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      The little rose-colored house in East Boston was hardly big enough for any sort of get-together, let alone a wake, especially for Evelyn Ellis, who had been widely known as “the socialite of Eastie” prior to her death. As mourners gathered over clam chowder, buttery rolls, pies, and casseroles, they spoke of Evelyn’s soft yet confident nature, the parties she’d arranged, and the birthday cards she’d sent. 

      “Nobody could play the clarinet like she could,” a community band member affirmed, his brow furrowed as he held a bright orange carrot stick aloft. 

      “And that’s not to mention her life before Boston,” a gray-haired woman chimed in, turning her eyes directly toward Lola Sheridan, who stood off to the side in a black turtleneck dress and a pair of heeled black boots. 

      “She met that Italian man,” the woman beside her whispered discreetly, “during her journey across Rome and Tuscany.” 

      “Nobody was better looking than Evelyn back in the day,” the first woman stated. “She could have had any man she pleased.”

      “But instead, she dragged that Gasbarro Italian back to the United States, didn’t she?” 

      “She sure did.”

      Lola caught sight of Tommy Gasbarro through the farther doorframe, where he’d been corraled in conversation by his mother’s pastor. She grinned to herself as love shimmered through her heart and across her stomach. Tommy, who’d always been a loner, looked slightly pained at the nonstop conversation, yet his love for his mother kept him there, holding down the fort after her sudden absence. 

      “Evelyn talked about how he hardly learned a single word of English before he left her and went back to Rome,” another woman quipped. “And that was all before she met Stan Ellis.” 

      “Goodness me. How many times was she married?” 

      “Just the once,” the first woman replied. She seemed to be an authority on Evelyn Ellis. “She kept Stan’s last name because she loved him more than her daddy, so she didn’t want to go back to his name. In fact, I thought I saw Stan somewhere around here.” 

      Lola’s throat tightened at the mention of Stan. Although she and the rest of the Sheridan clan had made their peace with Stan Ellis and his affair with Anna Sheridan, his mistake had resulted in Anna’s death. This was to be a forever jagged scar on Lola’s heart. 

      When Tommy had first learned the news of his mother’s stroke and subsequent death, he’d sat at the edge of the bed he and Lola shared and stared at his feet for fifteen full minutes, wordless. Lola had sat beside him, her hand over his, waiting. There hadn’t been anything to say. The first thing he’d finally managed to say was, “I had better call Stan.” 

      Although Tommy had offered to drive Stan up to the funeral from Martha’s Vineyard, Stan had insisted on driving himself. Lola had spotted him in the back row of the funeral home with his head bowed throughout the ceremony. As far as Lola knew, Stan had loved two women in his life: her mother and Evelyn. Now, they were both gone. That must have felt very strange indeed for Stan. Now there were whispers about his affection for Nancy Remington, the widow who operated the Katama Lodge and Wellness Spa on the southeastern tip of Martha’s Vineyard. Still, Lola couldn’t give weight to this gossip. She did know that Stan had been instrumental in saving Nancy’s life as last autumn’s Hurricane Janine had threatened to ransack the island. 

      “If you’ll excuse me.” Lola stepped around the ladies at the food table to restock the drinks, grab more paper napkins and plates, and fetch another bag of ice from Evelyn’s garage. Being “in charge” like this wasn’t the typical Lola way. As she hustled, she channeled her elder sister, Susan, who always knew what to do, how to do it, and what to say to make everyone feel better. Lola, the more hotheaded and free-spirited sister, had never been a homemaker, per se. For years, she’d raised her daughter, Audrey, on a piddling journalist’s salary, resisted serious romantic relationships, and called herself “anti-family.”

      Oh, how things changed. 

      A sturdy hand caught her elbow. She stalled, taking a step back, finding Tommy’s dark eyes peering down at her. God, he was handsome. Every bit of his Italian roots seeped through his genes, making no room for his mother’s Scottish heritage. His black hair swooped over his ears, still growing thick despite his age inching toward fifty. 

      “You’re working too hard,” Tommy told her softly. 

      Lola stepped into him and placed her cheek against his chest. There was the thumping of his heart, assuring her that all was okay. Something about death, the reminder that everything you’d ever known would one day be gone, that terrified Lola. She told herself to appreciate the here and now— to love the current season. 

      “I’ve heard some fun stories about your mother,” Lola began, lifting her chin. 

