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Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      The letter came out of nowhere with no return address. It was addressed to Greta. She found it on the kitchen table at a quarter past four when she was busy making a snack for her grandson James and his troupe of high school friends—all of whom had appetites like mountain lions and appreciated Greta’s cooking more than anyone. With the homemade mozzarella sticks in the oven and a guacamole and hummus dip on the counter, she washed her hands and inspected the letter further. It just said her name and “The Copperfield House.” It was suspicious and just the sort of mystery Greta craved. 

      Greta reached for a knife to tear open the envelope just as her eldest daughter, Alana, entered the kitchen. At nearly forty-seven, Alana was still the most beautiful woman Greta had ever seen, and she seemed to become happier and more graceful by the day. Greta had been a pretty younger woman but never a knock-out like Alana. But Greta had long felt that Alana’s beauty had been more a curse than anything. Alana had worked as a model for many years, but those years had dried up as soon as she’d hit the latter part of her twenties. And her acting career had disintegrated after a few commercials. Greta was a writer. She liked to sit in rooms alone and rely on her intellect. This was part of the reason she could never fully understand Alana and part of the reason why she pitied her. 

      But Alana didn’t look pitiable right now. “I’m so nervous about later,” Alana said. She opened the fridge and sighed as she searched the compartments for a snack. She closed it a few seconds later. 

      “It’s going to be great,” Greta assured her. “I know what a brilliant cook you are.”

      “Yeah. Right.” Alana rolled her eyes and sniffed. “What are you making, anyway?”

      Greta told her. 

      “James is so spoiled,” Alana teased. 

      “You were spoiled, too,” Greta reminded her. “And you know I’ll make you homemade mozzarella sticks whenever you want. Just because you’re moving in with Jeremy doesn’t mean you aren’t welcome here.” 

      “Thank you for saying that.” Alana laughed and pulled her hair into a ponytail. “The girls should be here soon. I’d better get up there.” 

      Alana hosted an acting school for teenage girls at The Copperfield House. It was remarkable to watch her mold teenage girls, build their confidence, and help them fall in love with theater. Alana didn’t have children of her own, but she called all her students her “kids.” Greta knew how much it meant to her. Alana had also been instrumental in helping them accept and love their bodies, which was a difficult feat during their teenage years. That was how she’d initially met her boyfriend Jeremy’s daughter, Sarah. Sarah had struggled with anorexia, whittling herself down to eighty or ninety pounds. Jeremy hadn’t known what to do. However, Alana’s background in modeling and her revaluation of what matters in life had been a masterclass in helping Sarah get through the darkest period in her young life. 

      “What’s that?” Alana asked about the envelope in Greta’s hand. She was poised in the doorway. 

      “Just a bill,” Greta lied. 

      Alana disappeared upstairs and left Greta to stew in the stupidity of her lie. Why hadn’t she told Alana she didn’t know? Why did she want to hide this? Who did she think it was from? The handwriting could have been anyone’s, male or female. She racked her memories for clues but found nothing. In her life, she’d only had two real loves—one of whom she’d married and the other of whom never wanted to see her again (and vice versa). That meant the letter was probably from an old friend.  

      Greta shivered as she tore open the envelope and removed the letter. 

      Immediately, she had to sit down. 

      The letter was from Celeste Harding. 

      Greta, 

      It has been too long. I hate that it’s been so long. I think of a poet we both adored, Maya Angelou and the poem she wrote about friendship. About how none of us will make it in this world alone. 

      I think about our year of loneliness in Nantucket. I often reflect on it and wonder how you are and if you ever found your path away from loneliness. 

      I will be in Nantucket mid-May. I would love to meet you. Find my phone number written at the end of this letter. Only write me if you feel up to it. I will not bother you otherwise. 

      Yours,

      Celeste

      The beeper sounded on the oven, and Greta burst up to remove the mozzarella sticks. The front door of The Copperfield House screamed open to bring in six teenage boys—James and his friends—and they ambled into the kitchen for snacks and sodas. Greta touched James’ head and mussed his hair as they breezed back out. 

      “How was school?” Greta asked, feeling like she’d had the wind knocked out of her. “How are you?” 

