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Prologue

	Harmony Island, August 1843

	Elizabeth Watson glanced over at the sleeping children who lay in the shadows created by the flickering lamplight. The twin white–blond heads lay close together as they cuddled on the floor. She wept as she looked at them. She knew that she’d failed at keeping her young charges safe.

	When the alarm was raised, alerting the household to the arrival of the raiders, she attempted to get the twins, John and Jane Harmony, to safety on the far side of the island. Her attempts had been thwarted by the men who were swarming over the island and into the house. She managed to avoid detection and got them all down to the kitchen area, but had been stumped as to where to go from there. She told the children that they were playing a game of hide and seek, and they needed a really special hiding place in order to win the game. The storerooms were John’s suggestion. As she had no other idea, she had gone along with his.

	John said he knew how to get into the storerooms. They entered the area that was located below the house, then made their way down to the storerooms. Elizabeth asked John which one was the most difficult to access. John showed her to this particular room. It was the least used, and most on the island did not know how to access it. Apparently John had discovered the trick.

	That was when their difficulties really began. Once they settled into the room, she discovered that John didn’t know how to get out of the room once the hidden door was closed behind them.

	She’d made a game of trying to find the way out until the children, age six, grew sleepy, lay down on the stone floor, and fell asleep. They hadn’t been frightened, but really thought they were playing a game. They had giggled and laughed at the trick they thought they were playing on the rest of the staff of Harmony House. Elizabeth was relieved that they’d gone to sleep, never knowing the danger they were all in.

	She glanced down at the paper in her hand. She had just finished writing the note. If they were found too late, it would explain what had occurred. She had discovered the paper, quill, and inkwell on the back shelf of the room, along with the oil lamp. There was very little else in the room except for some moth–eaten blankets. It was on those blankets that the children were now sleeping.

	The flame of the oil lamp was flickering. Yet the base still showed that it contained a good supply of oil, and she couldn’t feel any drafts of air. She didn’t know exactly what that meant, but thought it must mean danger for them. Elizabeth had been the governess at Harmony House since the children were three, and she loved her two charges as if they were her own children. She now feared that they would all perish in this hidden room.

	Elizabeth looked down at the note once more before she put it down next to the lamp. She moved over closer to the children and lay down beside them. It was hard for her to breathe, and her head was spinning. She yawned, as she too was sleepy and unable to keep her eyes open.

	Her last thought, as she fell asleep, was that when they found them, the children would need a bath and dinner. She hoped they would be found soon.

	


Chapter 1

	Seattle, Washington, present day

	Bryce Harmony glanced quickly at his watch while he waited for the elevator to arrive. It was nearly 11 p.m. He’d hoped to be home much earlier, but the depositions in Yakima had run longer than anticipated, and then there’d been the road construction delays on I90. Those delays had cost him almost an extra two hours of travel time.

	When he’d last talked to Mrs. Abernathy, she’d told him that Bryan was fighting hard to stay awake to see his father but was quickly losing the battle. That was a little after 8:00. He had to assume that Bryan was fast asleep by now.

	Bryce felt awful about keeping Mrs. A, as he like to refer to Mrs. Abernathy, so late tonight. But when he’d expressed those sentiments to her, she had told him to hush. She could watch her Friday night shows on his big–screen TV just as well as she could watch them on her much smaller TV in her own apartment. Mrs. A had been a godsend to Bryce when he’d suddenly found himself the father of a shy, four–year–old boy. He couldn’t fathom what he would’ve done if she hadn’t agreed to become his sitter as well as cleaning his apartment.

	They had lived in the same apartment building since he’d moved in with his two best friends while in college. Since then, his two roommates had moved out of the apartment, but he’d remained behind. The apartment was located on Fourth Avenue, and it was close to so many things, including the office of the law firm where he now worked.

	Mrs. A and her husband had lived on the second floor, and they had become surrogate parents to the three college boys. Mrs. A’s son was a good college friend as well. He was the one who told them about the availability of the apartment when the trio decided to move out of student housing during their sophomore year. Since that time, Logan Branson had moved to Chicago for a job managing a hotel after graduation. Josh Carney had moved out just six months ago, when he’d moved in with his girlfriend. They were planning on getting married in August of the coming year.

	The worst thing that had occurred during their long years of friendship was the sudden death of Joe Abernathy. The death of her husband left Mrs. A in severe financial distress. The medical bills were astronomical, and she’d been struggling to make ends meet. Bryce offered to lend her the money to take care of the medical bills, but she was too proud for that. So he asked her to assist him instead. She could clean his apartment and fix him dinner each night, and that would be of great assistance to them both.

	At that time, he hadn’t known about his son, Bryan. After Bryan’s arrival on his doorstep, he talked about finding daycare for the child. But Mrs. A wouldn’t hear of him looking for someone else to care for the little boy.

	The elevator finally arrived. It opened to reveal six people, both men and women, who appeared to be more than a little tipsy. It was clear that this group had caused the delay in the arrival of the elevator. There must be a party going on somewhere in the building. The group left the elevator, and Bryce moved inside and punched the button for the ninth floor. He leaned back against the wall as the car began to rise. He was so very tired. He loved his job as an attorney, but sometimes the hours sucked.

	He’d left Seattle at 7:00 that morning to drive the two and a half hours to Yakima for the series of depositions. There had been three scheduled for the day, and the last one was to have ended at 4 p.m. But the start of the deposition had been delayed by an hour, and it had lasted for an hour longer than expected, going on until just before 7:00. He had grabbed a quick bite at a drive– through before heading back to Seattle. Then he was delayed by the summer road construction.

	The elevator finally reached his floor, and he made his way down to his apartment door. He slipped inside quietly, as he didn’t want to wake Bryan. He saw the plump, matronly figure of Mrs. A reclining in the armchair, with her feet up on the ottoman and the fleece throw pulled up over her. She had one of the throw pillows from the couch tucked behind her gray–haired head. He quietly approached her and gently tapped her on the shoulder.

	“Mrs. A, it’s Bryce, home at last,” he said quietly.

	Mrs. A’s brown eyes fluttered open, and when she saw the tall, dark–blond man standing over her, she smiled as she stretched and yawned. “Oh, Bryce, I’m so glad you made it here safe at last. I’m sure that you’ve had a long trip and a long day. I left some of my chicken divan casserole for you in the fridge. If you’re hungry, you just need to heat it up. If not, it can be heated up tomorrow, or you can put it in the freezer for another day.”

