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SUMMERS IN CALGARY WERE scorching. Luke’s father Gino was fond of saying, “it’s hot enough out to fry an egg on the sidewalk.” When he put his father’s words to the test, all that resulted was a yellow, runny mess on the concrete. He had caught shit from his mother Nora, too. In hindsight, the front walkway had been a bad place to practice his outdoor culinary skills. Luke blamed the sun for melting his brain.

The heat took away the desire to think about anything except how to stay cool. The basement of his family’s 1962 bungalow became the hangout for Luke, his younger sister Adaline, and their friends. The partially finished space offered the perfect place to become experts at Kerplunk, Operation, Trouble, and other games of that era.

But everything changed during the summer of 1976, when Beverly Shaffer moved into the house across the back alley from Luke’s. Nora described her as “the girl with hair spun from gold,” even though Luke thought her hair had some brown in it.

Beverly and Luke were both twelve, but her birthday was six months earlier, so technically she was older. Those six extra months must have had magical properties because she possessed special knowledge about the world that he had yet to learn. Like the way bees remember which flowers to visit, the best way to say hello to an unfamiliar dog, or the perfect time to launch yourself from a swing without falling on your head. Beverly reminded Luke of Heidi, a story he had read in Grade 4 about a blond free-spirited girl from the Swiss Alps. Every day became an unexpected adventure, and Luke’s friends didn’t see much of him that summer.

“Luke and Beverly sittin’ in a tree. K-I-S-S-I-N-G,” sang Adaline every chance she got. At first it was funny. Luke brushed off his younger sister’s teasing, but soon it got under his skin like a stone in his shoe. The basement was no longer the haven it had once been.

That was fine by Beverly. She preferred being outside, even when it was hot out. And there was plenty to do. Beverly may have been older, but Luke had a bigger yard. A path to the back alley divided the patch of lawn, a small garden and a detached garage on one side, and a sand box with a swing set for two on the other.

Beverly claimed the swing set at the back of the yard as her own, using it every chance she had. Pumping her legs to the sky, she would swing so high Luke worried that she might go “around the world.” He tried his best to match her heights but lost his nerve when he approached the height of the top bar of the swing set. That was okay. He was content to watch her long hair dance around her head. Then she’d push off, always at the exact right moment, and sail through the air, clearing the sand box and tumbling onto the grass in front, giggling uncontrollably. It was safe to say that Beverly completely captivated Luke. Her unpredictable nature made the long summer days of 1976 so much fun.

On one sweltering August day, Luke heard the familiar rap-rap-rap on the screen door at the side of the house.

“Luke, honey.” His mom peered down the hallway from the kitchen. “It’s Beverly.”

“Lu-uke,” Adaline said in her nine-year-old sing-song voice. “Your girlfriend’s here!”

“Addie.” Nora crossed her arms and glared at Adaline from across the kitchen. “Please stop teasing your brother. You’ll have a boyfriend some day.”

Adaline ran through the kitchen toward the bedrooms at the back of the house, waving her hands above her head. “Never! Yuck! Boys are totally gross!”

Luke gave his mom an embarrassed glance, grabbed his shoes, and stepped out onto the stoop.

Beverly stood waiting by the house in black Converse high tops, yellow shorts, and a white t-shirt with a stylized rainbow and the words “Made of Stars” written underneath. Her eyes sparkled.

“Race you to the park!” And she was off, racing through the back yard toward the alley and her house.

“Hey! Wait up!” Luke had grown accustomed to Beverly’s bursts of energy and knew she rarely waited for anyone. He pulled on his Adidas, quickly tied them, and ran after her, his own denim cut-offs and Star Trek t-shirt rippling in his wake.

The back gate to her yard remained open, indicating the path she had just taken. Luke followed and cut through her yard to get to the street in front of her house and the park beyond.

Rosscarrock Park stretched parallel to the front of Beverly’s house and other houses on her street. The park offered more swings, a jungle gym shaped like a pirate ship, and a network of platforms and slides. Both deciduous and conifer trees dotted the remaining green space, offering lots of spots either in shade or sunshine.

