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PRAISE FOR THE BOOKS OF 
#1 INTERNATIONAL 
BESTSELLING AUTHOR
KERK MURRAY



Since the Day We Left


“Best romance I've read this year!”— Reader Review



“Haven't cried that hard over a book in a long time.”— Reader Review



“I read this in one sitting on a rainy weekend and it was PERFECT. Already ordered copies for my book club.”— Reader Review



“Hadley Cove feels so real to me.”— Reader Review



“I picked up this book on a whim and now I'm ordering everything Kerk Murray has ever written.”— Reader Review



“I've been following Kerk Murray for years and his writing just keeps getting better. Since the Day We Left is on another level entirely.”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Wished


“I read it in one sitting! If you love small town romance with realistic characters, you need to read this. I already pre-ordered the next one.”— Reader Review



“Loved every page. The Wishing Tree concept was so romantic and unique. Kerk Murray is an auto-buy author for me now.”— Reader Review



“I hope this gets made into a movie. So good!”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Kissed


“This is the first romance I’ve read written by a male and won’t be my last by this author. His take on romance was surprisingly insightful—you can’t help but cheer for Kara and Ethan.”— Reader Review



“The best story in the series by far!”— Reader Review



“I can’t wait to read more Kerk Murray books! He’s my favorite new-to-me author.”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Fell


“Hadley Cove feels like a character in itself. It’s a place that feels both real and magical and one that I never want to leave.”— Reader Review



“Kerk has a gift for capturing the nuances of human emotion. I found myself stopping to highlight several passages.”— Reader Review



“I’ve been a fan of Kerk’s work since Pawprints On Our Hearts, and Since the Day We Fell did not disappoint.”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Danced


“Murray’s writing is simply gorgeous.”— The Book Commentary



“An emotional rollercoaster that will make you fall in love with love all over again.” — Reader Review



“A beautiful escapist Nicholas Sparks type romance.”— Reader Review



Pawprints On Our Hearts


“Animal lovers will feel connected to Murray’s almost spiritual awakening and admire his devotion to following his heart, even in the face of tremendous sacrifice. This touching memoir overflows with intense emotion.”— Booklife by Publishers Weekly



“A deeply moving memoir... one of the best books that capture the connection between human beings and dogs... Pawprints on Our Hearts inspires a love for animals while exploring the painful edges of the human heart in need of love and healing.”— The Book Commentary



“A powerful and emotional story.”  — Alyson Sheldrake, Bestselling author of “Kat the Dog"











  
  


BEFORE YOU BEGIN…
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You’re invited to join my private Facebook Reader Group, where you’ll make new book friends, meet other animal lovers, and be the first to know about new releases, book clubs, and special deals.




Join here :



Kerk Murray’s private 
Facebook Reader Group





















  
  
STORY PLAYLIST
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Listen to it on your favorite music streaming platform.
Download it by clicking here.

Wendi’s listens:





	“Torn” — Natalie Imbruglia


	 “Beautiful” — Christina Aguilera


	 “I Wanna Dance with Somebody” — Whitney Houston


	 “Save the Best for Last” — Vanessa Williams


	 “Sparks Fly” — Taylor Swift


	 “This Is Why We Can't Have Nice Things” — Taylor Swift


	 “Head Above Water” — Avril Lavigne


	 “Everywhere” — Michelle Branch


	 “Drops of Jupiter” — Train


	 “Breathless” — The Corrs






Miles’s listens:



	 “Kryptonite” — 3 Doors Down 


	 “Here Without You” —  3 Doors Down


	 “Dare You to Move” — Switchfoot


	 “The Reason” — Hoobastank


	 “Gravity” — John Mayer


	 “Slide” — Goo Goo Dolls


	 “How You Remind Me” — Nickelback


	“Home” — Daughtry


	“Chasing Cars” — Snow Patrol


	“Make You Feel My Love” — Adele













  
  


































For those who believe in magic, 


and to the brave souls who start over 


when all seems lost—this one’s for you.













  
  




















“The shell, the beach, the quiet light;


All safe, all sure, all right.”






—Sylvia Plath, Full Fathom Five










  
  


DEAR READER,

Welcome back to Hadley Cove! 

This story began with two questions: What if a small act of kindness rippled decades into the future? What if two strangers, connected by a childhood encounter, found their way back to each other when they needed it most?

As you walk alongside Wendi and Miles, I hope you feel the weight of dreams deferred, the courage to rebuild after loss, and the beauty of life’s unexpected encounters. Arthur’s journey was written to honor the complex reality so many families face—the heartbreak of loss, but also the moments of clarity that remind us of who our loved ones have always been.

The Painted Shell is more than just a store; it’s a crossroads—the choice between security and passion, between expectation and what truly makes us come alive. Through Wendi’s struggle, I hope you find echoes of your own moments of bravery.

Thank you for being a part of this incredible adventure and for joining me in creating a more compassionate world for all living beings, one heartwarming story at a time. 

