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Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Summer 2025

        Nantucket Island 

      

      

      

      Having such an extraordinarily large book launch wasn’t customary, especially not for a publishing house the size of Julia Copperfield’s. But after Julia secured the rights to what many were calling “the biggest and most important artist memoir in decades,” Julia, her staff, and the rest of the Copperfield family decided it was the perfect opportunity to go “all out” on a party. They even hired an official event planner for the occasion, along with Nantucket’s best caterers and pastry-makers and musicians. It was going to be the biggest event of Julia’s career and was bound to launch her publishing house into even bigger leagues, which would mean more book sales for the rest of her clients, plus her father, Bernard Copperfield, who was set to release another novel at the end of this year. A lot was riding on it. But mostly, Julia was optimistic. 

      Maybe she shouldn’t have counted her chickens before they hatched, so to speak. 

      The evening before the launch of A Journey into the Night, Greta Copperfield insisted on having her entire family over to The Copperfield House to eat and relax before the big day. “Let me cook for you and pour wine for you and listen to you complain,” Greta said over the phone, laughing. “You’re going to be too exhausted to feed yourself.” 

      Julia was still at home with her husband, Charlie, going over the last of her to-do list and pulling her hair out. Charlie was across the kitchen table from her, tying his shoes and mouthing for her to get off the phone and stop working. He whispered, “You’ve checked that list a thousand times now. Everything will be fine.”

      “Is that Charlie?” Greta asked over the phone, having heard him. 

      Julia rolled her eyes into a smile. When it came to her mother, there was no hiding, not emotionally nor in any other way. “I’ll get ready and come over ASAP.” 

      “You live less than ten minutes away,” Greta said. “I’ll be expecting you in fifteen or less.” She hung up, leaving Julia’s head whirling. 

      “You and my mother,” Julia said to Charlie, shaking her head. “Why can’t you let me drive myself crazy with panic?” 

      Charlie grinned and popped out of his chair to kiss her on the cheek and the forehead. “We know what’s best for you,” he told her. “Put your shoes on! Let’s go!” 

      Charlie drove them to The Copperfield House, his head tilted as Julia ran back through her list of fears and worries about tomorrow. But Charlie was right. Everything Julia could already plan for was taken care of. Even the so-called “most secretive artist of her generation” had reached Nantucket Island that morning and was resting up before the big event tomorrow. The preorders for the book were in, landing Julia’s publishing house millions of dollars in revenue for the year. Julia took a breath and gazed out the car window at the Nantucket Sound, which glinted turquoise in the light. Everything would be fine. 

      At The Copperfield House, Julia sat on the back porch with her sisters, Ella and Alana, and her mother, Greta, sipping white wine as she watched the Copperfield kids kick a soccer ball around the sand. Ella and Alana were pestering Julia for information about the artist behind A Journey into the Night, uninterested in waiting for tomorrow’s big reveal. 

      “But you must have met her,” Alana said, whipping her dark hair behind her shoulders. “I mean, you’re publishing her book!” 

      “I haven’t,” Julia told her for what felt like the tenth time. “I’ve read her book, so I know all about her upbringing and how she became the artist we know as CAT. But I don’t know her real name, not yet. She’ll reveal that tomorrow at the party!” 

      Ella closed her eyes and shook her head. “It’s insane. I mean, I never thought she’d come out with her name. It’s almost sad, in a way. It’s like the big mystery will be over.” 

      “Why do you think she wanted to hide behind a fake name?” Alana asked. It felt like a singular Alana question, proof that Alana couldn’t fathom appreciating your art more than the fame you could get out of it. As an ex-model and an ex-actress, it stood to reason she wanted all eyes on her. 

      “Alana, darling, she’s an artist, not a fame chaser,” Greta said.

      “Sure, but you put your name on your books, Mom,” Alana reminded her. “You want to claim what you’ve done as your own.”

      Greta’s eyes glinted with surprise. Julia took a long sip of wine. 

      “Maybe she’s been in hiding,” Ella speculated. “Did the book say where she grew up?”

      “She’s from Europe,” Julia said mischievously. “That’s all I’ll tell you. You have to read the book to find out more!” 

      “We’ve all preordered it, obviously,” Alana said. 

      “I’m going to freak out if it’s someone we already know,” Ella continued. “Maybe it’s someone already famous. An alter ego.”

      Julia laughed and tried to change the subject. She didn’t want to give any of tomorrow’s big news away too early. She trusted her sisters, of course—but she also knew how delicious a secret was, especially in the big reveal. She wanted them to experience it tomorrow in all its glory. 

