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         In the village there lived a great woman.

         
         Not like the brazen giants of Greek fame, nor that mighty woman and her torch of copper. This Daughter of Exiles was fashioned
            with clay, sacred words, a breath of life, and a promise of truth. She was a magnificent theater, an imposing creation, a
            muse and protector both, a home for the stories of her makers.
         

         
         This Grand Dame was a stage fashioned in the style of her people. And in her embrace, the tempest-tost lived and died to the
            mighty roar of applause. When they told a story in their familiar tongue, they would be heard.
         

         
         And when her audience dwindled and died, her wallpaper peeled and her bricks crumbled, many believed she, too, had perished.
            Who, they wondered, would fill the theater? Who would care to hear an old story in a language they could not speak? Surely,
            the Grand Dame had spent her last breath and had nothing more to say.
         

         
         But she had not. For she still stood on the avenue, unwilling to fade into memory. For she was more than a building, more
            than a vessel for someone else’s dreams. She was the dream, born out of such longing and stubborn desire to live and breathe free that she could not die.
         

         
         It was then that her sisters found her, Daughters of Exiles themselves, who could still hear her heartbeat in the walls and knew she had not yet told her final tale. When they breathed life back into her, she glowed again, a place for memories to be cast in silver, for breathless whispers and longing gazes, for stories to come alive and live endlessly. 

         
         And so this Grand Dame lived and lived well, bright and hungry and never more alive.
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             1
Clara

         
         It was seven in the evening, and Clara Sender was already considering murder.

         
         On the one hand, murder was . . . less than ideal. Perhaps a bit extreme. It had been a long time since Clara murdered anyone.
            She didn’t like to do it. Even though it came easily to her, naturally, she was not an animal, whatever the Sages had to say
            about it. She had a gift, a purpose, and a calling. The point of her gift was not to chase her cravings; it was to finish the work that she had started, to build a great and
            resilient theater on the avenue where she had made her home against all odds.
         

         
         Which was precisely the problem, and exactly why Clara probably needed to murder Boaz Harari. Clara loved her life and her
            work, and she was not about to let him destroy everything she had built with his apologies and excuses and his sweatiness
            and that look he’d get on his face, no matter how angry she was with him. Like he was enjoying himself. Like he found her
            amusing.
         

         
         She’d show him amusing.
         

         
         Standing in the doorway of her office, Boaz appeared to have taken a brief detour to hell on the way to the theater. His dark brown curls sat messy, sweat shone on his forehead, and he’d clearly run the entire way to the Grand Dame Cinema, because he was still breathing heavily, and she could see his pulse in his neck. 

         
         “Look, I know I’m late,” he said quickly at her appraisal, needlessly adjusting the collar of his shirt and making a futile attempt at raking
            his hair back into place. “But there was a track fire, and the N was jammed up for ages. Look, it’s on the MTA website and
            everything.”
         

         
         He thrust out his phone toward Clara. She was unmoved.

         
         “An hour late,” she said. “An hour.” After the little episode last week, Clara swore she would fire Boaz if he showed up five minutes late. He’d missed his shift
            entirely, and her sister, Molly, had to cover for him in the box office. It had been nothing short of a disaster. Molly had
            many virtues, and none of them involved giving out the proper change, or unjamming the paper in the ticket machine, or ensuring
            that parents with small children didn’t confuse the latest animated feature with the slasher film banned in several countries.
         

         
         “The N wasn’t running!” repeated Boaz, as if she hadn’t heard him the first time. “Please? I tried—it’s not my fault the subway
            sucks.”
         

         
         As comanager of the Grand Dame Cinema, Clara did not abide lateness. In this life and her first, she despised it and frankly didn’t think she was asking for all that much. But showing up reliably on time was clearly too much for Boaz, who had worn her patience down to the bone since the day he started six months ago, with his perpetual tardiness and parade of excuses. There was the cat. Then the old lady. Then the funeral. And another funeral. And another. One or two incidents of lateness she could excuse. But how many funerals could possibly be in that boy’s calendar? He was eighteen, actually eighteen. She only looked the part of an eighteen-year-old. Yet somehow, he managed to have more old ladies in his life than
            Clara ever had.
         

         
         “Then you should have left earlier.”

         
         “I could have left at dawn and been late,” he practically shouted. “The track was literally on fire, I swear.”
         

         
         “I told you after the last time,” she said. “If you are going to be late, don’t bother coming back.”

         
         “And yet here I am,” he said.

         
         “Because you cannot follow basic instructions,” she said, her voice icy. He probably thought he could charm and lie his way
            into a reprieve, the way he had done a dozen other times. She could see all the tells as clear as day. She would have been
            able to see them even without her powers: his quickening pulse, the way he avoided her gaze, the way he was rubbing the back
            of his neck in a reflex that seemed specifically designed to remind her how satisfying it would be to sink her teeth into
            him. “I have had enough of your excuses, and I know you’re lying to me.”
         

         
         “How?” he blurted. His eyes widened a moment later, realizing too late his mistake.

         
         She had caught him.

         
         Clara pressed the tips of her fingers together. “I. Always. Know.”

         
         “Oh, really?” he said, at last meeting her eyes with his warm brown ones. And there was that infuriating glint. “Always?”
         

         
         Boaz had been a mistake, the worst idea she’d had since she and Molly took over the theater in 1952. Clara ordinarily had a rule when it came to hiring: bubbes, sweet little grandmothers who thought everything she and her sister did was simply wonderful. She loved the local East Village bubbes best of all, with their lavender-dyed hair and heavy-rimmed glasses and their stories about how the Village had been so much better when there was a chance of running into Lou Reed or David Bowie on a morning bagel run. And East Village bubbes loved her. They loved her Yiddish and her sensible clothes, and they faithfully bought passes to her film festivals season after season. 

