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A C K N O W L E D G M E N T S

People often ask me if I base my characters on real people. My answer is usually no. In writing Cape Refuge, however, I depart slightly from that policy. Thelma and Wayne Owens are based on two very close friends of mineNicki and Dick Benz, who created Buried Treasures Ministry in Jackson, Mississippi. Buried Treasures Ministry got its name when Nicki began visiting the women in the Hinds County Detention Center, and started every meeting by blessing each woman individually, looking into their eyes and telling them that they are Gods treasures. These are women who have been treated like trash for much of their lives, and they have treated themselves like trash. Many have horrible pasts. Their futures look grim. But the truth of their worth in Jesus Christ brings them to tears. Then they listen to the message that Nicki and the others with Buried Treasures bring to them and their children through Bible studies, parenting classes, a Girl Scout troop, and ongoing ministry when they are released.

But the battle is not easy, and the Enemy fights viciously for them when they are back in the world. In many cases, they are released without enough money to support them for a week, and they return to the boyfriends, families, friends, pimps, and drug dealers who led them down the wrong path. Often, they fall back into their old habits and eventually wind up back in jail.

For this reason, the Lord put the Buried Treasures Home on Nicki and Dicks heart. When it is built, Buried Treasures Home will be a transitional place for women to recover, learn, and begin new lives in Christ for a year or longer. Like Hanover House in this book, it will be a place of refuge. However, the Buried Treasures Home will be a much more structured place where residents can complete their educations, study the Bible extensively, learn to be good parents, develop new careers, and develop the strength in Christ that will enable them to stand against evil when they are on their own. The first home will be in Mississippi, but their dream is to eventually have homes like it all across the country.

Unlike Thelma and Wayne, Nicki and Dick are very much alive, and I have learned much from them about bearing fruit for Christs kingdom, about loving with Christs love, and about doing Christs work.

For more information about this precious ministry, or to contribute to the building of the first Buried Treasures Home, please write to Buried Treasures Home, P. O. Box 497, Clinton, Mississippi 39056 - 0497.










P R E F A C E

Cape Refuge is a fictitious island which I set just east of Savannah, Georgia, on the Atlantic Coast. To research it, I spent time on Tybee Island, a lovely little beachside community outside of Savannah. Many of my ideas for life in Cape Refuge came from there.

Theres another island just south of Tybee called Little Tybee Island, an uninhabited marshland and wildlife refuge. For this novel, I turned Little Tybee into Cape Refuge, after a few alterations to the terrain and the coastline. I hope the kind people of Georgias coast will forgive me.

I owe a big thanks to J. R. Roseberry, editor and publisher of the Tybee News, for his help in my research.
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C H A P T E R

1

The air conditioner was broken at City Hall, and the smell of warm salt air drifted through the windows from the beach across the street. Morgan Cleary fanned herself and wished she hadnt dressed up. She might have known that no one else would. The mayor sat in shorts and a T-shirt that advertised his favorite beer. One of the city councilmen wore a Panama hat and flip-flops. Sarah Williford, the newest member of the Cape Refuge City Council, looked as if shed come in from a day of surfing and hadnt even bothered to stop by the shower. She wore a spandex top that looked like a bathing suit and a pair of cutoff jeans. Her long hair could have used a brush.

The council members sat with relaxed arrogance, rocking back and forth in the executive chairs theyd spent too much money on. Their criticswhich included almost everyone in townthought they should have used that money to fix the potholes in the roads that threaded through the island. But Morgan was glad the council was comfortable. She didnt want them irritable when her parents spoke.

The mayors nasal drone moved to the next item on the agenda. I was going to suggest jellyfish warning signs at some of the more popular sites on the beach, but Doc Spencer tells me he aint seen too many patients from stings in the last week or so

Wait, Fred, Sarah interrupted without the microphone. Just because theyre not stinging this week doesnt mean they wont be stinging next week. My sign shop would give the city a good price on a design for a logo of some kind to put up on all the beaches, warning people of possible jellyfish attacks.

Jellyfish dont attack, the mayor said, his amplified voice giving everyone a start.

Well, I can see you never got stung by one.

How you gonna draw a picture of em when you cant hardly see em?

Everyone laughed, and Sarah threw back some comment that couldnt be heard over the noise.

Morgan leaned over Jonathan, her husband, and nudged her sister. Blair, what should we do? she whispered. Were coming up on the agenda. Where are Mama and Pop?

Blair tore her amused eyes from the sight at the front of the room and checked her watch. Somebody needs to go check on them, she whispered. Do you believe these people? Im so proud to have them serving as my elected officials.

This is a waste of time, Jonathan said. Hed been angry and stewing all day, mostly at Morgans parents, but also at her. His leather-tanned face was sunburned from the days fishing, but he was clean and freshly shaven. He hadnt slept much last night, and the fatigue showed in the lines of his face.

Just wait, she said, stroking his arm. When Mama and Pop get here, itll be worth it.

He set his hand over hersa silent affirmation that he was putting the angry morning behind himand got to his feet. Im going to find them.

Good idea, Morgan said. Tell them to hurry.

They dont need to hurry, Blair whispered. Weve got lots of stuff to cover before they talk about shutting down our bed-and-breakfast. Shoot, theres that stop sign down at Pine and Mimosa. And Goodfellows Grocery has a lightbulb out in their parking lot.

Now, before we move on, Fred Hutchins, the mayor, said, studying his notes as if broaching a matter of extreme importance, Id like to mention that Chief Cade of the Cape Refuge Police Department tells me he has several leads on the person or persons who dumped that pile of gravel in my parking spot.

A chuckle rippled over the room, and the mayor scowled. The perpetrator will be prosecuted.

Blair spat out her suppressed laughter, and Morgan slapped her arm. Shhh, Morgan tried not to grin, youre going to make him mad.

Im just picturing a statewide search for the fugitive with the dump truck, Blair said, on a gravel-dumping spree across the whole state of Georgia.

Morgan saw the mayors eyes fasten on her, and she punched her sister again. Blair drew in a quick breath and tried to straighten up.

The Owenses still aint here? he asked.

While Morgan glanced back at the door, Blair shot to her feet. No, Fred, theyre not here. Why dont you just move this off the agenda and save it until next week? Im sure somethings come up.

Maybe they dont intend to come, the mayor said.

Dont you wish, Blair fired back. Youre threatening to shut down their business. Theyll be here, all right.

Well, Im tired of waiting, the mayor said into the microphone, causing feedback to squeal across the room. Everybody covered their ears until Jason Manford got down on his knees and fiddled with the knob. Weve moved it down the agenda twice already tonight, the mayor went on. If we ever want to get out of here, I think we need to start arguin this right now.

