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            1.

         
         Josie, who’d be covered in blood on bathroom tiles in nine months’ time, met me at the Greyhound station.

         
         She sprung up as soon as she caught sight of me, burying my face in the jasmine-scented fabric of her white fur coat. Faint
            streaks of glitter sat on her cheeks—ghostly remnants of nights past. Josie clasped my fingers tight, turning them red. “Oh,
            Faun,” she said. “It’s about time you got here.” She held my hand, guiding me over grimy tiles and through travel-weary crowds
            to a metal bench. We were always linking our pinkies together in unnamed promises. Above our heads, houseflies burned to death
            on the bulb of an incandescent light.
         

         
         I unclasped my Polaroid bag, which I’d embarrassingly hand-embroidered with Carpenters lyrics. Josie smiled before I asked,
            ignoring the travelers milling past as she posed.
         

         
         I snapped the photo.

         
         For a millisecond, when the flash went off, the heaviness of her makeup was clear. Clearer was how under layers of cover-up,
            a purple-blue bruise was blooming on her tanned cheek. She kept smiling as the photo started developing.
         

         
         Josie’s face burst with sunny remembrance. “I’ve got a surprise for you,” she said, reaching into her tote bag. “Don’t peek!”

         
         I put my hands over my face, leaning against the bench. The see-no-evil monkey.

         
         Josie poked my side with thin cardboard and said, “Here!” I opened my eyes as she handed me a pristine copy of Holiday Sun’s 1970 debut album. We’d spun it endlessly when it came out, spending our junior year huddled in Josie’s family’s den weaving fantasies about the band’s four dreamy members. Even now, in 1977, years after we memorized their breakout hit “Sheila,” I could still recite it. Holiday Sun had grown, finding their place between Aerosmith and the Eagles on rock radio. Despite my ensuing slip into the sphere of folk and Americana, having a Holiday Sun record in my hands still thrilled. 

         
         I traced the embossed leaves on the cover. “Thank you,” I said, meaning it. “This is a Faun-and-Josie classic. It looks brand-new.” The covers of the records I’d sold before hopping on the bus had been coffee-stained or bent at the
            corners.
         

         
         “Flip it over,” Josie said.

         
         There, in cursive swirls, was Cal Holiday’s signature. “How did you get this?” I asked, eyes wide.

         
         It was the question Josie had been waiting for. I pictured her staring into her compact mirror, rehearsing the elegant ways
            she could play sheepish about answering it. “Well,” she said, “Cal and I happen to be dating.” She paused. Her coy facade slipped, and she burst into laughter.
         

         
         “No!” I cried. “No way!”

         
         “I know you were always in love with folksy little Harry Carling, but⁠—”

         
         “No,” I said, insistent. Sure, Harry Carling was the handsome folk singer of my dreams, but I couldn’t deny the remarkability
            of Holiday Sun. They were huge—they were everywhere—and Josie was dating their front man. “No, no, no way! How? What’s he like? In real life?”
         

         
         “He’s everything,” Josie said, with an affected sigh. “He’s different than I imagined. He’s better, I mean.”

         
         We laughed together in mystified glee until Josie settled into a prideful smile. I tried to reconcile the Josie in front of me with the one I knew from high school. Her once-mousy hair was now peroxide blond, puffed in a half-fallen perm. She had left for California to get a psychology degree, but I doubted she’d graduated. I couldn’t picture her as a cardiganed coed, considering her current outfit: braless in a lace blouse and gold shorts. Just as well—I’d dropped out, too. We weren’t so different. 

         
         Still, Josie wasn’t as placeless as I was. She seemed happy here without me.

         
         The Polaroid finished developing and we admired it together. I dared to ask, “What happened with that, uh, bruise you’ve got?”

         
         Josie laughed. “Oh, that? I was at the Forum and got elbowed right in the face trying to get to the front.”

         
         I believed it.

         
         She brought me up to speed on her life, telling hazy concert stories about screaming toward amplifiers and bathing in the
            heat of strangers’ bodies. I listened incredulously, holding her hand to make up for the past distance.
         

         
         In high school, lifetimes ago, we were inseparable. Our classmates called us “Faun-and-Josie” the same way you’d say “peaches-and-cream.”
            You could have one without the other, but it wouldn’t be as sweet. We’d both kissed older boys in borrowed cars’ back seats,
            but I never had the nerve to reject the ones I didn’t like. Josie, though, had scoffed at more offers of class pins and promise
            rings than I could count. I helped with all her reckless schemes—sneaking out, secret dates, stealing from liquor cabinets
            and corner stores—and enjoyed it. She’d let me borrow her clothes when I begged to. I thought if I put on her miniskirts,
            I could emulate her in other ways, too.
         

         
         I borrowed one of her countless tiny dresses for our high school graduation. We suffered side by side for an hour of speeches, whispering commentary and laughing loud enough to draw dirty looks from our classmates. When it came time to shake the principal’s hand, Josie went first, because “Norfolk” comes before “Novak.” That half minute when the auditorium seat beside me was empty was the loneliest moment of my life. I watched Josie strut across the stage in heels she didn’t need thanks to her five-seven stature. When she took her diploma, she let her graduation robe slip open to reveal an impossibly short red skirt. She winked to the crowd as boys and fathers wolf-whistled. I barely recognized her. She was older, suddenly. Freed from little-girl headbands and uniform knee socks. We split up for college. I headed an hour away to my Seven Sisters school of choice and Josie headed west. 

         
         But under the Los Angeles bus station’s flickering lights, Josie was as familiar as ever. Despite the layers of decadence
            she draped herself in, sparkling California hadn’t swallowed her completely.
         

         
         “How about you?” Josie asked. “How have you been?”

         
         “Well,” I said, “all things considered, I’m all right.” My mother had a heart attack in March. The paperboy, peering through
            the distorted glass of our front door, had spied her body, stiff and lifeless on the linoleum. She’d been a few years retired
            from her secretary job and was only hosting the occasional Tupperware party to make ends meet. No one noticed her absence
            from society for days. Not even me. I’d been away from home, renting a room in Springfield and taking the bus every few days
            to work odd jobs. I spent all summer meeting with the bank, seeing distant relatives, and moping in a Wrentham motel room.
            The problem with having a self-imposed hermit for a mother is that when she dies, there is no one to help you.
         

         
         Josie and I were consistent pen pals when we split apart after high school, but soon she stopped writing as often. Scared
            of seeming overeager, I slowed, too. By the time I was done taking care of my mother’s affairs, it was early September and
            ten months since any communication with Josie. I’d had to dig through past letters to find her telephone number. I told her
            the news and asked if I could come stay with her. I worried she’d forgotten about me, but she said she’d missed me. I bought
            my bus ticket the next day and left without double-checking what was in my suitcases. I knew that if I hesitated for even
            a second, I’d chicken out and never get on the bus.
         

