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Chapter 1


 


 


The plane back to New York was right on time. Cindy was the first to board, couldn’t wait to return, see her sister, and make sense of what had happened between her and Mattheus.  What would she tell Ann had gone on between them? Cindy was still in shock at the abrupt way he had taken off just as they were about to become engaged.  The last thing in the world Cindy had expected was for him to run away to be with his long lost daughter, who couldn’t stand the sight of her. 


Cindy walked down the aisle of the plane, looking for her seat. It was strange being alone again. How did things turn out this way? From Mattheus’s point of view the separation was for an undetermined amount of time, but temporary. Cindy didn’t feel that way.  Her sister Ann always said that Mattheus was a volatile character who couldn’t be trusted, but Cindy had refused to believe it before.


Cindy tucked her bag into the overhead compartment and snuggled next to the window. Okay, she thought, let Mattheus and his creepy daughter have each other. She was exhausted, had been totally unprepared for the abrupt ending of their relationship. She turned her head to the aisle, watched others board the plane and listened to flight instructions. Finally, as the plane took off, Cindy closed her eyes and quickly fell into a deep sleep.


In her sleep Cindy felt herself floating through the air, wondering who she was now, or where she was truly headed. It seemed as if she were stretched out on a ragged cloud that dipped and turned through unstable gusts of wind.  For a while she felt comfortable, then suddenly, in her sleep Cindy felt herself spiraling uncontrollably downwards. As she hung onto the cloud desperately, Cindy suddenly saw gnarled arms reaching out for her from behind. The arms were searching for her, eager to grab and toss her out into the empty sky. Perspiration suddenly streaked down her face, as Cindy squirmed to get away from them. Whose arms were they, what did they want of her? For a moment they seemed to be surrounding the cloud.


“No,” Cindy cried out terrified, gasped and started moaning.  Then, thankfully, she felt her hands clutching onto something solid.  It was the edge of her seat on the plane.


Someone beside her was shaking her shoulder gently.  “It’s okay, it’s okay,” a male voice said.”You’re dreaming dear, everything’s okay.”


Cindy eyes shot open quickly. She was seated next to an older man who looked at her kindly.  She tossed in her seat and lunged forward a moment.


He quickly placed his hands on her shoulders, pulling her back up. “Nothing’s wrong,” he spoke more firmly. “All’s in order, the flight’s on time.”


Nothing’s in order, thought Cindy. Who is this man?  Where’s Mattheus? What’s this man doing next to me?  Mattheus had been beside her for so long now, it felt strange having someone else sitting there.


“You’re just having a bad dream,” he repeated, trying to calm her.


“So sorry,” Cindy murmured, embarrassed.


“Nothing to be sorry for, everyone dreams,” the older man continued, “my wife has bad dreams and so does my daughter. Just wake up.”


So simple, Cindy thought, so natural. Just open your eyes and the horror ends.


“We’re landing in a few minutes,” he continued. “Fasten your seat belt.”


“Yes, thank you, I will,” said Cindy, pulling herself together. She tugged her seat belt around her, then craned her neck and looked out of the plane window. She must have slept longer than she realized, they were already flying over New York.  The entire trip seemed to have taken only a few moments. 


The plane started descending and Cindy’s stomach lurched. She watched the bright lights of the city growing closer as they rose up to meet her. In a few moments they would be landing, and she’d be in New York, back to where she’d started from. 


“See, we’re okay,” the older man continued as the plane made a final dip into a smooth landing.


“Thank you,” said Cindy, relieved, to be back on the ground.  It had only been a dream, there’s been nothing to it. There were no arms out there waiting to grab her and toss into the abyss. 


“Someone meeting you?” the older man seemed concerned. “Would you like me to help you get your things?”


Cindy was touched by his  concern. “No, thank you, it’s fine,” she replied, getting up and stretching. “My sister will be picking me up at the airport.”


“Well, I’m glad to hear that,” he was relieved. “You seemed to be having very bad dreams. “


Cindy was embarrassed. “Very bad,” she agreed, softly, wondering if they were a portent of something to come.


