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  Chapter 1
The Spare Room


The bus from Chicago was due into Traverse City at 2:40 on the first of July, and I was standing outside the station at 1:35 with a cardboard sign I'd made at my grandmother's kitchen table and then been too embarrassed to hold up. 
It said HAYLEY in black marker. I'd drawn a small dog under it, then decided the dog looked like a potato and drawn ears on it, and then it looked like a potato with ears, and I'd given up. The sign was now folded in quarters in my back pocket. I stood by the station doors in the heat with my hands empty and watched the buses come in, and every time a young woman got off one, I studied her face, and every time it wasn't my sister. Or I didn't think it was. That was the problem. I didn't know what my sister looked like.
The last time I'd seen Hayley O'Neal she was fourteen, at a truck stop in Kingman, Arizona, at eleven o'clock at night, in a pair of pink sneakers and a sweatshirt that said GRAND CANYON on it, sitting in a vinyl booth with a plate of fries while our father and I stood out by the diesel pumps and said the things to each other that we'd been not saying for ten years. I remember the fries. I remember that she'd put ketchup on them in a careful spiral, like a snail shell. I remember that when I walked back in to get my bag she looked up at me with her mouth full and I didn't say goodbye, because I knew if I said it I'd have to mean it.
Nine years. She'd been a child. She wasn't one now.
The 2:40 came in at 2:52. A woman got off with twins. An old man with a cane. A boy in a Michigan State shirt. Two girls with matching backpacks. And then, last, a young woman in black jeans and black boots and a sleeveless T-shirt the color of a traffic cone, with one green duffel bag over her shoulder and a hard plastic case in her other hand, the kind you'd keep tools in. Her hair was dark and short, buzzed close on one side, and longer and falling over her eye on the other. There was a small tattoo of a paw print on the inside of her left wrist. She stood on the bottom step of the bus and looked around the parking lot the way you'd look around a room you'd been told was empty, quickly, checking the corners.
She saw me. Her face did nothing at all for one second.
Then she grinned, and it went straight through me like a cold drink on a bad tooth, because it was our father's grin. Lopsided, a little crooked on the left, a grin that said I know something you don't, and I'm about to tell you, and you're going to love it. I'd spent nine years not seeing that grin. I hadn't been ready for it to come back on somebody else's face.
"Mack," said my sister, walking toward me across the hot asphalt. "You look exactly the same. Except your hair's longer and you've stopped wearing eyeliner like a raccoon."
"Hayley."
"You were going to hold up a sign." She stopped in front of me. She was shorter than me, compact and sturdy, with strong forearms and nicks on her fingers. "It's in your back pocket. You keep touching it."
I took it out and unfolded it and held it up, because there wasn't anything else to do.
She looked at it for a long second. "Is that a potato?"
"It's a dog."
"It's a potato with ears." She took it out of my hands and folded it carefully along the creases and put it in the pocket of her jeans. "I'm keeping that."

      ***It's an hour from Traverse City to Catfish Harbor, down a two-lane road through cherry orchards and pine woods and little towns with one blinking light. For the first twenty minutes neither of us said much. Hayley sat with her boots on the dashboard and the window down and her arm out in the hot wind, watching the orchards go by, the trees heavy with dark red fruit, and men on ladders with buckets, and every so often a hand-painted sign: CHERRIES — U-PICK — NEXT RIGHT.
"Dad said you'd say yes," she said, at last, without looking at me.
"I know. You said in your letter."
"He was really sure." She turned her head. "I wasn't. I figured fifty-fifty. I had a bus schedule to Albuquerque in my other pocket in case you didn't write back."
"What's in Albuquerque?"
"Nothing. That's why it was the backup." She went back to the window. "How did he know? He hasn't talked to you in nine years."
I didn't have a good answer for that. Or I had one, and I didn't like it: that our father had spent his whole life knowing exactly what people were going to say before they said it, and he'd taught me how, and he'd known I'd say yes because he knew the one thing I'd never been able to forgive him for was walking away from someone who needed him. And I'd spent nine years making sure I was nothing like him.
"Lucky guess," I said.
Hayley laughed. It was a short, sharp, surprised laugh, and it was also his.
"Okay," she said. "Sure. Lucky guess." She put her feet down off the dash. "I'll tell you the rules now, so it's not weird later. I'm not here to fix anything with you and Dad. That's yours. I'm here because the grooming place in Tucson closed and I'm sleeping on a couch in a trailer with a sixty-nine-year-old man who practices card tricks at two in the morning. I'll get a job. I'll pay rent as soon as I can. I don't eat much. I'm good with dogs. I'm bad in the mornings. I'll stay out of your way."
"You don't have to stay out of my way."
"I'll stay out of your way," Hayley repeated firmly, and looked out of the window again, and that was that.