Morgan got up. Mayor, there must be something wrong. Jonathan went to see if he could find them. Please, if we could just have a few more minutes.

Were not waitin any longer. Now if anybody from your camp has somethin to say . . .

What are you gonna do, Mayor? Blair asked, pushing up her sleeves and shuffling past the knees and feet on her row. Shut us down without a hearing? Thats not even legal. You could find yourself slapped with a lawsuit, and then you wouldnt even have time to worry about jellyfish and gravel. Where would that leave the town?

She marched defiantly past the standing-room-only crowd against the wall to the microphone at the front of the room.

Morgan got a queasy feeling in her stomach. Blair wasnt the most diplomatic of the Owens family. She was an impatient intellectual who found her greatest fulfillment in the books of the library she ran. People were something of a nuisance to her, and she found their pettiness unforgivable.

Blair set her hands on her hips. Ive been wanting to give you a piece of my mind for a long time now, Fred.

The people erupted into loud chatter, and the mayor banged his gavel to silence them. As you know, young lady, the city council members and I have agreed that the publicity from the 20/20 show about Hanover House a few months ago brought a whole new element to this town. The show portrayed your folks as willin to take in any ol Joe with a past and even exposed some things about one of your current tenants that made the people of this town uncomfortable and afraid. We want to be a family-friendly tourist town, not a refuge for every ex-con with a probation officer. For that reason, we believe Hanover House is a danger to this town and that its in the citys best interest to close it down under Zoning Ordinance number 503.

Blair waited patiently through the mayors speech, her arms crossed. Before we address the absurdity of your pathetic attempts to shut down Hanover House just because my parents refused to help campaign for you Cheers rose again, and Blair forged on. Maybe I should remind you that Cape Refuge got its name because of the work of the Hanovers who had that bed-and-breakfast before my parents did. It was a refuge for those who were hurting and had no place else to go. I think we have a whole lot more to fear from an ex-con released from jail with a pocketful of change and no prospects for a job or a home, than we do from the ones who have jobs and housing and the support of people who care about them.

Morgan couldnt believe she was hearing these words come out of her sisters mouth. Blair had never sympathized with her parents calling to help the needy, and she had little to do with the bed-and-breakfast. To hear her talk now, one would think she was on the frontlines in her parents war against hopelessness.

Hanover House is one of the oldest homes on this island, and its part of our heritage, Blair went on. And I find it real interesting that youd be all offended by what they do there out in the open, when Betty Jeans secret playhouse for men is still operating without a hitch.

Again the crowd roared. Horrified, Morgan stood up. Quickly trying to scoot out of her row, she whispered to those around her, Im sorry, Im so sorry, I didnt know she was going to say that. She didnt mean it, she just says whatever comes to her mind

Incidentally, Fred, Blair shouted, Ive noticed that you dont have any trouble finding a parking spot at her place! Blair added.

The mayor came out of his seat, his mouth hanging open with stunned indignation. Morgan stepped on three feet, trying to get to her sister. She fully expected Fred to find Blair in contemptif mayors did that sort of thing in city council meetingsand order the Hanover House bulldozed before nightfall.

She didnt mean that! Morgan shouted over the crowd, pushing toward the front. Im sure shes never seen your car at Betty Jeans, have you, Blair? Mayor, please, if I may say a few words . . . She finally got to the front, her eyes rebuking Blair.

Blair wouldnt surrender the microphone. And I might add, Mayor, that your own parents were on this island because of Joe and Miranda Hanover and that bed-and-breakfast. If I remember, your daddy killed a man accidentally and came here to stay while he was awaiting trial.

The veins in Freds neck protruded, and his face was so red that Morgan feared the top of his head would shoot right off. My daddy was never convicted! he shouted. And if youre suggesting that he was the same type of criminal that flocks to Hanover House, you are sadly mistaken!

Morgan reached for the microphone again, her mind already composing a damage-control speech, but her sisters grip was strong.

After my parents inherited the bed-and-breakfast from the Hanovers, Blair said, they continued their policy of never harboring anybody illegally. You know that my father works with these people while theyre still in prison, and he only agrees to house the ones he trusts, who are trying to turn their lives around. Hanover House gives those people an opportunity to become good people who can contribute to society . . . unlike some of those serving on our city council.

Again, there was applause and laughter, and Morgan grabbed Blairs arm and covered the microphone. Youre turning this into a joke! she whispered through her teeth. Mama and Pop are going to be mortified! You are not helping our cause!

I can handle this, Blair said, jerking it back.

Morgan forced herself between Blair and the microphone. Your honor . . . uh . . . Mr. Mayor . . . council members . . . I am so sorry for my sisters outbursts. Really, I had no idea she would say such things.

Blair stepped to her side, glaring at her as if shed just betrayed her.

But I think weve gotten a little off track here. The fact is that Hanover House doesnt just house those whove gotten out of jail. It also houses others who have no place to go.

Art Russell grabbed the mayors microphone, sending feedback reverberating over the room. I dont think Cape Refuge is very well served by a bunch of people who have no place else to go.

Well, thats not up to you, is it, Art? Blair asked, her voice carrying over the speakers.

If I may, Morgan said, trying to make her soft voice sound steady, the question here is whether theres something illegal going on at Hanover House. And unless there is, you have no grounds for closing us down.

The crowd applauded again, but Sarah, the swimsuit-clad councilwoman, dragged the microphone across the table. The cord wasnt quite long enough, so she leaned in. If there arent any dangerous people staying at the bed-and-breakfast, then how come 20/20 said Gus Hampton served time for armed robbery and didnt even complete his sentence? And how come your husband was at the dock fighting with your parents just this morning, complaining about Hampton? I heard it myself. Jonathan didnt want you working there around Hampton, and he said it loud and clear.

Blairs eyes pierced Morgan. Why didnt you tell me this? she whispered.

It wasnt relevant, Morgan hissed back, since I didnt think youd be the one speaking for us.

The council members all came to attention, their rocking stopped, and they waited for an answer. If there isnt any danger at Hanover House, Sarah repeated, then how come your own familys fighting over it?

Blair tried to rally. Well, Sarah, when Jonathan gets back here, you can ask him. But meanwhile, the question is simple. Do you have the right to shut down Hanover House, and if you do try to close it, are you financially able to handle the lawsuit thats going to be leveled at this town . . . and maybe even at each of you individually?

They cant file a lawsuit, Fred said, his face still red.

Watch us, she bit out. And the chances of your reelection would be slim at best, since the people of this town love my parents. Most everybody in this town has benefited from their kindness in one way or another.

The crowd applauded again, and cheers and whoops backed up her words. But Morgan realized that it wasnt the cries of the people that would decide the fate of Hanover House. It was those angry members of the city council, sitting there with their hackles up because Blair had insulted them.

