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Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        ONE YEAR EARLIER

      

      

      

      Elsa had long ago discovered the truth of parenting. Her children’s pain was something colossal; it took a heavy toll on Elsa’s psyche, on her soul. As she stood alongside her daughter on that fateful night in mid-June, her daughter’s face contorted and twisted; it flashed red and white and filled with sweat and terror. Long ago, Elsa had given birth to her beautiful daughter, and now, this beautiful woman brought another creature into the world — a screaming, vibrant little boy. A little boy who seemed to encompass everything that life was messy, glorious, and mysterious. 

      The nurses rushed the baby off for a moment. Elsa watched the horror of this play out over her daughter’s face. For the previous nine months, Mallory had grown this baby in her belly. She had prayed for good health, ached for him, and dreamed of his future. Now, they’d just taken him away as though none of that mattered. Mallory’s eyes found Elsa’s, and she squeezed her hand hard. 

      “You did amazing, Mallory.” Elsa’s voice broke as she said it. “You’re a mommy, now. You brought that baby into the world. And he’s going to love you so much.”

      The wait was excruciating, although it wasn’t so long before the baby was returned to Mallory, and she held him, bright-eyed and amazed at the little being in her arms. She whispered to him tenderly, “Hi, honey,” over and over again, as though she’d lost all knowledge of any other words. Her fiancé, Lucas, stood on the other side of the hospital bed — just a young adult, twenty-one years old, in awe. All the color had drained from his cheeks as he realized that, yes, this was his son that he helped create—an extension of him that would be for the rest of his life. He was a father, now. 

      Elsa stepped out of the hospital room to give the new family of three some time alone. Once out in the whitewashed hallway, she glanced up at the clock with tired eyes when she realized just how long her daughter had been in labor. Thirteen hours! It was now five thirty in the morning, and the sun had begun to peek its head from the horizon line. She stepped into the cool breeze of the early morning and closed her eyes. Her heartbeat was steady, somber, and the blood rushed through her ears, a constant reminder that she remained alive—that she was still here. 

      Elsa lifted her phone from her pocket to find several messages from her husband, Aiden. 

      
        
          
            
              
        AIDEN: I have to say. I’m so apprehensive. I wish I could be there. 

      

      

      

      
        
          
        AIDEN: Love you all so much.

      

      

      

      

      

      Elsa typed back a quick response, although she knew Aiden was assuredly fast asleep. He required so much of it these days. His body was preparing to rest forever. It was like it wanted a head start. 

      Elsa returned to the waiting room, where she found her other son and daughter: Cole and Alexie. Twenty-two-year-old Alexie lived in New York and attended NYU but had returned home the previous week due to the occasion. She was zonked out with her long legs stretched out before her and her head tossed back with her long brown locks splayed out every which way. Beside her was Elsa’s eldest, Cole, who was twenty-five, stared at his phone despondently. 

      “Hey, you two. Guess what? You’re officially an aunt and an uncle.”

      Cole jabbed Alexie’s shoulder, and Alexie startled from the chair, grumbling at her brother. 

      “When can we see her?” Alexie asked as she tried to compose herself.

      “I think you’ll be able to pretty soon. They’ll just need to rest for a little while.”

      “Did you tell her she took long enough?” Cole asked with a cheeky grin. 

      “Be careful about what you say to her. She’s exhausted, and if she murders you? I won’t blame her,” Elsa teased as she adjusted her purse on her shoulder. “I’m just going to go pick up your dad.”

      Cole and Alexie exchanged glances as their faces fell. 

      “Are you sure about that, Mom?” Cole asked. 

      It was true that in recent days, Aiden had grown into even more of a shell of his previous self. His skeleton had begun to protrude from his skin, and his coloring was all off. Still, that light remained in his eyes, the light Elsa remembered from long ago when she had first fallen for him. At the time, she told her friends that it was as though time had stopped in its tracks. 

      “Of course I am. Your father is a grandfather for the first time. He can’t miss this.” 

      Elsa felt resolute. She clenched the steering wheel somberly as she drove the familiar route from the hospital, south toward Katama Beach, on the southernmost and easternmost tip of Martha’s Vineyard. It seemed almost a crime that it was summer. Summer on Martha’s Vineyard always seemed to flourish with glorious blue skies, vibrant parties, and soft, white sands and frothy waves; it was laughter with sunshine and never-ending days.

      It was also, unfortunately, the time in which Elsa would be forced to say goodbye to the only love she’d ever known. 