         
         If I didn’t do this one thing, I’d never do anything at all.

         
         Since leaving school, photography had become my half-job-half-hobby, but all there was to photograph in little New England towns were kindergarten classes on picture day and family Christmas cards. There was no reason to stay in the land of no opportunity and rot in anonymity. Like my mother. 

         
         “Good,” Josie said, genuine. “I’m glad you’re all right.”

         
         She called a taxi, holding the pay phone receiver three inches from her ear, muttering about germs despite having just told
            me a story about kissing three strangers in one hour. I stretched, wondering if anyone else in the darkening bus station knew
            how practically famous Josie was.
         

         
         I tucked the Holiday Sun record under my arm. Cal Holiday had not only touched it, he’d personally inscribed his name on it.
            For me. Of course Josie had wheedled her way into the life of a celebrity. Her charm would have been wasted on anyone who didn’t have at least
            two platinum records. Any charm I’d once developed had fizzled away in college and afterward while I tried to be true and
            professional and boring.
         

         
         Sweat pooled in the small of my back as we waited outside for the taxi. I’d spent most of the unseasonably cool Massachusetts
            summer indoors. The arid heat here was alien. Josie, in her thick coat, was unfazed. The ride to her apartment felt longer
            than half an hour as I carefully gawked at every neon light and vintage facade.
         

         
         I fiddled with the four hundred dollars in cash I’d tucked into my jeans pocket, wondering who had bought my mother’s house after the bank foreclosed. I couldn’t pay off the mortgage when she died and she had no estate to speak of, unless you were counting ceiling-high stacks of Perry Como records and shattered dessert plates. I’d spent most of my so-called inheritance on my bus ticket and funeral costs, but $400 was enough to carry me through until my photographs made a splash. Or, if I couldn’t manage right away, a midway job as a waitress or stenographer would do. Even that would be better here than in Massachusetts. I stared at every high-rise balcony, imagining the breeze atop them. You could see the ocean from that high up. Maybe the pull of the Pacific dragged me to California. A watery girl always aches to watch the sea, and I was all liquid by then. 

         
         Josie tapped my shoulder every time she spotted something she thought might be of interest to me. The best secondhand stores.
            The best hitchhiking and pot-buying corners. The best places to get a late-night submarine sandwich.
         

         
         I worked up the nerve to ask the driver to turn up the radio, if it wouldn’t be too much trouble. Josie lit a cigarette without
            glancing at him for approval. He said nothing, rolling down his own window. Smoke billowed around Josie’s face, clouding her
            in a marble haze. She used to call smoking a “yucky, icky” thing to do. Now she did it with such expertise that I was more
            jealous than dismayed.
         

         
         When we arrived on Fairfax, the cab driver bid us a quiet wish of good luck. I knew I’d need it, but how did he? Was I completely starry-eyed? Was I embarrassing Josie?
         

         
         She didn’t seem to mind helping me drag my bags up the two flights of stairs leading to her smoky apartment that sat above
            a magic shop. I trailed her as she entered the living room, pausing to wave her hands and declare, in an impression of Young Frankenstein’s Igor, “Well, here it is—home.” She laughed at herself and asked, self-indulgently, “Oh, isn’t Gene Wilder a babe?”
         

         
         I nodded, distracted by the explosion of impulse purchases across every surface: strings of beads, purple votive candles,
            and novelty ashtrays shaped like Dalmatians and go-go boots. The coffee table was fingerprinted glass, and empty vodka bottles
            stuffed with semi-wilted orchids and carnations lined the windowsills. The flower petals waved in the breeze.
         

         
         “There’s no balcony, but if you stick your head outside, it’s almost the same,” Josie explained, throwing her coat over a pile of high-heeled shoes on the floor. I put my bags to the side of the futon. She lit a candle and inhaled its waxy scent. Two glossy modeling shots, in teakwood frames, stared at us from across the room. One featured Josie lying across the floor in a window-curtain dress, and the other showed her cupping her own exposed breasts, affecting mock surprise. 

         
         “You’re a model?” I asked.

         
         “Mmhm,” Josie said, brushing the dust off her TV set with an outstretched finger. “I’m breaking into the biz, as they say.
            Soon Cal won’t have to pay my rent anymore.” She laughed.
         

         
         I leaned over one of her bookshelves, scanning the titles and wondering why she needed two copies of Lady Oracle. Josie snapped her fingers behind me, and I realized she’d made her way to her bedroom door. She moved so easily that you
            never noticed her until she wanted you to. She winked on cue, as if she could read my mind.
         

         
         She gave a practiced tour of her bedroom, pointing out every exciting artifact. A replica of a nurses do it better shirt she and a friend named Yvonne had seen Robert Plant wear up in Oakland. A crushed can of Dr Pepper she said Steve Miller
            had discarded. A pair of gold-plated necklaces from Cal Holiday. Signed posters decked the walls. Little love notes on napkins
            and notepad pages were scattered on her vanity between Estée Lauder lipsticks and kohl pencils.
         

         
         I crossed my arms, wishing I was half as interesting as the gems around me. Josie fluffed her hair in the mirror so I mimicked
            her, even though my brown hair was frizzy already. She studied me and decided to pat bronzer on my pale cheeks.
         

         
         Josie fancied herself a rock-and-roll muse, a fact made clearer as she pulled open the closet door and revealed three leather
            jackets, four silk skirts, and seven pairs of platform boots. I nearly tripped on a velvet dress shoved underneath the crooked
            shag rug. “There you are!” she cooed to the garment, then turned to me and explained. “This is the prettiest thing you’ll
            ever touch. It’s 1940s vintage. I saw Jerry Hall wear something like it.”
         

         
         She tried the dress on for me and I clapped. I wanted to be her so badly I felt like I would burst. I tried on some of her
            clothes. They made me feel expensive, but I couldn’t button any of the leather pants she coaxed me into.
         

         
         “We’ll take you shopping,” Josie said, “and get you all gussied up, as the old ladies say.”

         
         I rambled about needing a job and new rain boots and bedsheets and film and pantyhose because my good pair had a run right
            up the left thigh.
         

         
         Josie laughed. “God, take a breath! It’ll work out. You don’t need rain boots in L.A. And you don’t need a job. I barely have one and I get by fine. Don’t act so lame. You used to be fun, Faun.”
         

