
      
         [image: cover image]

      
   
      
         [image: title page]

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Dedication

         
         
            To all who are doing their part, large or small, to make our world a better place

         

         
      
   
      
         Contents

         
            	Cover

            	Title Page

            	Dedication

            	Contents

            	Chapter 1

            	Chapter 2

            	Chapter 3

            	Chapter 4

            	Chapter 5

            	Chapter 6

            	Chapter 7

            	Chapter 8

            	Chapter 9

            	Chapter 10

            	Chapter 11

            	Chapter 12

            	Chapter 13

            	Chapter 14

            	Chapter 15

            	Chapter 16

            	Chapter 17

            	Chapter 18

            	Chapter 19

            	Chapter 20

            	Chapter 21

            	Chapter 22

            	Chapter 23

            	Chapter 24

            	Chapter 25

            	Chapter 26

            	Chapter 27

            	Acknowledgments

    	
      An Excerpt from THE TIFFANY GIRLS
      
        	Chapter 1

        	Chapter 2

      

    

            	About the Author

            	Also by Shelley Noble

            	Copyright

            	About the Publisher

         

      


	iii

	v

	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

	245

	246

	247

	244

	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

	ii

	405

	406

	407

	408

	iv




      
         Guide

         
            	Cover

            	Contents

            	Chapter 1

         

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1

         
         “It was amazing.” Phoebe Adams sat cross-legged on the king-size bed and flourished one hand in the air. “I just went over
            to the food bank to get a basic who-what-where-when article about their move to larger quarters. Then I met Anita Peters and
            I knew we had to print her story.”
         

         
         It didn’t matter that Phoebe was talking to the back of the editor of the Weekly Sentinel. She was psyched.
         

         
         Gavin Cross turned in the doorway of the walk-in closet and held up two ties. “The blue striped or the yellow paisley with
            my gray suit?”
         

         
         “Blue striped,” said Phoebe. “She was sent in to streamline and modernize their data base and their distribution system. But
            get this . . .”
         

         
         Gavin tossed the blue tie on the bed next to her and went back into the closet.

         
         “Anita was raised just a couple of towns from here and had been homeless as a child. She was forced to drop out of high school
            and earned her GED sitting in the back of her mother’s food truck. Which just goes to show you—”
         

         
         A pair of dress shoes sailed past her and landed on the duvet next to the ties.

         
         “Anyway, one of the lunch regulars noticed her and was so impressed he pulled some strings to get her a scholarship to college.
            And from that one man’s help, she was able to earn an MA in supply-chain and distribution management and now she travels throughout
            New England helping local food banks make policy and streamline day-to-day operational changes that could completely overhaul
            the ability to feed the hungry throughout the region, perhaps the nation. How’s that for a story?”
         

         
         “Fine.” Gavin rolled his suitcase out of the closet and opened it on the bed.

         
         “I’m going to make sure it gets column space in next week’s edition. It will be an inspiration for the whole community. Right
            here under our noses. Who knew?”
         

         
         Phoebe flopped back on the mattress. This was the kind of article she was born to write. Unsung locals doing good for the
            community. The kind of article that inspired readers to think, to volunteer, to make a difference.
         

         
         “I’m sure once everyone learns Anita’s story, the donations for the new building will pour in and the whole community will
            be the better for it.”
         

         
         Gavin carried out two pairs of khakis and several shirts on hangers.

         
         Phoebe rolled to her side and braced on one elbow. “As always, I admire your sartorial elegance, but this is the New England
            Association of Independent Newspapers. The other guys will be sitting around all weekend in T-shirts with coffee stains.”
         

         
         He looked down at her and smiled. He was tall and blond with a patrician nose that reminded her of his father, Simeon Cross, who had published the paper until the day he died and who had been Phoebe’s mentor and inspiration. Just looking at Gavin gave her a little rush of satisfaction. Soon she would be Mrs. Gavin Cross and together they would— 

         
         “I’m going to take a couple of days after the symposium to check out the operations of some of the other weeklies.”

         
         “Oh?”

         
         “Since I have to go anyway, I might as well pick their brains on site. You can handle things while I’m gone?” He glanced at
            his watch.
         

         
         “Of course.” She’d been handling “things” since Simeon had fallen ill. “Oh, I almost forgot, Alan in design called today;
            the photo processor is acting up again. I told him to call the guy who usually fixes it, but we’re going to have to bite the
            bullet and get new equipment soon.”
         

         
         “Call him back and tell him not to do anything until I get back.”

         
         Phoebe sighed. “You sure you don’t want me to go with you? We could work the whole group, see who’s got equipment they want
            to unload, and I could introduce you to the editors you haven’t met.” Editors he should already know but didn’t, since he’d
            only been to one other symposium since taking over the paper three years ago.
         

         
         Gavin pulled out a drawer of the built-in dresser and frowned at the contents. “No reason for us both to go. Besides, I need you to touch base with Ed Begland at Cross County Insurance. Strong-arm him if you have to. We need a big repeat advertiser. Not all this space wasted with two-by-ones congratulating some favorite high school grad.” 

         
         “Hey, those ads help pay the rent.”

         
         “The Sentinel owns the building.”
         

         
         “Pay our taxes, then.”

         
         Gavin sighed. “Phoebe, could you please focus on bringing some money to the paper?”

         
         “You’re just cranky because you have to drive three hours at rush hour to get to the hotel.”

         
         “I couldn’t get away earlier, as you well know.” Gavin went into the bathroom, came back with his shaving kit and toiletry
            bag. He’d be the most well-groomed editor at the Manchester Airport Hampton Inn.
         

         
         He’d been on his office phone all afternoon. He hadn’t said who it was, but Phoebe guessed it had to do with finances. These
            days, he was obsessed with overhead and income. Sure, they were always floating right above red alert, but they had been for
            years, long before Simeon died and Gavin had inherited his father’s legacy. Simeon had worked indefatigably to keep the paper
            up and running. They’d won awards. He’d published a quality newspaper the whole county could be proud of.
         

         
         Simeon was a true journalist. He’d given her a start when she was even too young to drive, had nurtured her and taught her
            more than most reporters learned in a lifetime. He’d depended on her to help Gavin get acclimated and to keep the paper running.
         

         
         That was her legacy. And one she was immensely proud of.
         

         
         Gavin zipped his suitcase and slid it to the floor. “You going to stay here tonight?”

         
         “No, I’d better get home. I still have a lot of packing up if I’m moving in here on Friday.”

         
         He kissed her, too quickly it seemed to her, but he hated running late.

         
         “I’ll lock up before I go.”

         
         “Great,” he called, already on his way out the door. “And get those ads sold while I’m gone.” The door clicked shut and she
            was alone on the spacious bed.
         

         
         Ads. Sometimes it seemed as if she spent more time canvassing for ads, drumming up new subscribers, and keeping ancient equipment
            running smoothly, while making sure that everyone was paid, than actually reporting.
         

