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CHAPTER 1

The Georgia Weather Bureau’s prophecy of fifty-mile-per-hour winds had been fulfilled and surpassed, much to Matthew Cade’s chagrin. As chief of the small Cape Refuge police force, Cade could do little about the ravages of the storm as it beat across the island toward Savannah. But the safety of the residents was always his concern.

Though it was two in the afternoon, the sky looked as dark as nightfall.

Lightning bolted overhead in a panoramic display of white-hot fingers, grounding on the island and splaying across the angry Atlantic. The thunder cracked in rapid crashes, and rain slatted down at an angle that made umbrellas useless and flooded some of the streets.

Cade strained to see through the windshield of his squad car. The rain pounding on his roof and his wipers slashing across his windshield made it difficult for him to hear the radio crackling on his dashboard. He turned it up.

Fender benders had been reported at three locations on Cape Refuge, and a power line was down near the condos lining the north beach.

If everyone would just stay inside, maybe they could avoid any more problems. But that never happened. On days like this, residents insisted on driving through the storm at the same speeds they used on dry, sunny days. Tornado watchers stood out on their front porches, watching the sky for funnel clouds. And the most reckless among the residents would brave the lightning and drag their surfboards out to the waves, hoping to catch a thrill in the tempest.

Cade and his police force were left to clean up the messes and head off new disasters.

The dispatcher’s voice crackled across the radio, and he picked up the mike. “Go ahead, Sal.”

“Chief, there’s another power line down on a road over at the dock. Somebody’s going to get hurt unless you detour that traffic.”

Cade sighed. “All right, I’m on my way.”

He set the mike back in its holder and turned on his blue lights. Making a U-turn, he headed back around the southern tip of the island, then northbound toward the dock. He couldn’t have residents driving over live power lines. He hoped the power company would hurry up and get its trucks out here.

The wipers swiped across his windshield, but the rain pounded too hard to give him much visibility. He strained to see. 

Most cars pulled to the side of the road to let him pass. He turned on his siren to alert the others, but three or four kept their course in the lane in front of him.

“Get out of the way!” he yelled, pulling so close to the car in front of him that he knew one touch of its brakes would put him in the front seat with the driver.

Fortunately, the man pulled over. The other cars ahead of him still hadn’t heard or seen him, so he moved up behind the next one, his siren still blaring. A block ahead, Cade saw a man standing on the opposite side of the road, seemingly oblivious to the rain pounding down on him. Passing traffic sprayed walls of water up over him, but he just stood there, watching the traffic pass.

The car in front of Cade still didn’t move, so he punched his horn. The southbound lane with traffic coming toward him had cleared as drivers pulled off to the shoulder of Ocean Boulevard. He pulled around the car in front of him into the southbound lane and gently accelerated.

The man on the side of the road still stood there, drenched and undaunted. Cade knew that, as he passed, his tires in the water would spray him. Why didn’t the man move?

He kept his siren blaring and pushed his horn again as he drove northbound in the southbound lane. He pulled even with the car that had refused to move out of the way and looked across at the driver. The driver looked back, panic evident on his face—a teenager, probably a new driver with no idea how to react. The kid slammed on his brakes.

Cade stepped on his accelerator and turned his eyes ahead again—just in time to see the pedestrian step out in front of him. 

Cade yelled and slammed on his brakes. His car slid straight toward the man. . . .

Thunder cracked at the same instant as the impact. The man flew up over the hood and smashed into Cade’s windshield, shattering it . . . then, as if he’d bounced, he flew out in front of the car and landed in a heap in the middle of the road. Cade couldn’t move for a few seconds, then fumbled for the door handle and managed to get out. The rain flooded over him, and the wind almost knocked him back into the car. He rushed toward the man. 

Oh, dear God, what have I done?

He heard yelling and doors slamming as other drivers got out and splashed toward him.

Reaching the man first, Cade knelt in three inches of water. The victim’s eyes fluttered open, and his lips moved without sound. Cade grabbed the radio on his shoulder. “Sal, I need an ambulance just half a mile north of the Pier!” He yelled the words to make sure he was heard. “I need it right now! I just ran over a pedestrian!”

“Right away, Chief.”

Cade touched the man’s head, careful not to move it. Warm blood soaked his hand, but the pelting rain quickly washed it away.

“Can you hear me, buddy?”

The man tried to speak, but Cade couldn’t hear him. Thunder crashed again.

He touched the man’s throat; his pulse was weak, erratic.

“Hang on! You’re gonna be all right. Just hang on.” He had to stop the bleeding, so he pressed against the wound at the back of the man’s head. But there was so much blood . . . too much . . .

The man tried to rise up, and this time Cade heard his raspy voice. “You have to . . . please . . . out of control . . .”

“Don’t move!” What did one do for an open head wound?

He heard sirens blaring, voices calling. Someone opened an umbrella over them in a feeble attempt to shelter the victim from the storm, but the wind turned it inside out. Someone else threw a raincoat over the man. . . .

Lightning flashed, thunder bolted. . . .

“Cade,” someone said, “he just ran right out in front of you!”

The blood was coming so fast. The man’s pulse weakened. Where was that ambulance?

“I saw him. It was like he was in a trance or something.”

“Is he dead, Cade?”

The siren grew closer, and he prayed that people would stay off the road and leave the ambulance a path. It stopped short, and he heard feet running toward him. Paramedics knelt beside the body, and Cade moved back. “Head injury,” he yelled over the storm. “He bounced off my windshield.”

As the medics worked, Cade backed farther away, his mind racing with the facts.

I’ve hit a man . . . an innocent man. . . .

He started to whisper rapid-fire prayers for a miracle. The man couldn’t die. That was all there was to it. Police cars were meant to keep people from danger, not kill them.

“Call for a Medi-Vac, Cade!” one of the medics cried. “And clear us a path. He’s running out of time.”

“The helicopter can’t fly in this! You’ll have to drive him.” He helped the paramedics get the man into the ambulance and then directed traffic as the ambulance headed out.

He shook his head, trying to pull himself together. Somebody had to be in charge here. But what did the chief of police do when he was the one who had almost killed a man?

He turned and saw some of his uniformed officers coming toward him.

