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         where past mistakes are redeemed and a more beautiful future is forged-one miracle at a time’ USA Today

      
      ‘Emily March’s stories are heart-wrenching and soul-satisfying. For a wonderful read, don’t miss a visit to Eternity Springs’
         Lisa Kleypas, New York Times bestselling author
      

      
      ‘Characters you adore, a world you want to visit, and stories that tug your heartstrings. Bravo, Emily March. I love Eternity
         Springs’ Christina Dodd, New York Times bestselling author
      

      
      ‘Readers will be breathless as Eternity Springs works its romantic magic once again’ Publishers Weekly Starred Review
      

      




      
      By Emily March

      
Eternity Springs Series

Angel’s Rest

Hummingbird Lake

Heartache Falls

Mistletoe Mine (e-novella)

Lover’s Leap

Nightingale Way

Reflection Point


      
   



      
      
      About the Book

      
      Eternity Springs is a magical place where hearts come to heal . . .

      
      Savannah Moore arrives in Eternity Springs, determined to leave her troubled past behind. Her handcrafted-soap shop fits perfectly
         with the magic of this warm and welcoming community – only the sexy, suspicious local sheriff promises to upset her happiness.

      
      Zach Turner knows this woman means trouble: maybe to his town, possibly to his friends, but definitely to his heart. The simmering
         Southern beauty drives the committed bachelor crazy, taunting him with possibilities beyond his dedication to his sometimes
         dangerous job. So when Savannah’s dark past follows her to town, wreaking havoc with their lives, Zach will fight for all
         he’s worth, for a love he can’t afford to lose.

      




      
      
      ONE

      
      “There’s a new girl in town.”

      
      Sheriff Zach Turner first heard the news from Cam Murphy when he arrived at the man’s outdoor-sports shop, Refresh, on his
         day off. The fly rod he’d noticed on his previous visit was proving to be quite a temptation. A sports equipment junkie, Zach
         had been both delighted and dismayed when Murphy’s shop opened this past winter. Having such a great selection of gear within
         spitting distance of the sheriff’s office was playing hell with his wallet.
      

      
      Zach lifted the rod from the rack, tested its feel, and replied, “A troublemaker?”

      
      “A looker.”

      
      Ah. “And you are compelled to share this information why? Still threatened that Sarah will come to her senses and decide that
         she can’t live without my superior kisses after all, Murphy?”
      

      
      Cam flashed the shark’s smile he’d become known for since his return to Eternity Springs from Australia, and his blue eyes
         gleamed with contentment. “I’m too sexually satisfied to respond to that dig, Sheriff.”
      

      
      “Ouch.” Zach set the rod on the counter, then wandered over to the bicycles, where a red Enduro EVO caught his eye. He’d been
         wanting to move up from his Stumpjumper, but he couldn’t justify the cost. Not now, anyway. Maybe this summer . . .
      

      
      “Actually, I’m giving you a heads-up,” Cam continued. “The quilt group met at my house last night, and your love life—specifically,
         your lack of a love life—was one of the main topics of conversation.”
      

      
      Zach glanced up from the bike and fastened a frustrated look upon his friend. “You’re kidding me.”

      
      “Nope. The women have matchmaking on their minds.”

      
      Zach groaned aloud. “Does it never occur to them that they don’t know everything they think they know about my love life?”

      
      Cam folded his arms and arched an inquisitive brow. “You have a fish on the line we don’t know about, Turner?”

      
      Zach’s thoughts went to the ski instructor he’d been seeing over at Wolf Creek. Inga Christiansen was a lovely, tall, talented
         woman who was as athletic in bed as she was out of it. He’d enjoyed the time they’d spent together, but they’d both gone into
         the relationship knowing it was seasonal. “Actually, I recently cut one loose.”
      

      
      “Someone I know?”

      
      Zach gave a slow smile. “Inga.”

      
      “Inga?”

      
      “She’s going home to Sweden, and I just didn’t want to move with her.”

      
      “Ah, a Scandinavian! I used to love it when we had snow bunny Scandinavians sign up for dive trips,” he said, referring to
         the reef diving tour business he’d owned when he lived in Australia. “Nice scenery.”
      

      
      Zach mentally envisioned Inga the last time he’d seen her naked. “Very.”

      
      “Although I will repeat that the new southern comfort we have to enjoy is pretty scenic.”

      
      
      “Southern comfort?”

      
      “Ms. Savannah Sophia Moore, from Georgia. Wait until you hear her accent. I told Sarah that the way she says ‘sugah’ sorta
         licks up and down a man’s spine.”
      

      
      “And your bride didn’t take a knife to you?”

      
      “No. She was too busy trying to figure out a way to set the two of you up.”

      
      Zach snorted and decided it was time to change the subject. “So have you heard how the rainbows are biting on the Taylor River
         this week?”
      

      
      The conversation turned to fishing, and Zach forgot about the newcomer to town as he went about his errands. His next stop
         was the local vet’s office to pick up his whippet, Ace, whom he’d left with Nic Callahan first thing that morning. The tall,
         blond mother of twin daughters had an appealing girl-next-door beauty and a friendly demeanor, and she gave him a welcoming
         smile as he opened her office door and strode inside. “Hey, Zach.”
      

      
      “How’s my dog?”

      
      “Ace is a doll, and I’m happy to say that he’s doing just great. Even better, he seems to have gotten his spirit back. You’ve
         done a great job with him, Zach. Aren’t you glad we talked you into keeping him?”
      

      
      Ace had been in pitiful shape when Nic and her friends rescued him from a bad situation the previous summer. Scarred, starved,
         and scared, he’d required extra doses of TLC to nurture him back to health. Surgery had helped his hip injury, the likely
         result of being hit by a car, but the speed-demon escape-artist days enjoyed by most whippets were behind him. “He’s a good
         dog. Good company.”
      

      
      Nic snapped her fingers. “Speaking of which, have you heard the news? Eternity Springs has a new permanent resident. Savannah
         Sophia Moore. Isn’t that a lovely name? She’s from Georgia and is a dog person. She adopted the cutest little mutt recently. A mini. Savannah brought her to me for a checkup.”
      

      
      “Purse pets,” Zach said with a disdainful snort.

      
      “Don’t be snotty.” Nic frowned at him. “The world needs small dogs, too. She’s opening a business in town, and that’s good
         for Eternity Springs.”
      

      
      “What does she do?”

      
      “Handmade soaps and lotions. She’s rented Harry Golightly’s old place on Fourth Street. She’s planning to use the first floor
         as retail space and the carriage house in back as her workshop. She said she mostly sells her stuff at street festivals and
         craft fairs, as well as online. She plans to open the retail shop only during tourist season.”
      

      
      Zach considered the space. The Golightly place was one of the old Victorian houses in town. The house had good bones, and
         with a coat of paint and some landscaping, it could be a tourist draw. The location worked since it was cattycorner to Sage
         Rafferty’s art gallery, Vistas, one of the town’s biggest tourist draws. “What is she like?”
      

      
      “Honestly, I thought she was a little quiet and reserved at first, but once I got her talking, she opened up. I like her.
         I think she’s a great new addition to Eternity Springs. I’m excited about the new shop.”
      

      
      “Me too,” Zach replied in a tone that clearly suggested the opposite.

