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        For my dad, Mike, who loved sailing almost as much as he loved his daughters.

        Someday, I hope to be turtely enough for the turtle club.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      “My father is dead?” Cordelia’s voice cracked on the last word, turning into a faded whisper as she peered up at the young and muscled man wearing the sailor uniform of a Mikirian naval officer. Her eyes narrowed at the pained look on his tan face.

      “I’m sorry, Lady Kimbal⁠⁠—”

      “No, I’m sorry, sir, but you have the wrong manor.” Cordelia attempted to shut the door, but the man shoved it open, nearly hitting her in the side with the sheer force of it.

      “Sir, this is impertinent. I have not granted you entry.”

      His hand remained on the door, holding it still as Cordelia tried again to close it.

      “Who do you think you are?” She hissed, her nostrils flared.

      “I’m sorry, Lady Kimbal, but it’s urgent⁠⁠—”

      “Sir, I’ve already informed you,” she rolled her eyes, prayed for patience, “you have the wrong manor. My father is not…” but she couldn’t bring herself to say the word, to even think it.

      The man’s face grew stern, and he squared his shoulders. There was a sad determination in his grey eyes, a seriousness that terrified Cordelia’s confusing thoughts. When he spoke again, his voice was strong. There was still the barest hint of gentleness, the attempt at tact, but his words were crisp, measured, even.

      “Your father died early this morning.”

      “No.” Her body shook, her voice barely an audible whisper. But the man kept talking. Why was he still talking?

      “His ship was discovered by the Guardians of the Talian Sea.”

      “No.” Why wouldn’t he stop talking?

      “They found his body in his cabin.”

      “No.” Shut up. Shut up. Shut up.

      “The healers think it was⁠⁠—”

      “No.”

      “A”

      “No.”

      “Heart”

      “No.”

      “Attack.”

      “NO!” Cordelia’s whispers were gone, replaced by a deafening command. Her hands fisted at her sides so tight the nails bit into her palms. Her breaths came in fast and ragged, her lips and nose tingled from the loss of air. The officer’s eyes gleamed with unshed tears, and he blinked several times before straightening his back and clearing his expression.

      “I’m sorry, Lady Kimbal. I’m so sorry.” And he did look sorry. His face held sharp features, but they were features of remorse, of sympathy.

      “No.” She shook her head back and forth, the back of her throat burning.

      “I’m sorry⁠⁠—”

      “Stop saying that!” Her voice was so harsh the man flinched and stepped back.

      Her eyes went dark, shadowed beneath angry brows, but she didn’t flinch, she didn’t break eye contact. She simply opened her mouth, inhaled the biggest lungful of air she could manage, and screamed.

      “TAYLOR!” The noise she made wasn’t a voice but a growl, guttural, animal—a roar so broken she coughed out all the air left in her lungs.

      Taylor appeared in the doorway, solid, stoic, strong. The presence of her father’s advisor standing beside her was the only immovable force in a world suddenly churned by chaos. Cordelia’s chest shuddered, great trembles jerked her on her feet, swaying her entire body. She peered up at Taylor, watched him, waited for him to say no. To tell the man to leave. To tell the man that he was wrong. To tell the man that he had the wrong house.

      But Taylor didn’t tell the man to leave. He didn’t tell the man he was wrong. Instead, he stood beside her, face as reserved and expressionless as ever. Until…it wasn’t. Until his deep brown eyes wilted, and his mouth slacked from its usual hard, firm line to something almost akin to a frown.

      Taylor’s black hand gripped the door so tightly that his knuckles turned red. He listened as the man repeated the words he had said to Cordelia. Words that came in and out of focus. Died this morning. Found alone. Heart attack. Sorry for your loss.

      She was desperate for Taylor to correct the officer. He had to correct him. The man was wrong. He had to be mistaken. A mix-up of some kind. Another captain or another ship. But not her father. Not. Her. Father.

      And yet Taylor pinched his nose and squinted his eyes. He gave one nod of his head and closed the door. And then he was steadying her wobbling legs with his strong hands under her arms. Taylor caught Cordelia’s broken body, held her up as she collapsed to the floor. She screamed and screamed and screamed until her voice had grown so hoarse it could scream no more.
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      A whirring sound deafened her ears, and white spots dimmed her vision, but Cordelia kept walking, the passage of time somehow standing still and accelerating far too quickly.

      The sun scorched the sky, ignoring its violent, burning attack on Cordelia as she prepared for the worst day of her life. The cheerful, warm rays mocked her, though it was not unusual weather for Alaro in July. It was the hottest day in nearly two years, and the masses had rejoiced in it, declaring the weather a good omen as they neared the eighteenth century.

      Yet the presence of so many elated faces basking felt like a personal attack. How dare the world celebrate anything today? Shouldn’t the sun rest? Shouldn’t it hide and bathe the world in darkness?

      Instead, a hot summer breeze brought in the fresh salty air; birds flew high in fluffy white clouds. There was even a small flock of butterflies daring to cross her path as the heels of her silk shoes clicked on the boards of the dock.

      She stalled in her tracks when she reached the ship, her heart clenched, taking in the mass, the sails, the ropes. The whirring sound in her ears had returned, and she felt her insides churn. She closed her eyes, forced herself to calm. She let out the breath slowly, attempting to match the beating of her heart with the rhythmic waves of the ocean.

      The sea felt like the only constant force left in her life, always cold, always flowing, always endless and deep. She sought the comfort of its familiarity before opening her eyes and focusing only on what was in front of her. That was how she would get through today: one step at a time, one foot in front of the other.

      Cordelia’s eyes traveled across the deck to the starboard side, where a makeshift basilica had been erected. On a wooden plank rested a driftwood frame surrounded by a bed of lavender. It was a sign of respect, a way to honor the man, a way to send him onward to whatever awaited him after this life.

      Loneliness wrapped stony arms around her as her feet stumbled across the pristine deck, a naval ship maintained to such high caliber her father would have been proud being laid to rest here. Beside the altar was a small plaque.