Some call that kindness, others call it naivete, the mayor said. Theyll believe anything anybody tells them. Just because some convict claims he wants to change, doesnt mean he will.

Thank goodness they believed your daddy, Blair said, or you might not be sitting on this island in some overpriced chair!

As the crowd expressed their enjoyment again, Morgan pressed her fingertips against her temples and wondered where her parents were. If they would just rush in right now and take over the microphone, she knew they could turn this around.

While the mayor tried to get control of the crowd again, Morgan looked fully at Blair, pleading for her to surrender the mike and not do any more harm. But Blairs scathing look told Morgan that her sister was in this to the end. The burn scar on the right side of Blairs face was as red as the mayors face. It always got that way when she was upset, reminding Morgan of her sisters one vulnerability. It was that imperfect half of her face that kept her unmarried and aloneand it had a lot to do with the hair-trigger temper she was displaying now.

Order, now! Come on, peopleorder! the mayor bellowed, banging his gavel as if he were hammering a nail.

The sound of sirens rose over the crowds noise, cutting across the mayors words and quieting the crowd. Those on the east side of the building, where Morgan and Blair stood, craned their necks to see out the open window, trying to figure out where the fire trucks and police cars were heading. As one after another went by, sirens wailing and lights flashing, Morgan realized that something big must have happened. The island was small, and the sound of sirens was not an everyday occurrence. But now the sound of several at once could not be ignored.

When the front doors of the room swung open, everyone turned expectantly. Police Chief Matthew Cadewhom friends called simply Cadestood scanning the faces, his skin pale against his dark, windblown hair.

His eyes fell on the sisters at the front of the crowd. Blair, Morgan, I need to see both of you right away.

Morgans eyes locked with her sisters for a second, terrors storming through her mind.

What is it, Cade? Blair asked.

He cleared his throat and swallowed hard. We need to hurry, he said, then pushed the door open wider and stood beside it, watching them, clearly expecting them to accompany him.

Whatever it was, Morgan realized, he couldnt or wouldnt say it in front of all these people. Something horrible had happened.

Melba Jefferson, their mothers closest friend, stood and touched Morgans back. Oh, honey.

Morgan took Blairs hand, and the now-silent crowd parted as they made their way out. Cade escorted them into the fading sunlight and his waiting squad car.










C H A P T E R

2

Jonathan Cleary pulled his truck onto the gravel driveway at Hanover House and parked in the shade of the wax myrtles that reached up to the cloudless sky. The front door to the big yellow house usually sat open, and from the driveway one could see through the glass storm door into the welcoming front room.

He glanced toward the side of the house, to the three red cedars where Thelma and Wayne always parked their old Buick Regal. It wasnt there now, and neither was the old black pickup that Gus Hampton drove, or the little Honda in which Rick Morrison scooted around town.

He took the porch steps two at a time and rushed through the storm door.

Thelma! Wayne! he called as he stepped into the front room. There was no answer, so he went halfway up the staircase and peered up to the second floor. Thelma and Waynes bedroom looked empty from there.

They were probably already at City Hall, making their speechundoubtedly glossing over the risks taken in this house each day. He went further up the steps and glanced into his own bedroom. Morgan had left the door open, after hed asked her repeatedly to keep it closed and locked. He didnt like the idea of his private things being open for anyone to steal. It wasnt as if the tenants around here didnt have clouded histories. At any given time, there was likely to be someone staying here whod served time for armed robbery. Morgans trust level in the tenants changed lives bordered on naive. But he supposed shed come by it honestly. Her parents had spent years instilling that in her.

He closed and locked the bedroom door, then gave a cursory glance around the hallway at the tenants locked doors. They werent nearly as trusting of each other as Morgan or her parents were.

He hurried back down the stairs and looked around the phone for a note or message of some kind, but there was none.

He left the house again, this time locking the front door behind him. It was a rule in the house that the last one to leave should lock it, but that rule was seldom enforced even by the Owens themselves. But Jonathan never forgot.

He stepped out onto the porch. From here he could see the beach across the street, with a clear view of Wassaw Sound. Just to the left, the sound opened into the Atlantic. It had always been Jonathans opinion that Hanover House occupied the best spot on this small barrier island east of Savannah. No wonder the city council wanted to close them down. The councils hope, as far as Jonathan could figure, was that, without tenants, Thelma and Wayne couldnt afford to keep the house. If it ever went on the market, there would be some fierce competition to buy it and turn it into condominiums or a high-priced hotel. As much as Jonathan meant what hed told Thelma and Wayne this morning about moving, part of him wished he hadnt made that vow. Hed grown to love this huge old house; it had so much more personality than the old two-bedroom home hed grown up in.

The chairs on the beach that belonged to Hanover House were empty. The tide was low, so the chairs seemed far back from where the waves slapped at the shore, teasing and reaching, then fleeing back out into the Atlantic and chasing back again.

He got into his truck and sat for a moment, thinking. He could drive back to City Hall and see if Thelma and Wayne had made it yet. On the way, he could swing by the dock and see if they had gone by the warehouse where they held church services on Sunday. It would be just like them to find some wayward soul waiting there. They left the door to the building unlocked for that very purpose. Jonathan expected the piano to disappear any day now, along with the carved wooden pulpit that sat at the front of the room.

But you couldnt tell them anything. They were as hardheaded and stubborn as anyone whod ever put their stamp on this island. And hed said as much to their faces this morning, in front of God, the breakfast patrons of Crickets who sat listening through screen windows, and his deckhand preparing to take his rig out.

He supposed he owed Thelma and Wayne an apology for the public attack. He should have waited until later when they were alone, but he hadnt wanted to explode in front of Morgan. She had asked him to trust her judgment, and he knew better than to tell her he couldnt. Her faith in their tenants was blinding her to the risks. It was a hard thing to ask a newly married man to stop worrying about his brides well-being.

He had still been stewing when hed arrived at the dock that morning and begun preparing his boat for his morning tour. The heat index had already hit record highs, and even at that early hour, humidity rode thick over the Bull River, just a couple of miles from where it joined the Atlantic. A few of the tourists who had hired him to take them saltwater fishing were already waiting near the boat.

He had seen Thelma and Wayne go into Crickets, the hole-in-the-wall restaurant and bar that looked like a rotten screened porch. Crickets did its best business in the early morning or late night hours, when the breeze was cooler as it swept through the place.

Thelma and Wayne often showed up there as the sun came up, hoping to build relationships with the fishermen and dockworkers who took their meals there. Many of them wound up joining the little warehouse church, and some of them became temporary residents of Hanover House.