“J.J., detour traffic,” he yelled. “Keep it off of this block until we finish here. Jim, get over to the downed power lines out in front of the dock and divert traffic there. Alex, you take pictures and work the accident. . . .”

“But Cade, are you sure you don’t want to work it?”

“I’ve got to get to the hospital and see if he’s all right.” His voice broke. “Just write the report and treat me like any other driver who hit a pedestrian. Call my cell phone if you have questions. It should get a signal by the time I reach Savannah.” He walked back to his car and got in.

Through the shattered windshield, he saw Alex looking back at him as if he wasn’t sure what to do. Then he turned away and began questioning witnesses.

Cade closed his eyes and lowered his head to the steering wheel. That man could die.

Why had he stepped out into traffic? He must have seen Cade coming. The squad car lights had been flashing and his siren was on. Even people in cars with radios blaring and air conditioners humming had heard him and gotten out of the way. How could this man have stepped into the path of a speeding police car?

He felt as if a fist had punched a hole in his lungs. He found it hard to breathe, and his head had begun to throb.

He reached for the keys hanging in the ignition, then realized that he couldn’t move this car until they’d finished working the scene. Besides, he couldn’t drive with a busted windshield.

He got out of the car and started walking through the rain.

“Where are you going, Chief?” Alex asked him.

“To find a ride back to the station so I can get my truck.”

“I’ll take you, Cade!” Melba Jefferson, a little round woman who attended his church and made it her business to comfort those in need, stood nearby, fighting her umbrella with a distraught look on her face.

“Okay, Melba,” he said. “Let’s go.”

She led him to her car parked on the side of the road. He got into it, and she slid her round body into the driver’s side. “Honey, are you all right?”

He shook his head. “It’s not about me, Melba. There’s a man dying.”

She reached into the backseat and got a box of tissue. “Sweetie, your hand’s all bloody.”

Cade looked at it. The man’s blood had stained it, though the rain had begun to wash it away. He pulled out several tissues and wiped the rest of it off.

Melba pulled out onto the street, and Alex directed her so that she could turn around and head back to the station. When they were on their way, she stayed quiet, which Cade appreciated. Clearly, Melba knew when words were appropriate and when they weren’t.

She drove him up to the station, pulled into the parking lot. “I’ll get some people praying, Cade,” she said.

He nodded. “You do that. Thanks for the ride, Melba.”

Cade jogged across the gravel parking lot to his truck, jumped inside, and was pulling out onto the street before Melba could get her car turned around.



CHAPTER 2

Is this some kind of April Fool’s joke?” Blair Owens leaned on the small conference table in the cramped library and tapped her pencil on her palm. “Because if it is, I need to get back to work.”

“It ain’t no April Fool’s joke,” Morris Ambrose told her. “That woulda been last Thursday.”

She laughed. “You people can’t seriously want me to run for mayor. That’s insane. It’s ludicrous. And I wouldn’t go around saying it out loud, Morris, or you might lose your seat on the city council. Folks will start thinking you’re showing signs of dementia.”

Morris was undaunted. So were the other three who had come with him—Jerry Ann Shepp who ran the Cape Refuge Racquet Club; Matt Pearl, proprietor of the most expensive restaurant in town; and Gerald Madison, who owned Madison Boat Shop.

“Blair, think about it for a minute,” Gerald said, wiping the beads of perspiration from above his lip. “The mayor’s seat is empty since Fred got thrown in jail. Some real lowlifes are running. Sam Sullivan doesn’t have the brains of a shrimp, and Ben Jackson hates big business.”

Blair grinned and shook her head. “Gerald, Cape Refuge doesn’t have any big business.”

“You know what he means!” Jerry Ann piped in. “Blair, he’s an electrician and thinks he needs to stick it to every business owner in town. We need somebody with a clear head and a backbone. Somebody honest. Somebody who can’t be pushed around.”

“Oh, brother.” Blair felt the scars on the right side of her face burning. It always happened when she was surprised or embarrassed or, in this case, amazed. She got up and went to the pot of coffee she had brewed for this Sunday afternoon mystery meeting. Glancing out the door into the room stacked with books, she saw that Gray Foster was still studying at one of the reading tables, his nose buried in a book.

She turned back to the group. “This is crazy. Just crazy. I’m not the political type. I hate that kind of stuff. I’d much rather fight city hall than run it. Besides that, I’m not all that committed to living here since my parents died. One day I might pick up and move. You don’t want a mayor who’d do that, do you?”

Matt Pearl, dressed in a designer suit with a black T-shirt underneath, crossed his sockless foot over his knee. “We know you, Blair. If you were elected mayor, you’d stay.”

She poured her coffee and took a sip. “See, that’s just it, Matt. I couldn’t get elected. I’ve insulted ninety percent of the residents of Cape Refuge at one time or another. No, you’ve got to find yourself another patsy.”

The four of them looked at each other with brooding eyes. “Well, who then? We’ve got to come up with our own candidate so some rube doesn’t take the mayor’s seat.”

Jerry Ann began to rub her temples. “It’s awful, you know. For our town to be without a judge, a mayor, and a newspaper all in one fell swoop.”

“That’s the way it goes.” Blair came back to her seat. “But I’m not the one.”

The phone rang, and she excused herself and dashed out into the book room and across to her office to answer it. “Cape Refuge Public Library, may I help you?”

“Blair, it’s Morgan.”

“Let me call you back, Sis. I’ve got people here.”

“It’s important. Did you hear about Cade?”

Blair stiffened. “No, what about him?”

“He hit a pedestrian. The man might die.”

Blair caught her breath. “You’re kidding.”

“Melba Jefferson saw the whole thing. Cade’s on his way to the hospital.”

Blair shoved her blonde hair back. “Is Cade hurt?”

“I don’t think so. Melba didn’t mention it. She just said he’s pretty torn up about it.”

“Okay, I’m closing shop and going to the hospital.”

“Come by and get me,” Morgan said. “I’ll go too.”

“Five minutes. Be ready.” Blair reached for her keys hanging on a hook on the wall. She hung up and ran back into the conference room. “Meeting’s over, guys. Thanks for coming by. I have to run to Savannah.”

