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CHAPTER ONE

				“You’re too small for the part,” said Tor Douglas. “Ridiculously small, if you don’t mind my saying so.”

				Marigold felt her face burning as he delivered these lines in an emphatic, deep voice. His enormous frame sprawled in a large swivel chair as he sized her up with an amused expression.

				Glancing around the walls of his office, which was covered in posters from previous productions of the Tower Theatre Company, she couldn’t help seeing the names of well-known actors — women and men she had admired as a stage-struck child. But now, she was a graduate, an actor, a professional like them — how dare he dismiss her, unheard!

				Taking a deep breath before she spoke, as she had been taught, she acted confident — though she felt anything but. Never before had her training been so useful. Her first real audition, and she was being shown the door by this patronizing, horrible man!

				“Let me at least show you what I can do,” she said with her chin in the air.

				He raised a lazy, challenging eyebrow.

				“I’ve two pieces prepared … and a song … ” Her voice began to falter as his eyes held hers, still mocking, and she forced herself to say: “And I am sure I can play this part.”

				Suddenly, Tor Douglas was all attention; he sat upright, his big-boned frame towering over her, intent and formidable, as his deep brown eyes seemed to take in every detail of her appearance.

				“Do you know the piece?”

				“It’s a romantic comedy, isn’t it? Set in the eighteenth century. We did Sheridan and Goldsmith at drama school — and I’m auditioning for the maidservant. I don’t see why a maid shouldn’t be small.”

				“It isn’t merely that you are small, my child. You look about fourteen, and this maid, Polly, is a knowing, saucy little flirt.” He smiled condescendingly. “I doubt whether you’ve ever really kissed a man?”

				Marigold could not have disliked him more. Her anger rose, struggling with her nerves, and her voice rang with seeming confidence. “I’m twenty. And I’m an actor, so whether I’ve ‘really kissed’ a man or not doesn’t matter, does it?”

				I wonder how much kissing experience you had at my age, she wondered, trying to guess how old he was. Thirty-five? Forty? No, surely not old enough to be my father. These thoughts were unhelpful; she must concentrate!

				Without taking his eyes from her face, he pushed a script across the desk to her. “Scene four. Page seventeen.”

				Marigold gulped. He was asking her to read at sight, unprepared!

				“Don’t you want to hear my audition pieces first?” she asked, quavering a little.

				“Never mind your stupid pieces. Read this scene. I’ll read in for Lord Harcourt.”

				They began. Tor read brilliantly, his deep and powerful voice filling the small office, and his strong, expressive features responding to every change of the character’s moods. Marigold began hesitantly, but her enjoyment of the play soon overcame her nervousness; absorbed by the pacy tale of flirtation and intrigue, she found the character of Polly engagingly cheeky, with plenty of chances for comedy.

				Marigold noticed that, though Tor read flawlessly, every time she raised her eyes from the script, his eyes were fixed on her. Occasionally, he smiled.

				As they read on, Marigold saw with alarm that there was a passionate kiss toward the end of the scene. Would she be expected to kiss him right now, across the desk, at a first reading? Too bad if I’m supposed to, I won’t do it, she decided. I’m here to show I can act, not pass a kissing test!

				Luckily, a few lines before the embrace a knock sounded at the door, and Tor stopped reading.

				“Come in,” he said with controlled patience.

				The door opened and a young man in paint-covered overalls came in. He unfolded a large sheet of paper covered with complicated designs and figures and laid it on the desk, looking apologetically at Tor. “Sorry to bother you, Mr. Douglas, but we’ve hit another problem with the set.”’

				Tor groaned in a humorous way, raising his eyes to heaven. “What is it this time?”

				“It’s this door that Noel Marchmont wanted here, upstage right. As you can see from the plan, there’s no clearance between the flat there and the dock wall here.”

				Marigold studied the two heads bent intently over the plan, contrasting Tor’s thick, almost black, wiry locks with the unnamed stranger’s floppy brown hair, speckled with white paint.

				Both men were completely in their element, and respectful of each other’s expertise. Tor was listening to a practical solution to the design problem with the same superb concentration he had, a minute before, been focusing on her. Finally, they lifted their heads and seemed almost surprised that Marigold was still there.

				“Ah, yes. Miss Aubrey,” said Tor, flashing her a smile of sudden warmth. “Meet Don Burlington, who has just saved my life again. Our stage carpenter.”