      Elsa parked outside of her house. Her father’s vehicle was in her driveway, as was her stepmother’s. When she’d left the house the previous day with news of Mallory’s labor, Nancy had been the only one around. But this was just like Elsa’s father, Neal. He didn’t like to be away from Nancy for long. 

      Neal and Nancy were both early risers. When Elsa stepped into the foyer, she spotted them both at the kitchen table, cozied up in two of the fluffy robes they’d taken from Katama Lodge and Wellness Spa, the business that Neal had opened himself and managed for years. 

      “Well, look what the cat dragged in!” Nancy’s sweet voice swirled from the kitchen. She leaped to her feet, an incredibly spry woman of fifty-eight, and beamed as Elsa entered. “Has it happened? Do we have a new great-grandbaby?” 

      Elsa returned her smile. “We do. Mallory did a fantastic job. Both Mom and baby are resting.”

      “Incredible,” Neal beamed. “I knew that girl could do anything.”

      Neal stood to hug Elsa next, then stepped back to pour her a mug of coffee. Elsa watched her father’s strong back and large, capable hands as he selected a mug. Ever since she’d been a little girl, she had always adored her father. Some small, scared part of herself longed to fall into his arms and cry. 

      How was it possible that she was already a grandmother? How was it possible that her husband was on the verge of death? How had any of this happened?

      And still, she was meant to be so grateful. And she was! How strange and how honored she was to have been allowed such love in her life. 

      Her father’s eyes were somber when he turned back. Elsa swallowed the lump in her throat as she took the mug. 

      “He slept peacefully last night,” Neal said finally. “We told him to call us if he needed anything.”

      “You know, he wouldn’t want to bother us if he didn’t really have to,” Nancy pointed out. “He’s not the kind of man to complain.”

      “I think I’m going to bring him to the hospital,” Elsa said.

      Nancy and Neal exchanged glances; their looks were similar to what Cole and Alexie had worn. 

      “Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Neal finally asked.

      “He needs to meet his grandson,” Elsa replied with firmness in her voice. “And I know he can do it. I’ll bring the wheelchair. He doesn’t want to live out his last days in that room. You know Aiden. We all do.”

      Elsa sipped the rest of her coffee. Neal grimaced, then said, “Okay. But I’m driving you up in the van.”

      “Dad, you don’t have to do that.”

      “I insist. Besides, we want to meet the baby, too. That’s my great-grandchild.”

      Elsa appeared in the dark shadows of the bedroom they’d set up for Aiden after he had been released from the hospital. Treatment hadn’t worked at all; the cancer had metastasized from his prostate, and they simply hadn’t caught it in time. Elsa could pinpoint a number of things to blame. Over the years, Aiden had worked terrifically hard at his job as a stockbroker, and in his free time, he had given everything to his family. His health had always been stellar; he’d always been strong, fast and lithe. He’d been a successful sailor and a terrific swimmer. He had even dabbled in tennis and weight lifting. His body had seemed an extension of his personality: vibrant, alive. 

      And now, it had failed him. 

      Elsa hesitated for a moment. She wasn’t entirely sure she should wake him. And always, in these moments before she did wake him, she worried that, in fact, she wouldn’t be able to. Had she already missed her “goodbye”? 

      As though his dream-self could hear her, Aiden’s eyes suddenly flickered open. He coughed twice, then whispered, “Is that my girl?” His voice was hardly audible. 

      Elsa stepped forward hurriedly and placed her hand over his. Her heart leaped into her throat. “Hi, baby. How are you feeling?” 

      Aiden blinked several times. It seemed to take him more and more time to return to the world, but he smiled and nodded, indicating he was okay. 

      “Did she do it? Is our girl a mother?” He managed to ask.

      “She is.”

      “Wow. I can’t believe it.” He shook his head slightly across the pillow. “You always think about these huge moments in your life, you know? Guess I didn’t imagine it like this.”

      Elsa’s throat constricted. “I’m taking you there. If you think you’re up for it.”

      Aiden’s eyes widened. After a long pause, he nodded. “It’s the only place in the world I want to be.”

      It took a bit of time to prepare. Elsa helped Aiden get dressed, then watched as her father assisted him into his wheelchair. Neal, being a much older man, should not have been so much stronger than her once healthy and powerful husband. It was heartbreaking to watch.

      But gosh, was she grateful for him just then, or what. 