She herded the four out of the library and turned back to the college student. “Gray, you have to go.”

“Let me stay, Blair,” he said. “Come on, I’m right in the middle of something. I’ll lock up when I leave.”

She didn’t have time to argue, so she gave in. “All right. But don’t leave me a mess to clean up.”

“I won’t.”

She hurried out to her car, hoping the streets weren’t too flooded to get through.

Cade was hurting, and she didn’t want him to be alone.

Morgan set the phone back in its cradle and took off her apron. At twenty-eight, she was responsible for Hanover House, a bed-and- breakfast that served as a halfway house for the down-and-out instead of a haven for tourists. In an attempt to foster a family atmosphere for the tenants, she cooked a full meal each night and expected everyone to eat together. But tonight, Cade, her husband’s best friend, was in trouble. She wished she could reach Jonathan to tell him, but he’d gone to Savannah for his Sunday Bible study at the county jail.

“Sadie, can you watch Caleb and get dinner out when it’s done? I’ve got everything in the oven. It should be ready at six.”

Her seventeen-year-old foster daughter bounced baby Caleb on her hip. “Sure, no problem.”

Morgan smiled at the young girl she had found hiding in her boathouse just a few months ago. She’d had a broken arm and was desperately hiding from the man who had beaten her. Only later had Morgan learned about Caleb, Sadie’s baby brother, still in the man’s possession.

Thank goodness that was behind them and Sadie’s mother had given Morgan and Jonathan legal guardianship over both of them while she served her prison term. Sadie was more help than responsibility, and seventeen-month-old Caleb was pure joy.

Morgan heard Blair’s horn outside, and she pressed a kiss on Caleb’s cheek, then Sadie’s. “Don’t forget dinner. And when Jonathan gets home tell him I went to the hospital with Blair.”

“I didn’t think we had a hospital on Cape Refuge,” Sadie said.

“We don’t. They took the man to Savannah.” She pulled on her raincoat, grabbed an umbrella, and dashed out the door.

The umbrella did little good. By the time she’d climbed inside Blair’s old Volvo, her long hair was soaked. “Look at me,” she said with disgust.

“Yeah, look at you.” Blair put the car into reverse and, wrenching her neck around, backed out. “You’re the only one I know whose hair can take a rainstorm.”

Morgan didn’t answer. She’d always hated her curls; Blair had always coveted them. “Hey, you might want to cut through the island, since Ocean Boulevard is blocked off at the South Beach Pier.”

“I’m on it,” Blair said and pulled her car out of the driveway.



CHAPTER 3

The tempest still raged in Savannah as the tropical storm pushed inland. Trees bent like bows in the wind, their leaves and branches reaching west. Water rose on some of the streets, making them impassable, but Blair navigated her way through the detours and reached Seventy-third Street and Candler Hospital at last.

The white building with its black windows loomed up in front of them, and she drove around to the emergency room and pulled up to the door. “Here, I’ll let you out and park.”

Morgan looked relieved. “Thanks. I’ll find Cade. Use my umbrella.”

Blair watched as Morgan rushed in. Pulling out of the covered drive, she found a parking place not far from the door. Normally, she wouldn’t have used the umbrella, but she didn’t like the idea of looking like a wet puppy in front of Cade.

The moment that thought flashed through her mind, she rebuked herself. This wasn’t a fashion show, for heaven’s sake. She had come to support Cade, not impress him.

Still, she used the umbrella and made a run for it. She made it inside without too much damage, and shaking out the umbrella, she looked around for Morgan or Cade.

Morgan stood at the reception desk. Blair joined her. “What’s the story?”

“The man’s still alive,” Morgan said. “They said Cade is back there, that we could go to him.”

Blair followed Morgan through the doors and into the wide antiseptic hall. She saw Cade farther down, sitting outside an examining room, his chair tipped back on two legs. His head leaned back against the wall, and he stared into space with reflective brown eyes. She could see he was troubled.

Something in her chest tightened.

Blair slowed her step as they approached. “Cade?”

Cade turned and dropped the front two legs of his chair. Surprise registered on his face as he got to his feet. “Blair . . . Morgan. What are you doing here?”

Morgan went to hug him. It was natural for her, the Earth Mother. Who wouldn’t want a hug from her? Blair hung back.

“We heard what happened,” Morgan said. “How is he?”

“I don’t know. He’s in surgery.” He looked at Blair and offered a half-smile. “You’re wet.”

She smiled. “So are you.”

He looked down at his wet uniform, then regarded her again. “I can’t believe you came here in this storm.”

She shrugged. “We couldn’t let you go through this alone.” Blair sat down in the chair beside him, and he dropped back into his own. His dark hair was still damp and disheveled, and the lines around his eyes gave him the look of a man much older than thirty-three. Those lines were part sun, part laughter, part stress. Today’s accident had added at least another ten years.

“Cade, are you all right?” Morgan asked. “Were you hurt at all?”

“No, not me. But this guy’s in really bad shape.”

His chair went back on two legs again. Blair saw clearly that he was not all right. “I can’t believe this happened.”

“How did it happen, Cade?” Blair asked.

He swallowed and crossed his arms over his chest. “I was trying to hurry over to a downed power line, and I saw him standing on the side of the road, looking straight at me. And then he just stepped out in front of me. I slammed on my brakes, but the car skidded because the road was too wet. . . .” His voice broke off, and she saw the slight tremor in the muscles of his chin.

Blair wished she had a little Earth Mother in her. “Who is he?”

Cade shook his head again. “That’s just it. I don’t know. He was trying to speak, but he didn’t make any sense. The paramedics said he had no identification on him. None. Not even a wallet. Not a penny in his pocket.”

“Well, that’s not so unusual on Cape Refuge,” Blair said. “Tourists leave their stuff in hotel rooms or glove compartments all the time while they go to the beach or sightsee.”

Cade’s eyes glistened as he stared straight ahead. “He just stood there. People spraying him as they went by. Why did he step in front of me?”

“Maybe he was drunk,” Blair offered.

“Who knows?” He rubbed his eyes. “I can’t notify anybody until we find out who he is. They need consent forms signed, insurance. I don’t even know who to call.”