      “That’s what Mom would have wanted. Lots of gossip at her funeral about all the chaos she caused.”

      Lola laughed. “I wish I would have known her better.”

      “Maybe it’s for the best,” Tommy replied sadly. “Had the two of you gotten together more often, you would have figured out you could take over the world. We’d all be doomed.” 

      A couple of minutes later, Stan appeared before them to announce that he wanted to drive back to the Vineyard that night. His eyes were rimmed red and glassy. He shook Tommy’s hand and knelt to hug Lola gently. He seemed like a defeated old man overrun by time. It was a sad vision.

      “I’ll call you in the new year,” Tommy told Stan. 

      “That’s right,” Stan muttered. “Tomorrow’s New Year’s Eve. Are you two staying around Boston for a couple of days? Or heading back?” 

      Lola’s stomach twisted. It was rare that the Sheridan family couldn’t find a reason to celebrate all together, and this New Year’s Eve was no different. They’d been pretty good about occasionally inviting Stan to their holiday functions, but it wasn’t always a necessity, and it wasn’t always a welcome idea. 

      “I, for one, have a big night scheduled with my armchair,” Stan told them before she could decide on an invitation. “Nancy’s pestering me about coming to the Lodge, but I can’t bear it. They serve too much vegan food for my liking.” 

      Lola and Tommy chuckled good-naturedly and wished Stan a safe drive back. He pulled a thick wool hat over his ears and saluted them before weaving his way through the crowd and exiting the little rose-colored house. What a strange thing, Lola thought, to come to your ex-wife’s funeral, heavy with memories from your long-ago time together. 

      Tommy and Lola forced their way through the next several hours. Mourners seemed awash with juicy stories about Evelyn Ellis and compliments for the ever-handsome Tommy Gasbarro. 

      “You really do look just like your father, that conniving Italian,” one woman said. “When was the last time you saw him?” 

      “I was maybe four or five,” Tommy told her. “But I’m told he was a very good sailor, which is how I’ve made my living. So I suppose I have him to thank for that in some way.” 

      The mourners’ interest in Lola was paramount. 

      “Tommy has never brought a girl home,” a dear friend of Evelyn’s informed her under her breath. “Evelyn felt he wasn’t the settling down type.”

      “Neither of us really is,” Lola told her. “Maybe that’s why it works.” 

      The woman’s color drained from her cheeks. It seemed to her that not settling down went so far against the norm that it threatened society itself. 

      “Well, marry or don’t marry,” the woman returned stiffly. “But God knows the truth of what you’ve done.”

      At this, Lola and Tommy found one another’s gaze and stifled laughter. The woman muttered to herself and made her way back to the snack table, where she seemed to fall into a round of gossip with another older lady. Lola sensed they spoke only about Tommy, Lola, and the downfall of marriage. 

      The mourners left Evelyn Ellis’s home by eight o’clock that evening, leaving piles of paper plates, wadded-up napkins, light stains on the gray couch, and wine blotches on the counters in their wake. Lola stretched her arms over her head until they cracked. How did Susan host so many parties? Did she have some sort of energy reserve that Lola didn’t? She was nearly six years older and had just survived a bout of cancer, for crying out loud. 

      Tommy disappeared into the kitchen and returned with two glasses of wine and a stack of crackers and cheese. Together, they sat on the living room floor with their backs leaned up against the gray couch. The smell of older women’s perfume lingered in the air and made it difficult to breathe. Eventually, Tommy rose to crack open a window, which brought a sharp-edged breeze from the December 30th night. 

      “She was so loved, Tommy,” Lola breathed as he rejoined her on the floor. 

      Tommy was stoic. He placed a cracker on his tongue and chewed slowly. “She wasn’t that old. She was only seventy-one and deserved more time. She had such a zest for life. She would have used that time better than most.”

      Lola’s throat tightened with sorrow. There was nothing to be done about the stupidity of death. 

      Beautiful modern art paintings decorated the living room—things indicative of a woman who had studied art, poetry, and literature and had grand thoughts and arguments about them. A small television in the corner reflected the image of Lola and Tommy with their legs stretched out on the floor. 