	His blue eyes twinkled with amusement as he nodded his acknowledgement of her suggestions. She made the best casseroles and other things for dinner! That was one of the main reasons he’d asked her to help him out. He was a mediocre cook at best, and the long hours often meant he grabbed something to take home rather than cooking. He found it difficult to cook for one. She had also stated that she found it hard to cook for one; therefore, cooking for him worked out great for the two of them.

	“You go on and go home to bed,” he told her gently. “I really appreciate the help and your staying late today. I’d hoped to be home no later than 7:30, but that didn’t happen.”

	She just smiled again and patted his cheek in a motherly fashion. “No problem. Bryan and I did just fine. I’ll go on down to my own bed now, though. Oh, don’t forget that tomorrow is the Seafair parade, and that the floats will be going down Fourth tomorrow morning. You bring Bryan down to my apartment around 8:00, and I’ll have breakfast ready for you both. He’ll be able to watch the float parade from my balcony. Then you can bring him back in the evening, and we can watch the whole parade from there again.”

	They’d made the plans for the parade–watching the week before. Bryce had almost forgotten about it, though, as he’d been so busy that day. “Thanks for the reminder,” he said. “Bryan would be upset if he missed out on that.”

	The Seafair parade was a big event every July. Early in the morning of the day of the parade, the parade officials closed off Fourth Avenue from the baseball field where the Mariners played and the football stadium where the Seahawks played to the Seattle Center. The parade floats were moved from where they were unloaded in one of the pier lots and made their way to Mercer Street, on the far side of the Seattle Center. There the floats would park, lined up for a walk–by parade for the day. In the late afternoon, everything was put into place for the huge parade that evening. The full parade would also go down Fourth Avenue. Mrs. A’s apartment had the best view for the parade, and Bryce knew it would be a better vantage point than from the street below. It would also give them better control over keeping Bryan occupied if he got tired or bored with the parade.

	Mrs. A stood, and after one more stretch, she gathered her bag of knitting and the book she was currently reading. She said she would see Bryce and Bryan in the morning. With that, she let herself out of the apartment to make her way down to her own apartment and bed.

	Bryce turned off the TV, shrugged out of his suit jacket, and flung it over the back of the couch. He gave a fleeting thought to heating up the chicken divan casserole but pushed the thought away. He wasn’t all that hungry, just tired. So he made his way to Bryan’s room. He wanted to check in on the boy before he made his way to his own bed.

	He pushed the door open, and with the light from the night light made his way across the toy–strewn room to the bed. Bryan was sprawled across the bed, with one arm limply hanging over the side. Bryce shifted his son until he was more centered in the bed. He double–checked the railing to ensure it was securely in place. He’d worried about the bunk bed that his mother had purchased for her grandson, but she’d had it delivered when he was out of the apartment. Little Bryan had been so thrilled with the bed that Bryce was reluctant to take it away from him.

	The bed had a slide that Bryan loved to use to get out of the bed in the morning. The ladder to get up into it was one of Bryce’s concerns, but Bryan had proven to be like a monkey in climbing up it. Bryce had also feared that the little boy could fall out of the bed while he slept, but he had been assured that the railing was strong and secure. It would keep the child safe at night.

	Below the high bed were a desk and a toy box. The box was already overflowing with all the things his grandmother had given him. They might have both been taken by surprise by the appearance of the child, but Bryce’s mother had wasted no time in making her feelings about the little boy known.

	Bryce pulled up the blanket to cover the towheaded child and then kissed his forehead. He stood there gazing down at him. Bryce’s hair had been the same shade of white blond when he was little. In fact, if you compared his baby pictures to Bryan’s, you could have no doubt that they were father and son.

	Bryce’s hands closed into tight fists as he thought about all the time in Bryan’s life that he had missed. He hadn’t known of the child’s existence until just two months before. That’s when he opened his door one late Friday evening to find a woman about his own age standing on the other side with a young boy beside her. She introduced herself as Lauren Palmer, a good friend to Anna McPhee. Anna had been Bryce’s girlfriend in college and during the first year of law school. She graduated from the University of Washington, and the summer before she was to start grad school to get her master’s degree in education, she’d returned home to Florida to see her parents. She’d never returned to Washington or to grad school, and he’d never seen her again. She broke off their relationship with an abrupt phone call, just saying it was over and that she was staying in Florida.

	He tried to contact her, but all of his attempts failed. She dropped her Facebook, Twitter, and other social media accounts and changed her phone number. He tried to reach her through her parents, but they blocked his attempts.

	Then suddenly this woman, Lauren, appeared. She told him that Anna was terminally ill and was sending her son, their son, Bryan, to live with him, his father. At first, Bryce hadn’t known what to do, but he called his uncle, Michael Elliott Jr., a well–known family law attorney, for assistance. His uncle arrived to help him sort things out. Uncle Michael arranged for the paternity test to be done quickly and quietly.

	Lauren indicated that Anna’s parents were threatening to petition the courts for custody of Bryan. After all, they had helped Anna raise Bryan since his birth, and as far as they knew, Bryce was uninterested in being a father. Uncle Michael had told Bryce that if he wanted to fight for Bryan’s custody, and if the paternity test proved Bryan was his son, he had a strong case.

	Lauren told him that she and Anna had arranged to sneak Bryan out of Florida and to Seattle while Anna’s parents were out of town for a long weekend getaway. Anna’s health had reached a point where she was no longer able to keep her illness from Bryan, and she didn’t want her son to see her health decline further and to watch his mother die.

	The two months after Bryan’s arrival were a whirlwind. The paternity test proved that Bryce was indeed Bryan’s father. Lauren gave him Anna’s phone number. He talked to her briefly, just one time, before her health took a turn for the worse and she passed away. It happened faster than anyone had expected. He hadn’t gotten the chance to ask her why she had broken up with him and why she had kept him in the dark about her pregnancy. He had been planning on asking her to marry him once he finished law school, but she had never returned to him.