      They drove in the Katama Lodge van all the way back to the hospital. They were silent, save for one phone call that Neal made to the Katama Lodge about an incident with one of their current residents. This celebrity woman apparently wasn’t happy with the comfort level of her bed. Elsa wanted to laugh aloud at the atrocious behavior of such people, but she literally didn’t have the strength. Today was all about her daughter, Mallory, and their new grandchild.

      Elsa wheeled her husband through the glossy white halls of the hospital, all the way to Mallory’s room. The room was drenched in the morning light, and it seemed like a portal to heaven. Their daughter was fast asleep. Her lips were closed, and her skin was dewy and beautiful; she herself looked like an angel lying there so peacefully. 

      Lucas was nowhere to be found, and Elsa was grateful for this. She loved Lucas, but she just wanted some private moments with her husband and grandchild, whose eyes were closed. His eyelids were almost translucent. He lay there sleeping peacefully without a single movement other than his chest falling up and down from his light breathing. Elsa stepped toward the bassinet; she was hardly able to breathe. 

      Aiden wheeled himself closer and peered in alongside her. He shook his head delicately. “I can’t believe it,” he said. “I was so worried I wouldn’t be able to meet him. He’s beautiful.”

      The words felt like a knife. Elsa forced herself not to react. 

      Elsa helped draw the baby from the bassinet and place him in her husband’s arms. She cursed the tears that trickled from the sides of her eyes. How dare they blur this moment— a moment she wanted to remember for the rest of her life. 

      “Hi, little guy,” Aiden whispered. “Look at you. You’re already so strong, aren’t you? You’re going to make your mom crazy. She’s going to love you to pieces.”

      Elsa’s hands shook as she lifted her phone to take several photos of the scene: her husband, bald, his cheeks hollow and weak from chemo, holding his grandson, who still didn’t have a name. 

      Aiden’s eyes returned to hers as the baby slept in his arms. “Thank you for this, Elsa.”

      Elsa furrowed her brow. She didn’t want these conversations. She didn’t want him to acknowledge just how difficult this was. 

      “Seriously,” he continued. “This is the best gift you could have given me.”

      “He’s your grandson. Of course, you deserve to meet him.”

      Aiden nodded. “I know. But I just want you to know that this and every single moment of my life with you has been extraordinary. I’ve loved every moment. When I met you, I knew you would change my life. But I couldn’t have even imagined how beautiful it would be.”

      Elsa’s nostrils flared. She crossed and uncrossed her arms. She felt like a child that needed to have a tantrum. She wanted to stomp her foot and scream to God above that it wasn’t over yet. It couldn’t be over; how on earth could this possibly be it? She was only forty-four-years-old and Aiden was only fifty-one. 

      “I love you, too,” were the words she was able to muster in return. They seemed so inadequate at that moment when compared to everything else. As her eyes brewed with more tears, she said, “I love you so much that it might kill me.” 

      Aiden laughed and shook his head sadly. “Don’t let it. If anything, I want your love to help you keep living. You have so much of it. And you need to stick around for Mallory, Cole, and Alexie. And now for this little guy, whoever he turns out to be.”

      Elsa nodded as she felt the tears roll down her cheeks. She swallowed the lump in her throat and silently watched the love of her life hold their first grandchild. She thought about how beautiful life could be one minute and so unfair the next.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        SIX MONTHS AFTER AIDEN’S DEATH

      

      

      

      Baby Zachery kicked his little feet at the base of his baby carrier and cooed up at Elsa. Her black dress, the one she had picked out for Aiden’s funeral six months earlier, no longer fit her properly; it hung on her shoulders as though she was an improperly-made mannequin, on the verge of becoming a skeleton in a science exhibition. She bent down and adjusted Zachery’s pacifier, which he had spit out of his little mouth. On the right-hand side of his chest was a little stain from the mashed peas she’d fed him earlier. She would have to change him before the funeral. 

      A shadow danced from the doorway. Elsa turned to glance up at Nancy, who wore a similar black dress. She adjusted an earring in her right ear and tried, then failed, to give Elsa a smile. Now that Elsa’s father had passed away, they were both widows. They had to be one another’s backbones and pick one another up when they fell. 

      It seemed ridiculous that so much tragedy and pain had happened within the past six months. It seemed crazy that Elsa had to say goodbye to her father so soon after she’d said goodbye to her husband, Aiden. Maybe it was all a dream, a nightmare she would soon rise from. Perhaps she would turn into Aiden’s big, strong arms and whisper, “That was a horrible dream,” and he would whisper, “Try to go back to sleep. Things will be all right in the morning.”