      

      
        
        Captain Michael Alan Kimbal

        1643-1699

        Captain of the watch, sound the eight bells

      

      

      

      His skin had grown pale, almost grey. His thick hair, once dark like her own but now whitened with the wisdom of age, was carefully combed to the side. His brown eyes hidden behind their lids, his peppered mustache and beard neatly trimmed. He wore his uniform, the blue and gold colors a sharp contrast to his pale skin. She remembered the rough fabric when she hugged him, how it would scratch at her skin, and when she bent to lay a hand over his heart, a sob escaped her.

      Only it wasn’t a sob, it was something else, something more urgent. Cordelia rushed to the side of the ship, just barely reaching it in time. A gust of fresh, salty air warmed her face as she leaned over and expelled all of her emotions. Yellow bile floated across the perfectly blue water. Her throat burned from the stomach acid, and she found the sensation oddly comforting, a different kind of pain and discomfort than what she’d felt the last four days.

      She held her fingers to her mouth and shuddered when she felt a gentle weight on her back. A hand. She squinted in the sun as she turned around to see the ecclesiastic in his maroon-colored robes. He had been kind and patient, guiding her through the logistics of death, offering her reassurances, attempting to do what he could not: ease her pain.

      But he had been honest in a way that Cordelia found respectful. It wasn’t lost to him that she was now without any family or value, an orphaned young lady of society. The ecclesiastic offered Cordelia a handkerchief and a twig of peppermint. The mint cleansed her sour tongue, the sharp flavor reached her eyes, burning them until they watered, and she welcomed the new reason for tears.

      During her trials, the ship had slowly begun to fill with mourners, all lined up, prepared to say their farewells and condolences. It was a Mikirian custom for the family to stand in a row along the wall of the ship, but Cordelia had no family. No siblings, no aunts or uncles, no grandparents. Her mother had died during childbirth. Their absence left Cordelia standing alone. A place of honor meant for twenty held only one.

      She waited by her father’s side as Mikirians came to panegyrize him. Each villager was simply another mourner to her. Nameless, faceless people who tried in vain to comfort her. Hollow voices she could barely understand as they blurred together, repeating the same words over and over with every handshake.

      “Sharing in your sorrow…”

      “May the sea cradle his soul…”

      “Peace be with you…”

      “Great man…”

      “Great captain…”

      “Tragic loss…”

      Her arms slowly filled with vials of elixirs and pouches of crushed plants. Tonics for sleeping and plants for healing. She should offer her gratitude for the herbs, but they were of little comfort to her as they couldn’t give her the one thing she desired most in the world.

      Her line of sight cleared as those in front of her lowered to their seats; only Cordelia remained standing when the ecclesiastic requested attention for his eulogy. He lauded Cordelia’s father, saying generic assurances of how loss was never easy. How everyone should lean on one another. How time had a plan, and everything happened for a reason.

      Her eyes stayed focused on the horizon, where the sky met the sea in a perfect blend of blue, and the pink and orange of the setting sun reminded her the darkness of night was approaching. The ecclesiastic bowed his head, and an aphorism she barely heard was chorused by all. The ending words echoed around her, and a hush followed, only broken by the crashing of waves lapping the ship.

      A chorused march called attention to the end of the aisle when two men in uniform approached the captain. Each had a fisted hand at one side and a carried item in the other. A man of high rank carried a gilded sword, his fellow sailor had his fingers wrapped around a brass trumpet. They recited the words of the crown, the farewell to a captain.

      Cordelia’s eyes followed the shine of the blade as the swordsman held his rapier aloft in salute. The sailor with the trumpet licked his lips before beginning to play a sailor’s lullaby. Below the deck, an order was given, and her body jolted with every toll of the bell, an honorable salute to an honorable man.

      Sound the eight bells. Until three days ago, Cordelia had never feared the sound of the ship’s bell, having never known what significance the small brass had. Each number of gongs meant something different, and eight bells signaled the end of a sailor’s watch. It was a significant honor, but the echoing sounded in her ears.

      Her body jolted with each toll, like a thrum inside her chest, like a fresh strike attacking her over and over. The ship jerked slightly, pulling against its anchor, as if it too were struggling to say goodbye to her captain. Eight bells tolled, the signal of the end of the watch, to symbolize the end of a sailor’s life.

      Cordelia licked the salt from her lips, her cheeks warm from the humid summer breeze and the fresh, hot tears. The ship settled, the sailor lowered his trumpet, and the swordsmen sheathed his blade. They each faced Cordelia, bowing at the waist with their hands at their sides. Then they turned and bowed to the captain before marching back down the aisle.

      They bowed again to a man who bore the same uniform as her father before he too approached Cordelia. His thunderous steps and assured expression locked eyes to hers, a tiny wooden box held in front of him. He marched first to her father’s side and spoke of duty and honor and the lingering legacy of someone who was brave and dedicated.

      Cordelia’s eyes burned with every word, but she held his gaze as the man presented her the box. He lifted the lid for her to see the small lock of her father’s hair and the fabric cut from his uniform, resting on a tiny bed of sand. She nodded her gratitude, swallowing a sob when he placed the box in her hands.

      She let her head hang, her face concealed by her veil, and the admiral bowed to the captain one last time before exiting the ship, signaling the end of the first half of the service. The time had come for Cordelia to say her farewell, and she walked with shaking legs to stand in front of the casket. She glimpsed her father, the greatest gift of her life, the greatest person she had ever known. She could practically hear his deep voice in her head, feel his strong arm across her shoulder. She swallowed once, twice, and cleared her throat.

      Cordelia’s raspy voice sang a sad ode, the words barely more than a cracked murmur. She thanked Queen Nerea and the land of Mikiria for its blessings. She thanked her community and the village of Alaro, and she told her father that his love and life were cherished. She begged the Talian Sea to protect her father’s soul and to let the waves sway him into eternal slumber.

      The ship and all its guests remained quiet and respectful, and too soon, it was time for her to stand beside her father again. Rows of villagers stepped forward, bowing their heads and slowly filling the empty spaces of his casket with tiny bundles of sand wrapped in seaweed and jasmine.

      The ecclesiastic laid his bundle last, after the rest of the villagers had left the ship. Only Cordelia remained beside her father. She wasn’t sure how long she stood there, her body in a frozen state of shock. She had been dreading today for three nights, but now that it was nearly over, she couldn’t bring herself to move. If she left, if she went home, she would never see her father again.

