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  Chapter 1
Ice Dam


By the first week of February, Gordon Two was a block of ice. 
He sat on the floor of the spare room under the bad corner of the ceiling, where he'd sat since July, a red plastic bucket with a crack in the handle, and he was frozen solid to within an inch of the rim. A cloudy, faintly yellow cylinder of ice, with a single brown maple leaf caught in it like a fly in amber. Above him, the stain on the ceiling had spread in the January thaw and then frozen again, and from the middle of it hung a short, thick, perfect icicle, about four inches long, pointing straight down at Gordon's heart.
"That's not supposed to happen," said Hayley, standing in the doorway in her coat, with her toothbrush in her mouth. "Inside. Icicles aren't supposed to happen inside."
"It's an ice dam."
"I don't know what that means."
"It means the snow on the roof melts from underneath, because the house is warm," I said, "and the water runs down to the edge, where it's cold, and freezes, and makes a wall of ice along the gutter. And then the next lot of water can't get past the wall, so it backs up under the shingles. And comes in." I looked at the icicle. "Walt explained it to me in November. With diagrams."
"Walt the roofer."
"Walt the roofer."
"Who wants fourteen thousand dollars."
"Who wants fourteen thousand dollars," I agreed.
Hayley took the toothbrush out of her mouth and looked at the icicle for a while with professional interest, the way she looked at a matted poodle.
"I could knock it off," she said.
"Then it would melt into Gordon."
"Gordon's frozen."
"Then it would melt into Gordon in April," I said, "and Gordon would overflow, and the floor would rot, and the ceiling of the kitchen would come down on the parrot."
Hayley considered this.
"Leave it, then," she said, and went back to the bathroom, and I heard her spit, and run the tap, and say seriously to the mirror, and from downstairs, faintly, on top of his cage, Moby said it back.

      ***The ROOF envelope was in the kitchen drawer, where it had been since October. It had four hundred and forty dollars in it. Two hundred and forty of mine, and two hundred that my sister had handed back to me in October with a sticky note that said HERE'S SOME MONEY. Walt from Alder had come out in the second week of November, as promised, in a truck with a ladder rack and a dog named Beans in the passenger seat, and had climbed onto my grandmother's roof in the first real snow and walked around up there for forty minutes while Beans and I watched from the yard, and had come down and said, with great gentleness, as though he were telling me someone had died: She needs the whole thing, honey. Tear-off, decking, ice shield, the works. That north side's gone soft. Fourteen thousand. I'll do it for thirteen-five if you let me start in April, before the rain.
I'd said I'd think about it.
I'd been thinking about it for three months. The thinking had not produced thirteen thousand, five hundred dollars. The winter had been slow. It always was. People don't book home readings for their pets in January in northern Michigan; they're too busy shoveling. The Saturday Market had moved indoors to the Grange hall in November, the way it always does, and I'd kept my table there, under the big painted banner with the little gray parrot on it, and I'd made about half what I made on the dock in summer. And I'd stopped doing some things. Some of the readings. The old way. Not all of them. But enough that I'd noticed the difference in the envelope.
I didn't regret it. I want to say that. Every reading I'd done since October in my own voice, without closing my eyes, without he's showing me, had felt like setting down something heavy. But setting down something heavy doesn't pay for a roof.
I closed the drawer.

