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Prologue
Samantha listened; her hand covered her mouth to stifle a cry. Her face registered a look of horror as the
disembodied voice of Charles Mariner told her the story of how he died.
“There was no warning.” With the pain of remembering, his voice broke to almost a sob.
“A freak storm, just suddenly there it was, with no time to make a run for it. The wind got up and the
waves became mountains. I rode the crest of a wave and then I was falling down a mountainside when my
boat dropped into the valley between two monstrous mountains of water. The horror continued until that
rogue wave hit me broad side and my world turned upside down. Another huge wave rolled my boat over
and that was the end.
“My boat went down by the head. I’ll never forget the sounds. I could actually hear her screaming as she
disappeared below the surface. Her death knell was the screams of a hundred banshees.
“I was in the wheelhouse holding on and praying she would right herself one more time, just once more
I begged. However, my prayers landed on deaf ears.
“I tried to swim out to make it to the surface but, the hem of my coat caught on the wall hook where I
hang my charts. I tried desperately to free myself and I remember holding my breath until my lungs felt as if
they were on fire. I couldn’t hold it any longer and I surrendered myself to the darkness. I stretched my arms
out welcoming death, and sucked the salty water into my burning lungs.
“You would think that breathing water into your lungs would be like the pain you feel when you get
choked on food or drinking water, and you say it went down the wrong pipe. To drown wasn’t like that. It
was a relief to fill my deflated lungs with water. In just moments darkness rolled over me and I knew
nothing else until I woke up at the water’s edge with waves rolling over me, pushing me this way, and than
that. Two men took me by my arms and pulled me up to dry sand before the tide turned, and would wash me
back out to sea.
“I was surrounded by people staring down at me. They were beach goers out for a day of fun. I struggled
to my feet ready to thank my rescuers but then, I realized these people were not looking at me, but at
something on the sand behind me. I turned and looked down, and there was my body still lying on the sand.
Shocked, I kicked at it and told it, “Get up you fool, get up. These people think you’re dead.” My body
didn’t move. I stared at it hoping, praying it would move. “Move damn you.” I ordered it. Since I’d stepped
out of my body, I wondered, could I lie back down in it. If I could, maybe then I could make it get up. I lay
back down, and then tried sitting up. I sat up, but my body didn’t. It stayed where it lay, limp on the sand.
The pallor of my face was blue.
“Frightened, I began backing away not knowing what I was supposed to do. I backed right through a
man standing there staring down at my dead body. To stand inside his body for a moment, it was a shock to
share the same space as someone else. That feeling was creepy. After all, I’ve never been dead before and he
didn’t seem to notice I was there inside him other than to sigh and take a deep breath. I continued to back
away. There were so many people milling around now. To keep from walking through anyone else or so
they wouldn’t walk through me, I looked around for a safe place to stand. I climbed up out of everyone’s
way, and sat on top of a sand dune.
“The rescue squad came and loaded my body in the truck. They slammed the doors, and then drove off
with the siren blaring. You’re dead I kept telling myself, dead. Then the thought struck me that maybe I
should have gone with my body, to wherever they were taking it. I stood up ready to run after the truck, but
it was gone with the sirens blaring. The sound began to fade away as the truck disappeared in the distance.
“The word dead kept repeating in my head.
“I looked down at what was left of me and laughed, I had no body. I was just a floating ball of sparkly

energy with a mind that can think.
“I saw the beach goers shaking their heads sadly, and talking amongst themselves. I heard one woman
say as she walked past me, “He looked so young, what a shame. He still had a whole life ahead of him.”
“With the excitement over, the curious began walking away, going back to enjoy their day at the beach.
I was left sitting alone on that sand dune, and worrying about what comes next. Should I just sit here and
wait for an angel or someone from the other side to come and get me? That’s what I’d always heard in
Sunday school. An angel would come and take you to the gates of heaven where you would be judged for
your sins before being allowed to enter. I waited. Where was my angel? Where was the bright light where
the angel was supposed to take me?
“I watched the sinking sun turn the clouds orange and then it begin to drop slowly below the horizon.
Then the sun was gone, and it grew dark. Still I waited for someone to come for me. I’ve never felt so alone
and lonely in all my life.
“After awhile I decided no one was coming, and the word home came to mind. Yes, I told myself, take
your dead self-home. I was resentful at how fragile the human body was. It took so little to bring it to the end
of life.
