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For my father and mother,

Eben and Charlotte,

(the roots)

and for my sister,

Holly

(the wings)






There’s a theater for you. A curtain, two wings, and beyond that—open space.

—ANTON CHEKHOV, The Seagull

In a circle of light on the stage in the midst of darkness, you have the sensation of being entirely alone…. This is called solitude in public…. During a performance, before an audience of thousands, you can always enclose yourself in this circle, like a snail in its shell…. You can carry it with you wherever you go.

—CONSTANTIN STANISLAVSKI, An Actor’s Handbook
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I.

HERE’S HOW I SEE IT:

Everything is going to be okay, just like Dad said.

HERE’S HOW IT IS:

I don’t know if anything will ever be okay again.

I gave my dad a heart attack.

I want to say it to the ambulance people when they rush through the door. But they just tell me where to stand so I will be out of the way while they lean over Dad and pump his chest and do mouth-to-mouth and lift him onto a stretcher.

I gave my dad a heart attack.

I want to say it to the guy who hovers over my dad as we speed through town in the ambulance with the terrible siren wailing above us.

I gave my dad a heart attack.

I want to say it to the doctors when we burst into the ER, but a nurse takes me by the arm and pulls me the other way and gets me to answer questions about who I am and what grown-up she should call.

I gave my dad a heart attack.

I want to say it to Mom when she and Mama Duvall and Beck come running into the waiting room and Mom grabs me by the shoulders and peers into my face and says, “Junebug, tell me what happened!”

I gave my dad a heart attack.

I want to say it, but I can’t.
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the tempest

I.

HERE’S HOW I SEE IT:

I am an actress, and this is my big Broadway debut. The stage is silent, waiting. I step out from the wings and I am blind inside the light but I know the audience is out there, just beyond the glare. I can feel them. Hundreds of eyes, watching me.

I am breathing deeply, from the very center of my soul. I am waiting, waiting for the moment to speak my lines.

I am getting ready to fly.

HERE’S HOW IT IS:

I place my hands flat against the shimmering tin. Cool and smooth to the touch.

“Cue Thunder!” Coleman whispers, pointing a finger at me.

I take a deep breath and throw all my weight onto my thunder maker.

Crash!

Now I drum my fingers along the surface, the thunder rolling closer. I am not the first thing the audience sees onstage, but I am the first thing it hears.

Opening Night of the Blue Moon Playhouse! And we are starting with The Tempest. Nothing finer than the Bard, as Dad says. (That’s Shakespeare.)

Dad also says there are no small parts, only small actors, and so even though I wish I was onstage instead of backstage, I make the most of my (very small) role as the thunder part of


A storm with thunder and lightning.



Now Coleman points to the group of MARINERS huddled in the wings, and they walk out onto the darkened stage. They are a motley crew, soon to be shipwrecked.

“Lights up!” Coleman whispers into the headset she wears, the one that connects backstage to the light and sound booth at the back of the house (that’s the rows of seats where the audience sits).

Right on cue, the stage floods with light.

Coleman points to me again, and I really let loose. I am the drummer in a band. I am the storm itself.

Dad says acting is not really about acting, it’s about being. Stella made fun of me in rehearsal, but when I’m rolling the thunder, I truly am the storm. I am aware of nothing else. I can’t even hear the lines being spoken by the actors onstage.

Until the MARINERS let out a great yell all together.

Coleman taps once on my shoulder.

“Blackout!”

II.

HERE’S HOW I SEE IT:

I was destined to be an actress because I was born onstage.

My mother is a brilliant and famous costume designer, and on the day of my birth she was sewing frantically at the theater to finish the costumes before the Opening Night of a great Broadway show. When she felt the first pains she ignored them, because in the theater everybody knows that the show must go on! Plus she thought she’d have plenty of time.

She didn’t.

I made my grand entrance center stage.

HERE’S HOW IT IS:

I wasn’t actually born onstage, but I could’ve been.

“Late for your cue,” Dad likes to say. “A major case of stage fright.”

I was a whole ten days late in fact. It was hot. Mom was big as a house and grumpy to boot. She could hardly see the sewing machine over her enormous belly. (Mom is a brilliant costume designer, but she’s not technically famous.) Even so, she was trying to finish up costumes for the Dress Rehearsal of the Play about the Scotsman (also known as Macbeth). But you’re not actually supposed to say Macbeth aloud when you’re performing it because there’s supposed to be a curse on the play that goes all the way back to when it was first produced in the Bard’s day and one of the actors died during a performance. (Actors are a really superstitious bunch.)

