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Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      The Flying Horses Carousel was the oldest and most iconic carousel in the United States. Its regal horses bucked their front hooves up, arching their backs as they circled round and round, marking time with the circus music. How many times had these same horses charted the same course? How many children had ridden around, their eyes alight with excitement, ice cream caked to their chins, their skin tanned from summertime bliss? 

      In twenty-five minutes, Mallory’s ferry would depart the island. Motherly guilt had led her to this carousel, where she perched the nearly two-year-old Zachery on a horse, wrapping her hands around the pudge of his stomach to make sure he didn’t fall. He smacked his hands joyously on the grand neck of his horse and looked at everything with buggy eyes. Off to the side, his grandmother, Elsa, snapped photographs as the breeze off the Vineyard Sound fluttered through her hair. It was the second week of June, mere days before the official start of summer. Mallory wished that time would stop its forceful push forward. Why couldn’t it always stay just like this? She was only twenty-five. Her son was nearly two and always willing to be held atop a carousel horse, blissful with happiness. 

      “How was that?” Elsa cried, ecstatic as Mallory carried Zachery off the carousel a few minutes later. “I think he loved it!”

      Mallory laughed, swiping a single tear from her cheek. She only planned to be off the island for three days. Why did it feel like this insurmountable mountain of time? 

      “Zachery won’t remember three days of your absence, honey,” Elsa told her coaxingly, reading her mind. She lifted Zach from Mallory’s arms and adjusted him against her as they headed back toward the ferry docks. 

      Initially, Mallory had planned to take her car to New York City, but since she normally only drove on the island, the thought speeding along the continent for of five-plus hours on the highway terrified her. Elsa had convinced her that there was a daydreamy quality to bus time, that she could read and write in her journal or just do some old-fashioned “thinking,” all without the normal chaos of motherhood or her secretary work at the Katama Lodge and Wellness Spa.

      Mallory checked her phone right before stepping on the ferry to find a text from Zachery’s father, her on-again, off-again boyfriend and ex-fiancé, Lucas. 

      
        
          
            
              
        LUCAS: I’ll pick him up around one.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        LUCAS: Let your mother know. 

      

      

      

      

      

      Mallory had to take extra care not to roll her eyes into the back of her head. Lucas always needed everything to be on his terms. The idea that anyone else had a schedule for their day was beyond him. 

      “Do you mind being at home around one? That’s when Lucas can pick Zach up.”

      Elsa grimaced. “That should be fine.” Her opinion of Lucas seemed to diminish by the day. “Good of him to take his son for the weekend while you’re out of town.”

      Mallory’s stomach twisted. It was bad enough that she and Lucas seemed to find every reason to bicker these days. She didn’t need her mother to point out her failings, reminding her that maybe getting pregnant with the first guy she’d ever dated wasn’t exactly a “goal-oriented life plan.” At least she’d moved out of their apartment last summer. At least she’d given herself time and space away. (Even if they had gotten back together, again and again.)

      “I love you!” Mallory cooed to Zachery, kissing his cheek, his lips, and the top of his downy curls. 

      “And we love you back,” Elsa said. “Remember to give Alexie the goodie bag.”

      “I’ll try not to eat all the snacks myself,” Mallory joked. 

      “Okay...” Elsa’s dark-blue eyes became stormy oceans. “Tell her we miss her. And we wish she’d come home.”

      “Since I’m only her sister, I can’t legally give her such a hard guilt trip,” Mallory tried to joke. “But I’ll do my best.”

      Once on the ferry, Mallory tilted her head back and allowed the warm coastal breeze to sweep across her cheeks. Her arms hung lax at her sides, grateful for these toddler-free moments. Her heart seemed to creep out of her chest, headed back toward the Vineyard, back toward her son. 

      Focus on the present. You’re twenty-five years old, and you’ve been given the gift of a full weekend in NYC with your little sister. Cherish this. You won’t get it back. 

      Mallory boarded the bus in Woods Hole, tossing her backpack in the seat beside her and staring out the window. As they crept farther away from the island, a sense of unease came over her. The highways seemed cracked and sunburnt; any nature she saw seemed bent out of proportion as though anything off the island was incapable of growing properly. 

      The first bus took her to Boston, where she changed over to a Greyhound and headed southwest toward NYC. The bus was slated to arrive at four forty-five, at which time Alexie would pick her up and take her on an “adventure of a lifetime.”

      Mallory could only half trust it, especially when Alexie sent a text message around noon explaining that she needed a bit more time to set up her exhibition. 

