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Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        1972 - Paris, France

      

      

      

      Greta Richards was the luckiest woman in the world. She stood in the shade of the Eiffel Tower as a chilly Parisian wind whipped through her hair, her chin lifted to watch the little people at the very top of the tower who probably peered down to look back at her. The autumn evening had cocooned the city in soft oranges, dark blues, and fuzzy pinks, and although she was many, many miles from her Nantucket Island home, she felt optimistic and open-hearted. As a twenty-something, she was ready for whatever came next. Life was truly special, not to be squandered. She had to remember that. 

      Greta had moved to Paris several months ago to attend the Sorbonne, one of the most exclusive universities in Europe. There, she studied French, literature, and art with the hope of one day being a well-known intellectual. It was a rare thing for a woman; she knew that. But as far as Greta was concerned, she’d hardly met another person— man or female— who could top her intellectually. Her father, back on Nantucket, had known this since she’d been a little girl and pushed her to fight for her dreams. 

      Greta turned on her heel and began the walk back to her cozy apartment in the fifth arrondissement, which was the same neighborhood that some of her favorite writers and artists had once lived in. The neighborhood still bustled with creative spirits and other Sorbonne University classmates, which made Greta feel as though she lived in a Parisian novel all her own. Perhaps one day, people would read about the beautiful parties she attended. Perhaps one day, people would say, “This was the apartment where Greta Richards lived before she wrote her first novel.” 

      Greta’s roommate, Liz, was already home. Liz was twenty, the same age as Greta, with blond hair that she wore to her lower back and a posh English accent, which Greta liked to imitate to tease her. Liz had been born and raised in London, which meant that her family had real money. Liz, however, was far too proud to accept any of it and instead lived in a very cheap and tiny apartment with Greta. “I wouldn’t want to live alone anyway,” Liz had insisted. “I would get so lonely!”

      “Hello, darling!” Liz turned, a mug of tea in her hand as she flashed Greta a smile. “And how did your French test go?” 

      Greta dropped onto the crooked couch in the corner and removed her boots, wincing with pain. “I think it went well. One girl left crying in the middle, though.”

      Liz hissed. “That’s terrible. I can’t tell you how pleased I am that I don’t have Professor Benoit this semester. He was brutal.” 

      Liz put the kettle back on the stovetop and made Greta another cup, using her specific English tea technique. Greta knew that tea in England was almost religious, and she was grateful to be “in on” Liz’s tea-making secrets. 

      “It’s hard to believe that the end of the semester is coming up,” Liz said as she poured a spot of milk into the tea. 

      “I know,” Greta moaned. “It’ll be so difficult not to be home for Christmas.” 

      Liz wrinkled her nose. “I’m not going, either.”

      Greta’s jaw dropped with surprise. London wasn’t so far away. “Why not?” 

      Liz lifted her shoulder. “I can’t really afford it without asking Daddy. Besides, I’ve spent every single Christmas in London my entire life. I thought it would be fun if we stuck around here. Perhaps we could have a little dinner party to gather our friends together. Wouldn’t that be splendid?” 

      The image was beautiful: Greta’s dearest Parisian friends gathered around her apartment, chatting in various languages about art, literature, and philosophy. 

      “I could make an elaborate Christmas dinner!” Greta exclaimed. 

      “Your recent creations have been fantastic.” Liz kissed the ends of her fingers to emphasize. “Have you considered abandoning your intellectual pursuits and just opening a restaurant?” 

      “I think the stress of the restaurant business is even worse than academia,” Greta breathed with a laugh.

      “I think you’re probably right about that,” Liz affirmed. She then marched across the room to place the cup of tea on the side table, which was stained with numerous other teacups from the past, not all of which belonged to Greta and Liz. The side table had been an antique find at the Puces Market, the largest flea market in Europe. 

      “Oh, that reminds me,” Liz continued. “I ran into Victor today at that little restaurant outside of school.”

      “Oh?” 

