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“So, India Devlin”—he reached
out to touch her hair — “what
do we talk about now?”

She tried not to act like the wide-eyed girl she was beginning to feel like as he inched closer.

“Let’s see, we’ve talked about Corri. And August. Darla’s business. How we will proceed to investigate Ry’s death. Horseshoe crabs … bird migrations. Have we missed anything?”

His hand was on her elbow and he guided her toward him even as he moved toward her, bridging the slight distance between them with his body until his face was inches away from hers.

“I didn’t think so,” he murmured.
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Chapter 1

With cool impartiality, India Devlin regarded the face of each and every mourner who stood at her brother’s open grave, wondering if perhaps she were, at that moment, looking into the deceptive eyes of a killer who hid a terrible secret while at the same time offering well-rehearsed condolences.

Everyone who was anyone in Devlin’s Light—and many who were not—had come to pay their last respects to Robert Forman Devlin. India, the only sibling of the deceased, shifted her sights first to the group gathered on the opposite side of the waiting grave, then to the large coffin, still draped and flower strewn, which rested almost at her feet. She tucked a strand of unruly blond hair behind her ear and shifted her weight, one foot to the other, all the while watching, watching, praying that someone would do something to give themselves away.

Ludicrous, she chided herself. As if Ry’s killer would step forward and announce that he—or she—was the guilty one.

But who?

Ry Devlin had been the last of the male line of those same Devlins who had come south from the New England colonies in the mid-1600s and whose name was borne by both the lighthouse they had built and the settlement they had founded on the uncertain coast just west of the point where the Atlantic Ocean met the Delaware Bay. Handsome, affable, full of the Devlin charm, Ry had been well liked, admired, respected by all who knew him, and he had seemed to be without an enemy in this world.

Well, he’d had at least one.

India shook her head, incredulous that she should find herself here, in this centuries-old burying place, at so unlikely an event. Once, as a child, India had unsuccessfully attempted to count the number of Devlins whose final resting spots lay behind the small, whitewashed church that had served many generations of the town’s residents. The weathered structure had gone unused for years, since long before India’s birth, though it was faithfully maintained through the efforts of the Devlin Trust; for the country church, like the ancient cemetery and much of the coastal boundary of Devlin’s Light, was on Devlin land.

Beyond Ry’s grave, in this corner of the churchyard, lay the remains of their father, Robert Sr., their mother, Nancy, and their paternal grandparents, Benjamin and Sarah. A little farther down a well-worn path, side by side and for all eternity, lay Benjamin’s parents and, a bit farther more, their parents. And so on, through more generations of Devlins all the way back to Eli, Samuel and Jonathan, the first Devlins to stand on the shores of the Delaware Bay.

And there, about six feet to the left of Ry’s intended eternal home, was the marker erected but two years earlier for Maris Steele Devlin. Ry’s wife of eight months, Maris had taken a rowboat out into the bay to go crabbing one summer morning and had been caught in a sudden squall. Now Maris was memorialized here, amidst the remains of a family she had never belonged to, had never really been part of.

Unconsciously India sought and found the hand of her late brother’s stepdaughter and gave it a squeeze, then gathered the little girl to her in an embrace meant to comfort, all the while wondering if this child would ever know comfort again. As dismayed as India had been over Ry’s choice of a wife, India had adored Maris’s daughter, Corrine. Sweet, shy Corri, who had dealt with loss far too often for one so young and who now, at six, believed she faced the world alone.

Not while I have life, India promised silently, her fingers gently untangling one of Corri’s strawberry-blond curls. She knew exactly how deep the little girl’s grief would be, and she sought, in whatever way she could, to absorb some of it.

India bowed her head and squeezed her eyes closed against the tears welling up behind them and tried once again to swallow the lump that would not be swallowed away as the Reverend Corson cleared his throat and began the final prayers over the heavy bronze coffin. It was long and wide—“oversized,” the funeral director had noted absently—to hold the body of the deceased. Ry had been a big man, tall and broad-shouldered. Agile as a cat, though, and gentle as the wishes they made when, as children, they had sat upon the rocks overlooking the inlet, waiting for the first of the evening stars to appear in the night sky.

“Go ’head, Indy, you first,” Ry would coax his little sister. “And make it a good wish. Good wishes always come true. …

Star light, star bright, first star I see tonight …

“But you can’t tell anybody what you wish for. Or it won’t come true,” he would caution her.

I wish I may, I wish I might …

“’cept you, Ry, right? I can tell you?” she would ask, wanting to share the secrets of her child’s heart with her much loved big brother.

Have this wish I wish tonight.

“’fraid not, Indy. Got to be a secret, even from me …”

Many years later, Indy could still hear Ry’s voice, see the twinkle in his blue eyes as he searched the heavens for her very own wishing star and guided her eyes to it, encouraging her to dream.

Who could have done this to so good a soul as Ry?

“We gather together today in memory of our friend and brother, Robert …” Reverend Corson’s soft voice floated with the ease of a mist across the tranquil bay even as India’s eyes continued to skip from one face to another.

Surely not you, Peter Mason. You who knew Ry since nursery school, who fished the bay with him and shared the treasures of the marshes with him.

“… and to commend his loving spirit to its everlasting rest…”

Nor you, Ely Townsend, who spent so many summer days on the front porch of our house on Darien Road, watching the girls saunter by in their short shorts and halter tops on their way to the small stretch of beach at the end of the street.

“and so we ask you, Father, to have mercy on his soul…”

Or you, Nat Tomlin, who, with Ry, built that old playhouse in the oak tree behind our garage, where you used to sneak cigarettes and girls. The playhouse Ry fell out of when he was fourteen and broke both his legs. No football, no baseball, for all his freshman year.

“… to open the gates of heaven to your servant…”

The cry of a solitary gull echoed across the dunes and over the bay to her left, and India turned toward the sound. From behind an ancient stand of scrub pine, Devlin’s Light rose toward a cloudless sky. Though a storm was in the forecast for later in the afternoon, no sign of it could be seen at eleven in the morning. The shadow of the lighthouse reached almost to the jetty that stretched into the deep blue-green calm of the bay. Here and there a fish leaped out of the water as if to tease the ever-present gulls. But it was the lighthouse, always, that drew the eye and held the gaze.

A three-story clapboard, Queen Anne-style house, shaped like an L, with a six-story tower at the juncture of the two parts of the structure, Devlin’s Light had weathered many storms and had always survived intact. A few of the slate shingles had blown off in this storm or that, its red shutters had faded some and it sorely needed a good painting, but the lighthouse had stood on its present site since the year of its construction, 1876.

