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Standby House Lights

––––––––
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THE RAIN IN HUCKLE Cove never arrived with drama; it seeped in like an understudy, knowing all the lines and none of the applause. It tapped the playhouse windows and softened the edges of the lobby posters until the paper curled like the corners of a smile. Rhea Khanna felt it before she saw it—the way the air took on a coppery chill that made headsets squeal when you plugged them in too fast.

She stood beneath the lobby’s string of café bulbs, clipboard flat against her chest, and counted. “Twelve donors confirmed, six maybes, two ‘my husband drives the boat,’ and one mystery guest who wants to take ‘artistic photos’ of the Fresnel lens.” She checked the contact sheet; the word NO underlined twice next to the photographer request. “We are not touching the Fresnel. We are not looking at the Fresnel. We are pretending the Fresnel is a spiritual concept.”

Miles Quintana, seventeen and trying to look unflappable with a coil of mic cable around his shoulder, nodded solemnly. “Spiritual Fresnel. Got it.” He pointed to the ceiling where a small leak dotted a bucket with timed precision. “And the roof?”

“Also a spiritual concept.” Rhea sighed. “Noah’s bringing a tarp. Zadie’s bringing towels. Saffron’s bringing courage in the form of cardamom buns.”

The donors would be here in eleven minutes. Her headset hung around her neck like a medal from an unglamorous war. “Places for welcome,” she told the lobby volunteers, then switched to her soft voice for the elder board chair who had just arrived in a hurricane of floral scarves. “Morning, Evelyn. You look like the weather owes you rent.”

Evelyn Hargrave beamed, the expression that had won settlements and symphonies alike when she’d been a maritime lawyer. “It does, dear. It’s been freeloading for months. Do we have enough umbrellas?”

“We have enough umbrellas to bring in a ferry,” Rhea said. “I’ll cue you for your thank-you remarks after Luca’s tour patter.”

Luca Mendel, artistic director and force of nature in a navy beanie, emerged from the theater doors with a bundle of enthusiasm and a rolled-up poster tube. “We’re doing the ghost light anecdote,” he whispered. “People love a little superstition with their scones.”

“Great,” Rhea said. “And we’re not taking them backstage.”

“We’re not?” Luca looked like a child told the aquarium was closed.

“The catwalk paint is still wet, and Noah is using the table saw. If someone loses a finger on a donor tour, the brochure writes itself.” She scanned the lobby: towels, extra programs, the ‘Roof Fund’ jar shaped like a little lighthouse, Saffron Yates behind the mobile pastry case with a powdered-sugar smile. “Miles, tape a hazard X around the bucket. Make it fashion.”

He ripped glow tape off the roll with theatrical flourish, and Rhea allowed herself a half-second of pride. They were a small house—a rehabbed cannery with creaking floors, a dimmer rack that sounded like purposeful bees, and enough goodwill to light the bay—but they were a house. And for two hours this morning, she would keep them standing.

The donors arrived in damp clusters, a river of wool coats and good intentions. Rhea herded them with the gentle authority she kept for storms and show nights, one hand gesturing, one hand steadying the lobby door as ferry gusts breathed salt inside. She introduced herself as stage manager, smiled at the jokes about “the one who really runs things,” and shook hands with a man whose palm was warm and uncalloused, whose eyes flicked up to the photos on the lobby wall like he understood light.

“Evan Shore,” he said, voice mild, as if trying not to wake anyone. He wore a dark cap and the kind of thrifted field jacket the town had in triplicate. He could have been any tourist taking the ferry to breathe easier for a weekend. He could have been nobody. He could have been the reason Miles stared for a beat too long and then blushed the color of the ‘Exit’ sign.

Rhea logged the face in the same part of her brain that held spike-mark positions and where the good scissors lived.

“Welcome, Evan,” she said. “If you follow Luca, we’ll—”

The bucket gave up its measured patience and splashed over a volunteer’s clog.

Everything moved at once: Saffron sliding a tray of buns out of harm’s way; Zadie Noor materializing with towels like a stagehand conjuring fog; Noah Breck’s voice from the catwalk, “On your left!” as a blue tarp shimmied down on a rope. Rhea stepped into the center of the circle, put two fingers to her headset like she was calling a show, and broke the chaos into cues.

