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Chapter One

Cassie Hartt propped her bike against a tree in front of the Kittiwake Grocery and lifted her long red hair from her damp neck. Drawn by a glimmer of light far out in the ocean, she crossed Sail Street to Waterview Way. At the very tip of the fingerlike cliff, Cassie made out the shape of a huge house. Light glowed in a few windows, and in the darkening, cloud-shrouded sky the house looked ghostly. The unfamiliar roar of the Atlantic pounding the eastern base of the cliff rumbled in Cassie’s ears. Goose bumps crept over her skin, and she shivered.

“Come on, Sam,” Cassie called to her big collie, who was busy poking his long snout into rock fissures and scrubby bushes. Sam barked and darted from the bluff down the steep street toward the quiet bay to the west. He frolicked along the beach, then froze like a pointer. Growling, he nosed at something in the sand.

Cassie, breathing hard, caught up to him. There, in a tide pool, lay a panting fish. Cassie knelt in the damp sand and looked down on the fish in his small prison, his silver stomach going up and down like a mechanical toy.

“Oh, poor thing, you can’t breathe,” she murmured, her throat closing with remembered panic. “I’ve got to get you out of there and back into the sea.”

Sam barked, and moved to stand protectively in front of Cassie, growling low in his throat. Cassie’s heart lurched when she saw the shadowy form approaching them.

“Hey, does he bite?” called a boy.

“Quiet, Sam,” Cassie commanded, studying the boy, who brushed a lock of sandy hair from his forehead. He doesn’t look dangerous, she thought. “Not unless I want him to,” she said.

“Uh, do you want him to?”

Cassie laughed. “No, I guess not.”

“What’s so interesting in the sand?”

“A stranded fish. Look at him. He’ll suffocate if we don’t get him back in the water.”

They gazed down on the fish, motionless except for his silver body heaving up and down. “I saw a kid’s pail back there. I’ll get it,” said the boy, loping off. Cassie watched him search for the pail, then fill it with seawater. Nice, she thought. Maybe a little older than me? Fourteen or fifteen? And just about my height.

“Here’s the water of salvation,” said the boy, setting the pail down. “Do you want to do the honors or do you want me to?”

“I will,” said Cassie. “I know just how he feels.” She seized the slippery body, but the fish thrashed and nearly slid from her hands. Her throat swelling with fear, she grasped him and thrust him into the pail. Sam, barking wildly, circled Cassie and the boy as they made their way to the sea’s edge. Cassie tipped the bucket and, in a shimmering flash, the fish swam to freedom. Cassie breathed a sigh of relief, then laughing, turned and hastened across the beach toward the road, Sam at her heels.

“What did you mean you knew just how the fish felt?” asked the boy, jogging beside her.

Cassie slowed to a walk. “Oh, it’s just that years ago, when I was four or five… I was at a birthday party… and we were playing hide-and-seek in the basement. I hid in a closet filled with clothes. Somehow the door got locked, and everyone went upstairs for cake and ice cream… and forgot all about me.” Cassie ran her fingers over her throat, remembering the choking odor of mothballs, the feel of rough fabric against her face. “Anyway, ever since then, I’ve hated small spaces.”

“Claustrophobia,” said the boy.

“What?” said Cassie.

“You have claustrophobia—a fear of confining spaces.”

“That’s me, all right.”

“You’re new here,” said the boy.

“Just moved in today.” Cassie’s thoughts swerved from the silver fish and the boy to why she was here in Kittiwake Bay, Maine, far from Bakers-ville, Ohio, where she had lived since she was born. The reality of her parents’ divorce and her father’s plans to remarry crashed down on her, crushing the excitement of rescuing the fish and meeting a cute guy.

They topped the hill and stood in front of the Kittiwake Grocery. “I’ve got to get some food before the store closes,” said Cassie. “My mother and brother will think I’ve gotten lost.”

“I’m Marc. Marc Nolan. What’s your name?”

“Cassie Hartt.”

“Hi, Cassie Hartt. I’m probably late, too,” said Marc. “See you around.” He sprinted across the street and up the rise to Waterview Way. Cassie, climbing the wooden steps to the store, wondered if he lived in that spooky house.

A short time later, she left the grocery with bags of sandwich makings, milk, juice, and cereal. She secured them in the basket and, grasping the handlebars, wheeled the bike away from the tree, then stopped and booted down the kickstand. “Come on, Sam, one more look,” she murmured.

She climbed the hill across the street and peered down the cliff road. Thick clouds hid the new moon. She could no longer see the house, just its yellow lights, eerie in the dark night. It was quiet except for the urgent splash of water far below.

As Cassie gazed at the house, a bright light, higher in the darkness than the other lights, flashed three times, stopped, then again flashed three times.

