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      It was important to wake up early for the downtown Nantucket Farmers Market. This way, you could arrive only moments after the farmers themselves had and catch stalls laden with vibrant green spinach, red peppers, fresh blueberries, raspberries, and strawberries, plus plenty of baked goods— cookies, cakes, and freshly-baked pies that caught the light of the early-morning sun. This way, you got the best of everything before tourists swarmed the place and before the heat of the June sun destroyed the soft, light air of the morning. 

      As Ella scoured the Farmers Market aisles with her mother, Greta, she felt serene and happy, talking easily with farmers, bakers, cheesemongers, and other Nantucket locals who’d all woken up at the crack of dawn to sell their goods. It was her second summer in Nantucket after decades away— and in only a few weeks, she would marry the love of her life, Will, in a gorgeous ceremony. There was so much to celebrate. 

      Greta paused to look at the onions on a long wooden table, her brow furrowed, as the farmer stepped out from the other side of his truck. 

      “I heard today’s the big day, Greta,” he said, wiping his palms on his jeans. 

      Greta raised her head and smiled, her face beautiful with lines and creases that had seen the depths of sorrow and the glory of unadulterated, pure happiness. Although she’d just learned last autumn that Greta wasn’t, in fact, her “real mother,” Ella adored that face. 

      “We’re so excited,” Greta gushed as the farmer approached. 

      “How long has it been since you closed up?” he asked.

      Greta’s cheek twitched. “Our last residents left us in 1996, I believe.” She glanced at Ella, who nodded. “My youngest, here, was still in high school at the time.” 

      Ella remembered it well. As the accusations against Bernard had mounted, the artists in residence at The Copperfield House had run for the hills, sensing the death of the residency and death to their careers if they stuck around for too long. Since then, they’d learned that one of those residents, Marcia, had stolen millions, framed Bernard, and taken off for Hollywood, where she’d had a prosperous career. Last year, the Copperfield siblings had revealed what she’d done, but it was mostly too late. The statute of limitations was up. Marcia was persona non grata— but she’d also never been charged with any crime or received prison time. Because of this, Bernard had told them all to “try to forget,” as though that were possible. 

      “It must have been incredible to be raised alongside all those artists,” the farmer said to Ella. 

      Ella’s heart lifted. “It really was. It opened us kids up to so many different ways of life.” 

      “She’s in a very popular rock band,” Greta told the farmer of Ella, and Ella’s cheeks burned with a mix of embarrassment and pride. “They toured for years, all over the world.” 

      “Is that right?” The farmer looked at Ella as though he had heard of the concept of music but hadn’t looked into what it was yet. 

      “It is,” Ella said. 

      “And she picked out a wonderful musician for the residency this summer,” Greta continued. “What was her name, honey?” 

      “Aurora.” Ella breathed her name as though it was a poem, remembering the soulful nature of the strange woman’s voice. Her application for The Copperfield House Residency had been startling, romantic, and aching all at once, a clear winner alongside the other musician applicants. 

      “She also works as a painter,” Greta said as she piled onions into her wicker basket, brimming with pride. “When we have the art show for the residents at the end of the four-week rotation, I’ll let you know. You’ll have to come to see what they’re working on.”

      “All I know are vegetables, Greta. You know that.” The farmer laughed, then discussed other items on his table— how healthy the radishes were, what he’d recently cooked with the potatoes. By the end of a five-minute conversation, Greta had piled her basket high with vegetables, which she paid very little for. Nantucket locals took care of one another. It was certainly different than what Ella had grown accustomed to during her many years in New York City. 

      When Greta and Ella returned to The Copperfield House, it was already eight a.m., and the entire family had thrown themselves into preparations for the five artists set to arrive for the residency that evening. Five bedrooms had to be completely prepared, as did the artist's studio, the music studio, the library, and the kitchen on the other side of the house, which the residents used instead of the family. Although it had been ages since The Copperfield House had been opened as a residency— nearly thirty years, in fact— Greta and Bernard had decided to operate in a similar fashion with the added benefit of having their children around to help. 

      Ella entered the artist residency-half of the big Victorian home and hurried upstairs to find Julia stretching clean sheets over one of the double beds, listening to a podcast about writing, as usual. Julia worked in publishing and was constantly in tune with the trends of the industry, especially now that her publishing house was off to the races in the wake of their father’s newest release. Although Ella did her best not to sneak up on her, Julia nearly leaped from her skin when she spotted Ella out of the corner of her eye. 

