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Chapter One
As Camelia Wright turned the bend, three miles out from the Lost and Found Antique Shop in Devon, England, she realized that, in her haste to close early, she had forgotten to take the vintage Caravelle wristwatch she had promised to bring to Mrs. Walker. Knowing that turning back now would further delay her arrival at her sister’s birthday party, she hesitated. Darn the luck, Camelia thought. Mrs. Walker was so looking forward to receiving that watch. Her mind made up, she turned around and headed back to the shop.
The late afternoon sun still offered enough illumination to fill the shop, as Camelia went straight to the back office to retrieve the forgotten watch. There it is, just where I left it, she thought, reaching out to take the watch from the desktop. Turning to leave, Camelia suddenly froze. As she drew in a strong gasp, her eyes fixed on the body of a young woman lying motionless on the floor.
Then, a sound, a sound of someone in the shop. Her mind was racing—who is this woman—is she dead—perhaps he didn’t see me; and then, she heard the footsteps coming closer ....
It had been so quiet in the cramped bedroom/converted office that he jumped when the phone rang.
“David speaking,” he said instinctively, as his concentration was suddenly interrupted from his writing.
“Good afternoon, David, I heard you were in town. This is Ellen from Stuart Cove Realty. Do you remember me?”
“Yes, of course, I do. I think the last time I saw you, you had come by to join us for a picnic, but instead, there was a horrible rainstorm.”
“I was soaked to the bone in the time it took me to get from my car to the front door. We ended up having the picnic on the porch, if I recall correctly,” Ellen said.
“Yes, I was very disappointed because I was supposed to meet some friends at the park. I remember it distinctly. Isn’t it funny—those things we remember?”
“David, I’m so sorry to hear about your Aunt Gina’s passing. She was a fine lady and a very close friend of mine.”
“Thank you, I know she was up in years, but I had imagined her outliving us all. She was a woman content with life, even during hard times.”
“Yes, if we all could be as fortunate,” Ellen responded. “At first, I was worried about her after she lost Walter, but she seemed to hold up—I guess because she spent so much of their married life on her own while he was out at sea.”
“You’re right,” David responded. “She was a strong woman, but I think it became difficult those last few years. I know it was hard on her when my mom passed away. They were very close.”
“True, after your mom passed, you were all she had left,” Ellen paused. “We’ll miss her terribly.” Changing the conversation’s tone, Ellen said, “She always spoke so highly of you. She admired your courage going off to live in New York to work for a big newspaper business.”
“Well, I don’t know how much courage it took, really.”
“For a lady who never left her hometown, she was very impressed with your ambition.”
“If I had grown up here, I might never have left. But growing up in Philly—well, New York doesn’t seem like that big a jump.”
“She was very proud of you. I hope you know that.”
“Thank you, it means a lot to me.”
“So, do you have a girlfriend?” Ellen asked.
David, a good-looking man of twenty-six, was of medium build. He sported a businessman’s haircut but wore it slightly longer than most men in his circle of friends and co-workers did. He would often run his hand through his long bangs to keep them out of his eyes. Most notable was his smile. It was not just his straight white teeth, but also the glimmer in his dark brown eyes, that made most people smile back without realizing it. He tried to stay in shape by going to the local gym a few days a week, which had the added benefit of relieving some stress he had because of his job. David was ambitious, both in college and early in his career. His professional goals included attaining an executive position in a leading media company. He believed he could meet his objective in New York, and he lived his life toward that end. Unfortunately, his goals left little time for any type of serious relationship, something that became clear when, nearly a year ago, he found himself involved with a young woman who abruptly ended the relationship because she believed he was spending too much time at work, and not with her.
“No, not at this time,” David answered, a little embarrassed by the question.
“Well, I almost forgot the reason for my call. I hope you don’t mind if I turn the conversation to business, but I wanted to offer my services in case you’re interested in selling the property, assuming that is what you would like to do. Of course, if you choose to use it as a rental property, I can help with that as well. People are very interested in moving to this area. Have you decided what you would like to do with the place?”
“Yes,” David answered, “I have thought about it and have decided to go ahead and sell it. I was able to arrange a short absence from work, and I have a friend currently staying at my place while he looks for an apartment in the city. That gives me a little time to get the house ready to sell, and I’ll use any extra time to finish writing my novel.”
“A novel—how exciting. I think that is a great idea. It is very quiet there at the cottage. I’m sure it would be perfect for writing.”
The cottage, while only a short drive from town, was an especially tranquil place to write. With few neighbors on the dead-end road, the property included about half an acre of land on Kings Creek. A small pier, a popular spot for the local ducks and seagulls, reached out from the backyard. The home itself was a modest one-and-a-half-story bungalow with two bedrooms, a galley-style kitchen, and a small cozy living room. Off the living room, next to the fireplace, a door led to a screened porch. In the warmth of the Connecticut summers, this room got the most use. You could look out to the water from here and usually rely on a cool breeze. A worn auburn couch sat against the wall, and a long wooden table with a red-and-white checkered tablecloth was positioned in the middle of the room with a mismatch of chairs around it. On each end facing the creek were rocking chairs, the cushions tattered from many years of use. There was plenty of room for family and friends to get together for a feast of clams or a quiet evening sipping iced tea.
“I could meet with you on Friday. I’ll come by the house, say around ten in the morning. Would that be good for you?”
“Yes, that would be fine. I’m glad you called. It’ll be nice seeing you again.”
“I better let you go, David. It sounds as if you have a lot of work to do.”
“See you Friday, Ellen.”
After hanging up the phone, David turned back to his laptop.
... She quickly hid behind the desk, hoping he would not hear her fear....
David paused, sat back, and listened. The window was open, and a warm June breeze blew the white lace curtains into the room. He could hear the angry calls of the gulls fighting for a place on the pier pilings.
I’m supposed to be getting this place ready to sell, so I shouldn’t feel guilty if I take a break.
As he walked from room to room, surveying the work needing to be done, David began to wonder what life must have been like for his aunt as a fisherman’s wife. He stepped into the master bedroom and noticed a framed picture sitting on the dresser. Although it had always been there, it now attracted his attention. Looking at the black-and-white photograph, David saw his aunt and uncle in their wedding attire looking back at him. They were very young. Could they have known then, the life they would live together? David knew the answer because that life was the life of nearly all the families in Stuart Cove back then. They lived a hard, simple life. They did not have much, but they had what they needed. David’s own mother decided she wanted something different, so she went off to college in Philadelphia where she met his father.
Looking closely at the faces, he admired their devotion to each other, not only apparent in the photograph, but also each time he had seen them together throughout the years he visited. The times David spent with his uncle were especially memorable. His earliest recollection was at age nine. It was summer, and David and his grandparents, his parents, and Uncle Walter were all there to celebrate Aunt Gina’s sixty-seventh birthday. It was a warm day, and Granddad and Grandma each sat back in the rocking chairs, looking out to the pier from the screened porch. They kept David’s dad in conversation about the local gossip and weather, as the women were busy in the kitchen getting lunch together.