Barking sharply, Sam ran to the bay side of the cliff.

“Come on, Sam. We’ve got to get home,” Cassie called.

Sam, growling, stood his ground.

“Come on, Sam,” Cassie insisted, catching him by the collar. “Quiet down. You’ll wake the dead.”

Clouds shifted, and in the momentary moonlight, Cassie saw two figures dart back among the rocks. The sound of muffled angry voices drifted up to her.

Cassie’s heart pounded. “Come, Sam,” she whispered, tugging at his collar and stepping back from her vantage point, worried that the stealthy figures had seen her.

Cassie jumped on her bike and raced past the grocery store to Shore Road. What were those people doing on the cliff at night? she wondered. What was that flashing light all about?

The roar of the sea battering the high bluff along Shore Road boomed in Cassie’s ears. Her pulse thundering, she pedaled down the sloping way, flying past the bluff, shadowy dunes, and dark, ever-moving surf. To her left, woods rose high above her; trees swayed and moaned in the wind.

Relieved to leave the desolate road, Cassie wheeled the bike left onto Omega Street. Two streets down she turned left again onto Fairway Drive and biked past the main house of Fairway Estate, which stood far back on the right side of the road. Finally, she crossed Fairway Drive where it curved west to the estate’s three-car garage, and coasted to the back steps of the guest house her mother had rented.

She hopped off the bike and knelt down to wait for Sam. The big dog lumbered to her and she hugged him, murmuring against his heaving side, “I’m sorry, old boy. I shouldn’t have made you run so hard. But those flashing lights, then the voices… they really spooked me.” Sam nuzzled her ear and gave her a wet kiss.

“That you, Cassie?” her mother called from the kitchen.

Cassie hoisted the groceries and hurried into the well-lit kitchen. In the bright room, with her mother unpacking dishes, she felt foolish. What had she been fleeing? Nothing but her own silly fear.

“I was a little worried,” said her mother. “After you left, Ellen Fairway stopped over. She was saying there’ve been a lot of robberies lately.”






Chapter Two

Cassie shoved a box of books toward the bookcase in her new room. It was early Sunday afternoon, and all morning they’d been unpacking. Yesterday, she’d helped her mother set up the kitchen. She’d lined the cabinets with shelf paper, washed and dried the dishes, and tried to get seven-year-old Danny to help while their mother went grocery-shopping.

Now, finally, she had a chance to fix up the room that was going to be hers. First, she organized her clothes, then started on the books.

“Cassie?” Her mother rapped on the door and came in. She sat on the bed and ran her hands through her short, reddish-brown hair. Cassie noticed the dark circles under her hazel eyes. People said they looked alike. Cassie knew they had the same coloring, but her mother was tall and graceful while Cassie felt that she was all arms and legs that got in her way.

“Cassie, honey, please take Danny to the beach. He’s driving me crazy! I can’t get anything accomplished,” her mother pleaded.

“But, Mom, I wanted to sort out this stuff.”

“I know, honey, but you can work on it later. You know, Cassie, I’m depending on you to keep an eye on Danny this summer.”

Cassie nodded. Her mother was a nurse and started work tomorrow at City Hospital, a good thirty miles away. Since she’d be traveling so far and working different shifts, Cassie would be responsible for Danny.

“Why don’t you walk down with us, Mom? You look tired.”

“Not today. I’ll feel better if I can just get things pulled together.”

Danny skipped ahead of Cassie down Omega Street to Shore Road.

“Hurry up, Cassie. I want to see the beach.”

Cassie glanced at the overcast sky. Its gloominess made her think of the great house looming over the ocean. She was anxious to see it close up, to explore it. Maybe tomorrow. But she’d have to take Danny.

“Come on, Sam. Come on,” shouted Danny, dancing around the dog and exciting him to a frenzy of barking. “We’re going to the beach. We’re going to the beach,” he chanted.

Cassie smiled. It was good to see Danny happy. Since their father had moved out, he’d been unpredictable, sometimes loud and obnoxious, sometimes sullen and withdrawn. Now, his red hair blazed in a shaft of sun that broke through the clouds, and he seemed more his old self.

Cassie, six years older than Danny, had always mothered him a little. But now she’d be responsible for him. How could she meet people? How could she do anything interesting? It was only late June. School didn’t start until September. A lonely, boring summer stretched ahead of her.

They skidded down a steep path to the rock-strewn beach. Sam, sliding down behind them, showered them with sand and stones. Danny tore ahead to the water’s edge, his sneakers marking his trail in the damp sand. Sam raced beside him, barking and scattering sandpipers that dashed about on pipestem legs.

Cassie pulled a Frisbee from her beach bag. “Danny, catch,” she called, flinging it through the air. Danny raced after the blue disk, but Sam was quicker. He snatched it in his mouth and galloped back to Cassie.