      
        
          
            
              
        ALEXIE: Do you mind just coming to the gallery instead? It’s easy to find. Manhattan is just a grid. 

      

      

      

      

      

      Mallory’s stomach churned with worry. Didn’t Alexie realize that Mallory was about as “green” as could be, an islander through and through and more fearful of the outside world by the day? It wasn’t that she wanted to be this way; it was just the natural course of things. 

      Alexie was only a year younger than Mallory, yet she had always talked a big game about her future. As Mallory had breezed through high school, dating Lucas and partying at the beach, Alexie had signed up for extracurricular activities, been elected class president, competed in speech and debate events, won the local art show, and eventually been accepted into three Ivy League schools: Brown, Yale, and Princeton. 

      Ultimately, Alexie had been drawn to the art school at NYU, thinking that she wanted to use her immense talents and intellect to take charge of the art world and “become something special.” 

      It wasn’t that Mallory didn’t love and appreciate Alexie’s art. It was just that she didn’t completely understand it. It was modern art to the ultimate degree, stuff like upside-down chair sculptures with pompoms at the end of each leg, paintings that were burned at the edges, and performance art pieces that involved Alexie screaming in a room for seventeen minutes straight. Of this, Elsa once asked, “Does she know that Yoko Ono already did stuff like that?” 

      
        
          
            
              
        MALLORY: Sure. I can figure out where it is. 

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        ALEXIE: I sent you the address. It’s in Alphabet City.

      

      

      

      

      

      Mallory blinked wildly at the words Alphabet City. What in the heck did that mean? Her heart pounding, she searched for it on her phone, discovering the area on the map in the East Village. Why couldn’t Alexie just say the East Village? Why did she have to use this New Yorker-speak, which made Mallory feel even more alienated? 

      Why does she have to rub her life in my face?

      Mallory shoved the thoughts away, adding the address of the gallery space to her phone and dropping her head back on the bus headrest. The bus chugged along, bumping her around like a pile of laundry. 

      By the time the bus arrived at the Port Authority Bus Terminal, murky gray clouds had formed over the island of Manhattan. Splatters of rain flattened themselves across the concrete as Mallory tugged her sweatshirt hood over her hair. At the corner, under an overhang, she grabbed her phone and tried to assess where to go next, re-inserting the address of the gallery space. People rushed around her, each lost in their own thoughts, wearing scowls on their faces as though the mere fact of her existence was too much for the vibrant city. A mother? At twenty-five? Didn’t she ever want anything else? She knew she made all this up, that nobody could “feel” the fact that she’d never known what to do with her life. I love being a mother. I love my life on the Vineyard. Why would anyone want this panicked rat race life, anyway?

      Whatever cell service Mallory had on the Vineyard stalled here on Manhattan. She lifted her phone and stepped out from under the overhang, frustration brimming. If Alexie had just picked me up, like she’d said she would, I’d be fine. 

      Suddenly, her mother’s face beamed across the screen, signaling a phone call. Mallory quit her search for the Alphabet City gallery and answered it. 

      Play it cool. Everything’s going well. 

      “Hi, Mom. Just got to the city. How are things on the island?” 

      Elsa’s voice was strained. “Hi, honey. Lucas just came back to the house to drop Zachery off.”

      “What?” Mallory’s brain was on fire. “Are you kidding me? The one time I ask him to take care of Zachery on a full weekend, he…”

      “The thing is, honey, I think Zachery might have a little bit of a fever. Nancy and I are taking care of him now. We’ve got this. I just wanted to let you know,” Elsa continued.

      The rain continued to splatter overhead, dousing the top of Mallory’s sweatshirt and making it stick to her forehead. My baby has a fever. My baby has a fever, and I’m in a ridiculous city miles and miles away. 

      “I can grab a bus right now and be there as soon as possible, Mom,” Mallory countered. 

      “Don’t! Besides, if you did that, you wouldn’t get home tonight. You would have to stay overnight somewhere.”

      Mallory glowered at the rising puddle at the side of the road. A sharp-tongued businessman walked past her, cursing someone on the other end. His wife, maybe? His secretary? Who did he think he could talk to like that? 

      “I just…” Elsa began. 

      “What, Mom? You want to dig into me about Lucas again?” Mallory sounded just as sharp-edged as the passing businessman and hated herself for it. Immediately, she murmured, “I’m sorry, Mom. I’m just stressed. Call me if the fever becomes too high. And remember, you can always take him to the hospital.”