The irony of Ry being laid to rest almost in the shadow of the lighthouse that had so dominated his life was not lost on India. As a boy he had played in it. As a man he had devoted much time and energy to its restoration. There was no one spot on this earth he had loved more than he had loved the lighthouse.

The fact that someone had chosen to attack Ry in that place he loved above all others struck India as nothing less than obscene. It was merely an act of fate that he had not actually died there, but in the back of the ambulance that had sped off through the early morning hours, sirens shrieking, though they’d not pass more than five cars between Devlin’s Light and Cape Hospital Emergency Room some twenty miles away.

“… and to grant him everlasting rest and peace in the harbor of your love, O Lord …”

An act of fate, she recalled, and of Nicholas Enright, who, from the deck of the old crabbers cabin he had purchased from Ry, watched as the lantern’s light had ascended the stairwell, then flashed a sudden and erratic descent before being extinguished at the bottom of the steep steps. It was Nicholas Enright who had called both the police and the ambulance, before setting off by rowboat across the small inlet to the lighthouse; Nicholas Enright who had found Ry at the foot of the winding stairs, who had ridden with him in the ambulance to the hospital, who had held Ry’s head and heard his last words and been the last human contact her brother had known on this earth.

India’s eyes wandered across the faces of the strangers in the crowd, wondering which one was Nicholas Enright, certain that he stood among them; since she’d never met the man who had moved to Devlin’s Light the summer before, she could not pick him out. Ry had had so many friends— most of whom she had never met—from Bayview State College, where he had taught for the past few years, from the environmental group that had worked with him to preserve the marshes, from the historic preservation group he had joined some years before to encourage renovation of the town’s many ancient structures.—Nicholas Enright could be any one of the men, young or old, who had come to pay their respects.

“… as we commend our brother Robert unto You …”

Nicholas Enright had shared her brother’s last breath and, from the accounts of the ambulance attendants with whom she had spoken, had done so with gentle affection and the greatest of care. She needed to meet him, to thank him. And, she reminded herself, she had questions to ask that only he, as close a witness to the events of that night as had come forward, could answer.

“… in His name. Amen.”

“Amen.”

“What else can I do for you, Aunt August?” India asked, placing a stack of bone-china cups and saucers on the sideboard in the dining room.

“There are more plates in the kitchen, on the counter there.” Augustina Devlin waved a small, deeply tanned hand in the direction of the tidy kitchen that had served generations of Devlins. “I expect half the town or better will be coming to call at any minute. Weddings and funerals. It’s the same all over. Brings ’em all out. There now, what’d I tell you?”

August adjusted large round tortoise-shell eyeglasses on her no-nonsense face, which was framed by a cap of short-cropped, straight salt-and-pepper hair, and nodded toward the front window, past which seemed to drift a goodly percentage of the population of Devlin’s Light. It was only a matter of seconds before the screen door opened and the first of the townsfolk appeared in the front hallway.

Come to share our grief, Indy thought as she moved with open arms toward Liddy Osborn, who had gone through school with Aunt August in the one-room brick schoolhouse at the foot of Peck’s Lane. Liddy, it seemed, had been there to share all the Devlins’ sorrows. She had been there to hold a weeping Indy the day they’d found Robert Sr., Indy’s father and August’s brother, dead of a heart attack out on the dunes off Lighthouse Road. And Liddy had been there when Nancy died, though India was just a baby when she’d lost her mother and had no firsthand recollection of that. Liddy had been August’s best friend, always. A dear, giving woman, Liddy had seen her own share of sorrow but had refused to let it destroy her loving heart.

And Grant Richardson, there in the hallway, behind Liddy. A county judge, as Indy’s father had been, and a friend of the Devlin family for as long as Indy could remember. Al Carpenter, the chief of police, and his wife, Patsy. Mrs. Spicer, the librarian, and Mrs. Donaldson, Indy’s third-grade teacher. Todd and Wanda Fisher, who ran the general store, and Ed Beggins, Ry’s first piano teacher. Bill Scott, who used to take Ry surf fishing off of Cape May. And Liz Porter, who, as owner of the local paper, the Beacon, knew everything about everyone. All come to share the memories and the pain. All part of Devlin’s Light, as much as she was.

India had not, until this moment, realized how much she missed it, this sense of connecting, though each time she came home the past few years, it took her a little longer to shake off the city and the ugliness that came from having to prosecute its dregs. As an assistant district attorney in Paloma, Pennsylvania, she had seen enough crudeness and pain and evil over the past five years to last a lifetime. Every time she returned to Devlin’s Light, it became harder and harder to remember what drew her back to Paloma. Obligation, she told herself. Certainly it wasn’t Ron Stillwell, the fellow assistant district attorney she had, up until about six months ago, dated pretty regularly. At one time—it embarrassed her now to recall—she had actually toyed with the idea of marrying Ron, until someone had left an anonymous note on her desk tipping her off to the fact that he was also seeing a young law clerk on a lot more regular basis than he’d been seeing her.

Suddenly there was too much loss to deal with. It hit her like a sharp blow to the head and took her breath away. She fled to the back porch, seeking refuge where she always had when things became more than she could bear. She leaned over the white wooden railing and forced deep breaths, filling her lungs with the thick humid air laden with the smell of the salt marshes and something decomposing— probably some beached horseshoe crabs, she guessed, or maybe some hapless fish—down on the beach just a short walk over the dunes.

Why did it all look the same, she wondered, when their world had changed so suddenly and so completely?

The wooden porch swing still hung at one end, its new coat of white paint giving it a clean summer look. Aunt August’s prize yellow roses stretched over the trellis in full and glorious bloom. The day lilies crowded in a riotous jumble of color against the stark gray of the back fence, line-dancing like manic clowns in a sudden gust of breeze. Fat little honey bees went from blossom to blossom, like little helicopters, oblivious to everything except the promise of pollen and the effort necessary to gather it and take it home. A small brown sparrow plopped upon the ground below the railing and pecked intently in the dirt. Finding what she was seeking, she returned to her young, all plump, dun-colored and downy-feathered little bundles waiting to be fed by the base of the bird bath in the midst of the herb garden. An ever curious catbird landed on a nearby dogwood branch and began to chatter. Just like any other summer day in Devlin’s Light.

So. It was true what they said: Life went on.