         
         Seemed? There was no “seemed” about it. Her writing had taken a back seat to all her other duties as managing editor of the paper.
         

         
         She pulled the elastic band from her ponytail and shook her hair free. Then she lay back, rested her forearm across her forehead,
            and thought about a young Anita Peters, tucked away in a back corner of the food truck, her history book open, while the sting
            of chopped onions blurred her vision. And now that young girl was responsible for so many.
         

         
         Phoebe couldn’t help but make a comparison to herself. She’d never been homeless, thank heaven, and she may not feed the hungry,
            but she was a conduit for the people who did. She had found her place in the world, where she could do what she was called
            to do—make a difference.
         

         
         That’s what local news was all about. Not broadcasting breaking headlines between commercials, not sending a podcast into the ether sphere. Those were good for others. But not for Phoebe. For her, it was go deep, stay local. Local news touched the people closest to it, could make them aware, change their lives, keep them grounded, and get things done at a grass-roots level. 

         
         And Phoebe facilitated that. She took a long, satisfied breath and sat up.

         
         She’d start writing the article tomorrow morning . . . right after she met with Ed Begland about a recurring ad . . . and
            checked with Marty Cohen about the last order of newsprint that came in short . . . and dropped by town hall to see if they
            had pulled the files on a hit-and-run case from last month that needed a follow-up article. And she would call Alan and tell
            him to definitely call the repair technician; they needed working machinery.
         

         
         And then . . . she would write her article about Anita Peters.

         
          

         Thursday morning, Phoebe was hunched over her computer keyboard in the newsroom, fingers flying over the keys. It had been
            days since she’d interviewed Anita Peters and she was just now writing the article. No worries. It just had to be in good
            enough shape to present to the editorial meeting at noon. She glanced at the corner of the screen. Eleven forty.
         

         
         She’d missed breakfast and was about to miss lunch, and between her growling stomach and the general din of the newsroom,
            she was having a hard time concentrating. It was amazing, the amount of noise the four full-time and just as many part-time
            staffers of the Weekly Sentinel could make while working with laptop keyboards, cell phones, and the occasional blue pencil.
         

         
         When Phoebe was a kid and dreaming of becoming a journalist, she’d watched in awe those old-time newspaper rooms portrayed
            in the movies: Cary Grant shouting into the black candlestick phone as reporters rushed in and out of the room, slamming doors
            in their pursuit of a “scoop,” while old Royal typewriters clacked in the background. It was funny, but thrilling.
         

         
         Later, as she sat alert through All the President’s Men, she dreamed of one day being Bob Woodward. Not as portrayed by Robert Redford, but as portrayed by Phoebe Adams, investigative
            reporter.
         

         
         But lately she hadn’t felt much like a reporter, and today she just felt overworked from all the non-writing duties she’d
            accumulated since Simeon’s demise. The only time she was really fired up was when she was out in the field gathering stories
            or sitting in the newsroom with Mitch and Nancy, the two other “old-timers,” composing at their desks or rushing out to check
            a fact. Everyone rushing toward deadline.
         

         
         Willa Davis stopped at her desk and glanced over Phoebe’s shoulder at the computer screen. Willa was the feature writer and
            circulation manager and Phoebe’s best friend.
         

         
         “You hear from Gavin yet?”

         
         Phoebe nodded, without looking up. “Last night. He’s on his way back this morning. He said if he’s late, start the meeting
            without him.”
         

         
         “Uh-huh.”

         
         That made Phoebe look up. “What do you mean, ‘uh-huh’?”

         
         Willa just fisted her hands on her hips and gave Phoebe what they all called the “Willa wither” look.

         
         “I know, I know, but he’s been really busy networking. It must have been a productive weekend.”

         
         “I’ll say. Considering it’s Thursday.”

         
         “He’ll be here. He’s probably having trouble getting away. You know how these newspaper people love to talk shop.”

         
         “For six days?”

         
         “He’s been checking other papers’ operating systems and looking for used equipment. Maybe he’s come up with a brilliant idea
            for making us all rich.” Phoebe glanced at the corner of her screen. Eleven forty-seven. He was cutting it close.
         

         
         And so was she. She typed faster.

         
         Willa was still standing there when the newsroom door squeaked open. Phoebe had been meaning to get it fixed. Though it didn’t
            seem to bother anyone but Phoebe.
         

         
         Gavin Cross stood just inside the newsroom, his hand still on the doorknob, about as far as he ever got these days.

         
         She was surprised by how relieved she felt. Of course he would be back in time for the meeting; he was the editor in chief.
            She flashed him a smile.
         

         
         He didn’t smile back, so Phoebe went back to typing.

         
         “Could I have everyone’s attention.”

         
         A statement, not a question. And at the most inconvenient time possible. What was so important it couldn’t wait the ten minutes
            for the regularly scheduled editorial meeting?
         

         
         Conversation quieted but everyone in the Sentinel’s newsroom continued to work. Multitasking was a necessary skill for survival in the newspaper business.
         

         
         Gavin raised his voice. “I have some bad news.”

         
         Phoebe’s fingers slowed as her mind ricocheted from a hurricane barreling toward the New England coast to the death of someone they all knew and loved. 

         
         “I’m closing the Sentinel.”
         

         
         Phoebe’s fingers froze on the keyboard. Around the room all motion stopped, six Sentinel employees captured mid-movement—perched on the edge of a desk, gesturing to a colleague, reaching for a file drawer. All
            caught in time—death-of-a-newspaper time.
         

         
         Then slowly their heads turned until all eyes zeroed in on Gavin.

         
         He should have staggered back from the force of their disbelief. But Gavin merely lifted his chin and looked past them to
            the window.
         

         
         He’s shutting down the paper. For a nanosecond Phoebe thought he must have lost his mind. Or she had. He couldn’t do that.
         

         
         “No.” The denial escaped her lips almost as if the word had been there all along, waiting for the inevitable. “No.” It couldn’t
            be true. Why would he do such a thing after all their hard work? And after he’d just come back from the symposium. Something
            must have happened there.
         

         
         “You all know that the Sentinel has been struggling for years,” Gavin continued. “We’ve tried, but times are changing and local newspapers are no longer
            relevant.”
         

         
         Not relevant? Of course it was relevant. Phoebe tried to catch his eye. To warn him to stop. To meet her outside and explain. Like why he hadn’t consulted her before springing this on everyone. But he was focused on the mid-distance, something she realized he did when he wasn’t going to budge on an issue—or because he couldn’t face her? 

         
         “We’ve run out of money. Today is the Sentinel’s last day.”
         

         
         She sprang from her chair, as if she could bodily stop him from continuing.

         
         “You’ll be paid for this week. You have until tonight to clean out your desks. After that the offices will be closed and everything
            will be sold. This hasn’t been an easy decision.”
         

         
         Not an easy decision? Phoebe hadn’t even known he was considering it.
         

