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Prologue

“If we had a keen vision and feeling of all ordinary human life,
it would be like hearing the grass grow and the squirrel’s heart beat,
and we should die of that roar which lies on the other side of silence.”
George Eliot 1819-80; Middlemarch (1871-2)

Pennsylvania
October 1765

Roger struggled for a moment against the binding of his hands, and then relaxed. In fear
that he would attempt escape, they could not let him walk freely to the scaffold. He understood
this.

He drew a deep breath beneath the loose blouse, grown soiled in his long days of
confinement. The air was fragrant with crisp smoke and fallen leaves and the lingering autumnal
chill, the breeze wafting away baser scents from his nostrils. He did not want his last memory to
be one of the prison’s foul odors, nor of the rank press of bodies gathered round below to witness
his hanging.

Mounting the steps to the scaffold, Roger lifted his head, his dark unbound hair flying in
the wind. The minister walked at his side, muttering prayers from the open book in his hands.
Roger could see the bald patch on the man’s pate, the place at his shoulder where the seams of
his frock coat were separating, the dirt beneath his nails as he trailed his fingers along the printed
words to hold his place on the fluttering pages. The preacher was a short man and, even had he
not been, Roger would have been considerably taller. He’d always been distinguishable by his
height, taller by a full head and more than most men he had ever known.

Perhaps had he taken into consideration the ease with which he might be identified by his
height he would have chosen a different occupation. Ah, well. There was nothing for it now but
to accept his fate.

Red-coated soldiers lined the yard and the lane beyond in an attempt to keep order. With
a twist of amusement to his lips, Roger watched the pickpockets ply their trade. A particularly
enterprising young lad was hawking what were purported to be locks of Roger’s own hair. Well,
let him be. No one had come to sever even a strand from his head, but if these citizens were
willing to part with their hard-earned coin for a fraudulent and morbid memento, then so be it.

None of them remembered, of course. Why would they? Why would they recall that a
winsome lass had given her life for his own, in order to keep him from the hangman’s tree? And
for naught, as here he stood anyway, waiting for the noose to be slipped about his neck.

His heart wrenched in his breast as he thought of her, of young Janet Black, the
innkeeper’s daughter. Misguided, mistaking a kiss in the dark as a promise of more, placing
herself in front of the soldier’s muskets. God, he would make it up to her if he could, but there
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was no chance of that now, was there? She was dead, because of him. He had not loved her, but
he would now, if he could, just to do right by her. He would care for her for the rest of her days
... but she had none left to her. And neither did he.

They’d driven him in the cart past her grave, there at the edge of the kirkyard, just to
torment him, he supposed. He recalled the leaves skittering across the ragged grass up against
the headstone. Recalled as well her father’s eyes watching him, dark as his daughter’s own but
without the joyful laughter Roger remembered. Winsome, yes, she had been so, and kind-
hearted. He should have loved her while he had the chance.

The minister’s voice grew louder, as if trying through the strength of volume to make him
pay attention to the words. Roger raised his eyes to the sky, to the skein of geese winging
overhead in the bright, bright blue. Their disharmonious voices called to him, spoke to him of
limitless freedom, of distant places, of the passing of the bountiful seasons and the start of the
long, cold winter. Of Janet’s grave beneath the snow. Of his own.

His eyes watered in the sun and he lowered his head, dark hair drifting across his brow.
The noose was slipped around his neck and he stepped forward, planting the soles of his boots on
the mark in the boards at his feet. His gaze fell on a place just beyond the crowd, caught
movement there, tried to seek it out, to follow the flutter of long black hair blowing back from a
face as fair and delicate as a dove’s. She was there, she was there, young Janet, ghostly with the
sun shining right through her skin, her clothes, telling him in silence not to be afraid. He tried to
answer her that he wasn’t, but the words would not come. Her eyes held his, those dark blue
eyes like midnight, and he felt the vibration of the platform beneath his feet, felt the sudden
plunge, heard the passage of rushing air in his ears, of exploding blood in his heart, and then ...
nothing.
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Chapter One
Pennsylvania
April 2004

“Well, naturally the chainsaw needs gas, and naturally the gas is all the way over there in
the barn and I’m all the way over here trying to wrestle with this stupid freakin’ tree that just
happened to want to get blown down last night, and just happens to be of some sort of stupid
historical value, so I’m not supposed to cut it up, but | am, because it’s lying right in the middle
of my stupid freakin’ yard ...”

