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            WHO’S WHO IN MORGAN’S FIRE?

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear readers,

      As the Morgan’s Fire books continue, many new characters enter the scene. So… I thought it was time to provide you with a characters “Who’s Who.” Enjoy!

      
        
        The Darn Yarners

      

        

      
        Helen Winthrop

        Mavis LaSalle

        Rosa Rodriguez

        Frankie Brown

        Faith Childs Miller

        Hope Childs

        Grace Childs Straley

        Belle Pollart

      

      

      A group of eight sixty-something women friends who meet regularly and celebrate forty years together in book #4, Rich’s Dilemma.

      
        
        1.	Helen Winthrop, divorced, a stained glass artist. Four daughters, Lucy, Harriet, Clara, and Hazel.

      

        

      
        2.	Mavis LaSalle, divorced. Owner of Cove Inn and Spa. Four children, Duncan, Lolly, Dara, and Marla.

      

        

      
        3.	Rosa Rodriguez, married to Cesar. They own the Grille, a restaurant on Main Street. Six children, Sandy, Raphael, Vincent, Sonia, Michael, and Melania.

      

        

      
        4.	Frankie Brown, divorced private investigator, stained glass artist.

      

        

      
        5.	Hope Childs, single. Owns Cove Yoga Studio.

      

        

      
        6.	Faith Childs Miller, married to Rex. Owners of Land’s End Farm and Stables. Six children, Rachel, Rex Jr, Jonas, Brick, Tim, and Karen.

      

        

      
        7.	Grace Childs Straley, widow and director of marine research lab. One child, Cora.

      

        

      
        8.	Belle Pollart, manager of docks and fishery with her husband, Will. Two kids, Sadie and Billy.

      

      

      

      
        
        Morgan’s Fire

      

      

      
        
        Richard Morgan, widower, now married to Lucy Winthrop Brennan Morgan. He owns Morgan’s Fire Farm, Stables and Vineyard. Eight children, Rich, Ava, Teddy, Ben, Pam, Gail, Weezie, and Wolfie.

      

        

      
        Lucy Winthrop Brennan Morgan, divorced Dr. Rob Brennan and remarried to Richard Morgan. Two children, Amy and Rob. Helen Winthrop’s eldest daughter.

      

        

      
        Rich Morgan, engaged to Karen Miller. Runs Morgan Enterprises. Richard’s oldest son.

      

        

      
        Ava Morgan Fielding, married to Dan Fielding. Both scientists, at the marine research lab. Three children, Sasha, Cameron, and Laura

      

        

      
        Gail Morgan Miller, married to Tim Miller, Public Relations Director, Morgan Enterprises, Richard’s daughter.

      

        

      
        Pam Miller Rodriguez, married to Sandy Rodriguez. A therapist. Richard’s daughter.

      

        

      
        Louise “Weezie” Morgan, runs pony camps, gives riding lessons. Richard’s youngest daughter.

      

        

      
        Wolfie Morgan, manager of Morgan’s Fire Vineyard. Richard’s youngest son.

      

        

      
        Callie Richardson, cook and housekeeper.

      

        

      
        Gus Casey, the farm manager, married to Lynn. Three children, Dulcie, Cal, and Sorcha.

      

        

      
        Kiki Bloom, resident vet.

      

        

      
        Zeke Ravensbrook, vintner.

      

        

      
        Cara Felspar, Zeke’s assistant/apprentice.

      

        

      
        Sandy Rodriguez, married to Pam Morgan. Former owner of Sandy’s, a music venue. Newest venture, a farm to table restaurant at Morgan’s Fire. Rosa and Cesar’s oldest.

      

        

      
        Murphy “Murph” O’Neill, Sandy’s good friend and assistant. Comanager of Field and Fire.

        Parents, Fiona and Murphy Senior. Siblings, Seamus, Darby, and Murph’s twin sister, Aislan, who drowned as a child of six.

      

        

      
        Aurora Lake “Rori”, comanager, Field and Fire.

      

        

      
        Meryl Stockdale, chef at Field and Fire.

      

      

      

      
        
        Cove Inn and Spa

      

      

      
        
        Lolly Rogers, divorced from Sandy Rodriguez, one daughter, Maisie, Mavis’s oldest daughter.

