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Rocky Point Legacy

 

 

When Gillian Parker inherits a house in Rocky Point Maine from a woman she never met, she can't believe it.  The charming New England town has all anyone could want with a seaside setting and friendly neighbors–except for the one next door.

 

Joe Kincaid doesn’t trust his new neighbor.  He’s too wary to trust anyone from glittering Las Vegas when she says she’s here to stay in bucolic Rocky Point–especially when another claimant arrives to take possession of the house.  He refuses to let down his guard no matter how interested he's becoming in Gillian.

 

Trust like love takes time to build.  Can these two become more than neighbors?  Or will the past be too much to overcome?


Chapter One

 

 

Gillian Parker parked her rental car at the curb. Glancing around, she tried to absorb every sight immediately–the clapboard homes on the side street; the weathered fronts on the buildings closer to the ocean. The spaciousness of the main street and the delightful flower designs painted on the old iron street lights.

She was utterly charmed.

Rocky Point, Maine, had only been a dot on the map before today. Now she sat in her car in the heart of the small New England town.

She stepped from the car and locked the door. Not that there was anything in the car itself. Her suitcase was in the trunk. But habits were habits.

Walking to the front of the café, she involuntarily smiled again noticing the quaint decor. Flower boxes lined the bottom of the large windows, with colorful blooms already spilling over the edge. The outside had been painted recently and gave a friendly feel of welcome to the establishment.

She opened the door and walked in, her high heels rapping on the hardwood floors. The waitresses carried trays of food, weaving through the throng, their pinafore period costumes adding to the charm of the old-time decor, which seemed to make the café a top destination for lunch judging by the crowd.

“Table for one?” a waitress asked, pausing for a moment.

“Yes.” 

“Follow me, there’s a table in the back.”

As she followed the waitress Gillian felt the center of all eyes. Conversation seemed to diminish a bit, as she passed,  then regained the previous volume.

She’d heard stories about small towns recognizing strangers when they arrived. Judging from the weekday work attire of the folks at the tables, her clothing would also signal something out of the ordinary. 

She’d just come from the funeral where she had worn her only black suit. It was a bit dressy for a midweek afternoon.

The waitress waited until she was seated at the small table then handed her the menu. “Our special today is crab cakes. The sisters make the best in town.”

Gillian smiled and began to study the menu, wondering who the sisters were. Everything looked delicious. How to decide. Maybe she’d take the waitress’s suggestion. The crab was undoubtedly fresh.

Glancing around after she ordered, Gillian smiled at a couple of people when they met her eye. They smiled in return.

She felt almost giddy with excitement. This was her first day in town, and if the Lord willed it, she’d be here until the day she died. Gillian prayed this would become her home. 

All things pointed to it.

The crab cakes were fabulous. The fresh fruit compote that accompanied it was a delicious balance. She sipped the tea she’d ordered and wondered if she’d have difficulty finding the house she’d come to claim. From what she’d seen of the town so far, it was laid out in squares, neat and compact and easily navigated.

“How’s the lunch?” A woman dressed in a costume similar to Gillian’s waitress stopped by the table with a smile.

“Delicious, thanks.”

“Glad to hear it. I’m Marcie Evans. I own this place.”

“The food is wonderful, and I really like the decor and uniforms.”

Marcie smile broadened. “So glad to hear that, too. You’re not from around here.”

“That obvious, huh?” Gillian asked, almost laughing. 

She felt as out of place here as she would in a chorus line at a Vegas show.

“I was born and raised here, so I know everyone,” Marcie said.

“I’m Gillian Parker, and no, I’m not from around here. I’m from Nevada.”

“Related to Sophie?”

Gillian nodded.

“I’m so sorry about her death. I missed the funeral because of work. One of my waitresses is out sick today, so I have to fill in. Sophie was wonderful.  She will be missed.”

Gillian smiled, trying to hide the pang that this young woman had known her great-grandmother when she herself had only learned of her existence after her death—when the lawyer’s call had told her she was the beneficiary of Sophie’s estate.

“Do you know how to get to Sophie’s house? I inherited it.” 

There, she’d said it aloud. 

She had stopped by the lawyer’s office briefly after she’d arrived in town. Not wanting to be late to the funeral, the visit had been short. Julian Greene had given her the gist of the legacy and promised to meet with her another day to review things in more detail. 

Now that lunch was almost over, Gillian was anxious to see the place she’d inherited. And to begin making plans to move to Maine.