Anyway, when Mom first felt the pains, she did ignore them because she thought I still had stage fright. But then the pains got a whole lot worse and she realized I was serious about finally making my entrance. And so she waddled out to the car and drove herself to the hospital. (It’s only a couple of miles.) She didn’t want to bother Dad because he was right in the middle of Dress Rehearsal.

“I knew he wouldn’t be any help anyway,” Mom says. “He’d just be thinking about the play. And he’s always hated the sight of blood.”

Which is kind of funny when you stop to think about it because for his role as the Scotsman he ended up getting covered in the stuff. But of course onstage the blood is all fake.

III.

HERE’S HOW I SEE IT:

In my big Broadway debut I am the ingénue (that’s the young female lead), and so I am always on the boards, as they say (that’s the stage). There’s never a moment’s rest behind the scenes. I am always flying from one entrance to another, always rushing from the darkness of the wings into the warm glow of the stage lights.

HERE’S HOW IT IS:

After I’ve rolled thunder I slide down next to the mask flats (the fake walls that keep the audience from seeing what’s going on backstage). It’s “Lights up!” again, and a golden patch leaks along the floorboards, almost touching my toe. I hold my breath and listen, my sister’s voice beginning the next scene.

Lucky duck.

Stella is sixteen (almost seventeen), which means she’s old enough to snag ingénue roles.

O what I wouldn’t give to be in my sister’s place.

To be an ingénue, not just a sound effect.

To be MIRANDA to Dad’s PROSPERO.

To be called “my cherubim” onstage and off.

My cherubim. (It’s a cute angel.)

Stella stammers over a line. She misses a beat.

Opening Night jitters.

Silently I say the words with her. I know the part by heart. It’s from sitting in rehearsals hour after hour (like I’ve done practically my whole entire life), and it’s from helping Stella run her lines (like I’ve done practically since I could read).

Shakespeare’s words are kind of hard at first. (A lot of times I have no idea what they mean.) But once you get the rhythm, the sound is so beautiful, so graceful, it’s like dancing.

I remember dancing once with Dad inside a spotlight. I was maybe four and he was dancing me around on his feet inside the light, everything warm and golden. Then Mom picked me up and whisked me out, into the dark. I began to wail right away, and I wouldn’t stop until I was back inside the spotlight.

“A star is born,” Dad said then, and there was laughter all around.

Now the laughter is outside my own head.

A good sign! Laughter already!

I can hear Stella’s voice changing, becoming stronger, the audience giving her her stage legs, as Dad calls it, her confidence.

“ ‘How came we ashore?’ ” MIRANDA/Stella asks.

“ ‘By providence divine,’ ” PROSPERO/Dad answers.

These particular lines (MIRANDA is asking her father how they ended up on a deserted island) suddenly make me think of Mom, alone on her own distant shore (Mama Duvall’s house smack in the middle of endless fields). I wonder what Mom is doing right this very minute while Dad and Stella and I are busy with Opening Night.

Is she sitting on the big wraparound porch? Is she staring out across the endless fields toward the Blue Moon?

Is she thinking about me?

Now I feel an ache, deep inside, the way it feels when the theater is dark, closed.

I shut my eyes and wish two things:


	That Mom was here on Opening Night like always.

	That the Blue Moon was never ever dark.



The first wish is “complicated,” as Mom explained at the start of the summer when she packed up her clothes and her sewing machine and her rainbow bolts of cloth into the old truck and drove the three miles to Mama Duvall’s house on the other side of the farm. (One side of the farm is a farm and one side is a theater.)

The second wish I’ve wished a hundred million times in my (almost) thirteen years and it’s never done any good. The Blue Moon is a summer stock theater, which means we’re open only in the summer, and we do a different play every three weeks.

If Mom was here, everything would be just right.

If the Blue Moon never closed, I would never have to go back to (boring) school in the (boring) middle of nowhere, where everybody thinks I’m boring because I don’t play sports (gag!) or do cheerleading (double gag!), because I’m not drop-dead gorgeous (like Stella) or cute and easygoing (like my brother Beck).

I’m just me.

JUNE OLIVIA CANTRELL (aka JUNEBUG), twelve (almost thirteen) years old; future Broadway star.