“Indy?” Darla Kerns leaned out the back door, her long blond hair hanging over her right shoulder like an afterthought.

“I’m here, Dar.”

“Want some company?” Darla asked hesitantly.

“If the company is you.” Indy smiled and patted the spot next to her on the swing. Darla sat, and for the third or fourth time that day, Indy put an arm around the shoulder of the woman who was her closest friend, and who, for the last year and a half of his life, had been Ry’s lover.

And for the third or fourth time that day, Darla totally shattered into gut-wrenching sobs that seemed to hold her very soul.

“Indy, I’m so sorry.” Darla wiped away mascara, which had been long since wept into a darkened patch under her eyes. “I just can’t cry it away. No matter how hard I try …”

“It’s okay, Dar. I understand.”

“Every time I think about it, I just …”

“I know, sweetie. It took you and Ry so long to get together.”

“When I think about the years we wasted … years I spent married to a man I never loved … when Ry and I could have been together …”

“Don’t, Dar. You can’t change it. Be grateful for the time you had.” India heard the words roll off her tongue and wished she had something more to offer than clichés.

“Oh, I am,” Darla whispered. “I am. It just wasn’t enough.”

“It never is.” India stroked her friend’s soft blond hair, much as she had earlier stroked Corri’s. So many in pain. So many to be comforted. “How are your kids today?”

“Devastated. Especially Jack. He has been so withdrawn since this happened. He and Ry had become so close.” She mopped at her face with a wet linen square trimmed in lace. “Corri doesn’t look much better today.”

“She is so filled with pain it’s a miracle she can hold it all in so tiny a body.”

“Well, to have lost her mother … such as she was … and now Ry, who was—let’s face the truth here—the only loving parent that little girl ever knew …” Darla’s voice held a decided and bitter edge.

“Ry told me that Maris left a lot to be desired when it came to being a mother to Corri. But you know, I just never understood why he married her. Maris was just so … so …”—India sought to be tactful—“not Ry’s type.”

“Maris was a hot little number and she wrapped that hot little self of hers around Ry so tight and so fast he never knew what hit him.” The words snapped from Darla’s mouth in an angry clip. “I swear, Indy, I never saw anything like it. I never saw a man go down for the count as quickly as Ry did for Maris Steele.”

Amare et sappere vix deo conceditur. Aunt August, a retired Latin teacher whose conversations were inevitably sprinkled with Latin phrases, had muttered this when Ry announced his marriage to Maris. Even a god finds it difficult to love and be wise at the same time.

“Well, if nothing else, it’s given Corri a family. If not for that, when Maris drowned, Corri would have been left totally alone. Ry never did find her father when he was going through the adoption proceedings last year.”

They sat in silence, each lost in their own memory of that day two years ago when Maris Devlin’s small boat drifted ashore without Maris in it.

India had never warmed to her sister-in-law. She had thought Maris to be an ill-mannered gold digger, and it had always been on the tip of her tongue to tell Ry so, but she could not bring herself to hurt him. It wasn’t until after Maris was gone that Ry admitted he’d been sucker punched but had remained married to her for Corri’s sake. Maris had not been a very good mother, Ry had confided, and Indy had feigned shock even though she’d heard tales of the woman’s shortcomings from both Darla and Aunt August long before Ry had spoken of it. Then, over the past eighteen months or so, he and Darla had rediscovered each other. They had appeared so like a family at Christmas, at the Easter egg hunt at the park last spring, at Aunt August’s sixty-fifth birthday party in early June.

No one had been happier than Indy when her brother began dating her best friend. Darla and India had been inseparable since their playpen days—literally. They had shared everything through school, from clothes to hairstyles to secrets. No one other than Indy had known for all those years that the love of Darla’s life was Robert Devlin. It had broken Darla’s heart when he ignored her as an adolescent; when, as a high-school junior, he gave his class ring to Sharon Snyder; when he took Julie Long to his senior prom; when he brought home various and sundry girlfriends over the years. Darla had eventually accepted the fact that Ry would never love her and married Kenny Kerns within six months of this truth sinking in. It may have been the biggest mistake of her life, but still, she had confessed to Indy one night several years ago, she had her son, Jack, and her daughter, Ollie—Olivia—and they had made life worth living for her. She had felt badly about leaving Kenny, hotheaded and hot-tempered though he had been, feeling a vague sense of guilt that perhaps she had gotten only what she deserved for having married a man she didn’t truly love. Kenny had been a good husband over the years, Darla conceded, and she knew she had had more than a lot of women had to look forward to each morning. A husband who loved her; there had never been any doubt but that Kenny was crazy about Darla. A cozy home in her hometown. She had friends and a social life to be envied. The only thing she wanted and could not have was Ry Devlin. And for most of the time, it was okay. She had accepted this one sad fact of her life. No one knew but her and India.

And then Ry took a teaching position at nearby Bayview College and moved home to stay after several years of teaching at a university up north, and suddenly the sham that was her life shattered, and the truth threatened to overtake her and drag her down as cleanly and as swiftly as the bay’s erratic current had dragged Maris out to sea. No longer able to live with a man she didn’t love, Darla had left Kenny, but before anyone knew what had happened, Maris Steele hit Devlin’s Light and snatched Ry from under her very nose.

And then Maris was gone and somehow a miracle had occurred and she and Ry had found each other. And then, just like that, Ry had died.

Darla began to weep again.

This time India wept with her.



Chapter 2

“Miss Devlin?”

Indy looked up at the man who stood in the back doorway holding the screen door in one hand and a glass of Aunt August’s iced tea in the other.

“Yes?”

“You’re India Devlin?”

“Yes. And you are…”

What he was, was big. Ry’s size and better, she could not help but notice.

“Oh”—Darla struggled to compose herself and to rise from the seat of the swing—“Indy, this is Nick Enright. I’m sorry. I had forgotten you had not met.”

Nick Enright extended a large, well-worked hand in her direction.

“Miss Devlin …”

“India…”

“India.” He said her name as if measuring it against her to see if it fit. “I wanted to express my condolences.”

“You were the one who found Ry,” India said simply.

“Yes.”

“Please, sit down.” Darla gestured to the seat she had vacated. “Indy, I want to check on the kids and see if your aunt needs any help. And I’ll bring you something cold to drink.”

“If I’d known you needed something, I’d have brought you an iced tea,” he said, with the demeanor of a man who was suddenly feeling unexpectedly awkward. India looked up into his face, unaware that her violet eyes struck at his very core and rendered him momentarily speechless.

