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INTRODUCTION
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IN 2021, I WAS INVITED to be a part of an anthology set in the fictional small fishing town of Hope Harbor, Maine. The success of “Hope Harbor” led to a second anthology, “The Legend of Whalehouse Tavern,” in 2022, and a third, “A Beacon in the Storm,” in 2023.

Participating authors were given a background story that everyone was to include but were then allowed to run with it. It could be any subgenre: contemporary, historical, paranormal, mystery, suspense. All stories had to have a happily-ever-after and no sex scenes. It made for a fun collection of stories with something for everyone.

The first, “Hope Harbor,” was to include a lighthouse, pirate Gideon O’Shay, and his magic emerald ring believed to have the power to grant its owner with great fortune. For some, that fortune was the love of their life. Six authors took up the challenge. All proceeds were donated to Operation Underground Railroad, an organization who rescues stolen and exploited children.

The second, “The Legend of Whalehouse Tavern,” is centered around Hope Harbor’s Whalehouse Tavern which is said to be charmed with the power to bring lonely and destined hearts together. Eight authors, eight very different stories, with all proceeds going to Feeding America.

The third, “A Beacon in the Storm,” was simply to include a storm and the lighthouse. Eight authors again entertained with their varied approach to the challenge.

I chose to take my same characters through all three books spanning from 1870 to 1891 as each found their love through the magic of Hope Harbor. I’m combining them here in “Lighting A Path To Love.” It’s my hope you enjoy reading their stories as much as I enjoyed writing them.

I’d like to acknowledge our editor, Tina Susedik, for coming up with the ideas and including me in this adventure. The three amazing covers, along with this one, were designed by Teresa Ellett Russ and her staff at Poised Pen Productions. The authors who made the anthologies possible were: Teresa Keefer, C.J. Bennet, Sherrie Lea Morgan, Mona Casey, Grace Colline, Brenda Lowder, Lauren Gayle, Jolie St. Amant, and L. Robinson. Without all of their hard work and collaboration, none of this would have been possible.

PLAQUE IN HOPE HARBOR VILLAGE GREEN

In 1699, Samuel Hopewell arrived with his wife, Faith, and three young children, Jonathan, Temperance, and Charlotte. On this spot, he built a house and barn. He began farming and fishing, taking his goods to small towns further inland.

In 1701, he was joined by his brother, Thomas and his family who opened a store and tavern. Hearing of the rich land and abundance of whales, others joined them until in 1716, the population grew to sixty-five souls.

Samuel’s homestead, located here on this village green, is long gone, but his and his family’s legacy lives on. Over the years, when whaling grew, sloops ventured further into the Atlantic Ocean. Heading back to southern towns, more and more ships crashed and sank on the Hopewell Shoals. Residents of Hopewell, tired of trying to rescue crews during treacherous storms, requested government funds to erect a lighthouse to warn ships of the massive rocks hidden in the water.

In 1716, the lighthouse northeast of the green was completed, with Samuel as the first lighthouse keeper, or wickie (named for having to keep the lantern wicks trimmed.) Samuel moved his wife and eight children to a house near the lighthouse. His sons, and even daughters, learned the art of being a wickie.

In 1774, with the threat of colonists going against the King George III, the English created a harbor for their ships to dock. At that time, the town’s name was changed to Hope Harbor.

As with small villages everywhere, legends abound, the most prominent being a pirate who landed in 1719, bringing with him a ring said to bring riches to the bearer. Married to Samuel’s eldest daughter, the legend lives on as the ring was passed from generation to generation.

Today, through the Revolutionary and Civil Wars, Samuel and Faith’s children stayed, married, and kept up the tradition of Hopewell’s Lighthouse.
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CHAPTER ONE
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SPRING 1870

Annalise Hopewell O’Shay stood at the parlor window of her grandmother’s house. She studied the fog rolling in over Lake Michigan, attempting to perfect the various shades of gray in her painting. Slate colored and seemingly impenetrable, the fog creeped across the water like a living thing. The beacon from the lighthouse high on the Wisconsin bluff sliced through the cloud wall, warning any ship caught unaware of the veiled and treacherous rocky shore ahead.

She pushed aside a loose auburn curl with the back of her hand and scowled. She was an accomplished enough artist that a little fog shouldn’t give her so much trouble.

The lake, and most especially the lighthouse, was what Annalise loved best about the house. She remembered the stories told to her over the years about her family’s ties to the ocean and a specific lighthouse north of Boston. It was a love story about a pirate named Gideon O’Shay, Captain of the Emerald Dragon, and the lighthouse keeper’s daughter, Temperance Hopewell. While the people and the ship were no doubt real, and there probably was an emerald ring, she doubted the truth of the part about the ring having magical powers bringing its owners untold wealth. It was fun, though, for a young, orphaned girl to ponder on cold winter nights.

