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        Saturday 8 January 2000, New York

      

      

      She’d fallen into bed after midnight. People were still caught up in the idea of the new millennium, still coming down from the high of Times Square at midnight and the fireworks displays shown in their televised glory from around the world. Once everyone realised their computers weren’t about to go awry when the clocks safely ticked over from 1999, they were more than happy to party.

      Last night Hope had had dinner with some of her closer friends and colleagues—mainly those like herself, with families far away or non-existent. It was a bon voyage dinner, because she was going home to Australia to work on a program there and she didn’t know when she would be back. They’d drunk far too many glasses of red wine, bemoaning the state of a film industry that catered to young men rather than thinking adults, and she had soaked up their sympathy over her recent disastrous effort. It was late when she’d waved them goodbye and set out for her apartment on the Upper West Side.

      Even before she’d climbed into the cab, she’d had an uncomfortable sensation deep inside, but it had taken the entire ride home to understand what it was. A mixture of excitement and terror. She was going home. She was about to face her past in a way she hadn’t done for years.

      Once inside her apartment, Hope had had the strong urge to ring her older sister, Faith. They were only separated in age by a year, and as children they had been very close. But as they grew older they’d drifted apart—it was difficult not to when they lived on different continents. Hope reminded herself that she would be seeing Faith in a few days anyway. All of the arrangements had been made. Right now, it would be afternoon in Australia, but Faith would probably be busy as usual. How strange that their lives had turned out like this, so far away from each other.

      Between thinking of the past and still deciding whether or not to make the international call, she’d fallen asleep.

      The sound of the ringing phone shocked her into wakefulness. At first, she didn’t know whether it was real or just a dream and she almost let it ring out, but then she reminded herself that it could be more than someone wanting her to read another dreadful script. It could be important. So she reached for the handset by the bed, at the same time slipping on her glasses.

      The illuminated clock told her it was almost two am as she said, ‘Hello?’

      There was a sound like waves crashing on a beach. Just static, she told herself, and then she heard Faith’s voice.

      ‘Hope?’

      Despite having forty-six years to become familiar with it, the idea of sisters called Faith and Hope still made her groan inwardly.

      Faith didn’t wait for her answer before launching into a jumble of words. ‘There was a photo in the newspaper, that one of all of us. You, me, Mum and Sam. Taken ages ago. When you first went to America and Golden Gully came out to send you off. Do you remember? They’ve just reprinted it because you’re coming home. It’s everywhere. I never thought … never imagined … All these years.’

      Hope pulled herself up against her pillows and switched on the bedside light. That was better, she was feeling more awake now.

      ‘What is it?’ she asked. ‘Has something happened to Joe? To Samantha? Is Mum all right?’

      Faith made a sound that could have been a laugh, or a sob. ‘Do you know you’re the only one who calls her that? Samantha. She’s always been Sam to us.’

      ‘Faith,’ Hope paused, knowing it was important to sound calm despite her heart rattling about in her chest. ‘You haven’t rung me for ages and now it’s the middle of the night, and you’re telling me that I’m the only one who calls your daughter by her full name?’

      That silence again, or rather the sound of the waves of static crashing over the distance between them. Hope tried to picture Faith’s house. She hadn’t been home for nearly ten years and then only briefly, but she remembered the little nook off the lounge, where the phone was situated. It would be summer there, afternoon, and outside the summer sun would be blazing. The house would be closed up to keep out the heat, shades drawn and the light muted.

      ‘What is it?’ she said again. ‘Tell me what’s wrong. Faith?’

      ‘I was remembering the Angel. I still think about it you know.’

      ‘The Angel? Faith, what—’

      ‘I had to go.’ Her sister’s words ran into each other. ‘You see that, don’t you? I had to go. It’s up to me to fix this.’

      ‘Fix what?’

      But by then the call was disconnected.

      Hope sat and stared at the shadowy corners of her bedroom, and then slowly returned the handset to the cradle. She waited a little while, in case her sister rang back and explained it was all a mistake and she was sorry to have frightened her. Because Hope was frightened.

      Suddenly she was cold to her very core.

      Shivering, she climbed out of bed and found her address book and then she tapped in Faith Cantani’s number.

      It rang for some time before finally someone answered.

      ‘Joe?’ She spoke quickly as soon as she heard his familiar voice.

      ‘Joe, it’s Hope.’

      He drew a breath. ‘Hope?’

      ‘Faith just rang me. Can you put her back on please? I—I don’t quite understand what she wanted.’

      There was a pause. ‘I’m sorry,’ he said, and she could hear the break in his voice. ‘Faith left yesterday and I haven’t seen her since.’

      ‘Left? What do you mean, Joe? She was just on the phone!’

      ‘Well, she wasn’t ringing from here.’

      Hope took off her glasses. ‘Where is she, then? I need to call her back.’

      ‘I don’t know her number.’

      He seemed to be unable to explain himself. He sounded very tired. Through further questioning, Hope managed to discover the sequence of events. Faith had been preoccupied. ‘The new range of Cantani Desserts she has coming out this month. You know about that?’

      Hope did know. Faith had sent her a sample, which had caused endless issues with US Customs. She’d agreed, if her schedule allowed, to be at the unveiling.

      ‘And then with you coming home … well, she was busy redecorating.’

      ‘What happened yesterday before she left?’

      ‘Hope … she’ll be back before you get here, I know she will. Just leave it, please. Whatever it is … Everything will be okay.’

      ‘What happened, Joe?’

      He sighed, and at first she didn’t think he was going to answer. ‘She took an interstate phone call at the shop and the girls said she looked upset.’

      He was upset.

      ‘Who was the call from?’

      ‘It was a man. She didn’t mention his name.’

      She waited a beat, trying to understand and not understanding at all. ‘And then …?’ She wanted him to elaborate on Faith’s mood, but instead he went sideways.

      ‘There was a dinner we were meant to attend. Best local business awards. We were nominated. I don’t even know who won.’ He took a moment; she could hear him breathing. ‘I, uh, I went to get my suit from the dry cleaners and when I got back she was gone.’

      ‘Just … gone?’

      ‘She left a note. It was a bit of a scrawl. I was away twenty minutes.’ Hope waited and eventually he told her what the note said.

