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How this Book Started 

 
A very dear and talented horse friend of mine visited me in Hilton Head recently to 

give a series of riding clinics.  

One of the venues was the boarding barn at Haig Point, on Daufuskie Island, 

twenty-five minutes by ferry from Hilton Head Island, and I accompanied her. The 

island is only accessible by boat.  

Only golf carts are allowed for transportation on Haig Point, a plantation covering 

more than a thousand acres. As a result, the whole place is very peaceful. 

Spending the day among horses in that secluded spot sparked the plot for this book 

in my brain and there would be no rest for me until I wrote it. 

The Fire 

A very eerie thing happened while I was writing Chapter Two: The Fire. My son 

texted me with the terrible news that Notre Dame Cathedral in Paris was burning. 

Shortly after that, I watched live footage of the beautiful nineteenth century 

Gothic-style spire, engulfed in flames, toppling over. 

It was weirdly coincidental and I’ll never forget where I was when that disaster 

happened.  

The Mare 

The challenges which Prophecy presents to Emma are the same I faced when a 

friend gave me his teenage mare. He’d only owned her for a very short time, but 

the two of them never got on.  

Her name was Rubesca and at 18 years of age she was still a hot mess. She’d never 

been straightened out from the day she left her racing barn in Ireland as a three-

year-old to the moment she turned up in my barn in rural west England. 

No one had taken the time to bond with her and become her comfort zone. 

Consequently, she’d spent her entire life in a state of high alert. 

The steps Emma takes to gain Prophecy’s trust are those I used on Rubesca and, as 

with all things to do with horses, they require enormous patience. 



 
 

Doggie Footnotes 

In the story I mention how black dogs are the last to be adopted from shelters, and 

that the older they are the worse it is for them. 

Unfortunately, I’m not making it up. 

My son adopted an adult black Border Collie Lab mix and it’s one of the best 

decisions he ever made. The two of them have an enormous amount of fun 

together and I hope any readers who are considering adopting a rescue will take 

into account the plight of this unlucky canine population. 

In case you’re interested, the dogs’ meals in the book are identical to the diet for 

my two English Bulldogs. They’ve been on it for two years now and it’s done 

wonders for them. They shed 10 pounds and their weight is ideal. Their bodies are 

muscular and they have a lot of energy – even the nine-year-old, who is practically 

ancient for a Bulldog. 

 

And without further ado, here is the novel. 

I hope you enjoy it! 

God bless, 

Hilary 

P.S. Stay current with my upcoming books and activities and download a free 

novel by signing up for my newsletter at: https://HilaryWalkerBooks.com.   
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Chapter One: Winds of Change 
Friday, April 17th  

 
Emma got fired at 3:15 p.m. on Friday, 17th April and drove home in a daze.  

Two glasses of red wine later she knew where she was going to live next.  

Until now her whole life had revolved around horses. She’d grown up on her 

parents’ Thoroughbred farm in Virginia, then taken the job in Aiken at Pinpoint 

Stables as barn manager in charge of twenty equines. 

Maybe God was telling her it was time for a change? 

What bigger change could she make than to leave horse country and buy property 

on an island? An island where she could reinvent herself. 

The exact details of her metamorphosis were a bit foggy – thanks to the alcohol – 

but the thought of living in serene isolation had huge appeal after the demands of 

her latest position. 

Scouring online, she found a beautiful yet modest house on remote Sinclair Island 

in South Carolina. The ranch style dwelling included a few acres of land and was 

going for a song, as the owners of the two bed, two bath residence were ‘very 

motivated.’  

It cost less than half what her current house should fetch.  

She calculated how much of the proceeds she could expect to have left over after 

buying the new property.  

Adding that to her modest savings and the monthly income from writing articles on 

horse management for two national equestrian magazines, she should be able to 

support herself on the island.  

She emailed the realtor, who responded immediately that she was happy to show 

her the place the next day. Emma concluded that property sales on the island must 

be slow.  

Saturday, April 18th 



 
 

Before setting off south the next morning, she went through her financial 

computations again, to ensure yesterday’s enthusiasm and wine hadn’t inflated the 

figures. But the numbers held up: her plan was feasible. 

It was only a three-hour drive down to Hilton Head. Emma parked her aging white 

pick-up at the embarkation point and boarded The Diamond Packet for the midday 

crossing to Sinclair Island. 

She leaned against the deck rails, enjoying the rush of wind through her cinnamon 

hair and watching the shores of Hilton Head Island recede farther into the distance. 

The humiliation of yesterday’s dismissal dissolved into the salt spray and a sense of 

adventure charged through her. 

Janet Foster met her on the dock after the forty-minute trip. Emma recognized the 

realtor from her photo, noting that the original wasn’t quite as slim as the online 

version. 

“Welcome to Sinclair Island! You’re going to love the house,” she gushed. “My car’s 

this way.” 

With a carefully non-committal smile, Emma followed her through the town square 

to a blue BMW, commenting on how quaint the place looked. 

“Yes, and no more building is allowed on the island, so it’ll remain like this. There’s 

everything you need here, but if it’s not enough, you can always catch the ferry to 

Hilton Head.” 

“What are the typical things residents go off island for?” Emma asked, climbing into 

the passenger seat and fastening her seat belt. 

“Mainly items like fancy meat, special wines, high-end make-up brands and such. 

Like I said, the island’s got everything for the regular taste.” Janet clearly felt 

something was badly wrong with anyone who couldn’t be satisfied with what 

Diamond Town had to offer.  

She put the car in gear and drove out of the town center. 

“Why’s it called Diamond Town when this is Sinclair Island?” Emma asked. 

“The island is shaped like a four-pointed diamond so the locals refer to it 

affectionately as ‘The Diamond.’” 



 
 

“Ah! That’s why it’s The Diamond Packet.” 

“Precisely.” She pointed across Emma to the view on their right.  “See the marshes 

out there? We’re on the north-western side. That body of water is Sinclair Sound 

and your house backs onto it. You’ll see lots of seabirds: pelicans, herons, 

cormorants. At certain times of the day dolphins play by the shore – you’ll be able 

to watch them from your new home.” 

Emma smiled at Janet’s assumption that her client was going to buy the place and 

sat in silence until they passed a large horse property blocking the water view.  

Three horses were grazing in one of the big paddocks surrounding a chalet style 

barn. To the right stood a long white single-story house with a wrap-around porch. 

“That’s an imposing place!” said Emma. 

“Yes. It belongs to Fulton Sinclair.” 

“As in, Sinclair Island?” 

“Yes. His family used to own the whole island, but they sold it off when his 

grandparents died.” Janet looked apologetic. “That’s the only downside of your 

house – ” Janet pointed to the smaller ranch house next door. “Mr. Sinclair will be 

your neighbor.” 

“What’s wrong with that?” 

“He’s not what you’d call very neighborly,” Janet said nervously. 

“Meaning he keeps himself to himself?” 

“Yes.”  

“Works for me. That’s exactly why I’m coming here, too.” 

“Oh!” Janet’s face brightened. “Then you’ll get on famously!” She giggled. “I guess 

I mean you’ll not get on famously!” She swung into the short drive next to Mr. 

Sinclair’s and parked in front of a smaller version of the house next door. “Here we 

are!” she announced proudly. 

The viewing didn’t take long. Even before she looked out of the rear bedroom 

windows at the expanse of green reeds giving way to the gentle waters of the sound 

and saw a pelican flying low across the shallows, Emma knew this was home. 



 
 

But she ought to ask the obvious question: “Why are the owners selling?” 

Janet had her spiel ready.  

Originally desperate to escape the rat race, Mr. and Mrs. Nelson found themselves 

missing the hustle and bustle of town life after only nine months. They were tired 

of having to take a ferry to Hilton Head to buy groceries that weren’t available at 

the local general store, and worried about the limited medical services of tiny St. 

Paul’s Hospital, as the wife has health issues. They were also weary of running into 

the same people day in and day out. 

Half-joking, Emma asked: “Nothing to do with their un-neighborly neighbor, by any 

chance?”  

A flicker of anxiety crossed Janet’s face. “Well, there were allegations of Mr. 

Sinclair’s horses getting out a couple of times. The Nelsons bought this place 

because they liked the open spaces of the paddocks but they don’t like horses.” 

“I guess they didn’t take kindly to the intrusion?” 

“I think it was the straw that broke the camel’s back. They already wanted to sell,” 

she added hastily. 

“I’m a horse person – well, an ex-horse person – so my nose won’t get put out of 

joint if that happens when I’m here.” 

Janet looked relieved. “You’re not intending to use the barn and paddocks, either?”  

“No. I can always look over at my neighbor’s pasture if I need a horse fix.” 

The realtor came to the point. “So, you like the house, then?” 

“I love it, just as you told me I would.” 

Janet beamed. “But don’t you want to at least check out the barn? The owners used 

it for storage, but I’m sure the facilities are in good repair.” 

“No, I’m not going to use it.”  In common with the present owners, Emma was only 

attracted to the land – it suited her need for seclusion. 

They got back into the BMW and Janet turned right, heading south-east to show 

Emma the other three sides of the Diamond. On their way they passed Sinclair 

Stables, a fifteen-acre facility with beach frontage.  



 
 

“There’s somewhere else you can get your horse fix,” the realtor commented. 

But Emma was more interested in the sign next door, which read: “Sinclair Animal 

Rescue & Adoption.” 

“Do we have time to look in?” she asked. “I want to get a dog when I move here, 

and I’d like to see what they have.” 

Janet smiled. “You’ll really endear yourself to the locals if you adopt one of their 

pets.” 

“That’ll be an added bonus. Do you mind if we go in?” 

Janet looked at her watch. “I’ve got time if you have. The ferry runs every hour until 

9 p.m.” 

Emma grinned. “That sign says they close at 5 o’clock, so we’ll make it back well 

before the last boat leaves.” 

They parked next to the only other vehicle in the lot, a brand-new pick-up.  

As they got out of her car, the women’s ears were assaulted by loud barks, howls 

and whimpers.  

Exchanging pitying glances, they walked into the room marked ‘Office’ where a 

female member of staff was attending a tall fit-looking man, presumably the truck’s 

owner.  

Janet turned to whisper something to Emma, but a friendly youth with pimples all 

over his face and the large tattoo of a bulldog on his forearm came out of a back 

room. “Hi there! My name is Kurt. Can I help you?” 

“Yes, please,” Emma said. “I’m moving to the island and wondered if I could see 

what dogs you have for adoption?” 

“Sure! What are you looking for? A puppy or an older dog? A large or small breed? 

An active or slower type?” 

Emma hadn’t considered any of these questions. On impulse she asked, “Which of 

your dogs is having a hard time getting adopted? I’d like to see those.” 

The other man looked at her briefly and she hoped he approved of her adopting a 

local dog. Perhaps he’d spread a good word for her among the islanders. 



 
 

Kurt smiled broadly. “It’s so cool to hear someone say that. Most people want 

puppies – that is, until they decide they’re too much work and bring them back. We 

have a couple of older dogs that haven’t found a home yet.” 

“May I see them?” asked Emma. 

Kurt led her and Janet back to the noise and bedlam of dogs awaiting rescue from 

their dreary existence.  

“The two we’re having trouble adopting out are at the front so they catch people’s 

eyes. But it’s not worked for them so far.” 

The other client walked behind them into the kennels, accompanied by the female 

staff member, and Janet again tried to get Emma’s attention.  

But Kurt was saying, “Let’s start here.”  

“I hope we don’t both want the same one!” Emma joked, following him to the first 

dog. 

As the man glanced at her again on his way to the other kennel, she saw a long scar 

down his left cheek. Janet was giving her meaningful looks, which irritated Emma, 

whose interest was drawn to a brindle Boxer bounding to the front of his kennel. 

The chief thing she noticed about him was his long, undocked tail wagging 

pendulously from side to side. 

He sat down, eyes looking longingly at Emma through the wire mesh. 

“This one’s Tiger,” Kurt said. 

“What’s his story?” 

“He’s six years old and he’s been bounced around from home to home. He’s very 

energetic, which people find fun until they’re stuck with having to take him for 

walks twice a day to satisfy his need for exercise. He can get a little destructive in 

the house if he’s not taken out enough and this is the fourth time he’s come back.” 

“All because he needs to be taken on walks, like every dog,” said Emma, trying to 

tear herself away from those sad eyes. 

“Ready to switch?” Polly asked Kurt. 



 
 

He looked at Emma. She nodded and they changed sides. As they passed each 

other, the scarred man acknowledged Kurt with a smile. 

A forlorn black Labrador was returning dejectedly to her bed at the back of the next 

kennel. Emma guessed the animal was depressed that her trip to say ‘hello’ to the 

tall man had been for nothing. 

“This is Bonnie,” Kurt said.  “She’s nine years old. Her owner died of a heart attack 

three months ago and no family member has come forward to claim her.” 

“Hello, Bonnie,” Emma said cheerfully. 

The chunky animal turned her head and her tail began to wag slowly. 

Emma put more enthusiasm into her voice. “C’mon, girl! Come and say ‘hi.’”  

This persuaded the dog and she padded back to nuzzle the fingers poking through 

the mesh. 

“She’s very friendly,” Emma remarked, “so how come she’s unwanted?” 

“Black dogs have the hardest time finding new owners. And it’s even worse when 

they’re older.” 

“She must really miss her owner,” said Janet, squatting next to her client. 

“Yeah,” Kurt agreed.  “She doesn’t understand what she suddenly did wrong to be 

in here.” 

“Poor girl,” Emma said. I know what it’s like to get thrown out and not know what 

you’ve done wrong. “Any chance of taking both dogs out and interacting with 

them?” 

Emma, what are you thinking? You don’t have a house on the island yet! You’re 

wasting everyone’s time. 

The other client said, “I like her idea, Polly,” he said. “Can we do that – let them out 

together?” 

“Of course, Mr. Sinclair, whatever you want.” 

Janet turned to her client with arched eyebrows. 

“Kurt, can you bring Bonnie?” Polly asked. “I’ll bring Tiger.” 



 
 

Chapter Two: Puppy Love 
Saturday, April 18th - afternoon 

 
Kurt took a lead off a hook on the wall marked ‘Bonnie’ and asked Emma if she 

might like to take the dog into the play area? 

“Sure, I’d love to!” 

Leash in hand, she stepped into the kennel and the animal sat down obediently, tail 

thumping hard as Emma stretched out her hand. The dog sniffed at it and gave a 

big yawn. 

“She’s not bored,” Kurt said quickly. “She’s expressing anxiety that you might not 

take her for a walk after all. She can see you have her lead.” 

Emma laughed. “Thanks for telling me, I did think she wasn’t interested.” 

“No, it’s the dead opposite!” 

Emma felt a rush of affection for the animal and attached the leash to her collar. 

“O.K. girl! Are you ready to play with me for a while?” 

Bonnie whined in joyful anticipation as Emma and her realtor followed Kurt to a 

large grass area enclosed by high link fencing.  

He opened the gate for them to pass through. “You can take her leash off now.” 

Bonnie looked up at her handler with soft dark eyes full of hope. 

Once set free, she trotted around the large pen, tail erect, squatting to pee on a 

patch of grass, sniffing at the base of a tree then running over to investigate a bush 

by the fence. 

Watching Bonnie, Emma considered volunteering here after her move onto the 

island. The rewards were so immediate: look how contented this dog was! 

Polly was coming out of the kennel building with Mr. Sinclair. He was leading the 

bouncy Tiger who couldn’t wait to get into the play area. 

Giving short checks, the man said in a strong voice, “Hey, buddy, we’ll get there 

soon, I promise. Heel!” 



 
 

Tiger must have been taught that command at some time in his life, for he did his 

best to obey. 

“Good boy,” said Mr. Sinclair and the two walked more calmly towards the pen. 

Emma was able to get a better view of the man while his attention was on the dog. 

He exuded aloofness, as befitted a hermit, but she was most struck by that livid red 

welt running down the left side of his good-looking face.  

Polly opened the gate and once inside, Mr. Sinclair asked Tiger to sit. The Boxer sat 

down and was rewarded by having his leash unclipped. 

Emma had to stifle a laugh, for the animal now looked expectantly at the man for 

permission to move. 

With a smile and slight shake of his head, Mr. Sinclair pointed towards the grass. 

“Go have fun, buddy!”  

The dog rushed over to Bonnie, bowing down on his front legs and barking to 

convince her to play. His long tail waved loftily from side to side like a tall reed in 

the marsh breezes. 

When that ruse didn’t work, he ran around her in small circles, yipping. 

Bonnie finally responded and chased after the Boxer. She was never going to catch 

up with him, but he slowed down sometimes to make her think she had a chance. 

The adults watched the dogs run off their pent-up energy. Mr. Sinclair, reserved in 

pressed jeans and a white collared shirt, stood with Polly, slightly apart from the 

others and disinclined to converse with Emma’s group. 

Janet had said he kept to himself, so no surprise there. 

Yet she couldn’t help sneaking another look at him. He appeared to keep his right 

side towards her and Janet. Was it to hide that scar? How did he get it?  

“I’m going to sit for a moment,” she told Janet. 

Bonnie spotted her and came running over, panting. 

“Hello, girl, having a good time?” she said, ruffling the top of the dog’s head.  



 
 

The black rescue sat down and leaned into Emma, who put her arm around the 

podgy body while Tiger continued darting about.  

A moment later the Boxer trotted up to Mr. Sinclair and flopped down at his feet, 

sides heaving and his tongue hanging out. Kurt carried a bowl of water to him. 

Bonnie got up to slake her thirst, but waited politely for Tiger to drink first. Emma 

thought the two of them made a good pair – perhaps they should go to the same 

home? 

Kurt walked over to her. “Looks like you’ve bonded well with Bonnie.  Do you want 

to take her?” 

The question caught Emma by surprise. What was she supposed to say now? “Do 

you keep dogs on hold?” She looked at him hopefully. “I’m not living on the island 

yet, and I can’t adopt one until I do.”  

“I’d love to do that for you, Ms. Campbell, but we’ve had so many dogs lose their 

chances with another adopter because we kept them in reserve for a person who 

never came back to claim them.” Kurt looked apologetic. “Not that I don’t trust you, 

but I can’t go against our policy. I’m sorry.” 

“I perfectly understand. I’ll come back when I move here and hope she’s still 

available.” She looked furtively across the grass. “But perhaps Mr. Sinclair has his 

eyes on her? 

“Let’s ask him.” 

The pimpled youth went up to the man. 

He smiled. “Hello, Kurt, any bites, so to speak?” 

“Possibly, Mr. Sinclair. But this lady wants to make sure you’re not interested in the 

same dog as her.”   

Mr. Sinclair turned his green eyes on Emma and she stood up, suddenly tongue-

tied.  

Janet stepped forward. “You probably don’t remember me, Mr. Sinclair, but I’m 

Janet Foster, realtor for Ms. Campbell. She’s buying the house next door to you.” 

 



 
 

You’re awfully sure of yourself, Janet Foster! thought Emma, as she saw his 

eyebrows shoot up at this information. Was he pleased or displeased? Unable to 

interpret his expression, she put out her hand. “Hi, I’m Emma.” 

He shook it firmly. “Hello, Emma. I understand you think we might like the same 

dog?” 

She noted that he didn’t volunteer his first name.  

“Yes. Bonnie and I seem to have connected, but you might want her.” She was 

looking for his approval, just like Tiger. How galling! 

“I don’t mind which dog I take.” He spoke to Kurt. “I can take Tiger. I’ve got plenty 

of room for him to run around and expend that energy. Both dogs get on, so they 

won’t fight if they meet each other again when Emma and I are neighbors.” 

“Yes, sir, Mr. Sinclair.” 

“That settles it, then. Emma, you take Bonnie, I’ll take Tiger.” It was said with 

authoritative finality. “Polly, let’s bring Tiger in and I’ll sign the paperwork.” 

“That’s wonderful, Mr. Sinclair. Thank you.” 

The man strode away and Tiger trotted alongside, his unwieldy tail flopping to and 

fro. 

Emma blinked at Kurt, totally blind-sided. “What just happened here?” 

“You’ve just adopted a dog, Ms. Campbell.” 

“But I’ve nowhere to put her!” 

It wasn’t strictly true: she could have taken the dog back to North Carolina. But she 

would be busy selling her house and didn’t have time to take care of a dog. Plus, 

did Bonnie need the upheaval of two moves? 

“I’m sure something can be arranged until you do,” he said confidently. “Here’s 

Bonnie’s leash.” 

Emma clipped it onto the Labrador’s collar and led her out of the play area, 

bewildered and not a little annoyed. 



 
 

She walked with Bonnie into her kennel, removed the lead and gave the dog a 

reassuring hug. “I’ll be back for you, I promise.”   

Now she’d have to return. 

Kurt took her and Janet through to the front office where Mr. Sinclair was signing 

the paperwork for his new adoptee. 

Kurt walked behind the desk and said, “Sir, I have a question for you.” 

“Yes, Kurt, what is it?” 

“Ms. Campbell can’t take Bonnie yet, because she’s not yet moved into her house. 

Is there any chance you could vouch for her until she returns to claim her?” 

Emma panicked. What? No! 

Mr. Sinclair straightened and observed her. This time only one eyebrow was raised 

and he was mocking her. “I don’t know,” he said slowly.  “Are you trustworthy, 

Emma? Can I be sure you’ll come back and claim your dog?” 

Why did she have to prove to this supercilious man that she was a trustworthy 

person? It was none of his business! 

Oh, how she wished she hadn’t come into this shelter!  

But she had come and Bonnie’s happiness was now in the balance because of her 

rashness. 

She lifted her chin. “Since you don’t know me and I don’t know you, there’s not a 

lot I can do to prove I’ll be back, besides paying her adoption fee.” 

A smile played around the edges of his mouth and the eyebrow returned to a 

neutral position. “At least you’re being honest. That’s good enough for me.” 

She wanted to reply that she didn’t care what he thought, but they were about to 

be neighbors and it wasn’t smart to antagonize him. Instead she gave him her 

sweetest smile. “Great! Thank you.” 

Mr. Sinclair’s return smile appeared genuine. “You’re most welcome. Now let’s sign 

whatever we need to make this happen.” 



 
 

Ten minutes later Emma was $100 poorer, the proud owner of a dog she hardly 

knew and being sponsored by a neighbor she didn’t yet have.  

After the bizarre twist today had taken, she was ready for the normalcy of Aiken. 

On the way back to town for the 6 p.m. ferry back to Hilton Head, she asked Janet, 

“Is Mr. Sinclair always like that?” 

“You mean, taking charge?” 

“Yes.” 

“Pretty much.” 

“But I wasn’t ready to adopt a dog!” 

“I think he knew you were.” 

Emma sighed. This was getting weird.  

“Plus, he owns the shelter,” Janet revealed, “so if you don’t pick up your dog, he’ll 

take her.” 

Emma felt she’d been well and truly had. 

They were driving along the island’s Atlantic coastline and she gazed out at the 

rough grassland to her right. Beyond it the ocean’s waves crashed dramatically 

along the sandy coast in contrast to the gentle lapping of water in the sound. 

She thought of Aiken and its beautiful rolling countryside.  

Was she ready to trade it in for this insular existence?  

And a new dog?  

And that conniving man? 

Pretending to herself that she didn’t know the answer, she let Janet tell her about 

Chloe’s Retreat, the restaurant and hotel they passed round the next corner of the 

island. Her realtor followed this with details of the Sinclair Golf Club as they drove 

up the more sheltered east shoreline towards Diamond Town. 

“By the way, if you’re a believer,” Janet remarked, “the island has a beautiful 

church.” 



 
 

“I am,” Emma replied. “What’s the church’s name?” 

“St. Augustine. Well, to be honest, it’s really a chapel.” 

Ah, the saint who said, ‘God, please make me good, but not just yet.’ 

“Thanks, Janet. I’ll check it out when I return.” 

“So, you are coming back!” cried the jubilant realtor. 

“I have to sell my place first,” Emma warned. 

 

  



 
 

Chapter Three: The Move 
Saturday, 13th June 

 

It took two months to sell her house in Aiken, which gave her ample time to think 

over her trip to Sinclair Island and the unplanned adoption of Bonnie. 

She doubted the island’s previous owner cared one bit about whether he’d been 

right to put his trust in her. 

But letting Mr. Sinclair down, even if she never met him again, would support the 

alleged reason for her being fired. The charges of her being untrustworthy were 

totally fictitious, yet she didn’t want to think of herself as unreliable – whatever 

stories others might make up about her. 

The longer it took to find a buyer for her house, the more her island experience 

receded into the realms of fantasy. Janet’s constant contact was the only concrete 

reminder that she’d ever been on The Diamond.  

Then finally a viable offer came in and she signed a contract with the buyers.  

Emma could again dream about the isolated property which she and Janet had 

been monitoring jealously, hoping against hope it would still be for sale. 

Miraculously, it was available and Emma sent up prayers of thanks. 

She’d agreed to take over the furnishings in her new house as the sellers didn’t 

want the hassle and expense of transporting them on the ferry. With her portable 

belongings packed into the white pick-up, she hurried down to Hilton Head as fast 

as she could without getting caught speeding. 

Driving onto The Diamond Packet gave her the strong sensation of returning home. 

Yes, she was meant to be here. 

The ferry pulled away promptly at 5 p.m. and she stood against the railings, 

remembering the last time she was on the island – especially that impulsive 

decision to visit the rescue shelter. 

Yet Emma was excited to see Bonnie again. She looked forward to taking the dog 

out of that kennel for the last time and bringing her to their new home. 



 
 

The tangy sea air whipped across her face and she leaned far over to catch the spray 

jetting up from the sides of the boat as it plowed through the water. 

“Don’t fall overboard,” Mr. Sinclair’s voice advised. 

Startled, she almost did fall in.  

She wasn’t prepared to deal with this man yet! Drawing both hands through her 

wind-mussed hair to push it back from her face, she frowned. “What are you doing 

here?” 

“In case you’ve forgotten, I live on this island. I’m on my way home.” He grinned. 

“And, I gather, so are you.” 

She groaned.  

He was dressed in a dark blue suit and tie and must have had business to attend to 

on the mainland.   

He leaned his arms on the rails next to her and continued to grin.  “Welcome to The 

Diamond, Emma. I’m glad I could trust you to come back. Your dog is waiting for 

you.” 

She hesitated, once again feeling too much was happening to her too fast.  

“You are going to pick Bonnie up?” His green eyes narrowed sharply. 

“Yes, of course I am,” she answered with a small smile. “I was just thinking how 

much I look forward to seeing her. I’ll make it to the rescue center first thing 

tomorrow.” 

“No need. She’s staying with Tiger and me. I’ll bring her over.” 

Again, that infernal authority! 

Emma was flustered: she had no dog food yet. 

“Together with a couple of meals for her,” he added, forestalling any argument. 

“You don’t have to do that. What time do the stores close? I’ll buy something when 

we dock.” 

“They’ll be closed.” 



 
 

Her face fell. Island time, she thought. 

“Do you have any food for yourself?” 

Emma reddened. 

“I’ll bring over a few provisions when I drop off your dog.” 

She was sinking farther and farther into this man’s debt with no way to repay him. 

“You’re welcome!” he said and walked away nonchalantly, hands in his pants 

pockets. 

Emma draped her upper body over the railings, hoping the salt-laden wind would 

clear her head. Her intention had been to get into her new house, unpack her things 

then find somewhere to eat in Diamond Town before crashing into bed. The dog 

hadn’t factored into her first night on the island at all. 

But Mr. Sinclair had completely rearranged her evening and she was thoroughly 

annoyed at him. This had to change! Emma was determined tonight would be the 

last time he organized her life. 

She didn’t run into him anymore on the boat and her spirits lifted as she 

disembarked from The Diamond Packet onto Sinclair Island. It felt good to be 

driving her own vehicle through the town this time. 

A big smile spread over her face as she turned into her new drive ten minutes later. 

Five fenced acres surrounded the wooden four-stall barn, which sat close to the 

house. Most of the land was to the right, providing an excellent buffer between her 

and her bossy neighbor. 

Marshland extended beyond the second of her three paddocks, towards the 

smooth waters of Sinclair Sound. A solitary crane flew in elongated elegance above 

the shore and white egrets strutted in stilted steps amid timid sanderlings dashing 

back and forth in the sand. 

To her left lay a wide expanse of solid grassland and a path which appeared to lead 

straight to the beach without marshes in between. Emma thought what fun it 

would be to ride in the water of the Sound and recalled Sinclair Stables just down 

the road. Maybe she could borrow a horse from them? 



 
 

It was 6:40 p.m. by the time she’d finished taking all her worldly goods out of the 

truck bed. She propped her bike against the wall by the front door, thinking she 

could maybe sneak off into town and find somewhere to eat after all, when Mr. 

Sinclair’s truck came up her driveway. 

She was not happy to see him. Sweaty and tired, she wanted to be alone. 

The unrepentant man got out of the vehicle and waved. “Hello, neighbor! I’ve 

brought Bonnie.” 

Two dogs’ heads, one black the other brindle, were looking excitedly out of the 

back window. Emma’s heart softened at the sight. Maybe she was ready to take 

her puppy now. 

Unable to resist a smile, she walked over to stroke their heads. “Hello, Bonnie! Hi, 

Tiger!”  

“No, ‘Hello, again, Mr. Sinclair’?” 

That brought Emma back to earth. She might owe the man for – well, quite a few 

things, really – but it irked her that she was supposed to call him ‘Mr. Sinclair’ after 

he’d dived into using her first name. 

“If anything, I’d be saying ‘Hello, Fulton,’” she said pointedly. 

“You’re absolutely right.” He offered his hand. “Hi, I’m Fulton and I come bearing 

gifts.” 

Mollified and glad her audacity had paid off, Emma stood back as he opened the 

rear passenger door. The dogs tumbled out and Bonnie let her new owner pet her 

for half a second before running off around the property with Tiger. 

This made her nervous. “Shouldn’t we call them back?” 

“Don’t worry, they’ll be home soon. I’ve had them roaming both our places for the 

past two months.” 

Emma wasn’t sure she liked the thought of Fulton’s dog on her property, but he 

said, with a wink, “I think that put off potential buyers.” 

“You mean you saw other people looking at the house?” 

“Maybe.” 



 
 

Did she owe this man yet again for making sure she got this place? “Why wouldn’t 

you want them to buy it instead of me? What difference did it make?” 

“In case you’ve forgotten, you promised me you’d be back to claim your dog.” 

“About that. I happen to know that you’d planned to keep her if I didn’t.” 

“Ah,” he said, with that half-smile. “But I didn’t want to adopt two dogs.” 

Emma’s eyes narrowed in suspicion. “It would have been no hardship for you.” 

“Perhaps not, but I’m very pleased you made good on your deal.” He walked to the 

truck bed and opened the tailgate. “Here’s the food I said I’d bring.” 

He pulled out a large hamper. “There’s supper and breakfast for both you and 

Bonnie in here. Tell me where you’d like me to put it.” 

“Thanks!” she said. “Follow me.” 

Fulton carried the basket up the two steps into the house and through to the 

kitchen.  

“Here works fine,” she said, pointing to the granite counter. 

He placed it as instructed. “I should warn you; I don’t believe in feeding dogs kibble 

and other ready-made food. It’s full of garbage. I feed them raw meat, yoghurt, 

eggs and vegetables, so you might have a hard time distinguishing between 

Bonnie’s meals and yours.” 

