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 The world has been printing books for 450 years, and yet gunpowder still has a wider circulation. Never mind! Printers ink is the greater explosive: it will win.

—Christopher Morley, The Haunted Bookshop



 1. Audition



It wasn't a real theater and never would be.

Not like she'd dreamed about, with a wooden stage, and scenery, and lights, and an orchestra setting the mood.

It was the musty old auditorium of Lincoln High School, with Tom Stark running far too much of the auditions. The problem was that Mr. Crowley, the drama teacher, kept getting called out of the room—someone said his wife had gone into labor, but no one knew if that was true—and as soon as he was gone, everything fell apart. Music erupted from cell phones. People coughed and whispered. A group of boys kept sputtering with laughter and throwing wadded-up notes to the theater divas, Keira and her gang, who always got parts, no matter what. Addie looked over at the cluster of girls giggling and commenting acidly on whoever was onstage. If this were an all-male production about sumo wrestlers, she thought wryly, they’d still get the leads.


 One of their pals finished, and, despite the rule about not clapping during tryouts, they broke into a storm of applause.

For the third time, Addie glanced over her shoulder toward the back of the auditorium. None of her good friends were here. Even Almaz and Whaley hadn’t shown up. Almaz had a math competition and Whaley ... he’d been so busy fuming about the hecklers at his all-ages show last night that he probably hadn’t registered it when she’d reminded him about her audition this morning.

But even without her posse cheering her on, she was sure she could get a part this time. No one knew the play like she did.

She rolled her shoulders and smoothed the skirt of her dress. Most people hadn’t worn costumes. But when she and Almaz had found this shimmery green gown at Deluxe Junk for just five bucks, she knew she had to have it. The only possible garment for a beautiful troll princess. She wished she’d painted her face with the glittery silver and green makeup she’d experimented with last night, but there hadn’t been time.

“Addie? Addie McNeal? Were ready for you.”

She jumped out of her seat and made her way past the divas. Keira said something and the other girls muffled their giggles.

Heat flooded into her face. She hated that she let them unnerve her.

Still blushing, she lifted her head and walked down the aisle, climbed the steps, and crossed to the center of the stage. It was suffused with stale yellow light and smelled of old mops. To her dismay, Mr. Crowley's chair was empty. Tom was in charge again. He was a skinny, world-weary senior who was tapping his pen against his clipboard. Addie guessed he must be good to win the coveted student-director position for the spring Short Takes—the one-acts students could do instead of the musical. Mr. Crowley would be in charge, but Tom would have a lot of input. Somehow, he didn't fill her with confidence.

 Now he was looking down at his notes. “Peer Gynt? Not another troll princess?”

Giggles rippled along the row where the divas sat.

“Act two. Scene five,” Addie said.

“I know what scene it is.”

“Can someone read Peer's lines for me?” Addie looked about for a likely candidate. She was pretty sure Sun was out there somewhere. Maybe Jake. Unfortunately, she didn’t see either of them—s he'd intentionally sat alone so she could concentrate, and now she didn’t know where they were. But before she could suggest anyone, Tom spoke.

“Come on. We’ve seen this so much already. And we’re almost out of time. I’ll read them.”

“But—”

Without preliminary, he tossed out the first line.

Addie froze. He couldn’t expect her to play against him when he was sitting ten rows back in the audience, could he? Quickly she scanned the auditorium, as if Whaley and Almaz might miraculously appear just when she needed them. Where the heck was Mr. Crowley? He’d never do an audition this way. He’d assign someone to read.

 It didn’t matter. He wasn’t there.

Oh, well. Planting her feet firmly, she drew herself up to her full five foot nine. Height was good sometimes. When she stood up very straight, she could feel strength shooting up her spine. Tall and straight like a spruce, she told herself. With a deep breath, she stepped forward. If she concentrated, she could make the noise in the audience disappear. She could make Tom’s bored voice not matter. It took a lot, but she could do it.

She conjured up Peer Gynt, onstage with her in the haunted grove, wearing his cap and peasant trousers. Yes, she could almost see him. He was a charmer—a rambler and a troublemaker. Kind of like Whaley. But she could outwit him. And with her trollish supernatural powers, he had no chance against her at all.

She pivoted on her heel, toward stage right, where Peer would be standing, and let a small, knowing smile touch her lips. Then she held out her arms, beckoning him.

 


I'mt he Dovrë-Kingsda ughter...

Deep in the Rondë has father his palace.


 


The rhythm of the words caught her. Now she was the beautiful, ill-meaning temptress, luring feckless males to her father’s underground kingdom, and their doom. She could feel her own grace and malevolence. It coursed through her veins as she circled round Peer, cornering him like a cat.

 She hardly noticed the boredom in Tom’s voice as he bounced lines back to her like Ping-Pong balls. She was bringing the stage to life. The furled American flag in the corner had become a silvery weeping willow. The clock on the wall was the full midnight moon, pulling time and tide in its wake. Dark trees of the Norwegian forest loomed all around, hung with gold hoarded by the trolls. The clang of treasure in their branches chimed behind the lines she was half speaking, half chanting. In a small sliver of her consciousness, she thought, Its working! and a throb of delight passed through her.

“Zzzzzzzzz!”

She jumped.

It was the after-school buzzer. Chairs slammed, zippers zipped, shoes scuffed the floors. Conversations bubbled and popped as everyone got up to leave. The frozen forest of Addie’s imaginings dissolved, and the auditorium shifted into sharp focus. She registered that Mr. Crowley was back in the seat next to Tom. He looked distracted, sticking his left arm into the right sleeve of his jacket and trying to shove a mess of papers into a folder at the same time.

“Oh, Peer!” Keira's voice rose above the confusion. “Peer, follow me to my forest realm for I am a princess!” The drama queens roared. Keira smiled at Addie as if Addie were supposed to find it funny, too.

“Thanks.” Tom wrote something on his legal pad and put it away.


 Addie turned to Mr. Crowley. ‘How did I do?” She knew he probably wouldn’t say, but she wanted to find out if he had seen any of her audition.

But Mr. Crowley was jamming the folder into his briefcase, and it was Tom who answered. ‘You’ll hear. We’ll post the parts on the website.”

He didn’t sound very impressed.

But why not? Addie thought a bit indignantly. She’d thought the magic was working. When she’d played Titania in A Midsummer Nights Dream at camp last summer, people had actually used that word to describe her performance— magical. In neighborhood productions, she always got the accolades. What was it about acting at Lincoln that made her always miss the mark? She’d felt Peer’s world alive—brought to life—around her. Hadn’t anyone else been able to feel it?