      ‘Sorry. I need to go and fix this. Hope you can understand. Forgive me.’

      Hope tried to imagine her sister frantically throwing clothes into a bag, grabbing her purse and running from the house. All to avoid Joe so she could ‘fix this’? Why couldn’t she tell him? Had something happened between them that prevented her from telling her husband of thirty years where she was going and why?

      ‘Did you argue?’

      ‘No, we didn’t bloody argue.’ For the first time he sounded angry. And yet it was a reasonable question. Faith and Joe had been known to argue now and again, but they always made up. Joe was such an ocean of calm that even Faith, with her set ideas on how things should be handled, eventually gave way.

      ‘After she’d gone I tried to ring her mobile, until I discovered she’d left it behind at the shop. She’d taken her car so I drove around, nowhere in particular, because I didn’t know what else to do.’

      ‘Joe, I don’t understand. Explain to me what is going on.’

      ‘Don’t you think I would if I could?’ There was a bleakness in his voice that was frightening. Then, abruptly, ‘What did she say to you? Just now, on the phone? What did she say?’

      Hope tried to gather her thoughts, which were jumping about all over the place. ‘She mentioned the Angel. The nightclub she worked at all those years ago.’

      ‘The Angel.’ It was a whisper, a breath. A curse.

      ‘When she came back home she wasn’t the same, Joe. I remember that much. Something happened to her.’

      The truth was Hope hadn’t been in any state to find out the details of whatever secrets her sister was keeping from her. She’d had her own secrets.

      Joe was still waiting on the other end of the phone.

      ‘I’m coming over,’ Hope said.

      ‘I know. That television show you’re making.’

      ‘Looking Back.’ It was an Australian program focusing on wellknown people in the public eye, exploring both the nature and nurture that had moulded them into who they were. Or at least that was the premise. As an Australian actress who’d done well overseas, Hope Taylor fitted the bill. She had agreed to it because: one, she needed the money, and two, she was anticipating it would bring her more work. Until now, number three, visiting Australia and seeing her family, had seemed a long way down the list. Strange how a family crisis changed your perspective.

      And if Looking Back, a little like some of the sleazier gossip magazines, had a habit of shocking its viewers with previously undisclosed information, at least their researchers were professionals. They would hardly sully the program’s reputation by telling lies. Hope already had a few ideas for her own ‘revelations’. Harmless stuff really. She told herself she was comfortable that they wouldn’t dig up anything on her she didn’t want aired. Mainly because all of her secrets were too deeply buried and they wouldn’t know where to start digging.

      ‘I’m flying in to Melbourne on the twelfth, yes, but I can come now, Joe. Or as soon as I can get a flight and organise what I need to.’

      She waited for him to protest. It took him longer than she’d expected.

      ‘No, don’t change your plans. Faith will be back by then. To— to explain. Everything will be back to normal.’ He said it as if he wanted to believe it.

      ‘Joe …?’

      ‘Faith knows you’re coming, and then there’s the unveiling …

      It’ll sort itself out. It has to.’

      She promised to let him know when she was on her way, and he promised to ring her if he heard any news.

      By the time she hung up Hope was wide awake. She sat a moment, abruptly aware of the chilly atmosphere of her apartment—the furnace in the basement had broken down again. She should have asked Joe more questions, but it was all so strange she hadn’t known what to ask. And what on earth was that note about? Maybe Joe knew what was going on and maybe he didn’t. He was so intensely loyal to his wife that it was difficult for Hope to tell.

      She tried to remember all that Faith had said, going over the words and the pauses between them, wondering if she’d forgotten anything crucial. Her sister had mentioned a photograph, taken years ago, reprinted because Hope was coming home.

      She told herself it made no sense, but she knew that somehow it did. The Angel. Something had happened while Faith was there, just as something had happened to Hope that hot January afternoon thirty years ago in Willow Tree Bend.
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            Faith

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        June 1969, Willow Tree Bend

      

      

      The car had reached the turn in the road that ran along the creek and Faith really didn’t want to look back. Not when she was starting out on her new and exciting life. In those circumstances, looking back wasn’t the cool thing to do.

      But she did. She couldn’t seem to help it. The old cottage sitting on the hill exerted a pull on her that was quite suddenly irresistible.

      The windows reflected the colours of the winter sunset, while the shadows were shortening in the evening light. Just as she’d feared, her mother was standing and watching, huddled into her old tweed coat, as Joe’s car faded from sight. Her heart sank when she realised what that stony gaze meant—her mother was trying not to cry.

      With a groan, Faith turned to face the front.

      ‘What?’ Joe asked, looking at her as if he thought she’d changed her mind. Or maybe he was hoping she had.

      Faith felt like crying herself. Why was everyone making it so difficult for her to do what she had her heart set on doing? First her mother, who acted as if life in Melbourne resembled Sodom and Gomorrah, and then Hope with her accusing glances and trembling lip. But she refused to let them spoil it for her, and perhaps that more than anything was keeping her from caving in.

      ‘Did they give you a hard time?’ Joe said quietly.

      Straight away she felt he was on her side and there was comfort in that. She managed a smile and a shrug. ‘Sort of.’

      Faith had been working in Joe’s mother’s milk bar since she left school a year ago, and while she decided what she wanted to do with her life. She liked it because it made her feel as if she was in the centre of things. Everyone dropped into the milk bar at some point during their day, and when Mrs Cantani wasn’t there, Joe made sure the radio was tuned to the latest hits.

      Joe, his older brother, Pete, and his mother had run the place since Mr Cantani died last year, and she’d noticed how much Joe had grown up. She supposed he’d had to. He used to go out with Faith a bit, to the pool or the church socials, just as friends, but now he hardly ever did.

      Mrs Cantani had been disappointed when she heard that Faith was leaving. She didn’t like flighty girls and she’d shaken her head as if she didn’t remember what it was like to be seventeen and frightened that this was all your life was ever going to be. Joe understood though. He was nineteen, and while he seemed happy enough with the status quo, he’d offered Faith a sympathetic ear on the couple of occasions she had expressed her feelings to him.