         
         Best of all, they loved sending her Nice Jewish Boys. After all, to the ordinary eye, Clara and Molly were the young and talented
            stewards of one of the great landmarks of the neighborhood, an independent cinema that honored its roots as a Yiddish stage.
            Who wouldn’t want them for granddaughters? Those East Village bubbes were single-mindedly determined to see to it that she
            and Molly would at last find their basherts, their soulmates, and be happily wed. The patronage of East Village bubbes kept
            the theater lights on.
         

         
         Even better, their well-meaning attempts at matchmaking kept the Sender sisters very well fed.

         
         Their last box office attendant, a long-time bubbe, had retired to Boca Raton, and the Senders had a problem. The local print
            newspapers where they used to run their ads were online-only if they still existed at all, and while Clara was content to
            simply source the community centers, Molly insisted they ought to try posting online. Even the bubbes have computers these days, she said. And when they were flooded with responses from people who were most definitely not bubbes: Maybe we should try talking to some of them. Maybe some fresh blood would be a good thing. What’s the harm?

         
         Which was how Clara made the mistake of giving Boaz a call.

         
         On paper, he had credentials: an acceptable GPA from a fancy prep school, some brief customer service experience working at a wedding catering company, and a passion for film and independent cinemas demonstrated by a very extended and slightly desperate cover letter. He had shown up to his interview with his encyclopedic knowledge of film history and his easy Hebrew. He told her all about the big project he’d done for a media studies class he’d just finished, where he’d seen every single mummy movie he could get his hands on to make some conclusion about colonialism and monster films. He told her about his obsession with that ridiculous one with Brendan Fraser, about how he had dressed as a different character from the movie for every Purim since eighth grade. 

         
         The interview had gone on for well over an hour. The time flew when they spoke, and at one point, he made her laugh so hard
            she had forgotten to pretend to breathe. And for a brief, foolish moment, Clara forgot her rules. She thought maybe Molly
            had a point. Maybe change was good for their business.
         

         
         So Clara made him the job offer, a choice she had regretted every day since.

         
         Her sister always said that he was Clara’s type. That Clara could die a thousand times and would still keep dreaming of a
            handsome nerd who could make Shabbos all kinds of holy. You can take the girl out of the shtetl, but not the shtetl out of the girl. It was Molly’s favorite refrain, not least because the only village she’d ever called home was below Fourteenth Street. Molly was wrong, of course. Clara did not want her handsome nerd. She didn’t
            want anyone at all. That would be a violation of her first rule, the most important, the one that kept them alive: No romance.

         
         And even if Clara did want a handsome nerd—which she didn’t—it wouldn’t be Boaz. Nope. Boaz was about the last person she could ever possibly want in a romantic way. For starters, she could not fall in love with someone who always showed up late. And secondly . . . 

         
         She’d come up with a secondly later.

         
         Clara sighed, putting her head in her hands. She’d done her hair too tight today, two French braids that joined in a carefully
            pinned knot at the base of her neck. They were making her head throb. Or maybe it was Boaz giving her the headache.
         

         
         She glanced at him, his stubbornly messy hair, that pleading expression on his face. There was a small scar below his lip
            she’d never noticed before. He probably had run into a wall once. That was the type of person he was, the type to be so incredibly careless that he couldn’t be bothered to look properly at the
            things right in front of him.
         

         
         The headache was definitely Boaz.

         
         “If you’re late again,” she said at last, “you’ll wish I’d fired you today.”

         
         It clearly took Boaz a moment to realize that she wasn’t firing him. There was a long pause. “What is that supposed to mean?” he said, laughing uneasily.
         

         
         “Do you really want to know?” said Clara, keeping her voice light. Her eyes darted down his face, his lips, his neck. She could hardly let him know what she could potentially do to him, but it would be just too fun. Boaz was the type to blush.
            She wanted to make him blush.
         

         
         But she couldn’t. If she didn’t follow her own rules, then where would they be?

         
         “Right, yeah,” said Boaz. “Well, should I take a fresh cash box? Or do you want me to take it over from Molly and Anat . . . Actually, now that I think about it, could I start with a fresh one? I want my count to be accurate.” 

         
         “Who is Anat?”

         
         Boaz furrowed his brow, as if she, Clara, was the one who was talking nonsense. “What do you mean, ‘Who is Anat?’ ”

         
         “I mean, there is no one working at this cinema named Anat.”

         
         “Well, I figured she wasn’t working here,” said Boaz. “Just . . . you know . . . Anat? Molly’s girlfriend?”

         
         Now it was Clara’s turn to laugh uneasily. “Molly doesn’t have a girlfriend.”

         
         “Really?”

         
         “I think I would know if my own sister was dating someone,” said Clara.

         
         Boaz bit his lip. “Well . . . okay, then,” he said at last. “I’ll just . . . um . . . go downstairs to the box office. You
            know where to find me.” He backed out of the doorway before darting down the hall.
         

         
         The moment he disappeared, Clara wondered if she ought to have followed him. What did he mean? He didn’t seriously think . . .
            He couldn’t possibly . . . Molly wasn’t dating anyone. That was the first rule. The rule. The one that mattered, frankly, more than any other. There were only two rules. No romance. Only feed on Jews. The second rule wasn’t even to protect them so much as it was to protect the Jews they lived among. False accusations that Jews drained young Christians of their blood for wine or matzahs or whatever else had haunted Jewish communities for hundreds of years. A single blood libel could turn a disappearance or unsolved murder into a catastrophe for the community, leaving trails of torture and the execution of innocents in their wake. And while they could not stop a conspiracy theory, they would not enable one. 

