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"He's not a great guy, is he, your director?" said Vesta McNaughton to her best pal, Dolly Hill. The two of them were sitting in the back pews of the old church, watching the director shout at various people on a stage that had been set up where actively religious business would have happened when the church was still doing churchy things. 

Dolly frowned. "He's not all sort of things, Vess," she said, "but he really is a good director. Honest. He used to do some big things. And he has this great sense of where and how you should move. Stephen has this amazing sense of acting with your body." 

Vesta snorted quietly. The director, Mr. Stephen Sharp, was currently twisting Amelia Gilchrist's arm on stage to show exactly how and where she should move. Amelia clearly didn't love this, but Stephen Sharp had been at her for weeks in rehearsals now, and, unlike some of the other cast members, she was struggling to handle Sharp's unpleasant brand of direction. Amelia was only a year or two older than Vesta and Dolly. She had the sort of thin, straight straw-blonde hair that made her look young. Everyday that she was subjected to Stephen's particular brand of direction, she seemed to wilt away more and more. Last time Vesta had seen Amelia up close, she could tell that under her make-up her skin had started breaking out from the stress. Stephen Sharp would have been delighted. It would suit Amelia's character if she had a massive and unpleasant skin outbreak. 

Stephen Sharp was now pivoting gracefully to scream at someone else. So far, he'd pushed everyone in the production to the very edge of what they would put up with. Surely, Vesta thought, it was a matter of time before he went too far. Look at him, dancing about up there, his thinning black hair combed in a neat part, a sneer on his face, like he was the hovering king of all Edinburgh. If Sharp was such a great director, how come he was in charge of this relatively low-budget small production? Vesta presumed it was because his naturally unpleasant personality had made it impossible for anyone to pay to let him work with anything bigger, no matter what his supposed skills as a director were. 

"Again." Sharp barked from the stage, slowly pacing around the actors as they ran through the scene for what must have been the tenth time, his black eyes ever watchful for the slightest deviation from his instructions. With that nose of his, Vesta thought, he looks something like a dancing vulture. 

As the scene ran through again, Vesta noticed Dolly silently mouthing all the lines. Vesta sighed and reminded herself to try to be positive about this whole thing. Dolly Hill might look like the sort of bubbly blonde you'd find in the background of a pop-music video, but her lifelong ambition was to make a go of acting. And not just any sort of acting, Dolly had always wanted to do Serious Drama. The sort of thing, Vesta suspected, that people went to watch because they thought it was good for them, not because they enjoyed it. The entertainment equivalent of eating very dark chocolate or tough, seeded brown bread. But this production was Dolly's first big break. She had the fewest lines by far out of everybody involved, and her character was the only one who didn't even have a proper name. She was just 'NURSE' in the script, but that wasn't going to stop Dolly from doing her very best. Dolly Hill was so keen and hard-working that she had learned everyone else's lines as well as her own. Vesta wasn't sure if that was helpful with the auld acting game, but she sure respected her friend's efforts. Vesta hoped something came out of this play for Dolly. Her pal had been working so hard and so seriously for a good while now, but even Dolly's powerful optimism was starting to take a dent from all the rejections. And here was a new Scottish play written by Joanne McDowell, who was sitting a few rows in front of them, her head low over a notepad, thin dyed black bangs drooping over her glasses. Vesta, who nearly made something like a living from cutting hair here in Edinburgh, thought that a lighter colour would suit Joanne a lot better. But she supposed that Jo had other problems higher on her list just at the moment than hair choices. Stephen Sharp had insisted on Joanne doing constant re-writes of her own play, even though they were coming up to dress rehearsals, and surely shouldn't be mucking about with the thing at this point. It was obvious to Vesta that Jo was fuming at the fact that Sharp had messed around with her play so much that now she couldn't say how much of it was her own work. But Jo didn't have a big name or reputation like Stephen Sharp. This was the first play she had ever written that anyone had ever taken seriously, so she was putting up in angry silence with Stephen Sharp's scraping away at her beloved script.

Vesta had spent a lot of time silently observing people when she was cutting their hair, and she had become a very good judge of people. She was pretty sure that Jo would hold all that anger inside for as long as possible and then explode. 

