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Chapter 1

Cassie Hartt stumbled over Lisa’s shoes as she hurried from their stateroom. Wish I had my own cabin, she thought, pulling the door shut.

Her straw bag’s strap caught in the door. She yanked at it, but it didn’t budge. “I’ll never get up on deck to talk with Dad alone—before Lisa or Sonya get to him,” she muttered, fumbling in her pocket for her key.

Cassie freed the strap, locked the door, and started down the narrow hall. Ahead of her a door flew open and a tall, dark-haired boy rushed out. “Larson,” he called to the steward who was leaving the room next to his, “my room’s been searched. Things are out of place.”

Larson strode to his side. “I cleaned your room earlier. Maybe I moved your stuff.”

Gorgeous, Cassie thought, checking out the boy in the doorway. Bet he plays basketball. He looks about fifteen, maybe sixteen, just a little older than me.

The steward, in his uniform of white slacks and shirt, didn’t look much older than the boy and was the same height, but more muscular. He stood with his arms folded across his chest, leaning back on his heels.

The boy ran his hand through his dark hair. “But someone went through my bureau,” he said.

“Not me.”

“Well, someone did.”

“Was anything taken?”

“No.”

Larson shrugged, dismissing the matter.

As Cassie walked toward them, she felt Larson’s bold eyes sweeping from her auburn ponytail to her bare feet. Her face burned. His look made her uncomfortably aware of her changing figure.

She hurried past the boys, putting the scene and her curiosity about it from her mind. She wanted to see her father, talk to him—just the two of them.

Clambering up the stairs to the sundeck, she passed the lifeboat platform, the commodore deck, and the bridge deck. Yesterday, she’d explored the ship. Alone. It had been a nonstop day. Flying from Maine to Miami. Meeting her father and his new family. Boarding the ship. She and her stepsister, twelve-year-old Lisa Mason, left in their cabin. Her father and Sonya—Cassie couldn’t think of her as her father’s wife—settling into theirs.

An awkward silence had fallen between Cassie and Lisa. To relieve it, Cassie had proposed that they explore the ship. But Lisa had said no. So Cassie had gone by herself. She’d maneuvered through the hallways crowded with people finding their staterooms. She’d gotten lost on every deck, found the swimming pools, peeked in the casino and lounges. She’d felt lonely, left out amidst all the busy, happy chatter.

Cassie usually made friends easily. It hadn’t taken her long to meet people when she and her mother and her little brother, Danny, had moved to Maine last year. She smiled now, remembering the adventures she’d had last summer as she had helped solve a mystery in her new town, Kittiwake Bay. It had been exciting—but scary, too.

Well, all that was behind her now. She blinked hard and reminded herself to make more of an effort with Lisa and Sonya. But now she was looking for a chance to talk to her father. Just the two of them. Her stomach knotted. What could they say to each other now that they were face-to-face, after all this time?

She tugged open the heavy door to the sundeck and stepped into blazing heat. She searched the lounge chairs, spotted her father, his rangy, six-foot frame hunched over something he held in his hands. As she got closer, she noticed his sandy-gray hair was thinning on top.

Cassie stopped dead when she saw Lisa sitting on the other side of a small table. Lisa threw down a card, laughed, and scooped up the cards, then reached for a bag of M&M’s.

Tears of disappointment stung Cassie’s eyes. Angrily, she brushed them away and searched in her bag for sunglasses. Why was Lisa there?

At first, Cassie hadn’t wanted to come on this cruise with her father and his new family. She felt that she hardly knew him. He’d always been busy with his law practice before he and her mother divorced. But she had let her mother convince her, hoping, somewhere deep inside, that her father did love her, and that on the cruise they’d get to know each other. But they hadn’t even talked, not really. Sonya and Lisa were always there.

James Hartt looked up from the cards Lisa dealt him and peered at Cassie over his half-glasses. “Hey, Cassie, how about a game of set-back?” he said.

Cassie’s bare feet burned on the sun-scorched deck. “I don’t know how to play,” she murmured.

“Lisa will teach you. She’s killing me. How about it, Lisa?”

