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            Prologue

         
         Zoe Bascombe graduated in marketing because, according to her family, she’d never make a real career out of music. What they’d
            meant was that she wouldn’t climb a corporate ladder with hard work and smart investments—the only success they understood—but
            what she heard was, You don’t have the talent to be a rock star.
         

         
         She didn’t want to be a rock star, she didn’t want to be any kind of star, she wanted to write music. She’d studied piano—all well-heeled girls did—and tried her hand at composing; she even received a guitar one Christmas from
            her brother Chris. But when it came time to audition for Juilliard, she’d choked. She aced the entrance exam to Wharton. So . . .
         

         
         After graduation, she landed a job at MAX4, a cutting-edge New York music event organizer, that put her close to music as
            she tackled exposure—marketing and physical; arranged transport for temperamental VIPs; synched schedules and herded staff
            members with less interest and ambition than her, hoping, praying, that somehow the climb up this corporate ladder would lead
            her to what she actually loved. Music.
         

         
         And then she was downsized.

         
         One day she was everybody’s darling, the most requested project manager, the most indefatigable worker, the best packer—she
            never arrived anywhere with a wrinkle. Then . . .
         

         
         “Due to a restructuring of the company . . .”

         
         “It isn’t your fault,” she was assured by her superiors, all long-haired, jean-wearing corporate types. “We hate to see you
            go. But . . . seniority. You’ll land on your feet. Hang in. Good luck.”
         

         
         There were tears. Not hers. She just gathered up her personal items and left, no closer to music than when she’d been doodling
            in the margins of her Marketing Strategy textbook as she sat in class on the Wharton campus.
         

         
         She spent three months looking for jobs by day and writing music and going to clubs by night.

         
         It didn’t take that long to know she couldn’t afford to keep her apartment. So, leaving a month’s rent with her two roommates,
            she returned home to live in her old room with her mother as her only companion.
         

         
         Home. That day, home seemed like a failure, and family—like her revolving door of VIPs—was just a bunch of people to make happy
            and all too ready to complain about how you were doing your job.
         

         
         Or they would have been if she hadn’t walked into the kitchen three days later to find her mother dead on the floor.

         
         A blood clot, they said. Jenny Bascombe had been living on borrowed time. Had known she was. And like the consummate organizer
            she was, she had planned her own funeral. Or in Jenny’s case, the lack thereof.
         

         
         She wanted her ashes spread on Wind Chime Beach, a place none of her family had ever heard of. She’d left it to Zoe to arrange
            transport.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1

         
         Zoe Bascombe shot both hands through her hair, leaving it in short, dark spikes. “I don’t know why they’re all angry at me.”

         
         She looked back at the porch steps where her family stood framed by her mother’s perennial border. Her two eldest brothers,
            Errol and Robert, tall and blondish like their father, though Errol’s hairline was beginning to recede. Their wives, suitably
            thin and coiffured. Their several children, fidgety with that glazed-eye look that said they’d been away from their iPhones
            too long.
         

         
         There was also an aunt and two uncles on her father’s side. No father—he had left them years ago for his new secretary. And
            her mother’s attorney, the one person who looked back sympathetically at Zoe where she stood by the door of her SUV.
         

         
         They were still in a state of angry denial. Zoe was, too.

         
         Her youngest brother, Chris, also blond, the most handsome of the three and her only ally, opened the driver’s door. “You
            better get going if you want to miss rush hour.”
         

         
         Zoe tried to smile. “It’s always rush hour on Long Island.”

         
         “It’ll be okay.”

         
         Easy for him to say. He didn’t have to drive to the back of beyond with their mother’s ashes strapped into the passenger seat.
            “Why—”
         

         
         “Hush. Just go and find out. She must have had a reason. She always had a reason.”

         
         For everything, Zoe finished.
         

         
         “I could go with you.”

         
         Zoe shook her head. “Just me. Like you said, she must have a reason.”

         
         “She trusted you to do it.” He choked back a laugh. “Check out Errol. He looks like he’d happily toss her into the perennial
            border and be done with it.”
         

         
         “She’d be happy there,” Zoe said. Her mother’s garden was famous, appeared every spring in all the local magazines. “So why
            does she want to go to this Wind Chime place? She’s never even been there. And why—”
         

         
         “Just go. Call me when you get to the hotel.”

         
         “It will be late.”

         
         “Call me.” He gave her a quick hug.

         
         Zoe slid into the car.

         
         Chris shut the door, smiled, and stepped back.

         
         Zoe took a quick last look in her rearview mirror, where her family appeared as a perfectly framed photo for a bare second
            before dispersing out of frame. Like an Etch A Sketch drawing turned upside down.

         
         Zoe could practically hear them wiping their hands of the situation.

         
         She didn’t look back again. She drove straight down the driveway and onto the street, cutting off life as she knew it in the
            blink of a turn signal.
         

         
         It was a hot day and she turned on the air-conditioning. She’d rather lower the windows and let the air blast in to ruffle
            her hair—brunette like her mother’s—but she was afraid of disturbing the simple celadon urn that her mother had bought for
            the purpose.
         

         
         Putting the urn in the passenger seat had been Chris’s idea. His idea of humor . . . Humor was Chris’s way of coping. But
            Zoe knew it was because neither of them could stand the idea of their mom smothered in the darkness of a tote bag on the floor
            of the back seat.
         

         
         Zoe glanced at the urn. “It’s not like you’re going to want to chat.”

         
         Was sarcasm a stage of grief? Because she’d been feeling really sarcastic lately.

         
         “Why didn’t you do something? Why didn’t you tell us? Why didn’t you let me help? Why?”

         
         She didn’t expect an answer and she didn’t get one. Her mother wouldn’t be answering ever again. She’d already said her last
            word on the subject—any subject.
         

         
         Zoe sped up and passed under a light just as it turned red. She waited for a siren, that humiliating pull to the side of the
            road. A ticket. Or for lightning to strike. For a voice from the grave. Only there was no grave. Just the jar of the corporeal
            remains of Mrs. Jennifer Campbell Bascombe sitting on the seat beside her.
         

         
         She reached for the radio, pulled her hand back. Her mother didn’t really like music. Never let her or Chris play the car
            radio as kids. He was her closest brother, seven years older. Zoe had been the “surprise baby,” not that anybody but her mother
            had seemed to welcome the surprise.
         

         
         Zoe hummed under her breath. She needed air; she needed music. She needed to know why she was driving her mother out of state
            to be laid to rest with strangers.
         

         
         In her own way, Jenny Bascombe had been a stranger. Not that she ever let it show. But now that Zoe looked back on it—and
            she’d had plenty of time to do that in the past few days—there had been moments when her mother had seemed . . . remote.
         

         
         Chris called it passive aggressive. Zoe wasn’t so sure.

         
         She merged onto the highway. Made her way into the left lane. The sooner she got there, wherever there was, the sooner she
            could . . . fill in the blank. Get back home? The boys were probably already putting up the “For Sale” sign on the midcentury
            ranch where they’d all grown up.
         