“I didn’t get it, did I?” The words just slipped out.

This time, Mr. Crowley looked up. As Tom said, we’ll post the parts on the website.” For a moment, he actually seemed to focus on her. ‘Addie, right? Didn’t you help Sun with makeup last time?”

Addie nodded numbly. She had. But she’d thought this year she’d get a part.

Then his focus was gone again. He was pulling out his cell phone. “I’m sorry. I’ve really ... I’ve got to go. But you were good at that,” he added vaguely.

“Good at—?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Tom said. “If you don’t get a part, you can help out with makeup and costumes again.”


 Addie stared at him. Had she sucked and just not realized it ?

No. She was sure she could act. But it seemed strange not to be picked two years in a row. How could she get stuck with makeup again? She opened her mouth to say no. She wasn’t going to settle for makeup! But something stopped her.

How was she ever going to prove herself if she gave up now? Lincoln had the best drama department in the city. They were famous for doing challenging plays, not the usual high school fare. If you had a lead, or even a supporting role, you could win competitions. Maybe get into a college with a good theater program.

If she kept doing makeup and props and soaking up all she could, eventually, it might all pay off. After all, she thought unhappily, there was always next year.

“Thanks, Mr. Crowley,” she said.

He smiled and nodded absently. Then he bolted out of the auditorium.

Dispirited, she left the stage and trudged back to her seat. She gathered up her boiled wool coat, picked up her backpack, and made her way to the exit.

Outside, the trees were dark and slick with wet. It was a grizzly day. That was a word her brother, Zack, had made up. It meant so drizzly and cold and miserable, it just made you grit your teeth and say “grrr.” At least it wasn’t actually raining anymore.

She had to find Whaley. If anyone would understand, he would.


 Hugging herself for warmth, Addie headed around the front of the school, scanning the sidewalk and the park diagonally across the street just in case he’d hung out and waited for her.

She heard yelling—a commotion back by the main entrance. When she turned to where the sound was coming from, she saw a crowd gathering into a tight circle in the small parking lot. People were yelling with excitement. An occasional groan went up from all of them at once.

A fight.

Addie’s neck prickled.

She sprinted up the sidewalk and across the lot, elbowing her way into the crowd between two football players.

Oh, no. This was what she’d been afraid of.

Whaley was fighting the guy who had brought those knuckle-draggers to heckle his band last night. Kirk. That was his name. Big and dumb. The type who didn’t know when to stop. Of course, Whaley had probably been all too willing....

Her stomach clenched as Kirk grabbed Whaley’s shoulders and bashed him into the side of a car. Under his shock of reddish hair, Whaley’s narrow face was pale, but he was grinning like a madman. The second he hit the steel door, he twisted away and punched Kirk in the stomach, darting and dancing. But Kirk, slower moving but more powerful, turned like a Sherman tank and just came at Whaley again.

Addie spotted Whaley's bandmates, Cam and Enrique, in the crowd and rushed over to them. “Can’t you guys break it up?”


 “No way,” Enrique said.

“This is Whaley’s business,” Cam told her. “It’s his band.”

“It’s your band, too!” But she knew they were right. Whaley was the one who searched out the bookings, made the posters, wrote the songs. The way he saw it, if the band was disrespected, it was his job to defend its honor. And she knew that everyone would laugh if Whaley’s friends dragged him out of this fight. She turned back to watch, every nerve in her body jumping.

Whaley was dodging Kirk’s blows well, but his guard was slipping. He stumbled, and Kirk’s fist smashed into his face. Blood sprayed from his nose.

Addie flinched and forced herself not to cry out.

Kirk flung himself at Whaley as hard as he could and slammed him onto the hood of a Subaru Outback. But then Kirk lost his balance and floundered onto the hood as well. Whaley leaped up, grabbed him by the waist, and smashed him into the windshield. The glass cracked. Kirk rolled over, flattening Whaley beneath him.

“Ooooh!” went the crowd.

Addie couldn’t stifle herself any longer. “Stop it! Stop, now!”

Whaley twisted his head around from under Kirk’s bulk and gave her a bloody-mouthed grin. “Hiya, Ads!” Distracted, Kirk turned too, and as he did, Whaley wriggled away from him and rolled to the ground. Before Kirk knew what was happening, Whaley yanked his legs out from under him.

“Whaley—”


 Before she could finish, Cam and Enrique burst into cheers. Whaley had won. It happened so fast, Addie wasn’t even sure how. But suddenly Kirk was down in a puddle, moaning, and Whaley had him pinned.

“Give up?” He was pressing Kirk’s head to the ground.

“Unh.” Glaring, Kirk gave a short nod.

Enrique and Cam helped Whaley to his feet. The three of them were crowing and high-fiving one another. People were slapping Whaley's back; some guy was pretending to be a fight announcer; and girls were snapping their fingers in the air.

Whaley was laughing, accepting their congratulations, already pulling out his tobacco tin and paper for a celebratory smoke. Addie just drew a shaky breath and turned away.

She crossed the street to the park and kept going until she reached the top of the hillock, where the benches hid among the cedars. It was later than she’d thought. In the west, a slab of sunlight poked through the mass of clouds hanging over the Olympics, painting the sides of the houses fiery colors. She took a deep gulp of air. Late crocuses poked through the mud. Purple irises were furled against the cold. Spring was here.

But the thought didn’t cheer her. She drew her coat tighter over the gorgeous troll dress, thinking she’d left home this morning as shimmering silk but was coming back as nothing but boiled wool.

“Hey ya, McNeal!” Whaley had crested the hill behind her. His face glowed with triumph. He tossed aside his rollie and stamped it out.

Addie smiled, warmed that he’d left his cheering fans to find her. But then she got a closer look at him. “Oh, wow. Look at you! Let me clean up that blood.” She pulled a bandanna from her bag and went over to the water fountain to wet it. He followed and stood patiently, stooping a bit, as she dabbed at the caked streams of blood under his nose. “And you’re getting a black eye.”

 Whaley touched his cheekbone gingerly. “Looks worse than it feels, I bet.”

“Turn around. Let me see your back. Is there any glass in it?”

“I love it when you’re Nurse Addie.” Whaley grinned, looking more ragged and snaggletoothed than ever. “Naw. My back’s okay.” He winced a bit. “More than I can say for the Subaru.”

“Did you leave a note or anything? So they can contact you?”

Whaley’s eyes widened. He smacked his forehead. “Oh, crap.”

