
  
    [image: The Heart of Love]
  


  
    
      the heart of love

      A Small Town Friends-to-Lovers Mystery Romance

      
        Hope & Hearts from Swan Harbor

        Book Fourteen

      

    

    
      
        sophie bartow

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Two Hearts Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Hope & Hearts Series in Order

      

      
        Some residents of Swan Harbor

      

    

    
      
        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

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        The Journey to Love Chapter 1

      

      
        Bibliography

      

      
        Other Books by Sophie

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Sophie’s Heart

      

    

    

  


  
    
      This book is dedicated to...

      
        
        My street team;

        The Wall-Giennie Wicks-Delaney,

        Connector Inspector- Linda Hagerty

        Plot Catcher- Maggie Grimes

        Sign Crew- Kate Semenyuk

      

        

      
        And to my family for their patience while I write

      

      

      
        
        Inspiration began,

        when a lost girl fell for a lost boy

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright 2024 by Sophie Bartow

        All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without written permission of the copyright owner except for the use of quotations in a book review.

        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, and places are the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business or locales is coincidental.

      

        

      
        Cover by Kate Semenyuk

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        FROM DARKNESS INTO LOVE

        KITTENS, PUPPIES & LOVE

        BROTHERS, HOPE & HEARTS

        KISSES, FAMILY & HOPE

        A TREE, MISTLETOE & A SUNSET

        HOPE, HEARTS & FOREVER

        THE MEMORY OF LOVE

        THE INNOCENCE OF LOVE

        THE FORGIVENESS OF LOVE

        THE POWER OF LOVE

        THE CHRISTMAS LOVE SONG

        THE KISS OF LOVE

        THE LESSONS OF LOVE

        THE HEART OF LOVE

        THE JOURNEY TO LOVE

      

      

      
        
        Bonus Hope & Hearts

        CYGNETS & DREAMS

      

      

      
        
        Hope & Hearts Historical Novellas

      

      

      
        
        GUIDED BY LIGHT - 1952

        GUIDED BY HEART - 1964

        GUIDED BY LOVE - 1969

        WELCOME TO SWAN HARBOR- 1979

        FINDING HER LOST HEART- 1983/1990

        GUIDED BY A KISS - 1995

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            some residents of swan harbor

          

        

      

    

    
      Sarah Jones – She has recently moved to Swan Harbor to pursue a PhD in history at Swan Harbor University. Sarah is researching Swan Harbor’s heart. Her brothers are Aiden and Quinn Jones.

      Devin Hall – He is a physical therapist at Swan Harbor General Hospital. He is the son of Joshua and Laura Hall, and the brother of Jenna, Leah & Zoey.

      Amanda Kane – She is the head librarian at the Swan Harbor library, the mother to eight-year-old Ethan, and the ex-wife of Joe Kane. Her story is told in The Lessons of Love.

      Lee Simpson – He is a Special Agent with The Agency, a shadowy government agency, and partners with Gabe.

      Harper Taylor: She is a professor at Swan Harbor University in the Education Department. Her parents are Beverly and Greg, and she is the sibling of Rod and MacKenzie. She is married to Aiden. Their story is told in A Tree, Mistletoe & A Sunset.

      Eden Fowler: She is a second-grade teacher at Swan Harbor Elementary. She is best friends with Harper and Rachel. Her story is told in The Forgiveness of Love.

      Laura Hall: She is the director of Harbor Cross Nursing Home, married to Joshua, and mother to Devin, Jenna, Leah, and Zoey.

      Joshua Hall: He is a History professor at Swan Harbor University, married to Laura, and father to Devin, Jenna, Leah, and Zoey.

      Terri Patterson: She is a matriarch of Swan Harbor and mother to Danny, Beverly, Laura, Troy & Rhonda. And grandmother to many. Terri is also a mother figure to Captain Jack. Her story is told in Guided by Light.

      Kelsey Harris – She works at Swan Harbor Library as Amanda’s assistant.

      Killian Reade: Investigator for the Swan Harbor Sheriff’s Department. He is married to Emma Foster.  Their story is told in Kittens, Puppies & Love.

      Rusty Langley: He is an investigator for the Swan Harbor Sheriff’s Department and partner of He is married to Rene Langley and father to Roland and Lizzy. Their story is told in The Power of Love.

      Madge Tanner: She is best friends with Libby McBride, married to Jimmie, mother to Wyatt, mother-in-law to Lanie, and grandmother to Roman and Lucy. She is also an ex-agent for The Agency. Their story is told in Guided by Heart set in 1964.

      Lois Duncan: She is currently helping the Sheriff’s Department as their IT person. She is married to Rupert, mother to Lanie, mother-in-law to Wyatt, and grandmother to Roman and Lucy. She is also best friends with Madge and an ex-agent for The Agency. Their story is told in Guided by Love set in 1969.

      Captain Jack: Retired Naval officer and local legend of Swan Harbor who gives out sage advice to the locals of the town. He is the owner of Captain Jack’s Fine Dining, located at the newly renovated pier in an old Spanish Galleon. His story will be told in The Journey to Love
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      QUICK NOTE: If you enjoy The Heart of Love, be sure to check out my offer for more Sarah and Devin at the end.

      With that, enjoy!
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        Two Scoops Ice Cream Shop

        December 22

        8:00 a.m.

      

      

      Follow the star. It will lead you to the truth.

      Words Sarah Jones read in a journal. Words that, until she’d seen the Christmas Star, hadn’t stood out. Words that referred to the phenomenon of Jupiter and Saturn being in perfect alignment to create one star. Something that hadn’t happened since 1226, but that led her to a hidden compartment in the ice cream shop’s skylight. A hidden compartment with Henry Patterson’s name and 1750 burned on it.

      They’d created the skylight using the beacon from Swan Harbor’s first lighthouse. It rested atop Two Scoops Ice Cream Shop, a business owned by one of Henry’s descendants on the renovated pier. A business that used his mother’s recipe as the base of their flavors. Something that, if he were alive, would have made him proud.

      Thirty-six hours later, Sarah rushed to meet her advisor at Two Scoops to see what, if anything, hid behind the panel. With her apology for running late on the tip of her tongue, she tugged open the door. Except, it wasn’t the older Hall waiting for her. “It’s you!”

      “Yes, it’s me.” Devin, and not his father, awaited her.

      “But, but where’s your father? I thought⁠—?”