“I didn’t know that you looked so much alike, you and Darla,” Nick said once he remembered how to control his tongue. He thought he sounded sort of stupid, then couldn’t resist making it worse by adding, “But then again, you really don’t look alike at all.”

“When we were in school we used to dress alike and wear our hair alike. We’re the same height and pretty much the same build. From the back, no one could tell us apart.”

“Your faces are very different,” he continued, wondering how much more stupid he could make himself appear. Oh well, in for a dime, in for a dollar.

“Once we went to a costume party as each other. I penciled in a mole next to my left eye, like the one she has.” Indy cleared her throat, realizing that she was dangerously close to babbling. “I was hoping to meet you. I wanted to thank you. For what you did for Ry. I am so grateful that he wasn’t alone when he died.”

“So am I.”

“You were his friend. It must have been hard for you.”

“It was.” He nodded tersely.

“Chief Carpenter said that Ry was conscious for a few minutes.”

“Yes. For much of the ride to the hospital.”

“And that he spoke.”

“He only said one word.” Nick shifted uncomfortably on the swing, almost wishing he hadn’t told anyone about that.

“’Ghost.’” Spoken softly, in her lilting voice, the word held no menace.

“Or something that sounded like it. I could have been wrong, it could have been something else …”

“Do you believe in ghosts, Nick?”

“Never had a reason to.” He shrugged.

“You know, there’s a legend in the family that before a Devlin dies, he sees old Eli Devlin swinging his lantern at the very top of the lighthouse tower.”

“Who was Eli?” Nick leaned against the side of the swing and turned slightly to face her more directly. He wondered if she knew just how devastating her eyes were to a man’s heart.

Ry had spoken often about his sister. Bragged about her. About how tough a prosecutor she was. About what a great swimmer she was. About how well she knew the marshes and the bay. Nick had seen photographs, here and there throughout the house, and once he had even caught a glimpse of her through a shop window. But Ry had never told Nick that India’s hair spun like a soft golden cloud around her face, or that her eyes were the very color of spring violets. Given the sad circumstances of their meeting, Nick felt almost embarrassed at having noticed. Almost.

“Eli Devlin was the one who built the lighthouse. Ry didn’t tell you the story?”

He had, but Nick shook his head. It was a long story, and the telling of it would take a while. A little while to sit and watch her face. A little while when neither of them would be thinking about Ry, and the fact that he now lay beneath the sandy soil in a bronze box.

“There were three Devlin brothers who were part of the whaling community that settled around New London, Connecticut. They were all single, all pretty lively fellows, so the story goes. Jonathan, Samuel and Eli. All very ambitious. When the opportunity arose to become part of a new whaling venture down in the South River area—which is what the Delaware River was called back in the 1600s— they jumped at the chance.”

“Whaling? Here? On the Delaware Bay?”

“Well, it probably sounded like a good idea at the time, and whales do show up occasionally. Just not often enough for it to have grown into a lucrative endeavor. Eli stayed ashore and ran the lighthouse to guide his brothers home safely through the storms. The first lighthouse was not much more than a shack. But over the years he added to it … made it bigger. Taller. Then taller again, until it reached its present height.”

“But the lighthouse doesn’t appear to be that old.”

“It isn’t. The one Eli built burned down in the 1700s and was rebuilt on the same spot. It burned again in 1876 and was repaired.”

“It’s a wonderful structure. It’s obvious why Ry had been so proud of it.”

“Ry considered the lighthouse almost a member of the family. Restoring it had been his life’s work. His goal was for it to be a working lighthouse again. He wanted to give it back to the bay. He wanted it to be a place where people could come …”

Her voice broke and he took her hand, a gesture meant to comfort. Her skin was soft though a bit cool, her fingers long and slender. Her nails, streaked with remnants of pale pink polish, were bitten to the quick.

“Why would anyone want to hurt Ry?” she whispered fervently. “Why?”

“Well now, you know that the police investigation was inconclusive, India. It hasn’t been proven that Ry was murdered or that there was, in fact, anyone else around the lighthouse that night.”

“But everything points to there having been someone there, Nick. My brother would not have gotten out of bed in the middle of the night to go out to the lighthouse for no reason at all. Someone did something that gave him a reason. I just can’t imagine who—or why.”

“Have you discussed this with Chief Carpenter?”

“Yes. He agrees that there most likely was someone there, waiting for Ry. But there is absolutely no evidence to support a theory of murder.”

“What did the coroner’s report say?” Nick asked.

“That he died as the result of a blunt trauma to the head. There was blood on the bottom step of the top landing. The chief said that Ry had apparently hit his head there before going the rest of the way down the steps to the bottom, where you found him.”

“There was no evidence that he had been struck with anything before he fell?”

“No. Something caused him to fall backward.” She shook her head. “Someone must have pushed him down the steps.”

“But there was no sign of a struggle, from what I understand.”

“No. It’s so strange. I can’t think of anyone he even had a serious disagreement with. I mean, he told me about a group of environmentalists who were hounding him about opening the lighthouse area to tourists during the bird migrations.”

“Well, they could get pretty intense at times, but I can’t see any one of them becoming violent.”

“That was my impression too. He did say that some of the bay men were angry with him, they felt that he hadn’t supported their efforts to get the horseshoe crab off the state’s restricted list.”

“I don’t see any of them taking it this far. In some ways, Ry was one of them.”

“Couldn’t that have been a motive? Maybe one of them felt he had betrayed them by not taking their part completely.”

“India, I don’t—”

“Or Kenny.” She stood up and began to pace. “Maybe it was Kenny. Darla said that he was really upset about her seeing Ry. And he has always had a pretty short fuse when he drinks. And I heard he’s been drinking a lot lately.”

“Nah. Too obvious.” Nick shook his head. He’d been over all this ground himself a hundred times over the past five days. “And besides, Chief Carpenter has questioned Kenny—and just about everyone else in Devlin’s Light, for that matter—and he has an airtight alibi. He was on an overnight camp-out with his son’s cub scout troop when Ry was killed, India. And for the record, Kenny has been on the wagon for the past five months.”

“I guess the first thing we have to do is figure out why Ry was there, in the lighthouse, at that hour of the night.”

“I think Chief Carpenter is still working on that.” Nick thought that now would be a good time to remind India that the Devlin’s Light police department had not closed the book on the investigation.

“Nick, I know that you discussed all this with the chief, but would you mind walking me through everything that happened that night? What you saw?”

“Of course not. Where would you like to start?”