      ‘Mum wants me to bake the best scones and win first prize at the Golden Gully show, just so she can lord it over those old biddies in the CWA. She wants me to go to church every Sunday and marry a man she approves of. She wants to be proud of me, but only if I do what she says and never upset her. But that life wouldn’t be my life, would it? I feel as if the air is being sucked out of me by this place.

      I need to breathe, Joe!’

      ‘Wait until you’re twenty-one,’ had been Joe’s advice. ‘Stick around until then and you can do whatever you like.’

      ‘But that’s four years away!’ Faith had wailed. ‘I can’t wait that long, Joe.’

      He’d smiled and looked at her as if he was so much older and wiser, and then he’d surprised her by offering her a lift to Melbourne.

      ‘I have to pick up some stuff from my uncle. He lives in Coburg. Where are you staying?’

      Faith was staying with her cousin Kitty, at least for now. She’d been to Kitty’s twenty-first birthday party, which was what had started this whole yearning to get away from Willow Tree Bend. Faith’s mother, Lily, was so bound up in this small town and her small life that she couldn’t understand anyone wanting something different. Now her words replayed in Faith’s head like an LP from her favourite band, the Allnights.

      ‘It was that weekend you spent down in Melbourne for Kitty’s party, wasn’t it? Some no-hoper you met put ideas into your head. I knew I shouldn’t have let you go!’

      Lily had been red-faced, her fair hair scraped up on top of her head, dressed in her old shirt and trousers. She’d been feeding the few animals left on the farm. Most of their land was leased out for agistment. Since Faith’s father had walked out on them eleven years ago, everything had been down to her. And Lily, once a city girl who had married a country boy, had learned fast. She’d had to.

      ‘It wasn’t like that,’ Faith had said, trying not to sound desperate. ‘No one’s put ideas into my head. They’re my own ideas, Mum.’ But the party had opened her eyes to what she was missing. People who spoke her language, who understood how she felt and what she wanted, and who related to her in a way her mother never could. And worst of all was the thought that one day she might end up here, at the cottage, in her mother’s shoes.

      ‘What did Hope say? About you leaving?’ Joe’s voice interrupted her thoughts, rising above the hum of his VC Valiant. He’d bought the car a few months ago and it was his pride and joy.

      ‘Why, what has she said to you?’

      Her sister, Hope, was still at school, but she often hung out at the milk bar, or the fish and chip shop next door. Faith suspected that it was Pete who was the attraction, although whenever she warned her sister about Pete’s flirtatious ways, she became irritatingly coy.

      Hope had been so upset when Faith told her she was leaving that she’d run off down to the old willow tree by the bend in the creek.

      The willow had always been the sisters’ special place. Somewhere to brood when life wasn’t going the way they wanted it to, or to share their secrets or current concerns, or just have a good laugh. This time it was Hope who sat alone within the winter-bare curtain of branches, looking miserable. Faith hadn’t followed her. Because what could she say? She wasn’t going to change her mind no matter how much Hope wanted her to. This was her chance to break free of her stifling life, and all of the dreams and expectations that Faith realised were not hers and that she did not want to fulfil.

      Joe replied in his measured way. ‘Your sister didn’t say much. I told her you’d probably be back in a couple of weeks.’

      Faith narrowed her eyes at him. The thing about Joe was that he was always so charmingly laid-back, you couldn’t be angry with him for long. So instead of sulking, she said, ‘Hope’s in the high school play this year, did you know? She’s the star and it’s a big deal for her. I’ve told her I’ll try to get back to see it, but …’

      ‘But?’

      ‘I probably won’t want to.’

      Joe lifted an eyebrow in a way that always made her laugh. He had dark hair and blue eyes, which Faith didn’t think of as very Italian, but according to him that was because his grandparents had come from the north of the country, up near the Swiss border. He had a nice smile, too, and a few times she’d felt that if she gave him just a bit more encouragement he might ask her out.

      Yes, he was nice. Good-looking, dependable and, according to her mother, of the ‘right’ religion—her mother had always been a churchgoer. Knowing that Lily approved of Joe had the opposite effect on Faith. She’d choose to go out with any number of losers rather than him. Anyway, right now she was focused on her future. Melbourne, the Big Smoke. She was heading into the open arms of the city, and she didn’t want anything or anyone holding her back.

      She’d wanted to leave for quite some time now. The party had just brought it all to a head. There were days when she felt as if this place was slowly strangling her, and, as she’d tried to tell Joe, making it harder and harder to breathe. She might die if she stayed a moment longer, or worse, be so weighed down by the minutia of her life in this small country town that even if she had the opportunity to escape, she would no longer have the strength.

      Joe turned on the radio and a song from the Beatles’ White Album filled the car. Faith closed her eyes as the world slipped by outside the window. The familiar bushland and paddocks, the narrow road changing to asphalt, and then the highway. She listened to the music and didn’t want to talk anymore; her choice had been made.

      A slow curl of excitement began to unfurl in the pit of her stomach. Even remembering Hope’s teary rejection earlier today, and her mother’s sad face, couldn’t dampen it. Tomorrow she would wake up in Kitty’s room, and when she looked out of the window she wouldn’t see the slope running down to the creek and the old willow tree with its pendulous branches whispering in the breeze. She’d see busy streets with cars rushing past, and people moving forward with purpose.

      Her life was going to be very different from now on, and Faith couldn’t wait.
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        Monday 10 January 2000, Golden Gully, Victoria

      

      

      I straightened up as some corellas flew squawking overhead. My back might ache but I was smiling. Surely nothing was better than this? There before me was laid out my hard day’s work in the form of the newly planted front garden of a newly built house on the outskirts of town.

      The owners had heard of me through the local grapevine—Suzy, who managed the local supermarket, was good for getting the word out. We’d been to school together back in the dark ages and now she was married with four kids, unlike single, childless me.

      After she’d regaled my most recent client with stories of my brilliant garden designs, they’d requested I draw up some plans. Sometimes when I set out my vision of a client’s garden it was rejected or, worse, fell into a black hole. With the latter, I rarely found out what it was about my plans they disliked, which was frustrating, especially when I’d poured my heart and soul into them. In this case the client loved my ideas and, I hoped, my friendly professionalism. So much so that they had no hesitation in contracting me to put my plans into action.

