the house. AS though no con
place at all, the woman trains her gu

agers kneeling in the yard.
One of the tee

ut, for an instant, her whole

omentarily points at the
The man nods and runs
versation has taken

n back on the teen-

heir kneeling bodies; and the two

of them fall flat to the ground as though the bullets had

gone through them. In the outbuilding, Amir to0 pushes
the plywood, the terrible reverber-

himself down against
ing through him, dragging with it

ation of gunfire runn
past reverberation.

11 of them, until, a few minutes later, a

They stay there, 2
couple of trucks, painted the dark green of military cair-







plain 10 som
r out on the t
“Youre already |
don’t know what you
n more fluent 1 En-

help.
0 ONne left to com .
wo Eritreans
who'd been dr ost, owzw
in English. “You re

Bmsmonmmaoa
doing.” TO which Teddy, the Eritrea

glish, could only r

“Do you?”
Soon the storm WOI

the boat’s vicious rockin

their seats. They held on
ing, and in the dark the

pleas and prayers. Amir sa
Each wave lifted the boat hi

preemptive crevice of the nex

ground giving way beneath him,
on to Umm Ibrahim’s swollen ankles to steady himself.
He felt the woman’s hands on the shoulders of his life

vest, struggling to steady herself as well.
smmagmarmsam: who

“Just sit down and don’t move,
mmn:mnr»ammwmao:oo:ra smugglers about Amir, an

Egyptian who would only give his name as Mohamed.

“The sea is like this—in a minute it’ll pass.”

Nobody listened, but as quickly as it started, the storm
ede. The water calmed and the waves evened
d once more to steam. In the dark,
gers laugh uncontrolla-

Amir involuntarily held

began to rec

out and the rain turne
Amir heard some of the passen
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he noticed the Syrian, W

Bin Wali

wearing a vest twice as
[t's a vest for a man, not a boy.”

Cw—w —
| —

d. talking about him.

“Look at this.” Walid said,
big as he 1s.

pointing at Amir. “He’s
It makes no sense.

»
!

“You’re too big
man, a slim,

wenties and

“It’s not too big, Amir ﬁ:& back.
“Leave the boy alone,” replied another

bald Egyptian who looked to be in his late t
who would, during the ensuing conversation,
duce himself to the neighboring passengers as Kamal
Roushdy. “Who cares if it’s big for him? Maybe it’ll save

his life if this piece of garbage springs a leak.”
» Walid replied. “These men

“It’s about more than that,
ding out life vests made for

took our money. They’re han
adults to little kids; God knows what else theyre doing

improperly.”
Wﬁ this, Mohamed started laughing.
You're on a matchbook in the middle of the ocean

and you're talking about doin y,” he said.

“Brother, you left properly behind on the dock
Walid pointed at Mohamed but spoke to the people

around him. “That’s their man, by the way, he said. “1

knew they wouldn't <end us out without a SPY onboard.”

Mohamed nodded. =

better believe they have people

o can find you even i
the moon.

»
N

f you make 1t all the way

people wh
Now keep your mouth

up to Sweden, America,



on April twenty-

her foreign mantra.
ut. I will have baby
aby. Please

Hello. I am pregna
eight. I need hospital and doctor to have safe b

help.
“Please. Please,” said curly-haired Palestinian named
with Walid Bin Walid,

Maher Ghandour, who, along
d. made up the nucleus

Kamal Roushdy and Mohame

of Amir’s small corner of the boat. Of these passengers;
Maher was the one who had first caught Amir’s attention.
He was thin and clean-shaven and dressed in a shirt that
looked to be about a decade older than his twenty or SO

years. Bandages covered the tips of all his fingers.

“What?” Umm Ibrahim replied.

“Please, not Blease. P-uh, not b-uh.”
So you're an English teacher, are you?”
mlm_,:.lm.a moB.%...