      The world slowly quieted as the whirring in her ears returned and drowned out the cries of the ocean. Her trembling lips tingled with numbness, and her heart raced, palpitations spreading fear throughout every cell of her body.

      Soon, the sun had left the sky, the last time it would linger on her father’s cheeks. Dusk settled over the ocean skyline, a strange mix of grey and red and shadowed blue. The colors that, if mixed together properly, could make the same shade of maroon as her mourning dress. It was as if the sky mourned her father with her.

      She patted down his hair, left a small kiss on his cold forehead, and laid a hand to rest on his stiff chest. Cordelia closed her eyes and lifted her veil. She wanted to say goodbye with her own, unfiltered eyes. She licked the salt from her lips and whispered to her father the last words she would ever say to him. A promise he spoke every day, a promise she would never hear again.

      A promise she would never make again.

      “I love you more than life itself.”
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      Jaspar purposefully mingled in with the crowd of villagers, the hood of his camouflage cloak hiding his tanned face. He fought emotions as his friend…? Mentor…? Partner in crime…? Was eulogized. Though he couldn’t see the great captain from this far away, Jaspar knew he would be dressed in his uniform, neatly trimmed and groomed.

      He tried to find words of farewell to the man who had stood beside him these past two years. To the man who believed in him and remembered him when no one else could. To the man who saved his life. Not for the first time, he felt a pang of guilt that Jaspar had not saved him, that if only he had succeeded in his life’s work, the Captain may still be alive.

      The eyes of a mourning man skated over Jaspar, and he felt a small shiver, though he knew the cloak kept him vague. Weathered from years of use by the captain, the cloak was made up of small holes and snags of fabric and faded patterns of color. The mysterious design allowed him to blend in with the people and his surroundings, a chameleon, barely noticed. He wasn’t so much unseen as he was unnoticed, a skill that offered him anonymity.

      He didn’t need the cloak, not really, as no one would remember him anyway. But the services were held in a small village, where most people knew one another, and Jaspar simply didn’t have the energy for idle conversations about how he knew the captain.

      The ecclesiastic’s sermon felt forced, memorized, nothing more than the common words recited at every service. But Jaspar wasn’t paying attention to the ecclesiastic. He was focused on the young woman standing beside the casket. A lone victim of circumstance, where she should have been surrounded by family.

      He watched as she accepted the remembrance box from the admiral. Watched as her body visibly stiffened with each toll of the bell. The shock of the loudness and violence of the bell, so at odds with the eerie peace of the funeral, but so even with the tone of death itself. For what could be more violent than the loss of life?

      Over the cadence of the sea’s lapping waves, he heard the captain’s daughter sing her farewell ode to her father. He struggled to see the services, his eyes blurring from tears that he kept at bay. The daughter’s traditional mourning color of dark maroon stood out from the blue skyline, her long, dark hair and black veil creating a silhouette.

      Jaspar had spent much of the short sail to Alaro doubting his instructions not to approach the captain’s daughter. He couldn’t even remember her name, let alone find the words to speak with her. But he suspected he couldn’t face her even if he tried. Today was about her loss, and though Jaspar would greatly miss his friend, the captain’s death would most impact his daughter’s life. What comfort could a stranger offer her that she wasn’t already given by the village that had raised her? And what purpose did his comfort have when it wouldn’t last in her memory?

      “May he rest with the sea.”

      Jaspar shook from his trance as Mikirians responded to Lady Kimbal’s song. He observed with curious eyes the way the small village held its traditional service. He’d never been to a funeral before where so many had come to pay their respects. His parents had been lost to living memory long before their deaths, leaving him as the sole surviving member of their family. Nothing more than a forgotten nine-year-old boy, alone and orphaned in the world. And now Lady Kimbal was an orphan as well.

      Though it had been twelve years since he’d lost his parents, Jaspar could remember the day vividly. The heat of the fire, the smell of sulfur. The haunting screams echoed in his mind, and he clenched his hands at his sides. He dismissed the memories; he had come to terms with the loss of his parents years ago. Today was about the loss of the captain.

      People shuffled, antsy from the long service. Jaspar seethed. One would think they’d show more respect, but he’d learned long ago that grief was a pain mostly felt by the loves of the lost, not by their acquaintances. This man had kept them safe for nearly two decades, not to mention they had been relying on him to usher them into the new century. Even so, there were still a few shed tears for a man who was kind and generous, and whose daughter was one of the finest ladies in society.

      Jaspar had heard snippets about the captain’s daughter for many months now. He knew she was a lady of many accomplishments, one for whom the captain would have had no trouble finding a suitor. He also knew the captain doted on her and was very protective of her in his final days.

      He felt a pang of guilt for the role he would soon play in Lady Kimbal’s future. Or perhaps the role he could play. Most of his instructions relied on how well the captain knew his daughter, how well he could predict her response to his death. And Jaspar would be forced to wait for her to make the decision, to make a choice if she wanted to adopt this way of life. Jaspar didn’t know if she even had the imagination for it, if she were an optimist capable of believing in myth and legend, or a skeptic only accepting proof and logic as fact.

      He wondered how long it would take, how long he would sit idly by while the young woman learned how to rebuild her life. This was more than the loss of her only remaining family. The captain’s daughter would also be losing the life and society she’d been raised in. Who knew if she’d even come to that realization yet or how she’d handle the challenges that came with it.

      A cough took Jaspar from his thoughts, and he glanced around the ship deck, noticing that the services had officially ended. Villagers filed out, one by one deboarding the ship, until it was only Lady Kimbal left standing by the great captain, and Jaspar lingering unseen in the shadows.

      He remained motionless and quiet, a skill he’d learned practically at birth, though as a child, he hadn’t realized just how important or necessary it would be. Jaspar honed his patience as the daughter unveiled her features hidden by the darkness of the slowly setting sun. Finally, she left the ship, boarded her carriage, and traveled out of sight.

      The time had come for Jaspar to say farewell to the captain, and quickly, before the body was moved. Each step across the deck thundered in his ears, the empty ship suddenly larger than life, just like the man who had once sailed her. The scent of lavender wafted, growing stronger with each step that led him closer and closer to the captain.