      “He asked about you, like always.” Liz’s eyes flashed knowingly. 

      Greta wrinkled her nose, then lifted the cup of milky tea to her lips. “Oh.” 

      Liz sputtered with laughter. “Every single girl in school would give her right pinky to go on a date with Victor Van Damm, and you refute his advances, right and left.” 

      “I don’t refute his advancements. I just simply get bored of him going on and on and walk away when I feel like it,” Greta corrected.

      Liz cackled. “Darling, he’s one of my dearest friends from childhood. He seems a bit pompous sometimes. I’ll give you that. But he truly is kind-hearted. I think you’d have a fine time with him if you gave him a chance.” 

      Greta’s cheek twitched. It was true that she hadn’t been on a date since her arrival in Paris, as she’d thrown herself completely into her studies. To her, romance was far down on the list of things to focus on. She’d come all the way to Paris for her mind, not her heart. 

      “Why don’t you just try it?” Liz demanded. “I think it would do you good to have a bit of fun now and again. And it’s not as though he’s asking you to marry him. He’s only asking you to dinner. The man has more money than he knows what to do with. Let him spend it on you.”
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      Victor selected a very swanky restaurant for their first date and told Greta that he would pick her up at seven. Greta felt panicked and outside of herself, trying on countless dresses in front of the mirror that she and Liz had inherited from the previous tenants. The mirror ballooned in the middle, making Greta look bigger than she actually was, which did little for her confidence. No, Greta wasn’t entirely sure she wanted to go on a date with Victor Van Damm, but that didn’t mean that she didn’t want to look good. 

      Liz, who was more into fashion than Greta was, finally selected the perfect navy-blue dress paired with stockings and a pair of black heels. It was simple yet sophisticated, and Greta walked out the door and into the chill of the Paris night with her chin held high. Whatever happened, at least she’d given this whole dating thing a try. It would be a story she could tell herself later when she was old and gray. 

      Or maybe, a voice in the back of her head told her, you’ll fall in love with him. 

      The handsome Victor did everything right. When he greeted her, he kissed her delicately on both cheeks, the way the French did, and then guided her to the restaurant on the street-side of the sidewalk, as a gentleman was meant to. Once at the restaurant, he held open every door and pulled out her chair. Greta nodded along to his seemingly non-stop monologue, telling herself that Victor was just nervous. That’s why he couldn’t shut up. 

      The first course came, then the second. Victor continued on, unbothered and unwilling to ask Greta a single question. “That’s when I stood up in the middle of the class about Socrates and told my professor directly that he hadn’t a clue what Socrates really stood for. With that, I slammed my book in my bag and marched out the door. Several students clapped for me as I left. It was one of my shining moments this semester, I must say.”

      Greta murmured through her food, genuinely pleased with at least that. French food was mesmerizing, alive with texture and flavor in ways that American food simply wasn’t. Of course, she adored her mother’s recipes and always would. But Parisian dining had brought something unforgettable to her palate. 

      “Did you always know you wanted to study philosophy?” Greta heard herself ask between courses, unsure of what to say to this man who was too obsessed with himself to realize he was on a date with another person.

      “Oh, yes. It’s really the study of absolutely everything,” Victor said, his eyes glittering. “It’s about the nature of knowledge, of our world, and of our existence. It’s—”

      But midway through yet another monologue, Greta realized that, across the humming restaurant, someone watched her. The eyes were hyper-focused upon her, in fact, so much so that it was difficult to hear another word that Victor said. Greta sipped her wine and racked her mind for the memory of this man and soon came to the conclusion that she’d met him briefly at a party held by one of Liz’s posh friends. If her memory served her correctly, the handsome and terribly intense man was named Bernard Copperfield. According to many, he was something of a genius. Greta resented that term, as she felt it was used exclusively for men. Usually, these men couldn’t hold a candle to her intellect, but she was the one who collected their plates and scrubbed them in the kitchen with the rest of the women. 