         
         Clara looked down at her accounting books, but she suddenly couldn’t make sense of the numbers. Her brain was filled with
            Boaz, his voice ringing in her ears, his smell—coffee and something sweet—still lingering. The walls of her office, a deep
            shade of burgundy and filled with old cast pictures from the theater’s glory days, felt like they were closing in around her.
         

         
         It wasn’t just the question. Boaz, the handsome nerd who could not show up on time if his life depended on it, knew something she did not, in her cinema.
         

         
         The third time she lost track of a row in the grid, Clara huffed and stormed out of her office and down the narrow corridor
            toward the stairs. She strode past the old framed posters for her favorite plays, Mirele Efros: The Jewish Queen Lear and Shulamis, and Molly’s beloved Got Fun Nekome (God of Vengeance). In another age, this hall had been dressing rooms and rehearsal spaces for the Yiddish theater troupes who made their home
            on Second Avenue. Her footsteps were swallowed up by the thick carpet as she emerged into the dim lobby, where fake gas lamps
            flickered in sconces against the wall.
         

         
         In its original life, the Grand Dame had been built to resemble a palace straight from Andalusian Spain, a temple to theater. She had been among the finest on the Yiddish Rialto, a stretch of playhouses along Second Avenue in downtown Manhattan that had been the center of American Yiddish theater in the first decades of the twentieth century. Clara and her sister had saved the theater from an ignoble death at the hands of time and developers . . . with a bit of help. They had restored the great chandelier, the gilt columns, the finely patterned wallpapers, installing screens where there had been stages. And in that they had given the Grand Dame a second life, just as surely as they had been given theirs. 

         
         As Clara strode down the revitalized halls, the doors of auditorium one opened, and people poured out in a steady stream,
            seeking the bathrooms and a trash bin for their empty bags of popcorn. Clara easily wove between them as she made her way
            to the box office at the front, reminding herself to walk at a mortal human pace lest any of the bleary-eyed moviegoers notice,
            to where Boaz had already settled onto the teetering stool in front of the register, squeezed between filing cabinets and
            boxes with the remains of promotional flyers for events long past.
         

         
         “What was that supposed to mean?” she asked irritably. He turned to look at her, unbothered, completely unsurprised by the
            fact that she had followed him down there. Had she been that obvious? “Where’s Molly?”
         

         
         Boaz shrugged. “They wandered off; I don’t know.”

         
         “They left?” Clara didn’t know a thing about this girl Anat, but Molly knew very well she wasn’t supposed to leave the theater on a
            Thursday night. They were busy. There was work to be done. Clara needed her to help with the concessions or else to mind the
            projection rooms. She did not have permission to just run off. With a girl. That she was dating.
         

         
         “You know, there’s no need to be so weird about Molly seeing a girl,” said Boaz. “It’s hardly surprising. Honestly, I think
            it’d be more surprising if she were with a guy. Have you met your sister?”
         

         
         “I don’t care what gender Molly prefers; it’s all the same to me.” More specifically, Clara had known for a hundred years
            that Molly preferred women. She’d long, long ago gotten over her surprise. And Molly was welcome to entertain as many women as she wanted. She could have a whole theater
            full of them, if that was her desire.
         

         
         She just wasn’t allowed to date. Flirtations were how they fed, how they survived. But dating? Dating left a trail, secrets and whispers and grudges. Dating
            meant broken hearts and bad tempers and vengeful dreams. Dating meant desire. And there was nothing more dangerous than desire.
            Desire had caused both of their first deaths.
         

         
         And so help her, Clara would not let it kill them again.
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Molly

         
         Molly and Anat crept into auditorium one after the credits finished and the last stragglers finally rose from their red-cushioned
            seats. After a slight disaster last week with an industrial-size bag of coffee beans, Molly had suggested they instead make
            out in the storage closet where they kept posters and décor for their events and festivals, which had been mostly a success,
            though it meant quite a great deal of direct eye contact with multiple life-size cutouts of Winona Ryder.
         

         
         “Did they really need to stay and read every. Single. Credit?” groaned Anat, racing down the aisle toward the screen and narrow
            remainder of the old stage, trying to keep her dry-cleaning bag from dragging along the floor, her Doc Martens clomping and
            squeaking as she went. She took one look at the time on her phone and grimaced. “Can we make this quick? I have work I need
            to finish for my immersive theater project.”
         

         
         “This is immersive theater,” said Molly, lingering behind a moment to turn off the projector and adjust the auditorium lights.

         
         “Well, I’m waiting for you to convince my professor. Otherwise, I’ve still got to work on our original adaptation of Ginsberg’s ‘Kaddish,’ ” said Anat. “You’re going to come, though, right? We’re running a few performances at the end of the month.” 

         
         “Yes, of course, and keep your voice down!” said Molly, glancing back at the door of the projection room, half expecting her
            sister to burst through. She was certain that Clara didn’t know yet—she was far too absorbed in trying to pretend she was above human crushes to care—but it was only a matter of time, and she’d
            rather Anat not be here when it happened. The whole point of having a living girlfriend was that she stay that way.
         

         
         Auditorium one remained the clearest evidence that the Grand Dame had once been a Yiddish theater, one of the largest along
            Second Avenue. The details in the lobby—the old posters and preserved light fixtures that had been the fruits of countless
            salvage trips and digging through neighboring theater basements—were one thing. But this, the original stage, the dress circle,
            the giant chandelier set with a Star of David and made to resemble the sky at twilight . . . there was nothing like it.
         

         
         “When are you going to tell your sister?” said Anat, laying the bag across the seats in the front row. “Like, she has to suspect
            something by now?”
         

         
         “On a day when I feel like losing a limb,” Molly muttered. She pulled out her phone, checking to see if the light would be
            okay for the shot. “Could you stand up there? We can do it like we did last time, get a shot of you like this and one in the
            costume.”
         