      His eyes were closed, hands folded over his chest. Would this be the last confidant Jaspar had in the world? He had never been able to explain why the captain remembered him so well. Had never been able to understand the last mission of his friend or what his journal entries and letters meant.

      His hands shook as he reached out for the captain’s arm, barely moving the man or his uniform as he slipped a small key and necklace from the inside pocket. The body was stiff and cold under his fingertips, a disgraceful reminder that this was only a shell of the man he had known.

      Jaspar felt his usually stiff posture give way under the overwhelming weight of this loss. He said farewell to his friend one last time. He couldn’t bring himself to use words, even in his own mind, for what words could there be that would embody these emotions? He didn’t even recognize them himself. His eyes stung as the humid breeze dried the tears before they could drop.

      Jaspar breathed through his nostrils, his throat too tight to swallow. He inhaled the scent of sweet lavender mixing with the salt of the sea. He thought of his days traveling with the captain, of the nights spent sifting through tiny scraps of clues, of the hours spent in idle conversation. His voice was cracked, a rugged whisper, the sound so low it was lost by the roaring of the ocean waves.

      “I’ll keep her safe, sir. I promise on my life.”
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      Jaspar shivered under the touch of the cold metal in his hand. The talisman was smaller than he’d expected, so small in fact that it would take no effort to tuck it under his blouse when the time came to wear it. Under the light, the silver chain sparkled, the talisman a small seashell, like a half-open fan. It wasn’t particularly intricate or ornate. In fact, it was underwhelming in its ordinariness. It reminded Jaspar of himself, a man with a face no one could remember.

      This tiny shell was supposed to offer him the one thing in his life he had desperately craved. It looked like nothing more than an ordinary necklace, and so it seemed impossible that it held any real power at all.

      Everything is impossible until someone proves otherwise. His fathers’ words come to him unbidden, and his mouth crinkled slightly, the idea of a smile not quite coming to fruition. If the captain believed the trinket to be powerful, then Jaspar would believe it, too. It was quite fitting for their friendship, believing in the improbable, searching for the truth, elated in the wonders of the universe.

      He tucked the talisman in his satchel for safe keeping. He would have to test its power another time; for now, he needed to remain the secret he’d always been.

      Keeping to the shadows, Jaspar hurried to the other side of the village. He had precious moments at his disposal if he wanted to reach the estate before the lady. Although she traveled in a carriage and he on foot, Jaspar knew she would still need to make the final arrangements with the ecclesiastic before she could return home. Did that give him an hour? Half? Maybe less?
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        * * *

      

      Jaspar arrived out of breath, adrenaline coursing through his veins. The sound of neighing grew closer as the carriage bumbled slowly down the cobble road. He had no time to compose himself, no time to make himself presentable, and no time for cordiality.

      Jaspar snuck through the courtyard, intentionally using the entrance for the homekeepers. The parchment roll gripped tight in his fist, his sweaty hand slipping on the rope as he rang the bell. The captain’s daughter had yet to arrive, but the homekeepers would have returned immediately after the services. A middle-aged woman with greying braids opened the door, her pale face set to stone when she didn’t recognize the man hidden under the hood.

      “Yes?” She asked slowly, refusing to fully open the door or step outside the safety of the manor.

      “I have a letter for Lady Kimbal.” Jaspar handed her the parchment, careful as always to avoid contact. It wasn’t necessary, it had no effect on his curse. But after a decade of virtual solitude, the feel of another person had become somewhat of a discomfort for him.

      The woman rolled the scroll in her hands, examining the aged parchment, the thick seaweed wrappings. Jaspar saw it, the moment when the homekeeper realized the parchment was addressed in the captain’s handwriting.

      Her eyes widened. “Where did you get this?”

      The woman turned her head, and Jaspar heard a voice from inside the manor, a message to the woman that their lady was home. His steps were soft and quick as he sought the concealment of the nearby trees. By the time the woman had turned back around, Jaspar was gone. He climbed a high tree, moving a branch and utilizing the vantage point to spy on the scene below.

      The carriage came into view, and the woman lifted her skirts as she hurried to the front entrance to greet her lady. Lady Kimbal stepped down from the cabin, her head high, gloved hands holding her dress above the muddied path.

      The carriage bumbled down the road, and her entire demeanor changed. She was left alone in the street, only the company of the maid could see her now. Jaspar squinted, enraptured at her ability to mask her features so well. The lady that had left the carriage had a proud stance, with perfect posture and graceful movements.

      But the moment she dropped the façade of elegance was heartbreaking, even to a man who did not know her. Her face was still shielded by the veil, her maroon gown illuminated by the glow of the moon. But he didn’t need to see her expression, the change was evident in her body language. Her shoulders drooped, and her head tilted and weighed down, as if too heavy for her to carry anymore. Her body moved slowly, steps labored, as if each movement took more energy than she could muster.

      When the door to the manor closed, Jaspar remained hidden in the tree, still stunned at her ability to mask her pain. It was a trait the captain had, a trait Jaspar had. Hiding your true feelings from unwanted eyes, maintaining the façade of normalcy, the societal expectation of keeping up appearances. Perhaps she could be a believer after all.

      He lingered in the tree too long, the slow uncertainty weighing heavily on his mind. He was suspended by the realization that once he left, once he returned home, the captain would truly be gone. He, like everyone else Jaspar had dared to care for, would be nothing more than a memory.

      It was bittersweet, the way Jaspar envied the captain’s legacy. His loss would be a burden to many, his memories a comfort to few. What must it be like to be loved enough to be reminisced by all? Jaspar would never know.

      Jaspar released a heavy sigh, gripping the coarse barked branch and hopping down from the tree. His legs were steady as they found the soft ground, the summer air growing colder without the heat of the sun. He considered summoning a fire to warm himself, just for a moment, before thinking better of it. He headed to the dock, missing his ship, seeking the comfort of the sea. Perhaps that was the most appropriate way to say farewell to the captain.