      “I used to take her sailing,” Tommy admitted softly. “I knew she was terrified of the water because she’d nearly drowned as a little girl, and the fear had never gone away. But instead of allowing that fear to take hold of her, she’d lean out over the side of the boat so far that I thought she would fall in. And she’d close her eyes and lift her chin as the wind swept over her. She looked like a painting. Always after, she’d drink a glass of wine on the dock and gaze out at the water and say something in Italian. ‘Tra il dire e il fare c’e di mezzo il mare.’”

      “What does it mean?” Lola breathed.

      “Between saying and doing is half a sea,” Tommy explained. “A proverb that says that people so often say they’ll do something and never do it. I always assumed it meant that my father had said he’d do a lot of things for her and never did. But actually, she told me later that it was more something she wanted to tell herself. She always wanted to do more than she said she would and always wanted to uphold her word.”

      Lola felt terribly quiet. She sipped her wine and considered this, the doing and the saying, the Italian words Evelyn had once learned and kept near her heart, despite her Italian boyfriend’s abandonment. 

      After a little while, Tommy turned on the television. The sound of other people’s voices talking about something besides death was comforting. Lola headed into the guest bedroom and removed her black dress, exchanging it for a pair of pajama pants and a lacy tank top. Tommy joined her, stripped to his boxers, then followed her back into the living room. It felt strange to be in Evelyn’s house without her, as though she would soon pop out of the kitchen and ask if anyone was hungry. 

      “It’s a bit overwhelming,” Tommy admitted, dropping back onto the couch. “All the stuff I’ll have to take care of over the next few months. Top priority will be clearing out this house and looking at her will.”

      “I’ll help you with anything you need,” Lola told him gently. 

      Tommy’s dark eyes widened. “You don’t have to do anything.”

      “Don’t be silly. We’re a team,” Lola said, almost expecting Tommy to protest, to tell her that he wasn’t the sort of man who needed a teammate. To her surprise, he didn’t. 

      Lola cuddled against Tommy as the two settled deeper onto the couch, lost in their own thoughts. Over the previous year and a half since Lola had met Tommy and gotten involved with him after a fateful sailing expedition, Lola and Tommy had created a densely textured, often romantic, and ever-fruitful relationship, one with more nuance and love than many marriages. When Susan (and many others) questioned Lola about whether she wanted to “finally” get married, Lola always shrugged it off. She and Tommy simply weren’t the marrying type. They were extremely content with what they had, which was just fine with her. 

      “I love you,” Tommy whispered before gently kissing the top of her head. “I hope you know how much.”

      Lola’s heart swelled. “I love you, too— more than words.”
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      “‘Bitter Sweet Symphony.’ The Verve. 1997.” Tommy snapped his fingers excitedly before he cranked the volume on his truck radio. The ’90s tune roared through the speakers while Lola laughed, her stomach tightening as memories coursed through her. 

      “You’re good at this,” Lola said with a crooked grin. “I’m not used to such a worthy opponent.” 

      “You want an expert on ’80s and ’90s music? You’re looking at him,” Tommy replied as he turned his thumb toward his chest. “When I hit eighteen, I skipped town to sail full-time, usually sleeping in ports across the Atlantic with only a radio to keep me company.” Tommy then imitated a radio announcer’s voice as he said, “This is 104.1 WWUS, your one-stop shop for all the hits here in the Florida Keys. Or this is 93.5 – The Island! We play all the best tracks here in Savannah, Georgia. Or, my favorite, 100.3, Classic Rock straight out of Bar Harbor, Maine.”

      She turned to look at him, a wide smile plastered on her face. “How many radio jingles do you have memorized?”

      “You don’t want to know,” Tommy told her. “But you can tell the true strength of a nomad by the number of radio stations he has memorized.”

      “Is that an ancient nomadic proverb?” Lola teased. 

      They’d left the rose-colored house in East Boston twenty minutes before and now sped toward Woods Hole, where they’d take the midafternoon ferry back to Oak Bluffs and join the Sheridan clan for New Year’s Eve. Tommy and Lola rejoined hands in the center of the truck as The Verve’s transcendent tune continued. 

      They sang joyfully together— Lola at forty and Tommy at forty-six, yet both remembering their vibrant teenage selves.

      “I wish I could have known you in the ’90s,” Lola said thoughtfully as the song continued. 