      Greta could see that Victor finally noticed that he didn’t have her full attention and turned to follow her gaze across the restaurant. She watched his face stiffen. Before he could speak, however, Bernard Copperfield stood from his table, adjusted his suit jacket, and sauntered across the restaurant like he owned the place. His smile was All-American, the stuff of football captains and movie stars. Greta’s stomach tightened at his attention, and she cursed herself for her own stupidity. She never should have gone out on a date. Now, all men viewed her as their property. 

      “Good evening, Victor, my boy.” Bernard clapped Victor on the back joyously. 

      Of course, Greta thought. They’re friends. All of these “intelligent” men are friends. 

      But Victor’s expression continued to be flat as a stone. “Evening, Bernard. I trust you’re well?” 

      “Better than well, Vic,” Bernard replied. He then lifted his gaze toward Greta and said, “I believe we’ve met before. You’re Greta Richards.”

      Greta nodded, surprised that he’d remembered her name. “And you’re Bernard Copperfield.”

      Electricity sizzled through the air between them. Greta tried to shove that thought away. 

      “I recently read your essay about Simone de Beauvoir,” Bernard said. 

      Victor’s eyes swept back toward Greta. They were accusatory, as though if Greta deigned to speak to this man, he would curse her till her dying day. 

      “I didn’t imagine that professors were allowed to just pass out student essays like that,” Greta shot back easily, unafraid of Victor. 

      “They often don’t, but I have quite a good relationship with your professor,” Bernard offered. “He spoke highly of you. Said you were far more intelligent than me, in fact.” Bernard’s smile was sinfully attractive. 

      A flash of heat came over Greta. She knew that he was manipulating her. Still, she liked the manipulation, especially if it meant that she could hear compliments about her work. She had worked hard on that essay, staying up long nights to study the brilliant mind of Simone de Beauvoir. 

      “It was very long,” Greta said with a laugh. “I can’t believe you read all of it.” 

      “Are you kidding? I couldn’t put it down.” Bernard took a step forward, gripped the top of the empty chair on one side of the table, pulled it out, and sat down easily, as though he’d been sitting there the entire time. 

      At this, Victor’s jaw dropped. “Excuse me?” he demanded, even as Bernard continued to talk about Greta’s essay. Again, Victor coughed, “Excuse me? Bernard?” 

      Finally, Bernard turned to meet Victor’s gaze. He looked at him as though he’d forgotten about him. “Oh, Victor. What’s on your mind? Have you read the incredible Greta Richards’ essay?” 

      Victor shook his head ever-so-slightly. 

      “Then I’d ask you to be silent so that I can get a better understanding of this woman’s brain,” Bernard shot back.

      Greta was flabbergasted. Victor was enraged. All the color drained from his cheeks. “Excuse me, Bernard. But I made a reservation for this evening for two. Do you see how many people are currently sitting at this table?” 

      Bernard made a fake, inquisitive face. He then stuck out a finger, pointed to himself, then to Victor, and then at Greta’s plate. “I suppose I count three, Vic.”

      “That’s a problem, Bernard. A real problem.”

      “Is it? Tell me, Victor. When did it become a crime to sit at a table in the middle of Paris?” Bernard demanded. 

      Victor’s nostrils flared. “I’m asking you politely to leave the lady and I alone. We’d really like to return to our dinner and our conversation.” 

      Greta realized that she was being talked about, not to. Rage swirled in her stomach. She hadn’t traveled all the way to Paris from Nantucket to be treated like some sort of “prize” to be won. In a flash, she yanked her chair back and sauntered toward the coat check. Behind her, Bernard and Victor continued to argue, already switching to a topic that Greta didn’t know anything about. 

      Once outside, Greta pressed herself through the sharp chill of the November night, hugging herself tightly to protect herself from the wind. Her head swirled with a mix of anger and exhilaration. She’d just been on her first date in over a year, and she’d actually walked out on him! That was the sort of thing a strong, powerful woman would have done. 

