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      It was New Year's Eve in Bar Harbor. Already, the last of the day’s sunlight had begun to dim across the Acadia Mountains, casting the cozy town in grays and pastels. It was the final sunset of another year— one of surprises, family gatherings, babies, weddings, new discoveries, and many, many helpings of delicious food. Kristine, who was now twenty-three and on the brink of the rest of her life, couldn’t help but feel nostalgic. Now that she’d made so many decisions about her career, her chosen city, and her romantic partner, there weren’t many big, life-shattering decisions left. She was growing up. 

      Kristine had brought her boyfriend, Patrick, back from New York City to meet her family for New Year's Eve. Patrick drove the rental car, his hands at ten and two, while Kristine sat up front, beaming at him. Behind them, Kristine’s twin sister, Bella, was slumped back, nibbling on a piece of chocolate and laughing at something on her phone. 

      “Bar Harbor looks like a postcard,” Patrick said, pausing at a traffic light to take in the quaint New England buildings, the barber shop pole that twisted with red and white, and the red brick library that boasted having been built many centuries ago. 

      “Right? It’s unreal,” Kristine agreed, her heart ballooning. It was important to her that Patrick, who was born in New York City, appreciated the little town. It was a part of Kristine’s roots, after all. 

      Kristine and Bella’s mother, Heather Harvey, had decided to move to Bar Harbor a little more than a year ago. This surprise move had come in the wake of multiple tragedies, including Kristine and Bella’s father’s death out at sea. Once in Bar Harbor, Heather had fallen into the mess of her past and learned the truth: that she wasn’t the blood relative of either of her sisters, Casey and Nicole, whom she’d grown up with. The truth was much more sinister. Her real mother, a woman named Melanie, had stolen multiple properties and funds from Casey and Nicole’s father, gotten involved with another man, subsequently lost those funds, and then sidled Casey and Nicole’s father with Heather, her baby with this other man. After Casey and Nicole’s father committed suicide, Casey and Nicole’s mother graciously raised Heather. Heather called Jane her guardian angel. 

      Kristine had tried to explain this story to Patrick several times. Each time, he’d shaken his head and said, “This is the craziest, most confusing story I’ve ever heard. So, you’re not related to either of your aunts? And none of your cousins?” 

      “No. But they’re still family,” Kristine had said. “Nothing has changed.”

      “The truth has changed,” Patrick had pointed out. 

      “Bella, are you okay back there?” Kristine turned to catch Bella’s eye, as she’d been pretty quiet throughout the drive from the airport. 

      Bella bit another corner of her chocolate bar and smiled a chocolate-y grin. “Do you think they still have Christmas cookies?” 

      “At the Keating House? There’s no way those stuck around,” Kristine quipped. 

      Patrick pulled the rental into the driveway of the Keating property, snaking past the Keating Inn and Acadia Eatery toward the Keating House. Behind the Keating House, Aunt Casey, an architect, had recently designed and built a new home that resembled the Keating House in design. This allowed multiple “Keating” and “Harvey” people to stay on the grounds comfortably. 

      “Wow. It’s a whole estate,” Patrick joked as he turned the engine off. 

      Suddenly, Heather Harvey stepped out onto the porch of the Keating House, waving her hand excitedly like a child. Her cheeks were bright red from the cold. 

      “Didn’t she just see you guys a few days ago?” Patrick asked. 

      “She’s sentimental.” Bella laughed and jumped out of the car, rushing into Heather’s arms. 

      Kristine held back and caught Patrick’s gaze. Already, she’d met his family numerous times, as they lived in the city and often invited her to their expensive apartment near Central Park. Their money wasn’t like her mother’s writing money; it was old, from Europe. Their children went to Harvard and Yale without having to send real applications. 

      “Are you ready for this?” Kristine teased, wrapping a blonde curl around Patrick’s ear. 

      “As ready as I’ll ever be. You know I get nervous out of the city.” 