      The small boat was waiting for him, rocking idly on the water’s edge, and Jaspar hopped aboard with the ease and grace of a man raised by the sea itself. He longed to return to his last mission, to finish following the clues he had been chasing when the captain died. But the secrets of the island had been waiting for centuries, and they could wait a few days longer. He had a promise to keep, even if that meant putting aside his own destiny to honor the last wishes of his mentor.

      Jaspar let the late-night wind fill his sails and set his rudders south for home. Jaspar and his ship disappeared in the shadows of the night, leaving Alaro, Lady Kimbal, and The Great Captain behind.
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      “This came for you, Lady Kimbal.”

      Cordelia had barely made it past the foyer before she shrugged out of her shawl and gloves, the rough material of her veil scratchy on her hands. She shook loose the curls that had tangled themselves in the meshy veil. Mary held out her hand, and Cordelia saw the small roll of parchment wrapped in seaweed.

      She shook her head to Mary, refusing to accept the scroll and letting her shoulders relax further. She didn’t have the emotional energy to read yet another condolence letter.

      “Thank you, Mary.” She handed Mary her gloves and shawl with tired arms. “Set it aside for tomorrow, please.” It was well past the sunlit hour, and the emotions of today had weakened her. Hours of deceptively trying to hide her tears from everyone in attendance at the funeral. Days of crying and refusing meals and restless, nightmare-filled nights.

      “I will forgo my sunset meal, but you’re welcome to help yourselves. I’d like to lay down for the evening.” Her body slumped forward as she leaned on the bench to remove her boots.

      Mary’s gaze softened, and Cordelia halted. “Yes?”

      “It’s the vassal, Lady Kimbal. He arrived shortly after we returned from the services.”

      Cordelia stopped untying her boot. “The vassal? Did he give a reason for such a late visit?”

      “No, My Lady,” Mary frowned. “I’ve shown him to the parlor room. Shall I bring tea?”

      Cordelia reluctantly rose from the bench, reaffirming her ladylike posture and stance. It had been a well-needed relief to come home and attempt to settle down, and the thought of entertaining someone added another burden to her day. She flattened her dress with her hands, checking her appearance in the mirror. Her eyes were still pink and puffy, her hair still flattened by the hours spent under a veil. He could hardly expect her to be presentable, but a lady in her station must strive to always practice decorum.

      “Yes, thank you, Mary. It’s late, and you’ve had the same trying day I have, so afterward, please excuse yourself and enjoy your supper. And pass along to Taylor the same request.”

      Her homekeepers had lost someone of great importance as well, and they had known her father far longer. Mary had cared for their family as long as Cordelia could remember, and Taylor had been her father’s most trusted advisor. It seemed unfair that they still had to work on a day such as this.

      “Thank you, My Lady.”

      Mary hung Cordelia’s shawl before striding to the kitchen. Cordelia allowed herself only a moment of five measured breaths before she hardened her features and walked to the parlor. The hardwood under her feet gave a soft echo to her footsteps in the empty hall, or perhaps she was just more attuned to the quiet now.

      She entered the room with a practiced air of dignity, bowing her head at a squat man with large glasses, several parchment stacks in his wrinkled and tanned hands.

      “Ah, Lady Kimbal.” He didn’t return her bow but instead shuffled his papers together and lumbered his heavy feet across the carpet.

      “Good evening,” she gestured for him to take the seat opposite of her.

      “Thank you. I’m sure you are aware of the reason for my visit, so I won’t prolong the inevitable.” His voice was inappropriately cheerful, and Cordelia fought the urge to cringe.

      “Apologies, sir, but you have me at a disadvantage. I was not expecting a visit from yourself or any other vassal.”

      “Oh,” he retrieved a handkerchief, patting his damp forehead and warming cheeks. “I need a few signatures from you, and I’m tasked with ensuring that you er…make your way to… wherever you have made arrangements.”

      “Arrangements?” Her brows knit together.

      “Yes.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “Er. Your living arrangements, Lady Kimbal.”

      “My liv… Oh. I see.” Cordelia’s voice turned sour.

      “Yes, well, I wanted to wait until tomorrow, but circumstances have not allowed me the luxury of time, I’m afraid,” his words came out in a rush. Cordelia always disliked the way the vassals spoke. Though they had been somewhat helpful in the past few days, they used far too many words but never said very much at all. That, combined with their forced kindness despite possessing any empathy, made her uneasy.

      “Are you…” Cordelia cleared her throat behind her hand. “Are you escorting me from the property now?”

      “Yes, precisely.” He nodded his head as though eager she had finally caught on.

      “Sir, it is well past the sunlit hour. Surely you understand the lack of decorum and preparation.”

      “Yes, but as I said, no luxury of time.” He said in a sing-song voice that had Cordelia seeing red. He started tapping his foot, as if evicting her with no notice mere hours after her father’s funeral was an inconvenience to him.

      “But this is my home,” Cordelia whispered around a lump in her throat.

      “No.” He shook his head. “It belongs to the crown, Lady Kimbal. A new captain and his family will be arriving tomorrow afternoon, and they’ll take up residence immediately.”

      A new captain: the thought had not occurred to her, but of course, they’d need someone to replace her father. But how could such a person even exist? Who could replace a man as kind, gentle, generous, and fiercely loyal as her father?

      Cordelia took a deep breath, worried she’d stutter as she tried to formulate a thought. “What of the homekeepers?”

      The vassal tilted his head. “I beg your pardon?”

      “Mary and Taylor are our homekeepers. They’ll need compensation and living quarters while they seek another household.”

      “They are the estates homekeepers, Lady Kimbal.” He narrowed his eyes, his voice matter of fact, as if this were something she should already know. “They will continue to work at the estate with the new captain and his family.” His plump cheeks curved in another smile, and Cordelia swallowed a gag.

      “I see.” It was the smallest of reassurances. Although she would be without a home, she took great comfort in knowing the rest of her family would be safe and cared for.

      “I’m happy to give you a few moments to gather your belongings.”

      A few moments? Gather her belongings? The words didn’t seem to register. The vassal cleared his throat, and Cordelia went through the motions in a fog. She signed the many parchments, each slide of the quill like a scratch in her mind. She rose from her seat on shaky legs that barely carried her up the stairs.

