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            Dedication

         
         
            This book is dedicated to all the little girls who had mothers they couldn’t trust. I see you, honor your strength, and send
               love for your healing.
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            Chapter 1
Eloisa

         
         
            “A challenge is nothing more than opportunity in disguise.”

            —Eloisa Hobby

         

         Each sunrise, for the last fifteen years since she created Hobby Island, Eloisa dined on a breakfast of fresh berries, homemade
            scones, clotted cream, and peppermint tea. She fed her sweet calico, Felena; donned a festive hat that often didn’t match
            her outfit; detoured into the flower garden; and plucked a bright bloom and stuck it in her hatband. She would gather her
            needlework, mount her unicycle, and pedal through the cobblestone streets of Crafters’ Corner, her knitting needles clacking.
         

         
         “Halloo!” she called to everyone she met and nodded as she purled and pedaled. “Good morning to you.”

         
         “Good morning. Halloo!” they’d echo, raising hands and sending sunny smiles in greeting.

         
         “Great day to be alive!” She would give a merry laugh and cycle on, a tail of colorful yarn flying out behind her.

         
         But not today.

         
         Today was different.

         
         Today was troubled.

         
         In all honesty, today stunk like Auntie Dot’s salves and poultices. Not that Dot’s pungent home remedies weren’t helpful, for they were, but the liniments and tinctures reeked to high heaven. 

         
         On this sun-kissed dawn in early May, the island’s sole security officer, Paul Chance, knocked on her front door while Eloisa
            was still in her terry-cloth bathrobe. Felena weaved around her ankles, mewing, as Eloisa let Paul inside.
         

         
         “Good morning, Paul.” Her smile was cheery as ever, but the look in his eyes and his unannounced arrival on her doorstep suggested
            this was not a happy visit. “Come in, come in. Would you like some peppermint tea?”
         

         
         “No, ma’am.” He doffed his sun-faded Tilley hat and held it clutched in one hand. Bits of dewy grass clung to the cuffs of
            his work pants, and garden shears protruded from his back pocket. “I have unpleasant news.”
         

         
         Eloisa suspected as much.

         
         Paul was a striking man of forty. Dark hair. Straight white teeth. Tall. Strong. Handsome. Julie, his late wife, had been
            Eloisa’s ex-husband’s niece. And Paul was like a nephew to her.
         

         
         She had built the resort for crafters around the same time Paul became a single father. Circumstances pushed him to leave
            his cybersecurity work for the navy, and that’s when Eloisa stepped in, offering him a job and a free, safe place to raise
            his little girl.
         

         
         It had been Paul’s idea to pose as the island’s gardener. A discreet way to observe the guests and circumvent problems before
            they started. Win-win for Eloisa to have a security officer and an accomplished gardener wrapped up into one excellent employee.
            She couldn’t run the place without him.
         

         
         Eloisa smoothed her bedhead hair, tightened the sash on her robe, and led the way into her tidy office. She eased down onto
            the vibrant green settee and patted the cushion beside her as the pastel fingers of dawn slipped across the room and Felena
            hopped into her lap.
         

         
         Paul settled in, resting his Tilley hat on his knee. He smelled of springtime dew, jacaranda blossoms, and cedar mulch, an earthy, steadfast scent. 

         
         “What’s brought you here on this fine day?” Eloisa met Paul’s intense blue eyes.

         
         “The algorithm I created for your private quilters’ group”—Paul’s voice was even, but Eloisa heard tension running through
            it—“flags unusual activity, things like rapid private message exchanges or repeated contact with multiple members.”
         

         
         Eloisa nodded. Her understanding of technology was limited, but her grasp of human nature was profound.

         
         “And what has your algorithm discovered?” She scratched the calico behind her ears.

         
         “It’s identified a pattern consistent with online scammers, targeting members of your quilting circle. A user has been catfishing
            other group members by pretending to be a love interest.” Paul paused, allowing the gravity of the situation to sink in.
         

         
         “My goodness, a sweetheart scam.” Eloisa bit her bottom lip as Felena’s soft paws kneaded her lap. “That’s dreadful, but how
            can we be certain? I don’t want to accuse anyone without solid evidence.”
         

         
         “The algorithm picked up a cluster of complaints from the members, along with unusual account activity. One member, in particular,
            Jeanie Montgomery, seems to have been hit the hardest. There’s evidence suggesting she’s lost a significant sum of money,
            perhaps even her life savings.” Paul pressed his lips together, pity in his eyes.
         

         
         “Oh dear.” Eloisa placed a palm to her heart. “I feel so responsible.”

         
         “It’s not your fault. We had every safeguard in place, but scammers do what scammers do. Don’t worry. We’ll nip this in the
            bud. That’s why you’ve got me . . .” His gaze sought hers. “There’s something else you should know.”
         

         
         Eloisa tilted her head and peered into his trustworthy eyes. “And what is that, my dear?”

         
         “I’m acquainted with Jeanie Montgomery.”

         
         “What a strange coincidence!”

         
         “Not that strange. Jeanie’s a seamstress by trade and an avid quilter. You run one of the biggest online quilting forums in
            the world. It’s just unfortunate that another member of the group targeted her.”
         

         
         Was this a conflict of interest for Paul? Eloisa searched his body language for clues. He wasn’t a secretive man, but he was
            self-contained. “What’s your association with Jeanie?”
         

         
         “Back in high school, I dated Jeanie’s daughter, Luna.”

         
         “Ahh, blast from your past.”

         
         “It’s stirred a memory or two.” He gave an amused smile, but the look in his eyes signaled her to leave the topic alone. Eloisa
            could see that this Luna woman was a painful wound, even after two decades.
         

         
         She wondered what had happened, but she was far too polite to ask. “All right.”

         
         “I’m just being up-front. Full disclosure.”

         
         “I appreciate that. As for the scammer, do we have any idea who it is?”

         
         “From the interactions and patterns,” he said, keeping his explanation simple for her, “I’ve narrowed it down to three group
            members. All have displayed similar red-flag behaviors.”
         

         
         “Three suspects. That’s impressive, Paul, that you weeded out so many others. We have over six hundred thousand members on
            the forum.”
         

         
         “I did work for the NSA for six months,” he reminded her. “They taught me skills many don’t have. I just wish I could pinpoint
            the culprit.”
         