      And, I smiled to myself again, they’d be pleased with the result, too. I’d been at pains to explain that you had to wait, and in these times of instant gratification, waiting could be a difficult ask. Give it a year or two and their garden would be just as they imagined it—a retreat from the hurry of their weekly lives in the city, and an idyll to escape to on the weekends.

      More and more people who’d moved into the Golden Gully district were weekenders, nine-to-fivers who were hoping to eventually retire full-time to the country. Green-changers, some of the locals called them.

      They were my bread and butter, and without the green-change movement Green Dreams, my fledgling garden design and landscaping business would have foundered long ago. Particularly during the hot, dry months of summer and the frosty cold winters. It had taken me a long time, and a lot of false turns, to discover my true calling, and I was determined to make it a success.

      A car horn tooted and I looked up as a dusty four-wheel drive came to a stop. My father was here, right on time. He really was the most reliable man I knew. I reminded myself that whatever had caused the ruction between him and my mother was none of my business. Faith could be difficult, it was true, but she was never intentionally unkind, and for her to go off like that, with all that was happening …

      I’d heard about middle-aged women unexpectedly wanting a complete life makeover, it’s just I never thought she’d be one of them.

      Of course I had asked Dad about it. Or tried to. Apart from him telling me it was Mum’s business and to leave it, I didn’t get much joy. Mum had rung me a couple of days ago, so I knew she was fine. I kept telling myself there was nothing to worry about and I would have believed it, if it hadn’t been for my increasing sense of misgiving.

      ‘Where are you?’

      ‘North Queensland,’ she said, after a hesitation, which made me wonder whether she was even going to tell me. Then, before I could ask her where in North Queensland, ‘I’m okay, everything is okay, don’t worry.’

      ‘But what about Hope? Will you be back in time? Dad’s freaking out—’ I broke off, not wanting to be disloyal to my father, and anyway, she must know how worried he was.

      ‘Things are difficult here, but I’ll try.’

      I attempted to get my head around that one. Faith, who always liked to be in control, wasn’t bothered by her sister arriving from the US and her not being there to boss everyone around? Not to mention her new line of desserts, which she had been working on for months and months, and were due to be released any day now.

      ‘Mum, what is it? You know you can tell me. Is something … has Dad …?’

      ‘This is nothing to do with your father, Sam. He hasn’t done anything wrong. It’s just something I have to do. Something from the past that I need to sort out. I’ll explain it when I see you.’

      ‘Explain what?’

      ‘Sam,’ she took a breath, ‘when you were born I held you in my arms and I felt as if I’d been handed a miracle. I still feel that.’

      My family didn’t say things like this. We loved each other, but we rarely spoke about how we felt. To hear these words from my mother was far more shocking than her telling me she was in North Queensland.

      ‘I don’t understand,’ I whispered.

      And then I heard the waves in the background. Was she on a beach somewhere sipping a pina colada? The image flashed before my eyes: my mother in a bikini—she still had the figure for it—a flower in her blonde hair and a sun-bronzed surfie at her side. Suddenly I was angry and frightened, and as usual the combination brought out the worst in me.

      ‘You know this is so selfish,’ I said in a tight little voice. ‘Maybe you shouldn’t bother coming home after all.’ That was when I hung up.

      Afterwards, I’d reminded myself that my parents were both adults, and whatever it was that had sent Mum off on this secret mission, well it was up to them to sort it out. Despite her odd words she had sounded fine, not as if she was having a breakdown or anything. No, the very idea was ludicrous. The only times I had seen her overwrought were when she was angry with me and my life choices. She’d wanted me to join her in the Cantani Desserts business, and when I refused it was as if I’d started World War III. Since then things had settled down and she’d come to accept that I wasn’t her and never would be.

      I had to make my own way in life, and therefore my own mistakes.

      Collecting together my tools, I walked towards the four-wheel drive. Dad got out to help me load them into the back. His blue eyes were narrowed, deepening the wrinkles in his lean, sun-browned face, and his short dark hair was sprinkled with grey. My father was a handsome man and I didn’t think I was biased in thinking so. It was a bit of a shame that when I looked into the mirror I always thought I resembled the Taylor side of the family, although I’d inherited his blue eyes.

      ‘Good day?’ he said, but it wasn’t really a question. Evidently, he could tell by the look of me that it had been.

      ‘Yes, thanks.’ I smiled at him. ‘And thanks for picking me up, Dad. The garage rang to tell me my rust bucket should be ready by tomorrow, so I’m hoping you won’t need to come to my rescue again. Not for a while anyway.’

      The old ute had been giving me more grief than usual, but it ran on an oily rag, and as long as it was fixable I figured it was cheaper than spending money I didn’t have on buying something new and pretty.

      ‘You must have enough to do as it is,’ I added, as we climbed into the cabin. I meant with Mum not here, therefore giving him an opportunity to vent, but as usual my father kept his thoughts buried deep beneath his stoic exterior.

      ‘I’m managing.’

      I glanced at him, seeing the strain and the sleepless nights, and wondered about that. Had he and Mum ever been apart? I had a feeling they never had, not since their wedding day thirty years ago. Their love for each other was something I had taken for granted for so long it was a shock to imagine it might be starting to unravel.

      He backed down the driveway, twisting around to see where he was going. My gaze fell on his tanned wrist, and I noted with a sense of relief that he was still wearing the Rolex watch. I wasn’t sure why I’d been worried he might have taken it off, only that seeing it there as usual was comforting.

      Mum had given him the Rolex on their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary, and according to her, she had saved up for months because she wanted it to be special. A gift he could keep. As Dad told it, he’d been totally blown away. He’d even shed a couple of tears, and seeing them together, smiling into each other’s eyes, I had never doubted their marriage was still as strong as ever.

      So, what was going on?

      I glanced sideways at him as we set off down the road. When Hope arrived with her camera crew in tow, would it be just me and Dad bearing the brunt? Hope would want us to play happy families, when the truth was she hadn’t been home in ten years. Did Dad find all of this as awkward as I did? Usually my father took things in his stride, but his sister-in-law’s imminent arrival, as well as Mum running away up north, had brought a haunted look to his eyes.