“So you want to play, too,” said Cassie, laughing and tossing the disk to Danny. Danny ran to catch it with Sam at his heels. Overhead, seagulls reeled and called.

Danny, tearing toward the massive cliffs that towered in the distance, suddenly turned back, wide-eyed and pointing. “Cassie, there’s a whole bunch of kids up there, and look. There’s a girl with a cat on a leash! I want a cat. Do you think I could get a kitten, Cassie? You’ve got Sam.”

Cassie stared. Sure enough, down the beach came a girl with a cat on a leash. Sam trotted off to investigate. Cassie burst out laughing when the cat arched its back and hissed, scaring Sam, who scooted back.

The girl let the leash go and quickly pulled a camera from the pocket of her oversized blue shirt and snapped a picture of the cat and dog.

“Sam! Come, Sam,” called Cassie, running toward them. “He won’t hurt your cat.”

“Hope I got that picture,” the girl said, scrambling for the leash.

Up close, Cassie could see that the girl was older than she had first thought. She was tiny, about five feet tall and slender. The wind tousled the short dark curls framing her heart-shaped face. What Cassie had thought was a long earring was a tiny braid swinging in front of her left ear. Braces glinted in her mouth. She stooped and picked up the bristly cat. “Quiet, Minerva. Quiet,” she soothed.

“I’m sorry if Sam scared your cat,” said Cassie.

“She’s all right now,” said the girl.

“Can I hold her?” breathed Danny.

“Sure,” said the girl, holding the cat out to Danny, who clutched the squirming animal to his chest.

“Who are all those kids?” he asked, nodding his head toward the cliff.

The girl turned and squinted back at the group of young children. “That’s the Beachcombers Club. It’s for kids six through ten. They go swimming, camping, stuff like that. They meet in an old cottage over on Sail Street every morning.”

Cassie listened intently. A club for kids Danny’s age. “That sounds like fun, doesn’t it, Danny? Maybe you’d like to join that club,” she said.

“Maybe,” Danny mumbled, intent on stroking the cat.

“I’m Liz Painter,” said the girl, turning to Cassie. “You’re living in the Fairways’ guest house, right? I live on Pepperidge Lane, right on the other side of the hedge. We’re neighbors.” Liz smiled, covering her mouth with her hand. Probably to hide her braces, Cassie thought.

“I’m Cassie Hartt, and this is my brother, Danny.”

“You here for the summer?” asked Liz.

“No, for good, I guess,” said Cassie.

“You mean you’ll be going to school here in the fall?” Liz asked.

Cassie nodded. “How old are you?”

“Thirteen.”

“Me, too. We’ll be in the same class!” Liz said, her voice rising to a squeal. They walked down the beach, then turned toward the steep path that led to the road.

“I’ll walk with you,” said Liz. “I’m on my way to the Fairways’ to baby-sit.” They started up Omega Street, Liz chattering away, Danny walking the cat on its leash, and Sam trotting behind them.

“How about coming to the Sand Shack with me tonight? Maybe some of the kids will be there. Some of the boys,” said Liz, giggling.

“Sounds great,” said Cassie, hoping her mother would say yes, praying she wouldn’t have to babysit Danny.






Chapter Three

A warm ocean breeze carried the salty smell of the sea to Cassie as she biked up Shore Road with Liz. They turned onto Sail Street and started past the Kittiwake Grocery. In front of the store, Cassie squeezed her handbrakes and, straddling her bike, gazed at the house sitting high on the cliff’s outermost point. A few lights shone dimly in the dusky sky.

“Cassie, hurry up,” called Liz, waiting in front of the tackle and fishing store.

Cassie was tempted to tell Liz about the flashing lights she had seen Friday night. But something held her back. She decided to wait and investigate on her own.

“Come on,” Liz urged. “The Sand Shack is just up the street.”

In the wood-paneled coffee shop, ceiling fans whirled soundlessly and overhead lights cast a dim glow. Cassie and Liz sat in a wooden booth where windows overlooked the bay.

“We can see if anybody interesting comes,” said Liz.

Cassie gazed out the window. In the misty light, the land across the bay was a murky strip separating light gray sky from dark gray sea. Lights on a few boats bobbed on the water.

It was bright and cheerful in the old-fashioned restaurant. An ancient cash register clanged every time the waitress opened and shut it. A red-bordered rectangular tray picturing a blond girl raising a Coca-Cola bottle to her lips, and an orange tin tray advertising Orange Crush for five cents added color to the walls. Two glass-covered cake dishes stood on the counter, one holding a chocolate cake and the other a pie.

