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​CHAPTER ONE
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​The Yes She Almost Didn't Say

Frankie woke before the alarm. The desert did that to a person. Out past the window, the slag heaps caught the first light and went green at the edges, the way old copper does when the sun finds it.

She lay still a moment. Cormac slept beside her, one arm thrown over his eyes. His chest rose slow. A good man's sleep, she thought, and almost believed it all the way.

The room smelled like him. Cutting oil. Leather. A little smoke from the shop that never washed out, no matter how hard a man scrubbed. Frankie breathed it in and let it settle in her like a hand on the back.

"You're staring," Cormac said. His voice came rough with sleep. He did not move his arm.

"I'm allowed," Frankie said. "My bed."

"Our bed." He lifted the arm then. One eye opened. The brown of it caught the light and warmed. "You said it yourself. Two nights ago. You said our."

"I was tired. People say things when they're tired."

Cormac rolled toward her. The sheet pulled. His hand found her hip like it had done it a thousand times, because it had. "Say it again," he said. "While you're rested. So I know it counts."

Frankie did not say it. Not yet. She liked making him wait. She liked the way the waiting put a small ache in his jaw, the way his thumb moved slow circles on her skin while he held his patience together.

"There's a tradition," Cormac said. Quieter now. The teasing gone out of him. "You know the one."

She knew the one. Every Cinderjack knew the one. When a brother gave his old lady his mark, and she let it go into her skin, the thing was done. Not a wedding. Bigger than a wedding, the old men said. A wedding is a paper. Ink is forever.

"I'm the one who does the ink," Frankie said. "In case you forgot. Every patch in this club. Every name. Every brother who ever sat in my chair and bled a little so the rest of them would know him on sight." She propped up on an elbow. "You really gonna ask me to put your name in my own arm?"

"I'm asking," Cormac said. No grin. That was the thing about it. The man could grin his way through a bar fight, through a busted weld, through his own funeral probably. But he did not grin now. "Frankie. I'm asking."

The light moved across the floor. A truck went by out on the smelter road, far off, the sound thinning to nothing. Frankie listened to it go and felt her own heart do a thing she did not have a word for.

"You realize," she said. She reached over to the case by the bed, her case, the one that went everywhere she did, and she pressed the cap back down on a bottle of green that had worked loose in the night. "Once I put a man's name in my skin, I never lift the needle off him again. That's not a thing you undo. That's not a sleeve you can roll down."

She waited for him to laugh. He always laughed. It was half of why she kept him.

He didn't laugh.

And that, she would think later, much later, should have told her something. The not laughing. The way his eyes cut to the window for half a second and came back. A man looks away when a man has somewhere else to be in his own head.

But Frankie did not read it then. She read warmth. She read a hard man gone soft for her in a quiet room.

"It's gotta be Founding Night," Cormac said. "The ink. I want it done in front of them. I want every brother in that yard to watch you put my name on you. So nobody ever gets confused about whose you are." He paused. His hand came up and pushed her hair back off her face. "And the build's gotta be done by then too."

"The build."

"Your old man's frame." Something moved in his face. There and gone. "It has to be finished by Founding Night. Same as us."

Frankie smiled at that. She thought it was love. The bike and the mark on the same night, her father's last work and her own first vow, the whole of her life tied up in one good knot.

"Okay," Frankie said. Soft. She felt the word leave her like a bird off a wire. "Founding Night. I'll wear your ink."

Cormac closed his eyes. He let out a breath he must have been holding a while. He pulled her in and put his mouth against her hair, and he said her name once, just the once, like it weighed something.

She held on. Outside the green went off the slag and the day turned plain gold and ordinary. Frankie did not know yet that she had just said the truest yes of her life to a man who could not say a true thing back.

Dolomite was a town the company had finished with. Folks said it like that, finished with, the way you say it about a meal. The smelter sat dead at the north end, all rust and broken windows, its stacks gone cold a long time back. The town stayed because the town had nowhere else to be.

Frankie drove in with the windows down. Heat came off the road in waves you could see. Late summer in the high desert had teeth, and it bit through the truck and dried her throat and laid a fine grit on everything it touched.

Furnace Row Customs sat where the company houses ended. A long low building, cinder block, a hand and a striker painted over the bay doors with sparks rising off the steel. The Cinderjacks built bikes there. Real ones. Frames raised by hand, tanks beat true, engines that men two states over paid good money to hear run.