         
         “I want to thank you for your commitment to the Sentinel.” Gavin backed out of the room and firmly shut the door.
         

         
         “You son of a—!” Mitch Rueben, who had been at the paper for forty years, turned his anger on Phoebe. “Did you know about
            this?”
         

         
         “No,” Phoebe said. “No.” She dropped into her desk chair, her eyes settling on Anita Peters’s typed name.

         
         She gradually became aware of Willa, her face mere feet away, her eyes questioning.

         
         Phoebe shook her head. Shook it again. Shook it until she thought it might fall off. “I didn’t know. I can’t believe it. Something
            must have happened this weekend.”
         

         
         “Something that he didn’t tell you about?”

         
         “He didn’t say anything.” She searched her brain to try to find some clue, some hint, of what he’d been thinking. But her
            brain was blank.
         

         
         “You’re telling me you had no idea he was planning this?” Willa asked. “What do the two of you talk about?”

         
         “I don’t know. Stuff. Actually, between the paper and the wedding, we don’t have all that much time to talk. At night we’re tired and it’s pretty much dinner, sex, and Netflix.” 

         
         Willa shook her head.

         
         Phoebe pulled Willa closer, lowered her voice. “The Sentinel isn’t out of money. We’ve been running on a shoestring for years. I’ve personally been out selling ads. The bills are mostly
            paid on time. The readership is up . . . a little. Things can’t be that bad. Why would he do this? How could I not know what
            he was thinking?”
         

         
         Willa eased herself down on the armrest of Phoebe’s chair, slipped her arm around Phoebe’s shoulders. “Maybe you were too
            busy trying to save this paper and our jobs to notice.” Willa squeezed Phoebe’s shoulder. “Gavin was just not as committed
            to the Sentinel as you were.”
         

         
         “It’s just that he was still feeling his way.”

         
         “After three years? Face it, Phoebe, you’ve been running this paper since the day he arrived to take over. Even before that.”

         
         “But he—”

         
         “It’s not your fault. We know you did your best.”

         
         “My best? If I’d done my best, we would still have a newspaper.”

         
         Well, she would do something now. She pushed to her feet, dislodging Willa from the arm as her desk chair shot out from under
            her.
         

         
         “What are you going to do?” Willa asked anxiously.

         
         “Make him change his mind.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         Gavin’s office was down a dimly lit hallway, behind a heavy oak door with a frosted glass half-window and a brass nameplate
            that screamed traditional journalism.
         

         
         Phoebe didn’t go in immediately; she’d stormed out of the newsroom and down the hall without thinking. She didn’t have a plan.
            She just knew she had to stop him.
         

         
         She could see his shadow moving through the frosted glass.

         
         She tapped on the glass. It sounded like gunfire, and she choked on a searing breath.

         
         She knocked again. Her hand was shaking. “Gavin. It’s Phoebe.”

         
         At last she heard a distracted voice say, “Come in.”

         
         She licked dry lips and stepped inside just as he slipped his cell phone into his jacket pocket. He was standing at his desk,
            his back to the window, a mere silhouette against the midday sun.
         

         
         She moved off to one side, where she could see his features in the overhead light.

         
         He didn’t say anything, no explanations, no excuses, just reached for his briefcase and clicked it open.

         
         She plunged in. “What’s going on? Did something happen at the symposium? Whatever it is, we can make it work. We always do.”

         
         “Nothing happened at the symposium.”

         
         “Then what? If the printing is costing too much, we can take it totally online.”

         
         “We’re closing down. Face it, Phoebe, the Sentinel is a dinosaur.”
         

         
         “You’re wrong.”

         
         “Obviously not, because I’ve been actively trying to unload it for the last two years. I never wanted the damn thing to begin
            with.”
         

         
         “You’ve been trying to sell it?”

         
         “What do you think I was doing for the last six days? Talking about cutting-edge local journalism? It was pathetic, but it
            was my last chance to unload this albatross. I spent two days trying to convince Bob Evers of the Island News to take it off my hands. But he couldn’t swing it financially. He was my last hope. There is just not enough interest.”
         

         
         “The last two years? You’re lying.” She could hardly hear her own words past the hammering in her heart. He was closing the Sentinel. Had intended to for two years and she had been clueless. What had they talked about? Until Willa asked her earlier that day, she hadn’t thought about it. But how could she not have seen what
            he’d been planning?
         

         
         “Why didn’t you tell me?”

         
         “Because I knew you would get all sentimental and hysterical.”

         
         She didn’t hear the rest; the buzzing in her ears drowned out his words.

         
         “Sentimental? I worked my butt off for this paper.”

         
         He sighed. “All the more reason to unload it. All we do is work—for this.” He snatched a folded copy of the latest edition
            off his desk. “Good God. Look at this front page. ‘Mayor Breaks Ground for New Community Pool.’ Who gives a shit?”
         

         
         “All the people in this town, the county. And beyond. A lot of people worked hard to make it happen. The community college
            will use it for classes. There will be special programs for therapy and special needs. It will have open hours for the public
            to swim. It will create jobs. People should know.”
         

         
         “They can get the pool hours off the website when it opens.”

         
         “But we’re the only place they can get in-depth news about what affects them directly. Town council decisions,” she carried
            on desperately. “Water safety and traffic problems, milestones achieved, funerals—we have news that you can’t find anywhere
            else.”
         

         
         “Phoebe, you’re living in the past.”

         
         “Investigative reporting—” She plowed on, refusing to give up. “Local innovation. The revitalization of the old mill. Willa’s
            idea of Furrever Family Fridays. More pets have been adopted or fostered on Fridays since we began featuring the current occupants
            of the shelter than ever before.”
         

         
         “Really, Phoebe? You went to Columbia to write about dog adoptions?”

         
         “Well . . . yeah, I did. I want to write about people making a difference. Help them connect to other people.”

         
         “God. Don’t you have any ambition at all?”

         
         Phoebe reeled back. If he’d slapped her, he couldn’t have hurt her more. Everything that made sense, that she cared about, meant nothing to him. 

         
         She was too stunned to even move as everything in her world blew apart and shattered at her feet like so many shards of glass.
            She gasped for breath that refused to come, while heat climbed from her stomach straight to her face where it flared into
            searing humiliation. There was nothing to say to that, even if she could find her voice, which at the moment didn’t seem possible.
         

         
         “I want to be where the action is, Phoebe. Not whining about some building that got condemned. Or whose freaking cat was rescued
            from a storm drain. I’m sick to death of it. Sick of this dingy little office, the antiquated machinery, the day-to-day drudgery,
            the bad coffee, all of it.
         

         
         “We could go anywhere, Phoebe. I’ve got contacts. I can land at a big organization. You can write your little human-interest
            articles for the neighborhood rag. We could have a great lifestyle.”
         