Liz, tense with excitement, grabbed Cassie’s arm. “They’re coming. Don’t turn around. But they’re coming. I thought Ryan was working tonight, but they’re both here. Wait till you see them. Don’t turn around, though. They’re both scrumptious, but especially Ryan.” Liz’s hand covered her braces, smothering her giggles.

Cassie heard the screen door squeak open, then slam shut. The edge of the wooden seat pressed into her bare legs. She was dying to look at the boys but didn’t dare turn her head.

“Hey, Liz. How’s it going?” asked a dark-haired boy sliding in to the booth next to Liz.

Liz is right, thought Cassie. He is scrumptious. The boy had dark brown eyes and jet-black hair. His tight, sleeveless jersey clung to his muscular chest.

“Cassie, this is Ryan Jerrick,” said Liz, gazing up at him. “And Marc Nolan,” she said as Marc slid next to Cassie.

Cassie’s legs stuck to the wooden bench and made it hard to slide over. She flushed, hoping she didn’t look too awkward. She turned her head to look at Marc and noticed that his eyes were a deep, clear blue.

He smiled. “Any fish tonight?”

Cassie grinned. “Not that I know of.”

“What are you talking about?” asked Ryan.

As Marc was telling them about the fish, the waitress cut in. “What will you kids have?” she asked.

After they ordered sundaes, Liz said, “Cassie just moved here from the Midwest.”

“The Midwest? You didn’t have any ocean there,” said Ryan.

Cassie looked at him as she answered, but his dark gaze never quite focused on her. “No, it’s so different here. I’d never seen the ocean before.”

“Never seen the ocean? I can’t imagine not living near water,” said Marc, shaking his head.

“Marc is crazy about boats,” said Liz.

“Someday,” Marc said, “I’ll have enough money to buy one.”

Ryan looked out at the somber bay. “If you like water, Cassie, you’re in the right town. This place is surrounded by it.”

“Especially the cliff with that big house on it,” said Cassie, a little shiver passing through her as she thought of the house looming against the dark sky.

“When were you there?” Ryan asked in a sharp voice.

“That’s Waterview Manor,” said Marc. “It’s a senior citizens’ residence where Ryan and I work. We just came from there, actually. I used to volunteer, but now that I’m fifteen, I get cold cash.”

Ryan spooned a dripping mound of hot fudge and chocolate ice cream into his mouth. “Senior citizens’ residence,” he muttered. “It’s more like a deserted mausoleum. And the people are a bunch of mummies—ancient, and half dead.”

“It wasn’t always a seniors’ residence,” said Liz. “There’re all kinds of stories about the place. I bet it’s haunted. It sure looks it, especially at night.”

Marc chuckled. “It is pretty old, but I haven’t seen any ghosts.” Turning toward Cassie, he said, “It’s an interesting place. It was built before the Civil War by some rich guy. In the fifties it was deeded to the town, then just stood there empty while the town decided what to do with it. Finally, they decided to close off one wing and turn the rest into an old people’s home.”

“That’s when they fixed the place up a little,” Ryan added.

Marc scraped the metal ice-cream dish with his spoon. “The people living there love it. It’s got such great views.”

“Didn’t you tell me it was once part of the Underground Railroad, Ryan?” Liz asked, fiddling with her tiny braid.

“According to know-it-all Mrs. Wentworth,” Ryan said.

Marc shot Ryan an annoyed look. “Well, she’s lived here in Kittiwake all her life, and she must be eighty-five or more.”

“We studied the Underground Railroad last year,” Cassie said. “It was wonderful how so many people helped the slaves escape from the South.”

“Mrs. Wentworth says her grandfather helped,” Marc said.

Liz finished her ice cream and wiped her mouth with a napkin. “I wonder why they called it the Underground Railroad. It wasn’t really underground and it wasn’t a railroad.”

“The slave owners started calling it that when they couldn’t find their runaway slaves. They said it was like they had just disappeared on an underground railroad,” Cassie explained.

“Mrs. Wentworth is really proud of Kittiwake’s role in helping those runaways,” Marc said. “And her other big story is Captain Kidd’s treasure. Ryan and I have heard it a million times.”

“Not much chance of it being here in Kittiwake, Maine,” Ryan muttered. “I bet every town along the coast thinks it has Captain Kidd’s treasure. Mrs. Wentworth’s an old windbag. Not worth listening to.”

Cassie blurted, “You don’t seem to like the people very much, Ryan. Why do you work there?”

Ryan’s dark eyes flashed. “I work because I need the money,” he snapped.

An awkward silence settled over the group. There I go again, speaking before thinking, thought Cassie.

Liz giggled nervously. “Maybe there really is treasure out there.”

“Maybe I could volunteer at Waterview Manor, like you used to, Marc,” said Cassie, thinking it would give her the opportunity to explore the mysterious house and fill the long summer days. That is, if Danny joined the Beachcombers.
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