“Better than that,” Marcie said with a twinkle in her eye. “Your next-door neighbor is eating lunch here as well. He came here straight from the funeral, too. You can follow him out to the house. It’s on a bluff halfway around the cove. Once you know which road to take from town, you’ll have no problem finding it. Let me bring Joe over and introduce the two of you.”

Marcie wove her way through the tables and went to a booth on the side. 

Gillian recognized the man Marcie spoke to as one of the pallbearers at the funeral. He had stood a head above the other men and was much younger. 

He glanced over at Gillian and she smiled politely.

He frowned and looked back at Marcie.

So much for neighborliness, she thought. Maybe Marcie had underestimated a neighbor’s willingness to help.

“Come on, Joe. It won’t hurt a bit. Just have her follow you out of town and point out Sophie’s place as you pass. You don’t have to do more than meet her and say ‘follow me,’” Marcie said to the stubborn man in front of her.

“I’m not interested in getting to know some come-and-go woman who probably plans to sell before Sophie’s in the ground good.”

Joe frowned at Marcie.  It was a good thing no one could read minds. He knew better, but that didn’t stop his interest in the stranger. He’d seen her at the church and then wobbling across the lawn in those high heels at the cemetery. He might have thought staying single was the way to go these days, but it didn’t make him immune to the attractions of a beautiful woman. 

He just hoped he had better sense than to act on that attraction.

“She seems nice,” Marcie said.

Joe peered around her and met the gaze of the woman he’d noticed at the funeral and again after she’d walked into the café. 

She was stunning. If this weren’t Rocky Point, and if he didn’t have a daughter to worry about, he might go over and find out if she were as nice as Marcie suggested.

“If she’s Sophie’s great-granddaughter, why didn’t anyone know about her?” he asked.

“I doubt Julian Greene would hand the keys to the house to someone he wasn’t convinced was a relative. Better have her there than the house stand empty.  Though her arrival is a surprise,” Marcie acknowledged.

“We’re going to miss Sophie. Her death hit Jenny especially hard.”

“I’m sure. She was a good neighbor, and Jenny had the run of her house. Hard as it is to face, we all need to know life on earth is temporary. It’s eternal life to look forward to,” Marcie said gently.

“I knew Sophie all my life. My folks moved into the house next to hers before I was even born. It won’t ever be the same.”

Marcie nodded. “Still, she had a nice long life.”

“Yes, she had a long life, but how nice it was is anyone’s guess. Her husband died during the Depression, her only son died in the Korean War, her grandson disappeared one day after trying to gyp her out of all her money. And she had to work hard to keep going and keep up that house—especially after she retired.”

“She had lots of friends, her church work, and I know she thought of you and Jenny as family,” Marcie said gently. “You always treated her that way. And she had money enough to hire help when she really needed it.”

“I’m going to miss her. It’s difficult to imagine what it’s going to be like without her next door,” Joe said, glancing again at the stranger sitting alone at her table. 

His daughter, Jenny, had been devastated when she learned Sophie had died from a fall down her stairs likely caused by a stroke. With both Joe’s parents dead, his wife long gone, Sophie had completed their small family.

He studied the stranger for a moment, feeling that kick of interest ramp up a notch. It had been so long since he’d been this interested in someone–he didn’t like it. For a moment he felt like he had when he’d been younger—carefree, daring, a bit wild. Her red-gold hair was a riotous, flaming swirl around her head and shoulders. She was tall and slender with legs that seemed to go on forever. The sophisticated black suit was as out of place in Rocky Point as she was. 

And he wanted to get to know her. Find out what made her come out of the blue to Rocky Point. Was she planning to stay? 

She arrived just as the service in the old church began. Sitting alone, she hadn’t shed a tear, nor talked to anyone. She claimed to be Sophie’s great-granddaughter. In all the years he’d known Sophie, she’d never said a word about having a great-granddaughter.

The black suit and black shoes should have had her looking like a glorious crow. Black was not her color. Still—it highlighted her creamy complexion, made her blue eyes seem brighter than anyone’s and provided a dramatic backdrop for that vibrant hair, which seemed to be a beacon of light capturing pure sunshine. 

Would it be flame hot or silky cool to the touch? 

Her blue eyes sparkled even at this distance.