         
         Look for a job? The will had been read. As always her mother had left no loopholes. She’d been wealthier than Zoe realized,
            and she’d divided her estate equally among her children except donations to a handful of her favorite charities. Now Zoe would
            have time to find the job she really wanted.
         

         
         Not as a songwriter. That would seem like a betrayal. Still . . . a melodic line wove through her head, just a few notes;
            she’d been working on it before . . . but it had been silent since her mother’s death. She’d thought it was lost forever.
         

         
         “You might as well know. I brought my guitar. I found it in the attic when we were cleaning it out. It’s in the back seat.
            Remember the Christmas Chris bought it for me? He wrapped it himself. He must have used two rolls of paper to get it all covered.
            I remember your face when he brought it out of hiding. I never knew if it was because it was a guitar or because he’d used
            the expensive wrapping paper.” Zoe sighed. “I guess I’ll never know now.”
         

         
         Why hadn’t she talked to her mother more? After Chris left for college, and her father moved out, it had been just the two
            of them. She could tell her mother almost anything, but now it occurred to her that her mother had never talked about herself.
            She’d expressed concern over her rose bushes, wondered aloud if she should make petit fours or meringues for the Friends of
            the Library fund raiser. Deliberated over what to give the grandchildren for their birthdays. But nothing about her.

         
         “Why was that, Mom?”

         
         It didn’t even feel odd, Zoe still doing the talking and her mother, if not listening, at least not interrupting. The way,
            Zoe realized, it had always been.
         

         
         “Looks like it’s just you and me . . . babe.” She smiled. “‘Babe. I’ve got you, babe,’” she sang, knowing if her mother were hanging about in the afterlife, it would piss her off.
         

         
         A song in a stack of old LPs on a turntable she and Chris had found in the attic one rainy Sunday afternoon. They’d taken
            them downstairs and were singing along to Sonny and Cher—before, according to Chris, Cher had found Bob Mackie, all three
            of whom Zoe’d had to Google.
         

         
         Their mother had burst into the bedroom, her face a livid red, her body shaking with wrath from her cultured pearl necklace
            to the razor cuffs of her linen slacks. She snatched the arm off the record, sending the needle scratching across the surface.
         

         
         Without a word she gathered up the albums and the player, yanking the cord out of the socket without a thought, and left the
            room.
         

         
         They never saw them again.

         
         Actually, they never even mentioned them again. Only in their most outrageous moments did they dare recall even to each other
            the “S-and-C incident.”
         

         
         Now they would never know what had set her off. And at this moment nothing seemed more important than to know why their suburban
            garden-club mother had revealed that one brief glimpse into whatever was lurking deep inside her manicured façade.
         

         
         Why hadn’t Zoe realized it before now? There had always been a part of Jenny Bascombe that she didn’t share. Maybe Zoe was
            about to find out what it was.
         

         
         “‘I’ve got you, babe,’” Zoe sang at the top of her lungs, and burst into tears.

         
          

         It took Zoe an hour just to get to the Whitestone Bridge, which would connect her to I-95 North, where the real trip would
            begin. She inched her way up the parkway, caught between Long Island rush hour commuters desperate to get home and island
            weekenders desperate to get to the beach. But she was wrapped in such a fog of looming disaster and nagging doubt that she’d
            hardly noticed.
         

         
         Traffic didn’t let up when she eased onto the highway and was met with another sea of cars. Where were all these people going?
            I-95 was a nightmare at the best of times. Today wasn’t one of those. Maybe she should have flown somewhere and rented a car.
            But could you fly with . . . ? She didn’t even want to think about it.
         

         
         So she hunkered down for the long haul and did what she always did when she could snatch time to herself. Wrote lyrics in
            her head. Hummed a tune to go with them . . . the same elusive melody that kept pushing at her mind since she’d turned onto
            the highway . . . the one she thought she’d lost along with her mother. Would she forget her mother as easily as she’d forgotten
            that kernel of song?
         

         
         She always forgot them if she didn’t write them down. Which she couldn’t do in traffic and she was too embarrassed to sing
            them into her phone’s note recorder. Especially in front of her mother.
         

         
         Get a grip. She can’t hear you. She’s gone. Maybe. Of course she was gone.
         

         
         She tested the tune out loud, glanced at the urn. “You can blame Sonny and Cher.” Though except for that one time, her mother
            had never discouraged her interest in music. Had driven her to her piano lesson once a week even though it was twenty minutes
            away. Of course, everything on Long Island was at least a twenty-minute drive.
         

         
         Zoe had even caught her occasionally wearing earbuds while she gardened, though Zoe had assumed she was listening to a recorded
            book. Now she wondered. Had her mother been a closet heavy metal fan? Country-western? Bach?
         

         
         Zoe’s stomach growled. When she reached New Haven, she pulled into a drive-through. No way was she going to leave her mother
            unattended or take her inside a restaurant. She got a hamburger and a drink, texted Chris with an update, and ate as she drove.
         

         
         Why had she agreed to do this? Nobody was happy with it. They tried to talk her out of it. She wanted to be talked out of
            it. But she knew she would do it. It was her mother’s final request.
         

         
         “I wish I could be happy about this,” she told the urn. “I wish I understood.”

         
         Only a few times had Zoe glimpsed moments of the other woman she’d begun to suspect lived inside her mother. Perhaps only
            the vestiges of a younger self. She’d tried to imagine her mother as a sorority party girl, or a Cher groupie following the
            band, wearing strings of beads and waving incense. But she just couldn’t.
         

         
         Her mother had been . . . contained. Going about life as if it had been preordained, doing it with a smile, usually. She was
            never late for car pool, baked cookies for school birthdays, belonged to committees, spearheaded food drives, had the best
            perennial border in town.
         

         
         She loved her children and her husband—until twelve years ago, when he left them for his secretary, Ashley, and he became,
            for all intents and purposes, “that lousy rat bastard.” It was the only swear word Zoe had ever heard her mother say.
         

         
         She doted on Zoe, something the boys said would keep her daughter from realizing her full potential. Maybe it had. But it
            had also kept her from missing her father, or feeling guilty that maybe somehow his leaving was her fault.
         

         
         The silence stretched to an hour, then two. Connecticut passed into Rhode Island, Massachusetts, and at last New Hampshire.
            Zoe actually welcomed the usually irritating voice of “the girl”—she refused to give her GPS a name—when she said to turn
            off at the next exit.
         

         
         She turned onto an access road. Gas stations, fast-food restaurants, drugstores, traffic lights. And more traffic lights.

         
         One town melted into another as trees and houses gave way to more gas stations, fast food, then more towns, and more . . .
            This went on for another hour and Zoe wondered why “the girl” hadn’t just kept her on the highway longer.
         

         
         The sun began to set behind her. The fast food and gas stations fell away, leaving only trees and fields. The road became
            narrower, the trees denser, the houses sporadic. And it was rapidly becoming dark.
         

         
         “Turn right in three-quarters of a mile.”

