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The Harbor Light

[Example] Author Name

Half title
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She did not call it brave. She called it
Tuesday.

Epigraph · [Example]
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N OV E L  T E M P L AT E

The Harbor Light
[Example] Author Name

A fictional novel set as a paperback template.

[Example]
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Copyright

[Example] Fictional sample. This text is not a published novel. Replace
it with the manuscript you have the right to print.

First template edition. All sample places are invented.
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T

T H E  H A R B O R  L I G H T

Chapter 2

Market Hour
he market closed when the light left the hill. She bought bread,
walked the long way, and kept the note in her pocket. The tide

table  was  three  lines  and  a  smudge  of  pencil.  A  gull  stood  on  the
capstan and refused to be useful. She read the note at the table, then
again at the door.

The lamp room smelled of oil and wet wool. Someone had swept the
stair and left the broom on the third step. The harbor was a black bowl
with  one  white  nick  in  it.  She  did  not  call  it  brave.  She  called  it
Tuesday. By the last corner the bread was cold and the light was still
there.

Mara  counted  the  boats  twice  and  still  came  up  one  short.  The
missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who never tied it the same way
twice.  The  market  closed  when  the  light  left  the  hill.  She  bought
bread, walked the long way, and kept the note in her pocket. The tide
table was three lines and a smudge of pencil.
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T H E  N OT ET H E  H A R B O R  L I G H T  

A gull stood on the capstan and refused to be useful. She read the
note at the table, then again at the door. The lamp room smelled of oil
and wet wool. Someone had swept the stair and left the broom on the
third step. The harbor was a black bowl with one white nick in it. She
did not call it brave. She called it Tuesday. By the last corner the bread
was cold and the light was still there.

Mara  counted  the  boats  twice  and  still  came  up  one  short.  The
missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who never tied it the same way
twice.  The  market  closed  when  the  light  left  the  hill.  She  bought
bread, walked the long way, and kept the note in her pocket. The tide
table  was  three  lines  and  a  smudge  of  pencil.  A  gull  stood  on  the
capstan and refused to be useful. She read the note at the table, then
again at the door.

The lamp room smelled of oil and wet wool. Someone had swept the
stair and left the broom on the third step. The harbor was a black bowl
with  one  white  nick  in  it.  She  did  not  call  it  brave.  She  called  it
Tuesday. By the last corner the bread was cold and the light was still
there. Mara counted the boats twice and still came up one short. The
missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who never tied it the same way
twice.

The market closed when the light left the hill.  She bought bread,
walked the long way, and kept the note in her pocket. The tide table
was three lines and a smudge of pencil. A gull stood on the capstan
and refused to be useful. She read the note at the table, then again at
the door. The lamp room smelled of oil and wet wool. Someone had
swept the stair and left the broom on the third step.

The harbor was a black bowl with one white nick in it. She did not
call it brave. She called it Tuesday. By the last corner the bread was
cold and the light was still there. Mara counted the boats twice and
still came up one short. The missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who
never tied it the same way twice. The market closed when the light left
the hill. She bought bread, walked the long way, and kept the note in
her pocket.
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T I D E  TA B L ET H E  H A R B O R  L I G H T  

A gull stood on the capstan and refused to be useful. She read the
note at the table, then again at the door. The lamp room smelled of oil
and wet wool. Someone had swept the stair and left the broom on the
third step. The harbor was a black bowl with one white nick in it. She
did not call it brave. She called it Tuesday. By the last corner the bread
was cold and the light was still there.

Mara  counted  the  boats  twice  and  still  came  up  one  short.  The
missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who never tied it the same way
twice.  The  market  closed  when  the  light  left  the  hill.  She  bought
bread, walked the long way, and kept the note in her pocket. The tide
table  was  three  lines  and  a  smudge  of  pencil.  A  gull  stood  on  the
capstan and refused to be useful. She read the note at the table, then
again at the door.

The lamp room smelled of oil and wet wool. Someone had swept the
stair and left the broom on the third step. The harbor was a black bowl
with  one  white  nick  in  it.  She  did  not  call  it  brave.  She  called  it
Tuesday. By the last corner the bread was cold and the light was still
there. Mara counted the boats twice and still came up one short. The
missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who never tied it the same way
twice.

The market closed when the light left the hill.  She bought bread,
walked the long way, and kept the note in her pocket. The tide table
was three lines and a smudge of pencil. A gull stood on the capstan
and refused to be useful. She read the note at the table, then again at
the door. The lamp room smelled of oil and wet wool. Someone had
swept the stair and left the broom on the third step.

The harbor was a black bowl with one white nick in it. She did not
call it brave. She called it Tuesday. By the last corner the bread was
cold and the light was still there. Mara counted the boats twice and
still came up one short. The missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who
never tied it the same way twice. The market closed when the light left
the hill. She bought bread, walked the long way, and kept the note in
her pocket.
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T H E  LO N G  WAYT H E  H A R B O R  L I G H T  

The tide table was three lines and a smudge of pencil. A gull stood
on the capstan and refused to be useful. She read the note at the table,
then again at the door. The lamp room smelled of oil and wet wool.
Someone had swept the stair and left the broom on the third step. The
harbor was a black bowl with one white nick in it. She did not call it
brave. She called it Tuesday.

