
  
    
      Corsair’s Cove Orchard

      The Complete Set

    

    
      
        Rachel Goldsworthy

        Sharon Ashwood

        Shelley Adina

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Moonshell Books, Inc.]
        

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        The Corsair’s Cove series

      

      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        
          Rachel Goldsworthy

          Volume 1

        

        
          
            Introduction

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Afterword

          

        

      

      
        
          Rachel Goldsworthy

          Volume 2

        

        
          
            Introduction

          

          
            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

          

          
            About the Author

          

          
            Also by Rachel Goldsworthy

          

        

      

      
        
          Sharon Ashwood

          Volume 3

        

        
          
            Introduction

          

          
            Praise for Sharon Ashwood

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            About the Author

          

          
            Also by Sharon Ashwood

          

        

      

      
        
          Shelley Adina

          Volume 4

        

        
          
            Introduction

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Epilogue

          

          
            About the Author

          

          
            Also by Shelley Adina

          

        

      

      
        
          Sharon Ashwood

          Volume 5

        

        
          
            Introduction

          

          
            Prologue

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Thank you, readers!

          

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Corsair’s Cove series

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Chocolate Shop

      

        

      
        Kiss at the Cove by Lee McKenzie

        Kiss in the Wind by Rachel Goldsworthy

        Kiss on the Beach by Shelley Adina

        Kiss in the Dark by Sharon Ashwood

        Kiss at the Altar, a short story by all four authors

        Corsair’s Cove Chocolate Shop: The Complete Set

      

      

      
        
        Orchard

      

        

      
        Secret Vintage by Rachel Goldsworthy

        Secret Seed by Sharon Ashwood

        Secret Spring by Shelley Adina

        Corsair’s Cove Orchard: The Complete Set

      

      

      
        
        Companion short stories

      

        

      
        “Good Spirits” by Rachel Goldsworthy

        “Long Road Home” by Sharon Ashwood

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Let Corsair’s Cove draw you home again …

      

      Corsair’s Cove has a reputation for being one of the most haunted places in the Pacific Northwest. Back in Prohibition days, it was a roaring hive of rumrunners, flappers, money, and betrayal. Big Tom Macfarlane and Marigold Mayhew met in the old apple orchard, loved hard, and died young, but their story isn’t finished. Because some betrayals have consequences that echo down through time … and demand the kind of resolution that only true love can bring …

      That same apple orchard has now been sold to the local carpenter to make a home for his bride—and has become a bone of contention. Who knew that the cider apple that made Joe Johannsen’s family famous during Prohibition—an apple thought to be extinct—would still be growing there? When Joe and Siena Panati discover the secret recipe hidden in plain sight, will it mean their future—or will it tear their friendships apart?

      Then Sam Wilson’s return to the Cove for an antique car rally triggers a series of ghostly visitations. The last thing he needs is for Marigold’s ghost to reveal herself to Haley Struthers, the botanist who discovered the apples. But Haley has something very real to be afraid of, and only Sam can help her.

      It all comes to a head when Lora Trelawney returns to the Cove. With the help of Spike the bartender, she discovers that some secrets aren’t meant to be kept ... even from herself ... and love is the only way that the Cove’s Jazz Age secrets will ever be resolved ...

      Readers have fallen in love with Corsair’s Cove, its small-town atmosphere and quirky characters.  The Reading Café called the Chocolate Shop novellas “swoon-worthy love stories sure to sweeten your life.” The Orchard series simply raises the bar—giving you stories as tasty as a slice of homemade apple pie!

      

      —Rachel, Sharon, and Shelley
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      Hulda’s proud of her blue-ribbon apple cider, so the fact that she’s a newcomer in a Temperance town during Prohibition… well, awkward best describes her social standing. Though she adores practicing her craft, she’s tempted to hide her brewing skills in order to fit in.

      But when the local rumrunner decides she’s a threat to his business, Hulda has to stand up for herself. That’s when things really go sideways. Or do they? As Hulda discovers, Corsair’s Cove isn’t always what it seems to be.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          September 1926

        

      

    

    
      From her kitchen shelf, Hulda Birkeland Dahlman carefully lifted down three bottles full of a clear, gold-tinted liquid. Some of the ladies wouldn’t approve of her contribution to the refreshment table at the Women’s Institute meeting tonight, but Prohibition hadn’t outlawed home-made brandy.

      Hulda knew she had to respect the social rules of Corsair’s Cove in order to fit in—which she really wanted to do. She also knew that she’d be miserable if she gave up practicing the brewing skills that brought her such satisfaction. Still, she covered the bottles with a pretty towel embroidered by her sister as a wedding present. She could at least make sure her contribution looked respectable, even if the Temperance ladies didn’t think it was respectable.

      As she stowed the bottles in a willow basket, her husband Olaf came in from the barn and began pumping water over his hands.

      “I’ll drive you to town,” he said as he rubbed the bar of Sunlight soap between his palms.

      “I can walk,” she reminded him.

      “True,” he agreed. “But then you’d deprive me of ten minutes of your company and you’re much too kind to do that.”

      She stood on tiptoes to kiss his cheek and handed him a rough towel, poorly hemmed by herself, to dry his hands. “That’s the sort of comment that’ll make a girl fall in love with you.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind,” he said evenly, but his ears had turned red.

      After a year of courting and another year and a half of marriage, she knew that meant he was either embarrassed or pleased and it was fun to see how often she could spark it.

      He hung the towel on a hook beside the enameled tin sink. “Go get ready and I’ll bring the truck around.”

      Once she had adjusted her best hat on her bobbed blond hair, she carried the basket of homebrew out to the Model T and settled it on the floor at her feet. Olaf already had the engine cranked up, so he shifted into first gear and rolled past the orchard of rootstock they’d planted last fall beside their little house, then turned south onto Church Road. Hulda wound down her window so the warm westerly breeze could bring in the fragrance of alfalfa hay from the farms on the other side of the hill, filtering it through the tang of the rose hips forming in the hedge across the road. After half a mile, Olaf made another left onto Water Street, where the smells of the countryside gave way to creosoted wharf pilings and low-tide mud. Hulda cranked her window closed as he let the truck coast down the gentle slope toward the harbor that gave the town of Corsair’s Cove its name. He pulled to the curb across the street from Donahue’s Bakery and, leaning toward her, made a familiar little gesture with his head.

      “I am not kissing you on the main street of Corsair’s Cove in full view of the Women’s Institute,” she protested, as they both knew she would. But she couldn’t resist touching him, so Hulda put two fingers to her lips and pressed the kiss on the top of his hand, which was still resting on the gear shift.