         
         Her little articles? The room went out of focus. Tiny spots floated before her eyes. Everything they had worked so hard for, all their plans . . .
            had been her plans. She saw it now. She’d been busting her butt, neglecting her own writing to keep the Sentinel afloat. And the whole time he’d been trying to sell it.
         

         
         “Why—?” She didn’t even have to finish the question. She suddenly knew the answer. Her success in keeping it running would
            be a perk to any potential buyer.
         

         
         The realization came in one big lightning bolt of understanding. He’d been using her. Willa was right. He hadn’t consulted
            her, hadn’t discussed any of his feelings or his plans, because he didn’t think of her as a colleague.
         

         
         He probably wasn’t even sure about her as his wife. And suddenly she wasn’t so sure about him.

         
         “You can’t do this. If you don’t care about the paper, think of your family. They started this paper a hundred years ago.
            You can’t just walk away from it.”
         

         
         “I can and I am. You care more about the damn Sentinel than you do about us.”
         

         
         And so should he. “I did my first internship when I was fourteen with your grandfather. I went to work for your father right
            out of college. He spent his life keeping this paper going.”
         

         
         “And died at seventy-four for his trouble. Phoebe, it’s a done deal.” He turned away from her to look out the window.

         
         And Phoebe lost it. “You may have turned your back on this paper, but don’t you dare turn your back on me.” She could hear
            her voice, shrill and hysterical. This was not the way to approach Gavin. It was not the way she approached anyone. But she
            couldn’t control herself. Her whole world was imploding, and something had snapped inside her.
         

         
         He turned, slowly, and she knew in that moment that nothing she said, no argument she could produce, would change his mind.

         
         She was facing a stranger.

         
         “Just through the summer,” she pleaded. “So many people are dependent on this paper. They work hard. Mitch and Nancy have
            been here since your grandfather was the publisher. Willa has two kids she has to support. At least give them two weeks’ notice.”
         

         
         He didn’t even answer, just shook his head.

         
         “Simeon would never—”

         
         “I’m not my father.”

         
         No, you’re not, Phoebe thought. You’re not even the man I thought you were. She’d been a fool. She’d thought her enthusiasm was enough for both of them, that in time he would be as determined as she
            was to save the Sentinel.
         

         
         She’d said she had no idea of what he was planning, but there had been signs. Signs she’d misread, which wasn’t like her.
            His distraction when he should have been listening. His brushing off her plans to grow the paper with an interactive online
            section. The editorial meetings he missed. She’d hardly missed his input; she knew how to run a newspaper. She just didn’t
            want to.
         

         
         She wanted to be in the field discovering stories, in the newsroom capturing them on the page, surrounded by other reporters
            all doing the same. She would never have been so sloppy in her study of an interview subject as she had been with Gavin.
         

         
         She reached mechanically for the ring on her finger, grasped it with fingers she ordered not to tremble. Very carefully, calmly,
            she began to pull it off. It stuck on her knuckle and it took several extra seconds to continue the journey.
         

         
         For a moment she thought he might try to stop her, but he didn’t, and she found herself strangely . . . relieved.

         
         The ring finally slid off, the diamond flashing once in a ray of sunlight, the supernova of a dying star. It must have cost
            Gavin plenty. She could almost hear Willa saying, Keep it. Sell it or pawn it, but don’t get left with nothing. Of course she would never, but she did wonder just for a second how many salaries it would have paid.
         

         
         She placed the ring on the desk. Proud of herself for not throwing it out the open window.

         
         Open, because the air-conditioning had broken two weeks ago. She’d wondered why he hadn’t called a repairman in. Now she knew.
            It didn’t matter to him. He had already moved on.
         

         
         He looked down at the ring, but didn’t try to change her mind.

         
         “I assume you’ve made arrangements for the sale of the equipment,” she said in as much of a businesslike tone that someone
            whose world had just disintegrated could muster.
         

         
         “No. Just leave anything that belongs to the paper in situ. The Brennan Agency has a listing for the whole operation. I’m
            sorry, Phoebe. It just wasn’t for me.”
         

         
         “I’m sorry, too,” she said, and slipped quietly out the door.

         
         She was several feet down the hall, walking zombielike back to the newsroom, before she realized she wasn’t sorry at all.

         
         She turned back, forcing her feet to move, and opened the office door without knocking. He was on his cell again. He glanced
            up, looking slightly alarmed.
         

         
         She didn’t blame him. “On second thought, I’m not sorry. I’ve learned more about you in the last half hour, hell, in the last
            couple of minutes, than I have in the last three years. But you’re right about one thing, Gavin—you’re nothing like your father.
            He was an honorable, serious journalist and you’re just a hack.”
         

         
         She backed out and slammed the door.

         
         As an exit, it was right up there with a thirties movie. Phoebe wondered if those actresses’ knees shook as much as hers did
            as she walked back to the newsroom.
         

         
         Today the hall was deserted, silent except for the squeak of her sneakers on the old linoleum. Silent enough for all the old sounds and memories to rush in to fill the air. The steady clacking and whir of the printing presses before they began sending out their printwork. The arguments spilling out of the editorial meeting room when they fought over column space. Conversations shouted from one door to the other, staff members talking on their phones as they walked, or heads bent over texts. 

         
         Then, as suddenly as the memories came, they faded again into a sad, hollow, empty silence, and Phoebe was standing at the
            door of the newsroom.
         

         
         She lifted her chin and opened the door just enough to slip inside, hoping to leave that sadness behind.

         
         It followed her in.

         
         There were fewer people waiting than when she’d left a few minutes before. There seemed to have been an exodus while she was
            in Gavin’s office.
         

         
         Only the long-term staffers remained. Mitch and Nancy were at their desks, heads down, appearing to work on material that
            would not be discussed at the usual Thursday editorial meeting. Willa still stood at Phoebe’s desk as if standing guard. Over what? Phoebe wondered.
         

         
         Mitch stood when she entered, but one look at her face must have told him the worst.

         
         He slumped back into his desk chair. “I guess that’s that, then.” He suddenly looked a lot older than he had when he’d come in that morning. He tossed his pen on his desk. “At least you’ll be all right, Phoebe. Gavin is bound to still have enough money to support you in the style you deserve. He couldn’t have blown through his inheritance already. Though God knows he didn’t spend it on the Sentinel.”
         

         
         Phoebe didn’t bother to correct him. Just held up her left hand, displaying her empty ring finger.

         
         Nancy gasped. “Oh, my dear. Not you, too.”

         
         “He dumped you?” Willa took Phoebe’s wrist in her hand to see for herself.

         
         Phoebe blew out air. “I kind of beat him to it.”

         
         Nancy grabbed a tissue and hurried over. She handed the tissue to Phoebe—who was not crying—and burst into tears herself.
            “And you’ve already chosen the cake.”
         

         
         Phoebe’s breath caught on an intake.