IV.

HERE’S HOW I SEE IT:

“Miss Cantrell, may I have your autograph?”

“Miss Cantrell, what a brilliant performance!”

“Miss Cantrell, you were destined to play this role!”

HERE’S HOW IT IS:

“Junebug, run and get me a glass of water, please.”

“Junebug, we’re out of tissues!”

“Junebug, could you get some ice?”

Gofer. That’s actually the role I’m destined to play here at the Blue Moon (along with Thunder, of course).

“Junebug, I need some aspirin.”

“Junebug, would it be terribly inconvenient to fetch me a cup of hot water with just a little honey and lemon?”

“Junebug, I forgot my dagger—hurry to the Prop Table and grab it for me, will you?”

The truth is, I don’t really mind playing Gofer. At least all the gofering keeps me busy. I don’t have time to dwell on the (tragic) fact that I never actually get to go onstage during The Tempest. And at least the actors act like I’ve hung the moon.

“Junebug, you’re just a doll!”

“Junebug, you’re the best!”

“Junebug, what in the world would I do without you?”

At least most of the actors act this way. My own sister is a different story.

“Junebug, I stubbed my toe! I’m bleeding to death. I need a Band-Aid, like, now!”

Enter Stella. She always emphasizes the “bug” part like I am something to be squashed. And she is always in need of something “like, now.”

STELLA ROSE CANTRELL, beautiful but vain; played the Nice Sister once upon a time; now plays the Mean Sister to perfection; rolls her eyes a lot.

“Your Band-Aid, milady.” I give a dramatic bow once I’ve gofered my sister’s request, awaiting the proper gratitude, but (of course) none comes. Stella is too busy staring at herself in the dressing room mirror. (This is her favorite pastime when not onstage.)

“ ‘Alas, alack,’ ” I mumble to myself, turning away from my ungrateful wretch of a sister.

“Alas, alack” is how you complain in Shakespeare. It’s how all the actors talk, since they’ve been rehearsing The Tempest for three weeks. When they’re sad, they sprinkle their sentences with words like:


Alas, alack!

O, my heart bleeds!

O, woe the day!



And when they’re happy, they say things like:


O, wonder!

O, a cherubim!

Cheerly, cheerly!



Back in the wings I stand and watch the rest of the play. The actors flutter past as they make their Entrances and Exits. Some grin and wave at me or make funny faces; others stay in character, waiting for their cues.

The air around the stage is charged, staticky—the way it feels during a sudden summer thunderstorm. Purely electric.

“Nothing like Opening Night!” Dad will say. “A bit of terror mixed in with the excitement! Is everything ready? Will it all turn out right or will it be a complete and utter disaster? Will we please the Theater Gods or anger them?”

And tonight we seem to please the theater gods because there are none of the terrible mistakes or accidents that can sometimes plague an Opening Night.

No missed cues. (Like when an actor is late for an entrance.)

No long, painful pauses. (Like when an actor is late for an entrance and the actors onstage have to try to pretend like nothing is wrong.)

No unscheduled blackouts. (Like when the light and sound guys accidentally dim the lights early.)

No botched sound effects. (Like Thunder rolling too early or too late.)

“When the Theater Gods are pleased,” Dad will say, “there’s nothing like Opening Night! Nothing like it in the whole world!”

And it’s true. Not even birthdays are better than this. Not even Christmas.

And just like birthdays and Christmas, it’s over before you know it.

“Blackout!” Coleman murmurs into her headset after PROSPERO/Dad has given his final speech. (In Shakespeare, there always seems to be a final speech, kind of summing things up.) “Cue sound!”

Obediently the lights go out. The music swells.

It’s “Lights up!” once more, and the actors bound back onto the stage, smiling and lining up to take their bows. The audience applauds—a wonderful sound!

Nothing like applause, either.

From the wings I close my eyes and imagine Dad beckoning to me.

“We can’t forget Thunder!” his voice booms. “Thunder must take a bow! What would the play be without our dear, sweet Thunder?”

Of course I must be coaxed onto the stage because I’m so very modest.

“Go ahead, take a bow, Junebug!” Dad whispers into my ear. “You deserve it!”

And so I do. I bow.

Immediately the audience rises from their seats, clapping wildly, cheering and whistling and stomping their feet.

“A Standing Ovation!” Dad cries, gazing down at me, green eyes twinkling with pride, with love. “All for you, my cherubim!”

