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      As a fresh morning breeze wafted from the nearby beach, April stepped outside to wave at her friend Deb cycling toward her. On Crown Island, locals splashed their homes in all shades of the spectrum, like sun-dazzled gemstones tumbled from the heavens surrounded by a sapphire ocean. Nearby, the Majestic Hotel was the magnificent ruby in the crown and the heart of the community.

      Depending on the street, some houses were sherbet-colored, cool and refreshing on a summer’s day. Other neighborhoods boasted hot, happy colors, spilling forth like jelly beans. And on another side of the island, riotous shades bled from houses and swirled onto muraled walls in crescendos of color.

      Deb eased to a stop in front of April’s house. Or rather, it was her mother’s home, a pop of deep, rosy pink amidst a neighboring sea of blue bungalows and sunny yellow cottages. Only the towering house at the end of the block stood out in blinding white.

      April adjusted the brim of her cotton visor against the sun. “I thought you might have forgotten about our ride.”

      “Sorry I’m late.” Deb rubbed her shoulder. “I took a run on the beach with Duke this morning. Another dog attacked him, and I had to bandage a gash on Duke’s snout. He fought me over that part, but he’ll be alright.”

      “Poor Duke.” Deb’s rescue shepherd-collie mix was usually playful. “It’s okay. I’ve been cleaning up this old bike.” April eased onto the seat.

      Deb peered at the tires. “Do you have an air pump? Your tires look low.”

      April slid off and bent down to inspect the tires. “You’re right. This will only take a minute.”

      Her mother had stored bikes in her garage for years and kept them in good repair. Still, salt air could creep into every crevice. Specks of rust dotted the faded bubblegum-pink frame of her beloved old bike, and cracks from the summer heat etched a web across the seat. She drew her hand wistfully across the old handlebars.

      “A little air in the tires, and she’ll be almost as good as new.” April set the kickstand and brought out a bicycle pump. Hitching up her knee-length shorts, she squatted by the bike.

      Her closest friend from childhood perched on a gleaming bike, her sun-bronzed shoulders still toned and taught. Unlike April, who’d moved away thirty years ago, Deb had never left Crown Island except for vacations. Maybe that’s why she still looked healthy and fit. No mom-shorts for her. She wore slim bike shorts and a tank top that showed off toned upper arms.

      April covered hers with a navy hoodie that bore a history association logo. Deb was tall, blond, and blue-eyed—more like April’s mother in her youth. In contrast, April thought of herself as fairly average. Her only distinguishing feature was her deep green eyes, which she’d recently learned she shared with a newly discovered set of aunts and cousins.

      Deb leaned on her handlebars. “Since you’re spending the year here, you’ll have time to refurbish that bike.”

      With a small smile, April said, “I don’t think I’ll have time after all.” She bent to secure the pump nozzle to the tire valve. “Calvin called.”

      The early morning call from her husband had been a surprise, especially because the genuine regret in his voice was evident. Darling, I’m so sorry and ashamed for all I’ve put you through. But I want us to make this right because you and the girls mean the world to me. I can’t bear to lose your love.

      These were the words she’d been longing to hear from Calvin. Family meant everything to April because she’d lost her father as a teenager. Reuniting her currently fractured family and helping her daughters find their true paths—this is what April longed for.

      Although, admittedly, she’d heard her husband’s words before. Yet, here they were again.

      Several months ago, April had taken a leave of absence from teaching history at a university in Seattle, Washington, to care for her mother on Crown Island, an artist colony just off the coast of Southern California and south of the Channel Islands.

      A severe case of pneumonia had landed Ella Raines in the hospital, and she needed her daughter. Fortunately, her mother was never to be underestimated. Ella had rallied back, even returning to her yoga practice at home. Having worked as a nurse, she’d also received the best care in the local hospital she and her husband had helped establish fifty years ago.

      But that wasn’t the only reason April had ditched her summer classes and gone on hiatus. After what Calvin had done, she couldn’t face her fellow faculty members. Their eyes were full of pity for her, understandably.

      And she hated that. She turned back to her friend.

      Deb raised her brow. “Are you sure you want another ticket on that rollercoaster?”

      “We have a family,” April replied, maybe a little too curtly.

      Deb held up a hand. “Just checking in with you.”