      Suddenly, the back trunk of the rental burst open. Luke, Heather’s boyfriend, called in to say, “Hey, Kris! You going to stay in there all night, or should I bring your suitcase in?” 

      Kristine cackled, stepped out of the car, and bounded toward Luke, who had almost single-handedly made her mother smile again. Luke laughed and hugged her, then turned to shake Patrick’s hand. Patrick and Luke couldn’t have been more different. Patrick was wealthy and clean, with a firm grip on the world, whereas Luke had been abandoned by his mother as a young boy and raised in the Ohio foster care system. 

      Still, Luke and Patrick shook hands in a friendly way. Kristine wondered where her nerves had suddenly come from. Why wouldn’t her family welcome Patrick? And why wouldn’t Patrick love her family? He’d already told her that he loved her after only four months of dating. That meant something. 

      Inside the warm glow of the Keating House, Aunt Nicole took their coats while Heather swallowed Kristine, then Patrick, in hugs. 

      “How was the flight?” Heather asked Patrick, her tone bright. 

      Patrick shrugged. “Same as ever.” 

      Kristine’s stomach tightened. Why couldn’t Patrick have said “good,” like anyone else might have? But Heather laughed and said, “I guess that’s a good thing, right? Nothing bad. Nothing good. And you made it on time.” 

      They gathered in the living room, where a large table had been set up. There, the “chefs” of the family, Nicole and Luke, had set up a large variety of party foods. Kristine collapsed on the soft cushions of the couch, warmth from her family’s love flowing through her. Patrick selected a single carrot stick and bit the edge before sitting next to her. 

      “Carrots?” Bella teased him and grabbed a large cracker and a piece of cheese. “I like to end my year with as much good food as possible.” 

      Patrick raised his carrot stick higher. “I like to begin my year with a healthy body.” 

      There was a strange moment of silence, no longer than a couple of seconds. The Keating-Harvey family wasn’t one to make anyone feel bad for their opinions; then again, they weren’t exactly keen on people who thought they were better than them just because they chose a carrot stick over a slice of cheese. 

      Still, Kristine loved him. She reminded herself of that. Patrick was different, so different from the people of Bar Harbor. But wasn’t that what she wanted? She was now a New York City girl, a woman in the corporate world who knew what she wanted and how to get it. 

      “I hope you’ll try Luke’s stuffed pastries,” Kristine tried. “They’re to die for, and he only makes them once a year.”

      “Maybe.” Patrick crunched through another carrot. 

      The front door opened, and with it came the sound of Great Aunt Kim’s voice. “I smell something delicious!” 

      Kristine turned to watch as the woman of seventy breezed through the foyer, removing her thick winter coat and her furry hat. Below, she wore a chic outfit— a black turtleneck and a pair of high-waisted jeans. Great Aunt Kim was the older sister of Kristine’s real grandmother, the woman who’d abandoned baby Heather during her darkest hour. Against all odds, Great Aunt Kim was a dream. She was kind, considerate, wildly adventurous, and entirely unlike her little sister. 

      Although Kristine and Bella still didn’t know her well, they’d joked about making Great Aunt Kim their stand-in grandmother. 

      “Aunt Kim, did you really drive that snowmobile over here?” Nicole hustled into the foyer to hug Kim. 

      “I hope you’re careful out there,” Casey warned, stepping out of the kitchen. 

      “Girls, I’ve been driving a snowmobile since I was four years old,” Kim said. “You grew up in Portland. You aren’t privy to our ways quite yet.” Kim turned her head and winked through the soft glow of the living room directly at Kristine and Bella. “Maybe your daughters aren’t too far gone yet.”

      Heather laughed. “My daughters live in New York City. They’re all about fashion and subways. Not snowmobiles.”

      Aunt Kim swept through the living room to first hug Kristine, then Bella. She looked them dead in the eyes, as though she tried to peer into their soul, and then she dropped her chin to look at Patrick. 

      “And who is this handsome young man?” 