“What time did you first notice that something was going on over there?”

“Um, maybe around two, two-ten.”

“And you were where?” Her eyes narrowed as the interrogator in her kicked in.

Nick sighed. Her eyes took on the fervor of one who was about to begin a crusade. Well, he’d expected it. Anyone who was as adept a prosecutor as Ry had said India was would want to be involved in the investigation.

Indy had obviously chosen to begin with him.

“On the deck of the cabin.” He leaned back and folded his arms across his chest. “I couldn’t sleep. Something woke me up.”

“Do you remember what it was? A noise? A boat out on the bay, maybe? Or maybe lightning?”

“No, there was no storm. Actually, it was a very quiet night. I turned in early—right after the eleven o’clock news—and there was nothing, not even a wave on the bay that I can recall.”

He frowned then, recalling. It had been a moonless night. Totally quiet. All had been still until … until …

“A bird. Took off across the bay squawking as if someone had stepped on its tail.”

“And what time was that—did you look?” She raised an eyebrow, and a smile of satisfaction tugged at the corners of her mouth. There had been no mention of a bird squawking in the police report. She knew there had to be more.

“Yes. It was about one-thirty.”

“What did you do? Did you get up, turn over, what?”

“I think I was sort of half in, half out of sleep for a while. Finally, when I realized that I was not likely to fall back to sleep, I went into the kitchen and got a beer out of the cooler, took it out on the deck and pulled up a chair. Watched the stars. Breathed deeply. Felt glad to be there.”

“Please”—she touched his arm—“maybe if you described it to me, maybe I could try to see what you saw that night.”

“There was a light at the top of the tower. At first I thought I was mistaken, because it was bigger and brighter than a lantern like the one Ry has. And then about ten minutes later, I saw Ry’s lantern light going up the steps.”

“You’re assuming that the second light was Ry’s?”

“I am. And it was his light that I saw come backward down the steps. The lantern was next to him on the ground when I arrived.”

“When you got to the lighthouse, where was the first light—the one you first saw at the top of the tower?”

“Gone. There was no light when I got there except for Ry’s.”

India digested this for a moment before asking, “But you’re positive there had been one?”

“Absolutely.”

“You said there was maybe ten minutes between the time that you saw the first light and when you saw the second light … Ry’s light?”

“Yes.”

“I know that all of this is in the police report, but I can’t help it—I have to ask, Nick. It’s what I do—question people about crimes. I’m trying very hard not to sound as if I’m interrogating you.”

“I understand. Ry told me you were good at what you do. He bragged about you all the time. About how many convictions you’ve gotten. He was very proud of you.”

“I was very proud of him.” India twisted the small sapphire ring she wore on the middle finger of her right hand. “It is very difficult for me to accept that he is gone, Nick. And harder still that there’s no way of knowing what happened there that night. It’s just so frustrating. I guess I think if I look hard enough, I’ll find something.”

“Indy?” A voice called from the other side of the screen door.

“Yes?” India turned toward it.

“Your cousin Blake is here. Your aunt would like you to please come in.” Patsy Carpenter opened the door and stuck her broad face out. “Oh. Hello, Nick.”

“Hello, Patsy.”

“Indy …”

“I’ll be right in. Thank you.”

The screen door closed softly.

“I’d like to finish this conversation sometime later. That is, if it’s all right with you.”

“Of course.” He watched her unfold from her seat on the opposite side of the porch swing and stood up as she did.

“At your convenience.”

“I just need to know, Nick.”

“I understand completely, India.” He watched the afternoon sun cross her cheek as she turned toward the door. “If you think it would help, you’re welcome to come out to the cabin.”

“That’s very kind, Nick. And maybe it would help me to see it in my head. It might be easier if I’m there.”

“Whatever you think is best.”

“Thank you.” She nodded and extended a hand to him. “Thank you, Nick. For everything.”

She slipped into the cool of the house, unaware that eyes the color of honey followed her well-fitting black linen sheath as it disappeared through the doorway, or that the man leaning against the porch railing could suddenly think of nothing but the way her golden hair curled around her face.





Chapter 3

India awoke to the sound of ill-mannered gulls squabbling over some luckless fish that, having ventured too far into shallow water, was now a sure bet to end up as breakfast for the gull that emerged victorious from the fray. She could picture it in her mind, having watched countless such seaside struggles over the years. The gull with the fish would be hounded and harassed until it swallowed the prize— often live and whole—or dropped it, leaving others to pursue the catch until one of them got lucky and managed to snatch the meal and fly off with it.

A vast change from the early morning sounds of the city. India smiled wryly as she stretched out her full five-foot-five-inch frame and pushed her toes out from under the light summer throw. There were no street noises to speak of much before noon in Devlin’s Light, unless you counted the sound of the Parson boy’s bike as he slowed down to toss a newspaper onto the front porch. And that wasn’t till around seven or so, so it didn’t really count. In the city, the first-edition newspapers landed on the front steps well before the sun came up, and you were lucky if someone hadn’t lifted your copy by the time you came outside looking for it.

India squinted at the small numbers that circled the hand-painted face of the delicate porcelain clock that stood on the bedside table. Eight o’clock. India could not remember the last time she had slept till eight o’clock. On a normal workday, she’d be halfway through the documents she would need for court that day. Here in Devlin’s Light, there was no courtroom, no jail beyond the single holding cell where prisoners, mostly DUIs, would be housed till they made bail or were transferred over to the county jail. The crime rate in Devlin’s Light was so low it was almost nonexistent. There were exactly two unsolved crimes in the files of the Devlin’s Light police. One was the theft of the Lannings’ skiff the summer before. The second was the suspicious death of Ry Devlin.

India threw her legs over the side of the bed and sat up in a single motion. For a few minutes she had almost forgotten what had brought her here, to the peace and quiet of a weekday morning in the old house on Darien Road, when this hour of the day would normally find her in a flurry of activity in her busy, noisy office in Paloma. She squeezed her eyes tightly shut.

Ry.

For the first time in a week she had had almost two minutes of consciousness when she had not thought of Ry. And not thinking of Ry had given her a reason to think of him.

From down the hall she could hear the early morning sounds of a house coming to life. Aunt August, plagued by allergies this time of year, sniffled softly from the front bedroom where she had awakened almost every morning of her life, not counting those four years of college upstate many years ago. Water splashed in the sink in the bathroom next door. Corri washing her face, India guessed. The old faucet squeaked as the water was turned off—as it had squeaked for as long as Indy could remember—and the door opened softly. Corri’s little feet padded lightly on the rag runner that traced the length of the hallway as she returned to her room quietly, as if afraid to disturb anyone.