      “That’ll have to do for now, I guess.”

      “I’ll be home by nine,” she promised.

      “And I’ll be awake.”

      That made her laugh. During the eighteen months she’d lived here, she had learned that during the busy planting and harvest seasons, the men were either in the fields or they were asleep.

      “I wish,” she said and, with a smile, watched his ears turn red again.

      Then, to her surprise, he turned off the engine and reached to open his door. When they were first married, she would have been grateful for his coming with her to almost every social event. But now, although she still wasn’t entirely confident of her welcome in Corsair’s Cove, it was important that she try to establish her own place in the Women’s Institute. She might fail, but she’d fail on her own terms, not because she hid behind her husband.

      “You don’t have to come in with me,” she assured him.

      “I know,” he agreed, then jerked a thumb at the bakery across the street. “But Mr. Blackthorne’s going to need a hand getting that crate off his car.”

      Hulda hadn’t noticed the well-dressed couple emerging from their large, shiny auto. Mr. Blackthorne wasn’t a small man, but it was just like Olaf to offer his help. She was glad they’d arrived at the right time; she wasn’t late for the meeting, and Olaf could help the older man with the heavy lifting.

      “I’m a very lucky woman,” she said. “I can’t believe none of the Corsair’s Cove girls snapped you up.”

      “What makes you think they didn’t try?” he asked with a twinkle.

      “Who?” she demanded, and immediately began to flip through a mental photograph album of all the single young women in town.

      “Oh no,” he said, laughing at her now. “I’m not telling.”
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      While Mr. Blackthorne wrestled with the crate strapped to the back of his car, his wife was awkwardly dragging a long roll of canvas from the back seat—the Women’s Institute banner, Hulda realized. Hoisting her basket in one hand, she hurried to open the bakery door and hold it wide. As she did, the aromas of yeast and cinnamon wafted out, along with the chatter of the women who had already arrived. Hulda took a deep breath, both to revel in the warm fragrances and to buoy herself up for the evening ahead.

      One of the reasons she was happy today was that she was wearing a new dress and she had, for the first time in her life, got the hem straight. Not that she could tell anyone she was proud of such a basic accomplishment, but it gave her spirits a little boost to know that both sleeves were the same length. The other cause for the butterflies in her stomach was in the bottles in her basket.

      Hulda had worked in the Arbuthnot orchard all last summer, picking fruit in exchange for a share of the crop, and both the sweet and hard ciders she’d made had won blue ribbons at last year’s fall fair. In the winter she and Olaf had set up a small still in a lean-to at the end of the barn so she could try her hand at something new. That apple brandy had been aging in barrels over the summer.

      It was even more delicious than she’d hoped.

      The other members of the Women’s Institute always brought their best baking: mouthwatering matrimonial squares, heavenly blackberry tarts, and Mrs. Donahue’s doughnuts were the food of the gods. Hulda wanted to share what she was good at too, but as a newcomer to a Temperance town during Prohibition, she realized bringing moonshine might be a little bit crazy.

      Might be? A little bit?

      However, she couldn’t resist. She still wasn’t very good at some of the housewifely arts, but when it came to apples she had a knack, and she wanted to share. She kept trying to convince herself that the ladies would understand.

      Mrs. Blackthorne sailed past her, banner beneath her arm, with a nod of thanks for holding the door. Olaf and Mr. Blackthorne were close behind, carrying between them the wooden crate, which they set on a table near the big front window.

      Hulda’s heart was beating a little faster than usual and she felt her cheeks flush with excitement as she stepped through the doorway into the bakery and coffee shop that was bustling with color and sound as well as delicious aromas. The ladies chatted and called across to each other to ask after a baby’s teething or a granny’s rheumatism. Their loose, low-waisted cotton dresses were like a breezy field of flowers in mauve and blue, yellow and pale green.

      Most of them were moving tables and straight-backed wooden chairs away from the long whitewashed plaster wall and into a line down the middle of the bakery’s open space. Marigold Mayhew was standing on a chair, driving a nail into the wall, while her sister Ivy chided her.

      As soon as Mr. Blackthorne and Olaf had dusted off their hands and escaped, Hulda closed the door, set her basket on the floor, and went to join the Mayhew girls.

      Marigold was tying one end of the canvas banner to the nail and saying, “It’s too late, Ivy. Now back up so I can do the other end before Mrs. Donahue has a conniption.”

      “Marigold, you have to start being more careful!” Ivy held out a steadying hand but the younger woman ignored it.

      “It’s a little late for caution.”

      Ivy flinched as her sister jumped down. Dragging the chair ten feet further along, Marigold set it firmly on the plank floor, climbed up, and drove in another nail with a few efficient hammer strokes.

      “Hand me the end of the banner.” Marigold held out the hammer and Hulda hurried to take it from her while Ivy untangled the twine knotted at the corner of the banner and then held it up for her sister. While the younger Mayhew tied the twine to the nail, Ivy smiled wryly at Hulda.

      “I’m sure to get an earful for letting her put nails in the walls,” she said.

      “Does somebody actually think you can control anything your sister does?” Hulda asked.

      Ivy shook her head. “They won’t get any satisfaction from Marigold but they’ll at least get an apology from me.”

      Hulda felt sorry for Ivy, being the responsible older sister to a girl who was willful and, if the rumors were true, even a little wild.

      “You’ll be relieved once you and Dr. Peters get married and you’re in your own home,” Hulda offered.

      “Running my own house won’t relieve me of any responsibility for Marigold,” Ivy said pragmatically. “Her marriage might make that happen, I suppose. If she married the right man.”

      Hulda straightened in surprise. “Is she engaged?”

      But Ivy had already turned away and Mrs. Blackthorne called out for the hammer.

      Glancing doubtfully over her shoulder at Ivy, Hulda worked her way through the crowd of women to the front of the bakery. Rather than hand the hammer to Mrs. Blackthorne, who didn’t look like she’d know which end to hold, Hulda jammed the claw under the lid of the crate, one corner at a time, pried up the top and set it aside. The other women swooped in, digging through the packing straw to pull out unglazed plates, bowls, sugar basins, and milk jugs. Hulda had never heard of anyone painting dishes before, but one of the ladies had read an article in a magazine, so they’d decided to try it.

      The members of the Women’s Institute would paint the china, the Donahues had offered their old brick oven in the alley to fire the glaze, and the WI would sell the dishes at the church bazaar to raise money for the public lending library. Smiling to herself, Hulda decided that it was fun being part of such a modern town.