Joe was older and wiser now than he’d been when he married Pamela. Now his life was firmly centered in the Lord. He knew that stepping outside of the Lord’s will would result in havoc. The years of his tumultuous marriage had proved that. He was content with his life, his work and his small family. But it didn’t hurt to look at beauty–and even yearn just a little bit.

“Okay, she can follow me home,” he said, turning back to the last of his lunch.

“Gee, be happy, why don’t you? It’s not as if you have to introduce her around or anything, just show her the house.”

“I said all right.”

“Then come and meet her. I have other things to do and don’t want you taking off before you meet. She might actually be nice.”

“Ha.”

“Time you moved on, Joe. Get married again, have some more babies. Not every woman’s like Pamela,” Marcie said with the bluntness of a long-time friend.

“I haven’t even met the woman and you’re matchmaking?” he asked in astonishment. 

Had he given himself away? Not that he was interested in marriage—or even a long-term relationship. 

He would settle for admitting to being curious about Gillian Parker. That was it.

“No. I just want you to open yourself up to the possibility. You need to find someone to fall in love with, someone who will bring you sunshine and joy. The Lord has the right person in mind, but you need to do your part, too,” she said.

Joe looked at Marcie, amazed at her take on things. He found it ironic that she was passing on such advice. His brother had left her at the altar years ago. Joe didn’t see any signs she was dating or about to marry. Joe was afraid Marcie was a one-man woman and that man had broken her heart. He’d known her since they’d been kids. She was pretty, fun and smart as a whip. His brother had been a fool to walk away from her.

“Romantic,” he said, involuntarily flicking his glaze at the fiery sunshine of the stranger’s hair.

“Cynic.”

“Even after Zack, you have fairy dust in your eyes.”

“No, I have my faith firmly planted. Remember Pamela wasn’t the only woman in the world. Open yourself up to the possibilities that surround you.”

“Like Polly Maynard?” Joe asked.

Marcie burst out laughing. “Not Polly! Is she still chasing you?”

“You’d think she’d get the hint,” he grumbled. 

Polly had had a crush on him since high school. He’d never even dated her, but she had made it clear she’d say yes if he ever asked.

Marcie chuckled as she led Joe across the wide restaurant to the table where Gillian sat.

Gillian watched the man rise and head toward her. He’d stand out in any crowd—tall and broad shouldered, with dark hair just a bit longer than it should be. It looked rugged against his white shirt collar.

By the look on his face, he was not thrilled to be meeting her. Maybe the restaurant owner had been a bit presumptuous in thinking he’d want to show her to her new inheritance. She didn’t want to be a burden on anyone, especially not a new neighbor. 

And what a neighbor. He only improved as he got closer. The air seemed brighter, colors more vibrant. His long lanky build put him well over six feet. Noted since she was five ten herself. His dark hair gleamed beneath the artificial light. His tanned skin showed he spent a lot of time outdoors. And his slightly rugged build had her curious about what he might be doing in those out door hours—fishing? Rocky Point’s main industry was fishing.

“Joe Kincaid, meet Gillian Parker,” Marcie introduced.

“Hello. Marcie said you could show me how to get to Sophie Parker’s house. It’s mine now, and I don’t know where it is, except somewhere out on a road called Shoreline. Sophie was my great-grandmother,” she said, her words rushing through before he could say anything. 

She stopped for breath. She should at least let him get a word in edgewise. Nerves shimmered as she stared into eyes that spoke volumes. Lord, help me here. I’m such a fish out of water.

He didn’t know her, but he didn’t like her. She could tell. Or was it Sophie he hadn’t liked and he’d transferred those feelings to her?

“I didn’t know Sophie had a great-granddaughter,” he said.

She almost sighed. No one had. Except the attorney.

 “That makes two of us. I was surprised when the attorney called two days ago to tell me she’d died and I was her sole beneficiary. I never even knew about her.”

Surprised, then devastated to discover she’d had a living relative that she’d never known about, Gillian wished Sophie Parker had contacted her. The attorney had no trouble locating her. If he knew about her, Sophie must have also. 

Why hadn’t Sophie tried to contact her over the years?

When Joe didn’t reply, the sudden silence increased her nervousness. She glanced at Marcie and then took a deep breath, smiling brightly, covering her feelings of inadequacy as she had for so long. “If you’re busy, maybe you can just tell me how to get to the house. Sophie’s attorney gave me the key.”

Stunned when she’d first learned of the legacy, Gillian was now anxious to see the house. To walk through the rooms and discover if she could learn more about this relative and perhaps uncover the facts as to why Sophie hadn’t contacted her only great-grandchild while she’d been alive.