      “He’s playing Santa at Harbor Cross.” The nursing home where his mother, Laura, was the director.

      “Oh. You didn’t have to⁠—”

      “I’m here, now,” he cut her off.

      The tone of his voice grated. It said, ‘I’d better not have gotten up for nothing.’

      “You aren’t a morning person, are you?”

      “Unlike you, you mean?”

      “I’m just not used to this sunny personality.”

      He blew out a breath. “It’s the one you’re stuck with. Now, do you want my help or not?”

      Devin was good-looking, and he knew it. Tall, slender, with bright blue eyes and dark hair that looked like he’d just climbed out of bed. He was a flirt and used to women falling at his feet. But he unsettled her in ways she didn’t quite understand. Until she did, she tried to stay away from him. It was easier that way.

      “I can do it. I just needed the okay.”

      “I’m here⁠—”

      “Forget it. I can do it.”

      “Then, by all means,” Devin waved toward the back of the shop, “have at it.”

      Sarah sent him a disgruntled look and made her way to the back of the shop and up the staircase to the skylight. Inside was a newly repaired narrow platform with multiple panels just beneath. What surprised her was how faint the writing looked in the light of day. The star’s brightness highlighted Henry’s name. Whereas, if she hadn’t known where to look, it might have gone unnoticed.

      A shiver raced up her spine, but was that in anticipation of what would come? Or was there another factor involved? One she’d yet to uncover.

      “Need some help?” a mocking voice called from below.

      “No.”

      “If you’re sure.”

      “I’ll let you know if I do.”

      “You do that.”

      Sarah wedged herself against the side and searched for a groove, something she could grab hold of to pull. What she found wasn’t much help. There were no screws to remove. Nor was there an area big enough to put her fingers, making her worry that if she removed the panel, she couldn’t return it.

      Slowly, she started down the staircase. Devin was leaning against the wall, casually scrolling through his phone. He glanced up, and a look crossed his face. One she didn’t understand.

      “Change your mind?”

      “About what?”

      He tipped his chin toward the skylight. “Need my help, after all?”

      “No! I need something to help pry off the board.”

      Devin hesitated for an extra heartbeat, making Sarah wonder if he would give her another flippant response. Instead, he disappeared behind the counter and returned with a small toolbox. He dug inside for so long she almost pushed him out of the way and took it upon herself. Finally, he located a crowbar.

      “This work?”

      “I guess we’ll see now, won’t we?”

      His blue eyes flashed, and his breath caught. The combination caused her heart to race a little faster, and that unsettled feeling grew larger.

      “Thank you.” She took the crowbar and hurried back up the stairs.

      “You let me know if you need my help.”

      “Oh, shut up,” she muttered.

      “What was that?”

      “Nothing,” Sarah snapped. “It was nothing.”

      “If you say so, Sweet Cheeks.”

      Sarah glanced over her shoulder, expecting to see Devin staring at her, wearing a mocking smile. Instead, he was looking at his phone. She was torn between continuing what she’d come to do … and punching him in the stomach. Only the memory of who his dad was had her staying on course.

      The gap between the boards around the panel was narrow. So narrow, slipping the tip of the crowbar into the groove was almost impossible. It also didn’t come without a bit of pain.

      She broke a fingernail. Her hands hurt, and once she’d gotten the bar between the groove, it popped out, sending slivers of old wood back into her face.

      “Bloody hell, that hurt!”

      “Do you need something?” Devin called up the stairs.

      “I told you I can do it.”

      He chuckled. “Well, you let me know if you change your mind.”

      Sarah resisted the temptation to spar and returned to the panel. After a few more tries, she gave up, worried that if she pushed too hard, the damage would be irreversible.

      “Damn! Damn! Damn!” she muttered under her breath.

      There were two options, and neither made her happy. She climbed back down and prepared to … what, she wasn’t sure.

      Devin looked up, and their eyes clashed. His gaze drifted lazily around her face, almost casually taking in her features. Everywhere it touched, little sparks ignited. He surprised her when he suddenly brushed his finger down her cheek. It caused a streak of electricity to race across her skin.

      “Bloody hell! What are you doing?”

      “You were bleeding.”

      “Do you think I need stitches?”

      The corners of his eyes crinkled, and she could tell he was fighting the urge to smile. “I think you’ll be fine.”

      “Good. Can you go remove the board?”

      “And?”

      “l can’t get the bloody board off enough to see what’s behind it. There,” Sarah huffed. “I said it. Now, can you do it?”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Go move the bloody board.”

      “I didn’t hear a please.”

      The mocking tone had returned, making her want to run. Instead, she pointed toward the staircase. “Can you see if there’s anything behind the board for me? Please?”
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        * * *

      

      Devin grinned. “Well, since you ask so nicely. But aren’t you forgetting something?”

      Sarah frowned. “What? I already said please.”

      “I need the crowbar.”

      She handed it to him, making sure not to touch him. He, on the other hand, wanted to touch her again—had wanted to feel her touch for months.

      “The panel?”

      “As you wish.”

      Devin took a deep breath and climbed the few steps into the beacon. The moment he did, a melancholy feeling washed over him. It reminded him of the stories his grandfather had told about the old lighthouse, some of which were farfetched and, looking back, had most likely been embellished. He hadn’t thought about them in years and fought the desire to dig into his memory banks. Later, he told himself, but he wasn’t convinced he would keep the promise.

      “What’s taking so long up there?”

      He dropped down a couple of stairs so he could see her. “You’re welcome to try again.”

      “Just hurry. I don’t have all day.”

      “And you think I do?”

      “Just hurry.” Sarah’s bright blue eyes sparkled. “I’m eager to see what’s behind the panel.”

      Devin stood there another minute, their eyes involved in some kind of tussle he didn’t quite understand. Of course, that wasn’t the only thing he didn’t understand. He didn’t understand Sarah Jones. She didn’t behave as he expected.

      “Go!” she pointed up.

      “Yes, ma’am.” He bowed mockingly and returned to his task.

      It wasn’t any wonder she’d been unable to remove the panel. Not only were the boards close together, he’d bet it had been glued. He debated with himself for an extra second before descending the stairs once again.

      “You didn’t get it.”

      “Patience, Sweet Cheeks. I’ll get there.”

      Sarah hmphed, and he could feel her watching him as he returned to the toolbox. A toolbox that was limited at best.

      “What are you doing?”

      Devin glanced up under his brows to see she’d followed him. It was almost as if she didn’t trust him.