      “We’re good, Grandma. Thank you for the food,” James said as he led his friends to the back patio. A few seconds later came the sound of the speaker they always carried around. It was music Greta now recognized—rap and hip hop—and nothing she would have ever picked for herself. But it warmed her heart, as ever, that The Copperfield House was bustling again. 

      Celeste had lived here for a little more than a year. If Greta wasn’t mistaken, it was between May 2003 and November 2004—six years after Bernard Copperfield had been taken to prison and a few years after Ella had left the nest. Greta had been like a ghost haunting The Copperfield House. She’d hardly gotten dressed and meandered from one floor to the next, reading and playing the piano and hardly ever putting pen to paper or her fingers on her keyboard. She felt dried-up. Sadder than any woman in the world. And that’s when Celeste had darkened her door. 

      With James on the patio and a few hours left before she had to leave for Alana and Jeremy’s, Greta hurried upstairs to google Celeste. It amazed her she hadn’t considered doing this before. She’d always told Celeste, “You’re the most talented person to ever enter The Copperfield House. You’re on your way somewhere. Mark my words.” But she hadn’t heard Celeste’s name anywhere, hadn’t read it on any theatre blogs, hadn’t heard it whispered in the literary circles she and Bernard had recently rejoined. It struck her as bizarre. 

      More bizarre was the fact that Celeste’s name hardly came up on google. There was one photograph of Celeste at the age of twenty-five—a couple of years after her stay at The Copperfield House. In the image she wore a black dress with spaghetti straps and stood off to the right of a theatre stage. This was probably where she’d worked after she’d embarked on a trip to the big city after her stay at The Copperfield House. But what happened afterward? 

      Greta was stumped. 

      What had happened to Celeste? Why hadn’t she had the career of her dreams? 
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        * * *

      

      Bernard knocked gently on Greta’s office door and entered when Greta gave the okay. Greta spun around in her office chair and blinked at him through the darkness. The afternoon light had dimmed to grays and purples, but she’d been too distracted to turn on the overhead light. 

      “Are you about ready to go?” Bernard asked. 

      Greta flinched and jumped up from the chair. “What time is it?” 

      “We have to leave in about fifteen minutes,” Bernard said. 

      Greta tugged her hair and flew past him en route to their bedroom. “I just have to put on fresh clothes!” 

      She could hear her husband chuckling behind her. He knew what she was like when she got “lost” in a writing project. But this time, she hadn’t been lost in a novel. She’d been lost in the throes of her memories, trying to make sense of the year and four months she’d spent with Celeste and what might have gone wrong after she’d left. Bernard didn’t know anything about Celeste, nor did any of her children. It was difficult to verbalize the truth that Celeste had been Greta’s stand-in family when hers had abandoned her. 

      Sometimes, it was still difficult not to feel angry about all the time that had been taken from her. A therapist had suggested those feelings would eb and flow forever, no matter how often she focused on forgiveness. And with this letter from Celeste, these feelings had come back with a vengeance. 

      It begged the question of whether she wanted to see Celeste at all when she came in mid-May. Or would it be too painful? 

      Greta put on a pair of slacks and a blouse, fluffed her hair, put on a dark red shade of lipstick, and cut back downstairs to join Bernard in his car. The walk to Jeremy’s place took less than twenty minutes, but it was still early May on Nantucket, which meant frigid temperatures when it got too late. On the way to the dinner party, Bernard asked Greta questions about his current manuscript. Greta had read it numerous times already and could give him tips. 

      “Do you think a character like that would actually do something that reckless?” he asked, second-guessing his characters’ intentions. “Do you actually think a man who grew up in Wisconsin would say something like that?” 

      Greta answered as best as she could and touched his thigh. This was part of the reason they’d fallen in love in the first place; they’d both been the most brilliant and creative person they’d ever met, and they didn’t want their conversations to stop. Not ever. And now that Bernard was home, they could do it for the rest of time.

      It had been more than two years since he’d returned. The change had given her a form of whiplash that she wasn’t sure she would ever recover from. 

