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Prologue
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The owl ruffled her feathers against the chill wind as it huffed through the pine boughs, their sighs melding with the ragged breathing below. The bird watched, unblinking and silent, as the dark figure put down its burden and straightened up with a stifled groan, looking warily around. The man grunted, hefted the unresisting bundle to his shoulders and trudged on. One more pause to rest, one more laborious march, then into the safety of a deeper pool of darkness beneath the largest of the pines. Leaving the bundle there, swathed in shadow, he retraced his steps to a car parked by the roadside while the owl ghosted overhead to settle in another watch-tree. He pulled out a shovel, muttering an oath when it clinked against the side of the car. After a quick glance around, seemingly satisfied, he made his way back to the pine, shadowed again by the owl, and grunting, began to dig, pausing at any rustle in the underbrush. An hour later, all signs of work carefully obliterated, the labourer returned to the car and, headlights out, drove off into the night. 

The owl kept watch. The night sounds of the woods resumed. Satisfied that her demesne was safe again, she spread her wings for the hunt.
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Chapter 1
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Molly looked at the front door, sturdy and black with an old brass knocker in the shape of an anchor, and the windows with matching black shutters that flanked it on either side. She turned the key in the heavy lock, heaved the last of her luggage through the door, and turned to look at the sea and the cottage garden. Finally she was here—this old whitewashed cottage would be her home for the next four months. Named Spindrift by a fanciful owner, it perched on a cliff facing the North Sea, with a small walled garden contained on three sides by the fields of a working farm. Now, in April 1998, those fields not given over to sheep had been turned, but it was still too cold to seed. The coast road ran between the cottage and the edge of the cliff, and below she saw the curve of a long, sandy beach.

The front door opened directly into the little parlour. It smelled musty, so she struggled with the worn wooden sash and threw the window wide open. The sea glistened in the sun, and she could smell the crisp salt air. Molly could resist no longer. Unpacking could wait. 

She crossed the road to find wooden steps leading down the cliff to a boardwalk that, in turn, led to the edge of the sand. As she walked the length of the beach with the wind blowing her hair back from her face, she breathed in deeply, happily. She had always been drawn to water and hoped one day to live by the sea. This sandy beach was magnificent, curving ’round the bay for a mile or so, and everywhere she turned there were cliffs and the hills beyond. It was improbable, really—today the beach and sea appeared almost Caribbean, and one all but expected warmth and palm trees. Here, though, pale sand and blue water aside, was the crispness of the northern spring and the dun colour of grasses and bracken, which had not yet begun their awakening. She took great satisfaction in her decision to leave Toronto for her own private Scottish haven.

Weeks earlier, on a miserable Sunday afternoon toward the end of February when nothing seemed right, she had brooded over her life. In the aftermath of flu and still mourning the recent death of her dog, she was weary, physically and mentally. She sighed and reached for the phone, hoping to cheer herself with a conversation with her sister in Scotland.

“What’s wrong?” Gillian asked.

“Nothing really. I’m just fed up with work and this lousy winter. It’s been so cold for so long... I haven’t worked on my novel in weeks, and I’m missing Orson. This place is empty without him.”

“You need a break. Why don’t you come over for a visit?”

“I really will think about it,” Molly promised.

She did. Over the next few blustery days, as she suffered through yet another snowstorm, the thought of escape, however temporary, called her. She was fed up with Toronto, with all big cities, and wanted some clean open space around her, preferably by the sea. She wasn’t ready to make a major move, but the idea of a long vacation was compelling. One morning, she awoke with a clear resolve: if she really wanted to finish her long-neglected novel, she should take some time off and find a place that would give her the solitude and peace she needed. 

Yet she hesitated. She ran her fingers through her short reddish hair and walked to the bedroom mirror. “You look bloody awful,” she told her reflection. “Get a grip, girl, and make a decision.”

She called Gillian again.

“Remember that cottage we rented last year?”

“Of course ... why?”

“Could you arrange to rent it again for me? What I’d really like to do is to visit you for a couple of weeks at the beginning of April and then move to that cottage to write for a few months.”

Slowly it had all come together. She delivered her last assignment, left her house and cat in the hands of a friend, and flew to Scotland. The original cottage wasn’t available, but her sister had found another in a fishing village near her home. Molly spent a happy, chatty time with Gillian and her family, and now she was here in Spindrift, finally realising her dream of a cottage by the sea, with her laptop computer and no plausible excuses. Time to write—a true luxury.