“What?” Addie eyed him warily. “What is it?”

“Its just ... I just realized.” Whaley looked over her head, as if he were examining a peak of the Olympics in minute detail. “I think that was Mr. Nguyen’s car.”

“The principal’s?” Mr. Nguyen was not a touchy-feely, let-bygones-be-bygones guy. He’d nail Whaley to the wall for this.

“Don’t freak! I’ll offer to fix it or something. I know how to replace a windshield.”

“You do? But—” She remembered the last big fight Whaley was in. “What if Dad finds out?”


 “Then I’ll be in the doghouse,” Whaley said mournfully. He caught Addie's eye, threw his head back, and howled.

Addie nearly laughed but managed to stifle it. Whaley had too many people charmed already and not enough people to tell him the hard truth. “You can’t keep getting in fights, Whaley! Not after they suspended you the last time. Don’t you care?”

“About school? What do you think?”

Addie didn’t have to think. She knew. “Well, do you care about Dad?”

“Of course I do. If it wasn’t for him, I’d still be sleeping on that bench right there.” He looked down at his old Doc Martens and then back up at her. “And if it wasn’t for you.”

It was true. She’d been shocked to find him sleeping in this park last September after his stepmom had kicked him out, his head propped on his guitar case and his possessions stuffed into a bag at his feet. Since they’d been friends so long, it hadn’t been hard to convince her father to let him move in with them. Dad was a sucker for strays.

“You can’t let him see that big bruise,” she said more gently. “You promised no more fights, remember?”

“It’s a black eye, Addie. I don’t think I can hide it.” But he looked worried.

“Hmm. Actually...” She thought a minute. “Maybe I can.” Here was one thing, at least, she could salvage from today’s audition fiasco. “But you have to let me turn you into a troll.”

“A troll?” He broke off, looking slightly abashed. “Oh, man, I am a troll. I forgot your audition. Did you get the part?”

 Addie ignored the question. “Wait here. I need to get something.”

She sprinted down the hill and ran along the street until Victrola Books came into view. Upstairs, on the second and third floors, where her family lived, the lights were out. But in the warm glow of the lamps inside the secondhand bookstore on the ground floor, Zack was curled up in the window seat reading one of his Redwall books, with Magnesium asleep on his lap, a swirl of soft white fur. Dad’s prized antique gramophone gleamed on the shelf above him. She caught a glimpse of Dad behind the counter, but thankfully he was reading the paper and didn’t notice her.

She darted around the side of the building before either of them could spot her, went in the back door, ran up to her room, and dug out the tackle box. Dad had given it to her for a makeup kit, back when she’d staged The Hobbit with the neighborhood kids in the adjoining backyards. The face paint she’d been messing around with last night was in there, and pancake makeup with brushes and sponges for applying it.

She may have blown her audition, Addie thought as she left with the tackle box in her hands, but she could at least keep Whaley out of trouble by transforming him into the troll king.


 2. Mushroom Boy



An hour later, they came home from the park, shivering. The bookstore was closed, so they had to walk around to the back door to get into the house. Shedding their muddy shoes in the hall behind the store, they climbed the stairs to the second floor.

Smells of tomato sauce and oregano floated out of the kitchen as they headed to the living room, the largest space in the house, where everyone ate and hung out and did homework. Looking nervously at the glittery silver and green designs she had painted over Whaley’s battered features, Addie hesitated before going in. She wasn’t sure how successfully she’d concealed his injuries, and she didn’t feel ready for a confrontation if she’d failed. Whaley hung back, too. Gathering her nerve, Adie flashed him a quick smile and peeked around the door frame.

Someone had lit a fire in the fireplace. Its warm light glowed against the dark paneling. Their neighbor Mrs. Turner was sitting in one of window seats that overlooked the street. Even from way back here, Addie could see her bright lipstick vying for attention with the latest dye job she’d inflicted on her gray hair. Mrs. T. was stout, well dressed (in a flowing-crepe-fabric kind of way), and dynamic, especially for her age, which Addie thought to be about sixty. Dad and Zack were at the big oak table; Zack had his colored pencils spilling everywhere, and Dad’s round glasses were gleaming behind a newspaper with the headline CONGRESS VOTES FOR WAR FUNDING; FIRST OFFENSIVE EXPECTED SOON. He was reading the article out loud. Mrs. Turner was gripping an unlit cigarillo between her fingers, listening intently.

 “‘Despite war costs set to top one trillion dollars for ongoing operations, Congress has authorized war funding for the new theater of conflict, citing credible intelligence of imminent threats. This despite opposition from a vocal minority in Congress.’”

Addie glanced at Whaley. She knew he’d been following this a lot more closely than she had. He always got worked up over military stuff. It was hard to gauge his reaction under the heavy makeup, but his eyes glowed with interest.

“This can’t be happening,” Mrs. Turner burst out. “Not again! Are we sure the intelligence is accurate this time? Reallysu re?”

Dad lowered the paper. “I doubt it, don’t you?”

“And is there a single reason to think it will do any good? Any reason in hell...” Mrs. Turner pulled out her lighter, flicked it, and then remembered she couldn’t smoke in the house. She dropped it back in her pocket with an impatient gesture. “It makes me mad! We’ve all been working so hard to stop this from happening—”

 “Hey!” Zack spotted Addie and Whaley. “What are you guys hiding for? Is Whaley in trouble again?”

Whaley sliced a finger across his throat, but Zack only laughed and stuck out his tongue.

Addie gave Whaley a final once-over. Even the thick makeup couldn’t completely hide the worsening swelling under his eye. Still, you had to be looking for it, she told herself, and Dad probably wouldn’t be. Not with all the war news.

“Hi, Dad,” she said, stepping into the room. Whaley followed. “Hi, Mrs. T. Isn’t Almaz here yet?”

“Not yet.” Dad glanced at the paper one last time and then shoved it aside. “What’s with the face paint, Whaley? I thought Addie was the one auditioning.”

Mrs. Turner put a hand on her chest and drew in a deep breath to compose herself. She crossed the room, gave Addie a quick hug, and looked Whaley up and down. “I know I should be the last to comment on anyone’s makeup, but why, dear boy, is your skin the color of bread mold?”

“Just letting Addie practice on me. What do you think?”

There’s blood on his shirt, Addie realized. And mud. It was a nondescript lumberjack shirt, a murky reddish-brown plaid, but you could see the stains if you looked closely.