      
      “Now, Zach,” Nic chided. “It is exciting.”
      

      
      “You are such a girl, Nic. Having Cam open a sporting goods shop was exciting. A soap shop? I don’t think so.”

      
      Nic’s expression turned knowing. “Want to make a bet you’re singing a different tune after you meet her?”

      
      Zach decided to put a stop to this matchmaking business here and now. Choosing his words carefully—he didn’t like to lie to
         his friends—he said, “The ski instructor I’ve been seeing wouldn’t be amused to learn that I found a soap shop exciting.”
      

      
      “You’re seeing someone?” Nic asked, shock in her tone. She folded her arms and scowled. “I didn’t know that. Why don’t we
         know about this?”
      

      
      “‘We’? Do you mean your coven?”

      
      She sniffed with disdain. “Now, that’s just mean, Zach Turner.”

      
      He reached out and thumped her on the nose. “I adore you, Mrs. Callahan, but I don’t need you and your friends sticking your
         noses into my love life.”
      

      
      “We care about you, Zach. We don’t like seeing you alone.”

      
      Zach was accustomed to being alone. An only child whose parents had died almost a decade ago, he’d adjusted to solitude. In
         fact, he relished it. Solitude was one of the appeals of Eternity Springs, in his opinion. “In that case, rest easy. I’m not
         alone. I have a dog. And a new fly rod. You and the girls can turn your attentions to somebody else. Now, let’s talk dog food.
         The Trading Post has begun stocking a new specialty brand.” He named it, then asked, “In your opinion, is it worth the extra
         money?”
      

      
      Zach left Nic’s office ten minutes later with Ace on a leash and a spring in his step, telling himself he wasn’t the least
         bit curious about a soap maker from Georgia. He had more important things than women on his mind—namely, a free afternoon
         breaking in his new fly rod at his favorite fishing hole up above Lover’s Leap. When he strolled into the Mocha Moose a few
         minutes later with the intention of getting a boxed lunch to go, he almost pivoted on his heel and marched out. Sarah Murphy,
         Sage Rafferty, Ali Timberlake, and Cat Davenport sat at one of the tables eating lunch. During his split second of indecision,
         Sarah spied him, though, and then it was too late.
      

      
      
      “Zach!” she said, waving him over to the table. “We were just talking about you. Have you heard the news?”

      
      He swallowed a groan and ordered a sandwich.

      
      On a sun-kissed spring afternoon, Savannah Moore sat atop a picnic bench at an isolated landmark outside Eternity Springs
         called Lover’s Leap. Lifting her gaze from the rainbow of wildflowers adorning the valley below, she looked toward the mountain
         range rising beyond, where patches of snow clung stubbornly to shady spots. “It’s a feast for the eyes,” she murmured, speaking
         to herself as much as to the dog in her lap.
      

      
      The day was a banquet for all the senses, in fact. Bird-song drifted on air perfumed with the clean, crisp scent of pine,
         its slight chill offset by the warmth of afternoon sunshine. When Savannah had mentioned she wanted to visit a high, peaceful,
         isolated place where she could meditate, her new friend Sarah Murphy had directed her here. “It’s one of my favorite places
         in the entire world,” Sarah had told her, a secret smile playing on her face.
      

      
      No dummy, Savannah had concluded that Sarah and her husband, Cam, must use the remote spot for trysts, so when she’d asked
         for directions this morning, she’d made sure Cam and Sarah’s plans for the day didn’t include Lover’s Leap.
      

      
      Savannah hadn’t confessed the real reason she wanted to visit such a place. What she planned to do here today was private;
         knowing her luck, she figured it probably broke a law or a regulation or a rule of some sort. All she needed was to get caught
         doing something illegal; this new life she was building could disappear in a heartbeat. So until she knew her new neighbors
         better, she didn’t dare let on that she was anything less than a straight-arrow kind of woman.
      

      
      Snorting, she said, “If they only knew.”

      
      At the sound of her voice her dog, Innocent, Inny for short, lifted her head, her long ears perking up. Inny was a ten-pound, short-haired, white-with-brown-spots bundle of love.
         Savannah had found her abandoned at a rest area in Oklahoma three months ago, and it had been love at first sight for them
         both.
      

      
      “I guess it’s time to get started,” Savannah told her. The dog’s tiny tail wagged.

      
      Savannah rose from the bench and glanced around, confirming that their privacy remained intact. The only other sign of life
         was a lone hawk sailing a thermal high above. Yet despite the secluded nature of the spot—or perhaps because of it—she felt
         her grandmother’s spirit all around her.
      

      
      “It’s a beautiful place, Grams. The sky is a lovely blue and the air is crisp and clean. It reminds me of home. It’s the prettiest
         of all the places we’ve visited since we left Georgia.”
      

      
      Savannah blinked back tears. Before she died, Rebecca Aldrich had sent her granddaughter a letter containing a request for
         the disposal of her remains should Savannah decide to leave the state. Previously she’d always intended to be buried at home
         on Firefly Mountain, but after everything that had happened, she couldn’t bear the thought of being so close to the Vaughns.
         She’d asked Savannah to take her to . . . and leave her at . . . places that Savannah thought she would enjoy.
      

      
      Savannah had begun planning her route since receiving news of her grandmother’s death almost three years ago. She’d left Georgia
         with six different containers filled with her grandmother’s remains. After stops at a beautiful beach, a lake in the Ozarks,
         a riverboat on the Mississippi, a wheat field in Kansas, and the courtyard of a Mexican food restaurant in Texas, she had
         arrived here today with a single muslin bag tucked into a button tin.
      

      
      “This place is called Lover’s Leap. It’s not the highest elevation around, but the canyon floor below us is a long way down. I think it’s a perfect place for an angel to fly, Grams.”
      

      
      And now the final good-bye was upon her.

      
      Savannah opened the large wicker picnic basket lined in a red bandanna print. She removed a Mason jar of clear liquid, two
         shot glasses, two Haviland china plates, a dinner knife, a yellow gingham napkin, a homemade pimento cheese sandwich—Grams’
         recipe—and an apple. Then she opened her tote bag and withdrew the battered cookie tin that Grams had used as a button box
         for as long as Savannah could remember.
      

      
      Setting the tin in the middle of the picnic table, she used the knife to cut both the sandwich and the apple in half, then
         divided the food onto the two plates. She began to eat her lunch, sharing bites with Inny as she carried on a conversation
         with her grandmother.
      

      
      “I think I’ve settled on my initial line of fragrances for the retail shop. I decided to limit the number to five after my
         visit to the handmade soap store at the upscale mall in Dallas. Their products are fabulous, but the scents assault a customer
         when she walks in. I want my store to be fresh, inviting, and tempting. Not cloying and not overpowering.”
      

      
      She munched her apple and pictured the property she’d rented with an option to buy on Fourth Street between Spruce and Pinyon.
         The house needed some work, but it had personality, and when she imagined it with a coat of paint, windows washed, and red
         geraniums on the porch, she sensed she would love living and working there. A previous owner had begun the conversion of the
         downstairs into retail space, and Savannah had hired a local schoolteacher, Jim Brand, who supplemented his income by taking
         handyman jobs, to complete it. Jim had promised to have the retail shop ready to open by Memorial Day.
      