“Miles: hazard tape perimeter, please. Zadie: towel triage. Noah: secure the tarp and then come down—slow feet on the ladder, I’m watching you. Luca: your ghost light anecdote is now a roof leak anecdote.” She turned to the donors, who stared with rapt attention like ballet patrons at a rehearsal. “Welcome to community theater,” she said, and gave them a smile that could hold a building together.

The man called Evan didn’t move for a beat, and then he did exactly what she would have asked of any competent human: he stepped back to widen the corridor for the ladder, took a towel from Zadie without commentary, and stood on the perimeter to keep the curious from wandering under Noah’s boots. When the rope line slipped an inch, he put his shoulder into the tarp’s edge with steady pressure, looking to Rhea for the ok. She nodded once. He nodded back.

The leak slowed to a gloomier tap. The donors gave the kind of applause people reserve for small rescues. Luca launched into a story about why theaters leave a single lamp burning onstage—something about ghosts and electricians in peace—and Evelyn delivered her thank-you with a flourish that included an appeal for dimmer upgrades, which was both accurate and tenderness disguised as bureaucracy.

Only after the crowd flowed into the auditorium did Rhea let her shoulders drop. “Good catch,” she told Evan, because competent was her love language and she dispensed it carefully.

“Happy to be useful,” he said, tugging the beanie lower as if it might erase him. Up close, his voice had an actor’s low resonance and a hitch like he was trying not to use it too much. “Is there a place you want these towels?”

“Laundry bins down the hall. If you get lost, follow the smell of a thousand costumes inhaling mildew.” She watched him navigate a cluster of donors with practiced grace—slip, nod, smile, vanish—and felt the prickle of something that wasn’t attraction so much as recognition. He moved like he understood backstage physics. He moved like a person who knew that ninety percent of survival was making someone else’s job easier.

Miles bumped her elbow. “He looks familiar,” he whispered, teenage curiosity knifing through his attempt at cool. “Like... familiar-familiar.”

“He looks like a person doing what he’s told,” Rhea whispered back. “I wish you all would catch it like a cold.”

Miles grinned and slipped into the booth. The tour passed without additional drama—Luca kept them front-of-house; Rhea answered questions about seating capacity and sound baffling; Evelyn floated like a benevolent ship and directed a few larger checks into the lighthouse jar with a tap of her manicured finger. When the lobby finally emptied, the building exhaled.

Rhea did her sweep, fingers brushing lamination edges, eyes scanning for cups left under benches, a maternal patrol that never quite felt like work. She was halfway to the porch when she saw him again at the café counter, both hands around a paper cup like he was warming them on something more dangerous than coffee.

Saffron slid a brown bag across to him with as much ceremony as a peace treaty. “You helped during the splash,” she said. “That buys you a bun.” Then, without looking up from her card reader: “And you, Rhea, owe me a story.”

“I always owe you a story,” Rhea said, joining them. “But today my story is that I kept a building from turning into a fountain. That’s plenty of plot.”

Evan glanced up, and Rhea saw it—the flicker of nerves behind the solidness. He wasn’t flirting. He wasn’t even performing. He looked like a man who wanted to take up less space.

“You run a tight ship,” he said.

“It floats most days,” Rhea said. “Which is more than I can say for the ferry when the wind is snippy.”

The door breathed salt and a midmorning gust, and in it a small person with a neat braid and a jeweler’s seriousness appeared. Tilda Penrose set a tin on the counter and announced, “Roof bracelets, one for five, all for charity,” as if no reasonable adult could argue with the economy of generosity.

Saffron unsnapped the lid with reverence. “Oh, she’s got the sea-glass in cool tones today.”

Evan crouched to Tilda’s height without any of the patronizing that adults sometimes smuggled into that posture. “Do you have any in ferry green?” he asked.

Tilda’s face cracked into sunshine. “Always. The ferry doesn’t care about rain, so I trust its color.”

He bought two. One he slipped over his beanie-warmed wrist, the other he set quietly in the lighthouse jar as a loop of possibility.

“Thank you,” Rowan Penrose said from the doorway, shaking off rain like a dog in a polite suit. Harbor Master, rainproof posture, eyes that counted. “We’ll put it where the roof listens.” They smiled at Rhea. “Heard you choreographed a tarp ballet. Again.”

“It’s becoming part of the season brochure,” Rhea said dryly. “Now with original rainwork.”

When they all laughed, the tension in Evan’s shoulders lowered another half inch.