      ***I'd spent three days getting the spare room ready, which mostly meant losing an argument with my grandmother's things.
The three dress forms had to go somewhere. They'd stood together by the window of the spare room for, as far as I could tell, forty years, three headless ladies in faded canvas waiting for a bus that never came, and I'd moved them twice and moved them back twice, because every time I put them in the attic I felt like I'd locked my grandmother in a closet. In the end I'd shifted them into the corner and hung a sheet over them, which was worse, because now they looked like three ghosts at a slumber party.
I'd bought a bed frame in Alder. I'd put my grandmother's quilt on the bed, a patchwork of old costume scraps in every color, velvet and satin and printed cotton, each piece from a different show. I'd cleared two drawers and half the wardrobe. And under the brown stain in the ceiling, where the roof leaked whenever it rained hard from the west, I'd put a clean, fresh, bright red bucket.
Hayley stood in the doorway with her duffel and looked at all of it. The quilt. The sheet over the dress forms. The bucket.
"There's a bucket," she said.
"The roof leaks. Only when the wind's from the west."
"And there are three ghosts in the corner."
"Dress forms. Our grandmother's. She was a wardrobe mistress."
"I know. Dad told me." She walked in and dropped the duffel on the bed and went straight to the corner and lifted the sheet, and looked at the three headless canvas ladies, and her face did something I couldn't read. Then she let the sheet fall. "What's the bucket's name?"
I stared at her.
"Dad names everything," she said. "His car's Dolores. His coffee pot's called The Senator. I figured you'd name a bucket."
"Gordon," I said, after a moment. "The bucket's called Gordon. The old one was Gordon. This one's—"
"Gordon Two," said Hayley. "Obviously." And she sat down on the bed among the costume scraps and bounced, once, testing it, and the springs creaked, and she looked up at me, and for the first time since she'd stepped off the bus she looked her age. Twenty-three, and tired, and a long way from anywhere.
"Thanks, Mack," she said. "For real."

      ***She met Moby an hour later, in the kitchen.
I'd warned her. I'd explained, on the drive, that I had a parrot, that he'd belonged to a man who'd died, that he talked, that he did voices. She'd nodded the way you nod at somebody telling you their cat is very smart. I watched her come into the kitchen behind me, and I watched Moby, on top of his cage by the stove, swivel his head and look at her with one pale eye and then the other, getting a proper look at the stranger.
"Hello, Moby!" he said in Des's voice, warm and plummy and delighted.
Hayley stopped dead in the doorway.
"Oh my God," she said. "That's a person."
"That's his first owner. Des. He did that every day."
"Oh my God." She came forward slowly, and stood about four feet from the cage, and didn't reach out, which I noticed and liked. Moby walked along the top of the cage toward her, beak over foot, with his rolling swagger, and stopped at the corner nearest her, and looked at her boots.
"He's looking at my laces," Hayley said.
"He likes laces."
"Okay," said Moby, in my voice.
Hayley laughed so hard she had to sit down at the kitchen table. It was a big, helpless, honking laugh, nothing like his. That one was hers. Moby watched her with deep interest, his head on one side, and I could see him filing it away.
"He does you," she gasped. "That's your voice. That's exactly your voice. Oh my God, Mack, he's going to do everything you say."
"Yes," I said. "I'm aware."
She wiped her eyes and looked at me across the table, and something in her face changed. It wasn't much. A little narrowing. A little sharpening. The look of a person who has just noticed something interesting and is deciding whether to mention it.
"Huh," was all she said.