Your support through reading and sharing this series, along with your kind words in messages and reviews, means more than I can express. I’m forever grateful.

Don’t forget to check out the extras I’ve included at the front and end of the book, created with you in mind.

With love,
Kerk











  
  

Prologue
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Thirty-Six Years Earlier


A glass vase shattered against the wall, exploding into jagged shards. 

Wilting wildflowers bobbed in the spreading puddle.

“This ain’t working, June! Your part-time job ain’t paying the bills!”

“Oh, so it’s my fault now? You’re the one who—”

“I don’t wanna hear it! We need money, not excuses!”

Her dad stormed down the hall, leaving her mother in the middle of the living room, hands trembling at her side. When she turned to Wendi, her eyes were glassy with unshed tears. “Go play outside for a while, sweetheart. I just ... I need to rest.”

Rest meant crying. Wendi knew that by now. 

She nodded, grabbed her sketchbook, and slipped out the back door, the screen clattering shut behind her.


      [image: image-placeholder]The wind tangled Wendi’s hair as she nestled into her favorite spot on the beach. At nine, her little alcove, hidden between weathered rocks and scraggly dune grass, felt like it belonged only to her. 

She had stumbled upon it last summer, fleeing from girls who had made fun of her clothes. And now, this was where she always came when her parents’ fights got too loud for the thin walls of their house.

A fiddler crab darted sideways, vanishing into the sand. Wendi smiled—even the tiniest creatures had their own places to hide.

Waves lapped at the shore while seagulls wheeled overhead. A feather drifted down, landing near her foot. Wendi picked it up, tucking it into the spiral binding of her sketchbook.

“The world is full of hidden treasures,” her mom had told her once, during a rare beach day, gathering seashells. “If you’re willing to look.”

Wendi spotted a familiar lump in the sand. Reaching over, she brushed away the top layer and unearthed the small metal tin she’d buried a few days before. After shaking off the remaining grains, she pried open the lid and tipped the tin, letting her treasures tumble into her palm: a piece of sea glass the exact blue-green of her mother’s eyes when she was happy; a perfect sand dollar; a shark tooth; and her prized possession—a spiral shell with bands of cream and caramel. She’d found it after a storm, half-buried, waiting just for her.

For a moment, she cradled them, then set them next to her. She pushed strands of hair away from her face as she focused on sketching the waves. Motion was the hardest thing to capture—waves never rested, just like her thoughts.

She paused, tilting her head, before shading in the foam where it touched the sand. Mrs. Abernathy had called her drawings a “genuine gift” last week.

She shifted on the sand, erasing a small smudge. 

Dad didn’t even look at my last art project.

A familiar knot formed in her throat, one she’d learned to swallow down while keeping the tears at bay. Her grip tightened on the pencil as she looked out toward the water.

“Not now, Wendi,” he’d snapped, barely noticing the watercolor of a lighthouse she’d held out. “Can’t you see I’m busy? Go show your mother.”

She’d left without another word, tucking the painting into her folder. It remained unseen.

Wendi let out a slow breath, pushing the memory aside. She turned back to her sketchbook, tracing the faint horizon line where the sky and sea blurred together.

A shadow moved along the shoreline, and her pencil hovered mid-stroke.

No one ever came here. This place was hers.

But now, a man and a boy trudged along the shore. The man wore a dark suit, his tie flapping in the wind, and shoes dangling from one hand. The boy—her age, maybe a little older—had his hands shoved into his pockets. His dress pants were rolled at the ankles. 

Something about them made Wendi’s chest tighten. Maybe it was their slow, careful steps, or the way they seemed disconnected from the beauty around them. They reminded her of the somber faces, the organ music, and the flowery scents at her grandma’s funeral last year. 

They stopped. 

The boy flinched as the waves lapped his toes. The man placed a hand on the boy’s shoulder.

Wendi shrank back into the safety of her hiding spot.

Reaching into his suit pocket, the man pulled out a small container and twisted the lid. He stepped into the surf and emptied it. Gray ash spilled out, swirling in the breeze. Some seemed to have clung to his fingers, which he rinsed before returning to the boy.

Wendi’s chest tightened.

Someone’s gone. 

Forever.

The man tried to put his arm around the boy, but he jerked away, his face crumpling as tears streaked his cheeks.

The man looked helpless—the way adults sometimes did when they ran out of words. He glanced at the boy, then stepped deeper into the waves, his back to the shore, shoulders shaking. The water was up to his knees now.

The boy stood alone, his fist pressed to his mouth, stifling sobs. His other arm clutched his middle, as if holding himself together.

A hollow ache echoed inside Wendi. She knew what it was like to cry alone.

Her mom had always warned her about strangers: “Not everyone is nice just because they look like it.” 

But leaving the boy to cry alone felt wrong—like walking past an injured bird and pretending not to see. So Wendi slid the spiral shell into her pocket and stood.

The boy didn’t notice her until she was beside him. He startled, quickly wiping his face with his sleeve. 