      Suddenly, her name rang out through the wind. Greta turned on instinct to find Bernard Copperfield walking swiftly toward her, his eyes as focused as they’d been back in the restaurant. Greta’s heart jumped into her throat. If anything, she’d imagined Victor coming after her if only to scold her for embarrassing him. 

      “Miss Richards,” Bernard began, his arms spread wide. “I can’t begin to tell you how little I respect Victor Van Damm. It was good of you to run out on him.”

      At this, Greta set her jaw. “You’re under the impression that I just ran out on Victor?” 

      Bernard tilted his head. “Pardon?” 

      Greta took a dramatic step forward. “It’s just like a man to think that he has nothing to do with the problem at-hand. It’s true what Victor said. You barged in on our date. And then, you began to speak of me as though I wasn’t there at all.” 

      Bernard’s eyes widened with genuine surprise. Immediately, Greta sensed how sorry he was. 

      “You’re correct,” Bernard admitted, straightening his suit jacket. “I can’t imagine what that feels like.”

      Greta’s nostrils flared. She was fired up. Was that really it? She wanted to yell at someone a little bit longer. 

      “I’m very sorry,” Bernard continued, his voice lowering. 

      Above them, a Paris moon shone through the fluttering clouds. Greta swallowed the lump in her throat, wondering what it was about this man that made her stand so still and wait for him. 

      “Greta,” Bernard breathed. “Won’t you give me your number?” He palmed the back of his neck. “I hate the feeling that we’ve gotten off on the wrong foot.”

      Slowly, Greta shook her head. A small smile lifted across her lips. “I’m sorry, Bernard. I can’t give it to you. I must be getting home.” With that, she turned on her heel and walked into the dark Parisian night, terribly pleased with herself. That night, she’d bested two men who’d previously thought themselves too intelligent for anything like that. She was on top of the world.
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      “Greta? No offense, but this is the worst Christmas tree I’ve seen in my life.” Liz stood in her long, very English dressing gown, her hands on her hips as she assessed the tree they’d purchased and dragged to their apartment that afternoon. They’d spent the better part of the evening decorating it if only to try to cover up the enormous holes in its branches and its inability to stand completely straight. 

      “Why do you say ‘no offense’ to me? We picked the tree out together,” Greta laughed, a glass of wine lifted to her mouth. 

      “Are you suggesting this is our baby?” Liz asked. 

      “We’re stuck with the tree until December 26th, at least,” Greta corrected. “And besides, don’t you think it has character?” 

      “Character is the word that my grandmother uses for my ugly cousin, Jeffrey,” Liz shot back, her eyes glittering with humor. 

      Greta flopped back on the couch, laughing so hard that she nearly spilled her wine. It was now December 17th, only eight days till Christmas. The Sorbonne no longer demanded anything of them. Papers were turned in; exams were finished. Until January 6th, when the next semester began, they were free to drink, to laugh, to cozy up together beneath blankets and read. Greta had waited an eternity for a friend like Liz, one whom she could speak with on both intellectual and very silly terms. Liz ensured that Greta left the house looking beautiful, in clothing that matched, while Greta kept Liz’s head filled with the most pressing matters in literature. Often, Greta joked that the two of them should just get married and live a life of artistic merit. To this, Liz only said, “I know that one day, a man will come into our lives and whisk you out of it. I’ll resent him for the rest of my days!” 

      Liz and Greta had planned an elaborate Christmas dinner for the night of December 23rd and had only to finalize the guest list. Greta wanted to invite a few people from her literature department, while Liz wanted to invite several high society folks who stuck around Paris over the holidays because they didn’t like their families. One of these, of course, was Victor. 

      “I just don’t know,” Greta rasped, anxious. “I walked out on our date! I haven’t seen him since.”

      “If anything, you’ve made yourself even more interesting in his eyes,” Liz said. 

      “That’s fascinating, because he hardly let me say a single word throughout the first hour and a half of our date,” Greta shot back. 

