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				CAUGHT AT THE CROSSROADS OF ART AND MURDER

				
Two people, isolated by their
						pasts.
An obsessive killer who will force them together.
Welcome
						to Saint’s Gate.

				Emma Sharpe is summoned to a Maine convent, partly for her
					FBI art crimes work, partly because of her past with the Order. At issue is a
					mysterious painting of Irish lore and Viking legends. But when the nun who
					contacted her is murdered, it seems legend is becoming deadly reality.

				Colin Donovan is one of the FBI’s most valuable deep-cover
					agents. Back home in Maine after his latest mission, a contact clues him in to
					an intrigue of murder, international art heists and long-held secrets that is
					too tempting to resist. As danger spirals ever closer, Colin is certain of only
					one thing—Emma Sharpe is at the center of it all.
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				“Nobody does romantic suspense better than Carla Neggers. The
					terrific The Whisper, is big, bold and stunningly
					effective. Evidence of a writer at the absolute top of her game still climbing
						higher.”
—Providence Journal

				“Cold Pursuit is the perfect name
					for this riveting read. Neggers’s passages are so descriptive that one almost
					finds one’s teeth chattering from fear and anticipation.”
—Bookreporter

				“[Neggers] forces her characters to confront issues of
					humanity, integrity and the multifaceted aspects of love without slowing the
					ever-quickening pace.”
—Publishers Weekly

				“Well-drawn characters, complex plotting and plenty of wry
					humor are the hallmarks of Neggers’s books.”
—RT Book
						Reviews

			

		

	
		
			
				Also by Carla Neggers

				
SECRETS OF THE LOST SUMMER
COLD
					DAWN
THE WHISPER
COLD RIVER
THE MIST
BETRAYALS
COLD
					PURSUIT
TEMPTING FATE
THE ANGEL
ABANDON
CUT AND RUN
THE
					WIDOW
BREAKWATER
DARK SKY
THE RAPIDS
NIGHT’S
					LANDING
COLD RIDGE
THE HARBOR
STONEBROOK COTTAGE
THE
					CABIN
THE CARRIAGE HOUSE
THE WATERFALL
ON FIRE
KISS THE
					MOON
CLAIM THE CROWN

				

				Look for Carla Neggers’s new
						novel
HERON’S COVE
available now!
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				One

				Emma Sharpe steeled herself against the
					sights and sounds of her past and kept up with the nervous woman rushing ahead
					of her in the dense southern Maine fog. They came to a tall iron fence, a
					folk-art granite statue of Saint Francis of Assisi glistening with drizzle among
					purple coneflowers and cheerful golden daylilies by the gate.

				The little bird perched on Saint Francis’s shoulder still had a
					couple of missing tail feathers.

				Sister Joan Mary Fabriani stopped at the gate. On the other
					side was the “tower,” the private work space where the Sisters of the Joyful
					Heart performed their restoration and conservation work. In violation of convent
					protocol, Sister Joan had escorted Emma onto the convent grounds without having
					her first stop at the motherhouse to register as a visitor.

				And a visitor she was, in boot-cut jeans, a brown leather
					jacket, Frye boots and a Smith & Wesson 442 strapped to her left calf.

				“The gate’s locked,” Sister Joan said, turning to Emma. “I have
					to get the key.”

				“I’ll go with you.”

				“No. Wait here, please.” The older woman, who’d spent the past
					thirty years as a member of her order, frowned slightly at the gate, which
					crossed the meandering stone walk two hundred yards from the main gate at the
					convent’s entrance. “I thought I left it unlocked. It doesn’t matter. I’ll only
					be a few minutes.”

				“You’re preoccupied, Sister,” Emma said. “I should go with
					you.”

				“The shortest route to the tower is through an area restricted
					to members of our community here.”

				“The meditation garden. I remember.”

				“Yes. Of course you do.”

				“No one will be there at this hour. The sisters are busy with
					their daily work.”

				“I’m in no danger, Emma.” Sister Joan smiled, her doe-brown
					eyes and wide, round face helping to soften her sometimes too-frank demeanor.
					“It’s all right if I call you Emma, isn’t it? Or should I call you Agent
					Sharpe?”

				Emma noted an almost imperceptible bite in Sister Joan’s voice.
					“Emma’s fine.”

				With a broad hand, Sister Joan brushed a mosquito off the wide,
					stretchy black headband holding back her graying dark hair. Instead of the
					traditional nun’s habit, the Sisters of the Joyful Heart wore plain clothes; in
					Sister Joan’s case a dark gray hand-knitted sweater and calf-length skirt, black
					tights and sturdy black leather walking shoes. The simple silver profession
					cross hanging from her neck and the gold band on her left ring finger were the
					only external indications that she was a Roman Catholic nun.

				She looked pained. “I’ve already broken enough rules by having
					you here without telling anyone.”

				Sister Joan hadn’t given any details when she’d called Emma in
					Boston early that morning and asked her to make the two-hour drive north to the
					convent, located on a small peninsula on a beautiful, quiet stretch of rockbound
					Maine coast.

				“At least give me an idea of what you want to talk to me
					about,” Emma said.

				Sister Joan hesitated. “I’d like to get your opinion on a
					painting.”

				As if there could be any other reason. “Do you suspect it’s
					stolen?”

				“Let me get the key and show you. It’ll be easier than trying
					to explain.” Sister Joan stepped off the walk onto the lush, wet grass, still
					very green late in the season, and looked back at Emma. “I want to thank you for
					not bringing a weapon onto the grounds.”

				Emma made no comment about the .38 tucked under the hem of her
					jeans. She’d left her nine-millimeter Sig Sauer locked in its case in her car
					outside the convent’s main gate but had never considered going completely
					unarmed.

				Without waiting for a response, Sister Joan followed the fence
					into a half dozen mature evergreens. The evergreens would open into a beautiful
					garden Mother Superior Sarah Jane Linden, the foundress of the Sisters of the
					Joyful Heart, had started herself more than sixty years ago in a clearing on a
					rocky ledge above a horseshoe-shaped cove. The sisters had added to it over the
					years—Emma herself had planted a pear tree—but the design remained essentially
					the one Mother Linden, who’d died almost twenty years ago, had envisioned.

				As she lost sight of Sister Joan in the fog and trees, Emma
					stayed close to the tall gate. Even the breeze drifting through the evergreens
					and the taste of the salt in the damp air called up the longings of the woman
					she’d been—the possibilities of the woman she’d never become.

				She pushed them aside and concentrated on the present. The
					morning fog, rain and wind would have attracted passing boats into the protected
					cove, one of the well-known “hurricane holes” on the Maine coast.

				Watching guys on the boats when she was supposed to be in deep
					reflection and contemplation had been an early clue she wasn’t cut out to be a
					nun.

				Sister Joan, honest and straightforward to a fault, had always
					known. “You’re an art detective, Emma. You’re a Sharpe. Be
						who you are.”

				Emma touched a fingertip to a raindrop on Saint Francis’s
					shoulder. The statue was the work of Mother Linden, an accomplished artist who’d
					have considered the absent tail feathers part of its charm as it aged.

				The Sisters of the Joyful Heart was a tiny religious order,
					independently funded and self-sufficient. The twenty or so sisters grew their
					own fruits and vegetables and baked their own bread, but they also ran a shop
					and studio in the nearby village of Heron’s Cove—Emma’s hometown—and were
					skilled in art restoration, conservation and education. During the summer and
					early fall, the convent held retreats for art educators and conservators, as
					well as people who just wanted to learn how to protect family treasures. Various
					sisters were dispatched to Catholic schools throughout the region as art
					teachers. Hope, joy and love were central to their work and to their identity as
					women and religious sisters.

				All well and good, Emma thought,
					but hope, joy and love hadn’t prompted Sister Joan’s call early that morning.
					Fear had.

				“It’s a personal favor,” she had
					told Emma. “It’s not FBI business. Please come
						alone.”

				Emma felt the cold mist gather on her hair, which she wore long
					now, and sighed at Saint Francis, the beloved early-thirteenth-century friar who
					had given up his wealth to follow a life of poverty. “What do you think, my
					friend?” She peered through the gate and made out a corner of the stone tower in
					the gray. “I know.”

				Sister Joan was afraid, and she was in trouble.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Two

				Sister Joan reached the meditation garden
					and took a breath as she entered the labyrinth of mulched paths, fountains and
					native plants. Bright purple New England asters brushed against her calves as
					she shivered in the damp air and tried to let go of her fear, pride and
					resentment. She envisioned Mother Linden out here as a very old woman, the hem
					of her traditional habit wet and muddy and her contentment complete. She’d
					understood and accepted that each sister brought her own gifts and frailties to
					their small community.

