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  Prologue


She was going to faint. Or throw up. Or trip over her dress. Perhaps all three, possibly at the same time. 
Olivia Taylor’s legs trembled as she walked up the aisle of the church on her father’s arm, a smile frozen on her face. Was she out of her mind? She was barely twenty years old. What did she know about marriage? 
Olivia amended that thought. In the past few weeks she’d learned more about marriage than she cared to know. She stole a glance at her father, so tall and distinguished, his smile confident and relaxed, as if he didn’t have a care in the world. She shuddered, her limbs shaking with anger. How could he act as if nothing had happened? How could he pretend nothing had changed? 
Everything had changed. 
Tony stood at the altar looking handsome in his rented tux. Her heart lightened. Her beautiful, wonderful fiancé. She loved Tony DiPietro with all her heart. He was smart, funny, kind, and his touch sent her hormones into overdrive. Tony was everything a potential husband should be. 
But do I want to marry him? 
Her bouquet quivered in her hand. Where had that thought come from? Of course she wanted to marry Tony. 
She loved him and she knew he loved her. 
But is love enough? 
She wanted to scream at the little voice in her head to shut up. She forced her smile to shine a little brighter. 
Olivia and her father reached the front of the church, and her father handed her over to Tony. His hands were cold and clammy, and she noticed a bead of sweat on his brow. He managed to smile and she beamed back at him. Her mother’s voice played in her head. Nobody needs to know your world is falling apart. Olivia's smile faltered. 
The minister began the marriage liturgy in a loud monotone, droning on about loving and obeying, forever and ever, Amen. Soon they came to the part where the vows were to be exchanged. They faced each other while the minister recited the vows. Tony repeated the words. 
“I, Anthony James DiPietro, take you, Olivia Jane Taylor, to be my lawful wedded wife, from this day forward, till death do us part.” 
The impact of those words hit Olivia. They were promising to love each other for the rest of their lives. How could anyone make a promise like that? How could she possibly know at twenty how she would feel at forty? 
She swallowed and closed her eyes for a moment, thrusting the thought from her mind. All she knew was that she loved Tony. They’d figure out this marriage thing as they went along. 
Like my parents figured it out? 
Something inside her snapped, like an elastic band reaching its breaking point. 
What if Tony and I don’t make it? 
The minister continued the liturgy. “Olivia, repeat after me, ‘I, Olivia Jane Taylor—’”
“I can’t marry you.” 
She stared at Tony, stunned by his words. 
“What do you mean you can’t marry me?” she whispered. The idea that Tony didn’t want to marry her stung her pride and wounded her heart. 
He shook his head, his eyes full of misery. “I can’t.” 
The minister looked from Tony to Olivia, and his round face turned an alarming shade of red. He mopped his brow with the sleeve of his vestments. 
“Wait a minute,” he said. “Are you certain about this?” 
Olivia looked into Tony’s dark eyes. She saw sadness and misery, but also conviction. 
“Yes,” he said. 
For a moment the church remained deathly quiet, and then noise exploded in a cacophony of excited voices and shouts. The organist took the noise as her cue to begin playing ‘O Promise Me’. 
“Are you out of your mind?” Nick, Tony’s brother and best man, cuffed Tony on the shoulder. “You can’t just walk out of your own wedding!” 
Tony’s sister Daniella hitched up her bridesmaid dress with one hand and smacked her brother Nick in the chest with her bouquet. “Leave him alone, Nicky.” 
Nick and Dani began a spirited argument to which his other four brothers, their wives and Olivia’s three other bridesmaids eagerly and loudly entered. The minister put up his hands and raised his voice in an attempt to quell the dispute but was soundly ignored. 
She heard the sound of Tony’s mother’s sobs, and the acrimony of her parents’ quiet quarrel, but Olivia felt strangely disconnected from the melee surrounding her. She and Tony faced each other in the eye of the storm. 
“I’m sorry, Liv,” he said. “You deserve so much more than I can give you. I’m sorry, but this is for the best.” 
Panic rose in her throat. “Don’t do this, please.” 
“I know you’re not happy. I want you to be happy.” 
He leaned forward and kissed her cheek, his lips soft and warm on her skin. 
“Take care of yourself.” His voice caught on a sob, and he swallowed. “Be happy, sweetheart.” 
With a final squeeze of her hand, he turned and walked out of the church. 
While the arguments raged around her, Olivia stood motionless, unable to process exactly what had just happened. Had Tony really told her he didn’t want to marry her? 