Wendi froze. 

Does he even want me here? Maybe I should go.

For a beat, she waited quietly, giving him a chance to decide.

When he didn’t move, she reached into her pocket and pulled out her spiral shell. She held it out, palm open. The sunlight caught the shell’s swirls, making them glow. 

“It’s magic,” she said. “From the ocean. It’ll help.”

On her worst days, she would hold it to her ear, listening to the ocean trapped inside. Its steady whooshing reminded her that some things stayed the same, no matter how much the world around her changed.

His deep brown eyes, swollen and red-rimmed, flicked between the shell and Wendi before he finally reached for it.

Their fingers brushed as he took the shell, sending a strange flutter through Wendi’s stomach. He curled his fingers around it, gripping it tightly.

“Here,” Wendi said, gently guiding his hand. “Hold it up to your ear, like this.” She mimicked the motion with her empty hand. 

His eyes drifted shut as he listened.

“Can you hear it?” She leaned forward, hopeful. “The ocean?”

The boy went still. Then, after a pause, he nodded—just barely. A look of wonder crept across his face—the same look she’d imagined she had worn when she’d first discovered the shell’s magic. His eyes widened slightly, but he didn’t say a word.

He didn’t have to.

His breathing steadied, and his shoulders relaxed. The shell fit in his palm like it had been waiting for him, as it had once waited for her.

In that moment, Wendi understood—giving something away didn’t leave behind an emptiness, but a quiet fullness, knowing it was exactly where it belonged.

She lowered herself onto the sand and hugged her knees to her chest. The boy hesitated, then sat too—still leaving space between them. He kept the shell clenched in his hand as they both watched the man in the waves. 

Neither spoke. 

The sun began its descent, turning the water into sheets of copper and rose gold, while shadows stretched across the sand.

Wendi knew it was time to go.

If she stayed out too late, her mom would worry, and the last thing she wanted was to add more sadness to the day. Standing up, she brushed the sand from her shorts and took a few steps backward. The boy looked up, still seated, still holding the shell.

When she turned to leave, Wendi couldn’t help but glance over her shoulder one last time. The man had returned from the water and now stood beside the boy, who was holding up the shell, his lips moving—speaking. The man’s gaze lifted, meeting Wendi’s across the beach. He gave a small nod that she returned before continuing on her way.

Arriving back at her secret spot, where her sketchbook lay open beside the tin, she kneeled and reached for the scattered treasures, carefully placing them back inside. Then she snapped the lid shut, scooped out a shallow hole, and buried the tin, smoothing the sand before crossing a few twigs over it.

Wendi turned back to her sketchbook, dusting away the specks of sand. After a final glance at her work, she shut the book, secured the elastic band around the cover, and tucked it under her arm before heading home.

As she climbed the wooden steps leading away from the beach, something made her pause. Looking back, she saw the man and boy standing together, their heads bent over the tiny treasure she had given away.

Somehow, with one less piece, her collection felt more whole.

Her mom was right. The world was full of hidden treasures.
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Present Day


Sunday

At the foot of the bed, a little Yorkipoo body unfurled in a sleepy stretch. A soft whine came, then another, more insistent. Max’s paw nudged Wendi’s shoulder. 

She pulled the quilt tighter around her. The morning light filtered through the sheer linen curtains, and outside, the waves crashed against the shore.

“I’m up, I’m up,” she groaned.

Her phone lit up, reading 6:47 a.m.—thirteen minutes before her alarm was set to go off. Max always managed to wake her right before. His black hair stood up in wild tufts, and his eyes were bright, ready for the day.

She swung her legs over the side of the bed and moved toward the door. Max jumped down to follow her.

“Morning, troublemaker.” 

She caught her reflection in the dresser mirror—hair twisted into gravity-defying angles and pillow lines etched across her face. Her former Manhattan-self would’ve gasped and reached for the straightener. Back then, mornings started at 4:30 a.m., with a calorie-tracked smoothie and an outfit chosen days in advance. Now, her routine consisted of staying in pajamas until she absolutely had to change, occasionally forgetting what day it was.

The beachfront cottage felt like a dollhouse compared to her Manhattan apartment, but what it lacked in size, it more than made up for in charm. Salt-worn siding, faded blue paint peeling in places. Mismatched furniture. Windows that sometimes stuck but framed perfect ocean views. Even the shower demanded a specific sequence of handle-turning that had taken weeks to master. But it was hers. 

In the kitchen, she filled Max’s bowl while the coffeemaker gurgled to life. She leaned against the counter, watching him devour his food with a single-minded focus.

It was hard to believe this was the same dog she’d rescued two years ago—the one who’d spent his first two days cowering under her bed. Back then, he’d been nothing but protruding ribs and skittish eyes.

“You’ve come a long way, sweet boy.”

And so had she.

The woman who had once sobbed through a presentation to hotel executives, who had locked herself in a bathroom stall, hands shaking too much to even text James about what had happened, felt like a stranger now.
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