Lying on the floor, looking at his Cat in the Hat book, David noticed his uncle motioning to follow him down to the pier. David jumped up and ran to join him. It was there that he observed his uncle in his element, pointing out the egret walking on the shoreline and a kingfisher perched on a nearby tree branch. He was a large man with strong arms, dark skin, and a ruddy complexion—very different from the men in his own hometown. The real treat came when David’s uncle would reach into his pocket and pull out a rope.
“Do you want me to show you a knot?”
“Of course, I do,” said the young boy with a grin from ear to ear.
“What knot would you like me to show you?”
“A bowline,” David replied.
He would watch intently, as his uncle with his large calloused hands would perform his magic. With the knot complete, he would hold it up for the young boy to inspect.
“Now, you do it.”
With his uncle’s kind guidance, David would slowly turn and loop the rope until he, too, could hold up his achievement for examination.
Seventeen years later, and the voices filling the house then were now absent. A sense of sadness came over David.
Well, I guess it’s a good time to take a trip into town, he thought, gently placing the picture back on the dresser. David went downstairs, walked across the living room, and paused at the door to the porch, from where he could see the pier. After a moment, he turned back and left through the front door.
It was evening by this time, as David pulled out of the driveway and onto the gravel road. I wonder how long it will take to sell this house, he thought, driving toward town. He reflected on his conversation with Ellen and her mentioning that tourists, otherwise known as outsiders by the locals, were really showing an interest in the area. David turned onto the main road, this time fully aware of his surroundings. It was a pleasant evening with the sun beginning its slow descent and the tall maple and oak trees casting their shadows on the road. With the windows down, David could smell the summer, as it brought back peaceful memories of his past visits. Why does this area appear greener this time, he pondered, driving along the quiet road.
It was not long before David approached town. He made a left turn onto Main Street, placing him at a slight decline, looking down from which he could see the small harbor of Stuart Cove. As he drove through town, David entered an area barely touched by time. Neighboring families had run many businesses lining the street for generations, including J&J’s Shoe Store; Wilson’s, a small department store; Joe’s Family Restaurant; and Ricky’s Grocery Store. Even the bank manager began his career at the bank as a young man, just as his father did before him. David noticed a few new shops in town, though: a crafts store, an antique shop, and a bakery. Physically, downtown consisted of several other streets where you could find the courthouse or the county library. It was Main Street that attracted the activity: young boys chasing each other and ducking into the shop doorways when possible, people taking care of their shopping and socializing at every opportunity, tourists taking in the nostalgia. Closer to the harbor was Johnson’s Hardware, where many local men would congregate if they were not at the Fishhook Pub located almost next door at the bottom of Main Street.
A cold brewsky would hit the spot right now, David thought, pulling into the parking area outside the pub. Stepping out of his car, he took in the sights—the fishing boats with all their rigging, the many seagulls flying overhead and resting on the pilings. He even noticed a tan-colored cat strolling toward the dock house. David decided to take a detour and walk down to the docks for a moment; the seagulls showed their displeasure by screaming and flying off, as he approached. Reaching the end of the pier, he looked out past the many sailboats anchored in the cove and saw the Stone Ridge Lighthouse. The bright white tower sat out on the Point some distance from the cove. Something about that lighthouse—it always fascinated him, but David never really knew why. He decided that it probably affected everyone that way, and without another thought about it, he turned back. As he passed the fishing boats, he read the names carefully painted on the sterns—The Ruth, Prowler, Shane, Seagull, Shirley Anne II, and Jetty. These names contrasted starkly to the yachts of New York David would sometimes see. They instead would display such names as Dad’s Toy, Deeper in Debt, or Spare Time. He chuckled, as he headed for the pub, thinking about the disparity.
Approaching the pub, David felt his cell phone vibrate in his pocket. Checking the display, he noticed it was Russ from work.
“Hey, Russ, what’s up?” David answered, slightly irritated to receive a call from work.
“David, I can’t find your file regarding Congressman Attwood, and I have to get that story out.”
“I put all my active files out on the D drive, so they could be accessed by anyone who needs them. Did you look there?”
“I thought I did,” Russ said, as he checked.
“There it is. Sorry, David, I just started to panic.”
“You’re on your own while I’m here. I told you I don’t have Internet access. Besides, I have a lot to take care of here, so my mind’s on other things; that’s why I took time off. Now, will you be okay?”
“Yea, I’ll try not to call you—my mistake,” Russ apologized.
David felt bad about how he had spoken to Russ, but he knew if he were not firm with his co-worker, Russ would take the easy route and continue to call any time something came up, rather than handle it himself.
As he entered the pub, it took David a moment to acclimate to the darker surroundings. In front of him was the bar, jutting out into an open area. Along the walls were booths, and in the rear were a couple of pool tables. The afternoon sun did not reach the small multi-pane windows looking out to the harbor. To David’s right was a young couple sitting at a booth. They were in deep conversation, not even stopping to notice that someone new had entered. Several people sat at the bar, and most paused to look in his direction—just for a moment, though, before they returned to their conversations. David approached the bar and sat down.
“What can I get you this evening?” the bartender asked in a scruffy but friendly tone.
“What do you have on tap?”
“We have Sam Adams, Michelob, and Harpoon.”
“I’ll take a Sam Adams, please.”
“Coming right up,” she said and turned to grab a glass.
Now that his eyes had adjusted, he could observe the pub’s patrons. There was a middle-aged couple sitting across from him. They were both smoking cigarettes, one nodding as the other spoke. He had the feeling they had been there for some time and would be there for some time to come.
“Here ya go.”
“Thanks.”
David took a long drink and placed the glass down on the bar before returning to his inspection. Sitting to the couple’s right were two young men who seemed to be having a friendly argument about where tomorrow’s best fishing would be. He was not trying to listen to their conversation, but they were speaking a bit loud, considering no one else was competing to be heard.
David took another drink, and as he lowered the glass, he noticed an old man sitting at the far end of the bar. Now doesn’t this guy match the classic waterman, David thought, attempting to take the guy in without being obvious. The old man appeared to have a full head of white hair under his black Greek fisherman’s cap. His dark tan stood out in contrast to his white beard. The deep lines in his face told of the many years he had spent on the water. As he sat there nursing a beer, no one seemed to be aware of him, nor did he seem aware of others, giving David an anomalous feeling. He was not sure if he should feel sorry for the guy or a little worried.
David then noticed he was not the only one inspecting someone; the bartender seemed to take a new interest in him.
“Are you Gina’s nephew?” she asked.
