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Chapter One Logan


‘So, I hear you’re stepping out with Selina Heron.’

Freda’s gaze was bright and openly mischievous as she studied Logan across the narrow aisle of The Nook. He supposed he shouldn’t be surprised – on an island the size of Ennisfarne, he didn’t imagine there were many secrets – but the statement still irked him. He squashed down the niggle and kept his expression blank. ‘What makes you say that?’ he said, dropping a sourdough loaf into his shopping basket and moving along to study a neighbou2ring row of jars.

The shopkeeper pursed her lips and squinted thoughtfully at the ceiling. ‘Well, I can’t be totally sure but I think it’s probably got something to do with Selina announcing it in the pub last night.’

He wanted to groan. It hadn’t been that long ago that his love life had been of vital interest to most of the tabloids and while Freda’s curiosity wasn’t in the same league as the lurid headlines, it still made him feel flat. ‘Right.’

‘Of course, she didn’t put it like that,’ Freda went on. ‘What was it she said? Not Netflix and chill – that was Hettie’s suggestion.’

Logan’s hand paused halfway towards the green pesto. He was almost sure she was joking; he couldn’t imagine sixty-something Hettie coming out with such a phrase, even if she did know what it meant.

‘Not friends with benefits, either,’ Freda mused, then snapped her fingers. ‘Seeing each other, that was it. Which seems a ridiculous way to describe it to me. I see you most days and we’re not romantically intertwined.’

Laughter danced in her eyes when Logan looked at her again, perhaps because stepping out was an equally ridiculous euphemism, and it was impossible for him to stay annoyed. It was hardly Freda’s fault if Selina was revealing details of her and Logan’s sole date so far. And the shopkeeper’s playfulness was a little endearing; it suggested she was comfortable enough to tease him, the kind of thing friends did to one another. Teasing and leg-pulling weren’t things that regularly happened to Logan, which wasn’t a surprise given that he rarely settled anywhere long enough to make friends. Or at least he hadn’t until now.

‘I imagine Len would have something to say if we were,’ Logan replied, picturing Freda’s friendly but generally taciturn husband. ‘But it’s too early to put a label on things with Selina. Let’s just say we enjoy each other’s company and leave it at that.’

Freda opened her mouth to reply but whatever she was about to say was forestalled by the tinkling of the bell over the door and a burst of loud chatter as a group of bobble-hatted tourists clattered into the shop. Instinctively, Logan ducked his head. The arrival of spring and the accompanying warmer weather had brought a sharp increase in visitors to Ennisfarne, meaning the village and roads surrounding it were much busier, especially during the periods when the causeway was covered and tourists were effectively trapped on the island. There’d been an increase in traffic on the road past Dune Cottage too, heading for Darling’s Bar with its spectacular view of the magnificent limestone arch that dominated the cove, and consequently more people on the beach that curved around from the bar. The upturn in visitors hadn’t caused Logan any major problems so far, apart from making it harder to find a parking space in the village, but it did make him a little more wary when he was out and about, and he’d taken to wearing a baseball cap. It had been almost two months since he’d last been splashed across the front page of the papers and the news cycle had definitely moved on but that didn’t mean some eagle-eyed tourist wouldn’t recognize him. It wouldn’t be the end of the world, of course, but he’d come to Ennisfarne to keep a low profile and it was a position he’d like to maintain.

Freda bustled over to the new customers, pointing them towards the deli counter with the practised air of a born saleswoman. Logan smiled as he finished making his own grocery selections and headed for the till beside the door. He was sure she’d been a hypnotist in a previous life – no one ever left The Nook empty-handed.

Two more clusters came in while Freda packed Logan’s purchases into the bag he’d brought with him. ‘You’re going to need some help if it carries on like this,’ he observed, tapping his card on the reader.

