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			ZEBULON MAYHEW OWNED the sky, and Rumer Larkin ruled the earth. That’s how they had divvied up the universe when they were five, and the split had worked just fine this far, into their fifteenth year.

			Crawling behind Zeb out his bedroom window, Rumer pulled herself across the strip of roof that ran below the front windows, and then used the dormer’s peak to haul herself up to the very top.

			“Wait for me,” she called to Zeb as he ran along the edge of the sharply slanted roofline, arms out at his sides.

			“You’re too slow,” he said, but he did wait, throwing a quick grin over his shoulder and holding out his hand. Grabbing it, Rumer felt sparks in her blood, making her tremble and hold on a little tighter.

			“What are we going to see tonight?” she asked, following him as they balanced their way across the steepest part of the roof between the crooked brick chimney and the unicorn weathervane.

			“Larkin, you’re hopeless,” he said. “If it doesn’t pounce or hop, you don’t remember anything about it. What’s the date?”

			She hesitated, waiting for him to let go of her hand. He didn’t, and she hoped he didn’t notice her fingers shaking. He was tall for fifteen, towering above her, his blond head silhouetted by the Milky Way. “August twelfth,” she said finally.

			“Right. The Perseid meteor shower—do I have to remind you every year? We’re going to count shooting stars, and I’m not letting you down till you get at least twenty.”

			“Twenty!” she said, secretly thrilled because she knew it would take hours to count twenty shooting stars.

			“There’s one!” he said, dropping her hand to point. She turned just in time to see a trail of white fire blazing across the sky. “I’d show you the crab nebulae or Saturn or Jupiter, but I know you don’t care.”

			“The sky’s your domain, Astro-Boy.”

			“Rumer the bunny girl,” he teased back.

			They settled down on the rooftop, at the opposite end of the house from the chimney. From up there, Rumer could see Long Island Sound, white-edged waves of black rippling along the half-moon beach. To the north was the rest of Hubbard’s Point, about a hundred cottages nestled together on the hill and in the swale. They lived on the Point itself, which jutted out into the Sound, the dead-end street populated by the grand old dames whose fathers and grandfathers had founded the beach area.

			Next door was Rumer’s family’s cottage, built the same year as the Mayhews’ and almost identical in design. While most people lived at the Point only in summer, Rumer’s and Zeb’s families had lived there year-round. Once, when she was seven, she had slept over at Zeb’s and sleepwalked straight into his parents’ room, the way she sometimes did at home.

			“Another!” Zeb said, jabbing her side. “You’re two behind now.”

			“I’m looking,” Rumer said, but instead she looked through the sheer curtains into her family’s bathroom window and watched her sister shaving her legs. “Maybe I’d better tell Elizabeth to pull the shades,” she said.

			“You’d be amazed at what I see you Larkin girls doing,” Zeb said. “Even if she pulls the shade too, you can see through the crack.”

			“You look?” Rumer asked, her mouth dropping open.

			“What do you expect? Our houses are about five yards apart, and your blinds don’t close the whole way. Of course I look. Hey, another meteor!”

			Rumer glanced over, assessing him. Did he mean he looked specifically at Elizabeth, or at Rumer too? Why did it seem, suddenly, to matter so much? They were friends, that was all. But Rumer’s mouth felt dry, and her hand ached to have Zeb hold it again.

			“Five,” Zeb said, pointing. “Six.”

			“Elizabeth,” Rumer called. She couldn’t stand to have her eighteen-year-old sister not know what she was showing: everything. Her nightgown straps had slipped off her shoulder, and her boobs were half hanging out.

			“What are you doing?” Zeb asked, watching Rumer beginning to scuttle across the roofline like a rock crab in a tidal pool.

			“Warning her.”

			“I’m telling you—don’t bother.”

			“Why, so you can watch her?” Rumer teased, but her heart began to pound when he didn’t say no. The stars spun around, and a soft wind blew through the pine boughs. She held her breath, waiting. Even in the darkness she could see Zeb turning red. A sound caught in her throat, and she realized she was remembering the school Halloween party last fall, when she and her sister had worn identical witch costumes and Elizabeth—sweeping across the school stage as if it were a Broadway theater—had won “most beautiful.”

			“You’re my best friend,” Zeb said quietly, and suddenly Rumer knew he could hear her crying.

			Rumer nodded, squeezing her eyes shut.

			“More than Paul and Andy,” he said, naming two of their other closest Hubbard’s Point friends. She didn’t reply. “Did I say something wrong?” he asked.

			She shook her head.

			“Okay, then. Let’s get back to the sky. What’s the score—me seven, you none? Come on, if there were rabbits up there instead of in the old briar patch we call a yard, you’d be going crazy.”

			But Rumer couldn’t just let Elizabeth continue, knowing that she was on display. Crawling across the roof, she left Zeb behind. He was going to be an astronaut someday, and he liked to get all the star practice he could. Rumer’s feelings were churning around, a combination of protectiveness and jealousy and hurt and love, and somehow she slipped when she should have grabbed.

			“Whooooo!” she called, bare feet and fingernails scrabbling for a hold on the shingles.

			“Give me your hand,” Zeb said, reaching down.

			“I can’t,” she said, sliding slowly.

			“Come on! Give me—” he said, and then he began to slide too. They sped up, side by side, gliding down the Mayhews’ roof, over the moss and lichens, under the trees and stars. But while Rumer managed to grip the gutter rim as she tumbled past, Zeb flew straight off the roof into the azalea bush below.

			“Zeb!”

			He didn’t answer. It took all Rumer’s strength to hold on, start to haul herself to safety inch by inch. Her heart was pounding. She had killed him.

			“Ouch,” he said, pushing himself up. “My leg…”

			“You’re alive,” she called, breathless.

			“You’re still up there? Hang on, Rue.”

			A tall pine grew alongside the house. The space between the branches and roof loomed darkly before her, but she had to get down to Zeb. Taking a quick breath, she swung out, scraping her face and hands with hundreds of sharp pine needles. Making her way to the trunk, she scrambled down branch by branch, pine tar sticking to her skin, and dropped the last six feet to the ground.

			Inside their houses, blue light from the TV sets came through the screens. She could hear Mary Tyler Moore’s laugh track. Their parents had gone out for dinner together, and they weren’t home yet. Zeb had broken his ankle—she saw his foot twisted around, jutting out at an odd angle, and felt sick.

			Rumer had helped a hurt rabbit the previous week, an abandoned dog the week before that, a broken-winged robin in July, and two brand-new motherless kittens in June. She had a sense for helping hurt animals, but her feelings for Zeb were so strong, she couldn’t even touch him. Instead, she crouched down and stared into his blue eyes.

			“Zeb,” she whispered helplessly, wanting so badly to lay her hand upon him, to fix his ankle the way she had sometimes healed cats and squirrels and rabbits, afraid that she’d somehow hurt him more if she did.