      Liz dropped her gaze to the list on the kitchen table. “I just don’t see any way around it. I’ve known Victor since I was in diapers. If I don’t invite him to Christmas, what sort of friend am I?”

      Finally, Greta acquiesced. Over the next three hours, the roommates listened to a Christmas record and designed little invitations, which they planned to hand-deliver over the following few days. As they chatted and joked about the holidays ahead, including their hope that a tiny bit of drama would happen during their Christmas dinner, Greta remembered that she still hadn’t told Liz about her very bizarre exchange with Bernard Copperfield. 

      “By the way, what else did Victor tell you about our silly date?” Greta asked. 

      Liz pondered for a moment, a pen poised over a piece of paper. “He said that you were lovely and that you spontaneously had to go home. It left him perplexed.”

      “That’s all?” 

      Liz arched her brow. “Is there something he’s left out of the story?” 

      Greta puffed her cheeks. “Have you met Bernard Copperfield?” 

      “Bernard! Oh, yes. He’s quite dashing, isn’t he?” Liz’s eyes became slits. “Why? Do you have a thing for him? I dare say that you’ll have to compete with another twenty-five women at the Sorbonne, perhaps more.”

      This, for whatever reason, filled Greta’s heart with dread. “I see.”

      “What does this have to do with your date with Victor?” 

      “Oh, nothing. Really.” Greta felt foolish and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. The record had cut out, and she rose to go flip it over. By the time she returned to the table, Liz had begun to scribe a shopping list for their future grocery run, which would be required before Greta could begin her elaborate dinner preparations. Greta had decided to prepare a traditional French roasted turkey served with chestnut stuffing, cooked apples, rosemary potatoes, and chestnuts. For dessert, she’d decided to make tiramisu and serve an extensive platter of French cheeses. Throughout, the wine would flow easily, and afterward, they would serve espresso, as was the European custom. It thrilled Greta to no end to adopt brand-new traditions, even as she missed out on the old ones back on Nantucket. 
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      On the morning of December 23rd, Greta rose early and began to prepare dinner. As Liz slept on till nine-thirty, Greta worked diligently, prepping the turkey in the traditional French way. After the turkey was in the oven, Greta began to prep appetizers, including prunes wrapped in bacon, little “cheese twists,” and puff pastries topped with various types of meat and cheeses. 

      When Liz rose, she made another pot of coffee and chatted to Greta easily before Greta finally put her to work on the potatoes. As they stirred, roasted, salted, and prepped, the women discussed the evening ahead, their excitement for a “different kind of Christmas,” and the fact that Victor had already told Liz that he would bring a very expensive wine. 

      “Why on earth would he do that?” Greta demanded, wringing her hands. 

      “Because he wants to show you that his heart is as big as his pocketbook, darling!” Liz teased. 

      Greta rolled her eyes and dropped down to inspect the glow of the turkey in the oven. “If he thinks that I’m in any way impressed with money, then he doesn’t understand me at all.”

      “I enjoy seeing Victor this smitten,” Liz said. “I always thought that he had a heart of stone.”

      Around forty-five minutes before the guests were set to arrive, Liz and Greta set the table with a dark red tablecloth, mismatched cutlery and plates, and the glasses they owned, plus a few they’d borrowed from friends. They placed wine bottles strategically across the table and lit long candles that cast an eerie glow across the billowing curtains. 

      It wasn’t until thirty-five minutes before the guests would arrive that Greta realized something shocking. 

      “Oh my gosh. I can’t believe this.”

      Liz gaped at her. “Darling, you’re going to have to be more specific.”

      Greta heaved. “I forgot it. I can’t believe it.” She reached for her coat on the hallway rack, shivering. 

      “Darling!” Liz called, even as Greta whipped open the door. 

      “Baguette, Liz! I forgot to buy baguettes! We can’t very well have a French meal without baguettes!” Greta cried as she hustled out into the hallway, whipping her coat over her shoulders like a cape. 