				Don extended a grimy hand and nodded, giving her a sympathetic smile.

				“I hope we’ll be seeing you back here soon, Miss Aubrey.”

				After Don left the room, Marigold felt her nervousness returning. Would she be expected to start the audition all over again?

				Tor was leaning back in his swivel chair, hands clasped under his chin, regarding her in silence for what seemed like eternity. Finally, he spoke. “I liked some of the things you did with that scene.”

				Dozens of stupid questions rose to Marigold’s lips, but she swallowed them back and tried to seem poised and mature. “Does that mean — you want me for the part?”

				“I have some other people to see this afternoon … I’ve got your details, haven’t I?” He rummaged among the papers on his desk and Marigold caught a glimpse of other photographs, other young hopefuls, before he held her C.V. in his large hands.

				“Here we are. Marigold Aubrey. Trained at the London School of Drama — good. No professional experience whatsoever — not so good. ‘Marigold Aubrey’ — what on earth made you choose an old-fashioned stage name like that?”

				Tor’s quizzical smile held no terrors for Marigold now; she was sure she hadn’t gotten the part, and she met his teasing gaze with flashing eyes. “It’s the name my parents gave me, and I happen to like it.”

				However, she was not prepared for what happened next. Tor suddenly rose from his chair and moved swiftly round the table until he stood in front of her. He brought his face close to hers — so close that she could see herself reflected in his piercing dark brown eyes.

				“You say on your C.V. that your eyes are blue,” he said accusingly.

				“They are blue,” Marigold answered as coolly as she could under that haunting stare.

				“They’re not blue. They are the turquoise of the Mediterranean Sea in summer.”

				Abruptly, he stood back and gave her a dazzling smile.

				Marigold could feel her heart thumping, but she tried to make a graceful exit. Before she reached the safety of the door, he flung out his hand, stopping her in her tracks.

				“Call in at the office before you go. Carol will give you a pittance toward your expenses.”

				Marigold stammered her thanks and, once safely in the corridor, almost ran to a nearby open window. Leaning out she took several deep and shuddering breaths, trying not to think about the mistakes she had made in her first ever audition. If this was life in the theatre, was she up to it?

				Ever since she could remember, Marigold had wanted to be an actor. As an only child, she had relieved her loneliness by dressing up and pretending to be imaginary characters as soon as she could walk and talk. Her parents, not having had any connections with the theatre, were surprised at her talent and had always been supportive — but every parent thinks their child can act. Her father, who ran a small grocery business, had little cash to spare, so Marigold was overjoyed when, in the teeth of fierce competition, she won a scholarship to the London School of Drama.

				Three years as a student had trained her for the technical needs of the profession, but as to the other more demanding, personal challenges … Marigold was dreading those.

				Few of the other students in her final year had found jobs — the women were having an especially hard time. Her best friend Betsy was currently working as a waitress, and Marigold expected that she would soon be joining her — unless, by some miracle, she was accepted at the Tower Theatre Company for the summer season. That would give her the chance to play in a repertory company for four months, trying out all kinds of different roles, and she would be taking the first steps in proving herself to her parents.

				Marigold gazed dreamily out of the window at the winding river and the white spire of the church on the marsh plain of Branchester. It was a pretty little seaside village on the east coast, not too far from London, busy with tourists in the summer season and proud of its cultural life. Slowly she made her way to the office. There was no point in becoming too attached to the place. Probably this would be her first and last visit.

				Carol Davies, the company administrator, was kind but briskly efficient. She mentioned to Marigold who the other company members were, and said that, should she be taken on for the summer season, there was a list of suitable landladies in the office. Carol even provided a timetable of trains back to London.

				“Oh, and you’d better give me a contact number — not a mobile, if possible. Where will you be tonight?” she asked, just as Marigold was leaving. “Mr. Douglas doesn’t believe in making people wait.”

				“You mean — he’ll make his decision today?” Marigold gulped.

				Carol smiled. “He knows how on edge you’re feeling, believe me. And he’s very sure of his own mind. He’ll be in touch very soon.”

				All too soon, Marigold was out in the sunshine, slightly dazed and even more unsure about how well she had done in the interview. She decided to have a cup of coffee before heading back to Betsy’s flat and the nail-biting wait for Tor’s call.

