Chapter One
And you, fathers, provoke not your children to wrath.
—Ephesians 6:4


Delia yawned and pulled into the long, winding drive for the first time in nearly fifteen years. Your mother has passed, Delia. Your father needs you. She’d hung up the phone and cried. Your mother has passed. Her reaction was unexpected, like a tremor starting deep within her, cracking the very foundation of her carefully constructed life. Highest in her class at Sarah Lawrence, editor at one of New York’s top publishing firms, she didn’t fall apart easily. Yet, she was rattled, as though she’d awoken from a dream to find that nothing was as it seemed. 
She rubbed the back of her neck, an attempt to release the incessant cramping in the long muscles that rang along the sides and into her shoulders. It had started before she’d even boarded the plane. She’d tried to talk herself out of the flight to Savannah. Work was piling up, Dalton was growing more distant by the day and she really didn’t need this right now. Still, here she was, where she’d sworn she’d never return to bury a woman she barely knew. 
Your father needs you. Yeah, like he could ever need her, or anyone else for that matter. Greyson James Reddick IV never needed anyone. He was what everyone else needed. The tension in her neck tightened.  
She sped up, cresting a small hill. The house lay ahead, overlooking a large, placid lake. Even from this distance, it looked different. The Greek Revival manor, its columns soaring to a portico over the second floor, stood just beyond a curtain of towering maples draped in wispy Spanish moss. A single light illuminated the wide porch encompassing the length of the house. Suspended from the ceiling, the wrought iron fixture swung slowly back and forth on its black chains, its dim light cold and uninviting. Delia half-expected to see Halloween decorations and a black cat cross her path. 
It seemed strange to see the house this way. Her mother’s parties, with every light blazing and jazz music spilling out from French doors thrown wide open, had drawn every social climber for three states. It was during those times that Delia had crept from her room and hidden in the garden to watch, mesmerized by the women—laughing, with men that hovered close by—cocktails held delicately in their hands. 
Fireflies flitted in the late August evening air and cicadas sang from the trees, wrenching her back to that time—and that little girl still waiting in the garden. Gravel crunched under the tires as she pulled alongside the steps and slowed to a stop. Putting the car in park, she turned off the ignition and sat for a moment.
You should have come home, Delia. She asked for you until the end.
Taking a deep breath, she opened the door and climbed out.  Memories blew by her on the cool twilight breeze as she walked around the car, the stones smooth under her feet.  
Oliver waited for her. He was stooped now, bent with age and years of servitude. His aquiline nose was pinched and prominent in his thin face. Delia choked back a sob at his smile, so warm and welcoming. It had been too long. Slowly, wearily, she ascended the wide steps, grateful for a familiar face.
“He’s in the library.” He smiled at her as she tossed him her keys.
“Thank you.” Delia followed the carmine Persian runner down the long hallway toward the library. Greyson sat with his back to her as she entered, the only light a low fire in the immense fireplace. He leaned toward it, digging a poker into a log. She waited, not wanting to go any further. It wasn’t too late. She could turn around and leave.
“Delia?” 
She closed her eyes. “Yes, Father.” 
His large frame had shrunk. The once proud shoulders were now slumped. His thick, black hair had thinned and turned grey. 
“Come closer.” He motioned for her to approach. 
She hesitated. 
He jabbed at the log again. “Oliver said she asked for you. Why didn’t you come?”
She slowly approached him. The light from the flames glinted off the silver whiskers on his unshaven face as he peered up at her. Delia stepped back. A man she barely recognized stared back at her. Eyes rimmed with dark circles searched her face.    
“She needed you.”
“She didn’t need anyone.”
“She needed you, Delia.”
“Really? She never showed it.”
“Why didn’t you come?”  
Delia took the chair beside him and stared into the flames. “I don’t know. Besides, what does it matter now? I’m here, aren’t I?”
Greyson reached for her hand, only to draw his own back again as though he were afraid to touch her. “How long can you stay?”
“Just until after the funeral.”
“So soon?”
“I have business in New York that can’t wait.” It was a lame excuse, but the only one she could think of. 