Indy rose, lifting her arms toward the ceiling to stretch out the kinks. She gathered clothes from her suitcase— cutoff denim jeans and a blue and cream striped T-shirt— and headed for the shower.

By the time India had dressed and made her way downstairs, Aunt August and Corri had already finished their breakfast in the cozy little nook off the kitchen. India joined them, grateful for the cup of freshly brewed coffee awaiting her.

“It’s a perfect summer day, Indy,” Aunt August said purposefully as she rinsed her breakfast dishes under a stream of steaming water in the kitchen sink. “You and Corri might want to think about taking a picnic down to the beach.”

“Sounds good to me,” India replied. “How ‘bout it, Corri?”

Corri shrugged indifferently.

“There’s lots of good things left over from yesterday.” August paused in the doorway and glanced at the child who was quietly beating a long, thin brown crust of her toast against the side of her plate. “I can pack up some chicken and some salad, some cookies that Liddy made …”

August’s worried eyes caught India’s from above the head of the little girl who was clearly tuning out.

“Do that, Aunt August.” India nodded. “We’ll be ready to go in half an hour. Soon as I finish my breakfast and take a glance at the morning paper.”

Corri looked up at her with wide brown eyes from the opposite side of the table. Without speaking she rose and repeated August’s activity at the sink, rinsing her plate, then her glass, before placing them both in the dishwasher that was one of August’s concessions to modern living in a house whose original section was close to three hundred years old. Without a backward glance, Corri moved like a zombie through the back door into the yard. From the breakfast-room window, August and India watched her as she climbed onto the swing Ry had made for her and hung over a branch of the enormous oak that stood like a sentinel in the far corner of the yard. Pulling against the ropes and pumping her little legs, she propelled herself ever higher, toward the sky.

“I’m almost afraid that one of these days she’ll try to fly right off that swing,” Aunt August told India. “She is so filled with sadness, India, she doesn’t know what to do with it all.”

“She is a very small girl who is being asked to cope with more than most adults could handle.” India stood up and looked out the window. Corri’s head was tipped back as she sailed to and fro across the morning sky.

“I think she is afraid we will send her away.”

“Send her away? Why would we do that?”

“We wouldn’t. We won’t. But I don’t know that she knows that.”

“Well, before today is over,” India said, gathering her plate and her cup, “she will.”

“What do you think, Corri, is this a good spot?” India shaded her eyes from the sun’s glare and dropped the picnic basket on the sand.

“I guess,” Corri replied without enthusiasm.

“Well then, here”—Indy tossed a corner of the old patched quilt in Corri’s direction—“help me to spread this out. … There, that’s fine. Perfect.”

She placed the basket on one corner of the quilt, then knelt upon the worn, soft fabric.

“This old quilt has seen a lot of sand in its day,” India told her. “It was our regular beach blanket. Mine and Ry’s.”

She had decided they needed to speak of him, she and Corri, the sooner the better.

“We used to have picnics just like this. Aunt August even packed us pretty near the same lunch.”

Corri drew a circle in the sand with the toe of her sandal. “Why didn’t your mom?” Corri asked without looking up.

“Why didn’t my mom what, sugar?”

“Why didn’t your mom pack your picnic?”

“My mother died when I was just a baby.”

“Did your mommy drown too?”

“No. She died in the hospital, a few days after an operation.”

“Oh.” Corri pondered this for a few moments, then asked, “And then Aunt August took care of you?”

“Yes. Aunt August was my father’s sister, and she loved us. Just like she loves you and takes care of you.”

Corri appeared to reflect on this but offered no response.

“Want to walk along the water with me?” India kicked off her sandals and took a few steps toward the bay.

“I guess so.” Corri shrugged.

India set out toward the shoreline, an unenthusiastic Corri trailing behind.

“Oh, look, sea glass!” India bent to pick up the piece of wave-worn green glass. She handed it to Corri, who pocketed the offering without looking at it.

“Here’s some mother of pearl.” India lifted the pale, opalescent shell from the water’s edge. “The inside of an oyster shell … they call it ‘mother of pearl’ because pearls grow inside of oysters.”

“I know that,” Corri told her impatiently. “Ry told me.”

“Did Ry used to walk on the beach with you?”

Corri nodded, her face settling into a sad little mask.

“What else did he tell you about the beach?”

“Stuff.” She shrugged her small shoulders under a thin pink T-shirt.

“Like what kind of stuff?” India persisted.

“About different kinds of shells. I used to find them and Ry would tell me what they were.”

“I used to look for shells with Ry too, when I was little.”

“You did?”

“Umm-hmm. Ry was four years older than me, and he was a good teacher.”

“That’s ‘cause Ry knew everything about the beach. He knew everything about the bay.” Corri’s eyes brightened slightly.

“Yes, I believe he did. He loved it here, and he—”

Corri froze as they rounded the tip of the cove. The lighthouse rose across the inlet, silent and tall and proud.

“I want to go back.” Corri turned to run, and India grabbed her gently by the arm.

Turning the little girl around as calmly and gently as she could, India told her, “It was the place he loved best, Corri. You can’t run away from it. You can’t hide from it if you’re going to stay in Devlin’s Light, sweetie.”

“Am I?” The tremulous voice was barely a whisper. “Am I going to stay?”

“Of course you’re going to stay.” Aunt August had been right. In addition to grieving over Ry, the child was uncertain of her future. And the uncertainty had her terrified. “Corri, we are your family. Aunt August and I love you. You belong here with us, and absolutely, positively, you are staying here with us. Devlin’s Light is your home.”

“I … I … wasn’t sure. Ry adopted me, but my mama said—” She stopped suddenly, her little face taking on a worried look.

“Your mama said what, sweetie?” India sat on the sand and tugged on Corri’s hand. Corri sat down next to her and permitted India to put a loving arm around her. The child relaxed almost immediately, her slight body easing into India’s side.

“Mama said that we … we weren’t like Ry. That we never would be like real Devlins …” Her little voice faltered.

“Well …” India cleared her throat. Why was she not surprised that Maris had planted such seeds in her daughter’s young mind? “You know, your mother wasn’t married to Ry for a very long time, so maybe she never got to feel like a Devlin. But you’ve been family for two whole years now, and when Ry adopted you, your name changed to Devlin. That makes you very much a real Devlin.”

