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      April 1995 - Two Years Before Bernard Copperfield was Sent to Prison

      “Darling, you’ve got to put your heart into it.” Greta Copperfield smacked the thick script across the desk of the downstairs study and glowered at Alana, her eldest daughter. “You’re the lead in the school play. All eyes will be upon you all night long. Dig deep into the emotional heart of this character. What does she feel? What are her memories? What does she think about before she falls asleep at night?” 

      Seventeen-year-old Alana Copperfield sat cross-legged, wrapped in her boyfriend’s sports letterman jacket. Her trim figure, full lips, and beautiful brunette locks could have been front-page of Teen Vogue. Everyone said so, except her mother. Greta despised the beauty industry and goaded Alana to push herself beyond face-level beauty. She’d told Alana more often than she could count, “Beauty doesn’t last. You don’t learn that till it’s too late.” 

      “I’ll be fine, Mom,” Alana shot back, puffing out her lower lip. 

      “Adrenaline can only get you so far, my love.” Greta heaved a sigh and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Let’s run the lines one more time. But this time, I want you to envision yourself as heartbroken as you’ve ever been. I want you to find a memory and emulate it. Like the last time when you and Jeremy broke—”

      “Okay, okay.” Alana cut her off, her heart surging with fear. She and Jeremy Farley’s numerous breakups weren’t high on her list of favorite conversation topics. “Let’s just run the lines.”

      Suddenly, the wall on the righthand side of the study began to vibrate. Next came the crying shriek of Ella’s guitar as she tore her fingers over the strings. Alana rubbed her temples as Greta laughed good-naturedly. A painting on the wall fell toward the right, becoming crooked. 

      “It’s no use fixing that painting,” Greta joked. “Every time Ella returns to the garage for band practice, it just gets crooked again.”

      Alana, suddenly obstinate and angry at herself, jumped to her feet.

      “Where do you think you’re going?” Greta asked. 

      But before Alana could answer, she rushed through the Copperfield House, her brunette hair a dramatic flag behind her. She tugged the door open between the garage and the kitchen to reveal her youngest sister, Ella, along with three of her bandmates. Ella was a typical teenage rocker-type, with jet-black hair, smudged black eyeliner caked around her eyes, and fingerless gloves. Alana, the cheerleader and beauty queen of Nantucket High School, viewed her as a different species. 

      Fourteen-year-old Ella gestured to her drummer to stop playing. The song burst to a dramatic halt, the cymbals still ringing. 

      “Can you guys keep it down?” Alana demanded. “Opening night is literally tomorrow.”

      “Opening night of what?” Ella shot back. 

      “Ella, you know I’m lead in the musical this year. You know this is important to me,” Alana expressed.

      Ella wrinkled her nose. “Nothing is important to you, Alana. You’re only doing this because Mom and Dad think you should.” 

      Alana’s stomach curdled. She could feel the truth in Ella’s words, yet rebuked them. “That’s ridiculous. And it’s not like Mom and Dad respect your stupid music.” 

      Ella’s eyes widened as she began to strum her guitar playfully, growing louder and louder with each passing moment. Suddenly, she screeched, “One! Two! One, two, three—” and her band was off to the races again, tearing through another song.

      Alana knew in her heart of hearts that Ella was incredibly talented in ways Alana could never comprehend. Beyond that, Ella had something else that Alana really didn’t. Ella didn’t care at all what anyone thought of her. She made music because she craved it. She heard melodies in her head and drove herself crazy until she could work them out on her guitar. Alana had never been driven to make art in that way. She’d simply mastered the art of doing her makeup, kissing boys, and having a good time. 

      Was she pathetic?

      Alana tore out of the garage to discover her mother in the kitchen, flashing a knife through thick carrots. Greta’s smile was playful. 

      “I see that you got your sister to play even louder than before.”

      Alana grabbed a carton of juice from the fridge and filled a glass. “I don’t know how I’m going to focus on my lines.” 

      “Why don’t you go for a walk, honey?” Greta suggested tenderly. “Back when I lived in Paris, my theater friends always took long walks through Luxembourg Gardens to clear their heads before big performances. They could shake off their ‘real’ personalities and mold themselves into the new ones they had to be.”