         
         Eloisa let out a soft sigh. Well, this news put a crimp in her day. “We must act, Paul. We can’t allow deceit, manipulation, and theft to harm our sacred space.” 

         
         “I agree.”

         
         “Any suggestions?”

         
         “I propose we invite Jeanie and the three suspects here for the quilting competition this summer. Send out those coveted golden
            tickets of yours, all expenses paid. Who could turn down a gratis vacation to Hobby Island?”
         

         
         “Excellent idea.”

         
         “We’ll watch the suspects when they get here and uncover who the real scammer is so we can confront them in person.” Paul
            rested his palms flat against his thighs.
         

         
         “What if one or more of them doesn’t accept the invitation?”

         
         “We’ll observe those who do come and either rule them in or out and whoever is left . . .” He trailed off.

         
         “Hmm, it just might work. And we’ll give the culprit an opportunity to make amends once we’ve identified the scammer.”
         

         
         “I knew you were going to say that.” A rueful shake of his head along with an affectionate laugh. “That’s where it gets sticky.
            If the scammer doesn’t confess when confronted with the evidence, we’ll have no choice but to notify the authorities.”
         

         
         Eloisa considered this. “Or we create such an atmosphere of love and acceptance, the wrongdoer is eager to unburden themselves
            and receive forgiveness for their misdeeds.”
         

         
         “That’s your way, Auntie Eloisa. Leading with kindness and compassion,” Paul said. “Trouble is, not everyone is redeemable.”

         
         She understood that truth far more than Paul realized. Eloisa thought of the wealthy megachurch preacher her religious-zealot
            parents had forced her to marry when she was seventeen. She snapped her fingers and shut off the memories. Poof! Not letting that man live rent free in her head.
         

         
         “Not everyone, no,” she said. “But many people, and I’d hazard to say most, are capable of change.”

         
         “I’m here to do whatever you need.”

         
         Eloisa panned the landscape outside the window with a sweeping hand and giggled. “We’ll send out golden tickets to Jeanie
            and the three potential scammers. They can each bring two family members or friends with them so they will feel at ease. And
            Hobby Island shall be the stage where this mystery unravels.”
         

         
         “That’s the spirit.” Paul got to his feet.

         
         Cradling Felena in her arms, Eloisa showed Paul to the door, wished him good day, and assumed her morning routine, but the
            startling news had thrown her off-kilter. In the kitchen, she burned the scones and put too much sugar in her tea, and when
            she picked up her knitting, she discovered she dropped a stitch several rows back.
         

         
         “Fiddlesticks.” Frowning, Eloisa examined the dropped stitch, her mind still whirling with the unfolding online drama.

         
         She needed to rebalance herself.

         
         Eloisa got dressed, squared her shoulders, lifted her chin, and straightened her hat. Time to take her own advice.

         
         “Challenges are just opportunities in disguise,” she said to Felena, who watched her from the middle of the patchwork quilt.

         
         Outside on her unicycle, Eloisa took several deep, calming breaths, the scent of the sea mingling with the floral fragrances
            of the island. Today might have brought unexpected news, but it also brought a chance to right a wrong and protect her cherished
            community.
         

         
         And wasn’t that the purpose of Hobby Island? A place where challenges turned into triumphs, and stitches, in fabric or in
            life, could be mended with tender loving care.
         

         
         Resolute, she pulled her knitting from her pocket, went to work on the dropped stitch, and cycled on.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2
Luna

         
         
            “Even the most tangled yarn can be unknotted.”

            —Eloisa Hobby

         

         Luna Montgomery Boudreaux was six years old when she first realized she couldn’t trust her mother.

         
         Middle of the night. Stormy winds lashing the panes. Thunder growling throughout the hollow. Stark lightning electric bright.
            Jeanie’s eyes wide, hair wild. Shaking Luna from sleep. Dragging her off the bare mattress. Snatching up Luna’s clothes from
            the floor and stuffing them in a black garbage bag.
         

         
         “Come on, honey, wake up. We gotta get out of here. Our last chance.”

         
         Luna confused, yawning, stumbling into threadbare sneakers and the hand-me-down jacket that was two sizes too big. It wasn’t
            the first midnight awakening, and it wouldn’t be the last. Jeanie’s urgent murmuring to “hurry, hurry, hurry.”
         

         
         “Where we goin’?” Luna asked, rubbing the sleep from her eyes.

         
         “Shh, shh, don’t wake the others.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         “No questions. Just do as I say.”

         
         Mad dash from the derelict house in the drenching rain without an umbrella, trash bag bouncing against Jeanie’s side. Jumping into the Bondo jalopy. Shivering on the cold seat as Mom popped the clutch. They shot from the driveway, tires squealing. 

         
         Careening down the pothole-filled dirt road, making a clean getaway, but then a figure stepped from the shadows in front of
            the car, blocking their escape.
         

         
         Daddy.

         
         Rain-soaked and furious, Jack carried a bottle of Wild Turkey by the neck between two fingers.

         
         Mom gunned the engine and for one horrifying second, Luna thought she would run him over. She cringed, brought her knees to
            her chest, curled her icy fingers into fists, swallowed a whimper, and braced for impact.
         

         
         But Jeanie slammed on the brakes just in time, coming within inches of hitting Luna’s swaying father. He hunched his shoulders
            and lowered his head like a bull ready to charge, nostrils flaring, eyes black as the night.
         

         
         He bellowed louder than the howling wind. “Jeanie!”
         

         
         Jack and Jeanie stared at each other through the windshield, and it was as if a strange, hypnotic spell wove over her mother.

         
         Dad flung the whiskey bottle into the ditch. Mom tumbled from the car, leaving the door hanging wide open and rain blowing
            in.
         

         
         Jeanie ran to him.

         
         He caught her in his arms, spun her around, and covered her face in kisses, rain falling in sheets, wipers squeaking across
            the glass as Luna bit her fingernails and feared another vehicle would come around the curve and hit them.
         

         
         Dad, smelling of whiskey, climbed in behind the wheel. Mom wrapped her hand around Luna’s wrist, putting her into the back
            seat with a capricious promise whispered against her ear, “Everything will be all right now.”
         

         
         Now, thirty-four years later, on this sunny spring day in early June, Jeanie wrapped her arm around Luna’s wrist again and whispered in her ear, “Everything will be all right now.” 

         
         The old memory whipped through her and the hairs on Luna’s nape lifted. To her those words were code. Your world is about to collapse.