Luke bypassed the gate at the park and hopped the chainlink fence. “Beverly?” He scanned the area but couldn’t spot her. Hide and seek was one of her favorite games and she was good at it. “Where are you?”

He crossed through the playground and focused on the trees, which he would have chosen if he was hiding. “I’m going to find you.”

Most of the deciduous trees, birch and elm, weren’t old enough to offer large enough trunks to hide behind, but the pine and spruce trees offered big branches at the base of the trees to help conceal anyone attempting to hide there. Luke crouched to hands and knees and scanned at grass-level looking for tell-tale signs of a hidden guest.

Beverly burst out from behind a birch tree Luke had dismissed and touched his shoulder as she ran by. “Tag! You’re it!” He launched himself after her.

Both of them zig-zagged across the grassy field, Luke gaining with every step until he placed his palm between Beverly’s shoulder blades, her hair whipping against his bare forearm.

“Got you!”

Beverly pretended to trip and rolled to the grass, on her back, breathless. Luke positioned himself an arm’s length away, his eyes on the sky as well.

Luke turned his head toward her. “You’re fast.”

“Damn fast, more like.” Beverly began to laugh. Luke joined in as they both caught their breath.

Luke tucked his hands behind his head and watched a loose group of clouds pass overhead. Everything smelled fresh and clean. “I could stay here forever,” he said softly.

Beverly rolled over and pulled something from the grass, then sat up, crossing her legs. “Luke, come here.”

“What is it?”

“I have something to ask you.”

His curiosity piqued, Luke crawled to where Beverly was sitting and mirrored her pose. She held a dandelion in her hand and was spinning the blossom by the stem with her fingers.

“Closer,” she said.

Luke scooted closer, sitting beside her now.

“Do you love...” Beverly extended her arm and held the dandelion blossom under his chin. She lowered her gaze to see the skin just above the dandelion’s yellow petals. “You love butter.”

“What?”

“You love butter.”

Luke scanned her face, waiting for a punchline, but all he saw in her dark brown eyes was sincerity. “Doesn’t everyone love butter?”

“This confirms it,” she said. “Now test me.” Beverly presented the dandelion, its stem softened where she had been twirling it.

Luke held the flower delicately. “What do I do?”

“Hold it under my chin. If you see yellow on my skin, then I love butter too.”

Luke moved Beverly’s fine hair to one side with his free hand and held the dandelion under her chin. He lowered his head to get a good look. Her skin glowed a radiant gold.

He grinned. “Sorry, Bev. Looks like you don’t love butter.”

“No way!” Beverly said. “I do too.”

Luke shook his head, laughing. “Nope.”

Beverly pushed him onto his back and began tickling him. “Yes! Do too! Do too!”

Beverly knew being tickled was one of Luke’s weaknesses. “Okay, okay!” he said between breathless laughs. “You love butter too. Stop!”

But Beverly didn’t stop. Instead, she employed both hands. “No one lies about loving butter!”

Luke writhed on the grass, trying to get away. “Beverly... please... please.”

“Pretty please?” She grinned at him.

“With sugar on—” Luke gasped and cried out in pain.

Beverly’s demeanor flipped in an instant. “Luke?”

He sat up and swatted at his right foot. A wasp crawled out of the grass and flew away. “I think I got stung.”

Beverly knelt and pulled down the cuff of his sock. A red welt expanded along the base of Luke’s ankle. “Affirmative, Captain Obvious. Are you allergic?”

“No, but it hurts like a sonofabitch.”

Beverly stood and offered her hand and Luke took it.

“Thanks,” he said as he draped his left arm around her shoulders.

“Butter lovers have to stick together.” Beverly placed her arm around Luke’s waist and he began to laugh.

“I thought butter made things not stick.”

“Ha ha,” Beverly said. “Not funny. That wasp sting has infected your brain.”

“Come on. Admit it. That was funny.”

Beverly smirked and wiggled the fingers of the hand around Luke’s waist. “I’ll give you something to laugh about.”

“No. Please. No more tickling,” Luke said. “Pretty please with sugar on top.”