      ***Hayley came down at seven-fifteen, dressed for work in black jeans and boots and a Suds & Snips fleece with poodle fur already on the sleeves from yesterday. She sat at our grandmother's kitchen table with a mug of coffee and a thick paperback textbook with a Bichon Frise on the cover, and a yellow highlighter, and a stack of index cards held together with a rubber band.
The Professional Groomer's Certification Handbook, Fourth Edition.
She'd been studying since Thanksgiving. Every morning before work, every evening after, every Sunday. The written exam was in May, in Grand Rapids. The practical was in June. She'd paid the registration fee herself, in December, out of her tips, and she'd shown me the receipt, and then put it on the refrigerator under a magnet shaped like a lighthouse, where it still was.
"Coat types," she said, without looking up. "Quiz me."
I picked up the index cards. "Double coat."
"Undercoat plus guard hairs. Huskies, shepherds, goldens. Never shave it. It insulates in winter and cools in summer and if you shave it, it can grow back wrong, or patchy, or not at all." She highlighted something. "Next."
"Wire coat."
"Hand-stripped, ideally. Terriers. Schnauzers. If you clip it, it goes soft and loses color." She looked up. "That's a stupid card. Everybody knows that."
"Not everybody."
"Every groomer knows that." She went back to the book. "Next."
I quizzed her for twenty minutes. She got every one. Moby, on top of his cage, listened with his head on one side, and at the word Schnauzer he made a small, interested sound, as if it might be worth learning, and then decided it wasn't.
At half past seven I fed him: a quarter of an apple, three almonds, his pellets. The card was still taped inside the cupboard door, in Des Harris's square careful printing, curling a little at the corners now. Breakfast 7:30. 3 almonds a day. Never avocado. Bed 8:30 with the cover on. Moby ate the apple first, holding it in one foot. Then the almonds. Then, after a long look at me, the pellets.
Above us, through the ceiling, in the spare room, something went plink.
Moby stopped eating. He tilted his head. And then, perfectly, he did it: plink. A single bright drip, landing on ice.
Hayley closed her textbook.
"Mack," she said. "He's doing the leak."
"He's been doing the leak since Tuesday."
"That bird," said my sister, "is going to put us on the news."

      ***After she'd gone to work, I sat at the kitchen table with my own book.
Not a textbook, exactly. A binder. The thick black three-ring binder that held the coursework for my certification, the online program I'd been working through for almost two years now, one module at a time, at this table, at night, after readings. I'd finished Module 8 in November, Learning Theory, with the goat pages from Tolleson Orchards as my case study, and Suzanne Nichols had said bring the goat pages, and I had, in November. Now I was on Module 9.
Module 9: Feline Behavior — Assessment and Individual Differences.
I liked cats. I'd always liked cats. People think they're mysterious, and they're not, really. They're just private. They tell you everything you need to know, if you're patient, and you watch, and you don't need them to like you.
The first unit was about individual differences. Temperament, play preferences, and something called paw preference, which I'd never thought about before and which turned out to be fascinating. Cats, the module said, are often lateralized, like people. Many of them use one front paw for fine tasks much more than the other, and in adult cats that preference tends to be stable over time. You could test it. There was a protocol. You put a treat under an upturned cup, or in a narrow jar, and watch which paw the cat uses to get it out. You do it twenty times. You write it down.
Paw preference, play preference, and certain physical markers (dental status, coat pattern, gait, posture) can together form a reliable behavioral and physical baseline for an individual cat.
I read that twice.
And then, because the module asked for it, Exercise 9.1: Review three past case notes involving cats and identify any baseline indicators recorded, I got up and went into the sewing room and took down the box where I kept my old black notebooks. One for every season since I'd started writing things down properly, in the spring of last year. I brought them back to the kitchen table, and opened the one marked SUMMER, and started turning pages.
There were a great many cats in it. More than I'd remembered.
A Maine Coon from Hadfield who wouldn't use his litter box after the family got a new couch. A pair of Siamese littermates on Bluff Road who'd stopped speaking to each other, in the way of Siamese, after one of them had been to the vet and come back smelling wrong. A one-eyed orange tom at Bill's Bait & Brew named Minnow, who wasn't a client, but whom I wrote down anyway because he'd sat on my notebook.
And on a page from the fourth of July, the morning of the fireworks, in my own handwriting, slanting and fast, the way I wrote at the market between readings:
Duchess (Darla Moss, Grant House, Lakeshore Dr.). Silver tabby, F, ~15–16 yrs. Classic pattern, pewter/charcoal. Green-gold eyes. Lean. Slight L head tilt, constant. R-pawed: batted finger w/ R, Darla says "always." Ignores feather wand completely. Attacks crinkled paper (pounce, bunny-kick). Missing upper L canine (yawn); per D., broken years ago on cherry pit. Drank 2x in 20 min, long. PU/PD? Kidneys? — told D. see Dr. Nichols.
And next to it, in the margin, a small x.
The x meant I'd done it the old way. Eyes closed. The voice. She's telling me she's thirsty all the time. She's showing me her water bowl. The right advice in the wrong voice.
I sat and looked at that page for a long time.
I thought about Darla Moss, soft and round-faced in her flowered sundress, with her long graying braid, sitting down at my table on the dock with a cat carrier and the relief of someone who'd been walking in the heat too long. So now it's just me and Duchess. And the lawyer. And I thought about her text, on the last day of October, the day of the first snow, while I sat on the porch swing: She's drinking and drinking and she won't eat and she's so thin. Some days I look at her and I'm not sure she even knows me.
I'd told her to take Duchess to Suzanne. That day. Right away. She'd said Okay. Okay. I'll call. Thank you.
And then I'd never heard from her again.
I'd meant to follow up. I'd meant to text her in November, and then the roofer came, and then Thanksgiving, and then the market moved indoors, and then it was Christmas, and Hayley's exam registration, and Module 8, and it was February, and I hadn't. Darla Moss didn't come to the Grange hall market. I hadn't seen her since July.
I didn't know if Duchess was alive.
I wrote, at the bottom of the exercise sheet, in my own careful handwriting: Case 3: Duchess (silver tabby, F). Baseline indicators recorded: paw preference (R, strong); head posture (L tilt, constant); dental (missing upper L canine); play preference (paper +, feather –); possible PU/PD. Outcome: unknown. Did not follow up.
And then I underlined did not follow up, because it was true, and because the coursework said to be honest about the limits of your observations, and because I was ashamed of it.