After a long, leisurely walk in the salt air and a makeshift meal, she slept soundly until roused by birds singing in the morning stillness. She shook herself awake, half expecting to hear the car horns and police sirens of her city mornings. It took her a moment to fully realise that she was now in her Scottish refuge, and the birdsong filled her with a sense of contentment.

She threw on some clothes and walked along the road to some hills that rose above it, and then climbed up into the shadow of some big pines and out again into the light warmth of the spring morning. As she clambered through bracken and over rocks, a warm earthy smell rose up beneath her feet. She reached a cliff overlooking the ocean some fifty feet below and settled down into a mossy hollow, sniffing the salt air with pleasure.

Without warning, a seal’s head broke the surface of the sea in front of her. She caught her breath as it pivoted in all directions, rather like a periscope, and disappeared silently beneath the waves, leaving no sign that it had ever been there. She sat still, breathless, hoping, and a few moments later the seal reappeared, and then again. It was a perfect start to her retreat—a little Gaelic enchantment, a good omen of things to come.

Over the next few days, Molly settled happily into her retreat. The freedom from routine, work and the expectations of other people was exhilarating. The cottage was cosy; typical of its period, it had two rooms on the ground floor and two upstairs. The front room was small but sunny, its many-paned window facing out to sea. The space was fitted wall-to-wall with a dark red carpet of an old-fashioned fussy pattern and furnished with a solid overstuffed sofa and matching chair. A fireplace gave the room a cheerful look. Molly’s laptop struck a discordant note of modernism on the table in the corner, but the attraction of that window overlooking the sea while she worked overruled any aesthetic considerations. There was a big open kitchen, its flagged floor mostly covered with worn linoleum, which she thought could benefit from some warm scatter rugs. The upper floor consisted of a bedroom and a bathroom, the latter probably a remodelled second bedroom. The sanitary facilities in the age when the cottage was built would have been an outdoor privy and an old-fashioned tin bathtub dragged into the kitchen once a week.

The sea was her constant source of pleasure. She loved walking along the sand, even on cold, blustery days, with the wind and the sounds of the waves driving out the last remnants of the stress she’d accumulated over the winter. She retired early, slept soundly and awoke with the dawn, and gradually the deep-seated fatigue relinquished its hold. She was writing several hours a day and had no desire to go anywhere else, other than a visit to her sister, where the tumble of young children and animals, and the chat and cups of tea with Gillian and Alan, filled her modest social needs.
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Chapter 2
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The inevitable day arrived—Molly was well and truly stuck. The writing, which had been going well, stalled. She tried, but the words fell lifeless on the page, and her plot was in a death spiral. She glanced out the window and sighed. Why on earth had she put her protagonist in the jungles of Peru? It was hard to summon up the dark green and steamy atmosphere of the Amazon jungle when she was surrounded by the briskness of Scottish air and sea. She had decided, after some dithering about the locale, to make use of memories and notes from last year’s vacation for this novel. On a trip to Peru, she had stayed for a few days at a lodge in the heart of a jungle nature reserve, where naturalists, graduate students and visitors mingled, and had thought at the time that the setting would provide a unique opportunity for a closed-community murder mystery. Here was a small group of people brought together temporarily in isolation, with the nearest settlement three hours away, accessed only by dugout canoes. A few local people cooked, cleaned and cared for the lodge, but they, of course, would not be suspects. Molly had devised a wealth of motives, depending on the victim: professional rancour, the stealing of another naturalist’s or student’s work, unsuspected previous associations amongst the visitors, or that equal-opportunity motive: a crime of passion.

That was the plan. She had started well enough, she thought, and was setting the scene for the murder, but today Scotland was conquering Peru. Finally, exasperated, she decided to take the day off and explore the countryside. Except for her visits to Gillian, she’d stayed close to the cottage and beach, getting supplies from the supermarket in Stonehaven, the nearest large town to the north. She hadn’t even really investigated the neighbouring fishing villages, so she would head south along the coast road. 