Taking in this information, Emma opened the lid and peered in. “I assume the 

instant coffee is for me, not her?” 

“Definitely not for canine consumption.” Fulton looked deadly serious. 

At the back of the cavernous basket she saw a large bottle of white wine and 

partially drew it out. “What about this?” 

“It was intended for you.” He now smiled.   “Personally, I think it would be wasted 

on Bonnie, but it’s your call.” 

Emma laughed. “I could really use this and she’s definitely not getting any. Thank 

you for everything. I don’t know how to repay you.” 

“No need. That’s not why I did it.” 



 
 

He headed for the front door as the two dogs were bounding into the house. 

Emma remarked, “Funny how they knew to come back here, when they’ve been 

eating at your place for the past two months.” 

“Yes, isn’t it?” Fulton replied. 

“You’ve been feeding them over here, as well, haven’t you?” Emma realized, 

following him outside. 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe.” He closed the tailgate, opened the driver’s 

door and whistled.  

Tiger bounded into the cab. 

Fulton climbed in after him and the Boxer moved over to the passenger side.  

“See you around!” He waved and drove off before Emma could reply. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  



 
 

Chapter Four: Settling In 
Saturday, 13th June  

 
Emma unpacked the hamper, trying to make sense of Fulton Sinclair. 

He’d included two ceramic dog bowls. She filled one with water and while Bonnie 

drank gratefully, Emma fetched a blanket. She folded it in four and placed it on the 

floor by the kitchen table.  

After sniffing at it and deciding the odor was acceptable, the black rescue turned 

around three times before curling up on the soft material, keeping a watchful eye 

on her human. 

Remembering Fulton’s instructions, Emma put minced beef into the other bowl and 

added a spoonful of yoghurt. Next, she poured some mixed vegetables from a 

frozen packet, and a handful of blueberries. She’d add an egg tomorrow. 

Bonnie leaped up at the sound of meal-making. She wound around Emma’s legs 

but was told to sit while the bowl was placed next to her water dish.  

 “O.K.!” 

The dog plunged a drooling muzzle into her dinner. 

Free to prepare her own repast, Emma opened the bottle of white wine and poured 

herself a generous glass. It was fortuitous that she’d bought all the crockery and 

flatware, as well as the house’s fixtures and furnishings, for it made her move into 

this house very easy. 

Not caring to eat raw meat and vegetables like her Labrador, Emma fried a chicken 

breast in olive oil and sautéed some chopped zucchini and carrots. The meal was 

accompanied by a second glass of wine. 

I deserve it, after the day I’ve just had. 

It bugged her to feel so beholden to her neighbor, but at least she’d got on first 

name terms with him. Already she hardly noticed his scar – it was simply part of 

him – yet she would love to know it had happened. 



 
 

Standing at the kitchen sink after her meal, washing dishes and sipping white wine, 

she could see clear across her own paddocks to the Sinclair property.  

A trio of horses was grazing in his pasture, their backs outlined by the golden glow 

of sunset. Emma may have sworn off dealing with equines, but she was still content 

to watch someone else’s enjoy the evening. 

Her clean up complete, she sank into the sitting room sofa to finish her drink. 

Bonnie followed her and jumped up to place her head on Emma’s lap, and her new 

owner imagined this must be how she relaxed with her previous human.  

The Labrador snoozed contentedly and Emma, too, closed her eyes, worn out with 

her day’s labors but thrilled to have made it here. 

In addition to the income she’d calculated the night she was fired, Emma had been 

given a generous severance – either to prevent a law suit and/or out of guilt, for 

her boss was fully aware of the injustice of her hard-working employee’s dismissal.  

It also turned out that less than half of the Aiken house proceeds were needed to 

buy this property. 

She intended to live frugally off what those combined amounts could earn, plus the 

income from the monthly articles. She may not want to deal with horses directly, 

but was glad to use her accumulated knowledge and share information about horse 

management. 

 
Saturday, 27th June 

 
It was now two weeks since her move and Emma was in love with this remote 

location.  

The perfect weather and almost tropical surroundings provided the ideal 

atmosphere for daily writing without disturbance. Fulton hadn’t come around 

anymore and the only time she saw him was bringing the horses into his barn each 

morning and evening for their meals.  

Early every morning she let Bonnie out to do her business while she prepared their 

breakfasts. Occasionally, Tiger would show up and run around with his playmate 



 
 

until a whistle from Fulton sent the Boxer back to his property.  But there were no 

more waves in greeting from the dog’s owner. 

Then, after a shower and dressing, Emma would take the Labrador for a walk along 

the bridle path next door leading down to the beach and throw sticks into the water 

for her.  

When she needed a few supplies, she cycled two miles to Turnbull General Store 

and bought whatever fit into her front basket.  If her grocery list was longer, she 

took her truck. 

In balmy weather, if she felt the urge to be around people, she pedaled to The 

Coastal Café and sat under the blue and white striped awning looking out over the 

harbor at the rear of the building. Laptop and steaming mug of coffee on the table, 

she would work on her next article.  

Rainy skies meant swapping her bike for her pick-up and finding a corner inside the 

café where she could write in peace, surrounded by people she didn’t have to speak 

to. 

Patrons of the café were a mixture of residents and visitors and Emma amused 

herself by trying to distinguish between them. She’d catch the odd furtive look from 

someone at a nearby table and guess they knew she was the new settler on the 

island. They were naturally curious about her and she smiled if she caught their 

eye. 

She’d quickly adopted a routine that thoroughly suited her and her new dog. 

At 6 a.m. this Saturday, Emma enjoyed the view from her east-facing kitchen 

window of the three horses grazing in their paddocks under the hopeful light of the 

rising sun. Wearing her bathrobe, coffee mug in hand, she watched the little herd 

spot Fulton walking towards them. 

As usual, they’d been out overnight and Fulton’s appearance meant breakfast. They 

trotted over to him, as at the start of every day. 

They were a motley crew. Two geldings – a gray Quarter horse and an unusually 

tall Paint – and Emma’s favorite, a black mare. She couldn’t be more than 15.2 

hands with a large white star between her eyes that extended in a thin stripe down 

to a wide white snip between her nostrils.  



 
 

Emma guessed the animal’s athletic frame originated from a large dose of 

Thoroughbred, but her full black mane and tail, together with slight feathering 

around the fetlocks of her four white feet, suggested the addition of a pony breed. 

Despite being shorter than the geldings, the feisty little horse was clearly their boss. 

It was evident now, for they let her lead the way through the gate Fulton opened 

and into the barn, visible to Emma from her house. 

Her neighbor would leave them in to enjoy some quiet time in their individual stalls, 

away from each other.  Emma couldn’t help smiling at this daily ritual and thought 

back to her days as manager of twenty horses. The system would never have 

worked there! 

Observing Fulton come and go from a distance was all she’d seen of him since her 

arrival on the island.  

Mrs. Turnbull, the woman who owned the general store, had remarked on how 

lucky she was to have landed such a fabulous property – and such a well-known 

neighbor. 

Gerry Watson, proprietor of The Coastal Café, winked and asked her whether she’d 

met the eligible bachelor next door. He informed her of how envious the ladies on 

the island were of her good fortune in living next to him. 

Emma merely smiled, bewildered by these references to her supposed good luck. 

Thus, she and the enigmatic Mr. Sinclair lived side by side until disaster threw them 

together. 

 

  



 
 

Chapter Five: The Fire 
Saturday, 27th June 

 
Washing lettuce for her dinner salad in the kitchen sink, Emma watched the black 

mare leading in the horses when Fulton called them to their supper.  

Thunderstorms were expected throughout the night and Emma hoped he was 

keeping the animals safely indoors until tomorrow morning.  

Sitting on the sofa, with a plate of food on her lap and her dog nestled by her, Emma 

jotted down ideas for an upcoming article on the legal pad next to her. This month’s 

topic was ‘Safety in the Barn.’  

Depositing her plate in the sink, she was pleased to see no sign of Fulton’s horses 

grazing. They were now sheltered from the impending bad weather and she sat 

back down with Bonnie to watch television. 

Thirty minutes later the skies darkened abruptly, heralding the night long before it 

was due, and at the sound of distant rumblings she rose to close the sitting room 

curtains and switch on the table lamps. As a precaution, she fetched a flashlight 

and placed it on her knees, as she and the black dog returned to the sofa. 

The claps of thunder became louder and closer, and she turned up the volume on 

the TV. Twenty seconds later a loud crash killed the electricity and shut off her 

favorite program. 

Groaning, she felt for the flashlight and turned it on. Her evening now at a brusque 

end, she went to bed, while lightning flashed through her curtains and booming 

thunder drowned out the patter of light rain against the window panes.  

She settled down with Bonnie, calm in the certainty that by morning things would 

be back to normal. 

Around 11 p.m. she was jolted from deep sleep into an eerie awareness that 

something was badly wrong. 

Light was streaming in through her bedroom curtains – not moonlight, but a fierce 

glare as if the sun had catapulted to its zenith during the night.  



 
 

For a brief moment she feared the end of the world had arrived, until her brain 

cleared and she realized the source of brightness was fire – fire very close by. 

She leapt out of bed, threw on her moccasins and dressing gown and ran out of the 

front door into a now rainless night. 

Fulton Sinclair’s barn was ablaze. 

The horses! a voice inside her screamed, I’ve got to get the horses out! 

Did Fulton even know what was happening? 

For an agonizing moment she dithered. Should she run and tell him? Or should she 

call the fire brigade? Or should she go into the barn and save as many horses as she 

could? 

Going to his house would waste time. Calling fire services meant going back into 

her house to fetch her phone, and more time delays while she dialed their number 

and the horses burned alive. 

No, she had to go in now! 

She ran over to the paddock trough, ripped off her terry cloth robe and dunked it 

in the water. Rushing over to the barn, she wrung out as much water on the way as 

she could, placed the material over her face up to her eyes, then headed into the 

aisle for the nearest stall. 

The smoke was thick and she couldn’t see properly, but she could hear horses 

screaming in panic. If only she could save all three at once! 

Breathing through her nose in an attempt to remain calm, she unlatched the bolt 

of the first stable and ran in behind the paint, flapping her dressing gown to shoo 

him out. 

But every time she got him to move towards his door, the big animal ran back into 

his stall, thinking he was safe there. 

Exasperated, and keenly aware of the other horses, Emma threw her sodden 

garment over the surprised gelding’s head. The dampness would protect his face 

from the flames and his nostrils from the smoke, and he would be more inclined to 

follow her if he couldn’t see where he was going.  



 
 

She wrapped the sleeves around his neck and tugged on them. 

“Come on!” she yelled, tapping the blind-folded horse’s sides with her finger tips. 

“Let’s go!” Her voice sounded so puny over the crackle of the flames. 

They were licking at the ceiling and as the big gelding finally followed her, the roof 

partially caved in where the two of them had been standing. 

Refusing to look back, Emma led her terrified charge out of the barn and into the 

paddock. She hastily removed her dressing gown from his neck and closed the gate 

in the paint’s face so he couldn’t run back in. 

The heat of the fire had already dried out the toweling of her gown. She tossed it 

back into the water trough, pulled it out and ran back to the barn, wringing it out 

and placing it back over her nose. 

As she rushed into the aisle, she was almost run over by Fulton leading the gray 

Quarter horse. He had covered the little animal’s face with a damp towel. 

His eyes showed a flicker of recognition as he pulled the horse past her. “Don’t go 

in there, it’s too dangerous!” 

Undeterred, Emma continued down the aisle, dodging rafters as more of the roof 

began caving in. 

Visibility was virtually zero, but her ears still worked and she fumbled along the 

walls in the direction of the mare’s loud distress calls at the far end, clutching her 

gown over her face, eyes closed against the acrid smoke. 

Fulton ran past her into the horse’s stall and she could hear him trying to coax her 

out. His voice became harsher and harsher as his efforts proved useless. 

Emma stepped around a fallen timber in the aisle and ducked in with him. His towel 

was draped over the mare’s head, but he couldn’t get the horse to move. 

“Stay away!” he roared, “you’ll get hurt!” 

Ignoring him, Emma shouted back, indicating her gown, “I’ll get behind her and 

whack her with this.” 

As she positioned herself behind the horse, a massive rafter fell across the stall 

entrance, trapping all three of them inside.  



 
 

“Dammit!” Fulton yelled, “I told you not to come in here!” 

She glared at him. “How’s that attitude going to help?” 

He clenched his teeth, forced to admit she was right. 

The fire was flickering along the stall walls. Emma saw a rear window but if she 

opened it, she’d be letting in more air to feed the fire, and in any case the horse 

couldn’t get out through it. She had to think of something else. 

It was becoming impossible to breath and Emma felt light-headed. Perhaps this was 

the end for her, after all? 

She then remembered that air is more breathable along the ground, and crouched 

down to catch what was left of the oxygen, motioning to Fulton. 

He copied her and attempted to calm down the restless horse, pulling her head 

down so she, too could breathe more easily. 

As Emma squatted in the back corner of the stall a plan occurred to her and she 

explained it to Fulton. 

“I’ll agree to it, if you let me carry it out,” he said. 

This was no time to argue and she nodded. “I’ll hold the horse.” 

They switched places. Emma held the towel firmly over the mare’s head and Fulton 

took Emma’s dressing gown. He walked over to the burning rafter blocking their 

exit and gingerly covered one end with the damp robe. But the timber was too 

heavy for him to lift. 

She let go of the horse. The mare backed into the corner of her stall, blind-fold in 

place, as Emma rushed over to grab another part of the beam covered by her gown. 

Flames were dancing along the other end and Fulton yelled, “One, two, three – 

lift!” 

With a supreme effort they managed to raise one end up and swivel it out of the 

way as the two rescued horses whinnied loudly, encouraging their lead mare. 

“Stand back!” Fulton bellowed. 



 
 

Emma moved to one side as the mare neighed in reply to her pasture mates. Head 

still covered, she lunged through the stall entrance, down the aisle and out of the 

barn towards her herd. 

Fulton put an urgent arm on Emma’s back. “Let’s get out of here!” 

They ran out of the building only to be drenched by firemen’s hoses. The force of 

water knocked Emma to the ground.  

A concerned Fulton stood over her, hand held out to pull her to her feet. 

But she was laughing too hard to get up – a combination of shock from the fire and 

the letdown after saving all the horses. For a moment she didn’t have the strength 

to move. 

He was insistent. “You’ve got to come away from here. It’s too dangerous.” 

She grasped his hand and he led her to a mounting block at a safe distance from 

the blaze. 

“You O.K.?” he asked. 

“Yes – now that we’ve got the horses out.” She blinked up at him, recovering her 

breath. 

He shook his head. “I can’t believe you risked your life for someone else’s horses!” 

“A horse is a horse, no matter who the owner is,” she said. “I used to be responsible 

for a big barn, and wanting to save them becomes instinctive when you’re in a 

position like that.” 

“Well, I’m very grateful. Without your help, I’d have lost at least two of them.” 

Fulton smiled. 

His face was smudged with soot and she wondered what she must look like. “You’re 

very welcome.” 

A fireman was approaching them. “Whose barn is this?” 

“Mine,” Fulton said in a resigned voice. 

“Would you mind coming with me?” 



 
 

Fulton followed him to the big red rescue vehicle and Emma looked over at the 

barn. Arcs of water spewing from the fire hoses were finally making an impression 

on the conflagration and her heart went out to Fulton as she watched the outer 

walls collapse and the place turn to rubble.  

The light from the dying fire lit up the gray Quarter horse and huge paint in the 

enclosed paddock. The black mare was grazing next to them outside the gate, still 

on the barn side, the singed towel lying nearby. 

Every so often one of the animals raised a head to look at their ruined home with 

mild interest until the lure of grass became too strong for them. 

But the barn manager in Emma couldn’t relax while the mare still had access to the 

hot embers. She might wander over and get burnt after all: she needed to go into 

the paddock with her buddies. 

Fulton was still tied up with the fire personnel, and she didn’t want to bother him.  

But as she was wondering what to do, he came over and she expressed her concern. 

“You’re right. I should move her into the paddock. But it’s not your problem.” 

Her robe was burning inside the barn so they had nothing to lead the horse with. 

“You don’t have any halters, do you?” 

He grimaced. “No, I guess not.” 

“Then please let me help you. Otherwise I’m just going to worry about her all 

night.” 

“You really are in responsible horse person mode, aren’t you?” Fulton remarked, 

frowning. 

“Sorry, but yes.” 

“O.K. – and thank you.” 

Since the feed room was demolished, they couldn’t even get a bucket of pellets to 

entice the mare. 

With a quick apology to Emma, Fulton unbuttoned his cotton shirt. Noticing he 

wore no undershirt – he wouldn’t have had time to put one on – she politely turned 

away as he took it off and wrapped the sleeves around the mare’s neck. 



 
 

Keeping her eyes averted, she fiddled with the lock on the pasture gate and opened 

it to let Fulton lead the mare through. 

Once the horse was safely in, she continued to look away as Fulton untied his shirt 

from the mare’s neck, put it back on and buttoned it up again. 

They’d just been through a lot together and he smiled at her, the glow from the 

dying embers adding a gentle light to his green eyes. “Thank you for everything.” 

He stepped towards her then stopped, looking uncomfortable, as if unsure how to 

finish tonight’s unexpected interaction with her.  

“You’re welcome,” she said hastily, suddenly feeling just as awkward. “And now I’m 

off to get some sleep.” She turned around to signal that she expected nothing more 

from him. 

“Good night!” he called after her. “And thanks again!” 

The night had approached its coldest hour and she was shivering as she walked 

back to her house.  



 
 

Chapter Six: A Visitor 
Sunday, 28th June - morning 

 
Bonnie had no respect for the fact that her owner needed extra sleep after last 

night’s labors and woke Emma earlier than suited her the next morning. 

Getting out of bed with a long moan, she looked for her dressing gown before 

remembering it was now part of the ashes next door. She pulled a large shawl from 

her closet, draped it around her and walked groggily to the kitchen to prepare 

Bonnie’s raw breakfast. 

Forty-five minutes later she’d showered and dressed when the Labrador’s barking 

alerted her to loud knocking at the front door.  

She opened to find Fulton Sinclair standing on her welcome mat with a brown 

paper package in his hand and a broad grin on his now clean, scarred face. “Good 

morning! I hope you slept well and are none the worse for last night?” 

He was awfully cheerful for someone whose barn had just burned down, together 

with all his horse feed and presumably hay and tack as well. 

“Er, I’m fine, thank you. What about you? How are you doing?” 

His brow knitted briefly. “I’ve had better days – and nights, but I still have all my 

horses, thanks to you.” 

“I admire your attitude. I’m not sure I’d be so calm about it.” 

“I can’t change what’s happened.” Fulton held out the package. “I’ve replaced your 

dressing gown. I took the liberty of guessing your size, but if it doesn’t fit, let me 

know and I’ll exchange it.” 

“That’s very kind of you – and very prompt!”   

Fulton showed no inclination to leave, so she asked, “Would you like to come in for 

coffee? I’m just making some,” she fibbed. 

“Sure, I’d love that.” 

She led him into the kitchen. “Take a seat.” 



 
 

She struggled to maintain idle chitchat while setting up the coffee machine and 

fetching cookies from her pantry. What was he doing here? 

Fulton finally came to the point when she handed him a steaming mug. “Look, this 

isn’t a social visit. I have a big favor to ask you.” 

Emma sat opposite him at the small breakfast table. “Sure. What is it?” 

“As you know, my barn burnt down last night.”  

Emma couldn’t resist saying, “I seem to recall being there when it happened.” 

“Thankfully, yes.”  

“Are the horses O.K.? Did any of them get burned?” 

“A couple of them have singed manes, and one of them has a slight burn on his 

rump, but nothing serious.” Fulton cradled his mug in both hands and stared into 

his coffee. “If I understand correctly, you’re out of the horse business, right?” 

Emma laughed. “Well and truly!”   

“And I notice you have an unoccupied barn.” His eyes met hers. 

They were a commanding green, set in a masculine face with expressive brows and 

his light brown hair was neatly cut.  And then – that red line running from his left 

cheekbone to his lower jaw. 

She had trouble holding his gaze without looking at the blemish. “Yes, I do have a 

barn.” Now she knew what he was after. She tilted her head coyly. 

His eyes narrowed in irritation. “You’re going to make me ask, aren’t you?”  

Without responding, she arched her eyebrows. Here was her chance to repay him 

for dictating her life when she first arrived on the island. 

He leaned back and sighed. “May I please use your barn until I’ve rebuilt mine? I’ll 

pay you rent.” 

“You’re very welcome to use it – and I don’t need rent. You’ve suffered a big 

financial loss and I don’t want to add to it.” 

He shook his head. “I promise you, it’s not a hardship for me to pay you and I’d feel 

a lot better if I did.” 



 
 

“Don’t want to be beholden to me, is that it?” 

“Something like that, yes. So, do we have a deal?” 

“It needs clearing out before you can put your horses in it, but, yes, we have a deal.” 

He looked relieved. “Thanks, I really appreciate it.” 

“Glad to help.” 

For the next fifteen minutes, they worked out the details of a rental agreement and 

Fulton promised to have a formal copy ready for them to sign the following day.  

Emma said, “Since you’re already here, would you like to see the barn?” 

“Sure.” 

“I’ll throw on more suitable clothes. Help yourself to cookies.” 

She disappeared into her bedroom to pull on a pair of jeans, a T-shirt and her 

paddock boots, then the two of them walked over to the stables.  

They figured it would take a few hours to get the place ready.  

Fulton would ask the folks at Sinclair Stables for hay, feed and shavings to tide him 

over. “If I’m lucky, maybe they’ll lend me a couple of saddles and bridles.” 

“How can you be sure they’ll fit your horses?” 

“If I get a medium wide and perhaps a slightly narrower one, I’ll be in good shape. 

The bridles will be easy to adjust. I’ll make a trip to the mainland soon to replace 

everything. And I’ll need to borrow some halters.” 

“Do you know what caused the fire yet?” Emma asked. 

“The fireman said it was most likely from a lightning strike on the barn. The building 

is – was – old, and didn’t have a lightning rod on it.” 

“I don’t think mine does, either. I should get that taken care of. I won’t be of much 

help to you if my barn burns down, too.” 

“No.” He laughed wryly. “Let me arrange it. I’ll be using the building and you don’t 

intend to put horses of your own in it.” He saw her hesitate. “I insist.” 

“O.K. Thank you.”  



 
 

“How did the firemen know to come over? We live a long way out with no 

neighbors,” Emma asked. 

“One of them was driving past the house after his shift and called it in.” 

“That was lucky,” she said, then thought better of the statement. “I guess not, since 

you lost the barn anyway.” 

“They doused the fire and prevented any sparks from blowing onto either of our 

houses – or your barn. I’m glad they came.” 

Emma felt emboldened to pose a question that was bugging her.  “If you don’t mind 

my asking, why do you have horses? I’ve not seen you riding them.” 

His green eyes flashed angrily and Emma flinched.  

He saw her reaction. “Look, I’m sorry, but it’s a topic I prefer not to discuss.” 

“No problem.” She tried to say it lightly, but his strong response had unnerved her. 

“In any case, you’ve given up on horses, so why are you so interested?” he asked. 

Before she could answer, a sudden commotion in Fulton’s paddock sent them out 

to investigate. The two geldings were galloping around behind their black leader. 

Fulton snapped, “That darned mare, she’s always trouble! I wouldn’t have minded 

losing her in the fire.” 

Emma was surprised. The mare wasn’t doing anything particularly wrong. “It’s just 

innocent high jinx,” she said.  

“Nothing’s ever innocent with her.” His eyes became green slits.  

He hastily switched to a kinder expression, either through genuine contriteness, or 

because he realized he was biting the hand that had just offered him her barn. 

“Forgive me.” He shook his head slowly. “It’s been a rather trying few hours.” 

Emma shrugged it off. “No worries. When do you want to start clearing out the 

barn?” 

  



 
 

Chapter Seven: Mending Fences 
Sunday, 28th June – afternoon 

 
After they parted that morning, Emma found herself in a ridiculous quandary. 

Should she put on makeup before he returned in the afternoon – and why did she 

suddenly care what he thought about her looks?  

She hadn’t worried so far, and in any case, he’d already seen her without any – last 

night and this morning. Surely, he would wonder if she suddenly wore it? 

But, she argued, she needed to look her best for the 11 o’clock Sunday service at 

the tiny church of St. Augustine. This was only her second visit and it was important 

to make a good impression on her island neighbors.  

O.K. then, as long as she didn’t put on too much, Fulton wouldn’t get suspicious 

about the improvement in her appearance. 

She’d always been told her face needed no help. Her red-brown hair fell in soft curls 

just below her shoulders and her light blue eyes were framed in naturally dark 

lashes and accentuated by dark brows. 

Yet she believed her less-than-full mouth needed lipstick. Aware of how vain this 

was, she normally tried to forget about it – until someone came along to make her 

conscious of it again. 

Recalling her mother’s mantra, ‘What’s important is who you are on the inside,’ 

Emma’s conscience pricked as she applied rouge to her mouth ‘for church.’ 

Pulling into the parking lot by the small stone building ten minutes before the 

service began, she looked around for her neighbor’s new pick-up. Sorry not to see 

it, she entered the chapel and took a vacant seat in the third pew on the left – 

musing on how interesting it was that the front seats were the always the last to 

be filled – and found herself next to a pleasant, round-faced lady in her fifties, 

sitting by a man with an equally kind expression. 

Both greeted her with a smile and the wife said, “I’m Louisa and this is my husband, 

Jerry.” Emma shook their hands and introduced herself. 



 
 

“Welcome to Sinclair Island, my dear.” Louisa leaned towards her conspiratorially.  

“I see your handsome neighbor is still keeping away.” 

How on earth did Louisa know where she lived? 

That good lady smiled at the newcomer’s surprise. “Welcome to island living. 

Everybody knows everybody’s business.” 

“Oh!” Emma said, disconcerted by this information. “Did Mr. Sinclair used to come 

to church?” 

“Regular as clockwork, every Sunday. Always helped the old folk find a seat and 

used to take up the collection. He was very popular.” 

“What happened?” 

“We’re not entirely sure. But we think a woman was involved.” She tapped the side 

of her nose. 

Emma was relieved. Good, then you don’t know everybody’s business as well as you 

think! she thought while also longing to know the reason for Fulton’s defection. 

“Louisa, stop gossiping,” admonished her husband. 

His wife rolled her eyes and knelt down to pray, leaving Emma to wonder about 

this new mystery surrounding the man next door. 

After lunch back home, she sighed at her weakness in refreshing her lipstick before 

Fulton was due to show up. 

You’ve just been to church, you hypocrite! 

But how could any woman not be affected by that man?  

He was significantly taller than her, with a fit physique that indicated strength, and 

those penetrating green eyes. He wouldn’t talk about the things she wanted to 

know, which made her want even more to prise information out of him. 

Why did he live on his own? Did he have a highly undesirable quality that put 

women off him? As far as she could fathom, he was straight – so that ruled out the 

obvious reason. But she could be wrong. 

Time would tell. 



 
 

While Emma was in church, Fulton had driven to Sinclair Stables and acquired 

shavings, feed and hay, plus three well-worn halters and lead ropes. The barn 

manager needed more time to check what saddles and bridles she could lend him 

but he had enough to keep his horses going for the time being. 

At 2 p.m. that afternoon he met Emma at the barn.  

The previous house owners had left two brooms, plus a shovel and a wheelbarrow, 

together with a couple of plastic pitchforks, all items from before their time, when 

horses lived on the premises. 

The floors in the four stalls had not been cleaned since the last equine inhabitants 

left. Mold was growing on old heaps of manure and one of the stable doors had 

come off its track, requiring both of them to lift it back on. They only needed three 

functioning stalls, but it made sense to put the whole place in order. 

Cobwebs needed brushing off the ceilings and years of accumulated dirt clung to 

the walls. The automatic waterers had to be scrubbed out and tested to see if they 

still operated. 

Emma found some feed buckets in a corner of the wash stall and rinsed them out 

thoroughly, while Fulton spread shavings in the now clean stables for the horses’ 

beds. He then prepared their evening meals and placed them in the stalls while 

Emma distributed hay.  

They worked for two hours in silence, broken only by the occasional comment on 

what task was next or where to dump the wheelbarrow full of muck and debris. 

Afraid of raising anymore sore subjects, Emma was careful not to start a 

conversation. She was beginning to understand why he lived alone. 

She stood in the doorway of the stall where Fulton was placing the last feed bucket. 

“Do you think your horses will be happy in here, now?” 

“If they aren’t, I don’t know what else to do to make them happy.” He grinned. 

It was his first smile since they’d begun work and she shook her head gently, unable 

to tell him she was pleased to see it. 

He was looking at her with a puzzled expression, when the ominous thudding of 

multiple hooves sent them rushing out of the barn.  



 
 

Spearheaded as usual by the black mare, the horses had got out of Fulton’s paddock 

and were cantering happily around Emma’s property. She ran to close the gate 

leading to her back yard and Fulton, muttering epithets under his breath, dived into 

one of the stalls to grab a feed bucket. 

When Emma returned to the barn, Fulton had succeeded in enticing the mare into 

a stall and closed the door on her as the two geldings jammed themselves into a 

single stable. 

She grabbed the feed bucket from the unoccupied stall and shook its contents at 

the two horses now fighting over the one meal. 

Fulton ran to his truck to fetch the halters and lead ropes he’d borrowed from 

Sinclair Stables. When he returned, one of the feuding horses was showing an 

interest in Emma’s bucket and the furious man quickly drew a head collar over the 

animal’s head. 

With Emma leading the way and holding the food under the horse’s nose, they 

cajoled him into his own stall to finish his meal in peace. 

Now that his horses were safely enclosed, Fulton shook his head with a long breath, 

as if trying not to swear again in front of her. Frowning, he said, “Let’s see what 

damage that bleeping mare has done to my fencing.” 

Emma wondered how he was so sure she was the culprit, but knew better than to 

ask. She was his horse and he knew her best – despite bearing her a grudge for 

some reason. If only she could find out why. 

They soon found the breach. The top rail of the fence between both properties had 

been pushed away from the vertical post at one end and fallen, creating an easy 

obstacle for the horses to hop over. 

Fulton was seething. “I could kill her!” 

Hoping to calm him down, Emma said, “At least the rail’s not broken. It’s an easy 

fix.” 

He muttered, “I’ll get my tool kit and repair it now.” He was about to walk away, 

then appeared to remember his manners. “Hey, thanks for all your work this 



 
 

afternoon. It’s good to have a place to put the horses. I’ll turn them back out in my 

paddocks as soon as I’ve fixed this.” 

“Wouldn’t it be easier to let them into mine?” Emma suggested.  “I’ll check the 

fences and make sure they’ll hold them. Maybe they need only a few minor repairs 

that we could get done now.” 

He shook his head. “No, thanks, it’s O.K.” 

He didn’t sound very adamant, so she persisted. “Look, I’ve noticed that you move 

them as a herd and if they’re in my stalls and your paddocks, you’ll have to lead 

each one in and out individually. This way, you can keep to your system and save 

yourself time. It’s a long walk from my barn to your pasture if you’ve got to make 

it with three horses, four times a day.” 