			“What happened?”

			The voice came from behind, and Rumer didn’t even have to look. From the way Zeb struggled to sit up, not wanting to be seen as weak by the most beautiful witch in Black Hall, Rumer knew that Elizabeth had come outside.

			“Tried to catch a falling star,” Zeb tried to joke.

			“I heard someone calling my name,” Elizabeth said, “but when I looked out the window, all I saw was you two rolling off the roof. Are you okay, Zeb?”

			“He’s fine,” Rumer said, but she could see that he wasn’t. His face was turning white; she’d seen hurt rabbits go into shock before, and that was happening here. Even so, he propped himself up bravely on his elbow, to not look feeble in front of Elizabeth. So Rumer left him with her sister as she started across the yard to use the Mayhews’ phone to call the Shoreline ambulance.

			“If you’d wanted to impress me,” Elizabeth was saying, and when Rumer glanced back, she saw her sister stroking Zeb’s forehead, “all you really had to do was come down to earth. Why do you spend all your time chasing starlight? That’s all it is, you know. By the time that light travels through space, the star might not even exist anymore. Earth, Zeb. That’s where people belong.”

			“Yeah?” Zeb asked in a weak voice, as if he were taking her seriously. “Earth?”

			“Earth,” Elizabeth said, and at that moment Rumer hated her sister for having beauty so powerful it could blind Zeb to his own dreams, even more, hating Zeb for allowing himself to be blinded.
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			THE FOR SALE sign had been there, nestled in the ivy for so long, it had begun to seem part of the landscape, and then it was gone. Early June, Hubbard’s Point was coming back to life, so everyone noticed. Taking their evening walks down the dead-end road to the Point, looking up at the old Mayhew place, couples would speculate—in voices loud enough for Rumer Larkin to hear—about who the new owners would be.

			Rumer wondered herself, but only slightly. That house, no matter how often it changed hands, had had only one owner that mattered—and Zeb had sold it ten years ago, after his and Elizabeth’s divorce.

			Rumer knew there were two types of people who came to the Point. Those like her family, who stayed forever, and those who thought more about property values than the simple peace of the beautiful land. People like that came and went. The women of the Point—or les Dames de la Roche, as Winnie Hubbard called them—just watched without much comment.

			It was dusk. The air was fragrant with honeysuckle and beach roses. Pale blue and white lace hydrangeas bloomed along the garage and stone wall. Pine and scrub oak trees, symbolic of Hubbard’s Point, filled all the yards. The sound of her father sanding the bottom of his boat rasped through the air. Peering out the kitchen window, Rumer brushed wheat-colored hair from her eyes and knew this was the perfect time for the release.

			She walked out to the mudroom, where the family hung their slickers and slipped off their boots. Wood for the fireplace was stacked against the wall—pine wainscoting darkened with time and salt air. Kindling was saved in a copper kettle, and two animal hutches, brought home from her veterinary office, stood in the corner.

			They were covered with pieces of bright fabric—an old slipcover and curtain—to keep the birds and animals from being frightened, and Rumer knelt down to lift the cloth on the lowest hutch. There, huddled in back, was the small brown rabbit. Liquid eyes stared, whiskers quivering.

			She had found him six weeks earlier, lying stunned near the angel statue on the border of her yard and the Mayhews’. The talon marks on his back had made her think an owl had caught him, lifted him into the sky. This little guy was fighter enough to squirm hard, wriggle free, and drop to earth. It had been a long fall, but she had set his leg, stitched his cuts, and he had survived.

			“Oh, Rumer,” her mother had said to her once when she was eleven and had stayed up all night watching over a baby blue jay who had fallen out of its nest, “Nature can be harsh—sometimes baby birds are born sick, and their mothers push them out. We just don’t know….”

			“I know,” Rumer had said stubbornly. “He was just trying to fly a little too soon. He’s going to be fine. I’ll take care of him, and then I’ll put him back.”

			“He won’t be accepted, Rumer,” said Mrs. Mayhew—her mother’s best friend since childhood. “Not after he’s been touched by humans.”

			“Yes, he will,” Rumer had said, undeterred, making him a nest in an old shoe box. “I’m sure of it.”

			“Well, just don’t forget to take care of yourself as well. Okay, honey? Little girls need sleep too.”

			Rumer had listened, but inside she felt so thrilled and alive, as if she’d never need sleep again. But the next day, when she checked on the small jay, she found him dead in the shoe box. Her insides felt like ice, numbness spreading into her fingers as she gently touched the bird’s wings, discovering the broken bones.

			Zeb helped her bury him, she remembered now: by the angel statue between their yards. Kneeling there, digging the hole and smelling the fresh dirt, she knew that she wanted to learn everything there was about helping animals, and she whispered to Zeb, “I’m going to be a vet.”

			“No kidding, Larkin,” he’d whispered back. “I’ve known that since you were five.”

			Holding the rabbit—now rehabilitated from his broken leg—in her hands, she walked outside. Crickets chirped in the tall grass. Across the water, seabirds cried on their way home to Gull Island. Pines whispered in the wind. The rhythm of her father’s sanding continued. Down the street, Winnie sang scales. Stopping by the stone angel, Rumer set the rabbit down in a patch of glossy-green myrtle.

			Pausing to sniff the air, he scampered straight into the Mayhews’ yard. Rumer hid in the bushes, holding her breath, watching him go. I knew it, she thought. Although there were plenty of other rabbits around, he was part of the old family that lived under the azalea bush, in a warren deep in the rock ledge.

			When she, Elizabeth, and Zeb were kids, their mothers had taught them all about the animals who lived on the Point, the trees and flowers that grew there, the fish that swam the waters, the stars that shined down on them every night. The Mayhews and Larkins had the Point’s wildest, least-tamed lots, so they had the most nature to love and learn about right in their own backyards—behind the very same houses their mothers had grown up in.

			Rumer glanced up at the house next door. No matter how many times it had changed hands, everyone still called it “the Mayhew place.” Built on granite ledge, its shingles were still stained dark green, with cutout pine trees in the white shutters, the way it had been when Zeb had lived there. Funny how none of the three subsequent owners had bothered to change much.

			Tall pine trees shaded the rocky land. Mrs. Mayhew’s gardens were still the same: rich tangles of ivy and woodbine, rare wildflowers such as bloodroot and ladyslippers, hybrid lilies of gold and rust-red growing—with such heart-piercing tenacity—from out of the gray, glacial ledge where the rabbits made their home.

			Now, gazing west at the beach and marsh, Rumer saw the crescent moon hanging low in the sky. Just below, to the right, was a planet. Mercury? Venus? She wasn’t sure, but seeing it stirred something old and nearly forgotten deep in her soul, so bittersweet, she picked a honeysuckle blossom and licked the nectar to chase the other taste away even as she realized Winnie’s singing had stopped.