      Alana half-rolled her eyes and sipped her tangy juice. Her mother had never let go of her life in Paris. She and Bernard had met there back in 1972 and had a whirlwind romance, one that had resulted in an accidental pregnancy and a move back to Nantucket Island, where Greta’s family lived. While Greta never overtly said she “regretted” the move to Nantucket, her stories always wove their way back to her brief days in Paris, as though a piece of her heart remained there. She’d never been back. 

      Alana did as she was told, though. She shoved her hands into Jeremy’s letterman jacket pockets and strutted down the beach outside their house. Spring winds howled against her ears and flashed coolly across her bare legs. Why had she gone out for the school musical? She was only a few weeks from her last day of high school forever. Most other classmates were winding down without a care in the world. 

      Unlike those classmates, of course, Alana Copperfield had absolutely no idea what was next for her. Alana’s friend Miranda had recently chatted with her new dorm roommate on the phone, deciding who would bring what furniture to their tiny, shared space. Another friend planned to head off to Chicago to intern for his uncle’s company. Another planned to follow Phish around the country— which wasn’t exactly a “plan” but still spoke of some urgent desire to do something with her life.

      And then there was Jeremy Farley, whom Alana had pictured marrying and settling down with since their first date in early high school. Jeremy had plans of his own, all right. And Alana wasn’t entirely sure where she fit into them, especially given she had no imagination for her own future. When asked, her mind went blank. 

      Alana’s stomach twisted. She paused at the far end of the beach, watching a little girl, all bundled up in a Red Sox sweatshirt and an oversized pair of overalls. She dug through the sand with a bright pink plastic shovel while her mother kept watch nearby, seated on a fluttering blanket. It was almost too cold to be out like this, yet there they were: pretending the wind wasn’t like a sharp razor. 
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      Miraculously, the next three nights of the Nantucket High School’s production of West Side Story went off without a hitch. Per Greta’s instructions, Alana dug into the emotional wounds of her relationship with Jeremy Farley, pushing beyond the face-level beauty of her Teen Vogue-worthy face and presenting herself as a “force to be reckoned with,” according to the Nantucket local newspaper. 

      Bernard and Greta Copperfield appeared in the fourth row in the center for every single performance. When Alana dared to glance down at them, they were both rapt with attention, their eyes bright with pride. She couldn’t blame them. This was the first time Alana had actually done something that had anything to do with their interests. They were the Copperfields after all— the owners and operators of the esteemed Copperfield Artist Residency, which occupied half of The Copperfield House. 

      Alana’s boyfriend, Jeremy, came to Saturday night’s performance. Just as he was supposed to, he brought her a bouquet of red roses and kissed her on the cheek in front of half the school and her parents. Jeremy liked to be seen as the perfect all-American teenager, the one who’d won the prettiest girl in school. 

      Both Julia and Ella came to Sunday’s performance. They sat toward the back, barely visible from stage. During intermission, Alana peeked out to watch Julia scribbling in her notebook and Ella listening to her Walkman. What did her little sisters think of her? Did they think she had any talent at all? 

      The eldest child of the Copperfield Family, Quentin Copperfield, had run off to Los Angeles to pursue an acting career. When he caught wind of Alana’s “passable” performance, he called long-distance to congratulate her. “Maybe I’ll see you out in LA soon?” 

      To this, Alana scoffed. “I don’t know about that. I don’t have your skills, Q.” 

      “Come on, Alana. You can’t just stay on Nantucket, can you?” 

      “What’s so bad about Nantucket?” 

      “What would you do there?” Quentin asked. “Everyone you know is leaving, aren’t they?”

      The weekend after the final performance, Greta Copperfield cooked a typical French dish, Boeuf Bourguignon, in celebration. Three members of the Copperfield Artist Residency sat around the table with Alana, Julia, Ella, Greta, and Bernard, discussing their current projects and laughing over wine. Greta poured Alana a small glass of Bordeaux with a wink, saying, “You’re nearly eighteen. In France, teenagers enjoy wine with their parents.” Julia and Ella glowered at Alana with jealousy from behind their glasses of milk. 