         
         But despite that unnerving warning, things weren’t bad. Far better than they’d been in a long time.

         
         It was Saturday, June 1, and Luna, her mother, and Luna’s fifteen-year-old daughter, Artemis, stood on the wharf in the Gulf
            Coast village of Everly, where the limo driver, who’d driven them two hundred miles from their hometown of Julep, Texas, had
            just deposited them in this charming seaside setting.
         

         
         The weather was mild, and the water was calm. Birds chirped. Fluffy white clouds drifted by. Honeysuckle scented the breeze.
            By all accounts, a pleasant day.
         

         
         Last week, Jeanie had received the golden ticket, inviting her to a summer stay on Hobby Island—all expenses paid—plus entry
            into the coveted quilting contest that carried a one-hundred-thousand-dollar grand prize.
         

         
         Keen on winning the competition, Jeanie had been in an excited dither ever since. To her chest she clutched the best quilt
            she ever made wrapped in butcher paper and slipped inside a cloth covering, positive that she would snag that grand prize.
         

         
         Luna loved her mother with all her heart, and Jeanie was an excellent seamstress. In fact, she was the best Luna had ever
            seen, but creative design was not her mother’s strength. Luna wasn’t sure if Jeanie’s expert sewing skills could make up for
            the quilt’s uninspired composition.
         

         
         But she would never tell her mother that. Jeanie took everything to heart, and the last thing Luna wanted was to hurt Mom’s
            feelings.
         

         
         Besides, if she counted her mother’s shortcomings, that meant Artie got to catalog Luna’s. Jeanie had done her absolute best, and Luna didn’t doubt it. Although sometimes her best simply hadn’t been quite good enough. 

         
         Did Artie feel the same way about her?

         
         Considering what happened with Herc, most likely. Maybe this stint on Hobby Island would bring them all closer.

         
         Or pull you further apart.

         
         Luna nibbled her lip and looked around for her daughter. Spied Artie feeding money into the vending machine, never mind that
            Luna had packed plenty of snacks. They had to watch every penny, and she wondered where Artie had gotten the money. From Jeanie?
         

         
         Artie punched the button, and then leaned down to claim her overpriced Cheez-Its.

         
         Her daughter had inherited Herc’s mahogany brown hair, chocolate brown eyes, and olive complexion. Luna was glad Artie hadn’t
            gotten her dishwater blond hair, blah hazel eyes, and pale skin that burned to a crisp instead of tanning.
         

         
         Luna also admired Artie’s fearlessness. Even though Artie’s bravery often caused her trouble. Luna’s sweet-natured son, Beck,
            had skipped second grade because he was so very smart and therefore graduated high school at seventeen and was now, at eighteen,
            enrolled in his freshman year at the University of Oklahoma on a baseball scholarship. He had been an easygoing child, giving
            her not an ounce of grief. Raising Beck had been a breeze and Luna cakewalked through early motherhood.
         

         
         Then three years later, along came Artemis. Her daughter charged through life like a general executing a battle plan, full
            of courage and zeal, mowing over everything in her path.
         

         
         Perhaps it was Luna’s fault for naming her daughter after the Greek goddess of the hunt, but she didn’t regret giving her
            child a noble identity.
         

         
         Beside her, Jeanie shifted the quilt in her arms to check her watch. “The ferry should be here any minute.”

         
         “Mom, you don’t have to carry that quilt. Why don’t you put it with the luggage.” Luna nodded at the suitcases the limo driver
            had stacked on the pier.
         

         
         “Got to make sure nothing happens to it. This quilt is worth one hundred thousand dollars.”

         
         “All right.” Luna let it go. If Mom wanted to lug the quilt around with her, let her lug it.

         
         They were still finding the shape of their relationship after Luna and Artie had moved in with Jeanie just two short weeks
            ago. They were living in the run-down Victorian house that had been in Jeanie’s family for four generations. And while there
            was plenty of room, it hadn’t been an easy adjustment.
         

         
         Returning to Julep had been humbling, but Luna was ready for stability. Stability was not a quality she associated with her
            mother, but what Jeanie lacked in grit, she more than made up for in comfort.
         

         
         Her mother was the kind of mom who threw back the covers and invited her to snuggle in the bed with her. She adored Hallmark
            movies, baking cookies, and hot chocolate with little marshmallows. She kissed Luna’s skinned knees, braided flowers in her
            hair, and would often burst into song to lighten dark moods.
         

         
         And for now, Luna relished her mother’s simple comforts.

         
         She had lost a lot over the course of the past thirteen months when the hospital called her at two in the morning and broke
            the news that Herc had gotten hit in the cross fire between two rival gang members he’d been patching up in the ER.
         

         
         “But he’s okay,” she said, her grasp on reality slipping. “He’s fine, right?”

         
         “I’m so sorry. We did all we could, but Dr. Boudreaux didn’t make it.”

         
         Long ago, Herc had chosen the high-pressure world of emergency medicine over private practice. He claimed the specialty better suited his ADHD, but Luna believed an addiction to the life-and-death drama was a much more likely motivation. His high-octane personality was part of what attracted her to him. Herc brought to the relationship what she lacked—excitement, charisma, and supreme self-confidence. 

         
         She thought grieving her husband of nineteen years was the worst of it, but she’d been wrong.

         
         A month after the funeral, Herc’s best friend and lawyer informed her that her late husband had left behind a staggering amount
            of gambling debt, and she was almost penniless.
         

         
         No life insurance policy because Herc had stopped making payments when he got in deep to his bookie. He drained their savings,
            401(k), and brokerage accounts, leaving her with just a few thousand dollars in checking. Nor had he been paying their taxes
            for the past three years and the IRS wanted their share ASAP. The only thing he hadn’t touched were the kids’ college funds.
            She supposed she should be grateful for that.
         

         
         She liquidated their assets in an estate sale, sold off Herc’s Porsche and her Tesla, keeping their sixteen-year-old minivan.
            The proceeds had been just enough to live on until she sold the house and paid off the government.
         

         
         Their marriage had been conventional. Herc took care of the finances, Luna raised the kids. She liked the traditional roles,
            and it was an honor raising decent human beings while Herc provided the means for her to do so. She thought she made a solid
            choice in a life partner. She’d thought by marrying him she would never suffer the financial struggles her parents went through.
            But Herc had a gambling problem he hid for years.
         