“How is your life in New York?”
“Good. It’s good.” It was getting uncomfortable for her. “Listen, I’m really tired.”  
“Of course. Your room is ready for you.” He turned his attention back to the fire. “I’m happy you’re home, Delia.” 
She left him sitting by the fire, the poker still in his hand.

***

She pushed the door to her room open. It seemed so small now. Crossing the floor, she tossed her purse onto the bench at the foot of the antique, four-poster bed. Nothing had changed. It was as though time had stood still, waiting for her to return. The crocheted lace canopy fluttered in the breeze coming in through the open windows. Delia closed her eyes, letting the scent of jasmine carry her back to the long summer days she’d tried so hard to forget. 
The mournful cry of a dove drew her back to her room and she opened her eyes once again. On the table beside the window, a leather-bound book caught her attention. Etched on the front cover was the inscription, “to thine own self be true.” She traced a finger over the etching as the buzzing of her cell phone broke the silence. 
Delia reached for her purse and phone. 
“Hello.” 
“Hey, did you make it all right?” 
“Yeah.” Dalton’s call was a welcome intrusion. “How did you know I needed to hear your voice?” She settled into the wing back chair beside her. 
Dalton laughed. “Intuition.”
“You’re getting smart in your old age.”
“Nah, just better at figuring you out. How was your flight?”
“Sloppy. How’s New York?”
“Wet. That storm you flew through is pummeling us as we speak. I’m supposed to meet Annie for drinks and I’m debating calling off.”
At the mention of Dalton’s sister, Delia suddenly felt lucky to be in Savannah. She didn’t know which was worse, listening to the woman talk about how everything that went wrong in her life was someone else’s fault or watching her puff away on her never-ending cigarette. 
“I’m sure she’ll get over it eventually.”
“Yeah, I wish it was that easy. It took me almost a month to convince her that I wasn’t blowing her off the last time. If I do it again who knows how long it’ll take to get her to believe me.”
“You’re too patient with her.”
“I don’t have a choice, she’s my sister.”
Delia flipped the cover of the book open. “What the hell?”  
“What’s wrong?” Dalton’s concern seemed genuine.
Delia leaned forward. Charlotte’s handwriting was neatly penned on the inside cover. “Dalton, I have to go.”
“But wait, when—”
“Sorry.” Hanging up the phone, she picked up the book, its parchment pages falling open in her hand. It was a diary—Charlotte’s diary. If she was caught reading it, she would… Delia stopped. Your mother has passed. No, it still wasn’t right. It would never be right. But then again, the woman was dead. Delia set the diary back on the table. 
Slamming the door behind her she hurried down the steps and into the kitchen. 
“Hello.” Oliver glanced up from his tea, eyes wide. Delia stopped. She wasn’t expecting him to be there. 
“Hi.”  
“Can I get you anything?”
“No, I’m good.” She opened the cupboard and reached for the Scotch, grabbing a glass from the drain board next to the sink on the way to sit down. Oliver’s wide-eyed gaze never left her hands as she poured herself a double and took a long drink. Yeah, that was what she was craving, the unmistakable warmth that comes from a twenty-year-old Scotch as it slides down your throat and into your gut. She leaned back, gently swirling the glass and what remained of the Scotch.
“Do you feel better?”
“Yes, much.”
With a subdued nod, he went back to his tea. She took another drink and studied him. He’d always seemed old, as much a fixture here as the wallpaper or the hardwood floors he scrubbed every week. 
“When is Greyson going to update this kitchen? It’s the twenty-first century, and you’re still washing dishes by hand. And those cupboards, I’m not even going to mention how old they are.”
“I manage just fine.” Oliver’s long, nimble fingers held the teacup delicately as he sipped. It was a ritual with him, his evening tea. When she’d asked him about it as a small girl, he said he’d brought it over from England in a satchel. She’d believed him until she got older and realized it wasn’t possible to carry a ritual in a satchel. Now, every time she saw an English tea set, she thought of him.  
“Tell me something.” 