      “Oh my gosh! You scared me.” Julia turned off her podcast and fixed her face into a smile. 

      “Sorry about that. How’s it going up here? Can I help with anything?” 

      Julia mopped the sweat on her forehead. “There’s a big stack of clean linens on the shelf in the hallway. If you could make the bed on the other side of the hall, that would be—”

      “Already on it,” Ella said, jumping out of the bedroom. 

      “Thank you!” Julia called after her. 

      There was a frenetic energy at the house the entire day, one that demanded that the Copperfield family speak quickly, finishing one another’s sentences and communicating in a sort of code. After Ella finished making the bed, she stepped back into the hallway and was nearly run over by the eldest Copperfield sibling, Quentin, who carried video recording equipment in a large box. His eyes were wide and panicked. 

      “Hey there!” Quentin stalled for a moment. “How was the market?” 

      “We bought half of everything,” Ella joked. “How’s the video studio?” 

      “It’s almost ready,” Quentin said. “Scarlet is down there now, finishing up.” Scarlet was Quentin’s eldest daughter, who’d recently dropped out of NYU due to her mother’s cancer diagnosis. Now, she’d decided to take even more time off of school to focus on making documentaries about Nantucket with Quentin. Using what they knew about film, they’d ensured that The Copperfield House Residency could accommodate every kind of director, videography, cinematography, and screenwriter, with equipment that made every other residency in the area a mockery. Bernard was terribly pleased. 

      Before Ella retreated downstairs, she stopped in the library to wipe down the windows, bringing delicious lemony light to the aisles and aisles of books and desks. Although Ella’s soul was a musician’s soul, and she did all her best work in the music studio, it was here, in this library, that she’d read about so many of her favorite musicians: Joni Mitchell, George Harrison, and Nina Simone. It was here she’d learned how to dream up a musician’s life. 

      There was a knock at the library door, and Ella whirled around to find Will. Although she’d met him more than twenty years ago at this point and had two of his children, Ella’s heart still skipped a beat when she saw him, his dark, messy hair, his broad shoulders and his five o’clock shadow. She was going to marry him soon. She could hardly believe it. 

      “There she is,” Will joked, drawing his arms around her waist. 

      Ella rose up on her toes to kiss him with her eyes closed. 

      “You were up early,” Will said when their kiss broke.

      “Mom and I went to the farmer’s market,” Ella explained. “I got you some of that goat cheese you like.”

      “What! Are you serious?” Will’s eyes bugged out cartoonishly. “If we weren’t already engaged, I’d ask you to marry me right now.” 

      “Don’t overdo it.” Ella laughed. 

      Will laced his fingers through hers and tugged her toward the hallway. “Greta put out stuff for sandwiches. I was put in charge of making sure everyone got lunch. Julia nearly punched me when I told her. She was like, ‘Do you know how much stuff there still is to do?’ And then, she ran away.” 

      Ella grimaced. “Have you seen Alana?”

      “She’s been trying out new dresses for the past hour, asking Ivy and Anna which one is best for the big dinner,” Will said. 

      “Well, I’m glad she’s helping out,” Ella joked. 

      As Ella and Will stepped into the kitchen, they discovered their son and daughter, Danny and Laura, hovering over the counter, competing over who could make the tallest sandwich. Laura was back from her first year at Columbia, thank goodness (Ella’s heart had been split in half when she’d dropped her off), but at the end of summer, Danny would join her there, thus making Ella and Will “empty nesters.” 

      And in fact, they’d discussed leaving The Copperfield House soon, embarking on their own somewhere on the island. Privately, they’d begun looking at little houses with just enough space for them, their kids when they came home, and all of their music equipment. But after so many years separated from the Copperfield Family, Ella was enjoying this year of bliss and family love. It had been remarkable to watch her mother and Danny bond, morning after morning, as Greta had insisted on making his breakfast. “You’re a growing boy, Danny. Eat up,” she’d said, relishing her grandmotherly role. 

      Danny and Laura greeted their parents with happy, sun-tanned smiles, then headed to the back porch to eat their towering sandwiches. Ella and Will followed after them, eating quickly so that they could get back to The Copperfield House preparations. Danny and Laura brimmed with expectation for the night ahead, watching as Charlie, Julia’s boyfriend, and Jeremy, Alana’s boyfriend, set up a very long wooden table on the grass directly next to the beach, with a gorgeous view of their stretch of the water. That was where they would have their opening meal. 