			Watching her charge, she saw two new rabbits venture out of their hiding place among the low azaleas. They sniffed the air, hopped through the yard. Rumer watched the tall grass move, and they encircled their friend, welcoming him back.

			Just then the animals froze. They turned to statues, like the stone angel, and Rumer glanced over her shoulder to see someone tall coming up her hill, through the shadows. It was Winnie; Rumer could tell by her stooped grace, by the shush, shush of her long caftan against the grass and stones. Behind her, with hair as tangled as the ivy, was Rumer’s neighbor and a student in the veterinary science course she taught at the high school, Quinn Grayson.

			“Are we too late?” Winnie asked as the two joined Rumer. Although she didn’t lower her voice, the rabbits weren’t scared away. The creatures on the Point, humans and animals, knew each other so well, and at eighty-two, Winnie was the oldest of all. Quinn, crouching down, didn’t say a word.

			“Almost,” Rumer said. “I let him go a few minutes ago—there he is, by the azalea. See him?”

			“Being welcomed back by his family.”

			“Always.”

			“I’m sorry I was late. I was rehearsing, and I lost track of the time.”

			Quinn looked up. “And I was making a tea ceremony for Aunt Dana and helping with the wedding…instead of green tea, I made rose-hip tea from Point roses! She loved it, and it was so—”

			“Test on pet first aid tomorrow, Quinn,” Rumer said.

			“I know, but I wanted to see you release the rabbit…” Quinn said. Although she was as wild and native as most of the animals on the Point, she was trying hard to have a normal junior year. At school to teach just one elective class a semester, Rumer looked after her the best she could, but what could she really say to a girl who had missed more school days than she had attended since last September?

			“Well, mission accomplished,” Winnie said in her straightforward and sensible way. “You’ve seen the rabbit safely home, and now you must return to your studies. Excellence, Quinn, is what we expect from you: The world has far too much mediocrity already. Go to your books and make us all proud.”

			“Dr. Larkin,” Quinn said, smiling. “It always feels so weird, calling you that at school. You’ve always been just Rumer to me and Allie.”

			“You can call me whatever you want,” Rumer said. “Now go on home. Forget about the wedding for one night, and study hard….”

			“I’d rather be lobstering,” Quinn said. “I want to live life, not study it.”

			Rumer hid a smile. She remembered feeling that way at Quinn’s age; she still did. “Well, for now you have to do both.”

			“Yes, darling,” Winnie agreed.

			Reluctantly, Quinn shook her head as if both Winnie and Rumer were too old to ever understand, and ran through the yards.

			“Not the first complicated girl the Point has seen…” Winnie murmured.

			Fireflies flickered in the bushes, and ghostly shapes shimmered in the twilight haze. Standing there, Rumer felt the old woman’s hand on her shoulder. Winnie’s white hair piled on top of her head made her look even taller than her six feet, and Rumer felt flooded with love for her neighbor and friend.

			“Who do you think has bought the place?” Rumer asked, gesturing at the green house.

			“Someone fascinating, I hope.”

			“With children,” Rumer said. “Who’ll climb the trees and love the birds and rabbits that live here.”

			“And stars and sky overhead,” Winnie said, her trained voice rich and melodic.

			Why had Winnie said that in that way? Rumer looked over, a question in her eyes.

			“Nothing, dear,” Winnie said, catching her glance. “Don’t read so much into an old woman’s musings. Now, are you ready for the wedding?”

			Rumer nodded, brushing the hair from her eyes. Dana Underhill, one of the women of the Point, was getting married that Saturday to Sam Trevor—finally, after four years together. A tent had been erected in their yard, and Quinn’s sister, Allie, had stopped by earlier to ask if they could pick some roses and lilies on the wedding morning, to decorate the tables.

			“I am,” Rumer said, although the last thing she felt like doing was go to a wedding. “Are you singing?”

			“Of course! It wouldn’t be a Hubbard’s Point wedding if I didn’t sing!” Winnie said imperiously, and Rumer smiled at her unabashed pride. Winnie Hubbard has a very good opinion of herself, Rumer’s grandmother, Letitia Shaw, had once observed, making it clear she thought the quality perhaps too much of a good thing.

			“We haven’t had a Point wedding in a long time,” Rumer said, still watching the rabbits, their small movements making the grass twitch.

			“I’m not sure this counts as a full-fledged Point wedding,” Winnie said. “Sam’s from away. But I can understand how he fell in love with Dana, of course….” Her voice grew softer and her gaze fixed on the green house as the scent of roses and honeysuckle embraced them. “The air here is an aphrodisiac. But you know the tradition: The boys of Hubbard’s Point marry the girls of Hubbard’s Point.”

			“Some do….”

			“Your ancestor blew it, of course. Running off with that ship’s captain and dying together on the Wickland Shoal. So romantic, but missing the point. Everything she needed was right here!”

			Rumer nodded, thinking of the old story. The legend of Elisabeth Randall and Nathaniel Thorn was famous—more so since Sam’s brother, Joe Connor, had raised the treasure of the Cambria, the ship that had carried them to their deaths.

			“But true Hubbard’s Point marriages…” Winnie continued. “Beginning with my great-grandfather and great-grandmother, right down to your sister and Zeb.”

			“That one didn’t last,” Rumer said sharply, watching the rabbits.

			“It was never the real thing…” Winnie began, and then seemed to change her mind. “He’s coming, you know.”

			“He’s what?” The pit of Rumer’s stomach turned to ice.

			“Coming. For Dana’s wedding. He and Michael are renting my guest house. Zeb sent his check, and I cashed it, so I know it’s true, they’re really coming.” She gestured at the green house, almost invisible in the darkness. “I think he would have liked to rent his old place, but the sale had already gone through. The timing is dicey—my spring tenants weren’t out soon enough to suit him, but—”

			“Why’s he putting himself through it, coming back to Hubbard’s Point after everything? And dragging Michael along with him?” Rumer asked, the words tearing out. The ice had melted and she was now boiling mad. She didn’t want to lay eyes on Zeb ever again.

			“Who knows?” Winnie said, holding her arms up to the sky. “Perhaps he finally heard his son calling all the way from the moon, or wherever it is he goes up there. Dana’s wedding is only the excuse—I think it’s a chance for him and Michael to spend some time together.”

			“Why don’t they do it somewhere else?” Rumer asked. “Zeb’s a fool if he tries to come back here.”

			“What about Michael?” Winnie asked dryly. “Don’t you want to see your nephew?”

			“I doubt he even remembers me.”

			“There’s plenty of time for you to refresh his memory. You’ll have the summer.”

			“The summer?”

			“That’s how long they’re staying.”

			“You’re kidding!” The shock struck Rumer like a lightning bolt, entering through the crown of her head, singeing the nerves along her spine. Her heart had been broken, her family nearly destroyed by what Zeb had done. Marrying Elizabeth: Rumer would never forgive either of them for it.