      Jeremy lived in a two-story house with his newly graduated daughter Sarah and, as of recently, Alana. The house had light blue shutters and fir trees outside, and it came with a pool in the back, which Alana had promised was open to all Copperfields who wanted to swim in it as soon as it got warm enough. (Greta wasn’t sure why you would ever swim in a pool when the Nantucket Sound was right there but to each his own.) Bernard and Greta were the last to arrive. Julia’s SUV was parked along the road; Quentin’s fancy sports car was in the driveway; Ella and Will’s junky van was behind it, and other second-hand cars that belonged to the teenagers in the family were scattered about. It was Alana’s first “family party” in her own place, and the air bubbled with curiosity. It was strange to pull all of the Copperfields away from The Copperfield House. 

      Alana opened the door wearing an apron. Her cheeks were cherry red from the heat of her oven and stove top. “Welcome! We were wondering what happened to you.” 

      “We’re not that late!” Greta laughed and hugged Alana. “How is the cooking going? Do you need any help?” 

      “Julia came in the nick of time,” Alana said. “Come on. I’ll pour you some wine.”

      Greta had only been in Jeremy’s house one other time and only briefly, but that didn’t matter anyway, as Alana had completely changed it. It was cozy but slightly strange and colorful, and it was completely Alana. “What do you think of it?” Alana asked. “I realized I hadn’t made any decorating decisions since Paris. And in Paris, your house has to look a certain way if you want to fit in with certain crowds.” She rolled her eyes as she poured Greta a glass of red. “I just wanted to lean into whatever decorations I really wanted. I said yes to whatever colors spoke to my heart.” 

      Jeremy strode into the kitchen and shook Bernard’s hand. He looked every bit the all-American jock he’d been at eighteen—handsome and formidable and strong. When he looked at Alana, you could see the immensity of their love. Sometimes it amazed Greta that Alana had been all over the world, worked so many different jobs and met so many different types of people, and still, she wanted to get back together with her high school jock boyfriend. But nothing got in the way of true love. 

      “How’s the first week going?” Bernard asked with a wry laugh. 

      “No big fights yet,” Alana joked. “And Sarah might be on her way to the city, so we might have the house to ourselves for the summer.” 

      Greta brightened. “Is she going to audition for that play?” 

      Alana clasped her hands together and beamed. “It took some convincing. But she’s good, Mom. Really good. I think she could be something.”

      Jeremy rubbed his temples and gave Bernard a look. “I’m terrified, Bernard. I don’t want my only daughter running off to the big city. She’s barely nineteen, for crying out loud.” 

      “I know. But you have to let your kids explore their passions,” Bernard said, clapping his shoulder. 

      “It’s awful,” Jeremy said with a laugh. “Nobody tells you it will be this hard to let them go.” 

      Greta and Bernard joined the others at the big dinner table. Greta was seated between her darling son Quentin and her granddaughter Scarlet Copperfield. Scarlet squeezed her hand under the table as Alana and Julia piled the table with dishes containing roasted lamb, buttery potatoes, beans, several different types of salad, and more bottles of wine. She watched Alana like a hawk, wondering what it was like for her to slip into this caretaker role for the first time. Greta knew a great deal about Alana’s life before The Copperfield House—a time when she’d been married to an extremely handsome, rich, and successful artist who’d made them a great deal of money and, of course, broken her heart. Everything had been done for Alana. She’d never had to clean a toilet in her life. 

      “Before we get started,” Jeremy began, still standing behind his chair with his wine glass raised, “Alana and I want to make an announcement.” Jeremy smiled at Alana adorably as she came toward him and wrapped her arm around his waist. They made eye contact and laughed nervously. 

      “Get on with it!” Quentin teased, raising his glass. 

      Alana stuck her tongue out at him and burst into giggles. “We’re getting married,” Alana said finally, wrapping a curl around her ear. 

      Greta was on her feet in a flash. She rushed around the table and threw her arms around Alana. This was the daughter she’d never fully understood and, therefore, the daughter she worried about the most. The fact that Alana had found her happily ever after with someone good, someone besides Asher, someone on Nantucket Island, thrilled her to the bone. Julia and Ella were there, too, and they peppered Alana with questions. The food had been abandoned. 

      “Soon!” Alana explained. “We want to do it at the end of July or something. And we were hoping we could have it at The Copperfield House?” She winced as she asked. 

      “Of course!” Greta cried. “It’s the perfect place for it.” 