      “I’m so excited to meet these people,” Laura said. “Musicians and painters and writers and filmmakers! Maybe they’ll kick me into gear this summer. I’ve felt pretty lazy since I got back from school.” 

      “The musician Mom picked out is insanely good,” Will said. 

      “You showed me her stuff,” Laura remembered. “She sounded like a mix of Stevie Nicks and Shania Twain. And her lyrics! They broke my heart.” 

      “It’s hard to believe she hasn’t been discovered yet,” Ella said, remembering how she’d googled the name “Aurora Bills, singer” and found absolutely nothing. “She’s thirty-five. I hope it isn’t too late for her.” 

      “We’ll help her get there,” Will said, his smile widening as he turned back to their children. “Your mom was always like this when we were on the road. Always trying to find the next talent to bring up with us.”

      “We were discovered when we were very young,” Ella remembered. “But it was luck, you know? Someone saw us at the right time. And I’ve always wanted to pass that luck on to someone else.”
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      The fresh group of Copperfield House artists were set to begin arriving at five-thirty. Jittery and expectant, Bernard and Greta sat on the front porch, Greta in a beautiful purple floor-length dress and Bernard in a white button-down and a suit jacket, exchanging whispers. From inside, Ella considered what they could possibly be talking about. 

      “Those two have gotten so chummy over the past few months,” Alana said as she entered the living room with a glass of rosé, her long brunette hair flowing out behind her. “It’s dangerous.” 

      “They were always chummy,” Julia said from the piano bench, crossing her arms. “And now, they’re just back to their old selves, doing what they were always meant to be doing.” 

      Ella’s heart lifted, knowing Julia was right. In the seventies, Greta and Bernard met in Paris when they were both students at Sorbonne University. When Greta had gotten pregnant by accident, they’d struggled to make ends meet until they’d decided to return to Nantucket, Greta’s family’s home, where they’d purchased this enormous, drafty Victorian. But Greta hadn’t been content. She’d craved their old lives in Paris, where they’d met people from all over the world who wanted to discuss their art and push their craft to new heights. It was as though, with the re-opening of The Copperfield House residency, Greta was allowed to transport herself back to Paris in 1970. It was magical. 

      “Is that Andy?” Greta’s voice was like a song through the open window. Together, Ella, Julia, and Alana jumped up to watch as the first of the five artists approached the house, a backpack heavy on his shoulders. He waved a sturdy hand and said, “Hello!” in an English accent. 

      “Is that the guy from London?” Julia breathed. 

      “Yes,” Alana said quietly so as not to be heard as he approached their parents. “His films are so weird. I don’t really understand what Dad sees in them.”

      “He made that film that made Dad cry?” Ella asked.

      “Yep,” Alana said. 

      “Wow. What a gorgeous place!” Andy said as he shook Greta, then Bernard’s hands. They gazed at him adoringly, already in love with their short-term “son.” 

      “Welcome to The Copperfield House,” Greta said, stepping back to open the front door. “These are my daughters, Ella, Julia, and Alana. One of them will show you to your room.” 

      Ella jumped up to greet Andy, who had sandy brown hair and wide-set eyes. “Can I take your bag?” she asked.

      “I got it,” Andy said. “It’s probably heavier than you are.”

      Ella laughed, charmed by this English lad, and led him toward the half of the Victorian that housed the artists. “Normally, you won’t enter the residency this way,” she explained as she opened the door for him. “There’s a side entrance for the artists so that you don’t have to go through the family house.” 

      “Got it,” Andy said. “Do you all live here?” 

      Ella laughed, sensing it was strange to explain why all four of the adult Copperfield children and much of their families lived in The Copperfield House these days. “We were gone for decades,” she said finally. “And it’s been nice to catch up. It’s felt like a big hotel filled with people I’ve loved my whole life.” 

      “And now, the artists are coming to ruin that,” Andy joked. 

      Ella snickered as she led him up the back circular staircase toward the second floor of artist bedrooms. “Mom and Dad are over the moon to welcome all of you.” When she reached the room they’d assigned to Andy, she opened the door with a creak and tilted her head inside. “It’s simple, but it should have everything you need, a bed, desk, and internet. Just a note that setting up the Wi-Fi in this old, big place is a nightmare, but my sister, Julia, figured it out. God bless her.” 

      Andy laughed and set his backpack next to the bed. “It’s perfect. The view of the ocean is wonderful.” He peered out the window and sighed. “I’m normally trapped in London with a view out my bedroom window of a brick wall.”