“Yes, David Parker,” he said, standing and reaching his hand out to her.
“Mary Carson,” she said, taking his hand and giving it a firm shake. Mary, a woman in her middle forties and a native of the town, owned the Fishhook Pub. She was extremely well liked by the locals, especially the menfolk. They felt comfortable with her, as if she were one of the guys. Mary took care of them when they stopped by. She had a way about her that kept them in line, and they respected that. She was a large, but solid, woman. She had especially strong arms, never allowing anyone to help her with the heavy lifting. Her male co-workers and patrons no longer attempted to help, because they knew she would snap at them for trying.
“Well, I’ll be damned,” she said, “I thought that was you.”
She paused. “Sure was sorry to hear of her passing.”
“Yes, I’m going to miss her.”
“Do you guys think you could keep it down a bit? Can’t you see I’m trying to have a conversation!” Mary yelled at the two men whose argument was getting louder.
“But Jim here is nuts. He doesn’t know what he’s talking about,” one man yelled back at Mary.
“Neither one of you know what the hell you’re talking about, so keep it down!”
They turned back to their argument, but this time at a slightly lower volume.
“So, are you going to be moving here?” Mary asked, as she turned her interest back to David.
“No, actually, I’ll be getting the place ready to sell.”
“That’s a pity; you’d be welcome here. Are you going to stay long enough for the Blessing of the Fleet?”
“I’d like to, but I’m afraid I have to get back to work. I’ve planned to be away for only a short time while I get things in order.”
“You’ll have to make it a point to come back for that then.”
“I just might do that, Mary,” David said, as he reached into his back pocket for his wallet.
Mary raised her hand in protest and said, “Put that away, David; it’s on the house.”
“Thank you; I’ll definitely have to come here more often.”
“Hey, don’t get use to it; I’m mean to my regulars,” she said, smiling.
Out of the corner of his eye, David thought he noticed the old man watching him, but when he looked over in his direction, the old man continued to gaze into his glass of beer. That’s peculiar. I felt the guy looking at me, David thought for a moment, but he then quickly turned his attention back to Mary.
“I want to thank you, Mary,” David said, standing to leave.
“Hey, if there is anything I can do to help, just let me know, okay?”
“I’ll do that, thanks.”
As he emerged from the pub into the fresh air of the outdoors, he again strolled over in the direction of the docks. A small circular area included a flower garden and a couple of benches. This area’s focal point was a fisherman’s memorial. It consisted of a base of gray polished granite with a granite tablet etched with the names of those from Stuart Cove lost at sea. The area was well kept; it was obvious the garden had been given regular attention.
He bent down, leaning on one knee, so he could read all the names listed. One side listed names of individuals, and the other side listed the vessels’ names and the dates. He looked closely at the names of the vessels: My Lady — July 14, 1952, Echo II — January 12, 1955, Seahawk — August 1, 1956.
“That don’t tell the whole story.”
David was so startled that he fell over on his other knee. As he looked over his shoulder to see the old man from the bar standing over him.
“Where the hell did you come from?” David asked, still trying to recover. “You scared me to death.”
The old man did not notice David’s reaction.
“You Gina’s nephew?”
So, he was listening to our conversation.
“Yes, I am,” David said, rising to his feet.
At that, the old man turned and walked away toward Main Street. David was so taken aback by this that he just stood there for a moment. I haven’t met a guy quite so odd as that in a long time, he thought, heading for his car.
Chapter Two
The warmth of the late morning was enough to wake David, as the sun poured into the bedroom. Opening his eyes, he looked over at the clock on the bedside table.
“Geez, its ten o’clock already,” he said, slowly getting out of bed. I seem to be sleeping later and later each morning.
It was another beautiful day, hardly a cloud in the sky, a warm temperature, but not especially humid. David descended the narrow staircase and entered the kitchen.
Darn, I forgot to go to the store yesterday. I sure hope there’s still some food left, he thought, opening the refrigerator. Inside was a half gallon of milk, three eggs, two beers, some grape jelly, half a stick of butter, half a package of sausages, and an end piece of bread.
“Looks like breakfast to me,” David said aloud.
He pulled out a pan from the cupboard and began to cook breakfast. It was not long before the cottage filled with the smell of fresh coffee and sausages—particularly noticeable after he came back inside after retrieving the morning paper from the front yard. An area at one end of the kitchen included a small table and two chairs, where David settled down to read the paper and eat his breakfast. As he read about the local stories and events—“House of Delegates OKs Waterman Bill of Rights,” “Matthew Earns Eagle Scout,” “American Legion Post 325 Plans a Pork Dinner“—a feeling of wistfulness came over him. With almost a jolt, David paused, sat back, and realized that he was relaxing. He chuckled, as he found himself now analyzing this sudden realization.
I take days off at home. I eat breakfast and read the paper at home. Isn’t that relaxing? Somehow it feels different here—very different. With that thought, he put the paper down, threw the dishes in the sink, and proceeded to pour another cup of coffee.
The familiar sound of the seagulls drew him to the porch, where he sat in one of the rocking chairs, sipped his coffee, and gazed off in the direction of the creek. He began to think about the day before and the old fisherman at the bar.
What did he mean, “It doesn’t tell the whole story”? Was he nuts, or did he want to tell me something? He pondered this thought for some time, as a gentle breeze moved slowly through the porch. His concentration was finally broken when he noticed a raccoon strolling across the backyard headed for the bulkhead.
I really do have work to do—grocery store, writing, getting this place ready. The day is already half gone and what do I have to show for it, he thought, as he went back into the house and began cleaning the kitchen. If I’m not careful, I’m going to let this relaxing thing get the best of me.
As he continued through the day—going to the grocery, organizing his aunt and uncle’s belongings, and even writing a couple of pages of his novel—he found it difficult to stop thinking about the old man and his comment. He was drawn back to the memorial. I wonder if he looks after that area, planting and caring for the flowers, polishing the granite, and keeping the dirt off the bricked walkway. This area, as he clearly remembered, was an area looked after by someone who cared, not just a person applying routine upkeep.
It was late afternoon by the time David finally succumbed to his curiosity. He decided to return to the Fishhook Pub in search of the old man.
As he drove downtown, David felt a sense of urgency beginning the moment he chose to find this mysterious fellow, the decision he was struggling with all day. He was a little surprised at his determination, and it was this determination blinding him, as he drove through town. Unlike the day before when David was attuned to all the activities of Main Street, this afternoon, he did not notice the black cat sleeping among the many books in the bookstore’s display window. He did not notice the young girls taking turns whispering into each other’s ear, then giggling with delight. Instead, David began to question his pursuit, as he pulled into the pub’s parking lot.
Hey, if he’s not here, I’ll just have a beer and go home. What’s the big deal? Maybe I’m just looking for an excuse not to get my work done.