      “This is my boyfriend, Aunt Kim. Patrick.” 

      Patrick stood to shake Kim’s hand. Kim sized him up, her eyes in slits.  

      “Have you been to Bar Harbor before, Patrick?” she asked.

      “Never. Although I hear it’s lovely in the summertime.” Patrick spoke too loudly, as though he addressed a whole room. 

      The corners of Kim’s lips curved into an unhappy smile. “We like to think it’s lovely all year round.”

      Suddenly, Grant, Melody, and Donnie entered the living room with a suggestion to play a board game. Kristine breathed a sigh of relief, praying that people would stop analyzing every little thing that Patrick said incorrectly. 

      “Can I get you a glass of wine?” she asked Patrick. She then grabbed a little pillow and flopped it against his arm playfully. He winced. 

      “Um. Sure.” Patrick stood and followed her into the kitchen. Kristine knew that he hated board games; probably, he just wanted to get away from the action. 

      In the kitchen, Heather, Casey, and Nicole stood at the kitchen counter, each with a glass of wine raised. Heather’s smile was effervescent. 

      “Honey, I was just telling Nicole and Casey about your new job,” she said to Kristine, who uncorked a bottle of red and began to pour. She passed the first glass to Patrick, as he was the guest. “What was the title again?” 

      “She’s the personal branding assistant for Richard Coswald,” Patrick answered for Kristine, then took a sip of his wine. “It’s a remarkable position. Something that almost every twenty-something fresh out of business school applied for.”

      “It sounds fantastic,” Nicole said. “So important.” 

      Kristine blushed, her eyes to the ground. “Yes. It does sound like that. I only wish that Mr. Coswald was a bit, erm, different?” She stuttered slightly. “I wouldn’t call him the most feminist boss. He’s said a few things here and there that have made me uncomfortable.” She wrinkled her nose, unsure if she should have shared this, especially with her mother. 

      “Oh no. A man from the old guard,” Casey said, shaking her head. “I’ve worked with many men like that. To be frank, I’m grateful to work for myself and only for myself now.” 

      “It’s just what I keep telling you,” Patrick chimed in. “Sometimes, you have to force yourself through difficult situations just to get to the ultimate prize. This job will lead to something amazing. I just know it.” 

      Heather gave Patrick a dark look, which she soon rebounded. “Honey, if you don’t feel comfortable there, there’s no reason to stay.”

      “No. Patrick’s right,” Kristine offered, mostly because she wanted him to be right more than anything in the world. She looped her arm through his and smiled at her mother, trying to be grateful for the world she’d built for herself in the city. 

      “Just tell me that you’ll keep tabs on the situation. I don’t want you to be unsafe,” Heather warned. 

      “I promise, Mom. I do.” 

      That night, the Keating-Harvey families celebrated a gorgeous new year together. They ate, drank, laughed, played games, and watched the fireworks explode across Frenchman Bay. Slowly, Kristine eased into herself, finding a better rhythm with both Patrick and her family members and frequently making Patrick laugh. 

      Once, in the kitchen for a refill, Bella grabbed Kristine’s arm and said, “Are you really sure about this guy?” But Bella was slightly drunk and clearly in one of her moods. Kristine wasn’t willing to give power to it. 

      “Patrick is wonderful. He’s just nervous, being around so many people he doesn’t know,” Kristine said. 

      “He acts like he’s better than everyone here,” Bella shot back. 

      Kristine rolled her eyes. “You just don’t know him very well. We should have dinner in the city soon. You, that guy you’re seeing, Patrick, and I.” Kristine had forgotten which of the many artists Bella was into at the moment. 

      Bella shrugged and said, “All right. You’re probably right.” She then dropped her head on Kristine’s shoulder, exhaled deeply, and said, “I’m just so glad I have you, Kristine. And I want you to be happy, no matter what. Okay?” 