Pausing for breath, Sunny glared at the offending victim of the storm, which was not
exactly the entire ancient oak tree, just one massive bough of it. Broken in two, it was blocking
both the pathway to the pond and the entirety of the driveway. Shoving one hand into her jacket
pocket to grab the ringing cell phone, she ran the other through her tousled hair.

“Hi, what’s doing?”

At the sound of her sister’s voice, Sunny smiled despite her annoyance.

“Hey, Jess,” she said. “Just trying to clean up last night’s damage.”

The response to that was swift and alarmed. “What happened?”

“A big branch came down, which I might tend to ignore, except it’s keeping me from
getting out of the driveway. It’s that huge oak that sits close by the road. The historical tree.”

“Historical tree?” It was clear from Jessica’s tone that Sunny had not mentioned that fact
before, or at least that Jess had no recollection of it.

“The Hanging Tree, they call it. Not that there’s any record of anyone being hung from
the actual tree, but the scaffolding stood there, and they used to hold impromptu trials beneath
the branches, as well as auctions and village meetings and that sort of thing, back when the main
house was first built.”

“Really? That’s kind of creepy.”

Sunny rolled her eyes. “Gee, Jess, don’t sound so enthused,” she chided with a smile.

“Ah, well, you know me and history. How big of a mess are we talking?”

Glancing the length of the shattered bough, then at the multitude of smaller branches and
bits of bark scattered across the grass, Sunny spent a moment contemplating. If she ever got the
chainsaw going, it would probably take the better part of the morning to cut and remove the
debris. She said as much to her sister.

“Where’s Scott?”

Sunny kicked at a small branch with the toe of her boot, watching it skitter across the
blacktop. A single brown leaf still clung to the brittle end, breaking into small bits as the limb
rolled over it. Oaks were the last to lose their leaves in the fall, the last to regain them in the
spring.

“One would presume,” she drawled after a moment, “that he’s off doing something
wildly exciting with that new girlfriend of his.”

There was a brief silence at the other end of the connection. “Sorry. | just thought he
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was still stopping by on occasion to lend a hand around there.”

Scratching her right eyebrow, Sunny blew a breath out over her lips, dislodging a single,
clinging strand of honey-blonde hair. “Yeah, well, he is, though God knows I’m not
encouraging him.” At that precise instant, she heard the recognizable sound of his pickup truck
coming down the road. Sunny glanced to the top of the drive. “Speaking of the devil,” she said.

“He’s there?”

“Indeed, he is. There’s someone with him,” Sunny added, seeing the passenger door of
the stopped truck swing open. A glare on the windshield prevented her from seeing inside.
“Don’t think it’s the girlfriend, though.”

“Well, I should hope not!”

“It wouldn’t be the first time,” Sunny murmured.

“You never said anything about that.”

Sunny could tell by Jess’s tone that her sister was faintly disturbed by this particular
breakdown in what was usually an open and active line of communication between them. Sunny
shared everything in her life with her sister, or had, at any rate. Something about the fact that
Scott felt comfortable enough to bring his girlfriend to the house that the two of them shared had
awakened a pain that Sunny had been inclined to keep to herself.

“l know,” she answered apologetically. “l haven’t been too keen on it happening, let
alone talking about it. Look, let me run and see what he wants. If he’s willing to help, I’ll let
him. What the hell, right?”

“Alright, but call me later. 1 can’t believe you never told me that he brought her there.”