         
         Red velvet with champagne cream cheese icing. And reality hit Phoebe with the full force of the hurricane she had briefly imagined. Not only was the paper gone, but so
            was her wedding. The venue was booked, the dress was out for alterations, the flowers were picked out, the singer was hired.
            Her parents had forked out hefty deposits on it all. Maybe it wasn’t too late to get some of it back.
         

         
         “I can’t bear it,” Nancy said as tears flowed freely down her cheeks. “All our years together. I just can’t bear it.”

         
         She rushed back to her desk and began clearing it off, placing years of accumulation into a large plastic trash bag that she
            kept in her bottom drawer. It didn’t take as long as it should have to remove decades of hard work and loyal service. And
            within an hour, Nancy grabbed the bag and her purse and practically fled out the door. Mitch stuffed everything he could into
            his pockets. Tucked the rest under his arm and strode after her.
         

         
         When they were both gone, Willa came to stand by Phoebe’s side. “Well, girl, new adventures ahead.”

         
         “I guess.”

         
         “Basically it sucks.”

         
         Phoebe nodded. “What will you do?”

         
         “Get a job. You?”

         
         “Call my parents, give them the bad news, and see if they can get some of their deposits back.”

         
         “You have a place to stay? I’m taking it you won’t be moving in with Gavin as planned.”

         
         “Oh shit. I forgot.” Phoebe slapped a palm to her forehead. “The movers are coming to put things in storage first thing tomorrow.”

         
         “You could cancel them.”

         
         “I can’t. They’ve already leased the apartment.” Phoebe scrubbed her hair until it stood out from her face.

         
         “I’ll have to ask Mom and Dad if I can move in with them at the condo until I decide what to do next.”

         
         “Well, I better get going,” Willa said. “Gotta start that new job search. You coming?”

         
         “Not quite yet.”

         
         Willa nodded. “If you need to talk, call me.”

         
         “Thanks, you too.”

         
         “Remember, it doesn’t matter where we land, we’re still besties.”

         
         Phoebe nodded. They gave each other a quick thumbs-up like they did just about every day. Only today would be their last.

         
         Then Phoebe was alone. Just a few hours ago the room had been alive with work, and news, and conversation. Now the desks were empty, the file cabinets left filled but unneeded. The printers and fax machines idle. 

         
         It was over, just like Gavin said. There would be no more cutting, proofing, or sending articles to layout. The part-timers
            wouldn’t come and go, usually late, rarely early, but always enthusiastic. Neither Mitch nor Nancy would sit at their desks
            tomorrow or the next day. They had dedicated their whole working lives to this paper, to the Cross family, only to have their
            loyalty and hard work thrown in their faces.
         

         
         Now there was only Phoebe, like the captain of a slowly sinking ship.

         
         She ran her fingers over the worn wood of her desk. This had been her desk since Simeon Cross had hired her as a real reporter
            six years ago. Fresh out of journalism school, riding high in April . . . actually it was September, after a summer of interning,
            her sixth.
         

         
         How naive that seemed to her today.

         
         She’d banked everything on the Sentinel. She’d let them all down. No, Gavin had let them all down.
         

         
         The tears she’d managed not to cry all afternoon trickled down her cheeks. She dashed them away and snapped open the tote
            bag she kept in her bottom drawer for emergencies. She guessed today qualified. She picked through her office supplies, decided
            to keep it all; Gavin wouldn’t be needing them. The paper, the note cards, the blue pencils. Things left over from pre-computer
            days, even from before her day, but that she still used. Just for the feel of them.
         

         
         A dinosaur at twenty-eight, like the Sentinel at one hundred.
         

         
         All she’d ever wanted was to tell the stories of people. She was good at talking to individuals, listening to what they had
            to say and sharing it with others; sometimes it was the only way their stories would get told, because they were embarrassed,
            or reclusive, or protective, or just didn’t see themselves as special. It came naturally to her. And the popularity of her
            articles proved that.
         

         
         And where had that all gone? Into the madness of strong-arming people into taking an ad or a subscription, making finances
            work out so that everyone could get paid. She’d lost her reason for being here long before she’d lost being here at all.
         

         
         She shut the drawer, grabbed the tote bag, and headed for the door. With a final, quick look around, she walked out of the
            place that had been her everything for as long as she could remember.
         

         
         The door squeaked as she shut it. For once, it didn’t bother her. It would be someone else’s job to fix it now.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         Phoebe knew what she was coming home to. Still, she was surprised to open the door to half-packed boxes, open suitcases, and
            piles of donations.
         

         
         She slipped quietly inside as if she didn’t want to disturb them.

         
         She left her laptop on top of the kitchenware box and walked to her bedroom, where more half-filled boxes awaited. At least
            she hadn’t stripped the bed; she’d have a place to sleep tonight without having to open boxes looking for sheets.
         

         
         She sank down on the edge of the bed. She didn’t even feel like crying. She must be in shock. It was a lot to take in.

         
         First business—call her parents and give them the bad news. They’d be unhappy for her, but supportive. They’d already shelled
            out a small fortune in deposits for the wedding-not-to-be. Her dad might rant a little, but he would come around. Phoebe knew
            that no matter how bad things were, she could always count on them.
         

         
         She fished her phone out of her backpack and made the call. It was still early and her dad might not be home yet. But Phoebe couldn’t wait; she needed to get it off her chest, even if she left her mother to break the news to him later. Her mother wouldn’t mind; she’d done it for all her daughters more times than they could count. Ron Adams was a serious, hardworking man, who didn’t like things upsetting his well-ordered life. So the girls often sent their mother to cajole him into a good humor. 

         
         “The truth with sugar,” she’d always told them.

         
         Something Phoebe had yet to learn.

         
         She let it ring six times and was preparing what to say in her voicemail message when her mother finally picked up.

         
         “Hey, it’s me, Phoebe.”

         
         “Hi, sweetheart.”

         
         “Mom, just listen, don’t say anything until I finish, okay?”

         
         “Okay?”

         
         “Gavin is closing down the Sentinel. I called off the wedding. I gave him back the ring. It’s over between us.”
         

         
         Complete silence at the other end.

         
         “Don’t be upset.”

         
         “Oh, Phoebe—”

         
         “Just let me get it all out, okay?”

         
         When her mother didn’t answer, Phoebe plunged in.

         
         “He came into the newsroom today and announced it out of the blue, didn’t even give the staff two weeks’ notice or anything.
            He didn’t tell me about what he was planning, didn’t consult me, didn’t even ask my opinion.
         

         
         “He didn’t care about how I felt. He told me I had no ambition. No ambition. Maybe he was right, maybe I don’t have what it
            takes, but I loved the paper. And I worked hard to keep it running.
         

         
         “He said he’d been trying to unload it since he inherited it. Unload. The Sentinel. His family’s legacy. He doesn’t care. He never cared. It’s always been about him, not the paper, or us—or me.
         

         
         “I saw it all standing there in his office. There had always been something off. I thought it was because we were both working
            so hard to save the paper. But it wasn’t. And something just snapped and I knew that I couldn’t love a man like that. I’ve
            been such an idiot. An idiot and selfish.”
         