			Elizabeth, Zeb, and Michael. They had been the star family, no question about it: a Broadway actress lured by Hollywood, an astronomer and mission expert, and their beautiful miracle child whom Rumer barely knew. The situation filled Rumer with emotions she hadn’t felt in several years—the feelings had been unpleasant then, and they were no more welcome now.

			“When do they arrive?”

			“Before Saturday—in time for the wedding.” Stretching her arms toward the sky again, Winnie turned to go. “It promises to be an interesting summer.”

			“Winnie, the eternal optimist,” Rumer murmured.

			“Precisely,” Winnie replied, dead serious. “Is there any other way to be?” Turning, she swept majestically down the hill, leaving Rumer alone with the rabbits.

			Crouching down, Rumer found that her hands were shaking.

			Zeb was coming home.

			Zeb and Michael.

			She thought of the layers of love that covered her life, like clouds over an unchanging hillside. There was love, and there was love. Cloud upon cloud upon cloud. They arrived, obscuring the moon, parting to reveal the starry sky. Cirrus clouds came, a thin high screen softening the white moon, covering the constellations.

			Nothing inside Rumer was soft. She was all hard edges, and had been since Zeb married her sister. Her breath seemed to scrape her lungs, her heart. Turning, she walked slowly into her house.
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			THE ROAD ROLLED out before them, an endless ribbon of tar. Through the canyons of Utah, the plains of Kansas, the hills of western Pennsylvania, they followed the road back home. Funny, Zeb Mayhew thought, that he still considered Connecticut home—he hadn’t lived there in many years. Transplanted to California, he spent a lot of his time in the sky. Elizabeth had often said his official address was the Milky Way, and she was only half kidding.

			“Hey,” he said out loud to the young man sleeping across the seat from him. Curled up into as tight a ball as a six-foot-two-inch person could get himself, he didn’t react. Zeb reached across to jostle his shoulder. “Wake up. You’re missing it all.”

			“Rhunngh.”

			“I mean it—open your eyes and see what’s here.”

			This time Zeb got no response at all. The sleeper just hiked his shoulders around, reconfigured the backpack he was using as a pillow, and went down for the count. Zeb held on to the steering wheel tightly with both hands to keep his frustration in check. In the twenty-five hundred miles they’d driven so far, they had exchanged about eleven words—not a single complete sentence.

			The June day was brilliant, clear, and fine. Speeding east on highway 70, Zeb leaned forward to look up at the sky. There in the field of blue, he saw bright objects shining out that no one else could see: satellites, planets, and stars. He had better than perfect vision, and he knew the sky the way other people knew their backyards. Narrowing his blue eyes against the glare, he searched for satellites he had launched into orbit, the space station where he had periodically stayed.

			The sky usually calmed him, but today it made everything else worse. His better than twenty-twenty eyesight was mocked by the fact he was on the ground, that his flight days were done.

			Elizabeth thought this trip was mainly a bonding experience; neither she nor anyone knew that Zeb had something else on his mind. His bosses had told him to take a rest, to get as far away from L.A., Houston, Caltech’s Jet Propulsion Lab, and the brand-new Laguna Niguel Mission Center and Observatory as possible.

			They were giving him his own lab there. After the “event,” he had hung up his flight suit. Come September, he had to shoot back to California like a rocket—with fanfare, press, and parties. The space world was cheering him on—he was about to become a mission specialist here on earth. He had a huge budget, a hand-picked crew, and high expectations. With America heading for Mars, Zeb was about to be in charge of interpreting all of that mission’s satellite photos—and plenty of others as well.

			But that wasn’t for three months.

			Right now Zeb had a different kind of mission in mind. Lying in bed every night, stripped of his defenses, he saw her in his dreams. He’d see the sun on her white-gold hair, a playful smile in her sea-blue eyes, and he’d feel her small hand in his as they climbed up to the top of the roof. In those dreams Rumer was still his best friend; she hadn’t yet been gutted by his betrayal.

			“Didn’t you hear me?” he asked Michael.

			No response; he thought of his times in space, wired to his colleagues with mikes and headsets, talking constantly as they flew around and around the world. There was always so much to say—observations, philosophies, stories to tell, lost loves to lament. He imagined how it would feel to be a hundred miles up, talking to his friends, looking down at this long, dark road stretching from sea to sea. The camaraderie up there had been something akin to the closeness he had once had with Rumer.

			“Sea to shining sea,” he said out loud.

			What if it was too late? What was “too late” anyway? He thought of his own childhood and the happy summers they’d spent at Hubbard’s Point. His mother had always been there—just like Mrs. Larkin next door. Taking the kids on picnics, nature hikes, rows out to Gull Island: Zeb had wished that for Michael, but Elizabeth had never wanted to be that kind of mother.

			“The simple things in life are for simple people,” she had said, laughing, a martini in her hand. “Like my sister.” And thinking of her sister, Zeb felt a long, slow shiver all through his bones.

			Elizabeth had never made any secret about the fact that her career came first.

			Especially during the years before the divorce, before Elizabeth had gone to Betty Ford, Zeb had always been there. Ironically, since she’d gotten sober, he had seen his son much less. Elizabeth had become more available, often taking Michael with her on location.

			Zeb hadn’t seen him anywhere near enough after that. Although he had a house on the beach in Dana Point, it didn’t compare to movie sets in Fiji or Paris. To make up for earlier missed opportunities at NASA, Zeb had logged a lot of extra time in the simulator, gotten assigned to some relatively routine but time-consuming payload deployments. The work had helped him get over missing Michael after the divorce, but it had also made it harder for them to schedule time together.

			Glancing over at Michael, he caught his breath. He had grown and changed so much; it seemed that Zeb had turned away for a minute and missed it all. At first he and Elizabeth had split the holidays with Michael. But when Michael became a teenager, Zeb had had to sacrifice his times: Michael’s friends were children of Elizabeth’s friends in L.A., and that was where he’d wanted to stay.

			Zeb had tried to respect Michael’s wishes even when he’d been hurt by them. He refused to replicate the kind of man his father had been. As gentle as his mother had been, his father was just that hard. He had established one way of doing things: his way.

			Zeb tried to make the marriage work. That was important to him. He made a mistake, but he’d done his best to fix it—especially after the baby was born. He tried to pick up the slack. As demanding as his career had been, he passed up many flights to stay home with Michael.

			With Elizabeth on location and him alone with their boy, he had had plenty of time to think. He’d been racked by torment, like a Monday-morning quarterback running the plays of his life. If only I had, if only I hadn’t…He thought back to the day he’d admitted to Rumer that he’d fallen in love with her sister; he could still see her face, first blank, hearing the unbelievable, then twisted with anguish. He could still feel the places on his chest where she’d hit him with her fists.