	After Anna’s passing, Michael petitioned the courts for Bryce to be named legal guardian and gain full custody of Bryan. Lauren provided Anna’s statement of paternity and her relinquishing of Bryan’s custody to his father for Michael to use. Now it would be more difficult for Anna’s parents to get custody. They had had Bryan for the first four years of his life, but they would not keep him from Bryce any longer.

	Bryce turned from the memories. It was time to get to bed. Bryan was an early riser, and they had plans for the following day. He wouldn’t worry any further about Anna’s parents or their possible attempts to take Bryan away from him. If they tried, they would have a vicious fight on their hands. Not only did he have the favor of the courts at this time, but he had the means to fight for as long as necessary. His family on his mother’s side, the Elliott side, was full of lawyers like his uncle and himself. In addition, his grandfather was a judge who sat on the Federal Ninth District Court of Appeals. They had power and they had money, and they would protect their own.

	Bryce moved into his own room, and after a quick shower, he fell into bed. He just wanted to get a few hours of sleep before the tornado that was his young son woke him. He pushed the thoughts of Anna and her parents out of his mind, as well as the thoughts that kept circling about the case he’d been working on that day. Finally, he was able to drift off to sleep.

	It was just after 7:00 in the morning when Bryan bounced up onto the bed and onto Bryce’s chest. Bryce cracked open one eye and groaned at the little boy who was giggling down at him. “Ugh, you got me again,” he croaked. “You win the early bird award again. Have you gotten the worm yet?”

	Bryan giggled some more as he moved off his father’s chest, wiggled down beside him, and crawled under the comforter with Bryce. “No worms, Daddy. They’re yucky. I want pancakes. Mrs. A told me she was going to make me blue pancakes this morning.”

	Bryce yawned and hugged his son. “Yep, she did say she was going to make us breakfast this morning.” He glanced at the alarm clock on his bedside table and saw that it was 7:10. He groaned again. “In fact, we need to get a move on. We have to get down to her apartment in less than an hour. Go on and pick out what you want to wear today while I get up and use the bathroom.”

	Bryan jumped off the bed and rushed back to his own room. Bryce yawned again as he sat up and began to prepare for the day. He had some work to do, but he would do that after Bryan went to bed that night. He was still trying to find a solution to this problem. As a relatively new attorney with the law firm, he was expected to put in more than sixty hours a week to make his mark within the firm and to earn the promotion to junior partner. Before Bryan, that hadn’t been a problem, but with the little boy now living with him, it was a huge obstacle. The senior partners had cut him some slack over the past two months, but that was not going to last much longer. They would soon start to pressure him to increase his output, and he didn’t know how he could do that and still give quality time to Bryan. The senior partners might be fathers, too, but they also had wives and nannies to take care of their children. None of them were single fathers.

	After dressing in cargo shorts and a T–shirt, Bryce went into Bryan’s room. He found the little boy standing there naked as he struggled to get into his undies. Bryce knelt down and helped him into the Spiderman undies and then the green shorts and bright blue shirt the little boy had picked out.

	“So, you want to wear the Seahawk’s T–shirt today, huh?” he asked him. “You know, the preseason games will be starting in about a month. I’ll have to see about getting us some tickets to some of the home games. Would you like that?”

	Bryan’s eyes opened wide with excitement. “Really, Daddy, you’d take me to see the ‘hawks play?”

	“Sure. I usually go to a few of the games each year. Uncle Michael has season tickets, and we go together. I’m sure he’ll allow you to go with us,” Bryce said with a smile. “Come on, it’s almost 8:00, and Mrs. A is waiting. The football won’t be for another month. Where are your shoes?”

	After a long search, they found his shoes in the toy box, got his socks and shoes on, and headed to the elevator. Bryce started to push the button for the second floor when he remembered that he hadn’t checked his mail the day before. He pushed the button for the lobby instead and told Bryan they were going to check the mailbox before they went to Mrs. A’s apartment.

	When the elevator opened, Bryan hopped out and proceeded to hop all the way down the hall to the wall with the mailboxes. He pointed to the one that was labeled 902. “That one is ours, Daddy,” he said excitedly. “It says Harmony. That’s our last name, right?”

	“Right you are, buddy. Our last name’s Harmony,” Bryce said with a lump in his throat. He was still getting used to hearing Bryan refer to himself as a Harmony.

	Bryce used his key to open the small door of the mailbox and took out the five envelopes that were inside. He flipped the door closed and removed the key before pointing Bryan back to the elevator. “Go push the Up button. You remember which one it is?”

	Bryan jumped and dashed over to the buttons. “Yep, it’s the one that points up,” he said as he pushed it.

	The door dinged and opened immediately, as the car hadn’t gone anywhere in the few minutes it had taken them to check the box. Bryan bounced inside and then asked if he could push the button for Mrs. A’s floor.

	“Sure. Do you remember which one that is?” Bryce asked as he glanced briefly down at the mail in his hand.

	Bryan pushed the number two for the second floor, and Bryce held up his hand for a high five. “Good job, buddy. Mrs. A is on the second floor, so that is the number two button.”

	After their short ride, the elevator door opened again, and they made their way down to Mrs. A’s apartment. She was in 205, on the opposite side of the building from Bryce’s apartment. Her apartment overlooked Fourth Avenue, while his overlooked the courtyard of the apartment complex.

	Bryan pounded on the door with his little fist. Bryce wondered if the noise would be loud enough to alert Mrs. A to their presence. She must have been waiting for them, though, as the door opened just a few seconds later.

	“We’re here for the blue pancakes, Mrs. A!” Bryan said enthusiastically as he ran into the room.

	Mrs. A just smiled at him as she replied, “That’d be blueberry pancakes, and I’m glad you’re here to help me eat them. They’re just about ready. We’re going to eat them on the balcony as we watch the street. You’ll get a preview of the parade floats this morning. It’ll be dark before some of the floats go by tonight, so this way, you get to see them in the daylight.”

	Bryce led Bryan to the balcony door and opened it to see the table set for three. One setting had a small glass of juice and another of milk above the plate. The other two had cups of coffee and juice. He sat down at the one that had cream added to the coffee. He knew that Mrs. A preferred her coffee black, just as she knew that he took his with cream.

	Bryan crawled onto the chair that held a small booster seat and looked down at the street below. “I don’t see anything but cars, Daddy. Where are the floats?”