      It was true that a couple of times recently I’d interrupted words between my parents. As soon as they noticed me they’d gone into ‘cover-up mode’, as I called it, pretending everything was peachy. They should have been ASIO operatives, or actors like Hope. I’d shrugged it off because I had worries of my own. I was twenty-nine, for God’s sake. I had my own life, such as it was. And yet the idea of my parents’ marriage imploding left me wanting to squirm about in my seat like a little girl.

      Right now, Hope’s impending visit seemed like something we could really do without.

      My aunt was pretty much a stranger, to me anyway, and I’d never thought she and my mother were all that close. Not the clingy sort of sisterly love I’d seen displayed by other families. There was a wariness about them, a sense of things that had been left unspoken for so long that now they were unmentionable.

      I could count on the fingers of one hand the number of times during the year my mother spoke to Hope on the phone. When she had a new movie or was making an appearance on television, we made the effort to see it. There was never the sort of sibling envy one might have expected. My mother smiled and took it all in her stride, giving the impression that she wasn’t jealous in the slightest. And it wasn’t an act—Mum honestly didn’t want to change places with her famous sister. She was happy in her own skin.

      Or at least she had been until she set off for the Sunshine State.

      I turned my mind back to the last time Hope came to visit. It had been a whirlwind trip, and I was eighteen and it hadn’t gone well. I’d still been going through my rebellious stage—yes, I was a late bloomer. I was standing there in my old torn jeans and dusty boots and halter top, and out of the blue in had walked Hope in a cloud of Shalimar. She had brought a suitcase full of designer clothes from the US, which she presented to me with a smug little smile. She’d expected me to be ecstatic, but I wasn’t that sort of girl. She must have wondered what was wrong with me. My boyfriend at the time had been more impressed by my glamorous and famous aunty than I had been.

      I admitted now that I’d been insensitive and ignorant and judgemental. At the time, Mum was furious with me, but she’d begun to see glimmers of maturity, as if I might finally be turning from a grungy caterpillar into a butterfly, so for that reason she hadn’t made too big a deal of it. Hope had no children of her own and didn’t understand, and although she’d pretended to laugh away my rejection, I knew I’d hurt her feelings. The memory still made me uncomfortable. I hadn’t lost my complete disdain for the high end of fashion, but if it happened today I’d accept the clothes and sell them on eBay. I needed the money after all.

      ‘How long will Hope be staying?’ I asked my father.

      ‘I’m not sure,’ he said. ‘You should ask Faith.’ And then he stopped and took a sharp breath, almost as if someone had struck him.

      I felt my worry ramping up by leaps and bounds. Maybe I was wrong and the situation was worse than I’d imagined! Why oh why had I told my mother not to come home?

      ‘Dad …?’

      ‘She said she’d like to take some time to catch up with us after the filming.’ His voice was measured, back to normal, but he wouldn’t meet my eyes.

      ‘The program’s Looking Back, right?’ I kept my gaze on him, and I noticed he had returned to cover-up mode.

      ‘Looking Back, yeah. Not something I would have thought Hope did all that often.’

      I was wondering what he meant, until his next words chased all those questions from my mind.

      ‘You know her plane is arriving day after tomorrow?’

      ‘So soon! It seemed weeks away.’

      ‘Don’t worry, she’s being collected. She’ll see us when she gets here. No doubt we’ll receive our instructions.’ He half smiled to show he wasn’t really having a dig at Hope’s high-handed manner.

      ‘The town will go crazy.’

      It already had. People I knew, and those I didn’t, were asking me questions, eager to see her.

      ‘Yeah. Local girl returns to her humble roots. I can imagine the TV news headlines. Don’t be too hard on her, Sam, she is a pretty good actress.’

      ‘Is she still linked to that Hollywood director?’ I tapped my fingers on my knee. ‘What was his name?’

      ‘I forget his name, too. Someone famous. You’ll have to ask her.’

      Definitely not. I wasn’t going to pry into my aunt’s personal life. Although I was grateful to her.

      When my grandmother, Lily Taylor, had decided it was too much for her living alone at the Willow Tree Bend property, she, Faith and Hope had put their heads together to decide what to do about it. Lily probably would have liked one of her daughters to carry on there, but Hope had her life overseas, and Faith was married to Joe and her business. Neither of them had ever expressed any desire to move back into the cottage.

      I didn’t know my grandfather, Rex Taylor. He’d walked out when Mum was little. They’d all lived in the cottage on the hill, and although in later years we’d visited often, Rex was never mentioned. It was as if Gran had wiped him from her memory. Mum said that was fine by her, he wasn’t a nice person, but she didn’t say much more than that. I did get the sense, though, that he’d been one of those men who couldn’t see a woman without trying to sleep with her.

      Dad’s large extended family was a different matter. When I was little we’d had many happy holidays with the Cantanis. Although Joe and Peter had been the only children of their parents, there were plenty of great uncles and aunts, as well as a matriarchal great grandmother, and I’d sometimes found myself with more cousins than I knew what to do with. The original Cantani settlers lived further to the south, where most of the older descendants remained, but as time went on, and family members died or their children grew up and left home, they began to scatter and lose touch.

      When it came to my relatives, I was probably closer to my mother’s side, and in particular my grandmother. I was sorry when Lily, Faith and Hope sold off Willow Tree Bend, and the property was subdivided. Mind you, the sale made more than enough money for them to be able to move Lily into a unit in Golden Gully, which was the service town for a wide district that included farming properties and smaller settlements and protected bushland. Unbeknownst to me, there had been a chunk of the Willow Tree Bend property kept aside—I later learned that was Hope’s idea. When I turned twenty-one, and was considered mature enough to appreciate it, they told me it was mine.

      It was the kind of start many girls could only dream of. Now the memory of my good fortune, and my behaviour towards Hope, made me ashamed all over again.

      ‘Sorry,’ I said, with a glance at my father. ‘I’m being difficult. I’ll make Hope so welcome she won’t even notice Mum isn’t here.’

      ‘I hope so, love.’ He hesitated, and I thought he was going to say something else, but then he changed his mind. He lifted his chin to indicate something in front of us.