      ***At eleven, my phone buzzed on the kitchen table.
Davies.
Not a call. A text. She'd started texting in November, after Tolleson Orchards, after the porch swing, after good work, Mackenzie. Not often. Once every week or two. Short ones. Saw a beagle that reminded me of your sister's face when she's annoyed. Or: My husband is learning the sousaphone. Pray for me. Or, once, at two in the morning, after a bad night I never asked her about: Still up. You? And I'd been up, and I'd said so, and we'd texted for an hour about nothing. About the lake. About Moby. About her beagle, the one she'd had as a girl, who'd been named Corporal, which she said was the reason she'd become a sergeant (she'd wanted to outrank him), and which I didn't believe for a minute.
This one said:
Lunch next week? Not a case. Just lunch. Lighthouse Diner. I'll buy.
I looked at it. Then I typed: Yes. Thursday?
Thursday, she wrote back. And then, a minute later: Bring the bird if you want. The diner won't mind. Ruthie owes me.
I laughed out loud, alone in my grandmother's kitchen, with the icicle hanging in the spare room upstairs and the textbook open in front of me and the old black notebook beside it, still open to the page from the fourth of July.
Moby, hearing me laugh, did Hayley's laugh back at me, the big honking one. And then, for good measure, a goat. And then the leak.
Plink.