	Bryce looked down as well and then looked farther down the street. He could see the flashing lights of the motorcycle police and judged that they were still about six or seven blocks away. “Look down that way, Bryan. See the motorcycle police? Their lights are flashing, and they’re blocking off the intersections. They’ll be here in just a few minutes. They’re escorting the floats.”

	As Bryan wiggled on his chair to get a better view of the street below, Bryce went back to looking at his mail. He noted that one of the envelopes had the return address of Dolce, Chatham, and Howell, Attorneys at Law. He wasn’t familiar with the law firm, but noted that it was in Washington, not Florida. He had to suppress a chuckle at the name.

	Mrs. A came out to the balcony carrying two platters. One held a big stack of pancakes, and the other held scrambled eggs and bacon. When she saw the expression on Bryce’s face, she asked, “What’s so funny?”

	Bryce glanced up and smiled at her as he replied, “It’s the name of this law firm, Dolce, Chatham, and Howell. It’s too close to the old joke about made–up attorneys’ office names. You know, ‘Dewey, Cheatem, and Howe,’ like ‘do we cheat ‘em and how.’”

	“That’s a good joke,” she said with a chuckle. “I don’t think I’ve heard that one before.” She glanced quickly at Bryan before she asked, “Does that firm have anything to do with…” She jerked her head toward the little boy.

	Bryce took a deep breath before he opened the envelope. “Let’s have a look.” With that, he pulled out the letter and opened it. He read the brief letter twice before he slowly refolded it and placed it back in the envelope.

	“My grandfather has passed away,” he said quietly after a minute.

	Mrs. A reached out and took his hand. “Your mother didn’t call to tell you about his passing? That’s so strange. I would’ve thought the death of a Federal Court Judge would’ve made the news, especially one who was a local celebrity, like Judge Elliott.”

	Bryce shook his head. “No, not my mother’s father. It’s my father’s father, Caleb Harmony, who died.”

	Right then, Bryan squealed as he saw the first of the floats come into view. “Daddy, Daddy, look at the floats!”

	Bryce knew that the news of his grandfather’s death and the issues that would bring up would have to wait. It was time to watch the floats with his son as they made their way up Fourth Avenue. He’d have to call the office on Monday to make an appointment to meet with his grandfather’s attorney and find out what the letter meant. He couldn’t remember his grandfather at all and knew nothing about his estate.

	Bryce put some of the blueberry pancakes, scrambled eggs, and bacon onto his son’s plate and then took some for himself. He really enjoyed Mrs. A’s cooking, and there was no reason to think about his Grandfather Harmony or any other legal matters until later. Right now, it was time to concentrate on Bryan and spending time with him.

	 

	


Chapter 2

	On Monday morning, Bryce called the firm of Dolce, Chatham, and Howell. He asked for Roger Chatham, the name of the person who had signed the letter he had received. While he waited for his call to be put through, he thought back to the weekend with his son.

	It was a great weekend. They enjoyed the breakfast with Mrs. A and then went to the Seattle Center to see the floats up close before walking through the Seattle Center itself. The area was crowded with people, but Bryan had a wonderful time. They picked up a pizza and returned to Mrs. A’s apartment to watch the parade. She had offered to cook dinner, but Bryce felt it was enough that she’d provided breakfast, so he’d told her that he would get pizza for dinner.

	Bryan was thrilled to see the parade, but he’d fallen asleep on Bryce’s lap long before it ended. Sunday was a more relaxing day at home, with Bryce helping Bryan put together a puzzle and then playing other games with him while they watched the Seattle Mariners play. Bryan asked why Mrs. A didn’t come to watch the game with them. Bryce explained that watching baseball was more a guy thing, but he knew the real reason was that Mrs. A needed a day to recover from taking care of Bryan and to do her own thing. Bryan fell into an exhausted sleep by the end of the day, and Bryce worked late to catch up on the work he’d neglected in favor of spending time with his son.

	Bryce’s thoughts about the weekend were interrupted by the deep, gruff voice that came onto the line. “This is Roger Chatham; how may I assist you?”

	“Yes, Mr. Chatham. This is Bryce Harmony. I received a letter from you regarding the passing of my grandfather, Caleb Harmony.”

	“Oh, Mr. Harmony, thank you for contacting me. I wasn’t sure that we still had the correct address for you on file. It’s been some time since your grandfather listed an address for you, and this was one that he had listed for when you were in college.”

	Bryce was puzzled by this response. “My grandfather had my college address?”

	“Yes, your grandfather kept track of you through family connections after the divorce of your parents and the subsequent death of your father. You are the last of his family, and as such, the main inheritor of his estate. He needed to ensure that we could reach you when the time arrived for us to do so,” Mr. Chatham stated somberly.

	“Huh, that’s news to me. I have no memory of my grandfather and had no clue that he was still alive. If he was interested in me, why didn’t I know about him?” Bryce asked in confusion. “Why didn’t he ever contact me himself?”

	Mr. Chatham cleared his throat before he replied, “I…uh, think you should discuss that with your mother. I believe that she would be in a better position to address that issue. What I do need to discuss with you is the estate. Is it possible for you to come to my office in the very near future? We’re located in Anacortes, and that’s not too far from Seattle.”

	Bryce took a deep breath, then asked the man to hold until he could check his calendar. “It looks like I could leave early on Friday,” he told him. “If traffic isn’t too bad, I could leave here around 1 p.m. and be there by 4:00, if that works for you.”

	Mr. Chatham agreed with that time frame. “If traffic delays you, don’t worry about it,” he reassured Bryce. “I’ll stay in the office until you arrive. I really want to tell you all that you need to know.”

	With those arrangements made, Bryce disconnected. He sat back in his chair as he pondered the statement about his mother and the unknown grandfather. He’d have to call her to discuss that further. Glancing at his clock, he noted that it was almost 10:00, and he had a client scheduled to arrive for a meeting. It was time to get back to the work he was being paid to do.

	Later that afternoon, Bryce met with Jack Dawson, the senior attorney over him. He explained that he needed to be out of the office on Friday afternoon in order to see an attorney in Anacortes to discuss his grandfather’s estate. Jack was reluctantly understanding of the need to meet the attorney, but he expressed his displeasure at Bryce’s taking further personal time. He’d made it clear that Bryce needed to knuckle down once more to the responsibilities of practicing law as a junior associate of the firm.