      “What does it look like I’m doing?’

      “Then what are you looking for?”

      “Why couldn’t you get the panel off?” he countered.

      “Because I couldn’t wedge the crowbar between the pieces. Plus, I didn’t want to destroy it.”

      “Which I don’t want to do either.”

      “So, what are you going to do?”

      “Give me a moment. I can’t think.”

      Sarah rolled her eyes but put some distance between them. It allowed his head to clear enough for him to remember a time when he’d been a kid, and helping his grandfather and Jack work on the Spanish galleon. The problem was he didn’t think he had the tools he’d need — or at least, one thing he’d need — a hair dryer.

      Devin stuck a file and a flathead screwdriver in his back pocket. Then he went looking for vinegar and an old rag. When he returned to the front of the shop, Sarah was waiting.

      “Where did you go?”

      “In the back.”

      “Why?”

      “Like you, I don’t want to break the panel. Neither do I want to warp it so that we can’t get it to lie flat again. Therefore, I’m going to try to dissolve the glue that’s holding it in place.”

      Her expression said he’d surprised her with his answer. The question was, what exactly surprised her? Hearing that he didn’t want to destroy the panel, or was it something else?

      She raised a brow. “You’re going to use vinegar to dissolve the glue?”

      “Haven’t you heard there’s nothing vinegar can’t do?” he retorted.

      “No. Where did that come from?”

      “My grandmothers.”

      “Your grandmothers?”

      “Terri and Nana, my grandfather’s grandmother.” Devin smiled, thinking about the woman who’d run The Beachside Inn until she was close to one-hundred. “According to them, you can never have too much vinegar.”

      “It smells.”

      “Which is worse? The wood smelling or breaking?”

      “You know the answer to that as well as I do.”

      “Then shall I?” He nodded toward the stairs.

      “By all means,” Sarah repeated his behavior from earlier and waved toward the skylight steps, “have at it.”

      Devin returned to the skylight, and before he used the vinegar, he tried the file to see if he could slide it between the panels. When that didn’t work, he dumped some vinegar on his rag and focused on getting it into the small cracks. He lost track of how long he repeated the process but knew Sarah was right … vinegar didn’t smell that great.

      He set the rag aside and was working the file around the crevice when he heard Sarah coming up the steps. Minutes later, her face appeared just below him.

      “It really does smell up here.”

      “Tell me something I don’t know.”

      “Is it working?”

      “I don’t know. Can you give me a little space?”

      Sarah started back down the stairs and slipped. When Devin grabbed for her, she sunk her fingers into his thigh. From both points of impact, a zap of electricity surged through him, and the air between them pulsed.

      “Suh—Suh—Sorry,” she stuttered.

      He waited until she was gone before taking several deep breaths and trying again. When the file slid a little farther in, it gave him hope that what he was doing would work … eventually.

      With each bit of success, Devin pushed harder and continued working his way around the panel. He’d add more vinegar, then use the file to separate the old pieces of wood. Eventually, he traded the file for the screwdriver and pried off the piece. When it fell into his hand and revealed its prize, a feeling he didn’t understand rushed through him.

      The compartment had protected what looked like an old journal for almost three hundred years. One that most likely belonged to his ancestor, Henry. A man who, in many ways, had been ahead of his time. A man whose road to happiness hadn’t been an easy one.
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        * * *

      

      Long minutes after she’d returned to the ground, Sarah could still feel the imprint of Devin’s thigh with her fingers. Could still feel his hand where he’d grabbed her upper arm. That she could bothered her and just added to the reasons he unsettled her. Those feelings had her pacing from one side of the counter and back.

      “How’s it coming up there?” she called after a while.

      “It’s coming.”

      Several long minutes later, he descended, and his expression caused a funny feeling in the center of her chest. When he held out the prize, she knew immediately it was one of Henry’s journals.

      “It was behind the panel?”

      “No, I plucked it out of thin air,” he quipped.

      “Give it to me.”

      Devin’s eyes flared, and she wondered what flashed through his head. Then, her focus dropped to the book, and all her attention shifted.

      “May I?”

      “My, my, you’re quite impatient, aren’t you?”

      Sarah blew out a breath. “Come on, Devin. Stop being such an arse.”

      Their gazes clashed, and for an extra second, the air vibrated. Finally, Devin handed her the book. “If there’s nothing else, I’m going to glue the panel back.”

      “You’re sure it’s empty?”

      He thumbed over his shoulder toward the stairs. “Would you like to double-check?”

      A part of her wanted to. Wanted to make sure he’d left nothing behind. Except, he wasn’t a nutter, meaning if there had been anything else in there, he would have seen it.

      “Go fix it if that’s what you need to do.”

      She commented almost absently, as her entire focus was on the book she was holding. Reverently, she peeled back the cover to reveal the words Property of Henry Patterson. Unlike his other journals, there were no dates. Instead, only two lines were written, sounding almost like a warning.

      
        
        Heed these words, don’t be shy.

        Heed these words, the time is nigh.

      

      

      Sarah read the words once, twice, and then a third time. When they still made no sense, she turned the page, expecting to see an entry similar to the many others she’d read. Except the page was blank, pushing her to turn another and then another.

      She sensed, rather than heard, Devin behind her. “Are you sure there wasn’t anything else up there?”

      “Didn’t we already have this talk?”

      “Just look.” Sarah angled the book slightly toward him. Then she flipped back to the beginning. “See, it says, Property of Henry Patterson. There’s no date, though. It just has …” But the words were no longer there, causing a chill to race up her spine.

      “It just has?” Devin prodded.

      Sarah ignored him and continued turning the pages. When she reached the end, she backed up again. “There’s nothing written in it.”

      “It’s an old book.” Devin shrugged. “You’re a historian. You should know that writing fades.”

      “I’m not a complete nutter,” Sarah huffed. “And I’ve handled multiple old books. I know the writing can fade. But the star …”

      “I’m assuming you’re referring to the Christmas Star?” he asked in a somewhat bored voice.

      “Follow the star. It will lead you to the truth,” Sarah whispered.

      “The truth?” Devin clucked. “The truth about what?”

      “The heart.” Sarah lifted her chin just enough to meet Devin’s blue-eyed gaze head-on and added, “The truth about the heart,” with a little more confidence in her voice.

      “There’s the truth about the heart.” He thumped the book. “It’s just one of those stories passed down from generation to generation.”