Sunny’s lips twisted in a smile of affectionate amusement. “I’ll tell all, later. Love you,
sis.”

“Love you, too, Sunny. And Sunny?”

“Hmm?”

“You’ll find someone to cherish you one day. | know you will.”

Not in this life, Sunny thought, but held her tongue, promising to call Jessica later in the
day. Stowing the closed phone in her pocket, she clambered over the fallen tree and started up
the driveway, boots crunching over the smaller debris. Scott and whoever was with him had
gone to the back of the truck and were unloading something from the bed. Cutting through the
still-damp grass, Sunny called a greeting as she approached the side of the pickup.

“Hey, Sunny-girl,” Scott called back in an irritating use of the pet name he knew she
would just as soon he dropped. Utilization while married had been one matter, while “amicably”
divorced was another entirely. He grinned down at her from the bed of the truck, looking--
happy, damn him. The new girlfriend must be good for him, after all. What was her name?
Kathy. The polite and adult thing would be for Sunny to remember it next time they met.

“Heard you had some damage ....”

“How did you hear that?”” Sunny interrupted, although she wasn’t altogether surprised.
Word traveled fast in a village as small as this one. Hosen Creek was a small community in
Lehigh County—a rural Pennsylvania charmer whose size and close-knit mentality had
captivated her at the outset of her residence within it. Still did ten years later, although in
instances like this she might have preferred the anonymity of the city.

“Ned was driving by earlier this morning and saw the tree down, so he gave me a call.”

He called you, Sunny thought. Why? If her neighbor didn’t think her capable of taking
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care of the job herself, why didn’t he just stop in and offer to help, instead of giving her ex-
husband a call? They all knew he had someone else in his life. Dammit, it was humiliating.

“I guess he figured the little lady couldn’t tackle the job on her own,” Sunny muttered,
reaching up to grab a pair of loppers Scott was handing over the side. She had a pair in the barn,
perfectly serviceable, but she supposed he had forgotten.

“Now, don’t be like that, Sunny. You have to admit even someone as feisty as you would
have a bit of trouble moving this wood alone. Or were you planning on cutting it up into bite-
sized chunks?”

Grinding the handle end of the loppers into the soil at her feet, Sunny eyed him with
tolerant concession. “Maybe | was,” she said. “A little gas in that chainsaw might have gone a
long way.”

Scott snorted back laughter. Behind him there was an echoing noise, recalling Sunny to
the fact that Scott had not come alone. Peering around her ex-husband’s legs, she raised her
hand in a brief wave of greeting, and then quickly straightened her spine. This man was not one
of the friends she knew. Scott apparently picked up on her disconcert, because he made a hasty
introduction.

“Sunny, this is Roger Macleod. Roger, Sunny.”

Leaning the loppers against the truck fender, Sunny stepped around the back with her
hand extended. “Nice to meet you,” she said.

The hand that grasped hers was warm, nearly dwarfing her own. “Likewise,” answered
Roger, his voice gravelly and deep, the way sharp stones might sound rolling against each other
in an uneven mixture of honey and water. He was a tall man, too, likely six and a half feet.
Sunny had to tip her head back to look him in the eye. Shaded by thick lashes, the gaze that met
her own was the color of amber, friendly, open, and somehow very intense. For a moment she
felt like the man knew what she’d eaten for dinner the night before, what she’d worn to bed,
what she’d just said to her sister on the phone, or if he didn’t know, then he was planning to find
out.

Sunny removed her hand from his and took a single step away. Unsettled, she cut
another quick glance at him from beneath her lashes as she bent to pick up the fallen pruners.
His gaze hadn’t left her. When he saw her watching, he smiled, a closed curve of the generous
flesh of his mouth. Friendly, just friendly, but in some manner absurdly intimate.

Blushing, and annoyed at herself for doing so, Sunny hiked the loppers up under her
arm, turned on her heel, and headed back down the driveway.