Jonathan wished his in-laws would just eat breakfast at home with Morgan and stop beating the bushes for ex-cons and strays who had wandered in from nowhere. The sight of them going into Crickets had levered his anger up a notch, so he had decided to confront them right then and there.

He had told his deck hand that hed be back in a minute, and hed crossed the pier to the screen door of the old restaurant.

His mother-in-law, dressed in a yellow blouse too bright for this time of morning, was sipping coffee when she spotted him, and her eyes lit up in that way she had, as if he was just the one shed been waiting to see. But he knew she made everyone feel that way. Jonathan, have you had breakfast yet? Sit down and let the Colonel fix you some bacon and eggs. Colonel! she called to the proprietor, get Jonathan here

I ate, he said, cutting her off.

Wayne grinned up at him. I swanny, I think hes the only fisherman on this island who gets up and shaves in the morning.

Oh, hush, Thelma told her husband. It pays to look nice, doesnt it, Jonathan? And its good for business. People have more trust in a clean-cut fellow. She reached out for Jonathans hand. Come on, honey, sit down and have some coffee.

Jonathan shoved his rough hands through his sandy, windblown hair. I dont want to sit down, he said. I wanted to talk to you about Gus Hampton. Im worried about Morgan being in that house alone with him.

Thelmas face twisted in weariness, and she expelled a sigh. Jonathan, not that again. Gus is a good man, and you dont have to worry about him.

Are you willing to bet your daughters life on it? Jonathan asked her.

She met her husbands eyes, and Wayne got up to face Jonathan. He was a big man, at least as tall as Jonathan, who stood six foot three. Jonathan, whats the matter with you? His voice was gruff and way too loud, to compensate for his poor hearing. Now, Im proud to call you my son-in-law, and I feel real secure that Morgan has you looking out for her. Thats the way its supposed to be. I know that whatever happens to me, youll always take care of her. So I dont fault you for your concern. But you knew where she lived and that she helped us at Hanover House before you ever started dating her. You didnt seem to care who lived in our house when you were coming over every night for supper. You got along just fine with everybody then.

But I see things now that I didnt see then, he said in a low voice, hoping Wayne would take his cue and lower his as well. And theres something about Gus Hampton that I dont trust.

Just because hes Jamaican and has an accent

Its not that! Jonathan said.

Is it because hes black? Thelma asked. Because if it is, Jonathan, I have to say that Im disappointed in you

No, its not because hes black! Its because hes as big as a football lineman and sneaks around like a prowler and looks at my wife

Sneaks around? Wayne boomed. When does he sneak around?

Last night, Jonathan said. I couldnt sleep. I got up about two-thirty. I was going to go downstairs and read, and here he came up the stairs, walking so quiet you wouldnt have even known he was in the house.

For heavens sake, Thelma said. Jonathan, he was being considerate. Trying not to wake us up!

I dont trust him! he said. And neither does anybody else on this island, which is exactly why the city council wants to close us down.

Thats not going to happen, Wayne said. We found out a few things that were going to bring out tonight at the council meeting, and I guarantee you, those council members will get off our backs.

What, so you can just keep inviting criminals and rapists and murderers to come and live in the house with my wife? Now he was talking too loudly, and the other patrons were silent, undoubtedly tuning in to every word he and Wayne said.

Thelma sprang out of her seat and grabbed Jonathan by the arm. She was only five feet five, and three inches of that was the curly gray hair that padded her head. But she had a way of making a big man seem small. Outside, Jonathan, she said through her teeth. Youre about to make me mad.

Im gonna make you mad? he asked as she escorted him through the screen door. Wayne stalked behind them, his heavy boots clomping on the hollow floor. The door bounced shut behind them.

Now you look here! Thelma said, turning him to face her when they were out of earshot of the crowd in Crickets. We have enough problems in this town with people spreading lies about our tenants and the work we do. But it will not come from our own family. Do you hear me?

Why wont you listen to me? I cant sleep nights. I have nightmares about that man hurting Morgan

We cant help your nightmares, Wayne said, loud enough for everyone inside to hear him anyway. Even the tourists waiting at Jonathans boat seemed to be listening now. All we can tell you is what we know. I dont invite anybody to live in our house unless Ive worked with them for a long time and I know their character.

Worked with them in jail, you mean! Jonathan said. Some of them are con artists. Theyre going to show you whatever you want to see, if they know youre the one who can get them a job and a place to live when they get out. But what if theyre not rehabilitated? What if its just an act?

Jonathan, Thelma said, those people are saved by the blood of Christ just like you were. Gus Hampton was a drug addict who stole to support his habit, and hes been clean for five years.

Only because hes been locked up, Thelma. Jonathan shook his head and took a few steps away from her, then turned back. Are you both telling me that you dont even think its possible that someone could pull the wool over your eyes? That someone might pretend to have cleaned up his act just to get out of jail?

We have to have faith that God will work it all out, Jonathan, Wayne said.

Jonathans voice rose again. What if there were clear signs that this guy was bad news? What would it take for you to throw him out?

A lot.

Your daughters rape? Her murder?

Thelma grabbed his shoulders and shook him, her eyes flashing lightning. That will not happen, Jonathan. Do you think you love my daughter more than I do? I have seen that man on his knees, weeping his heart out over gratitude for Christs redemption, she said. We would no more throw him out than we would throw you out, Jonathan.

I asked you a question, he bit out. What would it take?

Wayne finally stepped between them, as if he feared Thelma might hurt him. Jonathan, we screen every applicant from the jail who wants to stay in our home very carefully. We dont take all of them. They have to promise a lot of things to stay there. Hours a day of Bible study, a full-time, steady job, work around our house to keep things going, community service, church attendance. Theyre basically under my thumb while they live there, and you know that I dont let em off the hook. Not everybody wants to live by those rules, but Gus did. And hes followed them to a T. He hasnt done anything to deserve your accusations.

So Morgan doesnt matter?

Of course she matters, Wayne bellowed. If I had an inkling that any of our tenants was going to hurt either of my daughters, theyd be out in a minute.

Jonathan shook away from him and started to his boat. I get it, he said. Hell have to hurt somebody before youll throw him out.

Jonathan! Wayne bellowed.

Jonathan swung around. You people are crazy! he shouted, not caring anymore who heard. You think youre brave because you trust peoplebut youre not brave, youre reckless! And I hope to God that Morgan doesnt have to pay for that!

He stepped into his boatonly then aware of the gaping tourists watching the drama unfold. He turned back to Thelma and Wayne. Were moving, he said. As soon as we can find another place to live, Im taking my wife and were moving out.

Jonathan! Thelma shouted. Dont say that. Thats her home.

I mean it! he yelled. If you wont do something about it, I will.