	Just as Bryce had thought, the firm’s patience was wearing thin. He was going to have to make some decisions in the next few weeks about his future with the firm. He couldn’t continue as he had been. The firm wanted his time, but he was determined to give the same time to his son.

	Bryce hoped that the estate wasn’t something that would require a lot of his time as well. If he had to clean out a house so that he could sell it and had massive numbers of bills and other things to take care of, he’d have to hire someone to do that for him. He knew his superiors wouldn’t agree to his taking more than the afternoon off.

	Bryce left the firm just after 6:30, having put in an additional hour and a half to offset the time he was taking off on Friday. He hoped that the overtime was noted by those around him. He really hated feeling like he was reneging on some sacred oath. He’d been hired to supposedly work from 8:00 to 5:00, Monday through Friday. But in reality, they expected him to work much more than that. If he put in extra time over the next three days, they shouldn’t say too much about Friday afternoon.

	Mrs. A greeted him as he came in. As she was just giving Bryan his dinner, she smiled and said she would get Bryce’s at the same time. She bustled back into the kitchen, and Bryan jumped into his arms. “Daddy, you get to eat with me today. Yippee!”

	Bryce hugged his son as he replied, “Yes, indeed I do. It looks like Mrs. A made a great dinner for us tonight.” He looked down at the plate she had placed on the table in front of Bryan’s booster seat. It held homemade macaroni and cheese, with broccoli on the side. He noted that the mac and cheese had been topped with bacon bits. His stomach growled at the sight. Mrs. A made the best mac and cheese.

	Mrs. A came out with two more plates, which she placed on the table. “Now that you’ve given your dad a hug, Bryan, sit down and eat your dinner. You helped fix it, so now you need to help eat it.”

	Bryan quickly climbed back into his booster seat and began to babble about his day. Bryce smiled at the nonstop stream of conversation from the boy. When Bryan had first come to live with him, he’d hardly spoken at all. Now he was so comfortable living with Bryce and having Mrs. A take care of him that he talked nearly nonstop.

	After Mrs. A did the dinner dishes, she left to return to her own apartment, and Bryan and Bryce settled down to read a book. A short time later, Bryan had his bath and put on his pajamas. All too soon, Bryce was tucking him into bed. He gave his son a kiss as he bid the sleepy boy goodnight.

	With Bryan now in bed, Bryce decided it was time to confront his mother about the issue of his grandfather Harmony. He picked up his cell phone and called her number. She answered, and after the exchange of pleasantries was over, he got down to the reason for the call.

	“I received a letter stating that Caleb Harmony has passed away,” he told her. “I called the attorney’s office, and they tell me that I’m his main beneficiary. I wasn’t even aware that my father’s father was still alive,” Bryce told her bluntly.

	“Oh my, Caleb has passed,” his mother said—with a combined tone of genuine innocence and sadness. “I hadn’t realized he was ill.”

	“You weren’t aware that he was ill, while I wasn’t even aware that he existed,” Bryce said a little harshly. “I asked Mr. Chatham, the attorney who sent me the letter, why I hadn’t heard from this grandfather, and he said I should discuss that with you. So, care to tell me why the distance between my father’s side of the family and me?”

	He knew he was being a little unfair, but ever since Bryan’s arrival, he’d become more sensitive to the issue of family. He’d been denied the first four years of Bryan’s life, and now he’d discovered that he’d been kept from knowing his paternal grandfather.

	She let out a long sigh. “It’s a rather complex situation, and there are several factors to it. I really don’t want to discuss this further. It’s very painful. Now that Caleb has passed, does the reason we didn’t communicate with him really matter anymore?”

	Bryce ran his hand through his hair in frustration. It was just like his mother to brush aside anything that she didn’t want to discuss or that made her uncomfortable.

	“Yes,” he said firmly. “It matters. I’m going to see this attorney on Friday to find out about his estate, and I’d like to have a little bit of information about that side of my family before I go there. I hate to go into this kind of meeting blind.”

	“Oh, Bryce, you mustn’t take that tone with me,” she said with a sniff. “You know how much it upsets me when you’re angry with me. I just can’t bear it. You must trust me; there were reasons.”

	Bryce gritted his teeth at the sounds of her tears. It was another of her usual ploys to turn on the tears when she was confronted with things she considered unpleasant.

	“Does Uncle Michael or Grandfather Elliott know why I wasn’t aware of the Harmony side of the family?” he asked. “Should I ask them rather than you?”

	She sniffed again. “Bryce, don’t be so mean to me. Your distance from your Grandfather Caleb was for your own protection. You must believe me. I can’t stress that enough. I did what I had to do for your protection. Your father didn’t agree with me, and that was one of the reasons we got a divorce. Your safety was the most important thing to me.”

	Bryce was stunned by that news. “How was Grandfather Caleb a danger to me? Who was he, and what did he do that would make you fear for my safety?”

	She was crying in earnest, now, and he could tell that she wouldn’t be able to give him much more at that time. Once she got as upset as she was right then, she tended to shut down.

	“I…I can’t tell you that,” she sobbed. “I promised your father I would never tell you what happened.” With that, she disconnected the call.

	Bryce tried to call her back several times, but she refused to answer. He dialed his uncle. If his mother wouldn’t talk to him, perhaps his uncle would provide him with the information.

	“Hi, Uncle Michael. I was just informed of the passing of my grandfather, Caleb Harmony. I didn’t know he was still alive. The attorney for his estate said that the cause of the split between me and my grandfather had to do with my mother. I tried to talk to her about this, and she just got hysterical. Do you have any idea what’s going on?”

	There was a long pause on the other end of the line. “Not really. I do know that when you were about three or so, your parents took you to see your grandfather. He lived somewhere in the Anacortes area. It was my understanding that you’d all be spending the summer with him. After nearly four weeks, your mother returned with you, and your father remained with your grandfather for a few more weeks. Your mother never told me why she returned early or what had happened. It was the beginning of the end of your parents’ marriage. Two years later, they were divorced, and then your father died in that boating accident five years after that. I never found out what took place that summer, and your mother has refused to talk about it.”

	Bryce blew out a frustrated breath. “So you don’t know any more than I do. She won’t talk about it at all?”

