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Chapter One Logan


‘I’ve got to be honest, Logan, you had me worried for a while.’

Logan Silk eyed his agent, Phoebe, across the pristine, white-clothed table and wondered which of his actions in recent months had troubled her the most. ‘Oh?’ he said mildly, reaching for his champagne glass. ‘In what way?’

Phoebe fixed him with a hard stare. ‘Let’s see. Could it have been your abrupt cancellation of all professional commitments?’ She held up her fingers, ready to tick the items off. ‘Your refusal to accept any new work, no matter how glamorous or lucrative? The way you suddenly dropped off the face of the Earth?’

‘I went to Northumberland, Phoebe,’ Logan pointed out. ‘Only a couple of hours away from London. It’s hardly Mars.’

She sighed and took a grissini. ‘You know what I mean. And Ennisfarne is more than a couple of hours away – most of the time it’s cut off from the rest of the country by the sea.’ The breadstick wove through the air as though she was conducting an orchestra. ‘What is it with you artistic types and remote islands, anyway? Merina ran away to Orkney and I’ve never been able to tempt her back.’

Logan smiled. Merina Wilde was a supremely successful novelist and another of Phoebe’s clients; they’d met on several occasions and Logan had found her smart, charming and funny. She was a friend of Nick’s too – he’d starred in an adaptation of her most recent novel which, Logan now recalled, had partly been filmed on Orkney. ‘Isn’t Merina the reason you’re here in Newcastle?’ he asked, lifting his eyebrows. ‘If she’s appearing at the literary festival then she can’t have given up leaving her remote island entirely.’

‘Yes, she is and no, she hasn’t,’ Phoebe conceded. ‘But this is the exception rather than the rule. And that isn’t the point, anyway. A novelist can write wherever they like but world-famous fashion photographers –’ She broke off and met his gaze with frank honesty. ‘Well, I don’t imagine there’s much haute couture happening on Ennisfarne.’

A mental image of George popped unbidden into Logan’s mind, dressed in grubby yellow waterproofs and grinning toothily from beneath his bedraggled grey beard. He was as far away from the models Logan usually photographed as it was possible to get and yet Logan had enjoyed taking his picture much more than any of the stylized fashion shoots he had worked on in the past year. ‘Not unless Fisherman Chic has become a thing,’ he agreed. ‘But that’s part of the reason I went there. Fashion photography just doesn’t interest me right now.’ He took a deep breath. ‘In fact, when I walked out of that shoot in New York, I didn’t care if I never took another photo of anything.’

His agent said nothing for a moment, regarding him soberly across the table. ‘And now?’

Logan thought of his laptop, which was full of pictures he’d taken since arriving on Ennisfarne. It was as though the island had cast a spell on him as he’d stood at the start of the causeway that first afternoon, watching it snake across the sands, and it was a magic that had kept him bewitched for the duration of his three-month stay. He’d fallen in love with the way the light shifted throughout the day, transforming a scene he thought he knew well into something fresh that had him reaching for his camera. And then he’d been asked at the last minute to step in and photograph George and Hettie’s wedding, an honour which had reminded him how much pleasure could be found in helping to capture the memories of such a joyful day. There was no doubt that Ennisfarne and her inhabitants had reignited Logan’s passion for photography but was that something that would last once he left? He wasn’t sure he could say.

‘Now is different,’ he allowed, after a brief pause. ‘But maybe that’s because there’s no pressure – if I pick up my camera these days, it’s because I want to, not because I have to.’

‘So where does that leave us, in terms of future work?’ Phoebe asked. ‘Obviously, you’re not feeling fashion at the moment and that’s fine – you shouldn’t take any job when your heart isn’t in it. But it would be helpful to get a feel for what you do want to do.’

And that was the problem, Logan thought gloomily as the waiter appeared with their starters: he didn’t actually know. The only thing he was sure of was that he couldn’t go back to the way he’d worked before. Phoebe was dancing around another good point, too – his erratic behaviour had been out of character and it had caused her headaches. ‘I know I owe you an apology,’ he said. ‘You got a lot of grief when I bailed on everything.’

Phoebe waved the sentiment aside. ‘Oh, forget about that. It’s my job to protect my clients and we’ve worked together long enough for me to know you wouldn’t walk away on a whim.’ She paused to regard him steadily, surrounded by the clink and chink of cutlery and glasses, the murmured conversation of their fellow diners. ‘When I said you had me worried for a while, it wasn’t your work commitments or your career that I was fretting about. It was your wellbeing and mental health, especially after that awful hatchet job by Suki.’