“You survive this time.” Beverly gave Luke a playful side-eye and they continued their way back to Luke’s house where Nora mixed up a paste of baking soda and water and applied it to the site of the sting.

Luke wanted the pain in his ankle to stop but he also wanted to remain in Beverly’s arms. He had never been as physically close to her than he had been that day, and he had wished that a wasp sting hadn’t been the reason for it. But the sting acted like a sensory thumbtack for the memory, pinning it to the back of his mind and allowing him to replay it whenever he remembered it was there.
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TODAY MARKED A MILESTONE. The house Luke had spent his teenaged life in would soon be placed on the market. The modest house at the end of a cul-de-sac had hosted 48 years of birthdays, holidays, celebrations, and family dinners. He would no longer be able to drop by unannounced, pull a chaise lounge onto the deck, and position it under the willow tree. It was a strange feeling knowing that complete strangers would be forging new memories in a house that would forever hold such strong memories for him and his family.

Luke’s parents had finally agreed to move into an active living complex. It had taken Luke and Adaline a few years of negotiation to get Gino and Nora, now well into their eighties, to agree to the move. Both had enjoyed good health all their lives and weren’t interested in slowing down, but the house and surrounding property had become too much to maintain on their own.

Luke’s wife Rosabelle and his 24-year-old daughter Emerson had joined him for breakfast at White Spot on Quadra Street. It was their go-to restaurant for comfort food.

There was no mistake that Emerson was Rosabelle’s daughter, with dark, inquisitive eyes and a smile to match. But she kept her brown hair short. “There’s no time to blow-dry,” she would often say.

Luke finished his classic bennie and left his plate practically spotless, mopping up his remaining yolk and Hollandaise sauce with a piece of toast he had “borrowed” from Rosabelle.

“Want a spatula from the kitchen?” Emerson grinned at him over a plate littered with tidbits of bacon, waffles, and syrup.

“Actually, yeah,” Luke said. “That would be much more efficient.”

Emerson scraped at her plate. “You’re so predictable, Dad.”

The three of them shared a small laugh.

Rosabelle sipped her coffee, then reached out and touched Luke’s forearm lightly. “How you doing, hon?” Her auburn hair framed her beautiful and kind face, and her rich chocolate-brown eyes studied him.

Luke fell in love with her all over again, as he had countless times over the past thirty-five years. “Good, I guess.”

“Bittersweet?”

“Yeah, but it’s the next logical step.” Luke drained his heavily creamed coffee, then held up a finger. “What if... what if we bought their house and everything could stay the same.”

Emerson and Rosabelle stared at him and waited.

“You’d have two houses to maintain,” Rosabelle said finally.

“I know, I know,” Luke said. “I’m kidding. I thought letting go would be easier.” He scanned the restaurant and signaled the server. “So, I’ll swing by the house one last time and do a final check.”

Rosabelle and Emerson exchanged a quick glance that said, here we go again.

Luke picked up on the vibe immediately. “I’ll be quick, I swear. I’ll meet you guys and Addie at Somerset in an hour, tops.”

Luke paid the bill and headed to what used to be the family home at the end of Cantwell Drive. The property offered an ample fenced-in yard, both a carport and a garage, and two floors of finished living space. The exterior of the house wasn’t anything special, but the interior was warm and inviting, even without furniture.

The nostalgia hit him quickly and Luke had a hard time remaining focused initially. So many memories flooded his mind, most good. Instead, he shifted his thoughts to Gino and Nora settling into their new space and beginning a new chapter of their lives.

Luke started on the upper floor and methodically checked every closet, drawer, and cabinet in every room. He had been thorough when downsizing his parents’ possessions and as a result, the move had gone smoothly. So far, he had found nothing of importance that had been left behind.

He descended to the second floor, where his and Adaline’s bedrooms had been when they were teenagers. Nothing but dust bunnies left in the corners.

The downstairs family room had been a place where everyone would gather to watch their favorite TV shows or movies, make art and crafts, or just read by a crackling fire. The bookcases on two adjoining walls opposite the fireplace stood barren.

Luke wished for a chair to sit on, just for a moment, to soak up what little familial ambiance remained. Instead, he sat on the floor in the center of the room and let the quiet surround him. He could almost hear Gino’s vintage vinyl records playing hits from the ’60s and ’70s.