      What Julia had previously known about the artist known as CAT was what everyone else knew. CAT was a mysterious artist who had grown in popularity after a series of murals she’d painted throughout Europe. Like Banksy before her, CAT had slipped unnoticed into the night and painted everything from ancient walls to popular hotels, sometimes taking aim at enormous corporations or gentrification but always making a statement that instantly went viral. The fact that CAT was always referred to as a woman, despite never having been seen, was because most of her murals depicted women, and CAT felt like a female name. She’d wound up the imaginations of art appreciators and travelers, and she’d even drawn several imitators, which were debunked later by art specialists who’d gone to the sites and researched CAT’s work and decided that, no, those imitations were not CAT in the slightest. 

      When Julia received an email from CAT herself last summer, asking that she publish a memoir and reveal herself for the first time to the public, Julia hadn’t known what to do. She’d gone from panic to euphoria back to fear that CAT wasn’t legitimate. Immediately, she’d called a lawyer friend of hers, Susan Sheridan of Martha’s Vineyard, who’d gone over the necessary legal framework of revealing CAT to the public and said she was pretty sure it was all in the clear. After that, Julia had read over CAT’s A Journey into the Night and recognized it for what it was—one of the most important documents of an artist’s life thus far. The rest was history or would be, she supposed. 

      Charlie, Quentin, Will, and several other Copperfield men carried picnic tables to the sand outside The Copperfield House, and Julia and her sisters, along with their daughters, set the tables, laughing with one another as the early evening orange sunlight played across their faces. Julia took a moment to look over at the porch, where her daughters Rachel and Anna played with Anna’s new baby, and Julia’s son, Henry, sat with his arms around his new girlfriend, the pianist Madeline. It felt remarkable that they were all there together, the massive Copperfield clan, now more than three years after Julia and the rest of the family’s big return to the island. So much had happened, and so much still was bound to happen. But they were going to conquer it together, side by side, with plenty of meals to get them through. 
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        * * *

      

      The following morning, Julia woke up at the crack of dawn to get the ball rolling on the big day. She launched herself on a three-mile run and careened into the shower to scrub herself up before putting on a pair of slacks and a T-shirt and heading immediately to the venue to meet with Tina, the event planner, and go over the plan for the day ahead. Guests planned to arrive by four thirty, while CAT herself wouldn’t be introduced until seven o’clock. 

      Tina, the event planner, lived on Nantucket and was best friends with Hilary Salt, another local whose daughter was the celebrity actress Ingrid Helin. Miraculously, due to this connection, Ingrid had agreed to do the opening reading for CAT’s memoir, after which CAT herself would be introduced as the woman behind the artwork, the woman behind the captivating story. One of the most famous women in the world! Other friends of Ingrid’s were also going to attend, including celebrities excited about CAT’s contribution to the art world and Julia’s contribution to the publishing world. Julia knew that many journalists, both literary and artistic, as well as celebrity-obsessed, would be attending the party, which meant that nothing about the party would go unreported, especially anything bad that might happen. 

      Julia, Tina, Ella and Alana, who’d agreed to help out pre-party, and Tina’s staff members threw themselves through the morning rituals, paused for a brief lunch of salad and grilled salmon, and continued till three or so, when they broke to put on their evening dresses, drink a glass of wine, and wait for the first guests to appear. The venue itself, a hotel called Our Lady, had an expansive green lawn that bordered a beautiful white-sanded beach. Already, as they milled around in their dresses, photojournalists walked up to take pictures of Julia, the new arrival, Charlie, Alana and her husband Jeremy, and Will and Ella, the married partners in crime of their famous indie band. As the minutes ticked by, others in the Copperfield family arrived, including Bernard and Greta, who looked perfect: Bernard in his tuxedo and Greta in her sleek dark blue gown, her hair in a silvery-gray roll on her head. 

      In one corner of the party was an exhibition dedicated to CAT’s work over the previous ten years: photographs of her enormous murals and write-ups on how those murals had changed political spheres and the minds of politicians. Another area of the exhibition would be revealed only after CAT’s real name was said aloud to the public. Julia herself had seen to the making of that exhibition, ensuring that it linked up perfectly with what she’d read and edited herself of A Journey into the Night. CAT had had a stupendous and inspiring life. It was time for the public to see and understand her. It was time for CAT to fully reckon with the fame she’d built for herself. 