      ***The Winter Carnival started the next day.
It always starts on the first Friday in February, and runs ten days, through the second Sunday, and it's the one time all winter when Catfish Harbor stops pretending it's asleep. There are ice sculptures on Front Street, carved by teams from all over the state, and a village of fishing shanties out on the harbor ice, painted every color you can imagine, and a chili cook-off, and a torchlight skate, and broomball on the frozen channel, and the Ice Out lottery, where you pay a dollar to guess the exact day and hour the ice will go out of the harbor in spring, and the winner gets half the pot and their name on a plaque at Bill's. And on the last Sunday, which that year was Valentine's Day, there's the Polar Plunge, where a hundred people in costumes run screaming into a hole cut in the lake ice for charity, and everybody else stands on the beach in parkas, drinking hot cider and cheering, and being grateful it isn't them.
Harbor Paws always had a booth. Yoshie had called me in January and asked if I'd do readings at it again this year, for the rescue, half the money to the cat room, and I'd said yes. Before I'd known about Walt's fourteen thousand. Before I'd known a lot of things.
I closed the black notebook from the summer, and put it on top of the binder, and sat looking at it.
Outcome: unknown.
Then I picked up my phone, and found Darla Moss's number, and typed: Hi Darla, it's Mackenzie O'Neal. I'm so sorry I never followed up after October. How is Duchess?
I looked at it for a while. Then I deleted it.
Then I typed it again, and sent it.
There was no answer. Not that afternoon. Not that evening. Not when I went to bed, at eleven, with the snow coming down soft and steady outside the window, and the parrot asleep under his cover, and upstairs in the spare room, very faintly, the sound of water dripping onto ice.
Plink.
Plink.
Plink.






  
  Chapter 2
Carnival


The ice sculptures went up on Front Street overnight. 
I don't know how they do it. I've lived in Catfish Harbor through three Winter Carnivals now, and every year I go to bed on the Thursday with Front Street looking the way it always does in February, gray slush in the gutters and the shop windows steamed up and the Christmas lights still strung across the street because nobody can face taking them down, and every year I wake up on the Friday and it's been turned into a gallery. Teams come from all over the state, from Grand Rapids and Lansing and Marquette, with chainsaws and chisels and heat guns and big blocks of clear ice trucked in from somewhere on flatbeds, and they work all night under floodlights, and by morning there they are, standing along both sidewalks from the Seagull to the bakery like a parade that froze in place.
That year there was a lighthouse, twelve feet tall, with a real bulb inside it that turned. A sea serpent, coiling up out of the snowbank in front of the bank, every scale carved separately. A pair of skaters, a man and a woman, mid-spin, his hand on her waist, so delicate you could see the laces of their boots. A fishing tug, the Marjorie, Bill's tug, life-size, with Bill himself standing beside it in his watch cap, being photographed, looking deeply embarrassed and deeply proud. And in front of the Seagull, under its marquee, a great carved theater mask, tragedy on one side and comedy on the other, so that as you walked past it, the face changed.
I stood in front of the mask for a long time on my way to the booth. Then I walked on.