Fulton seemed to battle with that idea. She couldn’t understand why, unless it was 

that problem of being beholden again.  

Maybe it was something else?  

“Look, I know this is my property,” she said, as understanding began to dawn, “but 

once I’ve helped you make it safe for your horses, I’m out of the picture.” 

Relief crossed his face, which he was quick to replace with a pleasant expression. 

“Your idea does make a lot of sense. I accept.” 

“Good. I’ll walk my fence line while you fix yours, and I’ll let you know if I find any 

more issues.” 

He nodded and made for his truck. 

Emma’s barn was close to her house and surrounded by pastureland, fanning out 

into three paddocks to allow for rotation to prevent overgrazing. One of the 

paddocks abutted Fulton’s land, the one the horses had broken into. 

She’d rightly guessed his concern that, if she rented her stables to him and gave his 

horses access to her grass, who knew how much she might try to interfere in his 

life? 

The man was a loner and Emma was content to respect his privacy, just as she had 

promised. It worked for her, too. 



 
 

The first fence line she inspected bordered Fulton’s property. For sure, he’d be 

more comfortable having his animals in the paddock on his side of her barn, where 

he had the least probability of running into her.  

One rail needed replacing, and she went over to tell him. “Once that’s done, you 

can use this paddock right away. I’ll examine the other two, but any repairs to them 

won’t be so urgent.” 

He was hammering the last nail into the top rail and paused. “Look, I really do 

appreciate everything you’re doing.” 

She smiled. “I know. We’ll sign that contract tomorrow and by then I’ll know if any 

more fences need repairing. After that, we’re good.” With a quick nod she walked 

back to her house. Before coming back out to inspect the rest of the fencing, she’d 

leave Fulton out here by himself for a while. 

He had a lot to handle right now. 

  



 
 

Chapter Eight: Prophecy 
Sunday, 28th June – evening 

 
Emma did a spot check of the fencing after she saw Fulton walk back into his house. 

The rest of the posts and rails were in order and she was relieved not to have to 

bother him anymore. 

Every so often she stood at the kitchen window and watched the three grazing 

horses. There was something satisfying about her paddocks being used for their 

original purpose. 

The rest of that evening was spent finishing the outline for her article on barn 

safety. Sitting at her laptop by the kitchen table, she pondered the irony that 

Fulton’s barn should burn down while she was covering this very topic.  

One thing troubled her: why did he hate the black mare so much? From what Emma 

could tell, the little horse simply had a lot of spunk and he could hardly hold that 

against her. No, there was a history there. 

Her mind drifted to his long scar. It was fairly recent and not completely healed. 

What had happened? And was it connected to the horse? 

For someone who said she’d leave Fulton alone, you’re being awfully nosy about 

him, she scolded herself. 

With renewed effort she concentrated on fleshing out the article. 

After an hour’s work she took a glass from the cabinet and went to the sink to get 

some water. The house was on a well, and an additional filter ensured it was safe 

to drink from the faucet. A pleasant change from her previous house. 

Looking absentmindedly out of the window, she saw a pretty black face with white 

star and snip observing her over the fence of the paddock by her house. 

How had she got in there? And where were the geldings? 

I’m beginning to understand Fulton’s exasperation with you. 

Emma picked up her cell, realized she didn’t have Fulton’s number to phone him 

and put it back down. 



 
 

She raided a couple of Bonnie’s carrots from the fridge and broke them into smaller 

pieces. With a few bits in her hand and the rest in her jeans pocket, she walked 

outside to the horse. 

The mare stretched out her neck and delicately picked the treats off Emma’s 

flattened palm, one by one. “You’re very polite for such a spirited girl.” 

And very beautiful. 

Gently stroking the white star on the wide forehead with her free hand, Emma 

thought back to the previous horses under her care. She missed them. 

The animal was now nuzzling Emma’s pocket and she retrieved more carrots. “I 

need to work out how you got in here before Fulton discovers what you’ve done. 

You’re not his favorite person, are you? I wish you could tell me why.” 

When the treats were gone, she climbed over the fence and walked towards the 

barn, followed by the mare. 

The building was so constructed that the horses could come in and out from each 

paddock, depending on which exit doors were left open. Emma hoped Fulton had 

forgotten to close the one allowing them into the paddock on her side. That was 

the best-case scenario, although it was still a mystery why the other two hadn’t 

followed. 

The barn door facing her house was firmly closed, but to the right Emma saw where 

the horse had come through. The gate between the two pastures had been pushed 

flat on the ground and Emma guessed the mare had been the only one willing to 

step between the metal bars and venture into the next paddock. The geldings were 

grazing at a respectful distance, awaiting her return. 

Emma tried to lift the gate, but it was too heavy. The best she could manage was 

to drag it to one side so the horses could safely pass through the gap, rather than 

catch their legs in the bars if they did decide to break out. 

With the gateway now free and clear, no way were the three horses going to stay 

in their original paddock. With heavy misgivings, she walked over to Fulton’s house 

and knocked on the front door. His truck was in the driveway, so he was home. 



 
 

He didn’t look pleased to see her and was even more annoyed when she explained 

what had happened. 

“I tried to pull up the gate,” Emma said, “but it’s too much for one person.” 

“Do you now see why I hate that mare?” His expression was forbidding. 

Emma thought hatred was an overreaction to the animal’s misdemeanors, but was 

too smart to say anything. And just in case Fulton got angry with her for not 

agreeing to hate her, too, she nodded slowly.  

“I need to put that gate back up right now.” He drew the palm of his hand across 

his mouth, looking thoughtful. “I have to find something that will secure it for the 

time being. Let’s look in my truck.” 

She walked behind him, past the burnt ruins of his barn, and stood by as he 

rummaged in the large steel tool box in the bed of the pick-up. He pulled out some 

chains and a few padlocks. “These will do for now – if Prophecy doesn’t work out a 

way round them.” 

“Is that her name, Prophecy?” 

“Yeah, and she always prophesies disaster.” 

“She’s got spirit, that’s all,” she blurted out, instantly regretting it. 

“You don’t know what you’re talking about!” he snarled, striding swiftly to the gate, 

with Emma running to keep up. 

Prophecy walked over to her, hoping for more carrots, and passed by Fulton, who 

roughly pushed her away.  

Emma longed to comfort the horse, but didn’t dare. She’d already upset the man 

enough. Undaunted, Prophecy continued to approach her and Emma reached out 

to stroke the white snip on her muzzle. 

“Don’t touch her!” Fulton barked. 

Up till now, Emma had been respectful of her gruff neighbor. But the man was 

being a bully. If she didn’t stand up to him now, she’d end up being afraid of him.  

She raised her chin in defiance. “Why not?” 



 
 

“For a start, she’s not your horse.” 

“Maybe, but she’s on my property.” 

“That can easily be remedied,” he shot back through gritted teeth. 

Emma calmly folded her arms. “Fine, then get all your horses off. Now!”  

Was that really her, talking like that? She felt dizzy and nauseous, but had to finish 

what she’d started. 

Still holding the hammer, Fulton glared at her with arched eyebrows. The hint of a 

smile began playing around the corners of his lips but his jaws were clenched and 

she could see him grinding his teeth, lighting up that livid scar. 

He was intimidating and mocking her simultaneously.  

Emma knew her face was turning red, but there was no backing down. “Well?” she 

said, arms still folded and raising her eyebrows to mimic his. “What are you waiting 

for?”  

Fulton’s face softened unexpectedly. “I guess I’ve not been very gracious, have I?” 

He put down the hammer. 

“No, and you have a foul temper.” She maintained her stance. 

“You’re not so meek and mild yourself.” 

“Only when provoked by ill-mannered men.” 

“Fair enough.” He looked at the ground and inhaled deeply. “Look, I apologize – I 

shouldn’t have jumped down your throat like that.” 

Emma saw her opportunity. “I’ll accept your apology on one condition.” 

“What’s that?” He looked sharply at her. 

“That you tell me what your problem is with this mare.” 

Fulton looked away and Emma saw genuine pain in his face. Perhaps she shouldn’t 

have insisted, but it was too late now. 

Reluctantly he turned to face her. “I’d much, much rather not. But if that’s what it 

takes to get in your good graces again, then fine.” 



 
 

Funny how he hadn’t said ‘if that’s what it takes for my horses to live on your 

property.’  

“Yes, that’s what it will take.” 

“O.K.” He smiled ruefully. “Now can we please get back to mending this gate?” 

“Sure!” she said lightly, unfolding her arms. 

  



 
 

Chapter Nine: Discovering the Truth 
Sunday, 28th June – evening 

 
By the time they finished re-attaching the gate, the sun was setting on the far side 

of Emma’s house. A long shadow covered the paddocks but the barn was still 

bathed in amber.  

Fulton had brought the horses inside so they wouldn’t hinder progress. He now 

opened the black mare’s door, then the other two.  

Prophecy led her small band out to the pasture and the trio lowered their heads to 

graze, backs soaking up the last of the day’s warmth. 

Fulton walked over to Emma. “When do you want to hear about Prophecy?” He 

sounded tired.  

She looked at her watch. It was 7 p.m. and she was hungry, but couldn’t imagine 

the well-known recluse going into town to eat. Seeing them together would start 

tongues wagging, which she didn’t want any more than he did. 

“You can come over to my place or we can choose neutral ground and talk in the 

barn. But I’m famished, so whatever the venue, I’m providing food and wine!” 

“I’m starving, too,” Fulton agreed. “The barn sounds like the perfect setting. I’ll raid 

my fridge to see what I can contribute and bring the beer, so you don’t have to.” 

“Oh good, then I won’t have to deplete my non-existent supply.” 

“Excellent,” he replied, ignoring her joke and checking his cell phone. “Shall we 

meet back here in half an hour?” 

 

Emma showered quickly, being careful to put on only the merest touch of lipstick 

and no other make-up. She wore jeans, a white polo shirt and her paddock boots, 

confident that her outfit proclaimed ‘innocuous.’  

Arriving a few minutes early at the barn, she pulled an old chest from the tack room 

into the aisle and dusted it down before placing a red and white checkered table 

cloth over it.  She’d brought it from the house in a large cooler filled with food and 



 
 

wine, which she arranged on the temporary table, together with a wine glass, a 

beer glass, two plates, silverware and paper napkins. 

Unsure what to do about chairs, she retrieved the three-step mounting block 

Fulton had seated her on after the fire for him and upturned a bucket for herself. 

She needn’t have worried. He walked in five minutes later carrying a couple of fold-

up canvas chairs and grinned when he saw Emma’s makeshift arrangement. 

“Those are a big improvement!” she said. 

“Yeah, just a little more comfortable. That’s a nice spread you have here.” He 

unpacked a large tote filled with cans of beer and packets of mixed nuts. “I need to 

go grocery shopping,” he said apologetically. 

“Hey, this is plenty. I guess you’re going to drink your beer while I stick to wine?” 

He nodded. “You’ll get no competition from me.” 

Emma waved a hand over the slices of ham and cheese, the bowl of lettuce, spring 

greens and arugula, the container of tuna salad and basket of whole grain rolls next 

to a dish of butter. “Help yourself.” 

Fulton laid his offerings on the cloth, then picked up a plate and began filling it. 

“You eat really healthy.” 

“I needed to stay that way for my job.” 

“I guess it became a habit?” 

“Yes. I like to think it’s a good habit.” 

“For sure. Living alone it’s easy to slide into bad ones.” He indicated the items he’d 

brought.  

Emma thought about the healthy food he’d brought over on her first day. Was that 

not what he usually ate, too? 

“You don’t look too bad on it,” she remarked without thinking. 

Fulton’s eyes sparkled mischievously. “Why thank you!” He took a beer can and sat 

down. 



 
 

Embarrassed, she busied herself with putting food on her plate, ending up with 

more than she’d intended, worrying he might think she was greedy, and mad at 

herself for caring. 

Fulton hadn’t begun to eat.  

“Please, start without me,” she said. “I’ve got to open this bottle of wine. I’ll be a 

while and I know you’re hungry.” 

At this he stood up. “I can wait. Allow me.”  

Surprised by his sudden gallantry, she said, “Thanks,” and handed him the opener. 

Within ten seconds, he’d teased the cork out and was pouring the Sauvignon blanc 

into a glass. 

He handed it to her and reached down for the beer can in the cup holder of his 

canvas chair. Raising it up to her glass, he said, “Here’s to no more break-outs from 

that mare!” 

Emma laughed. “I’ll drink to that!” 

They sat down to eat and Fulton showed no inclination to open the topic they were 

here to discuss.  

She approached it obliquely. “You have an interesting variety of horses here. Where 

did they come from?” And why aren’t you going to church anymore?  

His face registered puzzlement, then he said, “Look, let me get a couple of beers 

inside me before I tell you what you want to know, O.K.? How about you start by 

sharing some details about your past?” 

“Only if you don’t welch on our deal.” 

“Promise.” He put his hand over his heart with a playful smile and took another 

draft of beer. “Shoot.” 

“There’s not much to tell. I grew up on a horse farm in Virginia. My mom was British 

and raised around Thoroughbreds in England. Dad came from a racing background 

here in the States, so it was natural for them to breed and train Thoroughbreds 

after they married. They also took in a few boarders to help pay the bills.” 



 
 

“That’s where you got your expertise in barn management.”  He winked at her. 

“And explains your sometimes English-sounding phrases.”  

Emma grinned. “Yes.” Then she said wistfully, “Looking back, I had an idyllic home 

life, although it was extremely hard work. We were never rich, but my parents were 

good Christian people who taught me to believe in God and trust Him to provide 

for us. And He always did.” 

“You say ‘were.’” 

Emma noticed how he side-stepped the Christianity part.  

She looked out to the green pasture where the horses were swishing their tails 

against the evening gnats, snorting from time to time to blow the irritating pests 

away from their noses.  

Her voice was quiet. “They died in a multiple car crash seven years ago.” 

“I’m sorry, I truly am. I know what it’s like to lose both parents at once. Did you 

take over the family business?” 

“I tried to keep it going with my brother, but his heart was never in it. We ended 

up selling the place and splitting the proceeds.” 

“Then you took the job in Aiken?” 

“Yes. I was there for five years.” 

“Why did you leave?” 

Emma grimaced and inhaled deeply. “Things were going really well until a woman 

showed up with five horses. She had it in for me.” 

“Why? What did you do?” 

“I’m not entirely sure. But I think she wanted me to give her special treatment 

because she had more horses than anyone else. Plus, her husband is some big 

cheese in the golfing world and they have a ton of money.” 

Fulton took another drink from the can. “And?” 

“She complained about me to the barn owner and said I had to go. It was more 

expedient to get rid of me than go against such a wealthy client’s wishes, so I was 



 
 

given my marching orders. But I did get a generous severance and with the 

proceeds of my house it allowed me to come and live here.” She smiled at Fulton. 

“It’s worked out just fine for me. God is always looking out for those who love Him.” 

“You don’t know that yet. You’ve only been here two weeks.” He peered at her.  

“And I can’t help thinking you’ve missed out a whole chunk about your life. For 

example, what about past relationships?” 

It was Emma’s turn to narrow her eyes in suspicion. “And I can’t help thinking 

you’re stalling and trying not to fulfill your end of the bargain. It’s your turn to tell 

me why you hate Prophecy so much.” 

Fulton laughed. “Touché!” 

“Come on then, out with it!” 

“O.K.! O.K.! One more swig of beer and I’ll spill the beans.” 

But for sure not the part about why you’ve left the church, she thought. 

He took a last long mouthful, then crushed the empty can with his right hand and 

squashed it into the cup holder.  

Was that what he wanted to do to Prophecy? Emma mused. 

He planted his feet apart on the floor, rested his elbows on his knees and cupped 

his face with his hands. He looked up at Emma. “Listen, before I begin, you need to 

know that Prophecy is leaving the island in a couple of weeks.” 

“What? Why? What’s she done?” She was stunned. 

“Plenty. And I need her out of my life.” 

“Where’s she going?” 

“I’ve tried selling her directly to a new owner, but it’s impossible to get anyone to 

take the trip to this island just to see one horse. A few people arranged to try her 

out then never showed up.” He shook his head.  “Probably just as well. She’s 

dangerous. I’m sending her to auction and I’ll be glad to see the back of her.” 

“Now you have to tell me the whole story.” 



 
 

He clenched his teeth, the way he’d done earlier. “I grew up on this island. Two 

generations ago the whole shebang belonged to my family. My mother was a 

Sinclair and she married my dad on condition they continue to live here at least 

part of the year.” 

“So how come your last name is ‘Sinclair’?” 

“That was the other condition: that any sons carry the Sinclair name. And she 

became Mrs. Sinclair-Lloyd, so no one would forget who she was and where she 

came from.” 

“She sounds like a forceful lady.” 

Fulton smiled. “Oh, she was that, alright.” 

“But it must have been amazing to own the whole island.” 

“If you say so. My family owned other property on the East Coast and Mom and 

Dad went north in the summer. But my maternal grandparents always resided on 

the island and I often stayed behind with them. In many ways I was closer to them 

than my parents.” 

“This island is very important to you, isn’t it?” 

“Yes.” He paused a moment. “Although, in my teen years I found it suffocating. I 

left for college and then a high-powered job. There was a whole new world out 

there and I was determined to explore it.” 

“What made you come back?” 

“I got burned out. The work was stressful and I constantly asked myself, why I was 

putting myself through such misery when this island was waiting for me?” 

“What kind of work, if you don’t mind my asking?” Emma was wary of stepping 

over the line again. 

“Corporate banking in New York. Always trying to stop the competition from luring 

away my big clients.  A lot of tedious schmoozing. Nothing like this life.” He drew a 

hand through his sand-colored hair. “Anyway, while I was gone my parents sold 

most of the island and just kept this place.” He pointed to his house. “My 

grandparents had passed and there was no reason to hang onto the whole island.” 



 
 

“Didn’t that make you sad?” And what does all this have to do with Prophecy? 

“A little, I guess. But I was in the big city at the time and it didn’t affect me.  I was 

making good money and considered Sinclair Island a kind of backwater. My parents 

made a ton off selling the land, and my business brain figured we were better off 

with the proceeds in the bank.” 

“What happened after you came back?” 

“Like an idiot, I fell in love.” Fulton stared at the ground. 

There was an awkward silence. 

“Sorry.” Then Emma added anxiously, “Was that the correct response?” 

Fulton laughed. “I like how you want to make people feel comfortable. That is, 

when you’re not chewing them out.” 

“I only chew out people who deserve it,” she retorted. 

“I asked for that. Now, where were we?” 

“You were about to tell me why you hate Prophecy.” 

Fulton grimaced. “This girl I fell for was mad about horses. I already had my parents’ 

two, but she wanted one of her own. She’d come to the island temporarily to get 

over a bad relationship and I thought if I bought her a horse, she’d stay here with 

me.” 

“Prophecy is the horse?” 

“Yeah. She chose that mare and I tried to change her mind about leaving.” 

“If you loved her so much why weren’t you willing to go with her?” 

Fulton looked tired and Emma guessed he’d often asked himself the same question. 

“I’d only just come back. I had this vision in my head of blissful island living and I 

couldn’t give that up.” 

Or wouldn’t give it up, Emma thought. 

“I take it she didn’t change her mind?” 

“Nope. Some rich dude came here on vacation and whisked her away.” 



 
 

“But surely you had enough money to compete with him?” 

“I’d never told her about my financial situation. Sure, she had some inkling from 

my last name and talking to the islanders, but whenever she asked me, I just gave 

vague answers. There’s nothing extravagant about my lifestyle to suggest I’m 

anything other than a regular guy.” He looked piercingly at her. “And who wants 

someone to stay with them just because of their money?” 

Emma nodded. “Good point.” 

“Anyway, she ran off and left me with a horse that runs through fences and is a pig 

to ride. The mare has no redeeming features, and I can’t wait to get her off this 

island.” 

Emma was intrigued. “In what way is Prophecy a pig to ride?” 

“Where do I start? When you saddle her up she bites and kicks you. When you put 

your foot in the stirrup she runs off before you can settle in the saddle. One time 

she threw herself on the ground when I tried to get on her. If you actually make it 

that far, she throws her head around and won’t stay in walk. Her trot is 

uncomfortable, when she’s not running away with you, and – ” 

Emma was laughing. “No wonder you hate her so much! But do you really think 

she’s going to find a good home if she’s so unrideable?” 

“No, although my then-girlfriend somehow got on with her. But she’s gone and now 

I’m sending the horse to auction.” 

“You do know that horses like her don’t have a happy ending when they go to 

auction, don’t you?” 

Fulton’s face became stoney and Emma knew that he knew. He just didn’t want to 

say so to her face. 

Wine glass in hand, she rose from her canvas chair and walked down the aisle. She 

stood in the entrance and gazed at the innocent-looking mare grazing peacefully 

next to her geldings.  

How sad to think that the horse’s life was soon to be shattered by a gavel pounding 

‘Going once, going twice, sold to …’ who knew whom? And how much horror would 



 
 

Prophecy endure before and after the auctioneer condemned her to the miserable 

end of her days? 

She still couldn’t understand why Fulton was so determined to sentence the mare 

to such a fate. There had to be more to it, there just had to be. 

Fulton watched her come back in and sit down again. “You’re not going to change 

my mind, if that’s what you’re hoping.” 

Emma shook her head. “That’s not what I was thinking about. But I do think there’s 

more to the story than you’re telling me.” 

“You don’t give up easily, do you?” 

“Not when I feel the quest is worth it.” What on earth did she mean by that? 

“O.K., one final detail, then I’m done talking about this.” 

“Deal.” 

“You see this scar? I bet you’re wondering where it came from.” 

Blushing, Emma nodded. 

“It’s thanks to Prophecy.” 

Things were beginning to make more sense. Would it be breaking her word to ask 

exactly what happened?  

Fulton said roughly, “I don’t feel like going into it anymore.” 

“Fair enough.” But now she was burning to know how it had happened and why 

he’d ceased going to church. It must have been when his girlfriend deserted him. If 

so, it was understandable, but a real shame. 

“Would you be willing to answer this one last question?” she asked.  “When exactly 

is Prophecy due to leave the island?” 

“Saturday, 11th July on the noon ferry.” 

“Thank you for sharing that.” 

The man was visibly relieved that Emma was done with her inquisition. “I take it 

we’re good now?” 



 
 

“Yup, you can use my property without any further grilling from me.” 

 

  



 
 

Chapter Ten: Proposing a Plan 
Monday, 29th June  

 
That night Emma had trouble sleeping. 

Upset by Fulton’s callousness over Prophecy’s future, she wasn’t sure she could 

continue living next to someone so harsh.  

His opinion of the mare was understandable: she’d permanently disfigured him and 

was a constant reminder of his girlfriend’s fickleness. But the mare couldn’t be as 

bad as Fulton said, otherwise how had the love of his life managed to ride her? 

There must be some way to improve the mare’s prospects of finding a good home. 

But what? 

She wrestled with her decision not to have anything more to do with horses. Wasn’t 

she supposed to be starting a new life on this island away from those beautiful yet 

emotionally consuming animals? 

But the mare needed help, which Emma was in a position to provide, just as she’d 

helped save Fulton’s horses from the fire. 

Prophecy was leaving the island soon. This act would be Emma’s last hurrah – then 

she’d be done with equines forever. 

Throwing on the new dressing gown Fulton had bought her, much more expensive 

than the burnt original, she gave up trying to sleep and sat at her kitchen table. For 

over an hour she scribbled ideas on the legal pad she was supposed to be outlining 

articles on. 

By the time she crept back into bed she had a plan to put to Fulton. All the man 

could do was say ‘no’ but she fervently hoped he’d agree to it. 

Around 11 o’clock that Monday morning, he came by with the formal lease 

agreement for her to sign. She could really use the extra income and knowing his 

family used to own the whole island made her feel less guilty about taking money 

off him.  

He commented on this. “Where’s your reticence in charging me for using your 

property?” He raised his eyebrows. “Yesterday you felt sorry for me.” 



 
 

She put her hands on her hips.  “Based on your disclosure yesterday, I think I should 

charge you more.” 

“Too late, you’ve already agreed the terms.”  

With a theatrical sigh, Emma put her name to both copies of the document and 

handed them to him to countersign. 

He signed them and gave one back. “Thank you, Emma, you’ve got me out of a real 

bind. This helps a lot.” 

“You’re most welcome. Er – Fulton, I want to propose something to you.” 

A wary expression came over his face and his lips compressed. “If it’s about 

Prophecy – ” 

“It is, but not what you think. I’m not trying to stop her leaving the island, I 

promise.” 

“What then?” At least he sounded a little curious. 

“I wondered whether you might let me work with her to see if I can make her easier 

to ride? She’d have a chance at a decent home if I manage that.” 

His voice became frighteningly intense. “Look, I didn’t tell you about her to present 

you with a challenge. She’s dangerous and I don’t want you getting hurt like I did. 

Give it up!” 

Once again, she understood the danger of becoming afraid of this man if she didn’t 

prevent it. “But you said she got on with your ex-girlfriend.” 

He winced. “Another reason she needs to go!” 

“But for the sake of the horse, please let me try. I’ll sign a liability release, anything 

you like!” 

“No!” he roared and strode out of her house. 

Through the kitchen window Emma watched him storm across her land, fists 

clenched.  

Standing up to him was a big mistake, a mistake that poor mare was going to pay 

for.  



 
 

Chapter Eleven: A Bike Ride 
Monday, 29th June 

 
For the next few hours Emma tried without success to concentrate on “The Five 

Essentials of Barn Safety.”  

She was distressed over Fulton’s unreasonable rejection of her plan – and how 

quickly he’d become angry.  

But she’d continued to push him even after he warned her to leave it and only had 

herself to blame. Hadn’t she promised to leave him alone, to give him his space 

once they signed the lease?  

He had every right to be furious and she owed him an apology, yet knew he’d be 

even more outraged if she walked over to his house. 

No, it was better that they stay away from each other. 

By 3 p.m. she gave up trying to work and took Bonnie down to the beach to clear 

her head.  

After feeding the dog on their return, she was still too restless to go back to her 

writing and decided to take a bike ride around the island. It was only seven square 

miles in total. She could easily make it along the coastal road and be back before 

the sun set. 

She looked forward to the distraction of exploring new spaces. Placing a large bottle 

of water in the front basket, she set off to the right, so she wouldn’t pass Fulton’s 

property until her final leg home. 

The road took her south, with the coast on her right. She passed a few houses with 

private boat docks and Sinclair Stables followed by the animal rescue. But along the 

rest of the way, open grassland led down to the water, while the inland side 

retained its unique South Carolina mixture of palm trees, pines covered in Spanish 

moss, and bushy undergrowth. Once in a while the forest opened to reveal the long 

driveway to a colonial style house.  

Few cars passed in either direction and Emma felt pleasantly removed from the 

world. It was just her, her bike, and the freedom to go anywhere she pleased. 



 
 

Soon she reached the southernmost tip of The Diamond, where the Intercoastal 

Waterway met the Atlantic Ocean. The character of the water changed from calm 

to choppy as she rounded the lower edge. 

The wind was picking up. Normally she’d have turned back, but the exhilarating 

effort of pedaling against the ever-stronger gusts and the blessed solitude were 

feeding a strong need. 

Each of Sinclair Island’s four sides was roughly the same length, and Emma knew 

this more difficult section was less than 3 miles long. She could easily tough it out. 

Halfway along the Atlantic strip of coastline she began to tire and dismounted from 

her bike to sit on the grass and rest. From her vantage point she could see down to 

the beach, where large gray waves crashed onto the sand, sending white spray into 

the air. Emma could taste the salty tang and feel the mist on her face. 

The missing hours of sleep last night, combined with worrying about Prophecy, her 

neighbor’s ire and the exertion of battling the wind on her bike overcame her. She 

lay on her back for a quick nap and fell into a deep slumber. 

Raindrops falling on her face roused her. It was pitch black and the only sound she 

heard was the lapping of water onto the shore, gentler and farther away than 

previously. The tide was out and the wind had died down. 

She sat up and ran her hands through her hair, trying to orientate herself. 

Remembering where she was, she groped in the grass for her bike. It was still there 

and she thanked God for the honest islanders. 

Her body ached from lying on the hard ground for so long, and the rain was coming 

down harder. She picked up her bicycle and fumbled in the dark to turn on the front 

and back lights. They were no good for showing her the way, but at least passing 

motorists could see her.  

She decided to go back the way she’d come and wished she’d brought a raincoat. 

Her clothes were soaked through and she longed to be back home, warm and dry! 

Her sodden shoes kept slipping off the pedals, and she couldn’t see where she was 

going well enough to get up any speed without threatening to veer off the road. 



 
 

Eventually she gave up and dismounted. It was safer to walk alongside her bike than 

to ride it. 

Progress was painfully slow. If only she knew someone well enough to ask them to 

pick her up! This was a distinct disadvantage of the solo life. At a pinch she might 

have called Fulton, but he was too angry with her and in any case, she still didn’t 

have his phone number. 

If things got really bad, she could dial 911. But she hadn’t reached that point yet, 

and was embarrassed to call out emergency services just because she was tired and 

wet. 

It was hard going, but she finally turned the corner of The Diamond with only three 

miles to go. Her watch read 9 p.m. and she should be home in under an hour. 

Anxious to shorten that time, she got back on her bike and began pedaling. 

The last thing she remembered was hitting something with the front tire before she 

blacked out. 

 

She awoke in a strange bed in a strange room with a strange man leaning over her 

solicitously.  

“Where am I?” she asked the pink round face. 

“In St. Paul’s, our little island hospital. I’m Dr. Richards. A friend found you by the 

side of the road and called in emergency services.” 

Emma was confused. “What friend? I don’t have any friends on the island.” 

“That’s a fine thing to say to the man who just rescued you in the middle of the 

night!” Fulton’s familiar figure was standing at the foot of the bed and he was 

smiling. 

Slowly, she recalled her cycle ride. “How did you find me?” 

“I went to your house.” Was that embarrassment on his face? “Your car was there, 

but I noticed your bike was gone. The house was dark and Bonnie was barking. 

When you didn’t come back after nightfall, I decided to go looking for you.” 

“How could you tell my bike was gone?” she asked irrelevantly. 



 
 

“Because it’s always propped up against your front door, except for when you’re 

using it.” 

Had he been watching her comings and goings? Should she be upset or flattered? 

And why was she even thinking about that right now? 

“Thank you,” it finally occurred to her to say. 

“You’re welcome. Why didn’t you call me when you got into trouble? You must 

have been cycling in the rain and dark for a long time before you fell.” 

“I don’t have your phone number and besides,” she glanced at the doctor and 

reddened, “we aren’t on the best of terms, are we?” 

“No. That’s what I was coming to see you about.” 

Dr. Richards coughed politely. “If I might interrupt, just briefly?” 

Emma and Fulton looked at him, annoyed. 

“Ms. Campbell, you’ve taken a nasty blow to the head and we’re going to keep you 

in for observation till midday tomorrow. If all appears well, we’ll let you go home. 

But no exerting yourself for at least a week.” 

“What do you mean by ‘exertion’?” Emma asked. 

“Oh, you know, the usual island activities: golf, horseback riding – and cycling. I’d 

also rather you not drive a car for a few days, either.” 

“But how am I supposed to get around?” she wailed. 