      Mary was waiting in her chambers, and Cordelia admired her strength and professionalism. While Cordelia had not been able to hide tears, Mary had kept hers at bay, though her eyes shone with the effort of holding them back.

      No words were spoken as Mary assisted Cordelia and they quickly gathered her possessions. The vassal had given her only half an hour, and she and Mary bustled around the room. They gathered everything they could fit in her small valise, trying to prioritize her belongings. Two-day dresses, would she really need formal attire anymore? An extra pair of silk boots. Night clothes and undergarments.

      The paintings, the linens, the furniture, all belonged to the estate and the new family. She briefly searched through her jewelry, gathering every piece she’d ever received from her father. In her haste, she turned quickly, knocking over a large clear vase filled with seashells. Time stopped as the vase shattered, seashells and shards of glass littering the floor, the tinkling sound a sharp echo in the room.

      Falling to her knees, Cordelia reached for the shells, trying desperately to gather as many as possible. Dozens of them surrounded her, one from every shore he’d visited. Cordelia felt a prick and saw that in her careless actions, she had gathered as much glass as shell, and her hands were now bleeding. Mary hastened to her side, forcing her to stand and wrapping her hands in cloth.

      “There, there,” she patted Cordelia’s back gently. “It’s going to be alright, My Lady.”

      “Cor—Cordelia,” she hiccupped. “I am no more a lady than I am a daughter.” Sobs wracked her whole body, and Mary led her to the bed, sitting her down gently. As Cordelia’s world shattered around her, Mary continued to pack her things. Until all she could carry was in her bag, and all she had loved laid at her feet, or in the tides of the sea.

      Her valise packed and time run out, Cordelia could no longer stay in her home. Mary tried to help Cordelia rise, but it seemed Cordelia wouldn’t move. Or perhaps she couldn’t. Mary rushed herself from the room, returning moments later with Taylor.

      A few years younger than Mary, Taylor was a stoic man, intelligent and highly reserved. His strong arms helped Cordelia to her feet, urging her to take steps. Cordelia had spent all day forcing herself to carry out actions her body was unwilling to do.

      She had forced herself to dress, to travel to his ship, to participate in the services, to lay him to rest in the sea. She had forced herself to hide her sobs, to keep decorum, to remain the lady she was raised to be. But she found she was unable to leave her home, unwilling to lose her last sanctuary. Hadn’t she lost enough already?

      “Cordelia,” Taylor’s voice came to her ears in a jolt, his deep tone pulling her from her sorrows.

      “Yes…yes, of course, Taylor.” Cordelia took in several deep breaths through her nose and out of her mouth. She leaned on Taylor, allowing him to escort her down the stairs while Mary carried her valise. Once on the landing, Cordelia composed herself, though the effort pained her.

      “Ah, Miss Kimbal, excellent.” The vassal smiled as she entered the foyer, clapping his hands together. His eerie and happy demeanor made her stomach squirm. The change of title from Lady to Miss did not go unnoticed by the group. Mary let out a small humph before helping Cordelia with her shawl and gloves.

      “I will request the carriage, My Lady.” Taylor turned to exit the hall.

      She nodded. “Thank you, Taylor.”

      “No, Mr. Shannon, you will not.” The vassal’s voice was suddenly firm, and Taylor stopped mid-step to turn to him.

      “Sir?”

      “The carriage and its horses belong to the estate. Miss Kimbal is no longer in use of them.”

      Cordelia stared at the vassal, eyes unblinking, her fury palpating in her heart. “Sir, surely you cannot expect a lady to travel in the moonlit hour unaccompanied?”

      “You are not a lady, Miss Kimbal, not anymore.” His face remained soft with false compassion, and his words were cruel and final.

      Taylor made a fist at his side, his dark skin going white at the knuckle. He took one step forward, but Cordelia placed a hand on his hard chest, stopping him before he could injure his job. However, Taylor’s presence had been more than enough to intimidate the vassal, and he cleared his throat several times, avoiding eye contact.

      “I suppose,” he admitted sheepishly, “one last use of the carriage could be arranged.”

      Taylor’s nostrils flared as he left the room without another word to the vassal.

      “And an escort?” Mary added in a cold voice.

      “Now, does she really need a…” the vassal stopped to clear his throat, the threat of Mary’s anger evident in her suddenly stiff posture. “I suppose I could escort you to your new living quarters.”

      “Thank you, sir.” Cordelia said, ice in her words. She took a step forward, then paused. “Where exactly are my new living quarters?”

      “You’re responsible for making your own living arrangements, Miss Kimbal. It’s not the obligation of the crown.”

      “Go to Anchorage Inn, My Lady,” Taylor said, returning to the room with word that the carriage and driver were ready.

      “Where is this inn?”

      “It’s by the docks, My Lady, the driver knows where to go. Miss Schneid is already expecting you.” Taylor’s voice was strong and reassuring. Cordelia turned to him and Mary, wrapping them in a hug and leaving the last trace of her ladyship behind.

      “Please look after yourself, My Lady.” Mary wiped away tears and clasped Cordelia’s hands one last time.

      Cordelia shook her hair from her face, squared her shoulders, and held her head high. If she was leaving behind her home and her title, she would do so as a lady, one last time.
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      Cordelia listened to the wheels on the cobbled road, her body bouncing with each jerk of the carriage. She’d used this carriage her whole life, always a passenger within the safety of its cabin. But the vassal had insisted she sit at the helm with the driver, as she was no longer a lady, it was no longer appropriate for her to sit inside the cab. Cordelia had been disgusted by his haughtiness but was grateful she didn’t have to endure his company longer.

      The driver said no words during their trip but still helped her down when they arrived at Anchorage Inn and carried her valise to the door for her.

      “Thank you, sir.” She reached in her coin purse for a copper. Her hand shook with the coin as she realized it was one of the few she had left. She was unsure how much a carriage ride cost, but since the carriage no longer belonged to her, she assumed the ride wasn’t free.

      “It was my pleasure, Lady Kimbal.” The driver said, tipping his hat to her and rejecting her coin.

      “I’m afraid I’ve lost that title,” she admitted, “along with everything else.” She mumbled as an afterthought.