He left with a to-go cup and a plain paper bag he didn’t try to refuse twice. Rhea watched him step into the mist and become part of the day, which was the thing anonymity was best at and fame worst. She was still looking when Luca slipped beside her, hands in his beanie pockets, conspiratorial as a midnight note passed at tech.

“Say hello to our new acting coach,” he said.

Rhea blinked. “Our what?”

“Acting coach,” Luca repeated, eyes bright. “Short-term. A friend of a friend, comes with references, can help table work and projection without chewing the furniture. Says his name’s Evan Shore. I say that sounds like a person who reads tide charts, which I trust.”

“Luca,” Rhea said carefully, “we talked about not adding humans during load-in week. We have enough variables. We’re practically algebra.”

“He’s not a variable; he’s a constant. You saw him with the tarp.”

“Tarp competence is not stage etiquette,” Rhea said, but the image of his patient shoulder under the slick blue insisted on being remembered. “We don’t have a budget for this.”

“He’s volunteering,” Luca said. “He wants to give back. Something about remembering why he loves the work. I didn’t pry; I’m not Opal.”

Rhea pinched the bridge of her nose. “I don’t like surprises.”

“You like good shows,” Luca said gently. “And you like when someone makes your job easier. Let him help where the helping is unglamorous. If he tries to be the sun, we hand him a flashlight and tell him to follow you.”

She looked at the rehearsal schedule on her clipboard, the ever-evolving calendar that ruled her life like a kind despot. There was room for this. There was room if the person understood room.

“Fine,” she said, and then, because she was herself and the building would fall down without her being herself, she added, “But we do it my way.”

Luca grinned. “Is there any other?”

Rhea clicked her pen and went to find fresh tape. She wrote a note and taped it to the inside of the rehearsal room door, right at eye level, where an actor would have to trip over their own eyelashes not to read it:

NO SHOWMANCES DURING PRODUCTION.

Underneath, in smaller letters—because humor was the sugar that made a rule go down—she added:

(We love love. We also love attention spans.)

Then she walked into the empty auditorium and stood by the ghost light, which burned on the stage like a stubborn star, and told herself the thing she always said before a season began: We are a house. We hold.

The rehearsal room had a way of shrinking and expanding depending on people’s intentions. With teenagers it felt too big and loud, an echo chamber for jokes. With older actors it became suddenly intimate, as if every line had a shadow it wanted to cast. When Evan walked in that afternoon, he stopped just inside the threshold as if asking permission from the room itself.

He didn’t carry the new-coach arrogance she’d braced for. He carried a battered composition notebook and a pencil sharpened like a stake.

“Hi,” he said, finding Rhea by antenna the way people who paid attention did. “I’m on Luca’s foolish errand.”

“Welcome to Huckle Cove Playhouse,” she said. “I’m Rhea. I call the cues, extinguish the fires, and occasionally remind people that acting is a team sport.” She pointed to the sign she’d taped up. He read it and—this was crucial—smiled like it was reasonable.

“I brought my team-sport shoes,” he said, showing her a broken-in pair of sneakers, not the boots that said I built the set and not the polished leather that said I’m here to be adored. “Where do you want me?”

“Table work first,” Rhea said. “They’ll listen better if we ask them to talk before we ask them to move. We’re doing Act One, Scene Two of Much Ado at Mist Point. The banter scene.”

“Benedick and Beatrice,” he said, then corrected himself. “Sorry. Your ship-knotted versions.”

“Same bones, different lanterns,” Rhea said. “We’re calling them Beck and Tasmin, to avoid fighting with Will’s ghosts.” She glanced at his notebook. “Familiar with the play?”

“Once upon another life,” he said, and lifted his pencil. “I know the tide tables.”

They sat around a battered table with a tin of mismatched pencils in the middle and a rain-battered scaffold of pages. Luca made introductions; the actors shy-smiled; Miles sank into a corner with a lighting plot and listened the way some people pray. Evan listened, too—more to the in-between than the text, Rhea noticed. He didn’t take over; he asked questions that made people look at their own lines like they’d been written in disappearing ink and needed the warmth of a palm to appear.

“What do you want from this line besides the laugh?” he asked their Beatrice-equivalent, a school librarian named Nandita who swore she’d lost her nerve ten years ago “and found it in the freezer behind some peas.”

Nandita laughed and then tried again, letting the line fall like a coin into a particular well instead of a general wishing fountain. The difference was small and enormous.

Evan didn’t step into anybody’s center. He made the center wider.

