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CHAPTER 1

Lana Beckford returned to her
plane seat and rolled her eyes in disbelief at the sight of her
fiancé snoozing beside her. She shoved him lightly, but he didn’t
budge, having fallen into a slumber while she was in the washroom.
She wasn’t even in the washroom that long. How could he have fallen
asleep on such a short plane ride? Then again, she had noticed how
uncomfortable he looked when they first boarded the plane in
Montreal. Back then, she initially thought he was having second
thoughts about the trip, but he hadn’t uttered a word about it or
anything else. Usually, when he’s uncomfortable, he tried to talk
her out of stuff; either that or he slipped into discomforting
silence. It was rare for him to sleep off his discomfort, however.
Maybe he had a fear of flying. But, he must have flown before. By
his own admittance, he was well traveled. She studied him, snoozing
like a child. She smiled, brushing his forehead again. This time he
shuffled just a bit.

“What?” He turned to look at her
sleepily.

“How can you be sleeping when
the flight isn’t that long?”

He shrugged. “I am tired.”

“Already?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Plane rides
make me a bit weary.”

“You’re not afraid of flying,
are you?” She inquired mockingly.

He shook his head awkwardly and
turned away from her, slipping back into lazy quietness, and then
she could hear him snoring again, ever so faintly. He stayed asleep
for the rest of the flight. Lana didn’t bother him again, finding
his behavior more charming than irritating. He hadn’t disappointed
her so far in the last few weeks…no, not once. She turned her eyes
to the window, feeling a jolt of excitement as the city of
Vancouver came into view. She had actually suggested a
cross-country drive from Montreal to Vancouver Island, but her
fiancé had explained that such a trip would take forever, and so
they decided to fly to Vancouver and then hop on a ferry to move
across to the Island. She was glad she agreed with his idea,
because the more she thought about this journey, the more she
understood what it really meant, for them both. She was going into
her fiancé’s past, his family and his home, where he grew up;
understanding this meant she didn’t want to wait a moment
longer.

Everything between them had
happened so quickly—the engagement, the planning and now the trip.
How quickly her stubborn fiancé had turned their lives around.
There was a time, about a month or so ago, she thought she’d never
get through to him, even if they had been together for nearly two
years; yet, in three weeks, she had gone from an understanding
girlfriend to his fiancée. The word fiancée echoed in her head,
shutting out every other thought, and she studied her engagement
ring, stifling her girlish giddiness. She had to get used to it.
Soon, when the summer was over, she would become his wife. Soon,
she’d become Mrs. Devon Lecusken.

A strong wind greeted Devon
Lecusken when he stepped off the plane with his fiancée, Lana
Beckford, at B.C. International Airport. It nearly blew them both
away, forcing them to pull their coats tighter around themselves.
It could’ve been a simple wind—a simple late spring wind, which
wasn’t unusual for the west coast, except that this particular wind
greeting him, the vagabond son of North Island, was welcoming.

As soon as his feet touched the
asphalt, he sensed the change in his environment. He smiled
torpidly, not at his fiancée struggling to keep her skirt down and
muttering about flashing people, but at the smell of home, smack in
the middle of cosmopolitan Vancouver. He knew what he was doing. He
had been anticipating this moment since the night he laid in bed
and thought to himself that he wanted to marry Lana Beckford and
start a life with her. The day that crazy idea came into his head
was the day he agreed to let her into his past, to return to Winter
Haven. What changes waited for him? He wondered, trying to sniff
out the answer in the air.

It was unclear.

At Tsawwassen Terminal, Devon
and Lana got on the ferry that would take them to their detour
destination in Victoria, on Vancouver Island. When they got off the
ferry at Swartz Bay Terminal on Vancouver Island, Devon sniffed the
chilled air of late spring again, still obsessed with trying to
figure out what he could detect from it. The raw air smelled like
the frosty woodlands and the ocean. Lana laughed, thinking he was
crazy, after he asked her if the air smelled any differently than
the air of Montreal, where they had been living. She couldn’t
detect the mood of the island in the air, but he could. It smelled
of familiarity and of belonging.

It smelled of home.

For a second, Devon pondered
nervously if he could still call the Island home, if such a thought
wasn’t too brazen. He was unwelcomed the last time he returned. He
didn’t blame the people of Winter Haven. After all, he was so very
troubled then. But now…now he was different. How would he be
treated now? Would they think him a fool to come back? Would he
still be the unwelcomed orphan and outcast son of Winter
Haven—persona non grata, or was there a place for him in Winter
Haven? Was there a place for him there? Since he had left, he had
made sure never to think of the place. It wasn’t easy, but he
thought he had to start over, and thinking about Winter Haven would
not help in his recovery. Therefore, he had blotted out every part
of it; but when he decided to propose, he had no choice but to
return to the memory of Winter Haven, a place he had slowly grown
to think of as home. He knew it was home now. It had to be home. He
thought of Winter Haven when Lana asked him about his home. It
wasn’t Vancouver or Victoria, but Winter Haven, the small North
Island community founded by his immigrant grandfather, Harold. His
parents traveled to Winter Haven during the summer months every
year to relax. He returned to the place years ago to find peace,
but instead found her. It was her home… she lived there.

Devon stilled, allowing the
thought of her to consume him for a moment. Lana’s voice was a
murmur in his ears. He hardly heard her question at all.
Nevertheless, he turned absent-mindedly.

“What, babe, you said
something?”

“Why is it called Winter Haven?”
Lana repeated as they shuffled out of Swartz Bay Terminal.

Devon thought about it, having
never really considered the name before. “It gets quite cold in the
winter,” and as a second thought. “It’s isolated, but
beautiful.”

“Are you making that up?” Lana
watched him, coolly.

“Yeah,” he nodded, “no, not
really,” he admitted, laughing. Now that he thought about it, his
answer was an educated guess more than a lie, and Winter Haven was
beautiful, surrounded by the Pacific Ocean, the Arctic and all
those trees. It was also quite cold in the winter. He remembered
spending a winter holiday or two in Winter Haven as a boy, and he
didn’t like it. The snow would glue itself to the trees, and the
black ice made driving unbearable on the logging roads. Yet, the
town was as picturesque as a postcard, which sometimes could make
someone forget the cold wind blowing all around.

“I always wanted to live in a
small town,” Lana confessed shyly.

“Why? Small towns are boring and
closed off.”

“That’s not always a bad
thing.”

“It is for you,” he mocked her.
“You’re a city girl.”

“Sometimes you need peace and
quiet: a place to clear your head.”

Devon didn’t reply. He wasn’t
going to dispute that.

“What’s Winter Haven like?” She
asked, while they moved through the tiny crowd at the wharf.

“It’s…” He searched for the
right words. “Sensitive.”

Lana laughed. “How can a town be
sensitive?”

“The people, they’re
impressionable. They care, they know, and they talk…about
everything. It’s a small town,” he paused. “Where’s our car?”

“There’s a rental car,” Lana
pointed to the car outside of the terminal.

Devon waved down the driver who
leaned against the car door, looking around, trying to spot them.
They chartered the car service in advance, so as not to waste
time.

“I only hope my stuff doesn’t
get stolen,” Lana worried. “I bought new stuff for this trip. Too
bad it’s not in the summer.”

“It’s a two week trip, so you
don’t have to worry about impressing anyone.”

“If I’m gonna meet your family,
I want to make a good impression.”

Devon didn’t say anything. At
this point, there was nothing else for him to say to Lana about his
family. He’d just have to break the bad news to her when they were
in Winter Haven. She simply didn’t believe he had no family.

The driver introduced himself,
shook their hands and then placed the heavy luggage—mostly
Lana’s—into the back of the car. They had to drive him back to the
rental office, before the car was theirs.






Before they headed to the
parade, Devon and Lana dropped by the Magnolia Hotel and Spa where
they had pre-booked a suite. After Lana analyzed the room, gushed
over the marble bathroom, and sat on the duvet, two-poster bed, she
was finally ready to head out to see the Victoria Day Parade.

“We may get to see the rest of
the parade,” he said when they left the hotel. “You’ll like it. It
has a lot of color and noise and stuff.”

“You’re all about the
experience, aren’t you?”

When Devon didn’t answer, she
smiled, gripping his arm tightly. He was all about the experience.
For all he had seen of the world, he was still very much charmed by
the island of his birth and childhood. The first time he had truly
gotten a sense of the island’s charm was the year he turned
thirteen, some nearly eighteen years ago now. It was the year
Jonathan decided he was ready to learn the family business. That
year, Jonathan had forced him to march behind him to nearly every
business meeting, whether they took place in a skyscraper, in
Victoria or the forest. He saw how things got done—everything. He
saw how the woods got harvested. He’d have much rather run around
the woods than watch trees get cut down, and mines get dug up, but
Jonathan had insisted he see it, because only then would he
appreciate it. However, it was because he had seen it that he
started to resent all things Lecusken.

The protesters didn’t help. They
and the media blacklisted Jonathan as an unapologetic business
executive with no respect for the environment, which wasn’t
entirely false. Devon had seen his father’s character in action
that year for the first time. It wasn’t even that he had no respect
for the land. He had no respect for anyone he deemed below him in
importance.

Once, that same year, a tribal
Indian leader came to discuss a land lease with Jonathan, and Devon
had watched Jonathan refuse to shake the chief’s hand, and later,
spat out his distaste for “those people.” He even added that he
wished the colonialists had properly done their job of
annihilation. He had seen how his father treated the men, and
women, too, who worked for him, logging and mining, and driving and
bringing him coffee. Devon decided quickly that he didn’t want to
be a Lecusken after that. Much worse were the rumors about the
family curse—the curse of the Shaman. He wanted nothing to do with
any of it. But sadly, his decisions thereafter made him more like a
Lecusken than he had realized at the time. In retrospect, he
understood this now.

He and Lana arrived toward the
end of the parade, but made it in time to watch some of the
dancers, bagpipers and other marchers pass them. Devon had always
enjoyed the festivities in the city, but at this one, he became
distracted instantly. Memories he had been trying to stifle had
suddenly exploded into his consciousness.