      Instantly, April regretted her defensive tone with Deb. Still, with Calvin’s charisma and good looks, her husband could hardly help attracting attention. For the last time, she hoped, with guarded relief. Soon, all that would be behind them.

      Deb shot her a look of warning, but before she could say anything, April’s mother opened the screen door. As Ella Raines stepped out, her thick, lustrous silver hair glistened in the sunlight like a halo. Her casual, blue cotton beach dress hung on her lean, usually fit frame now thinned by illness, although she was regaining her strength. “What a gorgeous day for a ride. In a few weeks, I should be strong enough to join you for an easy spin on the beach.”

      Deb’s face brightened. “Just in time, Ella. Would you talk some sense into your daughter? She’s threatening to leave.”

      Instantly, her mother’s face drooped. “You’re not going home already, are you?”

      “I was going to tell you, but Calvin called as I was dressing. He was getting ready for a flight for a meeting in San Francisco. After that, he’ll catch another flight south and take the ferry. He’ll be here this evening.” April plastered a confident smile on her face. “I’ll ask him to stay over the weekend, but I imagine I should be ready to return with him to Seattle when he wants.”

      “So soon?” Ella asked.

      At the sight of her mother’s expression, April quickly added, “I’ll be back to visit as soon as possible. I’m sure Junie will want to stay with you.” After what her daughter had been through, she needed sunshine and fresh air.

      Ella nodded with reluctant acceptance. “You have your life to live, but it should be your best life, dear.”

      Remorse about leaving her mother poured over April’s shoulders, but she was also pleased that Calvin was on his way. “You always told me to fight for what I wanted. Calvin is retiring in ten years, maybe before. He wants to take off in an RV and travel the country, and he’d like to take a cruise every year. Maybe do some volunteer work.”

      Deb twirled a finger at her. “Somewhere in all those words, I thought I’d hear what you wanted, but they were all about Calvin.”

      “I want that, too.” April lifted her chin, masking the pain in her heart. “He’s still my husband. And the girls will be devastated if we don’t get back together.”

      Even though she’d left to look after her mother, they both agreed it was a good time for a trial separation. The truth was, they’d been emotionally separated far longer. Calvin had also left her bed a year ago, feigning trouble sleeping and taking over the guest room.

      Taking each front step with care, Ella joined them. “They’re not children anymore. They would understand if you had to make a choice. May—I mean, Maileah—has quite the worldly attitude.” She pressed a finger to her lip. “I keep forgetting her new name.”

      “I worry about Junie.” Her youngest daughter’s husband had died in a freak traffic accident on a business trip to London two years ago. Even though relations between Junie and Calvin were strained, she needed her father.

      While her mother acknowledged that, it didn’t stop her. “Junie is stronger than you realize, my dear. About your husband—be selfish this time. Tell him what you want.”

      “I have, and I will.” Air hissed from the valve as April bent over to unscrew the dust cap on the wheel, and she could feel the blood rushing to her face. Anger, hurt, embarrassment, and disillusionment swirled in her, but she always harbored hope for a better future. She’d been through so much with Calvin.

      April threw her energy into the bicycle pump, forcing air into the tire to fill it to capacity. If only such exertion could fill her marriage with renewed passion.

      Her mother watched. “It pains me to see you hurt.”

      “These affairs run their course.” April switched the nozzle and pumped air into the second tire with equal vengeance. Over the years, her husband had slipped up before, but never in their own backyard at the university. And with a leggy Russian woman the same age as their children? She puffed out air at the thought.

      “What was he thinking?” she mumbled.

      Suddenly, she realized she’d said that last bit out loud.

      Her mother seized on her words. “The question is, what are you thinking? You’ve hardly heard from him all summer.”

      “Well, now I have.” April bit back with a sharper response than she had intended. Worry and agitation weren’t good for her mother’s health. “I’ve weighed my options, Mama. I’ve worked hard for our future, and I’m not backing down when it’s right around the corner.”

      “I’d love for you to stay a little longer,” her mother added softly. She placed a hand on April’s shoulder. “A few more weeks might give you more clarity.”

      As April snapped off the nozzle, air hissed out again. Quickly she screwed on the dust cap. “You can’t fault me for trying to keep my family intact. You remember the wonderful life we had before Dad died. And what we lost.”