Joanne's play was called 'Galatian' and was about a young guy called Jack, played by up-and-comer Danny Flynn. Flynn's character was an alkie junkie brought into a clinic by his best pal Jude, played by Frank King, a tall and lean guy with brown hair that reminded Vesta of a shoebrush. Stephen Sharp was currently shouting at Frank King for some imagined deficiency in how he was playing the part of Jude, but Frank, who had worked with Sharp several times before, had adopted the tactic of shouting back. The pair of them got quite competitive with the back and forth slanging matches. The increasingly stressed and harassed Amelia played Danny Flynn's bedraggled and put-upon girlfriend, Lexi. She looked like she'd rather be elsewhere. 

What was Vesta even doing here? She needed to remind herself. Firstly, and most importantly, she was here to support Dolly in whatever way she could. Vesta didn't have to grin and bear it, but she had at least not to look too deeply reluctant to be here in the old church. It was a nice old church, Vesta supposed. She didn't have that many other churches to compare it with. Her upbringing hadn't been that big on religion. If her Da, Keith, had any religious sensibilities, he'd kept them to himself all these years. In fact, her father's true religion was mostly a deep devotion to not saying anything if he could help it. The first Scottish Church of Pained Silence. That was probably the official McNaughton family religion. Her mother, who had abandoned Vesta and Keith long ago to take drugs and play folky music in fields had, from what she remembered, an insatiable thirst for hippy-trippy religions that she picked up, tried on, and swapped out for new ones. Vesta's so-called mother was dead now. Vesta stared with her big green cat's eyes up at the vaulted roof of the old church. It had been painted blue and reminded her of a boat somehow. Vesta tried to wonder if her mother was anywhere now that she was dead. On stage, Stephen Sharp was now doing a sort of group criticism, so that nobody would feel left out from his acerbic directorial style of belittling his actors and crew. 

The only other reason Vesta was here was because she needed the money. Sharp was admittedly paying her a laughably small amount to do hair and make-up for the production, but Vesta couldn't afford to ignore even wee comical-sized specks of money. The mysterious, faceless business that called itself her landlord was making worrying noises about possibly wanting to sell the flat Vesta rented. The flat wasn't much, but it was home. And if it wasn't going to be home much longer, Vesta wanted to have as much money as she could get her hands on, in case she had to find another place that was even less of a home. Rent in Edinburgh was getting insane. The city, in a desperate attempt to catch up to the latest urban fashions around the world, was constantly getting pricier. Still, could be worse, Vesta thought to herself. Hairdressing is some kind of trade, even in the dumbly independent freelance way she did it. At least she didn't want to try to survive in Edinburgh by acting. Vesta stretched out on the uncomfortable church pew and wondered idly how much an old, second-hand church like this would cost to rent. It'd be pretty uncomfortable to live in, even if you did the whole conversion thing. Vesta liked high-ceilings as much as the next girl, but there was a limit. 

At the side of the stage, just outside Stephen Sharp's circle of unpleasantness, stood a round woman with pink curly hair. She had, as always, a smile plastered on her face, but her fingers twisted in nervousness. This was the assistant director, Nicola Downie, who acted like forced positivity in human form. Vesta supposed that Nicola had no choice, since her main job was to soothe everyone who had the misfortune of dealing with Stephen Sharp. In fact, it was Nicola who Vesta had first dealt with when she agreed to take this job, which did feel vaguely like some form of trickery. If anyone had to meet Stephen Sharp first off, they would probably run a mile rather than get involved with this thing. So long as Vesta could continue to only deal with Nicola, she wouldn't complain. 

Switching from his group tactics, Sharp was now directing his attention to the last member of the production. This was the oldest and most experienced member of the cast, Dianne Clark, her hair about half-half streaks of grey to fading brown. Dianne played Doctor Black. Stephen Sharp was currently telling Dianne that her performance had become limp and disinterested. Dianne said nothing, but smiled nastily at Sharp. She didn't seem to care too much what Stephen said. In fact, Dianne mostly leaned against things and looked bemused. Walls, scenery, the strange number of indestructible heavy wooden lecterns all around the church, Dianne had leaned on them all, like standing up under her own power was just too dull and exhausting. Maybe that was the benefit of experience. Dianne was a professional all right, knew her lines and where to stand and everything, but she just didn't seem to entirely be there. Like she was waiting for something to start, or maybe to end. Could be she felt too old for this crap. Could be Stephen Sharp had just worn her out. 