The last time he returned to the
island, he had arrived on Victoria Day weekend and attended the
parade before heading up to Winter Haven. It was supposed to be
another routine stay for him, but it never turned out to be. She
entered his life in the most unforgettable way. She was drowning
and he saved her. He couldn’t ignore these memories at the parade;
the sight of young women around him sidetracked him. Every happy
young girl he saw at first glance might have been her and he had to
look a second, and often a third time to make certain it wasn’t. He
detested this very distraction, but counted himself fortunate that
Lana was too entranced with the parade to notice. He was relieved
when the parade ended and they retired to the hotel for the night,
where they ate their steak-dinner and watched the fireworks from
the ceiling-high windows.

“So how long did you live in
Victoria?” Lana asked while she fluffed the feather-filled pillows.
He was already in bed.

“I lived in Victoria for most of
the year, and I spent the summer months in Winter Haven with my
family. My family owns a cabin there.”

“I’m glad you invited me to come
you know,” she cuddled against him in bed. “I was worried I would
never get to know you.”

“I always thought you knew
me.”

“Really? It’s difficult reading
your mind, Lecusken. Some days I swore you would never let me
in…until you proposed, of course.”

In bed, Lana confessed to
reading up on Vancouver Island, but she didn’t ask too many
questions, because he told her that the day had been long and he
was tired, and what’s more, they had a long drive ahead to Winter
Haven the next morning.

When Lana was asleep, Devon
mustered the courage to put her to the back of his mind. It took
much effort, because the memories were subcutaneous, and the guilt
attached to them itched at his conscience. Devon stayed awake well
after Lana fell asleep, just thinking about his life, and how he
would manage the rest of it with a wife.

This life was not what he
would’ve imagined six or seven years ago. He had never even given
the thought much notice, despite all the women he had encountered,
even her. Nevertheless, something had happened to him in the last
five years. He managed to get his life together; only then did it
feel right to ask Lana to marry him. He was weeks shy of his
thirty-first birthday, and the moment seemed very right. Now, he
felt as if this return to Winter Haven, the battleground of his
troubled past, where bad memories and abandoned legacies lingered
in purgatory would be the final chapter in his recovery. He felt
ready to confront Winter Haven again.







CHAPTER 2


Adrienne Dubois watched her friend’s glowing face from behind the
desk for a long time before she opened her mouth. She was stunned
into silence. Lana had blurted out the news as soon as she had
arrived in her office, sticking her hand into hers as she reached
to hand her the folder. It gave her no chance to guess why her
friend looked so happy this morning.

“I can’t believe it. Like that,
he proposed?” Adrienne released Lana’s left hand.

Lana kept her hand stuck out so
she could continue to admire the engagement ring. It was the day
after Devon had proposed, and Lana had entered the office of Trend
Setters, an upscale fashion buyer’s retail magazine with a brighter
glow than usual.

“I’m going to be Mrs. Devon
Lecusken,” she squealed like a school girl. “Lana
Beckford-Lecusken. Picture it!”

Adrienne just watched her, her
quizzical green eyes dancing with amusement; she was unsure of what
to say next, partly out of jealousy, because Lana, at twenty eight,
was editor of the magazine and now engaged to be married.

“And you say he wasn’t
romantic.”

“I never said he wasn’t
romantic. I just said he’s creepy. The guy doesn’t say much;
doesn’t buy anything and out of nowhere he proposes,” Adrienne
flashed her raven hair to her back with one sweep of her hand.

“Well, I’m happy…very happy,”
Lana had insisted.

‘I bet you are,” Adrienne
allowed her body to free fall into the armchair on the other side
of Lana’s brand new oak desk. “I wish Brian would propose,” she
confessed insincerely.

Brian Grenier was the
advertising executive Adrienne had been dating for a few months.
Lana didn’t think he was the marrying type, for really, he was a
playboy with a reputation for being an overconfident ass, but Lana
didn’t tell Adrienne that. Adrienne liked those types of men,
either way. Lana had called her out for her taste before, but
Adrienne just shrugged. She was a girl who liked to have fun. She
lived in the moment.

“You’ve been dating for what,
less than six months? We’ve been dating for a year and a half,”
Lana explained to her pretty friend.

“Hey, Gaston proposed after
three weeks,” Adrienne reminded Lana.

“Gaston was conniving and
furthermore, he was crazy,” Lana sternly reminded her.

“Still,” Adrienne sighed. “It
was a proposal.”

Adrienne was a stunning
twenty-seven-year-old by anyone’s standard. Lana met her in school
a few years back, and the two became fast friends, bonding over
their love of fashion and new age lifestyle. Adrienne was of
Eurasian descent with a Filipina mother and a French father, a born
and bred Quebecois. Both of Adrienne’s ethnicities were strongly
reflected in her features. She had flawless olive skin, with
midnight black hair reaching down to her back, and piercing
almond-shaped, green eyes. She reminded Lana of a modeling agency’s
dream come to life, and Lana was partly jealous of how pretty
Adrienne was, but not so much when she considered her taste in
men.

Adrienne had been unlucky in
love all her life, or so she claimed, even if she was unapologetic
about the men she dated. Adrienne’s stunning beauty and fierce
personality made her a hit with suitors, but not all those suitors,
like Gaston, had been decent, even sane. Gaston was the worst. When
Adrienne finally got rid of him, he started showing up at the
office daily, refusing to leave until she acknowledged him. The
police had to be called and a restraining order was filed, but it
didn’t stop him from breaking into her apartment on a night when
she and Lana were out late. Now, Adrienne joked about him, but Lana
knew that she was still distraught over Gaston.

“Still, you have a good thing
going with Brian Grenier. I suspect it will work out,” Lana assured
her friend; though, she felt bad for saying it, for she didn’t
think it was the truth. Lana was the kind of person who could spare
a loved one’s feeling at the expense of the truth. She had done it
many times to her disappointment and guilt.

“Perhaps,” Adrienne said
perkily. “Brian’s hot, wealthy, and a great lover,” Adrienne
checked off her fingers as she spoke: “Why should I not be
happy?”

“That’s the spirit,” Lana
Beckford smiled falsely.

“Did I mention we had got it on
in your old office?”

Lana glared point-blank at her
friend’s grinning face.

“When?” She asked, not in anger,
but with curiosity.

“The day before your
promotion.”

“You were barely dating then!”
Lana proclaimed.

“It was technically our first
date.”

The women watched each other and
then both women began laughing.

“You’re outrageous.”

“Well, when is the wedding?”
Adrienne asked after they laughed.

“I’m hoping for the fall. It’s
the anniversary of when we first laid eyes on each other.”

“That sounds corny,” Adrienne
frowned. “That’s also a few months away. I highly doubt you can
plan a lavish wedding in a matter of a few months.”

“If we can’t make it for the
fall, then maybe next summer will be best. It’ll give me time to
clear my schedule first. Do it properly, you know.”

Adrienne shrugged, not really
paying attention, and still feeling jealous.

“Is this going to be a big
thing—a bridezilla kind of affair or what?”

“Well, I am not looking for a
lavish, big wedding. I was hoping for a small affair, actually. I
have so much to do. I wouldn’t have the time to plan a spectacle of
a wedding. You know, my family is small, a few friends, and his
family…”

“You finally get to meet his
family,” Adrienne interrupted Lana’s rambling.

She paused thoughtfully. “No,”
she admitted. “You know, I don’t know much about Devon’s family,
except that his parents are deceased.”

“He never mentions any other
relatives?”

“No,” Lana replied quite
surprised at her own revelation. She really didn’t know that much
about her new fiancé, she suddenly realized. It was a curious
thing.

“Well, you should start asking
questions now Lana. Now is the time. You really don’t want to walk
down the aisle with someone you don’t know anything about.”

“He has always been so…” She
searched for the right words, “so…secretive. I just feel as if I’m
prying whenever I try to get into his head and press him. I’m not
he wants to answer. He’s very vague.”

“He’s your fiancé. You’re living
with him,” Adrienne stressed. “It’s bizarre.”

“Well, how should I go about
doing it…without coming across rude?”

“Rude,” Adrienne bellowed. “Rude
is him not telling you anything about his background and then
having the nerve to propose, and making you feel horrible for
asking him about himself.”

Lana listened quietly.

“My advice: ask him flat out if
he’s hiding something, and if he says no, but still won’t tell you
anything, then start doing your own research, honey. You’re a
journalist. Lana Beckford, successful magazine editor. You don’t
get to this position without much insight into the affairs of
others.”

Adrienne’s words flew
confidently and dogmatically from her mouth.

“Oh dear, I highly doubt he’s
hiding anything, but to run a web search on his name or something?
That sounds creepy.”

“You know what will be creepier?
Finding out that your man is a wanted felon or a serial killer,”
Adrienne warned slyly.

“My dear Devon?” Lana asked with
a frown. She had difficulty buying that perception of the man she
had decided to spend the rest of her life with.

“My dear Gaston,” Adrienne
replied as she grabbed the paper file with the lipstick samples
from Lana’s desk.

“I wanna marry him so badly,”
Lana said like an overzealous schoolgirl.

“I know, but this is important,
too,” Adrienne mocked her friend’s tone. “Catch you later
honey.”

Lana watched her friend exit the
room. She knew Adrienne was right. Devon really was a stranger.
She’d have to admit that there’s more to Devon than his smile and
good looks. Behind his intrigue, there was a stranger. She studied
the engagement ring and a smile crawled across her lips. How
quickly she had allowed herself to forget about her mysterious
fiancé; the sight of the ring was hypnotizing. Yet, Adrienne was
right.






Lana had refused to convince
herself that Devon Lecusken was a serial killer or a
psychologically demented person on the run as Adrienne suspected,
but she couldn’t help but acknowledge that her pretty friend wasn’t
entirely off in her analysis of him. She was marrying a man she
knew little about, outside of the superficial things. She knew he
loved Jazz, and she knew he spoke rudimentary Spanish and French.
He drank a lot of beer and loved seafood, and she knew his shoe
size and his favorite colors: black, grey and blue, and she knew he
wore any cologne or deodorant from Old Spice, and that he watched
any program on TLC or A&E having to do with cars, motorcycles
or choppers. He’s a mechanic, so that made sense. She also knew he
used to ride a motorcycle, and that his parents were dead, but
that’s all she knew about him. He was as resolute as a brick wall,
meticulous in his movements, careful with his words, and quite
prickly about questions.