      “You’ll always be a lady to me.” He tipped his head to her one last time, and she nodded her thanks.

      Cordelia stood at the door to the inn, taking the time to peek through her coin purse. She had been offered no inheritance from her father’s estate; it was unlawful for an unmarried female to receive an inheritance without a husband, and the estate belonged to the crown.

      Searching her valise, Cordelia counted two coppers and one gold. All she could do was hope it was enough until she could find more permanent lodgings. The noise filled her ears as soon as she opened the door, and it took a moment for Cordelia to understand the room around her. Something about it felt off. Everything around her was just…wrong.

      Her entire world had been ripped apart and damaged beyond the very concept of repair. She couldn’t fathom how to live in a world where her father didn’t exist. She’d just said goodbye to the only home she’d ever known. She’d said goodbye to her title and the society she grew up in. And worst of all, she’d spent every second of the last four days saying goodbye to her father.

      Maybe that was why everything about this bar hit her like a wave she couldn’t swim through, so powerful and all-consuming that it literally made her stumble in her steps. Because it didn’t make any sense. How could this bar be so undeniably and unforgivably…normal?

      There were men laughing, talking, and taking shots of whiskey. Another group of men were wrapped shoulder to shoulder, slopping tankards of ale and singing a song she’d never heard. By the bar, a table of five men were playing cards, another group nearby had several working on a strange board of pieces, connecting each one to make a picture.

      Everything about this bar was alive, so alive that she could practically feel it sucking the very life out of her, feeding back into the joy and exuberance that seemed to fill every space of the tiny tavern. How could a place so ordinary and happy exist when her heart was so fractured it didn’t even beat anymore?

      “Miss?” The slurred voice of a man pulled her focus, and she realized he was standing behind her, trying to get through the doorway where she had stood, unable to move.

      “My apologies, sir.” Cordelia hurriedly shuffled aside. She swallowed back the discomfort of the happy atmosphere around her and sought out the owner. She spotted a woman with red ringlets and a stern but beautifully freckled face pouring a draft, and Cordelia quickly pushed through the throngs of people to the bar top.

      “Evening,” She had the slight lilted accent of a sailor, and her voice was loud over the bar sounds.

      “I’m looking for Miss Schneid. I’m⁠⁠—”

      “I know who you are, Lady Kimbal.”

      “Cordelia, please.” She said simply, she didn’t want to say again that she was no longer a lady.

      “Gladys.” She extended her hand, and Cordelia shook it, noticing the strength in the woman’s fingers at the grasp. “I already have a room ready for you.” Gladys released her hand and walked to a cabinet behind the bar, returning moments later with a basket. Cordelia noticed small linens and soap as well as a large brass key.

      Cordelia was taken aback, grateful that although it hadn’t occurred to her that she would lose her home, at least Taylor had been prepared. “What is your nightly rate?”

      Gladys studied her for a moment. “You can have two nights free stay and four meals.”

      She shook her head. “Please, ma’am, I’m happy to pay for my lodgings.” But even as she said this, she recalled the small number of coins in her pouch.

      Gladys shook her head. “You keep your coin; you’ll be needing it.”

      Cordelia’s eyes warmed, and she thanked the bar matron copiously.

      Gladys gestured behind her to the bar entrance. “Walk through the courtyard to the inn house. Follow the path outside and head upstairs. First door on the right is yours.”

      “Thank you, Miss Gladys,” she said, fearing her words would never fully convey her gratitude.

      “And if you need help finding employment, come talk to me. There’s not a man in this town doesn’t come through my doors at least once a week. I can find you a position before that coin runs out.” She gestured to the pouch Cordelia was now returning to her valise.

      Cordelia thanked her again and promised to consider her offer of assistance. She had not had much time to contemplate her occupation prospects, but raised as a lady, surely her opportunities would be slim to none. She was brought up in society, prepared only for marriage and title.

      She walked outside, embracing the night air and leaving the pub noise behind. The walk through the courtyard seemed long, or perhaps her body had finally reached its limit. The closer she got to the large brick inn-house, the stronger the scent of manure grew. She reached the stables first, noting two horses and one lone donkey. They seemed ambivalent to the world around them: unaware of the lively bar, unburdened by the loss of a loved one.

      Cordelia felt a strange pang of envy at the simplicity of such a life as she walked around the stables and climbed the long staircase to the rooms above. The old driftwood floor creaked beneath her feet, but by the time she’d entered the house, the smell of manure had almost subsided.

      She stood at the front of the hall for several moments, letting her eyes adjust to the dim lighting. The hall was long, with several doors on each side, ten in total. The heavy key in her basket fit snuggly in the first door on her right.

      The door was surprisingly heavy as she pushed through to the small room, noting the tiny chamber pot and reed bed. The coal heater was unlit, and the room had a distinct midnight chill thanks to the open window and the fresh ocean breeze.

      She locked the window shut tight, but she could still hear the sound of the nearby waves washing up to shore, mingled with the distant sounds from the busy tavern. Soot and dust coated her arms as she attempted to light the stove heater, the room growing steadily warmer once the coals had started to burn.
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        * * *

      

      It was strange to bathe in a sink and not in a basin, the water a more tepid temperature than she had grown accustomed to in her sheltered upbringing. She was only now beginning to appreciate all the luxuries of her former life. Even so, washing away the horrors of the day offered her a slight reprieve until she lay in the reeded bed.

      Her nightclothes felt wrong in the small, plain bed, the smell of reed mixing with the burning coals. The smell wasn’t unpleasant, reeds, salt, and old wood, but it was so unlike the smell of her home that it unsettled her, keeping the rest she so craved at bay. In just four days, she had lost her father, her title, and now her home. She had no money, no prospects, and no family.

      She had spent every moment of the past four days preparing for the services, for the worst day of her life. And now that it was over, a strange sense of completion washed over her. It was real now. He was truly gone, and she would never see him again. The tears she knew were coming racked through her body, and just as with every night before, Cordelia cried until her mind finally found the unsteady silence of sleep.
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      The house was dark and empty, and a cold chill swept down the hall, howling in a high, clear whistle.