“Well, take no mind of them,” the older man responded, “A dream’s only a dream.”


*


As Cindy expected, when she walked through the gate into the airport, Ann was right there waiting for her. She was at the front of the crowd, scanning the passengers closely, looking for Cindy.  What would Cindy do without her sister? Whenever hard times came, Ann was always there. All at once, she spotted Cindy, started waving and the two of them ran to each other and hugged.


“Thank you so much for being here,” Cindy murmured. “You’re the best possible sister anyone could want.” 


“I know I am,” said Ann, smiling, “and so are you.”


“I’m so relieved to see you,” Cindy said, surprised at how shaken she felt.


“I’m relieved as well,” Ann said. “And not only me, everyone, but everyone is thrilled that you’ve come to your senses and are coming home.” 


Cindy shivered a moment. Ann could not shake the idea that the way Cindy had lived since Clint’s death, as a detective in the Caribbean had been a crazy thing to do. And Cindy couldn’t convince her sister otherwise, no matter how much good Cindy had accomplished.


“Come to my senses?” Cindy felt hurt.


Ann hugged her again quickly. “I didn’t mean anything by that,” she backtracked.  “Don’t get offended. I’m too happy to see you.”


“I’m not offended,” said Cindy, deciding to let it go. And in truth, she wasn’t offended, just very sad.


“I have a car waiting for us,” Ann continued in a chirpy tone as they followed the crowd to baggage claim to pick up Cindy’s luggage. “When you told me you were returning, I opened the house, filled the cupboards with food, bought your favorite treats. And, I had the yard cleared of old crusty, autumn leaves.” Ann seemed thrilled to be filling Cindy in.


“Thank you,” Cindy murmured. She had no idea what she could do for Ann in return.


“Thank yous are not necessary,” Ann responded as they got to baggage claim.  “I always knew this day would come. I can’t tell you how long I’ve been waiting for it.”


 Cindy felt her body tighten.  Did Ann expect that Cindy was coming home for good?


“Both Frank and I have been waiting for you to come back alone, and start your life all over again,” Ann continued. “We both knew it would happen one day.”


“You two must never have thought much of me,” Cindy murmured, as the luggage started rolling in. Cindy’s suitcases came up right away and Ann pulled them off the rack. 


“Not at all,” said Ann, “Frank and I both love and adore you. We respect you Cindy. You’ve been on a journey that you obviously had to go through. But sooner or later, we both felt that your nightmare would come to an end.”


Cindy was dumbstruck. “Working as a detective in the Caribbean hasn’t exactly been a nightmare,” she replied, feeling the need to defend herself again.


“It’s been a nightmare for me,” Ann replied as the suitcases came rolling in. 


“I’m sorry about that,” said Cindy as they each took one suitcase and started walking together out of the airport, into the late autumn afternoon. 


“You’re here now, that’s all that matters,” said Ann as she waved to the car that she had waiting, to come and drive them home.


*


As the car left the airport and drove along the highway to Oyster Bay, Long Island, Cindy felt as though she were being transported backwards in time.  She’d never put the home she and Clint had shared on the market, though she’d thought about it many times. Why was she keeping it, she’d wondered? Could she ever bring Mattheus here?  Probably not. Yet, there had always been something comforting about knowing that the beautiful cottage, near the water would always be there waiting for her. It was a place she could return to and never lose the wonderful memories of the time she’d shared with Clint.  It truly hadn’t occurred to Cindy that one day, she would be coming back here possibly to live, alone.


As the car sped along, Ann reached out and took Cindy’s hand. “I’ve told lots of people that you’re returning,” she said. “Everyone’s so excited to see you again.”


Cindy was startled by the announcement. “Who?”


“I’ve told the old friends you and Clint had. And, also, Clint’s sister heard that you’re returning and wants to see you again, too.”


Cindy swallowed hard. That was a bit too much for now. She had no desire to see Clint’s family again, or remember all the pain they’d put her through.


“That’s going a bit far,” she said to Ann, not wanting to hurt her feelings after all her efforts to make Cindy happy. “Marge couldn’t stand me, ever. What in the world does she want with me know?”