      

        

      
        Kendall Reese, Mavis’s chef.

      

      

      

      
        
        Village of Horseshoe Crab Cove

      

      

      
        
        Harriet Winthrop Morgan, married to Kyle Morgan. A 5th grade teacher at Hampton Meeting School. Helen Winthrop’s second oldest daughter.

      

        

      
        Kyle Morgan, married to Harriet Winthrop Morgan. Local veterinarian. Nephew of Richard Morgan.

      

        

      
        Tim Miller, married to Gail Morgan. Woodworker and lobsterman.

      

        

      
        Cooper “Coop” Merrick, local blacksmith and ironworker. Shares workspace with Tim Miller.

      

        

      
        Elise Nolan, therapist. Shares office space Pam Morgan.

      

        

      
        Greta Jeffers, social worker at Cove High School. Friend of Pam Morgan Rodriguez.

      

        

      
        Jack Faulkner, a developer, renovating an old Inn at Barnum’s Ledge.

      

        

      
        Roland Jenkins, Jack’s boss at Compass Properties.

      

        

      
        Pete Santoro, Jack’s foreman. His crew includes Ray Solomos, Stavos and Greg and Rory, college kids.

      

        

      
        Jay Hallowell, Jack’s attorney and good friend.

      

        

      
        Joseph “Joe” O’Leary, former priest, exploring social work as his next avocation.

      

        

      
        Marla LaSalle, Lolly’s sister, with boyfriend Richie Viveiros, musicians, band The Cherry Pickers.

      

        

      
        Dr. Rob Brennan, Lucy’s ex-husband.

      

        

      
        Dr. Chuck Beaman, Rob Brennan’s partner and best friend.

      

        

      
        Dr. Cynthia Vogt, doctor and associate of Brennan & Beaman.

      

        

      
        Dr. Lou Carina, Rich’s urologist.

      

        

      
        Vincent Rodriguez bartender at the Grille and Witter.

      

        

      
        Raphael “Raffi” Rodriguez, an attorney.

      

        

      
        Milania “Milly” Rodriguez, a waitress at the Crab Café.

      

        

      
        Hank Averill, runs the village general store, son Kevin.

      

        

      
        Avery Coggshall, a local plumber.

      

        

      
        Paul and Josie Connors, owners of the Crab Café.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 1

        

      

    

    
      Main Street looked magical with its twinkling Christmas lights and wreath-bedecked street lamps laced with snow. Soft puffy flakes covered Joe’s hat and jacket, some settling on his eyelashes, blurring his vision. He blinked them away, wondering if he would ever see clearly again.

      Two weeks earlier, Joseph O’Leary, priest at St. Mary’s by the Sea, had walked away from his life’s work. He had loved being a priest. Saying goodbye had been excruciating, but he knew he wanted a different life, a spiritual life, but one that held the possibility of a wife and family. The dream was there, and after two years of struggle, he knew he could not let it go. Tonight, geography was on his mind. He must move out of the parsonage to make way for Father Flynn. He didn’t know where life would eventually take him, but Bayport, home to St. Mary’s, might be too close right now. Hence his solo walk down the snowy street in Horseshoe Crab Cove. After grabbing a coffee at the Crab Café, he headed to the village’s community garden at the far end of Main Street. As he strolled, the soft light from the shops and their festive window displays warmed his heart. Such a beautiful season, he thought. So full of hope and joy.

      He sighed as he passed through the gate into Laura’s Community Garden. The raised beds were now covered with straw, ornamental cabbage and hardy spinach poking through their winter blankets. He’d visited the garden before and always found it to be a deeply spiritual place. Walking to the far end, he brushed snow from a teak bench and sat, the quiet surrounding him.

      He sipped his coffee in the growing twilight. Gradually, the snow let up and the lights draping garden fences and trees came on. Maybe I can make a home here, he mused, until I decide upon next steps.

      An elderly couple strolled through the front gate and headed for a plot at the garden’s south end. They held tight to each other as they shuffled along, finally pausing at a bed that appeared completely bare until the woman reached down, then straightened up with a handful of crimson blooms. She smiled, offering them to her companion, his expression beatific as he stared at the flowers, then bent to kiss her cheek. As Joe watched, he realized that tears clouded his vision and streamed down his cheeks. Brushing them aside, he was surprised to see the couple approaching.