Her first reaction was intense sadness, followed closely by anger. How dare he humiliate her like this? How dare he tell her he loved her, only to abandon her? 
On the heels of that thought came profound relief. It made her lightheaded, almost giddy. 
She didn’t have to get married today. 






  
  Chapter One


Eight Years Later 
Olivia stared at the man standing in the doorway of her office, for a moment too stunned to speak. What did you say to a man you’d almost married, a man you hadn’t seen in eight years? 
God, you look good. 
What the hell are you doing here? 
Are you married? 
She kept her errant thoughts to herself. Summoning her most professional persona, she straightened her back and found her voice. 
“Hello Tony.” 
He smiled as he set a beat-up backpack on the floor. “Hello Liv. It’s good to see you.” 
“What brings you Ottawa? You haven’t lived here in what, eight years?” 
“Eight years, six months and five days to be exact. Didn’t you get the email?” 
“What email?” Olivia’s mind whirled in confusion. 
“I’m filling in for Dr. Peterson.” 
Now she was really confused. “I don’t understand. How do you know Dr. Peterson? What do you mean you’re filling in for him?” 
Dr. Derek Peterson was a world-renowned archeologist. He was bringing to Ottawa a collection of artifacts and works of art on loan from the Haida aboriginal peoples of the Pacific northwest. In conjunction with Haida elders and curators from the National Museum of Canada, Dr. Peterson was to launch an exciting new exhibit. The museum was Olivia’s place of employment. 
“We’re colleagues, Liv. Derek was in a serious car accident two days ago. He’s going to be okay, but he’s got a badly broken leg and some internal injuries. He won’t be in any shape to travel or to help put together the exhibit here at the museum any time soon.” 
“Oh, no. I’m so sorry Dr. Peterson’s been injured.” 
Olivia sat, her legs suddenly too wobbly to hold her up. Tony was a colleague of Dr. Peterson’s? When she’d known him eight years ago, he’d been taking night classes at university, but during the day he’d worked for his uncle as a tile setter. He was a tradesperson like the rest of his family. When had that changed? Then she remembered his sister Dani telling her several years ago that he was in university full-time. 
He’d become an archeologist? Talk about a career change. 
“So, you’re going to mount the Haida exhibit?” 
“Yes. I wasn’t scheduled to teach any classes this summer, so the university sent me in Derek’s place.” He took a letter from his backpack and handed it to Olivia. “Derek put everything together before his accident and I’m familiar with his work so there won’t be a problem.” 
There won’t be a problem? Olivia could think of one or two, starting with the sheer awkwardness of working with a man she’d almost married. 
“There must be some other alternative. Surely Simon Fraser University’s archeology department has other faculty to put at the museum’s disposal.” 
Tony’s mouth formed a thin line. “It’s a small department and everyone else is otherwise engaged. It was either send me or scrap the Haida exhibit completely. It’s your choice.” 
Olivia sighed, knowing it wasn’t her call to make. She was the Director of Public Relations for the National Museum of Canada. The Executive Director and the Head Curator made the decisions about what was exhibited. 
It was her job to promote the events of the museum and entice the public to attend. This was her first big exhibit since joining the staff at the museum and she was determined to make it a success. In her wildest dreams she hadn’t anticipated Tony DiPietro becoming part of the scenario. 
“Look Liv, I’m sorry about all this. If there had been any other choice—” 
“No, you’re right. Making the exhibit a success is the important thing here.” She read the letter outlining the situation he’d handed her. “We’ll just have to deal with it. Just one thing though. I’d appreciate if you called me Olivia. No one’s called me Liv since...no one calls me that anymore.” 
He nodded, the expression in his dark brown eyes unreadable. “Yes, of course.” He picked up his backpack from the floor. “I understand accommodations have been booked for me, or at least for Derek. If you tell me the hotel, I’ll call a cab and get settled in.” 
Olivia’s stomach dropped to her knees. Because Dr. Peterson had planned to bring his family, he’d wanted more homey accommodations than a hotel could provide. She had arranged to rent a furnished apartment in her condominium complex. 
She groaned inwardly at the implication. Not only would she be working closely with Tony every day at the museum, he was going to be her next door neighbor for the following three months. Was there no escaping the man? 
“It’s not a hotel. Actually, you’ll be staying next door to me.” ” She explained the situation to him. 
“Would it be possible to cancel the apartment and get a hotel room?” 