While she waited for him to come
home, she fought the urge to type his name into a computer search
engine and see what sort of information would come up. She was
nearly certain that Devon Lecusken was his real name. If it
weren’t, she wouldn’t know what to think. She wasn’t even sure if
she wanted to know what kind of information would come up. Did she
want to find out that the man she loved and was betrothed to had
dark secrets he had intentionally kept from her? Did she care
enough to find out what these secrets were…if they existed? She
didn’t want to be heartbroken. She remembered reading an article in
a magazine she interned for after she had left school, about a
woman who found out her husband led a double life as a bank robber
and husband to two other women. Devon couldn’t…he wouldn’t.

Lana was shaking her head in
defiance when the front door of the apartment opened and Devon’s
rugged physique appeared in the doorway. Closing the catalogue she
was trying to skim through, Lana got off the armchair to meet him.
Devon smiled at the sight of her, and his smile almost forced her
intentions from her mind. She shook her head to keep her mind
focused. She watched him put his keys on the hook and began
removing his dirty brown leather coat. He was usually dirty when he
got home from the garage. She hated the dirt, but admired where it
came from. There was something sexy about a man who got his hands
dirty. It was traditionally masculine, and she loved it. Adrienne
didn’t understand it and neither did her parents. Sometimes she
didn’t understand it either, but she was enthralled all the
same.

“You’re home early.”

“I decided to work from home the
rest of the day. You can do that when you’re the boss.” She kissed
him, pulling away from him to see that he was giving her that frown
she understood meant she had said something insensitive. He hated
when she spoke of money or her job, or reminded him of her power
status.

Their first real argument had
started when she made the mistake of suggesting he asked the
manager of the garage for a promotion, since everyone agreed that
he was the best mechanic there. Devon didn’t like the suggestion.
He was a simple man, she had come to understand. He didn’t like to
be bothered, nor did he care to bother anyone. As long as he could
afford the basics and as long as he felt secure, he was fine. She
didn’t accept that principle, even after he stormed out after the
suggestion of the promotion. She had learned to accept Devon for
who he was: a simple man. Even his clothes, she had once tried to
change. Devon’s idea of dressing up was wearing black dress pants
with a leather coat tossed over a simple, tie-less dress shirt; and
so, when she suggested that he dressed up to meet her parents,
another argument had ensued.

The Beckfords were upper-middle
class suburbanites with a strong desire for tradition and a strong
sense of class divisions. They didn’t like her fiancé, and she had
yet to tell them he was her fiancé. Devon’s first meeting with her
folks didn’t go well, and they ended up leaving early. She had not
spoken to her parents since, but her mother Caroline had made it
clear that they would not accept her rugged, manual-laboring
fiancé.

“He was too low-brow,” her newly
socialite mother had said.

They wanted Lana to marry the
way her brother had married, into a wealthy, political family that
had benefited them, by bringing them into the elite culture of
Montreal and Ottawa. If she hadn’t met Devon, she would’ve
certainly married exactly like her brother. But, she had met Devon,
and even though her mother had kept asking when she would give up
the fun and games and get serious with the right man, Lana found
herself thinking that Devon was the right man—all this, despite
their differences and tastes. Lana saw something in her fiancé that
she couldn’t explain, not to Gregoire and Caroline nor Pierre
Beckford, nor Adrienne Dubois. It wasn’t just about his
attractiveness, although that was difficult to dismiss; it was
something else about him that drove her nuts in a good and bad
way.

Lana waited until Devon took a
shower and returned to the living room. She also waited for him to
finish eating the dinner she prepared and then, when she was sure
he was finished with supper, she walked into the tiny kitchen and
paused against the doorframe. Devon was just clearing the table
when she arrived. She lovingly watched him as he dutifully rinsed
the dishes and forks and returned them to the dish rack. He was
very insistent on cleaning up after himself. Lana didn’t complain.
She wasn’t good at domestic duties.

Devon Lecusken smiled at her.
His smile sent shivers through her. She hadn’t gotten used to it
after a year-and-a half. Maybe it was because it wasn’t a common
phenomenon. It was occasional; although, she had been seeing more
of it over the last few days than she had seen since the courtship.
She met him at the garage—she had lingered at that garage
needlessly as the two exchanged subtle glances. In the two days it
took for him to fix her car she had asked him out on a date. It was
fast, how she had fallen for Devon Lecusken.

“Where do you come from?” She
ambled to him, throwing her arms sloppily around his shoulders.
“How did you get into my life?” She kissed him on his lips.

“From the pages of your diaries,
maybe,” his base-heavy voice spoke into her ears.

“Could be, but I have to be
realistic,” she pulled away from him, arms still thrown about his
shoulders. “What small town produced you?”

She knew where she was trying to
go with the conversation. All he told her on the first date was
that he was from some small town on the east coast. She wanted to
know the exact name, but he had only said it wasn’t important
then.

Devon’s facial expression was
unreadable. “It’s called Winter Haven. It’s not on the east coast,
but the west,” he explained dryly.

“I’ve never heard of it.”

“It’s a small town,” he reminded
her moving away to walk into the living room. She followed him as
he made his way to the bedroom. She again stood in the doorway,
leaning against the door’s frame, watching him search the contents
of the bag he brought home from work.

‘What are you looking for?” She
asked moving to sit on the bed.

“My appointment book.”

“I didn’t know you had an
appointment book.”

“Everyone has one Lana. That
list includes me. I am not so weird, am I?”

Lana watched him closely. From
here on, caution was necessary. She questioned whether to be
straightforward or continue to eat away at the truth slowly.

“Is something wrong?” She asked
naively. “You seem irked.”

“Nah,” he heaved a sigh. “I’m
just tired.” He continued to stir up the drawers.

Lana sighed boldly. “Is that
where you keep the names of your relatives?” She asked directly.
“You plan on inviting them to our wedding, right?”

Devon watched her from where he
was kneeling on the floor. “I don’t have any relatives.”

“Everyone has relatives.” She
laughed indolently.

“My parents are dead.” His voice
was dry. He got to his feet after finding what he was looking for.
Lana studied him as he moved about the room.

“You know, it had just occurred
to me that I know so little about you, the man I intend to marry,”
She confessed. “I need to know more about you.”

Devon grinned, his expression
showing slight disbelief, and then he quickly scanned the pages of
the small black book.

“I mean it, Devon.”

“You know me, honey,” he
answered, turning to her. “You know the most important person to
me,” he said gathering her in his arms. “It’s you.”

“Don’t change the subject,
Devon. I mean it,” Lana whined. “I’m gonna need to know everything
about you, before I can marry you, you know that.”

“I told you everything.”

“Have you, Devon?” She stared
into his dark eyes.

He watched her, realizing she
was serious. He closed the book. “My parents are dead. When I was
younger, I spent time in prison for assault.”

Lana looked stunned.

“I was young and I was angry and
I paid my dues. You can type that into the search engine.” He
pointed offhandedly to the door.

“Why didn’t you tell me that
before?”

“Because, I don’t like thinking
about it. It’s my past. You’re my future,” he pulled her closer,
trying to kiss her, but she stopped him.

“Wait a minute. What kind of
assault?”

He ran a hand through his buzz
cut. He looked anxious. “Battery or physical assault, some other
charges. I don’t know,” he waited for her to speak, but she
remained quiet. “I was eighteen at the time.”

“I really don’t know you,” she
shot up after briefly slumping.

“Why’re you bringing this up
now, Lana?”

“Well, I was talking to
Adrienne…”

Devon rolled his eyes and hissed
lowly when Adrienne’s name rolled off his fiancée’s tongue. “You
let her put bad thoughts into your head.”

“No,” she defended. “But you
know she made a point. I don’t know you that well. You must admit
it. I mean, I’m hearing that you were in prison for assault and I
am hearing this now.”

“I’ve been open with you, Lana.
I would never keep any nasty secrets from you. It’s not my
style.”

“What is your style?”

“You don’t trust me now?” Devon
asked, looking somewhat disconcerted by Lana’s statement.

“Honey, of course I trust you. I
just want to get to know you a bit better.” She threw her arms
around his waist, pulling his sturdy body closer.

“You do know me,” his voice was
harsh in her ears.

“Really? Then what’s your family
like?” She studied his rugged face, now twisting in something that
looked like agony.

“I don’t have a family,” he
replied flatly.

Lana’s hazel eyes were wide with
stunned curiosity. “You’re lying to me.” She accused him softly.
“What are you ashamed of? Your family can’t be that bad. And if
they are, I don’t care. I won’t judge. You know that.”

Devon shook his head. “Trust me
on this, I don’t have a family.”

His normally harsh features
grimaced when he said the words, but his tone of voice was flat,
and Lana didn’t understand it.

“Where’s your hometown?” She
asked with her eyes facing the floor. “You said it was on the east
coast, and then just now, you said it’s on the west coast.”

“Winter Haven, British
Columbia,” he answered. “It’s on Vancouver Island.”

“Alright,” she smiled; she
expected him not to answer. “You’re not lying to me.”

“No!”

“Can we visit Winter Haven?”

He didn’t answer, and then he
refused to look at her, so she dropped the subject and then she
turned and walked away from him.






While Devon slept that night,
Lana Beckford began doing something that she didn’t want to do.
But, she felt she had no choice. She’d allowed her curiosity to get
the better of her. She typed Winter Haven into an Internet search
engine. Winter Haven, Florida popped up more frequently, but when
she restricted her search to Canada and then British Columbia, she
was pleasantly surprised and relieved to see the town did exist.
Winter Haven (North Island), Vancouver Island, B.C. was founded in
1886 by Harold L…” She trailed off when she read the last name.
“Lecusken,” she found herself say aloud.

Could it be? Perhaps it was a
coincidence. She began reading some of the vital statistics on the
town. It was a lumber, fishing and mining town although there had
been steady development of the service sector that relied heavily
on tourism. The population was just under a thousand and the town’s
motto read Where Comfort Retires. It was just North West of Port
Hardy and connected to Port Hardy and the rest of the island by
well-maintained logging roads. Its most famous site was the
Lecusken Green Meadows Estate on Harbor Street.