      I narrowed my eyes against the glare on the dusty windscreen and took in my driveway and gate and, set back behind a fenced-in yard, the low silhouette of my house. There, waiting by the gate, was a diminutive figure in a floral frock.

      Lily Taylor had come for a visit.

      ‘Did you tell her?’ I asked my father, not taking my eyes off my elderly grandmother. She had an overstuffed bag, and I thought that was ominous. She was also wearing her best shady hat. ‘About Mum, I mean?’

      ‘She knew already,’ he replied, slowing the car.

      ‘The octogenarian grapevine.’ It was a well-known fact that the elderly ladies of Golden Gully knew what was going on before the rest of us.

      Dad’s mouth curled into a proper smile. ‘She’s got Pompom with her.’

      Pompom was a mixed breed and had been called the ugliest dog in the world, but not in front of my grandmother. She loved Pompom and never left him alone for longer than a couple of hours.

      That she’d brought her pet with her didn’t bode well.

      ‘Great,’ I muttered as I climbed out of the four-wheel drive. Pompom ran towards me and I tried to fend him off as best I could, while plastering a welcoming expression on my face.

      ‘Sam, there you are!’ my grandmother said, managing to sound simultaneously pleased and critical.

      ‘Gran, what are you doing here? It’s nearly forty degrees!’

      Something in her eyes shifted, as if she had an answer but had no intention of sharing it with me. ‘Pompom and I have come to stay,’ she said grandly, and stood back while I opened the gate.
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      Tonight was her last night in the tiny apartment on the Upper West Side, and the air was only marginally warmer than it had been a couple of nights ago. The furnace was supposed to have been fixed, but Hope had her doubts. She’d lived here for five years and she couldn’t remember a time when it wasn’t going to be ‘fixed’.

      Sometimes the apartment had been nothing more than somewhere to drop into exhausted sleep after a long working day, especially over the past two years, with all the stresses of The Document. No, she wouldn’t miss this place.

      For the first time in a very long time, her work horizon stretched before her like a lonely country road, with only one stopping-off point. And let’s face it, even if it could, Looking Back wasn’t going to win her an Oscar. But that wasn’t her reason for making the program. Australians were always interested in those of their fellow countrymen who had made a success of their lives overseas, no matter how nebulous that success might be. There would be interviews with newspapers and magazines, television and radio. Not just for Looking Back—they’d arranged their own publicity—but stuff she could do on her own. She’d also been tossing up the idea of writing a book about her life and career, but she wasn’t certain. It was one thing to play the part of Hope Taylor, small-town girl made good, but another to deliberately lie on paper.

      No, not lie. She refused to think of it like that. She was simply airbrushing some of the wrinkles.

      Most of her personal belongings had been packed up in boxes and placed in storage until she decided what she was going to do with them. The apartment was to be let and eventually sold, and as for her future …

      It was as if she was drifting, at the mercy of whatever the gods decided for her, and that wasn’t a comfortable place for Hope to be. She’d tended to micromanage things—every detail had to be looked at and then looked at again.

      With a shiver, Hope pulled on the sweater Faith had sent her for her last birthday—emblazoned with a picture of Prince telling her to party like it was 1999—and climbed into bed. Propped up with several pillows, she reached for her book. She was attempting to read James Joyce’s Ulysses because someone had said everyone should try at least once, but not surprisingly found her mind wandering.

      Faith had gone AWOL.

      Why did that cause this squirm of guilt? As if Faith’s irrational behaviour was in some way her fault. As if her coming home and digging up the past had set Faith off and running.

      What was Hope supposed to have done? Refuse the offer? The truth was, Looking Back was the only offer she’d had since The Document came out.

      And flopped.

      The Document. Even the title sounded dull—but at the time she’d thought it had a gravitas that couldn’t fail to win over the thinking public. Her career, which to be honest had been pretty lightweight, could only benefit from a role that showed off her acting chops.

      Had she been deluded? Maybe. And yet the story itself was sound. It had seemed the perfect vehicle for Hope—the role for a mature actress wanting to lift her career to a new level. The younger crowd mightn’t be interested, but the serious film-goers and critics were sure to love it.

      Despite her belief in the project, and her certainty in her own ability to carry off the starring role, she had struggled to find investors. They didn’t see big box-office appeal even though she explained that wasn’t the audience she was aiming for. Eventually she’d ended up putting her own money into it, scraping together her savings and calling in favours from friends. Against everyone’s expectations, apart from her own, the filming went well. There were excellent reviews from the early showings. The film was launched into the smaller boutique and art-house cinemas, and it was looking good.

      And then it all went wrong.

      She learned that someone else had made a movie with the same storyline—small-town girl takes on a giant corporation in a David-and-Goliath situation—but the actress in this movie was a Hollywood sweetheart. It didn’t matter that The Document was well made and, according to the reviews, Hope was the best thing in it. Her film was never going to be able to compete. She lost a lot of money, and although she made enough to be able to repay her backers, everything else was gone.

      At one point, there was even a rumour going around that she was dead.

      And in that moment Hope had wished she was.

      ‘Come home,’ was Faith’s solution to the problem.

      ‘My life is here,’ Hope had protested.

      ‘But your family is here,’ her sister had argued.

      Then Looking Back had come along and Hope hadn’t hesitated. Not for a second. It was only later that she began to wonder if she’d jumped from the frying pan into the fire.

      Faith must know she was going to keep to the script—in other words, the story of Hope’s life in Willow Tree Bend as it appeared in the public domain. Surely she didn’t have to spell it out? Surely Faith would realise she had everything under control, micromanaged as usual. Well, maybe in hindsight she should have discussed it with her sister before she’d signed the contracts, but it hadn’t occurred to her that she needed to. All she’d thought about was that the program was the perfect solution to her problems.

      No, Hope couldn’t believe her decision was the reason for Faith’s sudden departure. It must have been something else. This was simply a coincidence.

      It’ll be all right, she tried to reassure herself again. The only possible glitch was her mother, but she’d told Looking Back that Lily was frail and elderly and mustn’t be bothered. Admittedly, she’d made it sound as if she was in the advanced stages of Alzheimer’s disease, but the important thing was that they’d agreed.