				The Tower Theatre was a pretty, red-brick Victorian building, built on the site of a mediaeval granary — hence the name. Parts of the old tower had been preserved and restored and it was now open to the public. As the theatre had grown larger and more successful, a new block of offices, scenery workshops, and rehearsal rooms had been constructed around a little complex of shops and a café. In the center of the precinct was a mock-Victorian fountain with some delicately leafed trees providing dappled shade.

				Outside the café, tempting in the sun, were chairs and tables, and it was here Marigold sat, sipping her coffee and watching people go in and out of the theatre, wondering if any of them were also here for an audition, or if they might be members of her future audience.

				• • •

				Betsy welcomed Marigold later that evening with a warm hug and a takeaway pizza from the Italian restaurant where she worked. Her infectious optimism cheered Marigold; maybe the audition had not been quite the disaster she imagined.

				“Come on — he read the whole scene with you,” Betsy reminded her, “and he had a good look at you.”

				“Good look through me, more like,” murmured Marigold, remembering those unnerving dark brown eyes. “But he didn’t say if he liked me. And he didn’t ask me to sing. He was rude, and he made a personal comment about me.”

				“Ooh, what did he say?”

				“I’m not telling you! It probably didn’t mean anything, I just didn’t get the feeling that he liked my work.”

				“He was playing with you! You know what directors are like — they’re power-crazed egomaniacs,” said Betsy airily, and it was true that several of their student productions had been directed by professionals. But Marigold had learned today that being a drama student was light years away from the world of professional theatre.

				She couldn’t settle to anything, in spite of Betsy trying her best to distract her. When her phone rang at about ten o’clock that night, Marigold was too wound up to answer it herself.

				“Oh, give it to me, I’m not scared of him.” Betsy grabbed the phone and answered it. “Quick! You take it! It’s him!”

				Marigold felt her insides turn to water as she heard those deep, vibrant tones speaking her name for the second time that day. It was indeed Tor, and his voice was warm.

				“Marigold — I’m inviting you to join the Tower Theatre Company. I hope very much that you’ll enjoy being on our team. We start on Monday; I’ll have Carol send you a script and a contract. Any questions?”

				Marigold’s voice, when she could find it, was squeaky with excitement. “No. That’s fine. Well, it’s wonderful, actually. I’m really pleased. I’m … amazed … thanks, Mr. Douglas.”

				She was relieved when he said a brisk goodbye and put the phone down to save her further babbling.

				Betsy exploded with delight.

				“You got it! Your first audition and you walked away with it! I knew you’d get it!”

				They danced crazily all round the flat, giggling and hugging each other. Marigold suddenly felt as if she could do anything. She had gotten her first real job as an actor. A contract and a script! It was all too wonderful to be real.

				After they stopped dancing, Betsy fetched a bottle of fizzy wine. They popped the cork and toasted each other, the Tower Theatre, success, and the future. Then Marigold gave a little shiver of excitement.

				“Now what?” asked Betsy, refilling her glass.

				“I’ve just remembered — I’m going to be acting with people like Barrie Leicester.”

				Betsy’s eyes widened. “Barrie Leicester from Street Life? Why didn’t you tell me that before? I’ve adored that man since I was sixteen! He’s a celeb, big time!”

				“Oh, don’t! I was trying not to think about the other actors. I was so sure I hadn’t got it.”

				“I’ve watched him every Tuesday and Thursday night for years — remember the episode where he got put in prison? I cried myself to sleep.” Betsy sighed. “I wouldn’t have thought comedy was his thing, really. I always see him in his leather jacket, snarling and being tough, but with a heart of gold.”

				“He can’t wear a leather jacket for this — it’s supposed to be eighteenth century. Oh, and there’s another star. Lydia Dawlish!”

				“What? The Lydia Dawlish, from the National? Lady Macbeth, and Nora in A Doll’s House, and Catherine of Medici — you name it, she’s been it?”

				Betsy’s knowledge of actors was encyclopaedic.

				Marigold nodded. “There were posters with her name blazoned all over them in the office. She’s a real crowd puller. I’ll be terrified being on stage with her — she’s got such presence.”

				“No you won’t, you dope. When you’ve been through a few weeks’ rehearsal together, you’ll be like sisters. She’ll probably become your best friend. You’re one of the company now. It’s an ensemble, it’s democratic.”

				Marigold laughed. “Democratic” was not how she would have described Tor Douglas, with his uncompromising comments on her name and appearance, and the way he seemed to enjoy disconcerting her. Still — he had said welcome to the team.

				“I bet you’ll fall madly in love with Barrie,” mused Betsy, but Marigold gave her a friendly shove.