      “I know, honey.” Elsa allowed silence to pass between them. “Have you met Alexie yet? Does she seem okay?”

      “She’s right here,” Mallory lied. “We have to go. Text me about any changes, okay? I love you. Give him an extra kiss for me.” 

      Perturbed and suddenly exhausted, Mallory stalked off from the bus station, hoping that a brief walk would clear her mind. Her mother was right: Lucas had never truly known how to be a father. It had been ludicrous to even ask him to try. Since Mallory and Zachery had moved out of the apartment they’d shared, Mallory could count on two hands the number of times Lucas had had him overnight.

      After about fifteen minutes of aimless wandering through the rainy streets of Manhattan, Mallory grabbed her phone again to check on the gallery space. It was five fifteen, and Alexie hadn’t texted her at all in the past several hours, proof that she didn’t give a crap that her sister had come all this way to “experience her art.” What did Alexie care about her Vineyard family, anyway? Their father had died, leaving them all to deal with the horrors of that in their own ways. Alexie’s way was creating a brand-new story. 

      In the midst of Mallory’s anxious thought spiral, her phone began to turn off. Wide-eyed, she realized she’d forgotten to charge it that morning. Hurriedly, she hunted for her external charger in her big backpack, but soon remembered that she’d accidentally left it in Zachery’s diaper bag. The rain continued, more tumultuous than ever, as Mallory blinked at her black phone, exhausted.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      Mallory walked aimlessly for another few minutes, trying to drum up the energy to go into a bodega or a coffee shop and ask for some good, old-fashioned directions. That was how people got around in the old days, wasn’t it? Her terror of New Yorkers couldn’t overpower her. 

      Eventually, she spotted a corner bodega. A young woman walked out the glass door, gripping the hand of a little boy around the age of four. They could have been Zachery and Mallory in two years’ time. Mallory raised her eyes to greet the woman, hoping she would recognize the “mother” within her. The mother stepped back and opened the door wide for Mallory to enter. This was the first act of goodwill Mallory had seen since her arrival. 

      Mallory walked to the counter, where she purchased a fat Tootsie Roll and asked the current employee how to get to a place called Alphabet City. The man laughed, showing stained yellow teeth. Was he laughing at how ridiculous she looked? At her sopping-wet sweatshirt? 

      “You’re not far,” the man told her, grabbing a napkin from next to the coffee maker. With a Sharpie, he drew out directions for her. The black ink reeked, a reminder of long-ago days in high school when Mallory and her friends had drawn on each other and the arms of the boys they’d liked. 

      “Gosh, thank you.” Mallory nearly swallowed her tongue with gratefulness. 

      As the employee finished his map and instructions, he furrowed his brow and asked, “Where are you from? You aren’t a New Yorker.”

      Mallery grinned. “Is it that obvious?” 

      “Yes.” The man laughed good-naturedly. “But it’s okay. People come here from everywhere. That’s the point of New York.”

      Mallory accepted the napkin, studying the map as she nibbled on the edge of the sugary Tootsie Roll. She felt like Zachery with one of his old pacifiers. 

      “No more than fifteen minutes of walking,” the man coaxed her along. “You can make it.” 

      Mallory laughed, feeling now like a young girl at soccer practice. The bodega worker was her coach. “Can I give you money for your help?” 

      The man shook his head, as though he was mortified at the thought. “Just remember that not everyone in New York City is mean. True New Yorkers help one another. They have the spirit of the old city.” 

      Mallory’s heart lifted like a balloon. She fled the store and hustled down the sidewalk, her feet squelching with water. When she finally reached Alphabet City, it was six thirty, and the clouds parted joyously, bringing heavenly light to the city. Mallory removed her heavy sweatshirt and shoved it in her backpack before scouring the streets of Alphabet City, hunting for her twenty-four-year-old sister. 

      A smattering of artsy twentysomethings gathered outside the far end of the third block. Their tattoos were abstract or vintage, and they smoked American Spirits without a care in the world. One of them, a girl with long braids, discussed the poetry of Patti Smith while a guy with a bun strummed a guitar near the door. 

      Mallory stopped short, analyzing the crowd and hunting for her kid sister, the girl who’d followed her around like a shadow for the first ten or so years of her life. It was like she could sense her. 

      Finally, a young woman with bright pink hair stepped out of the gallery space. She wore a loose and terribly short swing dress and had very toned legs, probably from the city life. She stopped to speak to another young woman, who smoked an American Spirit cigarette and chewed at the edge of her thumbnail. She looked both anxious and cool, a strange balance Mallory had never witnessed. 