Annalise gave up on her painting for the day. It seemed every time her brush touched the canvas it made the problems worse. Perhaps in the morning. Of course, the fog would be gone by then, but her memory of it would be clear. She swirled each brush in the jar of turpentine on her worktable then cleaned them on a rag. Dipping the corner of the rag in the solution, she wiped at the spots on her hands. She’d wash them thoroughly with soap later and moisturize with the rose-scented cream her grandmother gave her on her last birthday.

The parlor door opened, interrupting her thoughts. Nurse Sarah rolled Grandmother’s chair into the room and stopped it in front of the fire.

“There you are, darling. I should have guessed. How’s your painting coming along?”

“Slowly.” Annalise carefully hung her apron over a nearby, straight-backed chair, making sure to keep any wet paint from getting on Grandmother’s furniture. “But I haven’t given up yet.”

Grandmother smiled and dismissed Nurse Sarah with a wave of her hand. “Annalise and I have much to discuss. I’ll send for you if I need anything.”

Nurse Sarah touched the side of the teapot on the table. “Would you like me to send Mrs. Hendricks in with a fresh pot? This one has gone cold.”

“Not for me, unless my granddaughter would like another cup.” She turned her attention to Annalise.

“No, thank you. I’ve had quite enough.” Annalise kissed her grandmother on the cheek and took the chair across from her. She stared into the flames and waited while Nurse Sarah collected the tea tray and left the room, closing the door behind her. What did Grandmother want to talk about? There was no sense speculating. Personal family matters were to be shared privately. Grandmother would tell her once they were alone.

Did it have something to do with what looked like a box hidden beneath Grandmother’s lap rug? It wasn’t a large box, but big enough to be obvious. The day before, Mr. Hendricks had brought an old trunk down from the attic and left it in Grandmother’s room. Had the box been inside it?

“Did you have a nice rest?” she asked, hoping to get the conversation started.

Grandmother nodded. “I did. I was up late last night going through my mother’s things.”

“Did you find what you were looking for?” More than anything, Annalise wanted to ask directly about the mysterious box.

Grandmother produced the box from under her lap rug. An intricate, Celtic design was carved into the wooden cover. It was a little scuffed but otherwise in good condition.

“Gideon O’Shay carved this for his wife, Temperance, on their first wedding anniversary.” Grandmother handed it to her. “My father gave it to my mother when they were married, and now I give it to you.”

Annalise recognized the names. Could it be? She opened the lid. Nestled inside a scrap of blue silk was an emerald ring.

“Do you remember the story behind the ring?”

Annalise held it in her hand. She closed her fingers around the warm metal. The heat grew to a pleasant glow deep inside her heart. “It’s supposed to have great power.” She opened her hand and gazed at the intense green of the stone. “Doesn’t it bring untold wealth to the person who has it?”

“Wealth can mean many things. For some it brought financial success, but for others it brought love.”

“Well, I don’t need financial success. My paintings may not make me rich, but I can live comfortably on what I earn selling them. However, as for love. . .” Annalise wrapped the ring and placed it back in the box. “Unless it has the power to bring Ambrose back from the grave, I don’t see how it can be of any use to me.” She held the box out to Grandmother.

“No, my dear, it can’t bring back those lost to us.” Grandmother held Annalise’s hand in hers, trapping the box between them.

The ring’s heat pulsing through the wood startled her. She tried to pull away, but Grandmother wouldn’t let go.

“You see, it must stay in the family. I’ve been keeping track of everyone, and you and I are the only two who remain. Soon you will be the last surviving member of Gideon and Temperance O’Shay’s bloodline.”

“And what happens then?” Annalise looked up.

Grandmother shrugged. “We can’t change the past, nor can we know the future. You’re right about one thing, the ring can’t bring Ambrose back. But you are too young to resign yourself to a life without love. A life without a husband and children. Ambrose has been gone almost seven years now. Only old women like myself are allowed to grieve this long. Perhaps the power of the ring can bring those dreams back to you.”

“Grandmother. . .” Annalise tried to give the box back. “I’m not looking. . .”

“The ring is yours now. Give it a chance. Don’t close your heart just yet.”

* * *
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A WEEK LATER, GRANDMOTHER passed quietly in her sleep. It was a small funeral. With only Annalise, Nurse Sarah, Mr. and Mrs. Hendricks, and the minister in attendance. Most of Grandmother’s friends had gone home before her, and with Annalise’s parents’ death when she was eight, she was the only family left to mourn Grandmother’s passing.

