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Chapter	1
April	2013

He	stood	looking	out	from	the	shoreline	over	the	Bay	of	Mobile,	cursing	his	broken	down
boat	once	again.	How	the	hell	was	he	supposed	to	pay	for	the	repairs?	He	hardly	made	a
living	 from	 the	Gulf	as	 it	was;	now	his	damn	boat	was	 in	need	of	a	new	engine.	 It	had
bellowed	black	smoke	on	its	way	back	from	the	last	trip,	and	although	he	had	made	it	into
harbor,	it	would	not	be	possible	to	take	it	out	again	without	repairs.	He	had	even	thought
of	letting	the	whole	thing	blow	up,	but	his	insurance	had	run	out	two	months	before,	and
he	had	not	be	able	to	afford	the	renewal.	He	knew	a	lot	of	the	folks	in	the	town	were	in	the
same	situation.	They	all	were	 living	on	 the	edge	of	poverty.	Fishing	had	not	been	good
after	the	oil	spill.	“Oh	yes,”	he	thought,	“They	say	they	‘compensated	us,’	but	the	fishing
never	recovered.	This	whole	town	is	in	trouble.”

David	stuffed	his	hands	in	his	pockets	as	he	walked	back	to	the	house	he	had	been	born	in,
thinking	how	ironic	it	was	that	he	had	moved	back	into	the	house	shortly	after	his	mother
had	died.	 It	was	very	small	house,	and	 it	was	beginning	 to	 look	a	 little	dilapidated.	The
roof	leaked,	and	the	walls	were	crumbling,	and	David’s	bank	account	was	almost	empty.

His	mother	had	insisted	his	father	build	the	sunroom,	and	he	thought	of	her	as	he	put	his
feet	up	on	the	coffee	table	and	looked	pensively	out	over	the	bay.	The	bay	had	provided
his	father	and	grandfather	with	a	reasonable	living	over	the	years,	but	it	had	been	a	hard
life	on	them	all.	The	shrimping	industry	was	competitive.	His	grandfather	had	started	the
family	business	with	two	boats,	but	one	was	lost	in	a	storm	one	night.	He	had	managed	to
save	three	of	the	crew,	but	two	had	drowned	in	the	Gulf.	The	funerals	had	been	held	a	few
days	afterwards	on	the	spot	the	boat	went	down.	He	had	compensated	the	families	for	the
loss	of	 their	 loved	ones	and	 found	after	 that	he	had	no	money	 left.	His	grandfather	and
father	 found	 it	hard	 to	eke	out	 a	 living	with	 just	one	boat.	He,	 like	many	 in	 the	 fishing
industry	at	the	time,	had	not	insured	his	boat	for	loss	at	sea—it	was	too	expensive.	Still,
working	12-hour	days	seven	days	a	week,	he	was	able	to	provide	for	his	wife	and	young
son.

When	David	was	old	enough,	he	learned	the	family	business.	It	was	a	tough	hard	life	for	a
sixteen	year	old.	His	days	were	spent	on	the	water,	leaving	by	four	or	five	o’clock	in	the
evening,	depending	on	the	 tide,	and	fishing	all	night.	They	bought	 their	catch	home	and
tried	to	sell	it	to	the	restaurants	in	Mobile.	Some	nights	were	more	successful	than	others.

David	got	himself	a	beer	 from	 the	aging	 refrigerator.	He	 flipped	 the	 top	 from	 the	bottle
and	almost	drank	it	down	in	one	gulp.	He	went	back	to	his	musings.

His	father	was	not	happy	that	David	had	followed	him	into	the	business	at	such	a	young
age.	When	he	 turned	sixteen,	his	 father	had	 tried	 to	 insist	David	stay	 in	school.	“I	want
you	to	go	to	college,”	he	had	told	David.