      The three members of the Copperfield Artist Residency who sat at the dinner table included a writer named Bethany Strong, a filmmaker named Tyler Ratcliffe, and a painter named Asher Tarkin. Bethany was chatty and chubby-cheeked, discussing her “golden” childhood back in the Midwest and her belief that she had to suffer in NYC before she really knew what to write about. The filmmaker, Tyler, disagreed with this, saying that you could find artistry in nearly anything you did. The painter, Asher, brooded at the far end of the table, his dark hair covering more than half of his eyes. He made little lines through the sauce over his beef with his fork, as though it, too, was a painting. 

      “What do you think, Asher?” Bernard asked. “Do you have to suffer to really get to the heart of your paintings?” 

      Asher’s fingers reminded Alana of the skeleton outside the Halloween shop that opened every September and closed up by November 1st. 

      “Good question, Mr. Copperfield,” Asher began. “I’ve thought about this extensively, and I’ve come to the conclusion that all of life is suffering. It’s our job as artists to leaf through the muck and draw out the beauty within.” 

      At this last word, “beauty,” Asher’s eyes flicked toward Alana. Alana’s heart pounded. She dropped her gaze toward her half-eaten beef as her father’s laughter lifted toward the ceiling. 

      “All of life is suffering,” Bernard repeated. “I take it you’ve studied Buddhism.” 

      Asher lifted his shoulder. “I’ve dabbled. But I also don’t believe in calling myself a Buddhist. I don’t believe in calling myself anything.”

      Again, Asher’s eyes locked with Alana’s. Alana cursed herself for staring at him. Still, what he said about not labeling himself seemed to connect with her soul. Who am I? Does it even matter? 

      The landline in the kitchen rang out. Greta tapped her mouth with her napkin and headed off to answer it. A split-second later, she called, “Alana! It’s for you.” 

      “Surprise, surprise,” Ella muttered.

      Truthfully, when the phone rang, it was usually for Alana. She flipped her hair over her shoulders and sauntered off toward the kitchen, where she fielded a call from another girl on the cheerleading squad. “There’s a party at the beach tonight. Senior students only. You have to come.” 

      “Does Jeremy know about it?”

      “I assume so. You haven’t talked to him?” 

      Alana and Julia helped Greta wash and dry the dishes. Ella retreated to her bedroom with her guitar, saying she wanted to finish writing the song in her head before the end of the night. Greta and Julia got into a conversation about the poetry of Eileen Myles, whom Alana had never even heard of. 

      “Okay, I’m off.” Alana interrupted her mother and sister, drying her hands on a scratchy kitchen towel. 

      “Where?” Greta asked, tilting her head. 

      “I told you. There’s a party at the beach.” Alana let a beat pass before she added, “Seniors only,” for her sister’s benefit. 

      “I think you should bring Julia,” Greta urged. 

      Julia’s cheeks flashed pink. “Mom, it’s okay. Really.”

      “No! Seniors only? That’s baloney. You belong there.” Greta arched her brow with finality. 

      Alana had been through this rigamarole enough times to know that if Alana didn’t take her sister with her, Alana wouldn’t be allowed to go at all. With an exhausted groan, she gestured toward Julia and said, “You can’t wear that.”

      Julia hustled upstairs to change into a dress, tights, and a big puffy coat. It was the first week of May, flourishing with gorgeous afternoons before darkening into shivery evenings. The bonfire would make up for it.
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      Alana parked the Copperfield’s second-hand maroon Chevy within sight of the beach bonfire, which spit orange ambers into the night sky, reaching about eight feet into the air. Julia smeared on another layer of lipstick, her eyes to the mirror above the seat. Alana had the sudden urge to ask her sister not to embarrass her, but kept her lips shut. Thank goodness. She didn’t want to seem like she cared too much. 

      A boombox roared with the track “Kiss from a Rose” by Seal. Since last summer, the song had seemed like a permanent fixture across the island of Nantucket. Julia, who was normally more pretentious when it came to music, scrunched her nose.

      “If you don’t like the music, maybe you shouldn’t have come,” Alana grunted. 

      Julia kept quiet and crossed her arms over her chest. They walked toward the bonfire a good four feet apart. Toward the far end of the high school crowd, a figure emerged and waved a hand in greeting. Alana’s stomach twisted. Was it Jeremy? 