Flinging remnants of iced tea from the plastic tumbler, Sunny stacked the glasses,
preparing to carry them into the house. Scott was seated on the lower step to the porch, wiping
his brow with the hem of his tee shirt. Sweat beaded the close crop of his light brown hair. The
jacket he had cast aside earlier hung over the porch railing, flapping in a mild breeze. Sunny
hesitated with her free hand on the screen door latch.

“Scott, thank you. Thanks for your help.”

Lowering his t-shirt, he stared out over the yard towards the barn and the pasturage
beyond. “No problem,” he said.

“I mean it,” Sunny urged.

“I know you do,” he said. “I look at this way, Sun: | owe you.”
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Sunny felt her throat tighten. She blinked back unexpected moisture from her lashes,
biting down hard on the inside of her cheek. “You don’t owe me anything,” she said.

He glanced at her over his shoulder. “I do,” he said. “You know I do.”

Inhaling, Sunny fumbled the door open and went inside, striding down the corridor
beside the stairs. Rinsing the glasses, she set them in the top rack of the dishwasher. At the front
of the house the screen door opened and shut.

“I’m sorry, Sunny. | never did say that | was sorry, did 1?”

“No,” agreed Sunny, wiping her hands on a tea towel before spreading it to dry on the
handle to the oven door, “you never did.”

She could feel him there at her back with an old, familiar ache. Lifting her head, she
looked through the garden window above the sink into the backyard. The daffodils beneath the
newly budding maple danced madly in a spiraling current of air.

“We weren’t much more than kids when we got together, you and 1.”

Sunny shook her head. Right. More than fifteen years ago. “There’s no need to go over
this. Really. It’s alright. Your buddy out there is going to be wondering where you went.”

“Roger? He won’t notice for a while. Last | saw him, he was doing a little investigating
on the other side of the barn. He likes this place. Says he always has.”

Turning about, Sunny found herself inches from Scott’s chest. Breathing in sharply she
scented his sweat, his deodorant, the lingering fabric softener in his clothing. The same. Still the
same. Closing her eyes, Sunny stepped around him.

“Has he been here before? 1 don’t remember him,” Sunny commented as she headed
back out to the porch. Slowly, Scott followed. Outside he stood beside her, leaning with his
hands on the railing.

“Nah. But he’s familiar with the place. | believe he knew the prior owners. Look,
Sunny ...”

Even as he spoke, his hand came up and rested against the nape of her neck, stroked
through her bound hair and down her back, coming to rest on the curve of her hip. Sunny sucked
in her breath, ignoring the remembered sensations. She had been a long time without a man.
Deliberately. The next guy she had sex with sure as hell wasn’t going to be her ex-husband.

“Scott, you have a girlfriend, remember? | think it’s time you went on home to her.”

With a laugh he dropped his open palm against his thigh. Snatching up his jacket with
the other, he leaped the two porch steps to the concrete pathway, turning to look back up at her.

“I miss us, Sunny. You and me, together.”

“Yeah, well. Too late for amends, eh? Go home to Kathy.”

She smiled as she said it, flicking her fingers at him in playful dismissal. He strode away
toward his parked pickup, his stride carefree, jacket slung across his shoulder. Sunny felt her
stomach turn.

You bastard.

Slowly she sat down on the top step, arms wrapped around her legs. Lowering her chin
to her knees she watched the purling of pale smoke from the muffler of the truck as Scott gunned
the engine. Roger Macleod appeared from the far corner of the barn, said something to Scott,
and then headed in her direction. Sunny sat up, observing the easy grace of his progress. He
walked like a man who spent a great deal of time outdoors measuring the distance from one
place to another in the length of his stride.
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Crossing the graveled driveway, he paused on the pathway before her. Shading her eyes,
Sunny looked up at him, neck arched. Apparently taking note of her expression of discomfort he
folded his long legs and crouched down, arms levered across his thighs and his large hands
hanging loosely between. The wind blew his untidy dark hair about his brow.