         
         Did he hide it? Or had she just turned a blind eye?

         
         Yeah. That last part.

         
         She shouldered as much responsibility for the situation as Herc. She checked out of their marriage long before his death, focusing on the kids and ignoring the holes in her and Herc’s relationship. Time to stop blaming Herc and move on. 

         
         Questions popped inside her head. The same questions that had been percolating since she arrived in Julep two weeks ago. What
            now? Where did she go from here? What did she want from life? Who was she? Because he had graduated a year earlier, Beck was
            out of the nest and Artie not far behind. What was next for Luna?
         

         
         Then Jeanie got the golden ticket. An impromptu vacation seemed the perfect way to sort herself out. So here Luna was, lost
            and confused, but riding the wave life threw at her. Not much different from when she was a kid.
         

         
         Maybe this was her best chance at reconnecting with her mother, righting past wrongs and forming a closer bond with her daughter.

         
         For the next two months, this was Luna’s simple goal.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3
Jeanie

         
         
            “Scissors cut, but they also shape. Choose your cuts wisely.”

            —Eloisa Hobby

         

         Jeanie bobbled on her way up the gangplank of the Hobby Island Ferry.

         
         “Mom, watch your step.” Luna reached for her arm.

         
         “Oops, I’m so sorry.” Jeanie’s heart skipped.

         
         “No need to apologize, just be careful, please. Falling overboard is not an option,” Luna said, but her admonishment was gentle
            and compassionate, not the scolding Jeanie deserved for her woolgathering.
         

         
         “Hey.” Artie ran up to them. “There’s no cars on this ferry. How come?”

         
         “It’s a passenger ferry.” Luna put her arm around her daughter’s waist, bringing her closer, until the three of them huddled
            at the railing.
         

         
         Gathering her chick. Jeanie smiled. Luna was such a mother hen.
         

         
         “But how do cars get to the island?” Artie bounced on the balls of her feet encased in Doc Martens moto boots. She wore cutoff
            blue jeans, which in Jeanie’s estimation were far too short, but she wouldn’t comment on her granddaughter’s attire. Times
            had changed, and she didn’t want to sound like an old fuddy-duddy.
         

         
         “No cars allowed,” a female voice behind them said.

         
         They turned in unison to see who’d spoken. A woman near Jeanie’s own age with a Jamie Lee Curtis pixie haircut and an effervescent
            smile. She strolled over to put an empty paper cup into the recycle bin.
         

         
         The woman wore a silky azure blouse tucked into tailored white trousers. Her skin glowed with bronzer, and her lively blue
            eyes sparkled. A beaded necklace and matching earrings glittered when they caught the sunlight, accentuating her graceful
            neck and delicate features. 
         

         
         Her full lips curved upward in a warm, inviting smile and her unlined forehead seemed to belie her age, as though she were
            in her early fifties rather than in her midsixties like Jeanie, but the dark spots on her hands gave her away.
         

         
         She was gorgeous and beside her, Jeanie felt like a dull brown wren in her pale pink, paisley-print maxi sundress and Birkenstocks.

         
         “Apologies for butting in,” the woman said. “But heads up, there’s no cars on Hobby Island, just golf carts, scooters, and
            bikes. And there’s a lot of walking.” The woman extended her hand to Jeanie. “I’m Sharon, by the way. Sharon Rooney. It’s
            nice to meet you.”
         

         
         “I’m Jeanie, and this is my daughter, Luna, and my granddaughter, Artemis. We call her Artie for short.”

         
         “You’ve been to Hobby Island before?” Luna eyed Sharon.

         
         “Yes, last year,” Sharon said. “Which one of you scored the golden ticket?”

         
         Jeanie held up her hand. “Me.”

         
         “So you’re the crafter.” Sharon’s friendliness drew Jeanie. “We’re going to be fast friends, Jeanie. I can tell already.”
         

         
         Luna tensed. Jeanie’s daughter distrusted people who were too chummy-chummy. Then again, Luna distrusted everyone until they’d
            proven themselves over weeks, months, and years.
         

         
         “What’s your craft?” Sharon asked.

         
         “Quilting.”

         
         “Oh, oh, me too! Are you entering the contest?”

         
         “That’s what’s inside here.” Jeanie clutched her quilt tighter.

         
         “Hmm. I don’t think that’s how it works.” Sharon shook her head. “But I could be wrong. Last year we sewed the quilt while
            we were on the island.”
         

         
         “I can’t enter this?” Jeanie’s spirits nose-dived. She couldn’t sew an entire quilt in a few weeks. Not without her Singer
            sewing machine.
         

         
         “Don’t listen to me.” Sharon waved a hand as if shooing off a fly. “I could be off base.”

         
         The boat surged forward, leaving the Everly dock. Jeanie almost lost her balance. If Luna wasn’t standing close enough to
            grab her arm, she might have fallen.
         

         
         “Here we go!” Artie hollered, jumping on the bottom rung of the railing, and leaning over. The wind whipped her long dark
            hair and billowed her loose-fitting top around her. She looked so free and brave it touched Jeanie’s heart.
         

         
         “I’m the Queen of the World!” Artie flung her arms wide.

         
         “Get down.” Luna snapped her fingers.

         
         Artie tossed her head, ignoring her mother. Luna’s irritability was understandable, given her tough circumstances, but Artie
            was also struggling.
         

         
         Jeanie touched Luna’s arm. “Loosen the reins a little?”

         
         “Mom, she could fall off the ferry.”

         
         “I know, it’s . . . don’t get mad at her, okay? She’s just so full of life.” Jeanie glanced over her shoulder at Sharon. “And
            we’re in public.”
         

         
         “Oh yes, we should always consider the opinions of others.” Luna might be mad, but she heeded Jeanie’s advice, stepping closer to Artie and tugging her from the railing. “Come on, kiddo, get down.” 

         
         “So,” Sharon said to Jeanie. “This is Nanette . . .”

         
         A busty redhead dressed in black leggings, a turquoise tunic, and black ballet flats, and who put Jeanie in mind of Blanche
            from The Golden Girls, wriggled her fingers. “Howdy!” she said in a throaty Texas drawl. “Nice to meetcha.”
         