“I’ve heard that things have changed for her,” Ann continued. “She and Ralph are divorced and she’s dating an old flame who recently became available.”


Ann had really done her homework. Cindy was surprised that she knew so much about everyone now. 


“I really have no desire to see Marge at all,” said Cindy abruptly.


“Come now, Cindy, it’s good to forgive,” Ann chided her softly. “You don’t want her holding grudges against you, dwelling on you negatively, when you two live only a few blocks away.”


“I don’t live anywhere right now, Ann,” Cindy corrected her.


“Wrong, right now you live here. And Marge’s practically your neighbor.”


Cindy cringed.  In her mind, she was only back here visiting, no matter what Ann had told everyone. And she agreed that it was good to forgive, but was still stinging inside from what had happened with Mattheus. There was plenty of hurt to get over with him, she didn’t need old wounds from the past coming up for her to deal with now.


“I’ve arranged a little welcome party for you,” Ann barreled right along, “there’ll be so many people here it won’t matter if Marge is somewhere among the crowd. I think she wants to mend fences badly,” Ann smiled.


Cindy shook her head slowly. “It’s not as if I’m staying here forever,” she proclaimed.


Ann patted her hand. “Of course I realize that nothing is forever. But you’re here now and you told me that you have no plans to return to the Caribbean for a long, long time. You said that era’s over.”


Cindy gulped. She had said that to Ann. She’d been in the throes of shock about Mattheus. And, it was still true, she had no plans to return to the Caribbean immediately, but she also had no plans to settle here, either. Cindy had no idea what era she was in now. This was simply a place for her to land when she felt too tossed about by life’s incessant surprises - when it was too hard for her to go on.


“You’ll take one step and then another,” Ann said soothingly. Ann always knew how to take the edge off for Cindy, to bring her back to center. “Who knows what’s waiting? It could be something wonderful,” Ann smiled, obviously so happy to have Cindy back home.


Cindy leaned over and hugged her sister. “It’s wonderful enough being here with you,” she said. Cindy was finished with looking for something or someone to rescue her anymore. She’d been through too much, had learned too many lessons, grown wiser. She’d watched events and people twist and turn into all kinds of unexpected configurations. What she really hoped for now was to find her own center of gravity, really feel the earth beneath her feet, and let life itself show her how to go forward.


“So, the welcome home party is scheduled for tomorrow afternoon,” Ann chirped as the car turned the corner and drove up the familiar tree lined street to the end, where the cottage she and Clint had shared, waited for Cindy unconditionally.


 





Chapter 2


 


 


As soon as she walked inside the house Cindy felt Clint’s spirit everywhere. Pictures of him and her together were still on the walls, his things were still in their usual corners. Cindy stopped and looked at a photo of the two of them with their arms around each other smiling, which stood, framed, on the wooden console. Cindy breathed deeply and took a moment. It felt as if Clint himself were there, arms extended, welcoming her home.


Ann had come here two days ago to prepare the house and get things ready.  She’d filled the vases with fresh flowers and opened the windows, letting the cool, salty air in. Cindy shivered as she walked about slowly, remembering each moment she’d spent here, the good and bad, the joyous and lonely.


“It’s beautiful here,” Cindy breathed. “Thanks so much for getting it ready.”


“I didn’t have to do a thing,” Ann replied. “Your home has always been here, waiting for you.”


Cindy took a suitcase, walked to her room and began to unpack slowly as she heard Ann rustling about in the kitchen preparing dinner. Memories of her life with Clint drifted before her as she took her clothes out of her suitcase and placed them back in her old closet. Their time together had been so brief and yet so beautiful. Cindy had never imagined that he would be taken from her so suddenly and in such a horrible way, right on their honeymoon. 


She sat down on the edge of the bed and put her head in her hands. For a moment it was as if no time had passed at all, as if he were in the next room about to come in, take her in his arms and tell her how much he loved her. Cindy allowed herself to feel the old sense of comfort and security she’d always felt, having Clint close by. Who thought their marriage would have lead  her in such an unexpected direction, that she would become a detective dedicated to helping others whose loved ones had been murdered as well? Who thought she would have become so obsessed with justice and difficult crimes? Perhaps Ann was right, maybe it was now time to take a breather, and embark upon another way of life. Cindy couldn’t work with Mattheus any longer, that much was clear. And she couldn’t continue alone, either. 