 The back door slammed and they heard feet thumping up the stairs. Almaz burst into the room, her hair in the elaborate shuruba braids she reserved for big occasions. She was wearing a purple skirt, a dark scoop-neck top, and a long white scarf.

“Hey, everyone!” She pulled off her scarf and twirled around happily, waving the scarf like a flag. “Guess what!”

“What is it, Supergirl?” Whaley was grinning at her. “Why are you dressed up?”

She waved two fingers in the air. “Respect and praise to the King County math silver medalist!”

“Almaz! That’s great!” Addie exclaimed. Whaley grabbed the end of her scarf and tugged on it. Almaz laughed and yanked it out of his hands. “Whoa! What are you supposed to be, Whaley? The Tin Man?”

“If he only had a brain,” Addie stage-whispered. Almaz giggled.

“Do I look like the Tin Man?” Whaley went over to the mirror that hung over the mantel.

“Nah.” Zack stuck a crimson pencil in his mouth. “You look like a mushroom.”

“Well, good,” Addie said. “That’s the effect I wanted.”

“You wanted a mushroom? Why—”

“Speaking of mushrooms,” Dad interrupted, “go throw the pasta in, Addie. The sauce is already made.”

“I wanted a troll,” Addie told Zack. “Same palette.”

Whaley scrunched up his nose at his reflection and burst out laughing. “You’re right, Zack. I am a mushroom.” Abruptly, he crossed the room to pick up his acoustic guitar he’d left in the corner. He threw the strap across his shoulder and began banging out blues chords, singing in a scratchy tenor:

 


 Well, I’m a mushroom, babeee,

From Planet Zay-am!

Not no shiitake mushroom, babeee,

Like they got in Japan!

Don’t you know I’m a mushroom, baby?


 


“You’re a troll,” Addie said.

Whaley dropped down into the rocking chair, picked up the tempo, and shook his head wildly.

 


Some girls love a fungus

Some girls love a spud

But I’m here to tell you

That I ain’t no dud—


 


A blues troll,” Mrs. T. observed. “I wish I’d brought my camera.”

“Wait a second.” Almaz turned to Addie, narrowing her eyes. “What are you messing around with makeup for? I thought you were going to act.” She was tall and beautiful, and really strong, and when Almaz asked questions in this way, Addie had no trouble imagining her in her position as the intimidating left forward on her soccer team, charging the goal. She often thought goalies must quake when they saw Almaz coming. Addie, however, was going to try to deflect her.


 “Well, isn’t it a good makeup job?”

“Sure.” Dad looked up from the paper, which he’d started reading again. “But how’d the audition go?”

“I’ll go cook the pasta,” Addie said, heading quickly for the door.

“Hey, Ads—” Almaz followed, putting her hand on Addie’s arm.

But Addie shook it off and hurried out into the hall. In the kitchen she found the Dutch oven full of hot water fizzing on the stove, about to boil over. She turned down the burner and dumped in two packages of spaghetti. The steam made her face hot. She didn’t want to talk about the audition.

But really, there was no way to avoid it. She sighed and grabbed a stack of plates out of the cupboard, shoved the kitchen door open with her foot, and went back to the living room. Might as well get this over with.

“I’m probably doing makeup again,” she announced as she plunked the plates onto the table.

Whaley put his guitar down. Zack looked up from his drawing.

“Oh, honey.” Dad put an arm around her, but she wriggled away.

“Get the forks and knives,” she ordered Zack. When he got up and did this without arguing, she knew she must really be pitiful.

Almaz put her hands on her hips. “That’s ridiculous. I read through that part with you. It isn’t like you weren’t good. And don’t tell me any of those drama queens were any better!”


 Addie shook her head, but couldn’t bring out any words in response. Instead she went to fetch the brass candlesticks off the mantel.

Whaley followed her, awkwardly patting her back. “They’re morons, those theater people. Don’t know a good thing when it smacks them on the head.”

Addie glanced up at him and managed a smile. “I wasn’t bad. But no matter what I do, they just never pick me.” For some reason, she could take sympathy from Whaley when she couldn’t from anyone else.

“Who’s the student director?”

“Tom Stark.”

“Case closed. Everyone knows he can’t tell his butt from a hole in the wall.”

“Thanks, Whaley—that’s disgusting.” Addie started pulling mismatched glasses from the cabinet behind the table.

“Didn’t Mr. Crowley say anything?” Dad asked.

“He wasn’t there most of the time. His wife is having a baby or something. And it wouldn’t matter anyway. He didn’t cast me last year—I only got that walk-on....”

“So it was all Tom,” Whaley said darkly, rubbing the knuckles on one hand. “Want me to pound his face in?”

“No!” Geez, you’d think he could keep away from the subject of fighting just for a second.

“My great-aunt was a director,” Mrs. Turner interjected, settling herself at the table. She leaned back comfortably in her favorite chair. “Did I ever tell you that?”

Addie shook her head, grateful for the change of subject.

“She was. She lived in this house all her life, you know.”


 “This house?” Addie looked at her in surprise.

“Oh, that’s right.” Dad glanced up from the bottle of red wine he was uncorking. “I remember you said a relative of yours lived here before you sold us the place, Margie.”

“That was Aunt Meg. I inherited it from her.” Mrs. T. took the bottle from him and splashed red wine into her glass. “Directed until she was in her eighties, God love her! A real terror, too.”

Dad looked at Addie thoughtfully. “What can I tell you, sweetheart? I’ve watched them pick other kids for the big parts as long as you’ve been at that school. We all know you’re good.” He shrugged. “Maybe they’re just jealous.”

Addie shook her head. Sorry for herself she might be, but she wasn’t going to be that self-indulgent. “Or maybe I’m no good. You can’t rule out that possibility.”

“Nonsense!” Mrs. T. cried. “We’ve all seen you act. You’re with people who don’t appreciate you.”

“True.” Almaz stuck a candle in each candleholder and lit them. “Tom Stark’s not a terror. He’s a drippy dishcloth. And Mr. Crowley isn’t much better. I don’t care if his wife is having a dozen babies.” The little flames danced as she blew out the match.

They were almost cheering her up. Then Dad said, “Poor Addie. I was sure you’d get the part.”

“So was I.” Addie was mortified to hear a catch in her voice.

“If it’s any comfort, Whaley's makeup is brilliant,” Mrs. Turner said. “Where’d you get the idea?”

“From a book downstairs. I’ll get it and show you, if someone else will drain the spaghetti.” Suddenly, she was dying to be alone. Too much sympathy was as deadening as none at all. “Can I have the keys, Dad?”