      Ella wrinkled her nose. “I understand that life. I was in New York for decades, cramped in a little apartment with my boyfriend and our two kids.” 

      “Yikes,” Andy said. “I take it you’re an artist, as well?” 

      Ella nodded and brushed her hair behind her ears, as suddenly, Andy’s face transformed with shock. “Wait a minute,” he said, pointing a finger at her. “You’re in that band! Man, I used to love you guys. I saw you perform in ’07 and ’08 at Glastonbury Festival.” 

      Ella dropped her head back, surprised at how joyous it was to be recognized again. This far after forty, she didn’t exactly look like the young rocker who’d graced covers of music magazines. “Those were crazy times,” she said. 

      “I can’t even imagine.” Andy sat at the edge of the bed. “I have a good feeling about this place. I really do.” 

      Ella floated back down the staircase to find that Alana and Julia had both taken an artist upstairs— Alana with Barbie Deinhoff, the forty-two-year-old writer from Seattle, and Julia with Tom Taylor, the 37-year-old Welsh musician. 

      “We’re just waiting on Felicity Rollins and Aurora, your favorite,” Greta said as she hurried from the front porch toward the kitchen, where she was in the midst of preparing a massive French-inspired feast for the Copperfield family and the newcomers— leeks in vinaigrette, roast Provençal chicken, summer tomato bouillabaisse with basil rouille, and cherry-almond clafoutis. There was a small note on the website for The Copperfield House that basically insinuated vegetarians had to fend for themselves and that all others could enjoy Greta’s cooking. 

      “Girls!” Greta called from the kitchen as Alana and Julia re-entered the family house. “Will you go out and set the table, please?” 

      Just as they’d done as teenagers, Ella, Alana, and Julia found themselves outside, hands laden with beautiful china, ensuring that the long, wooden table was just as immaculate as one found in an upper-echelon restaurant. Greta believed in the power of making a statement with food. For a brief moment, Alana and Julia squabbled about where to put which fork, which was ultimately cleared up when Julia googled it and found that she was right. This put Alana in a momentarily foul mood, at least until Jeremy showed up again to refill her rosé. Julia locked her gaze with Ella’s and rolled her eyes, a reminder that, although they loved Alana to pieces, she would always be a little bit out of her element compared to them. She’d lived a glamorous life for too long before she’d come home. 

      “Felicity is here!” Greta called from the open kitchen window. “Catherine is showing her to her room!” Catherine was Quentin’s wife, who’d just gone into cancer remission. She’d been a pleasure to have around the house, especially because she didn’t carry around any of the original Copperfield “baggage.” She was kind, beautiful, funny, and thoughtful— and she knew how to diffuse an argument between the siblings in an instant. Ella and Will privately called her the peacekeeper. 

      “Where is Aurora?” Will asked as he stepped out onto the back porch. 

      Ella shrugged, remembering that on Aurora’s application, she hadn’t listed a home address. This wasn’t so strange for an artist and a musician, especially one who seemed so wild and free. Ella had never been allowed such freedom, as she’d had children young and had had to manipulate her musician career around motherhood rather than the other way around. 

      “I’m sure she’ll show up at some point,” Greta said. “Dinner is at seven on the dot. If she’s here, she’s here. If she’s not… well, more chicken for us.” 

      To Ella’s disappointment, Aurora did not arrive at The Copperfield House by seven. With her eyes on the house to make sure she saw her if she walked up the porch steps, Ella sat at the long table, thanking Will as he poured her a glass of white wine. The artists had congregated on one end of the table, glancing at one another nervously and with curiosity. Greta had instructed they leave one of the seats near them free just in case Aurora did arrive after all. 

      When the wine had been poured, Bernard stood at the head of the table, blushed, and took stock of the immaculate table, heavy with plates, surrounded by the people he loved most in the world— and four brand-new individuals he hoped to help push forward in the art world. He believed in art and its power in communities and how it could change people. 

      “Good evening, everyone. For those of you who are new, Andy, Barbie, Felicity, and Tom, I want to welcome you to The Copperfield House. Many, many years ago, in 1978, to be exact, my darling wife and I decided to set aside one-half of our home for artists such as yourselves, and it was our pleasure, for nearly twenty years, to give a place of solitude and artistry to those who wanted to take their art to the next level. After a little break…” Bernard paused and smiled at his children, trying to make light of the fact that that “little break” had been his twenty-five-year stint in prison, then added, “We are off to the races again. Now, I don’t want to get too longwinded, especially because Greta gets angry if my speeches ruin her perfect food. So, please… enjoy, and thank you for your belief in The Copperfield House.” He then raised his glass and said, his eyes glinting with tears, “We’re back, baby!” 