Maybe she’d be able to discover more information about her own father while she was at it. Something that would help her understand the man she hadn’t seen in two decades.

“Sophie’s house is next door to mine,” he said, studying her as if he wasn’t sure what to make of her. 

She wondered if she had crumbs around her mouth or something.

“Looks like you two will be neighbors,” Marcie said brightly, with an odd look at Joe. “Won’t that be interesting?”

Interesting? Peculiar choice of words, Gillian thought, but her excitement grew. In only a little while, she’d see the house she now owned! She couldn’t imagine owning a house in a small town in Maine. How different from an apartment in  Las Vegas would that be?

Twenty minutes later, Gillian followed when Joe turned into the driveway leading to a huge, old, wood-frame two-story house. Paint peeled from the trim and the clapboard itself hadn’t been painted in years. Despite a slight hint of decay, the house looked solid and substantial. 

And for someone who had lived in cramped apartments all her life, it seemed palatial. Gillian felt a swell of excitement.

Situated on a bluff overlooking the cold north Atlantic, it obviously had been built for a large family. There would be more rooms than she’d know what to do with. The view from the windswept point was breathtaking. God’s handiwork. She smiled in happiness. Tomorrow she’d get up to see the sunrise.

She pulled her car to a halt next to Joe’s and climbed out, masking some of her excitement in front of her disapproving neighbor.

He looked at her over the top of his car.

“Are you staying long?”

Slowly Gillian smiled. “I’m staying forever,” she said, the thrill of ownership making her almost giddy. Thank You again, Heavenly Father, for this gift. Let me use it to glorify Your Name.

He shook his head with a wry grin. “We’ll see. Call if you need anything. I’m in the book. Joe Kincaid. Only one there.”

Only one anywhere, she thought. She’d never met anyone quite like him. Was that unexpected interest due to being in a new town? She didn’t think so. She wished she dare invite him in to show her around.

Before she could respond, he climbed back into his car and backed around, roaring for the road.

“I’m in New England. I knew it would be different,” she murmured as she watched the car drive away.

She saw the car turn into a driveway about a quarter of a mile farther along the road. His house was equally large, sharing the same view of the sea. A small copse of wind-bent trees grew between them, but from what she could see at this distance, his place was in prime condition.

Slowly turning back to the silent house, she wondered what it would take to bring it back to the shape it had once known. Taking a deep breath, she stepped onto the porch and inserted the key into the lock. She wouldn’t let anything spoil this moment. She was a homeowner!

No matter Joe Kincaid’s doubts, she planned to make her home in Rocky Point. She’d quit her aerobics instructor position to come more than two thousand miles. The good Lord willing, she meant to stay. She had prayed long and hard before leaving. Stepping out in faith was not new to her. She knew the Lord would direct her path. She’d find a job, make friends, build a life. And feel like she belonged as she never had in Las Vegas.

By late afternoon, Gillian had changed her clothes, unpacked her suitcases in one of the barren bedrooms and explored every inch of her new home, dismayed to find it in a state of deterioration she had not anticipated. It would take a lot of work to refurbish and make comfortable.

She studied pictures on the mantel and on the buffet. All of strangers. She hadn’t a clue who anyone was.

The few paintings were of sea scenes. Obviously Sophie had liked the sea.

Sometime in the next day or two, the lawyer had said, the two of them would go over her great-grandmother’s estate to give her a full accounting. She hoped there was enough money to enable her do what was needed with the house. If not, she’d have to learn how to do the work herself.

Lead on, Lord. I will follow.

She opened some of the windows to get cross-ventilation and let the sea breeze blow out the musty air.

Venturing into the yard, she discovered a well-worn path leading to the bluff rising above the sea’s edge. Feeling a tenuous connection to a woman she’d never met, she followed the path. 

When she reached the cliff’s edge, the view was amazing. The ocean stretched out forever, shades of grays and blues as far as she could see. Around the sweep of bay to the right sat the town of Rocky Point, jutting into the sea. Even from the distance, she could see the steeple of the church on the square where she’d heard the pastor’s words at Sophie’s service. She could see crowded docks where fishing boats bobbed. 

Looking left, she saw another home or two along the bluff beyond Joe Kincaid’s. 

Below the cliff lay a wide beach. Narrow wooden stairs led down to the sandy shore.