      
      
      “The workshop out back was converted from a carriage house,” she said, speaking aloud as if her grandmother sat with her,
         sharing lunch. “It’s a great place to work. The window above my workbench has a beautiful view. It’s roomy and well ventilated,
         and the natural light is lovely. A friend has offered to build me shelves as a housewarming gift.”
      

      
      A friend? A special friend?

      
      “No, Grams. Not that kind of friend. He’s married. Besides, I don’t want that kind of friend. I’m done with men. I learned
         my lesson.”
      

      
      Now, Savannah . . .
      

      
      She raised her voice to drown out the one in her head. “Everyone in town calls my house the Golightly place, after the man
         who built it back in the 1800s. I considered keeping the name for the shop, but it just doesn’t feel right. I had intended
         to call my store Fresh, but believe it or not, Eternity Springs already has a business called Fresh—Sarah Murphy’s bakery.
         She makes the most spectacular cinnamon rolls. Anyway, what do you think of Heavenly Scents, Grams? Or maybe Heavenscents?
         Heavenscents, featuring Savannah Soap Company hand-crafted products?”
      

      
      Her grandmother’s voice whispered on the wind. Why, Savannah Sophia, I think that would be right fine.
      

      
      Hearing voices in her head wasn’t unusual for Savannah. She’d conversed with an imaginary friend, Melody, when she was a child.
         When she first arrived at Emmanuel, she’d resurrected Melody, fully aware that doing so was a defense mechanism.
      

      
      Melody’s voice had morphed into Grams’ in the weeks after her grandmother had passed away. Now, if pressed, Savannah wouldn’t
         swear that Grams’ spirit wasn’t actually speaking to her from beyond the grave.
      

      
      Ordinarily they didn’t share meals, but then this was a special event. The final event.

      
      
      “Will I quit hearing you, Grams, once we do this?”

      
      That depends.
      

      
      “On what? Just how crazy those six years at Emmanuel made me?”

      
      Now, Savannah . . .
      

      
      Savannah sighed and polished off her half of the sandwich. Eyeing the other plate, she said, “Grams, you still eat like a
         bird. Shall I help?”
      

      
      Another time, she would have been embarrassed by her playacting, but not today. She’d been on her way home to have lunch with
         her grandmother the day her world fell apart. During the awful weeks and months and years that followed, she’d promised herself
         that someday she would pick up her life where she’d left off. This was the best she could do.
      

      
      With her meal over, she moved to the next item on the agenda by opening the Mason jar. She sniffed its contents and her eyes
         watered. “Whoa.”
      

      
      Savannah poured a splash of moonshine into each shot glass. Lifting one of them, she repeated the line her father had always
         said as he loaded filled jars into the wooden cases he’d built to transport his product to his customers: “Making family proud,
         one Mason jar at a time.”
      

      
      Saying it made her smile. Her grief for her father had eased in the nine years since his death, but she would always miss
         him. Despite his faults, the man had loved her.
      

      
      The liquor burned like fire going down, causing Savannah to shudder. “Grams, I cannot believe you drank this every day and
         lived to see eighty-five.”
      

      
      All natural ingredients, my dear. And your father had a talent for making it.
      

      
      Savannah laughed, then secured Inny’s leash to the picnic table so that the dog wouldn’t wander too close to the edge while
         Savannah was busy. Picking up the button box, she carried it and the second shot of moonshine toward the overlook, where a large flat rock stretched out over
         the valley like a plank on a pirate ship. She stood at the protective railing for a long time, her thoughts spinning back
         through the years, and she mourned.
      

      
      When the time felt right, she held her glass high. “Here’s to you, Grams.”

      
      She quoted the Irish blessing that her grandmother had cross-stitched in green thread against a cream linen background and
         hung in her parlor:
      

      
      

         “May the road rise to meet you,
May the wind be always at your back,
May the sun shine warm upon your face,
May the rains fall
               soft upon your fields,
And, until we meet again,
May God hold you in the hollow of his hand.”
         

      



      
      She tossed back the drink, swallowed, shuddered, then drew back her arm and sent the empty glass flying. She watched it until
         it dropped out of sight, listening for the crash of glass against rock, but heard only the wind.
      

      
      And the sound of her smothered sob.

      
      Not good. Savannah didn’t cry. She’d sworn off tears the day she entered Emmanuel, and she’d only suffered a backslide once.
      

      
      Okay, twice.

      
      Get this done, child. It’s time.
      

      
      “Yes. Okay.” She blew out a heavy breath. Closing her eyes, she recited a prayer and swallowed the lump of emotion that had
         lodged in her throat. Tears welled, overflowing to trail down her cheeks as she removed the lid from the tin and stepped closer
         to the guardrail.
      

      
      She wasn’t a fan of heights. Gazing out over the valley was fine, but when she leaned forward and looked straight down, her knees went a little weak. The ’shine hadn’t helped.
      

      
      She tested the rail. It seemed sturdy enough. Good. She needed to be able to fling Grams out beyond the rock shelf so that
         the ashes sailed, soared, and flew on the breeze before falling back to earth. However, she didn’t want to join her grandmother.
      

      
      Maybe this was a bad idea. Maybe she should forget the plan entirely, put the lid back on the tin, take Grams home, and put
         her on the mantel. Hadn’t her grade school friend Annie Hartsford kept her cat’s ashes in a shoe box beneath her bed? Hadn’t
         Eloise Rankin left her husband’s ashes on a shelf in the garage for almost a year before her children convinced her to put
         him in the vault? She could—
      

      
      Savannah Sophia.
      

      
      “Okay. You’re right. It’s time.” Inside the button tin lay the muslin bag containing the portion of her grandmother’s remains
         that she had saved for this last dispersal in accordance with her grandmother’s wishes. Grams had sewn these bags herself,
         filling them with soaps or salts for sale at retail shops in town. Savannah knew her grandmother would approve of her use
         of the bags rather than the funeral urn the mortuary had wanted to sell her. Rebecca Rose Aldrich hadn’t liked waste.
      

      
      Savannah removed the bag from the button box and set the tin on the ground. She untied the bag’s blue ribbon and watched it
         flutter in the soft breeze, and in that moment a wave of grief struck her so hard that she swayed, then broke. Tears fell,
         and she released the sobs she’d held back for so long. She cried for her grandmother, for herself, for the cruel acts committed
         by “friends” against her family. She wept for the losses she’d endured.
      

      
      It was a fierce storm, but also a fast one. Cleansed of the dark emotion, she felt a calm, warm sense of peace spread through her and strengthen her. She lifted the open bag up in front of her like an offering at an altar and said, “Rest
         in peace, Grams. You were my teacher, my nurturer, my family. You were my rock. I will miss you until the day I die.”
      

      
      Leaning over the railing, she shook the bag, waving it back and forth like a flag, and the contents spilled from the bag and
         sailed away on the breeze. With a bittersweet smile upon her face, Savannah watched ashes float and dance and dissolve against
         the blue springtime sky. “Good-bye, Grams.”
      

      
      Once the bag felt empty, she checked inside it and frowned to see a significant amount of ash clinging to the inner seam.
         She turned the bag inside out and, holding it by one corner, leaned over the railing once again and shook it hard.
      