Olivia shook her head. “The museum had to pay for the condo rental in advance, and it’s not refundable. Besides, I doubt we could get a decent hotel room at this late date. It's the middle of tourist season.” 
“Well.” Tony looked thoughtfully at his shoes for a moment, before lifting his head and staring directly into her eyes. 
For a moment Olivia was transported back to a time when every look from Tony held meaning for her, when every smile he gave her was immeasurably sweet. 
But that was then and this was now. “We’re both adults. I’m sure we’re mature enough to do our jobs without worrying about ancient history.” She raised one eyebrow, challenging him. “Or at least I am.” 
He gave her the devastating smile that used to turn her into a quivering mass of desire. Thank goodness his smile no longer had that effect on her. 
She was, after all, a happily engaged woman. She gritted her teeth. She was happy, happy, happy. 
“You’re right,” he said. “It’s ancient history and we’re both adults. Whatever it takes, we’ll get the job done.” 
Tony moved toward the door. “What’s the address of the condo? I’ll call for a ride.” 
Olivia regarded him for a moment. A memory of kissing Tony for the first time as he walked her home on a snowy Ottawa night suddenly popped into her head. How sweet that first kiss had been. How it had left her wanting more. She quickly pushed away the thought. It irked her to know that he could still elicit such an emotional response from her. She was over Tony, had been for a long time, and she’d be damned if she’d let her emotions get in the way of her work. 
Or in the way of her upcoming wedding. 
She opened the bottom drawer of her desk and grabbed her purse. “It’s getting late. I’ll give you a lift to the condo.” 
“You don’t have to do that. I can take a cab.” 
Olivia raised her eyebrow once more. “Are you afraid to drive with me?” 
It pleased her to see that Tony looked as uncomfortable as she felt. “No, of course not. It’s just that—” 
“It’s just that what?” Olivia rounded her desk and stood next to him, her eyes on his face. She enjoyed watching him squirm. 
“I’m sorry. I saw your name on the correspondence with Derek, and I knew coming here might be...awkward for you. The last thing I want to do is cause you any unpleasantness.” 
Tony reached out as if to touch her, but then pulled back his hand. Olivia stared into his dark eyes. For one crazy moment she wished he’d take her in his arms and make the last eight years go away. 
Her good sense quickly returned. Getting dumped at the altar had been brutal and humiliating, but not getting married at twenty had been the right decision. Neither of them had been ready. 
“Do you want a ride to the condo or not?” 
He nodded, not quite looking into her eyes. “Sure. Thanks.” 
She reached into her purse for a set of keys and handed them to Tony. “You might as well have these. They’re for the condo.” 
They retrieved Tony’s well-worn suitcases from the lobby and loaded them into Olivia’s car. As she drove into rush hour traffic, she couldn’t stop the shiver of unease that traveled up her spine. Could she really work with Tony like any other colleague, when she’d once loved him to distraction? 
For the sake of her sanity and her future marriage, she sincerely hoped so. 

      ***Tony sighed. Had coming home to Ottawa been a mistake? 
Seeing Liv again after all these years brought back memories he’d thought he’d buried long ago, memories like the fragrance of her favorite perfume. In the close confines of her small car, he caught the scent of it now. It wafted around him, intoxicating him, as it always had. 
His thoughts flew back in time to a picture of Liv, her eyes smoldering with desire the first time they’d made love. 
He shifted uncomfortably. Yes, working with Liv for the next three months was definitely going to be a challenge. 
He slid a glance towards her. She was even more beautiful than he remembered. Her dark hair was shorter now, about chin length, very sleek and professional looking. He missed her long hair and the messy ponytail she used to wear. 
“I really wouldn’t have come here if it hadn’t been for Derek’s accident,” he said abruptly. He wanted to let her know he hadn’t planned any of this. “When they asked me, and I found out you worked at the museum, I said no at first. I didn’t want to give you any grief. But like I said, there wasn’t anyone else who could do the job.” 
The car stopped at a red light and Liv fixed him with a cool stare. “I got on with my life a long time ago. You no longer have the ability to affect me one way or another.” 
Her coolness took him aback. When had the warm, sweet girl he’d loved become so cold? 
Probably on her wedding day when I walked out on her. 
The light turned green, and Liv resumed driving. He’d gotten over her a long time ago, too. So why did it sting to know she no longer cared? 
She was right. If they were going to get through the next three months, they had to treat each other more like colleagues and less like ex-lovers. 
“I was surprised when I found out you were working at the museum,” he said cautiously. 
She glanced at him. “I thought Dani would have kept you informed.” 