Lisa wiped her hands on a towel, then reached for the Pepsi by her chair. Her long blond hair swung back, exposing her full face as she guzzled the soda. “Yuk. This is warm,” she complained.

James Hartt scooped up the cards and shuffled them. He began to deal three hands. “We each get six cards, right, Lisa?”

Lisa reached for more M&M’s. “I don’t want to play anymore,” she said.

Cassie pulled boat shoes from her bag, slipped them on, and dropped the bag to the deck. “I thought you were going shopping with your mother, Lisa.”

Lisa glared at her. “I decided not to.” She swung her plump legs into the lounge chair, settled back, and closed her eyes.

Cassie noted the bulging briefcase by her father’s chair. Had he brought work with him on the cruise? “What’s in the briefcase, Dad?”

James Hartt patted the smooth leather, leaving a damp imprint of his big, bony hand. “Papers I have to look over. I have an appointment in San Juan to take a deposition. I’ve been trying to get hold of this man for months. It just so happens he’ll be in San Juan the same day the ship docks there. Then he’s flying off to some other country. His testimony could be vital to a very big case.”

Lisa, without opening her eyes, said, “But, Daddy Jim promised to play cards with me first.”

Cassie rolled her eyes. “Daddy Jim,” she thought, give me a break. Not sure what to do, Cassie stood, chewing her lower lip, looking from her father to Lisa.

Her father pulled his briefcase to his lap and pulled out some papers. He glanced up at Cassie, his left hand shielding his eyes from the sun. “Pull over a chair, Cassie. Relax.”

His manner was short, preoccupied. She didn’t want to stay. How could she escape? Then she saw the dark-haired boy.

Cassie’s eyes swept to her father. Anger flared through her. He had time to play cards with Lisa, but no time for her. She made a split-second decision. Grabbing her bag, she said, “I’m going in.”

Engrossed in his papers, he didn’t answer. Cassie turned on her heel and left.






Chapter 2

She caught up with the boy on the inner deck. “Hi,” she said. “I heard you talking to Larson. Did someone really steal something from your room?” She felt her face flush, aware that she had pounced on a complete stranger.

The boy’s dark eyebrows drew together in a frown. “No. Nothing was missing, but someone was messing around the room.”

“Why would anyone do that?” she asked, falling into step beside him.

The boy shrugged. “Beats me. You going to the lecture on gems and superstitions too?”

Gems and superstitions? Why not? thought Cassie. She nodded. He pulled the heavy glass door to the Rainbow Lounge open, and a blast of cold air hit them.

Cassie’s eyes adjusted to the dimness of the room, where a man lectured from the small dance floor. He was of medium height, with deep-set eyes, a broad nose, a long upper lip, and a second chin beginning to show. His thin neck and sloping shoulders made his head look too large. He frowned at the latecomers as they slid into seats; tenting his fingers, he continued speaking.

“Superstition isn’t limited to gemstones. Why, on the island of Martinique, where we dock in a few days, there’s a place called Maiden’s Hill.” He paused. “It’s said to be haunted. The story behind it is a bloody and romantic one.”

Cassie, intrigued, sat forward on the edge of her chair.

“Centuries ago, before Columbus sailed the oceans, the Arawaks lived on the Caribbean Islands. They were a peaceful people. They loved their children and old people, and the men treated their women with respect.

“In the thirteen hundreds, fierce, battle-hungry Carib Indians invaded the islands. The Caribs were as violent as the Arawaks were peaceful. They were cannibals. They didn’t kill the young boys at first. They castrated them and fattened them up for feasts. And they didn’t kill the women at all. They used them as slaves and to breed future warriors.”

The man looked around the quiet room. He had everyone’s full attention. “The story goes that the Caribs stole over the rugged eastern mountains and attacked the Arawaks who were playing a game on a level plateau high above the calm sea. They played with a rubber ball on a cleared area about the size of a football field. Each team had a goal that the other team tried to drive the ball across. Sounds like our games, doesn’t it? Football, soccer.”

The lecturer cleared his throat and took a sip of water from a glass on a nearby table. “The game was part of the celebration of the champion player having selected a mate. She, a young maiden, and the other villagers watched the players and cheered them on.”