         
         “And this is Isabelle.” Sharon waved at a petite woman in a yellow boho romper with matching espadrilles. Isabelle looked
            a decade younger than Sharon and Nanette. Her smile was lopsided but genuine, quirking up on the left side, and her well-groomed
            eyebrows were thick and lush. “We three met on the island last summer and we’re so excited to be invited back.”
         

         
         “I entered the jewelry-making contest last year.” Nanette jangled the numerous bracelets at her wrists. “I made these m’self.
            This year, I’m entering the quilting contest, but I’m a novice quilter so I have no aspirations of winning. It’s just fun
            to compete. Also, I’m eager to see the butterfly hatchery. I missed it last time.”
         

         
         “Butterfly hatchery?” Artie asked.

         
         “Oh yes. Didn’t you get the brochure? You should read the brochure,” Sharon said. “It’s got all the details about the island
            events.”
         

         
         “We didn’t get a brochure.” Jeanie shook her head.

         
         “Sure, you did. It came in the box with your golden ticket.”

         
         “Did it? I’ll have to check when we get to our room,” Jeanie said.

         
         “Oh no,” Sharon said. “If you don’t have the golden ticket in hand when we dock at Marshmallow Landing, the ferryman won’t
            allow you off the boat. Security is priority one at Hobby Island. So you better get it out now.”
         

         
         “Thanks for the advice, Sharon. I sure am glad we ran into you ladies.” Jeanie dabbed perspiration from her forehead with her fingertips. 

         
         “We should go get your ticket.” Luna steered her away from the trio of women and over toward the luggage rack. When they were
            out of earshot, her daughter said, “You don’t have to make friends with every person you meet.”
         

         
         “What do you mean? You don’t like Sharon?”

         
         “I don’t know Sharon. That’s the point. The woman seems nosy to me. You don’t have to obey her.”
         

         
         “No, no, you’re wrong. She’s just being helpful.” Jeanie set down her quilt, accepted the suitcase Luna passed to her, and
            squatted to open it. “She’s been to Hobby Island before, and she knows what she’s talking about. I think she just wants us
            to appreciate her knowledge, which I do.”
         

         
         “Just curb your enthusiasm, okay?”

         
         Jeanie searched the contents of the suitcase and found the bejeweled wooden box with the golden ticket inside and a glossy
            pamphlet. “See, she was right about the brochure.”
         

         
         “Just don’t become insta-friends. No harm in taking your time.”

         
         Luna was wary and kept up her guard. Jeanie didn’t know where her daughter had gotten that from. Both Jeanie and Jack were
            open and accepting . . .
         

         
         Being open and accepting to any and everyone is why you’re in this pickle.

         
         The thought blazed like a neon sign in her mind. A blistering heat that had nothing to do with the bright sunshine burning
            her cheeks.
         

         
         “Mom! Gran! You can see the island from here! Come look. You gotta see this. The island is purple!” Artie waved them over.
         

         
         Jeanie and Luna exchanged glances and smiled at each other. Jeanie zipped up the suitcase and tucked the box under her arm. Together, she and Luna moved toward the bow, where Sharon, Isabelle, and Nanette also stood. 

         
         “It’s magical.” Artie exhaled a happy squeal the way she had as a four-year-old when Jeanie and Jack accompanied Luna and
            her family to Disney World.
         

         
         Indeed, the island lay straight ahead, and it was bathed in various shades of purple, from lavender to lilac to rich indigo.

         
         “How is it so purple?” Luna marveled.

         
         “The jacaranda trees.” Sharon gestured. “They grow over sixty feet tall, and they’re planted along the road leading to the
            village.”
         

         
         As the ferry approached the beautiful island, Jeanie’s pulse quickened and her throat squeezed tight, as if she gobbled her
            food too fast and it wouldn’t go down.
         

         
         “It’s gorgeous!” Artie clapped. “I love it. It’s like a fantasy.”

         
         “Fantasy Island,” Jeanie murmured, thinking of the old TV show that had aired on Saturday nights when she was a teenager.

         
         “You’re going to love it here,” Isabelle said. “After visiting last year, I changed so very much. I was fifty pounds heavier
            but something about Hobby Island helped me get a handle on my eating. I lost fifteen pounds in two months while I was here,
            and then when I went home, I just kept losing until I got to my goal weight. I struggled with my weight my entire life—emotional
            eating—but now, the battle is gone.”
         

         
         “It’s true,” Sharon said. “And you look fabulous, by the way. I almost didn’t recognize you when you arrived at the ferry.”

         
         “Thank you,” Isabelle said and tossed her head. “This time around, I’m hoping to kick my vape habit.”

         
         “Good luck,” Nanette said. “I have heard tales of other miraculous things happening on Hobby Island.”

         
         The six of them watched in silence as the ferry drew closer and for one shining moment, Jeanie forgot her problems and why she had come to Hobby Island. The sweet scent of jacaranda blooms reached her nose. The island smelled like tranquility. Jeanie closed her eyes for a second and took a deep breath, letting the fragrance fill her lungs. The island seemed as if it was putting on a show just for them. 

         
         Up ahead a large white wooden sign spelled out Marshmallow Landing in glossy red script. The ferryman collected their golden tickets and went back to driving the boat. As they neared, he blasted
            the ferry whistle, signaling their arrival.
         

         
         The honking startled a flock of great white birds resting in the jacaranda trees. They launched into the air, their flight
            splitting open the purple canopy and showering lavender petals onto the deck of the ferry, painting a dazzling scene right
            before everyone’s eyes.
         

         
         The ferryman, a grin crossing his weather-beaten face, tapped a button on his console. The harsh alarm subsided, leaving in
            its wake the natural chorus of the island, the whisper of the wind, the rhythm of the waves, the distant cry of the departing
            birds.
         

         
         A lavender blanket covered the water around the boat. Artie and Luna reached out, faces upturned, to catch the falling petals,
            both laughing out loud in wonder.
         

         
         Watching her daughter and granddaughter laughing together shifted something within Jeanie, a softening, an opening, a gentle
            welcoming of the unknown.
         

         
         The island was within their reach. It sat quiet and deserted, but it pulsed with an enigmatic energy that whispered of the
            thrilling adventures that lay ahead. The mystery of Hobby Island beckoned them closer, and in its inviting silence, Jeanie
            found a radiant beacon of hope.
         

         
         But then her cell phone dinged in her pocket, breaking the spell the island had woven over her. Blinking, she pulled out her
            phone and looked at the screen.
         

         
         The text was from Julep Bank: Urgent! You must call now . . .