He had gone down into his boats galley then, and Thelma and Wayne had walked over to the warehouse church to lick their wounds.

Jonathan had run that conversation through his mind at least five hundred times today, each time wishing it had turned out better. He should have tried to talk to them in private, should have stayed calm, should have included Morgan in the discussion. As the day wore on, his anger had faded, and remorse had taken its place.

Still, he didnt plan to back down now. Hed made himself clear, and he intended to stick to it. If they didnt ask Gus Hampton to leave Hanover House, then Jonathan would do everything in his power to persuade Morgan to move out and find another job.

He drove around the southernmost point of the island, then up toward the dock at the mouth of Bull River. By now, Thelma and Wayne had probably made it to the meeting and laid all their cards on the table, and the council members were voting to keep Hanover House open and send engraved invitations to the inmates of every jail in Georgia. His in-laws just had that effect on people.

He heard sirens out the window and looked in his rearview mirror for the flashing lights. Some tourist probably had a fender bender. A squad car came up behind him, then whipped past him and hurried off toward the dock.

As the warehouse came into view, he saw that the police cars and fire trucks congregated in the parking lot just outside the building.

In the center of it all sat Thelma and Waynes twenty-year-old Regal.

Something was wrong.

He started to turn into the gravel parking lot, but a horn and screeching tires made him slam on his brakes. The car passed, and he tried again, stopping his car among the squad cars and fire trucks rumbling out their impatience. Billy Caldwell, one of the rookie cops on the force, broke into a trot and headed toward the warehouse door.

Billy! Jonathan called, leaving his car on the street and getting out. The young man turned around.

Whats going on? Jonathan asked.

Billy looked as if hed been caught at something. His sunburned face went blank, and he dropped his hands helplessly to his side. His mouth moved as if he couldnt quite get his lips to form the answer.

Jonathan crossed the parking lot and reached him. Billy, what is it?

Its . . . Thelma and Wayne, he said. Jonathan stared at him for a moment, trying to make sense of Billys simple statement. He started toward the door.

Jonathan, you dont want to go in there, Billy said.

But he had already opened the door and bolted into the big room.

The place had been turned from a place of worship to a crime scene. Four police officers stood taking pictures and dusting the piano and doors for prints, while others spilled out the side door onto the boardwalk that went down to the dock and Crickets.

Joe McCormick, the detective on the police force, stood at the southwest corner of the makeshift chapel. He was sweating and looked shaken. Jonathan started toward him, but Joe saw him and held out a hand to stop him. Jonathan, this is no place for you right now. Somebody get him out of here.

But Jonathan hurried around the pews, getting closer . . .

Between the uniformed legs that blocked his view, a body lay on the floor. He caught a glimpse of the bright yellow sleeve on the small, limp arm . . .

Thelma! he shouted and bolted forward.

Joe caught him and tried to hold him back. Jonathan, you cant get any closer. This is a crime scene.

Let me go! He wrestled his way out of Joes grip and pushed someone out of his way. Then he saw them, Thelma and Wayne both, lying lifeless on the bloodstained floor.

His body went limp and he stopped fighting. Billy, the young cop with a more compassionate touch, pulled him back away from the scene and walked him out the side door. He felt dizzy, like he might pass out. His heart seemed inadequate to do its job, and his eyes stung. How . . . how did this happen? he asked, grabbing Billys arm. They were supposed to be at the meeting . . . they were on the agenda. . .   . Even as he spoke, he recognized the absurdity of his statement, as if theyd had no right to die when theyd had other commitments.

Who did this? he screamed. Chess Springer, the old fisherman who had taught him most of what he knew about making a living on the sea, crossed the boardwalk and put his arm around Jonathans shoulder.

Come in Crickets and sit down, Chess said in his raspy, smoke-ravaged voice. Ill get you some water.

Jonathan shook free. I dont need water, Chess. I need answers!

The old man rubbed his wizened face. I saw their car and came over to shoot the breeze, he said. Found them just like that. Nobody around here heard gunshots or nothing.

So they were shot? he asked.

Seems so, though I didnt look too long. I ran to Crickets and called the police.

Jonathan turned back to the scene, his mouth open with the silent wail of gut-wrenching anguish. My wife. How will I tell my wife? He brought both hands to his head. I fought with them this morning! I said things . . .

Horror too deep to voice muted him. Who could have murdered the two kindest people on the island of Cape Refuge? Was it someone they had taken in, a soul so twisted that he would kill the very people who gave him a place to sleep and food to eat, helped him find work, and offered him a reason to live? How many people had they helped over the years? How many lives had they changed? How many hearts had been saved? How much hope had they offered?

And now someone had come in here and murdered them? Cruelly, brutally, cold-bloodedly . . . murdered them? It didnt make sense.

He stood on the pier, gaping through that door, wondering when they would stop taking pictures and get Thelma and Wayne off the floor. He couldnt let Morgan know until they did. He couldnt let her see them like this.

He heard a new siren coming and the squad cars wheels on the gravel parking lot. He wished theyd turn the noise off before a crowd formed, before Morgan heard it from City Hall.

He wanted to be the one to tell his wife. Just as soon as he could breathe. . .   .

But it was too late.

Through the door, he saw Morgan burst through the front entrance of the warehouse. It was clear from her face that shed already been told. Two cops tried to hold her back, but she was determined to get to Thelma and Wayne.

No! she screamed as she saw the policemen clustered near the front of the makeshift sanctuary. Aw, no!

Jonathan bolted back into the warehouse, pulled her into his arms, and tried to hold her.

They cant be dead! The torment ripped from her chest, shook her body, emptied her. She fell against him, weak and unsteady, just as hed been moments before. But her need gave him back his strength, and he concentrated that strength on trying to hold her together.
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Blair didnt have enough information to accept the deaths as fact. She sat in the front seat of Cades squad car, staring at a chip on his windshield. He was saying something about the time of death, the murder weapon, the lack of witnesses.

They would know more, he said, when they finished doing the perimeter search for evidence and could examine the bodies.

The thought of her parents lying murdered on the floor of that warehouse short-circuited her mind, and she found herself looking out at the schooners docked at slips nearby, with their masts tall and bare, and scant activity on board some of them. The smell of salt water fish drifted on the warm breeze.

She didnt move, but inside her, emotional troops lined up for battle.

You okay? he asked.

The words came soft and unhurried, and she thought of telling Cade that he didnt have to baby-sit her. She just needed to sit here for a minute. Just needed to get her brain working again.

Youre shaking, he said, and took her hand. You cant go in the warehouse . . . but I can take you around to the boardwalk. Or you can just sit here, or I can take you home. Whatever you want.