      It blew her mind that Alana, of all her children, wanted a wedding at The Copperfield House. Alana was the most interested in elegance and finery, and there were certainly many hotels and wedding venues across Nantucket—ones that would suit her disposition. But perhaps this was proof that Alana fully accepted her status as a Copperfield. Perhaps it was proof that she felt she fully belonged. 

      Eventually, they returned to their seats, but the conversation and questions didn’t let up for a second. Alana and Jeremy often held hands over the tabletop. Jeremy gushed with excitement, and even his daughter, Sarah, offered her two cents. “Alana already feels like a part of our family.” 

      “Sarah promised to write a speech for our wedding,” Alana said tenderly. 

      Sarah laughed and blushed. “Don’t build up too much excitement. I don’t want to disappoint.”

      “You won’t, honey,” Julia assured her. “I’ve seen you on stage. You have such amazing stage presence.” 

      “Nobody said I was a writer, though,” Sarah said. “There are already so many writers in the Copperfield family!” 

      “We always welcome more,” Greta said. 

      They fell into a beautiful celebration. After dinner, Greta helped her daughters clean the table and served apple pie on the back porch, where they watched a big yellow sun drop into the pink ocean. Greta felt in her pocket for the letter from Celeste, which she’d packed with her for reasons she didn’t remember. She wondered where Celeste was living now and why she hadn’t included the return address on the envelope. Was she in danger? Is that why she was coming back? 

      It was true that when Celeste had left in 2004, Greta had fallen into the darkest of depressions. She’d fallen so deep that she hadn’t recognized herself for years after that. Maybe she hadn’t even fully recognized herself until the summer her children had come home to save her. She’d carried a Celeste-sized hole in her heart. 

      Greta excused herself for the bathroom and removed her letter from her pocket. Celeste had written her phone number clear as anything on the bottom. Greta took a breath and typed it out. 

      
        
          
            
              
        GRETA: Celeste, I got your letter. It’s Greta. 

      

      

      

      
        
          
        GRETA: I would love to see you when you come to Nantucket. 

      

      

      

      
        
          
        GRETA: I can’t wait to catch up. 

      

      

      

      

      

      Greta looked at her phone for a few minutes, waiting for a response. But the text from Celeste didn’t come till the following day. 

      
        
          
            
              
        CELESTE: Wonderful. Let’s meet at that French café you always liked. May 14th at three in the afternoon? 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        GRETA: Perfect. I’ll see you there.

      

      

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      Sarah’s audition in New York City was set for the morning of May 14th, which meant she needed to get down to the city the day before. Jeremy couldn’t get off work at the Nantucket Records’ Office to take her, but Sarah confessed to Alana privately that she didn’t want him to go anyway. “You understand this world, Alana,” Sarah said. “Dad just doesn’t. He would never want to leave Nantucket. And he definitely doesn’t want me to go.” 

      Alana hesitated and filled her mouth with coffee. The May morning was splendorous, with a blue sky speckled with fluffy white clouds. She tried to put herself in Sarah’s shoes, to remember exactly what it had been like to throw herself into her career of being “seen” in fabulous and very expensive cities filled with judgemental people. She hadn’t thought Greta and Bernard understood her, either. But they’d known far more than she’d given them credit for back then. That was the nature of being a teenager. 

      “Your dad wanted to go away for college, remember?” Alana said with a smile. 

      “He wanted to move to Indiana to play football. That’s different.”

      “It was Notre Dame football,” Alana corrected. “That’s some of the best football in the league.” 

      Sarah pulled her long hair into a ponytail and looked out the window. Her face was sour. Alana thought for a moment she’d lost her respect. It was always difficult with teenagers. One minute, you were on their good side; the next minute, all was lost. 

      But then Sarah said, “I’m sorry. I’m acting like a brat because I’m nervous.”

      Alana reminded her just how ready she was. They’d been running Sarah’s lines for months, so much so that Jeremy had asked for a moratorium on theater at the dinner table. They often walked the beach as Alana read the lines of every other character who interacted with the character Sarah wanted to portray. Alana now felt that the play was stitched into the back of her own mind. Perhaps she could have done a one-woman show and played all the parts. 