      “Are you ready, honey?” Nancy asked. “I want to get to the funeral home a little early.”

      “Of course,” Elsa replied and reached for another of Zachery’s baby onesies. “I just need to change him quick. Mallory will meet us up there. I think she gets off work at two.”

      “So nice of you to babysit,” Nancy offered. 

      Elsa wanted to correct her stepmother. In truth, babysitting Zachery was the only thing that kept the pieces of her soul intact. More than anything, she loved baby Zachery with every ounce in her. He looked at her with love and happiness, not knowing what was happening around them. Certainly, not the way so many other islanders cast pity her way. It wasn’t that she blamed them. After all, she’d lost her husband and then, almost immediately afterward, her father in the span of just over six months. She might have pitied her, too. 

      Nancy continued to hover in the doorway while Elsa changed the baby. It was strangely silent in the large house— the Katama Beach home where Elsa had spent the first eighteen years of her life. In the wake of Aiden’s death, she had moved back. She couldn’t return to the house she had raised her two children in, the house she had so many wonderful memories in, or shared with her late husband because it was just too painful and fresh. 

      “I’ve been thinking,” Nancy began gently. “I’ve been thinking a lot about the Lodge.”

      Elsa bristled at the thought of work. Since her father’s rather unexpected passing, they’d stopped taking appointments and had told everyone en route for their stays at the Lodge to remain home. Their second-in-command now looked over the women who’d already been on-site. Soon, the place would be dismal and empty. 

      “What about the Lodge?” Elsa finally asked as Zachery cooed his own opinion below.

      “I just don’t know if we should reopen right away,” Nancy said. “I’m not sure how we could even manage it. Not without your father.”

      Elsa nodded somberly. “I’ve been thinking the same thing. It just terrifies me, not having it in my life.”

      “I know.” Nancy exhaled drearily. “It’s been my home for ten years. It gave me new life after… well.”

      Elsa knew quite a bit about Nancy’s previous life. She had shared a lot with Elsa about how she had struggled with money and alcohol and had a daughter she no longer spoke to in Manhattan. Neal had helped her heal and become the woman she is today. He had taught her that she was worthy of love, even after so much torment. 

      “We’ll find a way to reopen, maybe. Someday,” Elsa murmured as she zipped up Zachery’s onesie. 

      But the concept of “someday” no longer seemed so certain, not after so much had been taken from her. 

      The funeral home was a one-story building with plum-colored walls and plush rugs that gave the slightest bit when you walked over them. Elsa held the baby on her chest and shifted her weight as Nancy spoke with the funeral home directors about the coming hours of the visitation. Elsa had had a similar conversation with the men six months earlier. It was as though they read from the same script every time, regardless of who had died. She supposed she couldn’t blame them for this. They’d probably found a formula and decided to stick to it. Everything had a formula, even saying goodbye. 

      When Nancy finished her conversation, she stepped back and splayed her hand over Zachery’s tender head. “He’s being so good,” she said, as though she wasn’t sure what else to say. “Have you heard from Carmella?”

      Elsa made a guttural noise in her throat. She had hardly seen her sister since their father’s passing. She’d, of course, called her from the hospital after they had rushed him there and had listened to the silence as her sister had processed the news of his death. Carmella had come to the hospital eventually, but she’d kept a wide berth from everyone. When Nancy had approached her for a tearful hug, Carmella had shed no tears. The woman was cold. She’d always been that way. 

      “I’m sure she’ll make it eventually,” Elsa returned as she flared her nostrils. “He was her only dad, after all.” 

      Nancy’s lips twisted slightly. Admittedly, Nancy and Carmella had never been particularly close. Carmella had adored her stepmother before Nancy, Karen — a woman who had said some of the cruelest things Elsa had heard in her life. To Aiden, Elsa had referred to Karen as “my ex-wicked stepmother.” As a contrast, Carmella and Karen had been thick as thieves. 

      Of course, the minute Neal divorced Karen, Elsa was sure Karen hadn’t bothered to keep up with Carmella. She had wondered what Carmella thought about that, and if she felt abandoned at all. But it wasn’t like Carmella would ever open up to Elsa about something like that. 