      “Good evening,” she said. “Lovely night, isn’t it? Nathanial, I believe we’ve found a kindred spirit who loves the winter garden as much we do.”

      Joe stood, nodding to them. “It is, indeed, a beautiful spot. May I ask what those flowers are that bloom in the snow?”

      “Our winter camellias,” she said. “My Nathanial’s favorite.”

      Her companion remained silent, a slight smile on his face as his eyes darted about. Joe recognized the misty confusion of dementia and thought how lucky the man was to have such a loving companion. “They’re lovely,” Joe said.

      She adjusted Nathanial’s brightly colored scarf and purple wool beret against the cold, then smiled up at Joe. “Do you live in the village?”

      “Not yet. I live in Bayport, but I’m considering a move.”

      “You won’t be sorry.”

      “I expect that’s true,” Joe said, walking alongside them to the front gate.

      “I’m Elizabeth, and this is my husband, Nathanial.”

      “Joe.”

      “Well, here we are,” she said, indicating a small sedan in the hardware store lot. “Can we offer you a lift?”

      “Thanks, but my car’s just up the street.”

      “Well then, good night, Father Joe. I do hope you settle in our tiny piece of heaven. We’ll enjoy seeing you around town. Take care.”

      With those surprising words, she turned and led her husband off, leaving Joe to stare after them. Small towns. Of course they’d have attended services at St. Mary’s over the years—weddings, funerals, and others. He felt a twinge of guilt for not recognizing them. Perhaps without their winter clothes, I’d have known them?

      He made his way to the truck, tossing his empty cup into a sidewalk trash bin. Is that what I want? he mused, brushing snow from his front windshield. Loving companionship in my old age? Am I being selfish, abandoning my Lord and my congregation to serve my own needs?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 2

        

      

    

    
      Stunned, the O’Neills stared at their parish priest of many years. A visiting priest had given the mass that morning because Father Joseph was supposedly on vacation, but when Joe had called and asked if he might stop by, they invited him to dinner.

      “Yes, I walked away,” Joe said. “I wanted to tell you all first because I consider you to be family. I hope that doesn’t sound presumptuous.”

      “Of course it doesn’t, but when?” Fiona MacGregor O’Neill, the family matriarch, stared from the priest to her husband and son, Murph Junior. The latter had brought his fiancée, Greta Jeffers, to dinner.

      “I wrote for dispensation six months ago. I wanted to follow process, but they said dispensation could take years, and I didn’t want to wait. I’m at peace with my decision.”

      “Have you preached your last mass, then?”

      “I’m afraid so. I wanted to tell the congregation two weeks ago, to say goodbye properly, but I was asked not to do so.”

      “But why?” Fiona asked, pushing aside her bowl of lamb stew.

      His eyes reflected warmth and sadness as he gazed at his old friend. “It’s been on my mind for several years. You may remember that I completed a degree in social work a number of years ago? To assist me in my pastoral duties. That work is calling to me. I turned fifty last winter and thought it might be time.”

      “This is going to sound like pure selfishness,” Murph said, “but are you still able to marry us?”

      Joe smiled at the young man he’d known for his entire career as a priest. The summer Murph’s twin sister, Aislan, died in a tragic drowning accident had tested the priest’s faith in its infancy. “I would be honored to marry you, but not in the Catholic church. At least not at St. Mary’s,” he added, referring to their parish church where he had presided for twenty-four years. “I’m actually standing with Anna Goodspeed, your village pastor, for the Rogers-Faulkner wedding.”

      Murph nodded. “I heard about that. Their reception is at Field and Fire. Our first wedding.”

      “So she’s not having it at her mother’s fancy wedding venue?” Fiona asked, referring to Cove Inn and Spa, the home of Mavis LaSalle, Lolly Rogers’s mother, and one of the most sought-after event locations in New England.

      Murph shrugged. “I guess they wanted Mavis to enjoy the day and not be stressed running the thing.”

      Turning back to their guest, Fiona frowned. “Oh, Joseph, what will we do without you?”