 “Just remember to lock up.” He dug into his pocket and held them out.

She grabbed the key chain, darted out of the room, and headed down the steps to the back hallway.

“Whew,” she said softly as she stepped inside the shop. She put the keys in her pocket, shut the door, and leaned against it. For a moment she just inhaled the comforting smells of coffee, yellowing pages, and furniture polish. A faint butterscotch light filtered through the big bay windows in the front, touching the book-lined walls. Shadows filled the store. Addie closed her eyes, savoring the moment of solitude.

But the humiliation still felt like a raw, ragged wound, and she couldn’t get beyond it. Not yet. Because she hadn’t told them everything. How Keira would skewer all the people who auditioned on her Facebook page. Sun was on her friends list (who knew why) and told Addie the sort of things she wrote there. God knew what Keira and her clique said about her behind her back. It was like getting bad reviews when you weren’t even performing. Getting bad reviews just for existing.

She opened her eyes and went in search of the book, shoving the rolling ladder out of her way as she went.

The shiny oak floorboards creaked beneath her feet. How many afternoons had she spent here, dreaming, memorizing lines? Since she was eleven or twelve she’d been reading her way through the skinny Penguin editions of plays, eventually tackling the big, bound collections: Shakespeare, Shaw, Ibsen, Williams, Wilson. She loved them all. The words jumped off the pages. She could hear how the dialogue should sound, imagine how a scene should look onstage. She devoured actors’ biographies and pillaged the DVDs and audio recordings. But her favorite book of all was definitely A History of the Theater.

 She had shoved it into its place on the shelf spine-first to prevent anyone from buying it, and, as always, as she pulled it out she felt a twinge of guilt. It was a collector’s edition, and Dad could have sold it for a lot of money. She would turn it back around someday. Just not yet.

But as she tipped it out of its place, a squeal of car tires outside startled her. She spun around to see headlights flaring crazily in the window, and the volume slipped from her hand, pages fluttering.

“Oh, no!” She dove and made a lucky catch. The book slammed shut as she caught it, but a stiff piece of paper about the size of her palm flitted out. Addie snatched at it, but it wafted over the row of books and stuck behind the shelf.

Ooh, Dad would kill her if she’d torn out a page! Carefully, she reached over the tops of the books to get at the paper. But it just slipped farther down and stuck in a jagged crack in the wall.

Darn it! Now the whole bookcase would have to be moved.

She put the book down on a stool. Then she leaned her shoulder against the end of the shelf and rocked it gently back and forth. It groaned and scraped as she angled it away from the wall. When there was enough space, she slipped behind it and sneezed violently, trapped in a column of dust. Then she saw that the paper wasn’t stuck in a jagged bit of plaster after all.

 It was caught in a door.

Addie felt a tremor of excitement. She’d pulled books off this shelf a thousand times but had never imagined there’d be a hidden door behind it. It was as if it had just materialized. She had the most ridiculous feeling that if she came back later, she’d find nothing here at all.

Bending closer, she saw that the paper was an old black-and-white photograph, faded to a syrupy orange. Only the bottom of it was visible: the hems of long skirts, pleated trousers, feet in fancy shoes and boots. Intrigued, she took hold of the corner and gently tried to pull it out.

It tore.

She winced, let go, and tried instead to open the door to release it. But no matter how hard she twisted the knob, the door only gasped slightly, like a fat man trying to catch his breath.

Now she had to open it. Something good had to come out of this day. She dashed into the back hallway to the closet where Whaley stashed his tools and grabbed a crowbar. She slipped behind the bookshelf again and inserted its edge into the doorjamb. It was hard work. Dried paint had melded with the moisture in the walls and created a sort of seal. She had to pry the door loose from its frame bit by bit.


 When she had maneuvered the crowbar halfway down the crack, she tried the handle again.

This time, the door breathed out a bit more. Addie dug in her heels, braced herself, and pulled with all her might.

It flew open, and the photo fluttered to the floor.

For a moment, she could have sworn she heard a trill of laughter feather through the air behind her. Startled, she jerked around to see if anyone was there.

Of course not. It was just her overactive imagination. But her heart was beating fast, and it was a relief to hear faint laughter from upstairs, and footsteps creaking across the ceiling.

“Food’s on the table!” Dad shouted down the back steps.

Quickly, she snatched the photo from the floor and held it to the light.

It was a scene from a play. Three women in long gowns, their hair piled on their heads, stood stage left, and three men in tails were stage right. They all wore hideous masks with enormous jutting noses, bristling eyebrows, and buckteeth. The men were bowing to a king on a throne, the women curtsying. The king’s mask covered only the bottom part of his face, with a great frowning O for his mouth. His hand was stretched out in a gesture of command. Another man, wearing a loose peasant blouse, knelt before him.

Wait a second. A slight shiver played down her back. Wasn’t this Peer Gynt?

But she’d looked in the section of the book about Ibsen's plays many times and never seen this photo. Where had it come from? Was it like the door behind the bookcase, something that had just this moment materialized for her eyes alone?

 Oh, don’t be a dork.

She picked up the book and flipped to the section on Ibsen, but there was no indication that anything had fallen out. She turned the rest of the pages, searching, but it wasn’t until she reached the end that she figured it out. Someone had pasted one of those ex libris sheets inside the back cover without putting his or her name on it, and the sheet had come unglued at the bottom; maybe the photo had slipped out from behind it. Addie frowned. It certainly seemed odd.

She turned the picture over and found that there was writing on the back. It took a moment to make out the faded lettering: R. before the mob—1917.

Before the mob? What could that mean? The audience? Addie thought unhappily of the divas and their boyfriends at the audition and turned the photograph over, focusing on the actors once more. A yearning to be part of their world shot through her like an arrow.

“Addie!” Dad called again. “We’re starting without you!”

She slipped the picture carefully into her pocket, then closed the book and slid it back into its space on the shelf.

But she couldn’t leave without having a quick look behind the hidden door. She pulled it open wider and stuck her head in.

There was no light inside, but she could tell that it was a storage closet, six or seven feet deep, with a sort of bench built into the wall on one side. It smelled of camphor and cedar. And it was filled with dusty crates. Now that was intriguing. She stepped in and lifted the lid of the nearest one. It was hard to see much of anything, but the crate seemed to be filled with fabric.

 Quickly, she dropped the lid and stepped out, then shut the door behind her. She’d move the bookcase back tomorrow.