         
         “We must be getting closer,” she told the urn. She made the turn onto an even smaller road, covered by low-hanging trees that
            managed to cut out what little light was left by the encroaching night. The few buildings that appeared in clearings in the
            trees were closed for the night—or forever. It was hard to tell. She began to doubt the reliability of her GPS.
         

         
         It should be only another half hour to the inn where she’d reserved a room. She stretched her back, turned on her high beams only to have the light bounce back.
         

         
         Fog. Great. A half hour? With the fog it could easily stretch into an hour.
         

         
         “Turn right at the next—”

         
         “What? Where—” She almost missed it. The small sign was practically covered over with underbrush.

         
         Zoe turned right, straight into oblivion.

         
         Well, actually, it was just a rutted road that might have been paved at one time, but had long ago lost most of its surface.
            Surely this wasn’t the way to the spa. “Exclusive” was one thing, but “take your life in your hands to get there” was another.
         

         
         She slowed, swerved to miss a huge rut only to hit another. The SUV lurched and Zoe automatically stuck out a hand to protect
            her passenger.
         

         
         And came face-to-face with a tree. She slammed on the brakes. The road forked to either side; two signs appeared in the beam
            of her headlights. A weathered wooden one with an arrow pointing to the right fork and letters she could hardly make out.
            Except private.
         

         
         Okay, they wouldn’t be going there. The other sign was in moderately better shape and announced town to the left. She turned left.
         

         
         This had to be the back way into town, the old road, one of those GPS decisions to take her on the route with no tolls or
            no traffic jams or something.
         

         
         The Solana Inn and Spa had a great website. Had looked very upscale. Modern, fêng shui’ed into the next century. Zoe had stayed
            in a lot of great hotels because of her work, but she would never personally consider staying in a place that expensive, that
            healthy, or that trendy, but she was glad she had this time.
         

         
         A nice Jacuzzi tub, room service, and glass—or two—of white wine sounded really good.

         
         “You really should ask before you make these decisions,” she told the disembodied, now quiet, voice in her dashboard. “This
            is taking forever.”
         

         
         She eased the SUV ahead.

         
         She was barely going ten miles an hour. Slow enough to see what appeared to be an abandoned shed by the side of the—and she
            used the term loosely—road.
         

         
         She did see a light up ahead. One single light that didn’t seem to be near the road, but off in the distance, as it winked
            in and out from behind the trees.
         

         
         “Does this look right to you, Mom? I hope this isn’t the product of some crazy Google search gone wrong. ‘Top Ten Best Places
            to Spread Your Ashes,’ and you didn’t notice the post was from 2002.”
         

         
         Strange shapes appeared in and out of the darkness. Old wooden buildings? Houses? It was impossible to tell what they’d been
            originally. But they were definitely no longer in use. For a staggering nanosecond Zoe feared this might be the spa. And the
            website was just a ploy to lure unsuspecting young women into the clutches of—
         

         
         The SUV hit a hole, and Zoe squeaked in true too-dumb-to-live heroine mode. She puffed her cheeks and blew out air.

         
         “Please be going someplace. Someplace civilized.”

         
         But her GPS had grown dark; the voice, silent.

         
         Heart hammering, she eased the car out of the pothole. Was it too late to turn around? Go home? Just admit to her brothers
            that they’d been right all along? Forsake her mother’s last wishes?
         

         
         She couldn’t do it.

         
         The road curved slightly and then widened onto a ghost town of shadowy debris that maybe had been buildings a long time and
            several storms ago. Then the one light in the woods winked out completely and didn’t come back on. She was surrounded by total
            darkness and encroaching mist.
         

         
         “That’s it. I’m turning around.” At least there was a road back there. There had to be a better way to the inn. She came to
            a stop, looked over her shoulder to start the turn.
         

         
         An apparition stepped out of the shadows behind her, unearthly tall with long white hair and a flowing robe. And by his side
            was an animal, a beast, not a dog or anything else from this world. His familiar. He raised his hand.
         

         
         “Or not.” Zoe floored the accelerator. The SUV shot forward, bouncing down the non-road like a cartoon car in the night. For
            better or worse, there was no going back now.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         Ten minutes—hours, eons—later, the SUV bumped onto pavement. Pavement, glorious pavement. Up ahead were lights, lots of lights,
            a whole town of them. And though it was late, places were open, and people strolled along the sidewalk. Music wafted out of
            bars. Ahead, the sign for Solana Inn and Spa rose from the lawn of a several-storied white clapboard inn, complete with turret
            that according to the website overlooked the sea.
         

         
         “You have reached your destination.”

         
         “Great. Now you get chatty.” Zoe pulled into the circular drive and stopped beneath the porte cochere, where wide steps led
            up to a porch bathed in light from hanging frosted globes.
         

         
         Now, this was more like it. She unbuckled the urn from the seat belt and slipped it into a carryall, grabbed her purse, and
            turned over her keys to a strapping young man with a low ponytail wearing khaki pants and a white polo shirt with the hotel’s
            name embroidered across the pocket.
         

         
         “Welcome to Solana. May I help you with your luggage?”

         
         “Just the computer case and bag in the back. Leave the other,” she said, indicating the guitar case. She handed him two dollars,
            and clutching the carryall tightly against her side, she climbed the steps to the entrance.
         

         
         The lobby was everything she’d pictured. Bright, clean, minimal, and pristine without appearing antiseptic or New Age. Music
            sounded from a doorway that led to the bar. And the band sounded pretty good. Always a plus.
         

         
         The receptionist looked up from the screen of a sleek computer. She was young, a little younger than Zoe, late teens, early
            twenties and wholesome-looking. Her light blond hair was pulled back in a high ponytail, but the polo shirt and khakis of
            the outside staff had morphed into a flowing off-white gauze blouse and harem pants.
         

         
         “Welcome to Solana.”

         
         Zoe smiled and handed over her credit card and driver’s license.

         
         “Ah, Ms. Bascombe. We were beginning to think you weren’t coming.”

         
         “I was delayed a bit. Must have taken a wrong turn. Tell me the only way into town is not down a rutted road through a ghost
            town.”
         

         
         “Oh Lord. GPS, right?” The receptionist sighed. “We’ve been trying to get the state to put up a better sign and they did,
            only it’s worse.”
         

         
         “You mean it’s paved all the way here.”

         
         “Of course. But there are two turnoffs within a few yards of each other. You took the first one, right?”

         
         “Evidently.”

         
         “It happens. Most people turn around and go back to the main road.”

         
         Zoe wrinkled her nose. “I meant to but . . .” But I saw a ghost in the road and I freaked out and now I feel like a fool.

         
         The girl nodded but didn’t look up while she was plugging in Zoe’s information.

         
         “Zoe. Life,” the girl said, with what could only be called a wistful smile.

         
         “Bascombe,” Zoe said. “My last name is Bascombe.”

         
         The girl’s smile broadened. “No. I mean, Zoe is the ancient Greek word for ‘life.’ It’s a lucky name.”