         
         I wanted to regale her with tales of my rebellions and exploits to prove I was still fun, but I had nothing akin to her wild stories. Just sad anecdotes about days
            spent surrounded by moving boxes and mousetraps. I wondered if I’d ever been fun. Josie and I became friends by default. She’d
            been a ninth grader with a bad reputation, overdeveloped and unfazed, and I’d been the new girl in class wanting someone to
            talk to. With all her new California friends, Josie might have no use for the person who’d once been her only friend. All I said was “I didn’t come here to sit on my ass all day.”
         

         
         “I understand,” Josie said vaguely. Her eyes drifted around the room to all her shiny tchotchkes. “You must have had a tough
            few months.” She lit another candle.
         

         
         It was hard to put words to my feelings. I didn’t want to mentally return to my struggling summer—I was already so far away
            from it. All I wanted was ease. I shrugged and sat beside her on the bed. “I’m really fine. I don’t want you to worry about
            me. I just wanted to get away from it all.” Josie looked skeptical, so I added, “I’m happy to be so far away from home. It’s
            boring there. There’s—there’s nothing there.” Not anymore.
         

         
         She nodded sympathetically, touched my unreceptive arm, and moved on. She started brushing her hair, counting each stroke.
            “So I guess Mount Holyoke was a bust?” she asked between numbers. Before I answered, she whispered, “It’s okay. I failed out
            of UCLA after a few semesters.”
         

         
         “I didn’t fail out. Well, I was failing so I left on my own,” I clarified. I had convinced myself I couldn’t pass my final year of classes. I didn’t think I was smart enough, good enough, worthy enough. I thought the working world would be better, but the feeling of inadequacy hadn’t left. 

         
         Josie smiled, her white teeth shiny in the candlelight. “Failing, dropping, falling into an academic void, whatever—all you
            need to know is that it’s way more fun to be here.”
         

         
         “I hope so,” I said. “I’m a photographer now, you know. I did it professionally for a bit and I’m hoping to pick it up again
            here.” That was half true. Taking school portraits was paid, albeit uncreative, work.
         

         
         “What a sneak you are”—she laughed—“using your inheritance to run away to Hollywood. It’s oh-so-very-cinematic. Your mother
            would crucify you!”
         

         
         Josie was done pretending to be sad about my mother’s death. My mother blamed all my shortcomings on Josie’s rebellious influence.
            When Josie would come over to watch Petticoat Junction or do homework, my mother pointed out how unladylike everything Josie did was. How Josie would speak loudly and snap gum
            and unbutton too much of her blouse. By eleventh grade, Josie had taken to calling my mother “Dictatress Novak.”
         

         
         I laughed at the absurdity, liking that my mother would hate I was here and not fully understanding why.

         
         Josie took a phone call, and I began to unpack in the living room. That NYC sketch show, Laugh Riot, was on TV, the host-of-the-week futzing around while I refolded my blouses and smoothed the creases on my jeans. I tucked
            my camera into the top drawer of the empty dresser, nestling it in a mound of socks. I was about to ask if there was a Laundromat
            nearby when Josie burst back into the living room, nervous joy ablaze in her eyes.
         

         
         “You’re staying for good with me, aren’t you?” she asked. Her mouth sat open.

         
         When my silence seemed to sadden her, I said, “Of course. Where else would I ever want to go?”

         
         She beamed. “Perfect. You know, I really flipped out when you said you wanted to come down here,” Josie said. “I missed you tons and tons. I always tell people about you.” She stuck her hands into my half-unpacked luggage and pulled out a pair of “Tuesday” panties. “Is this day-of-the-week underwear?” She cackled. “You are so cute! You’ll fit right in with everybody; I know you will!”
         

         
         “Fit in with who?” I asked.

         
         Josie smoothed a lock of blond hair, and asked, ignoring my question, “Do you wanna come to a concert tomorrow?”

         
         I said yes on instinct. I said yes like it was breathing. On the TV, the live audience cheered.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            One Photo

         
         
            Josie smiling expertly, angelically, under the bus station’s incandescent lights.

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            2.

         
         Josie started singing “Good Morning Starshine” at six a.m. She wasn’t up early—she had never gone to bed. She’d crept out before midnight, the clack of her high-heeled boots echoing
            in the small hallway and waking me. I didn’t mention it, out of respect for a woman who sneaks out of her own home.
         

         
         “You ever hear a song so beautiful you cry?” Josie asked once I got up from the pile of sheets I’d curled into.

         
         I folded up the futon and smoothed myself out, listening to a metal spatula scratch Josie’s cast-iron pan. “Maybe,” I said.
            “A couple times.”
         

         
         Two years ago, when I came home for our two-person Christmas, my mother lent me her good headphones and I listened to Simon
            & Garfunkel’s Wednesday Morning, 3 A.M. in the dark. I started crying during “Bleecker Street” and didn’t stop until the needle lifted from side B. It wasn’t sad—it
            was the kind of unfathomable prettiness that made you want to scream because you hadn’t made it yourself, and no matter how
            much you wanted, you could never own it. That was why I was a photographer. Photography gave you the ability to possess a
            moment—it solidified the ineffable. It was concrete and abstract at once.
         

         
         “I love crying,” Josie said, spitting out a piece of overcooked omelet and wincing. “It’s very freeing.”

         
         I stopped myself from asking if she’d cried when she’d gotten that bruise on her face.

         
         We ate off napkins and pretended the eggs tasted good. Josie said she’d get a second key cut for the apartment as soon as she tracked down her own. Until then, the door would remain unlocked. Before I could object, Josie insisted it was safe, saying if I wanted to live with her, I had to live like her, too. Open and unafraid. 

         
         I kept forgetting where I was while brushing my teeth or pulling a new T-shirt over my head. Part of me kept becoming convinced
            each passing hour was just a second in a dream and that I wasn’t really here at all. But I was here, and, I remembered, jobless. Worries of starving on the streets flooded me until I insisted to Josie that I head out
            immediately and beg for work.
         

         
         “I told you Cal pays our rent. You don’t have to pay. You don’t have to worry,” she said, picking dust bunnies off the carpet
            like there wasn’t food and clothing and water bills and insurance to worry about. She moved on. “Why did you come here?” she
            asked, drawing out her words. “Really? I know you want to kick-start your Annie Leibovitz fantasy, but you could do that back
            home. You could have gone to Boston.” Her Beantown-adjacent accent slipped out on the last word. “But something brought you
            here, to little old me.”
         

         
         I gave her the answer she wanted, which was maybe the answer I wanted, too. I wasn’t sure if it was true. “To have fun.” To
            be someone new, I added privately—someone vivid and breathless, who didn’t shirk away from anything. Who didn’t care about
            grades or hair frizz or weather forecasts. Someone else.
         