“You have two good legs, and it’s not that far into town from your house,” the 

unfeeling man replied. “It’s only for a couple of days, Ms. Campbell – not forever. 

I’ll be back later this morning on my rounds. Goodnight to you both, and Mr. 

Sinclair, please don’t stay too long. The patient needs rest.” 

The doctor exited the room and Fulton sat down in the neon green chair by Emma’s 

bed. 

“How are you feeling?” 

“Pretty stupid, if you must know.” 

“If it’s any consolation, that’s how I felt after I got back to my house this morning.” 



 
 

Emma didn’t believe him. “Are you telling the truth?” 

“Yes. Scout’s honor.” He gave the traditional three finger salute.  “At first, I was just 

mad at you, but after I calmed down, I realized I was being unfair. To you and the 

horse.”  

Emma didn’t know what to make of this confession. Fulton blew so hot and cold it 

was hard to trust him. Who knew how long he’d be repentant? It was easy to get 

on his bad side and she understood why his ex-girlfriend didn’t want to be stuck on 

a small island with him. 

But for the moment he appeared contrite. “Look, I’m willing to go along with your 

suggestion, as long as you take suitable precautions. Maybe Prophecy does only get 

on with women and if you can improve her chances of finding a good female owner, 

then great, have at it.” 

Emma wanted to hug him. Instead she smiled broadly. “Thank you! I’ll sign a liability 

waiver, just like I said.” 

“That would be good. But just to make sure there’s no misunderstanding, that 

animal has to be on the ferry to the mainland at noon on 11th July.” 

“I understand,” she replied. Then her face fell. 

“What is it?” 

“The doctor just told me I can’t ride for a week. That leaves me with almost no time 

to sort her out!” 

“Do ground work with her. That’s a better idea anyway, so she gets used to you 

before you mount her. Remember what I told you: she’s a mean mare even when 

you saddle her up. You’ll have plenty of work over the next week, don’t worry.” 

“Thanks, Fulton. I really appreciate this chance.”  She was beginning to feel drowsy 

and her eyelids threatened to close. “I’m so glad you found me.”  

Fulton touched her hand. “So am I,” he said and left the room. 

  



 
 

Chapter Twelve: The Real Work Begins 
Tuesday, 30th June 

 
Dr. Richards checked in on her at 10:30 that morning. He asked her to get out of 

bed slowly, and tell him how she felt. 

Desperate to get to work with Prophecy she told a slight untruth. “I feel great.” 

The doctor had been lied to enough times to call her out on it. “Not as great as you 

would have me believe.” 

Emma’s color heightened. 

“It’s O.K. I’m going to let you leave. But only because your frie – your neighbor has 

agreed to keep an eye on you for the next few days.” 

You’re an angel, Fulton!  

“If you’d like to get dressed, he’s in the corridor, waiting to take you home.” 

“I owe him a great deal,” said Emma. 

“He told me you helped save his horses when his barn caught fire, and have offered 

yours for him to use until he can rebuild.” The pink face smiled.  “He reckons he 

owes you a great deal.” 

For someone who allegedly had no friends on the island, Emma suddenly felt very 

lucky indeed. 

Dr. Richards pointed to the neon green chair. On it lay the clothes she was wearing 

when she had her accident. “We washed them for you.” 

“Thank you, Doctor.” 

“Now go home and don’t be cycling out in stormy nights again!” 

Emma dressed quickly and Fulton greeted her in the hallway with a warm smile. 

“Let’s get you home.” 

Returning the smile but uncertain what to say, she followed him to the small 

carpark where he helped her into his pick-up. On the center console lay her brown 

leather purse, still drenched from the rain. 



 
 

“The medics needed to see your ID, so I’m afraid I opened it.” He put the truck in 

gear. “I’ve put all the contents into a clear plastic bag. It’s inside and you’ll find 

everything’s still there.” 

Emma was touched by his thoughtfulness. “I’m confident it is. Thank you, Fulton. 

You’ve been very kind.” 

“One good turn deserves another.” He looked ahead and drove off the hospital 

grounds. 

Seven minutes later he stopped outside her house. “Your bike is in the bed of my 

truck. I’ll get it out for you.” 

Emma put her hand on the door handle. “I can do it. Thank you for taking care of 

it.” She couldn’t help asking, “When can I start working with Prophecy? Do you 

need to be there?” 

He frowned. “I’m already regretting my decision to let you do this.” 

Emma should have expected this reversal. 

“Don’t look like that!” he said. “I haven’t changed my mind. But I’d feel better if I 

were around, at least at the beginning. And you were going to sign a liability waiver, 

if you remember.” 

“I’ll print one out right now. Can I bring it over for you to sign this afternoon before 

I get started with her?” 

“Sure. Do you have any food in your house, or should I get some groceries for you?” 

“I’m fine, thank you. You’ve done more than enough. I’ll get that waiver ready. Is 3 

o’clock a good time to come over?” 

Fulton shook his head with a slight smile. “Yes, Emma, 3 o’clock will do just fine. 

And by the way, I had that lightning rod put on your barn this morning, so we don’t 

need to worry about strikes to your building.” 

“That’s a huge relief. Thank you - thanks for everything! See you soon.” She stepped 

down from the truck and walked round to the rear. She peered over the tailgate 

and saw that her bike was covered in mud, but otherwise seemed in good order.  



 
 

Fulton joined her as she was opening the latch. “Before you say anything, I don’t 

think you’re feeble, far from it. But you’ve just come out of hospital and I’d be a 

heel if I didn’t help you.” He glanced sideways at her. “So, give in gracefully.” 

Emma grinned and stood by while he took out her bike and wheeled it to its post 

against the wall by her front door. 

“Like so?” he inquired. 

“Perfect.” 

“See you later.” He closed the tailgate and got back into his truck. 

 

One thing Emma had brought with her onto this island was her cherished collection 

of books on horse husbandry. They numbered a good thirty or so, and some were 

old and out of print, used by her parents in the days of their horse breeding and 

training. 

After a quick salad, she perused the titles, looking for anything that might help her 

with Prophecy. 

Having wanted so much to help the mare, she was now getting cold feet at the 

prospect of failure. Not only did she want to save the little black horse from future 

abuse, but she was also afraid of appearing foolish in front of Fulton. 

Scouring the books for something helpful, she decided she was overthinking it. 

Would it not be smarter to see what the horse was like first? 

That liability waiver wasn’t going to print itself, either. She Googled ‘South Carolina 

waivers for equine activities’ and printed out two copies.  

Next, she showered and dressed in the smart barn clothes she used to wear at 

Pinpoint Stables. Donning her professional outfit gave her a certain confidence. She 

reminded herself that she’d dealt with difficult horses before and Prophecy could 

be no worse than any of them. 

At 3 p.m. precisely, she stood on Fulton’s doorstep, waiver in hand. 

“Don’t you look sharp!” he remarked, pointing to her light blue jacket with the 

Pinpoint logo in navy on the upper left. “Is that your old barn?” 



 
 

“Yes. And I had some tough customers – equine customers, that is – to handle 

there, so I hope I can transfer those skills to Prophecy.”  

It was her way of telling him not to expect miracles and he picked up on it. “Hey, 

the mare’s lucky you’re even trying. It’s no reflection on you if it doesn’t work out.” 

It was kind of him to reassure her, but suddenly Emma realized she’d put herself in 

direct competition with his ex-girlfriend. The woman’s ghost was hovering over 

Emma’s endeavors and it mattered very much that she prove herself as equally 

worthy.  

“You O.K.?” Fulton asked. “You don’t have to do this, you know.” 

Emma smiled weakly. “I’m fine. I just want this to work out for Prophecy’s sake.” 

“Then where do you want to start?” 

“You said she’s bad about being tacked up. Why don’t I bring her in and work on 

that?” 

“Sounds good. I’ll be in the background if you need me.” 

Trying to forget Fulton sitting in judgement on her in his canvas chair in the corner, 

she grabbed a halter and a handful of feed and walked into the pasture, where the 

black mare was grazing a few feet ahead of her troupe.  

Nonchalantly approaching the horse’s shoulder, Emma put out her hand and 

offered the feed. “Hi, Prophecy, I’ve come to do some fun stuff with you.” 

She put on the halter while the horse ate the food and the mare let her new handler 

lead her into the barn. 

Emma put her in the cross ties and Prophecy immediately raised her head. Feeling 

the two ties become taut on either side of her halter, she panicked, pulling back 

until both attachments separated in the middle. Each was connected halfway along 

with Velcro, designed to come apart in such a crisis so a frightened horse couldn’t 

injure itself. 

Emma watched Prophecy take off at full gallop back to the pasture gate. 

“I forgot to mention that she doesn’t tie,” Fulton said. 



 
 

She didn’t believe him, but feigned indifference. Calmly taking a piece of baling 

twine out of the bin, she looped it around the grille bar of Prophecy’s stall, then 

went to catch the mare again. 

This time, instead of putting her in the cross-ties, she placed the end of the lead 

rope through the twine. When the mare pulled back, the rope slid out, allowing her 

to trot back to the paddock gate. 

Emma repeated the process, this time offering the horse some feed as soon as 

she’d threaded the rope through the loop. 

Instead of pulling back, Prophecy stood quietly while Emma fed tiny quantities from 

her palm to keep the horse’s mind off being ‘tied.’ But she was running out of feed. 

Would Prophecy stay put while she fetched some more? 

She glanced over at Fulton, who nodded his understanding and brought a cup with 

more pellets from the feed room. 

He handed it to her.  “You’re doing great. Keep it up.” 

“Thanks. Fingers crossed!” 

Next, Emma wanted to groom the horse. She wouldn’t tie her up for that today or 

even tomorrow, and must first earn the mare’s trust. That could take a very long 

time. 

Time you don’t have! 

“Anything else I can do to help?” 

“Could you get her brushes, please?” 

“They burned in the fire, Emma.” 

“Oh, shoot, of course they did. I’ll have to improvise. Stay here, Prophecy. I’m going 

into the stall for a moment.” 

The mare was content to remain in place, with the lead rope hanging loosely, and 

watched Emma fetch a large handful of hay. She showed it to the horse, who took 

a mouthful, then Emma proceeded to mold the dry shafts into a tight wad.  

“This will have to do, sweetheart.” She let Prophecy sniff at it again, then slowly 

rubbed the left side of the animal’s neck with long, bold strokes. 



 
 

Prophecy lifted her head, showing the whites of her eyes, but Emma could see it 

was more in surprise than fear and continued to work her way down onto her 

withers, maintaining the same rhythm. 

Gradually, the mare’s head dropped and she allowed herself to enjoy this attention. 

Since this was her first time, Emma was careful to massage only those parts of the 

horse she was confident Prophecy would be comfortable with. This meant avoiding 

her stomach, the insides of her back legs, under her tail and all four legs. Eventually 

Emma would discover where the mare was sensitive. But she wanted today to be 

calm and relaxed, with no stress.  

She wanted Prophecy to regard her as her comfort zone. 

She spoke soothingly as she switched to the animal’s right side. Again, the head 

came up and the eyes rolled, but slowly the neck lowered under Emma’s firm 

caresses and by the time the grooming session was over, Prophecy’s lower lip was 

drooping. 

“Good girl,” Emma said softly. “Thank you, I enjoyed that as much as you did. Let’s 

put you back with your buddies.” She quietly slid the lead rope out through the 

twine and led the mare to the paddock. 

Sighing with relief, she walked back into the aisle. 

Fulton rose from his canvas chair. “I’m impressed. Maybe there’s hope for her after 

all.” 

He hadn’t called her ‘that mare.’ It was a good sign.  

“If I can just get her to trust me, she’ll find it easier to trust a new owner,” Emma 

said. “I have to take baby steps, and see how far I can get with her before she leaves 

the island.” 

“I’ll watch your progress with interest.” 

“May I work on her at 3 o’clock tomorrow? Horses love routine, and it’ll help if she 

can expect me here at the same time each day.”  

“Sure. It’s a date.” His eyes gleamed impishly. “With Prophecy, I mean.” 

“The best kind,” Emma quickly said. 



 
 

Fulton’s laugh was lighter than she’d heard from him before. “If you say so.” 

Back in her house, Emma was in high spirits. Patience had won the day, and she 

liked to think she’d gained a little of the horse’s trust, enough to build on.  

And she was glad Fulton was impressed; it helped push the ghost of his ex-girlfriend 

a few steps into the background. 

Her good mood enabled her to tackle “The Five Essentials of Barn Safety” with 

renewed energy and within a couple of hours she’d written a workable first draft. 

She would leave it for two days before picking it up again for the edits and was 

confident of meeting her Friday deadline. 

 
Wednesday, 1st July 

 
The next morning Emma walked into Diamond Town with Bonnie and headed for 

the Turnbull General Store, where she picked out a hairbrush with soft bristles for 

grooming, one with a coating of rubber on the plastic tips for Prophecy’s mane and 

tail, and three sponges for wiping her down.  

The hardware section yielded a blunt metal hook that would do for a hoof pick until 

Fulton bought a proper one.  

Pleased with her purchases, she stopped in at The Coastal Café.  Bonnie lay quietly 

by her feet as sat under the awning, drinking a mug of steaming coffee and 

watching the passengers disembark from the ferry.  

That had been her a couple of weeks ago, though it seemed much longer. The quiet 

life she’d anticipated was turning into anything but. Yet being able to put her skills 

to work on Prophecy was an unanticipated blessing and a better ending to her 

career with horses than the way she’d left Aiken. 

It was a challenge she would enjoy while it lasted. 

Walking the two miles back home, she looked forward to being able to drive again. 

Did today count as day two, meaning she could get back in her car tomorrow? Yes, 

she decided. 



 
 

Fulton was coming out of his house as she passed his burnt barn, and waved to her. 

She stopped for him to catch up and he asked what she had in her shopping bag? 

She told him. 

“That reminds me, I must plan my trip to the mainland to buy replacements for all 

the stuff I lost in the fire.” 

“You’re welcome to keep what I have in the barn,” Emma said, “like the 

wheelbarrow and pitch forks.” 

“Thanks, I appreciate that. What are you going to work on today with Prophecy?” 

“Based on yesterday, I suspect she’s going to tell me!” 

“Yes, most likely.”  

 

At 3 o’clock that afternoon, he again took up his corner seat while Emma fetched 

Prophecy from the paddock, armed with more feed. 

She threaded the lead rope through the twine as before, giving the mare small 

amounts of feed to occupy her mind, and the animal stood still. 

Emma placed the plastic bag containing the crude grooming items on the floor next 

to Prophecy. Immediately the horse’s head shot up.  Eyes wild and nostrils flared, 

she took off out of the barn, terrified of the foreign object on the ground. 

Emma couldn’t help laughing. The reaction was so quick and unexpected. “Silly 

mare!” 

Prophecy hadn’t run all the way to the paddock gate, but was grazing halfway 

along. The mare wasn’t afraid of her handler, only of the white plastic bag, and that 

was good sign. 

Instead of holding the rope to lead her, Emma laid it over the black neck and bushy 

mane, securing it underneath with a loose knot. She gave the little horse some feed 

and walked ahead of her to the barn. 

Prophecy followed her in. 



 
 

Heart swelling, Emma turned around with her hand outstretched and the mare 

came to take the feed. 

Emma bent down to pick up the plastic bag. The horse backed off a few steps and 

it took a while for her to gather the courage to sniff at it. Emma placed it on the 

floor again, farther away from Prophecy this time, and sprinkled feed over it. Then 

she stood on the other side of the bag, verbally coaxing the horse to come closer, 

waiting her out. 

Finally, the black muzzle with white snip edged towards it and picked at the pellets 

on the floor in front.  

“There you go, you smart pony,” Emma said encouragingly. 

Soon Prophecy was eating the feed covering the bag, with the occasional start 

when she made it crinkle, but no longer deathly afraid of it. 

When the pellets were gone, Emma took the lead rope and looped it through the 

twine. “O.K. Prophecy, the moment of truth.” She stroked the mare’s soft nose, 

then picked up the plastic bag and placed it closer to her hooves. 

Prophecy snorted and flared her nostrils, but remained in place. Emma 

immediately rewarded her with feed and caught Fulton’s approving nod. 

Wanting to shout for joy, she gently pulled the soft hairbrush out of the bag and 

groomed the mare with firm strokes, watching her eyes slowly droop shut. 

“Underneath all that reactiveness is a beautiful soul trying to get out,” she told the 

drowsy animal. 

That was enough for today and she led the horse back to the paddock. Tomorrow 

she would pick out her feet.  

Fulton rose from his chair and gave her a high five. “That was awesome, Ms. 

Campbell!” 

Emma smacked her palm against his, beaming. “Baby steps, but we’re getting 

there.” 

“You’re forming a bond with her already. That’s something I’ve not been able to 

do.” 



 
 

Something you didn’t want to do, Emma thought. “With some TLC I think she’ll 

make a lovely horse.” 

Fulton didn’t look convinced. “Lovely is a strong word. Maybe a decent one.” 

“I’ll take it.” Emma grinned.   



 
 

Chapter Thirteen: Another Unexpected Visitor 
Monday, 6th July  

 
Emma fell into the rhythm of taking Bonnie for a morning walk, then cycling into 

town to sit at The Coastal Café and write. Then she’d pick up any groceries she 

needed before coming home to train Prophecy. 

With each successive session, the mare’s confidence in her handler increased. 

When the time came to pick out her hooves, Emma was surprised at Fulton’s 

vehement insistence that she be careful. 

“It’s O.K., I’ll take precautions.” 

As it turned out, Prophecy calmly lifted each hoof as soon as Emma touched the 

pastern and let her scrape out the packed dirt. 

Fulton had been sitting on the edge of his chair, ready to leap up. He now leaned 

back, relieved.  

Emma managed to conquer the biting and kicking while being saddled with the 

simple trick of giving Prophecy treats to take her mind off the girth being tightened 

around her abdomen. 

The next day’s task was to mount the mare, but Fulton told Emma, “I’m going to 

the mainland to get that replacement tack and other gear, so I may not be back by 

3 tomorrow. I know you’ve signed that waiver, but I’m not comfortable with you 

working alone.” He smiled. “Besides, I want to see how it goes.” 

“You’re not disappointed I’m making progress?” she joked. 

“You know I’m not. And I will try to get back by 3 tomorrow, O.K.? Promise me you 

won’t work with her by yourself.” 

“I promise. It’ll be good for her to have a day off. This is mentally tiring for her.” She 

grinned.  “Besides, I’d hate to deny you the fun of observing us.” 

 

With Fulton off the island the next day, Emma missed the certainty of seeing him 

that afternoon. Now more confident of herself, she was comfortable having him in 



 
 

the corner, observing. He was an intensely private man except for this one time of 

day when, for some reason, he liked to follow her progress.  

Then she thought of the 11th July deadline. Soon Prophecy would be on her way to 

a new home, and the two neighbors would revert to their seclusion. 

An impending sense of loss tempted her to ask him to rethink his plan. But Fulton 

had made it clear he wouldn’t be persuaded to keep the mare and she’d promised 

not to try to change his mind. She must simply do what she could in the limited 

time available to turn Prophecy into a more congenial horse. 

Yet she still worried about the mare’s ability to trust another handler. The sensitive 

animal needed someone with the patience to get to know her and form a 

partnership. Prophecy was a one-woman horse. 

Or a one woman-at-a-time horse, Emma corrected herself. The mare had switched 

allegiance from Fulton’s ex-girlfriend to her, which proved she could adapt to new 

people. As long as her next owner took the time, Prophecy had a good shot at 

happiness. 

There was just one hurdle left to clear: making sure she could be mounted and 

ridden. 

These thoughts were milling around her head as she looked out on the trio of 

horses grazing by her house. 

Then Prophecy’s head shot up and Emma saw a glistening red dually and matching 

trailer pull onto Fulton’s property. Had he forgotten he had a visitor today? And 

what was a trailer doing here? 

She cut across the paddocks to investigate and was totally unprepared for the 

person who stepped out of the passenger side.  

Staring at her was the woman who’d had her thrown out of Pinpoint Stables. 

“Annabelle?” Emma cried in a stunned voice. 

“Good Lord, Emma Campbell! Is this where you’re hiding?” 

“If you must know, I’ve chosen to live here.” 

“Quite right, too, where no one knows your past. I’d have done it in your shoes.” 



 
 

Emma inhaled, slowly counting to ten. 

Before her stood the same Annabelle. Her jet-black hair lay in carefully arranged 

curls around her shoulders and her alabaster complexion was highlighted by lush 

red lips and smoldering eye make-up. 

Emma recalled how she never seemed to sweat when she rode and her hair 

bounced back perfectly when she took off her helmet. 

“I see you’re still wearing your Pinpoint Stables jacket. Still hankering after the good 

old days.” Her mocking tone hadn’t changed, either. 

Emma refused to answer. 

“Where’s Fulton?” Annabelle asked imperiously, as a thin-looking man stepped out 

of the truck cab and began pulling down the trailer ramp. 

“He’s gone for the day. Can I help?” 

“I doubt it. I’ve come to take my horse.” She pointed to the trailer. 

Emma feigned ignorance. “Your horse? I thought these all belonged to Fulton.” 

“Hardly.” Annabelle laughed nastily, pointing at Prophecy. “That pretty black mare 

is mine.” 

“I’ll need proof of that before you can take her away,” Emma said stoutly. 

“Why? She’s not your horse. What have you got to do with it?” 

Emma improvised. “Fulton and I keep an eye on each other’s property, and with 

him gone for the day, I’m the one you have to deal with until he gets back.” 

“Ooh, I’m scared!” the woman jeered. “How are you going to stop me?” 

The question had occurred to Emma as well, and she was racking her brain for an 

answer. 

“Nothing, just as I thought,” Annabelle sneered. “Move out of my way.” She called 

to the wiry man, “Wait here, I’ll be back with my mare in a moment.” 

Emma felt powerless to prevent this human locomotive from taking away the horse 

that had come to mean so much to her in such a short time. But Fulton wanted the 

mare gone, and this was as good a way as any. 



 
 

Annabelle caught sight of the ashes that had once been Fulton’s barn. “What 

happened here?” 

“It burned down two weeks ago.” 

“Doubtless due to negligence on your part. Poor Fulton, he must hate you!” 

Emma wanted to remonstrate, but pretended Annabelle hadn’t landed her a gut 

punch. 

“Why’s my mare on that property over there?” Annabelle asked. 

“Fulton’s renting my barn and paddocks until he can get his fixed.” A lucky idea 

occurred to her. “And I’m afraid I can’t allow you to trespass on my land.” 

“But my mare’s in there! You’ve got to let me get her.” 

“I don’t have to anything,” Emma retorted. 

“This is ridiculous! I’m fetching her right now!” She grabbed a halter from the hook 

just outside the gate and marched into the pasture. 

Emma was incensed, but there was nothing she could physically do besides 

assaulting the woman, and she drew the line at that. Leaning against the fence, she 

resigned herself to watching Annabelle walk away with Prophecy. 

Dear God, please let me be gracious enough to let her take her own horse. 

As she was praying, she carefully observed Prophecy’s interaction with her old 

owner. A twinge of jealousy tore at her as the mare pricked her ears towards the 

sound of Annabelle’s voice. 

Thy will be done! Emma said over and over again as she watched the little mare 

walk towards the woman and allow her to place the halter over her head. 

Annabelle stroked the large star on Prophecy’s forehead, the same way Emma did, 

and led the horse out of the paddock. The other two horses tried to follow, but the 

woman flicked the end of the lead rope in their faces and they backed away. 

Once Prophecy was out of the paddock, they whinnied at her and Emma realized 

they knew what was happening as understanding also dawned in the mare. 



 
 

She pulled back from Annabelle, who scolded her and smacked her in the flank. 

Prophecy tried to turn away but her owner dug an elbow into her neck to prevent 

her. 

At this the horse refused to move at all. 

Annabelle’s face was crimson with embarrassment and frustration. “Some help 

here?” she shouted at the little man. 

Emma noticed how slow he was to come to her aid. Unable to hide her glee, she 

shrugged her shoulders. “You can see she doesn’t want to come with you.” 

“We’ll see about that!” Annabelle took the rope and threaded it over Prophecy’s 

nose to create uncomfortable pressure every time the mare resisted. She faced the 

horse and tugged on the lead with both hands. 

The rope cut into Prophecy’s skin as she raised a defiant nose into the air and 

planted her front hooves in the grass. 

“I’ll show you!” Furious and humiliated, Annabelle approached her with a raised 

fist.  

Now Emma had to intervene. 

Fulton appeared unexpectantly and grabbed Annabelle’s arm. “No, you don’t!” He 

snatched the lead rope out of her hand and pushed her to one side. Prophecy 

backed hastily away, eyes wide and nostrils flaring.  

“Emma, could you take that rope off her nose, please?” 

Annabelle rushed forwards. “She’s my mare! Don’t you dare let Emma touch her! 

That woman’s a menace!” 

Fulton placed himself between the two women. “Seems to me Prophecy doesn’t 

want you touching her.” He spread out both arms to deter his ex-girlfriend. 

Emma dropped the lead rope to the ground and talked to the horse. “Hey, it’s me. 

You’re O.K. No one’s going to harm you. Just let me get the rope off.” 

Prophecy eyed her with suspicion and Annabelle cried, “See, she doesn’t like her, 

either!” 



 
 

Ignoring her remark, Fulton continued to block her access to the mare as Emma 

reached out her hand for Prophecy to sniff.  

Satisfied this really was her trustworthy new handler, the animal allowed her to 

loosen the lead from around her nose and fasten it properly to the halter. 

The rope burns on her skin were severe enough to need attention, but Emma 

wasn’t sure Prophecy would allow her to tend to them. What a coup for Annabelle 

if the mare refused her help! 

Fulton saw the marks. “Look what you’ve done. How can you say you love this 

horse? You left her here without a word two years ago and now you think you can 

just swan in and take her away? You’ve got to be kidding!” 

Emma had seen the man angry before, but nothing like this. Even Annabelle looked 

nervous. 

“Now if you’ll please leave, we have to repair the damage you’ve just done.” 

But the lady rallied. “She’s still my horse and I’m not leaving without her.” 

“You forfeited your right to Prophecy when you abandoned her. You have no 

paperwork for her and you’re trespassing on someone else’s property. Unless you 

want to be escorted away by the local police, I suggest you go quietly of your own 

accord.” 

“You can’t do this to me!” 

“Wanna bet?” Fulton’s voice was menacing and his fists were clenched.  

Was his rage from the hurt she’d caused him? Or was he mad because she’d hurt 

the horse? 

But why wouldn’t he let her take Prophecy? Surely that would solve all his 

problems! Who cared if the mare went back to Annabelle? Gone was gone. 

She couldn’t understand it. 

Yet the woman had also caused Emma so much pain that she was glad Prophecy 

wouldn’t be leaving today with her. But if Prophecy had willingly followed her, 

would she have been happy to let Annabelle take her away? 



 
 

Stroking the mare’s neck while Annabelle and Fulton glared at each other, she 

became aware of being in their way. “I’ll take Prophecy into the barn and patch up 

her wound, so you two can chat.” 

Neither of them responded and she was grateful when the horse meekly walked 

beside her down the aisle and into her stall. The mare promptly attacked her hay 

net while Emma fetched the first aid kit. 

She heard Annabelle curtly tell the little man to wait for her in the truck, and 

although she didn’t mean to eavesdrop on the two exes outside, their voices were 

so loud it was impossible not to hear everything. 

As she dabbed the raw wound on Prophecy’s nose with cotton wool soaked in 

iodine, Fulton was telling Annabelle she had no right to show up unannounced and 

expect to pick up where she’d left off two years ago. 

“I’m not picking up where I left off,” she countered. “It’s my horse I want, not you.”  

Emma felt a stab of pain for Fulton. How could she be so cruel? 

But to her relief, he laughed in genuine amusement. “Do you really think I’ve been 

sitting here all this time hoping you’d come back?” 

“Sounds to me like that’s exactly what’s you’ve been doing.” 

“In the beginning, maybe. But I’ve moved on – and so has your horse.” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” There was a malevolent quality to Annabelle’s 

voice. 

“You saw her just now. She’s much happier with Emma than with you.” 

Emma’s mind was racing. Did that mean Fulton might let Prophecy stay on the 

island after all? 

But she mustn’t think like that – it would only lead to disappointment. She pulled a 

tube of triple antibiotic ointment out of the first aid bag and applied a generous 

dab onto Prophecy’s nose. 

The horse was ready to be turned out again, but the two of them were still at it, so 

she waited. 

“If you dare give my horse to that woman, I’ll sue you!” Annabelle screamed. 



 
 

“How are you going to do that? You have no proof the mare is yours.” 

“I’ll force you to hand over her papers!” 

“She doesn’t have any papers.” 

“You told me she was a registered part-bred!” 

“What can I say? I lied to make you happy. You were desperate to have that horse, 

so I told you what you wanted to hear. In any case, the papers would have been in 

my name as the registered owner, because I bought her. But I do have the purchase 

receipt – made out to me.” 

“You low-down S.O.B.!” 

“Possibly, but as you can see, you have no case.” 

“You’re making this up. You want to give her to that incompetent woman. I had her 

fired because she’s no idea what she’s doing!” 

“Excuse me?” 

“Yes, she was a menace to all our horses at Pinpoint Stables and I had to have her 

removed.  So, don’t you even think of letting her have my mare!” 

Fulton’s voice became pure steel. “What I intend to do with Prophecy is none of 

your business. When you walked out on me, you walked out on the horse.  And 

now I want you to walk out of here for the last time.” 

“You’re going to regret this, Fulton. Emma’s a useless horsewoman, you’ll see.” 

“All I’ve seen so far is that she has tremendous skill and patience with horses, which 

is more than you demonstrated today. Go back to your rich husband and lord it 

over him.” 

“You’re just sore you didn’t have enough money to keep me here!” 

Fulton’s laughter was mocking. “If only you knew. Now go!” 

Annabelle yelled at the skinny truck driver to close the ramp and heard her slam 

the passenger door as she got back into the vehicle. She must have told the man to 

hurry out of there because a moment later he gunned the engine, spinning the 

dually’s wheels noisily in the dirt before the rig lurched forwards. 



 
 

Hearing her nemesis leave, Emma took Prophecy out of the barn and led her to the 

paddock. 

Fulton followed her and leaned against the fence, watching her take the halter off 

gingerly to avoid touching the wound Annabelle had made. She stroked the mare 

gently between the eyes before walking back to the gate. 

He opened it for her and she passed through, not sure what to say.  

“I guess you heard all that,” he said quietly. 

She reddened. “I’m afraid I couldn’t avoid it.” 

“Don’t worry, I’m glad you did.” He extended a hand as if to touch her arm then let 

it drop. “And I’m sorry you had to deal with her turning up like that.” 

“It’s not your fault. You didn’t know she was coming.” 

“No, but I’m really glad you stopped her taking Prophecy.” 

“Just being neighborly,” Emma responded. 

“Is that all it was?”  

“Yes, why else would I do it?”  

He shrugged. “Oh, no reason.” 

“Although I didn’t think I could have prevented her,” she said.  “And you’re so keen 

to get rid of Prophecy that I’d have expected you to jump at the opportunity to do 

it today.” 