“Junebug! Earth to the bug brain.”

Enter Stella again.

“I am not a bug brain,” I reply, glancing around to see if any of the other actors exiting Curtain Call are catching this scene. Stella has a wonderful habit of embarrassing me in front of an audience.

“Well, you were in total la-la land. Who knows what goes on in that bug brain of yours?”

She shoves one of her Props at me before rushing back to the dressing room to make sure she’s still beautiful.

Prop Mistress. Yet another (behind the scenes) role I was destined to play.

Small, yes, but important.

After all, it is my responsibility as Prop Mistress to gather up the Props the actors use during the show and make sure they’re safely back in their rightful place on the Prop Table so that they’ll be ready and waiting for tomorrow night’s show.

Most of the Props for The Tempest are old-time weapons—daggers, swords (fake, of course). And so I’m armed to the teeth when I nearly collide with a body lurking in the shadows.

“Oh, sorry!” I cry, managing to hold on to my armful of weapons while at the same time giving the body a quick up and down.

Enter a stranger.

BOY, about my age; a little taller; light brown hair.

“Can I help you?” I ask, assuming the boy is an audience member, come to check out the backstage after the show. Maybe even get an autograph.

No response. None whatsoever.

“Are you looking for someone?” I try.

Still the boy doesn’t answer. He seems completely oblivious to everything around him (even me), eyes gazing upward, intently studying something over-head.

“D-did you know that in Shakespeare’s t-time the roof over the stage was c-called the heavens?” he asks.

Now I gaze upward too. A slanting roof with crossbeams to hold the various stage lights. The roof doesn’t extend beyond the stage. When the audience looks up, all they see is sky.

“Theater under the stars!” Dad likes to say. The Blue Moon is not only a summer stock theater, it’s an outdoor theater as well. Just like way back in Greek times or during Shakespeare’s day.

I know all about the heavens. (I was practically born on the stage after all!) If I were Dad, I’d be able to quote something from Shakespeare at this very moment, a perfect reference to the heavens. But I can’t. I can recite lines from plays we’re doing during the summer, but I don’t have Dad’s amazing memory for every play Shakespeare ever wrote.

“And the space b-below the stage was c-c-called…”

I wait for the boy to say the word that rhymes with “fell,” but his voice simply trails off.

“Yeah, I know. But we don’t have the space below,” I inform him. “Our stage is concrete.”

Now the boy’s gaze shifts to the floor. I’ll admit we did a great job painting the concrete in overlapping shades of green to create the overall effect of a lush island paradise, but it’s not like the painted concrete is the most fascinating thing in the world.

“Are you looking for your parents?” I ask. The weapons in my arms aren’t heavy, but they’re awkward. “Maybe your folks are at the party already? The party’s not back here. It’s in the rehearsal room—past the patio.” I point a sword up past the last row of seats.

Opening Night party. First night of each new show. During which the actors mingle with the patrons and they all eat, drink, and be merry (which means everybody acts silly).

“D-d-do you need help with those?” The boy is staring at the sword now.

I give a firm shake of the head. Nobody touches the Props during the run of a show. Except the Prop Mistress (me). And the actors, of course.

“No thanks.” I turn and head for the Prop Table, which sits behind the stage left entrance.

The Prop Table is actually two long rectangular tables pulled together and covered completely with sheets of plain brown butcher paper. Over the past couple of days I carefully traced and labeled each and every Prop from the show with a large black Magic Marker. (This is something I learned years ago by observing Prop Mistresses and Masters of seasons gone by.)

“C-c-cool.”

The boy has followed me. In fact he’s standing so close, our arms almost touch. I assume he’s talking about the pile of weapons I’ve just deposited and am now sorting through. All the guys my age around here love weapons. At school they talk endlessly about guns or they draw pictures of guns and tell stories about going hunting with their dads or granddads.

I hate guns, even though my own grandmother owns one. But Mama Duvall doesn’t hunt. She only keeps a rifle for rascally critters, as she says. She hates moles the most. Moles can tunnel through miles and miles of earth, making the fields squishy and useless. Whenever she catches sight of one coming up for air, she runs for her shotgun and takes aim. She’s a pretty good shot.

“D-d-did you make this P-Prop Table yourself?” the boy asks, running his hand along the butcher paper instead of the swords and daggers.

I nod, surprised he even knows what a Prop Table is.