         
         Josie smiled all-knowingly. “We’ll buy you the cutest little concert outfit,” she squealed. She chucked her collection of
            dust bunnies out the window and leaned against the back of a wicker chair, resting her cheek in her hand. “Oh, aren’t you
            excited? The tickets say the show starts at seven, so we’ll get there nice and early, seven fifteen. We’ll walk around, I’ll
            get you free drinks, and you can see Cal and the gang in action.”
         

         
         I blushed. “And afterwards, do I get to, um—I mean, if it’s okay, could I meet Cal? And all of them?”

         
         “Of course! You can take oodles of photos. The whole band loves getting their photo taken.” She laughed.

         
         “Far out,” I said in a way I hoped sounded blasé. Lynyrd Skynyrd were on the radio. I decided I could be a free bird, too.

         
         I’d been molded into fearfulness from a young age. My never-married parents split up when I was six, my father returning to
            either Philadelphia or Pittsburgh (my mother was never sure) to his real wife. My mother always said he’d betrayed her, that
            he was proof that the world was dark and unfeeling. That I should watch out for people like him, who make promises they never
            intend to keep. That I should watch out for the world. She didn’t hate Josie because Josie wasn’t ladylike. She hated Josie
            because she wasn’t scared and never had been.
         

         
         Josie and I set out into the broad world, her basking in the sunlight as I squinted. Three men in madras shirts waved from
            the stoop of a barbershop as we strutted toward a Goodwill. I waved back but Josie swatted my hand down.
         

         
         “No one should realize you see them seeing you,” she said. “That way, they think you’re effortlessly lovely.”

         
         I mentally jotted down the note. When Josie told me to jaywalk, I did, laughing as my Mary Janes slammed onto the pavement.
            When she told me to wait on the curb, I did, patiently. I smiled and frowned whenever she did. At the discount store, I’d
            hold up a creped blouse or plaid skirt and wait, like a hungry dog, for Josie’s opinion. We rifled through the secondhand
            clothes together, pointing out food stains and hand-sewn seams until we found an appropriately sparkly top for me to swirl
            on the dance floor in. I spotted my reflection in its silver sequins, blinking and wondering when I’d feel carefree. I was
            too nervous to try it on. If it didn’t fit, it’d be a sign of terrible luck. Josie told me to take a gamble. We sought a pair
            of bottoms, and I made a beeline to the jeans. Denim was rock and roll, right? I picked a pair of pale Levi’s.
         

         
         Josie snapped her gum, the smell of peppermint flooding from her mouth. “Well, we could cut them into shorts.”

         
         “Sure,” I said, not registering what she said. She’d said it. It had to be right. I would have gouged my own eyes out if Josie said it would make me cool. In tenth grade she convinced me to let her cousin, a motorcycle-fixing delinquent, build his tattooing portfolio by stabbing a crooked, coin-size turtle onto my left hip. It stung, but Josie said that I’d be the talk of our class if I got inked up. I’d lain back, closed my eyes, and breathed in the motor oil fumes, repeating “slow and steady” under my breath. (Hiding it from my mother wasn’t hard; she didn’t let me wear low-rise anything.) 

         
         Josie had looked at me after her cousin finished stabbing me with ink, then said, “That’s what I like about you—you’ll do
            anything.”
         

         
         I hadn’t been sure if I agreed, but I said thank you anyway. 

         
         I made my purchase, while Josie encouraged me and flirted with the cashier, and slung the thank you, come again bag over my shoulder. My Mary Janes were still loud on the sidewalk, but I liked the extra inch of height they gave me. A
            few blocks later, Josie suddenly looked like she’d been hit by lightning and announced she had to make a phone call to someone
            whose name sounded familiar. She blew me a kiss and dashed home.
         

         
         I hated running errands on my own. I always thought I was being looked at—bored into by every pair of eyes—but I told myself
            to be brave like Josie.
         

         
         I knew I ought to stock up on film if I was telling the truth to myself about taking photography seriously. I’d need at least
            two packs of instant film for the concert, and two more for whatever Josie had hinted would ensue after it. I wandered down
            the sidewalk, daydreaming about showing managers and editors my portfolio. Life was unsure and washing in and out of focus,
            but tonight wouldn’t be. My Polaroid would make permanent its impermanence.
         

         
         It took three blocks to track down Garter Photo Hut. Its white-brick facade had yellowed with age—it wasn’t glamorous, therefore hopefully inexpensive. It was one of those cluttered, cavernous places built into another older building, with tape securing the front windows and a film of grime on every surface. Outside it was scorching, with thick, dry wind, but in that half-dead camera shop, the air sat in musty clouds. The rusted fan by the cash register rattled over the T. Rex song blasting from the overhead speakers but did nothing to alleviate the stagnation. 

         
         I scoured a corkboard for photography jobs. One, seeking a portrait-studio assistant, had promise. I tied my hair into a ponytail,
            catching the attention of the stubby man puttering behind the counter. He couldn’t have been older than thirty, with a pit-stained
            Led Zeppelin tee and jeans hanging too low to be flattering. His red muttonchops bristled as he asked, “Hot enough for you
            out there?,” then laughed for half a minute.
         

         
         A comedian. “That’s funny,” I said. I walked toward the counter, traced the checkerboard pattern with my fingers, and mumbled,
            “Could I get four packs of Polaroid film?”
         

         
         “What?” he asked. He leaned close to my face, canned tuna on his breath.

         
         “Polaroid film,” I repeated, a little louder. “Four packs. Please.”

         
         He looked at the camera slung around my neck, nodded, then plucked the packs off the wall and slid them toward me. I paid
            him and tucked my purchase into my purse.
         

         
         He cocked his head and pointed to the speakers. “Do you know what song this is?”

         
         I shook my head no. When he laughed, my stomach burned, righteous and acidic. I tilted my head, imitating his pretentious
            pose, and asked if he had heard of Cal Holiday.
         

         
         He nodded, slow and condescending. “Holiday Sun aren’t exactly underground. Obviously I know him.”

         
         I tried to smirk and lied, “He’s a close, intimate friend of mine. I know the whole band. In fact, I’m seeing them tonight.
            You wouldn’t believe all the funny little underground secrets I know about them. I’m practically their personal photographer.”
         

         
         He squinted and said, “Take some pictures of them, then. Come back here and show me, sweetheart. I want to see them, as long as you’ll be the one bringing them to me.” He added, his baritone voice wavering, “My name’s Otis.” 

         
         I thought of those pastel teen-advice columns I’d scoured for wisdom when I was freshly fourteen. While the boys in my grade
            joked about sending Penthouse letters about their English teacher’s panty lines, I pored over the answers to immortal questions like “How do I get my gym
            teacher to let me sit out during my women’s troubles?” and “Will I be flat-chested if my T-shirts fit too tightly?” The innocent
            and absurd worries of girls who would rather consult an anonymous source than their own mother for pubescent advice. My mother
            was never any good for questions like those. She’d click her tongue, saying she’d tell me all I needed to know and that any
            additional inquiries were uncouth.
         