			Alone with Michael then, alone with him now. Glancing over, Zeb thought of how hard it must have been for him, the only child in a loveless marriage. Zeb had had the same kind of childhood; he knew. At least Zeb wasn’t like his own father.

			When he was seventeen, Michael’s age, his father was hardly ever around. Whenever he was, all they seemed to do was fight: “What are you doing, hanging around with women all the time? Your mother, the girls next door? You can do one of two things with your stargazing, you can become a fucking poet, or you can become a man. It makes me sick, seeing you turn into one of them. Up on the roof with Rumer, for chrissakes. What’s wrong with the boys around here?”

			“Rumer’s my friend, Dad,” Zeb had said, stunned.

			“People will think you’re queer. Always hanging around with the girls—even your hair looks like a girl. Why don’t you cut it and be a man?”

			Now, driving along, Zeb glanced over at Michael’s ponytail. It was longer than Zeb’s had ever been. He thought of the night he’d gone to bed, woken up to find his father had cut his hair while he’d slept. His father had been a pilot, stationed in Rangoon during World War II; coming home, he had flown for Pan Am. Serving his country, flying airplanes, had been his father’s way of being a man’s man. The fact that he was never home, never around to talk to, wasn’t supposed to matter.

			Zeb had relied on his mother. She had been great—from the start, she had recognized his love of the stars. She had given him a telescope and a guide to the sky when he was five. She had also seen his love of the Larkin girls, and never tried to make him feel ashamed of it.

			“Never judge your friends by what makes them different,” she had said. “Gender, color, none of that matters. It’s who they—and you—are inside that counts.”

			Her only distress, Zeb thought, had come when he’d married Elizabeth instead of Rumer. While his father was pleased with Zee’s beauty and glamour, sure his son’s choice had made all the sense in the world, his mother had held back from ever really giving him her blessing. Rumer hadn’t even come to the wedding; Zeb had had the feeling his mother hadn’t wanted to either.

			His father had been as taken by Elizabeth’s fiery beauty as Zeb himself. What man wouldn’t be? Side by side, the sisters were like silver and pewter: one shining so brightly, she could keep people from noticing the quiet and eternal beauty of the other. Zeb had been too young and dumb to understand that marriage partners had to be best friends too. His father hadn’t taught him that.

			Zeb’s parents were dead now. His father had died in a plane crash—a small single-engine Cessna on a charter to Martha’s Vineyard. That had been Zeb’s first year away from Caltech, just months before he flew his first space shuttle flight. His mother’s heart attack had taken her the week they found out Elizabeth was pregnant. So, separately, his parents had missed two of the most significant milestones of his life—and Zeb had never stopped regretting it.

			Zeb shivered, thinking of his father crashing into the sea. He had been at the controls, flying two friends out for a golf tournament. One of them had survived, and he’d said to Zeb, “Your father died like he lived: doing what he loved, flying a plane, the king of the sky. He died like a man.”

			Like a man…Zeb held the wheel and wondered what that said about the reason he had stopped flying. His father would have laughed at him if he knew, considered the new lab small potatoes compared to a life of flight. All these years later, and he could still see his father shaking his head, disapproving of Zeb’s life.

			“Hey,” he said to his son. “How about waking up?”

			Michael shifted, burying his head deeper.

			“Talk to me, Michael. Tell me your hopes and dreams. Ask me about the meaning of life. This is what fathers and sons do when they’re driving cross-country—they exchange views on deep topics. Go ahead—humor your father.”

			“Tired, Dad,” Michael growled.

			“You can’t be that tired. You’ve gotten about forty-eight hours of straight sleep. And you’ve got to be pretty well rested after stopping school in—what was it—early April?”

			No response to that. Zeb’s father would have killed him for dropping out. He would have ridiculed him, probably kicked him out of the house. Zeb could almost hear the derision in his voice: “If you don’t want to go to school, fine: Get a job. Pay your own way. Stand on your own two feet.”

			Maybe Zeb should say that to Michael. Perhaps his father’s way, the hard way, was the best. Shake his son awake and give him a strict talking-to. Tell him he was taking him to Connecticut, where his grandfather was a retired high school teacher of the first order, that his ass was in a sling—he just didn’t know it yet.

			“Horses,” Zeb said instead, looking out the window at two chestnuts grazing in a field. If there was one thing Michael loved, and always had, it was horses. But right now, still, the boy didn’t stir.

			“Go ahead,” Zeb said now. “Miss everything. Sleep your way across the country—sleep through life, buddy.”

			When Zeb was little, his dad had called him his copilot. He had taught him to look both ways at an intersection and say “clear”—just like on a runway. Somehow he thought he and Michael would have the road atlas open between them, plotting their route, taking side trips to the Grand Canyon, the stockyards, Graceland. All the way from Los Angeles, and nothing. A big void: a father-and-son black hole. Zeb thought back nearly eighteen years to a difficult premature birth in California, holding his wife’s hand, praying that the baby be born alive, be safe, be happy….

			Traffic was light; a shadow crossed the hood of their car, and Zeb looked out the window to watch a red-tailed hawk soaring overhead, a rabbit squirming in its talons, until it disappeared into the forest. He thought of Rumer again, felt a shiver, as if the hawk were her messenger.

			He felt a flash of anxiety—his hundredth of the day. The blast up in space had knocked him around, shifted everything from his mind to his heart. The violence of it had terrified him, made him think he was about to die. Life hadn’t been the same after that: The explosion had torn a hole in him that only talking to Rumer could fix.

			He knew it would never be the same; he knew he’d never get her back. But he had to try to make everything right…or at least okay. That was why he had to get home to Connecticut. He hit the gas, the needle edging past eighty, just to keep himself from turning off the highway, turning back.

			Hubbard’s Point, the land of the sisters. Zeb held the wheel and wondered what it would be like to see Rumer again, whether it would do any good for him to tell the truth once he got there, whether she’d be willing—or even able—to hear. Michael groaned in his sleep. High above, the blue sky curved to the horizon, dotted with invisible silver stars, paving their way home.
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			QUINN GRAYSON sat in the back row of veterinary science—an elective intended to complement freshman biology—staring at her test paper and listening to all her classmates’ pencils scribble madly. They were all on fire with inspiration. Every single kid seemed positively inflamed with answers—writing so crazily, as if they’d burst if they couldn’t pour forth their knowledge about animal first aid.

			Quinn tried to read the questions. Her eyes scanned the words. Her brain took in the meaning, but the questions stopped short at her heart. She didn’t like thinking about puppies with heartworm, cats who had swallowed fish bones.

			“Oh, no,” Quinn gasped, seeing the diagram of a canary with a broken wing. Catching lobsters for food was one thing, but tending to injured pets was another. Rumer—Dr. Larkin—looked up from her papers.

			“Is there a problem?”