      But her acting days were over. And she’d promised to throw all of her energy into ensuring Sarah had a wonderful career. But for Alana, that meant protecting Sarah. Alana had been thrown to the wolves’ time and time again. Being famous hadn’t done her many favors. She hoped that if Sarah got off on the right foot, she could protect herself from future predators. She could be stronger than Alana ever was. 

      Alana drove Sarah to the Nantucket Port, where they boarded the ferry and set out for their Manhattan adventure. Sarah took a selfie of the two of them on the top deck of the boat and captioned it: On my way to Manhattan! Wish me luck! 

      Alana took a picture of them, too, but didn’t post it anywhere. She liked to keep her memories to herself. 

      “Everyone says that you have to build a social platform if you want to be anyone these days,” Sarah explained as they slipped back into Alana’s car. “People have to already know who you are if they hire you for performances and films and stuff.” 

      “That sounds exhausting,” Alana said. Putting yourself at the mercy of an audience was enough of a task. Knowing that the entire internet could also watch your every move was terrifying. 

      “You were just discovered from a painting, right?” Sarah asked. 

      Alana wrinkled her nose at the memory. It was true that Asher’s painting of her had launched her modeling career—and her romantic life. It had taken her away from Nantucket and into the traumatic horrors of fame. But she was still grateful she hadn’t had to curate a social media presence. At the rate she’d partied in her twenties, it was unlikely her social media presence would have been coherent, anyway. She’d probably have launched a few scandals. 

      Alana and Sarah reached their Midtown hotel at a quarter past three and parked in the below-ground parking garage. Their hotel room was quaint with a single room, two double beds, a large television, and a coffee maker. Sarah set down her bag and went to the window to look at the view all the way down Fifth Avenue. Alana’s heart thumped. She watched Sarah’s expression, knowing that it was filled with optimism and endless hope. If Sarah didn’t get this gig, she would be heartbroken. But the odds were always against actresses. There were just so many of them. So many beautiful, talented girls whose hearts were on the verge of breaking. 

      “Let’s go out on the town!” Alana suggested. 

      They changed into dresses and jackets and stepped outside into the thrumming chaos of the biggest city either of them had ever known. Before long, they were shopping, hopping in and out of little boutiques and vintage places, looking through swimsuits for the approaching summer season, buying ice cream and licking it as they ran around. For these blissful hours, Sarah seemed to forget her nerves for tomorrow’s audition. This meant that Alana was doing her job right. 

      Just before seven Alana announced she had a surprise. “Follow me,” she said as she ducked into the Empire State Building. 

      Sarah walloped with laughter and ran after her. Alana removed her phone to retrieve the tickets she’d pre-ordered for the top of the Empire State Building. They bypassed the line that wove through the bottom floor and out onto the sidewalk. They went up and up in the elevator, and Sarah squeezed her hand. Alana wondered what it would have been like to raise Sarah from girlhood. She loved her so tremendously after only two years of knowing her. Alana imagined that a lifetime of love would have killed her. It would have been too much. 

      They stepped into the caged enclosure at the top of the Empire State Building and went immediately to the bars to peer north. They were wordless. Most everyone else this far up was quiet, too. There was just something sensational about being so far above a city of millions. You genuinely felt so small, like your little life didn’t matter so much, and all your endless fears and worries were for nothing. 

      “You won’t take my baby,” Sarah breathed through the bars. “I won’t let you.” 

      A shiver went down Alana’s spine. This was one of Sarah’s character’s first lines in the play. She wanted to run lines for her audition. And she wanted to do them dramatically here above the city. 

      “You know you aren’t ready for something like this,” Alana returned the lines of the character’s father. “You’ll be back in the institution in a week.” 

      Sarah clenched her jaw. Her eyes churned with anger. Alana was suddenly terrified of her. Her acting was too good, too charged, too emotional. She was an exposed nerve.

      A few people around them noticed their scene and paused to listen and watch. It wasn’t clear that Alana and Sarah were “acting,” and many people assumed they were having an argument about Sarah’s very real baby and Alana’s very real belief that she was too insane to care for her child. One older woman stared at Alana so angrily that Alana finally broke into giggles and touched Sarah’s shoulder. 

      “I think we’d better stop. We’re freaking everyone out.” 

      Sarah giggled and wiped the real tears that had fallen from her eyes. 