The smell hit her before the door did. Ozone. Hot metal. The blue stink of a weld still cooling. Frankie knew this place by smell the way some folks know a person by their step. She could have walked it blind.

"There she is," Birdie called out. Imogen Falk, but nobody had called her that since grade school. She stood at the back bench with a wrench in her fist and grease to the elbow, small and quick and loud. "Tell me you brought coffee."

"I brought myself," Frankie said. "Be grateful."

"I'm always grateful. Doesn't fill a cup." Birdie set the wrench down. She looked Frankie over, sharp, the way a good friend does. "You're glowing. Why are you glowing. Did something happen."

"Nothing happened."

"You're a terrible liar. It's a gift you don't have."

Across the bay the doors of church stood open, the back room where the club did its talking. Lyle Hagen leaned in the frame of it. Quartz, they called him, on account of he was hard and he was clear and he did not bend. Founder's son. President now that the founder's hands had quit. He nodded at Frankie, slow. She nodded back.

"Cobb," Quartz said. Just her name. From Quartz that counted as a whole speech.

Beside him stood Niall Ostrander. Carbon. The VP. A big quiet man who watched a room the way a dog watches a gate. Carbon had known Frankie since she was a kid underfoot in this same shop, and Carbon would put a man in the dirt for her without being asked twice. She knew that the way she knew the smell of the place.

"Your dad came by," Carbon said. "Asking after the build. You should go see him."

"I'm going."

"Go soon." Carbon's eyes went past her, out to the lot, and his jaw set a little. "Things are stirring up north. Ninebark. Nothing yet. But soon, maybe." He did not say more. Carbon never said more than the thing needed.

The screen door slapped. Roman Petty came in from the lot, helmet under his arm, road dust on him head to foot. Compass. Road captain. The man who knew every mile of blacktop for three hundred miles in any direction and could find his way home in the dark by the feel of the wind.

"Frankie," Compass said. And that was all. But he said it careful. He always said it careful.

"Compass."

He looked at her a beat too long. Then he caught himself, like a man catching a glass before it tips, and he set his face back to plain and went to hang his helmet on the wall. Frankie had known about Compass a long while. He had never once said it. That was the thing about Compass. He watched her the way you watch weather you can't afford. Polite. Useless. Honest about it.

"Where's Solder," Birdie asked. Cormac's road name. The man could lay a bead of weld so clean it looked drawn with a pen, and the name had stuck twenty years back and never come loose.

"Shop's his," Frankie said. "He'll turn up."

"He always does." Birdie wiped her hands on a rag gone black. She lowered her voice, just for Frankie. "You two. Founding Night. It's really happening."

Frankie felt the smile come up again before she could stop it. "It's really happening."

"Then I'm crying at it," Birdie said. "Fair warning. Big ugly crying. Snot and everything." And she grinned, and went back to her wrench, and the shop breathed around them the way it always did, hot and loud and home, and Frankie stood in the middle of it and thought she had everything a person could want.

Hollis Cobb lived a half mile out, in a low house with a long porch and a barn out back that was more shop than barn. Frankie's mother had passed before Frankie could walk, and so it had only ever been the two of them, the founder and his girl, the welder and the kid who grew up to be the only inker the club would trust.

She found him on the porch. Striker, the brothers all still called him, though his striking days were done. He sat in the long chair with a coffee going cold beside him, and his hands lay in his lap, and one of them would not be still.

"There's my trouble," Striker said. His voice was the same as ever. Big. Warm. A voice for filling a barn. Only the hands had turned on him.

"Hey, old man." Frankie kissed the top of his head and sat on the rail. "You eat?"

"I ate. Don't fuss." He lifted the bad hand and looked at it the way a man looks at a tool that has betrayed him. The tremor ran through the fingers, soft and steady, like water over stone. "Doctor's got a word for it. I forget the word. Don't matter. The word doesn't fix the hand."

"Cormac's handling the build," Frankie said. Gentle. She knew the frame in the barn the way she knew her own name. Striker's last one. Raised by his own hands before the hands quit, and left there under a tarp when they did, half a thing, waiting.

"Cormac's handling it." Striker nodded slow. Pride moved in his face, and under the pride, something else. "Boy's got good hands. Best in the shop now that mine are out. He brings it by, shows me. Tank's coming along. He says it'll be done by Founding Night."

"It will be."