“You think?”

“I’m certain of it.”

Corri’s face visibly relaxed.

India let out what felt like a long-held breath. Whatever it took to give this child security, to make her understand how much she was loved, she would do.

Three sandpipers landed on the sand a mere fifteen feet from where they sat. The frenetic little birds pecked at the sand, seeking favored tidbits of food. Soon several other shore birds lighted at the water’s edge, looking for lunch, their little feet following the gentle ebb and flow of the waves.

“Look, Corri”—India pointed—“there are some terns.”

“Least terns, they are called,” Corri corrected her.

“Hmm. Right you are.” Impressed, India smiled to herself. The child had spent a lot of time with Ry, who had known every variety of every shore bird on the East Coast.

“And those,” said the little girl, pointing a straight little finger at a small group of chunky little birds, dark feathered above, lighter below, “are purple sandpipers. Ry called them ‘rock peeps.’”

“Why, so he did.” India laughed. “I had forgotten that.”

“And there—look, India” A hushed Corri rose onto one knee, whispering excitedly. “That’s a plover. We don’t see so many of them, ‘cause they’re dangered. Ry called them ‘sand peeps.’”

“Very good, Corri.” India rubbed Corri’s back fondly. “Ry would have been so very proud of you.”

Corri beamed at the praise. For a moment, the child was there, in her smile, for the first time in days. And in that moment individual grief became shared grief. As she burst into tears, Corri buried her face in India’s chest.

“It’s okay, Corri, it’s okay to cry.” India fought herself to speak the words she knew the child had to hear, then gave in to the tears she herself had not yet shed that day.

India rocked the weeping child in her arms until the sobs slowly subsided and eventually ceased to rack the small body. Both Darla and Aunt August had expressed alarm to India that Corri had not wept since the night Ry had died. The cork on that bottle of emotions having finally popped, Corri cried until her throat hurt.

“Feel any better?” India asked as Corri tried to dry her face with the back of her hands.

“A little.” Corri’s frail shoulders still trembled sporadically.

“Listen, Corri, it’s okay to cry. When you hurt inside, sometimes crying is the only way to bring out some of the hurt. Do you understand?”

“I think so.”

“Anytime you want someone to hold you while you cry, you come to me, hear? Or Aunt August, or Darla. We all hurt too, Corri. It helps to share it sometimes. But we all have to remember that as long as we love him, Ry will still be with us, even if we can’t see him.”

Together they sat on the sand, watching the gulls swoop down for a tidbit here and there. Soon Corri was pointing out the distinctions between the black-backed gulls and the herring gulls. The August sky hung hazy and cornflower-blue over the primeval beach and the flat of the bay. A scorching noonday sun beat down, and India began to swelter.

“Let’s go back to the house and put our bathing suits on,” India suggested, “and we’ll go for a swim.”

“Can we bring my tube so I can float in the bay?” Corri asked, her voice still somewhat hoarse from crying.

“Certainly.”

“Okay. But can we have a drink first, before we walk back to the house?” She gestured toward the picnic basket, which, she knew, housed a small jug of Aunt August’s tart lemonade and some paper cups.

“I’m a bit thirsty myself.” India nodded. “I’ll race you to the quilt.”

Woman and child took off down the beach, sand flying. Corri slid feet first to reach the edge of the blanket before India, who had given her a slight head start.

“Why, I do believe you’ve done this before.” India grinned, and Corri collapsed in gales of laughter as powerful and as vital as the sobs that had earlier engulfed her. She rolled onto her back on the quilt, still giggling at having outmaneuvered India. Shielding her eyes from the blazing sun, she sat halfway up and called, “Hi, Nick!”

India turned in time to see the tall, lean form of Nick Enright make its way across the sand. Cutoff jeans revealed amazingly tanned legs, and a pale yellow tank top stretched across his equally darkened shoulders and broad chest. Curly dark brown hair hunkered down beneath a red Philadelphia Phillies baseball cap worn brim-backward. Dark glasses hid his eyes, but she remembered they were light brown, the color of clover honey, of molasses. He smiled, and twin dimples punctuated the corners of his mouth. Had she been too distraught the day before to have noticed?

And why, she wondered, had Darla not told her about Nicholas Enright?

“Hi, sugar plum.” Nick reached down and grabbed Corri by one of her bare toes and gave it a little shake, and she giggled.

He slid his glasses off and turned to India.

“How are you today?” he asked as if it mattered.

“Doing better.” She nodded. “Little by little …”

“Good,” he told her. “I’m happy to hear it.”

“We’re going to have some lemonade and then we’re going to go home and put on bathing suits and come back and swim and then have a picnic,” Corri announced all in one breath.

“All that in one morning?” Nick asked earnestly.

“Yup.” Corri bounced on her knees to the cooler, which she struggled to open. Nick bent down and removed the cap for her.

Without asking, India poured a glass of lemonade for him and passed it to him, then poured two more. She sat down on the quilt next to Corri, who downed the cool liquid in record time. Just as quickly, Corri refilled her cup, then danced down to the water’s edge to stand in the surf wash and wiggle her toes in the warm bay water.

“Corri seems a little better today,” Nick noted as he lowered himself to sit on the blanket’s edge.

“She finally had a good long cry,” India told him, “and I think that helped her enormously.”

“And you?”

“I’ve had more than my share of cries this past week,” she said, sipping at her drink, “and none of them seemed to have helped at all.”

“You know, if there’s anything I can do for you, for your family …”

“Help us find the person who killed my brother.”

“If I could do that, it would have been done already.”

“Sooner or later Ry’s killer will be found,” India insisted. “The answer is always there if you read the evidence the right way.”

“There was no evidence,” he reminded her.

“There is always something, Nick. It just hasn’t been found. Or recognized.”

“You really believe that?”

“I have to.” She shrugged. “There is someone who knows what happened.”

“Right. The killer. And all we have to do is figure out who that person is.”

“It isn’t impossible.”

“It becomes less and less probable every day, India, but I would guess that you, out of all of us, would best know that.”

“Someone lured Ry to the lighthouse that night. There was no reason for him to have been there. You said yourself it was a beautiful, calm night. A full moon. No storms. No reason to shine a light from the tower. So someone must have called him, arranged to meet him there.”

“Well, no one’s been able to come up with a likely suspect, India.”

“Why would someone want to meet him in the middle of the night? Someone who wouldn’t want to be seen speaking with him?” She frowned as she pondered this. “Why wouldn’t someone want to be seen with him?”