      “I was no good for anyone,” Tommy told her. “Angry with the world. Angry with myself. Eager to run away from any situation, if only because standing still made me think about how much I didn’t like myself…”

      Lola’s throat tightened. Since she and Tommy had gotten together, Tommy had spent more time on Martha’s Vineyard than any other location, something that had surprised them both. Even still, he’d been off on sailing expeditions more times than Lola had genuinely liked, even flirting with hurricane season in a way that seemed nearly suicidal. Every time Tommy darkened their cabin door again, Lola sighed with relief and gratitude. She wasn’t the sort of woman to ask him to stay; he wasn’t the sort of man to listen to that kind of talk, anyway. 

      Lola clapped with excitement during the next song as Tommy stuttered, trying to guess the title and artist. 

      “Okay, it’s obviously called ‘Damn! I Wish I Was Your Lover,’” Tommy began, his cheeks reddening with embarrassment.

      “Tell me something I don’t know,” Lola joked. “She only says it like eighteen thousand times throughout the song. If you really want to impress me, tell me the singer’s name.”

      “Ugh,” Tommy groaned. “I don’t know.”

      Lola laughed vibrantly, tossing her head back. “The master has fallen!”

      Tommy grabbed her hand again, brought her palm to his lips, and kissed the soft skin of her hand delicately. Lola was so surprised at the beautiful gesture that she stopped laughing abruptly, even as Sophie B. Hawkins continued to sing the beautiful, heart-wrenching song. 

      “What was that for?” Lola asked softly. 

      Tommy adjusted their hands again between the two front seats and shrugged. “Just felt like it.”

      “Were you overwhelmed by the emotion of Sophie B. Hawkins’s beautiful lyrics?” 

      “That’s right! Sophie B. Hawkins,” Tommy said, disgruntled. “I knew it.”

      “Clearly, you didn’t,” Lola returned. “Point goes to me.” 

      After Tommy parked the truck in the belly of the ferry, the two lovebirds leaped out and headed for the deck, where they peered through the sharp wind and sipped piping-hot coffee from the coffee cart. Ordinarily, they might have stayed below deck, shielded from the wind, but something about the last day of the year demanded you stand out in it and experience every last minute of sun. Captain Joshua greeted Lola and Tommy warmly, shaking their hands and wishing them a Happy New Year. 

      “Good to see you around these parts so late in the year, Tommy. You’re normally off on some beach by October or November, letting the rest of us here freeze to death,” Joshua joked. He then gave Lola a warm smile and added, “You’ve really confused him, haven’t you?” 

      “Now listen here,” Tommy returned, keeping his tone humorous. “Nobody’s confused me about anything. How much longer till we reach the Bahamas again? This boat goes directly there, doesn’t it?”

      “Sure thing.” Joshua smiled, clapping Tommy on the shoulder and winking at Lola. “We’ll be sipping pina coladas as the new year comes in.”

      Tommy drove them off the ferry and headed for their cabin in the woods, which they’d taken over after Scott Frampton’s brother, Chuck, had been convicted of theft and sent to prison a year and a half before. Since then, Lola and Tommy had made their cabin a cozy home, with a wood-burning fire, beautiful big-leafed plants that caught the sunlight just so, large paintings that Lola had collected from vintage shops, and plenty of toys and supplies for Max, Lola’s ten-month-old grandson. Tommy had taken to Max like a funny uncle, sitting on all fours with him in the living room and playing with him or lifting him up to show him little twittering birds outside the window. Once, Audrey had referred to Tommy as “Grandpa Tommy,” and Tommy had stiffened, looking shocked. Lola had asked Audrey privately not to call Tommy that again. 

      After the first snowfall, Tommy had shoveled a path through the glistening white from the driveway to the front door. Lola grabbed her suitcase and strolled up toward the door, where she collected the mail they’d missed over the previous few days from the mailbox and then headed inside. Once there, she put the kettle on the stovetop and checked her phone, which showed three missed calls: one from Audrey, one from Christine, and one from Susan. 

      Tommy entered and stomped off the snow from his boots before removing them and making his way into the kitchen in just his wool socks. He knelt to kiss Lola on the forehead before he grabbed himself a light beer from the fridge. Lola loved the ease they had with one another, now. She’d never had such beautiful synchronicity with a man. In fact, after all her chaotic relationships with men, she would have never imagined such a thing was possible. 

      Tommy sat at the kitchen table while Lola called her daughter back. 

      “Hi, Mom!” Audrey’s voice was like a song. “Are you back on the Vineyard?”