      ***At six-thirty, while I was making dinner and Hayley was in the shower, my neighbor came over.
Mrs. Teague was back from Florida for the summer. She was seventy-eight, tanned the color of a saddle, and owned a very old, very fat Pomeranian named Bijou whom she carried everywhere in a canvas tote bag. She came to the kitchen door, as she always did, and said she wouldn't stay, as she always did, and then stood in the doorway for twenty minutes while the pasta water boiled.
The Pomeranian was panting. Not hard. But steadily, and a little fast for a dog sitting in a tote bag doing nothing, and her tongue was a shade darker than I'd have liked. It was a hot evening. Mrs. Teague had walked over from next door in the sun. I glanced at the sky outside the window: a long bank of heavy gray-violet cloud coming up out of the west over the lake, and the air under it gone thick and still.
"She's telling me she'd like to go home and lie on the cool kitchen floor," I said, smiling, putting my hand lightly on the little dog's head for a moment. "Right away. And she says there's a storm coming, so you might want to bring your cushions in off the porch. And she'd like a bowl of water. She's very firm about the water. And if she's still panting like this in an hour, after she's cooled down, she wants you to call Dr. Nichols. Even if it's late."
"Oh, Bijou," said Mrs. Teague, alarmed, and looked out at the sky, and gathered up her tote bag and went off down the steps at a trot.
I turned back to the stove. Hayley was standing in the kitchen doorway in a towel, with her wet hair standing up and her arms folded, watching me.
She'd been there a while. I could tell from her face.
"You did the weather read on her," my sister said.
The pasta water boiled. Moby, on top of his cage, muttered something to himself in Des's reading voice.
"The what?"
"The weather read. Dad's favorite. You look out the window, you see the storm coming, and you put it in the animal's mouth. She says there's a storm coming. Like the dog knows something the lady doesn't. It's the easiest one in the book." She tilted her head, exactly the way Moby did. "You threw in the vet at the end, though. Dad never did that. That's new."
"Hayley."
"I'm not mad." She held up a hand. "I'm just saying. I've been watching him do that stuff my whole life. I can see it coming from across a parking lot." She looked at me for a moment longer, very steadily, and I saw the thing she wasn't saying, folded up behind her eyes like my potato sign in her pocket. Then she turned to go and get dressed, and stopped, and came back.
"Oh. I almost forgot." She went into the spare room and came out a minute later, dressed, with a shoebox in her hands. An old shoebox, for a pair of men's size elevens, held shut with three rounds of brown packing tape. She held it out to me.
"From Dad," she said. "He said you'd know what it was."
I took it. It was lighter than I expected. Something inside slid when I tilted it.
"Did he say anything else?"
"He said tell her it's not a bomb." She shrugged. "And he said tell her I'm not asking for anything. Which, you know, is what he says right before he asks for something." She looked at the box in my hands. "You going to open it?"
"Not tonight."
"Okay," said Hayley. She didn't sound surprised. She went back to the spare room and shut the door.

      ***The storm came in at nine, the way the Pomeranian had said it would. Big and loud and warm, with lightning flickering over the lake and rain hammering the roof, and at nine-twenty, from the spare room, I heard the first fat plink of water hitting a red plastic bucket.
Then my sister's voice, through the door, muffled and dry: "Hi, Gordon Two."
I was standing in my grandmother's bedroom with the shoebox in my hands. I looked at it for a long time. My father's handwriting was on the lid, in black marker, in the slanting capitals I'd watched him write on a thousand set lists: MACK. Nothing else.
I didn't open it. I reached up and put it on top of the wardrobe, pushed back against the wall, where I couldn't see it unless I stood on a chair.
Then I lay down on the bed in the dark and listened to the rain, and to the bucket, and to my sister in the next room, humming something under her breath that it took me a full minute to recognize. It was the walk-on music from our father's act. The music we'd come out to, the two of us, under the lights, when I was nine and she wasn't born yet.
I didn't know he'd still been using it.