      At six o’clock, Julia, Ella, Alana, and the event planner, Tina, went backstage to greet Ingrid Helin and Hilary Salt and prepare for the big reading. Ingrid, whose face was iconic and glowing, her hair bright blond, the details of her visage utterly Swedish, like her grandmother, had memorized the first chapter of CAT’s memoir and nothing else. She’d been sworn to secrecy. When Julia shook her hand, Ingrid cried out, “This is one of the most incredible stories I’ve ever read! I can’t wait to dig into the rest. Thank you for letting me be a part of it.” 

      “It’s you who’s making this party extra special,” Julia told her. 

      Ingrid waved her hand, apparently accustomed to hearing this about herself. “Can I meet her before everyone else?” she asked. “I know it’s a lot to ask. But I assume she’s somewhere around here? And I’m just dying to look her in the eye and thank her for her bravery.” 

      Julia laughed. “I haven’t even met her yet.” 

      Ingrid gasped. “You’re kidding. What about this book? What about the edits?” 

      “We did everything over email,” Julia said. “It’s been a big process for CAT. She’s been living in private for years and years.”

      “But you know her story,” Ingrid said delicately. 

      “She’s one of the only people who knows,” Ella said proudly, her eyes shining. 

      Julia blushed. 

      “Well,” Ingrid said, clearly disappointed, “you’re lucky. Isn’t it remarkable that she knew to trust you? I wonder why she went to your publishing house rather than somewhere else.”

      “Somewhere bigger,” Alana agreed. “I wondered the same thing.”

      “Well, there won’t be a bigger publishing house than Julia’s after this,” Ella interjected, giving Alana a pointed look. 

      “That’s true,” Ingrid said, laughing and rubbing her hands together. 

      It was nearly time for Ingrid to go on stage and perform her reading. When she stood to go on stage, Julia was surprised to find that she was one of the tallest women she’d ever seen, sturdy and modelesque, and too beautiful to look at up close. It was like looking at the sun. Tina came and said, “I’ll guide you up there!” They disappeared through the side of the stage, leaving Julia, her sisters, and Hilary Salt to hurry out to the crowd to watch. Julia couldn’t breathe. She was too excited, too anxious. 

      Soon, she felt soft hands at her back and turned to find Charlie, smiling. Her heartbeat slowed. This was the man she loved, the very first man of her dreams, her high school sweetheart and second husband. Under her breath, she said, “Here goes nothing, right?” 

      “It’s going to be great,” he told her, kissing her nose. 

      With her shoulders swept back, Ingrid stepped out on stage. The crowd erupted, applauding wildly until she reached the center. Julia held Charlie’s hand and tried to calm her breathing down. The clapping quieted, and Ingrid prepared to say the first sentence of the memoir, which went like this: All my life, I have been a mystery to myself. Julia thought it was a provocative and beautiful line. When she’d first read it, tears had sprung to her eyes. 

      But as Ingrid drew a beautiful breath and prepared, someone from the crowd hollered out, “Wait! Wait just a second!” 

      Julia couldn’t believe her ears. With everyone else, she whipped around, glaring at the perpetrator. It was a journalist, a guy in his late twenties, waving his hand. 

      “She’s a fraud!” he cried out. “It’s all made up!” 

      Julia’s heart leaped into her throat. She turned, searching for the guards they’d hired for the event. Sure enough, three of them paraded through the journalist area. But they couldn’t grab him before he cried out, “The book is all made up! I have it on good authority! None of it is true! Is it, Ingrid Helin? Is it all true? Do you know? What do you think?” 

      In response, the crowd went wild. Ingrid seemed unsure of what to do. She dropped her arms to her side and waited, unaccustomed to not having every eye on her. But everyone was more fascinated with the so-called journalist, a journalist who’d spewed lies, being led out of the crowd and toward the back. Julia thought she was going to faint. 

      “It’s just some guy,” Charlie murmured into her ear, his eyes only slightly panicked. “These things happen. It won’t ruin the rest of your night.” 

      Tina appeared on stage, her arms raised as she tried to draw the attention of the crowd back to Ingrid Helin. The journalist was gone, and it was up to Tina to get their schedule back on track. It took nearly three minutes, a time during which Ingrid left the stage, so angry to have lost their attention. During that time, Julia didn’t know what to do. She hovered, remaining where she was, choosing to trust Tina, the expert. When Ingrid finally came back out onstage, her smile was sincere and genuine, but Julia was pretty sure she was acting. 

