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About this series:

The Power of Love is a series of eight sweet romances, all set in Canada.

Each of these books was previously published under a different title as noted on the previous page and many of them were available on a limited basis.

These are individual stories featuring the healing power of love when lives are shattered and relationships go wrong. Each story has been edited for content, and in some cases, minor re-writes have been incorporated. Each story also has a fresh new cover that more accurately portrays the romantic theme. 
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​Chapter One
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“Good morning. I’m Skye Cameron and I have an appointment with Mr. Boyd.” Skye smiled at the receptionist.

“He’s been expecting you, Miss Cameron.” The young woman gestured to a broad carpeted hallway. “Head toward the studio. The stairs up to Ray’s office are one door beyond that.” With a bright smile of encouragement she turned back to the flashing console. “Thank you for calling CBOY Television. How may I direct your call?”

The red light above the studio door glowed enticingly. Skye paused and peered through the narrow glass panes set into the door. The cameras, the lights, the technicians... even the cables snaking across the floor were all achingly familiar. For the first time since leaving Vancouver Island she was struck by how much she missed the career she’d carved out for herself. On a raised set, a slender woman with pale skin and black hair was interviewing a young cowboy who held his hat in his hands, fidgeting nervously. He looked as though he’d like nothing more than to cram the Stetson back on his head and bolt out of the studio. Split screen images of the young man on the back of a bull confirmed what Skye already knew. The build-up to the annual Calgary Stampede was in full swing. It felt good to be back in Alberta.

Making her way up the narrow stairs, Skye took a deep breath. Ray Boyd had been non-committal about the possibilities of a job when she’d spoken with him on the phone. She only hoped that the tape she’d sent along with her resume had caught his interest.

Telephone to his ear, he beckoned her into the office with a flick of his fingers. “Right then Sandy, thanks for calling.” Terminating the call he stood up and extended his hand. “Welcome back to Alberta, Miss Cameron. I’m Ray Boyd.” Skye suspected that a keen mind lurked behind the casual attitude and friendly smile. She liked him at once.

“Thank you,” she said. “It’s good to be back.”

“Right.” He indicated a tape in his in-basket. “So, I looked at your tape. I liked the story on fish farms, and the one on preserving the totem poles in the Queen Charlotte Islands.” He toyed with a pencil, twisting it one way and then the other. “I asked you to come in because we have an opening, but it’s not investigative reporting.” He lifted his head, gauging her reaction. “It’s the weather. Monika Millar has been doing our weather for years, but she’s pregnant. She leaves in a month.”

Skye fought to hide her disappointment. Could she start with the weather broadcasts, and wait for an opportunity? She hated the thought of paying her dues all over again, but she was knowledgeable enough to know that on-air openings in television didn’t grow on trees. “Would you consider moving me into reporting if I can prove myself? That would be my ultimate goal, and I’d like to be clear about that up front.”

“Absolutely and I appreciate your honesty. I’ve seen from those tapes what you’re capable of, but I have to be honest as well. I can’t say when we’d be able to move you up.” He turned toward the studio. “We’re a comparatively small station with two news reporters. That’s Jessica Sharpe down there, and Steve Sullivan is out on assignment.”

“I saw him last night doing that piece on soybeans. I thought it was good.”

“I did, too.” He crossed his arms in front of his chest and watched the interview in progress in the studio. “Jessica came from Vancouver.” He grinned. “A small exodus, it seems. Jess from Vancouver, and now you from Vancouver Island.”

Skye sat down again. “Speaking of Vancouver Island, there’s one more thing you should know. I left the Victoria station under less than friendly conditions.” She took a deep breath. “I don’t know how much you know about me, but Brad Jennings is my cousin although we’re more like brother and sister.”

Ray nodded. “It’s a small town. When Brad’s father died a few weeks ago, all the old stories were resurrected. I read in the newspaper how your parents were killed when you were very young and your aunt raised you.”

At the mention of her parents’ death a fist closed around Skye’s heart. She was instantly transported twenty years into the past. It was as though she was watching a movie of herself – the small child who had refused to budge from the front window in Aunt Laura’s house. Her parents had hugged her and driven off in a mild snowstorm to the neighboring town. Days later she was still waiting for them to come back. In a way, she was still that small child, waiting for them to come home. Waiting for the familiar smell of her mother’s cologne, waiting to run into her father’s arms, to feel the scratch of his beard against her cheek after a long day’s work.

“Skye?” Ray’s voice broke through her reverie. “Are you all right?”