Luke crouched forward to get up and spotted something beside the bookcase along the furthest wall. If he hadn’t sat down at that particular spot, he would have missed it.

He walked over to discover a small cardboard box containing some old 45s, a few cassette tapes, a tattered and well-read paperback of The Thorn Birds, and a manila envelope containing an assortment of family photos.

Luke slid the photos out and flipped through them. They were out of order but dated on the back, not unsurprisingly. Gino and Nora understood how important it was to document family history. Luke wondered how easy it would be to curate the thousands of photos that he and Rosabelle had taken and uploaded to the cloud over the years.

Most of the photos had been taken at Expo ‘86 in Vancouver but a few photos had been taken earlier than that. So many memories. Some photos held no significance for him, but others—

A photo stared up at him that caused him to catch his breath. The image had been taken at dusk and showed himself as a teenager with arcade lights and amusement rides in the background. Standing beside him, with her gaze of admiration locked on his face, was a girl he hadn’t thought of in years. Luke wouldn’t have been able to recall her face in his mind on his own if his life depended on it, but the photo brought her and the memories surrounding her to the forefront of his mind in an instant.

The back of the photo read, “PNE - July 1980.” The Pacific National Exhibition. He remembered the moment, the instant the photo had been taken, probably by one of Beverly’s parents. But the girl he had never forgotten.

Beverly Shaffer.

Luke tried to figure out the last time he had seen her, but the photo kept derailing his calculations. He couldn’t help but wonder what she was doing now.

He took out his phone and snapped a digital copy of the moment of fun at the PNE. Luke pinch-zoomed into Beverly’s face, filling the phone’s screen and letting his eyes linger on the image.

He broke himself away from his reverie, slid the PNE photo somewhere in the middle of the other photos, and returned them to their envelope. Time was ticking. Rosabelle would be wondering where he was. He carried the box back to the car, took one last look at the house of his childhood and young adult life, and started the engine.

Luke tried to imagine his parents’ surprise with what he had found, but during the entire drive to Somerset House, all he could think about was that photo.
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LUKE HAD HIMSELF SPRAWLED out on his bed reading an Archie comic when he heard his mother’s voice drift down the hallway to his room.

“Luke, hon. You have a visitor.”

It could have been any number of friends at the door, but Luke hoped it was Beverly. She had helped make this summer the most memorable of his life so far, and he couldn’t wait for Grade 7 to start with his new friend by his side.

All that remained of his recent wasp sting was a somewhat itchy scab. It probably wouldn’t even leave a scar, but he knew Beverly would be interested in seeing how it had healed.

He dog-eared the page he was on and tossed the comic book aside. In quick strides, Luke headed for the side door to the house, anticipating Adaline’s teasing, but she was uncharacteristically silent. He passed the kitchen and grabbed his shoes. Had he been paying more attention, he would have noticed a note of sadness on his sister’s face. But Luke had one person on his mind.

He opened to door to the stoop and no one was there. “Beverly?”

There was no answer.

Luke pulled on his shoes and hastily tied them. He peered out at the street in front of the house, then hustled to the back yard.

Beverly sat on one of the swings, barely moving, instead of arcing back and forth like she always did. She didn’t look up as Luke approached but instead made small grooves in the sand beneath her with her foot.

“Hey.” Luke took the swing next to her and tried to look at her face, but her hair hung in front obscuring it. “Who died?”

Beverly continued to excavate with the toe of her shoe.

Luke felt his skin prick with goosebumps, immediately concerned. “Oh shit. Did someone really—”

Beverly shook her head. “No.”

Luke waited for her to continue, but she remained silent. “What’s wrong?” He wanted to say she was scaring him, but the thought of saying that out loud scared him even more. “Bev?”

Beverly turned in her seat and finally looked up at him, her eyes red and damp. “My dad got a new job.”

“That’s good... isn’t it?”

“It’s in Vancouver.”

Sudden realization hit Luke hard and he felt his stomach drop. “That means...”

“I’m moving away,” Beverly said.