Looking closer, she debated descending. It would be foolish to chance it before getting to know the area better. It would probably be the height of summer before she’d venture into the water. She’d enjoy walking along the bluff above the sea until then.

The breeze felt cool, carrying with it a tang of salt. Shivering slightly, she contrasted the weather with that of Las Vegas when she left two days ago. Not yet summer, nevertheless, it had been well into the eighties. Here she expected it was somewhere in the high fifties. With the warm sun on her black top and jeans, she wasn’t cold, just cool after the hot desert of Nevada. 

Sleeveless dresses and T-shirts were pretty much the extent of what she owned. First thing tomorrow, she’d pick up a sweater and some sweatshirts. Maine in April wasn’t warm.

She turned to walk along the edge of the bluff, scanning her yard and that of her neighbors. A movement caught her eye and she saw a small child, standing near the copse of scrawny wind-bent trees, peering at her. Probably one of Joe Kincaid’s kids, she thought.

She wondered if his wife would be more friendly? Or were all New Englanders as standoffish as he’d been? She’d heard small towns could be hard on newcomers. She’d hoped the fact her great-grandmother had been a resident all her life would ease her own transition into the community.

Waving, Gillian walked toward the child. Drawing closer she saw a little girl with short brown hair, dressed in jeans and a long sleeve top. She apparently didn’t feel the chill in the air.

Gillian had spent hours with the children at her church, helping with Vacation Bible School each summer and teaching Sunday School. Based on her experience, she guessed the child was about six.

“Hi, I’m Gillian Parker. I’ve come to live here. Are you my neighbor?” She stopped several feet away from the child. Let her come closer when she felt comfortable.

“You’re going to live in Sophie’s house?” the little girl asked. Her expression was wary.

Gillian nodded, tilting her head to one side as she studied the solemn expression on the girl’s face.

“Did you know Sophie?”

The child nodded.

“She was my great-grandmother, but I never knew her.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t even know she lived here. She knew about me, but she never contacted me.” 

She pushed away the pain. Had she not measured up to Sophie’s expectations? Or had the breach with her father been passed on to his daughter?

“She was nice. I used to visit her a lot. I’m sorry she died.”

“Me, too. I wish I could have known her.”

“You don’t look like Sophie,” the little girl said after a moment’s study.

“I think I look like my mother.”

The child nodded. “And Sophie was old. You’re not that old.”

“Thank you.”

Gillian glanced at her neighbor’s house. “Does your mother let you come out here alone?”

The bluffs overlooking the sea were steep. She wouldn’t risk a child of hers exploring and maybe falling over the edge.

“My mother’s dead. She died when I was little.”

Since the child seemed small to Gillian, she wondered how long ago it had happened. The matter-of-fact comment suggested it was a long time ago.

“I’m sorry to hear that. What’s your name?”

“Jenny Kincaid.”

“Well, Jenny Kincaid, it’s getting cold out here. Want to come to my house and have something to drink? I don’t know what I’ve got, but we can find something, I’m sure.”

“No, thank you, I’m not supposed to talk to strangers.”

Fine time to think of that, Gillian thought. “Well, we’re hardly strangers if we’re neighbors, are we? But you’re right, you need to get your dad’s permission to come visit. Ask him and we’ll visit another time.”

“You’re not from Maine,” Jenny said.

“No, I’m not. How can you tell?”

“You talk funny.”

Gillian laughed, charmed by the child’s forthrightness. “Actually, I think you talk funny. I’m from Las Vegas. It’s in Nevada, a long way from here.”

“That’s out west.”

“Right. The wild, wild west.”

“Do you know any cowboys?”

Gillian nodded. “We had a nice rancher and several of his cowboys attend the church I went to. I know lots about cowboys. When you come to visit me, I’ll tell you all about Nevada and horses and cowboys.”

“Okay, I’ll ask my dad.”

Gillian watched her run back toward her house. As she headed to her own, she wondered if he’d grant permission. She’d like to make friends in town—even if she started with a small child.

And wasn’t that interesting that her father was widowed. Not that she had any special interest. She’d just arrived and needed to get her own life going here. But it was with a lighter step she headed back to the house. 

Entering she could feel the difference with the breeze whipping through. She quickly closed the windows, lingering on the ones on Joe’s side of the house as she stared across the distance wondering what he’d thought about having her as his new neighbor.