			“The poor canary,” Quinn said, her eyes filling with tears. She had overdeveloped sensitivity. She thought of it as a condition, as real as asthma or a heart murmur. It had started the year her parents had drowned, and at times the feeling overtook her like a huge wave rising out of the sea.

			The class snickered as Dr. Larkin rose slowly from her chair and started down the aisle. She was small and thin, dressed in a long, pale brown dress. Sometimes, when she came straight from her office as the town’s vet, she wore a white lab coat. Quinn wondered whether she knew the kids commented on how plainly she dressed, as if she wanted to become one of the animals she loved so much.

			“What is it, Quinn?” Dr. Larkin asked, standing beside her desk.

			“It looks like someone’s pet,” Quinn said, pointing at the picture of a yellow bird, its left wing splayed in a very painful way. She closed her eyes. “Something…loved. I don’t know how you can do it, work on hurt things….”

			Ryan Howland, the boy sitting in front of her, laughed. “It’s a test, Quinn. You’re supposed to answer the questions, not ask them…and besides, people eat the lobsters you catch. They kill them.”

			“I’m talking to Rumer—Dr. Larkin—not you,” she said, and slid his chair slightly forward with her booted foot.

			“Hey, stop that!” he said, turning to stare straight at Quinn, an angry yet injured expression on his face.

			Rumer crouched down and looked into Quinn’s eyes. Quinn knew she taught this class out of the goodness of her heart. Many families in Black Hall had pets, and Rumer wanted to teach the kids responsibility and care. She gazed at Quinn with “what am I going to do with you?” written all over her face.

			“I should never have taken this class for my elective,” Quinn whispered. “It’s only because you’re teaching it. I should have signed up for automotive arts instead. Cars don’t hurt or feel pain—they just rust.”

			“The point of the class,” Rumer said, smiling, “is to help the pets so they don’t hurt either. Now, finish up, okay?”

			Closing her eyes, trying to ignore what Ryan had said about killing lobsters, Quinn heard wind blowing through the trees outside. She imagined the breeze sweeping across the sea, from the Wickland Shoal, across Firefly Beach, up the bluff, over the marsh, across the three white steeples in town, into her very soul; she tried to think about the nobility of providing food for families.

			She forced herself to focus on the next test question: What are the benefits of having more than one pet at the same time? Wasn’t that sort of like her and her sister? Life without Allie would be unimaginable. Or maybe the question had to do with love: the importance of animals, like people, being together. Companionship, love…

			Her mind jumped to her parents, sinking with their ship, together under the sea forevermore…. Daydreaming, unable to focus on pets, she stared at her paper. Sunlight poured over her shoulder from the large bank of windows; silvery dust motes danced in the air.

			“Don’t hear you writing, Quinn,” Ryan whispered. “That because you don’t know anything about warm animals? All you can handle are lobsters, because they’re cold like you. You like dropping them in boiling water?”

			“You don’t understand….”

			“Tell that to the lobsters. You’re just as cold-blooded as they are.”

			Quinn felt ice in her belly. She knew she couldn’t argue with him, because he was right: I am cold. I’ve been a changeling, a sea creature, since my parents drowned, she thought but didn’t say. On the other hand, she felt like attacking him—pulling his hair until he begged her for mercy. She loved the lobsters she caught and felt very proud to be playing her part in the food chain.

			“I’m finished here today,” she said calmly, with great dignity, as she pushed back her chair and walked to the front of the room, placing her unfinished test on Rumer’s desk. Although she had other exams scheduled that day, she wasn’t going to take them.

			“What do you mean?” Rumer asked.

			“I’m going lobstering,” Quinn replied.

			“Don’t leave,” Rumer said, holding her gaze. “Remember what Winnie said last night—be excellent.”

			But the rage and sorrow gushing from Quinn’s heart were too huge for the classroom to hold, and she backed away. Their eyes met, but Quinn didn’t speak. No one in the world—not even her fellow Dame de la Roche—knew what it was like to be Quinn Grayson on a daily basis, and for that, Quinn knew that Rumer should feel grateful.
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			“So, she got kicked out?” asked Sixtus Larkin, hunched over as he lovingly sanded the rail of his pride and joy, a Herreshoff-designed New York Yacht Club 30. His hands were as gnarled as tree roots, but he worked with gentle precision.

			“Suspended, Dad,” Rumer replied, sitting on the rock ledge, looking up at him. The sloop was in its cradle, ten feet off the ground, recently uncovered after its long winter’s sleep. Arthritis had taken hold of Sixtus recently, giving him a stooped back and creaky joints. Rumer worried, watching him balance on the rail, but took a deep breath and continued: “The principal heard that she left school property, and she won’t get to finish the year.”

			With his leg propped up on the cabin top, leaning into each strong stroke of the sandpaper, her father chuckled. His skin, leathery from the sun and wind, was flecked with tiny bits of varnish. He wore ancient Top-Siders, white shirt, and khakis—all filled with holes, as if he’d just stumbled off the street. People might imagine that these were just his boat-painting clothes, Rumer thought, regarding him, but they weren’t: He hadn’t bought anything new in fifteen years, and he dressed like this all the time.

			“Boy, Quinn’s a tough one, isn’t she?” he asked, sanding harder.

			“I never think of her that way,” Rumer said, rubbing her eyes.

			Last night she had had a bad dream. It had left her writhing, lying in sweaty sheets, trying to remember what had happened. A green house, a rooftop, the sweetest feeling of love, then everything falling away, changing into something else: lies, betrayal, catching two people in bed together…she shuddered now, getting the picture. Zeb was coming: Old wounds were being opened.

			“Well,” her father continued, “in the lingo of teachers, she’s what’s known as ‘a discipline problem.’ Can’t have kids walking out of class just because they feel like lobstering.” He chuckled. “Personally, I admire her gumption.”

			“Me too, but I’m afraid to encourage her. She’s on the edge enough as it is.”

			“She shouldn’t have walked out of school, that’s for sure. If I were still teaching, I’d have called her back, given her a talking-to.”

			“It’s so much easier to be a vet,” Rumer sighed. “I’m really out of my element at school. If it weren’t for wanting to follow in your footsteps just a little, I never would have started the program. Give me a litter of feral kittens, and I’m fine. A roomful of teenagers, and…I don’t know how you did it all those years.”

			“Sometimes I don’t either,” he said, smiling.

			“I just finished talking to Dana—she and Sam have enough to do with the wedding Saturday, and now she has to worry about Quinn…and decide whether they should even leave on their honeymoon.”

			“Let Quinn stay with us. Between the two of us, we should be able to drill some sense into her. She’s a bit of a feral kitten herself.”

			Rumer smiled. “She and Allie are staying with the McCrays. But we’ll all pitch in.”