      Greta hustled down the staircase, unable to wait for Liz’s answer. For weeks, her daydreams of having a perfect dinner party had kept her going through finals, through long nights of writing essays, and through heinous conversations with other male academics whose entire purpose in life, it seemed, was to try to make her feel foolish. This dinner party meant so much more than a bit of food on the table. If she could pull it off, it meant that Greta had “made it” in Paris. 

      The bakery nearest to Greta and Liz’s place had a line of customers out the door and around the block. Greta gaped at the line, her heart thudding. She’d known this was a “week-long eating affair” for all French people, which was why she’d planned everything else accordingly. Greta made an effort to walk two blocks away to the next bakery but found that that one, too, had a line around the block. Begrudgingly, Greta got in line behind a little old woman in a light blue coat, who’d bundled herself in a thick scarf of sheep’s wool and limped forward on the tiniest feet Greta had ever seen. To Greta, a twenty-year-old woman on the brink of the rest of her life, old age seemed an impossibility, something that happened to other people. 

      There was no way to call back to their apartment and explain that she would be terribly late for dinner. Tears formed at the corners of Greta’s eyes, which she refused to let fall. Twenty minutes before the dinner party, she’d hardly made it around the corner. At fifteen minutes, the line had pulled her only a few feet more. 

      With nothing to do, Greta studied the faces of the people that passed by: a women who held the hands of her children as they made their way home; an older couple who walked arm-in-arm; and even a young woman who raced along expectantly, her eyes glowing with optimism. She probably looked a lot like Greta did as she headed across the city. 

      Suddenly, a familiar face appeared in the passing crowd. Greta’s heart jumped with recognition, even as she reminded herself to stay stoic. Bernard Copperfield sauntered toward her, wearing that arrogant smile of his. He chuckled and eyed the line in front of her, which was still about fifteen people long. 

      “Good evening, Miss Richards.” 

      “Good evening, Mr. Copperfield.” Why did everything always feel like such a game with him? “I trust you’re well?” 

      Bernard tilted his head. “Not so well, Miss Richards. I heard through the grapevine that you’re having a wonderful little dinner party tonight. I hate to admit that I was broken-hearted not to be invited.”

      “I can’t remember the last time I invited only an acquaintance to a dinner party,” Greta returned. 

      Bernard’s smile widened. Greta forced her lips to remain straight. 

      “I hate to burden you with bad news,” Bernard said conspiratorially. “But it seems to me that you might be late to your own party.” 

      Greta wrinkled her nose. “Don’t poke fun.” She then laughed at herself, her shoulders loosening. “I had everything finished. The turkey. The potatoes. The chestnut stuffing. Even the foie gras is ready. But then, suddenly…”

      “You realized you’d forgotten the bread,” Bernard finished her sentence sadly. 

      Greta nodded, then inched forward slightly with the line. Bernard went along with her, joining her in line. The warmth from his body filled her chest with longing. 

      “I suppose it’s a good thing that I found you here,” Bernard offered. “You might have had to spend all this time alone in line, thinking about your mistakes.”

      “Funny.” Greta brightened suddenly. “Why don’t you run to my apartment and tell Liz where I am?” 

      Bernard’s laughter echoed down the street. “And give up on this, the one opportunity I’ve had to speak to the great Greta Richards by myself? Absolutely not.”

      Greta’s cheeks burned with a mix of embarrassment and glee. Liz was right; Bernard was terribly handsome. Perhaps he was involved with other women; perhaps many other women were in love with him. But for the moment, Bernard and Greta stood in line, waiting for bread, as though they did this sort of intimate activity all the time. It was thrilling in its normality. 

      Fifteen minutes after the start of Greta’s dinner party, she finally entered the warm glow of the bakery with Bernard by her side. Together, they selected ten baguettes, a fat loaf of dark bread, two loaves with olives baked inside, and several croissants. When Greta reached for her wallet to pay, Bernard waved his hand and said, “Let me.” 

      Once outside, their arms overloaded with the warm breads, their sharp edges poking into the paper sacks, Greta said, “You shouldn’t have paid for the bread.”