      “Just walked in the door,” Lola told her. “Sorry I was MIA the past couple of days. It was a whirlwind.”

      “I’m sure it was.” In the background, little Max squealed and then burst into laughter. “Sorry about that. Great-Grandpa Wes is trying to feed Max, and it’s turning into comedy hour. Meanwhile, Susan and Christine are setting up everything for the party tonight. You’re still coming, aren’t you?” 

      “We wouldn’t miss it,” Lola assured her. 

      “Good.” Audrey breathed a sigh of relief, then added, “Noah will probably stop by.”

      Lola lifted her eyebrows as a sharp wedge of curiosity pulled through her. “Is that so?” 

      “I hope it’s not too big of a deal,” Audrey said hurriedly. “The last thing I want is to distract everyone with my drama.” 

      “There’s no distracting,” Lola returned. “We really like Noah. And you know what the Sheridan family wants more than anything, right?”

      “More grandchildren?” 

      Lola laughed outright. How was it that Audrey could still surprise her with her quick wit? Shouldn’t Lola have been used to it by then?

      “No. We just want you to be happy,” Lola replied. 

      Audrey had broken things off with her Vineyard-based boyfriend around Thanksgiving time when her life at Penn State had been crumbling around her. Now, with her life back on the Vineyard full-time, Audrey seemed to see no reason not to listen to her heart again. 

      Lola ended the call and then sat with Tommy for a little while, watching as a light snow filtered past the glossy windows outside. Both were wordless, and Tommy seemed lost in thought about his mother, the funeral events, and the work still yet to be done. 

      “You really don’t have to come tonight,” Lola finally told him. She could feel the deepening bruise of his heart. 

      “I want to be with you,” Tommy told her softly, his eyes finding hers again. 

      “Even if being with me tonight means being with my loud and overwhelming family?”

      “I love your loud and overwhelming family,” Tommy told her, his smile widening. “You know that. It keeps my mind from wandering.” 

      Around six, Tommy drove them back to the large cabin along the waterline, located next to the original Sheridan House. Scott had purchased the house and refurbished it prior to his and Susan’s marriage. Now, Scott, Susan, and Scott’s teenage son, Kellan, lived there, with a host of others streaming in and out, depending on the needs of the greater Sheridan clan. During Christine’s bedrest, for example, she’d taken up frequent residence; when their Aunt Willa had appeared out of the blue the previous month, she’d moved into Susan’s guest bedroom and become another beautiful and nuanced member of the family, slowly coming into her own as her psychosis faded and memories of her husband’s tragic death returned. 

      “We’re expanding. Becoming a cult,” Audrey had said after Scott had revealed his plans for the big house. 

      “At least we’re well-fed,” Christine had joked in return. 

      Much of the Sheridan and Montgomery family had already gathered at Susan’s place to celebrate. The house edged toward “enormous,” and the party operated on two floors before spilling out onto the enclosed porch, which offered a glorious view of the Vineyard Sound beyond. Lola and Tommy smiled joyously at the group of revelers— Lola’s cousins, including the newlyweds, Andy and Beth and Beth’s young son, Will, plus Kelli, Charlotte, Charlotte’s boyfriend, the photojournalist, Everett, and her daughter, Rachel. Aunt Kerry stood in the corner with a large mug of hot mulled wine and greeted Lola and Tommy with a slurred, “Happy New Year to the beautiful couple!” 

      Susan sped through the crowd, her motions quick as a deer and her smile proof she was the perfect hostess. She wrapped Lola in a big-sister hug and then grabbed her and Tommy’s coats. Tommy accepted a beer from Scott, who walked out of the kitchen with news of scores from a recent sporting event. Lola followed Susan into the next room to find Audrey, Max, Christine and her new baby, Mia, seated a bit away from the fireplace. Max lurked on all fours, licking his lips hungrily, his ocean-blue eyes catching the light of the fire as it flickered.

      “He wants to stand and walk so bad,” Audrey said, laughing as she stood to greet her mother with a hug. 

      “His little chunky legs won’t let him,” Christine returned. “Meanwhile, Mia is just content to watch all these strangers walking around her.”

      Indeed, the tiniest Sheridan lay in Christine’s arms as her blue eyes darted left to right, watching as though she didn’t dare trust anything about the world yet. 