      “What are you saying?”

      “You heard me. The story of Swan Harbor’s heart is just that — a story. Every generation passes it to the next, making the tale a little taller. However, with the truth out there now … maybe it can finally be put to rest.

      A helpless feeling rushed up inside. One she tried to fight, but after spending the past thirty-six hours hoping they’d uncover a treasure, it was a losing battle. Her eyes filled, and tears rolled down her cheeks. She brushed them away angrily and sent Devin a fiery look. “How can you say that?”

      “How can I not?” He took the book away and waved it around, showing her the blank pages. “You’re the one who said this is the truth.”

      “But wait,” Sarah tried to take the book away, her fingers sliding across Devin’s and the pages before he moved them out of reach.

      She started to say something when his expression pulled her attention back to the book. What she saw caused her heart to drop into her stomach. The ground swayed beneath her feet, forcing her to grab hold of a chair to stay upright, and a shiver raced up her spine.

      Devin tossed the book on the table before them, and his confused eyes met hers. “What the hell?” he breathed. “What is that?”

      “Magic.” Sarah smoothed her hand along the old paper. Where before the page had been blank, there were now words.

      
        
        Only a powerful connection between True Loves can bring back belief.

      

      

      Sarah flipped to the beginning. When she saw only his name, she turned around to where the words had appeared. “See.” She gently ran her finger underneath the statement. “I told you the heart story is more than a story. Much more.”

      “Whatever you say, Sweet Cheeks. Whatever you say. If you want to continue believing in fairy tales, who am I to stop you? Now, are we done?”

      Her thoughts returned to the two lines she’d read in the beginning.

      
        
        Heed the words, don’t be shy.

        Heed the words, the time is nigh.

      

      

      For some reason, this journal differed from any other they’d uncovered. It was one where words appeared, while others disappeared.

      “We’re done for now.” The only answer to give him right then, because anything else would have been a lie.

      Once more, the ground shook beneath her feet, and she couldn’t help but think they might be done for today. But the heart story was far from over. It was just beginning — of that, she had no doubt.
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        Siren’s Song

        March 7

        7:30 p.m.

      

      

      Devin parked in front of Siren’s Song, the music club that anchored one end of the pier, and thought about backing out of his promise. Without going inside, he could tell it would be noisy and crowded. Something he would have relished just a few months ago. Lately, though, he leaned toward quiet evenings with his date or friends.

      He’d been told by more than one it was the product of staring thirty in the face. Which, to some degree, he could understand. Especially with the weddings, pairings, and family additions flying around him. It didn’t help his comfort level, though, when every time he saw his mother, she asked, ‘Anything new to share?’

      Whenever she tossed that question at him, he expected her to follow it with, ‘Are you listening to your heart?’ A statement he’d heard his entire life but convinced himself that just like the story of Swan Harbor’s heart, it was just that … a story. However, those were words he’d never uttered aloud. If he had, he’d never hear the end of it. After all, he was one of the Pattersons of Swan Harbor … or one of the original families.

      His phone buzzed, and without looking, he knew who’d sent the text, meaning it was too late to change his mind. He blew out a breath and pushed open the car door.

      “It’s about time you got here, Hall,” Carly, a long-time friend and coworker, grumbled. “I’m freezing my ass off.”

      “And such a cute ass it is,” Devin smirked.

      “Stuff it. Come on!” Carly grabbed his arm and tugged him along with her.

      “What’s the big hurry, Carly? We have time before the game starts.”

      “I want a good seat,” she responded mulishly. “Come on.”

      He didn’t have time to answer before she opened the door, and the noise level had him taking a step backward. Siren’s Song’s atmosphere had wholly changed lately. Since Swan Harbor University’s basketball team was making a run for the NCAA tournament, they’d added multiple television screens. While Devin could agree it was good for business, he’d be the first to admit he missed the cozier ambiance.

      “This okay?”

      “Whatever.”

      Carly pulled out a chair and helped herself to a bowl of peanuts. When he didn’t immediately join her, she sent him a pointed look. “Don’t make me sit here alone.”

      “I thought I’d let Brady choose where he wanted to sit.” Devin thumbed toward another friend and co-worker who had just arrived.

      “Right. I’ll get drinks. The usual?” Without waiting for their answer, she started toward the bar.

      “It’s annoying when she does that,” Brady grumbled.

      Devin laughed. “Agreed. But that’s Carly. You look tired.”

      “What day is it?” Brady frowned. “Friday? Saturday?”

      “Saturday. Why?”

      “I think the last time I had a full night’s rest was Wednesday.” Brady hesitated. “No, I take that back. It was Tuesday.”

      Devin whistled. “Is my Uncle Danny giving you all the grunt shifts?”

      “According to your uncle, that’s what his neurology residents are for.”

      “Shall I talk to him?”

      “Do you think that would help?”

      “Hell, no. But I thought I’d be nice and ask.”

      “Because you’re such a nice guy and all?” Brady muttered tongue-in-cheek.

      “Of course. Everyone thinks I’m a nice guy.”

      “Everyone?”

      Devin tossed his friend a disgruntled look and had tuned into the game when Carly returned with their beers.

      “Look who just arrived,” she whispered.

      Both men glanced toward the door, and when Brady turned back around, his smirk was firmly in place.

      “I can think of one person who doesn’t think you’re a nice guy. As much as you may want her to, Sarah Jones does not like you.”

      “It’s not that she doesn’t like me,” Devin sputtered.

      Carly laughed. “No, I’m pretty sure she doesn’t like you.”

      “She just doesn’t know me.” Devin used the same excuse he’d used a time or two before.

      “Face it, Hall,” Carly murmured. “She doesn’t want to get to know you.”

      “Have you tried all your moves?” Brady followed up.

      He ignored their back-and-forth to watch Sarah. She stood just inside the door for a handful of seconds and glanced around the room. It wasn’t until she started in his direction he realized who she’d been looking for.

      “She’s coming this way,” Brady murmured. “Are you going to say something?”

      Devin glanced back in Sarah’s direction, hoping to catch her eye. Her behavior was atypical. While she might not have actively searched him out, she didn’t ignore him.

      When she walked behind his chair, he fought the need to turn around. Even more so when a snap sounded close to his ear, immediately followed by an electrical current that raced from his shoulder to his hand.

      His breath caught, and the tingling had him flexing his fingers several times. He looked up to find both Brady and Carly watching him closely.