      Retrieving her basket, Hulda tried to come up with another name for her brandy. Moonshine would simply get the Temperance people up in arms and anyway, hers wasn’t made from corn or rye. It was apple spirit. Some of the old books called it eau-de-vie, which was pretty and might even disguise the fact that it was alcohol. It sounded a little exotic, though.

      A shadow loomed on the other side of the glass door, making her gasp and jump. A prickling ran over her skin. A glance over her shoulder showed that all the others were busy; nobody was paying attention. Hulda faced the newcomer through the glass.

      He was almost as tall as the rumrunner Big Tom Macfarlane, but not as well dressed. His fedora shaded his eyes so that she couldn’t tell what color they were. She opened the door a crack to make it clear he wasn’t welcome, but even that little space let the stink of sulphurous low tide seep past her into the room.

      “Can I help you?” she asked briskly.

      “You can help me by getting out of my business,” he said.

      Her heart started to trip faster but Hulda didn’t let on. Keeping her voice crisp, she said, “The only business I’m in is farming and my potatoes are none of your concern.”

      He barked a laugh that made her stomach clench. “Your real business,” he said.

      She was startled and confused. She worked hard, cooked well, sewed poorly, and loved wholeheartedly. She was a farm wife. Period.

      With a jerk of his chin, the man indicated her basket. “That business.”

      “I don’t sell baskets,” she said.

      His eyes were hard. “Don’t be cute,” he snapped. “You sell what’s in the basket and you’re interfering with my trade.”

      “I am?” She was flattered for a moment, and then realized what he meant.

      A cold chill of equal parts fright and horror settled into her stomach.

      “I’m not,” she managed, her throat tight. Hulda Birkeland Dahlman, is that the best you can do? Because it is nothing like good enough.

      Drawing back her shoulders and straightening her spine, she stared at him. “I do not sell my hard cider or my—” She really had to find a name for it. “That would be illegal.”

      Was he working for the Trelawney family? She discarded that idea right away. Sure, they made cider on a big scale, but they were well established in Corsair’s Cove and if they wanted to intimidate a newcomer, they had more subtle ways to do it.

      Maybe he was a revenuer? Was he trying to trap her? If so, it was a feeble effort. He’d have done better to wait until the ladies were sipping her new brandy from Donahue’s thick china coffee cups and he could arrest the lot of them.

      He took a step closer and she had to tilt her head to look into his face. As her chin went up, so did her resolve.

      “You should leave now,” she told him.

      “I’m not going anywhere,” he said, “but you might be if you keep this up.”

      “Keep what up? Meeting with the town ladies once a month? And what are you going to do about it? Sabotage my pickled beets?”

      Are you crazy? Stop talking!

      “When people can get cheap cider, they don’t buy good whiskey,” he said.

      “I told you, I don’t sell my cider.” Stung, she added, “And if I did, it wouldn’t be cheap.”

      Hulda knew her cider was good, and she had the blue ribbon to prove it. Plus her new brandy—or eau-de-vie or whatever she was going to call it—was wonderful, but she had the sense not to tell him that. In fact, she should never have brought it tonight. She was proud of it and wanted to share a taste with her friends and neighbors, but as the minister in her old town on the other side of the peninsula had been fond of saying, pride goeth before a fall. Perhaps she should have kept this particular light hidden under a bushel. This might be one of those situations where discretion was more important than full disclosure.

      His eyes moved then, and she glanced over her shoulder to follow his stare. Young Gwenna Trelawney and Marigold Mayhew, eyes shining and cheeks rosy, had finished unpacking the china. As Hulda watched, Marigold flung a handful of the packing straw into the air, where it glittered as it fell through the evening light.

      When she faced the man again, he hadn’t moved, but his eyes were once again fixed on her. “I’m warning you,” he said, and his eyes flickered toward Gwenna and Marigold.

      Hulda snapped into action. Hefting the hammer so the heavy iron head preceded her, she stepped through the open doorway to the little tiled alcove between the big bay windows that fronted Water Street. She didn’t lift the hammer, just kept it firmly in her fist and pointing forward. He glanced down at it, aimed mere inches below his belt buckle.

      “Don’t you dare threaten me,” he snarled.

      “Wouldn’t dream of it,” she snapped back, and took another step closer, still with the hammer in front of her. She wanted to yell, tell him to leave her town and get away from her friends, but that might be foolish.

      Might be?

      Instead, she hefted the hammer again to renew her grip before it slipped from her sweating palm. He seemed to take the slight movement as a sign she was going to attack him, because he stepped back again, this time reaching the sidewalk.

      “Stay out of my business,” he growled, then turned, strode down to the corner of Front Street and disappeared.

      As soon as her legs would move again, Hulda stepped back inside Donahue’s, where the air glinted with gold and smelled like cinnamon and honey. The women’s dresses formed a crazy quilt of colors as they settled into chairs along the table, chatting as excitedly as girls as they passed around magazine pictures of flowers and cottages to use as models for their new project.

      When she moved, the sharp smell of fear rose from her. Hulda’s hand shook as she set the hammer down beside the empty crate and she took a deep breath to calm herself before finding a vacant chair.

      “Why were you talking to that torpedo Dick Oakley, Hulda?” Marigold asked. “He gives me the heebie-jeebies. Oh! I shouldn’t have said that. Maybe he’s a friend of yours.”

      On the other side of the table, Ivy scolded her gently. “Marigold, one of these days I hope you’ll think before you speak.”

      “Maybe.” Marigold reached across Hulda for a plain white bowl. “And perhaps I’ll look before I leap too.”

      “Also a good idea.” Ivy handed her a fine paintbrush.

      Marigold took the brush. “But I wouldn’t hold my breath if I were you.”

      Ivy shook her head and shrugged at Hulda as if to say, What can you do?

      “But my rudeness aside,” Marigold said, twisting the lid off a little pot of glaze. “Why were you talking to Dick? Are you doing business with him?”

      “What do you know about his business?” Hulda asked. She’d heard that Marigold was stepping out with Big Tom Macfarlane, but she was very young and flighty to be involved in any kind of business, let alone bootlegging.

      “I know he was one of Roy Olmstead’s men.” Marigold dipped her brush into the pot of pale blue.

      “But Roy’s in jail,” Hulda pointed out.

      “Which leaves a vacancy in his operation.” Marigold thrust her brush at her sister. “This is too wishy-washy. Is there some gold? Or scarlet at least?”