“Why?”	David	 had	 shouted	 back	 at	 his	 father.	 “This	 is	 the	 family	 business.	What	 am	 I
going	to	learn	at	school,	never	mind	college,	that	will	help	me	learn	how	to	catch	shrimp?
I	 just	 need	 to	 know	 where	 the	 best	 shrimp	 are	 spawning,	 where	 the	 shrimp	 collect
together,	and	how	to	get	 the	 things	off	 the	bottom	of	 the	Gulf.	You	can	teach	me	that—



college	can’t.”	And	so	David	had	won	 the	argument.	David	knew	his	 father	didn’t	have
enough	money	to	send	him	to	college.	When	he	was	younger,	he	had	hoped	for	a	football
scholarship,	but	he	 suddenly	quit	playing	 in	his	 junior	year.	When	his	 father	questioned
him,	David	 admitted	 he	 had	 been	 seeing	 a	 girl	 at	 school,	 and	 she	was	 pregnant.	David
gave	up	high	school,	football,	and	his	own	dreams	of	college,	and	married	the	girl.

It	was	a	year	after	the	child	was	born,	that	David	found	he	was	not	the	father	of	the	boy.	It
was	 another	 young	man—	Tom—who	 played	 center	 on	 the	 football	 field	 and	who	 had
been	a	good	friend	at	one	time.	The	child	grew	to	look	so	like	Tom	that	it	was	obvious	to
everyone	that	David	was	not	the	father.	In	the	end,	David	had	no	choice	but	to	confront	his
wife,	who	confessed	she	had	never	loved	David	and	that	the	boy	was	indeed	Tom’s	child.

David	 immediately	 walked	 out	 of	 their	 rented	 house.	 He	 rented	 his	 own	 place	 not	 far
away.	He	missed	the	child	he	had	thought	of	as	his	son,	but	not	his	wife.	She	was	a	harpy
at	the	best	of	times,	and	he	suspected	that	while	he	was	out	on	the	Gulf	at	night,	she	was
sharing	their	matrimonial	bed	with	someone	else.

When	he	was	able	to	afford	it	several	years	later,	he	divorced	her.	He	became	a	secular	and
solemn	man.	His	routines	were	the	same.	He	would	breakfast	in	the	local	café,	Marylou’s,
each	morning,	where	the	waitress	would	not	bother	 to	give	him	a	menu	and	would	pour
coffee	for	him	as	soon	as	he	walked	 through	the	door.	He	would	eat	his	breakfast	alone
and	just	nod	his	head	at	people	who	knew	him.	He	would	read	the	morning	paper	while
eating,	and,	when	he	finished,	he	would	drain	the	coffee	from	his	mug,	leave	the	twelve
dollars	on	the	table,	and	walk	back	to	his	rented	house.	He	would	go	to	sleep,	only	arising
half	an	hour	before	he	was	due	to	get	to	the	boat	ready	to	take	out	to	start	the	next	night	of
shrimping.	The	only	times	the	routine	differed	was	when	a	hurricane	came	in	to	shore—
about	once	or	twice	a	year.	He	would	board	up	the	house	and	wait	inside	until	the	storm
passed.

When	 his	mother	 died	 of	 cancer,	 she	 took	 all	 the	 light	 out	 of	 his	 father’s	 life.	David’s
parents	had	always	been	close,	his	mother	doing	the	books	each	day	and	the	taxes	at	the
end	of	the	year.	She	sold	shrimp	from	the	house	to	local	residents,	kept	a	clean	house,	and
never	allowed	a	sound	to	disturb	her	husband’s	sleep	patterns.

At	the	age	of	thirty-nine,	David	moved	back	in	with	his	father	to	keep	an	eye	on	him.	The
two	men	had	 little	 to	say	 to	one	another	as	 they	spent	hours	 together	on	 the	Gulf.	They
spoke	 of	 little	 else	 but	 shrimping.	During	 the	 year	 following	 his	mother’s	 death,	David
noticed	 his	 father	would	 forget	 to	 shout	 orders	 at	 the	 crew.	Several	 times,	 he	 asked	 his
father	if	anything	was	wrong,	but	his	father	would	shake	his	head	and	say,	no	how	could
there	 be,	 he	 never	 forgot	 anything.	 As	 the	 year	 wore	 on,	 David	 watched	 his	 father
deteriorate.	He	not	only	forgot	to	give	timely	orders	to	his	men,	but	forgot	to	pay	his	bills,
and	once	he	left	a	pot	boiling	on	the	stove	and	set	fire	to	the	kitchen.	David	finally	took
his	 father	 to	 a	 doctor	 in	 Mobile	 who	 diagnosed	 him	 with	 early	 onset	 of	 Alzheimer’s
disease.