He grinned with a roguish look in his green eyes. “I guess when I have a plan, I stick 

to it, and giving her to Annabelle wasn’t part of that plan. Especially when I realized 

she was responsible for getting you kicked out of your job.” 

Emma smiled ruefully. “What were the odds that the same person ruined things for 

both of us?” 

“She didn’t succeed in ruining things – for me, at least.” 

Emma squinted up at him. “I’m glad to hear you say that. She was pretty mean to 

you back there.” 



 
 

“She hoped to hurt me again because I wouldn’t let her have what she wanted. She 

always got me to do that before, and like a sucker I’d fall for it. But not this time, 

and she’s mad.” 

“Are you’re feeling O.K. about everything?” 

“Why, Ms. Campbell, are you concerned about my feelings?” 

“Quit mocking! I’m trying to show compassion after what she just put you through.” 

“So, you are concerned about my feelings.” 

“I’m a concerned Christian trying to console a fellow human, that’s all.” 

“Are you sure that’s all?” 

“Yes! Why else would I care?” 

“Why else indeed.” He seemed about to say something more, then thought better 

of it. 

Exasperated, Emma changed the subject. “Is it O.K. if I work with her tomorrow 

again at 3?” 

He smiled. “Sure! We’d both like that.” 

  



 
 

Chapter Fourteen: Questions & Answers 
Monday, 6th July – evening 

 
Back in her house, Emma’s brain churned over the events of that afternoon. 

Running into Annabelle had already been a horrible shock. Then came the discovery 

that the woman who’d wrecked her career was the same person who’d shattered 

Fulton’s heart. 

Long ago she’d stopped believing in coincidences. Everything happened according 

to God’s purpose; so why had He caused Emma to move into the house next to the 

man whom Annabelle had hurt so badly? 

It was truly perplexing. 

But good things had come out of today. One was the knowledge that Fulton no 

longer carried a torch for Annabelle. As a caring Christian, she wanted him to be 

happy and was glad he was now at peace where his ex-girlfriend was concerned. 

The second was that Fulton hadn’t let Annabelle take Prophecy, which would have 

been extremely hard for Emma to bear. 

And she and Fulton were on good terms. She hoped he’d had a successful trip to 

the mainland and looked forward to working with Prophecy again tomorrow. 

All was well with her world. 

The only thing to mar it was that looming deadline. What was she going to do when 

Prophecy was gone? 

But it was useless to fret about it. Telling herself that ‘sufficient unto the day is the 

evil thereof,’ (Matthew 6:34), she made herself a plate of salad, poured out a 

generous glass of Sauvignon blanc and settled down on the sofa to binge watch the 

‘Father Brown’ mysteries on Netflix. 

 
Tuesday, 7th July – morning 

 
Through her kitchen window the next morning Emma could again see Fulton’s 

horses grazing by her house.  



 
 

He was rotating the pastures weekly to make sure her grass had a chance to 

recover. He and clearly knew what he was doing when it came to equines – but why 

did he have the two geldings?  

It was none of her business. 

In the meantime, she tackled her next article assignment: “Care of the Senior 

Horse.” 

Three o’clock found her at the barn, ready to bring Prophecy in. Fulton wasn’t yet 

there, which was unlike him. He must have been detained – maybe by a phone call? 

She’d promised him not to work with the mare alone, and waited for thirty minutes. 

But still he didn’t come. 

Becoming anxious, she went to his house and knocked on the door. There was no 

answer, so she walked around the building, peering through the first-floor 

windows, and eventually saw him asleep at his desk in what appeared to be his 

office. 

Unwilling to wake him, she withdrew and went back home. She hated to lose a 

day’s work with Prophecy, but there was no changing it. 

Disappointed, but glad Fulton was alright, she went back to work on her article. 

About an hour later she heard a knock on her front door and opened it to her 

neighbor. 

“Hey, I’m sorry! I fell asleep and missed our 3 o’clock meeting. Do you still have 

time to work with Prophecy?” 

She was pleased to see him. “Sure.”  

As they walked to the barn, she said, “You must be working really hard to fall asleep 

on the job.” 

“I’m on a project that’s taxing my brain more than usual.” 

He didn’t volunteer any more information, so she went to fetch the mare. 

She’d hoped to mount her today, but the wound from Annabelle was exactly where 

the noseband of the bridle rested; unless she was willing to mount her wearing only 

a halter, there’d be no riding today. 



 
 

She told Fulton, who suggested, “If I hold the halter loosely, would you be up for 

trying to get in the saddle?” 

“Thanks, I’d love to give it a go. We’re running out of time.” 

“Then let’s do it.” 

“How much have you handled her?” Emma asked.  “I know she follows you in and 

out of the paddock and her stall every day, but are you ever hands-on with her?” 

Fulton’s expression hardened and he shook his head. “Nope. Never wanted to be.” 

Emma noticed a slight hesitation before he said it. 

“Then let’s get her to trust you better,” she said, “the same way I got her to trust 

me.” She picked up a shallow bucket from one of the stalls, took it over to the feed 

room and poured a generous scoop of pellets into it.  

Now accustomed to this routine, Prophecy stood calmly in the aisle with the lead 

rope looped through the twine around the grille bar. Ears pricked, she turned her 

head towards the sound of food rattling in the bucket. 

Emma laughed. “See? Your battle will be over before it’s even begun.” 

“I hope you’re right.” Fulton placed some feed in the palm of his hand and offered 

it to the mare. 

The horse chewed on it and Emma said, “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” 

He grinned. “Knowing she doesn’t like Annabelle anymore has definitely raised her 

in my esteem.” 

“Yes, I can see how that might be.” 

Fulton gave the horse some more pellets. As she crunched on them, he raised his 

hand to stroke her forehead and Prophecy allowed this attention. 

The little mare could feel the difference in him and Emma smiled. 

“To answer your earlier question,” he said in a softer voice than usual, “I inherited 

the two geldings from my parents. Dad and I used to ride together a lot, until he 

died. I stopped riding for a long time. Then when Annabelle and I were dating, we’d 

ride almost every day. 



 
 

“When she left, I lost interest again. I just wanted to get rid of her horse and go 

back to the way things were before she showed up.” 

“Well,” Emma said brightly, “soon she’ll be gone and you’ll get your wish.” 

Fulton was toying with Prophecy’s forelock. With a sideways glance at her, he said, 

“I guess so.” 

“Could you keep her front end busy while I put on her saddle?” 

“Sure.” 

He continued to feed her, a few pellets at a time, while Emma gently placed one of 

the saddle pads and saddles that Fulton had brought back yesterday on the mare’s 

back.  

She checked the fit then tightened the girth. Her trick was still working – the mare 

no longer tried to bite or kick, for her handler was careful to pull the straps snug 

but not too tight, which is often the reason for a ‘girthy’ horse.  

That done, she said, “I’ll put some more ointment on her nose and then we’re ready 

for Operation Mount-Up.” 

She went to fetch her helmet from the tack room. The space looked so much better 

with the replacement saddles, bridles and other paraphernalia that Fulton had 

bought. She still had her own hard hat from the days at Pinpoint Stables and placed 

it on her head. 

Taking up the lead rope and sounding more self-assured than she felt, she said, 

“Let’s see what she does.” 

“Just tell me what I need to do.” 

“Thanks!” Emma needed to convey calmness and act with confidence so Prophecy 

would follow her lead. So far, the little horse had responded well and there was no 

reason to believe it wouldn’t continue. 

She led her into an empty paddock and over to the mounting block which she’d 

placed by the gate. Fulton closed the gate then took the rope as Emma gave the 

horse more pellets so she could tighten the girth again. Then she pulled down the 

stirrups and placed the mounting block next to the mare. 



 
 

“Keep the rope loose,” she told him. “She’ll panic if she feels restricted. I’ll be ready 

to jump off in an emergency.” 

“Be really careful, Emma, she’s very unpredictable.” 

“I will!” She climbed the three steps and leaned forward, scratching the horse on 

the withers as she placed her left foot in the stirrup and swung her right leg lightly 

over the saddle. As Prophecy felt her rider sink quietly into place on her back she 

began walking forwards. 

“Take your cue from her,” Emma told Fulton, “and go at the pace she feels 

comfortable with.” 

As it happened, Prophecy was comfortable with fast strides and forced Fulton to 

power-walk alongside. 

“I don’t want to kill you!” Emma cried.  “Give me the end of the lead rope and I’ll 

take it from here.” 

“Are you sure?” 

She laughed. “Yes!” 

She took the rope from him and he leaned forwards, hands on his knees, getting 

back his breath. 

Meanwhile the little mare strode out under her, ready to break into trot at the 

slightest indication from her rider. Emma was nervous about having only one rein, 

which wasn’t even connected to a bit, and wondered whether this was such a good 

idea. 

She forced herself to relax and go with the horse’s movement.  

Soon the two of them were in sync and the shifting of Emma’s weight to one side 

or the other was sufficient to turn Prophecy left or right, without using the rope. 

The pair continued in this way for some ten minutes as Emma experimented with 

ways to control the tempo. Ever so subtly she reduced the speed at which she was 

moving her seat in the saddle and the horse quickly responded by slowing down. 



 
 

After increasing and decreasing the tempo in this fashion for a while, Emma 

stopped following the mare’s motion completely and closed her thighs on the 

saddle. 

Prophecy obeyed the cue instantly and came to a halt. 

Her rider was overjoyed. “You smart horse!” She leaned over and draped her arms 

around her black neck. “That’s more than enough for today.” She deftly 

dismounted and loosened the girth. 

Fulton was smiling broadly. “Bravo! You looked very relaxed up there.” 

“It took me a while to figure her out, but this mare’s had some good training,” 

Emma said, as Prophecy stretched out her neck with a loud snort. “Someone has 

put a lot of time into her.” 

“That’s what Annabelle told me – and why she wanted her so badly.” 

“I can see why she wanted to get her back. Although she has five perfectly good 

horses in Aiken.” 

“She’s into power games, Emma, that’s the only reason she came back for this 

mare.” 

“Her loss, our gain!” She bit her lip and hastily corrected herself. “I mean, she’s 

going to make a really good horse for someone who appreciates her.” She knew 

she was blushing. “I need to brush her down and pamper her a bit.” 

“She’ll love that,” said Fulton. 

“I’m hoping we can put a bridle on her in a couple of days.” 

“Couldn’t you just take off the noseband? I don’t see how it would make much 

difference.” 

“That’s a great suggestion, I’ll try that tomorrow. And thanks for your help,” said 

Emma. “It gave me more confidence.” 

“Good. Then I take it you plan to ride her again tomorrow?” 

“You bet! And we’ll put on the bridle, like you said.” 

“And I’ll try not to be asleep at 3 p.m. Tap on the window to wake me if I am.” 



 
 

Emma hoped she wouldn’t have to do that. Fulton blew so hot and cold that by 

tomorrow he might have forgotten today’s words.  

“Leave her in, Emma,” he was saying. “It’s time to bring in the others for their 

evening meal.” 

“Need any help?” 

“If you could put their buckets into each stall after I’ve filled them, that would be 

great. Thank you.” 

She watched him carefully measure out the correct portion of pellets for each horse 

plus various supplements, impressed that he cared enough to feed them properly. 

Fulton went to let the other horses in while Emma placed the buckets in the two 

geldings’ stalls and sponged Prophecy down before feeding her.  

She stood outside the mare’s stable, imprinting the little horse on her memory. This 

time next week she’d belong to someone else. Emma felt a great weight of 

responsibility to make sure the mare was ready for her new life. 

The geldings trotted into the aisle and peeled off into their own stalls. Fulton closed 

the doors to let them eat and chill peacefully for an hour before he let all three 

horses back out. 

She looked at her watch. It was past 5 p.m. and time to get out of her neighbor’s 

hair. 

“Thanks again for your help today,” she said and waved. “See you tomorrow!” 

  



 
 

Chapter Fifteen: Swordfish & Sails 
Tuesday, 7th July - evening  

 
Today’s success with Prophecy was a huge triumph for Emma. 

She didn’t want Fulton to know how afraid she’d been of getting on her after his 

dire warnings, and most definitely hadn’t wanted the horse to feel her fear. 

Having to leave Pinpoint Stables so ignominiously had been a bitter pill to swallow 

and she’d not expected to handle horses anymore. The nearest she thought she’d 

come was writing articles about them. 

And training a horse had been nowhere on her radar. 

But now she’d tasted the thrill of connecting with an equine again, she knew it 

was going to be very hard to give it up.  

She wondered whether it might be possible to lease one of Fulton’s geldings? 

Maybe he would let her try them out to see which one suited her best?  And just 

maybe he would come riding with her? 

But she was getting ahead of herself. Once Prophecy was gone, she must leave 

Fulton alone for a few weeks before intruding on his life, and approach him 

carefully when the time came to make inquiries. 

Her heart was too full of excitement at her fruitful day to spend the evening 

writing another article at home. She decided to walk into town and eat dinner at 

The Coastal Café.  It was still early and the weather was good – no thunderstorms 

were forecast – and she would make it back home by late sunset. 

She had a quick shower and set off, taking Bonnie with her. 

Fulton was letting the horses out and she waved at him. “Where are you two 

going?” he shouted across the paddock. 

“It’s too nice to sit indoors, I’m going to eat al fresco in town.” She saw him frown. 

“There’s no bad weather on the horizon. I promise I won’t need rescuing again!” 

“I sincerely hope not!” 

“Never fear!” She waved and walked on. 



 
 

Passing St. Augustine’s Church on her right, before reaching the town boundary, 

she reflected on how sad it was that Fulton no longer attended services. 

Please help him believe in you again, Lord. 

In Diamond Town, several tourists were making their final purchases of Sinclair 

Island merchandise at the little shop in the embarkation area, prior to boarding 

the waiting ferry. 

On the other side of the café, locals were buying produce at Turnbull’s General 

Store while firemen were washing one of the station’s two big red engines next 

door. Emma thought how, a short time ago, one of those trucks was putting out 

the fire in Fulton’s barn. 

There were two free tables outside at The Coastal Café, and she sat down at the 

one with the best harbor view.  

The café had a liquor license and, being on foot, she could enjoy wine with her 

meal. She’d brought her laptop in case she felt like being productive, but right 

now she was enjoying the evening warmth. 

The waiter came over with a bowl of water for Bonnie and the dinner menu. She 

ordered a glass of Sauvignon blanc. 

Chloe’s Retreat was only other eating establishment on the island, but it was for 

fine dining.  The Coastal Café provided decent every day food and you could bring 

your dog. 

The waiter brought her glass of wine and she thanked him. 

He nodded. “Your party has arrived, ma’am.” 

Before she could say ‘what party?’ she saw Fulton standing by her table with a big 

grin on his face and Tiger at his side. “May I?” he asked, pulling out the other chair 

while the Boxer touched noses with Bonnie and helped himself to her water.  

Not waiting for her answer, he sat down and turned to the waiter. “I’ll have what 

she’s having, please.” He pointed to her glass. 

“Very good, sir. Would you like a menu?” 

“No, I’ll share madame’s.” 



 
 

The waiter left and Emma arched her eyebrows. “Hello, ‘my party.’” 

“Sorry, I couldn’t resist. After your remark I, too, saw the shame of sitting indoors 

on a beautiful evening like this. I hope you don’t mind?” 

Emma truthfully replied, “Not at all. Here’s the menu.” 

“What have you chosen?” 

“I can’t decide between the swordfish and the stuffed pork chop.” 

“I can recommend the swordfish, if that helps.” 

“Thank you. I didn’t think you ate out.” 

“I haven’t for a long time.” 

“So why now?” 

“Why not?” His green eyes seemed to smile. 

“Indeed,” Emma replied, with no idea what to talk about next. The only things 

that came to mind were topics Fulton didn’t want to discuss. 

The waiter brought the second glass of wine and they gave him their order – both 

having settled on the swordfish. 

Emma raised her glass. “To Prophecy finding a good home!” 

“Amen to that!” Fulton said, touching her glass with his. 

“This is a beautiful place,” Emma said, switching to a safe subject. 

“Yes. My grandparents used to bring me into town as a small kid. I loved getting a 

huge ice cream cone and standing over there, at the embarkation point, watching 

the ferry come and go and wondering what kind of world lay beyond this one.” 

“Then you found out.” 

“Yeah.” He took a sip of wine and seemed lost in thought. 

Respecting his need for silence, Emma indulged in people watching for a few 

moments. 



 
 

He put a hand on the table and turned his chair slightly sideways, facing the 

harbor. “How do you feel about boats?” 

“I don’t have any feelings about boats. Should I?’ 

Fulton laughed. “No, I suppose not. But you’ve been doing a lot for me recently 

and I’d like to return the favor by taking you out on my boat.” 

She shook her head. Of course, he had a boat. This was Fulton Sinclair who used 

to own the whole island. She looked out over the many vessels bobbing in their 

moorings and pointed at one. “Let me guess, it’s that massive one towering over 

all the others.” 

“I hate to disappoint you, but no.” 

Emma looked at him in mock surprise. “You don’t own the biggest boat in the 

harbor?” 

“Heck, no! Too much work and no fun. When we finish eating, I’ll show you.” 

“I’m intrigued,” she said. 

“Good.” Fulton clinked his glass against hers again. “Here’s to mysteries!” 

Baffled, she joined in the toast. 

Their food arrived and while they were eating, Fulton saw her laptop. “Were you 

expecting to work while you were here? Have I interrupted you?” 

“I brought it in case I felt inclined to do some writing, but that hasn’t happened so 

far.” 

“Excellent. What kind of writing do you do?” 

Emma told him. “That was as close as I thought I’d get to horses after I left Aiken.” 

“And then you met my little herd.” 

“Yes. Rather unexpected.” 

“It’s been the same for me.” He frowned slightly. “What I mean is, I didn’t think 

Prophecy would connect with another woman – or anyone – again.” He 

absentmindedly ran a hand over the angry line down the left side of his face. 



 
 

“Does it hurt?” she dared to ask. 

He looked confused then realized what he’d been doing. “Sometimes.” He 

glanced briefly at her, then gazed out over the water keeping the right side of his 

face towards her. 

Rather than ruin this amicable meal by asking how he’d got that wound, she 

inquired about the island’s history. There again she was on safe ground. 

He told her that the house she now lived in used to belong to his grandparents. 

“They built the one I’m in to keep my parents close by. That’s why there are only 

two houses out there.” 

Emma thought about this for a moment. “And now you’re renting your family’s 

barn back.” 

“Yes.” Fulton smiled. “I guess I am.” 

“Why are there two barns, when it was the same family?” 

“My grandparents wanted to keep the equestrian entities separate, so my father 

wouldn’t feel totally swamped by the Sinclairs.” He grinned. “And isn’t it a good 

thing they did, otherwise I’d have nowhere to put my horses?” 

Emma laughed. “Yes. But are you going to keep the others as lawn ornaments?” 

“After Prophecy goes, I planned to see if the boarding barn can use them for 

lesson horses.” 

With a small glimmer of hope, Emma noticed his use of the past tense. Was he 

changing his mind? 

But his attention was back on the boats. Wine glass in hand he’d once more 

turned his good side to her, which she guessed was a subconscious habit. 

He was equally attractive on both sides and Emma longed to convey that. But she 

didn’t know him nearly well enough and probably never would. Not now that he 

wanted to get rid of all his horses.  

Unless he was beginning to think differently about it?  

Tiger was getting restless and planted his big head on Fulton’s knee. 



 
 

His new owner chuckled. “My dog says it’s time to check out my not huge boat. 

We’ll get the check.” He seemed to realize he was taking over Emma’s evening 

and added, “If that’s O.K. with you?” 

“Like you care!” she couldn’t help answering, even as Bonnie took her cue from 

the Boxer and sat up expectantly. 

Fulton looked hurt. “At least give me credit for asking.” He caught the waiter’s eye 

and made a scribbling-on-paper motion with his hands. 

The man nodded and went into the café. 

“I’m paying for my own,” Emma stated. “Just in case you were going to take over 

my check as well as my private dinner time.” 

“I was going to ask you to pay for mine, too,” he replied. “Wasn’t I, Tiger?” The 

dog raised soulful eyes to his owner without moving his head from Fulton’s knee. 

The man’s face was deadpan and Emma didn’t know what to make of it. But she 

got out her credit card. “I’ll be glad to. It’ll come out of that rent you’re paying me 

for your grandparents’ barn.” 

“And you owe me for those groceries, don’t forget.” 

“You’re absolutely right – I haven’t yet paid you back for them.” Now she was 

getting annoyed. Hadn’t he said he didn’t expect her to pay him back? 

And hadn’t she saved his horses from a barn fire? But then, he’d picked her up 

from the side of the road at night and taken her to hospital. It was all becoming 

rather confusing and she was fast losing sympathy for the man regarding his scar. 

Fulton was leaning back in his chair, laughing. “Oh, Tiger, she’s taking me 

seriously.”  

Emma looked daggers at him, enormously tempted to say she understood why 

Annabelle had left him.  

But perhaps Fulton was only joking because he felt comfortable with her. Was 

that such a bad thing? 

He leaned across the table, a forlorn expression on his face and hands 

outstretched. “I’m sorry, I went a little too far, didn’t I?” 



 
 

She shook her head. “You’re a hard man to figure out, Fulton.” 

“Not really,” he replied softly. “Forgiven?” 

She gave an exaggerated pout. “Only because it’s my Christian duty.”  

“For no other reason?” 

“What other reason could there be?” she asked, not for the first time. 

“Maybe because you enjoy working with Prophecy?” He paused for a few 

seconds. “And with me?” His green eyes were serious. 

But she wasn’t falling for his games. “How do I know you’re not messing with me 

again?” 

He sat back and shrugged. “Fair question.” The waiter placed the check in front of 

him and Fulton laid his credit card on it without looking at the total. “I hope you’ll 

let me pay for you after my unchivalrous behavior?” 

“No, thank you.” She placed her card over his. “We’ll split this, otherwise you’ll 

bring it up at some inopportune moment.” 

“As you wish. But I hope you’ll still come and see my humble vessel?” 

Gazing out at the harbor, she bit her lower lip. This was the perfect opportunity to 

get even with him for teasing her. But she finally nodded, telling herself it was 

only because she wanted to see his boat. 

As the two of them rose from their seats with their dogs following suit, Fulton 

said, “I didn’t mean to upset you.” 

They were walking side by side along the pavement in the semi-darkness towards 

the ferry embarkation point and the docks. 

Emma sighed. “I suppose I shouldn’t be so sensitive. But you’re very convincing 

when you’re kidding.” 

“I need you to call me out when I go too far.” 

Emma shook her head and smiled. “Once Prophecy leaves the island, it won’t 

matter anymore what I think.” 

“What do you mean?” 



 
 

“You and I only need to get on until noon on 11th July so we can make sure she’s 

in the best shape to find a new home. After that you can go back to being a 

recluse.” 

“Is that what you want me to do?” 

“I know my working with her has impinged on your privacy, and I really appreciate 

your letting me do it. It’s been a lot of fun. But we have our lives to get back to 

once she goes.” 

Fulton stopped walking and faced her. “You haven’t answered my question. Is 

that what you want?” 

Emma thought about her disappointment when Fulton didn’t get back in time to 

observe her work with Prophecy the day Annabelle showed up, and how worried 

she was when he was late, the afternoon he fell asleep at his desk. 

She thought about how she wanted him to know that the blemish on his face 

didn’t change his attraction in her eyes; how sorry she was that Prophecy had 

physically hurt him and that Annabelle had scarred him on the inside. 

Always concerned she was being a nuisance, it never occurred to her that he 

might enjoy her company. 

“Once you no longer have the horse to work with, do you want me to go back to 

being your reclusive neighbor?” Fulton persisted. 

“No.” She swallowed. “No, I don’t. But I know you’re a loner and that you value 

your privacy.” 

He looked pleased with this answer and they walked on in silence, with Emma 

once again feeling that things were slipping out of her control.  

They came to the marina entrance, and Fulton typed a code into the keypad. The 

locking mechanism clicked and he pushed the metal gate open to let Emma and 

Bonnie pass through. 

“This way.”  

He and Tiger walked ahead and she followed him along the jetty. To their left, 

wooden piers stretched out into the water and boats of all shapes and sizes were 

moored along both sides. Emma began guessing again which one might be his. 



 
 

They passed large sail boats, their masts gently bobbing to and fro, rope lines 

tinkling in unison with the sounds of water slapping against their hulls. The 

occasional vessel was lit up in the semi-darkness and a man waved at Fulton from 

the back of a boat named Happily Adrift.  

“Hi, Mr. Sinclair!” 

“Good evening, Mike!” 

Emma noticed the formality from the one but not the other. 

Next came the yachts. Some of them were colossal and she pondered their 

owners’ need to show off. 

Farther down they arrived at more modest craft, with no masts and sails. Fulton 

stopped by a medium sized boat. “Here she is.” 

Emma was taken aback by this twenty-foot, old-fashioned vessel. With a 

varnished wooden cabin in front and open at the rear, it wasn’t anything like the 

flashy yacht she’d expected. She tried to hide her surprise. 

Fulton caught her expression. “I’m sorry to disillusion you – I told you she wasn’t 

massive.” 

Thankful for the fading light, Emma blushed deeply.  He’d completely 

misunderstood her.  “Are you kidding? She’s perfect! And I love the name.” She 

pointed to the big blue letters on the white stern: Liquid Capital. “Did you buy her 

while you were in New York?” 

Fulton laughed. “No, I never had time to sail in those days. I got her when I came 

back to the island and the name is to remind me why I left all that madness.”  

He jumped onto the boat, followed by Tiger.  

Bonnie immediately strained at her leash to join him and Emma laughed, 

releasing the dog so she could leap over the small gap between the dock and the 

boat’s stern. 

Fulton grinned. “She’s been here a ton of times.” He held out his hand. “Come 

aboard.”  



 
 

Emma had forgotten he’d taken care of Bonnie for two months. She took his hand 

and he steadied her as she stepped onto the slightly swaying deck.  

“They sure look at home here,” she said. Bonnie and Tiger were settling on the 

soft cushion over the long stern seat, heads up and alert. “But won’t they fall in?” 

“I’ve got life jackets for them as well as for us. They love coming out on the boat.”  

He nodded towards the little cabin. “Let me give you a quick tour, then I need to 

get you home.” 

The night was dark, save for the lit lamp posts along the dock and tiny bulbs 

twinkling on several of the craft. Emma was enchanted. Their ephemeral quality 

introduced her to a new wonderland. 

Fulton turned on the overhead light in the cabin. She stepped inside and he 

showed her the helm, the instruments and the padded passenger and pilot’s 

seats. The interior was wood paneled and lacquered like the exterior, and 

everything was neat and tidy. Fulton clearly took care of Liquid Capital. 

“It’s a beautiful boat,” she said. “And comfortable.” 

“Glad you think so.” 

Tiger and Bonnie had followed them in.  

“They’re expecting a treat,” Fulton explained, opening a little fridge and retrieving 

a plastic container. “May I?” He pulled out two healthy looking dog cookies. 

“Of course!” 

“Sit!” he told the two dogs, before giving them one each. 

“That helps them like being on board,” Emma commented. 

“It doesn’t hurt. Now that I know you’re O.K. with my humble vessel, let’s get you 

and Bonnie home.” 

Walking side by side with him and their two dogs seemed the most natural thing 

in the world and Emma savored the moment. 

 

 



 
 

Chapter Sixteen: Explanations 
Tuesday, 7th July – evening 

 
“Diamond Town looks charming any time of day,” Emma remarked, noticing how 

they walked in sync with each other. 

He nodded. “It was well thought out and it helps that no more building is allowed 

on the island.” 

“I like that. It’s as if nothing will ever change.” 

“Don’t you like change?” 

“Not when things are going well,” she replied. 

He glanced at her. “Would you say that things are going well now?” 

How should she respond? The real answer was ‘Yes!’ but knowing Fulton, he’d put 

her on the spot and ask her to explain why.  

“Don’t ruin the moment,” she said, arching an eyebrow. 

“Since you didn’t say ‘no,’ I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’” 

Emma smiled into the darkness, adopting Fulton’s technique of looking away 

when he didn’t want to respond to a question. 

They reached his truck and he let the dogs jump into the rear seats.  

Emma opened the front passenger door. 

“I’d have got that for you,” he said, climbing in next to her. 

“I know, and thank you.” She smiled. “I’m just not used to having things done for 

me.” 

He switched on the ignition. “You’re a loner like me.”  

“I’ve never thought of it that way, but you’re right. I do like being on my own.” 

“It’s a good way to be,” he replied. 

Did that mean he’d had enough of her company? 



 
 

The road out leading west out of Diamond Town was devoid of traffic, since they 

owned the only two houses on the farthest tip of the island. The route took them 

past St. Augustine’s church, prompting Emma to ask, “Did your family build that?” 

He nodded wordlessly. 

Lit up by the reflection of the pick-up’s powerful headlights, his face took on the 

stony expression she knew so well. 

If they carried on this way, their relationship would continue to be thoroughly 

superficial. Was that what he wanted? But if so, why had he just spent the entire 

evening with her? 

He was so hard to fathom! 

“Fulton, is there anything you’d like to ask about me?” 

He squinted at her briefly. “So you can weasel more personal information out of 

me?” 

“I was hoping we could trade a few details about each other.” She sighed. Now he 

was going to ask why she was so interested. 

But he said, “I guess that’s fair enough.” 

“Great! Go ahead, ask me anything you like.” 

Eyes firmly on the road, he posed the one question she wasn’t ready for. “Why 

are you still single? It doesn’t make any sense.” 

Emma laughed. 

“What’s so funny? You know what my situation is – it’s only fair that I know 

yours.” 

“I’m just impressed at how you’ve managed to use my request to return to the 

question you tried to get me to answer several days ago.” 

“I’m nothing if not consistent,” said Fulton. 

Emma had to stifle another laugh. ‘Consistent’ was the last word she’d use to 

describe him. But she didn’t want to hurt his feelings, and they had made a deal.  

“The answer is very simple: horses.” 



 
 

“By which I assume you mean horses were a sticking point for any guy you 

dated?” 

“Precisely. You’ve heard of ‘horse divorces,’ I presume?” 

“Yes, and after my experience with Annabelle I can relate.” 

Emma grimaced. “Yup. My job meant long hours and being on call whenever 

there was a barn emergency. I guess it must be the same for people when they 

date a medical doctor.” 

“Or a workaholic city guy.”  

She shook her head. “Our relationship histories sound rather similar, don’t they?” 

Fulton nodded.  

“At some point the other person puts out an ultimatum, and that’s the end.” She 

looked over at him. “I take it your New York relationships didn’t work out because 

of your job, and your relationship with Annabelle didn’t work out because of her 

horse obsession.” 

“It turned out to be more than that – it was also prestige and money – but yes, it 

completely put me off dating women who like horses.” 

“I don’t get it. She had plenty of prestige and money being with you!” 

“She definitely had some status on the island because of me, but I never 

discussed my financial situation and hoped it didn’t play a part in her feelings for 

me. Then Mr. Tellimar showed up on the island – and so did her true colors.” 

“I’m really sorry.” 

“Don’t be. As it turns out, it was the best thing to happen to me. Well, almost the 

best thing.” 

He stared into the darkness again and they were back to being silent. But it was a 

companionable silence. 

He pulled up to her house and let the truck idle. “Are you up for that boat ride, 

then?” 

