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For everyone who has ever followed
a coastline just to see where it leads.
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CHAPTER ONE

Landfall

thought to check it against the water itself. Marisol

Andeen found the discrepancy on a Tuesday, kneeling
on the wet rocks below the Cape Isolde light with a plumb line
in one hand and her grandfather’s brass sextant in the other,
and for a long moment she simply watched the tide erase her
footprints and said nothing at all.

The coastline, according to the Admiralty survey of 1962,
ran due north-northeast from the lighthouse for four hundred
meters before curving inland around a shoal that no longer
existed. Marisol had sailed past that shoal a hundred times as
a child, had watched her father steer wide of it out of habit
rather than necessity, and had never once asked why a rock
that showed on every chart in the harbormaster’s office had
not shown itself to her in twenty-two years of looking. Now she
knew. The shoal was gone, worn down by decades of current,
and the coastline behind it had crept forward to fill the space,
patient as only stone and water can be patient.

She measured the new angle three times before she trusted
it. Then she opened her field notebook, the one with the salt-
stained cover that her mother had given her the week she left
the university, and began to draw the coastline as it actually
was rather than as it had been recorded. It was slow work.
Every inlet had to be walked, every rock face measured against
the last known fixed point, every old assumption tested and,
more often than not, discarded. By the time the light began

T HE chart had been wrong for eleven years before anyone



to fail she had covered perhaps sixty meters of shoreline, and
she felt, for the first time since she had accepted this absurd
commission from a dying newspaper’s dying cartography desk,
that she was doing something that mattered.

The letter had arrived on the same morning as her reassign-
ment papers, tucked into the same envelope as though the postal
service itself had decided the two things belonged together. It
was addressed to a woman named Ines Calder, forwarded from
an address in the old fishing quarter that had been condemned
for twenty years, and it was written in a hand so careful and so
cramped that Marisol had needed her grandfather’s magnifying
glass to read the first line: By the time this reaches you, the
meridian will have moved again, and I will not have told you
why.

She should have returned it. Instead she read it twice,
folded it back along its original creases, and placed it inside the
same notebook where she was redrawing the coast — as if the
two mysteries, the moving shoreline and the moving meridian,
might somehow explain each other if she simply kept them close
enough together.



CHAPTER TWO

The Harbormaster’s
Ledger

The harbormaster’s office at Cape Isolde had not been reno-
vated since the light itself was electrified, and it showed its age
in the particular way that government buildings on forgotten
coastlines always did: peeling paint above the waterline, im-
maculate order below it. Petros Vann kept forty years of tide
tables in a locked cabinet behind his desk, and he unlocked it
for Marisol only after she had explained, twice, that she was
not there to close anything down.

“Nobody surveys this coast because nobody profits
from this coast,” he told her, sliding a ledger across
the desk with the reluctance of a man handing over
something he had never expected to need again.
“You’ll want the volume from sizty-one. That’s the
year the numbers stop matching the rocks.”

She found the entry before she found the reason for it: a
single line, dated the fourteenth of March, noting a triangulation
reading that placed the Cape Isolde meridian marker four
arc-seconds west of where it had stood the previous survey.
Four arc-seconds was nothing to a sailor and everything to a
cartographer. Four arc-seconds, walked forward year after year,
was exactly enough to explain a shoal that had wandered out
of a hundred honest charts and into the sea.

What it did not explain was why someone had gone to
the trouble of writing to a woman who no longer lived at the



only address anyone had for her, in a hand shaking with an
urgency that had nothing to do with rocks. Marisol copied the
triangulation figures into her own notebook, thanked Petros
Vann for his trouble, and walked back out into a wind that
smelled, unmistakably, of a coastline about to change its mind
again.

That night she read the letter a third time, and on the
third reading she noticed what she had missed twice before: a
postscript, added in a different ink, giving not an address but
a set of coordinates. She did not yet know what waited at the
far end of them. She knew only that the meridian had moved
once before without anyone troubling to write it down, and
that this time, whatever else happened, someone intended it to
be witnessed.



END OF SAMPLE



ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Flena Kastrinos grew up on a working harbor and spent a decade
surveying coastlines before she began writing fiction about the
people who draw them. The Meridian Line is her first novel. She

lives, as she always has, within sight of the water.

COLOPHON

This book was typeset in Latin Modern, a scalable descendant of Computer
Modern, at 11 points on 14 points of leading, within a 6 X 9 in. trim with a
0.125 in. bleed and a 0.3 in. binding offset. Chapter openings use a hand-set
ornament in a single accent color; scene breaks are marked with a centered
triad rather than a rule, to keep the page quiet. Composed with I TEX using a
dedicated novel-layout page geometry and custom chapter styling.