  
  Chapter 2
Turnout


The hardware store on Front Street had been there since before anybody could remember, under three different owners and four different coats of paint, and it smelled the way a hardware store is supposed to smell and hardly any of them do anymore: of machine oil and cut keys and birdseed and the wooden floor, which had been oiled so many times it was nearly black and creaked in a particular spot by the paint counter like an old man getting out of a chair. 
There were nail bins. Real ones, wooden drawers with brass pulls and a scoop in each, so you could buy eleven two-inch finishing nails if eleven was what you needed. There was a rack of fishing lures by the register and a barrel of bird feeders by the door and a hand-lettered sign over the screw aisle that said IF WE DON'T HAVE IT YOU DON'T NEED IT. And there were, that week, signs everywhere else: in the front window, on the end of every aisle, taped to the side of the key machine. Blue and white, with a cartoon hammer.
BRANDT FOR VILLAGE PRESIDENT Building Catfish Harbor
"He's running," said Hayley, beside me, with the weary expertise of a woman who'd grown up in a series of small towns.
"In August. He's the front-runner. Nobody's ever heard anything bad about him."
"That's how you know," said Hayley, and went off down the paint aisle to look at the color cards.
I'd come for a latch. Hayley's door, in the spare room, didn't shut properly; the old house had settled, and the door swung open an inch on its own whenever the wind came off the lake, so that she'd woken up at three in the morning to find Moby's silhouette in the gap like something out of a horror film. She hadn't complained. She'd told it as a joke over coffee. But I'd seen her face, and I'd remembered being twenty-three and sleeping in rooms that weren't mine.
"Help you find something, Ms. O'Neal?"
Lyle Brandt came out from behind the counter wiping his hands on a canvas apron with LYLE stitched over the pocket in red thread. He was sixty-three, I knew from the campaign flyers, and looked it in the pleasant, weathered way of a man who'd spent his life outdoors and liked it: thick silver hair combed straight back, a ruddy face, blue eyes with a lot of laugh lines, a big, easy frame going a little soft around the middle. He had reading glasses pushed up on his head and a carpenter's pencil behind one ear, and he shook my hand with a dry, firm, quick grip, the handshake of a man who'd shaken a great many hands lately and meant to shake a great many more.
"A latch," I said. "For a door that won't stay shut."
"Old house?"
"Very."
"On Gull Street." He smiled. "Hester O'Neal's place. I sold her a box of picture hooks every month or so, for about twenty years. I used to wonder what she was hanging." He led me toward the back. "Lot of settling, those old cottages. Sand underneath. The whole town's built on a dune; nothing stays square. Interior door?"
"Bedroom. My sister's staying."
"Then you want something she can open from both sides, but that'll catch on its own when the wind pushes." He stopped by a pegboard of hardware and took down a small blister pack. "Slam latch. Spring bolt. Door swings shut, it catches, no fuss. Like you'd put on a turnout pen." He handed it to me. "Can't be nosed open."
"A what pen?"
"Oh—" He laughed, a little ruefully, and tapped his temple. "Old farm talk. For animals. A pen you let 'em out into. Keeps 'em in, keeps critters out." He smiled. "You'll want two-inch screws for that frame, not the ones in the pack. Those little ones won't hold in old pine. Hang on."
He went off to the nail bins. I stood holding the latch and watched him walk away, and noticed, without thinking much about it, that he walked like a man who'd spent a lot of years on his feet on hard ground: a little stiff in the hips, weight forward, quick. That he knew Hester had bought picture hooks every month for twenty years. That he'd told me the screws in the pack wouldn't hold before I'd asked. A good salesman. A good shopkeeper. A man who knew his town.
At the register, a woman of about sixty with short gray hair and a kind, harried face rang me up. PAM, said her name tag. She had a stack of campaign buttons beside the register and put one in my bag without asking.
"Lyle's on the fireworks Saturday," she said, as if I'd asked. "Committee chair. He'll be out on the barge all night with that fellow from Traverse City. He loves it." She rolled her eyes fondly. "Fourteen years he's done it. Every year he comes home smelling like gunpowder and grinning like a boy."
"Best seat in the house," said Lyle, coming back with a little paper bag of screws and dropping it in my sack. "You watching from the dock, Ms. O'Neal?"
"I always do."
"Wave," said Lyle Brandt. "I'll wave back." And he winked, and turned to the next customer, a man with a broken lawnmower blade, and said "Dave! How's that knee?" and I took my latch and my screws and my campaign button and went to find my sister.
She was still in the paint aisle, holding a color card up to the light.
"He's good," she said, without looking at me.
"He's a nice man."
"I didn't say nice," said Hayley. "I said good." She put the card back. "He knew your name before you said it, and he gave you something for free, and he made a joke at his own expense. That's three in under a minute." She looked at me sideways. "Dad would've liked him."