      “She’ll be down for a nap in another half hour,” Christine told Lola as Lola perched alongside them, greeting Mia warmly. “She just wanted to stay up to say hi to Aunt Lola.”

      “Hello, little Mia,” Lola whispered, taking Mia’s little foot in hers. “Are you ready for a brand-new year?”

      “She’s only a week old,” Christine said with a funny laugh. “She’s hardly gotten used to this year yet.” Christine’s eyes then drew up toward the doorway, where Scott and Tommy were still in heavy sports talk. She lowered her voice to ask, “How is he doing?” 

      “He’s okay. He has good and bad moments,” Lola murmured. “I wasn’t sure what to expect, but he’s getting through.”

      “I’m surprised he came,” Christine offered, her eyebrows creeping toward her forehead.

      The hours inched toward the new year. Lola made herself a plate of cheesy potatoes, a favorite of hers since childhood. She then dove into the gossip and laughter, listening to Rachel’s, Gail’s, and Abby’s tales from high school. Stories about Audrey’s newfound journalistic success and the new updates on Kelli’s rebuild of the Aquinnah Cliffside Overlook Hotel. Every half hour or so, Lola and Tommy checked in with one another, with Lola frequently saying, “If you want to get out of here, just say the word.” Each time, Tommy shook his head. 

      Noah arrived to find Audrey at around ten. He lifted Audrey and whirled her around so that her feet extended out behind her, nearly reaching the Christmas tree in the corner. Susan’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head at the sight, but she managed not to scream at Audrey. Crisis averted. Susan left the room in a flash to restock the cracker and cheese plate as Audrey continued to ogle Noah, her eyes filled with love and admiration. 

      Audrey wasn’t the only one with a beau on New Year’s Eve. Amanda, too, was privy to a surprise guest. Sam was hard at work at the Sunrise Cove Inn that night, and the two of them planned to have a celebration all their own on a night when Sam didn’t have to manage the front desk. Still, during a slow moment at the Inn, Sam left Natalie at the front desk and whisked over to Susan’s to give Amanda a pre-New Year’s kiss. When Amanda returned to their little pow-wow near the fireplace, her cheeks burned red with a mix of embarrassment and passion. It had been nearly a year since her ex-fiancé had left her at the altar. Perhaps none of those sour memories remained. 

      “Everyone! It’s nearly time!” Susan hollered excitedly at 11:57 p.m., demanding that the Sheridan and Montgomery families gather in the large living room with the fireplace to count down with the large grandfather clock and toast with champagne. The women of the house had poured enough champagne for everyone, plus sparkling grape juice for the kids and teenagers. They passed out the glasses as quickly as they could, as organized as flight attendants. 

      Tommy approached Lola with his champagne flute, his eyes not wavering and serious. Lola tried on a smile, but it fell from her face on impact. Around them, her family members spoke excitedly, teasing one another or gazing into one another’s eyes, expectant for the big kiss at midnight. Lola wouldn’t have been surprised if Tommy gave her only a peck on the cheek. After all, he wasn’t necessarily the “showing his feelings” type of guy, and they had just returned from his mother’s funeral. 

      “Ten. Nine. Eight…” The countdown began. Tommy’s gritty voice beside Lola’s gave her something powerful to hang onto. Tommy grabbed her hand and slipped his fingers through hers. Lola wanted to tease him, to ask him if he’d ever imagined he would want a New Year’s Eve kiss, especially from the same woman two years in a row. 

      But just before the kiss, Tommy stepped in front of her, locked eyes with her, and then fell to one knee. Lola’s heart dropped into her stomach. Around her, the Sheridan and Montgomery couples had come together, kissing and hugging and hollering out in celebration. All the while, Lola placed her hands on her cheeks in disbelief as Tommy’s large, stoic eyes studied her. Through the chaos, he reached into his pocket and drew out a tiny black velvet box.

      “Oh my God!” Audrey cried as she turned to find Tommy on one knee in front of her mother. 

      Slowly, everyone caught wind of what Tommy was about to do. They hushed up and watched as he popped open the velvet box to reveal an antique diamond ring, one that evoked beauty and timelessness all at once. Lola had never envisioned that anyone would ask her to marry him. She’d never had the fantasies, never imagined the ring or the scenario or what he might say. 

      “Lola Sheridan,” Tommy said then. “Will you make me the happiest man on earth? Will you marry me?”
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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.