			“That kid is something special,” he said, pausing to wipe the sweat from his brow. “Ever since she and her sister tried to sail to the Vineyard that time, I’ve had my eye on her.”

			“I know.”

			“Kids like that, who’ve had too much adversity young, have a real uphill battle. Quinn tries so hard, but she’s something of a lost soul…she needs us to understand her.”

			Rumer nodded. Her father and Quinn had several things in common. Although Sixtus hadn’t been orphaned, as Quinn had been, his father had died when he was a child. His mother had worked very hard, often leaving him and his twin brother on their own for long stretches of time.

			“I might have stayed lost forever if I hadn’t met my Clarissa. Your mother was the most patient woman alive.”

			“She was,” Rumer agreed.

			“I’m a better old father than I was a young father.”

			“Oh, Dad…”

			Smiling, she stared up at him, leaning across the deck canvas. He was right, but she would never acknowledge that out loud. “He’s haunted by demons,” her mother would say when Rumer and Elizabeth would ask why their father seemed so quiet, so sad.

			“Demons?” Elizabeth would ask, frowning as she watched her father go off on another of his solitary sails, leaving behind his wife and daughters. “You mean, like devils? Inside him, eating him up?”

			Rumer would flinch, feeling her father’s pain and also her sister’s—Elizabeth could never understand why her father wouldn’t take her along, why she couldn’t cheer him up. She would put on skits so hilarious, Rumer’s sides would ache from laughing, but her father would just sail away instead of watching.

			“Not real devils,” their mother would say, trying to soothe Elizabeth. “Just bad memories from his past. His father died very young, leaving his mother with too much responsibility. And Daddy had his own brother to look after….”

			“Like me and Elizabeth,” Rumer had said.

			“Yes, only you look after me, not the other way around—and you’re my little sister,” Elizabeth had laughed, hugging her and teasing her for being her caretaker.

			“It’s because I love you so much,” Rumer had said, her throat aching as she wondered what she’d ever do without her sister. She had adored Elizabeth. She had protected her from their parents, hiding the fact that Elizabeth loved to steal their beer and drink it till she could block out her loneliness, hiding the times she’d gone over to Little Beach with boys and a blanket, the fact that she was a fast girl in a small town.

			“You know,” her father said now, “Quinn might not need school—education snuffs the spirit right out of some people. She’ll wind up being an artist or a poet or an actor or a sailor—something that would scare the life out of most folks around here.”

			Rumer watched the rabbits coming out of their warren under the azalea bush next door. It was happening all through the yards on the Point: animals everywhere at dusk, their time to feed.

			She found herself thinking of her sister—the untamed artist. Unable to keep their father from sailing away, to really connect with anyone but Rumer, Elizabeth had decided none of it mattered anyway. Drinking killed the pain, but it also drove her grades down. She had dropped out of school, left town, and in the process—almost in spite of herself—become a star. She had made their father more proud than any degrees, certificates, or veterinary positions ever could; Rumer suspected that he wasn’t speaking about Quinn at all right now.

			“Did Winnie tell you that Zeb and Michael are coming?” she asked, feeling cold, last night’s bad dream rising up inside her again.

			“She mentioned the possibility a while ago. I know, I know—don’t look at me like that. I didn’t believe her, or I would have told you. After all this time, who would think they’d come back here?”

			“I know.”

			“Elizabeth didn’t say anything when I talked to her last Saturday,” he said. “She’s on location in Toronto, then east to the Maritimes; she said she might hop down for a visit….”

			“She might not know herself,” Rumer said. “They are divorced, Dad.”

			“That they are,” her father said stonily, starting to sand again. Irish Catholic, he didn’t like acknowledging Elizabeth and Zeb’s divorce. Born in Galway, he and his family had moved to Halifax, Nova Scotia, when his father—on his deathbed, and never having mentioned it before—had instructed his wife to “sell everything and move to Canada.”

			Brave woman: single mother, pioneer that Una Wicklow Larkin was, she’d boarded her twin boys onto a ship and taken them across the sea. Sixtus revered the headstrong spirit of his mother and had passed it on to his two daughters.

			“It’ll be good to see Michael again,” her father said.

			“But not his father,” Rumer said, shaking her head.

			“Hmmm,” her father said, fiercely working on the boat. He had a cane now that he rarely used. Sailing was the only way he could move freely through life, as freely and gracefully as when he was young, and Rumer knew he couldn’t wait to get his boat into the water.

			But right now her focus left her father and spiraled backward in time. Memories of Zeb flooded in so strong, clawing at her heart. Rumer wanted to run. She wasn’t sure which had been the more excruciating: losing Zeb to her sister, losing her sister to Zeb.

			All she knew was that after everything had happened, her entire world had exploded. Rumer could have sworn the sky was a totally unfamiliar shade of blue; the roses in her mother’s garden had seemed to wilt. For a few weeks, Rumer had wished she would die.

			Now, picking up her medical bag, she waved goodbye to her father and started down the hill. There really wasn’t much more to say.
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			But there was so much to remember.

			Driving in her truck, a basket of carrots and apples on the seat beside her, she wound her way through Hubbard’s Point, under the train trestle, and onto the main road. Old memories seemed to gather and grow more solid. The marshes—greening for summer—stretched eastward and formed the estuary of the Connecticut River.

			She remembered the sweet, bone-deep feeling of having a best friend. Zeb: the sense that they would do anything for each other, anything, for the rest of their lives. They had been connected by a golden thread that could never be broken. His force could reach her from wherever he was. And when his fingers touched her skin, she felt the fire in her heart and bones.

			Her mind played over lazy summer meanderings, down the beach, across the creeks, over to the Indian Grave. They would crab for blue claws, race to the raft, keep each other warm at movies on the beach. She could see his smooth, tan skin, seal-silky. His tousled, sun-lightened hair, his amazing grin—the image still brought an electric jolt, like a dire warning to not go there.

			Steeling her back, she ignored it.

			Every summer had had its own character: Their fourth summer, they had learned to swim; their seventh, they had rowed out to Gull Island; the ninth had been the start of their paper route; their eleventh had been filled with swimming and fishing; by their fifteenth, Rumer had fallen in love with him with a sense of longing so fine, it became her constant companion. She brooded about him constantly. Listening to the radio, hearing love songs that reminded her of him, her eyes had filled with tears and she had thought that this lifetime was nowhere near long enough for all the things she hoped to do with Zeb.

			He must have felt the same. When they were sixteen, their first kiss was a thrill that rivaled the meteor showers Zeb was always dragging her onto the roof to watch. Rumer couldn’t remember when they had started, and she couldn’t have imagined them ever ending. She had counted on him like clockwork.

			She remembered the time he had sailed to Orient Point with a group of boys. They were late getting back. His father was due home from a long trip, and Zeb was supposed to have cut the grass. Rumer had pulled out the lawn mower and mowed his grass for him. He’d told her later that when he came up the stone stairs, carrying the sails, he’d been able to hear the engine, and he’d run up the hill to give Rumer a salty kiss, to take over the job.