Her mouth was dry, and she found it hard to swallow. His hand was big and warm over the ice cold of hers. I dont know how to do this, she whispered finally.

He didnt ask her what she didnt know how to do. None of us does, Blair.

She wished she had her computer with her, that she could pound on the keys and do a quick search of the Internet and come up with answers. . .   . But she wouldnt even know the questions until she got out of this car.

She reached for the door handle, and Cade let her hand go and got out. He came around before she got the door open, and opened it for her.

She thought of some unnamed killer walking across this parking lot, going into that building, killing her parents . . . and rage like a nuclear bomb exploded inside her.

Cade, why arent you hunting him down? Why havent you caught him?

Were trying, Blair. I need to be in there right now, working the scene.

Then go, she said through her teeth. Stop worrying about me and go. Find him, Cade, before he gets away.

Ill find him, Blair. You can count on it.

He started into the building but stopped when he saw that she was following. Blair, you cant come in here.

She trudged forward until she was face-to-face with him, and a slow, defiant, desperate agony rose in her chest like a scream. Get out of my way, Cade.

He caught her arm. Blair, you cant. For your own good. You can see them later, when theyve been cleaned up. But right now

She jerked past him and went into the building. An odd thought struck her: shed never been here when they werent here too. It was as if the building was an extension of them, a floor built beneath them, walls built around, a roof covering them.

Cade took her arm again. Blair, please. Dont do this.

I have to see them, she said, feeling a throbbing beginning in her temple, on the side where the flesh was coarse and scarred.

She heard her sister wailing on the boardwalk outside the door, heard Joe McCormick urging Cade to keep Blair out. But she walked toward them, intent on seeing what some maniac had done to her parents.

Cade took her arm gently, no longer trying to hold her back. His voice broke as he said, Blair, if you see this, it will be stamped on your mind for the rest of your life. Let me take you outside.

She suddenly went weak, and Cade turned her and walked her to the side door, where Jonathan and Morgan clung together. The room seemed to tip, and shadows shifted on the walls. She was going to faint, she thought. Like some prissy little thing who couldnt stand the sight of blood. . .   .

As Cade got her onto the pier and lowered her to a bench, she heard her sister wailing with gut-emptying anguish. She thought of her mother lying on the floor there, with people gawking and probing her. Thelma had a thing about clean clothes. She hated for anyone to see her with a stain. There was bound to be a lot of blood, which meant stains on her mothers clothes and skin. . .   . Their clothes, Blair said to no one in particular. I have to get them a change of clothes.

She started off the pier and back toward the parking lot, wondering what her mother would want her to bring. Shell need a dry pair of slacks and a blouse, maybe the pink one, and some clean socks and another pair of shoes . . . underwear too. And a hairbrush . . .

Someone touched her arm, and she turned. She hadnt known Cade was still with her, but there he was, looking down at her with worried eyes as his hands gripped her shoulders. Blair, you sure youre all right?

Ill be back as soon as I get them, Cade, she whispered.

Blair.

She swallowed back the panic rising in her throat. I have to hurry, she said, moving away from him and only then realizing that she had left her car at City Hall.

They dont need clothes, Blair. His voice was gentle, patient, pulling her back to reality.

She stopped in the parking lot and looked helplessly around. A van with the words WSAV-TV pulled in, and a crew jumped out. The familiar anchor, dressed in a white shirt and tie, with sweat rings under his arms, was trying to hook up his microphone as he headed toward her.

You cant go in there, Cade said. Its a crime scene.

Can you tell us what happened?

Not at this time, Cade said, turning Blair back toward the pier.

But Blair resisted. Dont you take their pictures, she told a man emerging from the truck with a television camera. Dont you dare. You get back in that van and you leave. Cade, tell them

Chief Cade? the anchor asked. Chief, could you please confirm the names of the victims? We heard on the scanner that it was Thelma and Wayne Owens.

Excuse me, he said and firmly escorted Blair away from them.

Stop them, Cade, she said. Dont let them put my parents on the news. Not like that.

Cade left her at the bench where she had sat moments before, but she couldnt stay put; she followed him, a few steps behind, as he went through the side door of the warehouse again. Her eyes swept the roomthe pews she had squirmed on as a child, writing notes to her sister, then swearing to her father that they were notes on his sermons. Her gaze locked on the piano on which their mother had taught Morgan and her to play. Blair had hated to practice, and eventually Thelma had given up and let her quit. But Morgan, always the dutiful daughter, had become almost as good at the keyboard as their mother.

Blair wished now that she hadnt quit playing. It had meant so much to her mother for her to learn. She looked at the keysand at the bare rectangle at the center of the piano above the keys, where an old mirror had once hung, for who knows what reason. Her mother had taken it off when Blair had started to play, because the sight of her own reflection was too distracting to Blair. Mirrors had never been her friends, and her mother had helped her avoid them.

The front door opened, and the Chatham County medical examiner came into the room. She watched as he walked toward the crowd of officers across the room. They stepped away from the body as the man stooped next to them . . .

. . . and as she caught the first glimpse of their lifeless bodies, her stomach lurched. She stumbled to the edge of the boardwalk and threw up into the water.
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Cade wiped the sweat from his brow and tried to remain objective as the medical examiner studied Thelma Owenss wound. Her head rolled back; her chin and neck and chest were covered with blood, and her eyes were open, frozen in some silent horror. He couldnt be emotional now. He had to stay focused.

A metal pin protruded from the back of her neck, straight out her throat. Thats a bulletnose point, Cade said. From a speargun.

The examiner nodded. Looks like it. Hit him from the front. He started to turn Wayne over, and Cade turned away. He needed some air, he thought. He walked to the side door, opposite the one where Jonathan, Morgan, and Blair had been sitting, and stepped out onto the wharf.

Billy followed him out. You okay, Chief?

Yeah, he said. Look, I need to get somebody out to confiscate all the spearguns on the island, so we can determine if they were the murder weapon. Therere thirty members in the diving club, including me. He swallowed, tried to steady his breathing. Only about five who spearfish.

Know who they are off the top of your head? Billy asked.

Cade nodded. Im one. Also Jonathan, Sam Sullivan, Marty Roberts, and Cliff Cash. There may be others, but those are the ones I know about. Go get Sam, Marty, and Cliff, and collect their spearguns. Treat them as evidence. See if theres blood on any of them, if any are missing, what kind of points they use. Bring those guys to the station for questioning.

Yes, sir. Billy headed out, and Cade wiped his face on his sleeve. He looked out over the water, trying to think through the men hed just named. They were all good friends, and two or three times a year they headed down to the Florida Keys and went diving and fishing together. None of those men could have killed Thelma and Wayne.

But it was all he had.