         
         “Oh, Phoebe . . .”

         
         “Don’t worry about me. I feel terrible, but not as terrible as we both would have felt if we went through with the wedding.
            I could practically hear him sigh with relief when I told him it was off.”
         

         
         A muffled sob from her mother.

         
         “Mom, please don’t cry. I’m sorry. I thought it was perfect, but it wasn’t. He wasn’t honest with me. We just weren’t right
            together. I hope you and Dad will understand. I’ll start calling first thing tomorrow and see if we can get back any of our
            deposits.”
         

         
         “Oh, Phoebe. I just want you to be happy. But are you sure? Shouldn’t you try to talk things over?”

         
         “Mom, he’s shutting down the Sentinel. He didn’t love the news; he’s not interested in the town. He didn’t care about his employees enough to give them a heads-up.
            I thought I was really helping him to grow the paper and all the time he just wanted me to fail.”
         

         
         Her mother said nothing.

         
         “Mom, are you still there?”

         
         “Yes, sweetheart. I’m here. I just don’t want you to do something that you’ll regret later.”

         
         “I won’t. He’s done. I’m not going to fall for that again.”

         
         “Oh, don’t sound so bitter. I hate to see you bitter.”

         
         Phoebe’s guilt squeezed the breath out of her. “I’m not bitter.” Actually she was relieved. “Just really tired. I think I
            could sleep for a week. I’ve been working so hard and trying to get everything in order for the wedding that—”
         

         
         Her mother’s sob erupted in her ear.

         
         “Mom, don’t cry. I’ll be okay. Really. It’s just that my lease is up tomorrow. I was supposed to move into Gavin’s, but obviously
            that’s not happening. The movers are coming to put my stuff in storage in the morning and I need a place to stay. Is it okay
            if I come stay with you and Dad until I can figure out what to do? I know the condo is a little on the small side, but it’ll
            just be for a short time, until I find a new job. Or a new apartment, whichever comes first.”
         

         
         “Tomorrow?” her mother asked.

         
         “Yes.” Phoebe frowned. “Is that a problem? I can make other arrangements if it is. I’ll be fine.”

         
         “I know you will be, sweetheart. You always do whatever you set out to do. We’ll see you through this, but I don’t know about
            staying here. Your father—” Her voice broke.
         

         
         “Is he there?” Phoebe asked. “Let me talk to him. I know he’ll be upset, but he’ll understand once I explain things to him.
            Just put him on.”
         

         
         “I can’t.”

         
         “Why? I’ll explain what happened. He’ll understand.”

         
         Silence at the other end.

         
         “Mom, I’m sorry, but it turned out all wrong. I’m not going to change my mind and Gavin isn’t, either. Let me talk to Dad.”

         
         “I can’t.”

         
         “Isn’t he home yet?”

         
         “No.” Her mother hiccupped the word. She seemed more upset about Phoebe’s broken engagement than Phoebe was.

         
         “Well, when he comes back, tell him—”

         
         “Phoebe, your father isn’t coming back.”

         
         “I don’t understand.”

         
         “Your father has left me.”

         
         “Left you? Like . . . ?”

         
         “Like I-don’t-love-you-anymore-and-I’ve-found-somebody-else . . . left.”

         
         There was a long silence while Phoebe’s brain crashed. Tried to reboot. Failed.

         
         Finally she managed to say, “When did this happen?”

         
         “Last week.”

         
         “Last week? Why didn’t you call me?”

         
         “I didn’t want to worry you. With the wedding and everything. And . . . I thought he might change his mind . . . After all,
            it’s been thirty-eight years. You’d think he could wait three more months to walk you down the aisle before he had an attack
            of wanderlust. Only now there won’t even be a wedding. I’m so sorry.”
         

         
         “Don’t apologize to me,” Phoebe said, as the truth began to sink in. Her father had walked out on her mother. And all the rage she’d been struggling not to hurl at Gavin wrapped itself into a tight hot ball aimed at her father. 

         
         “It’ll be okay, Mom.” It was a stupid thing to say. It wouldn’t be okay. None of this was okay. “Do you want me to come over?”

         
         “No, absolutely not. I’m fine. Unless you . . .”

         
         “No, I’m fine.” It was a lie; neither one of them was fine.

         
         “About tomorrow night . . . He’s coming Saturday morning to get his things. God forbid he should miss a golf game. He texted
            to tell me. Didn’t even have the guts to talk to me on the phone. If I’d known what a wuss he was, I would have divorced him
            a long time ago.” A tight breath from her mother. “Oh, Phoebe, I didn’t mean to say that. It’s just that I don’t want to be
            here when he comes. Frankly, I don’t trust myself not to break his golf clubs over his head.”
         

         
         “Okay, Mom, I get it. I can probably get the management to let me stay here one extra night. You can come stay with me tomorrow
            night and then we can go back to the condo on Saturday when we’re sure he’s gone. Oh, you can’t—my bed and couch will be gone.
            We could get a hotel room.”
         

         
         “I’m not coming back here. Ever. I texted him and told him to put it on the market. He’s the one who insisted we sell the
            house and buy in an over-fifty-five community . . . Less upkeep, he said. I never wanted to move here anyway. And if he thinks
            I’m going to stay here alone with a bunch of old people . . .”
         

         
         “Where will you go?”

         
         Her mother made a strangled sound. “I was thinking about crashing at your place until I could decide.”

         
         “You could stay with Daphne and Paul for a couple of nights. It’s only a few hours away.”

         
         “Good God, no. I haven’t told either of your sisters. Especially not Daphne. You know how fragile she is.”

         
         More like needy and self-indulgent.

         
         “And Celia would . . .”

         
         Micromanage everything and make them both crazy.

         
         “. . . be so upset.”

         
         Phoebe loved her sisters. They were caring, well-meaning people, but they sometimes drove Phoebe nuts. Of course, they probably
            felt the same way about her. Bullheaded was the word that came to mind.
         

         
         “Well . . . I know. Why don’t you drive to the island and stay with Granna? I’m sure she’ll welcome the company. Since Mr.
            and Mrs. Wilkins moved away and Mrs. Harken died, she’s probably been lonely.”
         

         
         “How could I face her?”

         
         “Granna will understand.” Granna always understood. Eventually. Alice Keyes-Sutton was the grande dame of the family, ruling
            her spreading brood without ever leaving the island she called home. It had become a family joke that Granna Alice had no
            reason to visit because she could read your mind from miles away. It kept them all toeing the line, just in case it was no
            joke.
         

         
         But Phoebe understood what her mother meant. Granna Alice had enjoyed a long, happy marriage, never seemed to get ruffled,
            was nonjudgmental. Which made her a difficult paragon to live up to. But in spite of her lofty position, she was as down-to-earth
            as the next person.
         

         
         There was still silence from her mother’s end of the phone.