“What else d-d-do you do?”

The stutter is a soft flutter like butterfly wings, barely there.

I open my mouth but no words come out. There are so many duties at the Blue Moon, especially since Mom left. I don’t know where to begin. And who is this kid anyway? Why does he want to know?

“I roll Thunder,” I answer finally, thinking this will throw him.

The boy’s chin comes up and he looks at me—really looks at me—for the first time in our brief scene together. His face is long and thin, and his dark eyes are nearly covered by a curtain of lightish brown hair.

“I liked the Thunder,” he says, eyes sweeping down again. “It was very…” He seems to have trouble making his lips form the word. “B-b-believable.”

“Trace? Trace, honey, come meet Mr. Cantrell.”

A voice, twangy like a country song, calls out of the dark behind us. I glance sideways at the boy—the call must be for him—but he doesn’t react. He’s studying the Prop Table like he’s studying for a test.

“Trace!” A nervous laugh, and then impatience. “Trace Weaver, come here this second! I’d like you to meet Mr. Cantrell.”

Now the boy turns, without a word to me, and follows the voice, disappearing around one of the mask flats.

“There you are!” Another nervous laugh. “This is my son. This is Trace. Trace, honey, this is Mr. Cantrell! He owns this place! He was in the play too, remember?”

“Hello, young man,” Dad booms, still in his stage voice.

I tiptoe toward the voices and peer through a tiny gap in the mask flats so I won’t be seen.

A skinny woman in tight jeans and tank top, teased-up blondish hair, is gripping the boy against her with one skinny arm like she’s afraid he’ll disappear.

“Did you enjoy the show, young man?” Dad grins and cocks his head to one side, waiting for the usual gushing response from an adoring fan.

“N-n-nobody really knows exactly how Shakespeare’s p-plays were p-performed in his day. There’s only speculation.”

A pause. And then Dad leans back and lets out a great roar of a laugh. It’s his stage laugh. His real laugh isn’t quite so loud.

“Ah, yes, that’s right!” Dad cries. “I can see you know something about the Bard, young man.”

Immediately there’s a strange tightness in my chest.

“Oh, Trace is just crazy about that stuff! He knows all about theater.” The word is drawn out into three syllables. Thee-ate-ter. “He knows all kinds of weird stuff nobody else cares about.”

“Well, that’s just terrific!” Dad is gazing at the boy with the same kind of intense look he gets when he’s directing a play and a scene isn’t quite working yet. “You must be very proud of him.”

“Don’t know what to do with him, more like.”

“Hmmmm.” Dad tugs thoughtfully at the (fake) beard attached to his chin. And then he whirls abruptly about, his colorful PROSPERO cloak billowing dramatically out behind him.

The mom glances down at her son, obviously confused. I’m used to Dad’s quick exits, of course, his sudden bursts of speed, but it takes a while for most people.

Roadrunner.

That’s what Beck named him long ago (after that old cartoon), because Dad’s always rushing from one thing to another, faster and faster and faster, so that when he’s at full speed you almost don’t see his legs moving anymore. Summertime is prime Roadrunner season because Dad is always on the go, directing, acting, building sets.

“Plenty of time to rest in the grave,” Dad will say when people marvel over his speed.

Now Dad must realize his guests haven’t followed. He turns and beckons. “Won’t you come this way?” He gestures grandly toward the Dressing Rooms. “We can talk in here.”

The mom hesitates a moment, long enough for the boy to peer back into the shadows, right where I’m standing. I slide sideways, even though I’m sure he can’t actually see me through the crack in the flats.

“We’ll enjoy having your son here with us!” I hear Dad say. “He’ll be a wonderful addition to our company.”

Here with us? Wonderful addition to our company?

What in the world is Dad talking about? The boy is definitely around my age. Way too young to be an apprentice. Apprentices come to study theater. They do all the tech work, and sometimes get to do a little acting, too, if they’re lucky. The apprentices are at least eighteen and in college already.

“I’m just glad we found you!” I hear the woman gush before their voices fade.

I stand perfectly still, trying to work it all out, the scene I’ve just witnessed, and then I hurry toward the Dressing Rooms so I can get to the bottom of this mystery. But I am stopped dead in my tracks, blocked, cornered, by a huge beast who roars and thrashes his arms into the air.