Something clicked against the post beneath his feet, and he looked down through the boards. Something that looked like a brown pole floated in the water there. He got down on his stomach and looked under the wharf.

He recognized it immediately. It wasnt a pole, it was a speargun.

He pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and used it to grab the narrow end of it and pull it out. McCormick! he yelled.

Joe came through the door, then froze at the sight of the gun dripping in Cades hands. The murder weapon, he said.

Thats it, Cade said and got back up. Its a Magnum Blue Water. The words lodged in his throat as he realized what that meant. There was only one person he knew who had a Blue Water gun.

The killer must have panicked and gotten rid of it, Joe said. May have even had to swim away to avoid being seen.

Cade looked through the door across the building. Blair had bent over the water and was throwing up, and Jonathan had gone to help her.

I have Billy going to round up everybody who spearfishes, he said. Hes collecting their guns.

Well, if one of them is missing, weve got our man.

Cade wished he could turn the clock back two hours, when his biggest concern was the car that had been stolen from the Goodfellows parking lot. His mouth was dry, but he managed to get the words out. I know whose gun this is. I recognize it. I was with him when he bought it.

Who? Joe asked.

Cades eyes were fixed on the three just outside the warehouse. Jonathan had lowered Blair to her knees and was holding her hair back as she retched into the river.

Cade, tell me whose it is.

Cade tore his eyes from the scene and looked hard at his balding colleague. This gun belongs to Jonathan Cleary, he said.
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Jonathan sat back as Morgan fell to Blairs side and pulled her into a hug. The two women clung to each other.

Jonathan, a voice called. Jonathan looked up. Cade was standing in the door to the warehouse. I need to talk to you, Cade said. You may want to come out front.

No! Morgan let go of her sister and looked up at him. I want to hear. Talk to him right here.

Cade looked down. His black hair flapped in the breeze over a face tight with strain. I came by Crickets for breakfast this morning after youd had your fight with Thelma and Wayne. Everybody was talking about it.

Jonathan wished he had the morning to do over. He wished he hadnt left on an angry note, wished he hadnt threatened to take their daughter and leave. . .   .

Were you here this afternoon? Did you come by here before going home?

No, he said.

Did you notice if their car was here then?

It wasnt. I looked for it, because I wanted to talk to them. They werent home, either.

And did you go straight home when you left your boat?

Yes, straight home. I had the meeting to go to, and Morgan was waiting.

Cade looked even more somber than he had when he brought Morgan and Blair here. He set his foot up on the empty bench. Rubbing the sun creases in his face, he said, Jonathan, wheres your speargun?

Jonathan frowned. This wasnt the time to talk about spearfishing, so he knew that Cade had a purpose for asking. In the toolshed behind the house, he said. Why?

Because I just found a Magnum Blue Water gun floating in the water on the other side of the warehouse.

What? Jonathan gasped. Was that the murder weapon?

Cade looked down at Blair, who gaped up at him, one side of her face pale, the other dark pink. Jonathan, lets talk out front, he said.

Answer him, Cade, Blair said, getting back to her feet. Were my parents killed with a speargun?

He rubbed his face and looked away. They were each hit with a bulletnose point to the neck or throat, which explains why no one heard gunshots.

The throat? Morgan choked out. Oh, dear God . . .

Jonathans face twisted, and he took a step toward Cade. Who besides me has a Blue Water gun?

Cade shook his head and kept his eyes on Jonathans face. Youre the only one in our diving group, Jonathan.

Jonathan stood there a moment, staring at his old friend. There could be others, he said. Tourists, or someone not in our group. Theyre not that expensive.

Im just asking you where it is, Cade said.

Jonathan let go of Morgan. She looked up at Cade, waiting for the point to his question. Her face was wet, and mascara ran under her eyes. Its in the storage shed behind the house where Ive always kept it, Jonathan said. Come with me and Ill show you.

Ill send McCormick to get it, he said. Got a key?

Jonathan nodded and pulled his key chain out. His hands were still trembling as he worked the toolshed key off the chain.

Tell me about your fight this morning, Cade said.

Jonathan tried to shift gears and think, but the memory crushed him. His mouth trembled with the force of his emotion. Man, I wish I could take it all back.

Take what back? Cade asked.

The fight. I lost my temper, said things I shouldnt have said. . .   . It ended badly. If Id known it was going to be the last time I saw them . . .

What was the fight about, Jonathan? Blair demanded. Everybody on this island seems to know but me.

It was about Gus Hampton. I dont trust him, and I didnt want Morgan around him.

He watched Blair get up, her eyes intense as she grabbed Cades arm. Cade, maybe Gus did it. Maybe hes the one. Maybe he did this to Mama and Pop. Her voice quivered as her body straightened with purpose. If he did, so help me, Ill kill him myself. Im gonna go find out. She started toward the parking lot again.

Where are you going? Cade asked.

To talk to Gus Hampton, she said. The color was starting to return to her face.

No, you cant go, Cade said. Blair, you need to stay here.

Why? she asked, swinging around. Am I under arrest?

Of course not, he said. But youre interfering with an investigation. I already have officers looking for Gus. He shouldnt be that hard to find. But when they find him, theyll be interviewing him, not you. He caught up to her, touched her shoulder, and leaned down to look into her face. Blair, I promise you, were going to find who did this. But youll have to let us do it, without getting in our way.

Well, I dont let things rest, Cade, she said.

I know you dont, he said.

Jonathan put his arm around Morgan. Cade, I want to see that gun.

Im sorry, Jonathan. Its evidence in a homicide case.

Well, then Im going with McCormick to show him where mine is. Ill take Morgan with me.

You cant go, Jonathan, Cade said.

Jonathan gaped at him. What do you mean, I cant go?

I need you here, he said. We may need to ask you more questions.

You know where to find me, Jonathan told him. You can call me at home and ask me.

Jonathan, youre not going anywhere.

Why not? Jonathan asked again. Cade, whatre you saying?

Cade stood eye to eye with him, unmoving. Im saying that if you try to leave, Ill have to arrest you.

He went back into the warehouse, and Jonathan stood there, his mouth openfeeling as if nothing in his world made sense any more.





It wasnt long before McCormick was back at the warehouse with the news. The door to the toolshed was wide open, and Jonathan Clearys speargun wasnt there.

That wasnt what Cade wanted to hear. He had hoped McCormick would tell him that the gun was right where Jonathan kept it. Hed already heard back from Billy Caldwell, who was at the station with the other three spearfishermen. Hed found each of their guns and brought them in with them. Another officer had checked with every sports store in town. Only one sold spearguns, mostly through catalog orders. He hadnt sold any Blue Water Magnums.

Jonathans was still the only one they knew of on the island.