         
         “There’s no place like home in a crisis,” Phoebe encouraged.

         
         “Home,” her mother echoed. “We did have some good times there, didn’t we?”

         
         “Every summer,” Phoebe said. Until life got in the way. And suddenly it sounded like the answer to both their situations.
            A weekend at Granna’s. “I know,” she said, suddenly feeling brighter. “Why don’t we both go?”
         

         
         “But what if you and Gavin—”

         
         “We won’t. I made a big mistake. And so did he. Though I do have to start looking for a job, but I can do that from Granna’s
            house. She has Wi-Fi.”
         

         
         “I don’t know. Both our cars are in Ron’s name; he’ll probably want the Lexus back.”

         
         “Mom. Stop it. He’s not going to take your car. Anyway, we can take mine. I’ll pick you up at the condo.” A worse thought
            occurred to her. “Do you have a good lawyer?”
         

         
         “Denny Welsh.”

         
         Denny was a family friend, a shark, but an ethical shark. He wouldn’t let her get short shrift. Leave it to her mother to
            not lose her head in even the direst situations.
         

         
         “But don’t tell your sisters.”

         
         “About Denny?”

         
         “About the divorce. Promise you won’t tell them.”

         
         “They’ll understand.” They would never understand. How could any of them understand? How could a man walk out after thirty-eight
            years of marriage? Three children and . . .
         

         
         “Promise me.”

         
         “I promise,” Phoebe said. “So what do you say? Shall we take a little vacation? Just us girls?”

         
         “I don’t know . . .”

         
         “I thought you didn’t want to be at the condo when Dad came. We can go for the weekend and we’ll come back on Monday.”

         
         “You’re right. Okay, but just for the weekend.”

         
         And suddenly Phoebe was the one with cold feet. The movers were coming in the morning. She had to finish packing. Cancel the
            caterer, cancel the hall, and see if she could get the deposit back on the dress. Put her résumé together and start looking
            for a new job. And since there was only one paper in town, she’d have to relocate. But all that could be done from a phone
            or a laptop.
         

         
         And she could take back the pearls Granna had given her to wear at her wedding.

         
         Phoebe waffled between the thought of a safe haven at the beach and sleeping on Willa’s lumpy couch with two preschoolers
            watching Saturday-morning cartoons at the crack of dawn.
         

         
         The beach won out in spite of the pearl situation.

         
         “Phoebe?”

         
         “I have some stuff I have to take care of tomorrow, but I can pick you up around five. It’s only a two-hour drive.”

         
         “It will be rush hour by then,” Ruth said.

         
         “We’ll take the back way.”

         
         “And weekend beach traffic,” Ruth added.

         
         “The back, back way. Just pack a few things and we can grab a burger on the road and be there before bedtime.”

         
         Phoebe was having second thoughts herself, but she couldn’t very well leave her mother to face the divorce by herself. And there was bound to be lemonade and snickerdoodles, Granna’s universal cure-all. 

         
         Which left her with only one excuse not to go. The one real thing she was afraid of and that she was loathe to admit. Once
            she left, there would be no going back. As if there was anything left to go back to.
         

         
         She took a breath. “No more excuses. I’ll pick you up around five.”

         
          

         Ruth Adams ended the call, and closed the new memory book she’d bought earlier that month. She’d made one for both her older
            girls for their weddings. Each was divided into three sections: The first for a little trip down memory lane with photos from
            the bride’s childhood and an empty page for the groom to add his. A second section that portrayed their courtship, though
            with Daphne she’d had to be a super spy to get any candid shots. And a third for their wedding, and their life together yet
            to come.
         

         
         She rested her hand lightly on the new, soft bound scrapbook. Traced the embossed lettering of Memories to Cherish, Adventures to Come.
         

         
         Luckily, she hadn’t begun filling out Phoebe and Gavin’s book. She’d have to give it to the thrift store. Even if things changed
            and they got back together, or especially if she married someone else, Ruth wouldn’t use the same book.
         

         
         It just seemed unlucky.

         
         She’d been thinking that a stage of her own life would be ending with the beginning of Phoebe’s marriage. She’d raised three strong independent women. She’d done her job. All of them had embarked on their own lives. And now it was time for her. 

         
         Or so she had thought.

         
         Of course there would be grandchildren. Their old house had been large, with plenty of bedrooms and a wonderful yard for them
            to play in. A tree swing and a stream to splash in. Plenty of space for a second generation for children. It had become a bit much to manage, and Ron insisted that a condo would give them more time to do the things they wanted.
         

         
         She hadn’t been thrilled about the condo. It was too small for the young families to visit; still, she was determined to make
            the best of it. Maybe start some new traditions . . . But of all the possibilities, she had never come close to imagining
            this.
         

         
         But this feeling of defeat hadn’t just begun with moving to the condo, or even with Ron’s leaving her for another woman. She
            didn’t know quite when, actually. Just that over the years, she’d gradually defaulted to taking care of the girls and the
            house, then her committees and her job as a librarian. And finally just keeping the peace.
         

         
         She let Phoebe’s album slip from her hand and saw another white album pushed to the back of the shelf, this one yellowed by
            age. Her own. She hadn’t looked at it in years. She reached toward it, tentatively at first, then anxiously, as if she might
            find the answer of what had happened to her marriage inside.
         

         
         Our Wedding. She and Ron standing in that age-old pose of newlyweds, slightly angled and smiling at the camera. Her hair looked nearly
            the same color as it was today. He’d had a lot more hair and no paunch.
         

         
         She touched her own nearly flat stomach. She’d worked at it. Just like she did everything in her life.

         
         She turned the page: more wedding photos, her mom and dad, smiling above their names printed in script, Alice and Henry Sutton.
         

         
         Our Years to Come. A photo of Celia as a baby on Ruth’s lap with Ron standing proudly behind them. Then Daphne with Celia standing by the arm
            of Ruth’s chair and Ron smiling behind them. Then Phoebe with her sisters flanking the chair, and Ron looking vaguely into
            the camera. Ruth had never noticed that before. As if with each picture he’d grown more distant, a little out of focus. Resigned.
         

         
         More photos followed, one from each year. At first all five of them smiled at the camera, then gradually it became photos
            of the girls and Ron as Ruth took over the duties of photographer.
         

         
         God, she’d been disappearing since the beginning. She started to slam the book shut, but the words on the next page, Our Life Before Each Other, held her hand.
         

         
         She knew it would be the obligatory childhood photos. But she couldn’t resist. As if there might be a clue as to what had
            happened within those long-ago shots. She turned the page. Ruth as a Girl Scout, her sash filled with badges. On the porch
            of the house holding a live lobster and squealing in delight for the camera. In her graduation cap and gown from high school
            when there was still a high school on the island.
         