Cassie’s mind wandered. A young maiden. How old? Fourteen—my age? A girl in a bright garment, black hair with white flowers woven through it streaming down her back. Dark eyes glowing as she watched her future husband—her mate. He would play a magnificent game for her, his muscles rippling beneath smooth brown skin.

The professor’s voice drew Cassie back to the present.

“On this particular day, the savage Caribs swept down from the mountains and slaughtered the Arawaks. The story goes that the Carib chief caught sight of the Arawak champion hurrying the young maiden to a cave. With a bloodcurdling cry, he sprang after them, slaying the man with a murderous blow of his club. The Carib then disappeared into the cave to retrieve his prize.”

Cassie, eyes wide, hands clenched into tight fists, willed the Arawak girl to escape.

A note of dread entered the professor’s voice. “But neither of them came out. Eventually, the conquering warriors searched the cave for their leader and the girl. They found their chief with a fire-hardened wooden dagger in his heart.” He stopped and gazed into space. Cassie saw him rub, with the three middle fingers of his right hand, a gold ring on his middle left finger.

Clearing his throat, he turned his deep-set gaze back to the audience. “They never found the maiden. Through the centuries people have reported hearing a piercing scream, supposedly that of the dying Arawak, then seeing the ghostly figure of a young girl coming from the cave and roaming the hill.”

Cassie’s heart pounded. The hair on the back of her neck prickled. The girl had killed the Carib and come back, night after night, through all the long years, mourning her lost love.

There was silence, then a murmur rippled through the audience. Cassie sighed. She knew, she just knew, how that Arawak maiden felt. She nudged the boy sitting beside her. “Wouldn’t it be great to visit that hill?” she whispered.

The boy nodded, then put a finger to his lips, signaling her to be quiet, for the lecturer was speaking again.

“Well, back to what I was talking about before the question on superstition. Gemstones. There’s a great deal of superstition related to them, too. They seem to have had religious or spiritual significance in all human societies….”

Cassie picked up a brochure left on a chair. Philippe Ornard, author of two books: Gemstones—Their Mystical Power and Symbolism, and Superstitions of the Caribbean. Writer; professor of gemology.

An older woman asked, “Do you believe in those powers, Professor Ornard?”

The woman’s question brought Cassie’s attention back to Philippe Ornard. He doesn’t look like a professor, she thought. Maybe it’s those wild floral shorts and that bright green shirt.

Professor Ornard stroked his gold ring, tilted his head down, and fixed his gaze on the woman. “Do I believe in what powers, ma’am?”

Cassie saw the woman flush. She then uncrossed her legs and straightened her shoulders. “Why, the magic, the mystical quality of jewels you’ve been talking about.”

The man continued to gaze at her, then said, “Let me answer your question this way, ma’am: I believe in the power of belief.” He pointed to the stack of books ready for autographing and purchase. “Read my book,” he intoned. “Read my book and you’ll discover how persuasive that power can be.”

The woman settled back in her chair. Cassie looked from her to the professor, who stood gazing into space, absently tapping a fingernail against his ring.

“I’d say you believe, Professor,” challenged a man sitting in the front row.

Professor Ornard’s head bobbed toward the speaker. He straightened up and rubbed his palms against his shorts. “What’s that?” he barked.

The gray-haired, bespectacled man pointed to the professor’s left hand. “I said, I think you believe those silly superstitions. Isn’t that an ankh on your left hand—that ring you keep touching?” The professor’s right hand automatically went to the ring. He shrugged and stretched his face into a smile. “You’re very observant, sir.” He held up his hand. “Yes, this is an ankh, my talisman, my good-luck piece. I think most of you will agree we can all use a little good luck.”

A twitter of laughter swept through the audience. Cassie glanced down at the deep green emerald on her little finger. Her father had given it to her on her ninth birthday. She twisted it; the gold bit into her finger. She wondered if her father remembered giving it to her. “To bring out the green in your eyes,” he had said.

Professor Ornard’s deep voice rumbled on. “Speaking of luck, a great deal of superstition surrounds the lost Jeweled Jesu.”

“What’s the Jeweled Jesu?” a man called out.

