
Chapter 12

Spotting a bush-encircled palm, she crouched down behind it and did her best to quiet her 

breathing to be able to hear her pursuer. Nothing, no calls or threats, no footsteps or rustling of 

foliage. Only the pounding of the surf.

Then a rhythmic thudding caught her attention—horses at a gallop—two of them, if her 

ears didn’t deceive her. For a wild moment she pictured cowboy Thad coming to her rescue. No, 

it must be Thornton and Sara Morningstar, back from their noon-time excursion. 

Throwing discretion to the wind, Jill hurried toward the beach to intercept them. But 

instead of two riders, she saw only one—Thornton, mounted on a palomino stallion with a 

dappled gray mare beside it, saddle empty. He turned the horses her way, as if knowing where to 

find her, and rode up and over the slight dune between them. 

“Ready for a ride?” A smirk played at the edges of his mouth.

“How—?”

“Come, Jillian Jo, surely you realize by this time that I’m advised of everything that takes 

place on this island.”

“Really? Then why aren’t you chasing after the intruder?”

“That Aussie who hired a pilot to drop him here? Jean-Charles will let him take a few 

photos before packing him off the grounds. He deserves a little something for his troubles, don’t 

you think?”

The palomino snorted.

Gathering her wits, Jill shed her remaining sandal, slipped her bare foot in the gray’s 

stirrup, and mounted. “Okay, your move, white knight.”



“Oh, do you play chess?”

“So there is something you don’t know.” Jill patted her mount’s neck and prayed it was 

docile.

“My sources say you don’t. But perhaps I could teach you.”

“I’ll stick with Scrabble, thank you.” She had half a notion to challenge him a few rounds 

to take his ego down a notch.

He grinned as if reading her mind. “Race you to the hotel. Winner gets to pick the game.”

“No thank you.” Obviously his spies had informed him of her timidity on a horse.

He nudged the palomino toward the trail Jill had walked. “A quiet promenade then.”

To Jill’s relief when she squeezed the gray with her knuckles, it obeyed and followed 

after the palomino.

Thornton set a loping pace. “You’re an enigma.”

“How so?”

“You involve yourself in the life of every contestant, yet you seek out solitude every 

chance you get.”

Every chance? Had hidden cameras picked up her prayer in the stairwell? Or her pre-

dawn walk on the beach? Dismayed at the thoroughness of surveillance, she replied, “So?” 

“Well, which is it—are you a people-person or a loner?”

“I’m certainly not a loner. But, like most people, I need time alone to…reflect.” She 

almost said “pray” but stopped short, remembering his reaction to her faith.

He brought the palomino to a halt on the top of a knoll and gazed out at the sea. “You’re 

wrong. Most people are hooked on distractions twenty-four seven—TV, cell phones, iPods—as 

if solitude would kill them.”



Jill succeeded in bringing the gray alongside and followed his gaze. A ship-less sea 

stretched east to west, giving her a romantic sensation of being marooned with him on a desert 

isle. Stop it! She shook her head to clear it. “And you?”

“I’m not allergic to my own company. Unlike Eve. She couldn’t go on a camping trip 

without inviting half of Manhattan along.” He glanced at her as if wary he’d shared too much.

To put him at ease she ignored the Eve topic. “Where do you like to camp?”

“Anywhere wild and rugged…Adirondacks…British Columbia…” He grinned, eyes 

dancing. “Jackson Hole.”

Back to gamesmanship. He likes to peer into others’ psyches but keep his own opaque. 

But this time, she smirked, he was wrong. His Jackson Hole shot had missed by four hundred 

miles. In spite of working in Cheyenne, she’d never visited that corner of Wyoming. So if he 

wanted her to imagine that’s where they’d met—all the while claiming they hadn’t—his 

omniscience had its limits.

“Do you travel much?” he asked.

She shifted uncomfortably in the saddle. “Not as much as I’d like. Ms. Michaels takes 

most of the business trips for the museum. But I grabbed two weeks in London last summer.”

“Christie’s?”

“Yes, but vacationing at my own expense, not work assignment. All the same, I couldn’t 

pass up the British Museum and several art galleries.”

“Or the Louvre.”

She nodded, wondering how he knew that. Suddenly the question of passports dawned on 

her. Thanks to her London and Paris jaunt, she already had hers in hand when the contest 

invitation came. But other contestants couldn’t be expected to have one tucked away. They had 



to apply and the process could take weeks. That meant their recruitment had preceded hers. Was 

I an afterthought?

“What’s the matter?” he asked.

“Nothing.” Intuitively she knew he wouldn’t give a straight answer if asked. Besides she 

didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of seeming so curious.

He sidled his horse closer. “So you wouldn’t mind traveling ten or eleven months out of 

the year?”