         
         The rest of the text wouldn’t be visible until she opened the text messaging app, but Jeanie didn’t need to open it to know
            what the rest of the text said.
         

         
         “What’s that about?” Luna asked, peering over Jeanie’s shoulder.

         
         “Nothing. Robo text.” Feeling panicky, Jeanie jammed the phone into her pocket.

         
         “Then why did you go pale?”

         
         “Did I?” Jeanie pressed the back of her hand against her forehead. “It must be the heat.”

         
         “It’s in the low seventies.”

         
         “What’s with the third degree?” Jeanie heard edginess creep into her voice.

         
         Oh dear, she didn’t want to cause a scene. She needed to chill out, or she’d give herself away. If she couldn’t come up with
            one hundred thousand dollars by the end of the next month, the bank would start foreclosure proceedings. She was reluctant
            to tell Luna they were on the verge of losing the house. Not after all her daughter had been through.
         

         
         Jeanie was so embarrassed she’d gotten herself into this terrible fix.

         
         No fool like an old fool, said Jack’s teasing voice in her head.
         

         
         At the thought of her late husband, she pressed a knuckle against her eye. No more grieving. It had been three years since
            she lost him. Time to let go. But Jack had been part of her life since she was younger than Artie. He’d been her heart, her
            soul, her everything.
         

         
         Her twin flame.

         
         His death had left her so lonely she fell victim to an online sweetheart scam. Jeanie knew she needed to tell Luna the truth, but she couldn’t seem to force the words. There was still hope she could fix this situation without Luna ever needing to know. Once she got to the island, she would call the bank and beg for more time. And if she could just win the grand prize money, it would solve all her problems. 

         
         And if she couldn’t?

         
         Jeanie shivered.

         
         The idea of losing her home and selling all she owned churned her stomach. How many times had she put on garage sales and
            watched people paw through her cherished possessions and lowball her on the price? Three dozen at least. Well, she’d be doing
            it three dozen and one if she didn’t win this contest.
         

         
         She was starting over from scratch, just like Luna, but unlike her daughter, this was her own foolish fault. She hugged herself
            hard, cast an eye to the bucolic blue sky, and whispered, “Please.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4
Luna

         
         
            “Sometimes the best way to find yourself is to get lost in a labyrinth of colors.”

            —Eloisa Hobby

         

         Ten minutes later, the six travelers disembarked with their luggage. The ferryman tooted the horn and chugged back to Everly,
            leaving them alone on Marshmallow Landing.
         

         
         The early-afternoon sun glinted off the water, casting them in golden halos. They were pilgrims, embarking on an unknown journey,
            and the moment seemed weighted with meaning somehow. The sweet scent of the jacaranda trees rode the air, and purple petals
            stained the cobblestone pathway stretching before them.
         

         
         Luna fixed her gaze on the dreamy landscape straight from the fairy-tale mural she painted in the kids’ playroom when Beck
            and Artie were small. She dreamed it as a portal into an enchanted realm, and that’s what this was like.
         

         
         How could it be that her imaginative haven from thirteen years ago was an actual place? Her pulse skittered and an odd excitement
            churned in her belly.
         

         
         To Luna’s surprise her fairy-tale mural design had ended up on the cover of a glossy Dallas magazine. It happened after a reporter came to their house to interview Herc. Her husband had saved the life of a local celebrity after everyone else was certain the man would die. 

         
         The reporter saw the mural, fell in love with it, and returned the next month to do a story on Luna. After the feature ran,
            several people encouraged her to enter her design into a lofty art contest for muralists. Based on such an enthusiastic response,
            she gathered up her courage and submitted her artwork.
         

         
         And she won! A thousand-dollar prize and a blue ribbon she put in a scrapbook. And she received offers from people to paint
            murals in their homes.
         

         
         It was the most exciting thing that had ever happened to her. Even after all her drastic downsizing, she held on to five copies
            of the magazine. Whenever she looked at the cover, she got that same feeling of pride and accomplishment just for creating
            a beguiling space for her children.
         

         
         It was the first—and last—time she felt like a genuine artist.

         
         She thought about doing something more with her design skills after that success, but Herc pooh-poohed her desire to go to
            art school, saying the children needed her and they were her priority.
         

         
         Luna agreed and packed away her art supplies, but she couldn’t stop herself from noticing shapes and colors, shades and hues,
            negative space and perspective. She saw the world through a visual lens and used her insights to interpret emotions.
         

         
         It was just how her mind worked.

         
         And this island world was incredible—the palette intoxicating, the composition balanced and unified, the contrast of colors
            both warm and cool pleasing her sense of aesthetics.
         

         
         Awed, Luna stared at the appealing beauty all around them. An urge to grab a sketchbook and start drawing overwhelmed her. But she hadn’t created art in years, and she threw all her sketchbooks away when she liquidated her possessions and sold her home to pay off Herc’s gambling debts. 

         
         “What now?” Luna whispered, not knowing why, but reverence seemed appropriate somehow.

         
         “We wait.” Sharon perched on her huge suitcase like a perky sparrow, unruffled by the uncertainty that lay ahead. Isabelle
            and Nanette sat down together on the edge of the dock kicking their feet back and forth over the purple-hued water.
         

         
         “Wait for what?” Jeanie asked, her voice vibrating in the stillness.

         
         “A ride?” Artie guessed.

         
         “Patience.” Sharon aimed her cryptic smile at Luna.

         
         The woman’s perfect smile gave her the willies. She didn’t trust a dazzling smile. Luna shot Sharon the side-eye.

         
         “Mom! Mom!” Artie stormed over, cheeks puffed, lips pursed. “Something’s wrong with my cell phone. I can’t get on social media!”

         
         “Oh.” Sharon tapped a manicured index finger against the tip of her nose. “I forgot to tell you. Cell reception is spotty
            on the island, depending on your carrier, and they don’t have wi-fi here either. The staff use landlines or satellite phones.”
         

         
         Artie gasped and clutched her phone to her chest. “What? No! Mom! Fix this! Fix this now!”

         
         “Honey, I’m not in control of the island’s internet service. It is what it is.”

         
         “I can’t believe this! This is the worst.” Artie gurgled like she was being strangled.

         
         Luna had to pick her battles. “It’s a minor inconvenience. You’ll be so busy on vacation that you won’t miss social media.
            I promise.”
         