As he entered the pub, he was surprised to see how busy it was. Mary had her hands full. He approached the bar and noticed the old man was not there, at least not where he was sitting the day before. He looked around but figured this man would have claimed that same seat at the bar and looking anywhere else was pointless.
He remembered his pledge—if the old man is not here, I’ll have a beer and go home. It was at that moment that Mary saw David. She reached in her pocket, pulled out a small piece of paper, and handed it to David. He took the note and quickly read it:
Meet me at the lighthouse at 5
There was no name on it, but he knew whom it was from. Just the same, he attempted to ask Mary. As Mary was steadily arguing with a group of unruly men, at the same time filling a fistful of mugs at the tap, she looked at David and nodded her head in the direction of the old man’s seat, confirming his suspicion. Looking at his watch, he saw it was 4:40. With a new sense of purpose, he rushed out of the pub, got into his car, and headed for the lighthouse.
How the hell did he know I would come looking for him? This guy is even more mysterious than I first suspected, David thought, driving through town. On approaching the Ridge Port Bridge, the traffic began to slow.
Damn it, if you don’t keep moving, we’re going to get stuck here. A moment later, the bells rang as the traffic arms began their descent.
“See, I told you,” David said aloud in frustration.
He could do nothing more but wait, as the massive road sections slowly raised. Rather than remain in the car, he joined others on the sidewalk to watch the line of sailboats maneuver single file through the opening, each blowing its horn twice in thanks, as they passed through.
The lighthouse was clearly visible in the distance. I think I can now rule out just a nutty comment from a nutty old man; there’s obviously more to it than that. Or is there? Maybe he is just a very creative nutty old man who gets a kick out of stringing along outsiders.
David found himself again questioning his quest, but not enough to abandon his appointment. Instead, he glanced at his watch and worried he would not make it in time. The sound of the road sections descending interrupted David’s thoughts. He rushed back to his car and started the engine, as the bells rang and the traffic arms rose. David could not help but look at the clock in the dashboard; it read 5:02.
Well, if I miss him, I miss him. This is crazy, anyway.
David tried to prepare himself for the high probability that he would not get there in time. He turned off the main road and proceeded toward the lighthouse, taking him out of the main stream of traffic. After a few miles, trees lined each side of the road.
With the windows down, David could tell he was getting close because there was the slight smell of the bay in the air.
The lighthouse had been deactivated in the late fifties, and after some years of neglect, the Stuart Cove Historical Society took over the property and converted it into a museum. It had been many years since David had come here to visit with his aunt and uncle.
I don’t even know when this place closes, he thought.
The clock in the dashboard read 5:12. Then, there on the right was a large wooden sign in the shape of a lighthouse and dwelling that read at the base, Welcome to the Stone Ridge Lighthouse. David turned onto the dirt road. Emerging from the tree line, road dust engulfed his car like a fog. He then entered the parking lot, where there were about ten cars. David realized, as he got out of his car, that the note had not been very specific as to where to meet. He looked around, but did not see his fisherman.
David heard a voice yell out, “You going to the lighthouse, sir?”
He turned and saw a short round man standing near a small white-and-blue shuttle bus. The note did say meet me at the lighthouse.
“Yes, I guess I am.”
The man followed David onto the bus, jumped in the driver’s seat, and started it up.
“It’s been a busy day; we had a group of school kids come in from Scottstown Elementary.”
“Is that so?” David replied, continuing to look around.
The bus began the short drive to the lighthouse, located at the end of the Point. As the bus pulled away from the parking lot, it entered an open grass area about a half-mile wide. The Point, surrounded by water, was slightly elevated on a rocky bluff.
“Hope you weren’t planning on walking. Many people do when the weather is this nice, but since we close soon, I figured you probably want to get there faster.”
“When do you close?”
“We close at half past six.”
“Good, I was afraid you closed at five-thirty.”
“You’d be cutting it a bit close if we closed at five-thirty,” the bus driver responded with a smile.
“I was supposed to be meeting someone here, but I might have missed him,” David said, as the bus pulled up to a small stone house standing a short distance in front of the lighthouse.
“Have you been here before?”
“Not in a long time.”
“If you enter through the front door, there will be a small gift shop on the right. That’s where you buy tickets. The tours run about every fifteen minutes. Hope you find your friend.”
“Thanks,” David said, as he stepped off the bus and looked around quickly. Even though only a few trees were scattered throughout the Point, the front of the house sat among mature Eastern hemlock that offered shade to the otherwise exposed area. He walked up the stone steps, entered the front door, and found himself in the entrance where an attractive young woman with long brown hair and hazel eyes greeted him.
“Hello. Welcome to the Stone Ridge Lighthouse. Will you be joining us on a tour today?” She was slender, slightly over five feet, and wore a mid-calf length skirt of thin flowered material swaying with every movement. Her pink V-neck top seemed to accentuate her slightly dark, even complexion.
“Actually, I was supposed to be meeting someone here, but I’m not sure where exactly.”
“I haven’t noticed any stragglers, but you’re welcome to look around. If you walk straight through this way, you’ll see a backdoor. Perhaps your companion is waiting out back.”
“Thank you, you might be right. I’ll take a look.”
David was beginning to wonder again if he had been taken for a fool, as he headed down the hall to the backdoor. He opened the screen door and noticed a couple of picnic tables, but no sign of the fisherman. David descended the steps and there, a few yards in front of him, stood the lighthouse. He squinted, as the sun reflected off the bright white paint. Beyond the lighthouse, at the edge of the bluff, was a white picket fence. David took a quick walk around, but still no sign of the old man. He then decided to try one last place—the lighthouse itself.
As David reached out for the doorknob, the door swung open, and two young boys, laughing and ignoring all around them, almost knocked him over, as they exited.
“That was a close one.” David heard a man’s voice, but upon entering the darkened foyer, he could not at first see the person who spoke.
“Not scared of heights, are you?” the voice continued.
David could now see a tall man with a brown beard sitting behind a wooden counter to the left of the entrance.
“Actually, I was supposed to be meeting a gentleman here.”
“There is a couple with their two children, a woman with her daughter, the parents of those two boys, but no gentleman touring solo, as I recall.”
“Well, thank you,” David responded, as he turned to leave the lighthouse.
The hell with this; I might as well take the tour, so I don’t feel like a complete ass, he thought, heading back to the main house. I just hope there’s enough time left for that.
“No sign of your friend?” The young woman asked, as David approached her in the hallway.
“No, I must have missed him, so I might as well take the tour while I’m here.”
“You can buy your ticket from Millie. She’s in the gift shop,” the woman said, pointing in the direction of what appeared to be a parlor. Inside was a small fireplace against the outside wall with miniature lighthouses lined up on the mantel. The shop contained other lighthouse-related knick-knacks and locally made crafts strategically placed to avoid being knocked over by the strong breeze coming in through the open windows.