She stood up and began to pace unconsciously, still speaking, but it was obvious to Nick that she was thinking aloud.

“Or maybe … someone who had a grudge, a quarrel … a reason to wish him harm …”

“India, I’ve asked myself those same questions a dozen times.”

“If we don’t keep asking, we’ll never find the answer.” She stopped and studied his face. “Nick, you’ve lived on the bay for the past year, you must know who is making a living off the crabs, who is fishing for a living these days. And it might help to know who was opposing Ry’s plans to open the beach to tourists during the bird migrations.”

“I can find out.” Nick nodded.

“Good. Maybe between the two of us, we’ll come up with something that will help Chief Carpenter to narrow the field. And I still want to come out to the cabin.”

“Anytime,” Nick offered without hesitation. He had wanted to approach her, to find an excuse to get to know her better, to spend some time with her. If he had to become her personal part-time private investigator to do that, so be it.

“I think I want it to be on a night when the lighting is the same.”

“Sort of to re-create the atmosphere?” he suggested.

“As much as possible.” She nodded. “Of course, there won’t be a full moon for almost another month. I should be back by then.”

“You’re leaving?” He appeared surprised, as if the thought had not occurred to him that she would leave so soon.

“I have to. I have a trial set for next week. I’ve done all the work on this case myself and I don’t want to hand it over to anyone else.” Her eyes narrowed. “This particular piece of offal needs to be put away for a very long time.”

“Sounds personal.”

“Anytime a man preys upon children, it’s personal.” Her jaw set like stone, India tossed the remaining drops of liquid from her cup onto the sand with a deliberate flick of her wrist.

“When do you think you’ll be back?”

“Well, if the trial starts on schedule—which is always impossible to predict—I don’t expect more than a week of testimony. Unless more witnesses crawl out of the woodwork, which can happen with a case like this one. Then I have two more trials coming up.” She shrugged. “I need to sit down with my files and see how much time off I can get, and when.”

“Well, if you think of anything you want me to do, you know that you only have to call.”

“Thanks, Nick.”

Later, she would think back on that moment and wonder if there had not been something there in his eyes. Something meant truly just for her. She would never know, however, what that something might have been, since Corri chose that moment to come flying back up the beach.

“A peregrine! There, look there, up on the dune!” Corri danced up and down in delight, whispering loudly.

She pointed a finger trembling with excitement. There, on one of the remaining posts of what had once been a fence across the crest of the dune, sat the bird, regal and lethal.

“See, Indy, that’s why there’re all gone,” she whispered loudly. “All the birds have left the beach. That’s why they’re all hiding someplace, so that he can’t see them.”

The falcon turned toward them, bestowed an imperious glance, as if aware of their admiration, then dropped with grave elegance from the fence post. It swept over and past them as it flew toward the lighthouse and the marsh beyond.

“That’s the same one Ry and I tracked last spring. I know it is.” Corri’s eyes shone brightly. “He always sits there and flies over to there. Isn’t he beautiful?”

“Magnificent,” India agreed.

“Can we get our suits now?” Corri begged. The bird, now out of sight, was in fact out of mind, and so on with the agenda.

“I was just leaving.” Nick stood up, then reached a hand down to assist India. His hands were large, as she had noted on their first meeting, slightly callused, but gentle. He held on to the tips of her fingers and asked, “When do you plan on leaving?”

“Probably in the morning.”

“Tomorrow?” Corri’s head shot up, her eyes widening. “You’re leaving tomorrow?”

“I have to go back to the city to finish a job that I started,” she said softly, sensing the child’s panic.

“What kind of job?” Corri was clearly on the verge of tears.

“The police arrested a very bad man who did very bad things to some very good children,” India explained. “My job is to tell the judge and the jury what the bad man did, so that the jury will decide to send the man to jail for a very long time.”

Corri thought this over. “Will you come back?”

“Of course. As soon as I can, sweetie.““And you’ll stay?”

“For as long as I can,” India promised. “In the meantime, you’ll have Aunt August.”

“Aunt August doesn’t like to fish.” Corri shoved her hands into the pockets of her shorts.

“Hey, what about me?” Nick feigned insult. “I can’t fish?”

“Would you want to take me someday?” she asked hopefully.

“Sugar plum, I would take you with me every day.”

“And crabbing too? Aunt August hates to go crabbing. She says, it’s a waste of time at her age to float around the bay waiting for the crabs to bite when she can go right down to the dock and buy them by the bushel and it only takes fifteen minutes.”

“Well, I can’t say that I won’t feel the same as she does when I get to be her age, so maybe I should get all my crabbing in now, while I still enjoy killing a few hours just floating on the bay.”

“Early in the morning is best, Ry said,” Corri confided.

“Looks like you found a partner, Nick,” India said, laughing, “though you might end up doing a lot more crabbing and fishing than you had bargained for.”

“It’s okay,” he said softly. “I enjoy her company. And we’re pals, right, Corri?”

“Right.” Corri slapped the open palm he held out to her. “So can we go tomorrow? Aunt August will cook ’em if we catch ’em. And clean ’em, of course. That’s what she always told Ry and me.”

“They will be caught and cleaned and all ready for your Aunt August to cook.”

“Yippee.” Corri danced from the blanket onto the sand. “Ow!”

“What did you step on?” India bent down to inspect the bottom of Corri’s foot.

“A sharp shell!” Corri wailed, pointing to the offending piece of clamshell.

“Well then, looks like I’ll have to give you a ride back to the house.” Nick swept her into the air and plopped her onto his shoulders. The small cut on her foot immediately forgotten, Corri threw her thin arms around his neck and squealed her approval.

Nick took a few steps toward the dune, then turned to call over his shoulder to India, “Are you with us?”

“Yes,” she said, “I am with you.”

“Good.” His eyes narrowed slightly as he watched her approach. “I’m all out of shoulders, but I can offer you a hand.”

He held one out to her, and she took it.

“A hand will do just fine today,” she said quietly as she folded her fingers into his and walked with him across the dune.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


ops/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





ops/images/img_p202.jpg





ops/images/img_pviii.jpg








ops/images/img_pi.jpg
s
b1






ops/images/img_p391.jpg





ops/images/9781451633016.jpg
MARIAH STEWART

POCKET BOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney Tokyo Singapore






ops/images/img_p235.jpg





ops/images/img_pvii.jpg
MARIAH STEWART

POCKET BOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney Tokyo Singapore





ops/images/halftitle.jpg