         
         I never sent in any questions of my own, but if I had, maybe I would have known the answer to what I wondered now: If a man calls me “sweetheart” and asks me to show him pictures of the rock band I not-so-accidentally declared I was intimately
               acquainted with, is he trying to leech off me or flirt with me?

         
         I agreed to his offer, unsure why I needed to prove myself to a man I’d just met. On my way out, I took down the address from
            the photo studio poster and asked an elderly couple on the street for directions.
         

         
         A few minutes later, I found Coswell’s, a mom-and-pop department store pretending to be franchised, no doubt sweating under
            burgeoning pressure from big chains like Sears and Macy’s. Gold paint chipped onto my hands from the art deco doors. I wandered
            through cosmetics, coughing in perfumed clouds sprayed by manicured women with pageboy ’dos, through menswear, and through
            ladies’ intimates until I found Foto Fantasy, the portrait studio operating next to the service elevators.
         

         
         I hesitated. Josie said I didn’t need a job. But that was only because she lived off Cal and her sporadic modeling. All my life, I’d been bolstered by my mother, then by Josie, then by my mother again.
            It was time for independence.
         

         
         I pushed open the glass door, chimes twinkling above my head, and sank into the plush carpet. Children crying in church clothes and dance costumes crowded the floor, their parents trying in vain to wipe away chocolate stains or spit dribbles before it was their turn in front of the camera. Mothers clutched flyer-clipped coupons, waving them at anyone who looked like they could offer a deal. Barry Manilow played low. I cleared my throat to get the attention of the middle-aged man indolently sorting checks behind the front desk. He grunted. 

         
         I said, “I saw you’re hiring.”

         
         “Yep,” he said. His red-striped uniform was baggy on his arms, too-short sleeves revealing tufts of dark body hair. His name
            tag was on sideways. “You’ve got experience taking photos?”
         

         
         “Uh,” I said. “Yes. I’ve taken classes in it. I take lots of pictures. I’m new in town, but I took some family and school
            portraits back home, in Massachusetts. Professionally. I mean, I know this is an assistant job. But it would be a great start,
            if you’ll have me.” I stuck out my hand for him to shake. He didn’t.
         

         
         He signed the back of a check, dripping ink onto his thumb. From the corner, two kids in Scout uniforms laughed, saying something
            about The Flintstones. A baby screamed.
         

         
         “You look like a hardy girl,” he said. “We pay minimum wage, $2.30 an hour. Can you start tomorrow at nine?”

         
         I nodded quicker than I thought I could. Quicker than I said yes to Josie. The man introduced himself as Enzio and gave me
            a starchy uniform and a name tag reading donna.

         
         “Oh,” I said. “My name’s Faun Novak, actually.”

         
         Enzio shrugged. “It doesn’t matter if your real name’s on it. This is the only spare one I’ve got, unless you want to be ‘Buford.’”
            He pulled another name tag out of the drawer and showed it to me.
         

         
         I said I understood and thanked him too much. I dashed home, exhilarated. Everything was falling into place. I was a working
            girl in the big city.
         

         
         Josie was blasting Tom Petty loud enough to hear it from the street below. The music grew louder as I climbed the metal back-hallway stairs. She was spinning in her underwear in the living room when I burst through the door. She didn’t notice me until she completed her slow twirl. “One moment, my dear!” she shrieked as she ducked into her bedroom. As she dipped away, I caught sight of a greenish-brown mark on her ribs. I opened my mouth to ask about it but didn’t, figuring that it was another battle-wound bruise from a rough concert crowd. 

         
         She reemerged in a bathrobe with a warm bottle of wine in each hand—one red and one white, both freshly opened. I fetched
            two glasses. We people-watched through the open windows, sipping away. I couldn’t tell if the wine was good, but it didn’t
            make me gag, so I swallowed it in full-mouthed gulps.
         

         
         “I got a job today,” I said, proud, “at a photo studio.”

         
         Josie winced. “Sounds boring.” It did sound boring. When she realized she hurt my feelings, she added, “Well, it’s a good start. I bet it makes tons of money.”
         

         
         I didn’t tell her it was minimum wage. My ultimate ambitions now seemed far-fetched and impossible. I didn’t confirm to Josie
            that I only meant the Foto Fantasy job to be a jumping-off point. What if I’d be coaxing toddlers into looking at cameras
            and mopping spit-up until I died?
         

         
         Josie poured me another glass of wine. I drank with gratitude as she talked up my confidence for the concert. Soon, she was
            straightening my hair with a clothes iron, almost burning my ears and begging to hear about my misadventures at Mount Holyoke.
            When I explained it was a women’s college, so most of my time was spent in the company of the same sex, she groaned and said,
            “You have to tell me you at least got in with some of the Dartmouth boys!”
         

         
         I shrugged, afraid to move too much because of my head’s precarious position on the fold-up ironing board. “Um,” I said, “I went to a sorority party. Well, it was a disaster-relief fundraiser. It was fun. Uh, once I tried to smoke a joint with my friend Beulah. The smoke alarm went off, so we gave up.” As soon as Beulah passed the joint to me, I pictured my mother shaking her head in solemn disappointment. Beulah pulled the alarm off the ceiling, shutting it up, but I had already changed my mind and let her have the whole joint to herself. 

         
         “Ooh,” Josie said, really trying. “That sounds exciting.” After my hair was sufficiently crisped, Josie reinspected the clothes
            I’d bought. She liked the fit of the blouse well enough, but when I tried on the jeans, she gagged. They weren’t bell-bottoms
            on me so much as they were baggy. Josie laughed until I removed them. I hopped onto the couch in nothing but butterfly-print
            underwear and watched her take a pair of kitchen scissors to the jeans, cropping them so they were shorter than wide. I stared
            dumbfounded.
         

         
         “I could never,” I said, trying to form a thought that made sense while staring at the raw hems. “I mean, my mother would hate to see me in something like that.”
         

         
         “God bless her and all that, but her ghost is not going to haunt you for wearing cutoffs. Besides, you don’t belong to her.
            Not anymore. Not ever. You don’t have to do what she would have wanted,” Josie said, then added, after a small pause, “You
            can just be yourself.”
         

         
         I didn’t want to be myself, a speck drifting aimlessly in the ether. I wanted my dreams to come true. Now. I asked Josie to
            do my makeup how she thought would look best.
         

         
         She slathered red lipstick onto me, noting how the bright color made my thin lips look plumper. I felt almost pretty. I smiled
            at my reflection, touching my cheek, and asked, “Do they put on a good show? The band?”
         