      But no. The dirty-blonde Charlie Bellows, Julia’s boyfriend, hustled toward her, his smile wide. Of course. Julia had wanted to come as an excuse to see Charlie. 

      “I thought this was seniors only,” Alana muttered as Julia rushed into Charlie’s arms, grateful to be away from the hulking shadow of her older sister. 

      “Don’t get in any trouble!” Alana hissed as Julia and Charlie started to walk off. “Mom will kill me.”

      Julia rolled her eyes and continued toward the water with Charlie, jabbering about something Alana couldn’t quite make out. Two of Alana’s cheerleading friends waved from around the bonfire, both clutching beer cans. Alana headed toward them, kicking sand with her tennis shoes. One of the girls, Tiffany, laced an arm through the running back’s, eyeing him saucily as she tipped her body back. The gossip was that Tiffany liked to run around with all the jocks as a way to make one of the younger high school teachers jealous. Alana wasn’t too sure how true that was. 

      “Yo, Alana.” The running back greeted her. 

      “Hey, Todd.” She bent to grab a beer from the cooler and clicked the tab open. “How’s it going?” 

      Todd shrugged flippantly. “Nowhere as good as your boyfriend.” 

      “Right.” Alana’s stomach twisted as she took a large swig of beer. 

      Tiffany tugged on Todd’s elbow, her eyes pleading with him to stop. 

      “I mean, full scholarship to Notre Dame to play football?” Todd continued as though he hadn’t noticed Tiffany’s tugging at all. “That’s like the lottery when it comes to sports scholarships.” 

      “Yeah.” Alana gulped more beer. “But then again, it is Indiana, isn’t it? Who wants to live in Indiana?” 

      Todd’s eyes bugged out. “You’re kidding, right? Don’t you see how huge this is?”

      “She obviously gets it, Todd,” Tiffany sassed. 

      “Did you apply for Notre Dame?” Another cheerleader, Margorie, approached to grab another beer, flipping her auburn curls. 

      Tiffany snickered. Margorie flashed her a strained smile. “What?”

      “Notre Dame? Are you kidding?” Tiffany asked. After a split second, her face crumpled. “I’m sorry, Alana. It’s not that you’re not smart. You are. But you’re just not…”

      “Notre Dame-smart,” Alana finished hurriedly. She’d learned through the jungle of high school that it was better to get out in front of an insult than get angry at it. It was better to play along. “No, I know.”

      “Neither is Jeremy,” Todd continued. “But they need that arm of his.”

      “Yep.” 

      Alana still remembered the day the recruiter had appeared at the far edge of the bleachers at one of Jeremy’s football practices. A hush had overtaken the field, one heavy with the knowledge that that man could very well change Jeremy’s life. Alana had burned with a terrible rage, avoiding Jeremy’s phone calls the next several nights and even breaking up with him for a full ten days. When asked about it, she’d made up an excuse. She hadn’t wanted to be the girl who’d broken up with someone just because they had the potential to abandon her. After they’d gotten back together, their happiness had felt blissful and completely uninhibited by anything. When he’d told her that he’d gotten the scholarship to go off to Notre Dame, she hadn’t fully allowed herself to believe it. 

      Yet now, here it was. The future, headed straight for them— threatening to destroy the love they’d built. 

      “Speak of the devil.” Todd unlatched himself from Tiffany’s needy touch and headed for Jeremy, the handsome high school quarterback and all-around “most handsome,” “most charismatic,” and “kindest” guy at Nantucket High. Todd smacked Jeremy on the shoulder and shook him as well as he could, given the thickness of Jeremy’s frame. 

      Alana swallowed a bit too much beer and nearly choked on it. She turned quickly, placing a hand over her mouth. 

      “How are you doing, man?” Todd asked as Alana steadied herself. 

      “Not bad. Counting down the days till the end of the year.” Jeremy’s voice was dark and textured. A shiver raced up and down Alana’s spine as memories flashed through her: Jeremy, whispering into her ear on the first night they’d kissed beneath the stars. Jeremy, calling her name (not anyone else’s name) across the football field after they’d won state championships their senior year. Jeremy’s lips had known her name forward and back. 

      “I bet you are,” Todd affirmed. “Just talking about Notre Dame, man. It’s wild. I might have to take a trip out to Indiana to visit.”