‘This is nothing,’ she replied, her tone cheerful. ‘Wait until Thursday, when the Easter crowds arrive. You won’t be able to move for visitors then – luckily, they’re usually hungry and thirsty, especially if they’ve just finished the St Hilda’s Pilgrimage.’

He frowned. ‘What’s that? Something to do with the nunnery?’

One tip of Ennisfarne boasted the ruined magnificence of a seventh-century nunnery, founded by St Hilda and maintained for centuries until Henry VIII ordered it to be suppressed during his power and land grab from the church in 1537. Logan was aware that the towering remains of the building were popular with tourists but he hadn’t realized they were a site of religious pilgrimage.

Freda nodded. ‘It’s a walk from Whitby Abbey to Ennisfarne, a bit like St Cuthbert’s Way, except that runs from Melrose in the Scottish Borders to Lindisfarne.’

That made sense, Logan thought, given that St Hilda had been Abbess of Whitby until her death. Her remains had rested briefly on Ennisfarne, during which time a number of miracles were said to have occurred, and there was an abundance of half-hidden carvings and symbols in her honour dotted about the island for those who knew what to look out for. Perhaps it would be more surprising if there weren’t pilgrimages in her honour, he reflected.

Casting an eye over the browsing tourists, Freda pushed the bag of groceries towards Logan. ‘The walk can be done at any time of year but on Good Friday, we get some pilgrims arriving carrying big wooden crosses. You can see them crossing the sands once the tide is out – we had almost a hundred one year.’ She shook her head in cheerful contemplation. ‘Mad buggers.’

It was perfectly possible to walk across the sands from the mainland – for centuries it had been the only way to reach both Ennisfarne and her sister island, Lindisfarne, on foot. The path was marked by a series of tall wooden poles and it didn’t shift like other, more treacherous, coastal crossings. But as with the modern tarmac causeway, the tide was merciless to unwary travellers and timing was everything. ‘They must have to set off walking as soon as the tide is low enough,’ he observed, wondering how much a large wooden cross might weigh. ‘Rather them than me.’

‘Takes about seventy-five minutes,’ Freda said. ‘It’s quite the sight when they first appear, a bit like travelling back in time.’

Logan pictured the poles stretching out across the sands beyond the weathered, tar-covered hulls of the upturned herring boats now repurposed to store fishing gear and other essential kit. He could see Freda’s point. ‘It might make a good picture, if the light is right.’

‘I’m sure it would, if you’re the one wielding the camera,’ Freda agreed. ‘I know Hettie and George are thrilled with their wedding pictures. If you ever get bored of photographing royalty, I reckon you could make it as a wedding photographer.’

‘Thank you,’ Logan said gravely. ‘I’ll keep that in mind.’

The shopkeeper winked. ‘Just in case you and Selina decide to go Instagram official.’

The last two words were laced with an exaggerated reverence that made Logan grin in spite of himself. But Freda was glancing over towards her other customers once more and her expression had become business-like. ‘Duty calls,’ she told him. ‘But you’re coming to the movie night on Saturday, right?’

There was no cinema on Ennisfarne and the tides made it difficult to catch a film on the mainland so the islanders had improvised. This weekend, Darling’s was showing Top Gun via a big screen on the beach. Or possibly on a big screen inside the bar, if the weather had other ideas. ‘Wouldn’t miss it for anything,’ Logan said. ‘See you then.’

There were two cars waiting for his parking space when he reversed out, each driver apparently determined that the spot belonged to them. Logan watched the stand-off through his rear-view mirror as he drove away and decided to avoid the village as much as possible over the coming Easter weekend. The road that led to the south-west tip of the island had more traffic than usual, although it was still a million miles away from the rush hours Logan had experienced in every city he’d visited. As he passed the upturned boats, nestling along the shore like slumbering sea monsters, a sudden whim came over him. He pulled in to the side of the road and got out of the car.