David	 tried	 to	 discreetly	 take	 over	 the	 running	 of	 the	 shrimper.	When	 his	 father	 heard
David	give	orders	to	the	crew,	he	was	furious.	For	the	first	time	in	his	life,	David	heard	his
father	swear.	“You	young	bastard!	If	you	can’t	do	what	I	tell	you,	I’ll	fucking	kill	you.	Pull
those	fucking	nets	in,	you	useless	pieces	of	shit.”	He	also	shouted	at	the	crew.	“You’re	all



fucking	lazy.	I	swear	I’ll	 throw	you	all	overboard.”	He	threatened	members	of	 the	crew,
and,	once,	attacked	David	with	a	walking	stick.	With	great	regret,	David	took	his	father	off
the	 boat	 and	 refused	 to	 let	 him	 back	 on.	 His	 father	 ranted	 ceaselessly	 about	 what	 an
ungrateful	 son	David	was,	but,	 in	his	 saner	moments,	his	 father	understood	what	David
was	doing.

Only	a	 few	weeks	after	David	removed	his	 father	 from	the	boat,	David	came	home	one
morning	from	shrimping	to	find	his	father	slumped	in	a	chair	not	breathing.	An	empty	pill
bottle	 and	 an	 empty	bottle	 of	whisky	were	by	his	 side.	The	 funeral	was	 two	days	 later.
Afterwards,	 David	 took	 the	 crew	 to	 the	Mighty	 Shrimp	 where	 they	 got	 drunk	 as	 they
related	tales	of	his	father.	They	all	agreed	his	father	was	one	of	the	best	captains	a	crew
could	want.	It	was	a	sad	day	when	he	ended	his	life,	but	now	they	worked	for	David.

The	only	 thing	his	father	owned	outright	was	 the	boat.	He	had	a	mortgage	on	the	house
which	David	took	on	as	his	own.

David	walked	back	 to	 the	old	 refrigerator	and	saw	he	had	no	more	beer	and	kicked	 the
door	 shut	again	and	softly	 swore.	There	was	no	 food	 to	eat	and	no	beer	 to	drink,	 so	he
decided	to	eat	at	Marylou’s.	He’d	not	had	breakfast	or	lunch	because	he	had	spent	all	day
on	the	boat.	He	really	wanted	to	repair	it	himself	before	giving	up	and	going	to	the	local
boat	yard.	He	stared	down	at	his	hands	which	were	still	covered	in	oil	and	dirt	from	the
work	he	had	done.	He’d	wiped	 them	earlier	with	a	 rag	but	 they	needed	soap	and	water.
Perhaps,	as	he	was	not	taking	the	shrimper	out	tonight,	a	shower	would	be	in	order	before
he	went	to	Marylou’s.

It	 was	 not	 busy	 in	 the	 cafe	 that	 night,	 but	 as	 he	 walked	 through	 the	 door,	 every	 head
looked	up	in	surprise	at	seeing	him	there.

“Evening,	David,”	one	or	two	voices	muttered.	“Not	shrimping	tonight?”

He	shook	his	head	and	found	a	booth	further	back	where	no	one	else	was	sitting.	He	sat
with	his	hands	clasped	on	the	table	looking	far	out	at	the	distance,	continuing	his	thoughts
of	earlier	that	afternoon.

“Good	evening,”	said	a	soft	female	voice.	“What	can	I	get	you?”	She	laid	a	menu	directly
in	front	of	him.