“I’d love it. When were you thinking of going?” 



 
 

“It all depends on whether you want to work with Prophecy tomorrow, or give 

her a day off. Otherwise we can wait until she’s gone.” 

Emma’s inclination was to wait until the mare had left, but something told her 

that wasn’t the answer Fulton wanted. “I think a day off would do her good. One 

day’s not going to make a huge difference in her training.”  

Fulton would be her neighbor for a lot longer than Prophecy and she needed to 

stay on his good side. To that end he mustn’t think her horse crazy anymore. 

“And you said the dogs love it,” she added, for extra emphasis on the non-horse 

part. 

“Excellent. Shall I pick you and Bonnie up in the morning, say around 10?” 

“I’ll be ready!” she announced. “Anything in particular I should wear?” 

“A waterproof jacket and shoes with rubber soles that won’t slip on deck.” 

“Any food items?” 

“I’ll take care of that. This is my ‘thank you’ to you, don’t forget.” 

Hand on the door handle, Emma said, “Am I allowed to thank you for thanking me 

in this way?” 

“Only if it doesn’t go on all night.” 

She laughed and climbed out of the truck. 

Fulton also got out. He opened the back door and Bonnie jumped down.  

“Thanks for letting me join you this evening,” he said. “You were very gracious 

about it.” 

“It was a real hardship.” She grinned. “Good night!” 

  



 
 

Chapter Seventeen:  Breaking Fences 
Wednesday, 8th July – early morning 

 
That night Bonnie lay on the bed with her owner, who watched the dog’s furry 

limbs twitch and listened to her whimpers. Wouldn’t it be fun if the black 

Labrador could describe her dreams? 

Hand laid on the animal’s sleek back, Emma mulled over her remarkable evening 

with Fulton.   

Why had the reclusive man become so sociable all of a sudden? He’d said the 

boat ride was in gratitude for training Prophecy and for her assistance during the 

barn fire. But he obviously had the money to buy her a gift as a token of thanks – 

he didn’t have to spend time with her. 

He was an absolute enigma. One moment he was fine, then he’d be mad at her 

for something she said. Would he even remember their appointment for 

tomorrow? 

‘Appointment’ seemed the only word for their intended boat trip. It certainly 

wasn’t a date. 

Which was another reason for Emma’s amazement. Why didn’t he mind the 

townsfolk seeing them together in public today? That wasn’t the normal behavior 

of the Fulton Sinclair Janet had described. He must know it would start rumors 

and surely that’s what he wanted to avoid? 

After a fruitless hour trying to understand her neighbor’s erratic conduct, she fell 

asleep. 

 

Bonnie woke her up the next morning, barking to announce breakfast was 

overdue. 

As far as the black Labrador was concerned, every meal was overdue – food never 

came fast enough or soon enough in her opinion.  



 
 

Emma laughed “Alright, alright!” She sat on the edge of the bed and checked her 

alarm clock. It was earlier than usual – even for Bonnie – and she was about to get 

back under the covers when a disturbance outside caught her attention. 

Bonnie barked again, and her owner realized it wasn’t for food, it was to alert her 

to a problem in the paddock. The noise was intermittent and not loud – but 

Emma knew instinctively that something was badly wrong. 

Pulling on an old barn jacket and thrusting her feet into her paddock boots, she 

told Bonnie to stay inside and picked up a flashlight from the kitchen on her way 

out of the front door. 

Dawn was about to break behind Fulton’s house and it was still dark. The 

commotion had stopped and Emma stood still for a moment, waiting. 

The sound of struggling started up again and she trained her light towards it as 

she slowly approached, afraid of what she might find. 

The beam lit up the terrified left eye of a horse trapped by the fence: Prophecy 

was on her right side, front legs wrapped around the post and unable to 

disentangle herself. Her flanks were heaving and she was covered in sweat, and 

Emma could see the horse was exhausted. 

“Easy, girl, easy. We’ll get you out of here.” 

Prophecy looked at her with a pitiable eye and Emma wanted to cry. She well 

knew the dangers of a horse lying down for too long, and the mare didn’t look as 

if she had sufficient energy to get up even if she did break free. 

How long had she been here? Thank Goodness for Bonnie, otherwise Emma 

would not have discovered the mare in time. 

But was she in time to save her? 

The horse needed calming down so she could be helped, but there was no vet on 

the island. Did Fulton have any tranquillizer? 

One thing she knew for sure: she wasn’t strong enough to help the animal on her 

own. Not for the first time wishing she had Fulton’s phone number, she ran to his 

house, past his startled geldings. 



 
 

Pounding her fists on his front door, she yelled, “Fulton! Get up! This is an 

emergency!” 

A window opened and Fulton’s head peered out. “Emma? What is it?” 

“Prophecy’s stuck in the fence and I need help getting her out! Please hurry!” 

“O.K.! I’m coming.” The head went back inside and three minutes later Fulton 

came out of the house in a crumpled T-shirt crammed into blue jeans. “Where is 

she?” 

“Over by my house. We’re going to need some ropes. Do you have any in your 

truck?” 

Blinking the sleep from his eyes and looking groggy, he strode over and opened 

the back door of the cab. “I think I’ve got something here that might do.” He 

rummaged around under the seat and found a tow rope. “How about this?” 

“Perfect!” Emma cried. “You don’t happen to have any horse tranquillizer, do 

you? Banamine, maybe?” 

“Nope, I’m afraid not.” 

“Then we’ll have to act fast. Follow me!” 

The two of them ran across the field, with Emma lighting the way. The geldings 

kept their distance, as if aware that their presence would only complicate the 

rescue operation. 

When Fulton and Emma reached Prophecy, the horse was lying still.  

“Oh, God, no!” Emma cried. “Fulton, I know you don’t like her, but we’ve got to 

save her!” 

He laid a firm hand on her shoulder. “Tell me what I need to do, Emma, and I’ll 

help any way I can.” 

The mare’s back was to them and in the soft rays of the rising sun they could see 

the shallow rise and fall of her breaths. Her hind legs were scuffed up and 

bleeding behind the fetlocks, where she’d tried to gain leverage by pushing 

against the other post. 



 
 

Trying to stay calm, Emma explained, “We have to pull her away from the fencing, 

and that means somehow getting her front legs clear.” 

Fulton stood for a moment, assessing the situation. 

“She doesn’t have much time.” Emma struggled to keep tears from coming. 

“I know, I’m figuring out the best way to do this.” He frowned. “We need to take 

away the rail above her legs. Then she may be able to break free by herself, but if 

not, we can roll her over using the ropes.” 

“That’s a brilliant idea! But how are we going to do that without getting kicked?” 

Fulton pointed gingerly to the left side of his face and shrugged his shoulders. “It 

wouldn’t be the first time.” 

“Then let’s make sure there’s not second time,” she said. “I’m going to pull that 

plank away, not you.” 

“I appreciate the sentiment, but that’s not going to happen.” He was already 

slipping out of the paddock between the rails at a safe distance from the mare 

and walking to the post where her legs were caught. 

“Oh, no you don’t!” she cried, following his cue. “If we have to get scars together, 

then so be it.” 

Prophecy had regained strength. She began to thrash around and they jumped 

back to avoid her hooves. 

Fulton laughed. “You are one ornery woman when you want to be! She’s my 

horse and my responsibility.” He started pulling on the lowest fence board by her 

front legs to loosen it. 

Emma joined him. “She’s on my land and I’m her handler. Therefore, I’m also 

responsible for her.” 

But their work was heavily impeded by Prophecy’s intermittent and dangerous 

struggling. They were getting nowhere and the horse was getting weaker. 

Fulton sighed. “I need a crowbar. Will you be O.K. here while I fetch one?” 

“Yes.” 



 
 

“Talk to her – she trusts you.  And don’t get too close!” he said over his shoulder, 

running across the paddocks to his truck. 

Emma climbed back into the paddock and sat down behind Prophecy’s pretty 

black head, away from her hooves. It was plain to see the mare was giving up 

hope. 

Her trainer stroked the white star on her forehead. “Sweetheart, if you can just 

hang in there for a little while longer, we’re going to set you free. I promise you.” 

The horse looked up at her with the one eye that wasn’t facing the ground and 

seemed to be asking the question ‘Why?’. 

Emma understood. Why should Prophecy fight anymore? Nobody wanted her. 

She was off to auction in three days, to who knew what awful fate? Why should 

she push herself to the limits of her strength so she could lead a miserable life? 

What was the point? 

The mare closed her eye and her breathing stopped. 

“No, Prophecy, no!” Emma screamed, throwing herself on the mare’s neck and 

sobbing into her soft black coat. In that moment Emma realized just how much 

the little horse meant to her, how badly she’d been hoping Fulton would change 

his mind about sending her away and how much she longed to buy her. 

And now the mare was gone and nothing mattered anymore. 

“Emma!” Fulton was shaking her shoulders. “Get up! She’s thrashing her legs 

again.” 

Hastily wiping her eyes, Emma stood up quickly. Prophecy wasn’t dead!  

“Good girl! Please stop throwing your legs around, otherwise we can’t help you.” 

She squatted down by the sad face and stroked the mare’s cheek. “Sweetheart, 

please lie still. Conserve your energy. It’ll all be over soon.” 

“Emma,” Fulton said from the other side of the fence, “you’re doing a great job of 

calming her. Stay there and keep doing whatever you’re doing. I’ve got this.” 

“Are you sure?” 



 
 

“Yes.” Leaning down, he placed the crowbar between the lowest rail and the post, 

and put all his might into forcing the pieces of wood to separate. 

“Prophecy, listen to me.” Emma’s voice was urgent. “You’ve already hurt Fulton 

badly. I’m sure you felt you had your reasons, but I’m begging you, please don’t 

harm him again.” She caressed the black horse under her eye, and the animal’s 

body relaxed. “Thank you, sweetheart. You’re both very precious to me and I 

don’t want to lose either of you.” 

There was a loud crack and the sound of splintering wood.  

“Got it!” Fulton cried. 

Emma looked up to see him pulling out the plank, leaving a big gap above 

Prophecy’s forelegs.  

“Well done!” 

“O.K. let’s see if she can get up by herself.” He came into the paddock – again 

giving the horse’s hooves a wide berth – and stood by Emma. “How do you want 

to do this?” 

Still hunched over the mare, she tapped her on the neck. “See if you can get 

loose, now.” 

There was no reaction, so she tapped her harder. “C’mon, Prophecy! Get up!” 

Fulton clapped his hands for good measure. Startled, the animal floundered about 

with her front legs. 

“That’s a girl!” Emma encouraged. “You can do it!” 

But the horse’s hooves remained firmly stuck around the fence post and no 

amount of flailing helped. 

“We’ll have to tie her front legs together,” Fulton said, “then bend them and lift 

them over to the other side of the post through the space I just made.” 

Emma was discouraged. They’d achieved this much without getting hurt, and 

after all that they were still going to have to deal with those front hooves. She 

was terrified Fulton would get injured. 

“Don’t look so down!” he was saying.  “We’re almost there.” 



 
 

The tow rope was lying outside the paddock and he picked it up. “O.K. Emma, 

work your magic on her again!”  

He sounded ridiculously upbeat, but she knew he recognized the dangers.  

She knelt by Prophecy’s head again and stroked the horse’s face and neck. “I need 

you to let Fulton handle your front legs - just this one time. Would you do that for 

me?” 

Emma knew it was absurd to think the horse understood what she was saying or 

even that she’d oblige if she did. But for whatever reason, the mare became still. 

Fulton swiftly bound her front legs together above her fetlocks. “Done. I’ve used a 

quick release knot but let’s hope she doesn’t argue with me.” 

“Please be careful!”  

He grinned. “Why, Emma Campbell, do I detect a note of concern about me?” 

“Don’t be annoying. This isn’t the time or place.” 

His face turned serious again. “Here goes nothing.”  

Emma talked soothingly to Prophecy while Fulton slowly raised the mare’s 

pasterns off the ground and bent her knees so he could push her legs through the 

enlarged gap in the fence.  

He clambered through the space into the paddock and laid her legs on the 

ground. Then he unloosened the ropes. 

But Prophecy remained still, barely breathing. 

Emma looked up at Fulton. “She’s spent too long lying on one side. I don’t think 

she’s going to make it.”  

“Rubbish! We’ll pull her over to the other side.” He deftly reattached the ropes. 

“Now help me turn her over.” 

With Fulton holding her forelimbs and Emma pulling on the rope, they swung the 

mare’s forelegs over her body. As she rolled onto her left side, she woke up, 

aware that her front legs were bound. 

“Stand back!” Fulton yelled. “She’s going to get up!” 



 
 

But Emma clung onto the rope until Fulton took it from her. Then she sat on 

Prophecy’s neck to prevent her from getting back up while Fulton tugged on the 

quick release knot and threw the rope out of the way of the mare’s legs.  

He put his arms around Emma’s waist and dragged her off the horse to safety just 

as Prophecy thrust her forelegs out in front.  

With a series of grunts, she raised herself to her feet and shook the dirt off her 

body. 

Her head hung low and her breath was uneven in a body lathered with white 

foam. She’d suffered a bad shock in addition to the physical trauma and was 

beginning to shake. 

“I’m going to fetch a blanket,” said Emma. “Do you mind waiting with her?” 

“Sure thing.” 

Emma dashed into the house and grabbed a bunch of large towels instead. She 

came back and covered the horse with a few to absorb the sweat while keeping 

her warm. She would change them out when they became saturated. 

“We’re not out of the woods, yet,” she said. “She could have massive internal 

damage.” 

“If I know that mare, she’ll have nothing of the sort,” Fulton said wryly. “She’s 

going to outlive all of us.” 

She laughed. “Are you sorry now that you saved her?” 

“Hey, it was a joint effort. You’re as much to blame for her still being alive as I 

am.” 

“Well, I’m very glad she is. And don’t tell me you aren’t, because I know 

differently.” 

“Only because I’m still hoping to make some money off her.” 

Emma saw her chance. “I don’t suppose you’d be willing to make money off me 

for her?” 

The question was out, for better or for worse.  



 
 

Fulton’s face wore an expression she couldn’t decipher. 

To fill the sudden awkwardness, she joked, “Of course, she’s worth less now with 

all those injuries around her back pasterns. But then, I doubt whether she’d be in 

a fit state to travel on 11th July anyway.” 

  



 
 

Chapter Eighteen: Fallout 
Wednesday, 8th July – morning 

 
Fulton now looked at Prophecy. His eyes were angry and he was frowning deeply. 

Emma felt increasingly uncomfortable. 

“Listen,” she said, “I’m really sorry. I take that back. I know you want to get rid of 

her and I did promise I wouldn’t try to dissuade you from putting her on that 

ferry.  Please unwind our conversation back to before I said the wrong thing.” 

He glanced at her. “What?”  

Had he heard what she’d just said?  

“I said, I’m sorry. I’ll clean up her wounds and try to get them healed before 

Saturday.” 

“Thank you,” he said absentmindedly. “I need to feed the other horses.” He gave 

a cursory wave and walked over to the barn. 

She’d done it again – upset him. Well, it couldn’t be helped. At some point she’d 

intended to ask him if she could buy Prophecy, so it may as well be now as later 

for all the difference it would make. 

Presumably their boat ride was off the table. In any case, she needed to keep an 

eye on Prophecy to make sure she really wasn’t the worse for her ordeal. 

The events of this morning had worn her out – physically and emotionally – and 

she just wanted to crawl back into bed with Bonnie.  

Was she ever going to stay on her neighbor’s good side? 

She couldn’t worry about that. Right now, she needed to tend to Prophecy. 

The problem was, it meant going into the barn with Fulton. So be it. 

The horse had perked up and was now grazing. Relieved, Emma switched the 

damp towels on her back for dry ones. “C’mon, girl! We need to take a look at 

your back legs.” She headed towards the stables and hoped the mare would 

follow. 



 
 

Fulton was putting morning feeds together. Hearing the familiar sounds, Prophecy 

wandered in behind her handler and into her stall. Emma closed the door and 

went to fetch the first aid kit, skirting around her neighbor and not making eye 

contact. 

“Here,” Fulton said, and handed her Prophecy’s feed. 

She took it from him but left it outside the mare’s stall. They should wait at least 

an hour to make sure Prophecy was truly unharmed and could safely eat hard 

feed. 

The little horse was eating her hay when Emma brought in a bucket of warm 

water, clean sponge and cotton wool squares with the first aid kit. The forage was 

less work on her stomach and would hopefully keep her occupied while her 

wounds were being tended. 

Careful to stand slightly away from her back legs, Emma sat on her heels, and wet 

the sponge to gently wash away the dust and grime from each injury. 

“These aren’t as bad as I thought,” she told the horse. “We may get you fixed up 

in time for your trip after all.” 

Emma dried the cuts with the cotton wool, then squirted iodine onto yet more 

cotton wool squares and dabbed the wounds thoroughly with the dark brown 

liquid. 

Prophecy flinched a little when Emma came to the left hoof and she jerked it 

away from her handler. 

“Careful,” Fulton said. 

How long had he been standing there? 

“I will be.” She stroked the left leg from the hock down. “Easy, girl, this next bit 

won’t hurt, I promise.” She took a tube of triple antibiotic from her pocket and 

removed the top. Squeezing some onto her right index finger, she smeared it over 

the raw area above the hoof. 

“Don’t you believe her, Prophecy. Emma doesn’t keep her promises.” 

“I said I was sorry!” She didn’t look up at him. “Can’t you see I’m trying to sort her 

out?” She got up and moved round to the other hoof. 



 
 

“Is that for my sake or the horse’s?”  

“Does it really matter?” she snapped. 

“It matters a great deal.” 

She stood up and glared at him. “Look, I don’t understand why we’re arguing. I 

clearly can never do anything right as far as you’re concerned, so I hereby give up 

trying.” She arched her eyebrows. “Happy?” She picked up the bucket and other 

paraphernalia. “Now if you don’t mind, I have a dog to let out and a life to lead.” 

She stood by the stall door. “Could you please let me out?” 

He opened it without comment. 

She brushed past him and hastily put the items away.  

“Wait an hour before feeding Prophecy her breakfast,” she said. “Good bye and 

good luck.” 

She threw her chin in the air and walked out of the barn, back to her house. 

  



 
 

Chapter Nineteen: Wandering and Wondering 
Wednesday, 8th July – late morning. 

 
Emma wanted to cry and it annoyed her.  

Fulton was being a jerk because she’d gone against her word and he had every 

right to be mad with her. 

Yet she couldn’t understand why he was so set on the distinction between her 

helping Prophecy for the mare’s benefit or for his sake. What difference did it 

make, as long as the horse was gone by Saturday? 

And why was he refusing to accept her apology? Looking back on their short 

relationship, she detected a steady pattern of upsetting each other, then feeling 

bad about it and saying they were sorry. 

Up till now, both she and Fulton had been quick to forgive. But not today. He was 

seriously offended by her breaking her promise, even though she’d tried to prove 

she was going to stick to it by cleaning up Prophecy’s cuts. 

They’d gone through so much to save that mare and it should have cemented 

their friendship. It would have, if Emma hadn’t been so stupid. 

If only she could go back to yesterday evening when they were relaxed in each 

other’s company! 

And she’d been looking forward to their boat trip.  

The thought made her look at her watch. In thirty minutes, Fulton should have 

been knocking on her door, ready to drive her and Bonnie into Diamond Town for 

a day’s sailing round the island together. Not anymore.  

She sat on the sofa and covered her face with her hands. The tears refused to stay 

in any longer. Bonnie jumped up and pushed a bulbous wet nose through her 

owner’s salt-drenched fingers. 

Emma put an arm around the big black body. “Oh, Bonnie, you’re the one good 

thing I’ve got in this world! Thank goodness for you.” 

Who could fail to appreciate the value of a loving dog in moments like this? 



 
 

But it wouldn’t do; moping around wasn’t going to fix anything. What she needed 

was action, movement. 

“Bonnie, we’re going for a very long walk.” She went to change into walking 

clothes. 

The weather was beautiful and perfectly suited to soothing distressed spirits. 

Stepping out of her house with Bonnie off leash at her side, she set out for the 

southern tip of the island, to the right and away from Fulton’s place. 

The two of them soon passed Sinclair Stables, and Emma thought again of how 

she could hire a horse from them after Prophecy left.  

Was she even going to work with the mare again? She’d just said goodbye to 

Fulton and he already didn’t believe she meant anything she said. It hurt to realize 

she couldn’t go back; she’d burned her bridges as far as that horse was 

concerned. 

Shaking her head sadly, she walked by Sinclair Animal Rescue and remembered 

her thought about volunteering here. The rewards were so immediate when you 

took a cooped-up dog for a walk.  

Look at how Bonnie had blossomed. Thanks to that diet Fulton put her on, the 

black Labrador was no longer chubby and lazy, but slender and fit. The dog she 

met in the kennel could never have come on a twelve-mile hike. 

It would take them roughly four hours to complete their round trip. That meant 

they would be in Diamond Town around one o’clock, in time to buy a sandwich at 

the store for lunch in the town square, followed by a leisurely hour’s walk home. 

That would fill in the time when she and Fulton should have been out on his boat. 

There she was, thinking about him again. The whole point of this trek was to put 

him out of her mind, but as with any deliberate attempt not to think about a 

particular thing, the more she tried, the more she thought about him. 

O.K., she told herself, I’ll think about him on purpose and get him out of my head 

that way. Let’s see if I can figure out his weird behavior. 

 



 
 

It all began and ended with Prophecy as far as she could determine. Well, her and 

Annabelle. 

Actually, when she came to think of it, it all began and ended with Annabelle.  

He’d clearly been very smitten with her and Emma could understand how that 

might be, because Annabelle could put on a very charming act when she wanted 

to. Hadn’t she managed just that at Pinpoint Stables? 

Everyone liked her, because she was outgoing, confident, very pretty and a good 

rider. The self-centered, attention-seeking person was only obvious when she was 

thwarted.  

But Annabelle wasn’t often thwarted because she was good at getting what she 

wanted. 

She got what she wanted out of Fulton, when he agreed to buy Prophecy. She 

was dating the handsome man whose family had once owned the island, which 

meant he must be loaded. 

But when she wanted him to leave the island for her, and he wouldn’t do it, she 

lost interest. Had she also lost interest when Prophecy scarred him for life? 

It was easy to understand why Fulton hated Prophecy and wanted her gone. The 

mare represented deep wounds in his life. 

Emma pondered that thought: Prophecy represented deep wounds. 

So why had Fulton helped Emma save the mare this morning? It didn’t make 

sense - he hated the horse. All his troubles would have been over if Prophecy had 

died.  

Once again, she mulled over his question about whether she was helping the 

mare for the animal’s sake or for his. 

And the only answer that made sense of everything was the one she found 

impossible to believe.  

She needed to talk to Fulton, but there was Someone Else she must converse with 

first.  



 
 

Chapter Twenty: St. Augustine 
Wednesday, 8th July – early afternoon 

 
Emma reached Diamond Town shortly after one o’clock. Bonnie was panting and 

her owner guessed she was as thirsty as herself.  

She tied the dog’s leash around a lamp post outside the Turnbull General Store 

and rushed inside to buy two bottles of water, a cheap plastic bowl and a chicken 

sandwich.  

The black Labrador was waiting patiently for her when she came back out and 

Emma poured the contents of one bottle into the bowl. The dog lapped it dry. 

“You poor thing! Here, have some of mine.” 

Emma poured a little water from the second bottle but Bonnie stopped drinking 

after a few polite sips, leaving the rest for her owner. 

“Let’s have a short rest by the docks, then we’ll get going again.” 

With Bonnie lying flat out next to her, she sat under the shade of a massive 

palmetto, on a wooden bench along the boardwalk leading to the moored boats. 

She ate her sandwich and could see Liquid Capital, but the sight didn’t upset her 

anymore, thanks to her new perspective on things. 

Her food finished and the water bottle emptied, she threw the plastic container 

into a trash can next to her seat. Then she headed towards home with Bonnie. 

Her first destination was St. Augustine’s chapel on the outskirts of town, which 

they reached in ten minutes. 

Unsure whether the building would be open, she approached the oaken door, 

hoping it was alright to bring a dog inside. 

The black iron latch moved easily and she pushed the heavy structure open. 

“Bonnie,” she whispered to the dog, “you’ve got to be very quiet in here, O.K.? I 

don’t want to get into trouble.” 



 
 

The dog raised her soft eyes to Emma’s in what her owner hoped was agreement. 

She closed the door behind them and walked up the aisle with Bonnie padding 

beside her. 

It was a beautiful chapel with walls of layered granite and small stained-glass 

windows, each depicting one of the eleven Apostles and what she took to be St. 

Augustine. The effect was medieval and the atmosphere reverent.  

The main part of the building was dark. One light shone at the far end, over a 

large crucifix hanging behind the altar. During services the whole place was lit, 

and looked very different.  

Emma’s eyes took a while to adjust to the shadowy interior as she approached 

the altar with her dog, walking down the aisle between twenty rows of polished 

wooden pews, heading for her usual Sunday seat, the third one on the left. 

She bowed to the crucifix and slid into the pew, telling Bonnie to sit by her in the 

aisle. Pulling down the kneeler, she got down on her knees.  

But a movement to her right made her glance across the aisle. At the far end of 

the third pew on the other side a lone figure knelt in deep prayer. 

Emma was annoyed. She’d wanted to be by herself and suddenly worried it was a 

parishioner who’d complain to the pastor about her bringing a dog into church. 

Then she thought, Maybe he’s an unsavory character? Then I’m glad I brought 

Bonnie with me. 

But straining her eyes in the semi-darkness she recognized Fulton. 

This was awkward! 

She hadn’t seen his truck outside, otherwise she’d have known not to come in. 

Why was he here? He didn’t believe in God anymore. 

Well, it couldn’t be changed. She’d come here to pray, and pray she would. 

But Fulton had seen her. He rose and walked towards her along the pew and sat 

down across the aisle from her. Delighted, Bonnie stood up to greet him, tail 

wagging. There was no ignoring him now. 

“At least someone’s glad to see me,” he commented, stroking the dog’s head. He 

looked at Emma and waved around the chapel. “See what you’ve made me do?” 



 
 

Emma sat down. “I don’t understand. I thought you didn’t believe in God 

anymore?” 

“It’s more a case of Him not believing in me anymore.” Fulton pointed at the 

crucifix. 

“Why wouldn’t He?” 

“I’m beginning to think it’s because I make such a mess of the opportunities He 

gives me.” 

“You mean Annabelle?” 

He looked sharply at her. “No, I don’t mean Annabelle.” 

Emma sighed. “All I seem to do is make you angry.  I came here to ask God to help 

me understand how to make things right.” Summoning courage, she said, “Fulton, 

He really wants you to come back to Him.”  

Braced for another irate outburst, she was taken aback by his reply. 

“I know.” His expression softened. “That’s why He brought you to the island.” 

Emma’s joy at this mingled with bewilderment. “I don’t understand.” 

He smiled. “I’m not surprised. My behavior has been pretty unpredictable.” 

She nodded vigorously. 

“I’m sorry about that.” He inhaled deeply with his eyes on the large cross. “Let me 

start at the beginning. When I found out you intended to move into my 

grandparents’ old property and that you weren’t going to use the barn, I really 

wanted you to have it. I was about to get rid of all my horses, and didn’t want the 

person next door bringing in yet more of them. After Annabelle, I was completely 

done with equines.” 

“So, you ran the dogs on my property to scare buyers off?” 

He glanced at her. “Yes.”  

Bonnie got up. She flopped down next to him and he bent to stroke her. “Then 

you began to show an interest in Prophecy. It took me a while, but I finally 



 
 

decided it was fine to let you work with her, if you could make her more saleable 

– ” he gave her a sideways look “ – and as long as you didn’t get hurt.” 

He leaned back in his seat and focused on the red hymnals nestling in the wooden 

pocket in front of him. “Then we started spending time together every day. 

Originally, I came to ensure your safety, but then I found myself looking forward 

to those sessions.” He paused. “I began to hope you felt the same way – and that 

after Prophecy was gone, other interests would keep us meeting regularly.” 

“Such as sailing?” Emma volunteered. 

He nodded. “Then this morning happened.” His expression turned bitter. “I 

stupidly thought that saving her would bring us closer.”  His nails were pressing 

into his knees. “Until you asked about buying her from me.” 

“Oh, Fulton!” Emma blurted out. 

He shrugged his shoulders, eyes fixed on his fists. “It was clear that Prophecy was 

the only reason you were spending time with me. I’d already been down that road 

with Annabelle.” His mouth was an angry thin line and he glared at the altar. “I’m 

here because I’m mad at God. I want Him to explain why He keeps doing this to 

me. I thought He was giving me a second chance, but it seems to have been some 

kind of cosmic joke.” 

“Perhaps He is giving you that second chance.” 

Fulton’s eyes remained fixed on the altar, but his expression was a little less sour. 

“Do you think so?” 

“Yes. Annabelle has made you think women are only interested in you for what 

you can give them. She’s made you acutely sensitive to anything that appears to 

support that, so you react negatively any time it looks like you’re right.” 

He shrugged again. “Are you telling me I’m wrong?” 

Emma was forced to admit that her past behavior strongly suggested he was 

correct. She’d helped him save his horses in that fire, not for his sake, but for the 

sake of the trapped animals. She’d offered to train Prophecy for the sake of the 

horse, not to help Fulton. And now she’d gone back on her promise not to try and 



 
 

stop him from selling her. With no regard for his feelings, she’d asked if she could 

buy the mare he hated so much. 

Everything pointed to his being entirely right in his assumptions. No wonder he 

was so mad. And bitter. 

Yet why had their recent falling out upset her so much? She’d come to St. 

Augustine’s Chapel not to ask God how to get Fulton to agree to let her have the 

horse, but to figure out how to mend her broken relationship with him. 

His friendship was enormously important to her. Exactly how important hadn’t 

been obvious until this latest tiff.  

But after everything she’d done to prove Fulton right in his suspicions about the 

women who came into his life, how could she regain his trust? 

“See,” he said, “you know I’m right.” 

Oh, Lord, give me the right words! 

“I can see why you think so, and I’m only taking a while to answer you because 

I’m closely examining my motives.” Emma paused. 

Fulton’s green eyes narrowed. “Go on.” 

“This is hard for me, Fulton.” She reddened.  “I’m not used to opening up about – 

well, about anything personal.” 

“Do you think I’m finding this easy?” His voice had an edge. 

Emma laughed nervously. “You’re right. Why should I be let off the hook?” 

“Why indeed?” 

She took a deep breath. “I think we’ve been at cross purposes.”  

“Meaning?” 

She blushed. “I’d been told you were a confirmed loner. Then your barn burned 

down and you had to ask if you could use mine. That brought you into my space 

and I knew it wouldn’t sit well with you, so I told myself to leave you in peace.” 

“I’ll give you that. I was annoyed in the beginning.”  



 
 

“Then I was right about that, at least.” 

Fulton was grinning. “Yeah, you were.” 

“But you were so mad with Prophecy that I couldn’t help wondering why – and 

worrying about her future.” 

“Even though you’d sworn off horses?” 

Emma couldn’t resist a smile. “Even though I had supposedly sworn off horses. 

Then you suddenly decided to let me work with her and, yes, it was for her sake in 

the beginning.” 