      
      Once. Twice. On the third shake, she lost her grip.

      
      The muslin bag floated to the surface of the rock just beyond her reach.

   



      
      
      TWO

      
      “Well, fiddle,” Savannah muttered, using her grandmother’s most wicked curse, as she scowled at the pouch. She couldn’t leave
         it lying there. It wasn’t completely empty. Besides, she wanted it for a keepsake. But did she want it enough to climb out
         onto the rock?
      

      
      Great. Just freaking great. At some point the breeze would certainly blow it off the ledge and it would fall to the ground.
         Where it would lie. And rot.
      

      
      “Damn.” She glanced around for a stick or something else she could use to retrieve it, even as a gust of wind scooted it closer
         to the edge of the ledge.
      

      
      Savannah watched the bag and knew she should let it go. It was only a bag. The ashes were ashes, the dust was dust.

      
      She wanted it.

      
      She gripped the railing and swung one leg and then the other over it. Without loosening her hold on the iron rail, she started
         to sink to her knees, planning to stretch for the bag’s blue ribbon tie while keeping herself safely anchored to the ground.
      

      
      Two things happened simultaneously. When the breeze scooped up the bag and sent it scooting toward the edge of the rock, Savannah
         reacted instinctively, lunging toward it.
      

      
      
      And something clamped around her wrist.

      
      Savannah let out a startled scream. Time seemed to slow to a crawl. Her gaze remained locked on the bag as it skittered toward
         the drop-off even as the vise around her arm yanked her backward.
      

      
      She banged into the railing, and pain shot from her hip. Then she felt herself lifted and thrown backward in a fireman’s carry.
         Her breath whooshed out as her diaphragm hit a broad, hard shoulder. For a moment Savannah was too stunned to struggle, too
         shocked to be afraid, but then a flashback to something that had happened when she was eighteen burst into her mind.
      

      
      She’d been picking wildflowers in a high meadow above her grandmother’s homestead when a big, burly, smelly mountain man emerged
         from the trees. The ratty jumpsuit he wore identified him as a prisoner, most likely someone who had walked off a road crew.
         He’d grabbed her and carried her toward the trees, his talk nasty and promising rape.
      

      
      On that day she’d used her intellect and her knowledge of the mountain to escape before any real harm could be done to her.
         Now, while she didn’t know this mountain, she still had her brain. Plus she’d learned a whole new set of survival skills during
         those six lost years. She could fight dirty when necessary.
      

      
      Only a handful of seconds had passed since the stranger had grabbed her up and started toting her away from Lover’s Leap,
         away from the keepsake bag. As she gathered herself to struggle, she felt her captor lean forward. Her body began to slip.
         Her butt landed hard on top of the picnic bench, and she looked up into a pair of aviator sunglasses.
      

      
      He stood well over six feet tall in a spread-legged, aggressive stance, wearing faded jeans and an unbuttoned blue-plaid flannel
         shirt over a tight white T-shirt. Reaching up, he lifted the sunglasses off a straight blade of a nose to reveal piercing blue eyes. But it wasn’t his movie-star good looks with those mesmerizing eyes, chiseled cheekbones,
         and sexy five o’clock shadow that made her mouth go dry.
      

      
      The gun holstered at his waist managed that.

      
      The moment Zach spied the leggy blonde climbing the barrier meant to block access to the ledge of rock that had given Lover’s
         Leap its name, his heart lodged in his throat. He’d had a jumper in February and one in March. Be damned if he’d allow it
         to go three for three.
      

      
      So he’d acted, moving silently forward so as not to startle her, not breathing freely until he’d clamped his hand around her
         wrist and managed to cart her away from danger’s edge.
      

      
      Once he had her over his shoulder he allowed his temper to flare. Life was precious. More than once he’d watched someone he
         loved fight for one more day of life in the face of terminal illness. Suicide totally pissed him off. It was the selfish act
         of a coward.
      

      
      He toted the woman to the picnic bench, where he set her down a little roughly and demanded, “Give me one reason why I shouldn’t
         haul you off in handcuffs.”
      

      
      Her jaw came up. Brown eyes snapped with temper. “Excuse me?”

      
      With those two words he heard the slow, sexy heat of the Deep South in her voice. He’d always been a sucker for a true southern
         accent, so his temper flared even hotter imagining it ending in a splat at the bottom of the cliff. What a waste.
      

      
      With his blood still pumping, his heart continuing to pound from the scare she’d given him moments before, he snarled, “Don’t
         try to give me BS about attempted suicide not being illegal.”
      

      
      “Suicide! Listen, mister—”

      
      “I don’t have to charge you with that,” he interrupted. “I can start with reckless endangerment. Add in cruelty to animals, too. You were going to leave the poor dog tied to the
         picnic table to die of thirst?”
      

      
      “You think I was going to jump?”

      
      Judging by the scathing note in her tone, she might as well have added the words “you idiot.”

      
      Okay, so maybe he’d been wrong.

      
      Nevertheless, climbing over the guardrail made her criminally stupid. It was too easy to imagine a strong gust of wind blowing
         her off the rock to her death. Dead was dead, no matter if through accidental death or by suicide. Both pissed Zach off.
      

      
      As he opened his mouth to identify himself, her gaze shifted past him and she gasped. Zach turned to see the peach-colored
         bag with blue ribbons blow off the rock and sail away into nothing. Had I not happened along, that could have been her body, not just the bag. “Guess I can add littering in there, too.”
      

      
      “Grams!” She shoved down off the table and took two steps toward the ledge before Zach caught hold of her arm and held her
         back.
      

      
      The woman whirled on him, a touch of panic added to the anger in her eyes. “It’s gone. She’s gone.”

      
      She’s gone? Zach recalled his first sight of the woman. She’d been inching her way along the ledge, her arm outstretched toward that
         bag. “What was in the bag?”
      

      
      “Not what. Who. I wasn’t going to jump, you idiot,” she claimed, her molasses tone scathing. “I was spreading my grandmother’s
         ashes and lost hold of the bag.”
      

      
      Not a jumper. Just a fool. “Did you have a permit for that?”

      
      She folded her arms and scowled. “Who are you?”

      
      Zach didn’t wear his uniform while fishing on his day off, but he always carried a weapon and his badge. He pulled the shield
         from his back pocket and flipped the worn leather folder open. “Sheriff Zach Turner. May I see some identification, ma’am?”
      

      
      She momentarily closed her eyes and her lips formed a silent oath. At her reaction, Zach stifled a grin.

      
      When finally she looked at him, she did so through narrowed eyes. “It’s not illegal to spread human ashes in Colorado. You
         can hire a pilot and plane to do it. I couldn’t afford that, so I did this instead.”
      

      
      “We have a local ordinance against that, ma’am. Your driver’s license, please?”

      
      She held his stare for a long moment. He could almost see the wheels turning in her mind until suddenly tears welled in her
         big brown eyes. “It was all I had of her . . . the bag . . . I wanted to keep it. A keepsake. Oh, Grams.”
      