      ***The Harbor Paws booth was at the bottom of Front Street, where it meets the harbor, on the snow-packed apron of the public dock, looking out over the ice. And the ice was the Carnival's real heart.
Out on the frozen harbor, inside the breakwater, there was a whole town. Fishing shanties, sixty or seventy of them, little wooden huts on runners, painted red and blue and yellow and lime green and one in purple polka dots, with smoke curling up out of tin chimneys and hand-lettered signs on the doors: THE WALLEYE INN. NO FISH NO PROBLEM. GRANDPA'S OFFICE. Between them, people walked and skated and pulled children on sleds. Somebody had cleared a broomball rink, and a game was going, men in hockey helmets and snow pants running and falling down and shouting. Farther out, by the mouth of the channel, a tall wooden tripod stood alone on the ice with a striped flag on it and a clock attached, connected by a long wire to a tower on the shore: the Ice Out clock, which would stop, some day in March or April, when the ice let go and the tripod went through.
The whole harbor smelled of woodsmoke and frying fish and kettle corn and cold. The sky was a hard bright blue, and the sun on the snow was so bright you had to squint, and every breath hurt a little, going in, in the good way.
Yoshie was at the booth. And Yoshie looked terrible.
She was in a Harbor Paws parka and a knit hat with ear flaps, setting out donation jars and flyers on a folding table under a pop-up canopy, and she didn't look up when I came, and when she did look up, I saw her face, and stopped.
"Yoshie."
"I know," she said. "I know. Don't." She put down a stack of flyers. Her small tired face was gray under the hat, with dark circles under her eyes like bruises. "It's been two and a half weeks."
"The roof?"
"The roof." She sat down hard on a folding chair behind the table. "January nineteenth. We had that three-day storm, remember? Thirty inches. And the old boathouse roof over the cat wing just—" She made a shape with her hands, a slow collapse. "Came down. At four in the morning. Into the cat room. Into the cat room, Mackenzie. Daniel and I were there till dawn pulling crates out from under it in the dark with headlamps on." She swallowed. "We didn't lose anybody. Not one cat. I don't know how. A miracle. But the wing's gone. It's tarps now. Tarps and space heaters. We've got twenty-two cats in crates in the office and the hallway and the grooming room."
"Oh, Yoshie."
"Sixty thousand dollars," said Yoshie. "That's what the insurance company says it's going to cost. And the insurance company says act of God, and they'll pay twenty." She laughed. It didn't sound like laughing. "And I've got two hundred thousand dollars in the Sundown Fund sitting in a bank account in Traverse City that I can't touch. Not a penny. Because Wesley Mitchell wrote it into his will that it's for retired greyhounds. Old ones. Frightened ones. Ones nobody wants." She put her face in her mittens. "Not cats. Not roofs. Greyhounds."
I sat down on the other folding chair and put my arm around her.
"Wesley would have bought you a roof," I said.
"Wesley would have bought me three roofs." She took her face out of her mittens. "And then he'd have asked me what color I wanted them." She wiped her eyes, fiercely. "Anyway. That's why you're here. Half of everything you make today goes to the cat room. And thank you. Really. Thank you."

      ***I did readings all afternoon.
I sat at the end of the table on a folding chair with a quilt over my knees and a thermos of coffee, under a sign Yoshie had made that said PET READINGS WITH MACKENZIE — $20 — HALF TO THE CAT ROOM, and people came. In February, on the ice, they came in snowsuits and parkas with their dogs in little fleece coats, and their cats in carriers wrapped in blankets, and once, astonishingly, a woman with a ferret inside her coat, who stuck its head out of her collar like a periscope and looked at me with tremendous suspicion.
I did them in my own voice. Most of them. A husky who wouldn't come in from the snow: he's a husky, I said, it's seventeen degrees, this is his favorite weather in the world, let him have it, but bring him in if his feet start to ball up with ice. A Persian who'd started hiding since the new baby: she needs a room of her own with her litter and her food and a high place to sit, somewhere the baby can't get to, where she can watch without being in it. A very old dachshund who'd stopped going up the stairs: please, I said, take him to Dr. Nichols. Today. It might just be his back. But it might not.
The ferret woman wanted to know if her ferret was happy. I looked at the ferret. The ferret looked at me. "He's a ferret," I said. "He's living inside your coat at a winter carnival. I think he's having the best day of his life."
She laughed, and paid me, and gave Yoshie an extra twenty for the cat room.