Upstairs, everyone was already eating dinner. After the cold bookstore, the warmth and color of the living room made her head swim. The threadbare Persian carpet glowed with reds and blacks; the hanging lamp drenched the room in warm orange light. Addie shoved herself between Almaz and Zack at the table. No one seemed to remember what she’d gone down for; they were deep in a political conversation.

“We could have avoided it,” Mrs. Turner was saying. “You’d think we’d learn. How many people have died so far in our other war? Thousands of our soldiers, thousands of theirs, and who knows how many civilians? Tens of thousands. And despite the fact that it solved nothing, we’re going to war again.” Mrs. Turner punctuated this with a gulp of red wine.

“And it’s a good thing, too,” Whaley said, twirling his spaghetti.

“Try not to sound so pleased about it,” Dad grumbled. “That’s the last thing we need, boys like you getting heroic ideas.”

“That’s me. Always the hero.”

“Always fighting,” Almaz corrected. “I don’t know if that’s the same thing.”


 “Hey, Dad!” Addie interrupted, not liking the direction the conversation was taking. “I found a closet behind one of the shelves downstairs. Did you know it was there? It’s full of old crates.”

“Behind what shelf?”

“Drama.”

“The drama section?” Dad looked perplexed. Then light dawned. “Oh, wait. I do know. It’s just been so long. You mean you got that door open? I remember it being jammed tight.” He pointed a fork at Mrs. Turner. “It must be your stuff in there, Margie. We’ve never used it for storage.”

“Not mine.” Mrs. Turner looked at Addie with interest. “Did you open any of the crates?”

Addie swallowed a mouthful of pasta. “Just one. I couldn’t really see in the dark but it felt like tablecloths or clothing or something.”

Mrs. Turner thought a minute. Then her eyes lit up. “I’ll tell you what. They probably belonged to old Meg—my great-aunt I was telling you about. How fun! I’ll bet they’re ancient.”

Dad stood up and started stacking the empty serving dishes. “Well, if they belonged to your family, you’re welcome to have them back, Margie.”

“Thanks, Mike.” Mrs. T. pushed back her chair. “If there’s something obviously useful—or sentimental—I’ll take it. Addie? Shall we look through them together?”

“Are you kidding? I’d love to.” Addie put down her glass too quickly, splattering her water on the tablecloth. “Now?”

“Forget it,” Mrs. T. said firmly. “I’m too old and gouty for an unheated bookstore at night. How about Sunday morning? I’m on assignment tomorrow.”

 The phone by the window seat rang and Dad went to answer it.

“Sunday’s good,” Addie said, though it seemed a long time to wait.

Mrs. Turner took her last bite and pushed her empty plate aside. “Tell Mike thanks. He knows I have a meeting to get to.” She left, and the door swung shut behind her.

“What?” Dad’s voice boomed. Addie jumped.

She turned to see him clutching the receiver, a shocked look on his face.

Instantly, she knew who was calling and why.

“Are you sure it was him?”

Almaz glanced apprehensively at Addie. “Maybe I should go,” she whispered.

Addie nodded and mouthed I'll call you as Almaz slipped out of the room after Mrs. Turner. She and Whaley exchanged a look. He knew as well as she did. She could tell because he had a look on his face like a condemned man. With a sort of resignation, he stood up and started stacking plates.

“What’s going on?” Zack asked.

“Go to bed,” Addie told him. He ignored her.

“All right,” Dad was saying. “But I hope you’re wrong. Either way, I’ll make sure he calls you.” He put the phone down and glared first at Addie and then at Whaley. “That was Mr. Nguyen,” he said. “Anything you’d like to tell me? Either of you?”


 Whaley looked down at the pile of plates in his hands. Behind the glittery makeup, Addie could see, there was a raw color in his face. He looked sick.

“I...” Addie started. “Um—like what?”

“For example, that Whaley is about to get expelled from school.”


 3. Green Flashes



She was waltzing gracefully across the stage, her long white gown sweeping along the floor. Turn two three, turn two three. The lights were glaring, and it was so hot she could feel the perspiration running down her sides. Her partners eyes crinkled into a smile behind the fleshy nose and bristling mustache of his troll mask.

“You can't be out of breath already! Its only the first dance.” A warm voice, crackling with amusement.

Addie laughed, enjoying the easy way he glided her around the stage. “I'm hot, not out of breath. Don't worry, I could do this forever.”

“Stop!” someone commanded.

They stumbled to a halt. The music from the orchestra pit died.

The troll king had risen from his throne. Above the half-mask, his eyes blazed with indignation. He pointed at Addie. “What is she doing here?”

 Before she could answer, another voice drifted in. The footlights were snuffed out; the troll king gone as suddenly as he had appeared.

Whaley was on the phone in the hallway outside her room.

Addie jammed the pillow over her head. Her feet had felt so right in those dancing shoes. The top of her head had glowed in the warmth of the spotlight. If only she’d had time to explain to the troll king that she belonged on that stage.

Then the previous night’s arguments and endless discussions with Dad and Whaley flooded back into her brain. If that was Principal Nguyen on the phone, Whaley had better be making a good case for himself.

She tossed the pillow aside, got out of bed, grabbed her clothes, and went out into the hall. Whaley was sitting at the top of the stairs with the phone jammed between his ear and his shoulder, smelling faintly of the rollies he never smoked in the house. Addie walked past him to the bathroom, made a hangdog face at herself in the mirror, undressed, and got into the shower. Under the hot spray, she turned everything over in her head.

When Whaley moved in with them, they’d agreed he could stay until he graduated and could get his own place. But after last night ... she had a terrible feeling Dad might not let him. He’d given Whaley second chances before. They were on to third and fourth chances now. And he’d been really, really mad.


 Her throat tightened at the thought of Whaley leaving. She loved having him here. What would happen if Dad kicked him out? His stepmom would never take him back, that was for sure. Not with his dad gone, too. And no matter how tough Whaley tried to sound, he couldn’t go back to sleeping on that bench in the park, lining up for meals in the Congregational church basement in the U. District like those kids they saw when they helped out at Teen Feed. Geez, they were nice enough, always grateful, but some of them were drugged out; some had babies they couldn’t take care of.... And their lives were so hard. She couldn’t stand to think of Whaley ending up like that.

She twisted the knob to turn off the water, stepped out, and dried herself off. Why did he need to get himself into trouble all the time? Almost angrily, she yanked on the beatnik-era turtleneck and miniskirt she’d gotten at the Ballard Goodwill and then pulled on a pair of black leggings.