Rhea watched the actors’ shoulders. She always watched shoulders. It told her when the room was safe. She saw unclenching. She saw a little bravery leak out of old scar tissue. She marked a cue for light warmth; Miles caught the note and adjusted a dimmer so the fluorescence slid toward afternoon.

By break, the room felt less like a classroom and more like a kitchen where soup was being coaxed instead of boiled.

“Nice questions,” Rhea said to Evan when the actors swarmed Saffron’s pastry tray like sociable bees.

“Luca said you run intimacy rehearsals with clear consent language,” he said carefully, a test of sorts to see if the rumor was true.

“I do,” Rhea said. “Words first. Map the touches. Breath cue. Stop means stop, not ‘make it art.’ We unspool the pretending and then agree where to tie it to the real.”

His shoulders did the almost-imperceptible shiver of relief you see in people who’ve been waiting to exhale around something for a long time.

“Good,” he said. “I’m better in rooms like that.” He paused. “I want to be better in rooms like that.”

Rhea pretended to check her clipboard because generosity was easier to give if you didn’t look directly at your own hand while you offered it. “You’re doing fine.” Then, because competence deserved specifics: “You gave Nandita a way to want the line. That’s rarer than it should be.”

Evan looked at the floor as if it might have advice. “I’ve been in scenes where wanting was a weapon,” he said softly. “I’d rather it be a rope.”

She tucked that sentence away with the scissors.

They went back in. The second half of the table read found its groove, the rhythm of people learning each other’s speech patterns, and when they hit a joke that didn’t land, Evan didn’t sell it—he asked what Beck might be trying not to say under the quip. The actor tried admitting the quiet version first, then putting the quip on like a coat over it. The room laughed in the good way.

When rehearsal broke, Evan stayed to stack chairs. It was a small gesture, but it tapped the same metronome Rhea had heard when he held the tarp—steady, unshowy, like he was trusting repetition to scrub him clean.

“Do you want a copy of the run sheet?” she asked, handing him a photocopy of the week. “So you know when to show up and when to disappear.”

He laughed. “Disappearing is my best trick.”

“Don’t prove it,” she said lightly. “We need you where you’re useful.”

He folded the paper with careful thumbs, tucking the edges like a ferry timetable, and she had the brief, ridiculous thought that if you wrote the show into his hands he would carry it where it needed to go without stopping to look for cameras.

Outside, the town wore its afternoon gray like wool. Rhea locked the rehearsal room, switched the ghost light back on, and walked the perimeter of the stage. She checked the glow tape on edges, tested the door to the prop cage, and whispered the ritual that wasn’t ritual so much as muscle memory: “We are a house. We hold.”

The auditorium lights fell into their end-of-day hush. In the lobby, someone had left a paper boat on the counter, folded from a ferry schedule in ferry green. Beside it, Saffron had set a bracelet looped through the mast.

Rhea smiled despite herself. She was not a romantic. She was a manager of time and tape. But even managers are allowed to like tidy metaphors.

She tucked the boat into her clipboard and told herself she was doing it because the counter was no place for paper on a wet day.
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No Showmances

––––––––

[image: ]


RHEA WOKE AT FIVE WITH rain already stitching the edges of the morning. On café days she moved by choreography: kettle, door bolts, lights, the silent ballet of muffins. Saffron arrived at five-thirty with a flour-dusted grin and a playlist she swore made laminated dough rise two percent faster.

By six, the Porch Light Café smelled like cardamom and safety. Rhea liked the hour before customers, when the town’s heartbeat felt measurable and the espresso machine’s hiss sounded like an agreeable cat. She texted her father—Morning, engine light still on?—and got a photo of his hand in grease and the caption: When are you coming by to judge my torque? She sent back a heart and a wrench.

When the first rush passed, she took her own coffee to the window and watched the ferry skid its silver line across the bay. People funneled in from the dock: deckhands with shoulders like pilings, retirees with knit hats bristling like sea urchins, a child clutching a plastic sword as if the day might require heroics.

Evan came in with the second wave, cap low, hands unoccupied. He nodded to Saffron and stood where she could see him but where he didn’t make her look. That, too, she appreciated.

“Coffee?” Saffron asked, and he said yes in a way that made the word sound like gratitude, not caffeine.

Rhea slid a plate of toast toward him when he sat at the counter. “The building eats people who forget to eat.”

“Boss’s orders?” he asked.

“Stage manager’s,” she said. “Higher authority.”