			The sound track of their friendship: the lawn mower, sails flapping, wind in the branches overhead as they stared at the stars. She had nurtured his love of the sky, and he had encouraged her to follow her dream and become a vet, his voice in her ears so soft and kind and funny.

			All that music was gone now.

			No promises had ever been made; Zeb had certainly never proposed to her. But somehow, deep down, she had always imagined that they would be together. Weren’t there promises without words? To Rumer, those were the strongest kind.

			They had the golden thread: They hadn’t needed words. Promises made with silent kisses, with tentative touches, with the passion of their hearts. Clicking from childhood friendship to being in love had been a tough transition, but they’d been making it. Their connection probably could have survived anything, forever—except falling in love with someone else. Especially when the other person, for Zeb, was Rumer’s sister, Elizabeth.

			Another electric jolt, more memories.

			Driving faster, Rumer wished they would fly out her truck’s open window. She remembered their wedding day, nearly twenty years ago now. She had been invited, of course. Elizabeth had actually asked her to be the maid of honor.

			“Please, Rue,” Elizabeth had said, holding her hand. “I know it’s hard for you, but it won’t always be…we love you, you know?” she had pleaded, that “we,” the “we” of Elizabeth and Zeb lodging in Rumer’s heart like a splinter of ice.

			“How can you ask me that?” Rumer had replied, her voice shaking, her skin clammy.

			“Because you’re my sister.”

			“That’s your reason?”

			“Of course. I’m not sure I can get married without you there.”

			“Then don’t get married,” Rumer shot out, the words zinging in the air. Elizabeth stayed silent for a long while—shocked, as if she’d been slapped.

			“Put it behind you,” Elizabeth said. “Please? Be my maid of honor. Be a part of our wedding.”

			“I can’t,” Rumer said.

			“We’re fighting over a guy? Let me get this right—you’re holding a grudge about this, letting it come between us? He’s the boy next door, Rumer. He’s lived there forever—you’ve had all this time to make it clear you loved him, if you did. Just because you had a paper route together—”

			“It was more than that,” Rumer cried, “and you knew it!”

			“I did not! Not really…I knew you had a crush on him, but you were just kids. You dated other guys—he went out with other girls. Nothing was ever serious between you, Rumer—no matter what you might have thought.”

			Rumer walked away.

			The tears were pouring down her cheeks. She could almost taste the salt now, streaming into the corners of her mouth. She had felt a burning coal in her chest, pressed against her ribs. It hurt so terribly that she

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	
		
			Acknowledgments

			With love and thanks to Irwyn Applebaum, Nita Taublib, Micahlyn Whitt, Matthew Martin, Anna Forgione, Johanna Tani, Andrea Cirillo, Mia Onorato, Lauren and Melissa, Heather McNeil, Br. Luke Armour, O.C.S.O.; my fishing partner, Bouner, and his sisters Whiller and Nuggledean; Paul, Twigg, Joe G., David, Richard, Dan, Georgie, Cora, Steve, Martha; the loving and omnipresent spirits of Helen, Val, Miss Davis, Granny Crawford, Aunt Florence, Uncle Lote, and Lucille.

		

	OEBPS/images/Rice_9780553583984_all_5p_r6_Page_017_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Rice_9780553583984_all_5p_r6_Page_viii_Image_0001.jpg







OEBPS/images/Rice_9780553583984_all_5p_r6_Page_001_Image_0001.jpg
% @ro[ogue %





OEBPS/9780307492135_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Prologue


						Chapter One


						Chapter Two


						Chapter Three


						Chapter Four


						Chapter Five


						Chapter Six


						Chapter Seven


						Chapter Eight


						Chapter Nine


						Chapter Ten


						Chapter Eleven


						Chapter Twelve


						Chapter Thirteen


						Chapter Fourteen


						Chapter Fifteen


						Chapter Sixteen


						Chapter Seventeen


						Chapter Eighteen


						Chapter Nineteen


						Chapter Twenty


						Chapter Twenty-one


						Chapter Twenty-two


						Chapter Twenty-three


						Chapter Twenty-four


						Chapter Twenty-five


						Chapter Twenty-six


						Chapter Twenty-seven


						Chapter Twenty-eight


						Chapter Twenty-nine


						Chapter Thirty


						Chapter Thirty-one


						Chapter Thirty-two


						Chapter Thirty-three


						Epilogue


						Dedication


						Acknowledgments


						Excerpt from Deep Blue Sea Beginners for Beginners


						Books by Luanne Rice


						About the Author


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Table of Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						i


						ii


						iii


						iv


						v


						vii


						viii


						xii


						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


						252


						253


						254


						255


						256


						257


						258


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						266


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						274


						275


						276


						277


						278


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						288


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						296


						297


						298


						299


						300


						301


						302


						303


						304


						305


						306


						307


						308


						309


						310


						311


						312


						313


						314


						315


						316


						317


						318


						319


						320


						321


						322


						323


						324


						325


						326


						327


						328


						329


						330


						331


						332


						333


						334


						335


						336


						337


						338


						339


						340


						341


						342


						343


						344


						345


						346


						347


						348


						349


						350


						351


						352


						353


						354


						355


						356


						357


						358


						359


						360


						361


						362


						363


						364


						365


						366


						367


						368


						369


						370


						371


						372


						373


						374


						375


						376


						377


						378


						379


						380


						381


						382


						383


						384


						385


						386


						387


						388


						389


						390


						391


						392


						393


						394


						395


						396


						397


						398


						399


						400


						401


						402


						403


						404


						405


						406


						407


						408


						409


						410


						411


						412


						413


						414


						415


						416


						417


						418


						419


						420


						421


						422


						423


						424


						425


						426


						427


						428


						429


						430


						431


						432


						433


						434


						435


						436


						437


						438


						439


						440


						441


						442


						443


						444


						445


						446


						447


						448


						449


						450


						451


						452


						453


						454


						455


						456


						457


						458


						459


						460


						461


						462


						463


						464


						465


						466


						467


						468


						469


						470


						471


						472


						473


						474


						475


						476


						ix


						x


						xi


						477


						478


						479


						480


						481


						482


						483


						484


						485


						486


						487


						488


						489


						490


						491


						492


						vi


						493


						494


						495


						496


						497


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/9780307492135_title_page.jpg
‘Irue
Blue

Lucmne (Rice






OEBPS/images/Rice_9780553583984_all_5p_r6_Page_029_Image_0001.jpg






OEBPS/images/9780307492135_cover.jpg
TRUE BLUE

LUANNE RICE






OEBPS/images/Rice_9780553583984_all_5p_r6_Page_007_Image_0001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Rice_9780553583984_all_5p_r6_Page_026_Image_0001.jpg