“The sky was dark now, the clouds parted, the stars came out, and the moon rose giving me just enough
light to see my way. I started walking down the beach in the direction I felt was home. At least I think I was
walking. No, looking down I’m sure as a ball of sparkly energy, an orb, I was floating, just above the sand.
“Morning came and I saw the sunrise promising another beautiful beach day. Still I floated slowly past
sunbathers, children building sand castles, and people walking slowly with their heads down, looking for
the perfect seashell that may have washed in during the night. No one looked my way and no one saw me.
“One small boy chasing his beach ball ran through me without even knowing I was there. My body gave
him no resistance. It was as if he ran through a cloud of fog, and out the other side.
“I don’t know how long it took me to get home; time has no meaning for me now.
Then, there it was. I could see it in the distance. It was my home with its tall brick chimneys rising above
the sand dunes. My sanctuary, the place where I could rest, hide from the world and recuperate from this…
state I was in. However, the word dead came back to me, and there’s no recuperating from being dead you
dummy. Nevertheless, I was home, and the sight of the big house gave me a comforted feeling, as if a warm
blanket had been wrapped around me. I’ve been here or near here ever since, not straying far.”
Charles stopped talking, his voice trailing off to nothing. Then he turned and looked at the huge brick
beachfront house sitting far back on a wide expanse of perfectly manicured lawn.
“Look at her Samantha, isn’t she beautiful? In the morning sun, the color of the bricks changes to a deep
rose.”
Samantha saw his face change and take on a dark look.
His voice took on renewed strength. “She belongs to the Mariner family, not shamed and degraded,
turned into a hotel of all things. If they had made her into a whorehouse, it couldn’t make me feel any worse.
“I had plans to someday marry and fill the great house with the laughter of
children.” He buried his face in his hands for a moment. His voice became almost a whisper. “I wanted
to see my sons sliding down the big curved banister pretending it was a bucking bronco, the same as I did
when I was a boy. I had promised my father lots of grandchildren. He wanted grandsons to follow his
example, to become fishermen, and to bring in great catches of shrimp for the village.
“It’s gone now, everything’s gone. I watched all of my father’s boats sold off one by one. I watched men
arguing over who would buy the last one. Now my home is gone, along with all my plans for the future. My
father, everything is gone. I have nothing left now but… time.”
Tears misted Sam’s eyes. “I’m so sorry Charles. That must have been a horrible experience, but you’re
all right now. It’s over and you’re safe from any further harm.”

Chapter 1
A much needed vacation
Samantha couldn’t believe it, of all the rotten luck. There was no warning, not even a hint the company
was in trouble. Fired, everyone was fired. However, fired is such a harsh word, the company to make it
sound better, used the word terminated instead.
Samantha arrived at work under gray threatening skies, and found her co-workers standing in front of a
still locked door. Their faces registered shock as they pointed at the sign hanging on the front door, Gone
out of Business.
What in the world happened between yesterday and today? How could all be well yesterday, with
everyone making plans for the future, and changed to bankruptcy today, with not a one of us in this office
getting a hint that something was wrong?
A fine misty rain began to fall, adding insult to injury. For shelter, the women huddled closer together
under the small green canvas awning over the door.
Hoping to beat the coming rain, someone in the next block was burning leaves. A sudden gust of wind
blew a flake of black ash against Sam’s white silk blouse leaving a dark spot. Sam smacked at the spot with
her hand, however the powdery ash had penetrated the material and refused to be dusted away. Damn,
another thing to add to the laundry basket.
Office Manager Hank Evers, of Rogers and Rogers Import-Export Company, drove up in front of the
building, parked and dreading to face the group of women, he sat there a moment. He knew they were going
to be irate about the hatchet that was swung over their heads. Finally, knowing there was no need putting it
off any longer. He grabbed his black umbrella, opened the car door and holding the open umbrella over his
head, he joined the silent group of unsmiling women waiting at the front door. If they were a mob of angry
villagers carrying torches, pitchforks, and clubs, he wouldn’t have been surprised. Not one face greeted him
with a smile and he couldn’t blame them.
He was shaking his head from side to side, and his face wore a defeated look. He held his hand up at the
group in a stop gesture. “Ladies, ladies please don’t ask me what happened, I have no idea. I’m as much in
the dark as you are.” His tone of voice had almost a begging sound.