The morning was clear and warm. If the weather stayed fine, the farmers would soon be seeding. The sky was a brilliant blue, with a few fluffy clouds scattered for artistic effect. The old Rover that Alan had found for her at a very reasonable cost seemed as eager to roam as she did, and her mood rose as she drove along. She decided to visit a nearby castle and continued down the coast for several miles, happy with the freedom of a sunny morning and no obligations. The water was an intense deep blue and calm, with the occasional white froth of waves. On grey overcast days, the sea looked green-black, and one was left in no doubt of its frigid character. Today it seemed warm and benign. 

She found Dunottar Castle after only one wrong turn, paid the small entrance fee, and strolled around the grounds to get the feel of the keep. It was situated on a cliff, facing out to sea, with the remains of granite walls on all four sides. Most of the buildings were open to the sky now, but a few were intact and some of these contained period furniture, rough and solid. Molly had visited a number of castles in her travels, and unoccupied ones like this often had a gloomy air to them as they sat brooding over the past. She suspected this one had its share of blood and glory, misery and hardship, and was glad she hadn’t lived back then. Despite occasional grumbling about her own life, she acknowledged that modern times, at least in most cultures, offered women unparalleled freedom and most people a safer and healthier life.

At the next crossroad, the signpost indicated Whitehaven in the direction of the sea. Feeling hungry and in search of a pub, she turned down the steep winding road into a typical fishing village curved around a harbour. The buildings and houses were from another era, whitewashed walls glowing in the sunlight, often with dark-timbered window frames and doors. In most cases, there was no front garden, just a stone step up from the sidewalk, so that the village could accommodate the greatest number of buildings in the natural hollow of the hills. The narrow streets bore evidence of cobbles where the overlaid road surface had worn thin. Molly navigated around parked cars and through the small amount of traffic with care, finally parking near the sea wall. Colourful fishing boats bobbed gently in the harbour, and there was another-time look and feel to the village that pleased her. 

The inner harbour, cut off from the sea by a cement breakwater, had a launching ramp to the left and a wharf to the right. A green wooden structure nearby was identified by its black and white sign as “Public Toilets.” Fish-packing plants bordered both sides of the harbour, with signs proclaiming their willingness to deal with the general public. Perhaps she’d get some fresh fish for supper before she left. She turned away from the harbour and glanced at the village itself, at the several narrow winding streets that led up from the harbour to the top of the hill, flanked by houses painted white or pale yellow. Some owners expressed their individuality through the colours they chose for the doors and window frames—one trimmed with scarlet, another with royal blue.

At the far right of the harbour she saw a pub, and just before it a village shop where she could pick up a magazine or book. People nodded a greeting and looked at her with curiosity as she walked along; in these small villages, especially this early in the year, strangers stood out. She entered the shop to the tinkle of an overhead bell and rifled through the rack of paperbacks in the vain hope of a new mystery. Eventually she selected a guidebook to the area, and as she paid, the shopkeeper asked, “Where are you from then, lass?”

“Canada.” 

“Och, I’ve a cousin in Canada, in Toronto.” 

“That’s where I live.” 

“Mebbe you know my cousin? Alistair McAdam?” 

Molly smiled and shook her head. “Sorry, no, but Toronto’s a big place.” 

“Aye, it is that. I visited Alistair a few years back. Are you on holiday then?” 

“Yes, I’ve rented the cottage down the road... Spindrift. Do you know it?”

The woman’s expression changed subtly. “Aye, I know the place. Will ye bide there alone?”

Strange question. Molly nodded, puzzled, as the shopkeeper nodded goodbye and turned to the next customer. Vaguely disquieted, Molly left the shop and headed to the pub. 

The Black Ox was another whitewashed building with a heavy door and many-paned windows. Its faded painted sign—depicting a resigned-looking yoked ox—swung gently in the breeze. She pushed open the door and looked about. The pub consisted of two small rooms and was dim inside, but warmed by a fire. She went to the bar, ordered a pint of ale and a cheese bap from the bartender, and took her lunch to a fireside table, where she leafed through the guidebook as she ate. 

The locals, after a glance or two at her, went on with their conversations. She listened, trying to be unobtrusive, loving the lilt of Scottish accents even though she couldn’t understand everything she heard. It always took a while for her ear to adapt to an unfamiliar accent, and though she’d been in Scotland for a few weeks now, the local variants sometimes stymied her, especially the dialects—she was still hearing new words. She lingered over her lunch, skimming the guidebook and occasionally glancing around the pub. A group of men at the bar were bantering over their pints, and she noticed one in particular: stocky, with dark, curly hair and a weathered complexion. As she gathered her things and moved toward the door, he turned, met her eyes and nodded a greeting. Hmm, nice-looking man, she thought.