         
         “Oh,” Zoe said. She looked for the girl’s name tag; it always paid to learn your contact’s name—plus she liked knowing people’s
            names. But nothing spoiled the pristine fabric of the gauze blouse.
         

         
         The receptionist handed her a plastic key card. “We have you in Sea Light.”

         
         Zoe choked back a laugh. That had so many meanings and plays on words, she didn’t even attempt a comment.

         
         “On the third floor. It has one of our best views. The elevator is down the hall to your left, next to the stairs. And if
            you’re hungry, the bar is open and the grill serves until eleven. We have both traditional fare as well as our spa specialties.”
         

         
         “Sounds good.”

         
         “I’ll have your luggage sent to your room. Would you like to leave your tote here and I’ll make sure it gets upstairs?”

         
         Zoe clutched the straps of the bag. “That’s okay. I’ll just keep it with me.”

         
         “Well, bon appétit, then.” The receptionist went back to her computer screen.

         
         Zoe headed straight for the bar. As she reached the doorway, the singer moaned, “Jenny, oh, Jenny.”

         
         Zoe stopped, slightly unnerved. She recovered quickly; it was just a coincidence. Still . . . “Hey, Mom, they’re playing your
            song,” she said to the tote bag. Maybe she was losing her mind. But really, ghosts, the Sea Light room, and a local folksinger
            with her mother’s name on his lips. It was too weird.
         

         
         The bar was crowded, the lighting dim except for the small raised stage in the far corner where a spotlight cast an uneven
            glow over the performers. Four of them—a guitar, a fiddle, a bass, and a piano. Three of the musicians were pretty young,
            but the guitarist was an older dude with a long ponytail.
         

         
         To the left of the stage was a large fireplace, now dark. At the back of the room, French doors opened onto a softly lit patio.
            Every table seemed to be occupied, as well as the couch and several easy chairs that made a comfortable niche in one corner.
            A long wooden bar ran across the opposite wall, where a muscular, bearded bartender served beers and cocktails with a grace
            that sat incongruously on his mountain-man appearance.
         

         
         The guitarist crooned on. He had a good voice. And a deep soul, thought Zoe, and stepped into the room.
         

         
         He looked up. “Jenny” cracked into a sharp note. His fingers froze and the guitar pick fell to the floor. He looked straight
            at Zoe. She took an involuntary step backward. The band played on without him.
         

         
         Then he disappeared behind the heads of the crowd. A moment later he stood, the pick retrieved, and joined in on the next
            verse, but his eyes were still on the doorway.
         

         
         Zoe backed out of the room. In the lobby light, the spell was broken. But for a minute she’d felt . . .

         
         Too many hours on the road. Too much heartbreak. Strange visions in the dark. Her mother’s ashes resting close against her
            side.
         

         
         The singer had recovered and was singing his “lonely sad song,” followed by something about trembling leaves.

         
         Maybe she wasn’t that hungry, after all; maybe there was a fruit basket in her room. An apple would be fine, a granola bar.

         
         She cast a last longing look as a waitress passed by carrying a tray of burgers and onion rings. But the band had geared up
            for another song, and no way could she face that penetrating stare or the man’s gravelly, mournful voice.
         

         
          

         As soon as Zoe reached her room, she took the urn out of the carryall and placed it on the dresser, a sleek dark wood and
            brass-handled affair. The urn’s smooth curved surface, the delicate green glaze, fit right in with the décor.
         

         
         She bit back a somewhat hysterical laugh. “If I’d thought ahead, I’d have brought a doily to put under you.”

         
         A fruit basket was sitting on the table. She found the mini fridge demurely hidden in the wardrobe, sighed with relief when
            she saw there were indeed mini bottles of—she took one out and looked at the label—organic Chardonnay.
         

         
         She unscrewed the top and poured the contents into one of the two wineglasses that shared a tray with two water tumblers.
            These were just the sort of amenities she looked for when choosing accommodations for her VIPs. Of course she didn’t have
            to do that anymore. She no longer had VIPs.
         

         
         She took a sip of wine. Full bodied, yet smooth.

         
         She walked over to the drapes and drew them aside, revealing glass doors that opened onto a small balcony. “Cool.” She slid
            them open and stepped outside to a light breeze and a clear, star-studded sky. Below her, a lawn was surrounded by shadowed
            shrubs and flowers. Tiny pagoda-shaped lamps picked out a brick path that led into the landscape. She could smell the sea,
            hear waves in the distance punctuated by a gentle echo of the band that was still playing in the bar.
         

         
         She yawned and gulped down half the wine in her glass, then walked back inside. She briefly considered leaving the doors open
            to take advantage of the crisp ocean air and decided against it. She was from Long Island, after all. No telling what or who
            might climb in during the night. Psychopaths? Ghosts from her past—or her present?
         

         
         She closed the doors and the drapes, downed the rest of her wine, and turned to face her mother. “Why are we here? We should
            have talked about this before—all of us. Together. Maybe I should have waited. The boys were all against it, even Chris. They’re
            pretty angry.
         

         
         “Why just me? Chris would have come, even though he’s terribly hurt. They all are. You don’t want friends and family to see
            you off? It doesn’t make sense.
         

         
         “What am I supposed to do? Why didn’t you leave better instructions? You’re the mistress of clarity, the organizer of organizations,
            the devil in everyone’s details. Why were you so sloppy at the end?”
         

         
         She raised her glass, realized it was empty. Marched over to the mini fridge and pulled out another little bottle. She wasn’t
            much of a drinker and she was already feeling the effects of the first glass; at least tonight she might sleep. Maybe if she
            had tried drinking before bed the past few days, she wouldn’t be in this state.
         

         
         Of course she would be. She turned on the urn. “What am I going to do now that you’re gone? You were my safety net, my refuge,
            you were always there for me. Always, even when I could see that it was inconvenient, that if you had been someone else and
            not my mother, you would have been annoyed that I bothered you. Why did you let me rely on you so much all these years?
         

         
         “Why did you wait until you were gone to rely on me?

         
         “Who were you?” Zoe stared at the urn, swaying slightly from the wine or possibly the image of her mother hiding inside waiting
            to be summoned. One good rub and she would appear like that old sitcom genie that popped out of a golden lamp. Though her
            mother wouldn’t be caught dead in flowing chiffon with her navel showing. Of course her mother wouldn’t have flaunted convention and refuse to be buried in the family plot—and yet she had.
         

         
         Well, tomorrow Zoe would do her duty, find this Wind Chime Beach and spread the ashes. She’d go home and hope that someday
            her brothers would forgive her for fulfilling her mother’s wishes instead of theirs.
         

         
         She started to open another bottle of wine, opted for a granola bar from the basket instead. She sat on the bed, opened the
            package, and took a bite; she chewed while she texted the only brother still speaking to her. Arrived at hotel. Safe for now.

         
         She took another bite.

         
         Her phone pinged. K.