His nostrils flared with the effort of holding back tears.

Cade was tough, but he had a sensitive heart. She knew what this was costing him. She wanted to touch his hand, but that kind of gesture didn’t come as naturally for her as it did for Morgan. 

She looked away, hoping to make him feel less vulnerable.

A door opened near them, and a doctor came out in green scrubs with his mask pulled below his chin. Cade got up and looked at him hopefully.

“Chief Cade?”

Cade nodded. “I’ve got my men trying to figure out who he is, so we can notify the family and get the insurance—”

“I’m sorry, Chief.” The doctor’s words cut Cade off, and the rest of his sentence hung in the air. “He didn’t make it.”

Cade’s mouth dropped open, and he looked as though he hadn’t heard right. Then understanding dawned. “Oh, no,” he whispered.

“We did what we could,” the surgeon said, “but he had multiple injuries. A very serious head injury, and the gunshot wound through his torso.”

Cade stared at him blankly for a moment. “No, there was no gunshot. Just the impact of the car. He was walking and he came out in front of me—”

The surgeon shook his head. “He was shot, all right. Maybe that’s why he stumbled out in front of you.”

Blair looked up at Cade and saw the confusion on his face. “You mean, he was already shot, trying to wave down help? And I came along and ran him over?”

The surgeon took off his surgical cap and wadded it in his hand. “I’m sure you tried to avoid it, Chief. But yes, there was probably already an injury. It looks like he was shot at very close range. Possibly a suicide attempt. Maybe he lost his nerve and went for help.”

Blair saw the color draining from Cade’s face, and for a minute she thought he might just hit the ground. “He might have lived,” Cade said. “I might have gotten him help.”

Blair forgot her inhibitions and pulled Cade into a hug, and he slumped over her. She felt his body shaking, his breath catching as he tried to calm himself. She touched his damp hair.

“I killed a man . . . a perfectly innocent man whose name I don’t even know.”

Blair knew he had killed men before in the line of duty, men with guns who were trying to use them, men who were intent on murder.

But this was different. “Cade, it’s not your fault.”

“Why didn’t I stop sooner? Why wasn’t I going slower? A man standing there bleeding to death in the rain, and I didn’t even see that he was in distress.”

“How could you have known?” She would have pulled back then, but he clung so tightly that she kept holding him. Morgan began to rub his back.

The surgeon looked as if he didn’t know whether to stay or go. “Chief, given the gunshot, how would you like us to proceed?” 

Cade straightened and looked back at him, clearly trying to think. “Well, the gunshot changes everything. I’ll call the medical examiner. I’ll need to see the body, take pictures, examine his clothes for evidence.” He paused, his eyes moving back and forth as he thought through the proper steps. “Just give me a minute, Doc.”

Cade watched the doctor head back to the operating rooms. Morgan had tears in her eyes as she touched Cade’s face. “Look at me, Cade,” she whispered.

Cade looked down at her.

“You know you didn’t do it on purpose,” she said. “The man was already dying. You can’t blame yourself.”

Cade raked his hands through his wet black hair. “I killed a man who was in trouble. How are we going to notify his family? There could be a wife, children . . . ?”

Blair wished she knew what to do. “We’ll figure out who he is, Cade.”

Cade started to pace. “I need to call the station, tell them to change it from an accident scene to a possible crime scene. We have to figure out where he was walking from, so we can determine if it was suicide or homicide. His car’s probably parked at the South Beach Pier, since he seemed to be coming from there. It’s raining, so the parking lot wouldn’t be full. Maybe we can figure out which car it is and find the weapon. . . .”

Blair wished she could help. “Cade, what can I do?”

“Nothing,” he said. “I just need to get busy. Thanks, you two, for coming.”

Blair watched him head down the hall.

“Well, I don’t guess there’s anything else we can do here,” Morgan said. “We might as well go.”

But Blair just stared in the direction he had gone. “I think I’ll stay. Take my car and go on home.”

“Why?”

“Because I think after he examines the body he’s going to need some support. I want to be here. I’ll ride home with him.”

Morgan just looked at her for a moment. “Are you sure? It could be hours.”

“That’s fine. I can wait.”

“What about the library?”

“Gray Foster said he’d lock up.”

Morgan sighed. “Well, all right. If it goes too long, call me and I’ll come back to get you.”

As Morgan left her, Blair took the seat Cade had abandoned, and waited.

Two hours later, she watched as the Medical Examiner and some orderlies wheeled the body out to an ambulance for transport to the morgue. Cade and Joe McCormick, his detective who had rushed to the hospital as soon as Cade had called with news of the shooting, walked out behind them.

Blair got up, and as Cade turned around, she saw that he looked pale and defeated. Surprise registered on his face at the sight of her. “You’re still here.”

She felt a little silly. “I figured you might want some company for the ride home. Morgan took my car.”

His eyes softened as he gazed down at her. “I appreciate that, Blair.”

The scars on her face felt hot, and she knew they were flaming. She turned her face away and glanced toward where Joe and the medical examiner stood at the exit. “So what do you think? Homicide or suicide?”

“Hard to say,” Cade muttered. “All I know is the impact of my car did more damage than the gun shot. He might have made it if—“

“If he hadn’t walked out in front of you?” Cade was going to try to shoulder the whole burden of guilt. She couldn’t let that happen.

He raked his hands through his rain-styled hair. “Guess we’d better hit the road. I have a ton of work when I get back.”

She fell into step beside him. “Have they identified the man yet?” 

“No, but we should have something soon. Joe’s running his prints through AFIS.”

“AFIS?”

“Automated Fingerprint Identification Systems. If the guy’s ever been fingerprinted before, we should find a match pretty quickly. But they still haven’t found a car or apartment or hotel room yet. The rain isn’t helping. His tracks were washed away, so they haven’t been able to determine where he came from.”

They went through the ER to the overhang just outside the door, and stood there for a moment as Cade stared out at the storm. Blair saw in his eyes that he wasn’t hanging back because of the weather. He was still working through the facts, dealing with that dead body he’d just had to examine, trying to make some logical sense of it all.

“I could go get the truck,” she said. “Bring it up for you.”