      Hope glanced at the clock and then put aside James Joyce with some relief. She had a plane to catch in the morning. She just hoped Faith would be home by the time her cavalcade rolled into town.

      Rearranging her bed, she removed her glasses and switched off the light, and tried to still her mind in preparation for sleep. But her mind wouldn’t be stilled. Why was it that the knowledge that she needed a good night’s rest seemed to sabotage her every time?

      Restlessly, she turned over. The linen was freshly laundered and she breathed in the sweet scent, knowing this was one of the things she would genuinely miss about the apartment. Clean sheets every night—what a luxury! Perhaps because it went against everything she’d been brought up to believe in by her mother. Frugality, making do, humility. Lily’s religion—always a big part of her life—had almost become a mania after their father had walked out. Hope didn’t remember it in detail—Faith, being that little bit older, remembered more.

      The endless prayers, the fervent longing to reach a level of perfection that would make her worthy in the eyes of God. Occasionally their father would drop in, but never for more than a day or two, and there was a cruelty in that. It had given Lily a sense of hope, when he would have been kinder to have stayed away. In later years, Faith used to speculate that their mother believed if she was good enough then their father would have to stay. He never did.

      And then one day he turned up and there was a tremendous argument. Hope didn’t know what was said, because they had been sent outside to wait it out. She still remembered huddling with Faith on the verandah while the angry shouting had turned to quieter resignation, and then watching his car driving away.

      They’d expected their mother to fall to pieces, but instead she’d come out to watch him go. White-faced, shaky, but with her green eyes hard as ice. ‘Good riddance,’ she’d said.

      After that she’d changed. She wasn’t interested in trying to please everyone else. She grew strong and stubborn and mouthy—people crossed the street when they saw her coming. The long prayers stopped. God wasn’t quite as infallible as he had been, and although she still went to church she no longer expected miracles.

      Lily worked hard and slept deeply, which was handy, because her daughters liked to stay awake long into the night. Hope remembered she and Faith lying in their beds, whispering in the darkness, as dreams were expressed and ambitions shared. She wanted to be a famous actress and Faith wanted to travel. There was a poster of London on the wall and even before it was fashionable Faith had a bucket list of the places she wanted to see. But the sisters had always planned to leave together. Hope still remembered the day her sister drove off in Joe’s car without her, and how upset she’d been. Faith was leaving her behind, and it took her a long time to forgive her for it.

      Of course, later on Faith had returned and it had been Hope who had spread her wings and set off into the big wide world. Yes, there was satisfaction in that, and in knowing she had achieved the goals she had set herself. But Hope admitted that there would have been more satisfaction if Faith had shown, even for a moment, that she was the teeniest bit jealous.

      Her mind began to drift to what else she would miss about living here in New York. Central Park in the spring, and the shops along Fifth Avenue. The opera at the Lincoln Center, and the ballet, things she enjoyed dressing up to be seen at. Clichés, she realised, but it was true, she had always loved the obvious about this city.

      God forbid, perhaps at heart she was still a wide-eyed girl from country Australia!

      A good line for the program. She must remember it.

      The producers were going to take her ‘home’ to Willow Tree Bend. They wanted to film her as she wandered misty-eyed through the old cottage, and reminisced about the past.

      Was it still the same?

      Samantha would know; she lived nearby. She could even see it from her property. When Sam had learned about her windfall, she had written to Hope. It was a very nice letter, but it was the sort of letter you might write to a distant relative. Stilted. One stranger to another.

      Well, she was a stranger, wasn’t she? Ten years ago, when Hope had last been home, she had looked forward to some sort of connection between herself and Samantha. Instead, she had found her niece very like the person Faith had become—same stubborn pride, same take-me-or-leave-me attitude. In that regard Faith had turned into Lily, and it seemed as if Samantha was turning into Faith.

      Hope began to drift into sleep at last.

      And then, as if a switch had been flicked, she found herself back on that hot summer afternoon in January, the road stretching before her …

      Everything seemed to waver, the heat rising from the earth, and the smell of dust and eucalyptus. Cicadas were humming, their song rising and falling, but there was no other sound. A narrow strip of bitumen ran down the centre of the road, but it was soft, melting, so they walked to the side, his hand in hers. He was laughing at something she’d said and his breath reminded her of the Fanta they’d shared beneath the willow tree. Afterwards.

      In the dream, the landscape was a washed-out gold and brown, while the sky was an amazing, eye-aching blue. She could feel the heat through the thin soles of her sandals, and the burn of the sun on her bare shoulders. She was already tanned, the deeper shade of her skin a striking contrast to her fair hair and green eyes. He told her she was beautiful.

      And then they heard the car.

      They both looked up and watched it coming towards them. A big black old-fashioned machine. Hope half recognised it, and she shaded her eyes to watch its approach. He rested a hand on her shoulder and said something that made her smile.

      Dust drifted towards them in the still air, and they moved sideways onto the dry crackly grass to get out of the way. Around here people weren’t often in this much of a hurry, and even when they were they’d always stop to chat and say gidday. So, it didn’t seem strange when the vehicle began to slow down.

      Hope’s gaze lingered on the shiny chrome bumper bar and the protruding headlamps. The car was like something her father might have driven when he was younger. Or maybe not. There was too much solid respectability about this car for her father, who had always preferred flashy. Like the women Faith said she’d seen him with in town, before he left for good.

      The car stopped beside them and she could smell the heat from the engine, and then the window slid down. That was when she saw the driver’s face and remembered who the car belonged to.

      ‘Can I give you a lift into town?’ He looked from her to the boy beside her, and back again. ‘A bit hot to be walking, isn’t it?’

      They exchanged a glance. Hope knew they were going to say ‘yes’, just for an excuse to ride in the car …

      In the New York apartment Hope stirred restlessly in her bed, trying to wake herself. She knew she wouldn’t be able to. She always had to follow the dream through until the very end. Every excruciating moment.

      She was climbing into the car, enjoying the sensation of the soft leather seat against her bare legs, when a sound woke her. Not the telephone this time, but someone outside singing loudly, followed by several complaints voiced by the neighbours.