Maher raised his palm. “YouT
Leave me alone, Umm Ibrahim said.

learn it. They don't treat you well unless you spea

language.”
Mohamed, the smugglers’ apprentice, chuckled. “You
Take off that bedsheet

want to speak their language?
you’re wearing and throw .+ in the ocean. Their language

isn’t just about words.”

k their
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his ship, Amir knew.

g in the lower deck, the thing exhaling

e it, almost, through a small crack in

under slivers of flashlight that

d human armada of limbs and

ht sight of him and at which
ense of

iefly before a great S
forced himself to look away.

gling and raspin
fumes. He could se
the boards beneath him,

Tluminated a tight-packe
eyes, a pair of which caug

indecency took hold and he
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5 t has ruined the tour-
€ grounds of thei

i) eir hotel.
demand a refund. 5¢d couple argue about whether to

After she pays for four

.@mzu back to the main r
Hzﬁmwmmnnoz.

4 truck slows @ o .
mﬂﬁhﬂi rolls down. She recognizes :mmediately the
. d, handsome face of the man who’s been chosen 0
bpoacs: o up the illegals, ber

< old friend Colonel Dimitr1 Kethros.

thers ..
amir& have you got there?” he asks, smiling and
pointing to the plastic bag 1n her hand

“Just Junch,” Vanna replies “Bought it from Xenios
for Mom and Dad.”

«gmells good. I don’t suppoOse you bought any extra,
by any chance?” a

lying and from this lie will deduce exactly what mr.ow up
0. He has that look about him, of a man in possession of

exactly as much information as he needs.

He is one of the largest . .
and only a little taller than nost, but well built; solid

in a way she associates with
many of the soldiers dispatched to the island are scrawny

and barely out of their teens. In the thick straightness of
his jawline and the width of his shoulders, the inverted
triangle of him, he seems to have been built to excel at

work that demands uniform and insignia. But he also rmw
a charming smile, and this, more than any other facet o

what he projects to the world, is what Vanna distrusts

the most.
Kethros chuckles.

he says. He pats the s
waves her on. “Hurry up

«“you can’t blame a man for trying,
:de of the passenger door and then
before it gets cold.”

s it nears her; the passenger-

VQ;.._.
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up on the table, a small, bitter

been mmr::m again.
From O?ZQUOOQ

Védnna walk
St
o the courtyard. Her father taps th
e seat

next to his. He trj
tries to put the cap back on a bottl
ottle of

Harborshi
ne
tiles. H . but stumbles and dro :
- He smiles and shrugs Ps 1t onto the stone

79

then picks Up the bottle cap and a red plastic cup and an

turned ashtray off the floor.
hinking, her father says. I'm

« f she tells you I was, she’s

ove .
«1 know what yourIe t

lying.

< %m ‘< a small man, and in his smallness there 1s an

ingrained element of youth that for years made him look

2 decade younger than he is. But now; 1n middle age, it
n air of ridiculousness,

has begun to bestow on him a
like the character in a movie Vanna once saw who aged

four times faster than other children. His
hair is now slowly easing 1nto a comb-over,

strangely childlike.

Vinna sets one of the t
in front of him. He smiles an
but does not touch the food.

“I saw Colonel Kethros and so
the road when I was walking back,
to sound uninterested. “You didn't
coming from, did you?”

But her father doesn’t seem tO b

stares out at the forest across the road.
She can’t tell cruel from strong,” he says. “Never

akeout containers on the t
d rubs her arm in gratitude

me soldiers driving up
» Vinna says, trying
see where they were

e listening at all. He

could.”
eard all this before, and

knows what’s coming next. S

nearby trash can and sets it bac
ho lived,” her father says.

“'m so glad it was you W
her that never comes.