“Usual,”	he	replied	without	looking	at	her.

“I’m	sorry,	I	don’t	know	what	your	usual	is,”	the	voice	replied.	“I’m	new	here	so	I	have	no
idea	what	it	is.”	She	rustled	the	pad	and	pen	in	front	of	her	while	waiting	for	him	to	either
look	at	her	and	give	his	order	or	at	least	say	something.

David	did	 look	up	 into	sparkling	green	eyes.	She	stared	at	him	with	 frustration.	Was	he
dumb?	Didn’t	 he	want	 to	 place	 an	 order?	 “Perhaps	 I	 should	 give	 you	 a	 few	minutes	 to
glance	through	the	menu,”	she	said,	ready	to	walk	away	from	what	was	rapidly	becoming
an	awkward	moment.	It	didn’t	help	that	she	had	never	done	this	sort	of	work	before.

As	 she	 turned	 to	 walk	 away	 from	 the	 table,	 he	 recovered	 his	 voice.	 “What	 do	 you
recommend?”

Turning	 back	 with	 a	 sigh,	 she	 replied,	 “I	 had	 shepherd’s	 pie	 yesterday.	 They	 are
individually	made	 and	 cooked	 here	 and	 it	 was	 really	 good.	 Otherwise,	 I	 haven’t	 eaten



here,	and	so	I	can’t	recommend	anything	from	personal	experience.	Bacon	and	eggs	seem
popular,	or	hot	and	cold	sandwiches.	The	quiche	looks	good.	I	have	no	idea	what	sort	of
food	you	care	to	eat.”

Neither	 seemed	 aware	 of	 the	 other	 customers	 beginning	 to	 stare	 at	 them.	 That	 was
probably	 the	 most	 they	 had	 ever	 heard	 David	 talk	 unless	 it	 was	 about	 the	 weather	 or
shrimping.

“I’ll	take	the	shepherd’s	pie	with	peas	and	corn,”	David	ordered.	“And	a	beer.”

“This	is	a	café.	We	don’t	have	a	liquor	license.	Tea?	Or	coffee?”

“Coffee	then,”	he	said	disappointed	Marylou’s	did	not	have	a	liquor	license.	It	had	been	so
long	since	he’d	eaten	here	at	night,	he	had	forgotten.

“My	name	is	Morgan	if	there	is	anything	else	I	can	get	you,”	she	said	as	she	walked	away
to	 get	 his	 coffee,	 thinking	 how	 rude	 this	 man	 was,	 and	 hoping	 he	 was	 not	 a	 regular.
Everyone	else	had	been	extremely	nice	to	her.	She	could	feel	his	eyes	boring	into	her	back
as	she	walked	away.	Placing	his	order,	she	turned	back	with	the	coffee	mug	and	the	pot,
and	she	watched	as	he	turned	his	head	away	and	looked	outside.	She	poured	the	coffee	and
added,	“There’s	cream	and	sugar	on	the	table.”	Without	waiting	for	a	thank	you	or	even
another	comment,	she	walked	away	to	another	table,	refilled	their	coffee	cups,	and	chatted
easily	with	the	other	customers.

David	 ate	 his	 meal	 in	 silence,	 wishing	 he	 had	 bought	 the	 morning	 paper	 with	 him.
Somehow	it	felt	all	wrong	to	be	sitting	here	with	nothing	to	read	and	no	one	to	talk	to.	He
watched	 furtively	 as	 Morgan	 moved	 around	 the	 café	 and	 listened	 to	 the	 sound	 of	 her
laugh.	It	reminded	him	of	his	mother.	It	had	been	a	long	time	since	he	had	heard	a	woman
laugh.	He	left	the	money	on	the	table	before	she	even	gave	him	a	bill	and	quietly	walked
out,	just	nodding	to	one	or	two	people	he	knew.