Still staring at the rain, he shook his head. “I’m okay. I won’t have you getting drenched to keep me from it. I’ll get the car and come get you.”

“No way.” She grabbed his keys out of his hand and started for the truck. But he launched out behind her, reached it before she did, and unlocked her side. She slipped in, soaking wet.

Cade got in on the other side, slammed the door shut, and set his hands on the steering wheel. For a moment he stared out through the blurred windshield, as if gathering his strength for the drive home. The sound of the rain against the roof was punctuated by the thunder cracking at unexpected intervals. “You didn’t have to stay all this time, Blair.”

She stared straight ahead at the raindrops making quarter-sized circles on the windshield. “I know.”

“How’d you hear about the whole thing?”

“Melba’s prayer chain.”

Cade’s face twisted. Blair knew he was thinking that she wasn’t a praying woman. “She called you to pray?”

“Of course not. She called Morgan, who told me.”

“Oh.” Disappointment slackened his face.

Blair knew her lack of faith in the things he believed was like a wall between them, but she refused to masquerade as a believer when she wasn’t one.

He backed out of his spot and pulled out into traffic on the busy street beside the hospital. “Maybe I can brainstorm with you on the way back,” Blair said, “and help you figure out how to find out the man’s identity, in case there’s not a match for the prints. You gotta admit I’m a pretty good problem solver.”

He considered that a moment. “Guess there’s no better person to help me figure it out.” He sighed. “You should be a cop.”

“Yeah, that’ll be the day. I look awful in black.”

He smiled then, and Blair felt a small sense of victory.

For a while, he drove through the storm, concentrating on the roads rather than trying to make conversation. He drove too carefully, as if certain that another pedestrian-in-distress would jump out in front of him.

The steady whish-whish of the wipers worked itself into Blair’s brain as she tried to think of solutions. Finding the man’s identity wouldn’t make Cade feel any better about what had happened, but at least he wouldn’t feel so helpless.

“I’m thinking that you could give a picture of the man to the media and let them get it on the ten o’clock news. By midnight you’re sure to have somebody calling with information.”

“Where are we going to get a picture, Blair? We can’t very well flash shots of the man’s dead body on the television screen. I don’t want his family to find out that way.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” She thought about that for a moment. “Maybe just a physical description of what he was wearing and what he looked like. Weight, height, eye color . . .”

He blew out a long breath. “Maybe someone’s already missed him. Maybe they’d call in. Then I could go to their residence and explain what happened.”

She shot him a look. “Yourself?”

“Who else?”

“Well, I don’t know, but Cade, don’t you think you should send someone else?”

She saw the muscles of his jaw flexing. “No. I’m the one who should go.”

Silence again. Blair knew there was no use trying to talk Cade out of that. As difficult as it would be for him, he would never ask anyone else to do it.

“It’s weird how suddenly life can spin out of control,” he said.

She let her eyes settle on him. “Isn’t it, though? I’ve been there, Cade.”

His face softened and he looked over at her. “Yeah, I know you have.”

She didn’t have to say it. The day her parents were murdered had been the worst day of her life. One minute she was standing in a city council meeting with her sleeves rolled up, ready to fight for Hanover House to stay open, and the next she was standing in the room with her parents’ dead bodies. Cade had been right there beside her.

“I felt helpless that day too,” Cade whispered, as if he’d read her mind.

“You weren’t, though. And you’re not now.”

They drove across the Island Expressway to Tybee Island, wound their way to the mouth of the Savannah River, then crossed the island bridge to Cape Refuge. “My cell phone doesn’t work on the island. Let me just stop by the station and see how far they’ve gotten,” he said, “and then I’ll take you home.”

“Take your time,” she said. “In fact, just don’t worry about me. I’ll call Morgan to pick me up when she gets home.”

They rounded Ocean Boulevard at the northern tip of the island, and as they approached the small police station, they saw that the parking lot was full of television vans.

The media had already heard.

Cade groaned. “I don’t believe this.”

“Keep driving, Cade,” Blair said. “Give yourself a minute to think.”

Cade passed the station and headed down the island. “They must have heard the police scanner. This is all I need. Now it’ll be broadcast all over the airwaves.”

“But they don’t know who the man is, right? So it won’t matter.”

Cade breathed a laugh. “Right. They’ll just tell how the Cape Refuge police chief ran some injured man down. And every family in town whose father isn’t home will think it’s him.”

“Maybe the newscasts will lead someone to identifying the body.”

Cade reached the South Beach Pier, where the accident had occurred. The road was clear now. It didn’t look as if anything significant had happened here . . . like a man dying for no good reason. The blood had all washed away.

He drove past Hanover House and headed to Blair’s house, next to the library. He pulled onto the gravel parking lot in a grove of pine trees and mimosas, and stopped the truck.

She didn’t get out. “Cade, are you going to be all right?”

He didn’t answer for a moment—just stared through his windshield to the trees beyond her house. “Yeah. Thanks for coming. I really appreciate it.”

She was quiet for a moment, racking her brain for the right thing to say.

“Cade, if you need some company when you go tell the family, I’ll go with you. I’m not known to be the most sensitive soul in the world, but I know what it feels like to get horrible news about someone you love.”

He patted her hand. “Thanks for the offer. I’ll let you know.”

“And for what it’s worth, when you told me about my parents . . .”

He met her eyes, waiting for her to go on.

“Well, you did it right. You’ll do this right too.”

“Thanks,” he said.

She got out and ran through the rain to her front door, but she didn’t go in until Cade was out of sight.



CHAPTER 4

The moment Cade pulled into the parking lot of the police station, reporters surrounded him with microphones aimed like grenade launchers.

“Chief Cade, is it true the man you hit is dead?” someone asked him as he got out of the truck.

He slammed the door and didn’t answer. Maybe they didn’t yet know about the gunshot.

“Did you know the man you killed?”

He trudged through them, wanting to just get inside and get dry. They seemed ravenous, standing out in the lightning and rain, waiting for a morsel of news. “I’m not ready to make a statement yet,” he said.

At the front door of the station, which had once been a laundromat, some of the reporters pushed closer to follow him in. “Please wait out here!” He barely had room inside for all the officers on duty. Storm or not, there wasn’t room for all these reporters.