The two of them sat on their swings with what felt like a massive weight sitting between them.

“When?”

“End of August.”

Luke counted on his fingers. “That’s in six days.”

“I know,” Beverly said. “My parents want to be in Vancouver in time for me to start school there.”

He sighed. “That sucks. Grade 7 is going to be so much different without you around.” Luke deflated on his swing and began mimicking Beverly’s feet, digging grooves of his own. “We could write to each other. I promise I would. And I could call you.”

“I guess,” Beverly said. “But it’s not the same.”

The truth cut them both deeply. Luke wanted desperately to change the mood, but nothing seemed appropriate, not swinging, not hide and seek, or even a game of tag.

Beverly eased herself off the swing and headed for the back gate.

“Beverly.” Luke followed her into the alley between their yards. “Wait.”

She stopped and faced him. “What?”

Luke hesitated. He felt a desperate need to hold her, maybe never let go, but would she want that too? He turned off the voices in his head and extended his arms. Beverly reached back and they tightly embraced each other, feeling both connected and far apart.

They didn’t know it then, but it was the first of many moves toward their own adulthoods.

“I’m going to miss you.” Luke choked out his words as tears stung his eyes. “So much.”

“Me too,” Beverly said, her voice muffled by his shirt.

“I’ll write to you. I promise.”

“I’ll write back.” Beverly sniffled. “I promise, too. And I won’t forget you, Luke. Don’t forget me.”

“I won’t. See you tomorrow?”

Beverly nodded.

They parted and returned to their own yards. As Luke closed the back gate, he looked to the house and saw his mom in the kitchen window. She offered a small smile as an attempt to eclipse the sadness on her face.

Luke and Beverly tried to make good use of their remaining time together, cramming in as many activities as six days would allow. But the first of September hung above them like some ugly, intrusive beast.

Time marched on and Grade 7 began without Beverly, the best friend Luke had ever known in his life so far. The first letter from Beverly arrived within the first week of school. Luke wrote back immediately and their correspondence continued like that for a while. It felt like things could actually work out.

But even though Luke’s and Beverly’s promise to each other had been sincere, distance and time took its toll on each of them. Living in the moment with friends they could hang out with at school and at home slowly took priority. By December, the frequency of their letters had all but stopped.

After a summer of such promise, Luke spent much of his spare time figuring out how to mend his heart. He had no desire to forget Beverly, but he hadn’t yet discovered how memories forged in the innocence of youth could last a lifetime.
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SINCE PARTING WAYS AT White Spot, it had taken Luke just over an hour to return to Somerset. All the furniture that Gino and Nora wanted had been moved in earlier in the week, making the transition easier. Rosabelle, Emerson, and Adaline were busy unpacking a few remaining boxes under Nora’s direction. Gino sat in his favourite recliner with a glass of wine, admiring the view of Holland Point and the Salish Sea beyond it.

Compared to their house on Cantwell, the two bedroom suite was a considerable reduction in livable space. But as Rosabelle had pointed out to Nora and Gino when making the downsizing argument, they spent most of their time on the top floor of the old house anyway. Everything else was storage. They had everything they needed in the Somerset suite.

Luke pushed open the door and all eyes fell on him. He raised the box containing the newly discovered items. “Let the party begin!” He stepped over to Rosabelle and kissed her. “Sorry about being a bit late. Traffic was bad.”

Rosabelle smiled. “It’s all good.”

Gino jumped out of his recliner, a grin underneath his closely trimmed gray Van Dyke, and made a beeline for the box in Luke’s arms. He moved sprightly but Luke could sense his wiry 85-year-old father was trying to hide some aches and pains.

“What’d you find?” Gino set his wine down on the counter and ran a hand through his short hair, which had become more salt and less pepper over the past decade. He grabbed the box and dug through it like a child on Christmas morning. “Grab a glass and pour yourself some vino.” Gino’s vino. Red, white, or rosé, that’s what he called all wine.

Luke surveyed the kitchen area. “What can I help with?”