         
         “Gak! You brought me to this godforsaken hellhole to shrivel up and die of boredom!” Artie stomped across the deck.

         
         “Aah,” Isabelle said. “The drama of youth.”

         
         “She’s been under a lot of stress this last year.” Luna sighed, feeling like the worst mother in the natural universe. Not
            because of the internet thing. It would be healthy for Artie to stay off her phone for the summer, but for the fallout from
            losing her dad. Grief widened like ripples on the water, touching everything.
         

         
         “I have a way with teenagers.” Sharon canted her head and offered a smile. “Do you mind if I give her a pep talk?”

         
         That would go over like sour pickles. Sharon had no idea what she was getting herself into with Artie, and Luna wasn’t clueing
            her in. She waved toward her angry kid. “If you’re not afraid of having your head bitten off, be my guest.”
         

         
         Confidently, Sharon hopped off her luggage, delicate as a wicked pixie, without knocking it over and sauntered toward Artie.

         
         Her daughter plopped down underneath the Marshmallow Landing sign, scowling, her arms crossed over her chest in a pugilistic way.
         

         
         Luna had to give the woman props: Sharon was at least sixty, and she drifted down into a cross-legged position next to Artie
            with the grace of a yogi.
         

         
         Sharon spoke to her for a few minutes in a hushed tone, and Luna couldn’t hear a word she said.

         
         Artie glowered at Luna.

         
         Sharon kept talking.

         
         Artie shook her head.

         
         Sharon put a hand on Artie’s shoulder.

         
         The clench in Luna’s belly, which had anchored there the day she learned Herc had gambled away their future, tightened, and
            Luna continued fretting. Except now, she was thinking about the text message that flashed across Jeanie’s phone. The text
            from Julep Bank.
         

         
         
            Urgent! You must call now . . .

         

         Was Mom in financial trouble?

         
         Jeanie had seemed distracted ever since she and Artie moved in, often so caught up in her thoughts that she bumped into furniture
            and mumbled apologies to chairs, dressers, and side tables. Luna put down Mom’s clumsiness to having her space invaded by
            her daughter and granddaughter. Besides, Jeanie had always been absent-minded and since Luna had so much going on herself,
            she kept her mouth shut.
         

         
         But now, she was alarmed.

         
         Throughout Luna’s childhood, her parents struggled financially. While they always had enough to eat, there had been many times
            when they didn’t have a place to live. Couch surfing, staying at campgrounds, or living out of a van for weeks at a time.
            Jeanie pretended it was a grand adventure, but Luna noticed the fear in her eyes, and the way she took in extra sewing. Dad’s
            get-rich-quick dreams landed them in a crisis more times than Luna could count.
         

         
         Unsettled, Luna shifted her gaze back to Artie and Sharon.

         
         A bright smile broke across Artie’s face. She bobbed her head. How had Sharon accomplished that miracle?
         

         
         And then something unexpected happened.

         
         Artie jumped up and rushed over to her. “Mom, I owe you an apology for acting like a brat.”

         
         Unable to hide her shock, Luna blinked, flabbergasted. “I . . . uh . . . that’s all right, sweetheart.” What had Sharon whispered
            to Artie in those precious few moments they’d chatted? “Everyone has bad days.”
         

         
         Artie caught Luna in a bear hug that almost sent her toppling. “Thanks, Mom.”

         
         “For what?”

         
         “Taking me on this trip.”

         
         Luna righted herself. “Well, honey, thank your grandmother. She was the one who won the golden ticket. If it weren’t for her,
            we’d be stuck in Julep all summer.”
         

         
         Artie pivoted and swooped in to hug her grandmother. “Thanks for winning the golden ticket, Gran. This vacation is gonna be
            epic!”
         

         
         Across the deck, Luna caught Jeanie’s eyes. Her mother wore the same expression of disbelief. They shared a silent moment
            of I-didn’t-see-that-coming-but-I’m-not-complaining.
         

         
         Thank you, Luna mouthed to Sharon, who nodded and beamed.
         

         
         “I’ll get our luggage,” Artie said and skipped to the pile of suitcases the ferryman had stacked on the dock.

         
         Nanette and Isabelle followed Artie to collect their own suitcases while Sharon strolled over to Luna and Jeanie.

         
         “What did you say to her?” Luna asked Sharon, perplexed and amazed by the instant change in her daughter’s attitude and more
            than a little jealous of the other woman’s sway with Artie.
         

         
         A Cheshire cat smile slipped across Sharon’s face. “I revealed the secrets of Hobby Island.”

         
         “Which are?”

         
         Sharon seemed smug, but she had reversed a truculent teen in a matter of minutes, so Luna wasn’t judging.

         
         “Well . . .” Sharon swept a hand at the beautiful landscape around them. “You’re about to find out.”

         
         Just then, a steady clicking noise drew everyone’s attention back to the cobblestone path.

         
         Click, click, click.

         
         From the thicket of jacaranda trees, a woman appeared. She was a senior citizen, her silver hair turning from artful charcoal to monochrome poetry curled beneath a dashing gray fedora. A vivid sunflower peeked from the brim, a bright splash of jovial yellow playful against the solemn gray. Her clothes were lilac and deep aubergine, with a silky lavender top offsetting a flared skirt of darker, regal purple, and, most surprising of all . . . 

         
         . . . the woman was riding a unicycle.

         
         While knitting.

         
         What in the world?

         
         The skirt, an apt symbol of the woman’s outrageous character, swished in the rhythm of her cycling and knitting, exuding an
            audacious elegance and crinkly sound.
         

         
         Was she seeing this? Luna blinked twice.

         
         Click, click, click went the knitting needles flying along as they knotted together the flamingo-pink yarn dangling down the sides of the woman’s
            hands. In an amazing display of grace and coordination, she handled the knitting needles with the flourish of an expert conductor
            leading an orchestra, and the vibrant yarn danced between her fingers.
         

         
         Luna watched, mesmerized. The lulling click of the needles echoed the island’s pulse beat, every knit and purl creating a
            story from yarn. The woman’s eyes twinkled with a mischievous glint as she held up her creation, radiant in the afternoon
            sun, and revealed she was knitting a map of the island.
         

         
         “Well, now . . .” The woman’s voice was as warm as summer itself. “Aren’t we having a jolly good time?” Her words, spoken
            in a playful tone, swirled in the air light as dandelion seeds on a breezy day.
         