A turning several miles along the coast road provided access to the sea. She took off her shoes to walk along the beach. The sun-warmed sand was comfortable as long as she stayed well above the outgoing tide. The beach was deserted except for the sandpipers and gulls, and the air was soft and tangy. She ambled along, looking for shells and thinking about her book. She had a heroine without a challenge, which was boring, and any device she considered to change the situation seemed banal. 

She was startled by the loud cry of a gull. No, not a bird—a child? She looked down the beach but could see no one. Then she heard sobs. She followed the sound around a group of rocks and saw an adolescent girl sitting in an attitude of misery, rocking back and forth, hugging herself. Molly coughed to announce her presence. The girl looked up, startled and then defiant.

“Can I help?” Molly asked hesitantly.

“Go away!”

“Suit yourself.” Molly moved away, feeling awkward and annoyed.

“Wait! I’m sorry. That was rude.” The girl sniffled and groped for a tissue in her pocket. “You just surprised me, that’s all. I thought I was alone here.”

“Sorry to intrude. I’ll leave now.”

“You don’t need to. I’m okay.”

“I’m heading back, anyway. As long as you’re all right, I’ll be going...”

“I’m going that way too. I left my bike back there.” The girl pointed along the sand in the direction Molly had come.

Surprised, Molly looked back. She’d had the impression that she was the only one who had walked that stretch of beach. Then she saw the line of prints coming from the water’s edge up to where the girl had been sitting. “Oh, you came along through the waves.” She held out her hand. “My name’s Molly.”

“I’m Sam. Samantha, really, but I hate that.”

They walked along in silence. Then Sam asked, “Where are you from? Not around here.”

“I’m staying in a cottage just up the coast.”

“Are you on holiday?”

“Sort of. What about you? Do you live near here?”

“Not too far, in Whitehaven.”

“Oh yes—I had lunch in the pub there. That’s a fair distance for you to come.”

“Not on my bike. I just wanted to get away.”

“I see.” Molly didn’t want to pry, and they walked along in silence until they reached Molly’s car. “Do you want a lift back? We could probably fit your bike in the boot. Where is it?”

“Over there,” Sam pointed. The bike had been thrown down in the gorse and was almost invisible. “Yes, thanks.”

She had recovered from her tears, although her face was blotchy. She had red-gold hair and the kind of fair complexion that marked easily. She’d be very pretty normally, Molly thought. 

They loaded the bike into the boot with some difficulty and reached the village in a few minutes. “Where shall I let you off?”

“Anywhere along here would be fine.” 

Molly pulled up near the pub. “This okay?”

“Yes, thanks. You’ve been very kind.”

“Oh, you’re welcome. You’re all right now?”

“Yes... I was just upset because of my boyfriend... my ex-boyfriend.” Emphasis on ex. “I’ll be fine. Thanks again.” Sam got on her bike, waved and cycled away. Molly watched her go. A nice girl. She hoped Sam would get over her boyfriend problem soon. Life can be so desperate when you’re fifteen or sixteen. 

After an afternoon spent driving along the coast road, taking any side road that took her fancy, Molly retraced her route to Whitehaven and pulled over to check her map. She glanced at her at her watch—almost six o’clock. She picked up the map again.

“Good evening. Are ye lost?” A friendly voice sounded beside her. Molly looked up. It was the man she had noticed earlier in the pub. Standing beside him was a large shaggy dog of indecipherable heritage, who yawned and plumped down.

“Hello. No, I’m fine. Just about to go home.”

“Where’s that, then?”

Molly, who normally resented personal questions, was becoming used to inquisitive Scots in small towns and replied, “A few miles north of here. I was just checking the route. Perhaps I’ll get something to eat first.”

“There’s only the pub or the chippy. Whitehaven doesn’t run to a restaurant, and the tearoom doesn’t open up again until June. I’m off to the pub just now. Will ye come along?”

Noticing her hesitation, he said, “Och, I haven’t even introduced myself! Gregor Balfour.” He extended his hand. “You’ll be perfectly safe,” he added with a grin.