Nora pointed to a couple of boxes, clearly weary from the week-long move. A year behind Gino, Luke could still see the young mother he had looked up to when he was a teenager. Her thinning hair still hung straight to her shoulders, just as it always had, but had adopted a silver overtone. Her daily walks had done wonders for her mind, body, and spirit. “We’d love it if you could set up the computer. We’re using that bedroom for the office.”

Luke nodded and got to work moving the electronics.

Gino pulled out a vinyl 45 and examined it closely. “Ho-lee shit. Alan Sherman. I haven’t heard this in years. And it’s pristine.”

Emerson looked a question at Gino. “Who’s Alan Sherman?”

“He sang parodies of popular songs,” Nora said.

“Like Weird Al,” Adaline added.

Emerson nodded, unimpressed. “Too bad you don’t have a record player anymore.”

“I could stream it.” Gino set the 45 down and began tapping on the screen of his phone.

“Maybe we could save that for later? What else is in the box?” Nora had refined misdirection to an art.

Gino set his phone down and flipped through the 45s. “ABBA, Neil Sedaka, Stompin’ Tom...”

“That’s quite an eclectic playlist.” Rosabelle stopped what she was doing and joined Gino digging through the box. “What else?”

“There’s a few cassette tapes.” Gino flipped them around in his hand. “This one says ‘Kids - 1981.’ God knows what’s on it.”

Adaline retrieved a cassette tape as she tucked a wavy tress behind one ear. A few years younger than Luke, she already had more gray hair than he did, a fact that he made sure that she didn’t forget.

“It’s probably filled with radio plays,” Adaline said. “Remember those? Almost makes me want to find a cassette player.”

Gino continued to move through the box and pulled out The Thorn Birds.

 “Here’s something for you, dear.” Gino handed the dog-eared paperback to Nora.

“Oh, I loved that book,” she said.

“And the mini-series. Remember that?” Rosabelle and Nora shared a look, then said in unison, “I never stopped loving you, Ralph!” They both laughed.

“Richard Chamberlain.” Nora sighed. “He was one hunk of burning love.”

“Yet you married me,” Gino said.

Nora gave Gino a playful shove. “I never cared for the celebrity lifestyle.”

“I’m more of a Harrison Ford type,” Adaline said. “Tie me up and put your whip to good use!”

“That’s Indiana Jones,” Luke said.

“Your point? It’s still the same yummy man.”

One look from Nora shut down Adaline’s narrative.

Emerson took the manila envelope from the box and peered inside. “There’s photos in here.”

“Oh, let me see.” Nora took a seat at the dining table. “Bring them over here and we’ll spread them out.”

Everyone gathered around as Nora arranged the photos loosely on the table. “Oh my, these are from Expo ‘86! Remember that trip?”

“Oh yeah. So would Luke.” Gino disappeared into the new office.

Rosabelle leaned in to a photo of a roller coaster, all the people seated in it holding onto their chest restraints for dear life. “Is that the Scream Machine?”

“It sure is. And that...” Nora pointed to one particular rider. “That is Luke.”

Emerson moved in for a closer look. “Wow. I can’t do roller coasters. They give me the creeps.”

Luke and Gino returned from the office, Gino holding another box containing more photos in envelopes.

Rosabelle pulled Luke close and pointed at the roller coaster photo. “Look at you. Such a daredevil.”

“Maybe when I was in my twenties,” Luke said. “I wouldn’t be caught dead on a roller coaster now.”

Emerson moved the photos around and pulled one out from underneath the others. “Who’s this?”

Nora took the photo and smiled. “Oh my word. Gino. Look. It’s Beverly.”

Gino gave a cursory glance at the photo as he dug through the new collection of photos. “Oh yes. Beverly.”

Emerson looked at Rosabelle, then at Nora. “Who’s Beverly?”

“Maybe you can answer that, Luke?” Nora said.

Emerson regarded her father with curiosity. “Dad?”

“Beverly was a girl I knew growing up in Calgary.”

“She was more than that.” Nora tapped Luke’s arm and shifted her gaze to Emerson. “Beverly was your father’s first girlfriend.”

Emerson’s eyes widened. “Really?”

“Beverly and Luke, sittin’ in a tree...,” Adaline sang.

