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it would ever stop. (

.‘f,

nd waited for

. From ten at
the little office with

Priya worked th night desk at Motel
night until six in the morning she sat
thte%mp on, and watched-thero
headlights th:—;t_r?n?stﬂever c‘ﬂ. The teal sign in the
window buzzed anddzl’g\-;vﬂgalhe rain drew long streaks

down the glass and turned every light in the world into a

smear.

It was a Half 5 6ii ahali-empty road. On a good



sITICLL O DUTITIU AUusS Wdrlll alld C1eCLriCdi, LIi€c wdy Ol1d

the place, like the buzz of the sign and the slow drip in the

back corridor.




Jn the olda switcnboard, one jack was Still lapelled, 1n radaed

first night and thought nothmg of it. A dead light for a dead

room. That was all.




At ten past

Priya was a ring tea when she saw it out of the corner of
her eye — a small hot glow on the black panel, where no light
had ever glowed. One jack, burning bright among all the

dead ones. The number under it, faded but clear. Seven.

She stood very still with the kettle in her hand. A dead room,
sealed and boarded and cut off at the wall, was calling the
front desk.



O] ong minute sne aid not toucii 1t. 1 1nemn, pecause noi

took the cord, and pushed the plug into the jack marked

seven.




“Please,” she sai

“Pleése,l someo et

room are you calling from®z

d;flt_&daxkfl’m -

behind a door and I can’t open it, an hedggsn t know I have

“I don’t know where I am, the w‘ﬁ\ er sai

the phone. Please. There’s a number on the cfém; I can just

see it. It's a seven.” Crerrr T TV Y S
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foot from her face. The girl’s rain was somewhere else.




“.
She had to see the door. She took the blg torch and the

master key and went out 4 rain.

h water. She came to Room 7

““The walkway was running wi
1-"§nd put the torch on it — the black plywood, the scorched

2me, the crooked brass seven — and it was exactly as dead
. it had always been. The boards were screwed down tight.

“Cmpty room.

ﬁ{ld in her other hand held up to her ear under her dripping
~ hood, the phone still hissed, and the WhlSpeI‘ still breathed,
and the frightened girl was still there — still behind her own

cold metal door, still waiting, somewhere that was not here.



Priya went back inside, soaked, her heart going hard, and

n1de N T think

lit the wrong light. And it had reached the one person still

awake to answer it.
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junction,

.really begun: a yard on the far side ot town, a locked

storeroom at the back of it, a door with a painted seven.




ey o

They found her there. Behirfg{the c@ll metal door, under the

high roof where the rain cafi dowilifar away — exactly

where the crossed line said W, be.

fa warm light spilling
into a place that had ' held 61%%1 k
crying — the good kind, thedemd the
Somebody strong and kmd_&ggl the frightened girl up and
carried her out into the red and blue lights and the clean,

whisper broke into

)eans it is over.

ordinary rain, and she was safe. ==

11
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staying on the line — just in case, on the far side of all that

fear, someone is waiting for you to be the one who answers.




+ THE END
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