Striker was quiet a moment. The wind came up off the flat and turned the dust in the yard and laid it back down. He picked up the cold coffee in his good hand and did not drink it, just held it.

"You know," Striker said. "A man finishes another man's build for one of two reasons." He turned the cup. "Love. Or owing. One or the other. There's no third one."

Frankie laughed. It came easy. "He's marrying me, Dad. In the club way. Founding Night. That's the love. That's not a hard riddle."

"Didn't say it was a riddle." Striker smiled, but the eyes stayed on the barn, on the shape of the tarp through the open door. "Just a thing my own daddy used to say. Love, or owing. You watch which one a man's carrying. It comes out in the work. Always does."

"You're an old worrier."

"I'm an old welder. Same animal." He set the cup down. Then he reached over with the bad hand, the one that would not hold still, and he took Frankie's hand in it.

The tremor passed into her through his skin. She felt the want in it, the plain animal want of a hand to do what it used to do and being told no. He squeezed. It was a weak squeeze. It used to crack walnuts, that grip. Now it shook against her fingers and could barely close.

"Founding Night," Striker said. Low. "You'll put his name in your arm. And I'll be there to watch it. Won't I."

"You'll be there. Front row."

"Good." He let go. The hand went back to his lap and the tremor went with it. Striker looked out at the slag heaps gone gold in the falling light, and Frankie sat on the rail beside her father, and neither one of them said anything for a while, and that was its own kind of talking, the kind they were best at.

She did not think again about love, or owing. She filed it the way you file a thing your father says, somewhere soft, somewhere you mean to keep.

She would take it back out later. When it had teeth.
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​The Only Honest Thing Is a Weld 

The shop was empty at night. That was when Cormac liked it best. The brothers gone home, the bay doors down, just the one work light burning over the bench and the dark pressing soft against the windows.

He had the tank in the jig. Striker's tank. The old man's last build, the frame raised by hands that could not raise anything now, and here was Cormac, finishing it. Good hands, Striker had said. Best in the shop. The words sat in Cormac's gut like a stone he had swallowed and could not bring up.

He pulled the mask down. Struck the arc.

The world went small and blue and clean. Just the puddle. Just the steel going liquid and laying down. In here there was no Frankie. No Dawn. No lie sitting in his chest like a second heart he had grown and could not cut out. In here there was only the weld, and the weld did not care what kind of man held the torch.

He laid the bead clean and true. Funny, he thought. The only honest thing in his life was a weld nobody would ever question.

Cormac killed the arc. Lifted the mask. The shop came back, big and dark and quiet, and there in the side of the tank, in the steel polished bright, was his own face looking back at him.

He did not like the man in the steel. He had not liked him for a while now.

"Just stop," Cormac said. Out loud. To nobody. To the tank. To the face in it. "You stop. You're done. It's done."

He had said that before. He had said it a lot of ways, on a lot of nights. It's over. I ended it. Never again. The words came easy. The man kept saying them. And then the phone would buzz, or the door would open, or a certain low laugh would come out of the dark, and the words would turn out to be nothing. Just air he had let out to feel clean for an hour.

That was the part he could not get past. Not the wanting. A man could fight the wanting. It was the lying he could not square. The way he would hold Frankie in the morning and mean it, mean it all the way down, and then go be somebody else by dark.

He set the torch on the bench. His hand was steady. That was the cruel joke of it. Striker's hands shook and could not lie if they tried, and Cormac's hands were steady as a stone and lied for a living.

"She's gonna put my name in her arm," Cormac told the empty shop. His voice came out wrong. Thin. "Founding Night. She's gonna sit there in front of everybody and she's gonna ink my name into her own skin where it stays forever, and I am sitting here, I am right here, lying."

The shop said nothing back. Shops never do.

He thought about Frankie's face that morning. The way the light had come up green off the slag and then turned plain gold, and her in the middle of it saying okay, soft, like a bird going off a wire. I'll wear your ink. She had looked at him like he was a good man. She had looked at him the way Striker looked at him, like he was worth the trust they were handing over.

And he had looked at the window. For half a second. Because half of him was already somewhere else, in a room two counties off, with a woman whose name he would not let himself think while Frankie was looking at him.

Cormac put both hands flat on the bench and leaned on them. The metal was cold. He let the cold come up through his palms.

"You could tell her," he said. Quiet. "You could tell her right now. Drive over there. Wake her up. Say the thing."