				“No way. It’s career first, for the next five years. You know what a struggle I had to get the scholarship, and I’ve managed to avoid ‘romance’ for the past three years. I know what boys said behind my back, and it never bothered me. But now I’ve got my first break! I’d be crazy to let a relationship get in the way. I’m going there to work. Really hard.”

				Betsy gave her a quizzical look. “I’ll remind you of that a month from now. No, I bet it won’t even take a month. I give you a week.”

				“Oh wow … Monday! I start this Monday! I’m nervous already.” But even as she said the words, Marigold could feel a huge grin spreading over her face. “You will come to the first night, won’t you?”

				“Mm, let me look in my diary — what do you think, you idiot? Of course I’ll be there. Raging lions couldn’t keep me away. If it was my first night and you weren’t there, I’d kill you. Oh, and promise you’ll introduce me to Barrie Leicester, or I’ll absolutely never speak to you again.”

	
CHAPTER TWO

				At nine o’clock on Monday morning, Marigold was standing in front of the long mirror in her tiny room in Mrs. Harbour’s theatrical “digs.” She was wearing her lucky rehearsal clothes: green leggings, a kingfisher blue tee shirt, and blue leather jazz shoes, size four. Her wavy red-gold hair was piled on top of her head to try and give her a few extra centimeters of height. Five feet nothing, since she was fifteen! Just a few more inches was all she wanted, so directors didn’t pat her on the head and suggest she played children’s parts. From the mirror, her reflection stared back: a frank, roundish face, high cheekbones liberally sprinkled with freckles that were the bane of Marigold’s life and which she constantly, and unsuccessfully, hoped would fade with time, a small tilted nose, and a generous mouth that widened to a ready smile. Her teeth, she had been told, were one of her best features, being perfectly regular and white, but her eyes also had a fascinating, full-lashed intensity that made it hard to look away. Is this the face of a future famous actor? she asked herself a little uncertainly.

				No time to sing Maria’s song from The Sound of Music to boost up her spirits — it was time to go.

				What little confidence she had began to ebb away as soon as she came in sight of the Victorian façade of the Tower Theatre. In the late May sunlight, the red brick glowed softly and the grey flint of the old tower pointed heavenward like an exclamation mark.

				Since her audition, the sign painters had been at work advertising the eight plays that would be performed by the regular company from June to September, and there was also a full list of the company members, in alphabetical order. Marigold giggled nervously as she noticed that her name appeared first, before those of Barrie Leicester and Lydia Dawlish!

				She made her way round the side of the theatre to the stage door and began climbing the stone steps to Rehearsal Room One on the top floor. Thanks to Carol Davies’s helpful advice, she knew they would be rehearsing here for the first week, before moving downstairs to the real theatre. A week after this play opened, they would begin rehearsing the next one during the day, while continuing to perform every night. It was a full schedule, but Marigold welcomed the challenge, hoping she would be given a good range of parts to make her professional debut one to be noticed.

				She pushed open the swing doors and walked in, trying to ignore the sudden thudding of her heart.

				The room was wide and airy, with huge windows that looked out onto the sea. At one end was an enormous mirror with a practice barre that ran the length of the wall. Marigold noticed with pleasure that the floor was tiled in springy vinyl rubber — easy to dance on and warm enough to roll about on. She wondered if anyone else was accustomed to doing the vigorous warm-up exercises that her teachers at drama school had told her were essential to a good performance.

				At the far end of the room was an old upright piano, and around it were grouped several people, laughing and chatting like old friends. Marigold took a deep breath and walked quickly up to them. They all turned to look at her with the polite curiosity actors always have for one of their own kind. She smiled back.

				“I’m Marigold Aubrey — hello, everyone.”

				After a momentary silence, one of the group came toward her with a brilliant smile of welcome. “Hi, Marigold. You look lovely. My name’s — ”

				But there was no need for Barrie Leicester to introduce himself. She recognized him immediately. She felt her hand being pressed in a warm grip, and then he pulled her gently toward him and briefly encircled her with one arm. She was being embraced by Barrie Leicester!

				In the flesh he looked a little older than the twenty-something boy he seemed on television, but the famous blue eyes and blonde curls were every bit as authentic and engaging. His voice, boyish and husky, was the one that had sent shivers down so many schoolgirls’ spines.