         
         “K.” Just one letter. The granola bar turned to gravel, and she spit it in the trash. She didn’t bother to unpack but pulled
            a nightshirt out of her suitcase and took it into the bathroom to change. A stupid time for modesty; there was no one there
            but her.
         

         
         She brushed her teeth and climbed into bed. She tried not to look at the urn sitting so alone on the dresser.

         
         “I’ve got you, babe,” she whispered.

         
         And tomorrow, she would have to let her go.

         
          

         It was after one when Eve Gordon peeked into the silent lobby of the Solana. Seeing it empty, she stepped inside. She always
            made a point to mingle with her guests, but not when she was dressed in a pair of stained, wet baggy jeans and an overlarge
            T-shirt. Being the proprietor of an upscale inn and spa didn’t mean you didn’t have to sometimes get down and get dirty.
         

         
         She’d spent the past hour and a half uninstalling a plastic bag from the laundry pipes. How or why it got there still eluded
            her.
         

         
         She smiled, tired but satisfied now that the bag had been successfully extricated without having to call a plumber. The lobby
            lights had been dimmed, leaving just enough light for late-returning guests to see their way across the lobby to the elevators.
            There was no one behind the reception desk, so their last guest must have arrived for the night. Eve fought the urge to check
            the registration list. Mel wouldn’t leave her post early, even though Eve knew she was not happy about having to work a double
            shift.
         

         
         Well, that was family for you. Noelle had been called out of town for a job interview. Out of town. It’s what she’d always planned for her girls. Make a good home for them and give them the means to fly on their own. Harmony
            had flown to California and stayed. She had a good job and a growing family. Noelle had yet to settle, but she had her sights
            on New York, Boston, Chicago. Only Mel showed all the signs of sticking around—and for all the wrong reasons.
         

         
         There was still work light in the bar, though the patrons and band would have departed an hour or so ago. She wandered inside.
            Mike McGill was standing behind the bar doing a final inventory for the night.
         

         
         He looked up, nodded, and poured her a glass of Chardonnay. She perched on a barstool in front of him.

         
         “Get the pipe cleared?”

         
         Eve savored the crisp white wine. “Yes, a plastic bag. Go figure. Good crowd tonight?”

         
         “Pretty good, but . . .”

         
         Eve put down her glass. “But?”

         
         “I’m not sure, but Lee was . . . Something happened during the last set. He just kind of looked out the door and stopped playing
            altogether. I was afraid he might be having a mini stroke or something.”
         

         
         “Is he okay?”

         
         Mike frowned, rubbed a spot on the bar with a white cloth. “He seemed okay after that. But he had two bourbons when the set
            was over.”
         

         
         Eve shook her head. “He hardly ever drinks.” Anymore.

         
         “I know, but he closed the place down. I didn’t want him driving home in his condition. So I put him to bed on the couch in
            the office. Hope that’s okay.”
         

         
         “Of course. Thanks, Mike. I’ll go check on him.”

         
         “I don’t imagine he’ll wake up before morning, but I took the keys to his truck.” He reached beneath the bar and dropped a
            ring of keys on the bar in front of Eve.
         

         
         She scooped them up and put them in her jeans pocket. “Thanks. I wonder what could have set him off.”

         
         Mike’s large hand closed over hers and gave it a squeeze. “How many years have you been trying to figure out what makes your
            father tick?”
         

         
         “Too many.”

         
         “So you probably won’t figure it out tonight. Go, get some sleep. I’ll close up. You have eleven folks signed up for the new
            session of Body Bliss first thing tomorrow. Though several of them were having a great time at the bar tonight so . . .” Mike
            wiggled his hand in the air.
         

         
         Eve yawned. “Kira will whip them into blissful shape.”

         
         “I have no doubt.”

         
         Eve finished her wine and pushed the glass over to Mike. “Thanks,” she said on another yawn. “See you tomorrow.”

         
         He raised his hand in farewell and went back to his inventory.

         
         Eve headed across the lobby. She intended to call it a night, but as she passed the reception desk, she couldn’t stop herself.
            She went behind the desk and into the office. Lying as if dead on the leather couch against the back wall, her father, Lee
            Gordon, once lead guitarist and singer of Night Chill, looked like any one of the old men who lived in town. What are you dreaming, Dad? Of glory? Of fame? Of just getting through tomorrow?

         
         She lifted the edge of the cotton quilt that Mike had draped over him. Tucked it beneath his shoulder, not that he would notice.
            She kissed his cheek, sunken from years of hard living and scruffy from not shaving. A look that had driven his fans wild
            in his younger years. But tonight, with his mouth slightly open in sleep, it just made him look unkempt.
         

         
         “Night, Dad,” she whispered, and tiptoed out. She let herself out the side door and walked down the short path to the cottage
            where she lived with Mel, and Noelle when she was in town. The porch light was on. Either Mel was inside asleep or had been
            and gone.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         It was still dark when Zoe woke up. In her dream she was playing a lullaby on the baby grand in the living room. Her mother
            stood at her shoulder, singing. Singing? That couldn’t be right. Zoe sat up in bed, disoriented, but not nearly as tired as
            she should be. She shot out of bed and padded across the shadowed room and pulled the cord to the drapes, then stepped back,
            blinking against the sudden, painful brightness.
         

         
         Talk about your light-blocking curtains. It was dazzling outside. And later than she’d thought. She opened the glass doors,
            stepped onto the balcony, and stretched, letting the sun warm her face, breathing in the fresh morning air.
         

         
         She peered over the balcony rail where, below her, a swath of lawn spread out like a carpet—like a sea—like a . . . crescendo
            of green.
         

         
         And flowers, and shrubs, and pampas grasses with their feathered tops riffling in the breeze. A path meandering down to a
            white sand beach. The waves a distant steady rhythm, intertwining with the breeze to create a smooth line above the staccato
            of human activity below her.
         

         
         A perfect place for letting inspiration flow. And for saying good-bye.

         
         She rested her elbows on the railing and watched a yoga class on the beach “greeting the sun.” She tried to clear her own
            mind, think of nothing. Not music, not poetry, not family—not the duty that lay ahead.
         

         
         What did it say that a woman wouldn’t want to be buried near her children? Did it even matter? It wasn’t like they were all
            going to rest eternally together. People moved on, joined other families, bought their own family plots. Her family didn’t
            even visit the cemetery.
         

         
         Somewhere below her, the quiet hum of conversation was punctuated by the clink of . . . silverware. The aroma of breakfast.
            That fast-food burger from her drive was a dim memory. She went inside and headed straight to the shower.
         

         
         Twenty minutes later, armed with her laptop but not the urn—which she’d replaced in the carryall and hidden in the closet
            behind her suitcase—Zoe went downstairs in search of sustenance.
         

         
         She found it at the end of a short hallway: an airy restaurant with a patio eating area. She stopped at the “Please Wait to
            be Seated” sign, then opted for an outside table and followed the hostess—another wholesome-looking young woman—across the
            room.
         

         
         She was seated at a table next to a bush heavy with red flowers, with a view of the lawn and a vee of blue ocean in the distance.