      ***Harbor Paws Rescue lived in the old Coast Guard boathouse on the channel, a long, white, two-story clapboard building with a red roof and a lookout tower at one end, built in the 1920s for the lifeboat crews who used to row out into November gales after foundering freighters. The Coast Guard had moved to a modern station up the shore in the eighties, and the building had stood empty for twenty years, until Yoshie Sato talked the village into leasing it to her for a dollar a year. The two big boat bays at the water end had been turned into kennel runs, with chain-link and rubber matting and fans. Upstairs was an office, a grooming room, and a cat room with windows on the water, where twenty cats lay in the sun watching the boats go by like retirees on a cruise ship. A long wooden dock ran along the front of the building, beside the channel, and across the channel, perhaps sixty yards away, was the harbor master's dock, with its little shack and its fuel pump and the village's battered aluminum workboat tied up alongside.
A banner hung across the front of the boathouse, between the lookout tower and the door:
HARBOR PAWS GREYHOUND GALLOP North Beach — Saturday July 11 — Run, Walk, or Wag!
Inside, it was chaos. Good chaos. Thirty volunteers, and perhaps a dozen greyhounds, and two dozen boxes of T-shirts, and a long folding table covered in leashes and collars and number bibs and basket muzzles in a dozen sizes. The dogs were everywhere: lying on dog beds in long elegant heaps, wandering between people's legs, leaning. Greyhounds lean. They come and stand beside you and then slowly put their whole weight against your legs, like a tree falling in slow motion, and look up at you with their soft, worried, enormous eyes, and you are lost.
"Mackenzie!" Yoshie Sato came across the floor at a half run, in a Harbor Paws T-shirt and cargo shorts, with a clipboard and a whistle and her black hair in a knot skewered with a pencil. She was thirty-nine, small, fast, and permanently on the edge of either laughing or crying, usually about money. "Thank God. I need you to be famous at people. The Gallop's in nine days and we've sold two hundred bibs and I need three hundred, and if I have to stand on the dock and beg I'll do it, but I'd rather you did a mini-reading booth and charged ten bucks a dog and gave it all to me."
"Done," I said.
"You're a saint." She looked past me. "Who's this?"
"My sister. Hayley. She's a groomer."
Yoshie's face transformed. "A groomer? Can you do nails? On greyhounds? They hate it. They scream. They act like you're pulling out their toenails, which, technically, I suppose—"
"I can do nails," said Hayley. She'd crouched down already, beside a gray-and-white greyhound who'd come over to lean on her, and she was running her hand down the dog's long neck with the absent, expert firmness of somebody who'd done it ten thousand times. "I can do nails on anything. I did a Rottweiler in Tucson who'd bitten three people."
"I love you," said Yoshie. "I've known you for nine seconds and I love you. Upstairs. Grooming room. There's a Dremel and a list."