“Are you alright?” he asked.

He held her gaze with his in careful speculation. God, she thought, what the hell was
showing in her face? Somehow she managed to maintain a level glance against his searching
look, even as she recalled all the times during the course of this day when she had found him
watching her. There had been nothing alarming about the manner in which he studied her. It
seemed more as if he was trying to make up his mind about something, although she couldn’t
begin to imagine what.

“I’m fine,” she said.

He nodded, looking to the walkway between his feet. Plucking a twig from the concrete,
he tossed it under the porch with a flick of his fingers, and then turned his head to observe the
path of a swallow over the roof of the house.

“It really was nice to meet you, Sunny. Thanks for the drink.”

“Thanks for all your help. 1 appreciate it. | feel like I should give you something for it.”

He waved that off. “You kept up your end, right alongside the two of us. You’re a hard
worker.”

She shrugged, slightly embarrassed yet pleased by his words.

“You are a hard worker,” he repeated, his lips curving. “Don’t let anyone ever tell you
you’re not.”

“Thanks,” she said.

“You’re welcome.”

A brief interlude of silence followed the exchange. He showed no inclination to get up
and leave, no discomfort at their lack of speech. His lips remained curved, his eyes steady on
hers, gauging her, it seemed. Dark hair drifted across his brow, and she raised her gaze to the
fine strands, and then shifted her focus over his head to the truck waiting in the drive. Scott was
watching them, fingers drumming the steering wheel.

“There’s a lot to be done here,” Roger went on, unaffected by her momentarily straying
attention. He didn’t even turn his head when Scott gave a light tap on the horn. She turned her
focus back to him, meeting his dark-lashed, amber gaze. His only acknowledgment of her ex-
husband’s impatient signal was that he smiled broadly in apology. Steady. Quiet. Settling. She
felt all those things looking at him and was amazed to recognize it.

“First off,” he went on, “the trim on the barn needs painting. | could do that for you.”

If he had spoken those words differently she might have taken offense, but there was
nothing of judgment in them, nor condescension. His gaze remained fixed on her own. A flush
of heat colored her throat and cheeks.

She stood abruptly, stepping backwards onto the porch. Roger Macleod rose in
protracted leisure, his broad shoulders blocking her view of Scott in the truck. The level of
Roger’s head was still slightly higher than her own, despite the fact that he was standing below
her.

“I could afford to pay you about two hundred dollars,” she said, “plus the cost of paint.
Will that be enough?”
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“More than enough,” Roger answered quietly. “I’ll see you soon.”

Walking away with his loose, long-legged stride, he climbed into the passenger side of
the pickup. Scott tapped the horn again as they exited the drive. Waiting only until the sound of
the engine had faded, Sunny grabbed her jacket from the back of the wooden rocker, pulled out
her phone and called her sister.

“Jess, it’s me. If you haven’t put Colin down for his nap yet, why don’t the two of you
come over for a while? We need to talk.”
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Chapter Two

Stooping, Sunny picked up a stuffed duck that had been left behind the evening before
when Jess took the baby and went home. Setting it on the counter, she retied her terry robe, and
then reached for the pot of coffee. The garden window dripped with the condensation of
morning fog. In the center of the rear yard the maple stood ghostly and pale, the yellow heads of
the daffodils invisible in the tarnished grass.

Lifting the mug of black coffee, she took a mouthful, grimacing at the unaccustomed
taste. She didn’t normally take her coffee without cream or sugar, but she hadn’t slept well.
When she did manage to drift off, her dreams had been such that she had awakened immediately.
She only wished she could remember what they were.

Exiting the kitchen, Sunny went to the front door and opened it, standing on the edges of
her chilled soles as she gazed through the screen, her thoughts on the Sunday paper waiting in
the box at the main road. A movement by the barn caught her eye. Slipping her feet into a pair
of garden clogs left by the threshold, she stepped outside, the warmth of the coffee mug held
close to her chest.