         
         “Before that . . .” Anat rummaged through the giant shopping bag she had with her until at last she pulled out a small paper bag and handed it to Molly. “I hope you like egg bagels. It was either that or some majorly suspect rainbow ones.” 

         
         “You buy me rainbow bagels, and it’s over for us. . . . Oh, you even got a salt packet!” said Molly gratefully. She was a little hungry, and bread with salt, while far less satisfying, was the only thing that Clara and she could eat that didn’t
            turn to ash in their mouths.
         

         
         Well, the only food thing. But she was not going to accept the alternative from Anat. She had considered going after one of the stragglers, except that would have been
            against Clara’s rules. No romance. Only feed on Jews. As if a single bite out of an unsuspecting non-Jew would be enough to get the Cossacks to descend with the pitchforks. But
            America, for all its many faults, was still America, and Molly had long been firmly of the opinion that in di goldene medine
            she should be free to bite whoever she wanted, whenever she wanted. Molly spilled the salt packet into the bottom of the bag
            and dipped a hunk of bagel into it before popping it into her mouth. When she pulled out her phone again, she saw a new set
            of notifications. “Oh, it looks like the Museum at Eldridge Street, Hey Alma, and Forverts shared your last video.”
         

         
         “Great! I’m famous exclusively to the Jewish press, just like my savta always wanted,” said Anat, rolling her eyes. “You know
            that stopped being exciting after the tenth time they did that?”
         

         
         “Oh, I love Hey Alma, and I would have killed to be this regularly covered by Forverts,” said Molly defensively. She would never forget the first time she saw her name in print. She’d been sixteen and convinced
            she had more or less achieved true stardom, despite her name being last in a long list of cast members.
         

         
         “But even then, you would have been more excited by coverage in an English newspaper.”

         
         “Forverts is in English now.”
         

         
         “Not the point!” Anat sighed. “Come on, get the shots so that I can change. Before your sister murders us both.”

         
         Molly set aside her bagel and—trying to ignore the creeping hunger that no bagel could ever satisfy—began to record on her
            phone. Anat was a natural, grinning and laughing and tucking her short, wavy dark hair behind her ears as she tried some of
            the poses and expressions they’d practiced the previous week, from an old acting guide that broke down a list of the thirty-six
            essential expressions a truly talented actor should be able to make. Watching her, Molly felt something squeeze in her chest
            and refuse to let go.
         

         
         After a bunch of different poses, Molly let her descend from the stage and grab the dry-cleaning bag. Anat shouted at her
            to watch the door.
         

         
         “No one’s going to come in,” said Molly, dutifully pretending to watch the door and not Anat.

         
         “Except for your sister,” she said. “Though if we’re getting murdered tonight, I suppose there are worse things to be wearing.”

         
         At last, Anat announced she had finished, and Molly gasped.

         
         She’d known what costume she was planning on wearing. They’d agreed on it. Molly was the one who had gone through all the
            trouble of digging it out from one of the storage rooms and mending the moth holes. She had spent weeks preparing herself
            to do this with Anat, to film this specific costume, the last one Molly ever wore onstage.
         

         
         And still her first impulse was to tell Anat to take it off, to put it away, to film another costume another night. Molly
            swallowed hard as she tried to come up with a way to say she had changed her mind, that some things were best left forgotten.
         

         
         But Anat seemed so pleased and utterly oblivious to Molly’s hesitation. “Isn’t it great?” said Anat, twirling. The costume had been for Di Shturem: The Yiddish Tempest, when Molly had played the villain, the vengeful sheyd, Chenya, her frankly inspired take on Shakespeare’s Caliban. It was
            a long green silk dress, with a purposely uneven hem and a rather daring neckline for the age, and a deeper emerald coat that
            moved across the floor like water, with tattered lace along the hem, the perfect outfit for a demon forever trying to seduce
            the rebbe’s daughter. It had been her favorite costume, the best she’d ever worn, and Anat was objectively beautiful in it,
            the kind of beautiful that made Molly want to rip the dress off her for reasons that had nothing to do with its past and everything
            to do with now. Molly didn’t think she could ever bring herself to put it on again, but things could be different. No, things were different. It was a different century, and Molly was still here, and if she had been rescued from the dustbin of history,
            then why not that dress?
         

         
         “You look . . .” Molly searched for the word, but was suddenly struggling to grasp it, even though she expected—

         
         “Like a bagel?”

         
         Molly startled. “A bagel?”
         

         
         “Well, you’re looking at me the way you looked at those salt bagels I got you last week from Kossar’s,” said Anat, laughing.
            If Molly could, she would have blushed. That wasn’t what she thought, exactly.
         

         
         She’d never bitten Anat, and she wasn’t going to, if she could help it. Instead, she took another bite of salted bagel to
            dull the hunger. She could help it. She wouldn’t.
         

         
         “Could you do the makeup? I forgot to bring a mirror, and I’m not risking a run to the bathroom.”

         
         Molly waved her over, taking the palette of face paint from her. Anat sat in one of the seats in the first row, and Molly crouched in front of her, hesitating for just a second. Standing close to her was like stepping up to a radiator after coming in from the cold. Just being near her made Molly warm. “I was going to say that you look the part.” 

         
         “Yeah, eh . . . about that?” said Anat. “I was looking over the script, and I’m not sure I . . . get the part, exactly?”

         
         “What’s there not to get?” said Molly. She used water from Anat’s bottle to wet the blending sponge and began to attempt re-creating
            the green-gray she’d once worn onstage. “You’re a sheyd, a demon, who has lived forever in this village that is between worlds,
            neither living nor dead, where an esteemed rebbe has been trapped for over ten years. To get out, the rebbe must make sure
            his daughter marries the handsome student that has lost himself here in the midst of a great blizzard, but you, Chenya, have
            other plans.”
         