Molly flushed, feeling foolish. Of course she’d be safe in a village where everyone saw everything. She was letting her big-city paranoia get in the way. “I’m Molly Fraser. Thank you. I’d like that. Just let me park the car.”

“Drive up to the pub, then. I’ll be along in a minute.”

Molly waited by the car, a little shy about this whole thing—shy with him, and shy about walking into the pub with him. She told herself not to be so ridiculous.

He walked up smiling, the dog ambling behind. He was nice looking, not handsome, but with pleasant, good-humoured features.

“What’s your dog’s name?”

“Murdo.” The dog looked up at the sound of his name, tail wagging.

“What is he? I mean, what kind of dog?”

He laughed. “Hard to tell, isn’t it! Don’t know, really. His mother was an Old English, but she got away at the crucial time and the Lord knows who the father is. Her owners were not well pleased, as they had grand plans to breed her and sell the litter at a pretty profit. He’s a good dog despite his looks!”

Gregor guided her into the pub where he was hailed by a few men at the bar. He led her to a table by the fire, where Murdo collapsed with a contented sigh, exploring the floor for possible stray crumbs. “Now, what’ll you have?”

“A whisky, please, if there’s local malt you’d recommend?”

The men at the bar were openly curious. She heard Gregor say, “Just a lady who’s passing through,” in answer to some question. Someone laughed. Molly felt her face burn.

He returned with the drinks and sensed her discomfort. “Don’t mind them. They’re good lads, really. Just larking about.” Molly smiled briefly but kept her head down. She was not in the habit of letting men pick her up and was regretting her decision to come.

Gregor seemed to sense that and set out to put her at ease, talking about the village and the area in general, and she gradually relaxed.

“So, what brings you here then?” he asked. “On holiday?”

“Not really. I’ll be here for a few months. I just took the day off to explore.

“Day off?”

Molly hesitated. She was reluctant to declare herself a writer. That was a private dream she hugged to herself.

“Hey, you don’t need to tell me...” Gregor said quickly.

“It’s okay. I’m just a little shy about it. I’m writing a book.”

“Really? You’re an author, then?”

“Not yet, no. I’m just starting, which is why I really don’t like to talk about it. What do you do? Fish?”

“Have a heart—that’s too hard a life. No, I’m with the Forestry Commission.”

“What does that involve?”

“A lot of outdoor work, which I enjoy, but also planning and proposal writing and so on. I’m nae so fond of that side of it.”

They ordered their meals and chatted over their drinks.

“Where are you staying?”

“Not far from here, along the coast road.”

“There’s no hotel along there.”

“No, I’ve rented a cottage—Spindrift.”

Gregor looked startled. Molly was starting to ask why when their meals arrived: fish and chips for Molly, shepherd’s pie for Gregor. “Good and stodgy,” he said with enthusiasm. When their meal was over, Molly insisted on paying for hers and rose to leave.

“I’ve enjoyed meeting you, but I must go now.”

He stood as well. “I’ll walk you out.” Molly was again very conscious of the curious eyes upon them.

“Good-bye then, Molly Fraser.”

“Good-bye, Mr. Balfour.”

How awkward I was, she thought as she drove away. I’m out of practice. Still, it had been an interesting day—a castle and a maiden in despair, a shopkeeper straight out of an old novel, and Gregor Balfour, definitely the most interesting man she’d met in a long time. Ah, well. 

What was it about Spindrift that made people close down?

She looked around the cottage, as if it could reveal the answer. The front room had become the place where she both worked and relaxed. Everything in it was nondescript but comfortable, and she loved its sea view. She felt no frisson of unease there, nor did the kitchen hold any sinister shadows.

She continued her exploration up the narrow staircase, looking at everything with fresh eyes. The bedroom was comfortable and old-fashioned, painted pale blue with some quaint framed floral prints on the walls. The bed was solid dark wood, covered with a fine multicoloured quilt, and flanked by a dresser and a heavy wooden wardrobe. The bathroom was just a bathroom—functional and spare.

Nothing in the cottage seemed untoward. Strange, very strange.
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Her day of rest had done the trick. The next morning, Molly was ready to write again. At two o’clock she came up for air, astonished at the time and hungry, but happy with her progress. Over a late lunch, she thought about yesterday’s travels. It had been pleasant to have dinner with Gregor, but meeting his dog made her realise how much she missed having one of her own.