      “What was that?” Carly questioned.

      “A shock.”

      Brady’s brows rose. “That was more than just a little shock. I could see it.”

      Devin shrugged. “It’s winter and the air’s dryer. I get shocked all the time. What’s the big deal?”

      “There’s less humidity in the winter, allowing for electrons to build up. This causes an imbalance in the charge, which transfers to other surfaces,” Brady intoned. “Yeah, yeah. I know the science behind it. But that,” he pointed to Devin’s shoulder, where the feeling had started, “was more than just a little shock.”

      “Maybe it’s my magnetic personality,” Devin quipped. “What can I say? It’s pretty potent.”

      “I’m certain that’s it,” Carly laughed. “What else could it be?”

      Several smart remarks were on the tip of his tongue, but Devin’s thoughts were on the shock Sarah had given him moments before. He’d not been entirely truthful about it happening all the time. There was something different about the electrical exchange with Sarah. It was so different that he could only remember it happening once before. That morning at Two Scoops, he’d felt it multiple times. The first, when he’d touched her face, and the last, when they touched the old journal. Those charges were anything but regular and begged the question. What in the hell was it?
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Siren’s Song

        March 7

        8:00 p.m.

      

      

      Sarah settled at a table with her friend, Bianca, and couldn’t help but hear the loud conversation going on nearby. She dropped her bag on the floor and casually glanced around.

      “Do I want to know what they’re talking about?” she whispered, regarding the three women seated at a table behind her.

      Bianca laughed. “Probably not, but they’re so loud …”

      “We get to hear them anyway.”

      “Exactly.”

      “I heard,” one of them murmured, “that they made a pact in high school.”

      “A pact?” another responded. “What kind of pact?”

      “That if neither is attached by the time their 30th birthday rolls around, they’ll announce their engagement.”

      The waspishness in the first woman’s voice tickled a memory from the previous fall. Sarah had been at Blackbeard’s with a few friends, and she’d heard a few comments about his ex being too clingy. Which one was the ex, though?

      She looked around again, just as the redhead responded, “Seriously? Why would he want to marry her? She’s nothing.”

      The blonde shrugged. “Who knows? But his birthday is coming soon, and I won’t let him marry her!”

      “I don’t blame you. Do you have a plan?”

      “I’m working on one,” the blonde sighed. “Do you think you can help me?”

      Their voices lowered, and they leaned toward each other in a conspiratorial manner.

      “They’re talking about Devin, aren’t they?”

      Bianca nodded. “He dated the blonde for a few months.”

      “And the other two?”

      “You mean, has Devin dated them?”

      “That wasn’t what I meant, but have he?”

      “I don’t know, but I don’t think so. As for Allison, the blonde, I’m surprised she hasn’t moved on.” Bianca frowned. “Devin dumped her last summer, I think.”

      “Isn’t that typical for men like Devin? They flit from woman to woman?”

      Bianca’s gaze drifted back toward where Sarah had seen Devin. There was an expression on her face she’d never seen.

      “What is it?”

      “The woman Devin’s pact is supposed to be with is sitting with him,” she replied. “Her name is Carly Michaels.”

      “Okay,” Sarah stretched out the word. “Do you want him for yourself?”

      “Good heavens, no!”

      “Then what more is there?” She chanced a peek over her shoulder long enough to note the woman with Devin was pretty. However, Bianca’s expression had her wondering about the third person at the table.

      “Who’s the other man?”

      “That’s Brady Luka.” Bianca fanned herself. “I’ve had a thing for him since I was fourteen, and he was sixteen.”

      “Ask him out.”

      Bianca’s eyes flared. “I couldn’t do that.”

      “Why not?”

      “Well, well, what if he said no?”

      “He could, but what if he didn’t?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “If you want something, go after it.”

      Bianca laughed. “Right. Is that what you would do?”

      “At one time, maybe.”

      “Meaning?”

      Sarah clasped her hands together on the table and studied them for an extra second. Of late, her thoughts had been chaotic, and she wasn’t sure how to explain them.

      “For most of my life, going after what I wanted was something that came naturally. But then I met Ian.”

      “Ian? Are you referring to Ian Jones, your pirate ancestor?”

      A little smile played along Sarah’s lips, and her heart ticked up a few beats. “Yes.”

      “Go on.”

      “They say when you seek a mate, you look for someone with traits you admire in your father. Mine was a selfish man who wanted things that weren’t his, and now he’s in prison. It’s amazing my brothers turned out as well as they did. But after ‘meeting’ Ian, and seeing how much he sacrificed all in the name of love, I’ve realized that I want that. A man who isn’t so wrapped up in his needs that he considers others as well.” Sarah blew out a breath. “I know I’m probably asking for the impossible, and you must think I’m a nutter, but …”

      Bianca grinned. “No, you’re definitely not a nutter. I think we all want that. Who knows? Your brothers fell in love with Swan Harbor women. Perhaps there’s a man here for you, as well.”

      “I’m not holding my breath.”

      Bianca laughed. “I don’t blame you, but it is a nice thought.”

      “Maybe so. I just …” Her voice faded, and her thoughts drifted to the night before. A time she really didn’t want to think about.

      “Are you okay?”

      Sarah shrugged. “I will be.”

      Bianca raised a blonde brow. “You don’t have to pretend with me.”

      “I’m not pretending.”

      “Right.”

      “Okay, maybe I’m pretending a little bit.” She blew out a breath. “So, maybe I should have said. I’m trying not to think about it.”

      “Something easier said than done. Right?”

      “Very much so.”

      “How’s your research coming?”

      Sarah grinned. “I’m not sure.”

      She’d moved to Swan Harbor the previous summer to work on her PhD in history at Swan Harbor University. Her advisor, Doctor Joshua Hall, was a well-known scholar for the time period she was interested in, plus it helped that he was married to a Patterson. A family intricately intertwined with her pirate ancestor.

      “Meaning?”

      “I’m still trying to understand why only one of Henry’s journals was hidden in the lighthouse beacon,” Sarah replied. “Plus, seeing if I can find more information about words appearing and disappearing.”

      “Did Josh believe you?”

      Sarah grinned. “It’s hard to know, really, but I think so. Unfortunately, he didn’t have an answer either.”