         
         “Yes, yes, I get that,” said Anat. “I just . . . thought you said this was The Tempest.”
         

         
         “It is!” Molly blended the paint into the hollows of Anat’s cheeks, one hand holding back her hair. Molly smiled as she let
            herself take her time.
         

         
         “Shakespeare’s The Tempest.”
         

         
         “Shakespeare’s The Tempest in Yiddish,” said Molly. “I thought you figured it out after the Mirele Efros episode we did—that the best Yiddish plays did not simply translate dialogue. They translated the whole show,” said Molly.
            “Speaking of the script, would you hate me if I asked you to rerecord? You were pronouncing your Yiddish like Hebrew again.
            It’s supposed to be KHA-vertes; front-load the emphasis . . .”
         

         
         “I already did that one, like, ten times!” She sighed. “And I thought that was just ‘inspired by’ King Lear,” said Anat. “But this is . . . not The Tempest.”
         

         
         “Hold still!” said Molly. Anat had shifted closer to Molly, so close they might as well have just started making out again.
            “It’s Yiddish theater. Yiddish theater was about being relevant to its audience.” She took a black crayon and set to work
            lining Anat’s eyes. Her hazel eyes looked green in that dress.
         

         
         “So are all the shows set in a shtetl?” Anat closed her eyes, and Molly was close enough to her girlfriend’s face to hear her pulse,
            to smell her tea tree shampoo and something else that Molly could never quite pinpoint, even though they had been dating for
            months. “Is the Yiddish Hamlet some yeshiva student?”
         

         
         “Not all of them. Sometimes the shows are set on the Lower East Side?” she said. “Or Vilna or Warsaw . . .” Anat snorted,
            almost smudging the makeup as Molly worked. “What, and next are you going to complain that Rent was set in the Village when it should have been set in nineteenth-century Paris to be a proper adaptation of La Bohème? Or that West Side Story doesn’t have anything to do with Shakespeare because it’s not in Verona? We are the reason that Broadway cares about speaking directly to its audience while the West End is all about glam-rock megamusicals
            and dancing cats.”
         

         
         Anat laughed. “Eh, I think there is a little more to modern British theater than Cats?”
         

         
         “No, it is all dancing cats.”
         

         
         “That came out in the eighties! They do other things now!”

         
         Molly snapped shut the face paint palette. “British theater has given us nothing of value since Shakespeare, which I think
            we can all agree is far improved in the Yiddish.”
         

         
         Anat opened her eyes, and despite Molly’s best attempts at keeping her face unreadable, she knew from her girlfriend’s smile that she had failed. “I really should have bought you that second bagel.” 

         
         Molly’s mouth had gone dry, her words abandoning her.

         
         “Though I suppose if you want to change me, that would be totally fine. I mean, the whole immortal monster in the shape of
            an incredibly hot woman who can shift into an owl would be an adjustment for sure, but I think I’d be able to cope—”
         

         
         “I am not going to bite you!” said Molly. “And I’m not turning you. That’s not how being an Estrie works.”

         
         “I know, you’ve told me a hundred times, I need to be dying first. . . .”
         

         
         But clearly Anat didn’t get it or she would stop asking. Molly had told her a hundred times, and she still fielded the questions on a biweekly basis. Being an Estrie wasn’t the sort of thing
            a girl wanted to be or chose to be when there was another way. It was the very last resort. They were not willing monsters.
            “You are not a bagel.”
         

         
         “Of course, you would rather bite some random dude you find off the street? Which, for the record, is unsanitary. Like if
            I picked up a random bottle of Coke I saw lying out on the sidewalk and took a sip, you’d be, like, Ew, Anat, that’s gross, and then probably dump me.”
         

         
         “I would not dump you; I would take you to the hospital to get your stomach pumped. Now get up onstage and give me your best
            ‘seducing the rebbe’s daughter’ face so you can go work on your project.”
         

         
         “Which one of the thirty-six expressions is that?” Anat giggled. “For the life of me, I don’t know how anyone thought you
            were straight,” she added, doing what was a very compelling “seducing the rebbe’s daughter” face, in Molly’s expert opinion. They took short clips doing her best attempt at Chenya’s lines, trying to keep the accent straight, until Molly was satisfied that she’d gotten a shot she could use. Later, she could stitch it all together and post it online. Together they had done over a dozen so far with the costumes, along with others where they just used Anat’s voice over photos and pictures Molly had found in their basement. Molly had even expressed interest in finally getting around to digitizing their film collection as a pretext to learning how to edit video content for the internet, an interest that Clara had thankfully not questioned. 

         
         The videos had been Molly’s idea. Clara had finally relented and let Molly get social media a couple of years ago, with the
            caveat that it was exclusively professional accounts for the theater. Updates, photos of the theater, promotional material only. Nothing with their faces,
            of course. Otherwise, any ordinary patron could find them out, could see easily with a quick scroll that they had been eighteen
            for far too long.
         

         
         At first, that had been enough. She liked taking glamor shots of the latte art she managed at the concession stand, and posting
            film trivia had been fun, and she’d gotten a bit of engagement.
         

         
         But then she decided that lattes weren’t the most interesting thing she could do. She was an actress. Molly Sender lived on
            the Yiddish stage, and basically died on it, too.
         

         
         Clara knew how to run a theater, but she could be such a bubbe when it came to the internet. No matter how many times Molly
            tried to convince Clara that it was possible to create content without exposing all their secrets, she couldn’t get her sister
            to budge. So she decided she would do it without her sister’s help.
         