“Hi!” she called. She hadn’t heard Roger arrive let alone set the metal extension ladder
against the barn wall. That couldn’t have been a quiet enterprise. “A little wet for painting, isn’t
it?”

From the ladder’s base Roger turned around, waving an instrument in his hand. “Not
painting yet, just scraping. Did I disturb you?”

Recalling the fact that she was in her robe, Sunny pulled the terry shut across her knees.
“l didn’t realize you were here already. | guess | should have looked at the clock.” It had to be
later than she thought. Roger had said he’d be over around eight. Normally, Sunny rose with the
sun. Not this morning, she thought. Of all mornings to oversleep.

“Coffee?” she offered, lifting her mug in indication that she could get him a cup.

“No, thanks,” he said with a shrug. “Had a cup. Two, actually, but you go ahead and
enjoy yours.”

“I didn’t sleep well,” she confessed.

“Any particular reason?”

Not nosiness. There was a warm note of concern and nothing more. Reaching up, she
ran her fingers through her tangled hair.

“Not really,” she said. “Just one of those nights. Sure you don’t want a cup?” she asked
again, twitching the mug in his general direction.

“Positive. Maybe later, if you’re still offering.”

“Okay.” Pressing her lips together, she hesitated a full ten seconds before turning back
toward the screen door. His voice stopped her.

“When you get dressed, there’s something | want to show you.”

Pivoting back around, she folded her free arm across her waist, holding the still-steaming
mug close to her chin with the other hand.
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“What’s that?”

“When you’re dressed,” he repeated, and then mounted the ladder, climbing with patent
fearlessness toward the highest window nearly twenty feet above the ground. Sunny watched
him lean across the stonework to apply the scraper to the peeling window frame. Despite the
early chill he was wearing a t-shirt, the effort of his movements apparent in the tightening and
subsequent release of his right arm. With the left, he held the ladder, the rigid position making
the curved muscles stand out in relief beneath the taut casing of his skin. He looked strong, she
mused. Well, that much was evident from the fact that he had raised the length of the ladder
alone without her hearing it clatter against the stone wall.

Sipping her coffee, Sunny continued her perusal from beneath her lashes. She couldn’t
really tell how old he was. Not too young, perhaps not even in his thirties anymore, although he
was still lean and hard in build, his attractively untidy hair thick and dark and shining.
Observing the competence of his stance as he worked, the length of his legs in his jeans,
remembering the way he had looked at her the day before, suddenly made the blood run warm
beneath her skin.

“Crap,” she muttered to herself and went inside to change out of her nightclothes.

“When did you see this?”

On her knees beside a worn window sill in the upper storey of the barn, Sunny peered at
the pitted, graying wood. Scarcely visible until pointed out were a pair of initials, side by side
and linked by some kind of marking she couldn’t quite decipher. Still, the intent of a connection
between them was clear.

Standing in the gloom beneath the pitched roof behind her, Roger cleared his throat.
“Yesterday. I’m sorry. | should have asked you before looking around, but ...”

“Scott told you it would be fine,” she finished for him. Of course he did. As far as he
was concerned, the farm was still his when, in point of fact, it wasn’t even half his anymore. She
had the refinanced mortgage to prove it, and he had the fat check. Or perhaps he had spent it.
She didn’t know and she didn’t care. “It’s alright. 1 don’t mind.”

Sunny poked a finger at the old spider’s web with its long-desiccated carcasses
crisscrossing the sill, pulling the decrepit structure away. Dropping her buttocks onto her heels,
she folded her hands in her lap.

“I guess lovers have been doing this for a long time,” she said, smiling down at the
initials carved into the wood, barely legible now. There was no date, but a great many years had
to have passed for slow decay to have so obliterated what were once deeply incised letters.
Roger did not comment, though she could feel the weight of his regard centered somewhere near
her nape.