“Chief Cade, don’t you feel any compulsion to speak to the people about what you did?”

He turned back to the reporter whose face he saw each night at six and eleven. There was something gratifying about seeing him sopping wet now. “No, James, I told you I’m not ready to make a statement.”

He went in and stood on the mat just inside the door. Man, he was wet. He’d give anything for a change of clothes. He should have gone by his house and gotten something before coming here.

J.J. Clyde sat at one of the desks talking into a phone, and Cade pointed at the door. “Don’t let any of them in, you hear?”

J.J. put his hand over the phone. “I hear, Chief. Any word on who the man is?”

“None,” Cade said. “Where’s Joe?”

“On the phone in your office. It’s been ringing off the hook, people asking questions.”

Cade shot a look through the storefront window to the crowd of reporters standing in the elements. He imagined they were just as interested in the storm pummeling the coast as they were in the death. He almost wished for a tornado to get their mind off him.

He went into his office and found Joe, Cade’s second-in-command and the town’s only detective, sitting in a folding chair near Cade’s desk, the phone cord stretched taut. “No, ma’am, I can’t comment on the investigation. Yes, ma’am.”

Cade saw that Joe, too, was wet. No doubt he’d been out in the storm with the others, looking for the man’s car.

“No, no one was in jeopardy at any time. Yes. All right.”

He hung up the phone and got to his feet. “It’s been a madhouse. Rumors flying all over town. J.J. said we had a few calls speculating on who the man was. Somebody said he was a Hollywood producer renting a cottage over in Eastgate, but they checked and that man is alive and well. Somebody else claimed he was the sprinkler guy putting in a new system over at the Catholic church. But the sprinkler guy is accounted for.” He looked at the puddle gathering under Cade’s feet. “You really ought to change clothes, Cade.”

“Later.” Cade ran his hand through his wet hair. “So what are your thoughts on the gunshot?”

“Sure raises the stakes, doesn’t it? If it wasn’t suicide, then we’ve got a killer out there.”

Cade dropped into his chair. “We can’t speculate until we have some evidence. There’s got to be a car somewhere. An apartment he was occupying. A condo or hotel room. Something.”

“Alex checked the condos in that area,” Joe said. “He wasn’t a tenant. I was thinking about sending men around to all the hotels on the island, to see if any guests are unaccounted for. It’ll take a while.”

“Better get started.”

“Will do.” Joe started for the door. “What about the press?” 

“Ignore them. They know about as much as we do right now. Soon they’ll be scurrying off to meet deadlines.”

“I hear some of them did live remotes for their six o’clock broadcast.”

Cade dropped into his chair. “You’re kidding.”

“Nope. Sorry, Chief. Two birds with one stone, you know. The storm and the accident both in one place. How lucky can they get?”

Cade rubbed his face and watched as Joe disappeared. Could this day get any worse?

When he heard a knock on the door, he looked up with dread. Jonathan Cleary—Morgan’s husband and Cade’s best friend—stood in the doorway. “Hey, buddy. You okay?”

Cade just looked at him.

“Man, you need a change of clothes.”

“Tell me about it.”

Jonathan came in and turned the folding chair toward Cade’s desk. He sat down. “Morgan told me what happened. Want to talk?”

“I don’t even know what to say.” Cade slapped his hands on the desk and made himself straighten. “You don’t happen to have any new tenants at Hanover House, do you?”

“Not this month, no. And we checked. Everyone’s there.”

He sat back, rubbing his mouth. “There are hundreds of tourists on the island this time of year. Maybe I need to do what Blair suggested and make a statement to the press, to give them a physical description.”

“Morgan told me about the gunshot,” Jonathan said. “You gonna tell them?”

Cade looked down at the wood grain on his desk and wondered how long it would be before the press learned of that. Doctors and nurses from the hospital knew, and he’d notified his men as soon as he’d heard. Morgan had told Jonathan. . . . Someone would leak it, and the town would panic.

Cade rubbed his eyes. “I can’t believe this happened. A man’s life . . .” He sighed. “Jonathan, I know I didn’t run the man over on purpose, but maybe I was driving faster than I needed to. Maybe I was negligent by not stopping in time. I saw him standing there. If he was bleeding, I should have seen it.”

“From a distance, in a driving rain? Cade, you didn’t do anything wrong. You were trying to save lives.”

“And I took one instead.”

Jonathan shook his head. “No, you didn’t, man. The guy stepped out in front of you. I talked to Melba Jefferson myself after Morgan told me. She said she saw the whole thing and that you didn’t do anything wrong. The man walked right out in front of you, almost like he meant to. And she didn’t know about the gunshot wound, but she would have said if she’d seen him bleeding. It was pouring rain, Cade.”

Cade got up and paced across the room, his shoes squeaking on the floor. “He’s dead, Jonathan. The man is dead and I killed him.” He stepped into the doorway and, through the glass, saw that the press corps was not going away.

He turned back to Jonathan. “I have to go make a statement,” he said. “I have to give them a description of the man so they can put it on the news. If I don’t, they’ll start making up facts.”

Jonathan got up. “They’re going to attack you with all kinds of questions. Why don’t you let someone else do it? Joe McCormick or somebody.”

“I don’t believe in passing the buck. I can take it.” He walked to the door, took in a deep breath.

“Don’t you want to put on a dry shirt and comb your hair?” Jonathan asked. “I could go to your house and get you a change of clothes.”

“What’s the point? I’m going outside anyway.”

Jonathan grunted. “Let them in, man. You don’t have to do this out in the storm.”

“They’re not coming in here and disrupting my whole operation. There’s not room.”

Jonathan groaned. “At least take my umbrella.”

Cade took the umbrella and Jonathan touched his shoulder. “What about the gunshot?”

Cade thought that over for a moment. They were going to find out anyway, but if he could hold off just a while longer, maybe he’d find the man’s identity and be able to determine whether it was suicide or murder. There was no point in creating a panic about some killer still at large when there might not be any foul play involved. “Think I’ll wait,” he said. “There’s too much we still don’t know.”