         
         Molly had been brainstorming potential content on an off day at the concession stand. She had all the pieces together, scripts, a title, a mission statement, to bring Second Avenue’s Yiddish theater history back to life. All she needed was someone who wasn’t her to appear on camera. 

         
         And then Anat had stepped into the theater and bought a cappuccino, and when she pulled her wallet out of her canvas bag,
            Molly noticed the quote on the front. We are such stuff as dreams are made on.

         
         “You like The Tempest?” Molly had asked.
         

         
         “I love it,” she said, her accent curling around the words. When they locked eyes, Molly felt as though she were being seen,
            properly seen. It caught her off guard. In her first life and second, she had become so accustomed to people looking at her without really seeing her, their gaze never cutting through all her smoke and mirrors, the protections that being an actress,
            and then an Estrie, provided. That look from Anat made her knees weak. “It’s my favorite. My school took a field trip to see
            it done in Hebrew at Habima, and it made me want to be an actress. My first week in the city I got this quote as a tattoo.
            My parents can never find out—they’d be furious—but they won’t. They’re back in Ra’anana.”
         

         
         “Where’s the tattoo?” Because there suddenly was nothing more important than knowing who this girl was, who was quite literally
            such stuff as dreams are made on . . .

         
         Anat smirked and said, without missing a beat, “Wouldn’t you like to know.”

         
         And that was that.

         
         Molly turned at the sound of the garment bag being zipped. Anat was back in the jeans and chunky sweater she’d been wearing, but she still had on the face paint, slightly smudged along the collar of her sweater. Only then Molly realized the face that she’d given Anat. It wasn’t unlike what she’d worn onstage, the mottled gray complexion, the veins of green, the deep set of her eyes, but what it really looked like was Molly. Her real face—what looked back at her from the mirror when she let her hair down.
         

         
         She hadn’t meant to do it, and there was no way Anat could know. Anat knew plenty: they’d been dating since August, and once
            Molly decided to tell her what she was, there were few secrets left between them. Anat knew Molly’s real age, her diet, even
            how she died.
         

         
         But Anat had not seen Molly’s real face, the monster that emerged from her features the moment she let her hair loose, the
            face she wore to feed or to fly. And she never would. Anat might believe them to be such stuff as dreams were made on but
            that face was the stuff of nightmares.
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Boaz

         
         The moment Boaz Harari stepped out of the Grand Dame, his shoulders eased.

         
         It was only by sheer luck that he had not been burned worse than the tracks of the N train, which, for the record, had really
            been on fire. He had not lied about that. The fire just wasn’t the main reason for his late arrival. He wasn’t about to tell
            Clara the real reason. She already thought he was a hot mess. She didn’t need to know just how hot the mess was.
         

         
         Boaz kept the hood of his deep green sweatshirt up, even as he stood on the NQR platform. A group of guys about his age were
            shouting on one end, passing a brown-bag-wrapped bottle between them.
         

         
         On the other side of the platform, he saw her.

         
         She had always been there, for as long as he’d been taking the N between Union Square and his home in Gravesend, Brooklyn. The first time he saw her, he hadn’t realized what he was looking at. That was always the problem. If he wasn’t paying close enough attention, he couldn’t quite tell the difference between the living and the dead. 

         
         Boaz had missed the signs and thought he could help. He had tried pulling her back from the yellow line, just as the train
            began rumbling down the tunnel, when he had realized what exactly she was planning to do. But when he reached and grasped
            for her, his hand passed straight through her chest. There was no grabbing hold of a ghost. She leapt out onto the tracks,
            and the train screeched into the station.
         

         
         She did this just about every time Boaz took the subway home. Waiting and leaping. He had tried a few times to talk to her.
            He had even poked around online to see if he could find an obituary, so he could get a full name and maybe some hint about
            how she could be helped. But she was stubborn. Despite his best efforts, he couldn’t get her to move on.
         

         
         The N train at last rumbled in, and Boaz carefully averted his eyes.

         
         He had barely settled into his seat when he felt his phone buzz, and a WhatsApp notification warned him it was Daniel.

         
         
            
               
                  Daniel: Hey, wanna come over? I’m in Brooklyn tonight
                  

                  Boaz: Why are you in Brooklyn?? Go back uptown, hang out with your cool YU friends . . .
                  

                  Daniel: Cool? Srsly? Who are you and what did you do with Boaz?
                  

                  Boaz: Oh that was autocorrect. I meant boring
                  

                  Daniel: Phew. You coming?
                  

               

            

         
         It was tempting. Daniel was about the only person from high school Boaz actually considered a friend, and he’d barely seen him since he started at Yeshiva University in the fall. NYU might have been manageable for their friendship, but Washington Heights was basically Canada, as far as Boaz was concerned. There was never a time that going up there was convenient, so the only reason he’d seen Daniel at all the last few months was for the High Holidays. 

         
         But he couldn’t. Not tonight.

         
         
            
               
                  Boaz: Can’t. I got a thing with Hila
                  

                  Daniel: Oh no is it a dead people thing? Don’t tell me it’s a dead people thing
                  

                  Boaz: . . .
                  

                  Daniel: What do I need to do to see you? Die?
                  

                  Boaz: I mean . . .
                  

                  Daniel: BOAZ
                  

                  Boaz: Sorry bad joke
                  

               

            

         
         It was November, and Brooklyn was finally beginning to feel like it. Gravesend had been swallowed by a heavy, chilled night,
            the kind that could have foreshadowed snow. Boaz shivered when he stepped out of the station, yanking up the zipper of his
            hoodie and jamming his hands into the pockets of his jeans, wishing he’d thought to bring his jacket.
         