“Back then,” she went on thoughtfully, lifting her gaze to the view through the small,
square window, “these two probably got married in their teens and stayed together until one of
them passed away. Nowadays, if death doesn’t end a marriage, life is likely to do so.”

Still he said nothing. After a moment he came to stand near. From the corner of her eye
she observed the tilt of his dark head, studying the initials. He lifted a hand to rest his fingers
around the upper frame, leaning slightly forward, his other hand deep in his pocket.

“I’m not bitter,” she stated quietly. “Just making an observation.”

Clutching the edge of the sill, Sunny stood up. The fog had lifted and the sun was bright
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across the furrowed fields. She could feel the warmth of him, sense the solidity of his body,
even though they were separated by a distance of a foot or more. Still, he was definitely within
the boundaries of her personal space and she wasn’t uncomfortable with it at all. She lifted her
chin a little, drawing a deep breath. He smelled good, masculine, slightly sweaty from his
labors, healthy. She felt his eyes on her in mute study, then he turned his head toward the dusty
window.

“Who farms those fields?” he asked.

“The neighbor,” she answered. “That’s a lot of his equipment stored downstairs.”

With a shift of his body he came nearer. Just a slight adjustment of his stance, casual in
execution, unplanned, but her skin felt electrified beneath her clothes by his proximity. Please,
she thought, don’t let him notice.

“Does he come here often, then?”

“Who?” she asked, distracted.

“Your neighbor.”

Oh, right. “Soon,” she said. “Not yet.”

Now why did she phrase her reply in quite that manner? Frowning, she watched the
shadow of a turkey vulture undulate across the turned earth. Roger moved, dropping his hand.
She felt the passage of his breath warm across her cheek. The fine hairs that had loosened from
her braid moved against her ear, over the sensitive skin along the side of her throat. She wanted
him to touch her, just touch her lightly where his breath had been. Instead she took a step back,
turning to face him. His amber gaze was sober, patient, steady. She looked away first.

“Thank you for sharing that with me. 1 don’t think I would ever have been so observant.
I’ve been up here countless times and never noticed.”

“You’re welcome,” he said quietly.

Her gaze snapped toward his in consternation, then away. She left him, mumbling
something about keeping him from his work. At the top of the steep wooden steps she turned to
look back. He was bent toward the window sill, fitting his fingers against the vanishing outline
of those ancient initials. The sun was in his hair, making it glossy as a raven’s wing, on his face,
shining on his extended arm. The rest of his long, lean body was in shadow. He lifted his head
to look through the aged glass. Sunlight touched his neck above his collar, revealing a strange
scar, which had not been visible earlier, running nearly around his throat. Then he moved his
head and it was gone.

At a little after noon, Sunny brought lunch out to him, only to find that he’d brought his
own and was nearly finished with it. She stood a moment staring at the paper plate in her hand.

“What kind of sandwich is it, anyway?” he asked.

“Turkey, mayo, roasted peppers.”

“That was very thoughtful, Sunny. And it would be tempting if I wasn’t already full.
Why don’t you sit down with me and eat it yourself?”

Lowering herself onto the grass beside him, Sunny stretched her legs out, crossing her
ankles, and set the plate onto her thighs just above her knees. But she let the sandwich rest,
turning instead to eye the trim around the windows. It had been scraped bare, and then sanded in
preparation for a coat of primer before the application of an earthy brown. He had explained this
process to her during one of her brief visits to observe his progress. Roger Macleod was nothing
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if not thorough.

“You do good work,” she commented with an arch of her brows.

“Wouldn’t be worth doing otherwise,” he stated, smiling at her.

She couldn’t help smiling back at him. He was friendly, easy to talk to, easy on the eyes,
as well, which was an added bonus. Rugged, relaxed, confident, very much a man who knew his
place in the world and was comfortable with it. A man who seemed, in some way, to have an
intuitive understanding of the natural rhythms around him. And of her. So far, he had gauged
her mood, her emotions, her thought processes with unerring accuracy. He was either extremely
practi