Logan allowed himself a brief grunt of agreement. Hatchet job was exactly the right description for what his ex-girlfriend had done to try to demolish his life and his career. But although it had distressed him at the time, he found it hard to care now. Ennisfarne had muffled the impact and soothed the upset away. It also helped that he hadn’t so much as looked at a newspaper for months.

‘Of course, now I can see you’re rested and relaxed, practically radiating contentment,’ Phoebe went on, shrugging. ‘Which brings me back to my previous question – where do you want to go from here?’

‘I’m coming back to London soon,’ he said, with an answering shrug. ‘In less than two weeks, I’ll be settling into city life again and who knows – perhaps I’ll have an epiphany and things will be clearer. But I don’t think I’ll really know until then – sorry.’

‘Okay, let’s pick things up once you’re back,’ she said, her expression philosophically accepting, then arched a curious eyebrow. ‘Now that’s the business out of the way, tell me what you’ve been up to on this island retreat of yours. Has it been all monastic isolation and navel gazing?’

He laughed. ‘Not at all. The islanders have been very welcoming – I’ve had plenty of fun. In fact, I’m putting on an exhibition of some of the photographs I’ve taken while I’ve been there – anonymously, of course – as a way of thanking everyone for being so kind to me.’

Phoebe threw him a triumphant look. ‘So, you have been taking pictures – I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist. Can I see them?’

‘Sure. The exhibition launches tomorrow evening, if you’re still around,’ he said on impulse. ‘Although you’ll need to factor in the safe crossing times for the causeway so it will mean an overnight stay.’

His agent pursed her lips. ‘Merina’s event is this evening so I could detour to Ennisfarne tomorrow. I assume there’s a hotel?’

There were several, Logan thought, but it had suddenly occurred to him that there was a high probability they would all be fully booked. Nick had taken a room at the Fisherman’s Arms when he’d visited the island earlier in the year but Logan wasn’t sure what immaculately turned-out Phoebe would make of the no-frills accommodation or the pub’s landlord, the equally hale and hearty Hamish. ‘They might be busy at this time of year. Would it be easier to send you the photographs instead?’ he suggested.

Phoebe tapped a scarlet fingernail on the tablecloth. ‘It’s not quite the same as seeing them exhibited, though,’ she said, frowning. ‘No, I’ll come to the launch party. Apart from anything else, I’d like to see what you’ve been up to all these months.’

Even as he nodded, Logan was running through the favours he might pull to find somewhere for Phoebe to stay at such short notice. At a pinch, he could let her have Dune Cottage and see if Hamish had a room he offer could to Logan. But that might entail explaining why the Fisherman’s Arms wasn’t an option for Phoebe herself and Logan was keen to avoid any slight to Hamish’s feelings. He’d pop into The Nook when he got back and consult Freda. He would have asked Eve but she’d been conspicuously absent for the past few days and he assumed she was snowed under with organization for June’s music festival. ‘Leave it with me,’ he told Phoebe, crossing his fingers and hoping Freda would come through. ‘I’m sure we can sort something out.’



Freda pursed her lips thoughtfully when Logan stopped at The Nook to put his question to her. ‘Could be a tall order. You’re right in thinking all the usual places will be booked up. I suppose there could be a last-minute cancellation – someone who’s misjudged the tide – but I wouldn’t want to bank on it meself.’

Logan watched a cluster of tourists hover around the Ennisfarne mead display, discussing how many bottles to buy. ‘It’s my fault – I should have thought to invite Phoebe long before now but I’d never expect her to come up from London for something like this. It’s only because she’s already in Newcastle with another client that I suggested she came to the exhibition launch.’

Freda tapped absently on the glass of the deli counter. ‘The causeway definitely makes spontaneity harder,’ she observed. ‘And I don’t suppose this agent of yours is the type to cheerfully bunk up on a sofa, is she?’

The mere idea sent a shiver of horrified amusement down Logan’s spine. ‘Not really, no.’

Whatever the shopkeeper had been about to say next was lost as her attention was caught by the tourists approaching the till at the front of the shop. ‘Just give me a moment, Logan. Duty calls.’

She bustled away, leaving him to survey the many delights of the deli counter. He remembered his first visit to The Nook, when he’d been amazed to discover such an array of mouth-watering foods. Freda had reeled him in that day with all the expertise of a born saleswoman and he’d been a regular ever since. He knew he was going to miss it when he left, even though London had plenty to offer in its place. Perhaps what he was really going to miss was Freda’s warmth as she skilfully filled his basket with things he hadn’t intended to buy but very much enjoyed eating in the cosiness of Dune Cottage.