      Of course, she’d not said anything about the shock she’d exchanged with Devin that day. She’d chalked it up to it being winter, and those things happened. An excuse she could use regarding the shock she’d felt when she’d walked behind him earlier. Except — it was different, stronger, and they hadn’t been touching, leaving her with another mystery. However, the busier her mind, the better. It gave her less time to be afraid.
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        * * *

      

      Devin readjusted in his chair and tried to ignore the proverbial daggers being thrown at him by his ex. Not only was he on the receiving end of her exceptionally sharp thorns, but he was sure she had plenty to say to the other women at her table. Which usually wouldn’t have bothered him, except Sarah wasn’t sitting far from them, and she didn’t need more reasons to dislike him.

      “Ignore her.”

      “Hell hath no fury.’”

      “So they say,” Brady murmured. “But she doesn’t bite.”

      “How do you know?”

      Brady’s brows rose. “Oh? Is there something you’ve not shared?”

      “Of course not.”

      “Then I’ll repeat. She doesn’t bite.”

      “I could say the same thing about Bianca,” Devin tossed back. “When are you going to ask her out?”

      Brady barked out a laugh that turned into a yawn. “I can barely stay awake for a loud basketball game. How do you expect me to entertain a lady?”

      “What’s the saying, ‘all work and no play’?”

      “Give me a few more months,” Brady replied. “Once I’m done with my residency, then maybe.”

      Devin’s brows rose. “Maybe? Hell, Luka! You’ve wanted to ask Bianca out for years.”

      “Don’t remind me.”

      A shout from those watching the game pulled their attention back to the TV screens. Devin stayed focused until he saw Ava King-Reade slide into the seat beside Sarah. Something about their posture caught his attention, making him wonder what they were talking about.

      “Any ideas?” he asked his companions.

      Carly glanced toward Sarah’s table before turning back to him. “She’s probably just making sure Sarah is okay.”

      Devin frowned. “Why wouldn’t she be?”

      “You didn’t hear?”

      “Contrary to popular belief,” Devin retorted. “Just because I’m a member of the Patterson family doesn’t mean I keep on top of the gossip.”

      “You don’t know what you’re missing,” Carly grinned. “It’s quite entertaining.”

      “I’m sure it is. But that doesn’t answer my question. What happened to Sarah?”

      When Carly didn’t answer right away, Devin looked at Brady.

      “Hey,” Brady held his hands up in surrender, “don’t look at me. I work too many hours to keep up with the gossip.”

      “Carly,” he growled. “Tell me.”

      Carly’s dark eyes flared. “You’re quite concerned about someone who doesn’t like you, aren’t you?”

      Devin sighed. “What can I say? I’m just checking on family.”

      “Family,” Carly snickered. “Right.”

      He would have argued the point in the past, as Sarah was family, in that her brother had married his cousin.

      “She’s my dad’s prize student,” Devin tried another direction. “I’m just making sure she’s okay.”

      Carly side-eyed Brady. “Who does he think he’s kidding?”

      “Us?”

      “I’m not trying to kid anyone,” Devin grumbled. “Just answer the damn question.”

      “Why don’t you go ask her yourself?”

      He contemplated doing just that. Except, the thought of her blowing him off didn’t sit well. It kept his ass firmly planted in his seat.

      “I don’t need to know that badly.” Then, while it was a struggle, he returned to the game.

      “Chicken.”

      “I prefer to think of it as self-preservation,” he muttered.

      Carly rolled her eyes. “Fine, I get why you might not want to talk to her while she’s with Bianca. However, if that’s it, now’s your opportunity.”

      “What does that mean?”

      Brady nodded toward the back of the room. “She just went to get a drink.”

      Devin looked over his shoulder to see Sarah standing at the bar. Before second-guessing his decision, he pushed back his seat and started toward her.

      When he leaned next to her, he only had to wait a few seconds before she noticed him. For a heartbeat, he saw fear in her expression. Unconsciously, he took a step closer.

      “Is everything okay?’

      “Why do you ask?”

      “That you answered a question with a question tells me the answer is no,” he murmured. “What happened?”

      Their eyes clashed, and he fought not to drown in hers. They reminded him of the sky on a cloudless summer day. He dropped his gaze and gently touched a finger to her knuckles, not completely surprised by the spark. His breath caught, and only the subtle change in her expression told him she’d felt it as well.

      “Come on, Sweet Cheeks,” he teased, “all I asked is what happened?”

      The slight tightening around her mouth told him he’d annoyed her. Why, though? Was it the nickname or the questions?

      “It’s not your problem,” she replied, just when he’d given up on her.

      “Maybe not, but I asked.” He dropped his voice an octave. “I want to know.”

      Again, their eyes clashed, and finally, she lowered hers and answered, “Someone was in my house. Or at least, I think so.”

      “You think so?”

      “I found nothing missing.”

      “Did you call the police?”

      “Of course!”

      “But?”

      “They couldn’t find anything to show someone had been inside.”

      “Then why⁠—?”

      Sarah blew out an exasperated breath. “I just know. Now, if you’ll excuse me. I need to go.”

      She’d taken a handful of steps away before he’d gathered his wits enough to reach for her elbow. The tingling started the moment his hand came into contact with her skin.

      “What is it?”

      “You’re not going back to your house, are you?”

      Sarah’s eyes flashed blue fire. “Where else would I go?”

      She turned her back on him, and, after stopping by her table, left the club. He tried to tell himself he didn’t need to worry about her. Her cousin was the law, and she had two older brothers. If they weren’t worried, then he didn’t need to be. But when he returned to his friends, it didn’t surprise him to find Carly and Brady carefully watching him.

      “See,” Carly grinned, “she doesn’t like you.”

      “She thinks someone was in her house,” he responded rather than answering her question. “Is that what you heard?”

      “Pretty much.”

      “Sarah said the police didn’t find any signs, though.”

      “I heard the same thing.”

      “She’s worried.”

      Carly’s eyes twinkled. “Are you going to offer to protect her?”

      The words ‘Of course’ were on the tip of his tongue. Instead of responding, he dropped into his chair and focused on the game. He had no doubt Sarah Jones would refuse help from him … of any kind.
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        Donavan Hall - SHU

        March 8

        8:00 a.m.

      

      

      Sarah rolled onto her back and contemplated the ceiling tiles. At one time, they were white. But with age and a little help from past teacher’s assistants, they showed wear and tear. Not only had their coloring changed, but multiple pencils were hanging from several of them. She’d meant to ask Bianca to explain the meaning behind the behavior. It just hadn’t been a priority.