“I’d love it but—” She frowned with a twinge of resentment. “Preferably while keeping 

my job.”

“Something’s bothering you all right.” He dismounted, assisted her to the ground, and—

hands still on her waist—peered into her eyes. “Out with it.”

She sighed, comforted by his sympathetic tone and touch. “Ms. Michaels gave me eight 

days leave of absence. I’m supposed to be back tomorrow. When I phoned and begged for an 

extension, explaining why, she wouldn’t budge.”

“I’m sorry.” He released her and clasped his hands together, fingertips to his lips. After a 

moment’s silence he said, “Maybe I can do something about it.”

She looked up at him hopefully. Send me back today with five hundred thousand? No, 

she relented, ashamed of her first thought, the Lord wanted her here for more reasons than 

money. Like witnessing to Thornton. Though I’m doing an awfully poor job of it.

“Perhaps I can negotiate with your boss,” he said.

“Oh, would you?” Jill blurted with little-girl eagerness.

He chuckled, eyes twinkling. “After all, I fancy myself a patron of the arts, of sorts.”

Jill had to restrain herself from plastering his face with kisses. “Thank you, thank you, 



thank you.”

Something of her impulse must have registered on her face, for he took her by the 

shoulders and kissed her forehead. “You’re welcome.”

An awkward silence followed, made worse by the palomino nuzzling the gray. Averting 

her eyes, Jill looked to the hills and started to ask about Jamaica’s interior, but Thornton spoke 

first.

“So, if you had the chance to travel, where would you go?”

Giddy with relief over her job, Jill threw out her hands with exuberance. “Tokyo…Taj 

Mahal…Timbuktu…Titicaca…every center of culture ancient or modern.”

“No matter how primitive the accommodations?”

She glanced back at him cautiously. Was this the views-on-marriage interrogation that 

scouts hadn’t given her? A test of whether she would be amenable to traipsing around the globe 

wherever Thornton’s business took him? If it was, his stolid expression gave nothing away.

She decided joking was safest. “Luxury resort to luxury resort? I can’t imagine that being 

too challenging.

He didn’t crack a smile. “Checking out a property before it’s developed can mean tenting 

or lodging in a stilt house.”

“You—in a stilt house? No water, no electricity, no flush toilets?”

A slow grin spread across his face. “Isn’t that what you recommended? To win over the 

local chief I need to dress and eat and live like him.”

She stared, amazed. Eighty-seven candidates and he could recall their names, background 

data, and even what they’d said in previous conversations. Obviously that facility served him 

well in making friends around the world. 



Imagine what an ambassador for Christ he would make if God got hold of him. 

She woke from her trance to find his eyes still searching hers, the same grin playing 

across his face.

“Well, shall we return to civilization?” Without waiting for an answer, he mounted and 

led his horse down onto the beach and then into a trot toward the hotel. 

She had no recourse but to follow. And that quickly their rendezvous ended—as it had 

begun—when and where he chose.

***

Back in Room 107 alone, Jill beat herself up for letting God down. She should have told 

Thornton, when the subject of compatibilities came up, that something far more important than 

lodging and living conditions was at issue. To be equally yoked, they had to share the same faith. 

Why was she so timid about witnessing?

Mordecai had no qualms. Straight out he’d told Thornton that what he needed was not 

another woman but Jesus. And Sara sang her heart out for the Lord in Thornton’s penthouse. But 

me, I hide my flickering wick under a woven Jamaican basket.

A click sounded in the lock. Jill sat up straight and composed her face. Ume walked in 

and switched on the lights. “Oops, pardon.”

Jill smiled. “That’s all right. I did the same to you. Speaking of which, have you come up 

with a plan of escape?”

“Yes.” Ume covered her mouth and giggled. “But I haven’t had the chance to act on it. 

Maybe at dinner.”

“Good, I’ll pray God will give you the opportunity.” Jill blinked, astounded at what had 

come out of her mouth.



Ume nodded, an eager light coming into her eyes. “Yes, please. I burned incense to my 

kami, you pray to yours, maybe one will answer, even in this far forsaken place.”

Jill couldn’t believe her ears. That quick God had given her another chance to witness. 

With a lump in her throat, she relayed the truth her father had taught her since childhood. “I pray 

to the Creator of heaven and earth. He’s not limited by geography. He can tell all spirits 

anywhere what to do because He created them.”

Ume’s eyes grew wide. “You sound like Pastor Ito. He says he has a little church but a 

big God who fills the whole universe.”

“He does. He calls every star by name in millions of galaxies. Yet he knows every desire 

of every heart on tiny planet earth.”

In the few minutes that remained before dinner, Jill shared what she could about Jesus’ 

love. Ume declined the invitation to pray for salvation but accepted Jill’s prayer for God to give 

opportunity to put Ume’s escape plan into operation.