	Michael sighed as well. “No, she’s never spoken about it. She has refused, and your father once told me that he had promised her to never speak of it either. Whatever happened, it upset her greatly—so much that their marriage couldn’t recover from the aftermath of it. I know your father loved you, and he loved your mother until his death. He never remarried and never even dated another woman. He kept busy with the family business—and that, along with you, was his life.”

	Bryce grunted. “What family business? I don’t have a lot of memories regarding my father’s occupation.”

	“Oh, I guess that since you were about ten when he died, you most likely didn’t pay too much attention to it,” Michael said. “Your father and grandfather ran the Harmony Shipping Company. It was a rather large shipping firm. I don’t know if it’s still in the family or not. Have you scheduled an appointment to meet with your grandfather’s attorney?”

	Bryce’s mind reeled at the thought of his family owning a large shipping company. “Um, yeah. It’s scheduled for Friday afternoon. I’m taking off the afternoon and heading to Anacortes for the meeting. I’m thinking about taking Bryan with me so that he can see some more of the state and get out of the apartment for a couple of days. It’s been hard on him living in an apartment when he was used to living in a house with a yard. Now he’s in an apartment building with no yard.”

	Michael agreed with that comment. “Yes, take Bryan with you. You should make a reservation for a room for a couple of nights, and then you could explore the area over the weekend. If I remember correctly, there are ferries that leave Anacortes and travel to several of the islands.”

	Anacortes was one of the towns that shared the coast of Puget Sound. The islands his uncle referred to were the San Juan Islands. Bryce thought the idea had some merit to it and said he’d check into doing just that. However, he wasn’t sure if he’d be able to take that kind of time away from work. He’d have to see how much work he could get done before Friday.

	Friday rolled around all too quickly, and Bryce was rushing to leave the office at 1:00, as planned. He was stopped three times on the way out of the office and nearly screamed in frustration. He wondered how the firm had managed to run before they had hired him. Couldn’t they answer the questions themselves? The information was contained in his files and on the computer. All they had to do was take the time to look.

	At last he was out of the office. Bryan was in his car seat, and their suitcases were in the back. Bryce was running about thirty minutes later than he’d planned but hoped the traffic wouldn’t bog them down too much. He made sure he wasn’t speeding, just moving with the flow of traffic. He didn’t want to risk being pulled over for speeding, causing further delay.

	It was just a few minutes after 4:00 when he reached the outskirts of Anacortes. He followed the driving directions to Roger Chatham’s office. Bryan woke up and was begging to stop, as he had to go potty. Bryce told him they were almost there. He found a parking place on the street in front of the building where the law office was located. He was taken by surprise when he saw the sign stating that only back–in slanted parking was allowed. He’d never heard of that before, but he obliged by parking as instructed.

	He quickly got Bryan out of the car, and they made their way to the door of the attorney’s office. Once inside, Bryce glanced around the small waiting room. It was decorated in neutral tones of beige and brown and held a sofa and three chairs. The room was not run–down, but neither was it at all elaborate. He guessed that the décor was what one might expect for a small law firm in a small town.

	The woman seated behind the reception desk looked up from her computer. Before she could ask him any questions, he spoke up. “Hello. I’m Bryce Harmony, and I have an appointment with Mr. Chatham. But first, can you please tell me where your restroom is?”

	The receptionist, a woman in her late thirties with brown hair and glasses, smiled as she saw Bryan standing with his hand clutching his crotch and whimpering. “No problem. It’s just down the hall here and on your left,” she said as she pointed to the hall on the right. She remembered traveling with small children and rushing into places asking for restrooms with a child doing the potty dance.

	While Bryce was taking Bryan to the restroom, she picked up the phone and let Roger Chatham know that his appointment had arrived—late, but here at last. When Roger said he would come out, she told him that the person he was scheduled to meet with had gone to the restroom with his child. That caught the man’s attention. “A child?” he asked curiously.

	“Yes, Mr. Harmony came in with a small boy, who really needed to go, and they made that their first stop,” she explained to him with a chuckle.

	“Fine. I’ll give them a few minutes and then come out. If this meeting lasts past 5:00, Sara, go ahead and lock up, and I’ll let him out when we finish. No reason for you to stay late on a Friday.”

	Roger sat back after putting the phone back on its base. He thought briefly about the presence of the child. At their last meeting, Caleb hadn’t indicated that his grandson had married or had any children. It was one of the things that Caleb had worried about. He wanted his family line and legacy to continue, and now it seemed that they would after all.

	Roger was waiting for Bryce when he came out of the restroom with Bryan. Roger looked down at the little boy next to the tall man. It was very clear that the two of them were of the Harmony lineage. They both looked a great deal like the family paintings and photos he had seen. The children often had that same white–blond hair and blue eyes. The hair tended to darken as the family members grew older and turned into the dark blond hair that Bryce had.

	Roger stepped forward and extended his hand in greeting. “Hello, Mr. Harmony. I’m Roger Chatham. Please come on back.” Roger motioned to the other hall and told Bryce that the conference room was on the right at the end of the hall.

	Bryce led the way, with his hand on Bryan’s shoulder. The receptionist pushed a box of crayons and a paper with a picture of a dog and a house into Roger Chatham’s hands as he walked by. Roger gave her a quick smile as he followed the pair down the hall.

	“So, who do we have here?” he asked Bryce once they had entered the room.

	Bryce was helping Bryan into a chair as he replied, “I hope you don’t mind, but I brought my son, Bryan, with me today. I thought we might take the time to see a little of the area while I was here for this meeting.”

	Bryce looked over at the large man with a coffee–colored complexion who had entered the room after him. He was well over six feet tall. Bryce guessed that Chatham was about 6’5”, and he was built like a linebacker. Bryce wondered if he’d played either basketball or football in college. He would have fit the bill for either sport.

	Roger held out his hand to Bryan. “Nice to meet you, Bryan,” he said. “And here are some crayons and a picture for you to color in if you want to while your dad and I talk.”

	Bryan smiled shyly at the man as he held out his hand for the man to shake. Then he took the box of crayons and the picture. “Is it okay, Daddy?” he asked.

	Bryce gave Roger a smile of appreciation and then looked down at his son. “Yes, it’s fine. What do you say to Mr. Chatham?”

	Bryan looked at the other man. “Thank you,” he said quietly, then bent his head to look at the picture and dug into the box of crayons.