      
      Her obvious sadness stirred every chivalrous atom in his DNA to life, and when the tears overflowed, a ridiculous offer to
         climb down the sheer cliff and retrieve her bag hovered on his tongue. Zach wore the thrill-seeker label proudly and carried
         climbing gear in his truck at all times, but descending the sheer rock face from Lover’s Leap wasn’t done on a whim. He wasn’t
         a man ordinarily manipulated by tears, and he didn’t like the idea that it was happening now. His voice gruff, he began, “Listen,
         lady—”
      

      
      “Savannah. My name is Savannah.”

      
      Ah. He put the clues together. “Savannah Sophia Moore. You’re the new girl in town. The soap maker.”
      

      
      A wary look entered her eyes.

      
      “My friends mentioned you,” he explained. “You’re the talk of Eternity Springs.”

      
      “I am?”

      
      “New resident and business owner. It’s great for the tax base.”

      
      Now that he wasn’t busy saving her from suicide or drowning in her eyes, he understood why Nic and the others had been quick to mention her to him. The woman was gorgeous.
      

      
      Long, thick lashes framed those spectacular brown eyes. Her hair was a just-out-of-bed sexy blond tousle, and her cheekbones
         were high and her lips full. Then there was that Sports Illustrated swimsuit issue build. Seriously gorgeous, seriously hot. A true Georgia peach any man would like to pick.
      

      
      Once again she cast a sorrowful gaze toward the point. “Sarah Murphy told me about this place. I’ve hardly encountered any
         red tape as I’ve settled into Eternity Springs, so it never occurred to me that I’d need a permit for today’s private matter.”
         Wiping away the tears, she added, “My grandmother raised me after my mother died. We were very close. Losing her has broken
         my heart. I’m afraid I didn’t think things through properly.”
      

      
      Now Zach felt like a heel. “Don’t worry about the permit. Just promise me you won’t disregard warning signs or climb over
         guardrails or do anything else reckless, and we’ll call it a wash.”
      

      
      “Thank you. And you don’t have to worry about me, Sheriff. I have absolutely no intention of doing anything to cause you further
         concern.”
      

      
      He was distracted from the vehement note in her voice by the power of the smile that accompanied the thank-you. It was sunshine
         giving birth to a rainbow in the aftermath of a violent storm. The beauty of it, of her, took his breath away.
      

      
      He stared at her, suddenly tongue-tied. All his usual masculine confidence and swagger disappeared beneath a flood of bashfulness.
         He felt like a high school freshman trying to talk to the senior girl he had a crush on.
      

      
      He shoved his hands into his pockets but managed to stop himself from rocking back and forth on his heels.

      
      Her gaze returned to the point, and she spoke in a wistful tone. “I suppose it would be impossible for me to locate my bag from below.”
      

      
      Zach was more familiar than he’d have liked with the section of the Double R Ranch that lay below Lover’s Leap because he
         had to deal with the bodies of the jumpers. “It would take a miracle, I’m afraid. It’s possible to predict where heavy things
         fall, but something as light as that drawstring bag . . . no telling how far the wind carried it.”
      

      
      Savannah’s teeth tugged at her full lower lip as she sighed. “I’m detail-oriented, and I thought I had everything planned
         out. The bag was a sentimental choice but a poor one. I’ll simply have to live with it.”
      

      
      “The land in the valley below belongs to a rancher friend of mine. I’ll put out the word for his people to keep an eye out
         for it.”
      

      
      “Again, thank you for your assistance, Sheriff. I apologize for keeping you from whatever you were doing when you decided
         I needed rescue.”
      

      
      “Fishing. It’s my day off, and I’ve been fishing a little lake not far from here. Didn’t have much luck, I’m afraid.”

      
      “That’s a shame.” She glanced toward the parking area, where an old Ford Taurus was the lone car parked. “I didn’t see another
         vehicle when I arrived.”
      

      
      The Taurus surprised him. He’d have expected something flashier—and more expensive—from a woman with her million-dollar looks.
         “My truck’s back in the trees. I fished the creek before I climbed to the lake.”
      

      
      “I see. Well, don’t let me keep you, Sheriff. I’m going to gather up my basket and my dog and return to town. I promise to
         dispose of all my litter and properly observe all traffic signs on the way. I’ll be the poster child for law-abiding citizens
         of Eternity Springs.”
      

      
      If she wanted to be an Eternity Springs poster child, then the Chamber of Commerce people should tag her for tourist brochures. She was every bit as beautiful as the photo of sailboats on Hummingbird Lake that they currently used.
         Jeez, Turner, keep this line of thought up and next thing you know you’ll be spouting sonnets.
      

      
      “We’re always happy to have more law-abiding residents. Welcome to Eternity Springs, Savannah. If there is anything I can
         do to help you settle in, just let me know. My office is on Cottonwood Street.”
      

      
      “Thank you.”

      
      She bent to pick up her dog, and he couldn’t think of anything else to say, so he turned to go. He was halfway to his truck
         before he realized he’d walked off without the gear he’d dropped when he believed he had another jumper on his hands.
      

      
      Zach felt like an idiot. It wasn’t like him to let a woman throw him off stride this way. Honestly, Savannah Moore wasn’t
         that much more gorgeous than Inga, and he’d never gone stupid over the ski instructor.
      

      
      Had she noticed that he’d walked off without his stuff? How could he retrieve it without looking like a fool? “Good luck with
         that,” he muttered.
      

      
      He could leave it and return for it later. Were it not his new fly rod . . .

      
      Turning around, he trudged back toward Lover’s Leap, completely annoyed with himself and casting about for an excuse he could
         give. He finally decided that the best excuse was no excuse. He would simply stroll back to where his gear lay and act like
         he’d intended to walk off without his stuff. Let her think what she would.
      

      
      But as he approached the point, the sound of her voice had him slowing his steps. As a former undercover cop, he had plenty
         of experience at eavesdropping, and even though he knew doing so now bordered on stalking, he did it anyway.
      

      
      “. . . moved to Mayberry. I was hoping for Andy Taylor, but instead I get clueless Barney Fife. It’s scary to think someone like that is allowed to carry a gun.”
      

      
      Zach stopped abruptly. Barney Fife? Did that woman just call me Barney Fife?

      
      “And he was a bit of a perv, spreading his hand all over my butt when he carried me . . .”

      
      A pervert? She’s calling me a pervert, too? I was saving her life!

      
      “. . . and he kept checking out my chest.”

      
      Okay, he pleaded guilty there, but what did she expect when she wore a scoop-neck top that teased him by gaping? And who the
         hell was she talking to, anyway?
      

      
      Mouth set in a firm line, he shifted off the path and made his way quietly forward until he could see her and verify that
         no one had joined her. She must be talking to the dog. Or to herself.
      

      
      She rolled a yellow tennis ball, and as her dog bounded after it, she continued, “A sheriff. I guess there is something to
         the whole long-arm-of-the-law thing. I flee to the middle of freaking nowhere, but I can’t get away from it. Isn’t that just
         my luck? Some people go their whole lives without having run-ins with the law. Not me. Oh, no. I’m plagued by police. They
         are the bane of my existence. Every time I turn around, I run into a cop. Or like today, a cop runs into me. Literally.”
      

      
      The dog pounced on the ball, then plopped down on her belly and started chewing at it. Savannah snapped her fingers. “Bring
         the ball back, Inny.”
      

      
      When the dog ignored her, Zach smirked.