      “Come on by,” Jeremy said. “I accept seafood in exchange for a place to crash.” 

      “It’s a deal,” Todd returned. 

      Alana grabbed a second beer and lifted the tab. Normally, she was quite safe around alcohol, purposeful with each sip. But something about that night burned through her, raising her blood pressure. She felt dangerous and chaotic, like a woman wiggling on a tightrope. 

      Jeremy finally stepped toward her and dropped a kiss on her cheek. It was a respectful kiss, one of expectation and not of passion. Alana’s eyes watered. A scream in the back of her head demanded her: What the hell are you going to do without him?

      “Hi.” Alana gave him her prettiest smile, the kind that would have made him weak in the knees three years ago. He barely smirked back. 

      “Mom’s been insane this week,” he said, rubbing his temple as Todd handed him a beer. “She’s going through my stuff. Making lists. Shopping for college already. I think she thinks that Indiana is four planets away.”

      Alana’s heart thumped. To her, Indiana was at least five planets away, maybe six. “She’s worried about you.”

      “All I need to worry about is football,” Jeremy affirmed, his brows knitting together. 

      Alana nodded, blinking quickly to keep her eyes from filling with tears. After another horrible pause, Tiffany, who’d grown tired of Todd ignoring her, grabbed Alana’s arm and led her to the makeshift dance floor, which was just an area of the beach about ten feet from the bonfire. Toward the waterline, Julia and Charlie walked along, hand-in-hand, still prattling on. What the heck did they talk about for so long? 

      It took several songs, but after a little while, Alana found herself lost in the music and the sound of the frothing waves along the beach. She, Tiffany, and several other senior girls howled at the moon like a wild pack of dogs, twisting their hips and feeling the spring air across their cheeks. Occasionally, she twisted around to catch sight of Jeremy, who continued to plow through one boring conversation after another with the other football guys he’d known forever. Jeremy was their golden boy, the only one of them who planned to do anything incredible with his life. 

      Of Jeremy’s football career, Greta and Bernard Copperfield had very little to say. “I hope he takes care of his head,” Greta had said once. “I don’t like the statistics of that dangerous game.” Bernard, on the other hand, had simply mentioned a book he’d read once about football, that it “didn’t end well for anyone involved.” In this context, Alana normally stood up for Jeremy’s football career. “Not everyone can write books, Daddy. And not everyone can study the arts, Mom.” Greta and Bernard hadn’t fully understood that, though. To them, everyone needed to create art— and football, in and of itself, was little more than a bunch of strong men running in circles on a field. 

      A little while later, Jeremy bent down to whisper in Alana’s ear. “Hi. Can we talk for a sec?” Alana’s laughter stuttered to a halt. Jeremy’s tone was serious, overly so. She swigged her beer and sauntered off toward the parking lot, her arms crossed as a shield. If only she could protect herself. 

      “You look um. Pretty tonight.” Jeremy complimented. Was something on his mind other than them, or was it something to do with their relationship? 

      “Thanks.” Alana was so used to hearing that. It was no longer useful currency to her. After another beat, she said, “What’s going on, Jeremy?” 

      Jeremy blinked several times. “Alana, I’ve been thinking. A lot.”

      Alana felt the impact of these words like the sharp dig of a knife against the cavity of her chest. “Have you.” She sounded so cold. 

      “Yeah.” He ripped his fingers through his hair. “It’s just that, well. I’m headed to Notre Dame in July already. Mom and Dad want to go on vacation before that, in June. I won’t be around that much this summer. And then when autumn hits? I won’t have much time at all. For myself, or for anything.”

      “For anything.” Alana repeated his words as a way to make sense of them. 

      “Yeah.” 

      They held one another’s gaze for a long and horrible moment. Alana shifted her weight. She could feel it— vitriol coursing up through her throat. She wanted to destroy him. 

      “It’s because you don’t think I’m good enough for you anymore, isn’t it?” Alana shot out. 

      Jeremy stuttered. “That isn’t it, Alana.”

      “Come on, Jeremy. Admit it. You’re going to a prestigious school on a football scholarship. If you don’t go pro in football, you’ll have an incredible degree, one that will nab you basically any job of your dreams. Compare that to me.” She shoved her finger against her chest angrily. “I have no idea what I’m going to do this autumn. I have no plans at all. I’m a washed-up nobody compared to you.”