“And then?” 

“I started working with her and you came to watch out for my safety. I didn’t 

realize how much I looked forward to having you there until that day when you 

fell asleep and didn’t show up.” 

Fulton’s face registered surprise. “I thought you were upset because it meant you 

couldn’t work with Prophecy that day.” 

“Yes – ” 

“Oh.” He sounded deflated. 

“ – but I was wrong.” Emma looked at him shyly. “I realized that I missed seeing 

you.” 

Fulton’s eyes refocused on the cross hanging above the altar, but she could see a 

new warmth suffusing his face. 

Encouraged, she continued. “Those daily sessions with you had become a lot 

more than working with Prophecy. But I didn’t imagine it was the same for you.” 

He was smiling at her again.  “We really have misunderstood each other, haven’t 

we?”  

“Looks like it. I won’t pretend that Prophecy hasn’t become very dear to me. But 

what bothers me is that you and I will no longer have those daily interactions 

once she leaves the island.” 



 
 

Emma stopped for a moment, feeling the strain of sharing her innermost feelings, 

and Fulton allowed her this pause. 

“Remember, you’re a loner,” she continued, “and you were only there to ensure 

my safety. After Prophecy left the island, you and I would have no reason to 

spend time together.” 

Fulton’s expression was soft and he was nodding.  

Then it turned bitter again. “But why did you ask me if you could buy her, 

especially when you knew what she’d done to me and why I hated her? If she 

became your horse, I’d have no more involvement with either of you. It doesn’t 

add up.” 

Emma was struck by the truth of this. 

“Gotcha!” he cried. 

He thought she was lying!  

“But we’d just saved her, together!” she cried. 

“And you thought – what exactly?”  

Emma could feel his eyes boring into her. She was really messing this 

conversation up, just as they were coming to an understanding. She looked at him 

helplessly. “Maybe I thought I could get you to ride again and we could go out on 

the trails together with the dogs, or – I don’t know,” she stammered, “I guess I 

was just looking for ways for us to be together.” 

He arched his eyebrows. “You guess?” 

“Alright, fine!” Emma snapped. “I know that’s what I was doing. I want to spend 

more time with you. Happy? A lot more time.” She paused briefly. “Except for 

when you’re being such a bad-tempered jerk.” 

Fulton burst out laughing. “Doesn’t sound to me at all as if you want to spend a 

lot more time with me!” 

Emma folded her arms defiantly, eyes flashing. “As difficult as you can be, I’m not 

so sure anymore, either.” 

“Suppose I try not to be such a bad-tempered jerk. Will that help?” 



 
 

“I need to be convinced you mean that.” She wasn’t going to be taken in that 

easily. 

“It’ll come naturally to me, now that I know you’re close to caring as much about 

me as I do for you.” 

She looked at him, disbelieving. 

He laughed again but more gently this time. “Scout’s honor!” He bent down to 

caress Bonnie. “You’re my witness,” he told the dog. 

“And I’ll carry on training Prophecy,” she said, “but only if you want me to, until 

she leaves.” 

Fulton nodded gravely. “Deal. Now let me take you home so we can get ready for 

a sunset boat trip. That is, if you’re interested?” 

“I’d love that! But before we go, can we say a prayer to thank God for –  ” She 

wasn’t sure how to put it. 

“Us?” Fulton said helpfully. 

Emma nodded and they knelt down. 

  



 
 

Chapter Twenty-One: All Aboard 
Wednesday, 8th July, evening 

 
They exited the chapel and walked over to Fulton’s pick-up on the other side of 

the building, where Emma couldn’t have seen it. 

She hoisted Bonnie onto the back seat. Just as she was about to open the 

passenger door, he walked over with confident strides and grabbed the handle 

before she could. 

“Allow me.” 

“You don’t have to do that, Fulton.” 

“I know. But consider it a small token of apology.” 

She climbed in. “I’d rather not.” 

“Why?” He looked puzzled. 

“Because I’m at fault, too, and I don’t know how to make it up to you – other than 

opening your truck door for you. But that won’t work if you’ve just done it for me, 

unless I climb back out.” 

He chuckled and went around to the driver’s side. “I think my guilt is the greater – 

or at least, my behavior has been the worse.” 

“You’re being generous.” 

“Thank you. But I mean that sincerely.” 

He started the engine and they drove home in companionable silence. 

 

By 6 p.m. that evening, wearing bright orange canine life jackets, Bonnie and Tiger 

sat aboard Liquid Capital with their owners. Emma and Fulton had bought 

provisions at the Turnbull General Store, which they packed away in the little 

fridge for later consumption. 

The temperature was pleasantly warm and Emma sat next to the dogs in the 

stern, observing Fulton untie the ropes mooring the boat. Free from anxiety about 



 
 

whether or not he was angry with her, and daring to believe he really did care for 

her, she quietly admired his lithe, strong physique as he moved about the vessel. 

He gave her a broad smile and stepped into the little cabin up to the helm to start 

the motor. 

“Everyone still inside the boat?” he asked. 

“Yup,” Emma replied. Next to her the alert dogs were sitting on the cushioned 

seats, sniffing the salty air and watching the goings-on in the harbor around them. 

“Good, then let’s get going.” 

Fulton steered the little craft out of her slip and the motor put-putted gently away 

from the protection of the harbor.  

He motioned to Emma. “Come in here with me.” 

She moved to his side and he smiled broadly. “Permission to put my arm around 

you?” 

“Only if I have permission to snuggle into your shoulder.”  

“Granted.” 

They stood together, bodies swaying in unison with the rolling of the little boat as 

it dipped and bobbed its way through the small waves. 

“We’ll go out a little farther, then I’ll weigh anchor so we can enjoy the sunset and 

eat our meal.” 

“Sounds perfect.” 

“Yes, it does, doesn’t it?” 

As he smiled down at her, she thought life could never again be as good as it was 

now. 

Ten minutes later Fulton turned the boat around so the starboard side was facing 

the east, and threw out the anchor. It caught quickly and secured the vessel. 

They were in the intercoastal waterway, protected from the rougher Atlantic 

Ocean. The boat rocked gently, enough for Emma to feel she was at sea, but not 

so much that she couldn’t keep her balance. 



 
 

Together she and Fulton prepared a modest salad for dinner, and a healthy 

evening meal for their dogs. Fulton placed the central leg of a portable table into 

a hole in the deck by the stern seats and Emma laid out mats and silverware, 

together with plastic wine glasses. 

The dogs were given their food in rubber-based bowls, and the two humans sat 

down to eat theirs. 

Fulton poured them each a glass of Sauvignon blanc, then raised his plastic glass. 

“Here’s to no more misunderstandings!” 

Emma laughed. “Amen to that!” 

But he didn’t begin eating. Instead, he paused then put down his glass.  

She could feel a question hovering, a question that he wasn’t able – or willing – to 

articulate. “What is it?” 

His jaw was working and he still couldn’t bring himself to say anything. 

On impulse, she drew her hand across the crude round table and touched his. 

“What is it?” she asked again, gently. 

He let her fingers rest on his without moving. His eyes looked pained and she so 

wished she could remove whatever was hurting him! 

“I know this sounds stupid – and vain,” he said slowly, “but does my scar bother 

you?” His face reddened, and the long welt running down the left side of his face 

turned a livid purple. 

Emma felt she couldn’t love anyone more than she loved him in that moment. 

“No.” She squeezed his hand. “And it never has.” 

Fulton looked at her with gratitude, but also a trace of skepticism. 

A thought flashed through her. “Did Annabelle ever say something about it?” 

His face became a deeper shade of crimson. She’d guessed correctly. 

“What did she say?” Her voice was hoarse. 

He looked away and said in a small, quiet voice, “That she couldn’t bear to look at 

me anymore.” 



 
 

“What!? But it was her horse that injured you!” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe that was why.” 

“Is that why she left you?” 

“It was one reason.” His expression was bitter. 

Emma was horrified at the woman’s cruelty. “What a shallow – !” she cried.  “I 

can’t think of enough bad words to describe her, so I’d better not say any of 

them.”  The normally confident man looked so fragile. She took his other hand 

and squeezed them both tightly. “Look, this may not be the right moment – and it 

probably isn’t – but I’m going to say it anyway.” She could feel her face flush. “I 

mean, I don’t know whether I’m allowed to say it first, and probably not, but – ” 

Returning the pressure of her fingers, he locked eyes with her and said, “Then I’ll 

say it first. I love you, Emma.” The smile he gave her so transformed his face that 

she was looking at a completely different person. “This is the real thing. It’s 

nothing like what I thought being in love was with Annabelle.” 

Feeling suddenly weak, she wanted to cry. “And I love you, Fulton. I want to make 

up to you for all the horrible things Annabelle did to you.” 

“She was nasty to you, too.” 

She grinned. “Her loss is my gain.”  

“She never really had me,” he replied. “But you do, heart and soul.”  

There was a movement in the water beside them and a dolphin’s fin traced an 

elegant arc above the surface, immediately followed by two more breaking out of 

the water side by side. 

Surprised, Emma laughed. 

“They’re Atlantic bottle-nosed dolphins,” Fulton said, getting up from the table 

and stretching out his hand to her. “We can eat in a bit. Stand here with me and 

let’s enjoy the sunset.” 

With a broad smile, she took his hand and deliberately joined him on his scarred 

side. 



 
 

He put an arm around her shoulder and she leaned into him, just as she had on 

the trip out.  

The dolphins played hide and seek around Liquid Capital, popping up alongside 

the vessel to starboard, then disappearing underneath and breaking surface on 

the port side. 

Fulton pulled Emma closer to him and they watched bold streaks of red and gold 

shimmering over the water as the sun’s glory faded over the horizon. 

The two dogs were back on the cushions, noses touching and Emma exclaimed, 

“Life can be so wonderful, can’t it?” 

Nodding, Fulton drew her towards him. 

The last vision as she closed her eyes was the glow of happiness on his face as his 

lips sought hers. 

  



 
 

Chapter Twenty-Two: Happy Days 
Wednesday, 8th July, late evening 

 
Fulton reached for Emma’s hand across the console of his pick-up as he drove 

them home and she was elated to see how serene his face looked. 

Yet she knew so little about him. 

“Fulton?” 

“Mmm?” 

“You know what I do for a living, but I’ve no idea about you.” 

The lights on the dashboard illuminated his grin. “You mean, do I make as much 

money as they say I do?” 

“No! I mean, for example, what’s the project you were working on when you fell 

asleep that afternoon?” 

“To answer your unasked question, I have considerably less money than people 

think, but more than enough to live on. And to answer your stated question, I 

write books on financial investing.” He turned briefly to her. “Not very glamorous, 

is it? Now you know why I fell asleep that day.” He chuckled. 

“I don’t care whether it’s glamorous or not, I’m just glad to know that about you.” 

“Then I’m glad I told you.” 

Back at Emma’s house, Bonnie waited patiently while Fulton gave her owner a 

long drawn out kiss goodnight on the front doorstep, before she let the black 

Labrador in for a good night’s rest after all the fun on the boat with Tiger. 

Once inside, the first thing Emma did was kneel beside her bed to pray. She was 

filled with gratitude for the amazing outcome of a very bad start to this day, 

gratitude for Fulton’s love and gratitude for life itself. 

The whole of existence seemed like one long wave of happiness. 

She knew it wouldn’t last, but determined to enjoy it as she lay in bed, smiling 

into the darkness with Bonnie’s head burrowing under her arm. 



 
 

She and Fulton had agreed not to change their routine until Prophecy left. They 

would only meet at 3 p.m. for their daily training session, otherwise they’d get no 

writing done, and they both had deadlines. 

But all day, Emma found herself fretting and wanting to be with Fulton again to 

make sure last night had really happened. It would be a long time before the 

reality of events on their boat ride sank in. 

She rushed to the kitchen window to catch sight of him bringing in the horses for 

their breakfast, and counted the hours till she’d be working with Prophecy under 

his watchful and oh, so dear, eye! 

At 2:50 p.m. she was gratified to see him walking over to the barn early and 

hoped he was also having trouble waiting. But not wanting to appear eager, she 

delayed those last few minutes before strolling over to meet him. 

As soon as she walked into the barn, there was no room for doubt about his 

feelings. He stood up from the canvas chair with a look of relief and rushed over 

to embrace her. 

Emma would have liked to stay in his arms, but there was work to be done and 

she gently pulled away.  

“Prophecy’s waiting.” She saw him frown. “But I’m perfectly happy to keep her 

waiting.” 

“Just let me hold you a little longer, Emma. I want to relish this time together.” 

She looked up at him. “I’ve spent the whole day trying to believe yesterday really 

happened.” 

“You’re not the only one!” He laughed. “It’s taken forever for 3 o’clock to roll 

around. You don’t know how many times I wanted to come over and see you!” 

“I wish you had,” she replied, “it would have saved me a lot of anxious 

wondering.” 

He chuckled and Emma kissed him on his scar. 

“You don’t have to do that,” he said, with a slight smile. 

“Yes, I do.” 



 
 

He stroked her face. “You’re amazing, Emma Campbell.” 

“Love does that to a person.” She pushed an errant hair back from his brow. “I’d 

like you to come with me to catch Prophecy, Fulton. We don’t know if her new 

owner will be a man or a woman and it would be good if you and she got on.” 

He looked doubtful. “I’m not her favorite person, you know that.” 

“But you handled her for me when I rode and she didn’t object, did she?” Emma 

tilted her head. “And you did save her – she knows that.” 

“We saved her,” Fulton corrected. 

Emma smiled. “O.K. and we’re going to train her.” 

“Lead the way, then,” he said in a resigned voice. 

Laughing, Emma took the halter off the mare’s stall door and grabbed a handful of 

feed. Fulton followed her out to the paddock. 

But before they reached the gate, the little black horse raised her head and gave a 

low whinny in greeting. She walked over to them and Emma turned to Fulton, 

who grinned.  

“Hello, girl, would you like to work with us a bit more today?” she asked. 

Fulton opened the gate to let Emma in and she gave the horse a treat before 

putting on the halter.  

“Here, you give her some, too,” she said. 

Fulton put out his hand and Emma placed some feed in it. He tentatively 

stretched it out towards the mare, who brushed her lips over his flat palm and 

softly took the food from him.  

“See, she doesn’t dislike you at all.” 

He grimaced. “A big wound on my face says otherwise.” But he stroked her face 

with his other hand, and the horse let him, even after the food was gone. 

Emma laughed. “Maybe, just maybe, you two will be able to let bygones be 

bygones.” 

“Don’t count your chickens,” Fulton replied.  



 
 

Yet he was still caressing the horse and Emma was hopeful the two would 

reconcile within the next three days, before the horse went onto her new life. 

To accommodate the rope burn on Prophecy’s nose, Emma removed the 

cavesson noseband from one of the new bridles as Fulton had suggested, and 

adjusted it to fit her.  

At the mounting block he held the mare loosely again and Emma gently placed 

herself in the saddle.  

He let her go. “Be careful!” 

Softly, she nudged the horse into a walk. The mare broke into a trot again, but 

once more Emma quietly used her seat to slow the animal down. 

Taking up light contact on the reins Emma experimented with turning left and 

right using her weight and leg pressure, gradually shortening the reins and urging 

Prophecy forwards into more contact. 

At first the horse threw her head around. But it wasn’t out of malice: the mare 

had simply not been asked to take the bit for a long time. 

Through trial and error, Emma found a rein length that Prophecy was comfortable 

with and urged her into trot. 

Again, there was some argument, but her hands were light and sympathetic and 

soon the pair reached an amicable agreement. Emma could see Fulton grinning 

from ear to ear as horse and human became more united. 

She brought the mare down to walk again and rode around the paddock on a 

loose rein for a few minutes. Then she came up to him. “That’ll do for today. I’ll 

try cantering tomorrow – we don’t have much time left, and I want to make sure 

she’s good in all three gaits.” 

Fulton nodded. “You’ve done a great job with her, Emma. As long as she goes to 

the right person, she’s going to be just fine.” 

“She sure is.” 

His expression conveyed relief that she was still committed to the mare leaving 

the island. As much as it hurt to let the horse go, it was more important that 



 
 

Fulton feel totally loved by her. If saying goodbye to Prophecy was the sacrifice, it 

was well worth it. 

He helped hose the horse down, then Emma attended to the wounds on her 

pasterns and nose. Afterwards, at her urging, Fulton led the mare out to the 

paddock alone.   

If only Prophecy hadn’t kicked him!  

Fulton came into the tack room where she was cleaning off the bridle. “How do 

you feel about taking the dogs for a walk before I bring the horses in for their 

evening feed?” 

“What about your book? I thought we were only going to spend time together 

when we were training Prophecy?” Emma teased.  

“I did, too, but I was wrong.” He sighed. “That’s never going to work. Plus, I’m 

hungry and I’d like to eat at Chloe’s Retreat this evening, but I’ll feel an idiot if I 

walk in there alone.” 

“I guess I could be persuaded to join you.” 

“Thank you. Otherwise it’s beer and mixed nuts at the house for me tonight 

again.” 

A short while later, Bonnie and Tiger were running in and out of the water while 

Emma and Fulton strolled along the beach near her house, discussing a training 

program for the two geldings. 

Emma had been careful not to show too much interest in them before, but she 

now discovered their names. 

The smaller grey Quarter horse was called Justin Thyme and the big paint was 

Tango. Fulton told her how much his father used to enjoy riding out with his 

mother as well as with him. 

Emma could hear the sadness in Fulton’s voice. “Did your parents pass away 

recently?” 

“Two and a half years ago. They died in a private plane crash on their way to New 

York City to celebrate their fortieth wedding anniversary. They’d planned to 

spend a couple of days with me there, then travel up state.” 



 
 

“I get the impression you feel in some way responsible for their deaths.” 

Fulton stared out to sea. “Yeah.” 

“You do know you’re wrong, right?” 

“I try to tell myself that, but it doesn’t always work.” 

“Then I’ll have to always tell you, too.” 

He grinned. “I’d like that.” 

He reached for her hand and they walked along the sand for a while. 

“Then Annabelle came along,” Fulton continued. “She was getting over a bad 

break-up and I was feeling pretty lost over Mom and Dad going together like that. 

It made me blind to what kind of person she really is.” 

“Hey, she still has everyone at Pinpoint Stables eating out of her hand. She’s good 

at hiding her true self.” 

“Thank God you came to this island.” 

  



 
 

Chapter Twenty-Three: Departure Day 
Saturday, 11th July - midday 

 
Prophecy’s training went well over the next two days and Emma was able to try a 

few canter strides in each direction. 

Under any other circumstances Emma would have asked Fulton to give her more 

time to get the mare into real shape and allow her wounds to completely heal. 

But that wasn’t an option. 

The black horse was at least relaxed enough to be ridden by an experienced rider 

who would get a good mount for very little money. 

The morning of Prophecy’s departure arrived and Emma put on a brave face when 

she met Fulton at the barn. Wordlessly they washed the horse, trimmed her mane 

and tail and painted her hooves as Emma steeled herself for the inevitable. 

By the time the Sinclair Stables trailer arrived at 11 o’clock to pick her up, 

Prophecy’s coat and hooves were gleaming. 

Emma turned to Fulton. “Do you mind if I take a photo of her? She looks so 

lovely.” 

“Go ahead.” 

Emma got a good shot of the mare in her stall while the stable manager pulled 

down the ramp. “Ready to load, Mr. Sinclair.” 

“Thank you, Jackie. We’ll bring her out.” 

Prophecy was calm as Emma led her out of the barn and handed her over to the 

woman. 

“Thank you, Ms. Campbell.” 

A lump in her throat prevented Emma from responding. She smiled wanly as she 

watched Jackie walk up to the trailer leading the little black horse that had stolen 

her heart and brought her and Fulton together. 

He put his arm around her shoulders. 

Prophecy reached the base of the ramp then stopped. 



 
 

“Come on, sweetheart,” Jackie coaxed. “It’s just a little trip.” 

But the mare refused to budge. 

Jackie led her in a circle and brought her back to the trailer, but Prophecy still 

refused to go in. 

Emma knew the probable next step would be to apply force, which would undo 

all her work of getting the mare to trust people. “Do you mind if I try? She’s not 

traveled for a long time and maybe I can get her in.” 

Jackie willingly handed over the lead rope. “Absolutely, whatever works.” 

Emma stroked Prophecy on the neck and the horse’s eye softened. “Hey, girl, 

would you please do this one last thing for me?”  

She draped the lead rope loosely over the mare’s withers and the little black 

figure followed her into the trailer. “Shut the butt bar behind me, if you would,” 

she called to Jackie. “I’ll get out through the jockey door.” 

As the ramp closed behind her, Prophecy began to stomp in protest. Emma 

ducked under the breast bar to avoid her front hooves and turned to reassure the 

horse. “Sweetheart, this is difficult for me, too. But you’re going to a good life.” 

She felt so deceitful! 

She unclipped the lead rope and attached the trailer’s side tie to the halter. It 

would help the horse to balance during the journey and prevent her from turning 

and getting stuck. 

Emma’s lips trembled as she kissed the white snip on Prophecy’s muzzle and 

walked out of the animal’s life. 

“Thank you, Ms. Campbell,” said Jackie. “We’ll get going now.” 

“I appreciate it,” Fulton said. 

As the trailer moved off, Prophecy whinnied in distress and her little herd of two 

neighed in response as Emma buried her face in Fulton’s shoulder.  

He drew her into his arms and held her. “Thank you for carrying out your promise, 

Emma.” 



 
 

She nodded numbly into his jacket, covering her ears, trying to block out the 

mare’s anguished cries and the geldings’ unhappy responses. 

Then she looked up at him. She desperately needed to be alone. “I’m going back 

to the house for a bit.” 

He nodded.  

As she lay face down on her bed, Emma wondered why doing the right thing was 

always so hard.  

She entertained visions of Prophecy breaking out of her trailer on board the ferry 

and diving into the water to swim back to Sinclair Island. Perhaps her hooves 

would soon be clattering down the road as the little mare rushed home…? 

But it was idle speculation. Even if, by some miracle, she did return, Fulton would 

only put her back on the boat. 

Loving someone means willing the good of the other, as the other.  

As a follower of Christ, she knew that. She needed to focus on what she’d gained, 

not what she had lost. The mare had never belonged to her anyway, so it didn’t 

count as a loss, even if it felt like one. 

Her thoughts drifted once again to the irony that Annabelle was at the heart of 

everything. 

If Annabelle hadn’t caused her to be fired, Emma would never have come to 

Sinclair Island. If Annabelle hadn’t insisted Fulton buy Prophecy, the mare would 

never have kicked Fulton and perhaps, if his face hadn’t been disfigured, 

Annabelle would have stayed with him? 

And if Fulton hadn’t wanted to get rid of the pretty black horse, Emma would 

never have become directly involved in Fulton’s life – or fallen in love with the 

man and the mare. 

It was because of Annabelle’s attempts to get Prophecy back that Fulton had 

insisted on Emma continuing to train the horse, even though he could have simply 

let his ex-girlfriend take her. 

God had made use of Annabelle to bring Emma and Fulton together in one of His 

typically convoluted and unexpected ways.  



 
 

And now God demanded something in return from Emma, which was only fair, 

even though it was so painful! 

She saw Fulton’s face when she didn’t beg him at the last moment to change his 

mind. He’d fully expected her to go back on her latest promise, and she was 

proud of herself for not breaking her word this time. 

He had learned he could trust her: that was worth the sacrifice of letting Prophecy 

go. 

An hour passed and there was a knock on her front door. Before opening it, she 

stopped by the bathroom mirror to wipe away the signs of tears. 

Fulton’s eyes were full of concern. “Are you O.K.? I felt I should check in on you.” 

“Thanks for coming by. I’m fine. I just need a little time to adjust, that’s all.” 

“I know this is hard, and I’m impressed with how you’re handling it. Would you 

like to come out on the boat with the dogs and maybe take your mind off horses 

for a while?” 

She still craved solitude, but mustered a smile. “I think a trip on the vessel where 

you first kissed me would help a great deal.” 

“Great! I’ll be round in fifteen minutes with the pick-up.” He grinned. “And we’ll 

have to re-enact that first kiss again.” 

 

He was so attentive to her that afternoon that Emma felt truly blessed to have 

him in her life.  She had never before put a romantic relationship ahead of horses 

and God was rewarding her for it. 

Fulton weighed anchor in the same place as before. The sun glistened over the 

lazy waves and the bottle-nosed dolphins played in the distance. A sea turtle 

raised his shy head above the surface by the boat and dived out of sight again. 

Sporting their bright life jackets, the two dogs lay on the cushions in the stern, 

their noses poking through the railings to watch the wildlife display. 



 
 

Fulton kept his arm around her shoulder the whole way out and when the boat 

was stationary, he clasped her tightly in his arms and told her how much he loved 

her.  

His kiss was worth a thousand Prophecies. 

  



 
 

Chapter Twenty-Four: The Text 
Sunday, 12th July onwards through Wednesday, 15th July 

 
The next day was Sunday and Emma dared to ask Fulton if he might be ready to 

go to church? 

His smile was gentle. “If you come with me, I’m more than ready.” 

She was overjoyed, yet one thing concerned her. “People are going to stare, you 

know that, don’t you?” 

“Let them.” He shrugged his shoulders.  “I’m a Sinclair – I’m used to it.” 

“You know what I mean. They’re going to stare because I’m with you.” 

He grinned. “If that’s the reason, then I’m happy for the attention.” 

They pulled into the carpark shortly before the 11 o’clock service was due to 

begin. Emma could feel all eyes on them as they walked into the chapel, but 

Fulton told her to hold his hand and look straight ahead.  

Earlier this morning the pair had agreed to sit in the third row, where they first 

came to understand their feelings for each other. 

“But which side are we going to sit on?” Emma asked. “I was on the left and you 

were on the right. Do you want to do that again?” 

“No!” Fulton laughed. “But it’s a good question. Both sides are good luck for us, 

but I suggest we start with yours. We’ll switch up next Sunday.” 

“Is that your idea of a sacrifice, Mr. Sinclair?” 

His expression turned serious. “No, Emma. The two things don’t compare.” 

“I’m joking,” she told him. 

Fulton looked uncertain. “Sure?” 

Emma took his right hand in both of hers and pressed it hard. “Very sure.” 

They were scrutinized by the islanders as they took their seats. 

“You’ll get used to it,” Fulton whispered into her ear. 



 
 

She gave what she hoped was a confident smile as the organ struck up the music 

for the processional hymn and they stood to join the congregation’s voices in 

song. 

A few minutes later the minister opened his sermon with, “We are all very 

pleased to welcome Mr. Fulton Sinclair to our chapel today.” 

Fulton nodded in acknowledgement.  

“And a warm welcome to his companion.”  

Emma followed Fulton’s lead in nodding with a smile. 

When the service was over, they walked out together, hand in hand, this time 

smiling at the inquisitive parishioners. 

Behind her Emma heard a shrill voice say in a pseudo whisper, “Another gold 

digger just like the last one.” 

The comment stung, but she wasn’t surprised. Everyone must have seen how 

Annabelle played Fulton. 

Unfortunately, he also heard it and swung round to say in a harsh voice, “Not 

even out of church yet, Mrs. Grindell, and already gossiping?”  

Since their hands were intertwined, Emma was obliged to turn and face her with 

him.  

“I’m only saying what everyone’s thinking,” Mrs. Grindell declared rebelliously. 

With a rude nod in Emma’s direction, she walked off. 

Emma could feel her skin glowing. 

“Ignore her,” Fulton said.  “There are people like her everywhere. Don’t let her 

upset you.” 

They’d walked a few steps farther towards the carpark when the minister touched 

Fulton on his free arm. 

“Might I have a word?” he asked timidly. 

Emma gently withdrew her hand from Fulton’s. “I’ll wait by the truck.” 



 
 

Before she reached the vehicle, a familiar lady approached her. It was Louisa, the 

pleasant woman who’d told her about Fulton leaving the church.  

“How wonderful, my dear!” she cried. “You’ve brought him back. We’re all so 

pleased!” 

Happy that not everyone echoed Mrs. Grindell’s cynicism, Emma replied, “Thank 

you, Louisa, you’re very kind, but I give God the credit.” 

“You were His instrument, my dear.” Beaming, she patted Emma lightly on the 

sleeve. “Well done!”  

Her husband Jerry came up to them and gave a slight bow. “Hello, Emma. Louisa, 

stop being nosy. Let’s go!” 

“Good bye, my dear!” The good lady left, leaving Emma to muse on what a 

difference a kind word makes to us all. 

Fulton caught up with her. “Reverend Kelson didn’t waste any time requesting 

financial help with repaving the chapel parking lot. This was an expensive 

service!” He grimaced and opened the truck door for her. “What did Louisa want? 

Not money, too, I hope?” 

Hoping the pastor hadn’t put him off coming to church, Emma shook her head 

and climbed in.  “No, she was being a true Christian and taking the sting out of 

Mrs. Grindell’s comments.” 

“Good for her.” He switched on the ignition. “Look, I’m sorry for all this 

attention.” 

“It is a little overwhelming.” 

He chuckled. “Then how about keeping their tongues wagging by having lunch at 

The Coastal Café with the dogs in tow?” 

“Sounds like a great idea.” The café held good memories for her. 

They drove home to change into more casual clothes, then herded the dogs onto 

the back seat of the truck and set off for Diamond Town. 



 
 

Soon they were sitting under the café’s blue and white awning, looking out over 

the harbor and sipping iced tea as they waited for their food to arrive. Bonnie and 

Tiger were asleep on the tiled floor, close to a large bowl of water. 

Emma was a lot more conscious of people’s stares this time than when Fulton had 

suddenly turned up and joined her here a few days earlier. That evening she’d 

been trying to figure out what he was doing; today she was fresh from the events 

at church and more aware of the islanders’ reactions. 

Unfazed, Fulton was gazing out over the water. He stretched his legs and leaned 

back in his chair. “This is the life, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” she replied, surprised that one’s heart could ache so much with happiness, 

despite the hurt of losing Prophecy. 

Their food came and while eating they watched the bustling activity of boats 

great and small sailing out into the sound. Within the harbor itself, they heard the 

dull roar of powerful diesel engines reversing regal vessels into their wide 

moorings, and the modest put-put-put of lesser horsepower backing smaller craft 

into their slips. 

Diminutive seabirds flittered across in scattered flocks, emitting tiny peeps. On 

the stern of the boat closest to Emma and Fulton, a grey heron balanced elegantly 

on thin legs, cleaning himself with his long, pointed beak. 

Fulton pointed up in the sky. “Look, there’s a bald eagle.” 

Shielding her eyes against the sun with her hand, Emma spotted the black form 

with white extremities soaring in lazy circles high above. 

“He’s found a thermal current, by the looks of it,” Fulton said. 

“Is he looking for fish?” 

“Yup. That’s their primary food.” 

“I remember reading somewhere that the eagle was an early Christian sign of 

hope, strength and salvation,” Emma said. “I’m going to take seeing this one as a 

good sign.” 

Fulton laughed. “In that case, so will I.” 



 
 

Moments later the sky darkened over the water half a mile away and lightning 

flashed through an ominous bank of clouds.  

“That mess is heading our way,” said Fulton. “That’s the Low Country for you, 

especially this time of year. Storms are just a fact of life.” 

Not for us, I hope! Emma thought idly. 