The name “Lecusken” rolled off
her tongue again. There couldn’t be any coincidence about it. The
town existed and his last name was mentioned in its history. His
family must carry some importance in the town. But why did he
insist that he had no family? What was he afraid or ashamed of?
Maybe he had some falling out with his family. Her thoughts were
interrupted by Devon’s figure, which imposed itself in the entrance
of the tiny living room. He was watching her curiously.

“Are you satisfied with what you
found on me…my criminal record?” His voice was emotionally
indifferent.

“I was working on a work related
assignment,” she lied as she aborted the site and turned the laptop
off. She met him in the doorway.

“It’s pointless to dig anything
up from my past,” he told her. “It will make none of us happy.”

“Why not?” She wanted to
know.

“I told you everything you need
to know. Everything that’s important.”

“Okay,” she concluded.

He studied her for a long time,
knowing she wasn’t satisfied with his answer, and then she
declared: “I’m tired.”

She pulled him back to bed.






Later that night, Lana Beckford
found she couldn’t sleep. The conversation with Devon and the
result of her search were still very active in her mind. She wasn’t
easily satisfied and she hadn’t been satisfied with either Devon’s
warning or the content of her search. She suspected she simply
scratched the surface of her fiancé’s past and she was eager to dig
deeper. Whatever had occurred to force him to lie about his family
and hide his past was clearly not to be taken lightly. She planned
to marry this man, and had a right to know who he was and what made
him the way he was.

“Devon!” She called pushing his
shoulders from her side of the bed. He barely stirred. “Devon
Lecusken, you wake up this minute.”

“My dear,” he replied
sleepily.

“I want us to visit your
hometown, together.”

“No,” he shut her down after a
long pause.

“Devon,” she continued sternly.
“If I’m going to marry you, I need to know who you are and what
made you the man you are.”

“You don’t need to go to my past
to know who I am. I’ve already told you.”

“Your past is a part of you, and
I am your future. There needs to be a connection between the
two.”

When he didn’t answer, she
sighed. “I promise I won’t judge you for your past, but I need to
know where you come from.”

Devon thought about it. “Fine,
babe. If you insist on it, I’ll think about it.”

“No you won’t,” she told him
matter-of-factly.

Devon was quiet. “I guess I have
no choice,” he whispered after about a minute. “I was hoping it
wouldn’t come to this, but I guess Adrienne has influenced your
mind beyond return.”

“This isn’t about Adrienne,” she
told him. “It’s about us.”

She was confident this was true.
It was about them. She’d never be happy until she knew everything
about her fiancé and his family. She needed assurance. “I want to
go where you’ve been. I want to see what you’ve seen and I want to
feel what you’ve felt. I want to understand the way you think,
before we make a commitment Mr. Lecusken.”

Devon was quiet again. Somehow,
he always knew it would come to this. He had always wondered how
long it would take Lana to get fed up with his reluctance to
discuss his past. He loved her, and he had made a decision before
he agreed to propose, that he would be ready for whatever the
consequences of his decisions were. He was always anticipating this
moment, but he wasn’t completely warmed to it; part of him had
become comfortable in Montreal, a city he had been living in for
just over two years.

He had known that if he had said
no to Lana, he wouldn’t marry her, and if he had said yes, then the
inevitable would be Winter Haven. The vision of the small town
loomed in the museum of his mind; steadily, it moved closer to the
front, as his thoughts lingered on it. He hadn’t been to Winter
Haven in six years, and knew not what it was like now. Had it
changed? He doubted it. What would happen when he returned to
Winter Haven? What would they think of the new Devon Lecusken? What
would she think of the new Devon Lecusken? Was she even there,
still? In the six years since he left, he tried his best to change
the way he promised her he would, and he had. He was a different
man now.

Years of therapy guaranteed
that. He no longer suffered from painful nightmares, and felt at
ease more times than none. He was at peace with himself…so much so,
that he decided to try a relationship…a real one. He was happy with
Lana Beckford, despite what her parents thought of him and despite
what her friend thought.

When he met her that day at the
garage, with her mannerisms, he almost swore she was…someone else,
and he had submitted to her flirting easier because of who she
reminded him of. Yet, over the last year and a half, he had come to
see her as a unique personality and he had grown comfortable enough
with her to appreciate who she was, and of course, to propose. He
was comfortable, but again the thought caused his stomach to stir.
Then he had an epiphany. He shouldn’t go back to Winter Haven. It
wasn’t that he hated Winter Haven, for he never could, no matter
how much anger he felt toward the place. He just felt he had
outgrown Winter Haven. He had moved beyond it—hadn’t he? He was
really at peace lying next to Lana and living in Montreal. He found
salvation and serenity away from it, so he no longer needed to go
there… there was no need to change a good thing.

Subsequently, his thoughts
changed. He had to go back…he had to return to Winter Haven. He
knew why he had to return to Winter Haven. In his heart, he knew
why. As comfortable as he was, and as much as he felt he was over
Winter Haven, he knew it wasn’t completely true. He knew what
unfinished business he had there; he knew he had to go back. He had
to see it for himself. He just had to.

“Lana, we can visit Winter Haven
before the wedding.”

Lana smiled. “Thank you my dear,
we’ll fix everything, whatever family feuds you have to deal with,
we’ll deal with. I know it.”

She leaned over and kissed him
on the forehead before re-settling into bed. Devon remained awake
after she fell asleep. He had to go back to Winter Haven. He stayed
awake until the thought settled in his mind. He, Devon James
Lecusken, was returning to Winter Haven.


CHAPTER 3

 “Yes!”
Lana Beckford said over the telephone.

“I can’t believe it. Your boy
keeps surprising me,” Adrienne’s voice echoed over the
telephone.

“I told you, he’s no weirdo.
He’s no serial killer with dark secrets. It was all a
misunderstanding,” Lana gushed. “I really feel like we’ll be
stronger as a couple, after this trip.” She listened impatiently to
Adrienne’s words. “There’s so much I am anxious to know and
see.”

“Well, I wish you well,”
Adrienne’s voice said flatly over the phone.

“You’re gonna take care of the
office for me, right?”

“Of course, I’ll try to keep an
eye on that social climbing Ellie,” Adrienne scoffed bitterly.

“Yeah,” Lana sighed. “Keep that
witch away from my office.”

“She’s already playing boss, you
know.”

“I haven’t even been gone for a
day.”

“That’s how she rolls,” Adrienne
laughed. “I’ll keep the bitch in place though.”

Lana laughed.

“So when are leaving, anyway, or
are you on the road already?”

“We’re still at the apartment,”
Lana admitted, glancing to the small bags on the floor. “As soon as
we finish packing our stuff, we’re out of here.”

“How long are you staying
again?”

“Two weeks,” she blurted out
with uncertainty.

“I’m jealous,” Adrienne blurted
out. “I haven’t been on vacation in ages. I wish Brian would take
me somewhere. Maybe I should push it.”

“Try giving him a hint,” Lana
told her. “How’d you think I got Devon to take me?”

Adrienne began rambling on about
Brian’s work schedule, and Lana was relieved to see Devon walk
through the door.

“Adrienne,” she said cutting her
friend off, “I need to go okay, hon? If I don’t talk to you before
tomorrow, then stay safe ‘til I come back,” she said, and then she
added in French: “Souvenez-vous de garder cette chienne dans son
endroit pour moi.”

“Hi, honey,” she said throwing
her arms around Devon when he reached her. “How was your day?”

“Fine,” he said rather
distracted. “What time were your parents supposed to be here?”

She studied him, “Why?”

“I just saw their Porsche
pulling up.”

“Really? And you didn’t wait for
them?”

“Well I was ahead of them, and
besides, they know where we live.”

Before Lana could speak, she
could hear her mother’s voice echoing an insult about the narrow
apartment walkway in French: “Cet endroit est si petit. Comment
vit-elle ici?”

Lana opened the door, “Mom,” she
greeted the well-dressed blonde woman with a hug, even if her
voiced was flat. She did the same with her father, keeping it
formal.

Devon kept his distance.

“You remember Devon, my fiancé,”
Lana walked her mother into the apartment.

Mrs. Beckford studied Devon with
an air of snobbery: “Devon, I see you haven’t changed much,” she
condescended, moving to give him an unplanted cheek kiss.

“I can say the same for you Mrs.
Beckford. You haven’t changed much.”

Mrs. Beckford tried to read his
expression but gave up dismissively.

“How have you been, boy?” Mr.
Beckford asked rather loudly, as if he was going deaf.

“I have been good, and you?”
Devon was clearly uneasy, for he hated being called boy, and while
he was waiting for courtesy to change his soon to be
father-in-law’s tone, sadly, he feared it might never happen.

“Never better,” said the older
man with the full head of grey-black hair.

“Now what’s this about?” He
asked, sitting in the loveseat. “What’s this about you going away
and needing to see us?”

“Well, I told you dad, and mom.
Devon and I are going away for two weeks.”

“And where to exactly?” Caroline
chipped in, taking a seat in the club chair, but not before
inspecting it closely. “I hope Paris, but it might be too
much.”

Devon sighed with frustration
and Lana jumped to respond quickly.

“Well,” Lana pulled Devon behind
her; he rolled his eyes before sitting. “We’re going to Vancouver
Island to visit some of Devon’s relatives. I told you all this over
the phone.”

Caroline flashed a knowing look
to her husband. “I see, and why is this exactly?”

“We thought it would be nice to
get away for a while.”

“What do your family do again?”
Gregoire asked bluntly.

“They’re deceased,” Devon
replied flatly.

“You never told us that,”
Gregoire said afterward.

“Yes, I did. I remember telling
you that the first time I met you, and the second time, too.”

“Is that so,” Gregoire spoke
curiously. “How about that? We must’ve forgotten. Well what did
they do, before their demise, I mean?”

Devon looked uncomfortable, if
not annoyed.

“Well, that’s why we’re going,”
Lana jumped into the conversation to prevent Devon from answering.
“We’re gonna find out everything we can about the Lecuskens,
dad.”

“I don’t suppose you think this
wedding should take place anytime soon?” Caroline asked her
daughter, staring her down matter-of-fact.