As the afternoon turned to evening, the temperature dropped. She’d picked up a few necessities at the store before stopping for lunch, so she made herself a quick dinner. Tomorrow she’d go shopping for more groceries and cleaning supplies.

After washing her solitary dish and fork, she went to the room she suspected Sophie had used the most. It had a lived-in look. She sat in the chair by the corner windows. It was small for her and definitely worn. Beside the chair was a table with a well-used Bible. She flicked on the floor lamp and saw the light was perfect for reading. Her great-grandmother must have often sat in this chair reading her Bible.

She looked out the window, seeing her neighbor’s home. What was Joe Kincaid doing now? Was he preparing dinner for Jenny? Had he given her a thought at all since they met? She’d been thinking about him a lot in the short time since lunch. 

She wished she’d come across more polished and not so nervous when meeting him. There was only one time to make a good first impression. He’d definitely made a good one with her. What impression had she made?

Still gazing at his home, she began to idly daydream, weaving fantasy occasions for them to run into each other, and get to know each other better.


Chapter Two

 

 

One week later Joe Kincaid straightened from the fender he was patiently sanding and glared at the cause of the interruption.

“Come on, Joe,” Tom said, “you have to know something. She’s your next door neighbor. Give me something. Is she planning to stay or sell the old house?”

It appeared every person in town was trying to learn more about the new woman in Sophie’s house, and they all came to him for information—merely because his house was situated next door to hers.

As if he had nothing better to do than hang around his new neighbor. Not that the thought hadn’t crossed his mind a time or two. But in fact, he was a bit surprised she was still here. There was little to do in Rocky Point until the summer season started.

He tossed the spent sandpaper down on the concrete instead of at Tom and glared at the man who interrupted him. Tom Daggle was mayor of Rocky Point and should know better than to look to Joe for gossip. They’d known each other all their lives.

“I heard she comes to town each afternoon. You have a better shot at running into her than I do.” Joe said.  She hadn’t been down the street his auto restoration shop was on or he’d have noticed.

“Now, now, Joe. No need to get huffy. I thought since you’re living next door to her, you would at least have been neighborly enough to have asked her to dinner or something.”

“Hunt her up next time she comes to town and invite her yourself,” Joe said.

“She appears to be getting acquainted with every shop owner in town. But she’s not talking much about herself and so far no one knows much about her. Except she’s planning some renovation at Sophie’s. She spent the longest time in Hanson’s furniture store,” Tom said.

“Then check with Hanson.” 

Joe had seen Gillian once or twice at a distance. He’d thought she was just aimlessly wandering around.

“Surely you’ve spoken with her in a neighborly fashion, learned a bit more about her—where’s she from, what her plans are. That would be the neighborly thing to do,” Tom persisted.

“Nope.” Joe eyed the 1930 Stutz Bearcat he was restoring. The surface was almost ready for painting. The engine already purred like a kitten. He wanted to continue working, not fend off questions about a woman he didn’t know.

Life in Rocky Point would be too dull for someone like her. He knew the type. He’d lived with the type for four years.

“Aren’t you even interested?” Tom asked.

“Nope.  Look, Tom, if you want to know about her, talk to her the next time you see her. Or invite her to dinner. I’ve got work to do.”

Tom glanced around. The three men who worked for Joe were busy at their respective tasks. The huge warehouse held five vintage cars in various stages of restoration. The large double doors at one end stood wide, to allow the April breeze to keep the temperatures down, despite welding equipment and acetylene torches.

“Heard you fired Ben Ostler.”

“Yeah, he came to work drunk one time too many.” 

Joe cast a glance at his crew—good men all. And they each had a passion for restoring classic cars. Even Ben, when he didn’t drink to excess. He’d hated to let the man go. He’d given him many chances to straighten out. But the safety of Joe’s other workers came first.

“Too bad. His wife just had a new baby,” Tom commented.

“And your point is?”

“Nothing. Just too bad.”

“Yeah, well it’s too bad he couldn’t keep the bottle corked. Drunks and cars don’t go together.”

“Anyway, about Sophie’s granddaughter—”

“Great-granddaughter. And her name’s Gillian,” Joe said.

Tom’s sighed in exasperation. “I can’t invite her to dinner. Penny would have a fit.”

For a moment Joe almost smiled. “I expect so,” he concurred, thinking of Tom’s wife, who had been slim once upon a time when they’d all been in high school, but who was now a full-figured woman. No way would Rocky Point’s women want to compare themselves with Gillian.
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