      Kristine’s heart swelled with love for her twin. The “twin bond” was a very real thing, something difficult to express to those who didn’t understand. Once, when the girls had been ten, Bella had broken her arm across town, and Kristine had woken up from a nap, weeping with fear. Nobody had ever been able to explain it. 

      That night, Kristine snuggled into bed beside Patrick, who smelled of expensive cologne and toothpaste. She kissed his chest, his cheek, and his lips, and she whispered, “I hope you’re happy?” 

      Patrick, who was already half-asleep, just mumbled, “Happy New Year.” It was enough to allow Kristine to continue to believe in their love. Maybe she always would.
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      Kim Hyde Robinson was seventy years old, which meant that this New Year’s Day was her seventy-first New Year’s Day— a fact that should have startled her. Still, nothing much startled her, not after so many years of surprises. There had been good surprises, like the births of her two children and all the love they’d brought her, along with the bad ones, like her parents’ early deaths, her little sister Melanie’s manipulation tactics, and, of course, her divorce several years back. 

      Kim awoke at the Keating House, a beautiful colonial that had once belonged to Melanie’s ex, Adam. The long and winding road of life was a strange one. She stood at the window and brushed through her long, dyed black hair, gazing out at the sweeping hills, which glittered with snow. It was hard not to feel optimistic on New Year’s Day, as though you’d never make past mistakes again. You’d learned better. You were older, wiser. 

      She dressed in a pair of jeans and a sweater and made her way downstairs, where breakfast bacon sizzled in greasy skillets, eggs cooked, potatoes baked in the oven, and croissants and freshly baked rolls had been placed in the center of the kitchen table, along with a large block of farm-fresh butter. Nicole and Luke were in control of the kitchen and ordered Heather about. 

      “I see they work you hard around here,” Kim teased as she poured herself a mug of coffee.

      “They’re the kitchen masters. I can’t dispute anything they say,” Heather said as she continued to slice onions. “If it were up to me, we’d have a nutritional breakfast of cereal and pop tarts.” 

      “She’s exaggerating,” Nicole said. “Heather is a fantastic cook.”

      “Heather? She’s good at everything. It’s annoying.” Casey, the eldest Harvey sister, stepped through the kitchen doorway and hugged Kim, having just walked through the snow between the newly-built house and the Keating House. It seemed likely that the families no longer knocked on the front doors before entering, treating the entire property as their own. 

      “I don’t think I could have designed the architectural plans for that beautiful house over there,” Heather suggested, locking eyes with Casey. “Good thing we have a world-class architect on our hands.”

      Kim sipped her coffee, her heart lifting as she fell into the easy rhythm of the Harvey sisters’ conversations. Often, when she was with them, she felt a wave of jealousy rise within her. She and Melanie had never been able to enjoy such an easy friendship. In fact, they’d spent most of Melanie’s short life not speaking at all. 

      “So, Heather.” Casey sounded conspiratorial as she leaned against the kitchen counter. “What do you think of Kris’s new boyfriend?” 

      A shadow passed over Heather’s face. 

      “Uh oh!” Nicole cackled. “I know what that means.”

      “Oh, come on. He’s fine.” Heather tried to backtrack. 

      “You hate him!” Casey hissed. 

      “Will you quiet down?” Heather insisted, wiping her hands on a towel. “There’s no telling when they’ll get up. Patrick is a workaholic city-type. He probably had a business meeting at seven o’clock this morning to get the year started off right.”

      Nicole, Casey, Luke, and Kim howled with laughter. 

      “He’s certainly not good enough for our Kris,” Kim affirmed. 

      “I wonder what she sees in him?” Nicole asked softly, eyeing the kitchen doorway. 

      “I see what she sees,” Kim quipped with a laugh. “He’s handsome. Rich. Probably from a powerful family. I remember those men from my brief time in New York City.”

      “She’ll figure it out,” Heather said, furrowing her brow. 