“Good evening, will you be touring the lighthouse?” Millie, a gray-haired woman in her sixties, had volunteered at the lighthouse for the past five years. She began her tenure after losing her husband. Her family had convinced her to get out and become involved in something. Millie noticed an ad in the local paper asking for volunteers to help out at the Stone Ridge Lighthouse and decided she would give it a try. She quickly fell into a routine and spent as much time there as she could. Millie was soon known as the mother of the light for her protective and take-charge attitude.
“Yes, I think I will take the tour.”
“One ticket for you?” Millie asked from behind a small counter.
“Yes.”
“Twelve seventy-five then,” Millie said, as she tore a ticket from the ticket book and handed it to David.
“Thank you.”
After collecting his change, David returned to the front foyer. “I guess you need this,” and he handed the ticket to the young woman.
“Yes, thank you. My name is Claire. Have you been here before?”
“Not since I was about twelve years old.”
“Good, then you’re not at risk of a repeat performance,” Claire said, as she motioned David into another parlor to the left of the entrance hall.
“We’ll begin the tour here downstairs with the keeper’s living quarters, then we’ll move to the upstairs where there is a bedroom display and a small museum including an assortment of lighthouse memorabilia. Finally, I’ll pass you on to Jim in the lighthouse itself. There, you’ll proceed on a self-guided tour, up the light tower to the lantern room, if you’re up to the challenge. The view is well worth the trip,” Claire said with a smile.
The parlor was modestly decorated. David noticed the furniture seemed to be from assorted time periods. There was a fireplace on the far wall with a simple wood mantelpiece. The large plank wood floors sloped. The plaster walls were painted white and gave the false impression they were as uneven as the floorboards. Hanging on the walls were two paintings: one displayed a sailing vessel; the other, a family portrait.
Claire noticed David’s attention to the oil paintings.
“Wonderful, aren’t they? This one displays the Master of the Seas, one of the last clipper ships built by Randal Baines and launched in 1823 in Boston. This other painting is of the Stuart family, the town’s namesake. Captain George Stuart, who served in the British Royal Navy from 1755 to 1768, is shown with his wife Mary and their two sons, James and Robert.”
“Any connection with the lighthouse?” David asked, examining the paintings closer.
“Yes, there certainly is. The clipper ship ran aground off the Point in 1829. Although a number of ships were lost in those early years, it was the Master of the Seas and its crew that finally convinced the government to build the Stone Ridge Lighthouse in 1831. As for the Stuart family, Captain Stuart’s great-great grandson married the daughter of one of the early lighthouse keepers in 1867. You might have noticed the furniture dates to different periods. There is a reason for that,” Claire continued.
“Since the lighthouse and home were manned from 1831 to 1956, the Stuart Cove Historical Society, who is currently responsible for this museum, could not decide what time period to reflect in the furnishings. Therefore, it was decided to include the whole span, as much as possible. We have collected various articles from past keepers and their families. The secretary you see is the oldest piece, having been here since the first family moved in. Several keepers have spent time at this desk, taking care of the necessary paperwork.”
The secretary, standing against the inside wall, was a simple but solid piece of furniture made of cherry. The drop front was open, papers scattered, with the appearance that someone had just left behind unfinished business. The top bookcase contained a variety of timeworn books visible through the beveled glass. It concealed its age well, even though it exhibited its share of scratches. The grain of the wood gleamed in the filtered sunlight coming in through the curtains.
“This camelback loveseat dates to the early 1950s,” Claire explained, pointing to a loveseat upholstered in a dark floral pattern. “Watch your step,” she cautioned, as they moved into the adjoining dining room.
“The floor is a bit uneven.”
“Yes, I noticed that.”
“Over the years, keepers had an assortment of responsibilities. They had to keep the lenses and mirrors clean and wicks trimmed, carry heavy pails of oil, and wind and oil the clockwork mechanism. They had to whitewash the outbuildings every spring and keep on top of the paperwork, which included recording visitors and weather observations—all this in addition to the nightly watch to confirm the light was burning and the signal timing was accurate. With these many duties and responsibilities, there was not always time for the whole family to share dinner together, but during the longer days of the summer, chances of that would be better.”
Next, they moved into the kitchen. The focal point was a large cast iron stove standing against the beige wainscot-paneled wall.
“This stove dates to the 1920s. Looking at it now, it’s hard to believe it was a modern upgrade when it was brought in.”
There was a small butcher-block table and two chairs alongside the inside wall. On the table were two coffee mugs, a plate of biscuits, and an oil lamp. Off the kitchen was a pantry. A curtain took the place of a door. It was pulled back to display the assortment of canned goods lined up along the shelves.
David noticed some type of list framed on the wall. “What’s this?”
“That’s a list of weekly food provisions allowed per man, as outlined in the Instructions to Light-Keepers and Masters of Light-Vessels, 1902.”
“Interesting.”
Next, they entered the hallway lined with black-and-white photographs.
“These are pictures of the many keepers who have lived here,” Claire pointed out, as they slowly walked up the hall in the direction of the front entrance. “Upstairs is a small museum. Please watch your step. Sam will answer any questions you might have,” she said, motioning David to ascend the stairs.
“Thanks.”
As he reached the top of the staircase, David noticed two open rooms; one had a rope across the entrance. He walked up to the rope and looked inside. It was a bedroom containing a brass double bed, a dresser with washbasin, and a single wooden chair. He then proceeded to the opposite side of the hall and entered a large room. There inside were display cases and a number of artifacts. A slightly pudgy man with gray hair and reddish cheeks, who had been reading a book, stood up as David entered the room.
“Good evening.”
“Hello, Sam.”
“Please take your time looking around and feel free to ask me any questions.”
“Thank you, I will,” David responded, approaching a display case.
Inside was an old wooden box containing wicks and mantels. The display card read, “Before electricity, most all navigational beacons used oil or kerosene lamps, the majority of which had wicks.” Next to that was a tattered matchbox, wooden matches, and a torn matchbox wrapper. The display card read, “Original government-issued matches.” Moving down the case, David read the card next to a brass box, stating “Brass-Boxed Cleaning Kit. Used by the keeper for polishing the lighthouse lens and brightwork.” He especially noticed the next item. It appeared to be an old waterlogged piece of wood. The card read, “Believed to be a plank from the ghost ship Isidore.” David hesitated here a moment.
“Have you heard about the sinking of the Isidore?” Sam asked.
“No, I haven’t.”
“Would you like to?”
“Why, yes, I would.”
“It was on November 26, 1842, when a crewman, Thomas King, dreamt about the ship Isidore, which was to set sail two days later. He dreamt it would be lost at sea. He pleaded with the captain, Ileander Foss, to release him from duty. The following night, another crewman had a dream. He dreamt of seeing seven coffins on the shore, one being his own.”