Jonathan opened the door for him, and Cade stepped out and opened the umbrella. The winds had died somewhat. The umbrella might hold, after all.

The press swarmed and Cade took immediate control. “I’d like to make a statement,” he yelled over the voices. “Please get back. I have a statement to make.”

The reporters got quiet, but they didn’t step back. Microphones loomed so close to his face that he felt he might emerge bruised. He hoped the rain didn’t electrocute any of them. Trying to ignore them, he spoke.

“This afternoon at 2:00 P.M., a pedestrian was killed on Ocean Boulevard near the South Beach Pier. The man had no identification. I’d like to give you his physical description in hopes that someone who recognizes it can identify him.

“The man was wearing a red plaid short-sleeved shirt, khaki pants, and a pair of Dockers deck shoes. He had blondish-brown hair and brown eyes, was approximately 220 pounds, approximately thirty-five years old, and about six feet tall. If anyone listening to this can identify this man, we would appreciate your calling 555-8327. Thank you.”

“Chief Cade, did the impact kill him instantly?”

“No, it didn’t,” Cade said. “He was alive and speaking right after he was hit and did make it to Candler Hospital in Savannah alive. He died shortly thereafter.”

The reporters began shouting out questions, but Cade headed back inside, blocking out the noise. Jonathan ducked back in with him and took the umbrella out of his hands. “Good job, Cade.”

Cade sighed and looked back out at them. “Maybe it’ll do some good. We’ve got to get a name.”

“We’ll be praying for you, man.”

Cade stared at his friend for a long moment. “’Preciate it, man. You have no idea how bad I need it.”



CHAPTER 5

Cade looked weary and tired when Blair found him at the police station at eleven that night, and from the defeated look on his somber face, she knew he still hadn’t been able to identify the man.

“Hey,” she said from the doorway of his office, and he looked up at her and smiled.

“Hey. What are you doing out so late?”

“I thought I’d come by and watch the news with you. Jonathan told me you’d made a statement to the press. I see most of them are still out there.”

He glanced at his watch. “Yeah, they’re doing live broadcasts. Guess it’s time, isn’t it?”

He had finally changed clothes, and instead of his uniform, he wore a pair of khaki pants and a blue dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up. His face was gray with end-of-day stubble, and his hair seemed to have been unattended since he’d been drenched that afternoon. She felt the urge to push it back off of his forehead.

He got up, stretched, and turned on the television that sat on top of a file cabinet. Turning a chair around for her, he said, “So you think they know about the gunshot yet?”

She sat down and pulled her feet up to the seat. “Probably. But they’d find out sooner or later, Cade.”

“I thought we’d have found something by now. But the man seems to have come out of thin air. No match on his fingerprints. No car, no nothing.”

“There’s something somewhere. Just give it time.”

He dropped back down in his own chair, and she saw his fatigue as he leaned his head back. The theme song for the Channel 3 News came on, and she glanced back at him. His face had tightened, and she knew he dreaded the report. The camera zoomed in on the anchor who had stood out in front of the station just a short time ago. Covered with makeup and hair mousse, one would never know he’d been standing in torrential rains for most of the night.

“Our top story tonight, another baby kidnapped from a hospital in the southeast.”

Blair smiled at Cade. “Well, at least you’re not the headliner.”

Cade didn’t seem comforted by that.

“According to a spokesperson for the Woman’s Hospital in Hilton Head, South Carolina, the day-old baby of Sarah and Jack Branning was kidnapped at 1:00 P.M. today. The kidnapper has been identified as a woman dressed as a nurse, with curly blonde hair and black-framed glasses.”

“Want something to drink?” he asked, as if trying to divert his own attention.

“We might need vodka.” She grinned at him. Cade didn’t drink, and the thought that he’d have some sitting around his office was absurd. She’d hoped to get a smile out of him, but his eyes had drifted back to the set.

“This disappearance makes the fifth in as many weeks. The others were taken from hospitals in Florida and Southern Georgia. “And in other news . . .”

Cade’s picture flashed up on the screen. “There it is.”

“The Cape Refuge chief of police is in the hot seat for running down an injured man on Ocean Boulevard at 3:30 P.M. today.”

“Okay,” Cade said, “they know he was shot.”

“Sources say that Chief Matthew Cade was on his way to direct traffic around a downed power line when he hit an unidentified pedestrian who was bleeding from a gunshot wound to the abdomen. The man was rushed to Candler Hospital in Savannah but later died. Police don’t yet know how the man was shot and have been unable to identify him.”

The anchor paused, and the video of Cade’s press conference filled the screen. “The man was wearing a red plaid short-sleeved shirt, khaki pants, and a pair of Dockers deck shoes. He had blondish-brown hair and brown eyes, was approximately 220 pounds, approximately thirty-five years old, and about six feet tall . . .”

As he spoke, another picture flashed on the screen—a sketch of the dead man’s face.

Cade sprang up. “What in the name of—?”

“Our WSAV-TV News sketch artist was able to make this drawing of the man who was killed. If you know him, please contact us here at Channel 3, or you can call the Cape Refuge Police Department at 555-8327. Chief Cade refused to comment on his part in the man’s death, though he did say that the man spoke to him before he died.”

Blair dropped her feet. “Cade, is that what the man really looked like?”

“Exactly. What did that reporter do? Go to the morgue to draw the man’s face? What if his family sees that? What if they’re sitting in the living room wondering why Dad’s not home and all of a sudden that stupid sketch pops up on the screen?”

It was just the kind of thing she’d expected from the press. 

Blair got up and grabbed the phone. “I’ll get to the bottom of this right now.”

“Who are you calling?”

“A friend at Channel 3. I’m going to find out how they got the picture and how they knew about the gunshot.”

Cade changed the channel and watched the tail end of another station’s coverage of his impromptu press conference. Relieved, he saw that there was no picture there, but they too had the information about the gunshot. He switched to the third local channel. Again, no picture, but the gunshot dominated the piece.

Blair got the station’s recorded greeting, then navigated her way to her friend who worked in the newsroom. She’d worked with him several times when he’d needed research done for a report he was working on. He’d hired her, knowing that she had an uncanny gift for finding facts that no one else could find.