				Lately, Sister Joan was more aware of her frailties. She often
					pushed herself and others too hard, and she had a tendency to probe and question
					when standing back and letting events unfold would have been better.

				Too late to stand back now, she
					thought as she veered past a weathered brass sundial onto a narrow path that
					would take her through dwarf apple and pear trees, back to the fence. A large
					garden and a dozen full-size fruit trees were on the other side of the convent
					grounds, away from the worst of the ocean wind and salt. With the long New
					England winter ahead, the sisters had been canning and freezing, making jams and
					sauces, since the first spring peas had ripened. They were as self-sufficient as
					possible. Nothing went to waste.

				Sister Joan was acutely aware she hadn’t been pulling her
					weight recently in her community’s day-to-day work. Art conservation was her
					particular area of expertise, but every sister participated in cooking,
					gardening and cleaning. No one was exempt. Every task was God’s work. She hoped,
					with Emma’s help, she would soon resume her normal routines. She was accustomed
					to sharing everything with the other sisters and regretted not being open with
					them, but what choice did she have?

				It was for their sake that she was being circumspect to the
					point of sneaking an FBI agent onto the grounds.

				Sister Joan picked up her pace. She had to learn the truth.
					Then she would know what to do.

				She came to the fence again and followed it a few yards to
					where it ended at the edge of a rock ledge that dropped almost straight down to
					the water. She could see the outline of at least a dozen sailboats and yachts
					that had taken refuge in the cove and wondered if anyone was looking up at the
					one-time estate and imagining what life was like in the secluded convent.

				She had as a child, sailing with her family. Her parents hadn’t
					been particularly religious, but even as girl, she’d felt the call to a
					religious life stir within her. Only years later, after much study,
					contemplation, prayer and hard work, had she fully embraced her vocation and
					become a member of the Sisters of the Joyful Heart.

				Holding on to a wet, cold cross-member for balance, Sister Joan
					eased around to the other side of the tall fence. She was mindful of her footing
					on the ledge, especially in the wet conditions, but she’d taken this route from
					the meditation garden to the tower countless times and had never come close to
					falling.

				She ducked past the sweeping branches of a white pine and
					sloshed through a puddle of mud and browned pine needles, emerging onto the
					expanse of lawn in the middle of which stood the squat, rather unattractive, if
					impressive, tower. Why it was fenced off was just one of the many mysteries and
					eccentricities of the sprawling property the order had purchased in a
					dilapidated state sixty years ago. As near as anyone could figure, the tower had
					been modeled after a lighthouse and served as a place where the owners and their
					visitors could observe the ocean, passing boats and marine life. Now it was the
					center of the convent’s work in the conservation, restoration and preservation
					of art.

				I’ve dedicated my life to this
						work, Sister Joan thought, then shook her head, amending herself. For
					the past thirty years, she’d dedicated her life not to herself and art
					conservation but to the charism—the unique spirit—and mission of her community.
					She’d freely chosen to enter the convent and commit herself to the rigorous
					process of discerning her calling before professing her final vows. She’d done
					her best to live according to the example and the teachings of Mother
					Linden.

				It was in that spirit that she’d called Emma Sharpe.

				Her wet shoes squishing with every step, Sister Joan circled to
					the front of the tower. The entrance overlooked the ocean, barely visible now in
					the fog. Even so, she could feel the freshening of the breeze, signaling that
					the promised cold front was moving in. The fog would blow out quickly now and be
					gone by evening vespers.

				She mounted the tower steps and noticed a cobweb in a corner of
					the leaded-glass panel window, as if it were there to remind her she’d been
					neglecting her basic duties. The gate key would be just inside. She seldom
					bothered with the gate and most often came and went by way of the meditation
					garden, but she’d have sworn she’d left it unlocked. Perhaps, she thought, it
					was just as well she had this time to think after seeing Emma. She was the same
					Emma Sharpe as ever and yet she’d changed. Of course, she’d come as an FBI
					agent, not as a friend.

				Sister Joan pushed on the heavy, varnished oak door and paused,
					thinking she’d heard a sound. She couldn’t tell if it was behind her or in front
					of her in the tower.

				Was it just the creak of the door? Had she picked up a rock in
					the sole of her shoe that was now scraping on the stone step?

				She stifled a flash of annoyance. Had Emma ignored her
					instructions and refused to wait by the gate?

				She glanced behind her but saw no one on the lawn or in the
					trees back toward the fence. She heard only a distant seagull and the wash of
					the tide.

				A window rattling in the strong breeze, maybe.

				No matter. She’d grab the gate key and head straight to Special
					Agent Sharpe.

				Involving Emma was an enormous risk if, in fact, the convent
					turned out to be even an unwitting partner in a scandal or, worse, illegal
					activity. Emma wouldn’t cover for anyone, nor would Sister Joan ask her to, no
					matter how sorely tempted she might be. She simply wanted answers.

				Had the Sisters of the Joyful Heart—had Mother Linden
					herself—helped hide an original Rembrandt?

				Had they stood back as a troubled woman self-destructed?

				Had they kept her secret for the past forty years?

				Not actively, Sister Joan thought,
					ignoring the noise and pushing open the door wider. Passively, naively,
					accidentally, perhaps—unable to see what was happening in front of them.

				Or because they’d been duped by wrongdoers.

				She would like nothing better than for Emma to assure her that
					all was well and any suspicion to the contrary was an overreaction.

				Holding the door open with her left elbow and foot, Sister Joan
					reached for the gate key on a hook to her right.

				There
					it is again.

				Definitely a scraping sound coming from inside the tower—wet
					gravel, possibly, grinding against the stone tile floor. The tower had no alarm
					system but it was surrounded by the fence and the cliffs, making access by
					outsiders difficult.

				“Emma? Is that you?”

				Sister Joan didn’t like the fear she heard in her voice. This
					was her home. She’d never been afraid here.

				She clutched the key, her foot still in the door. “Sister
					Cecilia?”

				It would be just like Sister Cecilia to thrust herself into a
					situation where her help wasn’t required. She was a novice as impetuous in her
					own way as Emma had been, but Sister Joan had never questioned Sister Cecilia’s
					calling, only her ability to integrate into communal life. She had a
					multiplicity of interests—painting, pottery, music, writing—but she especially
					loved teaching art to young children. Sister Joan had never been good with
					children. As much as she loved the idea of them, she lacked the patience
					required to be a truly dedicated teacher.

				She listened, but heard no further sounds.

				She felt a twinge of guilt at her unkindness toward Sister
					Cecilia. Her tension over the mysterious painting and now Emma’s presence wasn’t
					an excuse. She liked to think that her insight into Sister Cecilia’s frailties
					as well as her virtues—her cheerful, tolerant nature, her irrepressible
					curiosity, her deep spirituality—arose from love, but Sister Joan knew she had
					to guard against being overly critical and judgmental.

				The door pressing heavily against her arm and foot, she
					resisted the urge to leap down the steps and race to the gate. After all these
					years, she’d never felt uneasy about being alone in the tower. She’d overseen
					the installation of a state-of-the-art conservation lab on the second floor and
					had spent countless hours there.

				The painting.

				She took in a sharp breath and spun around, the door shutting
					behind her.

				The painting was no longer leaning against the wall by the
					spiral stairs. It was the sole reason she’d asked Emma to come to Maine, and it
					was gone.

				Sister Joan tried to quell a surge of panic. Had one of the
					other sisters moved the painting? But when? Why? No
					one ever touched anything in the tower without her permission.

				She tightened her grip on the gate key. The tower was cool,
					unlit, the light gray and dim, but she hadn’t made a mistake. She wasn’t given
					to dramatics. The painting—The Garden Gallery, it
					was called—wasn’t where she’d left it thirty minutes ago when she’d gone to meet
					Emma at the convent’s main gate.

				Sister Cecilia must have taken it. What could she have been
					thinking? She was working on a biography of Mother Linden. Had Sister Cecilia
					come across information about the mysterious painting? Was she trying to save
					the day?

				If the young novice wanted to successfully embrace convent
					life, she would have to learn to confront unpleasant situations and conflict
					head-on.

				At the same time, Sister Joan recognized that lately she hadn’t
					lived according to the standard she’d set for Sister Cecilia. She’d been
					secretive and uncommunicative, dealing with her questions and fears on her own
					instead of taking them to her Mother Superior. For thirty years, she’d trusted
					in her faith and her community. They’d never failed her.

				They wouldn’t now, she thought,
					reaching for the door handle. She would get Emma and tell her everything. Then
					they could decide what to do next.

				She heard the distinct sound of footsteps on the tile floor
					behind her.

				Of course it would be one of the
					other sisters. Who else could it be? A sister had come into the tower, seen a
					painting out of place, moved it to safety and now was returning to the
					entrance.