      
      She sighed and strolled over to wrestle the ball away from the mutt. “He should be charged with police brutality. I’m going
         to have a bruise where his bony shoulder poked my belly.”
      

      
      She rolled the ball again while muttering indistinctly, so the only word he picked up was “manhandler.” Zach scowled. That was plenty enough to hear. Ungrateful witch.
      

      
      The dog started toward the tennis ball but suddenly veered away on a scent. As she dashed into the trees opposite him and
         Savannah chased after her, Zach saw his chance and hurried to retrieve his rod and tackle box. Five minutes later, he climbed
         into his truck and twisted the key in the ignition with more force than was necessary.
      

      
      He was pissed. He didn’t expect every woman who crossed his path to like him, but the truth was that most all of them did.
         Female acquaintances viewed him favorably, and some of his closest friends were women. He’d never had trouble getting dates.
         He remained on good terms with most of his former lovers. He liked women. Women liked him.
      

      
      And, dammit, he was a good cop! Barney Fife, my ass, he thought.
      

      
      So what put the pit in the Georgia peach?

      
      He mentally reviewed their exchange, attempting to pinpoint the moment when her mood went cold. As he braked to a stop at
         the intersection to the main road into town, he figured it out. The woman had bristled when he’d identified himself and asked
         for her ID.
      

      
      “Well, well, well,” Zach murmured. Savannah Sophia Moore had a secret.

      
      Guess he’d just have to put on his detective hat and discover what it was.

   



      
      
      THREE

      
      Savannah spent most of her time in the week following her unexpected meeting with the sheriff in her workshop, creating product,
         ordering supplies, and squeezing every possible bit of buying power from each penny she spent. When Jim Brand presented his
         under-budget invoice upon completion of the renovations of the retail space, she’d been hard-pressed not to do handsprings.
         Overall, start-up costs hadn’t been as onerous as she’d anticipated, and as she double-checked the balance in her checkbook,
         she noted that she had plenty of wiggle room in her budget. The regular pounding of a hammer out in her workshop reminded
         her that her good fortune was due in no small part to her new Eternity Springs neighbors. They’d all proven quick to offer
         a helping hand.
      

      
      At this moment, Colt Rafferty was building the shelves for her workshop. His wife was due to come by any moment with her baby
         and the balance of their housewarming gift. It felt like Christmas morning to Savannah.
      

      
      The town of Eternity Springs was an eclectic mix of commercial and residential space with most business properties aligned
         along one of the four “tree” streets, Cottonwood, Pinyon, Spruce, and Aspen, with most but not all of the houses in town located
         on the numbered streets, First through Eighth. Apparently zoning had never been a consideration. Since Savannah’s place was on Fourth between
         Spruce and Pinyon, the retail shop she planned needed something eye-catching to lure tourists down the side street.
      

      
      Impressed by the signage across the street at Vistas, Savannah had asked for the name of the graphic designer responsible
         for the art gallery’s logo. After claiming the design as her own, Sage had offered to do the logos that Savannah needed as
         a gift. What Savannah hadn’t known at the time she accepted her new friend’s largesse was that in addition to being the gallery’s
         business owner and manager, Sage was a renowned artist with a studio above her shop.
      

      
      The generosity overwhelmed Savannah. She’d seen so little of it in recent years, and she didn’t quite know how to react. She
         knew she came across as standoffish and perhaps even unfriendly, and she was working on improving that impression. Maybe in
         time she could actually make friends with some of these people—as long as they didn’t find out about her, of course. People
         who knew what she was, where she’d been, wouldn’t want to count her as a friend. The nice people of Eternity Springs would
         run her out of town.
      

      
      She was saved from going down that particular dark path by a knock on the door. Sage stood on the front porch with nine-month-old
         Colton Alexander strapped into a stroller. The boy was a darling little butterball with red hair and rosy cheeks, and he gnawed
         happily on the handle of a green plastic toy hammer. Savannah couldn’t help but smile at the sight. Her arms ached to lift
         him out of the stroller.
      

      
      Determinedly she quashed the maternal ache and lifted her gaze. Spying the sketchbook in Sage’s arm, Savannah’s pulse accelerated.
         Despite all the planning and work she’d done to get her business up and running, Savannah Soap Company and Heavenscents didn’t seem real to her yet. She suspected that having logos might change that.
      

      
      “Welcome,” she said, opening the screen door. “Please come on in, you two.”

      
      Sage tucked an errant strand of wavy red hair behind her ear, then gestured toward the porch steps. “It’s the three of us.
         Snowdrop is hoping that Inny would like a play date.”
      

      
      “Of course. Inny would love . . .” Savannah’s voice trailed off as she got a good look at her neighbor’s dog. “Oh, my. What
         is that dog wearing?”
      

      
      Sage flashed an unapologetic grin. “It’s her Easter dress. And hat, of course.”

      
      The ensemble worn by the white ball of fur—a bichon frise—consisted of something that looked like a knit sweater with an attached
         tutu in pastel pink netting. The hat was a little straw bonnet tied with a ribbon. “Okay, then,” Savannah said, amused. “Guess
         you were hoping for a girl when you had your boy?”
      

      
      Sage laughed. “No, Snowdrop’s outfits predate my marriage. They started as a joke between Colt and me, but now she wouldn’t
         be Snowdrop without her finery. Besides, she’s an excellent marketing tool because she draws children along with their parents
         into the gallery. She’s never as happy as when she is sitting in someone’s lap being petted. Everybody is relaxed, and I end
         up selling more.”
      

      
      “Hmm . . .” Savannah cast a considering glance toward Inny. “I’ll have to keep that in mind. Maybe I could have a T-shirt
         made for Inny to wear that says ‘Smell me’ to advertise my pet shampoo.”
      

      
      Interest lit Sage’s eyes. “You make pet shampoo, too?”

      
      “I do. My grandmother loved her pets, and she had one dog that lived to get dirty and stinky. She figured out a recipe that worked to her standards, and she sent it off to the University of Georgia to make sure it was safe.”
      

      
      “You’ll have to tell Nic. She’ll stock it at the clinic if you’d like. We like to do cross-marketing whenever possible.”

      
      “I noticed the VISIT VISTAS sign beneath the portrait of the Callahans’ boxer hanging in her vet office.”
      

      
      “Clarence. He’s so ugly that he’s cute. And he has the sweetest disposition. I can’t say the same about Cam’s Boston terrier,
         though. Have you crossed paths with Mortimer yet?”
      

      
      “No.”

      
      “Cam calls him the ‘Boston terrorist’ for good reason. He—”

      
      Sage broke off abruptly when the baby let out a squeal, waved his arm, and the hammer went flying. “Dada! Dada!”

      
      “Alex!” Sage scolded. “Don’t throw your toys.”

      
      “My fault.” Colt Rafferty opened the back door and stepped into Savannah’s kitchen. “He saw me standing on the stoop and he
         was saying hello.”
      

      
      Savannah watched with a twinge of emotion she refused to name as envy when Colt greeted his wife with a casual kiss, then
         bent to release the safety strap on the carriage and lift his babbling son into his arms. “Hey, Racer. Have you been a good
         boy for Mommy this morning?”
      

      
      “Racer?” Savannah asked, curious.

      
      “His initials are CAR,” Sage explained with a sigh.