“All I know is last night the elder Rogers sent me an email requesting all of us to meet in the office first
thing this morning to clean out your desks. He’ll be here later this morning to give everyone severance pay,
and the company’s apologies.
“I tried to get hold of him by phone for an explanation but could never get an answer. I continued calling
his number until well after midnight, until I realized, he was hiding because he didn’t want to talk.”
A squealing of tires sliding on wet pavement caused the group to turn and look. The rain slick pavement
should have been enough of a warning to drivers to slow down. However, when the light changed to red, a
gray Chevy skidded to a stop. The red Ford pickup truck behind him slammed on breaks, and before finding
enough traction to come to a stop, slid on the wet pavement to within an inch of the gray Chevy’s bumper.
“People just don’t know how to drive in the rain.” Remarked a man walking by shaking his head in
disgust. Shielding himself under his black umbrella, he continued on his way hunching his shoulders deeper
in his gray raincoat.
Hank unlocked the office door and held it open while the women filed in one by one and went straight to
their desks. A sudden gust of wind caught the door and jerked it out of Hank’s hand causing it to slam with
a loud gun shot like bang. The startled group of women jumped nervously.

“Sorry, it got away from me,” Hank said apologizing.
Samantha’s lunch buddy Mandy Franklin, headed for the coffee pot. “I guess we all need some hot
coffee to chase away the damp chill.” In a few minutes, the delicious smell of fresh perking coffee filled the
office lifting everyone’s spirits.
If, Samantha thought, I’d had some warning, I could have brought a box or bag to hold my things.
However, she’d always made it a point not to kept personal items at work. Not even a photograph on her
desk. She was all business at work however, she did have a personal notebook, day planer and the expensive
ballpoint pen the company had given everyone at Christmas last year. Sam slipped that in her purse. She
looked deep into the back of the desk drawer for anything she wanted to keep. Seeing nothing but regular
office supplies that belonged to the company, she sat down in her armless office chair.
With a cup of coffee in her hand, that Mandy handed to her. She sipped the hot brew, and waited for the
next revolting development to be dumped on her and her fellow employee’s shoulders.
She tried to think about what will happen tomorrow with no job but she saw nothing but darkness, no
bright light in the future.
She hardly had time to finish her coffee and take a deep relaxing breath before the two Rogers, father
and son walked in shaking the rain off their black umbrellas; they closed them and then stood them in the
corner behind the door.
“First I want to say how sorry I am that we had to keep the bankruptcy a secret.” The elder Rogers began
while wiping rainwater off his face with a spotless white handkerchief. Then before continuing, to give
himself time to think about his next words, he refolded the handkerchief, and placed it back in his breast
coat pocket with a point sticking up. Then clearing his throat, he continued with his explanation.
“Right up until yesterday morning, we still had hopes of finding a solution to our financial problems.
However, so we could stay in business, we’ve tried everything we could think of to make things work out
with our creditors.” He slowly shook his head from side to side. “No suggestion anyone brought to the table
worked. Our creditors were very uncooperative. They wanted nothing but payment in full.
“I was able to hold back enough cash to give each one of you a check for three months severance pay,
and my wife put together a letter of reference for you. If you’re careful with the money you should, by the
end of three months, have found new employment.”
The elder Rogers sat down in Hank’s desk chair as if he hadn’t the strength to stand any longer. “Good
luck my friends, you’ve been loyal employees and I’ve enjoyed working with you.” He opened the big
manila envelope and handed it to the younger Rogers who began handing out smaller envelopes containing
certified checks and a letters of reference.
Just as everyone said their goodbyes, the sky really opened up. Samantha hurried through the pouring
rain while dodging and jumping over small puddles of water. She hopped in her car and drove slowly home
hoping the rain would let up soon.
While waiting for the rain to slack up enough to get to her front door, she read the letter of reference
again and the amount of the check. She nodded. It would be enough to last if she was careful.
The windshield wipers beat a steady tapping back and forth. Sam watched and racked her brain for
answers. I have no job and a wave of fear hit her in the pit of her stomach. What do I do now? Still she sat
watching the wipers sweep the water away; she decided that maybe this wasn’t such a bad thing after all.
She’d worked steady ever since graduating from high school and now could use a break.
The first week at home, she slipped on rubber gloves to protect her hands and cleaned the house from
top to bottom, shining every mirror and window inside and out. She washed all the blankets, bedspreads,
and curtains. She even rented a shampooer and cleaned the carpet throughout the house. At the end of the
first week, the whole house sparkled. She stood back admiring everything she’d accomplished.