      “We all have a time, so I focused on being grateful that you were put into my life,” her mother said, her lids lowering slightly at the memory. “Your situation is different, though equally painful. At some point, you must decide what you want for yourself.”

      “Don’t think I haven’t.”

      Immediately, April wished she could withdraw her words. A pang of guilt shot through her. The young girl, tucked inside a body now surprisingly over fifty, still longed for a deeper sense of family. For years, she had missed holidays with her father, carving a turkey, setting up a Christmas tree, and shooting fireworks over the ocean. Her mother carried on, but it was never the same. April couldn’t do that to her daughters and their eventual offspring.

      She put the bike pump away in the garage.

      “I’ll shut the garage from inside,” Ella said.

      Deb shared a look with Ella that seemed to say, I’ll try.

      But how could Deb understand any of this? She’d never been married, and her parents and brothers still lived on the island.

      “Your mother will miss you,” Deb said. “And what will you do if you’re not teaching?”

      “There might be an opening in the second semester. In the meantime, I can review my research notes for that book I’ve outlined. Maybe even start writing.” However, the words weren’t flowing. And before returning to teach, April needed more time to let this ugly incident blow over.

      One of her friends had told her that Olga had left the graduate program and planned to pursue her master’s degree at another private university. But when April pressed her friend, a professor in that department, she admitted she’d seen the tall, buxom Russian woman on campus. With a mane of blond hair and legs that went on forever, Olga was hard to miss—and presumably, equally hard to resist.

      Maybe Olga was only on campus to see friends, she told herself.

      “You could write here,” Ella said, interrupting her thoughts.

      Swallowing her pride, April reached out and hugged her mother. “I know both of you only want what’s best for me. But I’m trying to do what’s best for my family.”

      “What a shame they’re not the same.” When her mother pulled away, redness rimmed her eyes. “A ride will be good for you, dear. The sea breeze always clears my mind, helping me see problems with greater clarity.”

      Deb nodded emphatically. “I’ll take her on the Queen’s Flight.” She wheeled from the driveway.

      April followed, glancing back to reassure her mother. Although she was sure of what she needed to do, her mother’s words clung to her like foxtails on the island trails. Once stuck in your hair, they were hard to get out.

      Sort of like Calvin Smith.

      April inhaled a deep breath of fresh, briny air and instantly felt her burden lighten. Her mother was right about that, too. Rising on her pedals, she quickened her pace to catch Deb.

      

      “Wait up.” Panting from the exertion of riding and pushing her bike uphill, April paused to peer down the other side. Standing at the high point of Crown Island, she rested on her handlebars, taking in the view.

      The morning sun sparkled on the Pacific Ocean, and palm trees swayed in the light wind. From this vantage point, Crown Island shimmered like a rare jewel—so named after a talented jeweler to the courts of Europe, whose specialty was crowns and tiaras. The island was a gift for her service to the crown during the latter part of the Spanish Colonial period in California. From here, April and her childhood friends used to spot whales, sea lions, and seals off the coast. Now, the island contained a bustling village and a sprawling nature conservancy home to more than two hundred species of birds and animal wildlife.

      April lifted her face to the ocean breeze that cooled her face.

      Ahead of her on the trail, her friend Deb waited. That is, Deborah Whitaker of the Crown Island founding Whitakers and a one-time princess in the annual island parade when they were fifteen. With her stature and poise, Deb could still pass for island royalty, even four decades later. Her artfully tinted blond braid hung between her shoulders. She was the best friend April had ever had.

      When April returned to Crown Island at the beginning of the summer to look after her mother, Deb was the first one who called to offer help. April had confided in her when Calvin told her he needed a break from their marriage. Maybe she’d told Deb too much of the ugly side of her marriage and not enough of the good.

      When April reached her friend’s side, she stopped. “Whew. Wasn’t sure I could make it up here.”

      “I knew you could.” Deb stretched her arms over her head in the sunshine. “I’ve been thinking…if you could do anything besides teaching, anywhere in the world, what would that be?” She pointed to April like they used to when they were young. “Go.”