      Islanders began to arrive just after two. In the first group, Mallory and her fiancé, Lucas, appeared dressed both in black. Mallory’s cheeks were already stained black with eyeliner from crying. She took Baby Zachery in her arms as she thanked her mother for babysitting. 

      “There’s already so many people here,” she whispered as she eyed the crowd. 

      “Your grandfather was well-loved across the island,” Elsa affirmed. 

      “People have been stopping me in random places all week, telling me how sorry they are,” Mallory said. “At the grocery store and at the gym and at work. It’s nice, but it’s also overwhelming. It’s destroying me. It makes me want to burst into tears every single time.” 

      Elsa rubbed her daughter’s upper back as an older gentleman approached her. Elsa recognized him as Wes Sheridan, another icon on the island. He owned the Sunrise Cove Inn. As both Neal and Wes had been around the same age and both in the hospitality sector in a general sense, they had been close over the years.

      “I’m so sorry for your loss, Elsa,” Wes said. His eyes glowed as though he tried to keep his tears at bay. “He was such a great man, your father.”

      “Thank you, Mr. Sheridan,” Elsa replied. 

      Beside him, Wes’s three daughters stood in black dresses. They were each uniquely beautiful, with similar features that manifested wildly different personalities. Elsa had never known them well, but the island knew their names — Susan, Christine, and Lola. They had arrived back to Martha’s Vineyard after years away, and the island had welcomed them back with open arms. Elsa knew that the Sheridan’s had experienced their own share of heartaches. Their mother, Anna, had died in a boating accident when the girls had been teenagers. Assuredly, they carried that pain with them always. Elsa knew she would do the same for Aiden, for her mother, and for her younger brother, Colton, and now, again, for her father, Neal. 

      Elsa and Nancy continued to greet members of the community. Elsa grew fatigued; her eyesight blurred. So many folks seemed to want to talk her ear off about what Neal had meant to them; for whatever reason, she didn’t want to hear it. She wanted to toil in her bed alone. She wanted to curl up in a ball and sleep without dreaming. 

      Just past three, a full hour after the visitation had begun, Carmella sauntered into the funeral home. Elsa felt her presence like a black hole. She wore dark sunglasses and a bohemian black dress with a pair of trendy boots, and her hair hung gloriously down her back as though she was headed for a date rather than her father’s funeral. Elsa’s eyes burned toward her sister, and Carmella stopped dead toward the far end of the visitation hall. 

      “I’ll be right back,” Elsa told Nancy, who was in the middle of a conversation with the woman who owned the flower shop in Oak Bluffs, Claire. 

      “Where have you been?” Elsa demanded of Carmella in a strange hiss. 

      Carmella arched her eyebrow and didn’t bother to remove her sunglasses. “I’m here now, aren’t I?”

      “It’s not exactly cool to come late to your father’s visitation, FYI.” Elsa crossed and uncrossed her arms. She was reminded of once when they’d been teenagers when Elsa had caught Carmella sneaking out of the house. Elsa had sounded just like this; cold as ice, older and stiffer. 

      “Whatever, Elsa. Just let me grieve my father in peace.”

      “We have to be there for each other,” Elsa muttered. The last thing she wanted to do was cause a scene. 

      “Yeah? The way you were there for me when we were younger? When Mom and Dad were happy to let me rot in my guilt?” 

      Elsa rolled her eyes back. “You’re so dramatic. Dad was nothing but a saint and you know that.”

      Carmella ripped off her sunglasses at that moment. Her eyes were tinged red. Elsa was taken aback. Maybe she’d half-expected her sister not to even bother to cry. 

      “Dad loved you to pieces. That’s true,” Carmella whispered, so low that Elsa had to strain to hear. “But he thought I was secondhand trash, and you know that.”

      “That’s ridiculous,” Elsa breathed.

      “All these people in this funeral home just loved him. They’d never believe how cold he was to me. And it’s not like you paid enough attention to notice.”

      Elsa’s cheeks burned hot. She glanced again toward the front of the visitation room, where her father’s coffin shone from the soft light from the hanging lamps. 

      “This isn’t the time or the place for anything like that,” Elsa finally hissed back. “And besides, you’re forty-one-years-old. Don’t you think it’s time to grow up? Get over the damn past?”

      Little dimples formed in Carmella’s cheeks as she smirked. Elsa swam in resentment. She couldn’t remember the last time she and her sister had had a pleasant conversation. Even though they were coworkers at the Lodge, they made sure they hardly saw one another by staying in their own space. 