      Hulda didn’t know what Marigold wanted scarlet for. To paint rubies, perhaps. The youngest Mayhew daughter was used to a fancier lifestyle than most people in Corsair’s Cove, while Hulda had grown up in a fishing family and married a farmer. The only red she saw from one end of the year to the next was salmon, radishes, and apples. And that gave her an idea.

      Surveying the little pots of paint, she found crimson and set it between herself and Marigold.
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      Ten days later, Hulda rinsed the last of the noon dinner dishes, took the towel from Olaf’s hand, and shooed him out the door.

      “You don’t have the time to run me down the road to the church,” she told him. “It’ll only take me a few minutes to walk and I’ll enjoy the sunshine.”

      She didn’t particularly want him to see the plates she’d painted. He knew she wasn’t a good seamstress, but he was proud of everything else she did and she didn’t want to see that light dim when he realized she was a truly terrible painter. The fruit she’d painted would be recognizable as apples, certainly. Probably. But as for identifying which varieties they were, well, that would take either an expert or some lucky guesswork.

      When she joined Ivy in the church basement, she deposited her basket on the floor against the wall and they began to set up the stall.

      “They’re perfectly darling.” Ivy tilted one of Hulda’s little apple plates so it would lean against a jug. “Although it might have been more conventional to paint one on each.”

      “It would,” Hulda agreed.

      She had wrestled with her decision to show a different number of apples on each dish. On the one hand, she thought it might be a little bit clever to record her award-winning cider recipe this way. On the other hand, it was different, and that was often not a good thing in a community. She was proud of her cider but she wanted to belong, too. She sighed.

      “What’s wrong?” Ivy looked up from setting out Mrs. Blackthorne’s peacock bowl.

      At least—Hulda tilted her head and closed one eye—it was probably a peacock.

      “I only hope my plates will bring a respectable sum for the library,” she said. But looking at them once more, she thought that might be a bit optimistic. She found herself hoping someone—anyone—would buy them. Originally, her intent had been that they would be sold as a set to someone who liked her cider and maybe wanted to try her recipe, but that was before she saw how they turned out. Now she’d be happy if they sold at all.

      When Reverend Anderson wandered over to look at their display, Hulda told him she’d brought him some cider vinegar.

      “And I wondered if you’d be able to spare some of your honey in exchange for a few jars.”

      He clapped his hands and rubbed them together. “I’d be delighted! I’ll bring it to choir practice on Tuesday evening,” he promised, before turning his attention to the careful arrangement of dishes.

      “Gwenna Trelawney painted the forget-me-nots.” Ivy pointed at a bowl and jug that almost matched.

      “Very pretty,” he commented and then couldn’t seem to find anything else to say.

      To extract him from the awkward pause, Hulda added, “And the apples are mine.”

      “Oh, yes,” he said. “Very, um.”

      “Nice, aren’t they?” Ivy asked sweetly.

      “Most, um, suitable for such a fine cider maker.”

      When the grande dame of Corsair’s Cove sailed up, he seemed grateful to melt away.

      “Hulda, dear,” Mrs. Blackthorne crooned, “I think it would be better if you kept your liquor out of the church hall, don’t you?” She shifted the apple plates to the end of the table and rested the peacock bowl on its side in their place.

      Hulda glanced at her basket with its homely quart sealers, sitting on the floor by the wall. “It’s not liquor, and it’s not in your way.”

      She moved her plates back from the edge of the table. They might be ugly, but it would be wasteful to break them.

      “It’s alcohol,” Mrs. Blackthorne retorted, “and it brings a dangerous element to our town.”

      The jars she’d brought today held only sweet cider for Mrs. Shaw and vinegar for the minister, but she had already told Mrs. Blackthorne that it wasn’t alcohol. To explain further would only make her sound defensive.

      Maybe it was her Valkyrie blood making the skin between her shoulder blades twitch, but she chose to think it was Mrs. Blackthorne’s self-righteousness that was raising her hackles.

      “You do know what your husband’s family did for a living, don’t you?” Hulda asked, thinking, I’m not the pirate in Corsair’s Cove.

      The matriarch of one of the town’s first and most prominent families huffed. “We cannot afford to have children associating alcohol with education,” she said. “Please remove your product,” she waved her hand as if at a manure pile, “from the Women’s Institute table.”

      “My healthy, wholesome cider,” Hulda said, “is neither on nor for the Women’s Institute table.”

      Although I can’t think of anyone who needs a relaxing nip more than you do.
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      By two-thirty that afternoon, half an hour after the bazaar had officially opened, at least half the members of the Women’s Institute had stopped by and adjusted the display. Hulda was content for her poor, slightly misshapen apples to be shuffled behind the prettier items like Ivy Mayhew’s roses. When the young doctor breezed in during his rounds of the district, Hulda discreetly pointed out Ivy’s plate as a fine example.

      “Hm,” he said, looking dubious and showing no sign of pulling out his billfold.

      Marigold arrived and stood rolling her eyes just behind her future brother-in-law’s shoulder.

      He finally handed over a pocketful of change, Hulda wrapped the plate in a sheet of the Courier, and they watched him parade through the small crowd on his way out.

      “Ivy is far too nice for him,” Marigold observed.

      “She’ll nicen him up,” Hulda predicted hopefully.

      “Is that even a word?”

      “If it isn’t, it should be,” Hulda retorted.

      “Oh! Here comes someone who doesn’t need to be nicened up,” Marigold said.

      Olaf was working his way through the crowd, still wearing his field clothes although he’d washed the dust from his hands and face. He’d made an effort to comb his rough light-brown hair as well, but it tended to look wild no matter what he did. Even when he’d got it cut by the barber before their wedding, it had still looked like a badly made hayrick. Her heart swelled at the sight of him.

      Now he was shaking hands with the mayor, and the sheriff’s deputy was slapping him on the shoulder. The clerk from the drygoods store was saying hello, and next he stopped for a word with Mrs. Donahue. Finally he reached her table.

      “Don’t tell me.” He surveyed the array between them. “I want to see if I can guess who made what.”

      Hulda laughed as he pretended to ponder who could possibly have made the peacock bowl. He admired a plate with a view of Spinnaker Beach.

      “Didn’t you kiss me there once?” he asked.

      “I’ve kissed you many places.” She wished she didn’t blush so easily, but her boldness was rewarded by the sight of his ears turning red.

      “You two are just as sweet as can be,” Marigold commented before adding briskly, “Now Olaf, I know you know that Hulda painted these darling apples.”