Professor Ornard held up one of his books. “It is or was a rare and beautiful piece. It’s pictured here on the cover of my book.”

Cassie could see a silver statue of Christ on the Cross against a background of blue. An inverted U of colors seemed to encircle Him.

“No one knows exactly when this beautiful work was created. It is believed that it dates back to the days when Spain ruled the Caribbean.

“If you look at the picture closely, you will see the intricate detail. The piece is valued not only for its silver but also for the jewels surrounding the statue.” He paused and, holding the large book in his left hand, followed the inverted U of colors with his right forefinger. Cassie could hear the scraping of his nail against the hard cover.

“Why do you say ‘is or was a rare and beautiful piece?” the man asked.

“Because it has been missing since Mount Pelée, the volcano in Martinique, erupted in nineteen hundred and two—exactly one hundred years ago. The statue—”

“Mon Dieu,” the boy next to Cassie breathed. Then, leaning forward, he asked, “When did you say that volcano erupted?”

“Nineteen hundred and two, young man. Why do you ask?” Philippe Ornard tented his fingers and stared at the boy.

What are they so tense about? Cassie wondered. She noticed the professor didn’t tap his fingers together now but pressed them, knuckle-white, against each other.

The boy sat back in his chair. “No reason,” he murmured. “Just curious.” He glanced sideways toward Cassie, then frowned.

For the first time, Cassie wondered why he had come to this lecture. A quick survey of the audience showed her that they were the only young people. She had wanted to escape her father and Lisa. What was the boy’s reason? She stole a glance at his set face and saw his Adam’s apple bob in his throat.

Cassie noticed that the professor kept glancing at the boy as he finished his explanation. “As I was saying. The statue stood on the altar of a church near Saint-Pierre, which was the capital of Martinique at the time. The town was destroyed when the volcano burst, but this particular church, on a rise of land far from town, was not. It was badly damaged, but many artifacts were recovered. The Jeweled Jesu, however, was not one of them. Neither it nor any of the stones has ever been found.”

He poured himself another glass of water, drank deeply, and continued. “Sacrilegious though it would be, considering the mystical power of the stones, some believe that it was dismantled and sold for the value of its silver and jewels.” Ornard looked ruefully at the picture, sighed, and placed the book on the table.

Before she realized she was thinking it, Cassie blurted, “What kind of mystical powers did the stones have?”

The professor’s eyes pierced her. “Each of the twelve stones represents one of the apostles, and each stone is said to have a power of its own. The power or magic is presumed to influence the affairs of men. That is why the superstitious say that whoever has the statue will suffer ill luck. On Martinique, when a family experiences misfortune, people say, ‘Their ancestors must have stolen the Jeweled Jesu, and the sins of the father are being visited on the child.’ Superstition?” Philippe Ornard paused, slid his eyes to the gray-haired, bespectacled man, then said, “Perhaps, but…” He shrugged his shoulders and pursed his lips.

Cassie hugged her arms to her chest, cold in the air-conditioned room. I’d love to find that statue, she thought, unaware of the group breaking up around her. Just think, a treasure. I would return it to the church of Martinique for everyone to admire. What would my father say then? We’ll be in Martinique in a few days. What if…

The boy stood up and stretched. Cassie tapped his arm. “What does that word ‘ankh’ actually mean? Do you know?”

The boy spoke quietly as they wandered up to the table. “It’s an ancient Egyptian symbol of eternal life, a cross with a loop at the top.”

A few people were looking through Professor Ornard’s books. Cassie studied the picture of the delicately wrought and jeweled silver band that nearly encircled the Jesu. She recognized a few of the twelve stones: sapphire, amethyst, topaz, and, there it was—an emerald. “I wonder what power the emerald has,” she murmured, wriggling her nose.

Professor Ornard autographed a book, handed it to a woman, then turned to them. “You’re the boy who wanted to know when Mount Pelée erupted. Did that date have some special meaning for you?”

The boy’s left brow arched, and he shrugged his shoulders. “No, not really. I have relatives on Martinique. In fact, my mother was born there, and I remember her talking about the volcano, even though it erupted before she was born.”

“So… you’re returning to Martinique for a visit?”