         
         I knew Josie would sugarcoat her answer. I just wanted to hear her talk.

         
         “Of course they do!” she said, practically drooling. “They finished their tour about two months ago, so they’ve had time to
            perfect everything. They’re playing a gig tonight, and then next week, and I think the week after that at the Troubadour again.”
         

         
         Holiday Sun had been famous for seven years, which felt like ten, which felt like forever. They became California staples
            with lives pinned to the Golden State. Cal Holiday, although British, became a naturalized U.S. citizen amid fanfare a few
            years earlier. I thought I’d outgrown them and their predictable brand of radio-ready rock, but the idea of seeing them live
            made me reconsider. I nodded so she’d keep going.
         

         
         “Everybody says their next album is going to be amazing,” she said. “Cal played me some new songs and they were incredible.
            Really. Oh, he’s so good—they’re all good—and you’ll love it. Now let’s toast!” She realized her wineglass was empty, so she
            grabbed a bottle and held it up in the air. I grabbed the other bottle and did the same. “To having a good time.”
         

         
         “Cheers,” I said. The bottles clinked in a delicate harmony, and we drank them down faster than we should have.

         
          

         Once we were drunk and dolled up, Josie tucked our tickets into her purse and we set out. By the end of the concert, the sky
            would have blackened, but now, it was only beginning to turn a misty pink. We took the bus partway there, walking the last
            fifteen minutes. Josie said it helped make an entrance—hopping off a greasy bus would never give the same impression as stepping
            around a brick-walled corner. She towered above me, bouncing along on shimmery six-inch heels. “It’s going to be a dream.”
         

         
         “I hope so,” I said.

         
         At the booth we gave our tickets to the clerk and Josie said, “Listen, I haven’t actually told Cal you’re coming tonight,
            but don’t worry. It’ll be a fun little surprise. We’ll watch the show together and then zip our way backstage. You’ve gotta
            go out the alley and around the building.” Josie pulled a laminated lanyard from her front pocket. The backstage pass sat
            comfortably around her neck. My camera strap was already chafing.
         

         
         “Do I get a pass, too?” I asked.

         
         “So,” Josie said, “I don’t have an extra, but you really don’t need one. I’ll get you in.”
         

         
         I trusted her. She batted her angel eyes and beckoned me into the darkness of the Troubadour. I was swept into a cauldron
            of bodies and breaths, where every word melted into a gurgling, transcendent hum. I forgot how vulnerable my bare legs made
            me. The mess of anonymous limbs stirring in the crowd transfixed me. We had missed the opening act, Careful Kiss, which Josie
            said was hardly a tragedy because they were too green to sway a crowd.
         

         
         The audience knit itself together too tightly for us to be able to squeeze through, but Josie knew to slide past the bar and
            against the soundproofed wall until we reached a slight platform. She waved hello to a woman leaning against the front of
            the stage. The woman waved back, then mimed a handgun suicide. Josie laughed, and I did, too, not knowing why.
         

         
         We could see straight to the stage from our pedestal. The instruments lying in wait were mere feet away.

         
         The lights dimmed and Josie clutched my arm, shaking. My heartbeat pulsed in every inch of my skin. The crowd screamed and
            so did we, so loudly we hurt our own ears. Life burst into bright colors. Shouts blared. Hands clapped. The electric liturgy
            had begun.
         

         
         Holiday Sun’s entrance was pure, lucid melodrama. A cloud of smoke billowed into the room and once the members of the band
            began to emerge, the crowd roared even more. I blinked and blinked, expecting them to disappear, but they didn’t. Holiday
            Sun, the legends, stood ten feet away. They were real-live-actual people.
         

         
         Cal Holiday stepped toward the microphone. The rings on his left hand glimmered under the stage lights as he said, his Manchester
            accent molasses thick, “Hello, L.A., you really are the City of Angels, aren’t you?”
         

         
         The crowd screamed, replying yes, yes, they were.
         

         
         “We’re happy to be home,” he said.

         
         The crowd screamed again. Cal Holiday could have said he had a rash and everyone would have gone crazy. His face fell into a permanent smirk, every inch of him oozing cocky magnetism. It was
            easy to adore him. The rest of the band shone brightly, too, all practiced at being beautiful and wild in front of a crowd.
            Kent Pearce twirled his drumsticks to the delight of anyone who dared look. Howie Guerrero blew a kiss to someone in the crowd,
            drawing an overjoyed yelp from the receiver. Scott Sutherland, more aloof but just as charming, pointed to the balcony, waving.
            They strung the room together, telling us we belonged there—more than that, they needed us to be there. I hadn’t outgrown Holiday Sun—how could I have? I was a fan. I was a lucky fan, to be here, to be about to
            meet them.
         

         
         Without any visible cue, they erupted in song, banging out the first few chords of “Sheila.” I stared, moony-eyed and blinded,
            as the lights flashed and Cal Holiday sang:
         

         
         
            Oh, she’s got the passion, she’s got the dream

            She’s caught in twisting lies, enough to make you scream

            Sheila’s a commander, Sheila’s indiscreet

            Don’t pull her hair or kiss her lips

            ’Cause Sheila’s loving me.

         

         Josie called out, “I love you!”

         
         Cal replied to the faceless mass of men and women and girls and boys in front of him, “Thank you.”

         
         During a slight lull after a few more songs, Josie pointed to Cal and whispered, “Isn’t he the most?”

         
         I snapped photos, but they were all blurred or overexposed. Either I was too caught up in the moment to pay attention or I
            wasn’t as effortlessly good as I thought. Both, maybe.
         

         
         Josie fetched me Styrofoam cup after Styrofoam cup full of cheap beer, which I sipped, swaying to the music in between clicks of my camera. I appreciated her generosity, but my bladder didn’t, so I crept off near the end of the gig to find the restroom. Josie barely noticed me go—all she left me with was “If I’m not here afterwards, I’ll be backstage. But I’m sure I will be here.” Her eyes were trained on the slick way Cal’s fingers fell across his Fender Telecaster.
         

         
         I weaved through the crowd, making use of my bony elbows, and tracked down the washroom.

         
         There were four stalls, only one of which had a door. I didn’t want to relieve myself in plain view of the room, even if it
            was empty. I knocked on the shut stall, getting no response. I pressed my ear to the graffitied door and heard faint heaving
            noises. I knocked again, harder.
         

         
         “Fuck off!” the voice inside called.