He reached across the table for her hand. “But now I have you to help me through 

them.” 

How amazing that she was so important to him! “And I have you.” 

The black thunderheads rolled menacingly in their direction and Fulton said, “We 

could get a little wet, but the sun will be out in no time and it’ll dry us off quickly.” 

As he’d predicted, the awning was soon sagging under the weight of a heavy 

downpour. A bolt of lightning flared in jagged brilliance a few hundred feet 

beyond them into the harbor, immediately followed by a loud crack of thunder. 

Alarmed, the other diners ran inside to safety. 

Torrents of water gushed over the edge of the awning, splashing the couple’s 

feet. Emma laughed and drew her legs under the table, content to be here with 

Fulton. His mere presence made her feel protected. As long as he was with her, 

she could withstand anything. 

Bonnie and Tiger avoided a soaking by slinking closer to the café wall, where they 

continued their interrupted slumber.  

For a while the boats were tossed and rocked about in the turbulent waves. But in 

typical southern fashion, the squall passed over them quickly and rolled farther 

down the coast towards the southern tip of the island. 

At least it won’t get Fulton’s horses. But Emma was careful not to verbalize the 

thought. 

The grey heron reappeared to resume his preening by the rear flag of his chosen 

vessel. Next to him, a pelican nose-dived into the water and rose victorious with a 

fish wriggling in his beak. Bulky wings flapping, he flew to the end of the dock and 

perched on the mast of a small sailboat to swallow his prey. 

All was back to normal, as if the storm had never been. 



 
 

That Sunday evening, they took Liquid Capital over to Hilton Head Island, sans 

dogs and moored at the little quay by the Sunset Bistro. The quaint restaurant 

overlooked the sound and from their window table they watched the sun slide 

below the horizon behind paddling kayakers and modest motor boats chugging 

their slow way back home. 

After dinner, Fulton raised a surprising toast to Prophecy. “Here’s to her finding a 

wonderful new home, thanks to you.” 

Aware he was studying her reaction, Emma smiled broadly and lightly touched his 

wine glass with hers. “She certainly deserves it.” 

An hour later, Fulton maneuvered Liquid Capital through the dark to Sinclair 

Island with the deftness of a practiced seaman. 

The vessel’s navigation lights were on – red on the port side and green to 

starboard, with a white light on the stern. But they only made the boat visible to 

other sailors. They were of no use for illuminating Fulton’s path through the 

water and Emma admired the ease with which he navigated.  

She told him so. 

“Thank you, but I’ve been doing this since I was a kid. It’s second nature to me.” 

She sat in the cabin with him, looking ahead. Every now and then a dolphin would 

surface, briefly bathed in red and green light, adding a surrealness to everything. 

 
Fulton drove her home and walked with her to the front door. As he kissed her, 

Bonnie barked her indignation from inside the house. 

He chuckled. “Back to reality.” 

“I’ll take it,” she replied. “It’s a wonderful kind of reality.” 

“Yes.” He stroked her face. “It certainly is. Thank you for a perfect evening. I’ll see 

you bright and early tomorrow.” 

She watched him climb into the pick-up and wondered what she’d done to 

deserve such an amazing man. 



 
 

On Monday morning she walked over to the barn at 6 a.m. and joined Fulton in 

making up feeds and filling the hay nets in the geldings’ stalls. 

Fulton opened the paddock gate and the waiting horses trotted in to their 

breakfast.  

The weather had become too hot and humid to leave them out during the day, 

and they would now stay in their stalls under the fans, until the cooler 

temperatures of dusk. 

Emma and Fulton decided to have an early breakfast at The Coastal Café with the 

dogs, before beginning to train the two geldings in earnest.  Over coffee, fruit and 

croissants, they went over their plan. 

Fulton hadn’t ridden for two years, since Annabelle left, so he would help Emma 

tack and mount them, one at a time, in the smallest of the paddocks. They would 

progress in the same way as before with Prophecy, with him keeping an eye out in 

case Emma needed help. 

They returned from Diamond Town to the barn at 9 a.m. and by midday had 

successfully taken both horses through their beginner session. 

“I can tell they’ve been ridden a lot,” Emma commented. “They’re well-behaved, 

just a bit rusty and out of shape. It won’t take long to turn them back into 

trustworthy trail horses.” 

“That’s good to hear.” Fulton hesitated. “I would like to get back on and help 

you.” 

“You don’t have to – I know riding’s not your thing.” She was leading Tango into 

his stall.  

Fulton removed the paint’s saddle and ducked under the animal’s neck to say, “I 

think I can tolerate it if we do it together.” 

“I’d love that – and it’ll get them ready sooner.” She tried not to look over 

enthusiastic about the idea. 

They cleaned the horses’ stalls and gave them fresh hay and water. Once that was 

done, the couple returned to their separate houses to escape the midday heat 

and write for several hours before it was time to feed the geldings again. 



 
 

At 5 p.m. they fed and turned the horses out, then went on a short bike ride with 

Bonnie and Tiger before Emma made them dinner at her place. That was followed 

by sitting on the sofa with Fulton’s arm around her, binge watching mysteries on 

Netflix. The black Lab cuddled up with her owner on one side while the brindle 

Boxer lay belly up across Fulton’s lap. 

The next two days were a repeat of the previous ones. 

But after Wednesday’s training sessions, Emma said, “I think you can get on Tango 

tomorrow. What do you think?” 

He chuckled. “I thought you’d never ask.” 

“Oh, like you’ve been chomping at the bit to ride!” 

“O.K., I admit to being a little anxious. But you’ve shown me they’re the same 

horses I used to ride before and now I’m ready.” 

Emma wagged a playful finger at him. “Don’t you dare back out on me!” Fulton’s 

earlier changes of heart were still raw in her memory. 

Looking serious, he saluted. “No, ma’am.” 

They cleaned the bridles and put them away in the tack room before parting for 

an afternoon’s work at their individual writing desks. 

“I’ll be round at 6 to pick you up,” Fulton said.  “I thought we’d go to Chloe’s. Is 

that O.K. with you?” 

“Sounds perfect.” 

 

Fulton knocked on her front door exactly on time. Emma had fed Bonnie and 

taken her for a short walk before showering and dressing up for the exclusive 

restaurant. 

Normally uncomfortable in such formal surroundings, she was surprised at how 

relaxed Fulton made her feel in the prestigious dining establishment. He behaved 

as if she were the only person in the room worth his attention and it helped her 

ignore the islanders pretending not to size up Mr. Sinclair’s latest girlfriend. 

He’d procured a table by the window, looking out over the water.  



 
 

They both chose the New York Strip, but Fulton ordered a bottle of New Zealand 

Sauvignon blanc, knowing it was her favorite. 

He winked at her after the waiter left. “I know we’re supposed to drink red wine 

with our steak, but I don’t see why we have to.” He leaned forwards 

conspiratorially.  “Let them stare if it makes them happy.” 

Emma loved that about him. Fully aware of etiquette and willing to be bound by 

it, he wouldn’t let it take over. 

They were half way through their meal when Fulton’s cell buzzed to announce a 

text. “May I?” He looked up at Emma. “It might be about Prophecy.” 

“Please, go ahead. I hope it’s good news.” 

Fulton pulled the phone out of his jacket’s inner breast pocket and laid it on the 

table. He pressed in his code and opened up the Messenger app.  

Before he could snatch up the cell again, Emma had already seen the text was 

from Annabelle. 

She watched Fulton’s face as he read the message and could tell he was trying to 

hide his emotions. Whatever Annabelle had written, it changed his mood for the 

worse. 

Feigning not to have noticed who the sender was, she raised her eyebrows. “Not 

bad news, I hope?” 

He frowned at the phone. “Er, no, not really.” He looked at her, his jaw working. 

“Let’s just enjoy our meal, shall we?” 

But they ate in strained silence and Emma couldn’t wait for dinner to be over. 

Annabelle had managed to wreck everything yet again. 

 

The drive back was no better and when they got to her house, Fulton was still 

looking tense. 

He gave her a prolonged embrace, without kissing her, then released her. “Look, 

I’ve got to go away for a few days." He saw the look in her eyes. “Please don’t ask 



 
 

me why. This is something I have to do. Are you O.K. to take care of the horses 

while I’m gone? I can ask Sinclair Stables to cover for me if you prefer.” 

Bewildered, with tears gathering fast, Emma nodded. “I’ll do it.” 

“Please don’t do any riding until I get back. I don’t want you to get hurt.” At least 

he cared enough to say that, she thought miserably. 

“Any idea how long you’ll be gone?” 

“No.” His voice was curt. “I’m really sorry about this, but I have to go now.” 

He kissed his index and middle fingers and rested them lightly on her lips before 

turning away and walking into the night. 

  



 
 

Chapter Twenty-Five: Devastation 
Thursday, 16th through Saturday, 18th July 

 
All night Emma stared at the ceiling in the darkness with Bonnie pressed tightly 

into her side. 

Why wouldn’t Fulton tell her what Annabelle had said? Why all the secrecy, if 

nothing bad was going on? Had she lost him? 

By morning, she was so exhausted that she nearly forgot to feed his horses. 

Dragging herself out of bed, she let Bonnie out, wearing the dressing gown from 

Fulton. 

Suspicion crept into her mind that he’d bought the robe for Annabelle, who’d left 

before he could give it to her. 

The two women were the same size, and he had managed to buy it very early the 

morning after the barn fire. Where on the island could he possibly have found it? 

She didn’t recall seeing any stores in Diamond Town that sold such high-quality 

sleepwear. 

The more she thought about it, the more convinced she became that the garment 

had never been intended for her. In disgust, she took it off and threw it at the 

base of her closet, on top of her shoes. 

What kind of hold could Annabelle possibly have on Fulton after everything she’d 

done to him? Had he meant what he’d said about being truly in love with Emma 

and that his feelings for Annabelle had never been real? 

Had any of what he’d said been true? 

But she’d promised to take care of his horses and it wasn’t their fault that Fulton 

was so fickle. 

Throwing on old clothes and aching at the thought of how careful she’d been 

about her appearance even for barn work these past few days for the man, she 

trudged dejectedly across the paddock. 

The two geldings followed her expectantly to the gate.  “Wait here, guys, I’m not 

quite ready for you.” 



 
 

In the barn, she placed feed and hay in the stalls, looking in on the stable that had 

belonged to Prophecy and wondering what fate had befallen the little black mare. 

“O.K.” She opened the gate and each horse trotted in to his proper place, to 

attack breakfast while she closed their doors behind them and turned on the 

overhead fans to keep them cool throughout the hot day. 

Where previously it had been full of the promise of Fulton riding with her, today 

was now devoid of interest. 

He’d asked her not to ride in his absence and she saw the wisdom of the request, 

even though sitting on a horse would have helped take her mind off her dismal 

thoughts. 

If Fulton was no longer in her life – and if, horror of horrors, Annabelle was going 

to come back and live next door with him – Emma no longer wanted to stay on 

the island. Once again, Annabelle would have driven her away. 

O, God, why are You always doing this to me? I keep trying to have faith in You, 

and You always throw it back in my face! Is this the way You repay me for bringing 

Fulton back to You? 

She felt every bit as angry with God as Fulton had been. She’d done all the right 

things and was now being punished. It was so unjust! 

There was nothing more for her to do in the barn or at home. The oppressive July 

heat hadn’t yet taken its stranglehold on the day, and the temperature was 

reasonably cool. Putting Bonnie’s collar on, she announced that they were going 

on a walk to Diamond Town. 

Under the same blue and white striped canopy that had recently dripped water 

onto her feet, when she’d felt so protected in Fulton’s company, she languidly 

sipped on a mug of coffee and tried to pull herself together. 

It was so hard! Things had been going really well between them, and now 

everything on the island reminded her of Fulton. A hundred feet away she saw 

Liquid Capital, site of their first kiss, nodding and dipping in the wake of passing 

craft. She would never again go out to sea with her owner. 



 
 

Far up she could see the bald eagle, that laughable symbol of hope, strength and 

salvation, and cringed to think she’d actually believed that rubbish. 

The grey heron was back at his post, busy with his never-ending preening session 

and a lone dolphin leaped briefly out of the brine. 

Emma half-expected the pelican to appear. It would complete the list of sights 

during her visit here with Fulton and add to her misery. 

Instead of the seabird, The Diamond Packet came into harbor, gliding towards the 

dock. The engines’ tune changed and the vessel churned the seas as she reversed 

into her mooring, sending a moment of hope to Emma’s heart.  

Fulton might be on the ferry! 

It was hard to see the passengers properly from this distance and she was 

tempted to leave the café and walk over to the quay.  

But maybe Fulton had come back with Annabelle – did Emma really want to see 

that? 

No. She stayed where she was and strained to see if his truck drove off. 

It didn’t. 

Walking back home with Bonnie off leash, she decided to visit St. Augustine’s 

chapel, if only to escape the sweltering late morning heat. The door was open, for 

which she was grateful and the two of them entered the cool darkness. 

It was impossible not to remember the last time she’d come here, and the 

wonderful realization that Fulton – allegedly – cared deeply for her. 

Since they sat in her pew last Sunday, she now sat on the opposite side and knelt 

in prayer to the God with Whom she was so angry. What else could she do? 

She remembered the words of St. Peter, “Lord, to whom shall we go? You have 

the words of eternal life, (John 6:68).” Overwhelmed by lack of sleep and total 

confusion, she let the tears flow while Bonnie leaned into her, imparting 

sympathy as only a dog can. 



 
 

Sobbing uncontrollably on her knees, she wished Fulton would walk in and tell her 

everything was fine, that Annabelle wasn’t in his life again, and the two of them 

could resume their magical life. 

She felt a gentle tap on her shoulder, but it wasn’t Fulton. 

“Are you alright, my dear?” It was Reverend Kelson’s voice. 

“I’m fine.” Careful not to look at him, she wiped her eyes with the back of her 

hands. She was wearing no makeup today – what was the point? – so nothing was 

going to smear.  

“I beg to differ.” The man sat in the pew directly behind her. “I take it this has to 

do with Mr. Sinclair. Do you want to talk about it?” 

“No.” If only he would go away! 

“That’s alright. Do you mind if I pray a while?” 

“Of course, not, Reverend.” 

But his presence behind her was irksome. It prevented her from giving God the 

full vent of her frustration and she wished he’d just leave. 

The minutes ticked by, and she wondered when she might reasonably exit the 

chapel without obviously escaping its pastor? She’d said her piece to God and had 

received no reply. It was time to go home. 

Then a strange sensation came over her that the pastor wasn’t simply saying his 

prayers – he was praying for her. How she knew this, she couldn’t say, she just 

did. 

And she couldn’t leave until he was done, although she didn’t know why. 

She sat on the edge of her pew so as not to hit the man kneeling behind her. 

Stroking Bonnie’s head, she thought the man must be wondering why she’d come 

in with her dog and was glad he’d not mentioned it. 

It then struck her that he wasn’t praying only for her. He’s praying for Fulton, too. 

I wish I could ask him what he’s saying! 

Again, she felt his gentle touch on her shoulder. “You can go now, my dear.” How 

had he known that she was waiting for him? 



 
 

She turned around. “Thank you, Reverend.” 

“You’re most welcome.  God does love you, however it may seem to you at 

present.”  

He looked up at her with such kindness that she believed him. God hadn’t 

abandoned her and would see her through whatever lay ahead – good or bad. 

She walked home with Bonnie, wrapped in a sense of peace. The misery hadn’t 

gone away – it was as acute as ever – but she no longer felt alone. 

  



 
 

Chapter Twenty-Six: The Diamond Packet 
Saturday, 18th July 

 
Emma wandered around in an almost robotic state for the next three days, taking 

care of Fulton’s horses and spending a lot of time at The Coastal Café with Bonnie. 

She told herself it was to ward off loneliness by being around people while she 

pondered her next step. But the real reason was to watch for Fulton’s return on 

The Diamond Packet – with or without Annabelle. 

Obviously, the ferry ran too frequently for her to catch every time it docked. Yet 

each day she didn’t see Fulton’s truck in his driveway, when she left for Diamond 

Town, was another chance of seeing him drive off the boat. There was no other 

way to return to the island. 

Sitting by the harbor was better than sitting at home and at least she and Bonnie 

were getting a lot of exercise to replace the riding she wasn’t presently allowed to 

do.  

That Saturday morning, three days after Fulton’s departure, she set off down the 

road. 

Struggling to sense God’s love as strongly as in the chapel with the pastor, she 

took her usual table at The Coastal Café and waited for the 10 a.m. ferry to come 

into view. 

Prophecy had left on that same boat a week ago, and Emma could still hear the 

mare’s pitiful whinnies as she was driven off to an unknown fate. Would God 

mind if she sent up a prayer for the horse? 

On time as usual, diesel engines roaring noisily, The Diamond Packet reversed into 

position, roiling up the water as her stern aligned with the slip-road where the 

cars would disembark. 

Scanning the vehicles on board, Emma was intrigued to see Sinclair Stables’ three-

horse trailer. Someone must have pulled some strings to get that aboard the boat, 

for Fulton had told her horses were only allowed to cross once a month, and that 

had been with Prophecy the previous weekend. 



 
 

The ferry ramp came down and the horse transport was driven off slowly as if it 

contained horses. A wealthy new boarder must be coming to the island. Her heart 

sank: had Annabelle arranged to bring some of her horses back? But where was 

her red truck and trailer? 

Emma remembered Fulton’s comment about having less money than people 

thought. Did he have enough to attract someone like her? Hadn’t she been rude 

about his financial status? What about her repulsion over his scar? 

Fulton’s truck wasn’t on this ferry. Disheartened over her new thoughts, she 

finished her coffee and left with Bonnie to collect her bike. The morning was 

cloudy and the temperature fresh, enabling the fit dog to keep up as Emma cycled 

home.  

Coasting past Fulton’s house, she saw the Sinclair Stables rig in his driveway. 

Dumbfounded and anxious, she pedaled hard to her house, hoping no one had 

seen her. 

What was going on? Was the three-horse slant trailer empty? Had Fulton 

arranged with Sinclair Stables to drive the two geldings up to Annabelle? Was that 

already the end of their training sessions? Or was Fulton in Aiken, waiting with 

Annabelle for the horses to arrive?  

Or had he used the stables’ transport to bring Annabelle’s horses back? Again, 

why not use her trailer? But she had at least five horses. Perhaps Fulton was 

bringing the first ones and she was following on the next ferry with the rest?  

Her head reeling and asking God to give her strength, she slammed her bike 

against the wall and ran into the house with Bonnie. 

She pressed the ice lever of the fridge and caught a few cubes in her hand, giving 

them to the panting dog to cool her off. Bonnie eagerly crunched on them, one at 

a time. 

Determined not to watch the geldings being loaded to leave or Annabelle’s horses 

arriving, Emma deliberately avoided the kitchen window. 

Bonnie was still panting and Emma fetched more ice. 

As she sat on the floor to feed it to the dog, someone knocked on her door.  



 
 

It would be a courtesy call from Sinclair Stables to let her know not to worry 

about taking care of Fulton’s horses anymore.   

She continued to hand cubes to Bonnie. 

The knocking continued and she ignored it. 

Finally, she heard Fulton’s voice. “Emma? I know you’re in there. Please come 

out, I want to show you something.” 

I’ll show you something! she thought, getting up and opening the door. 

Fulton was standing there with Tiger. Her heart melted at the sight of the man 

and she was mad at herself. 

Suddenly re-energized, Bonnie rushed out of the door from behind her and ran 

off with the Boxer, while Emma worked hard to maintain a furious expression.  

“Look, I know you’re confused,” Fulton began, “and probably angry with me – ” 

“That’s an understatement!” she hissed. 

“I get it, Emma, but would you please look over there?” He turned and pointed to 

the paddock. 

The trailer was gone and the geldings were still grazing on her property. He’d let 

them out of their stalls and hadn’t taken them away after all! But what about the 

Sinclair trailer? Where were Annabelle’s horses? 

At that moment the little black mare with a white star and white snip trotted out 

of the barn and across the paddock towards her. 

Speechless, Emma tried to piece things together. Then she looked at Fulton. Was 

it possible – could it be?  

“Did you bring her back?” Her eyes were wide with hope. 

He grinned. 

“To stay?” 

He nodded. 



 
 

She flung her arms around his neck. “Oh, Fulton, I don’t know why you did it, but 

– but – ” 

He put a hand under her chin and tilted it up slightly. “I did it for you.” 

“Does that mean you’re back, too?” 

He looked surprised. “My heart never left you, Emma.” 

Lost for words, she held him tightly, tears streaming. 

“I’m glad I got the first hug, and not the horse!” he joked. 

  



 
 

Chapter Twenty-Seven: The Whys & Wherefores 
Saturday, 18th July, late morning 

 
She couldn’t believe it. He’d brought Prophecy back – for her! 

The black mare draped her head over the fence and nickering at Emma, who 

glanced anxiously at Fulton. 

He chuckled. “It’s O.K. Go on!” 

She ran over to the horse, then worried that she had no treats. But Prophecy 

didn’t seem to care and buried her muzzle under Emma’s arm. Even while in 

training, the horse hadn’t done that and Emma wondered what she’d been 

through this past week. 

“She really needs you, doesn’t she?” said Fulton. He fished in his pockets and 

brought out a piece of apple. “Want this?” 

She took it and grinned. “You think of everything, don’t you?” 

“I try to, where you’re concerned.” 

She gave the apple to the horse, who chewed contentedly, drooping her head 

between the two humans. “But do you mind telling me what’s been going on? I’m 

confused – happy, but really confused.” 

He nodded. “First I need to ask you a favor. My truck is at Sinclair Stables. Do you 

mind driving me over there to pick it up? I can explain everything on the way.” 

Bonnie and Tiger finished a final lap around Emma’s house and were ready to flop 

into the back of her old pick-up. She lowered the rear windows for air and Fulton 

got into the passenger seat. 

“This is the first time I’ve been in your vehicle,” he remarked, as she drove off. “I 

could get used to being chauffeured around.” 

“Any time,” Emma said. “There’s no reason why you should do all the driving.” 

Fulton smiled. “I like that idea.” 

“You were going to explain yourself,” she reminded him. “To jog your memory, 

you got a text from Annabelle during our dinner on Wednesday.” 



 
 

“Ah, you saw that.” 

“Yes.” 

“And you thought I’d rushed back to be with her?” 

“All the evidence pointed to it.” 

“I can see how it would, but I wasn’t going back to Annabelle. I went to take 

Prophecy back from her.” 

“What?” 

Fulton sighed. “That text was her gloating because she’d managed to snap her up 

after all.”  

“How on earth did she do that?” 

“When we split up, I warned her I was going to send Prophecy to auction. After 

the unsuccessful attempt to steal her back from me, she’d been watching the 

local auctions. When she found the horse last week, she couldn’t help reveling in 

her triumph.” 

“So, you brought Prophecy back because you couldn’t stand the idea of Annabelle 

having her.” Emma felt a twinge of disappointment. It hadn’t been about her, 

after all – it had always been about his feud with Annabelle. 

“No. Almost as soon as she left, I made up my mind to get Prophecy back. You 

never reproached me for sending her away, Emma, despite what a sacrifice it was 

for you to give her up. You did it for my sake and I knew then that you cared more 

for me than you did for her. 

“In a strange way, that mare brought us together, and letting her go was making 

you unhappy. I love you too much to want your unhappiness, Emma.” 

Disappointment gave way to joy. “I can’t believe you did that for me! But why 

didn’t the auction tell you Annabelle had bought her before you got her text?” 

“They did tell me who bought her, but Annabelle had hired a third party to bid on 

her and keep the price down. And she probably reckoned I’d be tracking the sale. I 

was still following up on that lead when her text arrived.” 

“Did you tell her you were coming up to get Prophecy?” 



 
 

“No. I borrowed Sinclair Stables’ truck and trailer and drove up there with Tiger. I 

wasn’t sure I’d be successful, but I was at least going to try.” 

“Then how did you get Annabelle to give her up?” 

Fulton tapped the side of his nose with a forefinger. “A useful thing to know about 

Annabelle is her obsession with image.  

“I warned that I would tell her husband what she did to me,” he ran a finger down 

his scar, “and that she was perfectly capable of doing it to him.  I’d also done 

some digging into her past. With the help of some good friends in New York, I 

discovered a few financial tidbits about her that she wouldn’t want made public.” 

“I guess she gave in pretty easily after that.” 

“Yes. She didn’t know how she was going to explain to her husband that she was 

suddenly selling the horse she’d been so anxious to buy, but I gave her back the 

money she’d paid, so he shouldn’t be too upset. She does, after all, have more 

than enough horses already.” 

Emma looked straight ahead at the road. “Then you don’t have feelings for her 

anymore?” 

“Haven’t my actions proved that?” 

They arrived at the barn and she switched off the engine.  

“Yes,” she said, smiling and still not able to believe what was happening. 

“I know what a roller coaster I’ve put you on, Emma and I’ve been on it, too. I’m 

hoping our lives will become a lot calmer now.” He got out of her pick-up and 

opened the rear door to let Tiger out. Coming around to her window, he waited 

for her to lower it. “Could we try dinner at Chloe’s again tonight?” 

She beamed. “I’d like that very much.” 

“I’ll drive.” He grinned. “Pick you up at 6.” 

“What about feeding your horses this afternoon?” 

“I’ll do it. You’ve done more than enough already.” 



 
 

Emma nodded, wanting so much to feed Prophecy and reconnect with her, but 

anxious that Fulton not feel usurped.  

 

She went to great lengths to look her best for this date. Trying on dress after 

dress, attempting to find the perfect one, she saw the robe Fulton had given her 

lying crumpled over the shoes in her closet. 

That nagging doubt returned.  

Was Fulton telling the whole truth? Where had that garment been bought – and 

originally for whom? 

If the moment felt right, she would ask him. It wouldn’t do to have any lingering 

concerns if they were going to move forward in their relationship. 

Fulton knocked on her door at 6 p.m. sharp. When she opened, he reached out 

his hand and said, “You look breathtaking!” 

Emma blushed.  

“May I kiss you now?” His green eyes burned with longing. “I’ve been wanting to 

ever since I left the island.” 

 

He had secured the best table in the restaurant, but it was still being set up, to 

the embarrassment of the maître d’. “I do apologize, Mr. Sinclair. The previous 

couple stayed longer than anticipated.” 

“No problem, Paul. We’ll come back in ten minutes.” He took Emma’s hand.  “Let 

me take you on a tour of the hotel. We’ll return in time to take our table.” 

He led her out of the restaurant into the large splendor of the Chloe’s Retreat 

hotel lobby. The floor and columns were white marble and expensive oil paintings 

adorned every wall, while in a glass dome high above them hung a massive crystal 

chandelier. 

The receptionist nodded from behind her desk. “Good evening, Mr. Sinclair.” 

“Good evening, Rosie,” he replied, and walked with Emma across the imposing 

atrium through an archway on the far side. “Let’s do some window shopping.” 



 
 

She was blown away as they passed one high end store after the other, sporting 

leather purses and shoes and haute couture dresses.  

“Luckily for me, these boutiques are open pretty much 24/7,” Fulton observed. 

As they passed by an expensive clothing store, Emma had a sudden thought. “Is 

this where you bought my new dressing gown after the barn fire?” 

“As a matter of fact, yes.” 

“Oh, Fulton!” she cried, feeling very foolish. 

He looked perplexed. “What’s wrong?”  

How could she tell him she’d still doubted him, that she thought he’d bought the 

gown for Annabelle and been unable to give it to her before they split up? That 

she’d not believed he could buy it so early in the morning? 

Thinking fast, she answered, “I wish you hadn’t spent so much money on me!” 

He laughed. “It was the least I could do after you helped me rescue the horses. 

Don’t worry about it.” 

If only you knew the truth! Emma thought. But I’m never going to let you find it 

out. 

Fulton looked at his watch. “Our table should be ready.” He drew her arm through 

his and they walked back to the restaurant. 

No alarming texts came during their meal this time.  

Fulton told her that while in Aiken he’d visited with Mrs. Grady, owner of Pinpoint 

Stables. “She filled me in on what happened to get you fired,” he said. “About 

how Annabelle over-reacted to her horse being sweaty when you brought him in, 

because he’d been running around the field and wouldn’t let you catch him.  It 

was classic Annabelle to find a false excuse to achieve her own ends.” 

With a broad smile, Emma said, “If she hadn’t got me fired, I wouldn’t have come 

to the island.” 

“Very true.” Fulton chuckled. “I’m sure she’ll be pleased to know she’s 

responsible for bringing us together.” He frowned. “Of course, she tried to pin 



 
 

Prophecy’s new wounds on your incompetence, but I set her straight. She really 

does have it in for you, doesn’t she?” 

She shook her head. “Not long ago I’d have been very unhappy about it, but not 

now.” 

“I’m glad to hear it.” 

“Is now a bad time to ask exactly how Prophecy gave you that scar?” 

He grimaced. “Any time is a bad time, but you have a right to know.” He looked 

out of the window. “Annabelle was late coming over to ride and asked if I would 

groom Prophecy for her, but I said the horse was dangerous with anyone but her. 

She called me various names questioning my manhood and like an idiot I took the 

bait. 

“I was standing on the horse’s left side and ran my hand down her right leg to 

warn her I wanted to pick it up to clean. She raised it and let me hold her hoof in 

my hand, then snatched it away from me and kicked out.” 

Fulton paused and Emma took his hand. 

He clutched it, still staring at the water view outside. “No bones were broken, 

thankfully, but the wound was long and gaping and Annabelle arrived to find me 

lying in the corner holding my face. 

“She was horrified, but it quickly became clear that she was more upset about my 

disfigurement than about me or my feelings.” He looked directly at Emma. “You 

know the rest.” 

“Oh, Fulton, I’m so sorry. You deserved better.” 

He smiled. “And now I have better – much better.” 

“And I have the best.” 

“Thank you, Emma. For everything.” 

Later on, she asked, “What do you want to do about the horses? I thought you 

wanted to sell the geldings?” 

“Who’s going to keep Prophecy company?”  



 
 

“Seriously, we’re training them for sale, remember?” 

Fulton was grinning broadly. “I thought maybe we’d start riding together. What 

do you think?” 

“Are you really willing to do that?” She frowned. “You bailed out on me last time, 

remember? Despite your promise.” 

He arched his eyebrows. “But it was in your interests, remember?”  

Emma made a face. “O.K. I’ll ride with you as long as you take me out on your 

boat.” 

Fulton laughed. “It’s a deal. Here’s to sharing each other’s hobbies.” 

“I look forward to that.” Then she asked, “By the way, when are you going to 

rebuild your barn?” 

“I don’t know. I rather like having my horses on your property.” 

Emma was puzzled. “But it’s ridiculous for you to keep paying me for it.” 

“I’m hoping it’ll become our joint property soon, and then I won’t have to.” 

Now she was even more perplexed. 

“I don’t want to live alone anymore, Emma. I want to live with you.” 

Feeling extremely awkward and not knowing what else to say, she joked, “Is that 

a proposal?” 

“How would you feel if it is?” His face was completely serious. 

She tilted her head to one side coquettishly. “I’ll let you know when you do it 

properly.” 

Fulton drew out a small jewelry box from his inside jacket pocket. He opened it 

and got down on one knee. 

THE END  
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