After a few minutes, the bell over the door tinkled, indicating the tourists had made their purchases, and Freda was back. She gave Logan a business-like nod. ‘So, I can ask around and see who’s got a spare room they can offer. But if your agent prefers her own space then there’s Morag Chester’s old place up near the beacon that might be a better bet.’

Logan frowned, trying to work out which property she meant. ‘Is there? I’ve never seen it.’

She shrugged. ‘It’s tucked away on the edge of Warren’s farm – you’d likely only find it if you cross the fields and I imagine you normally drive up to the beacon.’ He nodded and she went on. ‘Morag’s daughter has been sprucing it up to sell, now that Morag herself has moved in with her on the mainland. She left a spare set of keys with me, I’m sure she wouldn’t mind Phoebe using it for a night.’

It was definitely an option, Logan thought, turning the idea over in his mind. He could go and take a look, at least, and if it wasn’t quite up to Phoebe’s standards then he could sleep there himself while she stayed in his cottage. ‘That might work,’ he said. ‘Do you want to check with Morag’s daughter and let me know?’

Freda reached for her mobile phone. ‘I’ll ask her now.’

A short text message exchange followed and then Freda was beaming with satisfaction. ‘There, I knew she wouldn’t mind. She says the bungalow is clean and tidy but the studio still has quite a few of Morag’s paintings lying around so best not to disturb them if you don’t mind.’

‘Paintings?’ Logan repeated, his curiosity piqued. ‘Is Morag an artist, then?’

The shopkeeper nodded. ‘She was, before her eyesight started to go, and a bloody good one at that. The studio was where she mostly worked, although I used to run into her all over the island, easel set up, paintbrush in her hand.’ Freda smiled. ‘You’d think she might have got bored with looking at the same places over and over but she once told me the light on Ennisfarne meant she never painted the same picture twice.’

Logan felt his mouth twist in recognition. ‘I can certainly understand that,’ he said. ‘It sounds like I need to look up Morag’s work.’

‘Absolutely,’ Freda said. ‘I think there’s even a couple of hers in one of the fancy London galleries but don’t ask me which one.’

‘I’m sure I can find out,’ Logan replied, impressed all over again by Morag’s evident talent.

‘Make sure you do – it’ll be a little piece of Ennisfarne to keep you going once you’ve left us. And in the meantime, I’ll give you the keys so you can go and check whether the bungalow will do for your agent.’ She flourished a hand at the deli counter in the manner of a magician revealing her latest trick. ‘Do you want to buy a few treats to welcome her to Ennisfarne?’

Twenty minutes later, Logan was bumping up the narrow track that led to Morag’s bungalow, a brown paper bag of Freda’s best delicacies on the passenger seat of his Hilux. He already suspected the remote location would put Phoebe off – she’d mentioned hiring a car in Newcastle to make the trip to Ennisfarne and Logan doubted she would want to risk its suspension on the craggy, pot-holed surface that was barely a road. Whoever bought Morag’s property would need to invest in some repairs if they wanted their vehicle’s suspension to have a long and happy life, he mused as he navigated the rugged Hilux across the deeper ruts. After another bone jolting bump or two, the track twisted sharply around a hairpin bend to reveal a small cluster of trees shadowing a squat white bungalow with a grey slate roof and a gleaming yellow front door. A chimney pointed upwards from one end, as though trying to draw his attention to the peach and lemon cloud wisps drifting across the faded cornflower sky, and the distant cry of seabirds floated on the air. There was no ‘For Sale’ sign but Logan supposed it didn’t need one; everyone on the island knew it was on the market and there would be very few passers-by.

Grappling with the paper bag, he crunched his way up the gravel path to the front door. Efforts had been made to tame the garden – the lawn was mowed, the roses around the door trimmed and the flowerbeds weeded – but there was still a faint whisper of melancholy that no amount of fresh paint on the windowsills could dispel. Past the cheery front door, he found a dim hallway containing several doors, one of which led to a kitchen where he left the bag from The Nook and went to explore further.