      ***I stayed downstairs, because Yoshie was training volunteers, and I wanted to listen.
She stood at the long folding table with a dozen people around her, mostly retirees and teenagers, and held up a muzzle. It was a basket muzzle, the kind greyhounds wear: a little cage of hard plastic that fits over the long nose, with a leather strap that goes back behind the ears and buckles at the side of the head.
"Okay. Turnout muzzles," Yoshie said. "Listen up, because this matters for the Gallop. We don't muzzle our dogs at home. We don't muzzle them on walks. They are not aggressive. They are the gentlest dogs in the world. But when you put a bunch of greyhounds together loose to run, they play rough. They bump. They nip. Their skin is paper thin—you could tear it on a fence wire—and they've got hardly any fat on them. So when we turn them out in a group, they wear these. Same as at the track. They're used to them. Okay?"
Nods.
"Fit." She slipped the muzzle onto the gray-and-white dog, who stood for it patiently, as if she'd done it a thousand times. "Nose all the way in. Strap behind the ears. Buckle at the side. Snug—two fingers under the strap, no more. Leave the tail of the strap loose, so you can get it off fast if you need to." She buckled it, and let the end of the strap hang. Then she looked up with a sudden grin. "And here's a free bit of history. You'll see old-timers at the Gallop, guys who worked at the tracks, back in the day. And you can always spot a track man. Because a track man does this."
She unbuckled the strap and buckled it again, and this time, instead of leaving the end loose, she threaded the tail of the strap back through the little leather loop beside the buckle—the keeper—and tucked the end under, flat and tight, in one quick, neat movement.
"Back through the keeper and tucked," she said. "So a dog can't rub it off on the kennel wire. Kennel habit. Every track man I ever met does it without thinking. You can't get it off fast, which is why we don't do it." She undid it again. "But if you ever see a muzzle on a dog with the strap tucked back through like that, you know who buckled it. You can always spot a track man."
A volunteer laughed. Yoshie handed out muzzles to practice on, and the room broke up into pairs, and I stood by the window and watched a sixteen-year-old boy try to muzzle a sleepy greyhound who simply lay down and went to sleep in the middle of it.