      “That was quite an introduction, wasn’t it?” Ingrid said when she had the stage again. “Conspiracy theories run rampant, don’t they? Especially when it comes to the work of a wonderful and truly singular and talented artist. Goodness me. Women can never be appreciated for what they’ve done, can they?” 

      The crowd murmured their empathy. Julia closed her eyes, willing time to press forward. Finally, Ingrid began the memoir that had consumed Julia’s time, effort, and mind for the past year-plus, a memoir that began, “All my life I have been a mystery to myself.” 

      But as Ingrid continued to read A Journey into the Night to the audience members and fans who’d purchased costly tickets to this sensational night, Julia couldn’t help but find herself with a niggling seed of doubt. 

      What if the journalist was right? What if the “memoir” was all a lie?
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        Summer 2015

        Positano, Italy

      

      

      

      There was no use setting an alarm because Alessandra couldn’t sleep anyway. It had been this way for months—Federico asleep by ten thirty at the latest and Alessandra staring into the darkness beside him, her heart thumping. Their air-conditioning was on the fritz, which in Southern Italy was a borderline disaster. It was eleven forty-five at night, and it was still ninety degrees. Alessandra wore a pair of black linen pants and a black tank top. She packed her things in a bag, then slipped out the back door. A part of her wondered if she’d ever come home again. But that was reckless and stupid. It wasn’t the kind of thing she’d ever do. Not really. 

      The moon was a sliver in the night sky and hardly illuminated anything, which would be beneficial for later, Alessandra thought. It was of no use now as she tried to slink out from the outskirts of Positano and toward the inner area, the sharp decline that went from midtown to the water below. For decades, Positano had been a tourist site, a place that locals once inhabited but had since relinquished in pursuit of the money that tourism brings. Sometimes this broke Alessandra’s heart, especially when she considered the fact that her grandparents had lived and worked in the center of town, living as Southern Italians in what was probably the most beautiful place in the world. Their homeland, where they were meant to be. Now, tourists stayed in an Airbnb where her great-grandmother had given birth to her grandmother. It didn’t feel right. 

      When Alessandra talked about her rage about this, Federico always said, “Okay, but what are we supposed to do about it? It’s not like we can storm the city and destroy tourism. Besides, how would we make our livelihood without the tourists?”

      This was true, Alessandra knew. She and Federico were both artists, with Federico creating pottery and also teaching workshops to tourists who paid a high price to learn from the master. Alessandra also threw pots occasionally and managed social media (a task she hated!), as well as painted portraits of people and Italian coastlines, which she sold in various high-end hotels across the region. She hated nothing more than her paintings of the coastlines, of various Italian sites, because she thought they were clichéd and unimaginative. Thousands and thousands of paintings looked just like hers. She felt that nobody truly understood her unique artistic perspective, as people were more interested in buying paintings that resembled the ones already owned by others. But Alessandra had gone to school for art! She’d met Federico there! They’d been young and idealistic and in love! And now, they just needed money? It felt so lame. So stupid. 

      But that was what getting older was, she guessed. It made you do things for grown-up reasons rather than for the morally right reasons. 

      Now in the year 2015, Alessandra was thirty-four years old. She was lithe and soft-spoken and still smart, and she moved through the dark edge of Positano until she reached a bar, where she planned to wait for the city to die down. At the bar, she ordered a glass of water and a cup of tea and watched as the tourists milled up and down the stairs, dipping in and out of bars. She adjusted her bag on the stool beside her, hoping she’d remember everything. She wasn’t sure exactly what had gotten hold of her. Maybe she wanted to prove something to herself. Perhaps she wanted proof she was still alive, still creative. Maybe she just wanted to cause a scene. 

      It wasn’t till three fifteen that the city felt dead enough to enact her plan. Paying up, she said goodbye to the bartender and waded through the night, heading for the dock. The stairs were steep, but she was agile, and she found herself at the bottom in no time. It wasn’t hard to remember that when she was a child, she’d raced up and down these very steps with her friends, screaming and singing. She’d always been quick, but especially back then, overstuffed with pasta and life. She was still friends with some of those kids: Rafi owned the hotel just down the street, and Stefano owned a restaurant where they sold overpriced pasta that made his mother shake her head in shame. 