Vesta felt a lumbering presence trying to sneak around behind where she and Dolly were sat. Then there was a noisy clump as a great weight of a man dropped his arms on the back of the wooden bench. 

"How's ma favourite lassies in all of Embra?" said the big guy, beaming happily at the pair of them. This was Craigie, an old friend of theirs. He had a head that looked like a giant stone covered in ginger moss from top to chin. Craigie worked for shows to make enough to live, but really, Craigie was a sculptor. Vesta didn't really get any of his art stuff. It all looked like broken umbrella frames to her, but Craigie liked nothing more than getting his chunky hands and cracked dirty nails on pieces of scrap to bend into angles. Since Craigie's art was not appreciated in his own lifetime, he mostly earned his living doing backstage work for performances. Given what a lean, tight-arse ship Stephen Sharp was running with this play, Craigie was an absolute bargain. He'd lift and shift, he built amazing sets basically single-handed, and he was even clued-up enough to run the lighting and electrics. But more importantly, as far as Vesta was concerned, Craigie was that rarest of things, a plain and simple good guy. The three of them had met when Dolly had been involved in a Fringe show some time ago and Craigie had been the backstage man. Hardly anyone had come to that show, and Vesta had been to see it twice. Dolly had been great in it, but Dolly would try to give all she had even if her job was to read out announcements on a shop tannoy. Anyway, after one especially sparsely attended performance, Vesta had first seen that big ginger moss stone head peeking out from a corner and smiling. Vesta, Craigie, and Dolly had decided to celebrate the end of the disastrous production by going to one of those bars that spring up like a bad rash during the Edinburgh Festival. For a few weeks, the centre of town became unrecognisable. Huts and tents sprouted in rows like fungus, completely changing how the city looked. It made the entire city feel completely foreign to Vesta, even though she had lived her whole life in Edinburgh. And the place was swarming with even more tourists than usual. If Vesta had her way, she'd avoid the entire thing, but since she had to support her best pal, she had endured several years of Festivals. But, somehow, that night when she, Dolly, and Craigie had first gone for a drink, Vesta had managed to forget how much she disliked being right in the thick swirling centre of Edinburgh at the wrong time of year. She could ignore the fact that no city could possibly need so many indistinguishable temporary burger places. She could pass over the young touts desperate for people to take their fliers and give them a scrap of attention. She could even ignore the worst thing about this dark time of Edinburgh, the tourists who would stop in sudden clumps and look at nothing or their phones. or hold up an entire bus to ask for directions so that the rest of the city had to wait until they got out of the way and wandered off in happy blindness to go be human obstacles somewhere else. That night, Vesta, Dolly and Craigie had sat on a long damp bench that threatened to collapse beneath Craigie. The bench groaned and lifted worryingly every time he shifted or laughed uproariously, which he did increasingly as he got drunker and happier. Craigie decided that the bar they were at was not a real place. It was an imaginary pile that would probably dissolve in the daylight, like you would have in a fable or a fairy-tale. Vesta had said that if yer faeries and brownies and otherworldly creatures now had to make do with cheap plastic tables that never balanced properly, then this whole creeping economic crisis was getting even worse than she had thought. Craigie had insisted that of course you could tell the table didn't belong to the real world precisely because it couldn't decide what legs to stand on. It was a confused dream idea of a table. Craigie had bought round after round of over-priced gin and tonics in plastic cups. The three of them had talked mince, anything and everything that had come into their heads, because Craigie was right, it wasn't a real night. It was a night off from worrying about money and whether you'd made so many terrible decisions in your life that you couldn't ever crawl out from under them. That night had just been good, old-fashioned, half-drunk fun. They had kept on drinking those drinks, and Craigie had insisted that it was in fact spirit-juice, probably imported and distilled in the Fae world that was supposed to exist deep inside Calton Hill in old stories, which explained why it cost so much. Why else would it be so expensive? Craigie had told them all about his sculptures, trying to demonstrate by making big origami piles of fliers. Dolly had done a comic, abbreviated version of the now dead show she had been part of, and Vesta had thought that Dolly's gin-fuelled version had been better and funnier than the real thing she had watched just a few hours before. They had a good time, and for one night, nobody had believed in hangovers. The next day, when the bar had vanished, along with the night, Vesta had assumed she would never see Craigie again. He had been part of the unreal night, after all, and she was used to meeting people Dolly worked with and then them vanishing, like she had just imagined them. But Craigie, the big smiling mossy stone of a man, hadn't vanished. He kept inviting Vesta and Dolly to parties and to an opening of a show where he had some of his sculptures on display and there had been a very earnest two-piece playing music that sounded to Vesta like someone slowly trying to drive nails into different materials. Craigie had even taken Vesta to explain some paintings at an exhibition at the Portrait Gallery, while Dolly had spent the entire time running around shouting out whenever she had discovered an old oil painting that looked like some local they knew. It had been good of Craigie to put up with them. The thing was that Vesta didn't particularly like most people. Dolly said this was because she was a judgemental cat who saw the worst in others, and she wasn't entirely wrong about that. Vesta did see the selfishness and thoughtlessness in all sorts of crap human beings that she met everyday, and couldn't understand why nobody else could see that the city was heaving with unbearable shitebags at any time of year. But Craigie, he was a big daftie, a sweet lummox making his weird sculptures and grafting for theatre companies from the arthouse to the schoolhouse just to make ends meet. She was thankful that of all people, that snarky carrion bird Stephen Sharp had hired Craigie to work backstage. Vesta wasn't great at positivity, so having a good pal like Craigie around might filter out some of the poisonous atmosphere that Sharp seemed to thrive on. 