      ***Wesley Mitchell arrived at four o'clock, up the wooden ramp from the dock, with Glide.
I knew who he was before Yoshie said his name, because the whole room changed. Not much. A little. A few of the older volunteers smiled and went over to him. A few of the younger ones didn't. And one of them, a young woman of about twenty-two with a shaved head and a nose ring and a T-shirt that said ADOPT DON'T SHOP, stopped what she was doing at the T-shirt boxes, looked at him, and turned her back. Deliberately. Her whole body. The way you'd turn your back on a car splashing past a puddle.
He saw it. I watched him see it. His face didn't change, but something in his shoulders did.
He was seventy-one, Yoshie had told me, and he looked older. Tall, stooped, very thin, in a pale blue linen shirt and khakis and a Panama hat that was too big for his head. He had a long, gentle, sun-spotted face and kind gray eyes, and his lips, when he took off the hat and smiled at Yoshie, were very faintly bluish at the edges. He'd stopped at the top of the ramp to catch his breath, holding onto the rail. Under the cuffs of his khakis, his ankles were swollen, and his canvas shoes had been loosened. He breathed the way people breathe whose hearts are tired: a little fast, a little shallow, as if there wasn't quite enough room inside.
Beside him, on a soft red leather leash, stood the most beautiful dog I had ever seen.
Glide was a brindle greyhound, a dark, tigerish mix of black and brown and gold in long wavy stripes, like light through water. He was big for a greyhound, deep-chested and long-legged, with a gray muzzle and a gray brow and a little white blaze on his chest the shape of a teardrop. His ears were folded back softly against his head, the way greyhounds hold them when they're calm. He stood beside Wesley Mitchell's leg, leaning his whole weight against it, and looked around the room with huge dark eyes, and when Wesley put his hand down without looking, Glide's head came up into it as if it had been made to fit.
"Wesley," said Yoshie, going to him with both hands out. "You should've called. Daniel would've driven you."
"I'm not dead yet, Yoshie." He kissed her cheek. His voice was soft, with a long, slow Florida vowel in it, worn down by years. "Just slower."
"Sit. Sit down. Somebody get Wesley a chair."
A chair was got. He sat in it, carefully, with Glide at his knee, and looked around the room with the slightly embarrassed pleasure of a man who has given a great deal of money to something and is now not sure whether he's welcome in it. Yoshie brought him over to me.
"Wesley, this is Mackenzie O'Neal. She's going to do readings at the Gallop."
"Ms. O'Neal." He held out his hand, without getting up. It was cool and very dry, and the grip was gentle. "I've heard about you. What you did for that poor man's bird. Des Harris. I met him once, at a Seagull thing. He was very kind about my hat." He smiled. "I read about it in the paper. You found out the truth for him."
"I helped a little."
"That's more than most people do." He looked at me for a moment longer than was usual, with his kind, tired gray eyes, as though he was trying to make up his mind about something. Then he looked down at the dog. "Well. Here's Glide. He's not much of a talker, I'm afraid. Never was. Even at the track he was the quiet one."
"May I?"
"Please."
I crouched down beside the chair, side-on to the dog, and didn't reach for him. Glide looked at me with his enormous eyes. After a moment he turned his long head and sniffed my shoulder, very delicately, and then leaned, just slightly, a few pounds of warm weight against my arm.
I looked at the dog. And I looked at the man.
The swollen ankles. The bluish lips. The breathing. The way he'd had to stop at the top of the ramp. The loosened shoes. A heart that wasn't doing its job anymore, and hadn't for a while, and a man who knew it. And something else, underneath all that. Something in the way he'd looked at the young woman's back. Something in the way he'd looked at me, a little too long, as if I were somebody who'd once found out the truth and he was wondering what it would be like to have someone find out his.
Guilt. Old guilt. The kind that's been carried so long it's worn smooth, like a stone in a pocket.
"He says he wants you to sit down more," I said softly. "He's showing me stairs. Lots of stairs. And you stopping on them. He doesn't like it when you stop. He waits for you at the bottom, and he worries."
Wesley Mitchell laughed, a soft, breathy, surprised laugh that turned into a cough. "Seventy steps down to the beach from my cottage," he said. "And seventy back up. He's right. I stop on every landing. I'm supposed to use the road, the doctor says." He shook his head, still smiling. "Well, I'll be damned. Anything else?"
"He wants you to see your doctor. Soon. He's quite firm about that."
"I've seen my doctor," Wesley said gently. "I've seen a great many doctors. They've all said the same thing." He reached down and stroked Glide's long neck. "But you can tell him I heard him."
Yoshie was hovering with a turnout muzzle in her hand. "Wesley, for the Gallop—the group run—"
"Not him." He said it quietly, but there was iron in it. "He's done with those. He wore one every day for three years at Palmetto Downs. When the track closed and I brought him home, I hung his old one up on a hook in my mudroom like a war medal, and I swore he'd never wear one again." He looked up at her. "He can walk with me at the back. He doesn't need to run with the others. He's run enough."
"Of course," said Yoshie, at once, and put the muzzle away.
"Are you coming to the banquet?" Wesley asked me. "After the Gallop. At the Yacht Club."
"I hadn't planned to."
"Come." He said it simply. "I'm giving a speech. Yoshie's let me have ten minutes." He smiled faintly. "It's long overdue. There are some things a man ought to say out loud, before he goes, in front of people. So it's said, and it can't be unsaid." He looked down at the dog at his knee. "I'd like there to be some people there who'll listen properly."
Across the room, by the T-shirt boxes, the young woman with the shaved head still had her back to us. Her shoulders were rigid.
"Skye," murmured Yoshie, following my glance. "She's a good kid. She just—she picketed Wesley's first fundraiser in May. With a sign. About the track. She thinks his money's dirty." She sighed. "She's not wrong that the track was dirty. A lot of it. But Wesley's given us more than anyone in this county, and he's trying, and—" She stopped. "Anyway."
Wesley had heard. He didn't look over. He sat in his chair with his hand on his dog's head and looked out the open bay doors at the channel, at the sunlight on the water and the gulls and the harbor master's little aluminum workboat bobbing at its dock across the way, and his face in profile was very calm and very sad.
"She's not wrong," he said quietly, to nobody. "That's the trouble. She's not wrong at all."