      “Yeah. I just hope she doesn’t take as long as I did to figure out Michael was hot garbage,” Nicole said, scrunching her nose. She was the only Harvey Sister who’d gotten divorced, although Casey had separated from her husband, Grant, for a period of time before getting back together. 

      “Women get married and divorced all the time,” Kim said. “Everything in life is a learning experience.”

      “Oh, gosh. I just hope my darling daughter doesn’t have to fall that hard before she learns to stay away from guys like him,” Heather said under her breath. 
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      By noon, the rest of the family members had dragged themselves out of bed and limped to the breakfast table for a feast. Kim sat between Bella and Kristine, young, beautiful women who very much looked like she and Melanie had back in the old days. Next to Kristine, Patrick ate a low-carb breakfast, careful to say no to any piece of toast, biscuit, or pancake that was sent in his direction. Just now, he explained the intricacies of the Keto diet to Luke, who, despite being a very kind man, seemed on the brink of exploding. 

      “Should we go around the table and talk about our New Year’s Resolutions?” Abby, Nicole’s twenty-something daughter, asked. 

      “I think that’s a great idea,” Nicole said, eyeing her boyfriend, the very rich Evan Snow, who sat beside her. “Who should start?” 

      “I will.” Angie, Luke’s biological sister who’d only come into the picture a year or so before, tapped her napkin across her mouth and smiled at her daughter, Hannah, who was a brand-new mother as of late summer. Beside Angie sat her new boyfriend, a drummer named Paul, who played in Angie’s jazz band. 

      It was wonderful to be around, so many different people, all of whom had decided to rewrite the stories of their lives in middle age. 

      “My New Year’s Resolution is to perform at bigger jazz clubs in Portland, Boston, and maybe even New York,” Angie said, continuing to smile at her boyfriend. 

      “And it sounds like you’re not that far away from that goal,” Heather said. “I read the article about your jazz ensemble in the paper. You’ve gotten some real attention.” 

      Angie blushed and squeezed Paul’s hand over the table. 

      They continued to go around the table, announcing their resolutions. Heather said she wanted to finish another fantasy novel, which would be published the following year. Nicole said she wanted to be more experimental about the menu at the Acadia Eatery. Hannah and Abby both spoke about growing their photography business, which they’d founded the previous year. 

      When it reached Kim, she dropped her eyes to her half-eaten eggs and said, “It’s funny to be seventy. I’ve already lived so many beautiful lives. What more could I possibly want?” 

      Everyone laughed good-naturedly. 

      “Just say something,” Bella urged. “Anything.”

      “All right. All right.” Kim raised her glass of orange juice and said, “My resolution is to hang out with this family a whole lot more. The warmth I’ve felt in this house over the holiday season has been very important to me.”

      Heather’s eyes glittered with tears. Just like Melanie, Heather was always quick to cry, although Heather’s tears were always more sentimental and filled with love, while Melanie’s had always been manipulative. 

      Kristine went next, saying that she wanted to commit to visiting family in Bar Harbor at least once every two months and train for a marathon. 

      “A marathon! No thanks,” Kim teased. 

      After that, Patrick said, “My resolution is to have only twelve percent body fat and to make an additional twenty-five thousand dollars per year.” 

      Heather’s eyes bugged out. For a moment, the table was very quiet, taking in the money-driven and egotistical nature of Patrick’s resolution. His had nothing to do with family or love. It disgusted Kim, and she strained not to show it on her face. 

      The family rebounded easily, as nobody wanted to make Kristine feel too badly that her boyfriend was a complete dud. Very soon, Nicole and Evan were squabbling about who would take the last sausage, Bella was telling Kim about her new series of paintings, which would be shown in a New York City gallery space at the end of February, and Patrick and Kristine were joking easily, their eyes flashing flirtatiously. 

      Nothing about this day could possibly get them down. 

      Kim found herself staying at the Keating House for the better part of that afternoon, sipping hot cocoa, walking the grounds with the Harvey Sisters, and playing board games. As the light began to dim across the snow, her daughter, Jennifer, texted to say she planned to make dinner that night for herself and Kim’s great-grandson, Oliver. “Let’s meet at your place?” 