      April gazed out over the island. Not far away, the old Majestic Hotel with its red-and-white wooden cupolas rose from its seaside perch, its red roof contrasting with the bluest of skies. Last spring, her mother had led a community effort to block the owner’s plan to modernize it. Ella Raines had fiercely argued against it at City Hall. She had prevailed, even though her tenacity had come at a cost to her health. Ella always pushed herself. This time, she had allowed her immune system to become rundown.

      “This might sound wild,” April began. “But that Victorian lady kindled my love of history. Remember the field trip we took there?”

      “Do I ever. The manager let us climb the restricted stairway to the main cupola. The highest point of the hotel—four whole stories. It seemed to stretch to the heavens back then.” Deb grinned. “You never answered me.”

      April blurted out the first thing that came to mind, “I would study the history of that hotel and Crown Island. We have such a unique past. It shouldn’t be lost.”

      “Ghosts and all?”

      “I don’t think the Majestic is haunted,” April said, despite Deb’s skeptical look. “I found its history so intriguing. Film stars, presidents, royalty, and gangsters have stayed there. Until then, that was the oldest structure I’d ever seen. All those black-and-white photographs and stories of old movies shot there fascinated me.”

      “Obsessed is more like it.” Deb laughed. “You were like Nancy Drew sleuthing all over the hotel. I was a little jealous because you wrote so many papers about it. You got A’s on every one of them. If you want to write a book, why not one on the history of the hotel and the island?”

      April leaned on her handlebars. “Wasn’t someone working on that?”

      “You’re thinking of Ruth Miller. She collected a lot of material and spoke about the need for a preservation society, but sadly, she didn’t live long enough to fulfill her mission.”

      “Oh, I didn’t know. How sad for her. Still, the island needs a historical society.” The idea intrigued April. As a member of a national historical association through her university work, she understood the significance of preservation and its impact on future generations.

      “I could get behind a project like that,” she said. “The Majestic Hotel has a wealth of stories, though there are many others about how this island developed and the indigenous people who lived here over the centuries. But the Majestic…that’s the real jewel of the island.”

      “Maybe we’ll meet the new owner soon.” With a wink, Deb stood on her pedals, eager to go.

      “Wait, someone finally bought it? Who?” She glanced at the hotel again, concerned about what would become of it under new ownership.

      “Another investor. I haven’t met him, but I will. The interiors of the Majestic need a redesign, and I want that job.” Deb grinned and nodded toward the descent. “Come on, let’s do this. You remember how, don’t you?”

      “Sure,” April replied, forcing a grin as she gazed down the trail they had christened the Queen’s Flight when they were kids. Legend had it a woman had fled from her husband down this hill, running so fast that she’d become airborne, rising to the clouds in her escape. It wasn’t as steep as she’d recalled from childhood, but it was still unnerving.

      “You have to clear your mind and keep your focus,” Deb reminded her. “Don’t do a Jimmy.”

      April cringed. She could still see little Jimmy Carlton, who had broken a leg when he’d lost control. They’d been about ten years old, tearing around the island with minimal supervision—swimming, surfing, biking.

      Over the years, every time April had returned for a visit, her mother suggested they go for a bike ride along the strand. As the salt-laden wind whipped around her, April wished she’d taken more time to do that—and kept it up.

      “Give me a minute.”

      Her heart pounding like a jackhammer, she drew another deep breath. As she recalled, the descent was magical, but only if you could empty your mind and imagine gliding across the terrain ahead, willing your wheels to find the unobstructed path. Over the years, the trail had hardened to a smooth surface, but rain still left dangerous pockmarks. She had no idea if kids still filled them in.

      As children, this hillside, so regally named, had been their pinnacle of achievement, their badge of courage. It had also seemed much taller back then.

      Amateur stuff, her oldest daughter would say. But then, May—or Maileah, as she now preferred—was an avid marathon runner and adventure seeker who also worked in technology. She functioned at a high level of intensity every day.

      Not quite able to achieve the necessary frame of mind, April held up a hand. “I’m a little out of shape.” Physically and emotionally. She used to work out a few years ago. But her life had changed so fast this summer she’d gotten emotional whiplash.

      If that was a thing, as her students in World History 101 would say. First, it was Calvin’s latest midlife crisis; next, her mother’s hospitalization; then, a host of new family members in nearby Summer Beach. Not even her parents had been informed of April’s family or ancestry when they adopted her. Closed adoption was all that Ella had been told.