      ***At about three o'clock, a man came to the booth who didn't have an animal.
He was in his middle thirties, medium height, slim, with dark hair cut short and expensively and a face that had been handsome and was going, around the edges, a little soft and gray, like a photograph left in a window. He wore a long camel-colored overcoat, beautifully cut, the kind of coat that costs what my roof costs. Leather gloves. A cashmere scarf. And city shoes, polished leather, with thin soles, absolutely soaked through with snow.
I notice shoes. I always have. It's the first thing my father taught me about strangers, before I could read, before I knew what a mark was. Look at their shoes, Mack. Everybody dresses their top half for other people. They dress their feet for themselves. And this man's shoes were very good shoes, Italian, I thought, with a long elegant toe, and they'd been resoled. Recently. Cheaply. The new heels didn't match the leather. And the coat, when he lifted his arm to point at the sign, was frayed at the inside of the cuff, just slightly, where it rubbed against a watch that wasn't there anymore.
A man who'd had money, and spent it, and was keeping up the coat.
"You're Harbor Paws?" he said. Not to me. To Yoshie. His voice was clipped and quick and Chicago.
"I'm the director," said Yoshie. "Yoshie Sato. Can I help—"
"Preston Grant." He didn't offer to shake her hand. He didn't take his gloves off. "Ophelia Grant's great-nephew. You'll have heard of me."
Yoshie's face changed.
"I have," she said carefully. "I'm so sorry about your aunt. She was very good to us."
"Great-aunt." He looked past her at the booth, at the donation jars, the flyers, the photographs of cats in crates in a hallway, with an expression of polite distaste. "And she was very generous to you, yes. A quarter of the remainder of her estate. When the cat dies." He said the cat as if it were something on his shoe. "I wanted to let you know, in person, as a courtesy, that I'm having the trust reviewed. The whole thing. Every number. Starting Monday." He smiled, not pleasantly. "And I'll be contesting your share."
"Contesting—"
"My great-aunt was eighty-nine years old and alone in that house with a housekeeper and a cat when she signed that will," said Preston Grant. "I don't think she was in a position to be giving away a quarter of a three-million-dollar estate to a—" He looked at the photographs of the cats in their crates. "A barn."
Yoshie had gone white. I saw her hands, under the table, close into fists inside her mittens.
"It's a boathouse," she said. Her voice was very quiet. "And she wasn't alone. And she was in a better position than anybody I've ever met." She stood up. "Mr. Grant. With respect. You can contest anything you like. That's your right. But you'll do it through a lawyer, not at my booth, on the ice, in front of my volunteers."
"Oh, I will," said Preston. "Believe me. I've got a lawyer. I've got an accountant. I've got—" He stopped. Something moved across his face, very quickly, and was gone. "I've got all of it. Starting Monday."
He turned and walked away along the dock, fast, in his soaked city shoes, slipping a little on the packed snow, catching himself, not looking back.
Yoshie sat down. She was shaking.
"Can he do that?" she said. "Can he actually do that?"
"I don't know," I said. Which was true. I didn't know anything about trusts.
But I knew about faces. And the thing that had moved across Preston Grant's face, when he said I've got all of it, wasn't confidence. It was fear. The cold, specific, sick fear of a man who has made a bet he can't afford to lose, and has just remembered the size of it.

      ***He wasn't alone.
There was another man, I realized, standing a little way off along the dock, by the railing, where he'd been all along. Thirty-something, tall and rangy, in a puffy black parka and a ski hat and jeans, with three days of stubble. He'd been watching the whole thing. And when Preston walked away, he went after him, half jogging, and caught him up by the ice sculpture of the skaters, and took hold of his arm.
I couldn't hear all of it. The wind was coming off the harbor and the broomball game was loud. But I heard enough.
"Pres. Pres. Come on. Two months. Just give me two months. That's all I'm asking."
"I gave you two months in September, Drew."
"I know. I know. But the Logan Square lease, man, I'm still on the hook for the Logan Square lease—"
"So am I," said Preston Grant, and pulled his arm away, and walked on up Front Street between the frozen skaters and the sea serpent, and the man in the parka stood there in the snow, watching him go, with his hands hanging at his sides.
"Who's that?" I said.
Yoshie, beside me, was looking too. "I don't know," she said. "I've seen him before, though. Yesterday. At the Harbor Inn. With Mr. Grant. In the bar." She frowned. "They were shouting."
I wrote it down. In the black notebook, under the table, on my knee. P.G. — debt (resoled shoes, frayed cuff, no watch). "Accountant… starting Monday." Afraid. Man in black parka, "Drew," wants "two months," "Logan Square lease." Owes P.G.? Or vice versa?
Old habits. I couldn't help it.