	With that taken care of, Roger turned back to Bryce. “Why don’t you call me Roger? I always feel like my father is standing behind me when I hear Mr. Chatham.”

	After Bryce and he had settled into their respective chairs, Roger continued. “I don’t know how much you know about your grandfather or his estate, but it’s quite extensive. He was the sole owner of Harmony Shipping, and he owned several properties, including Harmony Island.”

	Bryce blinked in surprise. “There’s an island named after our family?”

	Roger gave a small smile. “Well, yes and no. The island is privately owned by your family; therefore, it’s named for your family. It’s located within the San Juan Island group. There are more than 170 islands and reefs that are part of that group, and your family’s island is one of them. The family claimed the island around 1835 or so and has had a house on it ever since. It was the winter base of Harmony Shipping in the early days. When the shipping company moved to the mainland, the house remained there for the family to live in or visit when they wanted to. The island is part of the inheritance that you’ll be receiving—along with the shipping company, two other houses, several warehouses, and a number of ships. I don’t have the exact number of ships currently used in the shipping business. You also have several launches and a sailboat that are kept at the island.”

	Bryce blinked in surprise. “Well, that’s a shock. I wasn’t aware that my father’s family had those kinds of holdings. I don’t know what to say. Am I supposed to take over running this company now?”

	Roger tapped his fingers on the table thoughtfully. “That would be up to you. The company has a good manager in place, and he’s quite loyal to the company. He was trained by your grandfather and will be happy to show you around the place. The company is running smoothly in Jake’s hands, so you don’t need to move into the managerial position immediately. Your grandfather’s holdings and accounts are estimated to be worth about $1.5 billion. You can certainly take the time to decide what you want to handle yourself and what you want to leave in the hands of others to do.”

	Bryce blew out a breath at the number he’d just been quoted. “$1.5 billion? Well, that’s a shock. I certainly wasn’t aware that that kind of inheritance was in my near future—or at all.” He thought about the flack he had been getting from his senior attorneys. Maybe, just maybe, this was a way to deal with that issue. He could still use his law degree if he were to be running a company. After all, there were contracts to read and negotiate, so the law degree wouldn’t be wasted. He could also spend more time with his son. That was the main issue for him, spending time with Bryan.

	“I know this is a lot for you to take in, Mr. Harmony,” Roger said. “We have a series of forms and other documents for you to sign. I know that you’re an attorney, so you know how much we like our paperwork. I’ll just step out and get those for you. May I see your driver’s license? I need to make a copy of it for my files.”

	“Please call me Bryce,” Bryce told him as he retrieved his license. He handed it over to the man, then sat there thinking about all the ramifications that this meeting would have for him and his life.

	He glanced down at Bryan, who was sitting there next to him with his tongue sticking out as he concentrated on coloring the paper he’d been given. Bryce couldn’t help but think that this meeting was giving him the answers to his prayers. Ever since Bryan had been dropped into his lap, he’d worried and prayed about how to give the boy the attention he deserved. To have a way to support Bryan and not spend sixty hours a week doing it was a godsend. But he had a lot of thinking to do. He would need to talk to his Uncle Michael before he made the big leap. He wanted to do what was best for his son but not burn any bridges as he did it.

	Roger soon returned to the room with a large file in one hand. He passed the license back to Bryce with the other hand. “Okay, let’s get started on these forms,” he said and opened the file.

	An hour later, Bryan tugged on Bryce’s sleeve to gain his attention. “Daddy?” he whispered.

	Bryce glanced down to see that his little boy had a worried expression on his face. “What’s up, buddy? Do you need the bathroom again?”

	Bryan shook his head. He put his small hand to one side of his mouth as he whispered, “I’m hungry. When do we get to eat?”

	Roger, who had heard the question, looked at the big wall clock. “Oh my, this has taken longer than I expected. No wonder the little guy is wanting his dinner. It’s after 6:00. We’ve finished most of the paperwork. I’ll give you the file with the listings of the inheritance holdings and other information for you to look over.”

	At Bryce’s nod, Roger continued. “Since you’re going to be in town tomorrow, I could show you some of the holdings as well as some of the local attractions. I have a boat that could take us over to the island if you want to see it.”

	Bryce hadn’t made any plans for what to see while they were in the area. He hadn’t known what to expect from this meeting, so he hadn’t wanted to get Bryan’s hopes up about seeing something in particular, only to find out that he would need to spend all their time here looking over his grandfather’s estate. “We haven’t made any plans yet,” he said. He glanced down at Bryan. “Want to go on a boat ride tomorrow, Bryan?”

	Bryan’s eyes opened wide with excitement. “Oh, can we, Daddy?”

	“Well, Roger here is offering to take us on one, if that’s okay with you,” Bryce said with a smile.

	Bryan looked shyly at the big man. “You have a boat we can ride on?”

	Roger smiled warmly at the little boy. “I sure do.” Roger then glanced back at Bryce. “Where are you staying tonight?”

	Bryce gave him the name of the motel. Roger indicated that there weren’t a lot of places that were open late for dinner, but one of the best pizza places in town was right across the street from the motel. They then made arrangements to meet the next morning at 9:00 to start their explorations of the Harmony holdings.

	Bryce shook Roger’s hand, gathered all the paperwork, and led Bryan out of the law office. He got the little boy back into his car seat and plugged in the address for the motel. “After we get checked into the motel, we’ll get dinner. Is pizza okay with you, buddy?”

	“Yippee, pizza!” Bryan said with glee, lifting his arms up over his head. Bryce knew that his son would always agree to getting pizza. He had found that out very quickly in the first few days of Bryan living with him.

	They made their way to the motel, then to the pizza joint across from it. After they ate, they returned to their room, where Bryan changed into his pajamas, brushed his teeth, then crawled into the king size bed. The only room that had still been available when they arrived held just the one bed. Bryce figured there would be plenty of room for both of them in it. The motel was fully booked due to the summer tourist season.

	When Bryan finally fell asleep, Bryce turned off the TV and opened the file he’d been given. He spent nearly an hour looking over the documents. It was clear that he had inherited a lot of different holdings and would need to take the time to better understand it all.