      All these incidents sent shock waves through April. However, the discovery of a new family was welcome, if not a little overwhelming. Unbeknownst to her, her daughter Junie had done a DNA test. Still, she’d been excited when Junie arranged a meeting with her cousin Ivy Bay and her family at the Seabreeze Inn. There, April presented the best version of herself, reluctant to share what was really happening in her life.

      Although she loved digging into history, she didn’t like sharing her own.

      Having caught her breath, she lifted her chin toward her friend. “It’s hard to keep up with you.”

      Deb put a hand on her hip. “If you stay, I’ll help get you in shape, professor.”

      April smirked back at her. “Calvin was the tenured professor. I was the lowly lecturer.” That still rankled her.

      “You raised the girls and did his laundry.”

      “And a lot more than that.” No one knew, but she’d written most of his doctorate dissertation and almost every article he’d published after that. He’d been the university’s rising star in the psychology department. She wondered how many women were the real force behind their husbands. Narrowing her eyes, she added to herself, “Look at how he thanked me.”

      Over the summer, April had reviewed her circumstances. Was it really love that still bound her to Calvin, or was it the uncertainty of being on her own? She’d spent most of her adult life with him. Even though he wasn’t always considerate of her, would another man be any different?

      Yet, as outrageous as his behavior had been, they had a history. To her, that counted for a lot. And now, he was on his way back to her.

      Swiftly changing the subject, Deb pointed to the new water bottle she’d given April this morning. “You must be well hydrated, especially for the Queen’s Flight. Drink.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” As April swallowed a mouthful of cool water, she peered down the other side of the hill.

      As a girl, this hilltop had seemed almost insurmountable. She recalled pedaling uphill, her skinny legs burning with exertion, determined to make it to the top, even when other friends hopped off their bikes to run beside her and Deb. To them, the burn was as satisfying as the flight down the other side and made that intense, windswept race even more gratifying.

      Deb’s face was pink with excitement. “Ready to fly?”

      “I think so.” Could she still do it? At her age, she hesitated whenever she thought of doing something physically demanding. The last time she’d gone skiing with Maileah, she’d kept to the bunny hills instead of the mogul-pocked expert slopes she’d once loved to tackle. Her daughter had left her at the base.

      “On your right,” came a deep voice behind her.

      April turned to see a man in tight biking shorts and a screaming yellow shirt whiz past her. He looked like he was training for the Tour de France. She nodded to him, but he stared straight ahead, intent on the path ahead. He careened down, seeming to find every bump on the trail and fighting his way over it.

      That wasn’t the way to do it, April suddenly remembered.

      Lowering her sunglasses, Deb laughed. “Tourist.”

      “You think?”

      “Nice muscles, but he didn’t even twitch a finger toward us.”

      “You mean toward you.” April laughed as she put her bottle away. Deb was what her mother called a real looker, even now.

      As for the issue of acknowledgment, locals kept to a different code. A nod, a smile, a moment to talk about the high tide, the low tide, or what strange item had washed up on the shore last week. April understood.

      Here, people never knew when they might have to call on a neighbor to help. Floods, fires, earthquakes—her parents had lived through a lot on this small island just north of San Diego.

      April had left as soon as she could for the mainland, a mere fifteen minutes by ferry. But that had been far enough. Going to college in Los Angeles had been like living on another planet.

      Deb pushed her sunglasses up on her nose, tilted her face to the sun, and drew a deep breath to get into the zone. “Let’s fly. Meet you at the base, then we’ll head to Cuppa Jo’s.”

      Ahead of her, Deb glided over the path. Slowly, she released the handlebars, swept her arms to her sides, and lifted her palms skyward as her wheels skimmed the surface, seeming to find their way to the smoothest parts.

      Closing her eyes, April recalled that feeling of meditative cruising. It had been easier back then. It’s mind over matter, her mother always said. Like riding the moguls.

      That attitude is probably what pulled her mother through.

      Deb was right. April needed to get back into the rhythm of life. Now that her mother was better, she would return to Calvin, and they would go on as they always had. He would express his remorse, and she would forgive him.

      One eye twitched at that thought.