				Sister Joan opened the door. “Sister,” she said, “I’m
					here—”

				The door was kicked shut, the sharp thrust throwing her off
					balance. She stumbled, the key flying out of her hand as she lurched forward
					against the hard oak door.

				Sister Joan cried out in prayer, even as the blow struck the
					back of her head.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Three

				Sister Joan’s few minutes to return with
					the key were dragging on. Emma yanked impatiently on the gate, but the lock held
					firm.

				Never mind the key, and never mind the meditation garden.

				She wasn’t willing to wait any longer.

				The fastest route to the tower was up and over the fence. The
					gate itself looked too rickety and would land her on the stone walk. She stepped
					into the garden, grabbed a cold, wet vertical iron bar in each hand and climbed
					onto the lower rail. The old fence creaked and groaned but held firm as she
					hoisted herself up to a middle rail and then launched over the top rail,
					grateful she didn’t have to dodge ornamental spikes.

				She jumped down onto the grass, landing in a crouch, and sprang
					upright next to a simple, graceful copper angel that stood sentry in the
					fog.

				Still no Sister Joan returning with the gate key.

				Emma cut back onto the stone walk and followed it to the tower.
					A sharp breeze tasted of salt water as she stopped at the bottom of the steps.
					The door was shut tight. If Sister Joan hadn’t found the key, she could be
					returning through the meditation garden, and that was why she was taking so
					long. Emma peered into the near-impenetrable fog, noticing a movement across the
					lawn, past wild-growing rugosa roses at the edge of the rocks that led straight
					down to the ocean.

				“Sister Joan,” she called. “It’s Emma.”

				There was no answer, no further movement.

				Emma was aware of her .38 snug in its strap just above her
					ankle. She had no reason to draw a weapon. During her three years with the FBI,
					she’d never fired a gun outside a training facility, but she knew what to
					do.

				The wind whipped more salt water and drizzle in her face as she
					crossed the wet grass. A narrow path, no more than ten inches wide, led through
					the roses to the tumble of boulders that marked the boundary between ocean and
					land.

				She heard someone panting and made out a woman crouched on a
					boulder in the swirling fog, at least a three-foot-wide, five-foot-deep gap
					between her and the roses. She wore only a dove-gray tunic and skirt, without a
					jacket, sweater or rain gear, and a white headband held back her light brown,
					chin-length hair. Her face was pale, her lips blue as she shivered, undoubtedly
					from fear as well as the wet, windy conditions.

				Emma squeezed onto the path, thorns, dripping leaves and rose
					hips brushing against her jeans.

				“Don’t come closer.” The woman—a young novice of the Sisters of
					the Joyful Heart—sounded frightened more than confrontational. “Please. Stay
					where you are.”

				“My name’s Emma Sharpe. I’m a federal agent.” Emma reached into
					her jacket for her credentials and held them up. “I need to see your hands.”

				“I can’t…I can’t move.”

				Emma returned her credentials to her jacket. “Just put your
					hands out in front of you where I can see them.”

				The woman complied, gingerly holding her palms in front of her.
					She was shaking visibly. “I don’t even know how I got out here.”

				“What’s your name, Sister?”

				“I’m Sister Cecilia. Cecilia Catherine Rousseau. I was in the
					meditation garden. I saw Sister Joan. I don’t think she saw me. I hadn’t
					expected to be there. I’d been working on the biography I’m writing of Mother
					Linden, our foundress. I decided to see if Sister Joan needed any help. Then I—I
					saw someone else….”

				“Where?” Emma asked.

				“On the rocks, headed toward the cove. I panicked,” Sister
					Cecilia added, sheepish. “Next thing, I was here.”

				“This person you saw. Man, woman?”

				“I don’t know. I couldn’t tell. It wasn’t Sister Joan, or any
					of the other sisters.”

				“You’re sure?”

				Sister Cecilia nodded. “I knew I didn’t want whoever it was to
					see me. It could have been someone from one of the boats taking shelter in the
					cove.” She sniffled, still shivering but steadier, her emotions more under
					control.

				Emma felt another strong, cool gust of wind off the water. “Do
					you know where Sister Joan is now?”

				“No.” Sister Cecilia’s eyes lifted to Emma. “Something terrible
					has happened, hasn’t it?”

				“I hope not. First things first, okay? I want you to jump over
					to me.”

				Sister Cecilia tightened her hands into fists and sobbed. “I
					can’t.”

				“Yes, you can. You just have a touch of vertigo. You jumped
					over there. You can jump back.”

				“If I fall—”

				“You won’t fall. I won’t let you.”

				“The boulder I’m on is wet. It’s slippery. I almost fell.”

				“You didn’t know it was slippery. Now you do. You’ll make
					allowances.” Emma kept her tone level, patient. “Sister Cecilia, if there’s an
					intruder, the other members of your community could be in danger. I need to help
					them.”

				The young sister gasped. “In danger?”

				“Your instincts drove you to run. Trust them. I’m not leaving
					you here, but I want to make sure the other sisters are safe.”

				“They’re at the motherhouse. Only Sister Joan…” Sister Cecilia
					trailed off, her panic spiking again. “You have to find her. I’ll wait
					here.”

				“I can’t leave you alone.” Emma softened her voice. “‘Fill us
					at daybreak with your love, that all our days we may sing for joy.’”

				“Psalm 90:14. That’s our motto.”

				“I know. It’ll be okay, Sister. Half a second, and you’ll be
					off that rock.”

				Her teeth chattering now, Sister Cecilia nonetheless managed to
					stand straight and lift the hem of her skirt above her knees. “Ready?”

				Emma gave her an encouraging smile. “Ready.”

				With a quick breath, Sister Cecilia leaped from her boulder,
					grabbing hold of a rosebush, thorns scratching her hand and drawing blood as she
					steadied herself. She yelped in pain and let go, sucking blood from a
					finger.

				“Keep your hands where I can see them,” Emma reminded her.

				The young novice raised her chin. Her skin was ashen, her blue
					eyes standing out against the gray surroundings. “Something’s happened, hasn’t
					it?”

				“I don’t know yet. Right now I need to find Sister Joan. Stay
					with me.”

				They headed back through the rosebushes and across the lawn to
					the tower, Sister Cecilia keeping up and not saying a word. The wind picked up,
					bringing with it more cold drizzle.

				When they reached the steps, Emma turned to the novice, who
					couldn’t have been more than twenty-two. “Stay close to me.”

				Sister Cecilia nodded, and they mounted the steps. Emma pushed
					open the heavy door. It barely missed Sister Joan’s sturdy black shoe. She was
					sprawled on her side, her head twisted in such a position that there was no hope
					she was still alive.

				Her black headband was half off, her graying hair covering most
					of her face.

				Sister Cecilia screamed. “Sister Joan!”

				In a smooth motion, Emma drew her .38 and held it firmly in her
					right hand. She glanced at the young novice. “Do exactly as I say.”

				“I will,” she said, her voice just a breath. “Could she have
					fallen—”

				“No.”

				Emma didn’t point out the obvious blow Sister Joan had taken to
					the back of her head and instead bent down and quickly checked for a pulse.
					There was none, and as she stood up again, she pushed back her emotions.

				“She’s dead, isn’t she?” Sister Cecilia asked.

				“I’m afraid so. There’ll be time for mourning later,” Emma
					said, not harshly. “You’re doing fine, Sister. Just remember to stay close to
					me.”

				With Sister Cecilia at her side, Emma did a quick but thorough
					sweep of the single, open room on the main floor. Mother Linden had converted
					the tower into a work space early in the order’s existence. Conservation was a
					central source of their income. For the past thirty years, Sister Joan had
					dedicated herself to the art and science of restoration and conservation,
					establishing the Sisters of the Joyful Heart as experts in cleaning, repairing,
					preserving and protecting works of art—in particular, religious art—brought to
					them by various individuals and institutions. She would enlist other sisters to
					help her as needed and would train the occasional apprentice, but the tower was
					her domain.

				The first-floor furnishings consisted of desks, filing
					cabinets, bookshelves and a seating area, none of them yielding an intruder or
					another terrified nun. Emma motioned toward the metal spiral stairs, and Sister
					Cecilia nodded, very pale now, eyes wide with horror and fear. She maintained
					her composure as they headed up to the second-floor conservation lab.

				The temperature and humidity controls were off, and the large
					worktables and easels were empty, not because a thief had cleared out valuable
					art, Emma thought, but because there currently was no work being done in the
					lab. Metal shelves that held materials—backing for paintings, chemicals,
					brushes, microscopes, work lamps—and the photographic and UV equipment all
					seemed to be intact, undisturbed. Some of the equipment and materials in the lab
					were expensive but nothing Emma could imagine attracting a thief, especially
					given the tower’s isolated location.