She forced a bright smile. “Sorry. I was off somewhere else for a moment there.” What had they been talking about? Oh yes, she’d been explaining her connection to Brad.

Ray appeared sympathetic. “It can’t be easy having a cousin who’s so famous. I heard he had to buy a couple of sections of land just so he could build a house away from prying eyes.”

Skye smiled. “That’s true, but his music is everything to him, and he accepts that a certain loss of privacy is inevitable when you’re a huge star. Anyway Brad’s fame combined with Uncle Dave’s death was the reason I left the station in Victoria. I’d worked there for over five years and loved every minute of it, but when they pressured me to take a film crew and cover the funeral, and interview Brad and Aunt Laura I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. They said if I was a true reporter I’d put personal feelings aside. All they were concerned with is how it would boost the ratings. How much advertising they could sell.” She snorted softly. “They were almost salivating at the notion of an exclusive.”

The anger was still fresh as she relived the pain of that day. “I couldn’t believe it. The man who had become a father to me had just died and suddenly all I was to them was a way to get the story. I lost all respect for them at that point and I quit.” She squared her shoulders and looked across the desk. “I couldn’t work for an organization like that.”

He steepled his fingers. “You did the right thing, Skye. Without integrity, we have nothing. Now, do you want the job?”

“You bet I do. Should I –”

Staccato steps pounded up the stairs and the door was flung open. Jessica Sharpe glanced in Skye’s direction then turned on Ray, her chest heaving from racing up the stairs.

“Really, Ray. That boy is pathetic. He’s about as interesting as... I don’t know what!” Bright spots of color rouged her cheeks.

The production manager looked at her impassively and leaned back in his chair. “That young man has won almost a million dollars on the rodeo circuit this year, and he’s a local boy. He’s news around here. Maybe you didn’t focus on the right questions.”

Jessica stamped her expensively shod foot. “There isn’t a question in the world that would make that hayseed look good.”

“The bulls.” Skye smiled up at the newswoman.

“Excuse me?” Jessica rounded on Skye, eyes blazing. “What did you say?” She spit out the words.

Ignoring the venom dripping from the other woman Skye spoke firmly and quietly. “It’s just a suggestion, of course, but I think you should ask him about the bulls. Each one has a name and they all have different temperaments, as you’d expect. The cowboys have favorites. You know - animals that will give them a good ride. He’d probably open up if you asked him about the bulls.”

“And you are?” Jessica glared down at her.

Skye stood up slowly, and extended her hand. “Skye Cameron. I’ll be doing the weather when Monika leaves.”

The newswoman ignored Skye’s hand. “Well, Skye Cameron, I’ve got a tip for you. Stick to the weather.”

Skye withdrew her hand. “Nice to meet you, too.” She sat back down and glanced over at Ray, who rolled his eyes behind the reporter’s back, obviously accustomed to her histrionics. 

Jessica flounced out of the office and a wry smile flitted across Ray’s face. “The crew call her the barracuda. Behind her back, of course.” He shook his head slowly. “Now if Jessica had been in your place, she would have gone for that interview in a heartbeat. That woman will do anything for a story.”

“Then I feel sorry for her.” Skye looked down into the studio. Jessica had her arm linked through the young cowboy’s and was leading him back to the set.

Ray watched silently as the scene in the studio unfolded, then turned to Skye. “I wouldn’t tell her about your past experience if I were you. She’d feel threatened by someone with your kind of talent, but in her defense she’s an excellent reporter and she’s not so bad once you get to know her. If only she wouldn’t take things so personally. Like earlier this summer, when there was a big new dinosaur find in the Badlands. You heard about that, did you?”

“I recall something about it, but dinosaurs aren’t my thing, so the details are fuzzy.”

“Well there was a big discovery in the Badlands, and she decided she wanted to interview Jason Williams. Your cousin may be the hottest country western star in the firmament right now, but Jason Williams is a rock star of a different kind. He’s a palaeontologist. Perhaps the most respected one in the world, and naturally Jessica decided that she’d interview him.”

“Ha!” The sound burst out of him. “He refused to talk to her and had her escorted off the dig site. But our Jessica’s persistent, I’ll say that much for her. She went back a few days later hoping that he’d change his mind, but no way.”

Skye frowned. “You sound almost pleased.”

“Do I? Well, maybe I am, a bit. Don’t get me wrong. An interview with Jason Williams would be big. No, that’s an understatement. An interview with him would be huge. But it’s nice to see her get taken down a peg once in a while.”