         
         He kept his head down the entire walk from the station. A preservation technique. The usual dead would try anyway to get his attention: Mrs. Abulafia, who refused to move on because she liked to watch the pigeons and keep tabs on her grandchildren, or Anthony Janszoon van Salee, the early Gravesend settler, who Boaz had made the mistake of interviewing for a history project and who now accosted him at every available opportunity to regale him with more stories and gossip that had gone stale four hundred years ago. Boaz could feign interest during his waking hours, but at one in the morning he did not need to hear about the treachery of the Dutch West India Company or how Anthony would never have done something so dishonorable as pay his debts with a dead goat, that if a perfectly healthy goat simply expired on the spot after taking one whiff of the unwashed scoundrel, then that was hardly his fault.
         

         
         “Harari, my dear boy! Just the man I wanted to see.” Boaz could hear him call, his voice loud enough that it made Boaz startle,
            a near impossible feat nowadays. A lifetime of small talk with the dead had made him hard to spook.
         

         
         “Can’t talk, Anthony!” he said, glancing back just long enough to see Anthony flicker in and out of view, less than six inches
            from his face. “I need to go home—”
         

         
         “But I think I’ve finally cracked it,” he persisted as Boaz crossed the street, narrowly avoiding being taken out by a late-night
            cyclist as he tried to put distance between himself and the seventeenth-century gentleman. “Proof, you see, that my claims
            in Manhattan and Brooklyn still hold.”
         

         
         “Even if that were true, what would you do with Wall Street?” said Boaz, quickening his pace. “We’ve been over this! One,
            no one will give you Wall Street. Two, what would you do with it?”
         

         
         “By all rights, it is mine to do with as I please!” said the ghost of Anthony, still keeping pace. “And it’s not just Wall
            Street. It’s that lovely stretch of land by the sea that has since been desecrated by that horrid carnival.”
         

         
         “They’re not giving you Coney Island, either!”

         
         “If you would only send a missive through the proper channels . . . I’d be happy to dictate the letters to you, if we could maybe begin this evening.” 

         
         Boaz had at last reached the front door of his apartment building, and he began to fumble for his keys, praying that Anthony
            would not try to follow him up the stairs. “Good night, Anthony.”
         

         
         Most of the lights in the apartment were off, save for some dim lamplight in the living room, where his aunt Hila was watching
            a movie on her iPad, her dark, pin-straight hair pulled into a low ponytail. From the look of it, one of her favorite Israeli
            melodramas. She didn’t look up when he entered and abandoned his sneakers at the door. He crept in and, leaning against the
            back of the worn black leather sofa, at last said, “Oh, is this one of the musical ones?”
         

         
         But, like all Hararis, she had too much experience with ghosts to be easily startled. So she did not jump when he spoke, but
            when she looked up, her eyes widened, just enough for Boaz to notice. She yanked her earbuds out and whacked the hand that
            was gripping the back of the sofa.
         

         
         “Ma zeh, Boazi?” What’s this? She continued in rapid Hebrew, keeping her voice low. “I see how you’ve been setting your mother off. You look more like
            Eli every day.”
         

         
         At this, Boaz grimaced. He knew it was not entirely untrue. They both had the same dark hair and more or less the same nose,
            and what he always thought was a bit too much eyebrow.
         

         
         But he was nothing like his father. He would not just disappear on his wife and newborn. He wouldn’t go over seventeen years
            without so much as a phone call, and if he died, he’d have the decency to do it somewhere where he could be found. But it
            was no use arguing with her on that one, so instead, he asked his aunt, “So did you try? Have any luck this time? Did she
            finally want to talk about Dad?”
         

         
         He hoped today his mother would have at least tried talking about his dad, especially after that morning. He had been halfway out the door to work, arguing with his mom about his hours and why he would not consider taking a full-time job at his grandparents’ wedding catering company, and in the middle of their yelling, his mother
            had called him by his father’s name.
         

         
         She almost never said his father’s name. She almost never spoke of him. Boaz could, and he did. When he was little, it was
            out of curiosity, a desire for answers. When he did, mostly his mother would turn away from that, complain of a headache,
            or tell Boaz to stop asking foolish questions, as if he were asking about the possibility of getting a pet unicorn for Chanukah,
            and not about his father. Boaz thought his mother just didn’t like to talk about it, but every so often she would . . . and
            at some point, his aunt Hila had asked him to tell her every time his mother mentioned him, every time something slipped through.
         

         
         “No, no, I didn’t,” she said. “She forgot him as soon as you left for work, didn’t say another word. But she offered me tea,
            we had a wonderful chat about how I could convince you to give college a try, and she went to bed.” Hila unfolded her legs.
            “And because we were not in a rush, I thought we could try together.”
         

         
         Boaz’s heart skipped a beat. He hadn’t even bothered to ask if he could be the one to try this month. Because the answer was
            always a resounding no. “We?”
         

         
         “Oh, don’t look so excited. You can assist.”

         
         “With the ring?”

         
         “With getting the mirrors,” she said evenly. “One thing at a time, yes?”

         
         Like Boaz, Aunt Hila had the Harari curse: she saw the dead, like all born Hararis for over two hundred years. Unlike most Hararis, though, she was not a trainwreck who wasted all her energy trying to look normal and avoiding direct eye contact with the ghosts who liked bothering her in public. 

         
         Hila had made the dead her career, turned it into a whole big Bravo show that had just wrapped its fourth season. When she
            put their old family ring on, Hila could reach just about anyone. It was like she had a direct line to the World to Come.
            The dead almost always answered her calls.
         

         
         Except his father.

         
         When Hila tried to call his father, she could never reach him. Boaz had watched her try too many times to count, reaching
            out into the dark and finding nothing.
         