He pauses for a response from
It’s always the same Story; the story he tells her because
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he can’t brip 1d. She stares at the
against her M Mﬂ”m_m t0 simply agk her to side With hip, yannas mother .wmm.o:wm Wmh Mwmvwrm Says, “Take 1t mo
“That’s right,” he continuec bag & morment, %_:r“wrm in the school gymnasium.
before you. They both died me Hromm were two boys Nimra, to that Nwowmm%a Vinna asks. .
She knows he won't sto - ..s:&,ﬁ i n ﬁ.r.Emv just give 1t tO her. Go, now.
she says nothing, P outll she plays along, S, “\an Mﬂwwﬂmﬂw mwwnr the bag. k into the
anna back into

he disappears |
turns with a pair of yel-

m down to the yard,

“She only ever wanted boys,”

SO &wmwvo::ma th
: ater 1€
He watchos at the one who lived was you.” bedroom and a moment V o=
“'m . - m.ch with drunkenne low kitchen gloves. She t .8
not taking sides,” she says. where they land at Vannas feet.

ner father says. “She yas «ait,” her mother says. S

SS, CXpectant,

“Who’s askin
. 5 You to take sides?” he replies. “Ir ; - . hay-
Hw::.#.m you the truth. The truth Hesmerite 1o Mm_wwmm M S In the farmhouse she finds the boy sitting %@%: Mrmmm&h\m
.< AhNa picks up the other takeout 8:359.. i loft, a towel for a blanket, curled up; feta’ asbmnmbam
g0Ing to eat in the farmhouse,” she s . ‘Tm each other, both express a kind of relief ﬁ.rﬂﬁ nw:
She crosses the courtyard. She sees mud prints in the the border of language between them, a lig _ Mwwn_m M< -
anwm, ¥O"by-two in one direction, many in another, a “P'm sorry” Vinna says, - Lhey had sold!
angled mess of Strangers’ tracks. There’s a o Y— vw where....” 1o of maple
She walks faster : She stops speaking. She walks to the open Jug o -
On her way to where she’ 1id. She climbs the staircase a
| e’s left the bov ; a1 syrup and closes the lid. - A
Ing, she hears her parents ¢ Jay 0 S atiuil sits beside him. “Here,” she says, sliding the ——

bedroom window swing open.

She turns. tainer in front of him. “Eat some real food.

The boy devours the meal. The nmﬁao: with JNH“MW
he treated her during their first meeting momen

wreck on the beach and th : :
e soldiers blocked th h.” disappears. S
Her mother | . & pakn, | « “ ick.” she says. But he 1gn
Vinna folla eM :MN_M In the direction of the farmhouse. Slow aoswbld\oc _ﬁ_ GM MM? B
the ground e o finda nalf-open gym g Vmﬂ.\,.wma w”o . Mw@Wﬁ%m reaches over and gently wipes a
y . en he is done, . o1 th
He forgot to take it,” Vinna’ smear of ketchup from the corner of his mouth with the

] towel he sits on. :
Her father laughs. “ tail of the to iving him a thumb’s-up. He

P Our brave protector,” he says, “Who

responds in kind.
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Em direction of a lon
side of the mwoﬁwfo:mM

no

tin-
in-roofed building on the other

€ a high scho
OH m B .
for those without nM:MMMzB -

point of reference on which to fix,

Amir watched him strug-

was a short, skinny mar,
gerated Dy the ship’s
curn of its own voli-

¢ was Teddy’s shift again.
ole in the wheelhouse. He
his slightness of frame €Xag
oversize wheel, which seemed to
tion exactly in the opposite directio
wished to steer. The boat tilted and b

times the starboard side dropped do
a wave, a spray of mist came through

Still, Teddy held fast, and in the d

the broken window.

it was just as likely as

he intended it to 8O-

not the boat was going where
s book. " You want some

Maher looked up from hi

help?” he asked.
Teddy shrugged. «There’s not much to help with.” He
tapped the cloudy mme..ch,d_wm compass attached to the
hich a needle sputtered wildly

helm’s dash, inside of W
Just keep it on N, right?”

« ’ .
I guess SO, Maher said.
es for the passengers over-

It took only a few sentenc
rown.Sm:um 8:29.3&0:8 become aware that of those

n of wherever Teddy

obbed and every few
wn from the apex of

arkness, without any