The	town	center	was	empty,	and	David	did	not	know	what	to	do.	He	was	used	to	being	out
shrimping	at	 this	 time	of	 the	 evening.	Walking	with	his	hands	 stuffed	 in	his	pockets	he
ambled	without	a	destination	in	mind	and	found	himself	down	on	the	pier	where	his	boat
was	moored.	Without	 thought,	 he	 climbed	 aboard,	 grabbed	 a	 flashlight,	 and	went	 down
into	the	engine	room.	He	quickly	wired	up	an	overhead	light,	and	his	hands	went	to	work
on	the	engine.	Methodically	taking	out	the	plugs	and	cogs	and	taking	the	whole	engine	to
pieces	gave	him	a	peace	of	mind	he	had	not	had	earlier	 that	day.	He	cleaned	each	piece
thoroughly	and	 inspected	each	pipe.	He	 ran	a	 small	brush	 through	every	one	 to	 remove
even	the	minutest	particles	of	dirt.	When	he	was	done,	he	began	to	reassemble	the	engine
bit	by	bit.	Sweat	was	pouring	from	him	and	he	would	wipe	his	brow	on	his	forearm	so	it
would	not	drip	 in	his	eyes.	He	replaced	some	 tubing	 that	had	a	hole	 in	 it	where	oil	had
been	leaking.	That	was	what	caused	the	black	smoke	to	bellow	from	the	engine	when	he
had	used	 it	 last.	When	he	 finished	 reassembling	 the	 engine,	 he	 looked	up	 to	 see	 it	was
daylight	outside.	He	had	worked	through	the	night.

With	his	heart	beating	just	a	little	faster	and	with	fingers	crossed,	he	went	up	to	the	wheel
house	 and	 turned	 the	 engine	 over.	 It	 coughed	 and	 spluttered	much	 as	 she	 had	 the	 day
before,	but	then	caught	and	thrummed	as	it	ticked	over.

He	closed	his	eyes	and	patted	the	wheel	in	thanks.	He	could	go	shrimping	tonight.	He	left



the	engine	 running	while	he	cleaned	himself	up.	He	 felt	happy	and	hungry.	He	had	 two
things	to	do.	One	was	to	inform	his	crew	they	would	be	shrimping	tonight,	and	the	other
was	to	eat.	He	jumped	lightly	on	the	pier	from	his	boat	and	walked	towards	the	boat	repair
dock.	He	saw	the	owner	working	on	a	boat	in	dry	dock.	“Dan,”	he	shouted	out.	“No	need
for	me	 to	 bring	my	 boat	 around	 today.	 I	 fixed	 the	 engine	 last	 night.	Keep	 your	 fingers
crossed	it	will	be	alright.”

Dan	waved	his	hand	in	acknowledgement,	fervently	wishing	David	had	not	fixed	his	boat
himself.	 He	 could	 really	 do	with	 the	work.	 The	 shrimpers	were	 doing	 badly,	 and,	 as	 a
consequence,	so	was	he.	Business	had	dwindled	enormously	these	last	four	years.	He	had
no	idea	how	he	would	ever	get	out	of	the	hole	they	were	all	digging	themselves	into.

By	the	time	David	finished	his	shower,	it	was	noon.	He	knew	where	his	crew	would	be	at
this	 time	 of	 day	 if	 they	weren’t	 working.	 The	Mighty	 Shrimp	was	 open,	 and	 his	 crew
members—Mack,	Roy,	and	Ben—were	playing	a	game	of	pool.	He	walked	over	to	them
and	told	them,	“You	will	be	working	tonight,	so	no	more	beer.	The	tide	will	be	early,	so	be
on	the	shrimper	at	four.	We	have	a	lot	of	shrimp	to	catch.	Be	prepared	for	a	hard	night—
we’ve	got	to	make	up	for	last	night.”