It did seem a waste to Vesta, having Dolly and Craigie in the one place and it still somehow being completely unfun. The unpleasant power of Stephen Sharp was truly a remarkable thing. Just looking at him picking over the bones on stage gave her the creeps. As an antidote, Vesta turned to nod at Craigie's big smiling heid. 

"Isn't it great?" Craigie whispered enthusiastically, trying to keep his voice down to a low rumble. "The three of us working together, ey?" 

Dolly was concentrating so intently on the stage that she hardly seemed to be aware of anything else. 

"Dolly says hi," Vesta translated. Dolly shook her blonde hair in vague agreement. "I'm just pleased yer here too, Craigie," said Vesta, "I reckon we're gonnae need all the pals we can get on this one if everybody is going to make it out in one piece." 

Craigie pulled hard at an ear. "The trick, McNaughton," he said, "is to concentrate as intently as possible on whatever you are doing. Block everything else out. That'll make the time fly by." 

"Can't go quick enough for my liking," Vesta grumbled, "and I dunno if that will help me pretend that I'm not stuck with that one there." She jerked a thumb in the general direction of Stephen Sharp. 

"Ach," said Craigie, "I'm dead sure ye've had to work with folk ye couldnae stand before, McNaughton. How would you handle cutting someone's hair ye couldnae face?" 

"I'd try not to," said Vesta promptly. "And if did, at least I'd have a very sharp pair of scissors in ma haund. That tends to make people behave as best they can." 

"Nobody is that bad," insisted Craigie. "You just have to smile and bob your head at whatever they say. Let 'em get it out of their system." 

Vesta looked sceptical.

"The problem with you, Craigie," said Vesta, "is that you are too easy-going. Most folk arenae worth it." 

Craigie hooted. 

"Wheesht the pair of youse," hissed Dolly. 

Vesta crossed her arms. "Aye, sorry Dollandria, hen. Must be a good bit coming up, ey?" 

"Sh!" said Dolly. 

"Sorry, Hill," said Craigie. 

Vesta mimed sealing her lips. 

"Back to the admission scene!" Stephen Sharp rapped out on stage, and the cast sluggishly moved into their places again. Dolly jumped out of her seat and ran towards the stage. When she was half way there, Sharp snapped his fingers like a rich bastard in a restaurant. 

"Nurse! Where's the Nurse? Into position, if it isn't too much trouble for you," Sharp said with venom. 

Christ, thought Vesta, it must be exhausting to be such an arsehole all the time. 

"At least your stage is great," Vesta said to Craigie. 

"What? That little thing? Yer too kind, McNaughton." 

Dolly was now getting her share of the cruel-to-be-cruel Stephen Sharp treatment. It was maybe lucky in some ways that Dolly's part in the play was so small. She'd only have to put with a few pieces of snide criticism. Vesta didn't know how Dolly did it, taking all that chat from some self-inflated arse without booting him in the shins. 

"That Dolly Hill's pretty good, isn't she?" said Craigie. 

Vesta nodded. "Dolly's the best, as far as I'm concerned. That's why I'm stuck here, aren't I? To be a good pal and number one fan." 