      Ella’s heart filled with love for him, and she couldn’t help but clap. The others joined her a split-second later, overjoyed. 

      Over the next hour, the Copperfield Family feasted alongside four of their new artists, asking them questions about their work, so grateful to hear about their stories up until now and how their lives had changed their art. Felicity was the youngest of the four, at only twenty-two, but even she spoke with maturity about her work. This begged the question: where would she be in her photography career at Ella’s age? Surely, she would be one of the best in the business. 

      All the while, as Ella ate her mother’s delicious meal, she kept tabs on the front door and the street in front of the house, waiting for Aurora. Her heart dropped by the minute with disappointment. There had been something so earnest, so heartbreaking, and so sensational about Aurora’s music— and Greta had nearly fallen to her knees when she’d seen Aurora’s paintings. To Ella, at least, Aurora was the most talented of the bunch and the one she most wanted to meet, as she sensed that she could help Ella become the best creative musician she could be. It was important, Ella felt, to push herself creatively by surrounding herself with the creativity of others. It ensured that she didn’t become complacent. 

      “Should we call Aurora?” Will asked, eyes to the sky as, against all weather predictions, dark clouds began to layer, casting the table in shadow. 

      “She didn’t leave a cell phone number,” Ella said. 

      “How did you talk to her?” Will asked. 

      “She called from a landline,” Ella explained as she began to gather dirty plates. Raindrops splattered her arm as the new artists laughed and shrieked, in love with this new place, its immaculate beaches, and its spontaneous summer rain. 

      “A landline. Wow.” Will shook his head as they all sprung into action, clearing the leftover food from the table before it got soggy. Greta, laughing, yelped for her china and silverware, and Alana, Julia, Scarlet, and Catherine flung into action to collect everything. Just before a lightning bolt struck the darkening sky, Jeremy and Charlie carried the large table back to the garage, where it wouldn’t get soaked. 

      Lucky for them, the back porch of The Copperfield House was fit for such an enormous group. Greta clapped her hands and cried out, “Welcome to Nantucket! The weather is as unpredictable as our lives. Now, who would like another glass of wine? A cocktail? It’s your first night on the island, and I want to make sure you don’t forget it.” 

      As the new artists asked for fresh drinks, Will disappeared and returned with a Bluetooth speaker to play blues songs, which fit the mood and the gray-blue sky above. Ella crossed her arms and leaned against a post, watching the sand darken beneath the torrential downpour. It was a remarkable scene, one that demanded songs to be written or paintings to be painted. But all she could think about was Aurora, somewhere out there. She hoped she was safe.
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      The bus had been late, but Aurora had been later, watching as exhaust fumes were coughed from the back of the clunky bus. Exhausted after a full day of traveling, she dropped her suitcase and her guitar case and cried at the bus stop, at a loss about how in the heck she was going to make it to Hyannis in time for the last ferry. Already, she’d messed up her first and probably last opportunity to “make it” as an artist and musician— and she hadn’t even gotten to the artist residency yet. This was so typical. She could never catch a break. 

      Another bus came twenty-five minutes later. It probably wouldn’t get her to Hyannis port in time for the last ferry, but at least it got her in the orbit of the artist residency— and she had to take it. She had no other ideas. As she lurched onto the bus, she handed the fare to the driver, who didn’t make eye contact with her and instead said, “You need to put that guitar under the bus.” By the time she stepped back out, the growling clouds overhead had burst open, and they drenched her as she slid her guitar case (her most treasured belonging, as it had been her mother’s) into the belly of the bus. 

      The bus ride to Hyannis was a little less than an hour. During that time, the rainclouds threatened to drown all of New England, as though this was the story of Noah. Aurora listened to her old iPod and hummed to herself, trying to cheer herself up. Not long after that, the bus driver yelled back, “Whoever is singing back there needs to shut up!” 

      When the bus dropped her off at the port, the rain hadn’t let up in the slightest and instead had intensified. Aurora stood beneath the bus stop and gazed out at the frothing Nantucket Sound, which separated her from that glorious Copperfield House, where Bernard, Greta, Ella, Alana, Quentin, and Julia had promised her “an entire month of uninterrupted creativity.” Aurora had never been allowed that before. Now, even though they’d “chosen her,” she wasn’t sure she would make it. 
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