      Determined to follow Deb’s lead, April pushed off down the hill.
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      At the first bump on the path, April clenched her jaw and tightened her grip on the bars, bearing down. Deb would call that counterproductive, but she couldn’t help it. Doing a Jimmy at this stage of life? She couldn’t afford to break a hip.

      Every muscle in her body was on high alert, and she seemed to attract every rock on the trail as she gained speed.

      Frightening speed.

      What was she doing?

      Deb was waiting for her at the base, looking exhilarated. A younger version of her friend floated before her eyes.

      But April couldn’t release the handlebar. Instead, her hands became claws on the old grips, impossible to tear loose as the wind rushed over her, forcing tears from her eyes into her hairline.

      This is crazy, she thought. I’m a split second from a full-body cast.

      She could see Deb urging her on with lifted palms, though the stiff breeze swept her words out to sea. Despite every jolt and shudder of the old bike frame, April held fast. Seconds turned into eternity as she careened down the hill.

      And in that space, the courageous little girl in her emerged and began to take charge, though a split second later, April screeched to a halt in the scrub-studded clearing at the base of the hill.

      “Wow, look at you,” Deb exclaimed, raising her hand for a high-five. “You made it.”

      It took April a few seconds to unhand the grips. Her legs were limp noodles and her jaw a vise, sore from clenching on the teeth-rattling ride down.

      But she’d made it in one piece. More than that, she’d had a moment when she’d felt like she could conquer anything. That was encouraging. “At least I’m still upright.”

      “Yes, you are. Follow me to Cuppa Jo’s. You deserve a mocha chocolate chip grande for your bravery.” Deb started off on her bike.

      April was still breathing hard, but she put a numb foot to the pedal and followed. The street was built on the incline, and Deb sailed across a crosswalk, waving at people she passed with little wiggles of her fingers. She seemed to know almost everyone on the island.

      Deb had returned to Crown Island after college—and after her high school sweetheart married someone else in her absence. April had always admired Deb’s courage in returning to the island and starting her interior design business. Preferring her freedom, she’d never married, though she’d had plenty of serious boyfriends.

      April still felt wobbly on the bike, but she was trying to keep up with Deb. As she approached a stop sign, she glanced from one side to the other. No cars were coming toward her, so she swung wide, flying across the lane.

      Just then, a Crown Island police cruise pulled along beside her.

      The officer motioned for her to stop.

      He couldn’t mean her, could he?

      April glanced in the other direction but didn’t see any lawbreakers. Just the usual people strolling along the sidewalk or seated at cafes under brightly colored, hand-painted umbrellas. A guy with board shorts and a paint-splattered T-shirt led a string of dogs, and kids lined up at the ice cream vendor’s cart. No criminals that she could see.

      She turned back, and the officer repeated the gesture. April sighed as Deb pulled farther away. She eased to a stop by the curb and fumbled in her pocket. Her hands were still quivering from the ride.

      After pulling behind her, the officer got out and walked toward her. He was young enough to be her son and had that good-looking, TV-extra look as if he’d just stepped off a set in a police officer’s costume. Too pretty to be real.

      Wishing her hand wasn’t shaking, April whipped out her license and handed it to him. “Here. I’m April Raines.”

      The officer looked surprised before taking her license. “April Raines? Your parents had a sense of humor.” He paused, his aviator lenses reflecting the sun. “You’ve probably heard that one before.”

      “Once or twice.” She got off her bicycle and swept out the kickstand with her sneaker. “So, why did you stop me?” She peered at his name tag. “Officer Blumenthal.”

      The officer stroked his chin. “You failed to signal your turn.”

      One side of the officer’s mouth quirked up again. April gaped at him. “You’ve got to be kidding. This is Crown Island. No one does that.”

      “Those who abide by the law do.” He cast a glance at a man behind him. “You were also going awfully fast through that stop sign.” One corner of his lip tugged upward. “People on Crown Island also observe those. You could hurt yourself at that speed.”

      April glared at him and waited.

      The officer flipped open a pad and weighed her license in his hand. “Seattle, Washington. Is this your correct address?”

      She sighed. Who gets a ticket on a bicycle? She knew it was possible, but she’d grown up here, riding the same bike on the same trail for years.

      “I’ve been here on an extended visit. Actually, this is my hometown,” she added, incredulous as he wrote her information on the form.