When she emerged, Whaley was gone. She glanced up and down the hallway, feeling the peculiar emptiness he left behind. He wasn’t a big guy, but he took up a lot of room—a lot of air and energy. It was funny, Addie thought. She imagined herself on the stage, but the person with real stage presence was Whaley.

The sunlight was beating through the thin curtains in the kitchen window as she entered, making her blink. Dad was leaning against the counter talking to Whaley’s back as Whaley pulled an orange juice carton out of the refrigerator. Dad looked tired and rumpled; he was rubbing his forehead right above his nose, the way he did when he had a headache. His hair was shaggier than ever, and his beard needed a trim. “What did Mr. Nguyen say? Does he want us to meet with him like we did last time?”

 Whaley shook his head. He didn’t turn around. Just took a glass down from a cupboard and poured the juice into it. “He said I can still get my GED, but he can’t let me back because they already suspended me twice this year.”

“Jesus. Well, I’m not surprised. It’s not like you’re a child,” Dad burst out. “You’re eighteen. You’re old enough to take responsibility. Why can’t you stop picking fights?”

“I don’t pick them.” Whaley turned around, a dull crimson rising in his face. “They just happen.”

“They don’t just happen.” The words slipped out before Addie could stop them. She didn’t want to pile fuel on the fire, and she did sympathize with him, but it wasn’t as if Whaley couldn’t hold back sometimes. He just let himself explode.

He gave her a thin, hard look. “Thanks for the vote of confidence!”

“I’ve given you my vote of confidence! I mean, I understand why you were mad at Kirk, but it isn’t worth getting thrown out of school for.” She looked at Dad. “It was Kirks fault. He and his friends were horrible at Whaley's show. Like baboons. The bouncer had to throw them out.”

Dad poured himself some coffee that smelled like it had been boiling for hours. He tasted it, grimaced, and put it down. “Troll makeup, no less,” he said sourly. “I’m not happy with you, Adeline, after that little deception.”


 She looked down at her feet. “I know.”

The kitchen door slammed against the wall and Zack burst in. “Can I have a waffle?”

“In a second,” Dad said.

Whaley slumped against the fridge. “All right. I know. I really know I screwed up. And I owe you an apology.” He stood up straight and held out his hand. “Thanks for everything, Mike. I’ll pack my bag.”

Dad didn’t shake his hand.

Addie looked at him in horror. “No, wait a minute!” She spun around. “Dad?”

“Don’t be so dramatic,” her father said impatiently. Addie wasn’t sure if he was talking to her or Whaley.

Zack ran to Whaley and threw his arms around him; he was ten but was acting like a much younger kid. Surprised, Whaley rubbed Zack’s head with the palm of his hand, and Zack hugged him harder.

“We can’t just throw him out!” It was inconceivable. Dad would never do such a thing. Would he?

“Forget it, Ads.” Whaley tried to pull away from Zack and leave. But Zack held on tight.

She had to think of something. Quick. Before Whaley walked out and never came back. “But what if he got a job, Dad? Then couldn’t he stay until he gets his own place? He needs to live somewhere!”

“You’ve done me enough favors,” Whaley protested. He looked almost angry.

Dad picked up his mug from the counter, sloshing his coffee around inside it. “A job might be a good idea. If Whaley can take it seriously.” He frowned. “You big enough for that, Whaley Price?”

 Every nerve in Addie's body stretched taut. Whaley glanced over at her as if she had the answer. But how could she? It twisted her heart. She just shrugged and tried to look encouraging. Zack let go of Whaley and backed into the counter by the blender, watching closely.

Whaley took a gulping breath. “Do you really mean it?”

“I mean it.” Dad looked more tired than ever. “You can stay with us if you can pay your own way. Then no one’s doing you a favor.”

Whaley looked uncertain. Addie held her breath. Come on, she thought. Say yes. Don’t be too proud.

“All right, then,” he muttered, looking at the floor. “I’ll ... um. I’ll start looking for work. Today.” Finally he looked up and met Dads eye. ‘And I can keep the Saturday shift at the bookstore, right? Until I find something else?”

“Yes!” Addie crowed. She swooped over to Whaley and clapped her hands on his shoulders. He gave her a faint half smile and pushed her gently aside.

“Of course.” Dads stern expression relaxed. “In fact, for the next few months, you can have most of my shifts at the bookstore.”

“Really?”

“Sure. I would have had to hire more temporary help anyway while I’m writing my thesis. And I need coverage for Sunday, since Zoe can’t make it anymore.” Zoe was the rather stern Greek woman who ran the store on Sundays, when Dad was out on buys at estate or library sales. She’d told Addie she was opening some sort of artsy preschool. Addie thought she would terrify preschool children, but so much the better for Whaley. “It would save me training someone new,” Dad continued.

 Whaley almost smiled. “For real? Are you sure?”

Dad nodded.

Whaley held out his hand again, and this time Dad clasped it and gave it a firm shake. Addie sprang across the kitchen and threw her arms around him. “You’re awesome, Dad.”

“Can I have that in writing?”

“Yay!” Zack cheered.

“Are you sure, Mike?” Whaley repeated. “I’ll only stay if you really need me.” The sunlight struck him full in the face, accentuating the purple bruise under his eye. He was too pale, Addie thought. And a little too thin, for all his strength. His face always made her think of a lonesome cowboy’s, kind of gawky and weather-beaten. Or, too often, just beaten. “I mean, I’m not a charity case,” he added.

“If you do a good job, I’ll really need you,” Dad replied. Addie squeezed him harder and let go. ‘And in case everyone’s forgotten, it’s Saturday. You open at ten, Whaley.”

“Okay, Mike. But I’ll ... I’ll look for my own place—when I can, I mean.” He seemed overwhelmed by the thought.

And suddenly, all the emotion in the room was too much for Addie. And that, she thought, is saying something For me, at least. She swung around and opened the door. “C’mon, Whaley, I’m going to grab a coffee at the Brown Bear.”

 “What’s this?” Dad complained, pointing at the full coffeepot on the counter.

“Black molasses and gasoline,” Addie said. “Even you can’t drink it!” She poked Whaley’s arm. “Wanna come?”

“Sure. Now that I’m gainfully employed, I’ll start an expensive coffee habit.”

“You’ll start a budget!” Dad yelled after him as he and Addie banged out of the kitchen.

They thumped down the stairs, and Addie raised her voice to be heard over the sound of Whaley’s boots. “What’s going to happen to you, Whaley? Why can’t you stay out of trouble?”

“Dunno. Looks like I just dodge the bullets as they whiz past.”