				Barrie’s welcome broke the ice, and then everyone came forward, shaking hands, kissing her, and introducing themselves. Marigold noticed that Tor was not there. Nor was Lydia Dawlish.

				“Tor will arrive on the dot of ten,” Barrie told her, “and work will begin as soon as he steps through that swing door, so be on your toes ready to go.”

				“And Lydia will glide in at five past, and woe betide anyone who comments on that,” said a rather plump woman who had introduced herself as Helen Grant.

				An elderly, nearly bald man with wobbly jowls and gold-rimmed spectacles gazed anxiously at Marigold. He was holding a paper cup of coffee. “My goodness, darling, you look ready for a marathon,” he murmured. “You’re not going to make us all jog on the spot, are you?”

				Before Marigold could answer, the door opened and Tor Douglas strode in, as promptly as Barrie had predicted. But Helen was wrong, for on his heels came Lydia Dawlish.

				Marigold saw at once that she was tall — nearly as tall as Tor himself — pencil-slim, and very, very beautiful. A cascade of wavy black hair rippled almost to her waist, and the arch of her eyebrows looked like the work of some exquisite painter. Her mouth was an impossibly perfect cupid’s bow, and her eyes were so dark they looked almost black. Not a blemish or a wrinkle marred her complexion — it was impossible to tell her age from her appearance. Yet Marigold knew that Lydia’s starry career had begun at least ten years ago, while she, Marigold, was still a pigtailed schoolgirl.

				Marigold stared so long at this vision that before she had realized it, everyone else had picked up a chair and was sitting in a circle around Tor. Blushing with embarrassment, she joined them.

				Tor put down a large notebook on the floor beside him and his gaze traveled slowly around the seven members of the company. He made a short and witty welcoming speech, smiling warmly at each of them, and invited them to introduce themselves. With a courtly gesture he turned first to Lydia, who was sitting next to him.

				“I am Lydia Dawlish, delighted to be back here for another season. Playing Lady Sophie.”

				That was all she said, but it was enough for Marigold to realize how far she herself had to go in experience, technique, and concentration. Lydia was a class act; she made you watch her every move and she caressed you with the velvety tones of her unforgettable voice.

				“I’m Brian Hancock, playing the judge and various assorted butlers and constables — and washing Tor’s socks, if asked,” said the elderly man, and his words won a ripple of laughter from the group. He made a funny face at Marigold, and a little half-bow in Tor’s direction.

				Marigold wished she was able to relax like him, and make jokes about their director. She realized she had put her chair as far away from Tor as she could.

				“Barrie Leicester. Lord Harcourt.” He flashed a smile at Marigold, and her heart skipped as beat as she thought ahead to the love scenes she would play with him, including the one she had read at the audition with Tor. What will Betsy say, she thought to herself, when I tell her I’m kissing Barrie Leicester several times a day! Her face broke into a broad smile as she introduced herself:

				“I’m Marigold Aubrey, playing the maid, Polly.”

				“My name is Helen Grant and I play Melissa, Lady Sophie’s confidante.”

				Marigold wondered if these two were suited to play each other’s friends. Helen seemed rather subdued and had a ferrety smile, but Lydia nodded in a gracious way that made her seem kindly and approachable. Maybe Betsy was right — Lydia was probably a lovely person, in spite of her celebrity status.

				“Robin Cooper, playing the footman and understudying Lord Harcourt.” Robin was a lively, brown-haired young man only a few years older than Marigold, dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt. He gave her a friendly grin and a wink.

				“Evelyn de Laurier, playing Lady Trensham, Lady Sophie’s grandmother.” Why were the old lady’s hands trembling as she spoke?

				As she looked into those watery blue eyes, Marigold was surprised to see her own nervousness reflected in them. Her friendly smile was returned by the old lady, but rather shakily.

				On Tor’s left was a blonde girl about Marigold’s age who had not yet spoken. She was burdened with a clipboard, several copies of the script, a stopwatch, and a notebook. At Tor’s invitation she mumbled, staring at the floor, “Jenny Warren, assistant stage manager for the company.”

				Introductions over, Tor went straight into a full read-through of the play. It was called The Reluctant Rake, and though it ended happily, it offered enough high drama, farce, and romance to satisfy the most demanding audience.

				Even though she already knew the script from reading it through several times a day since it had arrived, Marigold was enchanted to hear how the play came to life in the hands of this experienced professional cast. How easy it was to laugh at the jokes and weep real tears in the tragic scenes. Toward the end of the play, Lydia read her long and moving speech so exquisitely that they all gave her spontaneous applause, and she appeared to come out of a dream as she acknowledged them all, her dark eyes huge with tears.