      “I’ve been called back to my little family,” Kim announced to the kitchen, where Heather, Nicole, and Casey had just cracked open a bottle of wine.

      “Nonsense. You belong here,” Nicole teased. “We have plenty of wine and beds to go around.”

      Kim giggled. “My daughter’s cooking, I’m afraid.” 

      “Gosh. And here I was, thinking you thought of us as your daughters,” Casey said. 

      Kim’s heart lifted. She’d never anticipated this influx of new love. “Don’t tell Jennifer, but sometimes, when she’s particularly cranky, I think I might like you three more,” Kim said.  

      Heather, Casey, and Nicole laughed, their hearts open. They set down their wine glasses and insisted on walking Kim out to her snowmobile, which she’d parked to the right of the driveway. With her coat over her shoulders, she waved into the living room, where numerous people turned and said, “Happy New Year, Aunt Kim!”

      Kristine and Bella scrambled out of the sea of family members and hugged Kim, knowing they wouldn’t see her until they returned to Bar Harbor for another visit. 

      “I wish you both luck in that crazy city,” Kim said, wishing she could impart at least a bit of wisdom, but knowing that she couldn’t. “I know things aren’t always so kind there. Keep your heads up.”

      “We will,” Kristine and Bella promised just before Kim stepped out into the snow. 

      Kim felt most at home on a snowmobile. There was tremendous power in the ability to whip out across the rolling hills of snow, with sharp wind in her face. Her teeth were chilled, and the curls outside of her helmet flapped. Her house was a little ways from downtown Bar Harbor, about a half-mile from the shoreline, where the Acadia Mountains began to stretch toward the sky. 

      The roads from the Keating House to Kim’s place were mostly empty, as everyone hibernated within the warmth of their homes, eating leftovers and preparing themselves for another three-hundred and sixty-five days of yet another year. After the warmth of the Keating House and the generous conversations, Kim’s heart felt ready for whatever came next. 

      Maybe she’d even meet someone and have a fling. Maybe she’d finally take up the hobbies she’d always thought she would in retirement. Or maybe she’d finally get into fitness and become one of those little old ladies who ran ultra-marathons across mountains. 

      The world was open. 

      The light was fading. Kim turned on the headlights on her snowmobile but refused to slow down. The wind had gotten even chillier in the ten minutes since she’d left, and she was eager to get home and cut out the pain. Besides, she’d taken this route home thousands of times. She knew the road like the back of her hand. 

      The thing was, no amount of knowing the road could ever account for a drunk driver in a very large pickup truck. 

      When the pickup’s headlights whipped around the corner and began to come right toward her, Kim had to act quickly. She thrust her snowmobile out of harm’s way, very narrowly missing the pickup. The driver smashed the horn, as though the potential accident was Kim’s fault. 

      To the right of the road was a very thick stretch of trees. Kim had no longer than two or three seconds to breathe a sigh of relief before she smashed into the thick trunk of a two-hundred-and-fifty-year-old oak and disappeared into her unconscious. There was nothing but darkness.
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      It was the middle of January. New York City snow had come and gone, leaving a disgusting gray slush along the sidewalks and edges of the road. Kristine, whose boss had sent her out for a very specific coffee order thirty minutes ago, now hustled in heels through the sludge, her eyes on the automatic doors that would welcome her back into the warmth of the high-rise building. Upstairs, Richard waited for his coffee— and she already knew he wasn’t happy with how long she’d been.

      “It wasn’t my fault,” Kristine grumbled at the coffees, which sloshed angrily and burnt her fingers. The line at Richard’s favorite coffee place had wrapped around the corner because it had offered some deal on a new marshmallow chocolate chip brownie. When she’d asked Richard if another coffee shop would work for him today, he’d texted back angrily: JUST DO YOUR JOB. 
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