				“Sister Joan worked here alone most of the time,” Sister
					Cecilia said, clutching the back of a task chair.

				“We have to go, Sister.”

				They descended the stairs, and Emma led Sister Cecilia to
					Sister Joan’s scarred oak desk under an oversize window. A white birch swayed in
					the wind. The fog could conceal—or hamper—an intruder’s escape.

				Had the bleak weather played a role in the timing of the attack
					on Sister Joan?

				Sister Cecilia slumped against the desk, her eyes shut, tears
					leaking out the corners as she prayed silently.

				The landline telephone was right where it had always been, next
					to a jar of boar-bristle brushes used to clean artwork. Emma lifted the
					old-fashioned receiver, her hand steady as she dialed the extension for the
					motherhouse.

				“Sister Joan?”

				Emma recognized the voice of Mother Superior Natalie Aquinas
					Williams. “It’s Emma Sharpe, Mother.”

				“Emma? What are you doing here?”

				“Listen carefully. I need you to gather the sisters together in
					the game room. Lock the doors. Then call the police. Don’t let anyone in except
					them and me.”

				“What’s happened?”

				“Count heads. Make sure—”

				“Everyone’s here except Sister Joan and Sister Cecilia.”

				“Sister Cecilia’s with me. She’s safe.” Emma knew she had to
					give Mother Natalie more facts. “Sister Joan was attacked in the tower. She’s
					dead, Mother. I’m sorry.”

				“Dear heaven. Emma…” With the safety of twenty women at stake,
					the woman in charge of the Sisters of the Joyful Heart quickly pulled herself
					together. “All right. I’ll gather everyone in the game room, lock the doors and
					call the police. What will you do?”

				“I’m on my way with Sister Cecilia.”

				Emma hung up, confident that the Mother Superior would kick
					into immediate action. Keenly intelligent, a member of the Sisters of the Joyful
					Heart for more than forty years, Natalie Aquinas Williams was decisive and
					committed body and soul to the welfare of the women in her charge.

				Sister Cecilia had gone very still, her eyes fixed on Sister
					Joan’s body. She turned to Emma. “I can show you to the motherhouse—”

				“It’s all right,” Emma said. “I know the way.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Four

				Colin Donovan sat on a flat expanse of cold
					granite and stretched out his legs as he debated dragging his sleeping bag out
					of his kayak and taking an afternoon nap before the mosquitoes found him. He
					figured he’d camp here overnight. He was on a tiny coastal Maine island. No
					houses, no cars, no people. He had food, water, dry clothes and shelter. Most of
					the bad guys after him believed he was dead. So did a fair number of the good
					guys.

				Did life get any better?

				It was his fourth island in as many days. He’d ignored the fog
					and intermittent rain and explored the knob of rocks, stunted evergreens and
					wild blueberry bushes. Now he was contemplating logistics for his nap. When he
					woke up, he could contemplate dinner. Then where to pitch his tent.

				Or go ahead and pitch his tent now, as well as unfurl his
					sleeping bag?

				He smiled at the depth and complexity of his decisions. The fog
					was lifting, if not soon enough to leave him time to paddle to another island.
					What was the point, anyway? It wouldn’t be that different from the one he was
					on. More rocks, more trees, more blueberry bushes.

				He heard a boat, out of sight just beyond the headland where
					he’d pulled up in his kayak. The underwater rocks there were tricky. Only a
					skilled pilot or an idiot would navigate a boat this close to the island,
					particularly in the tough conditions, with the tide going out.

				Or a determined enemy, Colin
					thought, sitting up. He had on dark-colored waterproofs, not the neon-orange or
					yellow his lobstermen friends and family wore. If he needed to, he could
					disappear into the fir trees. He also had a weapon—a nine-millimeter Sig
					Sauer—tucked in his backpack.

				He edged toward his kayak as a lobster boat materialized,
					bobbing in the chop about twenty yards offshore. No colorful buoys marked
					lobster traps in the immediate vicinity of the island, but Colin recognized the
					trio of buoys on a pole in the stern of the boat, bearing the distinctive blue,
					magenta and yellow stripes that identified Donovan traps.

				His eldest brother, Mike, stepped out of the pilothouse. He was
					an outfitter and a guide, not a lobsterman, and he was in the Julianne, their lobsterman brother Andy’s backup boat,
					a hulking heap that would keep running until someone blew it up or hacked it to
					pieces. Mike would have a fair idea of where Colin would be since he’d helped
					plan his route among Maine’s southern coastal islands. Not that Colin, with
					three years with the Maine state marine patrol under his belt, had needed help,
					but he and Mike got along well. Mike understood his younger brother’s desire for
					solitude.

				“Hey, Colin,” Mike said, barely raising his voice he was so
					close. Like all four Donovan brothers, he was a big man. “I tried your cell
					phone in case you were in a hot spot. No luck.”

				Colin hadn’t even turned on his phone. “What’s up?”

				“Father Bracken wants to see you. I said I’d find you.”

				This was unexpected. “Bracken? What’s he want?”

				“A nun was killed a few hours ago.”

				“In Ireland?”

				“Heron’s Cove.” Unmoved by the heavy swells, Mike pointed
					vaguely toward the mainland. “Sisters of the Joyful Heart.”

				Colin got to his feet. He’d paddled past the isolated convent
					on his first day on the water. He’d looked up at the stone buildings with their
					leaded-glass windows and thought it wasn’t a bad place to sit out life.

				“I’m not getting mixed up in a nun’s death.”

				Mike shrugged. “That’s what I told Bracken.”

				“The FBI doesn’t have jurisdiction over a homicide in Heron’s
					Cove. The Maine State Police will handle the investigation. Tell Bracken—”

				“I did. Now you tell him. He’s your friend.”

				Colin noticed a patch of blue burning through the fog and
					clouds on the horizon. It’d be a chilly night out on his little island, but with
					the clearing weather, there’d be a starlit sky. Stars, quiet, the wash of the
					tide on the rocks. It was a lot to give up.

				“Let’s go,” Mike said.

				There’d never been any point arguing with the eldest Donovan.
					Mike had a place way down east, out on the rugged and remote Bold Coast. He
					lived off the grid as much as possible. He didn’t own a cell phone or a
					computer, but he knew how to use them—when he had to, and only for his work as
					an outfitter and guide.

				Mike hadn’t needed an explanation when Colin had turned up in
					Rock Point and said he wanted to go off on his own for a few days. Mike wouldn’t
					worry whether his brother was hiding from demons or running from enemies. In
					Mike Donovan’s world, wanting solitude was normal. It wasn’t a reason for
					concern.

				Not that Mike believed Colin rode a desk at FBI headquarters in
					Washington, D.C. None of his three brothersdid, but they’d never flat-out asked
					him if he was an undercover agent.

				“All right.” Colin reached for his backpack, set next to his
					kayak. The mosquitoes were starting to congregate around him, anyway. “Let me
					collect my gear.”

				* * *

				Mike abandoned Colin at the docks in Rock Point, the
					small, struggling fishing village where they’d grown up, just north of high-end
					Heron’s Cove. With little comment, Mike climbed into his truck and headed back
					north. A week hiking and canoeing in the northern Maine woods was next up for
					Colin, on the heels of his kayaking trip.

				He just had to clear up the matter of the dead nun with Father
					Bracken.

				Colin threw his kayak and gear into the back of his truck and
					walked across the potholed parking lot to Hurley’s, a local watering hole in a
					weather-beaten shack built on pilings.

				Finian Bracken’s black BMW was parked out front.

				Hurley’s was a favorite with hardy tourists who ventured beyond
					southern Maine’s more popular beach hangouts. It served good food and drinks at
					a reasonable price, and it was also the only restaurant and bar in Rock Point.
					The only inn had opened up two years ago and was owned by Colin’s parents. His
					father, an ex-cop and sometimes lobsterman, had taken to cooking massive
					breakfasts and polishing silver. His mother couldn’t have been happier.

				Colin headed inside. The tide rolled in and out under Hurley’s
					worn wood floorboards. The bar was constructed of more worn wood. Each table was
					covered with a marine-blue tablecloth, decorated with a small clear vase of
					local flowers and a white votive candle. The early crowd had left, and the
					evening crowd hadn’t yet arrived.

				No Donovans were about. Colin considered that a plus under the
					circumstances.

				He spotted Finian Bracken at a sturdy table in back, by a
					window that overlooked the harbor and docks. Bracken wore a black suit and white
					Roman collar but with his short-cropped hair, penetrating eyes and the sharp
					angles in his face, he looked more like Bono than Bing Crosby.

				He frowned as Colin pulled out a chair and sat across from him.
					“You didn’t stay anywhere with a shower, I see,” Bracken said in his heavy Kerry
					accent.