      Hulda tried to recover some aplomb. “Because they’re so badly done, you mean?”

      “Because you’re unique,” Marigold retorted. “You don’t follow the crowd.”

      Unsure whether she should feel pleased to have Marigold Mayhew’s approval, Hulda said, “I don’t know if it’s true that I don’t follow the crowd. I love being part of the church choir and the Women’s Institute.”

      “Belonging, sure,” Marigold agreed, “but that’s not the same thing as toeing the line—or painting roses—just because somebody says you should.”

      “She’s right,” Olaf told Hulda. “You’re one of a kind, and I’m glad of it. And I want those apple plates so we’ll always remember it.”

      “Oh heavens.” Hulda was pleased that he was so sweet, and a little dismayed. “You’re going to put them on display, aren’t you?”

      “Of course!” Olaf beamed.

      Marigold wrapped each plate haphazardly in a sheet of newsprint and exchanged the small stack for Olaf’s handful of two-bit pieces. Hulda wanted to protest that they had agreed all their spare cash was to go toward the dairy herd and a new harrow, but Olaf’s obvious pride in her work made her swallow the words.

      Still, as he strode away to go back to his fields, Hulda sighed.

      “He’s going to put them up in our house,” she told Marigold glumly, “and I’m going to have to look at those things every day.”

      “It could be worse,” Marigold assured her. “Imagine poor Mr. Blackthorne having to look at that thing on his breakfast table.” She glanced at the peacock bowl and shuddered.

      “It’s bad enough they’ve got the real birds outside squawking all the time,” Hulda agreed. “I don’t know what they were thinking, buying those useless creatures.”

      “Well, they certainly can’t complain about your rooster announcing the dawn!” Marigold said cheerfully.

      “And speaking of roosters.” Hulda’s heart skipped uncomfortably at the sight of the rumrunner who had accosted her at the WI evening. “What could he possibly be doing here?”

      “Maybe he’s a book lover,” Marigold suggested. She and Hulda pretended to examine him as he loomed over the choir’s knitted-goods stall.

      They looked at each other, said, “Nah,” and burst into giggles.

      Hulda’s back started to itch again and she realized the man was making his way toward their table.

      “Oh, Marigold.” She pointed to the other end of the hall. “There’s Albin Johanssen. Go talk to him before your father drags him off for some boring men’s thing.”

      At the sight of the handsome young man, Marigold brightened. “I’ll come right back,” she promised.

      “Don’t hurry,” Hulda ordered, meaning it. Then she straightened her shoulders, lifted her chin and planted her feet, bracing herself to face the bootlegger.

      “I warned you.” He didn’t even pretend to look at the wares for sale.

      “And I told you,” Hulda replied. “Why are you coming after me, anyway? Why not Big Tom or Johnny Schnarr? Is it because I’m a woman and you think I’ll be easy to scare off?”

      He shifted his feet.

      Bingo!

      She shook her head. “You’re dead wrong, you know. I’m not your competition.”

      “Big Tom and Johnny take risks that I don’t think you’re willing to take.” His voice was low, threatening, and she could feel in her blood the hum of her ancestors, the Valkyries who transformed from human form to swans when a battle loomed.

      “You’d better take heed.” He stepped back from the table but the force of his ill will came off him in waves. “I know where you live.”

      This time when the prickling came, a wave of queasiness came with it. She swallowed. “I’m not your competition,” she repeated, relieved that no quaver came through in her voice.

      “Not if you’re smart,” he growled, and was gone.

      Hulda forced her fists to relax, her chest to expand with a deep breath. As she blew it out, Mrs. Blackthorne bustled up. “What did that man want?” she asked. “He didn’t seem to be buying anything.”

      Hulda answered without thinking. “He wants me to stop sharing my cider.”

      “And quite right, too,” Mrs. Blackthorne said approvingly. “It’s unbecoming in a lady.” She looked Hulda up and down. “Or any decent woman, for that matter. Strong drink is the devil’s work.”

      “There is nothing evil or illegal about a refreshing homemade drink at the end of a hard day’s labor,” Hulda argued. “And my cider vinegar is both delicious and useful. In fact, one of the jars I brought today is for Reverend Anderson.”

      Mrs. Blackthorne ignored that. “You might want to consider whether the Women’s Institute is really your—” She cast a look at Hulda’s basket. “Your cup of tea.”

      “Are you…?” Hulda struggled to get the words past the lump of anger and disappointment in her throat. “Are you telling me to choose? Between cider and the Women’s Institute?”

      “Frankly, my dear, I’m surprised you’re still a member of the choir as well. Both organizations are intended for Christian women.”

      The message was as clear as a bell, and now that Mrs. Blackthorne had well and truly taken off the gloves, a calm settled over Hulda. She almost laughed with relief.

      “I’m pretty sure I know who the Christian person is in this conversation,” she said, “and it’s not you. Now if you don’t mind, you’re scaring away the customers.”
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      Hulda recounted the story as she dished up Olaf’s supper that evening.

      “I can’t believe I did that,” she marveled as she slid another pork chop out of the skillet. “I’ve never said anything so rude in all my life.”

      Olaf took his plate to the table and sat down. “The nosy biddy deserved it.”

      Hulda laughed, then shook her head in dismay at herself. “Now I’m the one being uncharitable. ”

      “You,” Olaf said as he pointed a forkful of scalloped potato at her, “are a very good person.”

      “So you think I should keep going to the WI meetings?”

      “I think you should run the WI.”

      Not in Mrs. Blackthorne’s lifetime, Hulda thought. “But what about the cider?”

      As Olaf put a sliver of butter on his baked squash, he shrugged as if it wasn’t even worth asking. “You should keep making it as long as you want. When you don’t want to make it any more, stop.”

      Hulda didn’t want to tell him about the bootlegger and his threats, but she didn’t think it was right to keep secrets from him, either. “What if it’s dangerous?” she asked. “The smugglers are getting pretty powerful in Corsair’s Cove.”

      “They bring lots of money to town,” Olaf said. “The Finlaysons have a new sawmill down by the harbor to cut the lumber for the big new houses like the Mayhews’, whose chandlery is growing by the day thanks to all the ships coming and going. Donahue’s has never sold so many loaves of bread and dozens of cookies, the drygoods store is doing a booming business in curtain material and some of the ladies down at the harbor have even turned to seamstressing instead of….” His ears turned red. “Well, never mind. What I mean is that lots of people are making a good living. Better than any time since the gold rush, I bet.”