Obviously, Sam enjoyed telling this story. With complete concentration, he continued, “Ignoring these premonitions, the captain set sail from York, Maine, and shortly after passing Cape Neddick Light, a terrible gale hit. The next morning, fragments of the ship began to wash ashore, along with seven bodies, including the sailor who had dreamt of the coffins. The captain’s body was never found. As for Thomas King, he was not among the dead because he never left with the ship. He instead hid on shore, disobeying the captain’s orders. There have been many sightings of the ghost ship Isidore carrying a phantom crew, all dripping wet.”
“My, that’s some story, and this is a plank from that ship?”
“That’s what they say. There was even a song called The Wreck of the Isidore written about the sinking.”
“I’ll have to look that song up,” David said, continuing to examine the various items, including a foghorn and a fourth-order Fresnel lens.
“Will you be touring the lighthouse?”
“Yes, I think I will.”
“Good, just go downstairs and down the hall to the backdoor. The lighthouse is straight ahead; can’t miss it,” the man said with a grin.
“Thank you.”
As he left the room, David passed a mannequin wearing a keeper’s official jacket and cap. He then descended the staircase and saw Claire in the hallway.
“Ready to visit the lighthouse?”
“Yes, I am.”
“Jim will take good care of you, and if you have any questions, don’t hesitate to ask. He’s our expert,” Claire said, walking David to the back.
“Thanks,” he responded, departing through the backdoor.
As the late afternoon turned to early evening, shadows were cast across the property, and the breeze seemed a bit cooler. Remembering his last encounter with the two boys, David entered the lighthouse a little more cautiously.
“Did you find your friend?”
“No, I didn’t, so I decided to take the tour instead.”
The spiral staircase took up most of the area, and Jim was tucked behind the small wooden counter.
“The height of this tower is 115 feet with a focal plane of 136 feet. Are you up for a climb?”
Walking over to the base of the staircase, David looked upward through the winding stairs, which had the appearance of a chambered nautilus half-shell.
“I think I can handle this.”
“Since you’re my last visitor, I’ll join you; have to make my rounds before closing up.”
They began their ascent.
“The first lighthouse in America was the Boston Light, built in 1716. This lighthouse, as I’m sure Claire told you, was built in 1831. Its light source was the second-order lens originally fueled by an oil lamp. In 1932, it went electric. Then, in July of 1956, it went dark, and the Black Sand Navigation Beacon took over the job. We don’t know exactly how many keepers there were over the years, but we know two of them were women.”
They continued their climb, spiraling against the tower’s walls, occasionally passing a window or a landing where they could both rest a moment, as David inspected the various relics and photographs. Finally, they arrived at a room just below the lantern room. It appeared to serve the purpose of an office with a desk, a couple of chairs, a table with a coffee machine, and a table next to the desk with a radio on it.
“Haven’t seen a radio like that in a while; my uncle used to have one,” David said, approaching the table to look closer.
“That’s an LEC Model LRK 3 channel receiver.”
“We thought it was lost. Then, a few years ago, it was found when we were cleaning out a room. We decided to bring it back in here. Some people say it’s haunted.”
“Really, why do they say that?”
“Oh, I’ll leave the ghost stories up to Sam.”
They then proceeded up a narrow staircase to the lantern room. Here was the view that Claire had spoken of.
“This is a second-order lens—a beauty, isn’t she?”
There, in the center of the room, was a massive prismatic lens standing more than six feet tall, sparkling in the evening sun.
“I’m certainly no expert, but I would have to agree with you—she sure is a beauty.”
David circled the lens, his attention given equally to the amazing views and the inspection of the lens.
“You picked a good time of day to come up here.”
“It sure is a sight to see. I’m glad I decided to stay.”
Jim walked David back down the stairway—a trip that went much faster than the trip up.
“I have a couple of things to finish up here; do hope you enjoyed your tour.”
“Thanks, I thoroughly enjoyed it.”
“Have a great evening.”
As David walked toward the residence, he noticed someone sitting at one of the picnic tables. Well, I’ll be damned.
“I didn’t think you were here,” he said, approaching the table. “As a matter of fact, I just finished taking the tour, just so it wouldn’t be a wasted trip.”
The old man looked up at David, but his face showed no expression.
“So, why did you call me out here, and what did you mean by yesterday’s comment?” David asked, sitting adjacent to this mysterious old man.
“It is only names and dates,” the old man replied.
“Okay, you have my attention.”
“You a writer?”
Not many secrets around this town, David thought, as he answered. “Yes, why do you ask?”
“Because I have a story to tell.”
“A story about the memorial?”
“A story about the Seahawk,” the old man said in a quiet voice.
The old man moved in a little closer to David and asked, “Do you know that everything happens for a reason?”
This seemed like a somewhat odd question, but then, so was this whole conversation.
“I suppose it does,” David responded.
David had to admit that the old man intrigued him a bit. He wanted to hear his story.
Chapter Three
“Year was 1954,” the old man began, looking off to the distance.
“Dwight Eisenhower was president. As I recall, Rear Window with that movie star Jimmy Stewart was playing at the theater.”
Where the heck is this going, David thought.
“I Love Lucy was all the rage,” he continued. “I remember the year well; watchin’ the World Series in color, the New York Giants and Cleveland, and ...,” he paused. “A young man by the name of Danny was the keeper at the Stone Ridge Lighthouse.”
The memories he held close for so long were finally coming forward in his story.
***
“I can’t believe it—it’s already 11:05. Sis is gunna kill me if I’m late for her wedding,” Danny said to himself, putting the paintbrushes away. “Won’t matter that I was painting these damn fences into the dark of night, and I’ve been at it since the crack of dawn this morning.”
The ceremony was getting under way by the time Danny arrived. Mrs. Kessler was playing the wedding march, and Mr. Grimshaw had Helen by the arm, as they were proceeding up the aisle. Upon seeing this, Danny rushed in and tapped Mr. Grimshaw on the shoulder, whereby he graciously moved aside, and Danny slipped in his place, taking his sister’s arm. She turned and looked at him angrily, as he smiled back at her, and they proceeded up the aisle. The church was packed, and all eyes were on them, as they approached the altar. It happened to be an unusually warm day for May, and Danny felt beads of sweat rolling down his face. Moments later, with his part in the ceremony completed, he was able to leave the altar and slip into the first pew, where Mrs. Rita handed him a handkerchief.