				At the end of the read-through they broke for coffee, and Marigold felt her shyness melting away as the cast sought her out, asked her a few questions, and plied her with information about themselves. She was by far the youngest and most inexperienced, but, as Betsy had said, they all seemed determined to put her at her ease.

				Only Lydia and Tor remained at a distance. Lydia disappeared from the room, saying she was “gasping for a fag.”

				Tor had already given them all a strict note about the absolute ban on smoking in the rehearsal room. He was absorbed in conversation with Jenny Warren throughout the break. She took notes and nodded vigorously. Marigold breathed a sigh of relief that her job did not involve such close proximity to Tor. It looked as if Jenny was as scared of him as she was herself.

				When the break was over, Tor asked if there were any questions, and listened patiently and attentively to queries about time off, rehearsal hours, whether agents would be invited to the first night, and how many of the London papers would be attending. Marigold caught her breath as Tor casually mentioned the journalists who usually reviewed Tower Theatre productions. Finally, the questions died away and Marigold, feeling as if she was at school, put her hand up to attract Tor’s attention.

				“Yes, Marigold?” His unnerving gaze was fixed on her with full concentration, and she found it just as disconcerting as she had at the audition.

				“Two things. Will you be leading us in a warm up before rehearsals? You know, for voice and movement?”

				Her innocent question caused a ripple of not entirely friendly laughter around the group. Brian Hancock pretended to stagger and faint, Lydia murmured something in a husky undertone to Helen Grant, who was sitting next to her, and they both smiled ironically in Tor’s direction.

				Tor, on the other hand, took her question entirely seriously, and nodded briefly before answering. “I see the London School of Drama still trains its students as thoroughly as ever. However, I shall be unable to lead a warm-up as I have meetings until ten each morning and rehearsal time is extremely tight — more so once the season has begun. So — ” he briefly conferred with Jenny “ — Jenny will arrange for this room to be open and available at half-past nine for anyone who wishes to limber up before we start, so you’ll have half an hour before we begin each morning. Does that seem okay?” His reassuring glance gave Marigold the courage to ask her second question.

				“I was wondering why we are rehearsing up here, when we have an empty theatre downstairs. Wouldn’t it save time to begin blocking the scenes on the proper stage?”

				This question was not received quite so kindly. There were snorts of laughter and giggles from the other actors, and Tor answered shortly, “Of course it would save a great deal of time. But has it not occurred to you that we are not the only people involved with this production? While we are rehearsing up here, Don Burlington and his stage crew are working with the designer on building and painting the set, the lights are being rigged, the electricians are running cables everywhere and the stage is like Piccadilly Circus.”

				What a stupid mistake! Of course she knew that, but in her nervousness she had forgotten everything about theatre production she had been taught.

				“I’m sorry — I didn’t think — ” she stammered, her face scarlet. Tor was standing up, having already dismissed her from his thoughts. Marigold hated herself for this elementary blunder, and Tor for the way he had put her down. It was a relief to feel a friendly hand squeezing hers as they began the blocking rehearsal, and to hear Barrie’s voice in her ear:

				“Don’t worry about him, he’s a grouchy old bear. We’ll start rehearsing onstage next week. Now, cheer up; you were splendid at the read-through.”

				Gratefully, she flashed him a wobbly smile.

				Blocking rehearsals were tiring and needed all of Marigold’s concentration. Jenny Warren had marked the exact shape and size of the stage on the floor with white tape, while the main pieces of scenery — the “flats” — were marked in red. There were taped outlines of every single piece of furniture, some of which would be hired and some built in the theatre workshops, and Marigold had to remember not to walk over chairs and tables as she scurried around the set, opening imaginary doors and picking up imaginary cloaks and fans.

				Tor had already planned all the moves, and every player wrote each of theirs down next to the line of dialogue that went with it. It wasn’t as exciting as the read-through because everyone rattled off the lines expressionlessly, writing down their moves and any “business” they would need to learn.

				By lunchtime, they had blocked the first four scenes, and Marigold was desperate for a break. She saw Brian, Lydia, and Helen go off together, Robin scoot off on his racing bike, Evelyn resting on an old leather chaise longue with a chiffon scarf over her face, and Tor and Jenny, still chatting and going up to the office, presumably.
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