      ***Hayley came down at five, with dog hair on her earms and a look of deep satisfaction, having done the nails of eleven greyhounds, two of whom had screamed. Greyhounds scream. It's a sound you don't forget once you've heard it: high and wild and almost human, like a child in a nightmare. Hayley said it was the most dramatic thing she'd ever seen a dog do and she'd seen a dachshund fake its own death in a bathtub.
Wesley was leaving. He'd stood up, slowly, with a hand on the back of the chair, and put on his too-big Panama hat, and Glide had stood up with him at once and leaned against his leg. At the top of the ramp he stopped and looked back at me, and touched the brim of his hat.
"Ms. O'Neal," he said. "Thank you for listening to him."
"He's a wonderful dog."
"He is." Wesley Mitchell looked down at the brindle greyhound beside him, at the gray muzzle and the teardrop blaze and the huge dark eyes turned up to his face. "Do you know, he's the only thing in my whole life I ever did right?"
He went down the ramp slowly, holding the rail, with Glide pacing beside him, matching his speed step for step. We watched them go along the dock toward the parking lot in the long gold afternoon light: a tall, stooped old man in a Panama hat and a striped dog leaning into him, both of them moving carefully, as if they were each holding the other up.
"He's sick," said Hayley quietly, beside me.
"Yes."
"And he's sorry about something." She was watching me, not him. "You saw that, right? You did the whole thing about the stairs and the doctor, which was good, that was real. But you saw the other thing too."
"Yes."
"Big sorry," said my sister. "Old sorry." She folded her arms. "Dad used to say those are the easiest marks in the world. People carrying something heavy. They'll pay anything to put it down."
I didn't answer. I was watching Wesley Mitchell help his dog into the back of a long white van with Florida plates at the end of the dock, gently, with both hands, the way you'd help an old friend into a cab.
"I didn't charge him," I said.
"I know," said Hayley. "I noticed."






  
  Chapter 3
Fourth on the Water


On the Fourth of July, Catfish Harbor triples. 
They come up from Grand Rapids and Detroit and Chicago and Indianapolis, in SUVs with bikes on the back and kayaks on the roof, and by nine in the morning there's nowhere to park within half a mile of the harbor. The summer cottages on the bluff that have stood shuttered all winter fill up with grandchildren. The beach fills up with umbrellas. The ice cream place on Front Street has a line around the block. Bill's sells out of nightcrawlers by seven. And the Saturday Market on the old fish-tug dock, which on an ordinary June Saturday has perhaps forty stalls and a few hundred people, becomes a sort of glorious, sunburned, flag-waving bazaar, with face painting and a man playing the banjo and a woman selling lemonade out of a canoe.
It's my best day of the year. I'd made more on the Fourth last summer than in the whole of February.
Hayley sat beside me at the booth, on an upturned milk crate, in her traffic-cone T-shirt and a borrowed straw hat, eating a cherry hand pie from the Tolleson stand. She'd asked if she could watch. I'd said yes, because I couldn't think how to say no without it sounding like what it was.
The first hour was easy. A family from Indiana with a golden retriever who wanted more swimming. A teenager with a gecko in a jar who wanted, I said

      ***
      ***
      ***
      ***
      ***
      ***
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