“Dinner’s almost ready,” Ann called in from the kitchen. “Finished unpacking yet?”


As always Ann’s voice snapped Cindy back to the moment, to what had to tended to right now.


“I’m almost finished,” Cindy called back.


“Great,” Ann answered. “It’s so much fun cooking for the two of us again.”


Cindy stood up and ran her hands through her long, auburn hair. It had grown unwieldy, needed a trimming. She was also hungry and the smell of dinner wafted into the bedroom through the open door.


“Come eat,” Ann called louder. “I’m hungry. I bet you are, too. You can finish unpacking later.”


*


After a delicious dinner of homemade soup, fried chicken and salad, Cindy and Ann went into the living room, dropped down on the charming sofas and kicked their legs up on the old, wooden, slatted coffee table.


“Nothing changes here,” Cindy murmured.


Ann smiled. “That’s good,” she said. “We all need a place where nothing changes.”


Of course by now Cindy knew that was an illusion.  Despite the comfort of returning to an old, familiar spot, everything changed all the time.  And, Cindy had no idea what she could truly count on anymore.


“If you want to talk about Mattheus,” Ann started, “I’m all ears.”


Cindy couldn’t bring herself to though, right now. It was all too fresh. She’d been enjoying living with the memory of Clint, didn’t want to go think of Mattheus at all. 


“Not yet,” Cindy put up her hand to halt the conversation.


“Okay, I get it,” said Ann. “You need to unwind. He hurt you too much.”


“It’s not that he hurt me, he took me by surprise, knocked me off balance,” Cindy replied, feeling winded.  “I’ve lost my bearings for a little while.”


“Not good,” Ann responded.


“And I do need to unwind,” Cindy agreed, grateful that Ann wasn’t pushing it. There’d be plenty of time to talk about Mattheus later. Right now she just wanted to get him out of her mind.


“The welcome home party for you is at one o’clock tomorrow,” Ann quickly changed the topic.  “Lots of people who love you and care about you are all still around. They’re excited to see you again.”


Cindy couldn’t say she felt the same way. She would have actually preferred time alone to herself, but she would never say that to her sister. 


“Thanks so much for arranging everything so beautifully, Ann,” Cindy replied.


“Thank you for returning,” Ann whispered.


*


Cindy was determined to look beautiful for the welcome home party.  She slept late and awoke refreshed after a thankfully deep and dreamless sleep. Then, right after breakfast she retreated to the bathroom to spend lots of time getting ready. Cindy drew a hot, bubbly bath which she soaked in for a long, long time. Then she shampooed and dried her lavish hair and brushed it until it shone. After a quick manicure, she chose a lovely, amber wool dress that was hanging in the closet. Once dressed she sprayed on a bit of her favorite lavender perfume and finally felt ready to face the world once again.


When Cindy finally stepped back out into the living room, Ann, took a deep breath.  


“Wow,” she said, “you look fantastic!  Like you’ve walked off the cover of a magazine.  Nobody would ever know you’ve been through hell.”


Cindy smiled, “thanks Ann.”


*


At one o’clock sharp, the doorbell rang and the guests started arriving. To Cindy’s surprise, she was happy to have them around her.  It was fun to step back into time, even for an afternoon. In the festive atmosphere, Cindy felt as though she were picking up from where she left off.


Two of the women who’d been part of Cindy’s book club in Cove Bay, Alana and Jewel, were the first to arrive.  They walked in, took off their coats and rushed over to Cindy all smiles.


“My goodness we’ve heard all the wonderful things you’ve been doing,” Alana started, staring at Cindy.


“You’re famous,” Jewel echoed, reaching over to give Cindy a hug.


“Is it true that you’re really coming back to live here?” Alana interrupted. “You know how rumors fly wild in Cove’s Bay.”