The others waited at a distance while Annalise said her final good-bye. She laid a hand on top of the casket and closed her eyes. There were no more tears. She’d cried herself out in the days leading up to the burial. There was no one left. Her parents; Ambrose, who was killed at Gettysburg; and now Grandmother leaving her alone and empty inside.

That night she sat in front of the fireplace with her tea and stared at the empty spot where Nurse Sarah would routinely leave Grandmother’s chair. She set down her cup and unhooked the chain where she’d hung the ring for safe keeping. The beautiful carved box was tucked away in her bureau.

The emerald glittered in the firelight. Could the story be true? She slipped it on her finger. Its heat did more than warm her hand, it seemed to fill her soul. She’d never known anything like it. No piece of jewelry had ever affected her in such an indescribable way. Was the ring trying to tell her something or lead her somewhere?

“What is it you want me to do?”

Nurse Sarah came in. Annalise hid the ring in the folds of her skirt. “Excuse me, Miss O’Shay. I was packing my things and went in your grandmother’s room to retrieve a book I’d left there. This envelope, addressed to you, was on her nightstand. Can’t imagine how we all missed it before.” She handed it to Annalise.

“Thank you.” Whatever could it be? “I trust Grandmother’s attorney saw to your final pay.”

“Yes. I’ll be taking my leave first thing in the morning.”

“Then I’ll say my good-byes now, so I don’t miss you. Good luck in your next position.”

“Thank you.” Then Nurse Sarah was gone. Annalise was alone once again.

She turned the envelope over in her hands. Her name was written in Grandmother’s perfect penmanship. She went to the desk for a letter opener, her hands shaking as she broke the seal. Inside was a short letter and a train ticket to Hope Harbor, Maine.


My Dearest Annalise:

I know you don’t believe in the power of the ring. You must learn for yourself. Leave this old woman’s mausoleum behind and find your own future.

Love, Grandmother
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CHAPTER TWO
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TIME PASSED QUICKLY. It was the end of June, and Annalise sketched the Atlantic shoreline as her train sped north out of Boston. Concentrating on her art helped quiet the butterflies in her stomach. She’d never been so far from home before and never away from Wisconsin.

She tried not to think about Grandmother’s house. The furniture covered with white sheets like ghosts to protect them from the sun and dust. The fireplace cold and swept clean. The closed drapery lending to the grief filling her as she walked out the door. The Hendricks said they’d look after her property—it all belonged to her now—until she decided whether she’d be returning or selling.

A single tear ran down her cheek. She wiped it away and returned her attention to the passing seascape.

“You’re very talented.”

Annalise turned her attention from her drawing to the young woman now sitting next to her. “Thank you.”

“My name’s Suzanne Hunter.”

“Annalise Hopewell O’Shay.” She extended a hand.

Eyes wide, Suzanne turned in her seat and grasped Annalise’s hand. “Not of the Hopewells.”

Annalise shrugged, unsure how to respond. Who were the Hopewells?

“The Hopewells of Hope Harbor?”

Annalise eased her hand from the young girl’s grip. “Then, I guess I am.”

“Then, you need to meet my brother, Connor. He’s the keeper at the Hopewell’s lighthouse. They call him a wickie. Do you know what a wickie is?” She took a breath and went on. “I didn’t know until Connor told me.”

“I do, actually.” Annalise hid a smile. Did Suzanne Hunter always talk this much, this fast? God help her if the brother was the same.

“I’m going to stay with him, help with his son, Andrew. He’s ten. They’ve been alone this past year, ever since Connor’s wife died.” She shook her head and sighed. “It was so sad. Are you married? I couldn’t help but notice your beautiful ring.”

Annalise stroked the band of the emerald ring. It had grown much warmer since Suzanne had sat next to her and began talking. “No, I’m not married. The ring was my grandmother’s. I decided to wear it on my left hand to discourage men from bothering me on the train.” She hesitated then decided to continue. Suzanne was beginning to grow on her. “My fiancé was killed in the war.” To her shock, Suzanne began to cry, pulling Annalise’s attention away from her ring.

“I’m sorry.” Suzanne sniffled and blew her nose. “My intended, Walter, came home wounded. Lost a leg. At first, we merely delayed the wedding while he came to terms with his injury. But eventually, he decided he didn’t want to get married anymore, so you and I are sort of in the same situation . . . sort of . . . I mean . . .”

“Certainly, there were other young men interested in marrying you.”

“Not after all that time. I think they’d decided there was something wrong with me, that I refused him. I became known as fickle and a horrible woman for turning away the town’s war hero. It’s why I decided to move to Hope Harbor and help Connor raise Andrew. A chance to start anew.”