      Hope sat up, trying to breathe deeply, as her heart gradually slowed its rapid beat. Despite the chill in the apartment her skin was hot, and as she listened to the insults drifting back and forth, she knew she wouldn’t be able to sleep again, not for a long while. Maybe not at all.

      She reminded herself that the road incident had happened thirty years ago. There was no need to be afraid that Looking Back would find out. And yet she was afraid. Frankly, she was terrified. Despite all of her careful planning and expressions of confidence, Hope knew there was always a possibility that her foray into her past could go very, very wrong.
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      This is the first day of my new life.

      Faith kept repeating the words to herself, over and over again, as she walked at a brisk pace down the street. It was busier now than it had been earlier in the day because people in this part of Melbourne didn’t get up until after noon. She knew that come nightfall things would really start jumping, especially around the Angel.

      She wasn’t sure when the Angel had been built, but Kitty said it was in the 1920s, when gangsters had roamed these same streets and prostitutes had plied their trade on every corner. It was a nightclub with a tarnished history; still, that didn’t stop famous people from flocking there.

      Faith was just so glad things had turned out okay. She hadn’t expected to find work so soon and had been prepared to horde her savings. Eke them out a cent at a time. Now she had a job and it would give her the sort of freedom she’d never had at home. She might have worked at the milk bar for the past year, but her pay packet—such as it was—had never been her own, not when she had to hand over half of it to her mother.

      At first Melbourne hadn’t seemed welcoming at all. Kitty wasn’t waiting to greet her when she arrived, and Faith’s aunt, uncle and other cousins were busy with their own concerns and uninterested in hers. She had the suspicion that Lily had already been on the phone expressing her displeasure, and they all thought it would be for the best if Faith turned around and went home.

      Well, she wasn’t going to let them beat her.

      So, determined, she went out the next day on her own and caught a tram, then wandered along the streets, looking into the shop windows and trying to ignore the rain. The day after she spent inside, helping her aunt bake cakes for a school stall. It was almost like being back at Willow Tree Bend—comfortable, that was the word, and because of that, vaguely unsettling.

      ‘Kitty’s working all hours,’ her aunt warned her. ‘We hardly ever see her.’

      After another sleepless night, and another, she was so desperate she went out on Saturday night and rang Joe from a public telephone box. He’d left her his home phone number scribbled on the back of a petrol receipt—as if she didn’t already know it by heart! As he’d handed it over, he’d said, ‘If you need anything, or just to talk, okay?’ She’d felt his eyes on her as she’d bent her head, pretending to read it and not wanting him to know how touched she was.

      ‘So, how’s it going?’ he asked her when his mother grudgingly fetched him to take the call. She could hear the sound of the television in the background—the Graham Kennedy Show—interspersed with Pete’s laughter.

      ‘All right.’

      There was a pause as he tried to interpret her tone of voice. ‘Faith, you know you only have to say and I’ll come and get you. There’s no shame in that. If you try a thing and don’t like it at least you’ve tried.’

      Faith gripped the handset tightly, staring through the grimy glass as two girls walked towards her along the street, their skintight jeans and bright jumpers proclaiming them as Sharpies. Kitty had told her that Sharpies and Mods were the two foremost gangs in Melbourne and that they hated each other. The girls stopped under a street lamp to light their cigarettes, and they were laughing about something. In that moment her heart ached for Hope.

      ‘Faith? Do you want me to come and get you?’

      She told herself she was being pathetic. She’d only been here a week! If she chickened out then that would be it as far as her mother was concerned, and she wouldn’t be allowed to leave home again until she was twenty-one. No, she had to wait a bit longer. Things would get better, they had to.

      ‘Okay,’ Joe said, when she told him she was staying. ‘I’ll be down in a few weeks anyway. I’ll drop in to see you then.’

      Faith finished the call, hoping that by then she wouldn’t have this terrible urge to cling to him.

      The week dragged by. It was the weekend again, and Kitty arrived like a breath of fresh air in her bright-yellow dress and diamond patterned stockings. She took in the situation with one glance and promptly packed up Faith’s things, scoffing at her mother’s dire warnings, and bundled her off to her digs in St Kilda. It was a two storey house, narrow and creaky and old, and very untidy, but that was only to be expected with three other girls sharing. Because it reminded her of the often messy room that she had shared with Hope, Faith felt instantly at home.

      ‘You can have the spare bed in here with me—I’m out a lot of the time anyway. We can split the rent. You’ll have to find a job.’ Her cousin stubbed out the inevitable cigarette. Faith’s eyes were already stinging.

      ‘What sort of job?’

      ‘I’ll think of something,’ Kitty muttered, before making herself a cosy nest in her blankets and falling asleep instantly.

      That night Faith lay awake again, worrying about her future, and what would happen if the hoped-for job didn’t eventuate. There was no one to talk to because after Kitty went to work, she didn’t come home again, and the other girls kept to their rooms.

      But when Kitty arrived with the dawn, she brought good news. ‘Jared says he’ll take a look at you and see if you’re suitable for the Cocktail Lounge. Should be okay.’ She took in Faith’s tangled hair and baggy pyjamas. ‘Have you got some clothes to wear to the interview? Not that little-girl stuff you had on yesterday.’ And seeing Faith’s blank expression, she sighed. ‘Go to Circe in Charnwood Crescent and ask for Leanne. Tell her you’ll be working at the Angel and she’ll know what you need.’

      Faith tried not to feel hurt. She and Hope had spent hours poring over teen fashion magazines and trying to copy the newest looks. She’d always felt she was up to the mark. Hope had even said that if she cut her hair short and lost weight, she could be Twiggy. Their mother had overheard and given them a long lecture on the importance of accepting yourself as you were, with a longer one on the starving children in Africa.

      ‘You need to think about what looks good on you,’ Kitty was enlightening her. ‘Make the best of what you’ve got. Look at me.

      I’m not beautiful—’

      ‘You are!’

      Kitty’s mouth quirked, but she shook her head, suddenly serious. ‘No, I’m not. I’ve learned how to draw attention to my best features. Be yourself, Faith, that’s the trick. Play up your good points and play down the bad. You just need a bit of practice. Your hair is lovely, and your eyes. You have a nice figure, not much of you, but men like petite

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/shutterstock_479932129.jpg





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.