				“Sponge baths. I didn’t shave, though.”

				“Self-evident.”

				“I could have stayed on my island and had Mike tell you to dust
					pews and mind your own business.”

				“He didn’t mention dusting but the sentiment was the same.”

				“Leave this poor woman’s death to the police, Finian.”

				Bracken ignored him and pushed a glass across the table. “I
					took the liberty of pouring you a taoscán of fine
					Irish whiskey.”

				Colin had already learned that a taoscán, an Irish term, was an imprecise
					measure that could mean a lot of whiskey or a little whiskey in his glass. Right
					now, it appeared to be a moderate amount.

				Bracken pointed at an elegant bottle next to him bearing the
					distinctive gold Bracken Distillers label. “I opened a bottle of Bracken 15 year
					old, a small-batch single malt aged for, as it says, fifteen years. I oversaw
					the process myself from distillation to laying down in the cask.”

				Colin knew better than to try to divert Finian Bracken from a
					whiskey lecture. He nodded to the clear, caramel-colored liquid in the glass.
					“Smoky?”

				“No. No smoke. The barley was malted over dry heat, the Irish
					way. It has depth and character that hold up to the best Scotch whisky produced
					in the same way. Auchentoshan comes to mind. One of my favorites.”

				“Finian.”

				“You haven’t tried Bracken 15 year old yet, Colin. It’s rare,
					dear and damn near perfect. Truly, it’s magnificent.” The priest waved a hand.
					“In moderation, of course.”

				He wasn’t bragging, Colin realized as he tasted the whiskey,
					but simply stating a fact. Hurley’s had agreed to stock Bracken whiskey
					especially for the new local priest and his occasional guest. Finian and his
					twin brother had launched their thriving Irish distillery as brazen young men,
					but Finian had left it behind to become a priest. Then three months ago he’d
					left his homeland to serve as a replacement for an American priest on
					sabbatical. He’d never set foot in Maine before arriving in Rock Point in June
					for a year-long stay.

				He poured a little Bracken 15 year old into his own glass. “The
					word whiskey comes from uisce
						beatha, Gaelic for aqua vitae—‘the water
					of life.’” Bracken tapped a finger to whiskey on the
					Bracken Distillers label. “Of course, the Scots drop the e in whiskey.”

				“I should have had a bottle of this stuff in my kayak,” Colin
					said.

				Bracken held up his glass. “Sláinte.”

				“Sláinte.”

				The priest sampled the expensive single malt. “One can see why
					the early monks shifted from ale to whiskey,” he said with satisfaction as he
					set his glass back on the table. “Go easy, my friend. You’ll be driving
					tonight.”

				“I can walk back to my place from here.”

				“You can’t walk to Heron’s Cove. Well, I suppose you could, but
					it’s much easier and faster to drive.”

				“Why would I go to Heron’s Cove?”

				Colin took another swallow of the whiskey. Not a big one. He
					had to keep his wits about him when dealing with Father Bracken. They’d run into
					each other on the docks in June, when Colin, still tangled up in a difficult
					undercover mission, had slipped into Rock Point for a few days. Bracken had
					sensed that Colin stood apart from his family and his hometown. A kindred soul,
					perhaps. They’d become friends over a drink at Hurley’s.

				“Have a sip,” Bracken said, nodding to the glass of water he’d
					supplied.

				Colin complied, welcoming the cool water after the fiery
					whiskey. Water for sipping alongside whiskey was Father Bracken–sanctioned. Not
					ice. Just wasn’t done. In his view, whiskey was meant to warm the body and
					improve one’s sense of well-being, and ice plunked into a glass of Bracken 15
					year old—or any whiskey—was contrary to that purpose.

				“What’s going on, Finian?” Colin asked finally.

				Bracken looked pained as he drank some of his own water.
					“Sister Joan Mary Fabriani was killed just before noon today, apparently when
					she interrupted an intruder at her convent. She was a longtime member of the
					Sisters of the Joyful Heart. Their convent isn’t far from here.”

				“I know where it is. Have you said mass there?”

				“Not yet, no. As yet I’ve never met any of the good sisters.
					They’re known for their work with both sacred and secular art. Sister Joan was
					an expert in conservation and restoration.”

				“Witnesses?”

				“None.”

				“Anything missing?”

				“I have no idea.” Bracken glanced out at the docks. With the
					clearing weather and the waning daylight, more boats were drifting into the
					harbor. “Word of Sister Joan’s death has spread fast. People here are in shock,
					Colin.”

				“Understandably. An attack inside a convent and the murder of a
					nun are awful things, Fin, but they’re not an FBI matter. The Criminal
					Investigative Division of the Maine State Police handles homicide investigations
					in small towns like Heron’s Cove.”

				Bracken shifted back from the view of the harbor and looked at
					his friend. The hair, the eyes, the shape of his jaw. Bono, Colin thought.
					Definitely.

				“CID’s good,” Colin added. “They’ll get to the bottom of what
					happened.”

				Bracken touched the rim of his whiskey glass again. “An FBI
					agent was there.”

				“At the convent?”

				“She was waiting for Sister Joan to get a key to unlock a
					gate.”

				Colin sat forward. Now Bracken had his full attention.
					“She?”

				Bracken lifted his glass and took another sip of his whiskey.
					“Her name’s Emma Sharpe. Her grandfather founded a world-renowned art theft and
					recovery company. He’s based in Dublin, but his grandson—Emma’s brother—runs the
					business out of its main offices in the family’s original home in Heron’s
					Cove.”

				“Lucas Sharpe,” Colin said.

				“Do you know him?”

				“The name. We’ve never met. I’ve never met Emma, either.”

				He’d heard of her, Colin thought as he tossed back more whiskey
					than he’d intended. He managed not to choke as he set his glass down. “What was
					Agent Sharpe doing at the convent?” he asked.

				“I’m hoping you’ll find out.”

				“I don’t need to find out. That would have been one of the
					first questions the Maine detectives asked her. She wasn’t hurt?”

				“Not that I’ve heard, no. When Sister Joan didn’t come to
					unlock the gate, Agent Sharpe climbed over the fence to investigate. She got to
					Sister Joan too late. The poor woman was already dead, may God rest her
					soul.”

				Colin wanted more whiskey, if only to keep him from trying to
					figure out what had happened at the Sisters of the Joyful Heart a few hours ago,
					but no more Bracken 15 year old for him. He was done now that Emma Sharpe’s name
					had come up. “Agent Sharpe was the first on the scene?”

				“I don’t have all the details. The murder of any innocent is
					unacceptable, but of a nun…” Bracken paused, staring into his drink as if it
					could provide answers, then said quietly, “She’s gone to God.”

				Colin could feel the priest sinking into melancholy and sat
					back, tapping the table with his fingers as he thought. “What do you think, Fin?
					Was Sister Joan in the wrong place at the wrong time, or was she targeted?”

				“If I could answer all your questions, I’d have left you on
					your island.”

				The late-afternoon sun was out now, if only for a short time
					before dusk. It sparkled on the water, creating the kind of scene that kept
					Colin going on his darkest days working undercover. He knew the Sharpe name
					growing up in Rock Point, and then as a Maine marine patrol officer, but Emma
					Sharpe’s name had cropped up just a few weeks ago. She’d provided a critical
					piece of information that had helped locate one seriously bad operator, a
					Russian arms trafficker with a trail of dead bodies behind him.

				Colin sighed at Bracken. “I planned to go fishing
					tomorrow.”

				The priest shrugged. “You can still go fishing. There’s water
					in Heron’s Cove. I imagine that’s why heron and
						cove are in its name.” His midnight-blue eyes
					narrowed with an intensity that had to have helped turn Bracken Distillers into
					a highly successful company. “Colin, you must investigate.”

				“Why?”

				“What if Sister Joan was killed and Agent Sharpe was at the
					convent because of an FBI concern? What if this tragedy occurred because of
					something you’re into?”

				“I’m not into anything. I was about to take a nap when Mike
					found me.”

				Bracken grunted. “I know you better than you think, Colin.
					You’ll want to be certain your presence in Rock Point didn’t lead to the death
					of an innocent woman and put a colleague at risk.”

				Colin didn’t have colleagues, but that wasn’t anything he was
					about to explain to Bracken. “Maybe it’s the other way around and whatever
					they’re into will bite me. Did you consider that, Finian?”

				“Not at all. Would Agent Sharpe recognize you?”

				“No.” Colin spoke with more assurance than he felt. Ultimately,
					what did he know about Emma Sharpe? He resisted more whiskey. “Finian, if I
					stick my nose in this business and the state guys don’t like it, they’ll figure
					out you sent me.”

				“How?”

				“Because it’s their job. Are you prepared for a couple of
					police detectives to knock on your door and ask questions?”