         
         She laughed, a high genuine laugh full of energy and verve. “Welcome, welcome, my dear friends, to the island! I’m Eloisa
            Hobby, your host, and I’m so very thrilled you are all here!”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 5
Artemis

         
         
            “Be the quirk in the quilt. Stand out.”

            —Eloisa Hobby

         

         Artie eyed the knitting woman perched atop the unicycle.

         
         She was small but wiry, with half-moon reading glasses resting on the end of her upturned nose. The knitting needles clacked,
            punctuated by the squeaking of the pedals as she wheeled back and forth to keep her balance.
         

         
         “You must be Jeanie,” Eloisa addressed Gran without missing a beat, finishing the stitch, then tucking her knitting into the
            large front pocket of her skirt and holding out her hand to Gran.
         

         
         Gran shook hands with the woman and gave a little curtsy as if she was meeting royalty. “Thank you for inviting us to your
            island. It’s a great honor to be here.”
         

         
         “Oh, no, I’m the one who is honored. To have someone of your quilting stature travel all this way to take part in our modest contest. Why, it’s my privilege.”
         

         
         Her grandmother blushed and lowered her head. “You’re too kind.”

         
         Artie resisted an eye roll. Good grief, grown-ups, and their formalities. Truth be told, she was überpissed to get dragged along on this dumb excursion to an old lady quilting convention or whatever. 

         
         Right now, she should have been in Italy with her dad and Beck. The month before Dad got murdered, they’d started planning
            a Roman holiday just for the three of them while Mom took a girls’ trip with her friends to some fancy spa in Arizona.
         

         
         At the thought of her dad, Artie tamped down her grief and iced it over with a layer of I-don’t-give-a-shit. She missed him
            like crazy, but if she let herself think about it too much, she’d lose it.
         

         
         Mom hadn’t coped well, and Artie wanted to be the exact opposite of Luna. Especially after Artie found out about Dad gambling
            away everything. It had come as a jolting shock and Artie was ticked at her father for putting Mom in this position—having
            to live with Gran in a worn-out oil field town like Julep.
         

         
         Maybe that’s what would keep Artie busy this summer—planning her future and deciding who she wanted to be when she grew up.

         
         A low chirring noise drew everyone’s attention back to the path just as a six-person, Day-Glo-green golf cart wrapped with
            a map of Hobby Island motored into view. Behind the wheel sat a tall, sturdy-looking older woman dressed in vibrant red. With
            a booming laugh, she goosed the electric engine and zoomed closer.
         

         
         Artie beamed. Maybe this old lady island wouldn’t be as boring as she feared.

         
         “Cheers!” the driver called, cheery as sunshine after a May rain shower. The woman had a booming British accent, and she sounded
            the way butterscotch tasted, rich and sweet. “Your chariot has arrived, dear guests!”
         

         
         Mom shot the driver a skeptical look as the woman parked the elongated golf cart alongside Eloisa Hobby. Her mom distrusted everyone, but she distrusted flamboyant people most of all. 

         
         Artie was intrigued.

         
         Her grandpa Jack had been flamboyant. Grandpa hadn’t been afraid of anything or anyone, and she missed him with a passion.
            He told dirty jokes, sang naughty songs, and did things—he drove stock cars, water-skied, and went bungee jumping. 
         

         
         Once, when he was supposed to be babysitting them—while Gran had surgery and Mom sat at the hospital with her—he took Artie
            and Beck to a nightclub, slipping them in through the back door. 
         

         
         They glimpsed a jiggly woman with no clothes on, and Grandpa Jack let them have a sip of his beer. It tasted awful, but Artie
            pretended to enjoy it to impress him. Beck spat it out, and Grandpa Jack poked fun at her brother.
         

         
         Mom nearly had a stroke when she found out and, after that, refused to leave her and Beck alone with Grandpa Jack ever again.

         
         The driver unfurled from behind the wheel, smoothed down her red pinafore, and patted her steel-gray hair mussed wild from
            the golf cart ride. The woman’s knobby elbows stuck out like oak tree knots, and her hands were as big as Frisbees and speckled
            with dark spots. She wore ribbed red knee socks and scuffed Doc Martens boots, just like Artie’s. 
         

         
         The woman tromped over and stuck out a palm. “You must be Artemis.”

         
         How did she know?

         
         Speechless, Artie bobbed her head and shook the woman’s hand.

         
         “My name is Dorothy Higginbottom, originally from Manchester, England. These days I’m Hobby Island’s artist in residence and
            you may call me Dot.”
         

         
         “Hi, Dot. Please call me Artie.”

         
         “Oh, I like that. Artie the artist.”

         
         “I’m not an artist.”

         
         “Everyone’s an artist. They just don’t always know it yet.” Dot let go of Artie’s hand. “And you’re mine.”
         

         
         “Y-yours?” Artie stammered, irritated at being thrown off her game. “What does that mean?”

         
         “Eloisa assigned me to look after you while you’re here.”

         
         “Assigned?”

         
         Eloisa pedaled over on the unicycle. She was knitting again, fingers flying, needles clacking. “All our guests under eighteen
            get an auntie to look after them. Dot’s yours.”
         

         
         “What’s an auntie?” Artie asked Eloisa. “I mean besides the obvious definition.”

         
         “An auntie acts as your guide to the island,” Eloisa said. “She sees to your every need and keeps you safe.”

         
         “Every need?” Artie arched an eyebrow.
         

         
         “Within reason, of course.” Eloisa’s smile was cryptic.

         
         Artie whipped out her cell phone. “Hey, Dot, can you hook me up with cell service?”

         
         “Happily, no.” Dot shook her head and waved at the hilly peak rising from the middle of the island. “Trouble Ridge blocks
            the cell towers from the mainland.”
         

         
         “Trouble Ridge?” Mom asked, scanning the area. “That sounds ominous.”

         
         “Happily?” Artie scowled and clenched her cell phone.

         
         “Dot’s a Luddite,” Eloisa said. “But don’t worry. She’ll keep you so entertained you’ll never miss your phone.”

         
         “I seriously doubt that’s

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
      
   9780063352162_coverimage.jpg
New Yok Times B%T»sd,hwa Aulhuy

LORI WILDE






9780063352162_tpimage.jpg
The Summer That

Shaped Us

A Novel

LORI WILDE

AVON
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