This church played a central role in the lives of all Stuart Cove’s residents—the young had been baptized here, growing families had worshiped here, all had said good-bye to loved ones here, and now, it was the wedding of Helen and Scott that would be celebrated here. With his duty behind him, Danny could turn his attention to the moment. The spring flowers decorating the altar seemed to dance with the colorful rays of light coming in through the stained glass windows. As he watched the ceremony, his joyful mood turned a little downcast, as he thought about their parents and how they were not there to share this important day. Danny had tried to take on the role of father after he was lost to a boating accident seven years earlier, but when they lost their mother two years later to cancer, he was almost overwhelmed with a sense of responsibility. His sister then comforted him and assured him that everything would be okay, even though she was only twenty years old at the time. Their bond was very strong.
“I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride.” As Helen and Scott kissed at the altar, the church rang out in cheer, bringing Danny’s thoughts back to the joy of the occasion. He gave his new brother-in-law a hard slap on the back, as he and Helen made their way back down the aisle and out the front door of the church.
“I thought I hid the truck,” Scott said, as he and Helen surveyed Scott’s truck.
“Look at it; this is going to be embarrassing.”
“Guess you didn’t hide it as well as you thought.”
“No, Mrs. Spear, I guess I didn’t.”
The 1945 Ford pickup had cans tied to the rear bumper and a handwritten sign in the small rear window, reading “Scott & Helen.” Then, just as they started to collect themselves, the church doors burst open, and friends and family surrounded them.
***
Danny arrived back at the lighthouse with his arms full of grocery bags. He had felt a bit overdressed at the market, but since he was already out to attend the wedding, he thought it best to stop and pick up some supplies. Normally, Helen did the shopping, but Danny insisted she not concern herself with it. This took an argument from Danny because Helen felt he would not be able to get by alone while she was gone on her honeymoon, even though it would only be for three days. He had to admit, on arriving to an empty house, that it felt a bit odd not having her there. Then, he began to wonder about having both of them there—how different would it be? It was the most logical solution, though. With Scott tripping (out fishing for extended periods), Helen would otherwise be alone.
As he continued to put away the groceries, Danny’s thoughts turned to work and all he had to do to make up for the short time he had been away from the lighthouse. He quickly went to his bedroom and changed out of his one good suit and back into his uniform.
The afternoon passed quickly, as Danny continued with his chores. He spent most of the time working on the diesel that powered the fog signal. By late afternoon, Danny was at the secretary, making log entries and completing government forms. Then, there was a knock at the door. He stopped and put down his pen. I’ve been saved from the forms, at least for now, Danny thought, walking to the entry hall. He opened the door to find Mr. Kessler standing there with a sullen look on his face.
“Shit, I almost forgot it.” Mr. Kessler left the front steps and headed back to his car.
Danny stepped out and watching him, asked, “Jim, where ‘ya going?”
A moment later, Mr. Kessler, in his plaid flannel shirt and his denim overalls, returned, holding a covered dish.
“This is from the missus; she doesn’t think you can survive without Helen.”
“Damn, Jim, you tell her it’s very much appreciated, but she really didn’t need to go to the trouble,” Danny said, taking the dish and motioning Jim to follow him into the kitchen where he set the dish on the counter.
“Have a seat, Jim. Why don’t ya join me for a cup of joe?”
Removing his baseball cap and placing it on the kitchen table, Jim replied, “It’s four thirty in the afternoon. How about a beer instead?”
“Can’t do that. I’m still on duty, but you’re welcome to one.”
“You’re always on duty, Danny.”
Danny reached into the fridge, brought out a bottle of Budweiser, and handed it to Jim. He then grabbed the kettle on the stove, gave it a shake to confirm it had a sufficient amount of water, set it on the stove, and turned up the flame.
“So, when they gettin' back from their honeymoon?”
“Sunday night some time,” Danny responded, taking a stained off-white porcelain coffee mug from the cabinet and placing it on the table. He reached into a drawer, pulled out a bottlecap opener, and slid it across the table, at the same time falling onto the opposite chair across from Jim.
“Not much time for a honeymoon,” said Mr. Kessler.
Mr. Kessler was a big man, emphasized in the small kitchen. His complexion permanently darkened by years at sea, had deep lines, with an expression of one who is tired. He had been a fisherman all his life. In his younger days, he crewed on the offshore draggers and was out for days at a time, keeping him away from his family. However, it was for his family that he fished. They went out in all weather, passing the time until they reached the fishing site. Then, the true work began. They unwound the ground cables from the large reel at the boat’s stern. Then, as they dragged the net across the bottom, the water’s resistance against the troll doors held the mouth of the net open wide to capture the fish. Hours later, when it was time to haul back, the captain stopped the vessel and put the winch into gear. The cables were brought back on board, as the men leveled them onto the drums, assuring that they coiled evenly. Once the troll doors were disconnected, the scissors and the troll wound back on the reel, and the heavy cot end was hoisted above the deck. As the cowbell was released, the cot end opened, and the load of fish was dumped on the deck. The men picked the deck with their spiked sticks, disregarding the trash fish and keeping the marketable ones.
In his later years, Mr. Kessler transitioned to a day boat, allowing him more time with his family. His day would usually begin at four a.m., arriving at the fishing site at dawn, at which time, they began the work of setting the gear. They usually arrived back at the dock around three in the afternoon, once there, they continued their work unloading their catch.
Mr. Kessler had been a good friend and shipmate of Danny and Helen’s father. The Kesslers tried to check in on the brother and sister now and again, trying to fill the void as best they could after the loss of their parents. The couple admired their strength and resourcefulness.
“Scott’s gotta get back. The Seahawk’s going out for a ten-day trip Monday morning,” Danny said, spooning some instant coffee into the cup.
The kettle whistled. Danny got up, took it from the stove, poured the steaming water into the coffee cup, and returned it to the stove.
***
“Gentlemen, I’m afraid I’ve gotta kick you outta here; it’s closing time,” Claire said, clapping her hands as she passed the picnic table on her way to the lighthouse. The old man abruptly ended his story, got up from the table, and headed across the yard, catching David by surprise. David called out to him. “Hey, you haven’t finished your story. What’s your name?”
“Tomorrow, 1300, Black Sand Park,” the man yelled over his shoulder, as he quickly departed.
“Where at the park?” David yelled after him, but the old man did not respond, as he disappeared behind the house.
“He did it to me again,” David mumbled under his breath, getting up from the table. “He sure moves quickly for an old guy. He’s practically stealth.” Heading back to his car, David felt his phone vibrate.
“What’cha need, Russ?” he asked.
“Hey, David, I’m afraid I need some help with that story we were working on about the Board of Ed.”
“What kind of help?” David asked; that story being the furthest thing from his mind.
“I’m setting up my interviews, and I need to know if I should include Ms. Heather, ‘cause if I do, that would probably change the approach to the story,” Russ said.
“Of course, you should interview her. I thought we talked about that,” David answered, obviously irritated, but realizing that he needed to guide Russ through the process, he added, “Look, Russ, how about I call you tomorrow morning about it?”