“ ‘O brave monster!’ ” I cry out, shielding my face with my hands, because it is CALIBAN, who has the body of a man but the head of a beast. “ ‘Alack for mercy!’ ”

In The Tempest, CALIBAN is the rightful king of the deserted island, but he is lazy and obstinate, moody and fierce, and not very bright. In the play, PROSPERO has tricked him out of a cloak of magic to become the king of the isle himself and has made CALIBAN his slave.

Now CALIBAN has stopped his roaring. In fact, he’s kind of whimpering. So I reach up and give the beast a pat on the head. He leans down to gently nuzzle my hair with his donkeylike nose. I give a little scratch between his long, donkeylike ears.

“Will you help me get this thing off, Junebug? It’s a bit tight….” The voice is muffled inside the mask.

I take a firm hold, both hands around the neck of the beast, and pull.

Enter Ray, the actor who plays the monster.

RAY MONDELLO, character actor; round and jolly; a “hail-fellow-well-met” (that’s Shakespeare for “cool dude”).

“Ah, that’s better!” Ray takes a deep breath after his head has been removed. “Methinks the beastie will be the death of me. It’s pretty hot inside there, once you get under the lights. I may just pass out one night.” He hands the thing over and pulls a bandanna from his pocket to wipe his sweat-streaked face. “I hate to tell you, but he’s shedding some, and then I accidentally bumped into a tree out there during Act II. The nose is dinged, I’m afraid.”

“Methinks I can fix him up good as new,” I reply, cradling the fuzzy thing in my arms. The beastie is sort of a cross between a donkey and a bear head. Mom made it out of chicken wire and papier-mâché and fake fur before she left. Now I’m supposed to care for the beastie, like some poor abandoned pet.

“You’re just a peach, Junebug,” Ray says in a high-pitched, old lady voice. (He’s always breaking into different accents like a lot of actors do.) He reaches out to pinch my cheeks. “A good show, methinks? What say you, dollface?”

“Good show,” I quickly reply. I haven’t known Ray very long (the actors have only been here for three weeks) but I love how he seems to really care about my opinion.

“See you at the party then, honey pie? Save a dance for me?” Now the accent is deeply Southern.

I nod my head.

“Anon!” he calls over his shoulder as he exits the scene.

“Anon,” I call back. (Shakespeare for “later.”)

With the beastie under my arm, I continue on toward the Dressing Rooms, but I don’t hear the twangy voice anymore. I do hear a few of the ladies still primping in the Ladies’ Dressing Room for the party, but when I knock on the Men’s Dressing Room, it’s only Dad. He’s sitting alone in front of the long mirror.

CASSIUS HARLAN CANTRELL, older leading man; longish, dark hair with a few streaks of gray flowing from the temples; not only acts, but directs; the esteemed founder of the Blue Moon Playhouse.

“How now, daughter?” Dad’s voice echoes in the empty room. He has taken off the fake beard, but he is still PROSPERO. I know it takes a while to shake a character after a show.

“How now, Daddy-O?” I respond with the usual and plop down in the chair beside him. “Who’s the kid?” I decide to cut to the chase.

“Kid?”

PROSPERO looks totally confused.

“The boy you were talking to after the show.”

PROSPERO transforms into Dad at last.

“Oh, you mean… let’s see, what was it… Trace Weaver?”

A nod of the head.

“Didn’t I tell you?”

A shake of the head. And a sigh. (Alas, alack.) Nope, didn’t tell me.

“They’re new in town,” Dad continues. “The mother wondered if we could take any interns. Apparently the boy is quite the young thespian.”

Quite the young thespian?

“B-b-b-but we don’t have interns!” Who’s stuttering now?

“Well, I thought it wouldn’t cause any harm. We can always use an extra pair of hands around here. Especially this summer. And besides, it’ll be good for you. Someone your own age about for a change.”

My mouth drops open. I could catch flies (as Mama Duvall says).

I don’t really like kids my own age. Never have.

I’ve lived my whole entire twelve (almost thirteen) years in this same small town, where everybody knows everybody else. I should have plenty of friends.

But I don’t.

All summer long I’m surrounded by actors and directors—grown-ups who think I’m this funny, precocious, mature-for-my-age kid.

But when the summer ends, when the Blue Moon darkens and empties, I’m like Cinderella at midnight. Poof! I return to being Junebug, the squashable little sister of Stella (who seems to fit in no matter where she is) and Beck (who doesn’t seem to care if he fits in or not, so he fits in anyway).