“Why did this guy refuse to see her? Does he know her?”

Ray chuckled. “Not that I’m aware of. Evidently he just has a thing about reporters. He’s big news, not only around here but his name is synonymous the world over with the word dinosaur. Everyone wants to interview him. If the guy talked to one tenth of the reporters who request an interview, he’d never have time to work.”

“Speaking of which, I’ve taken up enough of your time.” Skye stood up and extended her hand again. “I’m looking forward to working here and don’t worry, I’ve worked with people like Jessica before. This industry seems to breed them. I won’t antagonize her, and I won’t let her get to me.”

“Good. You’ll need a few days of training, so let’s see. Monika leaves in a month so why don’t you start in three weeks.” He leaned forward and made a quick note on his desk calendar. “Let’s say the twenty second.” He tossed down the pen. “So, what are you going to do with all that spare time?”

“I’ll spend some with Aunt Laura, and I want to visit my college roommate. We’ve remained good friends even though we’re from different backgrounds.”

“How so?”

Skye grinned. “Simple. She’s rich. Her name is Carolyn Rutherford, and her father is Randall Rutherford. Think oil.”

“Oil and philanthropy. The man is well known for his generosity.”

“Yes, well, to be honest we agreed a long time ago not to talk about her father’s money. It’s easier that way.”

Ray walked with her to the door and held it open while she descended the stairs. “See you soon, Skye Cameron, and welcome aboard.”
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​Chapter Two
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“But that’s quite a comedown, isn’t it?” Carolyn tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear. The women were having lunch on the outside patio of a downtown restaurant. “I mean compared to what you were doing before.”

“I must admit, I was a bit taken aback when Ray offered me the weather slot, but it’s a start. My turn will come.” She turned to her friend. “And how are things at the Museum? Are you still helping with fundraising?”

“Remember how much I hated it at first?” Carolyn took a sip of coffee. “Well I quite like it now. And I’ve found that I’m good at it.”

“So how’s your Dad? I haven’t seen him for over a year.”

“He’s fine.” A small sigh escaped Carolyn’s lips. “I love him dearly and I know he means well but I get so frustrated when he tries to run every aspect of my life. For example, he used his connections to wangle a spot for me at a dinosaur dig.” She turned her beautiful grey eyes on Skye. “Me? Mucking about the Badlands searching for dinosaur bones?” She tapped a perfectly manicured nail against the side of her cup. “Can you imagine anything more ridiculous?”

Skye laughed. “Better you than me, that’s all I can say. I remember in high school we went on a field trip to the Badlands. At the time it seemed like a whole lot of nothing. All that talk about coulees and stuff.”

“You know I’ve got to ask. What are coulees?”

“It’s just another word for a ravine. You know, melting water at the end of the ice age, plus erosion equals coulee.” She went on thoughtfully. “Why are people so fascinated with all that stuff anyway?”

“Well in this case, it’s understandable.” Carolyn lowered her voice. “It’s supposed to be a secret, but Jason Williams is heading up the Field Expedition this year. Have you heard of him?”

“As a matter of fact my new boss mentioned him the other day. He’s some sort of famous dinosaur expert, isn’t he?”

Carolyn lifted one elegant shoulder. “You could say that. He’s always being quoted in scientific articles and magazines, and I’ve seen him on television on National Geographic, but nobody really knows him. He’s very private.”

Skye frowned. “Surely that’s his right. It’s not like he’s a movie star or a famous entertainer like Brad.”

“True but it’s rare to see someone who doesn’t enjoy at least a bit of limelight. Daddy’s involved with the Foundation that supports his research. They sponsor several digs every summer and they sell out as soon as they’re announced. People pay a lot of money to participate in one of these things.” She brushed an imaginary speck of lint from her white linen skirt. “Down on their hands and knees in the hot sun, and they think they’re lucky!”

Skye eyed her friend. “Okay I hear you but come on. What’s your real reason for not wanting to go?”

“Skye Cameron you always could see right through me!” Carolyn gestured to the server for more coffee before turning back to her friend. “Remember how I told you about the new fellow I’ve been seeing? The veterinarian? Well Father doesn’t approve. He still hopes I’ll marry Mason someday even though I’ve told him that we’re just friends.” She sighed. “Anyway, I think Father booked this Field Expedition to get me away from Greg for a while.”

Skye was silent, studying the liquid in her cup for a long moment before speaking. “Caro, we’re friends aren’t we?”

“What a silly question. Of course we’re friends!”