      ***At four o'clock, as the sun was going down orange behind the breakwater and the shadows of the shanties were stretching long and blue across the ice, I saw Darla Moss.
She was standing at the far end of the dock, by the railing, alone. Small and round and bundled in a puffy purple coat and a knit hat with a pom-pom, with her long graying braid hanging down her back over the coat. She was looking up Front Street. Toward the skaters. Toward where Preston Grant had gone.
She didn't see me at first. Then she did.
Our eyes met across the length of the dock, across the people and the strollers and the dogs in their little coats. And I lifted my hand, the way you do, to wave.
Darla Moss looked at me for one second. And her face, her soft, round, kind, worried face, did something I'd never seen it do before.
It shut.
Like a door. Like a curtain coming down. She looked at me, and then she looked away, very fast, down at the ice, and turned, and walked off along the shore path toward Lakeshore Drive with her head down and her hands in her pockets, almost running.
I stood at the booth with my hand still half raised.
"Who was that?" said Yoshie.
"Darla Moss," I said slowly. "From Grant House. Mrs. Grant's companion. She looks after the cat."
"Oh." Yoshie's face changed again. "Oh. The cat." She looked after Darla. "Is it—is the cat all right? I haven't heard anything. Not since the summer. Mr. Greenway sends us a letter every quarter, the trust report, because we're a beneficiary. They always say she's fine. Duchess examined, good health." She shook her head. "I don't even know what she looks like."
"Silver tabby," I said. "About sixteen. Head tilted a little to one side."
"You've met her?"
"Once," I said. "In July."
I took my phone out of my pocket and looked at it. My message from Thursday, to Darla, was still sitting there. How is Duchess? Delivered. Read, it said, in small gray letters underneath. Read at 9:14 Thursday night.
No answer.

      ***The torchlight skate was at ten. I wasn't going. I had the Seagull's Carnival reception first, at seven, because Lou had asked me, because the Seagull board always invited the Carnival's volunteers and booth-keepers to a reception in the lobby on the first Friday night, with hot cider and cookies and the board members shaking everybody's hand, and Lou had said, in her dry way, you'll come, Mackenzie, because you're one of the few people in this town I can stand to talk to for more than five minutes, which from Lou Pardee was very nearly a declaration of love.
I packed up the booth with Yoshie at five, in the blue dusk, with the shanty lights coming on out on the ice one by one, little squares of yellow in the dark, and the smell of woodsmoke everywhere. We'd made three hundred and forty dollars. A hundred and seventy for the cat room.
"It won't fix the roof," said Yoshie, counting it.
"No."
"But it'll buy heaters." She put it in the cash box. "And cat food. And one more week."
I walked home up Front Street in the dark, past the ice sculptures, lit from inside now by colored lights, blue and green and gold, glowing in the snow like something out of a fairy tale. The lighthouse turned its little bulb. The sea serpent shone green. The skaters, the man and the woman, spun forever in their frozen embrace, lit from below in rose.
And in front of the Seagull, the great carved mask glowed white under the marquee. Tragedy on one side. Comedy on the other.
I stopped in front of it again, in the dark, and looked at it for a long time. You could only ever see one face at a time. That was the thing about it. Whichever side you stood on, you saw that face, and you believed it, completely, and you never thought about the other one at all.
Then I went home to change.