      Bernard scoffed. “How else can I thank you for the last-minute invitation to your Christmas party?”

      Greta’s lips parted with surprise. Bernard’s eyes twinkled knowingly. It was clear to both of them that she wouldn’t retract the invitation now that he’d pulled it out of thin air. 

      “You’re such a sneak,” Greta whispered. 

      “Guilty as charged,” Bernard affirmed. 

      They finally arrived at the party at twenty-five past the hour. Liz opened the door for them to discover Greta and Bernard, their cheeks bright pink from the cold. Liz’s eyes snapped with surprise from Greta to Bernard and back to Greta before a male voice behind her called, “Is that Bernard Copperfield?” 

      Greta and Bernard stepped in as Bernard greeted the voice, one of Liz’s friends who Greta didn’t know well. Greta heaved the bread onto the spare bit of clean countertop as Liz hissed in her ear, “What on earth happened out there? I was about to call the police.” 

      Greta waved a hand. “The line was around the block.”

      “And Bernard?” Liz rasped. 

      “He was walking past and decided to keep me company.” Greta said it flippantly. 

      “Right.” Liz cackled, showing her lips to be tinged red from her wine. When she turned back, she lifted her arms to announce that the dinner would be served shortly. “We finally have our bread! Crisis averted.”

      When Greta turned to greet her guests, she discovered that Victor sat in the corner, sulking, his hand wrapped around a glass of scotch. Greta wanted to roll her eyes into the back of her head. What would she do to never have to deal with the psychotic egos of men ever again? 

      Suddenly, Victor bolted to his feet and strutted directly up to Greta, where he spoke in low yet menacing tones. “I should think it would be polite to inform me that you began dating that fool after you abandoned our date. Or are you some sort of…” He hunted for a word that probably would have been too cruel in such company. 

      Greta’s eyes widened with surprise. In a way, she’d expected this from him. He was nothing but a crybaby. Victor then snapped around her, grabbing his coat and heading for the door. 

      “Oh, Victor. Won’t you sit down?” Liz cried. 

      But Victor was already at the door. Greta hustled after him, suddenly enraged. She grabbed his upper arm and turned him around to meet his gaze. “Something you need to understand is this. I’m not seeing Bernard. I’m not seeing anyone. I’m here in Paris to focus on my academic career, and that’s it. On top of that, if I want to be friendly with someone like Bernard Copperfield, that is none of your concern. You have no ownership over me. Is that clear?” 

      Victor just shook his head. In a low growl, he said, “I already see the way you look at him. You’re head over heels in love. It’s despicable.” With that, he rushed out, slamming the door behind him. 

      At the table, one of Liz’s high-society friends stood and began to clap slowly, as though it was the end of a scene in a theater piece. Liz scolded him to sit down, but already, the others at the table had burst into laughter. Greta rubbed her temples and splayed her hand toward the turkey, which did, in fact, look just as beautiful as she’d envisioned. Someone had left a seat for her directly next to Bernard, which she took, slightly embarrassed yet over the moon with excitement. If she was brutally honest, it was true what Victor had said. When she peered into Bernard’s eyes, she felt she could see the entirety of her future— bright sunny days of laughter, hours of intellectual discussions, and even children, ones with Bernard’s good humor and Greta’s quick wit. 

      “Greta, this turkey is the most incredible thing I’ve ever tasted,” Bernard breathed, his eyes upon her. “How did you do it?” 

      “She’s good at everything she does,” Liz insisted at the far end of the table, her glass of wine raised. “She puts the rest of us to shame.”

      “To the cook!” Another friend at the table raised his glass, eyeing Greta. The others followed suit. Greta sat at the scene of her wildest daydreams, already foggy from wine, as a Christmas snow fluttered across Parisian rooftops. Nothing in the world could be better than this.

    



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----from-nantucket-with-love.jpg
=3 »»-A Nantucket Sunset Series% E