      
      “Racer Rafferty. He crawls at light speed,” Colt added. He nipped playfully at the boy’s fingers, then lifted his voice to
         speak above the giggles. “Your shelves are finished, Savannah. The paint needs the rest of today to dry, but tomorrow you’ll
         be good to go.”
      

      
      “I can’t thank you enough, Colt.”

      
      “Glad to help. We do that here in Eternity Springs. It’s the most neighborly place I’ve ever lived.” He glanced at his wife. “I need to stop by the Callahans’ and talk to Gabe about
         the rocking chair he wants me to build for one of his sisters-in-law. Want me to take the little man? You know Meg and Cari
         will want to play with him.”
      

      
      “The Callahan twins are almost four. Alex is their own living, breathing doll,” Sage explained to Savannah. “I’ll be thrilled
         if you take him, Colt. I need to do some paperwork this afternoon, and that would make it so much easier.”
      

      
      While the Raffertys spent the next few minutes making child care arrangements, Savannah led Snowdrop to the backyard. Inny
         barked an excited hello and the two dogs began to scamper. Savannah returned to the front room just as Colt and his son departed.
      

      
      “We are still trying to find our way when it comes to balancing parenting and work,” Sage said, watching them go. “Nic and
         Gabe make it look so easy—with twins—that I thought Colt and I would have smooth sailing. Boy, was I naive.”
      

      
      “Have you considered putting him into day care?”

      
      “We have a babysitter lined up for him once tourist season starts and I need to spend more time at the gallery. The problem
         is that the U.S. Chemical Safety and Hazard Investigation Board has called Colt in to consult about last week’s plant explosion
         in Ohio.”
      

      
      “Oh, the one that killed so many people?”

      
      Sage nodded. “It’s just horrible. Thirty-three dead, sixty-seven hospitalized. He’s leaving tomorrow, and I’ll be on full-time
         mommy duty for at least the next two weeks, which is fine with me—except that I need to spend most of my time in the studio
         or I won’t be ready for my next show.”
      

      
      “I’ll be happy to watch this little bit of sugar for you some while Colt is out of town, Sage.” A bittersweet memory washed over Savannah as she added, “I do have some experience with toddlers. My nephew lived with me when he was the
         same age as Alex.”
      

      
      “Really? I’ll be thrilled to take you up on it. Thank you.” Sage reached out and gave Savannah a quick, friendly hug.

      
      Instinctively Savannah stiffened. She didn’t like being touched—a remnant of the Emmanuel years.

      
      Luckily, Sage didn’t appear to notice, and Savannah felt a wave of relief. The last thing she wanted to do was to offend her
         new friend.
      

      
      “Now,” Sage continued, “let me show you what I’ve come up with for your logos. They’re only sketches, mind you, and if they’re
         not what you had in mind, don’t hesitate to say so. You won’t hurt my feelings.”
      

      
      “I love your work, Sage,” Savannah said as the other woman flipped open her sketchbook. “I can’t imagine not . . . oh, wow.”
         In front of her were three different conceptualizations of the word Heavenscents done in shades of peach and blue. Each of them was wonderful, but Savannah’s eyes were immediately drawn to one with a halo
         hovering over the t. “I love them all, but the halo . . . it’s perfect. Just perfect.”
      

      
      Sage beamed. “It’s my favorite, too. The font gives it a floaty feel, and the halo is fun. It’s inviting, and it suits a shop
         in Eternity Springs.”
      

      
      “It suits me.”

      
      “I figured it would. After all, you named your dog Innocent.” Sage flipped the page and continued, “I went with a different
         look for the Savannah Soap Company. Clean and natural, feminine but not frilly.”
      

      
      “Simple. I love it, too, Sage.” The artist had taken her vague ideas and created something special and unique. Excitement
         swelled inside Savannah. After months—actually years—of planning, her dream was about to come true. “Again, I can’t thank
         you enough. These are wonderful, and you are wonderful, and your husband is wonderful. Your baby and dog are wonderful. Eternity Springs is the
         most wonderful place in the world.”
      

      
      Laughing, Sage said, “Tell me what you really think.”

      
      Savannah gave a bashful smile. “A little over the top, hmm?”

      
      “Maybe a little. That’s okay, though. We are pretty wonderful, if I say so myself.” Sage glanced around the room and added,
         “Speaking of wonderful, I love the colors you’ve chosen to represent your business. Peach is so warm and inviting—it looks
         great on the walls. The complementary shade of blue you’ve used is the perfect accent color. With the fresh scents . . . I
         predict that people will come into your shop and linger. And buy.”
      

      
      “Thank you. I’m glad you think so. That’s the idea.” Savannah couldn’t contain her enthusiasm as she outlined her plans for
         the store. “The entire downstairs will be open to the public. Most of my space will be devoted to the mail order portion of
         the business, since that’s where I’ll have most of my sales, but I’m not going to segregate the two aspects. I want retail
         customers to be aware of the mail order operation.”
      

      
      Sage nodded thoughtfully. “For repeat business. The tourist who purchases your bath soap while on vacation and falls in love
         with it at home will know it’s easy to replenish her stock.”
      

      
      “That’s the idea.”

      
      “An excellent one. How do you intend to set up your displays?”

      
      “I’m going to keep the look and feel of a residence, with home products displayed inside the home. I’m in the market for Victorian
         antiques, so if you know of a source . . .”
      

      
      “I might. Have you been inside Cavanaugh House yet?”

      
      
      “Is that the big mansion on the grounds of the spa resort?”

      
      “At Angel’s Rest, yes.”

      
      “I visited yesterday. It’s fabulous. The furnishings just in the lobby are enough to make me green with envy.”

      
      “They’re original to the house. The owner, Celeste Blessing, has heaps more in storage. When she bought the property, the
         contents of Cavanaugh House were included. She’s away at an innkeepers’ conference now, but when she returns, you should talk
         to her. I’ll bet she’d be happy to sell you some things for Heavenscents.”
      

      
      “It’s a lovely thought, but I’m sure I couldn’t afford them.”

      
      “Talk to her. You might be surprised. Celeste has a way of working miracles for people. Knowing Celeste, she might commission
         some business from you, too. Angel’s Rest already has a signature line of lotions and soaps, but Celeste does like to stir
         things up fairly regularly. She may be ready for a change.”
      

      
      The two women discussed that possibility and Savannah’s plans for a few more minutes, then Savannah presented Sage with the
         huge basket of lotions and soaps she’d prepared as a thank-you gift. Sage sifted through the contents, then beamed with delight.
         “Ooh, a lavender bath melt. That will be my reward for sitting through the Chamber of Commerce planning committee meeting
         tonight.”
      

      
      “Are they that boring?”

      
      Sage winced. “Oops. You are still planning to attend, aren’t you?”

      
      “I was, but now I wonder . . .”

      
      “They’re not horrible, I promise, and we really can use some new blood on the committee.”

      
      “New blood? For what . . . ritual sacrifice?”

      
      “Don’t be silly.” Sage crossed to the back door and called for Snowdrop, and after the dog bounded to her, she affixed the leash to her pet’s collar. She scooped up the gift
         basket, shot Savannah a grin, and added, “Although I’d think twice about bringing your pet chicken along.”
      