He smiled. “Duly noted.” He picked up the bracelet around his wrist and rotated it, as if checking for luck. Up close she could see his hands, a map of careful bruises at the knuckles, the only vanity a trimmed crescent of nail she’d seen on men who played guitars or were told to since they were twelve.

“You’re new,” she said, not unkindly.

“Feels old,” he said, and then added, “Grateful-old. The kind where you’re happy the floor holds.”

She took a breath. This was her chance to set the terms. “About the room,” she said. “I post rules because I want people to keep their brains. It is possible to do this without chewing ourselves.” She nodded toward the sign on the rehearsal room door in her memory.

“I read your poster,” he said, not defensive, just true. “No showmances. I agree.” He took a sip of coffee and looked at his reflection in the dark liquid as if it might argue. “I’m here to be useful, not interesting.”

Interesting, Rhea thought, was the currency the world used to buy people and spend them. She preferred service; it made change.

“Then we’ll get along,” she said. “We call seven. I like people in the building by six-thirty.”

“Copy that.”

He ate like someone who had once been given notes about eating on camera and was trying to forget them. She approved. When he left, he bused his plate, wiped a ring of coffee that wasn’t even his, and said thank you as if the counter had also done something.

The rest of the day was what passed for ordinary: a hardware run for more glow tape (“Make it fashion,” Miles had called after her), a trip to North Star Thrift where Zadie bartered for a single brass lantern with the focus of a diamond thief, a phone call to the grant committee where Evelyn played good cop in a cashmere shawl. Rhea moved among it like a conductor whose orchestra included rain and lumber yards.

At five forty-five she unlocked the rehearsal room and flipped the switch for the ghost light. It stayed on, a little sun on a stick. She did a headset check—“SM to booth, how’s our day?”—and got Miles’s cheerful “Booth copies!” in return. She clipped her keys to the child-braided lanyard that everyone teased her about and no one touched without asking.

Actors trickled in. The room filled with warm wool and colder jokes. Luca arrived humming the sea shanty he wanted to reprise at curtain call. Evan slipped in at six twenty-eight, early by two minutes and careful by ten.

They began.

Rhea mapped touches the way a cartographer maps coastlines: specific, honest about the shoals. “Breath cue, please,” she said. “Nandita, you initiate contact on the shoulder at ‘oh, I know you.’ Eli, you accept, wait two counts, disengage.” She drew the map in the air with two fingers. “Stop means stop. If you want to add, you ask. If you want to remove, you nod.”

Evan watched like he was learning a new instrument. When a younger actor fumbled and turned the shoulder touch into an accidental half-hug, Rhea called break before anyone could say sorry.

“You’re fine,” she told the boy. “We unspool and reset. Shaking is allowed.” She shook out her own hands; the room did, too, and the tension left like a friend who realized they were early.

“Thank you,” the boy breathed.

“Practice wins,” Rhea said, not as mantra but as meter.

They layered text over map, mapped breath over text. They made a scene where two people pretended not to like each other while liking each other so much they were clumsy with it. The room, thank you, responded. Even the rain hushed to watch.

At break, Evan leaned near but not into Rhea’s bubble. “You say ‘practice wins’ like a first aid kit,” he said.

“It’s cheaper than ambulance rides,” she said.

He glanced toward the window, where the ferry horn timed the quarter hour. “I’m trying to believe that.”

She wanted to ask him what had taught him otherwise, but she didn’t collect stories like press clippings. She waited for donations.

“Good rehearsal,” she said instead. “You made the center wider again.”

He looked like she’d handed him a pocket-sized rescue. “Thank you.” Then, shyly, like he wasn’t sure the etiquette of such offerings, he pulled a strip of green paper from his notebook. It was a ferry timetable, creased neatly. With his thumbs he folded it into the beginning of a boat. “Tilda showed me a trick,” he said. “Says if you put one on your counter the roof listens.”

Rhea watched the boat become. “The roof is a capricious god,” she said. “But I like its taste in jewelry.”

They went back to work. The second half of the night was pure blocking, and Rhea was in her element. “Beck, cross downstage on ‘well met’; Tasmin, trail two steps behind like you’re not following, only you definitely are. Luca, that lantern gag won’t read; it needs a wider circle of light. Miles, can we warm the edges without boiling the middle?”

“Copy,” Miles said, and the air shifted from cafeteria to late afternoon on a dock, the kind of light that knew your name.