Want me to read him his rights? McCormick asked.

Cade couldnt conceive of locking up his friend. He tried to think through the possibilities. Someone had taken the gun out of the shed and used it to kill Thelma and Wayne. Then they had left it at the scene so the police would find it. Maybe they wanted it to look like Jonathan had done it.

Or maybe there was someone else on the island who had one, or one of the transient seamen, or a psychotic tourist. . .   .

Maybe Jonathan had just misplaced his gun. . .   .

Or maybe the most obvious possibility was the truththat Jonathan had gotten so angry at them that he had acted in a fit of rage, hardly knowing what he was doing. . .   .

But Cade had known Jonathan for years, had grown up with him, played baseball and football with him. They had gone to college together, and Cade had been best man in Jonathans wedding. He knew his friend to be a good person, one who didnt have murder in his heart. Could some set of circumstances have conspired to push Jonathan into a lethal rage?

If there was a possibility, even a remote one, that Jonathan might have done this, Cade had to lock him up. He had no choice.

For the first time since his uncle, the mayor, had appointed him chief of police, he wished he had found another vocation.

Tell me what to do, and Ill do it, McCormick said.

Ill take care of it, Cade said. He looked across the warehouse to the open door. Through it, he could see Blair, sitting out on that bench, looking so strong and angry, when inside he knew she was falling apart. And sweet Morgan, still clinging to her husband, shivering from the shock. She would accuse Cade of using Jonathan as a scapegoat. She would claim that he was trying to look effective by making an arrestany arrestso the people of the town wouldnt panic. Would she be right?

But Jonathan owned the murder weapon, and hed had that fight with his in-laws earlier that day. He was a hothead, always had been. He flew off the handle at the slightest thing. Maybe today hed gotten too angry . . . gone too far . . .

If he could just get Jonathan away from Morgan and Blair, maybe he could soften the blow for them. Maybe Jonathan would come willingly and wouldnt make him cuff him. Or even better, maybe hed have an explanation for everything, one that made sense and cleared him as a suspect.

He crossed the warehouse, his steps shaking the hardwood floor. Jonathan met his eyes as he stepped outside. Jonathan, your speargun wasnt in the toolshed.

Jonathan seemed to process that for a moment, and his face changed. Gus. He . . . or any of the other tenants . . . could have gotten it out. The key is hanging right there on a hook in the kitchen.

I have somebody still looking for Gus, he said. But meanwhile, Im going to have to take you in.

Now?

Now. Cade looked out over the water. It looked like a storm was brewing in the south, and the water on the river was growing restless. He wished he could get into his boat, ride the river out to the sea, and watch that angry sky open up around him. It would be better to face that storm than the one raging inside him.

Jonathan gaped at him, confused. Cade, you dont have to take me to the station to talk to me. I dont want to leave my wife right now. She needs me. I have to take her home. He pulled Morgan up and put his arms around her shoulders. When you get through here, you can come over to Hanover House, and well check out the toolshed. If my gun is gone, then thats a crime scene too. There might be evidence there.

I intend to check out the toolshed, Cade said. McCormick put one of my men on it. But in the meantime, Jonathan, I got to tell youyoure the prime suspect. And as I see it, I have no choice but to arrest you for the murder of Thelma and Wayne Owens.

What? Morgan asked, her voice hollow with grief. She was shivering so badly that she needed a blanket. Cade, you cant! she cried. This is crazy.

Jonathan got that wild look in his eyes, the one he used to get when their team was behind. My family has just been gutted, and youre arresting me? What are you? Crazy?

Im doing my job, Jonathan, Cade said. You have the right to remain silent

Well, you can do your job on somebody else!

You have the right to an attorney . . . Cade pulled the cuffs off his belt as he spoke, but Jonathan backed away.

Cade, dont be stupid. People dont take you seriously as it is. Theyre really going to mock you when they hear about this. Theyll ride you out of town.

Jonathan, Im asking you to come willingly, without the cuffs. I dont want to make this ugly.

Morgan cried out and clung harder to her husband. Please, Cade. No! Not now.

Cade had to turn away and look out over that water again. His eyes stung, and a lifetime of history reeled in fast-forward through his mind. His friendship with Jonathan, his affection for Morgan, his love for her parents . . .

And Blair.

He forced himself to look at her. Blair was staring at Jonathan, her face twisted and stunned. Jonathan, how did your gun kill Mama and Pop?

I want to know that too, Jonathan said. Cade, youre not taking me anywhere. Im taking my wife home, and Im going to look in that toolshed, and Im going to get right in the face of every one of our tenants. Ill see it in their eyes if one of them did this. And when I do, you can arrest me then, because thats when Ill be guilty of murder.

Cade snapped a cuff on Jonathans wrist. Jonathan tried to pull away from him, but Cade wrestled him to the ground.

Sobbing, Morgan threw herself at Cade. What are you doing? Cade, stop it!

Cade snapped the other cuff and pulled Jonathan up. He kept the thought of those bleeding bodies at the forefront of his mind as he forced Jonathan across the parking lot and into the back of his squad car.









End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/0310217571_sm.jpg





OEBPS/0310217601_sm.jpg





OEBPS/0310217598_sm.jpg





OEBPS/0310235197_sm.jpg





OEBPS/0310233186_sm.jpg





OEBPS/0310235944_sm.jpg





OEBPS/031020707x_sm.jpg





OEBPS/0310235936_sm.jpg
e

Blfekstock





OEBPS/031020710x_sm.jpg





OEBPS/0310242975_sm.jpg
L(/;HZI

wdQewsons

BEVERLY LAHAVE
TERRI BLACKSTOCK






OEBPS/031021758x_sm.jpg





OEBPS/0310242967_sm.jpg
BEVERIY LAHAYE
I BLACKSTOCK






OEBPS/0310200156_sm.jpg
e
T





OEBPS/0310200164_sm.jpg
‘ Xﬁs\'\i\&“ﬁ
A





OEBPS/0310242983_sm.jpg
BEVERIY LAHAYE
TERRI BLACKSTOCK





OEBPS/0310200172_sm.jpg





OEBPS/0310200180_sm.jpg
T

>
m\m.\ i,

dgul
N





OEBPS/0310207088_sm.jpg





OEBPS/0310207096_sm.jpg





OEBPS/MSRCover.png
CAPRLICE

Bl&&kstock





OEBPS/art_caprefug_map.jpg





OEBPS/0310250641_sm.jpg





OEBPS/blackstockt_portrait_sm.jpg





OEBPS/art_title.jpg
CXPrUCE





OEBPS/MSRThumb.jpg
Wfuce

Bladkstock





OEBPS/zondervan_logo1.jpg
ONDERVAN’