By the last corner the bread was cold and the light was still there.
Mara  counted  the  boats  twice  and  still  came  up  one  short.  The
missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who never tied it the same way
twice.  The  market  closed  when  the  light  left  the  hill.  She  bought
bread, walked the long way, and kept the note in her pocket. The tide
table  was  three  lines  and  a  smudge  of  pencil.  A  gull  stood  on  the
capstan and refused to be useful.

She read the note at  the table,  then again at  the door.  The lamp
room smelled of oil and wet wool. Someone had swept the stair and
left the broom on the third step. The harbor was a black bowl with one
white nick in it. She did not call it brave. She called it Tuesday. By the
last  corner  the  bread  was  cold  and  the  light  was  still  there.  Mara
counted the boats twice and still came up one short.

The missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who never tied it the same
way twice. The market closed when the light left the hill. She bought
bread, walked the long way, and kept the note in her pocket. The tide
table  was  three  lines  and  a  smudge  of  pencil.  A  gull  stood  on  the
capstan and refused to be useful. She read the note at the table, then
again at the door. The lamp room smelled of oil and wet wool.

Someone had swept the stair and left the broom on the third step.
The harbor was a black bowl with one white nick in it. She did not call
it brave. She called it Tuesday. By the last corner the bread was cold
and the light was still  there. Mara counted the boats twice and still
came  up  one  short.  The  missing  skiff  belonged  to  her  uncle,  who
never tied it the same way twice. The market closed when the light left
the hill.
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L A ST  CO R N E RT H E  H A R B O R  L I G H T  

The tide table was three lines and a smudge of pencil. A gull stood
on the capstan and refused to be useful. She read the note at the table,
then again at the door. The lamp room smelled of oil and wet wool.
Someone had swept the stair and left the broom on the third step. The
harbor was a black bowl with one white nick in it. She did not call it
brave. She called it Tuesday.

By the last corner the bread was cold and the light was still there.
Mara  counted  the  boats  twice  and  still  came  up  one  short.  The
missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who never tied it the same way
twice.  The  market  closed  when  the  light  left  the  hill.  She  bought
bread, walked the long way, and kept the note in her pocket. The tide
table  was  three  lines  and  a  smudge  of  pencil.  A  gull  stood  on  the
capstan and refused to be useful.

She read the note at  the table,  then again at  the door.  The lamp
room smelled of oil and wet wool. Someone had swept the stair and
left the broom on the third step. The harbor was a black bowl with one
white nick in it. She did not call it brave. She called it Tuesday. By the
last  corner  the  bread  was  cold  and  the  light  was  still  there.  Mara
counted the boats twice and still came up one short.

The missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who never tied it the same
way twice. The market closed when the light left the hill. She bought
bread, walked the long way, and kept the note in her pocket. The tide
table  was  three  lines  and  a  smudge  of  pencil.  A  gull  stood  on  the
capstan and refused to be useful. She read the note at the table, then
again at the door. The lamp room smelled of oil and wet wool.

Someone had swept the stair and left the broom on the third step.
The harbor was a black bowl with one white nick in it. She did not call
it brave. She called it Tuesday. By the last corner the bread was cold
and the light was still  there. Mara counted the boats twice and still
came  up  one  short.  The  missing  skiff  belonged  to  her  uncle,  who
never tied it the same way twice. The market closed when the light left
the hill.
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W H AT  S H E  OW E DT H E  H A R B O R  L I G H T  

She bought bread, walked the long way, and kept the note in her
pocket. The tide table was three lines and a smudge of pencil. A gull
stood on the capstan and refused to be useful. She read the note at the
table, then again at the door. The lamp room smelled of oil and wet
wool. Someone had swept the stair and left the broom on the third
step. The harbor was a black bowl with one white nick in it.

She did not call it brave. She called it Tuesday. By the last corner the
bread was cold and the light was still there. Mara counted the boats
twice and still came up one short. The missing skiff belonged to her
uncle, who never tied it the same way twice. The market closed when
the light left the hill. She bought bread, walked the long way, and kept
the note in her pocket. The tide table was three lines and a smudge of
pencil.

A gull stood on the capstan and refused to be useful. She read the
note at the table, then again at the door. The lamp room smelled of oil
and wet wool. Someone had swept the stair and left the broom on the
third step. The harbor was a black bowl with one white nick in it. She
did not call it brave. She called it Tuesday. By the last corner the bread
was cold and the light was still there.

Mara  counted  the  boats  twice  and  still  came  up  one  short.  The
missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who never tied it the same way
twice.  The  market  closed  when  the  light  left  the  hill.  She  bought
bread, walked the long way, and kept the note in her pocket. The tide
table  was  three  lines  and  a  smudge  of  pencil.  A  gull  stood  on  the
capstan and refused to be useful. She read the note at the table, then
again at the door.

The lamp room smelled of oil and wet wool. Someone had swept the
stair and left the broom on the third step. The harbor was a black bowl
with  one  white  nick  in  it.  She  did  not  call  it  brave.  She  called  it
Tuesday. By the last corner the bread was cold and the light was still
there. Mara counted the boats twice and still came up one short. The
missing skiff belonged to her uncle, who never tied it the same way
twice.
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N OV E L  T E M P L AT E

Notes for the typesetter

Margins, chapter breaks, and the running head are already set.
Replace the words, not the page size.
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