         
         “Are you all right in there?” I asked. I pushed open the unlocked door and was met with a frowning, freckled teenager. Snot
            and tears ran down her baby face, her fingers toying with the rips in her fishnets. She heaved a final time toward the toilet
            but nothing came out. I shut the door, hoping to afford her some privacy but unwilling to leave her alone for too long. The
            band was still playing. The music sounded different a room away. Without the shriek of the crowd, the songs were just fun.
            Hummable. Not quite miraculous. Oh, but who cared? I tried to figure out what song was playing as I shuffled across the tiles,
            my shoes sticking to the beer-soaked floor. I peed quickly in an open stall and washed my hands. The girl grumbled before
            flushing the toilet’s vomit-contents down. She emerged.
         

         
         “Can I get you anything?” I asked.

         
         She looked to her side. “You got any blow?”

         
         I shook my head. “Are you with your—your mom or something?”

         
         She looked at me like I was the biggest idiot in the world. “No,” she replied. “I’m here with my boyfriend.”

         
         “Let me go get him for you,” I suggested. “Where was he in the crowd?”

         
         She laughed. “He’s onstage. Kent? Like, he’s the drummer?”

         
         “How old are you?” I asked, afraid of the answer. I did weak math in my head, calculating Kent Pearce and the rest of the band to be in the early-thirties range. 

         
         “None of your beeswax.” Her face twisted defensively as she stood up tall. She reapplied her lipstick, her thick lips glossy.
            Not as effortlessly cool as Josie, but cooler than me. She sighed and turned to me. “How old are you, huh? Ancient?”
         

         
         Oh. I tousled my hair in the mirror, trying to think of a good, cool, casual comment. I settled on “Far out! How long have
            you two been together?”
         

         
         “Long enough,” she said, her eyes narrowing. “What are you, a fucking cop?”

         
         The crowd cheered outside, and people streamed into the restroom. The show was over and the girl rolled her eyes at herself.
            I asked if she knew Josie, hoping that having a connection to Cal Holiday’s girlfriend would win me some points.
         

         
         She wobbled, smoothed her tube top, and said, “Obviously. Who doesn’t? Are you her friend Dawn?”

         
         “Faun,” I corrected softly.
         

         
         “Aces,” she slurred, “you’re not that bad, Faun, you just act so old. You’re pretty. Do you like Fleetwood Mac? I do. My name
            is Kitty. Or Itty-Bitty Kitty. Whatever you prefer is, like, fine with me.”
         

         
         She was a disaster, but harmless enough.

         
         I wiped Kitty’s face with a piece of toilet paper, pressing against her skin in gentle circles. She smelled like Love’s Baby
            Soft perfume, the scent trailing around us as she guided me out of the bathroom, talking nonsense about her boyfriend and
            her best friend and her mother. I asked her to wait by the door to the theater while I did a once-over of the floor for Josie.
         

         
         The theater had already started to empty, its patrons taking advantage of the warm autumn night to shout on Santa Monica and stroll to the Sunset Strip. A sweep of the room revealed no sign of Josie’s bopping blond head. I should have known better than to expect otherwise. Josie didn’t like to wait. 

         
         I stepped closer to the stage, crushing a plastic cup with my feet, trying to reconcile the garbage-covered floor with the
            neon dreamscape it had been before. Broad-shouldered men were already onstage twisting cords and sweeping, disassembling Holiday
            Sun’s setup. I slipped between a group of teenage boys and a young couple and wandered until I was close enough to the stage
            for a good Polaroid after all my mid-show flops. It might have been my last chance to document a sliver of the Troubadour. I snapped
            it quickly, hoping the roadies wouldn’t notice. When it faded in, I realized a pair of them, one with a Santa Claus beard
            and the other big-eyed and barefaced, had blown kisses. I laughed, tucking the picture into my purse.
         

         
         Kitty was gone from the door when I returned. Flightiness was the only thing anyone in this city seemed to know. If I had
            to go it alone, I would—I hated it, but I would.
         

         
         I tied up my blouse and stepped out into the orange glow of the night, wishing for rain to wash the sweat off my skin. Josie
            had let me borrow an old perfume, but now I just smelled like wet dog.
         

         
         I took a deep breath and accidentally inhaled a thick cloud of expelled cigarette smoke. I turned the corner and delved down
            an alleyway, walking along until I spotted a smattering of cars and small trucks. Excitement bubbled in my chest, and I had
            the urge to hiccup it out.
         

         
         I approached the stage door and scoured it for a doorbell. When I couldn’t find one, I banged my fist against it, loud enough
            for the noise to echo along the backstreet. I waited for a rock-and-roll Saint Peter to let me in.
         

         
         A middle-aged man in a checkered shirt opened the door, looked me up and down, and said, “Nope.” He pulled the door shut,
            and as soon as he did, I knocked again. He didn’t realize I had no other options.
         

         
         When he opened the door again, I said, “I’m a photographer. I’m meant to be here.” I looked down at my chest and lied, “I, uh, lost my press pass.” The doorman shook his head and before he could shut the door on me again, I held my hands out, pleading. “Please wait, please—my friend Josie Norfolk is inside and I need to see her. Could you grab her for me? Please?” I peered over his shoulder, searching for wonderous things hiding in the theater. 

         
         He sighed. “No. Damn groupies.”

         
         Was I a groupie? I’d never met a groupie, but I could picture them: hungry-eyed, eager, and unafraid. It wouldn’t be so bad
            to be that way. Maybe it wasn’t the perfect insult the doorman thought it was. Was Josie a groupie? If she was, I wanted to
            be one, too. If it meant I could meet Holiday Sun, I’d be anything at all.
         

         
         He ducked into the wood-walled caverns of backstage. Before the door shut, I stuck my foot against its frame to keep it propped
            open. He didn’t look back. This was serendipity. Luck. Blind nerve. I watched as he began to disappear down the narrow hallway,
            then slipped inside.
         

         
         Fluorescent lights buzzed. So did my heart. I looked into every open door, hoping I’d spot Josie. I tried to evoke secret-agent
            silence, but my hard-soled Mary Janes betrayed me and the doorman turned around. Desperate, I crouched behind a cart of electrical
            supplies, my pulse beating in my throat. He scanned the hall, then turned back around, leaving me alone.
         

         
         I inched forward, blinking hard to make sure I was really there. Footsteps sounded from around the corner. Shit. I searched
            for a hiding place again, thinking of excuses to explain my presence, worried I’d ruin Josie’s night.
         

         
         A man with a clipboard turned the corner and I froze, ashamed. I caught his attention and he stared, his eyes beady behind
            round eyeglasses. His bolo tie swung as he walked toward me. “No,” he said, pointing his finger in unspecified accusations.
            “Who are you? Who let you in? Where’s your photo pass for that camera?”
         

         
         A lanyard bounced around his neck, but I couldn’t read it as I stumbled backward, spewing apologies.