But he would not. He knew he would not. The knowing was the worst part. A better man would already be in the truck. Cormac just stood in the dark shop with his good liar's hands flat on the cold steel, and he hated the face in the tank, and he picked the torch back up.

Because the weld, at least, he could finish clean.

He pulled the mask down. Struck the arc. Went small and blue and quiet, where there was nothing but the puddle and the bead and the one true thing he had left.

The next day the club sat church.

Cormac took his seat at the long table. He was an officer, sergeant at arms, and the patch on his chest said so, and he wore it the way he wore everything, easy, like it had always been his. The brothers filed in. Quartz at the head. Carbon at his right. Compass. Birdie's man and the rest of them, a dozen hard faces around old wood.

The room they called church had no windows. Just block walls and the long table and a light overhead that buzzed. The club did its real talking here. Money. Runs. Trouble coming. The kind of talk that did not leave the room.

"Got word from down south," Quartz said. No warm up. Quartz never warmed up. "The Black Awl crew. Y'all know them. We've run parts to them, they've run parts to us. Good people, mostly."

"Mostly," Carbon said.

"Mostly." Quartz's jaw worked. "One of theirs sold them out. Officer. Been feeding a rival their routes, their drops, their stash. For months. They just found out."

The table went still. Cormac felt the stillness come down over the room and he sat in it. He kept his face plain. He had a lot of practice keeping his face plain.

"How'd they find out," Compass asked.

"Doesn't matter how," Quartz said. "They found out. Question they're chewing on now is what to do with him." He leaned back. The chair creaked under him. "They're talking about doing it the old way."

Somebody down the table breathed out, slow. Cormac did not look to see who.

"The old way," Carbon said. He let the words sit. Then he said it plain, for the younger ones who maybe had not heard it told right. "Brother breaks faith. Sells out his own. The club doesn't just patch him out. They mark him. The black bar."

"Tell it," Quartz said.

Carbon turned his big hands on the table. "His patch ink. Whatever the club put on him, his name, his colors, the work that made him one of us. They ink a black bar straight across it. Cover it. Kill it. So everyone who ever looks at him sees what he is. A brother who broke. Not patched out clean. Marked. Forever."

"Forever," somebody said, low.

"Almost forever." Carbon's eyes came up. They moved around the table, slow, and Cormac made himself meet them when they came to him, easy, the way an innocent man would. "There's one way it lifts. Just one. The black bar can be covered. New ink over the top. But only one person alive is allowed to do it. The one he wronged. The one he sold out, or cheated, or betrayed. Nobody else. Not the president. Not the whole club voting yes. Only the wronged party gets to hold that needle. And only if they choose to."

"And if they don't choose to," Compass said.

"Then he wears the black till they bury him," Carbon said. "That's the law. That's how it's always been."

Quartz nodded slow. "Some clubs let it go soft. We never did. My father wrote it that way on purpose." He looked down the table. "Anybody think we ought to change it?"

Nobody spoke. Cormac sat very still. He had his hands flat on the table, the way a calm man sits, and under the table his foot had gone to stone, and he was aware of his own heartbeat in a way a man should never have to be in his own clubhouse.

"I'll say my piece," Carbon said. "Since nobody else will. The law's right. It's the only one we've got that fits the crime. You hurt the brotherhood, the brotherhood doesn't get to forgive you. It can't. Forgiving's not the brotherhood's to give." He spread his hands. "Ink doesn't forgive. People do. That's why we let the wronged hold the needle. Only the one you actually hurt has the right to say it's over. Everybody else, including me, including Quartz, we just enforce the mark. We don't get to lift it. That's not power we should have."

"Hard law," Compass said. Not arguing. Just saying.

"It's a hard life," Carbon said. "Soft laws are how clubs die."

Quartz let it sit a moment. Then he rapped the table once with his knuckle. "We send the Black Awl our respect and we stay out of it. Their brother, their mark. Moving on. Next thing."

The talk turned. Runs. Money. Some trouble with the Ninebark stirring up north, Carbon laying it out flat and short the way he did. Cormac heard it the way you hear weather through a wall. He nodded when he should have nodded. He said a word or two so nobody would clock him gone quiet.

But under the table his foot stayed stone, and in his chest the second heart he had grown beat hard and wrong, and one thing kept turning over in him like a part in a tumbler, slow, getting smoother, getting clearer.