“Well, we’re just going for a
trip, mother. We’ll be back. I haven’t had time to think of the
wedding, though I—we want to get married as soon as possible,” Lana
glanced to Devon while she spoke. “Maybe even a summer
wedding.”

Caroline gave her husband
curious looks.

“You don’t suppose to live in
this…” Caroline glanced around the small apartment, “This place if
you marry, do you?”

“There’s nothing wrong with this
place,” Devon scolded her defensively.

“Whatever do you mean? It’s so
tiny,” Caroline said losing her cool.

Lana rolled her eyes.

“I felt like I was a trapped
animal walking through that hallway, and it’s so dark. Did you see
the people who linger outside the building? Dear god, when did
downtown become so infested,” she prattled. She looked toward her
husband who nodded incessantly as she complained.

“Mother, please. This is a nice
place. You may not like it, but you don’t have to belittle it,”
Lana begged sternly.

“I was doing no such thing. I
was speaking the truth. Why do you live here?”

“I like it here.”

“I’m sure you do. This,”
Caroline glanced around, “Isn’t you. It’s so...”

Caroline quickly switched to
speaking in French. “Ceci est en dessous de votre classe sociale.
Dessous de vous.”

Lana sighed. “I’m leaving in a
day. I invited you here to share this private engagement dinner
with me. The least you can do is be polite and not criticize
me.”

Caroline glanced to her husband.
“Fine, if that’s what we have to tolerate, it’s fine.”

Lana and Caroline left for the
kitchen soon afterward. Gregoire sat with Devon, whose jaws were
slammed shut, and not a word passed between him and Gregoire.
Gregoire had all but fallen asleep when Lana said that dinner was
ready. Devon did not say much at dinner. He ate quietly and
listened to Caroline and Gregoire carry on about Pierre Beckford
and his campaign for political office. Caroline carried on about
Trudeau and his sons and their political ambitions and their wives.
Devon and Lana knew that the purpose of the conversation was to
pass judgment on Devon Lecusken and his “skilled work” as Caroline
called it.

Devon was glad when dinner was
over and he could show the couple out the door. Caroline had
glanced to Devon when she and Lana were already at the door and
Gregoire was already in the hallway. “Vous méritez mieux que cela,”
Caroline had whispered seriously. It was meant to be inaudible, but
then Devon had crept up behind Lana and very loudly responded:
“Oui, elle ne.”

Caroline stared him down
nastily, but said nothing.

“Good night mother,” Lana said
before closing the door.

“You know, I think she’s warming
up to me,” Devon spoke jokingly, before he pulled Lana against
him.

“I think I am, too,” she smiled
at him playfully.






The next day, Devon opened the
front door of the apartment and peeked inside to see Lana waiting
patiently for him. “Ready?”

“I think this is everything,”
she studied the bag on the floor.

Devon grabbed the bag at the
door. “This is your third luggage case.”

“It’s important,” she
stressed.

He shook his head. “No babe,
it’s not.”

The entire trip had been planned
in the two weeks, since Lana confronted her fiancé.

“I am so excited for this trip,
besides everything it means, I haven’t had a vacation in ages,"
Lana confessed to Devon when they were heading toward the taxi.

“Don’t get too carried away,” he
warned coolly.

At this point, Devon was
fighting off the doubts creeping into him. Last time, he had nearly
changed his mind about this trip, but not today, he decided to
carry through with it. He convinced himself he was ready to face
Winter Haven like a man. He was a man. They’d all know it when he
returned. Now, it was simply a matter of getting on the plane,
flying to B.C. and doing what was now the evitable.







CHAPTER 4

 Devon
Lecusken woke to his fiancée shoving him and begging him to take
her to lunch because they had slept through the continental
breakfast the hotel offered. He dragged himself out of bed tiredly.
After they got dressed, they checked out of the hotel, while Lana
nagged him about not experiencing the spa and massage.

After lunch, Lana bought some
food for the road, and a magazine.

Not long after, they were on the
highway, driving toward Winter Haven. Devon barely remembered the
last time he had to drive from Victoria to Winter Haven. Back then,
he had a motorcycle. By the time they had gotten to Comox, Devon
had to stop. They took a break to take some pictures, buy some
goods, and stretch their legs. They got back into the car an hour
later. They took another detour break in Campbell River, where Lana
dozed off in the car. Devon went outside to stand around and take
in the activities. Much of the town was quiet. Not many people
around to see. Lana didn’t wake up until he was back on Highway 19,
heading toward Port Hardy.

“Are we there yet?” She
asked.

“Nope,” he answered flatly. They
were close, but they weren’t there yet.

“It’s far. How long have we been
driving for?”

“Over five hours,” he answered
looking at the car clock.

“How much longer?”

“About an hour.”

When the highway ended in Port
Hardy, North Island’s central community, Devon became anxious. He
fell into deep, yet shaky silence that Lana noticed.

“What are you thinking?” She
asked softly, pulling her eyes from the magazine she had pulled out
from her bag.

“Of you,” he replied when her
voice brought him back to her. His mind had roamed to the little
utility shop on Market Street, when he had come off the
highway.

“Just of me or perhaps of the
trail of ex-girlfriends you left in your path when you ruled this
town.” She teased.

Devon wasn’t laughing.

“I think I struck a nerve,” she
said tapping his cheeks playfully.

“You’re the only girl on my
mind.”

“I better be,” Lana insisted
playfully.

Devon smiled. “Do you want to
stop a while or head straight into Winter Haven?”

“What’s here?”

“The last vestige of
civilization before we get to Winter Haven.”

Lana dropped the magazine to
look around, and then she shrugged, picking it back up. “Not
really, keep driving,” she answered, flipping a page or two.

“Okay,” he said, pulling the car
on to the long gravel road, cutting through the trees. Lana groaned
about the bumpy drive and he apologized, explaining that they were
pulling away from civilization. He spotted the shoe tree, but Lana
missed it entirely, because her head was buried in a chick-lit,
best-seller called Something Borrowed. Lana moved away from the
book and looked at her fiancé eventually.

“How much longer now?”

“Just as soon as we get off this
road.”

“And when will that be?”

“As soon as we get off this
road, babe.”

Lana hissed breathily and Devon
smirked.

Lana’s mind shifted focus
quickly after. “Wow, that’s beautiful,” she studied the water of
the bay. “It’s really pretty—all that water. Is that the
ocean?”

“It leads to the Pacific Ocean,
yes,” he admitted.

“You must have had a pleasant
childhood, non?”

Devon simply nodded.

He drove quietly, turning off
the main road, just beyond which the wooden sign read: “Winter
Haven: Where comfort retires!” Lana read the sign happily.

“We’re here, babe.”

“I hope Winter Haven lives up to
its motto.”

Devon was distracted by the sign
on the diner behind the sign: FOR SALE!

He couldn’t believe it. The
diner was a loyal part of Winter Haven. It had always been
there.

“Can we stop off here?” Lana
asked eagerly. “I want a Cappuccino.”

“I highly doubt they sell
Cappuccinos,” Devon smiled.

“Well coffee,” Lana corrected
herself. “Don’t make fun of the city girl.”

She tightened her designer
spring coat after stepping out of the car. “It’s kind of chilly
around here,” she complained. “Isn’t the west coast supposed to be
warmer?”

“Well, it’s still the spring.
Besides, the breeze comes from the ocean.”

Devon didn’t know what to think
when he stepped into the diner. One thing was certain, what greeted
him was not what he expected from memory. The diner was virtually
empty. There were but four men in the diner along with the
waitress, whose name he didn’t know. At any given time he could
remember, there were usually twenty to thirty occupants, mostly
middle-aged to elderly men, and most of them truck drivers, loggers
and miners, hanging out.

Winter Haven residents were
early risers. This truth could not be disputed, so he couldn’t
explain the sight that greeted him. The faces that he saw, like the
woman’s face, were familiar, but he couldn’t name any of them, and
by the way they looked at him, they couldn’t name him either. The
waitress, a woman with a scrawny, miserable face approached them
from behind the counter.

“Yes?” She spoke with a worn out
voice.

“Ah,” Lana started while trying
to read the chalk written menu on the blackboard above the woman’s
head. The woman rolled her eyes and turned to Devon.

“What can I get you in the
meantime?”

“Coffee,” he told her. “With
some sugar, please.”

The woman began walking away,
but Lana’s voice crackled some unintelligible sentence and she
stopped to look back.

“Can I have the coffee, but with
light-cream and skimmed milk, instead of sugar?”

The woman’s face was painted by
annoyance.

“On a second thought, I’ll just
have what he’s having.”

The woman turned and walked
away. “But light on the sugar.”

“Boy, people here have simple
taste,” she turned to Devon, whose eyes were focused on the truck
pulling up outside of the diner. An overweight truck driver wearing
a plaid shirt and a trucker hat stepped out of the truck and walked
toward the back of it.

“Here you go,” the waitress said
and slapped the paper cups down on the counter.

“Is this place sold yet?” Devon
asked out of curiosity.

“Not yet, but hopefully, within
the next few months.”

“Why is it being sold?”

“Ah, lack of business. The
economy has been in a slump and many of our customers don’t stop by
anymore.” She sounded very jaded. “You folks are tourists?”

“Sort of,” he responded.

“You’ve got to be the first
tourists we’ve had in a long time. There isn’t much to see here,
but I hope you have a wonderful stay.”

She turned toward the fat truck
driver who stepped through the door.

“Hey, Steve.”

Devon grabbed his cup and Lana
did the same, following him out of the diner.

“What’s going on with the town,
exactly?” Lana asked as they were driving again.

“I’m not sure. Probably just
another case of economic slump. There have been political issues
with the lumber trade over the last few years. This town's economy
is built on lumber and logging.”

Devon turned the car toward the
logging road that led to the cabins, ignoring the town road that
led toward the interior of the town, but Lana didn’t notice, as she
kept her eyes on the water—Winter Harbor, she read the sign next to
the boardwalk. Hardly anyone was on the boardwalk, and only a few
small boats lingered on the water. A few minutes more, they were
headed up to the cabins, and Lana became distracted by the sight of
the trees that they passed on the logging road.

“This really is naturally
beautiful.”