      Suddenly, Alexie lifted her eyes to meet Mallory’s. She’d sensed her, too. An initial smile fell back into worry as she realized just how damp Mallory was. 

      “What happened to you?” Alexie cried, taking Mallory’s backpack as she gave her a side-hug. 

      Mallory shrugged. “I got lost, then my phone died, and of course, I look like a drowned rat thanks to all the rain.” That about covered it. 

      Alexie’s brow twisted. “I just didn’t think it would be so hard to find from the bus station. And I had so much stuff to finish here.”

      “You don’t have to explain yourself.” What Mallory wanted to say was, I already know how selfish you are. But she held it back. What good would that vitriol do for her now?

      “I might have some extra clothes in back,” Alexie said, tugging Mallory into the gallery. Mallory hardly had the energy to lift her eyes toward the wide variety of paintings and sculptures, none of which were “pleasant” to view, all of which seemed to want to “push boundaries” and make the viewer “uncomfortable.” She was already terribly uncomfortable. 

      “Let’s see.” In back, Alexie bent down to sift through a big bag of clothes. “I had trouble deciding what to wear tonight and packed plenty of options, just in case. Here. What about this black dress?” 

      Alexie lifted it. It was way more avant-garde than anything Mallory had ever worn, with puffy sleeves and a tight waistline and a diagonal skirt. Whatever. She didn’t want to sift through the clothing, and she didn’t want to continue to wear her wet jeans so this would have to do. 

      As Mallory changed in the corner, Alexie crossed her arms and eyed the door between the gallery and the back room. “A lot more people are here already than I expected.”

      “That’s a good thing, right?” 

      Alexie groaned. “I don’t know if they’re the ‘right’ people, you know? They’re NYU students. Grad students. But none of the people out there have had any real success. I don’t think they know anyone in the art world, anyone who could give me a leg up.”

      Mallory’s stomach twisted with rage. You have an exhibition in Alphabet City in the most vibrant city on earth. Isn’t that enough? 

      Alexie glanced back, surprised at Mallory’s silence. Mallory zipped up the dress, almost getting the zipper up to the nape of her neck. 

      “I haven’t worn much besides jeans and sweatshirts in a long time,” Mallory admitted. 

      “Your body looks amazing,” Alexie complimented with all the honesty of a younger sister. “I remember you were so nervous when Zachery was born.”

      “Not that it matters. Lucas hardly touches me, anyway.” Mallory cursed herself for already bringing Lucas into their discussion. 

      “How is that going?” Alexie was on Elsa’s side when it came to all things Lucas.

      “Oh, fine. I don’t know. I guess I love him.” 

      “You guess.” 

      Outside, the guitarist had begun to play “Torn” by Natalie Imbruglia. Alexie, bored of their conversation, clacked out in heels, leaving Mallory to glance at herself in the mirror. Her hair had dried into a soft frizz. 

      With the certainty of an older sibling, Mallory searched through Alexie’s things to find a phone charger. With her phone back on, she texted Elsa, brimming with annoyance.

      
        
          
            
              
        MALLORY: Hey, Mom. Any update? How is the fever?

      

      

      

      

      

      “Hey, Mall! You want some champagne?” Alexie called.

      “Um. Sure.” Mallory stared at the phone, demanding that her mother return her text immediately. Was it so hard to just send an update about an ill toddler? 

      “Come out here,” Alexie cooed. 

      Mallory muttered that she couldn’t, gesturing toward her phone. Alexie stepped into the doorway again, ruffling her pink hair. Mallory longed to snap a picture of Alexie and send it to Elsa, if only to make Elsa squirm. She could just imagine her mother saying, “My beautiful daughter has ruined her hair!”

      “Zach is sick, apparently,” Mallory tried. 

      “Oh.” Alexie’s eyes showed a moment of empathy before she shoved it all away. There were bigger things to focus on that evening. “Is he okay?” 

      “I don’t know. Mom says she’s taking care of it.”

      “Mallory, it’s Mom. She’s Supermom. She’s got this taken care of. Besides, didn’t you tell me this would be your first weekend off from motherhood since Zach was born?” 

      “Alexie! This frame isn’t quite straight. Fixing it could throw off the rest of the ambiance in the room, though.” A woman who seemed partially in charge of the gallery called from behind Alexie’s shoulder. 

      Alexie lifted a finger toward her sister and turned back, headed for the painting. “The sharply crooked frame is supposed to represent our own alienation as we communicate with others, each coming together with the same language yet different ways of using it.”