“I just wanted to be sure, because I’ve just had an idea but I need to know if I’m being hypocritical.”

“You, hypocritical? I don’t think that’s possible.”

“Thanks, but you might change your mind when you hear what I’m going to say.”

Carolyn edged forward on her chair. “Skye, you’re making me nervous. What is it?”

“I’m thinking that I could take your place at the dinosaur thing. This is such a coincidence I can hardly believe it, but as I said I heard about Jason Williams yesterday when I went to the station for my interview. Apparently he refuses all local television interviews. Hates reporters, I’m told.” She drew in a deep breath. “I don’t start at the station for another three weeks, so the timing is perfect. If I took your place at the dig I might get to know this guy. And if he gets to know me and trust me, he might let me interview him. Ray already said that an interview with Jason Williams would be huge.” She took a quick sip of coffee. “I don’t think I’ll tell him about it in case it doesn’t work out.”

Carolyn nodded. “It could work, but I don’t understand. How does that make you a hypocrite?”

“I’d be invading his privacy, and how is that different from when Uncle Dave died?”

Carolyn’s eyes turned thoughtful. “It all depends on how you handle it, doesn’t it? In the first place, it’s not personal, it’s about his work. And in the second place, nobody is forcing him to do this Field Expedition. It’s not as if you’d be sneaking around taking pictures of him with a zoom lens the way those reporters did at your Uncle Dave’s funeral.”

Skye looked her friend. “You’re right. And I suppose the worst that can happen is that when I get up the nerve to tell him I’m a reporter he’ll toss me out.”

“Or he can simply say no. Look, as long as you’re honest with him, it’s cool. Just don’t procrastinate like you usually do. Come right out and tell him.” She paused. “So you’ll do it Skye? You’ll go? I’ll tell Dad you needed to get away from all the stress after your uncle died. He may be a bit of a control freak, but he’ll understand that. You have to hurry, though. Registration starts the day after tomorrow in the afternoon.”
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​Chapter Three
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Skye braked at the small sign and turned off the highway. She rolled down the car window and was immediately serenaded by the familiar sounds of summer. Somewhere off to the left, a Meadowlark sang its loud, distinctive song. Grasshoppers clicked and rasped, bounding in front of the car as she drove slowly to the lookout point. When she’d been to the Badlands all those years ago she must not have been paying attention, because she didn’t remember the way the prairies suddenly fell away into deeply scoured canyons.

She stepped out of the car and stretched, thankful that the sun was at her back. Hanging low in the sky, its light spilled across the dramatic landscape like molten gold, gilding the tops of the hoodoos and thrusting long shadowy fingers into the coulees. The scene spread out before her was desolate and magnificent at the same time. Scoured by meltwater run-off from ancient glaciers, the Badlands stretched into the distance, hot and dry in contrast with the lush green valley bottom. Glimpsed between the tall cottonwoods, the Red Deer River glinted in the afternoon sun and Skye stood perfectly still, rendered mute by the rugged beauty laid out below. Once again she questioned her decision to attend the Field Expedition. She still didn’t know if she was doing the right thing, but in the meantime the scenery was breathtaking.

A vehicle pulled up behind her, the sound of tires on gravel breaking into her private moment. She knew she was being irrational, but she didn’t want to share this spot right now. Taking a deep breath she reminded herself that this was a public area.

A vehicle door slammed. “Everything okay here?” The man’s voice was deep and compelling.

She nodded, wishing he would go away.

“The soil is a bit unstable out there near the edge.” The gravel crunched again as he came closer.

She peered down. At this point, the walls sloped away gently, but on the other side of the canyon, the drop-off was vertical in several spots. She kept her back to him, willing him to return to his vehicle and leave. It wasn’t working.

He walked to her side, partially blocking out the sun. She was aware of long legs encased in faded denims. These were not the jeans of a city dweller on a holiday. These fit like a second skin, and Skye forced her eyes back to the valley. “I didn’t know it was so beautiful,” she said softly, wondering if it was scenery that took her breath away or the man standing beside her.

“You’d be surprised how many people don’t see it the way you do. They look down there and all they can see is the possibility of finding dinosaur bones.” He chuckled softly. “Preferably a complete specimen.” 

“That’s just it, don’t you see?” Shading her eyes with her hand, she looked up at him. He wore a Stetson shoved low over his eyes and he exuded a disturbing masculinity that made her heart beat a little faster. She struggled to appear casual under his steady gaze. “I’m on my way down there to take part in a dinosaur dig, or whatever they call it. Do you know that people pay good money to do this? More power to them. I understand that these things are booked up years in advance, but I shouldn’t be here, taking up space when it’s such a popular thing for people to do.”