The second week she worked in the yard, weeding flowerbeds, cutting the grass, and raking up every

stray leaf she could find, even those that had taken refuge under the shrubbery. Then she stuffed the grass
clippings and leaves in black plastic bags, and carried them to the curb for the trash men to take. Sitting on
the top step with a hot cup of coffee, she looked over the yard for something else she might have missed.
The place was really taking shape now after having let it go for so long.
A neighbor walking his dog called out to Samantha as he went by. “It’s looking good Miss Porter.”
“Thanks. I let it go far too long but I think the work is caught up now.”
The third week to pass the time, she went to see every new movie in town. At the movies, she’d eaten
enough popcorn, chocolate covered raisins, and juju beans that just the thought of another box made her a
little nauseous. She looked down at her hips and thought; these babies didn’t care to see anymore of that
fattening stuff either.
Then on the forth week, she sat on a bench in the park, eating a lunch she’d bought from home. It was
certainly a little healthier than what she’d eaten the week before. This lunch was tuna fish on rye, with
mayo, lettuce, and a bottle of water.
She sat in the shade watching people hurry to get where they were going and felt a little jealous. I have
no place to go. I’m so bored I could scream, she moaned. Now what do I do with myself?
She tossed a begging squirrel a bread crust and watched him grab it and run up the nearest tree trunk.
Another squirrel saw him get the crust and the chase was on. Up one tree and down another until the crust
broke. The broken half fell through the leaves and limbs to the ground. While the lucky squirrel quickly ate
what was left of his prize, the other squirrel made a dash down the tree trunk to grab the dropped half.
“Sorry fellows, you should have come earlier. If I had more I’d give it to you.” The squirrels ran off to beg
from another park bench sitter who had peanuts.
Sam’s thoughts went back to what she should do with her time now.
A man strolled by with a folded newspaper under his arm. He stopped and said, “I’ve finished with my
newspaper and I‘m only going to throw it in the trash. Would you like to have it?”
“Why yes, thank you.” She reached out for the newspaper he held out to her. Samantha sat and read the
paper starting with the local news, then moving to the job section. However, nothing fit her qualifications.
She moved on to an ad for a vacation cruise and stopped. A vacation, in a whisper her inner voice repeated
the word. I haven’t had a vacation since before my mom died, and I still have the little bit of money she’d
left me. I’d put it in the bank for emergencies, and almost forgot about it. She smiled and the thought
brightened the day. Yes, a vacation, that’s just what I need.
I’ll just get in the car and go. I’ll have no specific destination, just stop when some place looks
interesting. Then leave when I get bored and move on to the next town. Yes, that sounds like a fun vacation.
She nodded to herself. Since I don’t have a job to rush back to, I can stay as long as I like and really enjoy
myself. Samantha felt a rush of excitement.
She packed two suitcases with summery clothes. Then, she went throughout the house unplugging
everything electric. Threw out all perishables in the refrigerator, but reminded herself to leave the door ajar
so the inside wouldn‘t get musty smelling. Then, at the last minute, she remembered to call to stop the
newspaper.
She ran next door and told her neighbor old Mrs. Sawyer, she would be out of town for a while on
vacation. However, Samantha made it clear that she wasn’t moving, she hadn’t ordered anything to be
delivered, so if her good neighbor saw a truck back up to her door to call the police. That truck meant her
house was being robbed. She’d heard talk that a house in the next block had been robbed last week while the
homeowner was at work.
Sam didn’t have much of value however, what she did have she was attached to, and didn’t want some
thief robbing her of it.
“Have a nice vacation and not to worry,” Mrs. Sawyer told her waving goodbye. “I’ll keep an eye on the

place. Send me a post card of where you’re staying, I love seeing pictures of places I’ll never get to see.”
Samantha said she would and waving goodbye, she hopped in her car. “I’ll bring you back something
pretty too,” she shouted from her open car window.
First, she stopped at the post office to stop the mail, then at a service station to fill the car’s gas tank. She
had the oil and water checked and the air pressure in the tires. She thanked the service man and asked for a
map, and then headed for Interstate 95. The sun shone brightly from a cloudless blue sky. Samantha
pictured Mr. Sun smiling down at her, and took it as a good omen. She slipped on her sunglasses to shield
her eyes against the sun’s glare. “Here we go,” she said humming a happy tune.
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