Only the wronged can lift it.

Cormac knew exactly who he had wronged. He knew her hands. He had watched those hands put a hundred names into a hundred arms, steady and sure and kind. He sat in church with his easy liar's face on, and he thought about Frankie holding that needle, and the black bar, and his own chest under it.

He kept his face plain. He was good at that. It was, he thought, about the only thing he was good at anymore.

He met Dawn after dark, two counties over, the way he always did. Away from Dolomite. Away from anyone who knew his face.

The motel sat off the old highway, a string of doors and a sign with half the letters dead. Cormac left the bike around the back where the road did not see it. He told himself this was the last time. He had told himself that the last time too.

She opened the door before he knocked. She always knew when he was close. "There he is," Dawn said. Light. Easy. A low laugh under the words. "I was starting to think you grew a conscience."

"Don't," Cormac said.

"Don't what." She stepped back to let him in. The room smelled like her, smoke and something sweet under it. "Don't tease? You like it when I tease."

He did not answer that. He came in and shut the door and the shutting of it was its own small lie, one more door closed on the man he was in the daylight.

After, he sat on the edge of the bed and pulled his boots on, and he did not look at her, because looking at her after was when he hated himself the most. Dawn lay back against the pillows easy as a cat, watching him with those eyes that never gave anything up.

"You're quiet," Dawn said.

"I'm always quiet."

"You're more quiet." She reached out and ran one finger down his spine, slow, and he made himself not move. "Something on your mind, Solder?"

"Don't call me that."

"It's your name."

"It's my club name. You don't get the club name." He pulled the boot tight. "Not from you."

Dawn laughed at that, soft, like he had told a joke without meaning to. "Touchy." She rolled onto her side. "So tell me about it. The club. You boys had your little meeting today, didn't you. The serious one."

Cormac went still with the second boot half on.

"How do you know we had church today," he said.

"You said you'd be busy in the afternoon." Dawn shrugged, smooth, like it cost her nothing. "I put it together. Big tough men, sitting around a table, deciding important things." She smiled. "What'd you decide?"

"Nothing that's yours to hear."

"I'm not asking for state secrets, baby." She walked her fingers up his arm. "I'm making conversation. People do that. After." She tipped her head. "You run parts down south sometimes, right? I heard somebody say. The Cinderjacks move good product. Where do you even take a thing like that, all the way out here in the middle of nothing. What roads do you even use?"

Cormac turned and looked at her then.

It was a small thing. The question. The kind of thing a person could ask and mean nothing by. What roads do you use. Just talk. Just a woman making conversation in a dark room.

But it sat wrong. It sat wrong the way a weld sits wrong when there's a void under the bead, looks fine on top, fails the second you load it. Dawn did not ask about his day. Dawn did not ask how he felt. In all these weeks she had never once asked a soft thing. And now, easy as breathing, she had asked about routes.

"Why do you care what roads I use," Cormac said.

Something passed over Dawn's face. There and gone. Fast. So fast a man could tell himself he had not seen it.

"I don't," she said. Smooth again. The cat back in her eyes. "Forget it. God, you're paranoid. I ask one thing and you look at me like I robbed a bank." She laughed and lay back. "Come here. Stop being weird."

And Cormac, because he was a coward, because it was easier, told himself he had imagined it. He told himself she was just talking. He filed the wrongness away somewhere he would not have to look at it, the same place he filed Frankie's trusting face and Striker's good hands, son, best in the shop. He had a lot of things filed away in the dark now. One more did not seem to weigh much.

He should have left. He pulled his boot off instead.

Later, when he was reaching for his shirt, ready to go, Dawn stretched and yawned and said it lazy, like an afterthought.

"You should get me some ink."

Cormac stopped.

"What?"

"Ink. A tattoo." Dawn ran her hand along her own hip, slow, like she was already picturing it there. "I want something real. Something good. Not some hack in a strip mall." She smiled up at him through the dark. "Your girl does the club's work, doesn't she. The one in Dolomite. I heard she's the best in town. The best for counties, somebody said." The smile widened, just a touch. "I'd love to be in her chair."

The room went cold around Cormac, though the night was warm. He stood there with his shirt in his fist and he looked down at the woman in the bed, and somewhere far back in his head a quiet voice he kept ignoring said, plain as a bell, she knows. She knows whose chair that is. And she said it anyway.