He gestured vaguely toward the bottom of the canyon. “You might surprise yourself and find that you like it.”

“That would be a surprise.” Skye gave him a lopsided grin.

He nodded his head, and she realized he was laughing. “Nice talking to you, but I have to be going.” He touched the brim of his Stetson and walked toward a battered blue pick-up, climbing into the cab with an easy, fluid movement that was a pleasure to watch. The engine roared to life and a tanned, well-muscled arm waved at her from the window. “Have fun with the dinosaurs” he called, then pulled out onto the highway.

“Well, you just made a fool of yourself,” she muttered, driving down the narrow road toward the camp. She found herself wishing that she’d been able to see the color of his eyes. Suddenly it mattered. She knew she would be thinking of him for days to come and it would be nice to be able to fill in his eye color to complete the memory.

The road leveled out and she pulled her car in beside several others that were already parked. A large tent with the sides rolled up dominated the surprisingly large encampment. Skye was reminded of M*A*S*H, and found herself smiling as she walked toward the door. A small group of people sat at a table and heads turned as she entered the tent.

“Hi there.” One of the men stood up. “Are you here to register?”

Skye nodded, taking in the friendly faces.

“I’ll show you where to go,” he said, stepping away from the table. He laid his hand on a woman’s shoulder. “By the way my name is Frank DeMarco and this is my wife Linda.” Gesturing around the table he completed the introductions. “This is Al Burke, and beside him is Emily Bradford. We’ve all just met.” Skye barely had time to shake hands before he whisked her out the door. “Come on, I’ll take you over to meet Hayden. The rest of the crew are getting settled and having a look around.”

Skye followed him out of the tent, scurrying to keep up with his long strides. “The administration building is over here,” he said, playing the role of guide. He pointed to several other mobile units parked around the perimeter of the clearing. “And if I recall correctly, that’s the lab, and that one houses the Chief Palaeontologist, and that one’s for the cook and her husband.” Stopping just short of the steps to the administration building he waved her up. “See you later,” he called, and headed back to the mess tent.

Skye walked slowly up the steps and stood for a moment. If she was going to change her mind about the dig this was the time, but since Carolyn’s revelation about Jason Williams there had never really been any doubt. What was doubtful was whether he would eventually agree to an on-camera interview. An interview with the elusive Jason Williams could be the first step toward getting back to the type of television journalism that she loved. She’d already begun to think of him as the reluctant rock star.

“Hello there.” A tall, thin young man looked up as she entered the unit. He’d been entering something into a computer, but he didn’t seem to mind the interruption. “I’m Hayden Griffith, Vertebrate Palaeontologist.” He extended his hand. “And you are?”

Skye shook hands. “Skye Cameron. I’m the last-minute replacement for Carolyn Rutherford. I hope that hasn’t been a problem for you.”

“Problem? Heavens no. Mr. Rutherford is one of our most generous supporters.” He looked up quickly. “I shouldn’t have blurted that out. He prefers to remain anonymous.”

“No problem. Carolyn and I have been friends for a long time and I know how much her father values his privacy.”

“Well then. If you’ll just sign here.” He pushed a registration form across the table. “All we really need is next of kin in case of an accident, and your signature. I’ve assigned you to a tent with Emily Bradford, and another woman who hasn’t arrived yet. Madeleine Forrester. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all. I’ve already met Emily.”

Skye thought back to her first impression of the woman who would be her roommate. A small woman, Emily had been wearing long dangling earrings and a brightly pattered caftan. In contrast to her flamboyant outward appearance, Skye had sensed a calm surrounding the other woman, as though nothing would bother her. She looked forward to getting to know her better.

Hayden’s voice broke into her thoughts. “Great. Then I’ll probably see you at dinner. You can eat any time. We planned it that way for the first night, as everyone usually arrives at different times. I’m not sure when Jason will be back, but he’s scheduled to do the Welcome speech after dinner. Come on, I’ll show you to your tent.”

* * *
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THE TENTS WERE SPACIOUS and well appointed. Each person had been assigned a cot, a small night table and a narrow wardrobe. Emily’s sleeping bag was already unrolled, with a pillow plumped up at the head of the cot.