      “But a lot of those business people signed the Temperance pledge.”

      “Pledge or not, they have to make a living and feed their families just like the rest of us. Believe me, your cider isn’t going to create a stir.”

      Except it is.

      “Except it is,” she said. “Mrs. Blackthorne’s reaction is important because she can influence how all the women feel about me. Corsair’s Cove is your place and I want it to be my place too.”

      He reached across their little wooden table and put his hand over hers. “It is,” he said. “It’s our place.”

      “But Mrs. Blackthorne isn’t the only one,” Hulda said. Before he could repeat what he’d already said, she hurried to add, “There’s a man who used to work for Roy Olmstead. He’s accused me of taking his business.”

      Olaf raised his eyes from his plate. He kept a grip on his fork and knife. “He’s out of his mind.”

      “I know, but he doesn’t believe me that I’m not selling cider.”

      Waving that aside with his fork, Olaf said, “I mean he’s out of his mind to threaten you.”

      “He thinks I’m a weak link.”

      Olaf’s brow wrinkled as he thought. “Because…?”

      She couldn’t help but smile at him. “I’m a woman.”

      “You sure are.” Olaf sliced off a bite-sized piece of pork chop. “And if he thinks that makes you fragile or easily frightened, he’s stupid.”

      “Yes,” Hulda agreed. “But he might also be mean.”

      “Possibly. And if he has threatened you, then he will have me to answer to.”

      “I think we should tell the sheriff’s deputy tomorrow after church,” Hulda said.

      “That’s also a good solution,” he said. His eyes twinkled at her.
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      By the time Hulda and Olaf finished putting away the choir’s song sheets after the ten o’clock service at St. Brendan’s the next morning, the deputy had already left so Hulda assured Olaf that she’d find him next time she went to town. She tucked her hand into Olaf’s elbow and they strolled home instead.

      “Reverend Anderson asked if I could use my equipment to extract lavender oil as an infusion for his beeswax,” she told him.

      “What did you say?”

      “That I’ll be happy to try, of course.”

      “Do you suppose that means he approves of your still?” Olaf asked.

      Hulda mulled his question. “He didn’t try my cider brandy at the Women’s Institute meeting, but he didn’t stop me from serving it, either. I wonder if he’s trying to tell me that there are other uses for a distillery than making the demon drink.”

      “Why would anyone put lavender in beeswax anyway?”

      “For furniture polish,” she explained. “You rub it onto wooden tabletops or sideboards to make them shiny. The fragrance of beeswax and lavender would be wonderful, don’t you think?”

      He pressed her hand close against his side. “Now that you explain it, yes, that would be wonderful. Could you use it on our kitchen table?”

      Hulda thought of the rectangular pine table where they ate their meals. Olaf had planed the planks himself and then sanded them to a fine finish. “I think so,” she said. “Although I scrub it so often the polish wouldn’t last long.”

      They turned off Church Road onto their driveway. To their left, the spindly trees in their orchard were in full, vigorous green leaf but they were a year or two away from setting fruit.

      “So you’d need furniture that doesn’t get used a lot?” Olaf was still talking about the polish.

      “It can be used,” Hulda said, “but not heavily. Little end tables in a parlor or a sideboard in a dining room could be polished like that.”

      Now that they were on their own property, away from other eyes, Olaf put his arm around her shoulders. “How do you know these things?” he asked with a little squeeze.

      “How do you not know?” Hulda countered.

      “Maybe I’m not all that bright,” he said. “Farmers spend more time talking about manure spreaders than parlor tables.”

      Hulda put her arm around his waist and steered him off the driveway and into the orchard. “Right now, neither of those interests me very much.”

      “Oh?” Olaf looked down at her, his blue eyes dark in the dappled light between the trees. “What interests you right now?”

      Hulda only smiled up at him. She watched as his pupils dilated and his ears turned red.

      “Oh, I think you’re plenty bright enough to figure that out,” she said.
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      That afternoon, their churchgoing clothes safely folded away, they walked back along Church Road. This time, they only went as far as the big new brick and sandstone schoolhouse near the intersection with Water Street, where the field had been leveled enough for the children to run races and play games. On spring, summer and early fall Sundays, all of Corsair’s Cove gathered there after their midday dinners.

      Ever since she’d hesitantly shared her first batches of cider and been praised by everyone who had tried it, Hulda made sure to carry a jug or two to the weekly baseball game. She brought sweet cider in the early summer and later on, as the real cider apples ripened and she had time to press the fruit and ferment the juice, she took a jug of hard cider as well. It was a simple gesture of hospitality, but she was also proud of her craft.

      Today was the same as usual except that she now had three things to offer their friends: sweet cider, hard cider and the brandy. Eau-de-vie.

      She really had to find a better name for it. Maybe she’d figure out which of the town’s four schoolteachers hadn’t signed the Temperance pledge and ask for their help. Or maybe the new library would have a big dictionary and she could browse through it herself.

      Anyway, the fact that many men and women stopped by to chat, empty glasses in hand, made her feel accepted. From time to time she still wondered which of the young women might have set their caps at Olaf, but nobody snubbed her except for the Temperance ladies, and not even all of them.

      At the baseball diamond, Olaf had helped her spread their picnic blanket—a rough gray woolen one that she used on their bed only in the coldest weather—and then went off to take his turn in the outfield. By unspoken consent, the men who’d come back from the war were given the infield positions where they wouldn’t have to run as fast or throw as far.

      Ivy’s fiancé was the exception. He was too young to have been in the trenches but today, as at every game, he insisted on being the pitcher. Luckily he had a good arm so Ivy didn’t have to be embarrassed by bad playing, only his poor sportsmanship. But Hulda didn’t mention any of that when her friend joined her. Instead, she simply made room on the blanket and poured her a glass of cider.

      “I’m on a quest for a new name for my eau-de-vie,” she said. “I think calling it brandy in front of Mrs. Blackthorne is like waving a red flag in front of a bull.”

      Ivy choked on her cider, and thrust her glass at Hulda to hold while she coughed into a handkerchief.

      “I didn’t mean for it to sound like that,” Hulda protested.

      “I know,” Ivy assured her when she could speak again and took back her glass. “But it was still funny.”

      “It wasn’t funny at all. And here she comes. Lovely day, Mrs. Blackthorne!” she said.

      “Hulda. Ivy.” Mrs. Blackthorne nodded at them both, then looked at the stoneware jug capped with a cork, her eyebrows raised and lips pursed, before gliding away with her chin in the air.