Dolly was so good, Vesta thought, that she looked like she genuinely thought Sharp was worth listening to. What a pro. The cast started the scene, and after a few seconds, Sharp stopped them, gliding around and pulling and twisting everyone into place. It seemed to Vesta that he spent an excessive amount of time roughly handling Amelia again, but she stared straight ahead and said nothing. When this was all over Vesta thought, she'd have to take Dolly and Craigie out for a proper piss-up. 

"Welded anything good together lately?" Vesta whispered to Craigie. 

The big man shrugged. 

"Y'know how it is, McNaughton. Nae time at the moment. Got to get all this lot working just right so's ye hardly notice. That's what I'm aiming for. Lights and scenery that slips right into the background of your subconscious, but sometimes feel just a wee touch off without ye being sure why." 

"Too bad it doesn't leave any time for the sculpturing, then." 

Craigie shook his head. "Oh, back in the studio I try to find a few moments to move a little thing here or look at something for a few minutes and think. Never let a day go by without doing at least a wee something on that front, that's my motto." 

Stephen Sharp stopped Danny Flynn halfway through a line, and made him re-do it six or seven times, as though the young lad was missing something obvious. 

"I liked the set you built for that one you did about the people living underwater," Vesta said. "That mad one about them forming an undersea society or something. It was the most insane set I'd ever seen in any of the plays Dolly made me go to." 

"Aw," said Craigie. 

"All those wiggly tentacles. The light that glittered like scales. The way you had all them fish tanks set up. You must have worked on that thing for ages, you lunatic daftie." 

Craigie shrugged. "Naebody went to see that play," he pointed out. 

Vesta tsked. "Their loss, Craigie. Still was the best set I've ever seen." 

"Always think about the next thing, ey, McNaughton?" 

"Look at Dolly Hill up there, will ye. Even working for that Sharp, she's delighted to be there, isn't she? Hanging out with all them other professional attention seekers. Getting to work with all these proper actors, especially those who've been around the block a few times like that there Dianne Clark. Dolly's lovin all that, like a kid having a lock-in in a sweet shop." 

Even though Vesta's pal had almost no lines, she was trying to do this thing where she made everyone else look better just by being there. Dolly had decided that she was going to play the Nurse as calm, understanding, dignified, and almost unearthly. To be fair, Vesta wasn't entirely sure if the character of the Nurse was supposed to actually be real, or maybe, like an angel, or a ghost or something. Vesta didn't really get what the play was meant to be saying on the deeper artsy level. She supposed she could just ask Joanne, since she was the writer, and since she was sitting a few rows away, but Jo had enough to deal with just at the moment. 

Now Stephen Sharp was reciting some lines from Frank King's character, Jude, like the feel of the words in his mouth made him sick. 

"It won't do, Joanne," Sharp called over to the playwright. "You will have to rework that. It's dead and meaningless. Just mouthfuls of banal emptiness, like trying to chew old cardboard. No, it won't do. What does it tell us about the character of Jude and what he wants, what drives him? Nothing. It's a waste of time and air, and I won't have any waste in my play. I won't have the slightest fat or flab here. Have you even read Egri, Joanne? You need to study his book. Learn from it. Egri is all about the conviction of drama. There's no conviction in this. Without conviction, a play is rotten, just stitched together from bad writing. Put aside these sub-Ionesco affectations for a moment, and re-do that section. Quick as you can." 

Joanne MacDowell said nothing as Sharp once again raked his beak through her precious script, but made silent notes in her book. She almost dug through the paper with her pen. Vesta imagined that she could almost hear Jo grinding her teeth in violently suppressed frustration. 