      Calvin had been forwarding her mail, and he’d be furious at her for getting a ticket. That wasn’t a good way for them to start over, but surely it wouldn’t go on her driving record. It was a bike, for heaven’s sake.

      She exhaled, trying to lessen her annoyance.

      While she waited, her mother’s words swept through her. The sea breeze will clear your mind.

      Maybe it had on that ride down the Queen’s Flight. She held her head a little higher.

      Her mother had always given her good advice. She couldn’t imagine what she would ever do without her.

      Slowly, an uncomfortable realization dawned on her. In the bright, unrelenting sunshine, she flipped through the mental pages of her past. Most mistakes she’d made in life were because she hadn’t followed her mother’s advice.

      Like the riptide that had almost drowned her.

      And the senior prom dress that really had been too tight.

      Or Calvin.

      The first time they’d broken up while they were dating, her mother had turned up a Carly Simon song on the radio and turned to her. This is about Calvin, she’d said.

      The song? “You’re So Vain.”

      Yet, April had been powerfully drawn to him, as sure as waves to the shore. She loved him—and a part of her always would—but she’d lost respect for him long ago.

      “I’ll need to run this license,” Officer Blumenthal said, turning toward his patrol car.

      April folded her arms and nodded.

      As she waited, she chewed her lip in thought. As much as she wanted to go home, could she return this time? Before, her daughters hadn’t known what she’d put up with in her marriage. But now, that illusion had been shattered.

      Junie had said, Mom, I’m worried about Dad. I think he might be having a midlife crisis. This time, everyone knew. Even her daughters, to her mortification.

      She pressed her fingers to her temples; the bone-chattering ride down the hill seemed to have shaken something loose in her mind.

      With sudden clarity, scenes from her life shifted like pieces on a chessboard, begging for a new strategy. Where did she belong now? Certainly not at the university where she’d worked for the last ten years. April puffed out a little breath and straightened her shoulders. Pity was no substitute for respect. She still had some pride left.

      Yet, she also had to earn a living, and she didn’t relish tearing her family apart. She twisted her mouth to one side in contemplation. Life wasn’t a textbook with the answers in the back.

      Officer Blumenthal sauntered back to her. “If you decide to stay, you’ll need to change that address.”

      Where would he get that idea? But she wasn’t in the mood to elaborate. “I’m at my mother’s home for now.”

      “Well, then. Welcome back to Crown Island.” He motioned to a speed limit sign a couple of car lengths ahead of them. “As you can see, we still take it slow around here.”

      “Are you going to give me a ticket for that?”

      Officer Blumenthal had the temerity to grin as if this was funny, instead of a costly inconvenience that would also drive up her insurance fee.

      And today, of all days, when she could really use a break. “Can we wrap this up? Just give me the ticket.”

      The officer shook his head. “Sorry, can’t do that.”

      “And why not? Since I’m an actual perp—or whatever you call people like me. Scofflaws, maybe.”

      “Scofflaw?” he repeated. One side of Officer Blumenthal’s TV-perfect mouth quirked up again.

      Even she cringed at the word that came out of nowhere in her mind. That’s what she got for immersing herself in the past. She loved everything vintage—clothes, furniture, music.

      More than anything, she loved researching historical mysteries, such as the enigma of Shakespeare’s identity. Her money was on Mary Sidney Herbert, Countess of Pembroke and literary grand dame. But maybe she was projecting.

      If only people didn’t repeat the mistakes of the past. She gritted her teeth. That certainly went for her, too.

      “We have a policy of sorts here on Crown Island. First offender scofflaws get a warning.” He touched his forehead. “Consider yourself warned, Ms. Raines.”

      She gave him a curt nod. “I appreciate that.”

      “And give your mother my best.” Officer Blumenthal turned and strode back to the patrol car.

      April glared at him. He knew her mother, yet he still gave her grief?

      She set her jaw and got back on her bike. As she rode to meet Deb, she reconsidered Calvin’s visit. This morning, she’d promised herself she would not shed a tear when he arrived. She’d wept and heard it before. All she wanted was for them to simply get back on plan. This was just a day. Like any other.

      Except that now, after the Queen’s Flight, it wasn’t. Once again, April recalled her mother’s words. As the mist
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