“No, not really. My sister and I have an unspoken agreement. I don’t ask about you and she doesn’t kill me.” 
Tony hoped she’d smile at his small attempt at humor, but she remained solemn. “Dani and I don’t talk about you either.” 
Liv and Daniella had been friends since high school. Dani had introduced him to Liv when she was an eighteen-year-old freshman in university and he was a part-time student and full-time tradesperson. He was glad they’d managed to maintain their friendship. But he still didn’t understand how she’d ended up in public relations. It seemed so far removed from the career in medicine she’d once dreamed of. 
“What about medical school? Why didn’t you go?” 
“I changed my mind.” 
She didn’t elaborate, leaving him confused. It didn’t make sense. She’d been determined, to the point of obsession, with becoming a doctor like her father. It was all she talked about when he’d known her. What had happened to change her mind? 
“Do you like it, I mean working at the museum in PR?” 
“Yes, very much.” She spoke with a conviction that told Tony she was sincere. He still didn’t understand what had veered her off her original career path, but at least she seemed happy. 
“That’s good, Liv. I mean Olivia.” 
The rest of the trip passed in silence. Tony glanced at her a few times, struggling for something to say to break the tension that had settled over them, but her stiff posture and tense expression told him she wasn’t in the mood for chit-chat. 
He leaned back against his seat and stared out the side window at the passing streets. He knew there was much more to her career change than she was telling him. Tony wondered if they’d ever again have the kind of relationship where she’d feel free to tell him her secrets. 
He sighed. Those days were gone forever. 






  
  Chapter Two


“So, this is the condo.” 
Tony followed Liv through a small courtyard on the way to the front door of the rented condo. She gestured with her hand to encompass the area. “All the suites on this level have their own private outdoor area, and their own direct access to the outside.” 
The hedge surrounding the courtyard on three sides offered privacy, while a large maple tree overhanging the courtyard provided shade. A small, round table with a couple of matching chairs was set up in a shady corner, and Tony could see himself having coffee there in the morning, or a glass of wine in the evening. Someone had planted a couple of pots of multi-colored petunias that lent a homey feel to the place. 
She unlocked the door and stepped aside to let Tony pass. He flipped on a light and took a look around. The condo was spacious, far larger than the studio apartment in suburban Vancouver where he’d been living the last year and a half. The little studio suited him fine since he was rarely there anyway. It was just a place to store his few belongings while he was teaching at Simon Fraser University or taking part in an archeological dig somewhere in the Americas. 
He took in the large front windows and the sunny yellow kitchen. “This is really great.” The condo had a good layout but was over-furnished and over-knickknacked for his taste. The fewer things you had, the less stuff you had to pack when you moved on.
Moving on had been on his mind the last few weeks. His contract with Simon Fraser ran out at the end of the summer. He loved his work, but as an associate professor with no tenure, he didn’t have a lot of job security. He was currently exploring other opportunities, but things were definitely up in the air at the moment.
“Who does all the stuff belong to?” 
“It belongs to my neighbor Sophie. She’s on an extended holiday to Australia and New Zealand so that’s why she rented the place to me for three months. She left her furniture and appliances, along with pots and pans and dishes, so you should have everything you need.” 
“And then some.” He lifted a green and blue glass bowl from an end table and watched as it picked up the light and shot rainbows of color around the room. “Why does one person need so many things?” 
“A home and all the things in it are important to some people,” Liv said quietly. 
Tony turned to look at her and for an instant he saw the same look of hurt he’d seen on her face on the day of their wedding. He stepped toward her. “Liv—"
“I’ll help you bring in your luggage.” The look of hurt disappeared. Once more she was all business.
Before he could say anything else, she left the condo and went to her car. By the time he caught up with her, she was struggling to pull a suitcase from the trunk. He helped her lift it out, and then grabbed the other case and set it on the ground. She picked up the smaller of the two.
“You don’t have to carry these in for me. I can manage.” He pulled up the retractable handle on the larger suitcase before straightening and offering her a polite smile. “Thanks for arranging the apartment. It’s very nice.” 
Liv set down the suitcase. “All right. If you need anything, I’m right next door in 201.” 
The idea of Liv lying in a bed only a short distance away from his brought all sorts of images into Tony’s fertile imagination. He quickly quashed them all. He’d had his chance with her eight years ago and he’d blown it. No matter how badly he’d ended things with her, Liv had always been the standard by which he measured every woman he met. So far no one had come close to matching her. 