The man answered quickly. “Jason Geddis.”

“Yeah, Jason, hi. Blair Owens.”

“Yeah, Blair. How’s it going?”

“Great. And you?”

“Can’t complain.”

She met Cade’s eyes. He looked as if he wanted to jerk the phone out of her hand and interrogate him himself. “Listen, I was just watching the news and saw the sketch you guys had of the man who died on Cape Refuge . . .”

“Yeah. Pretty good reporting, huh?”

She didn’t comment. “The police didn’t release a sketch of the man, and there were no media at the scene of the accident, so really, Jason, how did you guys get that?”

Jason laughed. “Well, I’m not saying this was the right thing to do or anything, but our artist went to the morgue. He told them he was sent there to do a sketch of the man to help police identify the body. So they let him in.”

Cade turned the volume down on the set and looked over at her, waiting.

“You’re kidding me. And they believed him?”

“Sure they did. Let him right in. Ethics aside, it was an exclusive, and it might help identify the guy.”

Cade set his hands on his hips and stared down at her, waiting.

“So that would be how he knew about the gunshot too, huh?”

“Yep. The person helping him mentioned it.”

Blair breathed out a bitter laugh. “Amazing. How do you guys sleep at night?”

He muttered something about sleeping just fine, and she quickly said good-bye. She knew the scar on her face was crimson. 

Cade’s face was red too. “Tell me, Blair.”

She sighed. “He led them to think he was with the police department, and this rube let him right in, gave him access to the body, and listed the injuries.”

Cade dropped back into his chair. “Unbelievable.”

She watched him for a moment as he leaned his head back and stared at the ceiling. “Cade, maybe it’s for the best,” she said. “You’ve got his face out there now. Somebody’s bound to call in soon.”

“And what if they call Channel 3 instead of me? Is the press going to rush to the family’s home and ask them for a statement?” 

Blair tried to think of something that would comfort him, but the phone rang, and J.J. rushed into the doorway. “Chief, we’ve got a lead.”

“Already?”

The phone began to buzz again. The viewers were already responding.

Cade picked up the phone. “Chief Cade.”

Blair sat and listened as one after another television viewer called in to ask questions or provide leads.

It was going to be a busy night.



CHAPTER 6

It was after midnight when the phone calls with empty leads stopped coming. Blair still sat in a chair in Cade’s office, her feet propped on his desk. Cade’s eyes were dry and weary, but fatigue had not drained him of worry. He wished it would.

“I’m going home.” Blair dropped her feet and got up. “You ought to do the same. Get some sleep, Cade.”

For a moment he just looked at her, his finger rubbing gently across his lips. She was pretty; he’d always thought so. The scars on her face marred only her self-image, as far as he was concerned. They were part of her, the part that spoke of pain behind her tough shell, the part that reminded him how vulnerable she could be.

He wished she was a believer, so that God could heal the inner reaches of those scars.

He wished it for selfish reasons, too.

“I’ll go home soon,” he said. “Thanks for being here during this. I appreciate your support.”

“No problem.” She got up and started out.

Cade followed her. He mentally kicked himself for sounding dismissive or impersonal. He really did appreciate it. She had been there at the hospital when he’d needed someone, and tonight as the saga continued, she’d helped so patiently and compassionately. 

Yet it always ended so coolly with them, as though some line existed between them that neither would cross.

It had finally stopped raining. He walked her to her car, opened her door, and stood there as she got in. “Be careful,” he said.

She smiled up at him. “You too. Go home, Cade.”

“I will.”

Closing her door, he stepped back and watched her drive away.

The wind was muggy and angry, and he looked at the night sky, wondering how in the world this day had taken such a horrible turn. He slid his hands into his pockets and crossed the quiet street to the beach. His feet left the pavement and began to rock through the sand as he walked to the edge of the water.

The morning sun had come today as it always did, and the tide had risen and fallen. Waves still beat against the shore as if everything was the same. How could he have known when he got up this morning that he was going to kill a man today?

Or would the man have died anyway, from his wound?

He went to the lifeguard’s stand, climbed up, and sat in the chair that looked out over the water. The night stars twinkled bright and abundant tonight, reminding him of God’s majesty, but he couldn’t help questioning God’s purpose. He leaned his head back against the wooden slats of the chair. How did one repent for something he had not meant to do? His heart had cried out in contrition ever since the accident occurred. God knew he was sorry, but it didn’t make anything right. For all he knew right now, there was a family grieving because they had seen their father and husband’s face flashed on the television screen, a poor sketch of a dead man rendered by someone who’d never seen him alive. By morning he expected to know who the man was. But what then? 

As he sat in the lifeguard’s chair staring up at the sky, he tried to pray. But his supplications to God were a jumble of incoherent fears, concerns, and self-indictments.

He should pray for the wife, the family, if there was one. He should pray for the friends and loved ones who would grieve over this missing man. He should pray that, if it wasn’t a suicidal gunshot, the shooter would be found. But he couldn’t manage it.

He climbed down to the soft sand and walked down the beach. The surf rumbled loud tonight, hitting hard against the shore. Tourists clamored for rooms in beachfront hotels, but on days like this, when a storm had come and gone and the ocean was restless, they often had trouble sleeping with the roar of the Atlantic in their ears. Tonight the commotion of the waves only mirrored the noise of the voices inside his head—voices that questioned, taunted . . .

Oh, how he wished that his mentor, Wayne Owens, were here to talk to. Blair reminded him a lot of her father. She had his matter-of-fact ways, but without his passion for Christ. She had much advice to give, but few answers. Still, she’d been a comfort to him, and he had to admit that there was no one he’d rather have had by his side tonight.

He turned around and started back to the police station, where his night staff fielded phone calls and chased down leads. He stopped beside the lifeguard’s stand again, leaned against it, and looked out over the water.

“Lord, help me.” It was the only thing he could manage to pray tonight. Maybe what he had done today had put up a wall between him and God. He hoped not. He could not stand the thought of being isolated like that.

Maybe he just needed to rest.

He went back to the station, got his keys, and headed back out to his truck. Quietly he drove home, hoping that the day would shed some light on the things he needed to know and, thus, change everything.





End of sample
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