      “Don’t say stuff like that about yourself.” Jeremy’s eyes glowed with genuine surprise. 

      “You’re not denying it. You are breaking up with me,” Alana shot out. 

      Jeremy dropped his chin to his chest. Despite his six-foot-three height, he now looked as minuscule as a frightened child. 

      “I know that I’ll regret this,” he breathed. “I always do.”

      “Yeah? Well, you can’t take it back this time,” Alana blared. “You’re going off to Notre Dame to be a football star. I’ll stay here on Nantucket Island, waitressing or scooping ice cream or whatever job I can get.”

      “I just…” Jeremy shook his head, his face shadowed with sorrow.

      “You just what, Jeremy?”

      “I just have so many goals I want to achieve.” Jeremy spoke to the sand beneath them, as though ashamed. 

      Alana turned on her heel, rushing toward the second-hand maroon Chevy she’d driven there without a thought for Julia. She could figure it out for herself. As Alana hustled, her keys jangled wildly in her fist. Behind her, Jeremy howled, “Alana! Wait! Let’s talk about this.”

      But Alana couldn’t talk about it, not anymore. Her thoughts had spun like clothing in a washing machine for weeks on end. She’d felt this breakup coming from a mile away, yet it still felt like a bomb erupting in her belly. 

      Alana jumped into the car and cranked the engine. In a flash, she rushed out of the little sand-filled parking lot and headed back toward the Copperfield House, the only home she’d ever known. Behind her, Jeremy leaped into his rusty pickup truck and flashed his lights at her. “You’ll have to do better than that,” Alana muttered angrily, her hands tightening over the wheel. 

      Jeremy’s truck leaped forward, grunting. Alana whipped around the corner, out of sight for a long moment. Finally, Jeremy came back into view, flashing his lights all the time like a sort of Morse Code. 

      Back in the second and third grade, Alana had known intuitively that you had to let boys chase you for them to like you. Recess had been the time for that, of scampering just out of reach of the cutest boy in school and giggling madly from the top of the swing set. This felt like a grown-up version of that, charged with three cans of domestic beer and a very broken heart. Come and get me. Tag, you’re it. 

      When Alana reached the intersection, she paused for only a split second before surging through. Once on the other side, she slowed up and watched Jeremy through her rearview. He, too, just barely paused at the intersection before surging through, hot on her heels. 

      But just as his truck entered the intersection, a white and shining pickup truck, like something from a Stephan King novel, whipped across and smashed through the front of Jeremy’s truck. Jeremy’s truck skidded off to the right, fell on its side, then flipped upside down. The sound of twisting metal was horrible and gut-wrenching. Alana slammed her foot on the brake, her eyes closed.

      That didn’t just happen. 

      It’s all a dream.

      You’ll wake up in a moment. 

      Wake up. 

      Wake up. 

      But when she opened her eyes again, her rear-view mirror presented an image of thick gray smoke. In the distance, a siren blared. And in Alana’s heart, she knew that nothing would ever be the same again.
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      The Senior Class of 1995 sent Jeremy Farley’s hospital room a ton of bouquets of flowers, chocolates, music tapes, brand-new boomboxes, handwritten notes, and a big banner that read GET WELL SOON in blue and white school colors. From outside the hospital room, Alana listened to the nurse tease Jeremy gently about his numerous admirers, including several “attractive” young women who’d dropped off cards that afternoon. Alana’s heart burned with jealousy. 

      Everyone knew the reason Jeremy had been in his truck that night. Back at the bonfire, he’d chatted with Todd for over twenty-five minutes about wanting to break up with Alana. Todd had pushed him to do it. Alana could practically hear Todd telling him, “Come on. You’re going to be a quarterback at Notre Dame. You can have any girl you want. Sure, Alana Copperfield’s the prettiest girl in Nantucket. But college is a whole other story.” 

      From a distance, Todd and the rest of the bonfire-goers had watched Jeremy chase after Alana. The accident itself had happened a little more than a half-mile from the bonfire itself. Apparently, when they’d heard the sirens, Todd and the rest of the bonfire crew had panicked, sensing a shift in the universe. Tiffany had said that they’d initially thought Alana was the one who’d wrecked. “Since you’d drank a few beers, you know,” she’d said, her gaze slipping toward the ground. 