      
        
          
            
              
        ELSA: Fever ongoing but not getting higher. 

      

      

      

      
        
          
        ELSA: I’ll let you know if things get worse.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        ELSA: Try to enjoy yourself! 

      

      

      

      

      

      Mallory thought this concept of “trying to enjoy herself” in the face of her son’s illness was laughable, especially in the midst of these artistic NYU students. Still, Elsa was right. There was no reason for Mallory to leap on a bus and head back home. At least she was with her sister, pink hair and all.

      Mallory stepped into the gallery, listening as Alexie finished her description of her exhibition’s goal to the gallery employee. The employee herself wore earrings that rivaled architectural sculptures with their jagged lines and weight. Her earlobes hung toward the floor. Who’d told her that the earrings were worth their weight? 

      Someone handed Mallory a glass of champagne. She sipped it timidly; the bubbles floated across her tongue. Outside, more artists had gathered, and she fell into their crowd, grateful to be outside of the closing-in walls of the exhibition. 

      “I don’t know. It seems derivative to me.” A girl in a bright-yellow vest with nothing under it spoke flippantly to a friend, probably about Alexie’s exhibition. 

      “I get what you mean,” the friend said, nodding. 

      “It’s just that she has no real voice. She seems to imitate everyone else’s,” the girl in the yellow vest continued. 

      Mallory stared at the ground. Being in art school meant putting yourself at the mercy of everyone else’s opinions. At least in Mallory’s life, she was surrounded by only friends and family who loved her to her core. Of course, there wasn’t much to be judgmental about in Mallory’s chosen career. She was a good secretary—incredibly organized, punctual, and, well, bored of it. Maybe all secretaries across the world were bored of it. What made Mallory so special? 

      Mallory sipped through her first glass of champagne without speaking to anyone, hopeful that soon, she’d find a way to talk to someone, anyone. When she went back for a second glass, Alexie beckoned for her to come over. She stood next to a muscular man who stood no more than five foot five. He was handsome, similar in build to Greek statues Mallory had seen once in a museum but not in height. The shortness was interesting, especially because Alexie stood two inches taller than him. 

      “I want you to meet my boyfriend,” Alexie chirped. “This is Jon-Michel. He’s from France.”

      Alexie said the word “France” the way the French did, without fully pronouncing the final part of the word. 

      “Oh. Bonjour,” Mallory greeted, immediately regretting it. She sounded like a silly American. 

      “This is my older sister, Mallory,” Alexie said to Jon-Michel. 

      “Older by only a year,” Mallory countered as she stuck out her hand to shake his. Jon-Michel glanced down at it for a long moment before accepting the handshake as though the concept was foreign to him. 

      “What do you think of the art?” Jon-Michel asked without saying a full hello. Everything in New York seemed like some kind of test. 

      “Oh.” Mallory thought about what the girl had said outside, about it being derivative. Mallory wasn’t fully sure what that meant, but she knew not to say it now. “It has such a unique perspective.”

      Alexie leaned toward Mallory, her eyes narrowed to slits. “Go on.”

      Mallory’s heart pumped nervously. My baby has a fever, and I’m worried about how to describe my sister’s stupid art?

      Mallory forced herself to analyze the collage that hung to the left of Jon-Michel. In it, a massive insect crawled up the Eiffel Tower. Where the head of the insect was supposed to go, Alexie had placed the head of Marilyn Monroe. Mallory had absolutely no idea what it meant. 

      “It both champions women and forces you to, um, imagine the terrors that exist for us every single day,” Mallory tried, imitating the voice she’d heard Alexie use earlier with the gallery worker.

      “Oh my gosh, Mall.” Alexie’s eyes widened. “I didn’t know you had it in you.”

      Another art student approached and stole Alexie from Jon-Michel and Mallory. Mallory sucked down one-half of her champagne too quickly and asked Jon-Michel, “So. What do you think of the exhibition?”

      Jon-Michel clucked his tongue, scanned the crowd as though praying anyone else would approach to talk to him, then said, “I think Alexie is on the road to something she hasn’t fully comprehended yet.” 

      Mallory had the sudden urge to smack this guy across the face. No, she didn’t completely understand her sister’s art. But wasn’t this guy supposed to support her in all things? Didn’t he know what Alexie, Mallory, Cole, and Elsa had been through? Did he even know about their father’s death?

      Alexie had dug herself deeper into this world as a way to escape the one she left behind on the Vineyard. 