      Near the dock was a long stone wall, an ancient wall that seemed, somehow, to hold up the rest of the massive city. On the left-hand side, tourists bought their ferry tickets to travel to other parts of the Amalfi Coast. On the right-hand side was the entrance to the rest of the city. It was here that Alessandra had decided to paint a mural, one that, by the first light of dawn, tourists and Italians would see. In her spare time, she’d drawn up a sketch, one she felt illustrated her anger at her family being priced out of their home in Positano alongside her pride at being from Southern Italy. The style she’d opted for was unique and entirely different from anything she’d ever painted before. She didn’t want it getting back to anyone, least of all Federico. 

      As she worked, Alessandra thought about the most famous of the anonymous street artists, Banksy, who came from the United Kingdom and had painted murals all over the world. His first was in Bristol in 1999, sixteen years ago. She wondered why he’d decided to remain anonymous for all these years and decided it was probably for reasons similar to hers: she wanted to carry on with her normal life. She didn’t want to call any attention to herself, and she wanted her political message to take center stage. Additionally, she worried that if her Italian friends discovered what she was doing, they might have mixed reactions. Some might take offense, especially because they made their wealth on tourism (as did she, although she and Federico were far from wealthy). 

      It took Alessandra nearly three and a half hours to finish the mural, which was longer than she’d hoped for. Gray light spilled over the wall as she made her finishing touches. Rather than waste time, she packed up her things and scuttled to the side, just as she spotted the first tourist boat coming in for the dock. But it was then that she realized something. She’d forgotten to tag her name. It was essential. Back at home, she’d pondered over a good pseudonym, something memorable like “Banksy” was, and she’d decided on CAT. Italy was swarming with cats, for one, but for two, she liked the idea of herself as a cat, slinking through the night. This was how she imagined herself, hurrying up the stairs as the first of the tourists and their ferry boat drivers saw her massive mural for the first time. 

      But rather than hurry home to Federico immediately, Alessandra couldn’t help herself from staying in Positano for an hour or two, just in case people started talking about the mural. (She was reminded that most criminals come back to the scene of the crime because they’re so proud of what they’ve done.) She grabbed an espresso at a café with a partial view of her artwork and watched as tourists formed a half-circle around the mural, taking photographs of it. An American couple at the table nearest her asked each other what all the fuss was about and leaned over the side of the stone wall to see what the mural was. Soon, everyone at the café was talking about it, with many of them saying, “I think the paint’s still wet.” 

      Pleased with herself, Alessandra paid for her espresso and hurried back home. Her initial plan had meant she’d get home before Federico woke up, but when she got there, she found him on the back porch, sipping espresso and scowling at a crossword. He flinched up and looked at her. “Where have you been?” he asked. 

      Alessandra couldn’t stop herself from smiling. “I went for a walk.”

      “Did you sleep last night?” Federico asked. 

      “You know I can’t sleep.” Alessandra bent to kiss him on the cheek, then stepped into the kitchen to make herself another coffee. Federico followed her. 

      “You know you need to rest,” Federico said, rubbing his chin. 

      “Everyone needs rest,” Alessandra said, her back to him, “but like I said, I can’t manage it.” 

      Federico was quiet as the espresso ground to dust, a sound that Alessandra loved and Federico hated. As it brewed, Federico stepped toward her and put his chin on her shoulder, then kissed her ear. A shiver went down Alessandra’s spine. 

      “You know what the doctor said,” Federico offered in a small voice. 

      Adrenaline shot through Alessandra, and she spun around and glared at him. Federico looked both sleepy and wounded. “I know what the doctor said,” she repeated. “Yes. I was there.”

      Federico raised his shoulders as if to say, That’s that. But Alessandra was enraged that he’d brought this up, especially on a morning when she’d managed to forget. She wanted to scream, How dare you! But she knew it wouldn’t do any good. More than that, she knew that Federico loved her, that he was watching out for her well-being, and didn’t know any other way to be. She took a breath, spun back around, and filled her tiny cup with fresh espresso. Federico went back to the porch table, where he continued to work on his crossword and left her alone. 

      Alessandra had lost the initial passion and excitement she’d built just that morning. Exhaustion fell upon her like a pile of rocks. Rather than drink her espresso, she went to the bedroom, pulled the curtains, and finally fell asleep. Mercifully, she didn’t dream.
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        Summer 2025

        Nantucket Island 

      

      

      

      Ingrid Helin was still on stage, reading the first chapter of CAT’s much-anticipated memoir, the most important memoir by an artist in history, those who had advanced copies were saying, when Julia’s phone blew up with messages from her publishing house’s head of PR, Nicole. 
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