      “Papa?” Cordelia’s steps were slow, the floor trembling beneath her feet. Her nose wrinkled at the smell of sulfur, like fire and wood and ash. Shadowed shapes silhouetted in the darkness of the house. The curve of a couch in the parlor, the sharp edges of the wardrobe in the bedroom, the arch of the mirror hanging on the wall.

      The mirror showed Cordelia, but a distorted, fragmented image she couldn’t connect with herself. Her usual long and flowing curls were tucked in a braid, her pale face darkened by the sun, her soft shoulders broad with muscle. She tilted her head, inspecting the scarred hands, the strange outfit…trousers? And boots? And was that…a seashell on her neck?

      Her fingers reached out, and one touch to the glass made it twist into liquid. Her image swirled. The liquid turned to vapor, and when the smoke cleared, the mirror had gone, replaced by a frosted window. And beyond it, a man.

      “Papa?” She asked again, but the man did not move. She edged closer, her footsteps slow and cautious. The man reached a hand through the window as if it weren’t made of glass. Crimson fingers wiggled and then fisted before catching fire.

      A scream died in her throat as Cordelia took a step back, her path blocked by another man. Tall and bearded, his image filtered like a glowing, blue shadow. He felt solid and firm, and there was something strangely familiar about him.

      His mouth moved, but she couldn’t understand his words. His voice was deep and gravelly, almost like the growl of a beast. He made a slashing movement with his left arm, fire erupting from his skin and shooting through the window like a comet. The crimson man on the other side of the window disappeared, fading into red smoke.

      Cordelia turned to face the man to offer her thanks, but he was gone. The hallway was eerily empty again, with only the shadowed furniture. The whistled winds grew louder, sharper, accompanied by a pattering of hail hitting the roof. The hail broke through the house, shattering the windows and doors until even the roof caved in.

      She blocked her head with her arms, and sharp cuts nicked her skin. The smell of sulfur was turning to that of a humid summer night. She dared a peek, slowly moving her arms. She tilted her head, her eyes uncertain. It wasn’t hail. It was shells. Hundreds of thousands of tiny, broken seashells, falling from the sky like a torrent.

      A high-pitched thunder shrieked, her ears ringing at the sudden boom. But it was not thunder. It was the piercing tinkles of shattered glass. Cordelia ran down the hall, screaming her silent agony and fear. The piercing sounds grew louder as she came closer and closer to her room.

      “Papa!” But still, she had no voice. Her cries for her father silenced in her throat.

      Tall, proud, and every bit the hero Cordelia had always seen him, her father stood in her room. He held a jar above his head, filled with seashells, one from every shore he’d been to. His face grew pained, and he slammed the jar on the ground, glass and shells flying everywhere. And the sky above again rained with broken shells. And then, the pieces of the jar were collecting themselves and forming back into one shape. And the shells flew back into the newly mended jar.

      Her father lifted the jar above his head and smashed it to the ground. The glass shattered. The seashells rained from the sky.

      “Papa, please!” But her voice could not be found. She tried to clear her throat, to pat herself on the chest, to swallow, but all to no avail.

      Over and over and over, her father smashed the jar, the seashells rained from the sky, the jar mended itself, the seashells flew back into the jar, and then her father smashed the jar again. “Papa!” She tried over and over to scream. But her voice was trapped in her throat as her father continued to smash the jar and the shells and her heart.
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      Cordelia shuddered awake, foggy of her surroundings, the blurred images and emotions from a nightmare slowly slipping from her mind until all she remembered from the dream was fear. She pressed her eyes with her palms, trying to force the fear to leave her body.

      The dream was a distraction, and for one tiny second, she forgot that she was fatherless and sleeping in a bed not her own. The moment passed quickly, and waves of grief and fear flushed through her veins, chilling her body as the nightmare of her dreams and the nightmare of her life merged into reality.

      How long could she lay in this lumpy bed before she’d have to face the world? How long could she stay hidden in this tiny room before she’d have to evaluate her circumstances? She took shallow breaths, urging her body to move. Her feet hit the warm, wooden floor, and as she stood. Her back ached, stiff from her too-firm bed. She was half-dressed when she realized she had no idea how to tie her corset herself. Or fix her hair. Or attach her dress. Mary had been there her whole life.

      But she wasn’t a lady anymore, and common folk dressed themselves. It took longer than she cared to admit, and more than once, she nearly cut off blood flow by getting a thumb stuck in the tangled straps, but eventually, the corset was on. It wasn’t tied, and it hung around her body

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Also by Bethanie Finger
      


      		
        Praise for More than Life
      


      		
        Map
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Chapter 47
      


      		
        Chapter 48
      


      		
        Chapter 49
      


      		
        Chapter 50
      


      		
        Chapter 51
      


      		
        Chapter 52
      


      		
        Chapter 53
      


      		
        Chapter 54
      


      		
        Chapter 55
      


      		
        Chapter 56
      


      		
        Chapter 57
      


      		
        Chapter 58
      


      		
        Chapter 59
      


      		
        Chapter 60
      


      		
        Chapter 61
      


      		
        Chapter 62
      


      		
        Chapter 63
      


      		
        Chapter 64
      


      		
        Chapter 65
      


      		
        Chapter 66
      


      		
        Chapter 67
      


      		
        Chapter 68
      


      		
        Chapter 69
      


      		
        Chapter 70
      


      		
        Chapter 71
      


      		
        Chapter 72
      


      		
        Chapter 73
      


      		
        Chapter 74
      


      		
        Chapter 75
      


      		
        Chapter 76
      


      		
        Chapter 77
      


      		
        Chapter 78
      


      		
        Chapter 79
      


      		
        Chapter 80
      


      		
        Chapter 81
      


      		
        Chapter 82
      


      		
        Chapter 83
      


      		
        Chapter 84
      


      		
        Chapter 85
      


      		
        Chapter 86
      


      		
        The Story Continues…
      


      		
        More Than Legend Sneak Peek
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Also by Bethanie Finger


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


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/dancing-turtles-press.jpg






OEBPS/images/screenshot-2026-01-17-at-62810-am.jpg





OEBPS/images/more-than-life-no-tagline.jpg
BETHANIE FINGER





OEBPS/images/more-than-life-world-map-expanded-bad.jpg