      “She’s never going to like me,” Hulda said sadly.

      “She doesn’t have to,” Ivy said. “And anyway, everyone else does.”

      “But she’s an important woman,” Hulda pointed out. “I worry that people will follow her lead if she snubs me.”

      “She won’t, and they wouldn’t anyway,” Ivy assured her. “I told you, everyone else likes you and it’s not that she dislikes you.”

      Ivy belonged to Corsair’s Cove by birth, beliefs, and behavior. Hulda knew her friend didn’t understand what it felt like to be an incomer, one who didn’t necessarily do all the “right” things.

      From the playing field came a loud crack. Hulda’s head snapped up to see that Olaf had hit the ball, so she jumped to her feet and cheered until he reached second base safely. Before she could sit back down, the minister strolled over.

      “Oh, Reverend Anderson!” she said. “I brought some of my apple brandy for you to take when you visit old Mrs. Johanssen. I thought it might help her rheumatism.”

      Delving beneath the tea towel, Hulda pulled a glass pint jar from her basket and handed it over. Over the minister’s shoulder, Mrs. Blackthorne and Mrs. Mayhew eyed her sourly.

      “You’re very kind, my girl,” he said, taking the jar with a happy smile. “And I haven’t forgotten that I still owe you for the vinegar you gave me yesterday. Would you like some beeswax or perhaps more honey in exchange? The bees are having a good year.”

      “A little of each, if you can spare it.”

      The more she could barter, the more cash she and Olaf would be able save for other things. As Reverend Anderson left, happily cradling the jar for Mrs. Johanssen, Hulda looked away and her heart skipped a beat.

      Dick Oakley was standing on the edge of the field. As she looked, he pointed his finger at her like he was aiming a pistol and she shrank back. Hulda checked to see if Olaf had noticed, but he was halfway to third, watching over his shoulder as a fly ball headed for the outfield, and that was probably just as well. Next she looked for the sheriff’s deputy. She was sorry she hadn’t told him earlier about her run-in with Dick, but it was hard to know how to complain now about a man pointing at her from the roadside.

      She checked to see Ivy’s reaction but she was cheering her sweetheart, who had just tagged home plate, and didn’t seem to have sensed anything amiss. Hulda glanced at the road again. It was empty. No automobiles, no man, not even one of the Blackthornes’ pesky peacocks

      While that was all as it should be, today it felt wrong. Or rather, she felt wrong. Her skin was twitching and she had an urge to stretch her wings, but she was not a Valkyrie, as family legend said some of her great-great-great aunts had been. When Odin had called, they had chosen that life, but her generation had not. One of the reasons that the war, over for almost eight years now, had been called The War to End All Wars was that girls like her and her cousins had refused to sign on for future conflicts.

      Without Valkyries to fly to the battles and choose who would die, there would be no rhyme or reason to the outcomes. In a war fought like that, chaos would rule and that’s exactly what the gods didn’t want. The girls of Hulda’s generation had figured out that without them, gods and men would have to find other ways to manage the world.

      But it seemed that some part of her Valkyrie heritage was still alive inside Hulda. It sensed that something was wrong in Corsair’s Cove, and was insisting she do something about it.

      Telling Ivy she’d be right back, Hulda walked toward Church Road as casually as she could manage, nodding to people who interrupted their cheering and clapping to call out hellos. When they invited her to join them, she smiled and shook her head without changing course and when she reached the edge of the grassy playing field, she stepped across the shallow ditch and onto the hard-packed dirt of the road. She glanced over her shoulder to see if anyone was paying attention. They weren’t.

      Peering first south, then north along the road, she could see nothing unusual. No dust hung in the warm air to show that a vehicle had passed recently, and beyond the school property, the young chestnut trees were big enough to screen any view of her and Olaf’s farm half a mile along, and Blackthorne Manor just past that.

      But there was a sound that didn’t fit a Sunday afternoon during baseball season. She filtered out the happy noises coming from behind her: the whistles, the applause, the thwack of the hickory bat against the leather ball. What was bothering her wasn’t the haunting cry of a peacock. It wasn’t a dog barking at a deer.

      It was a hard sound. Repetitive. Hulda walked toward it. There was a pause and then a tearing noise. Her heart sped up even before she started to run.

      On the road just past the entrance to her farm, a car idled. When she was still a hundred yards away, Dick Oakley emerged from her orchard carrying something long and heavy in one hand and jumped awkwardly over the ditch onto the grass beside his auto. As he tossed his burden through the window onto the passenger seat, he looked up and saw her coming at a run. His eyes widened, he looked past her at the empty road beyond, then seemed to relax. Even so, he wasted no time skirting around the front of his car where he climbed into the driver’s seat, gunned the motor and roared away.

      Hulda ran straight into the cloud of dust he churned up. It caught in her throat, and she coughed as it drifted down to coat the rough grass and the leaves on the chestnut and walnut trees lining the road. Beyond those was the apple orchard that Olaf had planted when they’d decided to marry: the young Gravensteins, Dabinettes, Bellflower, Winter Banana, Northern Spy, Yarlington Mill, Improved Foxwhelp and of course row upon row of the best cider apples ever grown on the Pacific coast, Red Rogues.

      But their leaves no longer filtered the golden autumn light to dapple the lush grass beneath them. The sounds she’d heard had been their death knells as Dick had chopped at their slender trunks with his ax, then pushed them over to lie in tangled lines of splintered wood and crushed leaves.

      Hulda rushed forward to crouch beside the closest one, a Verité that had been her only sentimental choice. All the others had been selected for their eating and keeping qualities, their time of harvest, and their contribution to a cider blend. But Verité, although it was a wonderful all-round apple, she had wanted because of its name, a constant reminder that truth—and therefore deserved trust—was the most important quality in a person as in a marriage, or in any community for that matter.

      She had long ago told Olaf about her Valkyrie heritage and he had not been shocked; after all, his family history was as Norse as hers. And anyway, he told her, Corsair’s Cove was full of activity that could not be explained by the living.

      And although she hadn’t wanted him to worry or to tackle Dick Oakley on his own, she had told him that the smuggler had approached her. What she had not done was tell the police and that had made possible the devastation that surrounded her now.

      She knew that she wasn’t responsible for their lost orchard—that lay squarely at the feet of Dick Oakley—but her hesitation had left the way open for him. If she had told the ladies at the Women’s Institute meeting, or the sheriff, or even the mayor, then the word would have gone around and the good townsfolk of Corsair’s Cove would have advised her to do as the smuggler said. To stop making cider and everything else that came from it. They would have used his threats as an excuse, however well-meant, to fit her into their world more comfortably. More comfortably for them, anyway.