The tide was in, stretching towards the distant mainland in a silvered grey expanse and gulls wheeled low overhead, making the most of the meagre thermals of an overcast day. A few were perched on the slender poles of the Pilgrim’s Path, more still scattered along the fins of each boat, all watching Logan’s approach with calculated caution and doubtless assessing the probability of food, although they didn’t move when he stopped beside the boats.

It always struck Logan that such care was taken to maintain the hulls of the long-retired, upcycled vessels. It made sense, of course – they were protecting valuable goods, after all – but it was more than that. The islanders had a make-do-and-mend approach that was both refreshing and grounding at the same time, and Logan felt the contrast all the more since the demands of his work meant so many elements of his life were transitory. It wasn’t about saving money, either. Turning the worn-out boats into sheds was undoubtedly thrifty but he knew from his conversations with the islanders that they were proud to preserve the traditions that had crafted the boats too. He placed one hand flat against the side of the nearest boat and stood for a moment, marvelling at the solidity of the tar-patched wood, imagining the prow cutting through the glistening waves with a cargo of freshly caught herring. Logan was no sailor but he could still picture these stalwarts of the sea in their glory days, masts as tall and proud as the men steering them, their sails whiter than the cotton wool clouds. It was an arresting image – he could almost smell the pungent scent of the fish.

‘If you’re hoping for a ferry you’ll have a long wait.’

The voice startled Logan from his daydream. He turned to see Eve standing three boats along, turning the key in the lock of a cornflower blue door that was exactly the same colour as the one of Dune Cottage. Her blonde hair was tied back in its usual no-nonsense ponytail and she wore a battered, navy-blue wax jacket that was fraying at the cuffs. In her arms, she held a pair of long black flippers and she was gazing over the top of them with undisguised curiosity.

Realizing he’d had his eyes closed, Logan stepped quickly away from the boat. ‘Just trying to absorb some history,’ he explained, pushing down an unaccustomed surge of something that felt a lot like embarrassment. ‘I bet these boats have a few stories to tell.’

Eve pursed her lips thoughtfully. ‘Almost certainly. Although I imagine there’d be quite a lot of boring bits about barnacles and the like. It’s not all high drama.’

Logan hid a smile; she was as practical-minded as ever. ‘No, I suppose not.’ He eyed the door she’d just locked. ‘Is this yours?’

‘Mine and Aiden’s,’ she replied. ‘She belonged to my dad, and to his dad before him.’

‘A grand old lady of the sea,’ Logan said, smiling. ‘Does she have a name?’

She regarded him quizzically. ‘Not many people ask that. My grandfather called her Cecily, after my grandmother, but Dad decided on Lookfar when he inherited her.’ She patted the tar-covered hull. ‘It’s painted under here, if you know where to look.’

‘Two very different names,’ Logan said, then frowned. ‘Lookfar sounds familiar but I can’t put my finger on why.’

Eve smiled. ‘You must have read A Wizard of Earthsea by Ursula le Guin – that’s where Dad got the name. He was a big fantasy fan. Darling’s was almost called The Prancing Pony after the pub in The Lord of the Rings but Mum put her foot down.’

The little insight into Eve’s childhood made Logan smile too, even as he tried to recall reading the book she’d mentioned. ‘A Wizard of Earthsea,’ he repeated slowly. ‘A boy from a tiny island fights off invaders and becomes the greatest mage ever known, is that the one?’

‘Sounds like the plot of a lot of books but yes, that’s the one,’ she said. ‘I think Dad identified with the small island bit and secretly hoped he’d turn out to be a wizard too but that didn’t happen, as far as I know. Although he did argue with the tourists from time to time.’

The last sentence made Logan grin. ‘Perhaps he was a secret wizard.’

‘Perhaps,’ Eve said. ‘He was certainly a magical sailor, hence the boat name. He was heartbroken when she was no longer seaworthy.’

‘At least she got a new lease of life here,’ Logan offered. ‘It’s a great idea to reuse them as sheds.’