Mom says I don’t try hard enough to fit in, but why should I, when the kids around here just look at me like I’m an alien?

The thing is, I know exactly who I am in the summer, what role I’m supposed to play. But for the rest of the year—when the actors have left, when the Blue Moon is empty, when I’m back in school—it’s like I’ve lost the script, forgotten the lines.

Dad knows all this. He’s held my hand when I’ve come down with sudden “stomachaches” because I dread going to school to face the humiliation of being weird. He’s quoted beautiful words to me to make it better (he can always quote something that fits). We’ve talked about how he often felt the same way when he was a kid—like he was from another planet.

But now he seems to have forgotten. He’s totally oblivious to my flycatcher face as he rubs cold cream in broad circles along his cheeks. I watch in silence as PROSPERO melts off onto wads of Kleenex.

“Does your dad really wear makeup and dresses sometimes?” Billy Cooper asked me on the playground in first grade.

“Yes,” I answered proudly.

“Well, then he’s a weirdo!” Billy Cooper yelled.

I was a flycatcher then, too. It had never occurred to me that other dads didn’t put on makeup and costumes now and then.

“Your dad’s a weirdo!” Billy Cooper repeated, and then he ran around the playground yelling, “Weirdo! Weirdo!” and telling everybody my dad wore makeup and dresses like a girl, and everybody stared and whispered for the rest of the day, for the rest of the year.

For the rest of my life.

“Dad?” I ask now.

“Mmmm?”

O where to begin? O so many things to ask!

Like why he thinks we need another kid here at the Blue Moon when there’s never been another kid (except me).

Like why everything is different this summer.

Like why Mom left.

“Dad,” I start again, determined to reach him.

“Mmmm?”

But it’s like he’s a million miles away.

I get that same ache I got before, when thinking about Mom on the other side of the farm.

Mom is three miles away, but Dad is truly here, three inches away, and still it’s like he’s on his very own “distant shore.” And I don’t know why.

The thing is, Dad and I used to talk about everything.

Like what it means to want to be a serious actor.

Like what it feels like to actually walk onto a Broadway stage—even if it’s only once in your life.

Like why it’s important to do Real Theater (Shakespeare and other serious plays) at the Blue Moon, when a lot of people don’t really appreciate Real Theater around here (the middle of nowhere).

But this summer everything is different. This summer Dad isn’t talking about much of anything. At least not to me.

“Cass, are you ready?”

A voice floats around the corner and I know any chance to ask Dad my questions has vanished. Poof.

“I hope you’re ready, goodly sir, because I want to dance the night away!”

Enter Lelia, and O, my heart bleeds!

LELIA DURNBOW, leading lady; tall and slim; curly dark hair with creamy skin; in a word: stunning.

In The Tempest, Lelia plays ARIEL, an airy spirit, who serves PROSPERO and plays tricks on his enemies. The thing is, ARIEL is usually played by a man, but Dad (as Director) turned the role into a woman and gave it to Lelia.

“ ‘A fine apparition,’ ” PROSPERO/Dad calls her, onstage and off. “ ‘My quaint Ariel.’ ”

I get a knot in my stomach just thinking about it.

Mom said I was too young to understand everything, the reason for the summer split, but I’m not completely clueless. I know Lelia is a big reason why Mom left.

“Oh, hi there, Junebug!” Lelia coos when she realizes Dad is not alone. “Getting ready for the party?”

I shrug.

“I hope you’re not planning to wear the beastie to the party?” Lelia asks, laughing a little.

I glance down at the mass of fur on my lap. I’d forgotten I was still holding him.

“Wouldn’t want to hide that pretty face of yours!” Lelia adds.

I give a little smirk, but it doesn’t matter. Lelia is looking at Dad.

And he’s looking back. A blank, lost look like when an actor forgets his lines onstage. It’s a totally new expression for Dad. I’ve never seen him forget his lines onstage.

“ ‘Go thither, Spirit!’ ” Dad murmurs, his voice turning smooth like velvet, the way it always does when he quotes Shakespeare.

Usually I love to hear him “speak the speech” as Shakespeare says in some play, “trippingly on the tongue.” Now it only annoys me.

“Enjoy the ‘marvelous sweet music,’ my chick,” he says. (Chick is another thing PROSPERO calls ARIEL onstage because he/she is supposed to fly like a bird.) “I’ll be there anon.”