      And that was why she hadn’t done it. She wanted to belong, but even more than that she needed to be true to her own gifts and skills. And now she’d paid for that truth.

      As she knelt amidst the leafy branches of her dying Verité, Hulda stroked the rough gray bark and gently rubbed a smooth leaf between her fingers.

      “I’m so sorry,” she said.

      With grief for the lost trees and dreams, and anger at Oakley and herself burning beneath her ribs, she pushed herself upright, dusted off her knees, and walked away from the awful desolation of jagged little stumps and fallen trees, back to the schoolyard and the people of Corsair’s Cove.

      Olaf, in the outfield once again, didn’t see her coming. She leaped over the ditch with one stride and marched across the grass toward him, ignoring the good-humored shouts from the other players and spectators. When he finally realized something was going on, he turned and as soon as he saw her, his shoulders went back.

      “What’s wrong?”

      She walked straight up, put her arms around him and rested her cheek against his chest, listening to his steady heart for a moment. Then she raised her head to look at him.

      “I’m so sorry,” she said. “Dick Oakley has…. Oh Olaf, he’s killed our orchard.”

      His face reflected his thoughts. Confusion first, then anger as he processed her words.

      “Are you all right?” he asked.

      She nodded. “It’s just the orchard.”

      “Why did you go home by yourself?” he asked.

      “He was here, Oakley was, and he—he warned me before to stop selling my cider but I don’t sell it so I— Anyway, he was here and then I thought I heard something. So I went to check.”

      “Hulda.” Olaf pulled her close. “I need for you to tell me things.”

      She nodded against his chest, close to tears.

      “I need for you to not go ‘check’ by yourself when you’ve been threatened by a criminal.”

      She nodded again. The tears were coming now, and so was a smile. Was there anyone in the world more even-keeled than a Norwegian farmer?

      “I love you,” she said.

      His answer was another squeeze and a kiss on the top of her head. Then he loosened his arms, stepped back half a pace, and said, “Someone’s been at my farm.”

      When Hulda looked up, all of Corsair’s Cove was gathered around them.

      The tears welled up again and Hulda sniffed.

      Mrs. Blackthorne bustled forward, pulling an ironed and folded handkerchief from the handbag on her arm. She pressed it into Hulda’s hand and put the other arm around her shoulders as Olaf released her.

      “Now dear,” she said quietly, turning to put her formidable form between Hulda and the rest of the crowd. “Are you hurt?”

      Hulda blew her nose and shook her head.

      “In any way?” Mrs. Blackthorne persisted.

      “Honestly, I’m fine,” Hulda assured her, a little unnerved by the attention from someone who thought she was a devil in their midst. “I got there after the… damage had been done.”

      “That’s all right then.” Mrs. Blackthorne called Ivy to join their little huddle beside the larger group of men that were making deep-voiced noises about trucks and pursuits and dividing up to cover the roads in all directions.

      “He went north on Church Road,” Hulda called to Olaf, who nodded that he’d heard her.

      “Fine,” Mrs. Blackthorne said. “Now you men get after him, and we will wait for news at the Manor.”

      “I can go home,” Hulda protested. Losing her orchard was bad enough; spending the rest of the day with the Temperance lady of the manor was terrifying. Hulda closed her eyes as she remembered calling Mrs. Blackthorne unchristian.

      But that good person was already steering her toward her car, which was parked across the street in front of the town hall. “Ivy will come with us. You must not be on your own right now. Olaf will collect you when the men have finished.”

      Finished what?

      “They won’t…”

      “The sheriff’s deputy is going too,” Mrs. Blackthorne indicated the man kissing his small son good-bye and handing the little boy his catcher’s mitt for safekeeping. “All will be well. You will see.”

      “You can’t be sure of that,” Hulda said. “What if…?”

      “This is Corsair’s Cove, my dear. All will be well.”

      Hulda struggled to stay polite. “I’m sure it would be if it were all up to, uh, good people like you, but it’s not. There are others whose motives aren’t so—”

      By now they had reached the car and when Ivy had opened the door, Mrs. Blackthorne bundled Hulda into the back seat with instructions to Ivy to get in and hold onto her.

      “I’m not a china doll,” Hulda protested, feeling like both control over her life and reality were slipping away.

      Ivy did as she was told and said firmly, “You haven’t seen her drive. Hold onto the door handle and I’ll hold onto you. It’s safest that way.”

      In the driver’s seat, Mrs. Blackthorne started the car, put it into gear with a grinding sound, and they lurched forward.

      “Why is she doing this?” Hulda whispered to Ivy as the car staggered along a slight curve in the road. But the roar of the engine and grinding of the gears were too loud for whispers and Ivy didn’t answer.

      Within minutes they were sweeping up the raked gravel drive to the big white house set on the top of the ridge, surrounded by lawns and rose beds. The car shot toward the wide, shaded veranda, and Hulda held her breath until a nondescript brown peahen, scuttling out of the way, reached the relative safety of a clump of bronze chrysanthemums. She released the breath when the car stalled, jerking to a stop at the foot of the steps.

      Inside the house, Mrs. Blackthorne led Hulda and Ivy all the way to the back to a small parlor, where she settled them on stiff upholstered chairs and tucked a crocheted lambswool afghan blanket around Hulda before hurrying out again.

      “What were you trying to say in the car?” Ivy asked as soon as Mrs. Blackthorne’s muffled voice reached them from a distant room.

      “Why is she doing this?” Hulda repeated, still mystified. “She could have driven us to my house. She doesn’t like me, so why would she do it at all?”

      “This is Corsair’s Cove,” Ivy said, as if that explained everything.

      Hulda shook her head and raised her palms to indicate that it explained nothing. She jumped, heart tripping, as a telephone bell shrilled in the distance. It was quickly silenced.

      “You are part of Corsair’s Cove, where we look after our own,” Ivy said.

      “But she has made it clear many times that I’m not one of you,” Hulda said.

      Now it was Ivy’s turn to shake her head. “She doesn’t have to approve of everything you do,” she began.

      Hulda had to laugh. “That’s something of an understatement.”

      “You are part of our community,” Ivy continued, “so in the end she accepts you, no matter what she perceives as your shortcomings.”

      “That’s big of her,” Hulda said.

      “But Hulda, it works both ways,” Ivy said. “You don’t have to like everything she does either, but part of the covenant of Corsair’s Cove is
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include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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