         
         And on the last page, two grinning girls, standing in front of Sabatini’s Bakery and holding a giant sheet cake, decorated
            with roses and sunbursts and big blue letters in a florid script. Best Friends Forever. Ruth and Inez Sabatini. Ruth’s first summer job at the bakery. They’d had dreams, those two girls. One day they would run
            a bakery where they only made cakes. Just cakes—Inez would bake and Ruth would decorate. Cakes that would make them famous.
            Cakes to make people happy.
         

         
         How hopeful and assured they had been.

         
         A shiver of unease ran over her. How could she go home to the island now? How could she face her paragon of a mother? A failure,
            rejected by her husband, with any dreams she still had dashed and her future looking suddenly bleak.
         

         
         How could she have been so oblivious? And so mundane. Dumped in an over-fifty-five community, like a pair of old shoes ready
            for the vets bin, while Ron ran off to make a new and exciting life for himself.
         

         
         How would she ever come out whole on the other side?

         
         Well, she didn’t have a choice, did she? She’d always managed so far. Through the good times and the not so good, she’d persisted.
            Now for the first time ever, she hadn’t succeeded. Because, slowly but surely, she’d let it slip from her hands.
         

         
         She’d been slowly becoming irrelevant, until she seemed no more than a fading place marker on the road of life. And if she
            didn’t stop it now, she would finally cease to exist altogether.
         

         
         She closed the memory book, resisted the impulse to throw it in the garbage. She’d keep it as a reminder of how tenuous dreams
            could be. How easily a lifetime could be crushed.
         

         
         And how long it would take to find her grounding again.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         Her parents were divorcing. Phoebe eased down on her bed among all the half-packed boxes. Her cell was warm in her hand. Like
            a live poisonous thing.
         

         
         How could her parents be divorcing? It was like she was living in a nightmare from which she’d awaken only to realize she
            was still dreaming. Her father walking out, her engagement ended, her Sentinel killed.
         

         
         None of it made sense. Just this morning everything was perfect-ish.

         
         She looked around. She had so much to do, no place to go. Except the beach house, where Granna would be surprised and a little
            disappointed. In the situation? Or in her daughter and granddaughter? Granna never made judgments. She didn’t have to. She’d
            instilled in them a sense of justice and competence and sometimes that was a slippery slope.
         

         
         Phoebe forced herself to get up. Stay busy. That would help. Actually, she had no choice. She had to be out by tomorrow.

         
         A sound escaped from deep inside her, a sound she didn’t even recognize, but she thought it might be despair.

         
         Pull yourself together, she commanded. She had it so much better than most people. So why did her heart feel like it might burst, and not in a good
            way?
         

         
         Right now, her first order of business was to finish packing.

         
         She pulled her hair back with an elastic band and looked around her bedroom. Her winter clothes were hanging in two wardrobe
            boxes. Her summer clothes were packed in suitcases she’d meant to take to Gavin’s. She wouldn’t take the time to repack for
            the weekend. There was plenty of storage at the beach house.
         

         
         She began opening and closing drawers. There was hardly anything left to pack.

         
         Into the bathroom. Only Phoebe’s toothbrush and some makeup were left on the bathroom vanity. A change of clothes for tomorrow
            hung over the towel rack next to one old bath towel she planned to toss before leaving.
         

         
         My parents are divorcing.

         
         A laundry bag was hanging on the doorknob, left out for packing away the sheets and pillows in the morning.

         
         My engagement has ended.

         
         Phoebe moved to the living room.

         
         Boxes, boxes everywhere. Some taped shut and labeled; just as many half-packed and waiting for the last load. There were so
            many. And one bookshelf still filled with her favorites that she’d left for last.
         

         
         She sat down on the couch. Pulled her knees up and hugged them tight.

         
         The Sentinel is no more.

         
         She rested her cheek on her knees, closed her eyes, felt her cheeks grow wet, but she didn’t try to dry them. It seemed like too much trouble. 

         
         She would have to be strong for her mother. For herself. That’s what Sutton-Adams women did.

         
         When the doorbell rang, it took her a whole minute to understand what it was; she was still scrunched up on the couch, not
            knowing how long she’d been there.
         

         
         The bell rang again and her legs jerked out straight.

         
         God, what if it was Gavin? It couldn’t be . . . he wouldn’t . . . A shiver, a combination of wariness, anticipation, and something
            that might be denial, skittered up her spine. She just wouldn’t answer it.
         

         
         It rang again.

         
         Phoebe pushed herself off the couch and nearly fell onto the coffee table. Her foot was asleep; she hobbled over to the front
            door where she stood indecisive for a moment, then opened the door just enough to peer out.
         

         
         “Pizza delivery,” Willa announced.

         
         Phoebe nearly collapsed in relief.

         
         Willa was dressed in jean shorts and a T-shirt, and held a large box from Antonio’s balanced on her palm. She clutched a bottle
            of champagne in her other hand.
         

         
         She took a quick look into the room over Phoebe’s shoulder. “I’m not interrupting anything, am I?”

         
         Phoebe stepped aside and motioned her in.

         
         “No last-minute reconciliation?”

         
         “Nope.”

         
         “Thank God, ’cause you look like shit.”

         
         “I feel like shit.”

         
         “When was the last time you ate?”

         
         Phoebe shrugged.

         
         “Hydrated?”

         
         Phoebe shrugged again.

         
         “We’ll fix that in a jiff.” Willa maneuvered herself and the box and bottle past Phoebe to deposit them on the coffee table
            among the rolls of tape and markers.
         

         
         Phoebe followed behind her, trying to locate the energy to be appreciative.

         
         “Not even a broken heart can resist Tony’s house special.”

         
         Phoebe’s eyes stung. She told herself it was from the heat rising off the loaded crust. “I’m such a fool.”

         
         “No, you’re not, and I’m fresh out of platitudes, but we’ve all been there, some of us more than once. It may seem like the
            end of the world, but—”
         

         
         “My parents are getting a divorce.”

         
         Willa stopped, holding a slice of pizza while the cheese slid slowly off the tip.

         
         “Not . . . not because of you and Gavin?”

         
         “No. Of course not. I think it’s because of that damn condo. He made her move, then he left. I don’t know. Nothing makes sense.”

         
         “Well, sit down. I’ll get some paper towels.”

         
         Phoebe sat. It seemed easier than trying to help. She didn’t know how Willa could be so cheery. She’d lost her job, too, and
            she had kids to support.
         

         
         Willa returned with a roll of paper towels, a bottle of water, and two chipped mugs that Phoebe was donating to the vets.

         
         She put the mugs and paper towels down and thrust the water at Phoebe. “Drink some of this, or the champagne will go right
            to your head.”
         

         
         “Are we celebrating?” Phoebe’s mouth twisted.

         
         “We might as well. The alternatives don’t sound like too much fun.”

         
         Phoebe drank some water. God, she was parched.

         
         Willa tore off two pieces of paper towel and placed slices on them. “Eat up. It doesn’t look like you’ve done much packing
            today so we’ll need our strength.”
         

         
         “Where are the girls tonight?”
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