As	 David	 left,	 the	 three	 men	 looked	 at	 one	 another	 with	 huge	 sighs.	 They	 would	 be
earning	money	again	tonight	and	would	be	able	to	put	food	on	their	tables	at	home.	Each
had	wondered	where	the	money	was	coming	from.	They	loved	David	as	a	skipper—there
was	 none	 better.	He	 knew	 the	water,	 knew	 the	 tides,	 and	would	 take	 risks	where	many
others	wouldn’t,	but	he	always	 remained	calm	and	 in	control	and	came	out	on	 top	each
time.	However,	if	the	Crimson	Tide	was	unable	to	run	for	more	than	two	days	at	a	time,
they	would	have	to	find	employment	elsewhere.

The	owner	of	the	Mighty	Shrimp	grumbled	to	himself	behind	the	bar	as	he	dried	a	glass.
He	had	heard	the	men	ordered	not	to	drink.	They	were	the	only	customers	in	the	bar,	and
he	had	been	open	since	eleven.	They	had	one	beer	apiece.	How	was	he	supposed	to	eke	a
living	 out	 of	 this	 dying	 town?	Was	 it	 any	 wonder	 the	 youngsters	 were	 getting	 college
educations	and	leaving	in	droves?

The	Crimson	Tide	in	Harbor



Chapter	2
Morgan	stood	on	the	shore	watching	the	Crimson	Tide	leave	harbor.	The	sun	was	low	in
the	bright	orange	and	red	sky	and	dark	clouds	were	beginning	to	loom	overhead.	It	made
for	 a	 pretty,	 but	 early	 sunset.	 She	 had	moved	 in	with	 her	 ailing	 grandfather	 two	weeks
before.	Both	her	parents	had	died	two	years	before	in	a	car	accident	in	Boston.	They	had
been	on	their	way	to	see	the	Boston	Pop	Orchestra	when	a	drunk	driver	had	gone	through
red	lights	and	smashed	into	them.	The	car	had	almost	disintegrated	he	had	been	speeding
so	fast,	driving	home	from	an	office	Christmas	party.	He	and	his	wife	had	also	died.	It	had
made	a	devastating	Christmas	for	the	two	families.

As	an	only	child,	Morgan	had	visited	with	her	grandparents	each	summer	and	loved	 the
life	and	the	pace	of	Oak	Tree	Town.	Her	grandfather	was	a	shrimper	most	of	his	life,	but
her	father	had	been	determined	not	to	live	in	Oak	Tree	Town	a	moment	longer	than	he	had
to.	He	was	one	of	the	few	who	had	gone	to	college	and	moved	away	to	start	a	new	life.	He
met	his	wife	 at	 college,	 and	after	graduation,	 they	moved	 to	Boston.	The	 life	 there	was
fast-paced,	 and	 they	 loved	 the	 cultural	 activities.	 Her	 father	 vowed	 he	 would	 never	 be
dependent	on	the	Gulf	to	make	a	living.	He	worked	hard	and	became	a	trauma	doctor,	and
she	became	a	nurse.	Both	worked	at	the	same	hospital	and	their	life	revolved	around	busy
work	schedules	and	the	other	staff	who	worked	at	the	hospital.	Morgan	had	been	a	surprise
to	both	of	them.	It	wasn’t	that	they	didn’t	want	children;	they	had	been	so	invested	in	their
work	 they	 just	 never	 thought	 about	 the	 possibilities.	 Her	 mother	 was	 thirty-five	 when
Morgan	was	born,	and	she	had	not	wanted	to	give	up	work,	so	Morgan	had	been	bought
up	by	a	variety	of	home	care	nannies	and	the	day	care	center	at	the	hospital.	Her	parents
paid	little	attention	to	her,	continuing	their	lives	as	if	she	had	not	been	born.	It	wasn’t	that
they	didn’t	 love	her—they	did.	But	 they	 also	 loved	 the	 life	 they	 lived	 and	were	 always
busy.