“Yes, noble master, anon.” Lelia gives the same kind of bow she does as ARIEL and turns to leave. “Great show!” she chirps before she exits.

“Great show?”

Dad doesn’t seem to notice my perfect imitation of Lelia’s chirp.

“Not a bad show,” he replies after a thoughtful moment.

“But not humming, right?”

Dad’s best compliment. When something is really working, it hums.

“Definitely not humming. Not yet.”

I wait for Dad to say something about my thunder rolling. Good or bad. Humming or not.

“Methinks I’m in need of a quick shower before the festivities.” Dad rises and places a hand on my head—briefly—before turning for the door. “Anon, my pet.”

“Anon,” I mumble, but I don’t make a move. Not yet. I sit perfectly still, gazing down at the mass of fur in my arms, and then I duck my head and pull the beastie on.

It’s awkward and heavy at first. The head bobbles back and forth, my shoulders adjust to the weight. Inside the mask it’s a strong mix of makeup and sweat.

You’d think I’d be grossed out, but I’m not. Somehow the smell—so familiar!—makes the knot in my stomach loosen.

“Quite the young thespian!” I quietly mimic Dad’s velvety stage voice. Inside the beastie my words echo, deep and grand. “I declare that henceforth he shall be called Thespis, first actor of ancient Greece.”

I sit staring at myself in the mirror—half beast, half girl—and let out a low growl. I have a feeling my life is about to change—again!—and I don’t like it. Not one little bit.

V.

HERE’S HOW I SEE IT:

I was destined to be an actress not only because I was born onstage, but because I come from a long line of actors harking back to the beginning of theater itself.

In ancient Greece we were thespians performing in masks for gods and mortals alike.

In the Middle Ages we were traveling vagabonds roving the countryside (the first touring company!), making music and drama for rowdy commoners and rich dukes and duchesses, regal kings and queens.

Rumor has it we were on the boards when Shakespeare staged his first play (even if it’s not known exactly how it was staged).

And when it was time to cross the Atlantic we were there, on the ship, ready to bring theater to the New World.

We made our entrances and exits on a street called Broadway long before it became the Broadway.

And so acting is in my blood.

HERE’S HOW IT IS:

Dirt and manure, courtroom dust. That’s what’s really in my blood.

I come from a long line of farmers (on Mom’s side) and a long line of lawyers (on Dad’s side).

Stable. Practical. No nonsense.

Nobody on either side had ever entertained the far-fetched notion of going onstage.

Until Dad.

“I’d always acted in school plays,” Dad has told me. “And I’d go to the movies and just sit through the matinees all afternoon, watching those actors on the big screen. But college—that’s when I really got bit by the theater bug. One drama class and that was that. There was no going back.”

Of course Dad did go back. He came home (to the middle of nowhere) after college and he explained to his parents that he wanted to go to New York City to become an actor instead of going to law school to become a lawyer.

Of course the news didn’t go over so well.

“An actor?” Grandpa Cantrell yelled. “What put that crazy idea into your head?”

Dad tried to explain, but Grandpa Cantrell wouldn’t listen. He was too busy yelling.

The thing is, Grandpa Cantrell had had Dad’s life all planned out since before Dad was even born.


CASSIUS HARLAN CANTRELL JR.’S LIFE

WRITTEN BY CASSIUS HARLAN CANTRELL SR.

ACT I

Attend same college all

(male) Cantrells attend.

ACT II

Attend same law school all

(male) Cantrells attend.

ACT III

Return home and work

in the same law firm with all




OEBPS/e9781439164082/fonts/ZillaSlab-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781439164082/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781439164082/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781439164082/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/e9781439164082/fonts/Lato-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781439164082/fonts/Lato-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781439164082/fonts/IndieFlower.ttf


OEBPS/e9781439164082/fonts/ZillaSlab-MediumItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781439164082/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781439164082/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		After


		Before

		1. The Tempest


		2. The Seagull


		3. Alcestis








		After


		Acknowledgments


		Author’s Note


		‘Dream of Night’ Teaser


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Acknowledgments


		Author’s Note


		About the Author


		Copyright








		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290








OEBPS/e9781439164082/fonts/Lato-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781439164082/images/9781439164082.jpg
Here’s
How |
See It

Heather Henson

Atheneum Books for Young Readers
New York London Toronto Sydney





OEBPS/e9781439164082/fonts/Lato-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781439164082/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