         
         The hostess handed her a menu. “Enjoy your morning. Elena will be with you shortly. Would you care for coffee, tea, juice
            while you decide?”
         

         
         “Coffee—please.” The woman left and Zoe bent her head over the menu. She scanned past the “healthy living” part and went straight
            to the eggs, passed over the turkey bacon and meatless sausage to the locally raised real pork links, and was deliberating
            over sourdough, whole wheat toast, or a waffle with fresh fruit when the waitress returned with her coffee.
         

         
         “Good morning, I’m Elena, and I’m happy to serve you.”

         
         Zoe decided to stick to eggs, sausage, and toast and gave her order. As soon as Elena smiled herself away, Zoe took a sip
            of coffee, hesitated only long enough to savor the rich, heady roast, then pulled out her laptop. Which was ridiculous. She
            had no work to do here. None that needed a laptop. Not a calendar or a spreadsheet. Not one idea for a lyric, not even a bass
            line inspired by the waves.
         

         
         She opened it anyway. She wasn’t the only one with an open laptop on the table, and she wondered if any of the other guests
            were actually doing business or just gazing into the distance like she was.
         

         
         And that’s how the waitress found her when she returned with Zoe’s breakfast.

         
         “How do I get to the beach?” Zoe asked.

         
         “You can take the path through the garden over there, or there is a direct elevator to the beach access road.”

         
         Zoe considered asking the girl if it was called Wind Chime Beach. It seemed just like something a chic spa would name their
            beach. But if it was, they might not like ashes being spread so close to where their clientele worked on their asanas and
            tans.
         

         
         She closed her laptop and dug in. Her breakfast was delicious, every fried, eggy, porky morsel. She ate it all and agreed
            to a refill of the rich coffee. She reopened her laptop, but instead of writing, she sat back and watched a large orange-and-black
            monarch as it flitted among the flowers.
         

         
         A shadow momentarily blocked out the sun. She looked up.

         
         A tall, buxom, thirty-something woman dressed in yoga pants and a bright yellow off-the-shoulder tee was standing over her.

         
         “I hate to bother you, but would you mind awfully if I sat in your extra chair? You look like you’re working and I promise
            not to say a word, but I’m dying for a cup of coffee and they won’t seat me until the rest of my party arrives.” She made
            a goofy face and Zoe immediately liked her.
         

         
         “Please.” Zoe gestured to the empty chair. Actually, she wouldn’t mind the company for a few minutes.

         
         “Thanks. We had such a night and I don’t know how I’ll ever face Morning Mantra without some Joe.”

         
         Elena appeared to fill the newcomer’s cup and topped off Zoe’s. She would be buzzing to the beach before long.

         
         The woman across from her took a sip of coffee and let out a long sigh. “Ah. Heaven. I’m Karen, by the way.”

         
         “Zoe.”

         
         “Which package are you doing?” Karen asked.

         
         “I’m not. I have other business in town.”

         
         “Oh. And I interrupted. Sorry.”

         
         “Not at all.” Zoe closed her laptop. “Are you doing a package?”

         
         Karen nodded. “Soul Sister Weekend. I’m here with two friends. Hot stone massages, Jacuzzi, morning yoga, facials. It’s really
            nice. Plus the food is really good here. The last place we went was all kale juice and nature walks. They have a real bar,”
            Karen said. “The gin may be organic, but it has an alcohol content that you can count.”
         

         
         She leaned closer to Zoe. “Plus there are a lot of great places to eat and drink in town if you get tired of the hotel. Lots
            of places to hear music, but they have a pretty good house band here. The guitarist is an old dude, but he used to be semifamous
            back in the seventies. I’ve never heard of him, but he’s a big deal around here.”
         

         
         “I think I heard him for a minute last night.”

         
         “And the spa really is wonderful. You should try some of the specialties while you’re here,” Karen added.

         
         “They should hire you for PR,” Zoe said, when she could get in a word.

         
         “Not me. I’m a number cruncher. Inventory control for a national sporting goods manufacturer. What do you do?” Karen leaned
            over to sip her coffee; dark brown hair swung past her cheeks, cutting off her expression from Zoe’s view.
         

         
         Good question, thought Zoe. “Well, currently I . . . I’m in the music industry.”
         

         
         Karen put down her cup. “Wow. Like a musician? Do you perform? Are you on tour?”

         
         Zoe swallowed. “Actually, I work at the event end.”

         
         “Like rock concerts?”

         
         “And award ceremonies. Galas. Things like that.”

         
         “That’s so exciting.”

         
         Zoe nodded. It had been a pain in the butt, but it had also been exciting and it had given her lots of opportunities to be
            around music. It just hadn’t gotten her a gig writing it.
         

         
         “Do you know any rock stars?”

         
         “A few.”

         
         A woman, possibly the activity hostess, had been making her way around the tables, and she stopped at Zoe’s. She was fortyish,
            maybe a little older, but tall and fit, with wavy reddish-blond hair, and seemed slightly familiar. The mark of a good hostess.
         

         
         “Good morning, Karen. You must be Zoe Bascombe. I’m Eve Gordon, the proprietor of Solana. So glad you made it in last night.
            Mel said you took the old turn into town.”
         

         
         “Nice to meet you. It was an adventure.”

         
         “Oh, I love adventures,” Karen said. “Though I don’t have too many. What happened?”

         
         “Just a little fog. And a few potholes.”

         
         “We’ll be sure to give better directions at the end of your stay. The highway is two minutes away.”

         
         “Good to know.”

         
         “Zoe says she’s here on business,” Karen said. “But I’ve been trying to talk her into joining us for one of the packages.
            I know, you could meet us for Body Bliss tomorrow morning.”
         

         
         Eve laughed. “We’ll be glad to accommodate you if you decide to stay. Anything you need, please just ask.” She moved on to
            the next table of patrons. It was a nice touch—not too much, no hard sell, and she hadn’t stayed long enough to incur an awkward
            silence.
         

         
         “Isn’t she the sweetest? The spa is family run. Everyone is really friendly and seems to like their jobs.” Karen’s eyes rolled
            upward. “Unlike someplace I could name.”
         

         
         “A particular sporting goods office, for one?”

         
         “The stories I could tell. Oh, there’s Elaine and Brandy.” She waved at the two women who had just stepped into the sunlight.
            Zoe felt a jolt of envy. Three friends having a fun weekend away. Until recently, Zoe would have considered a weekend alone
            in her apartment with time to do laundry a fun weekend away. But not today.
         

         
         The women hurried over, and Zoe slipped her laptop into its case.

         
         Introductions were made. Elaine curvy, with curly light brown hair, and Brandy, thin and muscular, definitely the athlete
            of the three.
         

         
         Zoe stood. “You guys sit down. I have to get going. So nice to meet you.”

         
         “We aren’t running you off, are we?” Elaine asked.

         
         “No. I’m here on business and it’s way past time I got to it.”

         
         “Thanks for the seat, it was nice meeting you,” Karen said. “Maybe we’ll see you tonight at the bar.”