The doorbell rang again and in walked some of Clint’s old friends, Tina, Barbara and Moira. They walked in together, had obviously met up before they arrived.


“Cindy, it’s so fabulous to see you,” Tina came over first. “It’s a bit like having Clint back, even.” Then she caught herself, wondering if she should have said that.


The other two women quickly joined her, interrupting what could have been an awkward moment.


The doorbell kept ringing and Ann kept opening it, welcoming everybody. 


Cindy chatted with the women, as the door opened again and Al, Clint’s best man arrived. He carried a large food basket with him and was bundled in a heavy coat.


Ann took the basket and thanked him as the doorbell rang again. This time Reverend Tom Mallord walked in. He was the pastor who’d married Cindy and Clint.


Cindy began to feel strange, and wondered what Ann had told everyone about her plans. 


“Cindy, how absolutely wonderful to see you,” Al came right over to her now, took her hands and looked into her eyes.  It was clear to Cindy, that Al had been missing Clint a lot and 


having Cindy here was a welcome connection to him. “You look absolutely beautiful,” Al went on, stepping back and looking at her, surprised.  “Seems like the adventurous life has treated you well.”


Cindy hardly knew what to make of the comment. She imagined they all had their own ideas about what she’d been doing. Cindy suddenly wondered if they knew about Mattheus and what they might think of that.


“And, at the same time, we’re all glad your time as a detective is over,” Al went on. “In truth, it made everyone nervous.”


“Over?” Cindy asked uneasy.


“Your sister Ann told us the good news that you’re returning,” Al said.  Then he stopped a moment and took in Cindy’s surprise. “It’s true isn’t it?”


Cindy simply smiled. She didn’t want to let anyone know how annoyed she was feeling with Ann at the moment. Cindy realized that this was Ann’s way of helping Cindy settle, by providing an anchor for her here so she wouldn’t take off again. She looked over at Ann happily serving quiche and warm punch, making everyone feel at home.


“And how have you been Al?” Cindy asked, simply changing the topic.


“I’m good,” he said whole heartedly. “And I’m even better since I was able to do a real favor for my old friend, Clint.”


Cindy looked at him puzzled.


“Come here, sit down on the sofa,” Al said, excited. “I have something great to tell you.”


Dismayed, Cindy went with him to the sofa, and sat down.


Al took her hands and squeezed them. 


“Listen, Cindy, as soon as I heard you were coming back, I knew it wouldn’t be so easy to make the adjustment, so I took the liberty of helping a little. I called a good friend of mine at a top newspaper in Manhattan.” Al was speaking so quickly Cindy could barely follow him. “How would you like a column of your own as a crime reporter for the New York Herald?”


Cindy gasped. The New York Herald was one of the best papers in the world. That had to be anyone’s dream job.


“In all truth,” Al went on, “they’d be lucky to have you.  And also, you’ve returned at the perfect moment. There’s an opening right now for a crime reporter to have their own column. The guy who used to write the column just left. With all the success, publicity and newspaper experience you’ve had, the job’s a natural fit for you.”


This was hard to take in. “Talk more slowly, Al,” Cindy breathed, wanted to make sure she was hearing correctly.


Al grinned. “Sure.  My friend Hal’s in charge of hiring and he’s excited about you. Of course he wants to meet you and talk to you in person, but basically, between you and me, the job’s yours if you want it.”


Cindy was stunned. She stared into Al’s eyes. They looked hopeful and sad at the same time. She could see how badly he wanted to make things right for his dear friend’s widow.


“Thank you so very much for your efforts, Al,” Cindy said, feeling a bit woozy. Things were happening too fast. Although she’d loved working on a paper and always dreamt of one day having her own column, she hadn’t expected it to happen just yet.


“You have to let Hal know by day after tomorrow,” said Al. “They need someone on this right away.”


“I’m really grateful to you,” Cindy said and meant it. “I need to sleep on it.”


Al seemed slightly taken aback. “Okay,” he said, “no problem. But I thought you’d jump on it just like that.”