She glanced through the window at the sea shining in the sun, once more enticing her out, and capitulated. She really had put in a good day’s work already. There were several people walking their dogs on the beach, some of whom she was getting to know. She greeted the owners, patted the dogs, and again felt that sharp pang of loss. She really missed Orson and his fully committed, nonjudgmental love. He had been her solace in those first lost months after Rob died, and it was the daily routine of caring for another creature—feeding, walking, loving and being loved in return—that had kept her focused and balanced. She missed having him by her side, and the way he followed her about the house, settling down beside her with a relieved sigh when he thought she was going to stay in one room for a while. She had resisted getting another dog for some months, but now, the thought was comforting rather than painful. It’s time to get a puppy, she decided. 

She wanted another bloodhound. She liked their personality and looks—not to everyone’s taste, but they suited her. A call to the Kennel Club provided the names of several breeders, and the second one she called sounded promising. Mrs. Anderson, a woman with a deep, pleasant voice, had a litter of nine pups, just six weeks old. This was better than she’d hoped; she and Rob had to wait two years for Orson. She quickly arranged a visit for the next afternoon, a journey of three hours to Inverness.

Mrs. Anderson was a surprise. From her deep voice, Molly had envisioned a large woman, but she was petite, with a welcoming freckled face. She offered tea, but empathetic to Molly’s eagerness took her straight out to the kennels. Molly was captivated at once by the mother, Lucy, who gazed at her with those all-seeing and resigned eyes, and by the puppies that tumbled around her. They were still smaller than an adult cat, but fully equipped with wrinkles and charm, each with a different coloured ribbon around its neck. Mrs. Anderson pointed out two males that were still available, and Molly picked them up in turn. The second one gave a little sigh and snuggled onto her chest, nuzzling her neck. This was not the way to select a pup; rather, it’s the way one is chosen by a pup. Molly turned to Mrs. Anderson, who smiled and said, “So he’s the one, is he? Bring him back with you into the house for a wee while... It’s all right, Lucy,” she assured the watchful mother, who gave way reluctantly.

Molly carried the snuffling pup back to the house, inhaling that unique puppy smell, and settled him on her lap while she and Mrs. Anderson had tea. (It was impossible in Scotland not to take tea, an invariable mark of hospitality.) They chatted about bloodhounds, sharing a mutual enthusiasm. Molly spoke of her old boy and how much she had loved him while she caressed the pup sleeping contentedly on her lap.

“This is definitely the one I want. His name will be Thurber,” Molly announced.

“Thurber? That’s an odd name.”

“After James Thurber. You know, the author...? No? Well, he was a humorous American writer in the thirties and forties, and drew very bad cartoons to illustrate his stories. The dogs he drew were always vaguely like bloodhounds, and I read that he was very fond of one that belonged to friends of his. It was the only sort of dog he could draw! So this little one will be Thurber in his honour.”

“Well, you’ll be able to fetch him in about a fortnight. Now, I’ve got to get on in the kitchen, but you’re welcome to sit here with him or take him out in the garden.” She smiled comfortably at Molly and left them alone. 

Molly played with the puppy until he collapsed once more into a snoring little heap on her lap. She wanted him to get used to her scent, knowing that his extraordinary nose would recognise her the next time. 

The return trip seemed much quicker than the one coming out, and she sang every song she could recall. Life was good again.

Molly’s writing settled back into a productive routine. The prospect of Thurber was a warming background thought, and she felt energised again. She alternated sessions at the keyboard with long seaside walks, returning refreshed to her story. As a neophyte author, she knew she would have to polish the plot and characters later, but she was happy to be writing, to be away from the daily grind of a job. A return to that routine would come all too soon, but meanwhile, these few precious months of self-indulgence were restorative. 

She was very animated when she visited Gillian and her family that weekend, telling them all about Thurber, her work and her walks. They were a casual happy household, kids, dogs and other assorted creatures milling around as they sat in the old stone kitchen over tea, with the coal-burning Aga providing comforting warmth to the big room.

“This life suits you,” Gillian commented. “You’re looking well.”

“I’m feeling great!” Molly replied. “I’m so excited about the puppy, and my writing is going well.”

“Why don’t you stay here in Scotland?”

“Oh, I can’t! I’ve allocated a certain amount of time and money for
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