				“Our conversations are confidential, Colin,” Bracken said,
					unmoved. “Of course, I realize you haven’t told me anything that’s classified. I
					doubt you’ve even told me the complete truth about your role with the FBI.”

				“I haven’t lied.” Not technically, anyway. “And I wasn’t
					thinking about me.”

				“Me? I’ve nothing to hide.”

				Colin raised an eyebrow but noticed Andy, his lobsterman
					younger brother, enter the restaurant. Bracken rose and helped himself to
					another brandy glass from a sideboard, then sat back down and poured more
					whiskey as Andy headed for their table. He was in jeans and an Irish fisherman’s
					sweater that had immediately endeared him to Bracken when they first met.

				Andy frowned at his older brother. “I thought you weren’t
					coming back for a couple more days. The mosquitoes get to you?”

				“The thought of whiskey,” Colin said. “I need to borrow a
					boat.”

				“FBI business?”

				“A boat’s the quickest way to get where I’m going.”

				Andy didn’t argue. He was tall, muscular and, at thirty, still
					a heartthrob in Rock Point. “Take the Julianne,” he
					said. “Bring it back with a full tank of gas.”

				“Am I getting it with a full tank?”

				His younger brother grinned. “Hell, no.”

				“Sorry I can’t stay. I’ll see you around.” Colin got to his
					feet before Andy could ask more questions or Bracken could think of something
					else for him to do. “Thanks for the whiskey, Finian. Don’t get my brother
					drunk.”

				No one stopped him on his way out of the restaurant. He
					welcomed the brisk air as he walked back across the parking lot to his truck.
					The sun had already disappeared. He drove the short distance to the small
					Craftsman-style house he owned on a hill above the harbor. He’d bought it
					eighteen months ago, in a spurt of optimism between deep-cover assignments. It
					was his bolt-hole, although not for the reasons he gave his family and friends
					in Rock Point. He told them he needed an occasional change of pace from his
					bureaucratic desk job and life in Washington.

				The reality was, he needed Rock Point to remind him that he had
					a life.

				He unloaded his kayak and gear and dumped them on the back
					porch. He debated making a few calls about the situation at the convent just to
					the south but instead took a shower and put on clean clothes. He again skipped
					shaving.

				Reasonably presentable, he walked back down to the harbor.

				The Julianne, named for the
					daughter of its original owner, was still tied up at
					the dock. Colin jumped on board. He could have stayed in Maine and become a
					lobsterman. He could be one yet, especially if he got fired or the wrong people
					found out who he was, that he was still alive.

				Had the attack at the convent put him at risk? His family?

				Was it about him?

				Colin cranked up the old boat’s engine. The air was turning
					cool, crisp, but Heron’s Cove and the offices of Sharpe Fine Art Recovery
					weren’t far.

				Emma Sharpe was a member of Matt Yankowski’s new team based in
					Boston. Yank, Colin knew, would welcome an excuse to put him behind a desk for
					real.

				Another excuse, anyway. He was keeping a list of Colin’s
					transgressions. Not that Yank was alone, but he had been Colin’s friend and then
					his contact agent during two dangerous, grueling years of undercover work.

				A strong breeze blew out of the southwest but it would be an
					easy boat ride south. Colin had made the trip to Heron’s Cove countless times,
					for work and pleasure, if never because of the presence of an FBI agent at the
					death of a nun.

				How the hell had Sister Joan been killed under Emma Sharpe’s
					nose?

				He glanced back at the houses and streets that made up Rock
					Point and noticed the steeple of Saint Patrick’s, Bracken’s small church, rising
					behind the town library. The Irishman was a mystery, but he was also one of the
					few people Colin trusted without question.

				He just wasn’t sure why.

				“Well, Emma Sharpe,” he said as he maneuvered the boat out
					toward open water, “let’s see what you were up to today at the Sisters of the
					Joyful Heart.”

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Five

				Emma could hear the sisters singing in the
					chapel in the motherhouse as she climbed into her car just outside the main
					convent gate. The Maine CID detectives had finished interviewing the sisters one
					by one, and the medical examiner had removed Sister Joan’s body for autopsy. The
					search of the grounds for evidence and any sign of the attacker’s trail
					continued.

				As focused as she was on her duties as a law enforcement
					officer, Emma nonetheless felt the pull of her former life—a yearning for the
					sense of belonging she’d once experienced with the dedicated women, many of whom
					she still considered friends, gathered now in mourning.

				Two Maine CID detectives had interviewed her, too. Hindsight
					would do her no good now. What she could have, perhaps should have, done no
					longer mattered. She had to focus on making sure she hadn’t left out anything
					that could help find Sister Joan’s killer.

				She took the winding road into Heron’s Cove, crowded with
					tourists on what was turning into a crisp, beautiful fall weekend, and parked in
					front of a yellow clapboard Colonial on a narrow, shaded side street two blocks
					from the village center. The house needed work. Even its roof sagged. But her
					brother, Lucas, who’d bought it six months ago, enjoyed a challenge.

				It was dusk, the chilly air penetrating her leather jacket as
					she headed up the crumbling brick walk. Lucas burst out of the front door and
					trotted down the steps to greet her. He was in khakis and a dark sweater, his
					sandy hair and lean build reminding Emma of their grandfather in Dublin.

				“Damn, Emma,” Lucas said, shaking his head. “I’ve been trying
					to figure out what to do since I heard the news. How close was this?”

				“Not close enough. Otherwise I might have been able to save
					Sister Joan.”

				Lucas winced. “Do you want to come inside and have a
					drink?”

				“I can’t. My boss is driving up from Boston to see me.”

				“Are you in trouble?”

				She glanced at the yard, a mix of crabgrass and dandelions that
					Lucas envisioned turning into a garden. He’d already hired a landscape designer.
					He’d grown weary of living where he worked and had finally bought a place of his
					own, figuring there was no point in waiting for the right woman to turn up. At
					thirty-four, he was intensely focused on leading Sharpe Fine Art Recovery into
					the future and had decided to make changes.

				Emma turned back to him. “I guess I’ll find out.”

				“Matt Yankowski is my idea of a real SOB.”

				“He’d probably consider that a compliment.”

				Her brother’s good humor faded. “How well did you know the
					sister who was killed?”

				“Very well. She was an early skeptic of my calling to a
					religious life. She was right, of course. I hadn’t seen her since I left the
					convent. It’s hard to believe it’s been four years. I should have gone back
					sooner.”

				“Today wasn’t your fault, Emma,” her brother said.

				She blew out a breath in an effort to push back her emotions.
					“Had Sister Joan been in touch with you recently?”

				Lucas scooped up a loose chunk of brick and tossed it onto a
					pile by the steps. “I haven’t had any direct contact with anyone at the convent
					in months. We refer clients to them from time to time but haven’t lately. Why
					were you up there today?”

				“Sister Joan called me this morning. She wanted my opinion on a
					painting. She said it wasn’t FBI business but she didn’t have a chance to go
					into detail.”

				A breeze caught the ends of her brother’s hair. “What
					painting?”

				“I don’t know.” Emma zipped up her jacket in the cool air.
					“There weren’t any paintings in the tower and nothing new had been logged in
					recently.”

				“Could it have been a painting already at the convent? The
					sisters have a decent art collection themselves.”

				“Sister Joan was taking me to the tower. I assume the painting
					she wanted to show me was there, for whatever reason.”

				“Then whoever killed her took it.”

				Emma nodded at Lucas’s stark words. “That’s what I think.”

				“The police?”

				“They’re not saying at this point. It’s not my investigation.
					It’s okay if I jump to conclusions. They can’t.” She swallowed past a stubborn
					tightness in her throat. “I shouldn’t have let Sister Joan get the gate key on
					her own.”

				“If you hadn’t, you could be dead now, too.”

				“I was armed, Lucas. We’d have a dead would-be killer instead
					of a dead nun.”

				He eyed her with a dispassion that she’d come to respect—and
					that also reminded her of their grandfather. “You had no reason to think Sister
					Joan would be attacked.”

				“I knew she was on edge. I knew she hadn’t asked me to come see
					her for old times’ sake. She didn’t want me to go through the meditation garden.
					It’s as if she had to remind me that I no longer belonged there.” Emma paused,
					not sure she could explain. Her brother had never understood why she’d entered
					the convent in the first place. No surprise. She wasn’t entirely sure that she
					understood anymore herself. “Another agent in my position might not have
					cared.”

				“About violating the privacy of a convent for no good reason?
					You think so?”

				“What would you have done?”

				“Whatever Sister Joan asked me to do.” He gave Emma an
					irreverent smile. “Nuns scare me.”

				She couldn’t resist a small laugh. Nothing scared her brother. “Thanks, Lucas.”