“Too bad you’re not a nature
person,” he teased. “We could live in the wilderness forever
here.”

“Too bad,” she agreed. “This
forest looks untouched. Do people live around here?”

Devon laughed, because he
remembered a time when environmentalists and protestors showed up
to the house on Harbor Street and demanded that Jonathan change his
business habits. Eventually, provincial amendments to protect most
of the areas from deforestation and clear-cutting practices were
made. Most of the deforestation had been reduced over the
years.

“I highly doubt many people care
to tour the forest, as they’re usually busy with the hiking and
fishing. It’s a good thing for the forest; the wild life,” he said,
noticing a black bear passing by. Lana looked terrified.

“At the magazine, we did a green
issue last month,” she explained casually as the bear disappeared
into the woods.

Devon was more than surprised
that he remembered all these events. This was what usually happened
when he returned to Winter Haven…the past flooded his mind like the
water behind the cabins overflowed its boundaries. Speaking of the
water, he could hear it gushing underneath the bridge. The melting
winter ice would make it heavier. It would likely flood the inlet
behind the cabins, if it hadn’t already done so. He remembered very
clearly, his last encounter with the water.

“You’re not laughing at my green
knowledge, are you?” Lana’s voice injected his mind.

“Nah,” he shook his head,
realizing that he had been caught in a moment.

“It’s been a while since I have
been here. I was thinking. It looks the same. I can hear the water,
can’t you?”

Lana listened. “Not really.”

“There’s a river here?”

“This is Winter Haven. There are
water bodies all around. The water behind the cabin is an inlet. It
leads to the Bay.”

“Speaking of the water, we
should go kayaking soon,” she gushed. “You can take me to Cape
Scott.”

“Kayaking, sailing,
fishing…anything, babe,” he said driving through the dirt path,
“but we need to settle in, first.”

The conifer and pines were thin,
but they also loomed as large as he remembered.







CHAPTER 5

 “Wow,
all these trees,” Lana eyed the canopied forest after they got out
of the car Devon Lecusken parked in front of the cabin. Devon
looked around. Shrubs and moss covered the yard sign and much of
the cabin, obscuring any evidence that the cabin even existed.
Devon walked to the door, where he carefully, swept and tugged away
the shrubs and moss with his hands. Some shrubs were not so easily
moved but others simply fell off in line, having rotted and
withered away. Some shrubs were thick and he required the help of
his scrawny fiancée to pull them off the door frame and the
windows. Once most of the shrubs were cleared, he then pondered the
whereabouts of the cabin keys.

Devon had to think about the
last time he was at the cabin and the events that occurred when he
left. He realized, almost nervously that he left her at the cabin,
and she must have… He wasn’t sure what might have happened to the
keys. Did she leave them underneath the flowerpot or did she put
them someplace else?

“What’s wrong?” Lana studied
him.

“I’m just trying to remember
where the cabin keys are.”

He walked across the shaky
wooden floor to the right side of the cabin, and reached under a
pot, now dug deeply into the earth, where the wooden floor rotted
away. The pot was troublesome at first, but one forceful tug and it
crumbled into pieces, allowing him to root it out. Underneath the
dirt, grime and broken ceramics, he pulled out the rusting
keys—both of them. There were always two of them. This meant
that…it meant that she returned the one she had when he left…the
one he left her with. He grabbed the large keys and studied the
rotted floor. The cabin needed renovation. He could only imagine
how the interior was holding up after years of abandonment.

Devon walked to his fiancée,
handing her a key, and then shifting to open the door. The wooden
door creaked. He could see the hinges were rusty. Cobwebs hung
carelessly around and dust exploded above them, causing Lana to
screech in horror. He pulled the cobwebs away, fanning dust from
their faces, as much as he could.

“This place has been uninhabited
for centuries.”

“Just for six years.”

“Six years?”

“That’s how long I’ve been
away,” he admitted walking to the mantelpiece. Dust settled on it,
and he dusted some of it away with his hand.

“I thought you left when you
were a teenager?” She watched him in confusion.

“I did, but then I returned six
years ago, and I left again,” he explained, looking around the
cabin. “I didn’t stay very long. My stay was brief. Nothing has
changed.”

“This place is dirty,” Lana told
him scornfully, masking her face with her handbag.

“We’ll just have to clean it
up,” he beamed at her.

Lana sneezed and then frowned.
“I have to get my bags.” She rushed back through the door, exiting
the room.

Devon circled the room and then
walked toward the kitchen. The first thing he noticed was a coffee
mug sitting on the counter. His mind began to race with thoughts…he
wondered if she drank from it. Suddenly, the memories of the night
he left flooded his mind. How cruel he had been to her then. So
many things left untouched. She didn’t touch anything when she
left; nothing, except that mug. Judging from the condition of the
place, he knew she hadn’t returned since she left. Devon studied
the mug, as if it was some strange, out-of-place relic. Why’d she
leave it?

“Hello,” Lana’s voice broke into
his consciousness. He turned to see her standing in front of him
with that small cardboard box in hand, with the words: Lana’s Work,
pasted in boldfaced on it. “Where should I put these?”

“The master bedroom is on the
right.”

Lana was heading up the stairs
before he realized what he had said. The master bedroom: what
condition was it in? Why didn’t he send her to the room Jonathan
used as a study room? He could hear from the creaking of the floor
that she was already at the top of the staircase. Instead of
chasing after her, Devon left for the car. He was unloading the
car, when he caught a glimpse of the cabin sign peeking out from
the shrubs that engulfed it. He felt a shrill of panic overcome
him. He feared that Lana might notice the name on the sign and
start asking questions. He told her the cabin was the family
home…their only home. Devon unloaded the bags and a suitcase. There
were five bags for two people. Only one of the bags he could
account for. Lana insisted on packing for a lifetime’s getaway, and
then there were the things she bought on the way to the cabin,
during their stopovers.

Lana greeted Devon at the door.
“The good news is that with the exception of the cobwebs and dust,
the cabin is clean.”

She studied the three bags he
carried with him. “There’s one left in the car.”

“Are we heading into town
today?” Lana asked after collapsing the suitcase on the bed of the
master bedroom. A whirlwind of dust rose from the bed, causing her
to twist her body away to avoid it. Devon wasn’t certain what he
would find when he sent Lana to the room; perhaps, he thought she
would see traces of …her. What he found was an orderly room; dusty,
but neat and tidy. There were no signs of her. There was no sign of
anyone, really. Only dust and emptiness covered the abandoned
room.

“We can do that any other time.
I think we should try to tidy up this place first.”

“This might take forever,” Lana
said studying the room.

“We need some place to sleep,
babe. And you won’t sleep on a bed made of dust.”

“Why can’t we just stay at Green
Meadows Estate?” She asked, watching him go stiff.

“I heard it’s a fancy inn
now.”

Devon had been busy pulling off
the white sheets thrown over the furniture when she spoke those
words. He turned to her, curious about what she knew about the
place.

“Where’d you hear that?”

She studied him.

“I told you: I was reading some
facts on Winter Haven before we got here.”

“On the plane?”

“Yeah, but before that.”

“Why?”

“No reason. I just like
educating myself that’s all. I thought I could impress you with my
knowledge of your hometown.” She rested her arms on his shoulders.
“Why so tense?”

Devon could see the late
afternoon gleam of the sun in her hazel eyes.

“I don’t know. It’s a long day,”
he told her. “Look, the Estate—down there. It’s fancy and all, but
I like the cottage better. I brought you here because this place
means something to me.”

“Oh,” she pulled away a bit.
“Well, I didn’t mean to upset you.”

“I know,” he told her. “Let’s
just forget it. We’ll have plenty of time to go exploring anyway.”
She planted her thin lips on his and he returned her kiss. She
yearned for more, as she tried to push him toward the bed. He held
his ground.

“We should clean up first.”

“Probably, sure. Your lead.”






Devon got to the cleaning
immediately, while Lana wandered around the cabin, and then the
yard around it. She insisted she was allergic to the dust and so
Devon ended up doing all the cleaning, which didn’t surprise him at
all. He didn’t mind doing the cleaning; he was conscious of the
fact that there might be traces of her around and he wanted to
collect everything he could before Lana started asking questions.
He started in the main bedroom and then the guest room, while Lana
was taking a shower. He didn’t walk directly into the guest
bedroom, but decided to hover at the doorway shortly, before slowly
pushing the door open. He didn’t understand why he could not get
over finding traces of her in the cabin.

The dark room sent sharp images
of that last night through his mind. But, nothing had changed about
the room. It was as the other bedroom was, tidy and dusty. Devon
swept the steps steadfastly, pausing occasionally to sneeze and
pull at cobwebs. The living room was the hardest to clean, but
since the furniture was scarce, most of the focus was on the
cobwebs that hung from the ceiling and the dust that hid in the
corner.

The cabin was never dirty.
Jonathan, and especially Marilyn, would have it cleaned just before
heading here. Marilyn suffered from sinuses. The cabin had been
under the care of a caretaker until a few years ago, before his
last return to Winter Haven. The caretakers were removed from
service once the estate fell into the hands of the estate executor.
It had been abandoned by the time he arrived some six years
ago.

Devon found the kitchen the
easiest to clean. The mug sat unmoved on the counter, as if it
waited for him. The mug was the only real trace of her in the
cabin. When he grabbed it, he took a moment to study the inside,
looking for traces of her last drink in the cabin, or the smear of
her lips. It was empty and clean, however. He dropped it in the
sink and attempted to turn the pipes on, but they stalled, likely
from rust. He twisted harder, loosening it and spraying himself
with rusted, yellow water that gradually turned transparent.

For a moment, he wondered what
she might have been thinking when she awoke that morning. Was she
angry? Did she understand? One thing was certain. After she left
the cabin, she hadn’t returned. Did she stop by to check on it
occasionally? He was bothered by the thought. The wind blew the
frail kitchen door open, and he moved to close it, pausing when the
sight of the easy flowing water captured his interest. The water
looked crystal clear. The snow and ice were just beginning to melt,
cleansing the water, making it flusher and cleaner. A cool wind
brushed against his skin, reminding him he wasn’t wearing a jacket
or sweater. Turning back to the kitchen, he paused on the step
again and cast his eyes back to water.