Luke glared at his sister, daggers in his eyes. “Hardly,” he said. “It was only one summer and after she moved away from Calgary, I hardly saw her anymore.”

“Come on, Dad.” Emerson handed him the photo, the one he had remembered instantly from before. “The way she’s looking at you? And this isn’t Calgary.” She flipped the photo over. “It’s the PNE, 1980. You were... sixteen.”

“That’s the look, the look of love.” Adaline did her best to capture ABC’s “The Look Of Love.”

Luke ignored her and shrugged. “What can I say?”

“Luke Hacker, the player,” Rosabelle teased.

“Come on,” Luke said.

“Breaking hearts left and right.”

“It wasn’t like that.”

“I know.” Rosabelle hugged Luke tight and kissed his cheek.

Nora scrunched her brows. “What was her last name?”

“Shaffer,” Gino said without looking up from his own box of memories.

Luke nodded. “Dad’s right.”

“Beverly Shaffer.” Nora paused and let her thoughts take over for a moment. “Do you know what she’s doing now?”

Luke shook his head. “Haven’t got a clue.”

“Hey, look at this one.” Gino pulled out a photo from an ordered collection of dated envelopes. “Luke as a baby.”

The entire family pulled their chairs close to the table, leaving behind the remaining work in favour of taking a walk down memory lane. Gino integrated the newly found photos into the appropriate spots in the official collection, including the one of Luke and Beverly.

No one realized it during the moment, but a new chapter of their lives had just begun. And as Luke returned to the office to finish setting up his parents’ computer, he found himself thinking the same thing that his mother had just wondered. What is Beverly Shaffer doing now?





–    5    –




AFTER CIRCLING THE SUN sixty-one times, Luke had begun to feel the slowdown in his life. He still worked for himself and ran his own company, Hacker Consulting Ltd. He used his knowledge of programming languages and graphic design to provide custom application and website solutions for corporate clients. And he avoided generative AI like the plague. The work kept his brain sharp, that and daily walks around the neighbourhood to the summit of PKOLS, and back.

He tried to keep his weekends unstructured for the most part. There were always regular chores that needed doing, but he did make a point of enjoying his free time. He spent most of it either alone, puttering in his basement workshop, or with Rosabelle, shopping, going for walks, or taking in dinner and a movie. And a little fooling around never hurt.

Luke had barely finished his Saturday morning waffle, coffee, and fresh fruit salad when the phone rang. Rosabelle picked it up on her way to the porch. He knew who it was from the look on her face.

“Hi Xander... I’m good. You?” Rosabelle glanced at Luke and raised her eyebrows as if to ask You want to take this?

Luke looked at the digital clock on the stove. 10:20 a.m. After brief consideration, he nodded and gave her a thumbs up.

“Yeah, I think he’s available. Just a second.” She handed the phone to him, waved, and mouthed, “Sorry.”

Luke swallowed his bite of waffle. “Hey, what’s up?”

Xander’s voice crackled through the cordless phone’s speaker. “I’ve got some free time. Want to grab a coffee?”

Luke eyed his half-full coffee cup and warmed his free hand on it. “Sure. When were you thinking?”

“I’m like two minutes away,” Xander said. “I can pick you up. We can hit Timmy’s. Sound good?”

“I, uh, I mean sure.”

“Great. See you in a few.”

The phone line clicked and went dead in Luke’s ear. He crammed the rest of his waffle into his mouth and washed it down with his remaining coffee. He covered his fruit salad and set it in the fridge. It would have to wait.

Luke had met Xander several years ago while looking for a used car for Emerson at the local Nissan dealership.

Rosabelle disliked him immediately. “Too bossy,” she had said.

Luke agreed to go for coffee afterward as a thank you for helping with the car purchase. He discovered later that Xander had inserted himself into the sales transaction so he could get part of the commission.

Much in the same way, Xander inserted himself casually into Luke’s life. Their friendship felt like one of convenience, never truly mutual. Whenever they were hanging out, Xander liked to be in control, whether it was driving places or choosing a destination. And he believed that Tim Hortons coffee was the best in the world. Luke preferred local coffee shops that maintained more control over the
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