      
      Zach strode into the Eternity Springs sheriff’s office with a dozen different problems rattling through his brain. Since his
         last day off a week ago, he’d dealt with one firestorm after another. He had a list of follow-up issues as long as his arm,
         and while the good citizen in him was glad to see Eternity Springs grow, he couldn’t deny that he missed the good old slow
         days. Spying his dispatcher, a sixty-eight-year-old salty-tongued wonder woman named Ginger Harris, he asked, “Have we heard
         back from Judge Landry about that warrant?”
      

      
      “Not yet.”

      
      Zach sighed. “I’ll call him again.”

      
      Ginger held up a stack of yellow slips. “The phone has been ringing off the wall since Jeremy Paulson posted his video of
         a bear on his backyard trampoline online and it went viral. You have half a dozen interview requests from radio talk shows
         and cable news. They’ve made the connection that you won the Governor’s Award for heroism, so they’re wild to talk to you.”
      

      
      Zach groaned as he hung his hat on the rack beside his desk. “I’m too busy for nonsense like that.”

      
      “Mayor Townsend called with a special request that you at least give a couple interviews and mention that Eternity Springs
         is safe and we don’t have bears roaming the streets of the town. He’s afraid this publicity will hurt tourism.”
      

      
      Zach propped his elbows on his desk, closed his eyes, and massaged his temples with his fingertips. He knew better than to
         speak the heresy that from his perspective, less tourism wasn’t such a bad thing. More people in town meant more people behaving badly, which meant more work for him.
         This spring break season was the worst he’d seen since he’d taken the sheriff’s job in Colorado. After four years working
         undercover infiltrating the methamphetamine trade in Oklahoma, he’d wanted—hell, he’d needed—a nice, laid-back, boring job.
         He’d had it, too, until Celeste Blessing revived Eternity Springs by opening Angel’s Rest.
      

      
      Ginger set a stack of mail on his desk and asked, “Did you get any hits on the fingerprints from the burglary out at the Pulaski
         place?”
      

      
      “Turns out they belonged to a houseguest who they had forgotten had visited.”

      
      “That’s too bad.”

      
      “Yep.”

      
      “Any other leads?”

      
      “Nope.”

      
      “Well, now, that’s just splendid. Maybe I should call Jeremy and tell him to bring his video camera to the sheriff’s office.”

      
      Zach lifted his gaze and scowled at her. “Excuse me? Why in the world would you say that?”

      
      “Jeremy specializes in bear videos, doesn’t he? I see one great big angry one sitting in front of me.”

      
      Zach bared his teeth and growled at her. Ginger laughed, then asked, “What can I do to help you, Zach?”

      
      “Have we had any resumes arrive that seem promising?”

      
      “I put two into your in-box. They’re the best we’ve received.”

      
      The tone of her voice didn’t sound promising, but as he searched through his box for the résumés, Zach held out a glimmer
         of hope that at least one of these applicants would do. When he returned to the office following his day off a week ago, he’d learned that his deputy—a navy reservist—had been called to active duty. This, two weeks after
         his other deputy took a job in Durango. Since then he’d averaged only four hours of sleep per night, and he couldn’t keep
         up the pace much longer.
      

      
      With the tourist season bearing down upon him—pun intended—he needed to hire help fast. If they did have an emergency, he’d
         be deputizing friends in order to deal with it, and that was no way to run a law enforcement office.
      

      
      He scanned both resumes and remained underwhelmed. However, his in-box was beginning to resemble Murphy Mountain, and since
         Ginger had a point about his grizzly-bear attitude, he picked up the phone on his desk and called the first candidate. Martin
         Varney answered on the third ring and was happy to participate in a telephone interview with no advance notice.
      

      
      Zach made notes on a yellow legal pad as he spoke to Varney. Concentrating on the conversation, he paid scant attention when
         the front door opened and Ginger rose to greet the man who stepped inside. Ten minutes later, encouraged by what he’d heard,
         Zach ended the call by inviting Varney to town for an in-person interview. Only when he hung up the phone did he tune in to
         the conversation between Ginger and the stranger. He frowned when he realized that his dispatcher was cooing.
      

      
      The man was tall and athletic-looking, with dark hair and a face that Zach recognized, though it took him a moment of thought
         to place him. “Coach Romano?”
      

      
      Zach followed college sports. Anthony Romano was an assistant men’s basketball coach for the University of Colorado.

      
      “No, Tony is my brother. I’m Max Romano.”

      
      “Max Romano,” Zach repeated. “So, you’re not the coach at Western State, either.”

      
      
      “No. That’s Lucca.”

      
      “You share a strong family resemblance.”

      
      “True, but I’m better-looking,” Max fired back with the ease of an oft-stated claim. “I don’t coach basketball, either. I
         realize I don’t have an appointment, Sheriff Turner, but I’m hoping you have a few moments to spare? Ginger wasn’t certain.”
      

      
      In fact, Ginger knew very well that he didn’t have the time, but obviously Romano had charmed her. “Is there a problem?”

      
      Following an almost imperceptible moment of hesitation, he answered. “That’s what I’m hoping to find out. I’m on a fact-finding
         mission for our family. We have some questions.”
      

      
      “Questions about what?”

      
      This time Max Romano’s hesitation was noticeable. “Could we speak privately?”

      
      Ginger’s eyes gleamed with curiosity, but she took the hint and picked up her purse. “I’ll make the lunch run now, Sheriff.
         You want your usual from Fresh?”
      

      
      “That’ll be great, Ginger. Thanks.”

      
      As his dispatcher slipped out the door, Zach gestured for Max Romano to take a seat in the chair opposite his desk. “So, what
         can I do for you?”
      

      
      Romano sat, rested his elbows on his knees, and leaned forward, meeting Zach’s gaze with a serious, intent look. He seemed
         to choose his words carefully as he said, “I’d like to hear your assessment of what life is like in Eternity Springs.”
      

      
      For this he needs a sheriff? “That sounds like something better suited to the tourist office. You should talk to—”
      

      
      “You. I’m interested in what you have to say.”

      
      “Why me?”

      
      “I prefer to speak to the man who lives in the trenches, not someone who’s trained in talking points.” Romano pursed his lips. “Listen, Sheriff, I’ll cut to the chase. My family has
         troubling personal issues, and we think Eternity Springs might help us.”
      

      
      Troubling personal issues? Zach went on guard, though he made sure to keep his expression blank. Personal issues had a way
         of becoming public issues, which often became his problem.
      

      
      “You see,” Romano continued, “my father died earlier this year, and my mother is devastated. They were married thirty-two
         years, and her heart is truly broken. It’s been suggested to our family that an extended visit to the area might help Mother
         deal with her grief. Apparently Eternity Springs has developed a . . . reputation for, well, healing broken hearts.”
      

      
      Nothing to concern law enforcement, then. Good. Zach cleared his throat. “Our resident wise woman says this valley has a healing energy.”
      

      
      “Celeste Blessing.”

      
      “You’ve met our Celeste?”

      
      He shook his head. “Not yet. My sister has spoken with her. Apparently Ms. Blessing is quite the ambassador.”

      
      “She is,” Zach replied. She was an uncannily good judge of character, too, and Zach’s concerns eased. “What exactly would
         you like to know?”
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