After unpacking, Skye grabbed her shower bag and walked along a worn path toward the women’s bathhouse. Showers, toilets and a row of sinks offered all the comforts of home. She’d have a shower later. Right now she just wanted to brush her teeth, splash some water on her face and run a brush through her hair. Studying her reflection, she noted that the dark, haunted look around her eyes was disappearing. Her chestnut curls were as unruly as ever, but that was to be expected. And anyway, this was not a fashion show.

Leaving the bathhouse, she wandered off the path and found herself on the bank of the river. Breathing deeply, she savored the sweet, summery smell of the cottonwoods. Overhead, the leaves rustled softly as the heat of the day left the valley bottom and for the first time in weeks a sense of peace settled over her. Voices drifted toward her from the mess tent and she turned toward them, suddenly eager to meet the rest of the participants.

* * *
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“HI SKYE. COME ON IN and meet the rest of the group.” Hayden took her around the long table, introducing her to those she hadn’t already met. Some of them had already eaten, and were getting to know one another over a cup of coffee. “You can eat whenever you like, so I’ll leave that up to you.”

“That coffee smells wonderful,” she murmured. “I think I’ll get a cup before I sit down.”

The group at the table had already made room for Skye. Sitting with her back to the doorway, she nodded to the others, trying to remember all the names.

To her left, Tommy Nakamura introduced himself. A third generation Canadian, Tommy described himself as a “techie”, working in the communications business in Vancouver. He was seated next to a slim man with a quiet demeanor. “This is Neville,” he said, nudging the man beside him. “He’s a sedimentary geologist.” Skye wondered if she’d even be able to remember all the names.

“And this is our late roommate Madeleine,” said Emily with a grin. “I’ve known her for over twenty years and she’s always the last to arrive.”

Madeleine ignored Emily’s good-natured teasing. “Delighted to meet you,” she said, offering her hand for a brisk handshake. Skye estimated her to be in her mid-fifties, and she had the elegant good looks of many French Canadian women. “We’ll be seeing lots of each other,” she said to Skye “but right now I need to unpack a few things.” With a quick slap at a mosquito that was hovering over her arm, she walked off toward the tents.

Across the table, to the left of Frank and Linda sat a darkly tanned man with hair so blonde it was almost white. He introduced himself as Dieter Braun from Koblenz in Germany, and Skye noted his excellent English.

“I’m hoping Jason gets back soon,” said Hayden with a shy smile. “I hate making speeches.”

“Thank makes two of us.” Al Burke spoke up.

Emily glanced at Al, her admiration clear. “Al’s a retired Fire Chief. A man of action, not words.” She leaned forward to catch Hayden’s eye. “So where is Jason?”

Skye got up and walked a few paces to the buffet table, filling a plate with salad, lasagna and garlic bread while listening with interest to the response.

“We got a call this afternoon about a specimen that turned up downriver and he’s gone to have a look.” Hayden looked around at the expectant faces. “A lot of the time the calls are false alarms, but they all have to be checked out. He’s been involved with most of the controversial recent finds, and I suppose one of the reasons for that is that he’s always available... always looking.” Glancing out through the sides of the tent, Hayden’s gaze took in the layers of sediment on the canyon walls. “Every time it rains, some of the overburden is washed away and there’s a chance of something new being exposed. We like to think of it as a work in progress. It’s constantly changing. In my opinion, that’s what keeps it exciting.”

“That’s why most of us are here, I guess.” Al looked around the table, and everyone nodded in agreement. The enthusiasm of the participants was palpable, and Skye experienced a twinge of guilt at being here under false pretenses. Conversation swirled around her and she smiled and nodded in what she hoped were the right places, but her thoughts had turned to the man she’d met this afternoon. They hadn’t exchanged more than a few words, but there had been something appealing about him. He’d given away nothing about himself and yet he’d exuded a quiet confidence that was tantalizing. The casual banter between them had been enjoyable, almost as though they’d known each other longer than those few moments. It was pointless to daydream about him, but she was having a difficult time concentrating on the present. Looking up, she sensed a lull in the conversation. Several pairs of eyes were turned her way.

“Sorry, everybody.” She looked to Emily for help.

“We were talking about Jason Williams and how lucky we are to have him at this particular Field Expedition.”

Using the last of the garlic bread, Skye wiped up the remnants of the tomato sauce from her plate. “He sounds like a real Indiana Jones, riding off into the sunset to look at specimens.” Her eyes sparkled. “No doubt he’s tall, handsome and cracks a mean whip. I can’t wait to meet him.” Raising her head to pop the piece of bread into her mouth, she saw Linda DeMarco gazing over her head toward the tent entrance.
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