“You’ve got to learn to dodge faster!” She slipped her arm through his. “Right now, Dad and Zack and me are all the glue you’ve got to hold you together.”

Whaley swung open the back door. The air goosepimpled their skin.

“You think I don’t know that?”

 


As always, the six-foot-tall bear, carved by a “chain-saw artist” (‘A lumberjack on the Olympic Peninsula,” Whaley had told her), loomed outside the coffee shop.

“This is on you, Whaley. You owe me for that makeup job, even if it backfired.”


 “Man! Your dad’s right. I’m going to need a budget.”

Addie laughed, turned the doorknob, and stepped inside.

Immediately, she knew something was wrong.

The place looked as cheerful as ever, with its honey-colored wooden tables and posters of upcoming concerts and plays on the walls. But no one was sitting around lazily chatting over coffee or clicking away on a laptop writing the great American novel. They were all watching the TV in the corner, which Addie had never seen turned on before. Even Mrs. Jambloski, the owner, was leaning her fleshy arms on the display case, craning her neck to see. Distractedly, she turned to Addie and Whaley. “Know what you want?”

Whaley’s gaze was drawn to the set. “What’ll you have, Ads?”

“Americano,” Addie said, finding her attention sucked over to the TV as well. Whaley ordered and paid, and they drifted closer to the screen.

It was CNN showing a nighttime view of a city from the air. The place looked eerie and desolate. It bobbed in and out of focus as they watched. Addie could see concrete buildings and telephone poles. TV towers. An ugly city. No trees, no flowers, no shrubs.

Then a flash streaked down from the sky, green and glowing. Dirt flew into the air. The side of a building caved in, crumbling soundlessly in a plume of smoke and debris.

Addie frowned. “Already? Are those our planes?” Of course she knew they were, but still, she felt startled, seeing these images on television like this. So soon.


 Whaley folded his arms. “I didn’t think it would be long.”

Addie kept watching. The city looked real enough. But the green flashes looked like computer graphics.

“What time is it over there?” an old man asked. Addie recognized him from the bookstore. He had a white goatee, and a very old black miniature poodle sitting at his feet. “It’s dark but what time is it? Night? Morning? What?”

“Does it matter?”

The old man jabbed his finger at Whaley, a look of fury on his wizened face. “What do you mean, does it matter? We’re bombing a factory! It matters if there are people working in there.”

“It’s probably a weapons factory,” Whaley retorted. “We’ve got no choice.”

“No choice?” Addie said. “What do you mean?” Suddenly the whole thing filled her with revulsion. She hadn’t been paying a lot of attention to the media coverage or going to the debates about the war at school, but now that it was happening, what Mrs. Turner had been saying for a long time made sense to her. ‘A war doesn’t ‘just happen,’ like one of your fights, Whaley! I bet we had a choice.”

“How would you know what’s a choice and what’s not?”

Addie stared, startled by the anger in his voice.

He put a hand on her arm. “Sorry, Ads. I didn’t mean that.” He gestured at the screen. “It’s just—I get it. I get why we’re bombing that city. Don’t you? I mean, you don’t want more terrorist attacks, do you?”


 “Of course not! But remember what Mrs. T. said? We’ve gone down this road before.”

“Well, we haven’t gone far enough or we wouldn’t have to keep fighting!” Whaley exclaimed. “I wish I was over there!”

Addie looked at him incredulously. “Aren’t there enough people for you to fight right here, Whaley? Look where that's got you.”

“It got you out of a load of trouble once,” Whaley pointed out. “Remember that guy last year? What would have happened if I hadn’t come looking for you? You didn’t mind me bashing him.”

“I know!” Why did Whaley have to mention that in such a loud voice? “But just because it was worthwhile once doesn’t mean you always need to fight!” she spluttered. She looked at her watch. “It’s nearly ten. Let’s go.”

Whaley dragged his eyes away from the screen. They picked up their coffees and headed out.

The wind had whipped up while they’d been inside. Leaves shivered in the high branches. Addie gazed up through the treetops at the blue-black clouds rolling in from the west like tanks.

Out of the corner of her eye, she caught a flash of green and started.

But it was only the cedar sprays, flicking to and fro in the quickening wind.


 4. Shifts


Sunday morning, Mrs. Turner arrived out of breath, her face nearly as pink as her hair.

“Why is it that no matter where you walk in this city, it’s always uphill?” she grumbled, fanning herself with her free hand. In the other she held a stack of flyers, which she plunked down on the table between the funny pages Zack was looking at and a review of a production of Angels in America that Addie was reading. “Good morning, all.”

“Hi, Mrs. T.” Addie looked up from the paper. “Ready to go through those boxes?”

Dad got up from the overstuffed chair where he’d been tying his shoes. “Are those the posters? Let’s see.”

Mrs. T. took a flier from the top of the pile and handed it to him. Addie went and looked over his shoulder. It showed a black cat hissing, back arched and fur on end, above the words Rally Against the War. Next Friday’s date was below that. “I picked them up from the printer this morning. And I posted a bunch after I dropped the car off to be serviced up by the U. District. But then I walked all the way home, and now I’m pooped. Do any of you want to take over for me?”

 “Looks like a Wobbly placard,” Dad said.

“We stole the graphic from the IWW. And why not? This is a good old Wobbly town.”

Addie leaned over to get a better look, intrigued by the stark image. “What’s a Wobbly?”

“Who, not what,” Mrs. Turner said. “It’s a nickname for the Industrial Workers of the World. A bunch of union madmen who used to be thick on the ground around here. Not too in love with foreign wars, either. Their organization got crushed a long time ago, but they left behind a darned good songbook.”

Dad pulled a few flyers off the top of the pile. “I’ll put one in our window. And talk to the other business owners in the neighborhood.”

“I’ll post the rest for you, Mrs. T.,” Addie offered, surprising herself. The argument with Whaley had stuck with her. Everywhere she went, the war was always on the news, in the papers. She couldn’t stop seeing the TV images. People came into the shop and talked about it with Dad. And Whaley just couldn’t let it go.

As if on cue, the door banged open and Whaley swept into the room, flannel shirt buttoned up wrong, toast and honey in one hand, the front page of the paper in the other. “‘Marines have gained control of the capital and of key mountain passes,’” he read. “‘The fighting is expected to shift soon from urban areas into tribal zones outside of government control.’” His expression was wistful. “If it weren’t going to be over in a few days, I’d get my butt over there.”

 “Good thing you have a store to run then
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