They stumbled once on a line that always snagged. Evan, leaning against the wall with his notebook, didn’t fix it. He asked Beck what word tasted worst in his mouth. Beck said “almost,” and everyone in the room understood that once you admitted that, you could begin.

At ten, Rhea called it. “Thank you, we begin again tomorrow. Hydrate, sleep, find one thing to forgive yourselves for before you brush your teeth.” There were chuckles. She meant it.

Actors filed out in a rustle of thank-yous and damp wool. Evan stayed to pull tape off the floor, working the edge up with a thumbnail, wrapping it around his palm in a neat ring. Rhea grabbed the trash bag and held it open.

“You don’t have to—” she began.

“I know,” he said. “I want to.”

Her heart, traitor, made a small agreeable sound. She quieted it with logistics. “If we get the tape up now, we won’t have to peel it off with our souls in the morning.”

They walked the room, their path mapped by neon X’s disappearing. The sound of tape lifting was a tiny soft thunder, a domestic weather. After a while he said, almost too casually, “Do you ever... I mean, have you ever... had a dress rehearsal where the pretending... didn’t?”

Rhea threw a loop of tape into the bag. “Where the pretending stuck?” she asked, buying him time.

“Where it fell off,” he said, then winced, like he’d dropped something fragile.

She could have joked. She didn’t. “Yes,” she said. “And it made the cueing better.”

He looked at her like that wasn’t the answer he’d expected and exactly the answer he needed. “Good to know.”

They did one more pass and then one more because the floor looked better when you did the extra one more. When they finished, he tied the trash bag with the economy of someone who’d done it before. She liked the way he didn’t make ceremony of finishing.

At the door, he paused. “Rhea?”

“Mm?” She was logging notes in her head, the lists that framed tomorrow.

“Thanks for the rule,” he said. “The no-showmance one.” He shifted, embarrassed by the earnestness of it. “I think... it’s easier to breathe with it printed.”

“Me too,” she said, which was more confession than she usually allowed.

She watched him go, a quiet man scissoring himself out of the day with small, precise cuts. When the lobby stilled and the building’s night sounds took over—the soft tick of cooling lights, the sigh of the heater nudging awake—the ghost light on the stage stood steady as a lighthouse.

Rhea turned it off and left the stage to the dark like a prayer answered. Then she stepped into the rain, zipped her jacket to her chin, and walked home along the quay, counting foghorns like heartbeats. She told herself that rules kept people safe. She told herself that safety was the only luxury a small house could afford.

Behind her, in the pocket of the lobby counter where she'd left it, the ferry boat waited like a quiet dare.
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North Star Finds

––––––––
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THE RAIN CHANGED ITS mind by afternoon, trading sheets for beaded threads that made the town look stitched together. Rhea liked this rain. It respected edges. She locked the box office, tucked the petty cash tin under her arm, and met Zadie Noor on the steps with a grin that said she already knew where the day would take them.

“Estate sale on Gull,” Zadie said, triumphant. “And North Star just put out a cart labeled ‘Odd Lamps & Other Misfortunes.’”

“Misfortunes sound like Act Two,” Rhea said. “Let’s go find Act Two’s lamps.”

North Star Thrift & Props was a kind of church where pews were replaced by rolling racks, and parishioners worshipped at altars of the almost-useful. Rhea loved it for its humility. You could walk in with a scene in your head and walk out with a drawer pull that made the scene honest.

Graham Ivers looked up from behind the counter, camera strap a polite necklace. “Matinee crowd,” he said. “Did the roof behave?”

“It considered it,” Rhea said. “We bribed it with towels.”

Zadie had already zeroed in on a brass lantern that had seen wars of weather and won. “If I polish this like I’m apologizing, it’ll throw that warm light you like,” she said. “And look—there’s a set of oilskin slickers in children’s sizes. Tilda will riot.”

Rhea drifted to a shelf of glass floats and felt a body arrive a respectful distance away. Evan—cap, field jacket, the posture of someone determined to be the kind of citizen a town kept—had entered without announcing himself.

“Luca told me to carry,” he said. “I took it as gospel.”

“Then start with this,” Rhea said, handing him a crate of mismatched ship bells. He lifted like a person who didn’t need people to see him lift.

Zadie eyed him thoughtfully, as if testing bolts on a new rig. “You break anything, you buy it,” she said, not unkindly.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE SEVENTH TAKE






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