  
  Chapter 3
The Board Reception


The lobby of the Seagull Playhouse was the warmest room in Catfish Harbor that night, and it was the furnace's fault. 
The new one. The one Bunny Harris had paid for in her brother's name, twenty-four thousand dollars, last May. It had been installed in the fall, in the cellar, a great gleaming steel box that replaced the old cast-iron monster that had groaned and banged through every performance since before the war, and Lou Pardee had become, in the months since, unreasonably attached to it. She'd set the thermostat for the reception at seventy-four degrees. On a February night when it was nine above outside, that meant that everybody who came in through the big double doors off Front Street came in stamping and pink-cheeked and steaming, and stopped, and said oh, and started unwinding their scarves.
And every one of them tracked in snow.
That's the first thing I noticed, when Hayley and I came in at five past seven. Not the people. The floor. The Seagull's lobby had a floor of old black-and-white marble tile, in a checkerboard, more than a century old, worn smooth and a little uneven down the middle where four generations of audiences had walked from the doors to the auditorium. And tonight it was covered in a thin gray film of meltwater, and on top of the meltwater, in a hundred overlapping trails, the gray slushy prints of everybody's boots.
I couldn't help it. I never can.
"You're looking at the floor," said Hayley.
"I'm not."
"You're reading the floor, Mack. Like a magazine." She unwound her scarf. "Stop it. It's a party."
It was a party, in the way the Seagull did parties: a long table at the back of the lobby with hot cider in a big copper urn and three kinds of cookies on paper doilies and a bowl of punch nobody touched, and the theater's board members standing in a loose line near the door in their good clothes, shaking hands with everybody who came in. Volunteers, mostly. The people who'd built the ice sculptures, and staffed the warming tent, and poured the chili, and run the booths on the dock. Fifty or sixty of them, in parkas and snow pants and fleece, with their hats in their hands, drinking cider under the old chandelier and looking at the posters on the walls.
Lou was at the head of the line, in black, with her silver bob as sharp as a blade, shaking hands like a woman serving a sentence. She saw me and her mouth went, very slightly, in the direction of a smile.
"Mackenzie," she said. "You came."
"You told me to."
"I tell lots of people to." She shook my hand, once, briskly. "You're the only one who listens." She looked at Hayley. "And you're the sister."
"I'm the sister," said Hayley.
"The groomer." Lou looked her up and down. "Eli says you're very good. Eli says you did his landlady's Pekingese and she cried." She paused. "Eli doesn't say anything about anybody, usually, so you should take that as a compliment."
Hayley, I saw, did take it as a compliment. She went faintly pink.
Gordon Beech was next to Lou in the line, in a navy quarter-zip with the Seagull's logo on it, looking at his phone between handshakes. He shook my hand without quite looking at me. "Ms. O'Neal. Good to see you. Hope you're keeping warm." He went back to his phone. He'd been the board president for six years, and Lou had been fighting him for five and a half of them, and they stood side by side in the line the way two cats sit on the same windowsill: perfectly politely, a careful foot apart, each pretending the other wasn't there.
And next to Gordon, at the end of the line, there was a man I didn't know.

      ***He was the tallest man in the room. Six foot four, maybe more, long-limbed and loose and easy in a way that very tall men sometimes are, as though they've spent their whole lives being apologized to for doorframes. Sixty or so, with a full head of thick silver hair brushed back, and a long, pleasant, lined, intelligent face, tanned in February in a way that suggested Florida, and very blue eyes behind rimless glasses. He wore a beautiful charcoal tweed jacket over a dark green sweater, and gray flannels, and a red silk pocket square, and he was laughing at something Gordon had said, a warm, easy, delighted laugh, with his head thrown back.
He saw me looking, and stopped laughing, and smiled, and held out his hand.
"You must be Mackenzie O'Neal," he said. His voice was deep and warm and unhurried, with the faint careful polish of a man who'd spent his whole life talking to juries. "I've wanted to meet you for months. Hugh Greenway." His hand was enormous and dry and warm and swallowed mine entirely. "I'm the board's treasurer. Since May. I inherited the job from Des Harris." His face changed, very slightly, sobered. "God rest him. And I gather you're the reason we know what really happened to him, and to half the posters in our archive." He held on to my hand a moment longer, his left hand over the top of it, and a heavy gold watch on a worn leather strap slid out from under his cuff. "Thank you. On behalf of all of us. I mean that."
"Thank you," I said, a little thrown.
"And you're the sister," said Hugh Greenway, to Hayley, turning that smile on her. "The groomer. I've heard you're a magician with a schnauzer."
"I'm okay with a schnauzer," said Hayley, who was not used to being charmed and didn't like it.
"Modest. Good." He laughed again. "I'm also chairing the Carnival this year, God help me, so if anything's gone wrong, it's my fault. Have you seen the mask outside? Isn't it

      ***
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