"No," Cormac said.

"Why not."

"Just no." He pulled the shirt on. Hard. "Stay away from her. Stay away from the shop. You don't go near Dolomite."

Dawn watched him from the pillows, and she smiled, slow, and she did not say yes and she did not say no.

"Whatever you want, baby," Dawn said.

Cormac left. He took the bike around the back and out onto the dark highway and he rode the empty miles home with the wind tearing at him, and the whole way one thing kept pace with him in the dark, would not fall behind, would not let go.

I'd love to be in her chair.

He told himself it meant nothing. He was good at telling himself things. He had been telling himself things for months. But the road was long and black and the desert was wide on both sides of it, and out there past the slag heaps the lie he had grown in his chest beat once, hard, like it had finally heard its own name.
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​Roots That Hold in Hard Ground 

The studio sat off the main drag, a narrow place with Frankie's name in gold on the glass and a bell over the door that had been there since before Frankie bought it. Morning light came through the front window and laid itself across the floor in a long warm stripe. Frankie liked this hour. Before the buzz of the machine. Before the day filled up. Just the smell of green soap and clean ink and the coffee going in the back.

The bell rang. Frankie did not look up right away. She was wiping down the chair, slow, the way she did every morning, the leather under her cloth worn soft by a hundred arms.

"You open?" a woman asked.

"For a consult, sure." Frankie straightened. "Walk-ins I do in the afternoon. You booked?"

"Dawn." The woman stood in the doorway with the light behind her, so for a second Frankie could not see her clear, just the shape of her, easy and slim. "I called. Yesterday. About a back piece."

"Right. Dawn." Frankie tossed the cloth over the bench. "Come on in. Shut the bell up behind you, it'll do that all day if you let it."

Dawn came in and pulled the door to. The bell went quiet. She moved through the studio the way some folks do in a new place, slow, touching nothing, looking at everything. The flash on the walls. The framed pieces. The photos of healed work that Frankie kept by the window where the light was good.

"You did all these?" Dawn asked.

"Every one."

"They're really good." Dawn stopped at a big back piece, a desert thing, all agave and storm light. "This is gorgeous. How long did this take?"

"Four sittings. She was a trooper." Frankie pulled a stool over and sat, easy, settling into the part of the day she liked best, the talking part, the part before the needle where you found out who a person was and what they were really asking for. "So. Back piece. That's a commitment. You ever sat for anything big?"

"Some," Dawn said. "Nothing that size."

"It's a different animal. The small ones, you grit your teeth, it's done. A back piece, you've got to make friends with it. Hours. Sittings. You'll hate me by the third one." Frankie grinned. "Everybody hates me by the third one. Then they come back."

Dawn laughed at that. It was a good laugh, low and real, and Frankie found herself liking the sound of it before she had decided to. That happened sometimes. You sat with a stranger and something in them clicked easy against something in you.

"What are we thinking," Frankie said. She pulled a sketch pad onto her knee and uncapped a pencil. "Talk to me. What's the picture in your head?"

"That's the thing." Dawn sat down across from her, on the other stool, and folded her hands. "I don't have a clear one. I just know I want something that means something. Not a butterfly. Not a quote. Something that says where I'm from."

"Where are you from?"

A small pause. So small Frankie nearly missed it. "Up north," Dawn said. "Little place. You wouldn't know it."

"Try me. I've been everywhere there's a needle and a chair."

"It's nothing," Dawn said, and smiled, and waved a hand, and the moment passed. "Just hill country. Scrub and rock. Hard place to grow up."

"Most places are." Frankie started to sketch. Loose lines. Nothing committed yet, just the feel of a thing. "Hard country makes good ink, you know. The best pieces come out of hard places. People who had it easy want pretty. People who had it hard want true." She glanced up. "Which are you?"

"True," Dawn said. No hesitation there. "Definitely true."

"Good answer." Frankie kept sketching. "Then let's not do pretty. Let's do something with some teeth in it."

They worked. That was the word for it, even at the consult stage, the back and forth of it, Frankie throwing shapes onto the page and Dawn leaning in to look and saying no, not that, or yes, more like that. It was good work. Dawn had an eye, it turned out. She knew what she did not want, which was half the battle. Frankie warmed to her the way she warmed to anyone who took the thing seriously.

"You've got taste," Frankie said. "You'd be surprised how many people don't. They come in wanting whatever they saw
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