         
         “Maybe,” Zoe said, and headed inside.

         
         Maybe she would meet them at the bar tonight. Maybe she’d stay for a few extra days. Do one of the packages. That would be
            a change, a weekend in a hotel, where she did nothing but get pampered instead of taking care of everyone else. The idea was
            growing on her.
         

         
         But first she needed to find Wind Chime Beach and do her duty to her mother. Then she could take a few days for herself before
            she had to get back to her life.
         

         
         The thought stopped her midstep. And just what was her life? Would she return to Manhattan and make the rounds of event planners,
            land another hair-tearing job as an event coordinator? At least MAX4 had been big on music. She might end up organizing corporate
            think tank weekends. Or worse.
         

         
         Besides, she’d given up her apartment. She couldn’t go back home, not by herself. Chris would take her in. But she couldn’t
            camp out at his place while she looked for a job. Chris was an actor, but even he’d had the good sense to hook up with a real
            estate developer, Timothy. They lived in a beautiful apartment on the Upper West Side. She wouldn’t intrude.
         

         
         She rode up the elevator in a fog more debilitating than the one she’d driven through the night before.

         
         The maid had already been. The bed was made; there were fresh flowers on the dresser. The whole room smelled clean and peaceful,
            and she would have been happy just to relax there, except for what she knew was waiting for her in the closet.
         

         
         She forced herself to take out the carryall and carefully placed the urn back on the dresser. “I’m not taking you with me.
            This is purely a recce. And the idea of searching through town for this Wind Chime Beach—a place that, by the way, isn’t even
            mentioned on the town website—with you slung over my shoulder is just too depressing.
         

         
         “Last chance to change your mind. Are you sure this is what you want? Won’t you be lonely spread everywhere, drifting around
            on the sand or the ocean with . . . no one to talk to?”
         

         
         She stopped, horrified. She was the one doing all the talking. Her mother had left days ago. She wasn’t coming back.

         
         Zoe pushed her fingers through her hair. “I suppose I should do some kind of ceremony? A prayer?”

         
         She didn’t know any.

         
         A song? Music had once lit a fire inside her, made her feel vibrant. But it had been a private feeling. She didn’t really perform
            in public. Certainly not for her family. Music was her life, not her mother’s.
         

         
         Now she was afraid that fire had been doused—killed by her own inattention.

         
         She grabbed her purse and went downstairs. She stopped by the desk on her way out and was surprised to see the same girl as
            the night before.
         

         
         “Doing double duty?” Zoe asked her.

         
         “Huh?” The girl looked up. “Oh, hi. Yeah, the person who usually does the morning shift called in sick. And my sister Noelle
            is in New York interviewing for a job, so I have to stay here until the afternoon shift comes on.”
         

         
         “Instead of going to the beach?”

         
         The girl grinned. “Yeah.”

         
         “Well, I’m looking for a beach, too.”

         
         “Oh, you just go right down the path out back to the stone steps. There are umbrellas, and lounges, and towels and showers,
            everything you’ll need. Even a juice bar.” She leaned over the counter and said conspiratorially, “You have to smuggle in
            your own vodka.”
         

         
         Zoe laughed. “Good to know.” Could this possibly be the beach where she was supposed to spread her mother’s ashes? “Actually,
            I’m looking for a specific place called Wind Chime Beach.”
         

         
         The girl frowned. “Wind Chime . . . I don’t think I know of a beach . . . Well, there is Wind Chime House.”

         
         “That must be it.”

         
         “But it’s just an old house that used to be a hippie commune.”

         
         “A hippie commune?”

         
         “Yeah.”

         
         “And people still live there?”

         
         “Oh, sure. Floret and Henry and a couple old dudes who retired and came back to live there. And Eli and his uncle David live
            there. He’s kind of the caretaker. He’s really a photographer, but . . . well, it’s a long story. And Eli; he’s like my best
            friend.”
         

         
         “They won’t mind if I visit them?”

         
         “Oh, no, it was a pretty big deal in its day. People are always coming to visit and reminisce or to see where their parents
            or grandparents used to live. Only don’t mention that you’re staying here.”
         

         
         “Why?”

         
         She leaned over the counter. “It’s not our fault. Floret and my great-grandmother have been at it for years. Nobody knows
            why, at least not that they tell me. It would be funny, if it didn’t upset Mom so much. How did you hear about it?”
         

         
         “My mother.” It slipped out without Zoe thinking.

         
         “Wow! My mother was raised there. Maybe yours hung out there, too. Maybe they know each other.”

         
         Zoe shook her head. “I doubt it. I’m not sure my mother was ever here. She was raised in Long Island with a string of pearls
            around her neck. Her linen pants didn’t dare wrinkle. I never saw her let anything ‘hang out.’”
         

         
         The girl laughed. “She doesn’t sound like the type to live in a commune.”

         
         “No,” Zoe said automatically. So why would her mother want to come here? “Does this commune have a beach?”

         
         “It does. It abuts ours.” She rolled her eyes. “Mom’s been trying to buy it forever. But Floret and Henry won’t sell.”

         
         “So I can just walk from your beach to theirs?” It still sounded a little too public for what Zoe had to do.

         
         “Not really.” The receptionist made a face. “It’s barricaded. We, actually my great-grandma, built a jetty across the sand
            to keep our people from wandering too close, and they put up a sign not to climb on the rocks because it was dangerous. But
            it’s really because their people like to sunbathe nude. I don’t know what the big deal is—our people are practically nude.” She slapped her hand to her mouth.
         

         
         Zoe laughed. It had been a while.

         
         “I’m Mel.”

         
         “Let me guess. Short for Melody.”

         
         “Have you ever heard anything so dorky?”

         
         “Zoe?”

         
         Mel laughed.

         
         “I think Mel is a great name.”

         
         “Thanks.”

         
         “So if I want to get to this Wind Chime Beach, how would I go about it?”

         
         “Oh. Just go right out the door. Two blocks, then on the next block you’ll see two white houses, then a smaller cottage with
            one of those little wishing wells out front. That’s the Kellys’ house. They own the local diner if you get in the mood for
            good and greasy. You just go down their driveway. Their house is on your left and Little Woods will be on your right. You
            go all the way to the end. And you’ll see it.”
         

         
         “Well, thanks, Mel. I think I’ll go over now and take a look.

         
         A faint flush spread over Mel’s face. “Sorry. I talk too much. Everyone says so.”

         
         “I don’t think so,” Zoe said. “I’ve enjoyed talking to you.”

         
         “Thanks.”

         
         Zoe started out the door, but as she opened it, a man stepped in.

         
         “Oh, excuse me.”

         
         “I beg your pard—” He stopped cold and Zoe recognized the off-key singer from the bar.

         
         She smiled perfunctorily and tried to slide past him. He didn’t move; his expression didn’t change. He stood blocking her
            way, staring at her in a way that made a chill run up her spine.
         

         
         “I’m so sorry.” She ducked under his arm and fled.