         
         He turned red, and as his eyebrows furrowed, I burst into nervous laughter. Oh God, help me. He grabbed my arm, twisting my skin, until a voice called over from the end of the hall.
         

         
         “Hold on, Stanley,” the voice said. Wait—I knew that accent. I knew that slow, lovely lilt. Was it really him? I turned around
            slowly, squinting like someone was shining a light in my eyes. It was Cal Holiday himself, holding out his hand. “I know her.
            She’s harmless. She’s a friend.”
         

         
         He didn’t know me. I was about to say as much, dumbly truthful, but Cal Holiday winked so I stayed silent. Stanley released
            my arm, muttering about having important business to take care of, his Brooklyn accent more pronounced with every frazzled
            word. He shuffled down the hallway, grumbling all the while.
         

         
         Cal Holiday took a step toward me, smiling. “Don’t worry about Stanley. He’s just our tour manager.” He was beautiful and
            strange, exactly and nothing like I’d imagined. His face was cast with slight age lines and his hair, deep brown, was overgrown—less
            perfect than on his album covers, but more intriguing. A denim jacket covered with motor-company patches and pins stretched
            across his broad shoulders. He pointed at the camera on my chest.
         

         
         I looked down, too, suddenly aware of how the fabric straps pressed between my breasts, tracing their small curve. I clutched
            the camera, lifting it off my torso.
         

         
         “What’s that?” he asked.

         
         “A camera,” I said, struck stupid. I took shallow, nervous breaths. I looked into his eyes and away again.

         
         Cal signaled for me to keep going, rolling his fingers in a circle, but I didn’t. He spoke for me: “Are you a photographer?”

         
         I nodded. “Yes.” My brain worked for a brief flash before melting into a fan freak-out again. “Can I take your photo?”

         
         “Of course,” he said. He smiled for the camera, posing perfectly. He was used to the click and the flash, recharged in its light. How was he real? How was he Josie’s? How was he here in front of me? He laughed a bit. “What’s got you scared?” 

         
         I cleared my throat. “I’m not scared. I’m looking for Josie. I’m her friend Faun.” I grabbed the Polaroid as the camera spat
            it out.
         

         
         Cal’s face lit up and I fluttered, unable to believe the recognition he apparently felt at my name. “Come here, Faun.”

         
         I nodded, moving at double-speed toward his outstretched hand, my legs wobbling. Bambi on the ice.

         
         “Pleasure,” he said, shaking my hand. My palm brushed across a scab on his knuckles. “I’m Cal. But you might have known that.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two Photos

         
         
            Holiday Sun, mouths open mid-song, sparkling under stage lights, blurry.

         

         
            Floyd and another roadie, sweeping garbage off the stage, blowing kisses.

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            3.

         
         Cal was too warm, like a stovetop element turned off but still burning with residual heat. I didn’t know what to say, so I
            shook his hand for as long as I could, melting. A laugh rose from around the corner, high like wind chimes. I looked over
            his shoulder, afraid to look directly at him. He was like the sun. I could only take daunted, blinking glimpses lest I burn
            my eyes out.
         

         
         He glowed. 

         
         “Thank you,” I said, “for helping me out. I know I’m not supposed to be here, but—” He shook his head, but I wanted to keep thanking him. Stanley could have kicked me out easily—he would have
            a million excuses to—but Cal stopped him before he knew I was Josie’s pal. Did he see something good within me? I dissolved
            into unending gratitude. “Thank you.”
         

         
         “Faun,” he said, my name sweet on his tongue. “Did you enjoy the show?”

         
         “Yes,” I said, my voice catching. I swallowed hard, trying to be brave. “It was amazing. You were amazing.” Was it wrong for
            my heart to beat this fast, when he was Josie’s? I didn’t want him in the way Josie had him. It was enough for a star like
            him to say my name. For him to know it. “Thank you,” I said again.
         

         
         Cal tried to stifle a laugh. He pointed to a musty dressing room. “Could you wait in there while I get Josie for you?”

         
         “Yes, of course.” I shuffled inside, resisting the urge to keep thanking him. Too wobbly to stand, I perched on a desk, fantasizing
            about which celebrities might have sat in this room before and unable to fathom how I’d lucked out into inhabiting it now.
            A pair of initials were carved into one of the dark walls (DD + SS) and I traced their form, considering whose paparazzi-photographed hands had etched it. A cave painting discovery. A miracle. 

         
         Laughter echoed down the hall and I laughed along into the empty air. I swung my legs. A kid on the swings.

         
         Before Cal could return with Josie, a woman appeared in the doorway. Old Hollywood beauty marks clustered in colonies on her
            dark skin, and her hair fell in tight, twisting curls over her exposed shoulders. The flared legs of her jumpsuit swayed in
            a nonexistent wind. Was I imagining it, or was she floating half an inch above the ground? Silent power radiated from her
            fingers, her nails long and perfect. She wasn’t famous, but she seemed more than a fan like me. “Hello,” she said, her voice
            flat. “What are you doing here?”
         

         
         “Oh, hi,” I said. “Cal let me—”

         
         “I don’t care.” She gestured for me to stand. I slid off the desk, almost tripping over my own feet. She continued her assessment,
            stepping closer. A feather woven into a lock of hair fell over her face and she blew it away before it could stick to her
            glossy lips. “You could be a liar. There’s a lot of liars trying to get back here.”
         

         
         I searched my purse for the Polaroid I’d taken of Cal. I held it out. The woman inspected it, watching Cal’s face fade in,
            fuzzy as a ghost, onto the photo paper.
         

         
         Stanley, the tour manager, popped his round head into the room. He pointed to me like gesturing to gum on a shoe. “Yvonne?”
            he asked. “What’s the scoop on this one?”
         

         
         The woman—Yvonne—searched for something in my face, cocking her head. I smiled, bleeding desperation. After a secondary glance
            at the photo I took of Cal, she said, “She’s cool, Stanley. Now shoo.”
         

         
         Relief pooled like a bathtub filling with water.

         
         She leaned close and whispered, drawing out her words, “Confess your sins.”

         
         “What?” I asked.

         
         “Who are you?” Yvonne asked, plainer this time.

         
         “Faun Novak. I’m here with Josie Norfolk.”

         
         “Who cares? Tell me something awful you’ve done.”

         
         I laughed. She didn’t. Where was Josie now? I couldn’t think of anything good to confess, so I pointed to my Polaroid and
            asked instead, “Can I take your photo? I’m a photographer.”
         

         
         “Without a press pass?”

         
         “Mmhm.”

         
         “I think you’re a groupie. We’re at groupie capacity tonight.”

         
         “What are you, then?” I asked.

         
         She squinted, offended. She raised fingers as she counted. “I am a promoter. I am a muse. I am Howie Guerrero
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