The	 summers	 with	 her	 grandparents	 were	 the	 best	 part	 of	 her	 childhood.	 She	 loved	 to
come	to	this	small	town	outside	of	Mobile,	set	just	behind	Dolphin’s	Cove.	It	was	a	small
fishing	 community	 that	 lived	 by	 selling	 the	 fish	 and	 shrimp	 they	 caught.	 She	 had	 only
been	 allowed	 on	 her	 grandfather’s	 shrimp	 boat	 once.	 She	 had	 seen	 how	 the	 nets	 that
looked	like	butterfly	wings	on	either	side	of	the	boat	were	lowered	into	the	water	to	catch
the	shrimp	from	their	feeding	grounds.	She	had	observed	the	nets	were	reeled	back	in	and
emptied	into	the	holds.	She	then	watched	the	waiting	crew	sort	the	catch	and	throw	back
any	fish	or	shrimp	 that	wasn’t	wanted.	The	shrimp	were	quickly	packed	 into	 ice	so	 that
they	would	stay	fresh.	The	shrimp	boats	went	out	 far	 into	 the	Gulf,	and	 long	before	 the
night	was	over,	Morgan	had	fallen	asleep	in	her	grandfather’s	cabin.

Vacationers	were	few	and	far	between	in	Oak	Tree	Town,	but	they	came	by	the	thousands
everywhere	 else	 along	 the	 white	 sand	 beaches	 of	 the	 Gulf,	 and	 they	 loved	 shrimp.
However,	 the	2010	oil	spill	changed	all	 that.	People	no	 longer	 flocked	 to	 the	oil-sodden
beaches,	nor	did	they	want	to	wade	in	the	Gulf	waters	along	with	globs	of	oil	they	trod	on
or	 floated	 by	 them.	 The	 restaurants	 stopped	 buying	 shrimp	 in	 quantity.	 Everyone	 who
made	their	living	from	the	Gulf	was	affected.	Later,	when	the	vacationers	came	back	and
the	oil	company	had	made	restitution,	everyone	had	thought	that	 they	could	catch	up	on
their	 bills	 and	 have	money	 to	 spare,	 but	 the	 recovery	was	 never	 complete.	Many	were



evicted	 from	their	houses	as	 they	went	 into	 foreclosure.	Their	bills	accumulated	 interest
and	a	lot	of	people	declared	bankruptcy.	As	a	consequence,	far	from	being	made	rich	from
the	oil	spill,	a	lot	of	businesses	had	closed.	Fishermen	had	lost	so	much	from	being	laid	off
so	long,	that	they	too	had	either	left	and	tried	to	find	employment	elsewhere,	or	relied	on
Social	Security.	Life	was	hard	for	those	who	remained.

When	Morgan	found	her	grandparents	had	been	affected	as	much	as	anyone	else,	she	tried
to	send	them	money.	She	was	doing	well	in	New	York	with	a	prestigious	job	as	a	museum
historian	 and	 she	 shared	 a	 rent-controlled	 apartment.	 However,	 her	 grandfather	 was	 a
proud	man	and	refused	 to	cash	any	of	 the	checks	she	sent.	When	her	grandmother	died,
she	went	down	to	Oak	Tree	Town	for	the	funeral.	She	was	appalled	to	find	her	grandfather
was	going	to	give	her	grandmother	a	pauper’s	funeral,	and	so	Morgan	had	insisted	she	be
involved	in	choosing	the	coffin	and	the	service	and	quietly	paid	the	funeral	director	for	it
all.	She	found	out	how	much	her	grandfather	owed	in	hospital	bills	and	paid	those	off	too.
Her	grandfather	assumed	the	bills	would	come	to	him	eventually,	so	he	had	no	 idea	she
had	done	so	much.

When	 she	 suggested	 he	might	 like	 her	 to	 stay	 and	 look	 after	 him,	 her	 grandfather	 had
muttered,	“I’ve	looked	after	myself	all	these	years	and	will	continue	to	do	so,	thank	you.
You	go	and	get	back	to	New	York	and	your	life	there.”	Morgan	had	accepted	him	at	face
value	and	flew	back	to	the	life	she	had	made	for	herself.