“I’ll try.” He set his cup down and dabbed at the corners of his mouth with a pristine white linen napkin, a napkin he no doubt had starched and ironed. 
“How did she die?”
He sighed and nodded. “Well, it’s not a simple thing to answer.”
“Sure it is. People die all the time, from cancer, heart attacks, strokes.”
“Delia, your mother, well, she was never quite the same after you left.”
“She didn’t die because of me. People don’t die because someone moves away.”
“That’s true, they don’t. But people do die of broken hearts.”
She leaned her arms on the table. “People don’t die from broken hearts. Especially people who don’t have hearts.”
“She loved you, Delia.”
“No,” she snorted derisively. “She loved Charlotte and everything that went along with being Charlotte Ann Reddick. I was the last thing on her mind.” 
“You’re wrong.”
“Am I? You tell me one time she ever cared about me.”
Oliver leaned back in his chair, crossed his arms over his chest and smiled at her. “Your seventh birthday.”
“What?”
“The party she threw for you on your seventh birthday.”
“I didn’t have a party.”
“Ah, but you did. Think back.”
“I spent the day like every other day, sitting in my room afraid to make any noise. Be still, Delia. Children are supposed to be seen, not heard. Remember?”  
“You had a party, a short one, but a party none-the-less.”
She finished her glass and poured another. The Scotch was working. A gentle buzzing hummed in her head as warmth permeated her body. 
“So, tell me about this party you claim she threw for me.” 
“It was hot that day, quite hot. Your mother decided to have it outside, by the pool. However, she had been sick and she didn’t realize just how hot it was going to be that day.”
“So what? She sent everyone home because it got too hot?” 
“No, Delia. She fainted.”
“She cancelled the party because she fainted?” 
“She fell into the pool and hit her head on the edge, splitting it wide open. She had to be taken by ambulance to the hospital.”
Charlotte’s limp body in Greyson’s arms. The glass slipped from Delia’s hand and onto the table, spilling Scotch everywhere. Oliver patiently laid his starched napkin over the spill. 
“You’re making this up.” But even as the words left her mouth, she knew it was true. Quick, get her out of there! Greyson had jumped in and pulled her out. Delia had never seen him so frightened. 
“What happened to her?”    
 “She had a concussion and a cut that required stitches. She spent the night and came home the next day.”
“Okay, you made your point.” This was ridiculous. It was a stupid childhood memory, yet she sensed there was more to it than she wanted to accept. “I still don’t see how this has anything to do with how she died. And you didn’t answer my question.”
Oliver held the teacup for several moments as he studied her. “She died of a broken heart, Delia.”
Delia gulped the last of the Scotch in her glass. “Fine. You know what? I don’t care.” She shoved the chair away from the table and rose to her feet. “It’s been a long day and I don’t have the patience for this.”
“Delia.”
“What—Oliver—what? Do you honestly expect me to believe this crap? Because I don’t. Charlotte didn’t have a heart and she sure as hell didn’t love me.”
Oliver set his teacup down and took a deep breath before looking up at her. “Then why did you come home?”
“Because”—Delia slowly sat down again—“it was expected of me.” 
“It was expected that you would come home when your mother asked for you, but you didn’t.”
Delia shifted in the chair. 
“It wasn’t expected that you would leave fifteen years ago and never return. It wasn’t expected that you would—”
“I get the point.”  
Oliver reached across the table and laid his hand on hers. “You came home because you wanted something, Delia. But I wonder. Do you even know what that something is?”
She pulled her hand away. “It doesn’t matter.” 
“I think you’re scared. I think you’ve been scared for a long time now.”
She listened to the truth in his words and it angered her that he knew her so well. 
“You did the right thing by coming.”
“Did I?”  
Oliver sat back and smiled. “Yes.”
She stood to go, taking the half-empty bottle with her. “I didn’t ask for any of this, you know.”
Oliver nodded.
“I was doing all right by myself.” 
“I’m glad you came home, Delia.”
“I’m sorry.” She pointed to the mess on the table. 
“I’ll clean it up.” 
Delia turned and headed toward the stairs. 
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