      “If you’ll excuse me, I’d like to go say goodbye to my father,” Carmella hissed through her gritted teeth. “I don’t mean to bear my truth to you here. I know it’s too hard for you to hear.”

      Carmella brushed past Elsa after that. Elsa turned as her chest caved in. From there in the back, she watched as Carmella stood stone-faced in front of the casket. What was it that Elsa wanted Carmella to do? Did she want her to break down? Did she want her to admit all she’d done wrong? 

      Years ago, at their mother’s funeral, Carmella hadn’t cried, either. Elsa had been enraged with her until she had discovered that throughout the ceremony, Carmella had scraped her fingernails across her upper arms so much that she’d bled all over her dress.

      But that had all been such a long time ago. 

      They were adults now. The past was the past. And Elsa knew in her heart that the two of them would never see eye to eye. It was impossible.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Present Day

      

      

      

      The Katama Lodge and Wellness Spa had been reopened for a full week. Elsa sat at the edge of her desk and blinked through the enormous bay window, which reflected back a picture-perfect view of Katama Bay. She had kicked off her heels, as she’d grown so accustomed to wearing slippers around the house, and her tights strained against her stomach. After all, the sweatpants and jeans she had taken to since the Lodge’s closing the previous January had been particularly forgiving, and she’d let herself indulge. 

      Apparently, the time for all that relaxation, mourning, and the darkness of living in the aftermath of so much horror was meant to be over. The past six weeks had been a whirlwind. Nancy’s real daughter, Janine Grimson, had recently arrived from Manhattan after a particularly horrendous situation. Her best friend since childhood had had an affair with her very famous, very rich husband, and news of Janine’s “mental collapse” had been all over the tabloids. Nancy had been up in arms in the wake of it. “Do you think I should write her? I could tell her to come here? Oh gosh, what do you think I should do? I don’t know if she could ever forgive me!” Finally, Nancy had, of course, written her, and Janine had accepted Nancy’s invite to stay with her on the island and of course, this had ultimately flipped Elsa’s life upside down. 

      It wasn’t that she wasn’t happy for Nancy. Nancy had craved a reunion with her daughter since her arrival to the island over a decade ago. It had come up in conversation frequently. Now, here she was: a stepsister Elsa had never really wanted. And somehow, Janine had convinced them all to reopen the Katama Lodge and Wellness Spa. 

      In some respects, Elsa thought, how dare she? After all, it wasn’t like Janine knew any of the hardships Elsa and Nancy had been through the previous year. Elsa had lost her husband and then her father. The pain was still so fresh. Sometimes, the thought of putting one foot in front of the other filled her with dread. Now, she had a jam-packed working schedule, overly tight skirts, and a whole host of phone calls to make. The Katama Lodge was back and the world was thrilled about it, regardless of what Elsa’s opinion was. All Elsa wanted to do was sleep. 

      There was a knock on the door. Elsa jumped up, pushed her feet into her heels, then opened the door to find Janine. Janine wore all white; her face was fresh and clean and tanned from her long runs on the island. Her smile was electric and probably the result of some super-expensive, teeth-whitening job up in Manhattan. 

      “Hi! What’s up?” Elsa forced herself to sound upbeat. 

      “Hey! I just wanted to let you know, Jennifer Conrad is at the front desk. She says she has a meeting with you, but you haven’t answered your phone?” 

      “Shoot.” Elsa yanked open the door wider and hustled through the hallway. Jennifer, that red-haired, long-legged beauty, who ran the social media firm in downtown Edgartown, along with her mother’s bakery, the Frosted Delights, awaited her, briefcase in hand. “Jennifer! I’m terribly sorry. I left my phone on silent after yoga class. Silly mistake.”

      Jennifer was easygoing. She waved her hand to and fro and said, “I do that stuff all the time. Don’t worry about it.”

      Elsa could smell the lie, which of course, women like Jennifer Conrad didn’t make mistakes like that. Even still, she was grateful for the pass. 

      “Good to see you again, Jennifer!” Janine said as she hustled past. “I just have another appointment I have to get to. Good luck on the social media strategy!”

      “Good to see you too, Janine. Still on for that wine later this week?” Jennifer asked.

      “I wouldn’t miss it,” Janine returned.

      Of course, Elsa thought. Janine burst into her world and immediately, Martha’s Vineyard took to her with friendliness and love. Meanwhile, Elsa’s heart grew darker; her depression cloud was turning into a storm.
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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.
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