         
          

         Lee Gordon stared after the girl who’d just left the inn. So he wasn’t losing his mind. She was here. She couldn’t be here. Why had he drunk that bourbon last night? He couldn’t do that shit anymore. Not booze, not drugs, not
            women, not any of it.
         

         
         So why was it coming back now? He spun around, marched over to the reception desk where his youngest granddaughter was minding
            the store.
         

         
         “Hi, Granddad, how was breakfast?”

         
         “Huh? Good and greasy.”

         
         “What are you gonna do if Kelly ever goes organic?”

         
         “Starve, I guess. Who was that?”

         
         “The woman who just left?”

         
         Girl. She was just a girl. “Yeah.”
         

         
         “One of our guests. Why?”

         
         He pulled himself together. “No reason. Where’s your mother?”

         
         “In the office. Granddad, what’s the matter?”

         
         “Nothing.”

         
          

         Eve stepped out of the office. “I thought I heard your voice. I guess you went to the diner for breakfast instead of enjoying
            our four-star fare.”
         

         
         “Of course I did. Who is that woman that just left here?”

         
         Eve raised her eyebrows. “Now I’m clairvoyant?” She looked at Mel.

         
         “It was Zoe. Ms. Bascombe.”

         
         “Bascombe.” Lee spat out the name.

         
         “Yeah,” Mel said, and bit her lip. “Why are you angry?”

         
         “I’m not angry. Where was she going?”

         
         Mel looked uncertainly at Eve.

         
         Oh Lord, thought Eve. Her father had his “turns,” as her grandmother called them. It came from his years of fast living. They were
            all used to it, but he’d never been interested in a guest before. And certainly not so aggressively.
         

         
         “Well, girl?”

         
         Eve bristled. “Who are you calling ‘girl’?”

         
         “My granddaughter.”

         
         “Yeah, well, you sound like some up-country redneck. She has a name.”

         
         Her father’s eyes locked with hers in a standoff that catapulted her back to an earlier time. A time when Lee Gordon was still
            doing the music circuit, when his moods were mercurial and extreme. Eve had loved him with all her heart, loved and feared
            him, because you never knew when he’d become the crazy man she didn’t recognize.
         

         
         “Mel, then. What’s this Zoe person doing here?”

         
         “She’s a guest, Dad,” Eve said. “Just a guest, here to have a nice weekend.”

         
         “She was going to the beach,” Mel said, her voice tentative.

         
         “She can get to the beach out back.”

         
         “She was asking about a beach called Wind Chime. I sent her down to Floret and Henry’s since you can’t get to their beach
            from ours.” She shot her grandfather a defiant look.
         

         
         Eve stiffened.

         
         But instead of his usual outburst, her father softened. “Sorry, Mellie. I’m just a grumpy old man.”

         
         “Probably Kelly’s sausage,” Eve said.

         
         “Probably,” Lee said. “Well, I’ll see you.” He turned toward the door.

         
         “Where are you going?”

         
         “Home. I’ll be back for the early set.” He saluted Mel, nodded to Eve, and strode out the door.

         
         “That was weird,” Mel said as soon as he was gone.

         
         “It was,” Eve agreed.

         
         “Why do you think he was so upset? It wasn’t sausages.”

         
         Eve shook her head. “Granddad has a lot of . . .”

         
         Mel rolled her eyes. “Issues.”

         
         “Yes. Things set him off that don’t bother the rest of us. I’ve never been able to figure him out.”

         
         “Just have to love him the way he is,” Mel said.

         
         “How did I get such a wise daughter?” Eve knew in that split second she shouldn’t have said it. She could see Mel gearing
            up for battle. Eve cut her off before she could begin. “And that’s why it’s important for you to go to college. So you can
            continue to make wise choices.”
         

         
         “You don’t understand.”

         
         Oh, but she did. She’d been young and headstrong once. And gotten herself pregnant at the end of her senior year. Of course there had never been a mother in the world who could convince her children that she knew exactly what they were
            feeling. And that it was her job to make sure her children didn’t make the same mistakes she had.
         

         
         She’d never even known her own mother.

         
         Would she have listened to her advice if she had? It was just one of the many things she’d never know.

         
         As far as her father was concerned . . . he never even tried to give advice. He’d been too busy wrestling with his own demons.
            She’d never known what he was thinking, and she didn’t know now. Was she wrong to be concerned?
         

         
         He wasn’t a violent man. Never had been. Not toward others. His anger and bitterness always turned inward, destroying himself
            and, unintentionally, those around him. She thought he’d mellowed, gotten over his disappointments in life. But she’d seen
            something in him just now that frightened her.
         

         
         And it had been set off by Zoe Bascombe.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         Okay, that was just weird, Zoe thought as she walked down the sidewalk away from the inn. She stopped at the corner to regroup and take a look around.
            The town was as charming in daylight as it had been busy the night before. A jumble of row houses and stand-alones had been
            built, or repurposed, as the business district. Not an empty storefront that she could see.
         

         
         Successful and busy.

         
         She had to wait for several cars to pass, then crossed the street. She walked past a boutique that displayed colorful beachwear.
            Next to it, the window mannequins were clothed in basic black and designer labels. An antiques store, a gourmet deli, a cigar
            store, a pub featuring live music. That was tempting—would have been tempting, under ordinary circumstances. In Manhattan,
            she sat in with the house band at her favorite bar at least once a week when she wasn’t traveling.
         

         
         She came to Kelly’s Diner—presumably the same Kelly whose driveway she’d be using—wedged between a store named Babykins, Infant
            Couture and a beach accessories shop. At the end of the block a bookstore named Book Nook was housed in a white frame cottage.
         

         
         Usually with some time off, she’d have peered in the windows, gone inside to browse. She was always looking for little gifts
            for her co-workers or her family, or bargains for herself. But today she wasn’t tempted. Between her doorway confrontation
            with that old rocker and the duty that lay ahead of her, she had no patience for shopping.
         

         
         The day was warm—there wasn’t a breeze to temper the high-riding sun—and she stood at the curb wishing she’d stopped at the
            deli for a bottle of water.
         

         
         Kitty-cornered from where she stood, a quaint white clapboard church was shaded by two giant trees. A glass-covered sign welcomed
            all to their services. Zoe’s family had never been very religious, though there was something about the ritual of it all that
            appealed to Zoe. And the music. Churches might get some things wrong, but they sure knew how to do music.
         

         
         But not for her, not today anyway. Today she was looking for a beach. She crossed the street before she could change her mind.
            She was suddenly anxious to get this trip over with. And at the same time dreading what she might find—or not find. Please don’t make me have to go back to hand the ashes over to Errol like he had demanded before I left.

         
         She passed a big white house on the corner that had been converted into offices. Then another large house, also painted white.
            A third house was a little stone cottage with the white wishing well in front that Mel had told her about. It looked out of
            place next to the stately old homes.
         

         
         Beyond it was the undeveloped lot Mel called Little Woods. Zoe turned down the drive, hugging the far side
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