Morgan	was	in	a	relationship	with	one	of	the	professors	at	the	museum	and	she	was	very
fond	 of	 him,	 but	 after	 eight	 years,	 their	 relationship	 had	 not	 progressed.	 She	 had	 been
really	happy	to	move	in	with	Gareth	after	they	had	known	each	other	for	two	years,	but	as
the	years	passed	and	no	marriage	proposal	came,	she	became	disillusioned.	She	wanted	to
have	children,	and	Gareth	had	said	he	did	too,	but	as	the	years	went	on	their	relationship
became	stale.	She	 flew	back	 from	 the	 town	of	Oak	Tree	and	stood	 in	 the	middle	of	her
sterile	 living	room.	Gareth	was	not	at	home—	probably	still	at	work—and	the	more	she
stood	there,	the	more	she	felt	ill	at	ease	and	as	if	she	did	not	belong.	She	remembered	the
tidy	 cottage	her	grandfather	 lived	 in	 and	knew	 it’s	worth	was	nowhere	near	 that	 of	 this
apartment,	 but	 she	 loved	 the	 cottage	more.	 It	 looked	 across	 fields	 of	 grasses	 and	 wild
flowers,	and	the	town	of	Oak	Tree	and	had	been	home	to	his	family	for	many	generations.
The	furniture	was	shabby	and	old,	but	 the	wood	had	worn	and	weathered	so	beautifully
that	it	shone	like	mirrored	glass.	The	pace	of	life	in	the	town	and	cove	was	much	simpler
and	easier	 than	 it	was	 in	New	York.	As	Morgan	gazed	around	her	upscale	 apartment,	 a
thought	 jumped	 into	 her	 head.	 Even	 though	 she	 had	 paid	 the	 outstanding	 bills	 for	 her
grandfather,	 she	 still	 had	 money	 invested	 from	 her	 parent’s	 estate	 that	 could	 keep	 her
going	for	a	while.

She	walked	 into	 the	bedroom	and	 saw	 the	bed	was	perfectly	made	up.	Gareth	hated	 an
unmade	bed	 and	probably	 employed	 a	 cleaning	 company	 to	 come	 in	 and	 look	 after	 the
place	while	 she	was	 away.	There	was	 not	 a	 thing	out	 of	 place—no	dust	 anywhere.	She
opened	 the	 closet	 and	 saw	 his	 clothes	 hanging	 one	 side	 and	 hers	 the	 other,	 nothing
mingled.	 She	walked	 through	 to	 their	 bathroom.	He	 had	 his	 cabinet,	 and	 she	 had	 hers,
nothing	was	out	of	place	here.

As	 she	 looked	 she	 realized	 it	 wouldn’t	 matter	 who	 the	 hell	 lived	 with	 Gareth	 in	 his
apartment.	 It	would	never	be	any	different.	 It	would	always	 look	pristine.	There	was	no



real	love	and	warmth	wherever	she	looked.	“I	guess	I	must	have	been	another	collectable,”
she	 mumbled	 to	 herself,	 and	 swiftly,	 before	 she	 changed	 her	 mind,	 she	 got	 two	 more
suitcases	and	 threw	in	as	much	as	she	could	from	the	closet	and	bathroom.	She	wrote	a
swift	note	goodbye	not	giving	any	reason	just;	“this	is	not	the	life	for	me	anymore.	Thank
you	for	all	you	have	given	me.	Have	a	good	life.”

Taking	one	last	look	around	and	seeing	how	neat	everything	was,	she	suddenly	before	she
could	change	her	mind,	swept	everything	off	Gareth’s	desk	onto	the	floor.	With	a	smile	on
her	face,	she	quietly	closed	the	door	on	her	way	out

She	 called	 a	 taxi	 cab	 and	 went	 outside	 with	 her	 cases.	 It	 wasn’t	 long	 before	 the	 taxi
arrived,	 and	with	 one	 final	 look	 up	 at	 the	 building	where	 she	 had	 lived	 for	 the	 last	 six
years,	she	got	into	the	cab	and	instructed	the	driver	to	take	her	to	the	airport.
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