Annalise took Suzanne’s hand in both of hers. “Your young man was a fool. He lost more than a leg. He lost a future with you. As for the other men in your town, well, they aren’t worth your time.”

Suzanne’s smile lit up her face. “I just know we’re going to be the best of friends.”

“Yes, I believe we will.” Annalise’s heart grew lighter. Maybe being so far from home wouldn’t be so bad.

“Hope Harbor!” The conductor passed down the aisle. “Next stop, Hope Harbor!”

Annalise packed away her sketchbook and pencils. The butterflies in her stomach flitted and fluttered a nervous dance. At least she now knew one person in town, and she was about to meet two more. Connor and Andrew Hunter.

* * *
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FEW PEOPLE WAITED ON the platform, so it was easy to pick out Suzanne’s brother, who bore a striking resemblance to his sister, only taller.

“Connor! Andrew!” Suzanne bounced on her toes, waving. She grabbed Annalise by the hand. “Come, I’ll introduce you.”

Annalise followed her in a trance. Connor Hunter’s remarkable blue eyes, the color of the ocean, pulled her in and wouldn’t release her. He pushed back his sandy blond hair, the same color as his sister’s, blowing across his face. The boy standing next to him was the spitting image of his father, from his blond hair to his blue eyes to the way he took off his hat in her presence.

“Connor, I’d like you to meet my new friend, Annalise Hopewell O’Shay. We met on the train. Annalise, my brother, Connor Hunter, and nephew, Andrew.”

She’d never seen teeth so white when he smiled at her, making the butterflies in her stomach all but dance.

He raised an eyebrow. “Not the Hopewells.”

“Yes, the Hopewells.” Suzanne nodded.

Annalise snatched the ring from her finger and dropped it in her reticule before its increasing heat burned her.
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CHAPTER THREE
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ANNALISE ACCEPTED CONNOR’S hand with a firm shake. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Hunter. Your sister tells me you’re the keeper of the old family lighthouse.”

“I am.” His voice cracked, and he cleared his throat.

Andrew tugged on her sleeve. “Are you really related to the pirate?” His eyes wide, he spoke almost as fast as his Aunt Suzanne.

Annalise smiled down at him and laughed at his exuberance. “Nice to meet you, Andrew.”

“Are you really related to the pirate?” he asked again, all social pleasantries forgotten.

“Pirate?” Suzanne scrunched her brow.

Connor chuckled. “Andrew knows every detail of the story of Gideon O’Shay and the legend of his magic emerald ring.”

Annalise nodded. “According to my grandmother, Gideon O’Shay is my many times great grandfather.”

“Ooooo!” he breathed out. “And what about the ring? Have you seen it? Do you have it? Is it really magic?” The words spilled out of him like a sack of dry beans clattering across the floor.

Annalise held her bag tight to her skirt and shot Suzanne a warning look before she could say anything. Suzanne glanced down at Annalise’s bare hand.

“I think the ring is just a fun story.” Her heart broke when he frowned, but she thought it best to discourage his belief in the fantasy. “Like the stories of hidden pirate treasure chests full of gold and jewels.”

Andrew sighed, and his shoulders drooped. “I suppose.”

His father laid a comforting hand on his son’s head. “Like the fairy tales your mother used to read to you before bed.”

“My mother got sick.” Andrew stuffed his hands into his pockets. “Then she died.”

“Your Aunt Suzanne told me. I’m very sorry.”

“Me, too.” He kicked at a stone. It bounced against the side of the stationhouse. He sniffled. “I miss her.”

“My parents died when I was a little younger than you. That’s when I went to live with my grandmother.” Thankfully, Suzanne jumped in and changed the subject.

“Andrew, Miss O’Shay is an artist. I saw a seascape she was drawing from the train window. Perhaps she could show you one day . . . if you ask nice.”

“I like to draw, too.” His smile returned. “But I’m not very good.”

Connor tousled Andrew’s curls. “That’s not true.”

Annalise nodded. “I’d very much like to see your work. We artists must support each other.”

Connor put a hand on his son’s back and nudged him toward their wagon. “It’s time we collected your aunt’s trunk and headed home. I need to check the lighthouse lamps before dark.”

Suzanne raised an eyebrow. “Connor, a gentleman would offer to take Annalise and her trunk, as well.”

Annalise blushed. She’d been so focused on Connor Hunter and his adorable son she’d almost forgotten they weren’t alone. The way Suzanne was looking back and forth between the two of them, a cunning little half smile on her face, Annalise suspected she was playing at matchmaking. Ambrose, who loved a good game of poker, would have called the smile her tell.
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