				“Sure. You can stay here if you want. Fair warning, though. I
					think the place is haunted, and it has bats.”

				“Your kind of house.”

				He grinned. “That it is.” He cuffed her on the shoulder. “Hang
					in there, okay, kid? And if that SOB Yankowski decides to fire you, you know you
					always have a place back with the family biz. You can always sweep floors,
					file—”

				“Bastard,” Emma said with a laugh, and headed back to her
					car.

				* * *

				Ten minutes later, Emma drove down a busy, attractive
					waterfront street of inns, marinas and graceful older homes, and stopped in
					front of the small, gray-shingled house that served as the unexpected main
					offices of Sharpe Fine Art Recovery. Her grandfather, Wendell Sharpe, had worked
					out of the front rooms and lived in back until fifteen years ago, when, in his
					late sixties, he’d decided to open up an office in his native Dublin.

				Lucas had been tempted to move the offices to Boston, but
					Heron’s Cove was part of the Sharpe mystique. He’d finally opted to modernize
					and had worked up plans with a local architect to gut the place down to the
					studs. The process had started a month ago with relocating the offices
					temporarily to their parents’ house in the village. Since they were spending a
					year in England, the timing was perfect.

				Emma had promised to come up one weekend and help clear out the
					attic and the living quarters.

				It wouldn’t be this weekend, she
					thought as she walked around to the back of the house.

				Matt Yankowski was standing on the grass at the edge of the
					retaining wall above the docks at the mouth of the Heron River. Two hundred
					yards to his left, past a parking lot and an inn, a deep channel led into the
					Atlantic. Next door on the right was a marina.

				Yank gave Emma a sideways glance as she eased next to him. He
					was a tall, fit, good-looking man with silver streaks in his dark hair and an
					unrelenting toughness in his dark eyes. “I thought you came up here to pick
					apples.”

				“I did.”

				“The Sisters of the Joyful Heart have apple trees?”

				“Yes,” she said, “but I had a local orchard in mind.”

				A sailboat drifted past them, a scruffy white dog sitting in
					the stern. Yank said nothing. He was the senior agent in charge of a small,
					specialized team that investigated and responded to high-impact incidents
					involving criminals with virtually unlimited resources. HIT, for short. Four
					years ago, he’d personally recruited Emma to join the FBI. She’d left the
					Sisters of the Joyful Heart and worked with her grandfather in Dublin for a year
					before she finally called Yank and said she wanted to give the FBI a shot. Six
					months ago, he’d summoned her to his unit.

				His days as a field agent were legendary. If he’d been at the
					convent that morning, Emma had no doubt Sister Joan would still be alive.

				“When do you leave for Dublin?” he asked.

				She didn’t let his seeming non sequitur throw her. Several
					weeks ago she’d arranged to spend a few days with her grandfather as he packed
					up his work and turned over the Dublin office to one of his Irish protégés.
					“Sunday night.”

				“Good. I’ll carry your suitcase and drive you to the
					airport.”

				A battered warhorse of a lobster boat passed them. Emma noticed
					the faded script on the stern: Julianne. She didn’t
					recognize the boat or the man at the wheel. He was big and broad shouldered with
					medium brown hair and a couple days’ growth of beard. A worker. She half
					expected him to catch her staring at him but he didn’t even glance in her
					direction. She imagined his life and then imagined herself with a different
					life, but she’d had different lives. A nun. A Sharpe art detective. Now an FBI
					agent.

				Yank scowled at her. “What are you doing, lusting after
					lobstermen?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “There are worse distractions.
					Finding a dead nun would be among them.”

				Emma knew better than to let him get to her. He’d straddled the
					supervisory and operational worlds for years but had always been more
					comfortable in the field. He looked out of place on the Heron’s Cove waterfront
					in his wrinkle-free charcoal-gray suit, striped tie and polished shoes. She
					doubted her lobsterman would mark him as an FBI agent, or even armed, but Matt
					Yankowski was both.

				He was also frustrated, concerned and angry. Not everyone would
					notice. Emma did; she could see it in his rigid stance, the tightness at the
					corners of his mouth, the pinched look to his eyes.

				Sister Joan’s inexplicable murder and her own actions that
					morning had gotten to Yank.

				It hadn’t been a good day.

				“Let’s go up to the porch,” he said. “We can pretend we’re
					normal.”

				Emma nodded and followed him onto the back porch of her
					grandfather’s house. Yank glanced at an old metal wind chime that clinked
					pleasantly in the breeze. She wondered if he already knew it was one of Mother
					Linden’s early folk-art efforts, a gift to the Sharpes before she’d founded the
					Sisters of the Joyful Heart.

				He ignored the wicker chairs set in front of a small table and
					instead stayed on his feet. He pointed at Emma’s right thigh, where she’d torn a
					hole in her jeans. “Hurt?”

				“No.”

				“There’s blood.”

				“It’s a scrape, Yank. That’s all.”

				“You got it jumping the fence?”

				“Climbing the fence. It’s six feet tall. I’d have to be Wonder
					Woman to jump it.”

				“Why was the gate locked?”

				“I don’t know.” Emma, too, remained on her feet. “Sister Joan
					thought it would be unlocked. It’s standard to lock the gate when there’s a
					retreat at the convent. It deters visitors from wandering into the tower. That’s
					a work area. No one’s admitted without permission.”

				“There wasn’t a retreat at the convent,” Yank said.

				“And none coming in for the weekend. Technically, I had
					permission to be there because Sister Joan escorted me, but she didn’t tell her
					Mother Superior. That’s a violation of the rules.”

				“Her violation. Not yours.”

				Emma didn’t argue. Another sailboat maneuvered past them toward
					the marina. It was sleek, expensive. She couldn’t see a soul on board. Nightfall
					was coming earlier, the arrival of autumn already reducing the number of
					pleasure boats.

				Her lobsterman had tied off his boat and seemed in no hurry as
					he rearranged traps stacked in the stern.

				Yank stood next to her at the balustrade. “Why didn’t you go
					with Sister Joan to get the key?”

				“She asked me not to. I respected her wishes. She had to go
					through a secluded meditation garden to get to the tower.”

				“Ex-nuns aren’t allowed in this meditation garden?”

				“No,” Emma said.

				“It’s an either-or thing? Either you’re a nun or you’re not a
					nun? Ex doesn’t count?”

				She kept her focus on the water, mirrorlike under the darkening
					sky, with the wind dying down. “It doesn’t matter. I waited by the gate.” Her
					voice was steady but she heard the anguish in it and expected Yank did, too. “I
					wasn’t in the tower when Sister Joan was attacked. I couldn’t help her. I didn’t
					get there in time even to get a description of her killer.”

				“Damn.” Yank shook his head at her. “You were useless, huh?”

				“Pretty much.”

				“There’s a good chance this killer locked the gate, either
					hoping to buy time to steal any valuables before one of the sisters came by or
					already calculating that Sister Joan would have to go through the meditation
					garden to get the key.”

				Emma could hear the gentle lapping of the rising tide on the
					rocky beach and the dock posts. “If the killer knew about the garden, then the
					attack wasn’t just a random act. He or she could have had the convent under
					surveillance for some time.”

				“Or could live there,” Yank said.

				“We can speculate until sunrise and not get anywhere.”

				“Maybe you and Sister Joan would both be dead if you’d gone
					with her.” Yank paused, eyeing Emma. “Maybe more nuns would have been killed or
					injured if you hadn’t done exactly what you did.”

				Emma banked down a rush of emotion that she didn’t want Yank to
					see, or perhaps even to acknowledge herself. She hadn’t just lived at the
					Sisters of the Joyful Heart’s convent for three years. She’d dedicated herself
					to their community, their mission, their charism. She’d believed she would live
					out her life at their isolated convent and be buried in its simple cemetery.

				All in the past, but the past had roared back to her the moment
					she’d heard Sister Joan’s voice on her cell phone that morning. “Emma. I need your help.”

				“The investigation’s in Maine CID’s hands now,” she said.

				Yank shook his head. “Not totally. Not when one of my people is
					involved.” He sat on a wicker chair and put his feet up on the table, next to a
					white mum in a clay pot. “I thought you were gutting this place.”

				“We are—Lucas is. I’m only peripherally involved.”

				“How come there are wicker chairs and mums on the porch?”

				“We haven’t finished clearing out the living quarters yet.
					Might as well keep a place to sit out here as long as we can.” Emma wasn’t
					fooled by the casual conversation. Yank always had a purpose. “We can have nice
					days for weeks yet.”

				“I’m driving back to Boston tonight. Took me over two hours to
					get up here with traffic. It should be easier going back.” He settled into the
					chair. “Tell me about Sister Joan.”