      She glanced at the clock and decided it was time to start her day. While she would have loved to go to the library and get lost in the 1700s, she’d stayed away from home too long. If Killian, her cousin and an investigator with the sheriff’s department, had found no indication of an intruder, then she had to believe her imagination was playing tricks.

      That wasn’t new, though, as her mum had accused her of having an active imagination more than once. However, this experience was different. Or at least in the cold light of the day, that’s what she tried to tell herself, especially since there had been no physical proof to back up her feelings.

      After Killian and his partner left, she’d been fine. Until nightfall came, and she couldn’t ignore the sounds and feelings that raced through her. She’d solved the problem by running to Siren’s Song, where noise surrounded her. After she’d left, she’d stumbled, unsure where to go.

      She’d finally ended up in her TA office at SHU. While uncomfortable, the old sofa provided a place to sleep, and she had extra clothes in her car. As for her other needs, the office was sorely lacking. There was no hot tea — her morning drink, no place to shower, and she’d forgotten her toothbrush. It was time for her to go home.

      “Get your arse up,” Sarah scolded herself. “It’s daytime. No one will bother you during daylight hours.”

      The pep talk lasted long enough for her to fold the blanket and put on her shoes. She even made it out of the office and down the hall. When she reached for the outside door, and the parking lot was empty, her anxiousness decreased even more.

      “See, it was just your imagination,” she muttered on her way to her car. “That’s it. Now relax.”

      On the drive home, Sarah stopped at Simpson’s Sips for a large cup of tea and a monkey muffin — a banana muffin loaded with coconut and chocolate chips. The sweet treat had become her comfort food of choice.

      When she pulled into the driveway of her home, the fear she’d felt the previous night was gone. But that didn’t keep her from running inside and closing the curtains. Nor did it stop her from locking all the doors and setting the alarm.

      While she’d been able to ignore the lure of the SHU library, it wasn’t so easy once she was home. As soon as she’d showered and changed, she stepped back in time.

      Sarah had turned the extra bedroom into her research area, using it to help organize her deep dive into the 1700s. Currently, there were four folding tables with whiteboards hung above them. On those, she used different colors of sticky notes to keep track of her various discoveries.

      Growing up in England, history had always been a part of Sarah’s life. She’d considered it a hobby until her father’s imprisonment for fraud. Then, she’d moved from London to Cornwall, England, and into the family home, where she’d discovered Ian Jones, the pirate ancestor who’d led them all to Swan Harbor.

      She’d known that visiting the past would change her in some fashion. Ian Jones’s relationship with Hope Prince was pure, emotional, and selfless. It showed her a different side of the male species and explained her lack of interest in most men she met.

      Being in Swan Harbor had changed much in the Jones siblings’ lives. Something her brothers had attributed to the little town. She’d not believed them until she’d dove headfirst into learning about her pirate ancestor. Since then, she couldn’t help but feel like she was being led instead of the one doing the leading.

      Ian’s story wouldn’t have been complete without learning more about his friend Henry Patterson. When Ian returned to England, it was Henry who’d cared for the Spanish galleon, a fixture in Swan Harbor for generations. It anchored one end of the newly designed pier and currently housed the restaurant, Captain Jack’s Fine Dining. The ship had quite the story of her own.

      Henry and his family were among the original settlers in Swan Harbor. While there had been many stories about him, he was best known for helping build the first lighthouse in 1717. A piece of which still existed and where she’d found the most recent journal. One that only had a few words — and those had appeared seemingly out of thin air.

      
        
        Only a powerful connection between True Loves can bring back belief.

      

      

      Two months had passed since she’d retrieved the book. One that changed the path she’d been on. No longer did everything just circle around hope, but the ruby heart had become the driving force. Its story wasn’t only about a few families and their descendants. But about the town and everyone who was a part of it.

      Captain Jack, the man who’d held onto hope for so many years, claimed the heart needed to be put back together. A thought that raised more questions. None more critical than how someone could put a gemstone back together?

      For over 300 years, the heart had been an elusive object. One mentioned but not seen nor touched. There was a force guiding her to find it. Telling her that the survival of both the town and the ruby was her responsibility. The heart had chosen her. She just didn’t know why.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Devin’s Parents’ Home

        March 8

        9:30 a.m.

      

      

      Devin arrived at his parents’ home early Sunday morning to help his dad move an old sofa. One that his mother had finally replaced after complaining about for years. However, until she decided where it looked best, he and his father were stuck in rearranging hell.

      While Laura ‘was thinking,’ Devin helped himself to a fresh cup of coffee. “How long has she been doing this?” he asked his sister Jenna, a nurse at Swan Harbor General.

      “Since they delivered the sofa on Wednesday,” Jenna whispered.

      “Why?”

      “The delivery men put it in the same place as the old one.” Jenna indicated a wall on the far side of the room. “Before the night was over, she’d pushed it into the corner to angle it toward the TV. I thought she was done, but it seems⁠—”

      “—She changed her mind?”

      “Now, the problem is yours. I’m off to work.” Jenna tossed him a grin. “Shall I tell Allison you said hello?”

      Devin sent his sister a dirty look and returned to watching his parents. Less than five minutes later, he stretched out on the new sofa, hoping to push things along.

      “Devin Joshua!” Laura exclaimed. “What are you doing?”

      “You’re trying to decide where the sofa belongs, right?”

      “Well, yes.”

      “And it’s primarily used for watching television, right?”

      Laura frowned. “I suppose you could say that.”

      “Then, that’s what I’m doing. I’m assuming the best television-watching position.”

      Josh laughed. “He has you there, Laura. That is the best way to watch TV on a lazy afternoon. Should I try it too?”

      “That’s unnecessary,” Laura grumbled. “I get the message.”

      Devin grinned. “Good. Then my work here is done.”

      “Actually, it’s just starting,” Josh smirked. “Now, the real work begins.”

      “I thought you said we only needed to take your old sofa to my place?”

      “I did,” Josh hummed. “But your mother had a wonderful idea.”

      “Do I even want to know?”

      Laura laughed. “Oh, stop complaining. It’s nothing much.”

      “Nothing much, you say? What does that mean?”

      “Our old sofa will become yours,” Laura explained. “Then your sofa will go to Dad’s office at the university.”

      “And the one at the university?”

      “We’re going to take it to the TA’s office,” Josh replied.

      “The TA’s office?”