Six years ago, he had trying to
fix the wooden door, blown open by a rainstorm, when he had noticed
the girl fighting against the rising tide of this very water,
fighting for control of a boat. He was confused and fascinated
then; even if he thought her stupid. Yet, he couldn’t turn away. He
had cursed himself, when he realized he had no choice but to go
after her in the storm, because if he didn’t, she’d have died.
After she woke up in his cabin, just like that, his life had
changed. Now, she stayed in his memory.

“What’s out there?” Lana crept
up behind, startling him just as his mind had wandered to her. Lana
encircled his waist with her cold hands.

“The water.”

“Oh wow! That’s the water you
were talking about? It’s stunning,” Lana gushed.

It was evening by now, and the
sun had disappeared from the sky, leaving a gloomy grey shade all
around.

“You think everything is
stunning, my dear.”

“Everything isn’t stunning?”

“Everything has its moment,” he
told her. “This water looks stunning, but when it rains, it loses
its grace and its respect for people’s boundaries, and even
lives.”

“You speak like it’s human,” she
mocked with a short laugh.

“Nature is alive,” he turned
around, pulling her into his arms.

“We should take a swim in the
water,” she proposed sneakily.

“It’s a bit too cold my dear,”
he warned. “We should wait until the weather is nicer.”

“We’ll only be here for two
weeks,” she watched him.

“Maybe in the summer time we can
return. It’ll be nicer then.”

Lana chuckled like a schoolgirl.
“I can’t wait to meet your family and become Mrs. Lecusken. We’ll
have all the time in the world then.”

“About my family,” Devon spoke
softly. “Lana, I really don’t have a family.”

“You mean you’re estranged from
them,” she corrected him. “Now’s a better time than any to make
amends, I mean, I want our children to know their relatives.”

“That seems very ideal.”

“It is,” she cut him off flatly.
“You brought me here, so you can’t deter me from my goal,” she
warned.

Devon didn’t say anything.






There wasn’t much to do in the
cabin for the rest of the day, and Lana’s gadgets didn’t work too
well in the woods. An old radio was in the cabin, but after being
abandoned for six years, he retired it to its grave. Lana insisted
on having him give her a tour of the woodland. He did as she asked,
but made sure to stay clear of a certain cabin. He wasn’t sure of
what became of it or her, but one thing was certain, he wanted to
avoid any awkward moments.

“Wait a minute,” Lana paused at
the moss and shrub-covered sign in the front yard of the cabin. He
was hoping she wouldn’t notice it. Lana pulled the shrubs away from
the sign. A large portion of the sign remained covered, but she
pulled enough away to read the words on the sign. Private Property:
The Lecusken Cabin and Hideaway.

“This sounds very fancy,” Lana
told him.

“All the cabins have them. They
tell you whose private property you’ve trespassed on.”

“I’m sure,” she said before she
walked past him and into the cabin.

Lana read her novel throughout
the rest of the evening, while Devon, unsatisfied with the result
of his cleaning, decided to work on the flower pots under the dim
light of the back porch. He remembered a time when the only thing
he would work on the porch was his Harley Davidson. He pawned the
vehicle not long after he left Winter Haven six years ago. He
needed cash and it was the only possession he owned. As painful as
doing such a thing was, he made a commitment to change, and that
vehicle was a participant in his rebellion as a teenager and young
adult. He decided he had to be serious about changing his life and
getting his act together. He didn’t regret his decision; although
shortly after he had settled into his new life, he had fought the
urge to reclaim it.






Later in bed, Devon found he
couldn’t sleep. He was too ensnared by the strangeness of the
occasion. He was back in North Island, after years of running,
hiding from this place. He studied his slumbering fiancée, thinking
that he was sleeping in this old bed with her, and savoring what
this meant. The last time he slept in this bed, he was sleeping
beside her. He massaged his face, reminding himself he couldn’t
think about her. By now, he should be used to the memories and
should be able to dismiss them as just memories. Yet, each memory
led to another, and the conclusion seemed to be the same…her. Well
into the night, he found himself debating if he had done her wrong.
Hadn’t he done her wrong?

By the time he was ready to
sleep, he had convinced himself that she moved on. Why wouldn’t
she? The last he pictured her, she was a pretty, young thing with
flawless skin and perfect smile. The thought brought him
exhilarating pleasure, and then some guilt. He forced himself to
think carefully and straightforwardly. She was likely living a life
of her own now, likely in a relationship. Every man wanted a woman
like her for a wife. She had, more than likely, forgotten him. He
was certain she had overcome the fascination that led her to him.
If she didn’t…No woman would forgive him for what he had done to
her. It made no sense for him to dwell on it, for it was history
now. She had moved on and so had he. Yet, the thought of her with a
new man and a new life made him uncomfortable. He pushed it away.
Why should he worry about her? He had a new life and a loving
fiancée to occupy his mind.

In the near future, he’ll have
children with Lana. He was looking forward to fatherhood, now that
he was thirty years old, a milestone in more ways than one,
considering the life he had lived, and the many times he had
escaped death. He’d turn thirty-one years old in a few weeks. He
was ready for the responsibility of life.

His mother, Marilyn, always
wished him to have a traditional family life. How heartbroken she
was, when he strayed away from his upbringing. Devon shifted,
suddenly realizing something. Thinking about his mother, even in
Winter Haven, had not caused a violent reaction. The last time he
was here, it was the opposite. It was nearly impossible for him to
think about his family without the accompanied nightmares and pain.
However, he hadn’t had a night terror in years. Now, he could think
of his parents in happier times. The first images that came to mind
when he thought of them were not the accident or the quarrels, but
those of them in happier times, when he was a young boy and hadn’t
gone bad yet. Devon smiled quietly. He was at peace with his
parents’ legacy, at last. Now, he could live the life that suited
him best. He could live the life that would’ve made his parents
proud. He turned to Lana and pulled her closer to him, kissing her
forehead. Marilyn would love Lana; after all, Lana, like his
mother, was obsessed with fashion and the finer things in life.

Devon smiled, as his mind began
to drift. He could see the rest of his life laid out for him. He
saw Lana in her wedding dress and she was laughing and dancing, and
he saw her giving birth to their firstborn son. He’ll be Devon Jr.
or perhaps, Jonathan. If the child was a girl, she’d be called
Marilyn. Perhaps he’d like four children, and then he’d name them
after himself and Lana, as well as his parents and ancestors. That
would be a great way to carry on the Lecusken legacy. Wasn’t this
the real reason he wanted to be in Winter Haven? He wanted to
reclaim his life. His family’s legacy depended on him. He was ready
to embrace that legacy.


CHAPTER 6

 The
next day, Devon awoke to an empty bed. Lana Beckford was gone. He
must have stayed up so late that when he finally decided to go to
sleep, he fell into such a deep sleep that he didn’t notice when
she got up. He made his way to the kitchen, before realizing that
the refrigerator was nearly empty. He hadn’t eaten since last
night, and now hunger clawed inside his stomach. Much of the food
Lana had bought on the way was fast food, and yogurt. Much of it
had been consumed already. Eventually, he found some leftover
takeout food she had ordered during the drive to Winter Haven. The
stacks of food Jonathan always insisted on storing in the pantry
room finally ran their course over thirteen years. The storage was
empty. Devon was disappointed in himself. He hadn’t made much
effort to sustain his family customs, and most of what the family
owned had eroded under his neglect.

With the exception of a few
cabins, only the mansion was still intact, and that was because the
Township took over the care of it. When he thought of the family
business, he realized he had no clue about anything. He did know
the headquarters moved from Victoria to Vancouver some years ago.
Then of course, what about the finances? All the money was probably
tied up in stocks and bonds somewhere. Did he even have a right to
claim any of it anymore? All these questions began boggling his
mind at the same time. By the time he stepped outside, Lana, decked
out in tracksuit, was running toward him.

“You went jogging alone in the
woods…in this weather?” He asked in disbelief.

“This weather is nice. Besides,
this place doesn’t look too dangerous.”

“Just be lucky a bear didn’t
feed on your for breakfast.”

“Ha, ha, very funny,” she
mocked, out of breath, planting a quick kiss on him.

“I’m gonna go take a shower,”
she rushed past him. “Join me.”






As the rental car made its way
toward Main Street, Devon started to feel a bit worried. While he
knew he had nothing to fear or be ashamed of, he also knew his
reputation in Winter Haven. Beside him, Lana chatted about seeing
the sites, not noticing his discomfort. He tried to convince her
that there wasn’t much to see, but she didn’t seem to comprehend
what he told her, and insisted on meeting his relatives.

“I still can’t get over how
green these trees are,” Lana gushed. “They’re huge, too. Anyone can
hide and live completely obscured from the city here.”

“So, you’d like it if we moved
here to live in the woods,” he glanced to her.

“We’ll see about that,” she
replied doubtfully.

Devon laughed.






Devon and Lana stopped at the
convenience store to pick up some groceries. They passed old men,
who Devon thought were dead, sitting, chewing, and eyeing them
through eyeglasses with thick rims and lens. He was a stranger to
them and they treated him as such, ignoring him, but staring at him
with curiosity.

After walking back to the car,
Lana realized she was short on cash for breakfast and she decided
to return to the store where she pulled some cash from the ATM
machine. Devon would’ve tried to convince her otherwise, except she
had moved away quickly, leaving him with the two paper bags of
groceries. Devon was packing the bags into the back of the car when
a twelve-wheeler truck pulled up two parking slots adjacent his. To
his surprise, a familiar face stepped out of the car. The men
exchanged glances, and it was clear from his expression that he
recognized him. But, they had never spoken personally with each
other, so Devon felt awkward.

The older man, with long salt
and pepper hair tied in a ponytail on his back, wore a thin black
coat over his plaid shirt and dark blue jeans. He studied Devon.
The man’s facial expression was a mixture of surprise and
curiosity, however subtle the mixture was expressed.

“I thought I knew that face
anywhere,” Dave Stonehead spoke calmly to him.

He stood a few inches above
Devon, who stood just an inch less than six feet.

“A face doesn’t change,” Devon
told him.

“No, but the wind does. When it
changes, it brings with it a new smell. That smell can make the
familiar strange.”