“No. I’ve never been there before. I’m going to visit my grandfather on his plantation.”

Cassie was studying the professor’s ring. It looked worn. Probably because he rubs it so much, she thought.

“Your grandfather? What is your name, young man?”

“Charles,” said the boy.

“Charles what?” The man insisted.

“Charles Reyes.”

“And your grandfather’s name? I know many of the plantation owners.”

“My grandfather is Jerome Nobre.”

“I don’t believe I have the pleasure of knowing him.”

“I wonder if you could tell me about my ring—” Charles fingered a chain around his neck.

“And mine,” Cassie interrupted, holding out her hand with the emerald.

A crew member hurried over and slapped Professor Ornard on the shoulder. “Phil, I hear you had to have a special escort to the ship.”

Cassie caught an annoyed look on the professor’s face.

“Yes,” he said. “I missed the plane to Miami.”

“Glad you made it. I’d like to go over your schedule… unless you’re busy,” he added, nodding toward Charles and Cassie.

“I’m busy,” answered the professor, turning away from them.



Cassie and Charles drifted out of the lounge to the nearly deserted sundeck. The late afternoon sun hung low in the western sky. Cassie took a deep breath of the salty air and rubbed her arms to warm herself up after the frigid temperature in the lounge. She reached into her bag for her sunglasses. Her eyes fell to the deck chairs where her father and Lisa had been sitting.

“He was rude, don’t you think? Turning away from us like that?” said Cassie.

“Kind of.” Charles patted a lump beneath his blue-and-white shirt. “I wanted to ask him about this ring. But… by the way, what’s your name?”

“Cassie Hartt.” She looked at the gold chain disappearing under Charles’s collar. “How come you wear your ring on a chain?”

“It’s too big.”

Cassie leaned against the railing. “Do you believe that story about Maiden’s Hill?” she asked.

Charles turned his dark gaze on her. “Do I believe in ghosts, you mean? I’ve read about parapsychology, but—”

“Para what?”

“Parapsychology. It’s the study of psychic phenomena. Ghosts. Hauntings. Some people believe a violent death can cause a spirit to linger at the site, but… I doubt it. No, I guess I don’t believe in ghosts.”

With an intake of breath, Cassie caught her lower lip with her teeth. “But it could be true. There could really be a ghost of Maiden’s Hill! Wouldn’t it be great to go there? To see for ourselves?” she whispered, eyes wide.

A smile twitched at the corners of Charles’s mouth and lightened his somber eyes.

“Has your mother ever mentioned Maiden’s Hill?” Cassie asked, freeing a strand of red-gold hair that was caught in her glasses.

A veil dropped over Charles’s eyes, and he shifted from foot to foot. “My mother is dead. She was killed in an automobile accident last year. A drunken driver smashed into her car.”

Cassie saw the pain in his dark eyes. “Oh, I’m sorry,” she whispered, gently touching his arm. She thought of her own mother. Busy with work and classes but always there when Cassie needed her. And her father—the hurt, the loss after the divorce. But dead—that, she couldn’t imagine.

After a moment, Charles continued. “My father—he hasn’t been the same since. He was going to come with me. But at the last minute he had to go on a business trip. That’s why I’m on this cruise instead of just flying there.”

Cassie heard the grief in his voice. He turned toward the sea and grabbed the railing with both hands.

“Look,” Cassie said impulsively, “why don’t you eat with us if you’re traveling alone?”

Charles hesitated. “I don’t know… anyway, my cousin’s boarding the ship in Puerto Rico.”

Cassie smiled. “He can eat with us too.”

“But… what about your family?”

“You’d really be doing me a big favor. I’m not here with my family. What I mean is”—Cassie hesitated—”I’m here to get to know my father’s new wife and her daughter. And we’re supposed to be great friends. And… well, I hardly know my father anymore. I haven’t seen him in over a year. Once-a-week phone calls. Sunday afternoon like clockwork…” Cassie’s voice trailed off. She raised her eyebrows, pulled her lips to one side, and held her hands out in a helpless gesture.

“Okay.” Charles laughed. “You’ve convinced me.”

Cassie smiled again, liking the way his laugh lit up his whole face.
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