      “The same thing you’ve always done. Worship as the good Catholics you are. Father Flynn will be taking my place. I’ve met him many times. You’ll like him.”

      “Have you plans for the holidays?” Fiona said.

      “Not yet, or should I say, they’re still formulating.”

      “Well, you know you’re always welcome here. Seamus and Darby both say they’ll be home for Christmas. I’ll believe that when I see it, but I know they’d love to see you.”

      The conversation continued over dessert, Fiona’s Irish cream cheesecake, after which Joe prepared to depart. “I move out of the parsonage next weekend. Don’t suppose you know of any rental properties? I’ll store my things temporarily if I can’t find something.”

      Fiona and her husband immediately offered Joe a bedroom, but before he could reply, Murph Junior interrupted. “This is your lucky day. I’ve moved in with Greta, so my place is free. It’s been crazy busy at the restaurant with the holidays approaching, but I was going to start looking for renters after the new year. You’re welcome to it for short- or long-term.”

      Joe looked at Murph and his beautiful fiancée. She nodded, smiling.

      “Are you serious?”

      “Absolutely! It’s yours if you want it.”

      “I’ll take it.”

      After saying goodbye to his hosts, Joe walked out with Murph and Greta, and the men arranged to meet the next morning at Field and Fire, the restaurant where Murph served as comanager. “We can drive down and look at my place then,” the redhead with warm caramel eyes said as he opened his truck door for Greta. Murph owned a duplex at the south end of Horseshoe Crab Cove on the border of the neighboring town of Southport. He lived on one side and rented the other.

      As he waved goodbye to the couple, Joe thought about how fortunate he was to have landed in this close knit community where help and support were never far away.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      On a cool December morning at Field and Fire, the wind blew off the river. In blue jeans and green Field and Fire T-shirts, chef Meryl Stockdale and comanager Rori Lake were in the main dining room unpacking boxes of new Christmas decorations. “Thanks for the help,” thirty-six-year-old Rori said, her auburn hair tied back. “But don’t you have stuff to do to prep for tonight?”

      Blue eyes sparkling, her sandy-blonde hair held back with a bandana, the forty-two-year-old chef gave her a look. “No worries. I’ve got my worker bees chopping and prepping. This is important. I love Christmas and am so excited to see the transformation of these spaces into a winter wonderland. Such cool decorations.”

      “Pam’s department, not mine. She ordered all this. I hope she won’t mind if we get started.” Rori referred to the wife of owner Sandy Rodriguez, who was in charge of flowers and table arrangements.

      “Well, at least we can unpack them. Oh, look at these beautiful garlands!”

      As the women continued to explore the boxes, the door opened, and a tall man stepped inside, his dark brown eyes scanning the room. Meryl spied him first and smiled. Handsome, with a lean, athletic build, she guessed him to be slightly older than she, maybe late forties? “Can we help you?”

      When he smiled, his craggy features aligned. Downright gorgeous! she mused.

      “I’m meeting Murph O’Neill here. Is he in?”

      Rori wrapped a long garland around her neck like a boa. “Not yet. You’re Father O’Leary, aren’t you? I remember you from the restaurant opening.”

      “Good memory,” he said, “but it’s just Joe. I’ve had a recent change in vocation.”

      “You’ve left the priesthood?” Rori asked, staring at him.

      Joe nodded. “Not what I expected to discuss on this fine winter morning, but yes.”

      “Sorry,” Rori said. “I’m kind of a lapsed Catholic, and I’ve been meaning to get to St. Mary’s. That’s where you are, or were, right?”

      “That’s right. Father Flynn will be taking over. He’s terrific, and it’s a very warm spiritual community.”

      Joe was aware of the other woman’s gaze, her lovely blue eyes considering him with curiosity and perhaps something more? While he’d had close relationships with women parishioners over the years, Joe had always maintained professional distance. Startled, he realized that his vows of celibacy were in his past, but perhaps not in his future. What is it about this woman? Finally, he stepped forward, extending his hand. “Joe O’Leary.”

      “Oh, my bad,” Rori said. “I assumed you two had met. This is our extraordinary chef, Meryl Stockdale.”

      Meryl took his hand, her eyes meeting his. “Pleased to meet you.”

      He felt heat
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