Cindy didn’t just jump on anything just like that anymore. Her experience investigating cases now made her pause and take a closer look at everything.  Of course it seemed that Al had only the best intentions. But as Cindy listened to him she also remembered how Al had sent that photo of Clint’s old girl friend, Heather, to Clint just before the wedding. Clint had never received it, but Cindy did. Clint never found out that his girlfriend had given birth to his child a few years before.  Al knew the truth though. He also knew that she was happily married when the photo arrived and her husband thought the child was his. Cindy always wondered why Al had sent Clint the photo. Had he wanted to break up Clint’s relationship with Cindy? Everyone else had tried to.  Was Al making amends for this now by getting Cindy this column?  Or, was there something else he had in mind?


The job sounds wonderful,” Cindy reassured Al, who was looking at her quizzically.


“But you’re not one hundred per cent positive,” Al echoed.


“Not yet,” she answered. “Can I sleep on it?”


Fortunately, just then Pastor Mallord came over and interrupted the conversation.


“Cindy, my goodness, you look wonderful,” he said, “so good to see you.”


Cindy’s eyes filled with tears at the sight of this kind man. She remembered how deeply he’d cared for her during her ordeal and the little Bible he’d left for her as a gift. It had to still be tucked away in her room.


“You’ve become a great force for the good, Cindy,” Pastor Mallord was saying now. “We’re so proud of you. You’re incredibly courageous. You’ve helped many.”


“Thank you, thank you,” Cindy felt humbled.


“Don’t give up, never give up,” he went on, “I’m sure there are many more victims of crime out there who are waiting for your help.”


Cindy shivered. She felt it too, but had no idea what her next steps would be. Was Pastor Mallord giving her a message, and what did it have to do with this job offer she’d just received from Al?  


 


 





Chapter 3


 


 


After everyone had left, Ann and Cindy were sitting on bed talking and Cindy told Ann about Al’s offer.


 “This is a fantastic, amazing offer,” Ann said, her eyes getting big.


“There’s no way I can make up my mind about it overnight,” Cindy replied.


“Just go meet the guy,” Ann insisted, “let him know you need a little think to think about it.”


“Maybe?” said Cindy.


“Maybe?” Ann was astonished. “This is too good to pass up. I remember all the years growing up, you always dreamt of having a column of your own.”


“That was then,” said Cindy.”There’s no reason for me to trust Al.  He was involved with sending Clint that photo before the wedding, do you remember?”


“I do now that you’ve reminded me,” said Ann. “But what has that got to do with anything now?”


“Who knows?” shrugged Cindy. “Why would Al be so interested in setting this up for me?  It really doesn’t make sense.”


“You’re becoming paranoid, Cindy,” Ann looked horrified.


“No, just careful,” Cindy replied. “There’s a web of strange relationships here in Cove Bay. Al’s close to Clint’s family. They couldn’t stand me from the beginning, never wished me well.”


“Marge told me she wants to straighten that all out,” Ann interrupted.


“I’m not so sure,” said Cindy. “Why would she? She’s tricky, you know that.”


“Cindy,” Ann put her hand on Cindy’s arm, “this is not a case you’re investigating. This is life, people can be trusted. They aren’t all criminals. Being a detective is making you paranoid.”


“There’s a fine line between being paranoid and being smart and vigilant, Ann.  You have to consider all the angles.”


“That’s a terrible way to live,” Ann breathed, “not trusting anyone.”


“Of course I trust - when my trust has been earned,” Cindy quickly replied.


“Well, thank God I’m not on your list of suspects,” Ann grinned, trying to break the tension that was forming.


Cindy smiled back. “Of course you aren’t, but we don’t really know Al, do we? How do we know he’s not setting me up?”


Ann got up from the edge of the bed. “Cindy, it’s just an interview with a guy at the paper. Go check out the situation yourself. Take time to think it over. If they really want you, they’ll give you the time you need to make a decision.  For all you know, it might be something you’d love to do.”


