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[image: Dusk over Puffin Bay. A little harbor town climbs a hill beside the sea, with exactly ten warm lit windows. At the top stands a tall, narrow pale-blue house, and a little blond child looks out of the top window. A long stone harbor wall curves out to a tiny white lighthouse far away, and a small orange cat sits on the quay.]


The sun sinks low on Puffin Bay.

The gulls fold wings and end their day.

Ten lights on in town.




[image: On the quay, the white-bearded ferry captain in his navy cap pats the nose of the little white-and-blue ferry and reaches for the light switch of the ferry office. The orange cat sits on a bollard.]


The ferry’s made its final run.

The captain pats it: "Rest. Well done."

One look out to sea.

Click.

Nine.




[image: A ginger-bearded fisher in yellow overalls sits on his doorstep and pours water out of a green boot, and a tiny startled fish leaps out toward the harbor. The orange cat stares at the fish.]


The fisher pours his boots out: splish!

Out swims a tiny, startled fish.

One look out to sea.

Click.

Eight.




[image: In the boat shed, the painter in blue overalls reaches for the lamp cord beside a freshly painted red boat, with a red paint spot on her forehead she hasn’t noticed. The orange cat sits on a paint tin.]


The painter paints the last boat red

and gets a red spot on her head.

One look out to sea.

Click.

Seven.




[image: In the ice-cream shop, the mustached ice-cream man sits on the floor with the last pink scoop in a cone, eyes shut in bliss. The orange cat watches him hopefully.]


The ice-cream man finds one scoop more

and eats it, sitting on the floor.

One look out to sea.

Click.

Six.




[image: In the clinic, the doctor sits with her feet in a basin of warm water and a mug of tea, beside the desk lamp, gazing out of the window toward the sea. The orange cat sleeps on the empty waiting bench.]


No coughs, no sneezes. Doctor’s free!

She soaks her feet and sips her tea.

One look out to sea.

Click.

Five.




[image: The silver-haired baker has fallen asleep on her quilt in her apron and shoes, flour on her nose, her hand still holding the lamp cord. Through the window, the tiny orange cat heads out along the shore toward the lighthouse.]


The baker wipes her floury nose

and falls asleep in all her clothes.

One look out to sea.

Click.

Four.
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