	He glanced down at his watch and decided to call his uncle again. Michael would be the best person to bounce some of this off of. He knew he could also talk to his Grandfather Elliott, but he was harder to reach. He was often at his office late or out to some event or other. Michael had once said that he’d chosen family law partly because it offered better hours than other types of law. He had no ambitions to become a judge, like his father.

	“Hey, Bryce,” Michael said as he answered the call. “How are things in Anacortes?”

	“They’re fine. I had a long meeting with Roger Chatham, and we finally broke it off so that I could get some food into Bryan. I’m meeting Roger tomorrow morning, and he’s going to show me some of my grandfather’s holdings. He’s also going to take us on his boat to Harmony Island.”

	“Well, that sounds like fun for Bryan,” Michael said before everything that Bryce had just said had sunk in. “Did you say Harmony Island? That’s a coincidence. There’s an island that has the same name as your family?”

	Bryce chuckled, as that was nearly the same thing he’d asked Roger. “It would appear that I now own an island,” he said. “It was settled by our family sometime in the 1800s and has remained privately owned by us—well, now me.”

	“Wow, your mother never mentioned that your family owned their own island,” Michael said. “That must’ve been where you guys went that summer when everything seemed to go wrong. I wonder what’s on the island.”

	“Yeah, so do I,” Bryce said with a sigh. “I had the same thought when Roger told me about it today. I’d call my mother and ask her, but I doubt that she’d give me the answer. I also wanted to discuss my situation with you.”

	Bryce took a deep breath before he continued. “It seems that the estate is worth about $1.5 billion. I need to consider taking some time to evaluate the holdings and make a decision about it.”

	Michael let out a low whistle. “Well, that’s certainly something to consider. Your trust fund from your father and the Elliott family is nothing to sneeze at, but it isn’t in the same ballpark as that. What about your job at the law firm?”

	Bryce ran his hand through his hair. “That’s just it. I’m getting a lot of pressure from the senior partners to work more hours. I put in fifty hours this week, and that’s with taking the afternoon off. They want sixty hours a week or more from all the junior attorneys. I was willing to do that before Bryan came into my life, but now that I have him living with me, I want—no, need—to spend time with him. He needs his father, his only living parent, to be available. I can’t work from 7 a.m. to 9 p.m. Monday through Friday and most of Saturday, the way they would like, and still give him what he needs. It isn’t fair to him. I need to be home every night and on the weekends.”

	Michael grunted his agreement. “I agree with you. This might be a good time for you to separate yourself from the firm. That would also be to your advantage if Anna’s parents continue to push for custody. You can show the courts that Bryan’s wellbeing is your first priority.”

	Bryce cut in. “Have you heard something from them? Have they hired an attorney?”

	Michael sighed. “Yeah, they have. I got a letter from their representatives today. They’ve filed a petition in King County Superior Court for custody. I was planning on telling you about it when we next talked.”

	Bryce blew out a breath. “Great, just what I needed. Well, I guess I’ve got the money to give them a good fight. They won’t take Bryan away from me. I might be willing to allow them to see him, but not just yet. We need time to get settled and get better acquainted before I allow them to make an appearance in his life again.”

	“I totally agree with that,” Michael said. “I know you need time for him to adjust to living with you. I’ll keep you posted on how things go. I won’t let them take him away from you or us. Your family here has grown to love that little boy. We’re also upset about your being kept out of the loop about his existence. It wasn’t fair or right that Anna did that. Did you ever find out why she did it?”

	“No, I only spoke to her the one time before she died,” Bryce replied. “The conversation was very short. She said she would explain it all to me later, but then she died before ‘later’ came. I still don’t understand what happened that summer when she returned home and then broke up with me. I wasn’t aware that she was pregnant when she left. I guess she didn’t know, either, as she would have just been about a month or six weeks along, judging from Bryan’s birthday. He was born on March 3rd.”

	“That’s too bad,” Michael said. “I’m sure you’d like those answers even more than the rest of us would. Well, it’s getting late. I’ll let you get some sleep. Keep me posted on what you decide about the job and the inheritance.”

	“Yeah, I will,” Bryce responded. “Keep me posted on the McPhees and their antics.”

	“You got it,” Michael said as he ended the call.

	Bryce tossed down his phone and got up to pace the room. So Anna’s parents were trying to take Bryan away from him. That wasn’t going to happen. He wouldn’t allow it under any circumstances. He glanced over at the bed where the little boy slept. He hadn’t known about his son, but he had loved his mother, and now he loved the little guy with every fiber of his being. He was a Harmony, and he would be raised in Washington by his father.

	Bryce looked at his watch. It was after 11:00 and time to get some sleep. Not only was Bryan an early riser, but they had a lot to do the next day. Bryce was curious about the island, and Bryan would be thrilled to ride on the boat to get to it. With those thoughts, Bryce changed into his pajama pants and climbed into the big bed next to his sleeping son. He had placed Bryan in the center of the bed so he wouldn’t roll off it, so that didn’t give Bryce a whole lot of room for himself. As he settled down, Bryan rolled over and snuggled into his father’s side. Bryce put his arm around the small body and sighed. “Who needs space when you have a loving child snuggling up to you?” he thought as he drifted off to sleep.

	


Chapter 3

	As Bryce had expected, Bryan woke up early the next morning. He giggled as he tickled his father until Bryce was awake.

	“Okay, okay, I’m awake,” Bryce groaned. “Why do you have to wake up so early, especially on the weekends?”

	Bryan just giggled more. “How come you like to sleep so late, Daddy?” he asked with his childlike innocence.

	“It’s because I don’t go to sleep as early as you do,” Bryce stated in a matter–of–fact tone of voice.

	“How come? What do you do after I go to bed?” Bryan asked.

	This was one of the things the little boy did a lot. He would ask how come or why about everything under the sun.

	“Because I usually work some after you go to sleep,” Bryce answered. “Last night, I had a lot of papers to read through, and that took a while.” Before Bryan could ask about the papers he was reading, Bryce sat up, then crawled out of bed.

	“Come on, buddy. Upsy–daisy. Let’s get showered and dressed. We’ll find breakfast and then meet up with Roger. He’s going to show us some things and then take us out on his boat. We have a busy day ahead of us.”

	Bryan crawled off the bed but looked puzzled. “I don’t take showers, Daddy. I take baths.”

	Bryce looked down at the boy and replied, “Today, you’ll shower with me. The room didn’t come with
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