      “Have you seen the sofa in the TA’s office?” Laura cringed. “That thing is awful. I think Sarah and Bianca will appreciate the gesture. Don’t you?”

      The tone of his mother’s voice had Devin chancing a quick peek at her. She was fishing. He just wasn’t sure what she was hoping to catch.

      “It’s a sofa.” Devin strived to keep his voice neutral. “But since I’ve not seen it, I’ll take your word for it. Are we done here?”

      His parents exchanged one of those looks that was an entire conversation, which brought back his thoughts from earlier. Something was going on, and they’d left him out.

      However, before he could hurry his father along, his mother turned her dark eyes on him, catching him in mid-yawn. “You look tired. Were you out late last night?”

      “No. I had to get up too early.” Which, while not totally a lie, didn’t give the entire picture. He’d spent much of the night thinking about Sarah’s break-in. But that wasn’t something he wished to share.

      “Shall we?” Devin pushed things along.

      Thankfully, his father took the hint. They removed the cushions from the old sofa, and just as he picked up one end, Laura tossed out her usual question.

      “Are you sure there’s nothing new to share?”

      “There’s nothing new.”

      “Now, Honey,” Josh came to his rescue. “You know, Devin. If he had anything new to tell us, he would.”

      “I do know Devin.” Laura side-eyed him. “It’s why I asked.”

      “Sorry, mom. Nothing has changed.”

      “If you say so,” she sighed. “I’ll see you two later.”

      Once they were on the way, Devin directed the conversation to SHU’s basketball team. It was a neutral topic, and one he wouldn’t have to watch what he said.

      Without his mother’s help with the furniture, the stops by his place and his dad’s office were smooth. The only hiccup came when his father’s phone rang, leaving Devin to enter the TA’s office first.

      Sarah’s scent surrounded him, causing him to hesitate before stepping completely over the threshold. Something he knew wouldn’t have gone unnoticed if he hadn’t been alone.

      It had been fifteen months since the first time he’d seen her. She’d been walking down Main Street. Her dark hair blew around her face, and her cheeks were pink from the cold air. But her eyes glowed, and the smile on her face took his breath.

      Three months later, he’d seen her again. That time, he’d realized she was off limits and strived to put her out of his mind. He’d even started dating another woman — Allison. Except she hadn’t eradicated Sarah from his mind completely. There was something about her that touched his heart and made him feel in ways he’d never felt. Somehow, he knew many would say … his heart was talking. A statement he’d rather not dwell on.

      Devin shoved away his thoughts for later and cleared a path through the room. When he moved one end of the old sofa, he uncovered a small gold bracelet.

      It belonged to Sarah — something he knew before he picked it up. Should he leave it on her desk for her to find? However, as soon as he heard his dad’s voice, he shoved it into his pocket. He’d decide what to do with it … later.

      “Sally’s for breakfast?”

      “You buying?”

      Josh laughed. “Sure, it’s the least I can do to thank you for your help today.”

      Devin agreed, but it wasn’t without a bit of trepidation. After all, when his mother fished, she didn’t do it alone. Not only would he have to worry about his father’s questions while they were eating, but Sally would be there, and who knew how many other relatives. Surviving it in one piece was possible … he just needed to be careful.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Sarah’s Home

        March 8

        7:00 p.m.

      

      

      
        
        12 June 1720

        Follow the star. It will lead you to the truth.

      

      

      It was the line she’d murmured when she’d seen the Christmas Star. At the time, she’d not remembered where she’d heard it. But seeing the line written in Anne Michael’s journal had her wondering. Had only Anne known the line meant something, or were there others who’d known the same thing?

      Curiosity had her reaching for Henry Patterson’s journals. Counting the one they’d discovered in the lighthouse beacon the previous December, they’d uncovered five. Those included the years 1717, 1718, and 1719. Henry’s journal for 1720 told a different story. While he’d started the year like every other one, he’d written his last entry on 14 February 1720. The day Ian Jones left Swan Harbor. If Henry had journaled after that date, it still needed to be found.

      That took her back to Anne’s journals. She grabbed a pink sticky note and added the star statement to Anne Michaels’ whiteboard. From there, she made a list of some names whose journals she would like to look at for that specific time.

      
        
        Geoffrey Prince

        Elizabeth Patterson

        Faith Patterson

        Kitty Swan

        Phillip Swan

        Alexander Singleton

        Mercy Singleton

      

      

      The names she’d added to her list were part of the group of settlers who’d first discovered Swan Harbor in 1692. While she couldn’t say with absolute certainty they’d find journals for six of them, Geoffrey Prince was another story. Sarah knew that at least one of his journals was in the library for safekeeping.

      Besides the star comment, Sarah had the partial journal entry Amanda had recently discovered. A journal entry that appeared seemingly out of nowhere.

      
        
        … some pieces may be protected and survive … they cannot truly live. For a heart without hope cannot love.

      

      

      “I believe Anne Michaels wrote that,” she’d told Amanda as soon as she’d looked at it. However, finding out if she was correct was a little more complicated. She eventually located it in the same journal as the star comment, and it happened to be one of two entries written on April 30, 1720.

      
      
        
        30 April 1720

        Sometimes, we didn’t believe we would ever find what was needed. Nor were we sure how many pieces would be required. More than once, I wondered why she included me. I didn’t believe she needed me. After all, I am a healer. She is much more intuitive than I am. I know that’s the only reason we came up with the words. Are they the right ones? We know not. As for the order — well, that is a little more confusing.

        What worries me is what happens if we don’t unite the pieces. She claims she’s seen the possible, and it’s bleak. If the heart’s not found in time, what becomes of Swan Harbor and its people?

      

      

      After that entry, she’d skipped several spaces and written a new entry.

      
        
        30 April 1720

        My part is:

        … some pieces may be protected and survive … they cannot truly live. For a heart without hope cannot love.

      

      

      Sarah debated with herself for an extra minute before she grabbed some clear tape and returned the partial journal page to its rightful place. With that done, she read over the entries several times, hoping to learn something new.

      The statement wasn’t a complete sentence, making her think one person’s words wove into another’s. It also raised several questions regarding how many people were involved. Was that even something she could answer with her current information? Assuming no, she moved on to the more extended entry, noting a few of the phrases that stood out.

      
        
        We didn’t believe

        We would ever find

        I didn’t think she needed me.

        She is much more intuitive than I am.

        We know not. As for the order — well, that is a little more confusing.

      

      

      Hearing the pronoun, ‘we
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