      “But that was great,” Alana told her. “You’ve got this. I can’t imagine that anyone is better than you.”

      “Is it wrong that I believe that, too?” 

      “You’re the only person who matters in this situation,” Alana said. “You have to believe in yourself when nobody else does.” 
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        * * *

      

      Sarah’s audition was held the next morning at ten-thirty. Alana walked her to the theater, hugged her tightly, and watched her disappear through the dark red double-wide doors. It wasn’t clear how long the audition would take, and Alana had decided to hang around the Broadway area, maybe with a cup of coffee and a book. Her stomach was flipping. She felt just as nervous as she had when she’d had to audition herself. 

      Alana turned to walk back into the glow of the May morning. A figure approached, but she couldn’t make out any of her features because of the dark interior. And then she heard, “Alana? Alana Copperfield?” 

      Alana froze with surprise. She would have known that voice anywhere. “Ginny Richards?” 

      Ginny got close enough to show her iconic smile and big head of red curls. Alana threw her arms around her and inhaled a whiff of her perfume. It was different than the one she’d worn in their twenties. Softer and more grown-up. 

      “What are you doing here?” Ginny cried. “I thought you moved to Paris!” 

      Alana pulled back and winced. “I moved back to the States two years ago. Asher and I are divorced now.”

      Ginny wrinkled her nose. “Everyone I know got divorced the past few years. Seems like an epidemic.” 

      “I usually feel sad about divorce, but not when it comes to Asher and me,” Alana said. “We had a toxic relationship. And, of course, he was cheating on me. No surprise that such a prominent and successful and rich man had someone else on the side, I suppose.”

      “Cheating on Alana Copperfield? Who could be so stupid?” Ginny gasped. 

      “You’re very kind,” Alana said with a laugh. “I’m about to remarry, though. I’m very happy.”

      “And you’re in New York?” 

      “No! I just brought my soon-to-be stepdaughter to auditions,” she said. “I wanted to warn her about the theater business, but she’s certain this is it for her.”

      “How old?” 

      “Nineteen. Basically, the same age I was when I came to New York to model.” 

      “That must have been around the time we met,” Ginny said, furrowing her brow. 

      “And now I’m almost forty-seven!” Alana said. 

      “I already am!” 

      Alana sizzled with electricity. Just looking at Ginny dropped her far, far back in her past, to a life of wild parties that went till dawn, auditions on dark theater stages and laughter that echoed through city streets that had only belonged to them. She hadn’t thought of Ginny in years. 

      “I have to run,” Ginny said, eyeing the double-wide doors. “I’m auditioning, too.” 

      Alana raised her eyebrows with surprise. “For which role?” 

      “Theresa,” Ginny said. 

      “That’s a fantastic part,” Alana said. “I know the play by heart by now. I’ve been running lines with Sarah for months.” 

      “No chance you’d like to audition, too?” Ginny asked.

      “No way. My days of acting are over.” 

      But as she said it, Alana’s heart leaped into the air and dropped back down again. 

      “Let’s catch up tonight,” Ginny said. “I have no plans. Here’s my card.” Ginny leafed through her purse and handed it over. “Text me. I’ll take you and your daughter out!” 

      “Stepdaughter,” Alana corrected with a big smile. 

      “Same difference.” Ginny winked and disappeared through the door. 

      Alana retreated from the theater building and wandered around Broadway as her thoughts hummed with surprise. Ginny was still acting! She was still auditioning! What did that mean? Did it mean she was still fighting against women her age for a smaller number of parts? Did he mean she was short on cash and grabbing money wherever she could? Or had she actually been semi-successful in an industry that had threatened to eat so many people alive? 

      Alana ordered a cup of coffee and an oatmeal raisin cookie from a corner shop and watched the passers-by from the window. Being in this part of town meant spotting numerous actors and dancers or wannabe actors and dancers. They’d come from all over the world to try to make it here. “If you can make it here, you can make it anywhere,” was the famous line, and it was true. But Alana hadn’t made it past her glossy magazine modeling days. She hoped Sarah would make the cut.

    



OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
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.


OEBPS/images/cover---nantucket-solstice.jpg
USA TODAYZS BESTSELLING AUTHOR

UCKE]D v

OLSTICE9

= A Nantucket Sunset Series <