‘Ours is a relative newcomer – she’s only been here twenty or so years.’ Eve waved a hand towards the sheds behind them. ‘But a couple date back to the 1900s. It’s amazing they’ve survived this long.’

Logan took another look at the line of upturned boats, astonished that some of them might be more than a hundred years old. ‘The preservation is extraordinary. But surely they belong in a museum rather than out here, exposed to the elements.’

Eve’s mouth twisted wryly as she glanced at him. ‘They’re our heritage, part of the island’s traditions. What good would they be stuck in a museum, miles from here with no context or background to give the full picture? As long as they’re here they can serve a dual purpose, keeping things dry and pulling in the tourists.’

Logan could see the sense of what she was saying but couldn’t prevent himself from arguing. ‘But what will happen when the weather and salt water cause too much damage?’

‘Then we’ll let them go,’ Eve said simply. ‘Not everything is meant to last forever. I thought you’d understand that, being artistic and all.’

There was a definite hint of rebuke in her voice and once again, Logan knew he’d inadvertently managed to irritate her. Would they ever have a conversation where he didn’t? ‘I do understand,’ he said, holding his hands up in apology. ‘And I didn’t mean to teach you your business. The fact that the boats have survived as long as they have shows you and the other islanders know everything you need to about wood preservation. I’m sorry.’

The flinty look in her eyes softened. ‘I know you meant well. But they’re more than just old boats or sheds to us – they’re a link to our past and the people we’ve lost. Their history is our history.’

He nodded. ‘Of course. I suppose that’s where my particular speciality comes into its own. Photography is a form of preservation, not quite the same as having the original but a way of remembering it when it’s gone.’

Eve appeared to consider this. ‘That makes sense,’ she conceded. ‘Maybe you could photograph the boats, so we’ll have something to look back on when the inevitable happens.’

Logan glanced at the boats, recalling how he’d imagined them as hulking dragons when he’d first arrived on Ennisfarne, and his brain immediately began to compose the shots. It would need a brighter day, one where the sun sparkled on the high tide, and if he could time it to the last hour before sunset, he’d benefit from the extraordinary golden light that lifted even the most humdrum subject and made it remarkable. With luck and a little forethought, he might capture the scene before him in a way that would ensure these pieces of Ennisfarne’s history were never truly lost to the ravages of time. ‘Sure.’

‘You don’t have to, obviously,’ Eve said. ‘All I seem to do is ask you to take pictures.’

She looked embarrassed. Logan shook his head. ‘I’d love to photograph the boats,’ he said. ‘Leave it with me.’

Eve hoisted the flippers in her arms and pulled a face. ‘I’d better get back to the bar. I left Aiden in charge of Huxley – who knows what trouble the pair of them will have cooked up.’

Logan smiled; Eve’s brother was marginally more responsible than her year-old chocolate Labrador. ‘Are the fins for you or Aiden?’

She shook her head. ‘He’s a surfer, not a diver. All the talk of diving last month gave me a hankering to get out there but I’ve been too busy, what with George and Hettie’s wedding and the tourist season getting going. I thought the least I could do was check my gear.’ There was a brief pause, during which she looked as though she was debating her next words. ‘Billy’s running a dive in a week or so, once the Easter rush is over, if you want to come. It won’t be anything fancy, just fifteen metres or so to one of the wrecks off the east coast.’

A flicker of surprise sent Logan’s eyebrows shooting up. His imagination had been captured by Eve’s description of the many shipwrecks around Ennisfarne and he’d taken a scuba dive refresher course as a result. But she hadn’t seemed keen on diving with him then – in fact, she’d actively discouraged the notion. Inviting him to join her on Billy’s dive was unexpected. He spent a moment wondering what had brought about her change of heart and then decided it didn’t really matter. ‘I’d love to. As long as you don’t mind a little rustiness in my technique – I’d forgotten how tricky it is to swim wearing the tanks and fins.’
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