      Alana hadn’t seen Jeremy since the accident. He’d been in and out of comas for the first two weeks and required numerous surgeries on his legs. For a while, the gossip was that he would never walk again. After the most recent surgery, the doctors had given him a sixty-percent chance of walking, with an “absolutely zero percent” chance of ever playing football again. 

      News of the accident flashed across the United States with a number of headlines: 

      “Prospective Notre Dame Quarterback in Accident that Will Sideline his Career Forever.”

      “Was the New Notre Dame Quarterback Drinking and Driving?” 

      “Does the USA Put Too Much Pressure on its Young Athletes?” 

      “Notre Dame Revokes Nantucket Quarterback’s Scholarship.” 

      The nurse appeared in the doorway between Jeremy’s hospital room and the hallway, where Alana stood quietly with Jeremy’s letterman jacket splayed across her arms. The nurse’s smile faltered. “Can I help you?”

      “I’d like to um… Would it be possible that I see Jeremy?” 

      The nurse pursed her lips. “Visiting hours are finished for the evening.” 

      Alana bent her head low. “I got here as soon as I could. Could you maybe make an exception?” (Actually, she’d sobbed for the better part of the past three hours in her car, trying to drum up the courage to enter the hospital.) 

      The nurse scanned the letterman jacket draped across her arm. Alana watched her put the pieces together, realizing that Alana was the girl Jeremy had been chasing after. The girl who’d made such a fit and destroyed Jeremy’s future. 

      “You’ll have to come back another time,” the nurse told her, taking the letterman jacket. 

      Without the jacket, goosebumps ran up across Alana’s arms. She was suddenly freezing. “Will you tell him to call me?” Alana whispered. Since he’d come out of his coma, she’d called the hospital several times but hadn’t managed to speak to him. 

      “I’ll do what I can, honey. But Jeremy needs his rest. He doesn’t need anyone around here messing with him.” 

      Alana felt like the scum at the base of a shadowed rock. 

      Alana drove home after that. Sweat pooled in her armpits and coated her blue blouse. It was eighty-one degrees on May 17th, only a couple of weeks before her high school graduation, but she didn’t bother to open the windows and instead sweltered in the heat, enjoying the way the sweat across her cheeks joined with her tears. 

      The Copperfield House had its windows and doors flung open to bring in the glorious breeze off the Nantucket Sound. Brightly-colored curtains fluttered within, and piano music— probably Bernard, although maybe one of the residents— streamed out. Alana stood in rapt attention, her knees clacking together beneath her. She realized in an abstract way that she hadn’t bothered to eat anything that day and had hardly touched anything the day before. Her legs felt like Jell-O beneath her. 

      Alana entered the front door of the “family” side of The Copperfield House. Her father was, in fact, seated at the piano, his eyes fluttering from open to closed as his fingers danced across the keys and patterned out a classical tune. When he got like this, Greta always said he was “lost in another world.” 

      Alana headed into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator to inspect its contents. Out on the porch overlooking the water, Greta and two writers in the residency spoke about the writer Marcel Proust; Greta had begged Alana to read Proust along with them, to put her thoughts elsewhere. It was difficult to get pre-accident Alana to read, as she’d been popular with a million social responsibilities. Post-accident Alana could hardly string two healthy thoughts together, let alone sit down to read a book. 

      Alana grabbed a cracker from the box on the counter and chewed on the corners, wandering back toward the Copperfield Artist Residency, which you entered through the back hallway. There, Greta and Bernard had set aside rooms for painting and drawing, reading and writing, playing music, and editing film. The residents also had a private kitchen in case they didn’t want to eat with the rest of the Copperfields every single night. 

      Although Alana didn’t call herself an artist in any way, she still liked to poke around back there and check out what people had done during their stay. Often, she felt the paintings and drawings were primitive or overly modern, rarely ever hitting the mark. The music she heard was often very experimental, nothing her ear could pull together with any real understanding. Still, she revered these people. Like her parents, they’d set out into the world with a real vision of what they wanted to do. That was looking less and less likely for her. 
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