         
         If his dad was dead, his mom would have mourned him. She would have told Boaz stories about him. She would at least look interested
            when he brought him up, instead of glazing over like she did when he spouted off facts about obscure silent films. But apart
            from the occasional slip, she never seemed to care. She didn’t mourn, and she didn’t talk about him, not even to curse him
            for leaving them behind.
         

         
         Hila pulled a candle from the leather handbag resting on the couch beside her, followed by a black drawstring pouch, dumping
            the ring onto her hand. “Get the mirror from your mother’s room and cover the ones in your room and the bathroom.”
         

         
         “I know,” he said, tiptoeing into his mother’s room, where she was already sleeping soundly. He must have seen Hila call ghosts a thousand times. The onyx ring emblazoned with a simple Star of David and nothing else was an old family heirloom. It definitely went back at least as far as Damascus, but before that was anyone’s guess. Hila claimed it went back to King Solomon, but he always thought that seemed a bit far-fetched, if only because from everything he knew about his family, he sincerely doubted their ability to keep hold of anything for that long. 

         
         Boaz dragged out the standing mirror as silently as he could, shutting the door behind him. The mirror in his bedroom was
            a cheap one that hung over the door, and a few prior attempts with Hila had taught him enough to know the easiest way to cover
            that one was to unhook it and lay it face down on the floor.
         

         
         The toughest one was the one in the bathroom, the sliding door of their medicine cabinet. He grabbed one of the towels hanging
            on the rack and did his best to drape it over the top, but after a few attempts he gave up and settled for it covering only
            about half and looking ready to slide off altogether. Nothing ever came when Hila tried to call his dad anyway; this time
            wasn’t going to be any different.
         

         
         Hila was still rummaging through her bag when he emerged. “Do you have a lighter?” she said. “Mine’s empty.”

         
         Boaz did, a habit Hila had taught him. It was a safety precaution. A flame, no matter how small, could at once draw a ghost
            while also keeping them from crossing the boundaries they ought not to cross. He dug it out of his pocket and tossed it to
            Hila. She lit the candle and set it on the coffee table, across from the mirror, before perching on it herself, sitting cross-legged
            and sliding on the ring.
         

         
         Boaz watched her closely, even though by now he knew exactly what she would do. She stared into the mirror until her eyes
            slid just slightly out of focus, as if she were staring at something through the glass. “Boazi, move, you’re in the reflection.”
         

         
         Boaz shuffled, still craning his neck to see. Hila raised her hands as if she were a Kohen about to give the priestly blessing, her fingers tight around the ring and splayed in the familiar V shape. Long ago, he’d learned the easiest way to annoy Hila was to call them Star Trek hands. His senior year Talmud teacher insisted it was witchcraft, and worse still, avodah zara, idol worship. If Hila hadn’t intervened and reminded the dean whose avodah zara had paid for the new media lab, then he probably wouldn’t have graduated on time. 

         
         She was still staring into the mirror, her eyes trained on it, concentrating so intently that Boaz would not have been surprised
            if she burned a hole right through the glass with her gaze. Her mouth moved, her voice barely more than a whisper as she recited
            his father’s name. Her fingers folded, as if she were clutching invisible curtains, before yanking with all her strength.
         

         
         Boaz kept his eyes trained away from the mirror, despite every temptation to do otherwise. He was supposed to let Hila focus.
            According to her, terrible things could happen if she lost it. The hungriest of spirits or worse could slip through. People
            could become possessed. His only job now was to make sure the flame did not go out and that he did not stare directly into
            the mirror. Hila was still facing forward, but her eyes had rolled back so that only the whites were visible. The candle wavered,
            and Boaz wondered what she was seeing and whether she was any closer to finding his father than the countless other times
            she had tried.
         

         
         Tap tap tap.

         
         Boaz froze. That was new. Usually, these attempts were over quickly and were never more than this, Hila in front of a mirror,
            reaching and coming back empty. When they went looking for his father, nothing answered. But this . . .
         

         
         Was probably the faucet. That faucet was very temperamental, had been for years, and no amount of pleading with the super had gotten him to come and fix it. Yes, that was probably what it was. 

         
         Tap tap tap.

         
         All right, it was a bit louder than the faucet ever managed, and heavier. But . . .

         
         Tap tap tap . . . thud.

         
         No, that was definitely more than a leaky faucet.

         
         He opened his mouth to say something, to see if Hila heard it, but he wasn’t sure what would happen if he broke her concentration
            now. Now, when she was maybe closer than ever to finding his father, seemed particularly foolish.
         

         
         He crept toward the bathroom, alternating between watching the door and watching Hila. But she hadn’t moved, and the candle
            in front of her burned as bright as ever; it was only the tapping that got louder and more urgent. Heart pounding, he turned
            the knob and pushed, noticing the fallen towel on the floor even before he flicked on the lights.
         

         
         For a moment, he saw nothing. Just the crumpled towel and his own reflection staring back at him from the mirror.

         
         Until he realized that it was absolutely not his reflection staring back at him.
         

         
         No, the face in the mirror was older than his and just enough unlike it. It was longer, fuller, the lines along his brow deeper.
            His dark hair was carefully combed back, and his nose was just off center, as if he’d broken it in a fight. Photos of his
            father were impossible to come by; Boaz had to rely on Hila’s descriptions of him, but he had committed every single detail
            she told him to memory.
         

         
         Boaz looked at his father’s reflection, watched as it gave a small wave, as if him showing up in the mirror of their bathroom, after nearly eighteen years of nothing, was entirely normal. 

         
         “Hila!” Boaz shouted. He knew it would wake up his mother, that it would startle Hila out of her trance. But he didn’t care.
            She needed to come here, she needed to see—
         

         
         Only the shape was gone as quickly as it appeared, vanishing the moment Boaz approached the glass, and by the time Hila came
            rushing up behind him, the only face staring back at him in the mirror was his own.
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