“Okay, I appreciate that,” Russ responded.
David was now engaged in the old man’s story, and he did not want to risk losing his train of thought, as he mulled over the events he had just heard.
Chapter Four
David was falling into a pattern of waking up much later than his previous custom of six a.m.; but knowing he had a ten o’clock meeting with Ellen, he woke up earlier, so he could have a leisurely breakfast and enjoy his coffee on the porch. It proved to be another fine morning. He had the windows open to capture the slight breeze coming off the water.
I can’t believe how fast the time is going by. It’s been a week already, and what do I have to show for it, David thought, cleaning up the kitchen. I have to get this house ready to sell, work on my book, and … what I didn’t expect—hear about this bizarre story from an eccentric old man. He seems to be monopolizing most of my time lately. This reminded him—Shit, I almost forgot; I have to meet him at one o’clock today. David considered canceling the appointment, but instead thought—I’ll give this story thing one more chance, but I can’t spend my time here listening to this guy go down memory lane. Nope, I’m going to have to politely ask him to share his story with someone else who has time to kill. That’s my plan.
David spent the rest of the morning doing odds and ends and packing up a few more items. He was running late when he jumped into the shower to get cleaned up before Ellen was scheduled to arrive. He left the bathroom door slightly open, so he could hear the door.
I sure hope she’s running late, David thought, attempting to hurry his shave without lacerating himself. Who are you kidding; what realtor is late for an appointment to sell a house?
Then, the knock at the door. In his haste, he broke the wall hook, as he grabbed his shirt.
“Damn, something else I’ll have to fix,” David said aloud, putting his shirt on at the same time he ran down the stairs to get the door.
“Hello, David.”
“It’s been a long time, Ellen. Please come in.”
David stepped aside, as Ellen walked into the cottage, giving David a slight hug as she walked through the door.
“This IS a charming place, David,” Ellen said, walking into the living room, very observant of her surroundings.
“Yes, it’s not very large, but it does have its appeal,” David responded.
“Can I get you something to drink? I made some iced tea.”
“Yes, that would be nice. You don’t mind if I wander to the back porch, do you?”
“No, not at all, I’ll meet you there in a moment.”
David went into the kitchen and poured two glasses of iced tea he had made the night before. Carrying the two glasses to the porch, he looked around and, surprisingly, did not see Ellen.
“Ellen!”
“Out here. I’m sorry, just thought I’d take a walk out to the dock.”
“My aunt and uncle loved it out here, especially my uncle.”
“I know they did,” Ellen said, sipping her tea and looking over the water.
“Are you sure you want to sell this place? I certainly do not want to feel like I am pressuring you into that decision,” Ellen said, as they walked back to the house.
“No, Ellen, you aren’t. I’ve thought about it for a while. Yes, I do love it here, but I have made my life in New York. I can always come back here to visit.”
“If that’s your decision, I can help you. What are your plans for the contents—an auction?”
As they walked back into the living room, David replied, “There is not a lot here and what is here is pretty worn. I’ll probably donate what I can, have a few items moved to New York, and get rid of the rest. Of course, I have other chores I have to get done—some painting and repairs, like the bathroom hook I broke this morning. I have a company coming out to paint the exterior next week.”
“Looks like you have your work cut out for you. When do you think you’ll have the place ready to put on the market?”
“I have to go back to New York on July 11, so obviously, my target is to have it ready before then.”
“You're going to miss the Blessing of the Fleet.”
“Yes, afraid I will. Can I get you some more iced tea?”
“No, thank you, but I would like to look around some more, refamiliarize myself with the place.”
“Go right ahead. I’ll just put these glasses in the kitchen.”
Ellen took a small spiral notebook out of her purse and began writing some notes as she went from room to room. David met back with her upstairs in the master bedroom.
“Do you have a price in mind, David?”
“Well, since I’m not from this area, I was hoping you could give me a recommendation.”
“I can do that.”
They continued to walk into each room, ending back in the living room.
“I’ll go back to the office and start on the paperwork. Should be ready for you to review early next week. I'll give you a call. How does that sound?”
“Sounds great, Ellen. Thanks for coming by.”
“I know you have a lot of work to do, but I hope you can find some time to enjoy yourself while you’re here.”
“I’ll try to slip a little of that in,” David said, opening the front door.
“Bye, David.”
“Talk to you later.”
David spent the next few hours repairing porch screens and boxing up items for charity.
***
Here I go again, meeting this guy, don’t know his name, and don’t know exactly where to meet him, David thought, pulling into the parking lot of the Black Sand State Park.
Not many open parking spaces were left on this Friday afternoon. The park was a popular place on the weekend for locals and tourists alike. Of the 625 acres of land, the park consisted of woods, ponds, and a small beach. There were pavilions with large picnic tables and a playground. The Black Sand Navigation Beacon stood about a quarter mile inland from the beach. Its steel structure seemed to be looking over the park.
Not knowing where to go, David just started walking toward the beach. He reached a rock jetty nearby and decided to sit there for a moment to determine what to do about finding this guy.
David looked out over the bay. There were large downy clouds in the sky with a deep blue backdrop. The shallow waves crashed against the rocks—a pure and rhythmic sound. Soon David closed his eyes to feel the sun’s warmth and allow the sound to consume his thoughts.
“Follow me.”
Startled, David’s foot slipped off the rock and into the water.
“Quit doing that to me! Damn, now my foot is soaking wet. You are one weird guy, and how did you know where to find me?”
“Most people wander down here when they have no particular place to go,” the old man responded and began walking down the beach.
David climbed off the rocks and had to sprint to catch up, his one wet shoe squeaking as he ran. Suddenly, he stopped.
“Hold on a minute.”
The old man stopped and looked back at David.
“I’m not going any farther until you at least tell me your name.”
“Name’s Pierce,” the old man said and continued walking.
“Okay, Pierce, where are we going?”
“Just goin’ farther down the beach, less populated.”
“So, did Scott get back from his honeymoon in time to catch the fishing trip?”
“Course he did, the Seahawk couldn’t leave without her captain.”
They walked down the beach, passing young children making sand castles in the wet sand. The children smiled with pride as they inspected their creations, unaware that later in the day, they would shed tears as the encroaching tide claimed their castles. Young boys braved the cold water, determined to use their new boogie boards, as their parents sat on their blankets watching all the activity. They continued their walk. The beach became narrow, encroached on by the woods. Then, they came to a small inlet. The beach itself was now covered with debris, both organic and artificial. No one else had ventured down this far. A few fallen trees lay in the sand, white and petrified after many years in the sun and water. Pierce stopped, grabbed a protruding log branch, and lowered himself onto the sand, leaning against the log. David stopped and sat on a log adjacent to him.
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