The air was still as he returned to the hallway and opened another door, which led him into a living room. He’d expected a stale mustiness, perhaps even the whiff of lavender, but there wasn’t a trace of either – just a faint hint of an odour he knew but couldn’t quite pin down and a strange sense of expectation, as though the building was holding its breath. Logan shook the notion away and focused on the practicalities. The furniture was well-used but serviceable – a sofa that faced an empty fireplace, two armchairs on either side. A rectangular shadow adorned the white paint of one wall, suggesting a picture might have recently hung there. There was the usual chill that came when a room had been unused for a while, and the carpet had definitely seen better days, but it was clean and empty of any personal belongings. The next door he tried took him to a bedroom – once again clean and presentable, with a surprisingly modern-looking bed, freshly made up and scattered with bright cushions. Sunlight slanted through the window, catching dust motes dancing in the stillness and giving the room a warmer, more inviting feel. It was the room Logan liked the most, until he found the studio.

Respectful of Freda’s instruction not to disturb anything, he hung back in the doorway and spent a long moment taking in the unexpected hexagonal shape and the floor to ceiling windows. Stacked canvases leant against one of the walls – he couldn’t see if they were painted – and there were dust sheets draped over what Logan assumed to be easels. A pair of skylight windows allowed more sun to pour in but Logan also saw a tall, angle-poise lamp on one side of the room and he supposed that was for when the artist had been burning the midnight oil. And there was the mystery smell he hadn’t been able to identify earlier. It was much stronger here and now he recognised it instantly – the scent of linseed oil, presumably from Morag’s oil paints. It mingled with the pungency of turpentine, as though Morag had been at the small porcelain sink only that morning, cleaning her brushes amid the faint roar of the ocean. Both were distinctive aromas that whisked him back to his student days at art college, although he’d never been any good at painting nor spent much time in the art rooms. Another, older, memory surfaced – his dad’s shed at the bottom of their tiny garden, its walls lined with gardening tools and saws, and the shelves creaking with jam jars full of screws, paint brushes soaking in turps and balls of twine. A stack of old paint tins stood in one corner, beside a tatty armchair worn shiny with use. Logan hadn’t thought of the shed in years but the odour of turpentine had yanked him back in time faster than he could blink. He’d only ever been allowed as far as the doorway of that sacred space too.

He stood on the threshold of the studio for quite some time, lulled by the sound of the sea and allowing his gaze to wander slowly across the scene, soaking up the peace and tranquillity. Morag was a tangible presence in the room. If Logan lifted the dust sheets and liberated the easels beneath, it might almost feel that she was somewhere nearby, perhaps just out of sight in the garden. He didn’t find the notion troubling – Morag was alive and well, as far as he knew, so he guessed it was an echo of her artistry that he sensed, rather than her ghostly presence. In fact he found it soothing. So much creativity had undoubtedly flowed through this place that he could well believe it had seeped into the fabric of the room. He could almost feel it shimmering on the air.

At length, Logan recalled why he was there in the first place and roused himself to close the door of the studio and return to the rest of the house. There was nothing wrong with the bungalow that a blast of heating wouldn’t fix but somehow he knew it wasn’t the right place for Phoebe. She’d prefer the less isolated, cosier comfort of Dune Cottage, although she’d be reluctant to turf him out of his home if he gave her the choice. But Logan didn’t mind spending the night away from the cottage. He’d be spending every night away from it soon enough.



It was with an unsettling mixture of anticipation and apprehension that Logan awoke on the morning of the exhibition launch party. On one hand, he couldn’t wait to see the reactions of the islanders to his interpretation of their lives and their home – he was as proud of these images as any he’d taken for prestigious magazines or famous faces and he hoped his admiration for Ennisfarne shone through. But at the same time, he was wracked with unaccustomed nerves that had ebbed and flowed like the tides ever since he’d settled on the idea of exhibiting some of the photographs he’d taken over the past three months. Every artist knew it was impossible to please everyone and yet it mattered enormously to Logan that the exhibition was well-received. Then again, he intended it as a gift to them, a tribute to express his gratitude for the sanctuary he’d found with them, so perhaps it wasn’t at all strange that he was keen for them to like it. Everyone whose portrait would be included had seen their own picture – Logan had thought it was only fair to show them before asking them to grant him their consent – but very few islanders had viewed the complete exhibition, hanging in the village. And now that he had cut the ribbon and invited the intended audience inside to look, apprehension was in danger of winning out. It really was the most ridiculous thing.

Deciding that what he needed was some impartial feedback, he went in search of Phoebe. He found her standing in front of a large photograph of the shipwrecked Gunhilde, a flute of champagne in one hand and her head tilted to once side as she considered the image. ‘It’s the octopus that makes it,’ she said. ‘I hope you got him to sign a consent form.’
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