      I must let her do that. 

      It’s her way forward. 

      “Well, I think she’s brilliant,” Mallory shot out, sounding a tiny bit more arrogant than she’d meant to. 

      Jon-Michel gave her a very French roll of his eyes, refilled his glass of champagne, and walked back outside. Within a minute, he’d fallen into a very animated conversation with a beautiful woman. Mallory seethed with jealousy for her sister’s sake. 

      “Don’t worry.” Alexie appeared beside her; her eyes rimmed as pink as her hair. “We’re mostly open. I don’t want to ascribe to the prison-like nature of monogamy.”

      Mallory arched her brow. Although this version of her sister was a different one than the Vineyard version, she knew Alexie— the real Alexie who wasn’t so keen on her boyfriend flirting with another woman outside her art exhibition. You couldn’t change your heart as quickly as you could your hairstyle. 

      Mallory forced herself through the next hour, chatting with strangers about the “ever-changing New York art scene,” which she pretended to know about, while frequently running into the back to text her mother. After the fourth glass of champagne and no news from Elsa, she collapsed, quivering and teary-eyed, against the back wall of the exhibition. Several people glanced at her curiously as though prepared for a sudden performance art piece. 

      Outside, the horrible Jon-Michel had begun to flirt with yet another beautiful art student. Alexie eyed him from the corner of the exhibition, her elbows glinting sharply as she crossed them. Someone gestured toward Mallory, whose knees clacked together and threatened to give out. 

      Alexie stepped toward her, full-on seething. Mallory half expected her to demand that Mallory leave the exhibition, saying that she’d ruined it. Instead, Alexie muttered, “That’s it. I’m closing for the night.”

      Over the next five minutes, Alexie flung into action: smacking her palms together and asking that everyone depart for the night. People were confused, saying that normally, exhibition openings went on till eleven at the earliest. Alexie told them she had a pressing engagement the following morning with a potential client. This was a lie; both Mallory and Alexie knew it. 

      “Ma Chérie, what have you done?” Jon-Michel hurried through the gallery to demand answers. 

      “Darling, didn’t I tell you about tomorrow? I’m slated to assist with the redesign of a top client’s living room on the Upper West Side,” Alexie continued to lie. “Mallory and I will close here for the night. I’ll call you tomorrow?” 

      Jon-Michel kissed Alexie delicately on both cheeks, grabbed his expensive jacket, then hurried through the door, abandoning them. After just a few minutes, only Mallory and Alexie and the gallery worker with the earrings remained. When she came up to Alexie, she reported that Alexie had made three thousand five-hundred and seventeen dollars in sales. Mallory could hardly believe that anyone had purchased that crap but kept the sentiment to herself. 

      “Come on, babe.” Alexie sniffed, gathering her bags and her coat and stuffing her feet into tennis shoes. “Stupid French artists. Stupid NYU art students! Stupid world.” After a long moment of silence, she turned and said, “And what about Mom and Zachery?”

      Finally, she’d remembered where she came from.

      “She hasn’t answered in a while,” Mallory murmured, terrified, her mind heavy with possibilities: Zachery at the hospital hooked to an IV? Maybe Elsa was too scared to call Mallory and tell her the truth? 

      “Let’s call Nancy, then.” Alexie dialed Nancy’s number and waited, her chin set. 

      Mallory was so grateful that someone else had taken over for a change. She nearly wept with a mix of joy and fear. 

      “Hi, there!” Alexie began. “Ah! It’s Alyssa, answering Nancy’s phone. I see. Hi, new cousin! I have Mallory here, and she’s quite scared about the state of little Zach.” 

      Mallory studied Alexie’s face as though it was a constellation of stars, trying to note little patterns as she learned about Zachery’s fate. She felt outside of her body.

      “That’s fantastic news!” Alexie beamed. “And Grandma Nancy and Mom are both passed out in front of the television? That’s typical, isn’t it? Alyssa, I know you and Maggie are playing ‘mom’ these days to that adorable baby girl, but you really should get back to the city to hang out with me.”

      Mallory snapped her fingers, demanding that Alexie end the call and explain what was happening. Finally, she did as she was told. 

      “Zachery’s fever went down. Mom and Nancy were both too exhausted to stay up to text you. It was all a big misunderstanding,” Alexie informed her.

      Mallory crumpled to the ground, relief flooding through her. Her limbs felt like melting butter. 

      “Come on,” Alexie said. “I’m starving. And it sounds like I just made some money to take us out on the town.”
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names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