				Emma sat on the balustrade, her back to the water. “In some
					ways I knew her the least of any of the sisters I served with. I consider them
					all friends, but I’ve moved on to another life.”

				“The FBI,” Yank said, as if she needed reminding.

				“Her given name was the same. She never changed it. She was
					born Joan Mary Fabriani. She was fifty-three. She grew up in Rhode Island but
					went to college in Maine and was drawn to the Sisters of the Joyful Heart. She
					became an expert in art conservation.”

				“Religious art?”

				“Any kind but most of her work came from religious
					institutions.”

				“What about you two?”

				“Sister Joan was never convinced I had a true calling to a
					religious life. She didn’t question my sincerity, but during my period of
					discernment—” Emma stopped herself, realizing her words sounded foreign to her.
					She couldn’t imagine how they sounded to Yank. “I learned a lot from her. She
					was open and honest in her dealings with me.”

				“Joyful?”

				Emma sighed. “Yank.”

				He grinned at her, dropping his feet to the floor. “Sorry.
					Couldn’t resist. I could see you drifting back to those days.” He rose and
					pointed again at the tear in her jeans. “Clean up. You don’t want that to get
					infected.”

				“It’s not going to get infected. It’s nothing. I didn’t even
					realize it happened until one of the detectives pointed it out.” She jumped down
					from the balustrade. “Anything else?”

				“Trying to get rid of me, Agent Sharpe?”

				“I just need some time to myself.”

				Yank didn’t respond. Emma didn’t have a clue what he was
					thinking. He was a hard man. A total pro. He hadn’t changed since she’d first
					met him almost four years ago, at the same Saint Francis of Assisi statue where
					she’d waited for Sister Joan to return with the gate key. Yank had been on an
					art theft case, tracing a connection to drug trafficking. Emma had helped. Two
					days later, he’d handed her his card and told her to call him when she’d had
					enough of being a nun.

				“I make my final vows soon,” she’d
					told him.

				He’d raised his eyebrows. “Bet
						not.”

				A year later, she’d entered the FBI academy. Yank had never
					doubted—at least not to her face—that she could get through the eighteen weeks
					of training.

				Now here they were, on her porch on a chilly early autumn
					evening, a member of her former order dead—because of her? Was her work as an
					FBI agent somehow responsible for what had occurred today?

				Yank walked over to the back corner of the porch, where a
					wooden easel was set up next to a small, painted chest loaded with art supplies.
					He frowned at the canvas clipped to the easel. “What’s that?”

				“The docks,” Emma said. “It’s a work in progress.”

				He glanced over his shoulder at her. “Your doing? You
					paint?”

				She nodded without explaining.

				He leaned forward and squinted again at the oil painting. “Is
					that a seagull?”

				“Actually, it’s a boat.”

				“Oh. Good thing you’re an art detective. You’d have a hell of a
					time trying to make a living as a painter.” He straightened and turned back to
					her, his dark gaze as penetrating and unrelenting as she’d ever seen. “So did
					you lie to me, Agent Sharpe?”

				“No.”

				“Which came first, deciding to come up here to pick apples or
					Sister Joan’s call?”

				“Sister Joan’s call, but I didn’t lie.” Emma tried not to sound
					defensive. “There was no need to tell you about Sister Joan.”

				“She didn’t sound nervous?”

				“A little, but I don’t think she was really afraid until I
					arrived at the convent and saw her.”

				“Then not telling me about her was a sin of omission, not a sin
					of commission.”

				“It wasn’t a sin at all.”

				Yank was silent a moment. “Did you assume this painting she
					wanted you to assess was a personal or a professional matter?”

				For the first time, Emma felt the sting of her scrape and the
					ache of her muscles in her legs and lower back. Her head was pounding. She
					looked out past the channel toward the Atlantic, the sky and ocean a
					purplish-gray, the air clear, as if the fog earlier in the day had never
					existed.

				Finally she said, “We didn’t get that far. Sister Joan promised
					to explain once we were in the tower.”

				“What about this Sister Cecilia?”

				“She’s a novice. She’ll be professing her final vows soon.
					She’s an art teacher. She’s also working on a biography of Mother Linden.”

				Yank scrutinized her a moment. “Do you have a headache?”

				His question took her by surprise. “How do you know?”

				He gave her a slight smile. “Your eyes. They’re headache
					eyes.”

				“I landed hard when I jumped down from the fence, but it’s been
					a long, sad, miserable day.” She forced herself to rally. “I’ll be fine in the
					morning.”

				“Sure you will.” He walked over to the porch steps, the boats
					down on the docks shifting in the rising tide. “Have I ever told you I hate
					boats?”

				Emma smiled unexpectedly. “You have.”

				“I grew up in the mountains—what’d I know about boats? Then
					some jackass I know took me out on this dented, rusting, leaking junkyard of a
					boat in a gale that would have had Ahab wetting his pants.”

				“Doesn’t sound like much fun.”

				He pretended to shudder. “It was hell. I almost jumped
					overboard. Hated every damn second.”

				“Did you get seasick, or were you just afraid you’d
					capsize?”

				“I toughed it out. I don’t know why the hell we didn’t
					capsize.”

				“Was this jackass a friend of yours?”

				“Yeah. He grew up fishing. I think he was born on a boat.
					Bastard.”

				Emma bit back another smile. “Have you been on a boat
					since?”

				“Navy ships. That’s it. I like terra firma.”

				She frowned at her canvas, her headache easing now that she’d
					laughed a little. Her boat did look a little like a seagull. “Would you like a
					drink or something to eat before you leave?”

				“No, but you should eat. You have food?”

				“Some, and there are restaurants within walking distance.”

				“Be careful if you have any booze. It’s easy to overdo after
					something like today.”

				“I haven’t been to Maine in a few weeks. The last time I was
					here I painted, read, walked, ate lobster. I use this place as a refuge these
					days.” Emma picked up a paintbrush and ran her fingers over the soft natural
					bristles. “My past is going to come out, Yank.”

				“Yeah. Probably.”

				“It’s not a secret but I don’t automatically tell people.”

				“You were a nun, Emma. You weren’t
					a serial killer.”

				“You recruited a lot of tigers to your unit. Finding out about
					my past will change my relationship with them. It’ll draw attention to me, which
					could affect our work. We’re supposed to keep a low profile.”

				“Let me worry about that.”

				“If I’d stayed at the convent—”

				“Don’t go there. It won’t help you or anyone else. It won’t
					help find this killer.” Yank looked back at her, his gaze half a notch softer
					than pure granite. “Maybe it’s not a good idea for you to be here alone. What if
					our killer was targeting you, and Sister Joan gummed up the works?”

				“I stood alone by that gate for fifteen minutes if anyone
					wanted to attack me.”

				“I can put a protective detail on you.”

				“No, never. That’d do me in for sure.” Emma returned the
					paintbrush to a drawer in the chest. “Besides, I wasn’t a target today.”

				“Are you sure about that?” Yank’s expression was difficult to
					read in the fading light. “Don’t beat yourself up. Sister Joan would have had
					you escort her to this tower if she’d thought she was in danger. Whatever she
					was worried about, it wasn’t getting attacked in her own convent.”

				“It took me too long to get over that fence.”

				“You’re an art detective and analyst. You’re not supposed to be
					kick-ass.” There wasn’t even a hint of criticism in his tone. “You did what any
					of us kick-ass types would have done, except I’d have bitched and moaned
					climbing over that fence. Did it have spikes?”

				Emma managed a smile. “No spikes.”

				She followed Yank down the porch steps to the yard. He stood a
					moment in the light breeze. “What do you do, sit out here with your morning
					coffee and watch the boats?”

				“Sometimes.”

				He glanced at her. “What’s on your mind, Agent Sharpe?”

				She didn’t meet his eye, picturing instead the gentle,
					terrified novice in the fog earlier that day. “Sister Cecilia knows something
					that she’s not saying.”

				“The CID guys think she’s just scared.”

				Emma shook her head. “It’s more than that.”

				“Can you get it out of her?”

				She didn’t answer right away. “Maybe. I can try.”

				“Does she know you used to be a nun?”

				“I don’t know.”

				“Right.” Yank buttoned his suit coat against the cold evening
					air. “That nun business was a whim. You’d have figured it out. I just figured it
					out before you did and helped you see the light.”

				A whim.

				Emma noticed her lobsterman was still on his boat, cleaning
					traps, puttering. She understood the appeal of hanging out on the docks. She
					could sit on the porch for hours, painting, reading, watching the tide, the
					people, the boats.

				“You have your work cut out for you the next few days,” Yank
					said. “You might not pick a lot of apples.”

				“I’ll talk to Sister Cecilia in the morning. Are you going
					straight back to Boston?”

				He nodded toward the water. “After I take a stroll on the docks
					and look at the boats.”
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