Devon didn’t quite grasp the
meaning of his words.

“What smell is that Lecusken?”
Dave sniffed the air around him.

“That smell is springtime in
Winter Haven,” Devon replied smartly.

Dave observed him with a smile.
“Will this wind stay here long or will it be as brief as the last
time?” He asked blankly.

“I’m vacationing,” Devon told
him closing the back door of the car.

Dave Stonehead scrutinized him.
“You look like a new man in the old man’s body. I only hope you
bring a clean slate this time around, Lecusken.”

“I am here for my family legacy;
that’s all,” Devon explained.

“Family,” Dave scoffed. It was
all he said. Dave was generally a non-talkative man.

“That machine won’t accept my
credit card,” Lana said bolting out of the store. “I can’t believe
it. It’s so archaic,” she complained. “Oh, who’s this?” She said
with a smile after noticing Dave.

“This is…” Devon paused. “This
is Dave Stonehead,” he introduced.

“An old friend?” Lana asked
extending her hand to Dave. “It’s so nice to meet you. I’ve been
eager to meet friends of Devon’s.”

Dave watched her strangely and
then glanced to Devon. “This is my fiancée, Lana Beckford,” Devon
introduced awkwardly and painfully aware of what he had said.

“Nice to meet you,” Dave said
calmly. “Are you in town long?” Dave looked from Devon to Lana and
then Devon again.

“For two weeks,” Devon
answered.

“We have a wedding to plan.”

Devon felt uneasy.

Dave looked to Devon. “I guess I
should say congratulations.”

Devon nodded. “Thank you.”

Dave looked very uncomfortable
by the whole experience of the moment.

“I have to get going. Could you
excuse me? I hope you enjoy the rest of your visit,” he said,
ambling toward the store. When he got to the store, he stopped to
look back, before finally disappearing.

“He seems pleasant,” Lana
concluded. “How long have you known him?”

“He used to work with my
parents,” he told her, walking toward the driver’s side of the car.
“A very long time ago.”

“Speaking of which,” Lana said
heading toward the passenger side, “I am ready to surprise your
relatives and childhood friends.”

Devon shook his head and buckled
his seatbelt. He revved the engine of the car.

“Lana, my family doesn’t
exist.”

“Why do you keep saying
that?”

“Because it’s true,” he said
heading out of the lot and down the curved street.

“I want proof of this, because
this doesn’t sound logical Mr. Lecusken. Everyone has family. On
the website I was reading, I saw something about a man named Harold
Lecusken. I know he’s related to you. Sure, I know about your
parents, but what about your other family members?”

Devon was frustrated, and he
stepped on the gas, speeding up the car.

“What are you doing?” Lana
asked, sounding frightened.

“I’m taking you to meet my
family members,” he said as the car sped past one-story buildings,
the town square, littered with old men hanging out, and people
doing their daily business. Devon turned down a dirt road
sandwiched between ravines and trees, with few houses here and
there. He sped past a creek. The sight that greeted them when Devon
stopped the car was that on an old gated area close to a river.

“Where is this?” Lana asked when
Devon parked the car.

“I’m taking you to meet my
family,” he said, leading the way through the gates.

They walked through an empty
field, and then they finally approached the yard with all the
tombstones. Lana followed her fiancé quietly suspicious as he led
her through the rows of tombstones, some fancier than others.
Toward the head of the graveyard lay a large mausoleum. The tomb
was decorated in black marble and rotted laurel bushes and shrubs
aligned the archway. The inscription on the heavy metal door read:
The Lecusken Family Mausoleum. Lana didn’t know what to say, and
Devon started fiddling with the heavy locks of the door until he
pushed the rusted chains apart enough to sneak under them and
inside the vault. Inside the mausoleum was dark and chilly; eerie,
also. Devon found a switch on the wall and the tomb lit up dully,
exposing Lana’s eyes to a series of large concrete tombs. Each tomb
was uniquely decorated, and each lavished with ornaments and
inscriptions. She followed him as he navigated the mausoleum,
thinking how truly eerie it was to do so. The lights above them
flickered.

“Here’s the Lecusken family,” he
turned to her. “Dad, this is Lana, Lana, this is dad.” He
introduced at the tomb marked Jonathan Harold Lecusken. “Mom, this
is Lana, Lana, this is mom.” He moved to the tomb adjacent it. He
then walked farther back. “Uncle Martin, Aunt Josephine, cousins
Christopher and Annabelle, everyone, this is Lana, my fiancée.”

Lana watched him, feeling
annoyed but remorseful. “I’m sorry okay; you don’t need to make me
feel so bad about it.”

“Don’t feel bad. It’s not your
fault. Sometimes nature deals you a nasty hand. It’s life.” When
they walked back to the front, he paused. “My spot is over
there!”

Suddenly, it had dawned on Devon
that he was the last of the Lecuskens. Sure, he knew he had no one,
but he never thought of what that meant until this moment. It was
just him and his name—his last name. He found himself wondering
what the origin of his last name was. He was certain it wasn’t
English or Dutch, as he had believed. He had heard a whisper that
it may have been French, and one far source—a teacher, said it
might have been Indian, but none had been proven. He was nearly
certain it was Scandinavian or French, or some bastardization of
them both.

Lately he was ready to accept
anything he could find about his ancestry. He knew Lana would look
into his history, if he denied it, and he knew she would want to
know about him. He wanted to know about himself, too. He knew he
was a Lecusken, but he didn’t know what that meant, and yet, he
wanted to embrace being a Lecusken, even if he wasn’t like
Jonathan. He started getting ideas in his head about the benefits
of having Lana with him. Maybe they could figure out together who
he was and where he came from. He said nothing, for he wasn’t ready
to admit to Lana all these feelings. She still thought his family
members were alive, and he’d have to prove otherwise first.

“My family had the entire area
bought out. If the family grows too big,” he paused to grin, “then
the tomb will be expanded to hold all the bodies.”

“This is pretty lavish,” she
told him. “This must have cost a lot.”

“My family had some money,” he
told her. “At least, they did.”

Lana was unsure of whether she
should tell him what her research said about his family; deep
inside, she wanted him to bring the subject up first.

“You have no living relatives at
all?” She asked as they head out of the vault.

“Even if I did, I wouldn’t know
where to find them,” he admitted. “My mother, as far as I know, was
estranged from her family, and those people are all my father’s
relatives.”

Lana bit her lower lip
thoughtfully. “Well, I do have a journalism degree. Investigative
reporting was a part of the credit requirement to get one. I can
more than start connecting the dots of your mother’s familial ties
for you,” she informed him while they walked toward the car.

“I’ll think about it,” he said
uncertain.

‘Devon, I hate to repeat this,
but now is the time to stop thinking and start doing. With some key
information like a last names going back two generations, I can
start with the search. There are plenty of ways to get
answers.”

He thought about it. “Okay,” he
told her getting into the car. “I give you permission to dig into
my past. See what relatives show up.”

“I’ll start as soon as I
can.”

When Lana got into the car,
Devon didn’t move. He stared poignantly through the windshield. She
saw he was staring at nothing but the open road.

“Devon, what is it? Why aren’t
you driving?” Lana asked finally.

He did not reply.

“If this is painful for you,”
she started again.

“It’s not that,” he cut her
off.

“Then what?”

“There’s something I have to
tell you; to show you.”

“I think it might be a good
place to start your research.”

“Well, what is it?” Lana
urged.

“My family had a history,” he
started off, “A history in this town…on the island.”

“Every family has a history, but
mine, it’s kind of special, important,” he grinned
uncomfortably.

Lana eased back into her seat,
feeling happy that he was finally ready to explain to her what she
had read.

“My grandfather, many
generations removed; he, well, he founded this town,” Devon chose
his words circumspectly. “He also started a little lumber business
that grew into something bigger. The business branched off into
furniture business, hardware stores, equipment stores, real estate,
mills, with multiple subsidiaries in other parts of North America
and the world. They are, were, prominent.”

“What does that mean…that you’re
wealthy?”

“It means that you might…you
will see my family’s name on certain buildings and other such
things,” he explained coolly. “Before you ask any questions, I just
want you to know now.”

“What about the estate,” she
asked finally. “I would love to see it.”

“You’re not gonna forget about
the estate, are you?”

“Nope,” she shook her head from
side to side.

Devon put the car in drive and
made a U-turn back up the dirt road.






“This is unbelievable,” Lana
stared at the lawn sign: The Lecusken Green Meadows Estate. The
country mansion was huge, bigger than anything she had seen thus
far. She curiously wondered what Caroline and Gregoire would think
of her fiancé now that he was…she looked to her fiancé.

“Wait a minute, you’re the heir
to all this?”

He didn’t answer, looking
uncomfortable instead.

“I can’t believe this. Why
didn’t you tell me earlier?”

“I…I don’t know.”

“Is that why you didn’t want us
to stay here?”

“Not really, but…”

“Let’s go inside,” she said
giddily. Before he could protest, she grabbed his hand and pulled
him toward the large white doors with glass windows.

Lana rang the doorbell
anxiously.

“No one’s answering. How do we
get in?” She rang it again.

He shook his head, but then the
door opened up and a short, older woman with thinning red hair
stood before them.

“Yes?” She said looking from
Lana to Devon and then back.

“Can we come in?” Lana asked
impatiently.

“No one’s allowed to be in here,
not without permission from Town Hall.”

“He can. This was his family
house. He’s a Lecusken.”

The woman observed Devon
unstirred, “You’re Devon Lecusken? You don’t look like him. That
Lecusken boy looks like trouble. You don’t look like trouble. That
Lecusken boy hasn’t been around here since a long time. Why would
he come back now?”

Lana was taken aback by the
woman’s words, and she turned to Devon for answers. Devon stepped
closer to the woman, so he was in her face. It was not intentional,
but the woman stepped back, nonetheless.

“Look, we’ll be quick okay. I
just want to look around.” “I’m not allowed to let anyone in,” the
woman replied worriedly. “I might have to call the police you
know.” Devon turned to her as Lana’s gaze reached the ceiling of
the mansion. He pulled out his wallet from his jeans pocket and
showed the woman his driver’s licence. She looked at it in horror
and then at him.

“About what I just said, you
don’t have to take offence.”
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