Of course, Vesta felt like she couldn't really judge Joanne's play, mostly because she had so far never watched it with all the bits in order. Vesta had heard Dolly's very few lines so many times that she knew them off by heart too,  because Dolly liked to try out different ways of doing her part with Vesta as an audience. To be fair, Dolly had been using Vesta as an audience since they had both been weans. It was almost like a semi superstition for Dolly now. She wouldn't feel right if she hadn't worked out how to do her part in front of Vesta. Dolly had insisted that she didn't mind that her role was small, and Vesta knew from experience that this was entirely true. Dolly was just happy to be there. Anyway, Dolly had insisted, when you were given a smaller part where your character didn't even have a name, that just gave you more space to make up their life in your head, which she claimed was much more fun. According to Dolly, everyone had ideas about how the main parts should be played, even when they hadn't seen the show, because they'd been trained to focus in on those leads by all the movies and television shows they'd watched before. A small part, Dolly had said, was a roomy part. Thinking out loud, Dolly had wondered if the Nurse in the play was not a ministering angelic being, but an actual person working for the N.H.S. She had decided that her Nurse would live in a small orderly flat with two cats she had rescued from starvation and ill health, who were refined and dignified animals as revealed by this supposed Nurse's care, but who she had never been presumptuousness enough to give names to. Vesta had raised an eyebrow at that bit about Dolly's character living in an orderly, bright Swedish Minimalist apartment, because Dolly herself was a hopeless slob in the comfort of her own room. 

Besides having much too good a grasp on the Nurse character, Vesta had pieced together what she thought the plot might be. Amelia's character Lexi, along with Frank's Jude, had brought Danny's happy-go-lucky junkie Jack in for Dianne's Doctor to prod and poke and test. From what Vesta had heard from Dolly, Sharp insisted that the play was actually about conflict, specifically between how the dire neediness of other people drags down the ambitious. Joanne had disagreed once or twice about this, but what did she know, she was only the playwright, and Sharp soon bulldozed over her thoughts, so now she just quietly seethed. Also, as far as Vesta could tell, Danny's happy junkie died at the end of the first half, and in the second part of the play, Vesta had no idea if the Doctor played by Dianne had managed to resuscitate him, or if he was actually still dead and in limbo or something, just imagining that his friend and girlfriend and doctor were in the afterlife too for some reason. No doubt it was extremely symbolic, but Vesta wasn't too sure of what exactly. That dying was weird and uncomfortable maybe, and that people still wouldn't leave you alone even when your heart stopped? 

To be honest, Vesta rarely understood the plays Dolly was in. Sometimes it was because everyone spoke from hundreds of years ago, sometimes it was because all the characters stood around looking upset and never actually saying what they were thinking, and sometimes, Vesta suspected, whoever wrote the thing hadn't been able to think up anything too clever to put on stage and had opted to be very mysterious instead, figuring that was almost as good. Compared to one play Dolly had been in where everybody on stage had been wrapped up in cocoons made out of silver space blankets and chanted in monotones about how the gates were opening or closing or were maybe stuck half-way, this here 'Galatian' play Joanne had worked up was positively clear. No doubt, once Vesta saw the whole play all the way through and in the right order, it would make more sense, at least, that is, if Stephen Sharp's meddling with Jo's work didn't make the whole thing into a confusing mess. 

Vesta suppressed a yawn and checked the time on her phone. Dolly was supposed to have finished forty-five minutes ago. Sharp, however, showed no signs of being satisfied enough with his cast to release them anytime soon. Frank King complained that some of them had homes to go to, even if Sharp didn't, and Stephen had roared back that as far as they were concerned, their only home right now was on his damn stage, and that Frank and the others were bloody lucky to even have the privilege of being there. The pair of them stormed around shouting at each other until they were interrupted by a sudden shriek. It was Danny, and he was flailing around, pulling at his clothes in a panic. 

"Get 'em off! Get off!" he screamed. 

"Get what off?" Amelia said, running over alongside Dolly. 

"Spiders!" Danny shrieked. "There's spiders on me! I can't stand them touching me! Crawling on me." 

Stephen Sharp gave Danny a look of withering contempt. "Calm down, please, Daniel. If you wouldn't mind trying to keep ahold of yourself. What spiders exactly are referring to?" 

"Are you sure you saw any?" said Frank. 

Danny's face flushed and his eyes darted around the stage. "Something was crawling on me, wasn't it?" 

"We're rehearsing in a dusty old church," Dianne said, looking thoroughly bored. "There's bound to be creepy crawlies in every corner here. They're probably all that's holding up the damn place." 

"Ah, leave the kid be, Di," said Frank, "that's not helping any." 

Dianne Clark raised an eyebrow. "We wouldn't want the golden boy to be mildly put out now, would we, the poor dearie?" 

"They can't do you any harm, anyway, Danny," said Amelia, and put her hand on Danny's arm to try and reassure him. Danny threw her off in a mixture of anger and embarrassment. He pointed accusingly at Stephen Sharp. 
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