There was no arguing Ann’s logic, there never was. But Cindy still felt hesitant. Suddenly she thought of Mattheus and wondered what he was doing right at that moment. By now he’d probably arrived in Anguilla. Had he met up with his daughter or her mother yet?  Cindy wondered what it would be like for him, seeing the woman again he’d had a child with, after all these years.  Although Cindy definitely didn’t want to go forward with Mattheus, it was hard to imagine never seeing him again. She thought of his handsome, suntanned face and the picture of her walking with him on the sandy beaches flashed through mind. She thought of the excitement they always felt tackling a new case together. The two of them had been good in so many ways, despite the endless ups and downs.


“If I took the job it would be the end of my time in the Caribbean,” Cindy said, musing out loud.


Ann looked at Cindy closely then. “The job at the paper would mean that you’d be based in New York for now, that’s all,” she said.


Cindy swallowed hard. It was too much to decide all at once.


Ann tried to soften things.  “You’d be here for as long as the job lasted,” she went on. “You’d make new friends, take on new challenges. Who knows, you might even like it better than being away from your entire family all the time?”


Cindy felt a moment of remorse, but let it slide. 


“You could always return to the Caribbean, if you had to,” Ann was doing her best to cover all bases.


“That’s true,” said Cindy.


“You might not ever have to, though,” Ann went on, hopeful. “For all you know you might meet a wonderful guy and settle up here. The two of you might have children. You’ve always wanted children. I always thought you’d be a wonderful mother, Cindy.”


Tears filled Cindy’s eyes. She’d always thought so too. She remembered how she and Mattheus had been recently talking about having a family, how wonderful that had felt, how 


badly she’d wanted to have a child with him. She’d also dreamt of having a family with Clint.  Neither had worked out. She couldn’t go through this again.


Cindy looked straight into Ann’s eyes then.  She could see that Ann only wanted the very best for Cindy, and to have her dear sister close.


“Of course it’s true, Ann, anything can happen,” Cindy said, wanting to ease her sister’s feelings. “Who knows who I could meet?”


Ann snapped that right up. “You could be happy here Cindy, finally settle down. Then you might not be so addicted to living in the Caribbean and putting yourself into danger over and over solving horrible crimes.”


“It’s not an addiction,” Cindy protested.


“What is it then?” Ann was insistent.


“I’m needed there,” Cindy responded. “I know the terrain, and the ways people operate. It’s complicated, a tangled web. On the surface it looks beautiful, but you can’t imagine what goes on underneath, on winding streets and in hidden corners.  It can be truly dark and dangerous.  People get killed and no one cares.”


Ann wouldn’t have any of it, though. “That’s not why you stay down there,” she was exasperated. “You stay in the Caribbean to re-live what happened with Clint. You feel responsible for it and want make it right, again and again.  You feel it’s up to you to bring all killers to justice. It doesn’t make sense.”


“It makes perfect sense,” said Cindy. “I am responsible for justice, so are you and everyone else.”


“But I don’t spend my time hunting down killers,” said Ann. “I live a normal life and do what I can to help when a situation presents itself. You actively go hunting.”


“And I like doing it!” said Cindy, feeling a rush of pride, thinking of the exquisite triumph of the moment when the true culprit in a case was revealed and taken into custody. There was nothing like it. It was as though the world, which had been out of kilter, was suddenly set straight again. Someone wrongly accused, was often set free. The pain of a family eased, fear dissipated. It was like watching the sun come out after a horrible storm.  If Cindy was addicted, it was to that moment, to feeling she’d set things right in the world once again. “I like it, Ann, I really do,” she insisted.


Ann let out a long, troubled sigh. “Cindy, in your mind you’re getting revenge on Clint’s killer again and again.  I’m telling you, it’s an addiction.”


“That minimizes what I do. It offends me,” Cindy protested. “Someone has to step forward and bring justice.”


Cindy jumped up off the edge of the bed then and started walking around the room, to release the tension that was forming. As she moved about her eyes fell upon the small, bible that Pastor Mallord have given her when Clint died. It was still there, where she had left it.


Cindy paused, went over and picked the bible up. It was comforting to hold it. She opened the pages randomly, and her eyes fell upon the following words: 


What does the Lord require of you but to do justice, and to love kindness, and to walk humbly with your God?
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