A tiny elderly lady wearing a pink jogging suit and white sneakers with Velcro closures approached them. She led a large black cat on a leash. 
“Olivia dear, how are you? Beautiful evening, isn’t it? Samson and I decided to go for a walk.” 
Liv smiled warmly. “Hi Mrs. Finley. I’m glad you’re here. I want to introduce you to Tony DiPietro. He’s renting Sophie’s condo for the next three months.” 
“Oh, how nice! It’ll be a treat having a handsome young man around the place.” The old girl winked at him. 
Tony stifled his laugh and offered his hand. “I’m glad to meet you, Mrs. Finley.” 
She shook his hand enthusiastically. “I’m happy to meet you too, Tony. And this is Samson. We like to walk on fine evenings like this.” 
The cat sat on his haunches and stared at him with large green eyes. “Does he really let you take him for a walk on a leash?” 
Mrs. Finley looked surprised. “Yes, of course. Why wouldn’t he?” 
“I thought cats hated being told what to do.” 
“Whoever told you that, dear? Samson enjoys his walks as much as I do.” She addressed the cat. “Isn’t that right, Samson? Well, we should be going. Nice to meet you, Tony. Welcome to the neighborhood.” 
When Mrs. Finley tugged on his leash, Samson looked up at Tony with resignation. The cat almost seemed to roll his eyes as if to say “Look what I have to put up with,” before getting off his haunches and following his mistress. 
“Mrs. Finley is a sweetheart,” Liv said with a smile. “She’s a bit eccentric but she’s got a heart of gold.” 
“I can see that.” 
A black Mercedes pulled into a visitor parking stall beside Liv’s car. Liv’s mother stepped out of the luxury vehicle, appearing as elegant as ever. Tony knew the instant Mrs. Taylor recognized him. Her expression registered shocked surprise. And then disdain. 
“Tony DiPietro.” Grace Taylor’s tone dripped with sarcasm. “I never thought I’d see you again. What on earth brings you back here?” 
“Mom, Tony’s helping with an important exhibit for the museum.” She gave her mother the Reader’s Digest version of events. “It’s only for three months.” 
“I’m just here to do a job, Mrs. Taylor.” Tony slung his backpack over his shoulder and picked up the suitcases. “Thanks for the ride, Liv…Olivia.” 
“We have a lot of work to do, Olivia,” Grace Taylor said. “A lot of decisions have to be made about your wedding.” 
Tony stopped cold. Her wedding? 
Mrs. Taylor glared at him triumphantly. “Haven’t you told Tony about your engagement, Olivia?” She lifted her daughter’s left hand and waggled it in Tony’s face. For the first time he noticed the ring on her third finger. 
“Stuart gave Olivia his family heirloom ring. It belonged to his great-grandmother. I’d say that shows how deeply committed he is.” 
Olivia pulled back her hand. “Mom, please.” 
“Congratulations, Olivia.” A torrent of questions whirled in Tony’s brain. Who was this Stuart guy? Where was he from? Was he good enough for her? “I hope you’ll be very happy.” 
She lifted her chin and looked him straight in the eye. “Thank you. We already are.” 
He lugged his belongings into the rented condo, his gut twisting and his mind reeling. News like this shouldn’t surprise him, nor should it give him the stab in the heart he’d just experienced. But still it did. 
The worst part was knowing that another man could make Liv happy when he couldn’t. 

      ***Olivia listened with half an ear as her mother rattled on about seating arrangements and table centerpieces. 
She’d let her mom handle most of the details of the wedding and reception because she clearly loved doing it, and Olivia had been busy with her new job. No, that wasn’t entirely true, she amended with a sigh. If she was honest with herself, she hadn’t been able to muster much enthusiasm for the job. She remembered how excited she’d been when she was planning her wedding to Tony. She’d micromanaged every moment of the day, every tiny detail. She’d been so busy with her plans, so preoccupied with her own feelings, she hadn’t noticed he’d drifted away from her until they were standing in front of the minister. 
She wouldn’t let that happen this time. This time she’d concentrate on the marriage instead of the wedding. 
She and Stuart were friends. They were compatible and would make good partners. Stuart wasn’t driven and ambitious like her dad. He’d make a good father to the children she wanted so much. So what if they weren’t wildly in love with each other? So what if Stuart didn’t drive her mad with desire? 
The way Tony once did. 
Olivia tried to push memories of making love with Tony out of her mind but seeing him again brought back all the good memories along with the bad ones. She had to concentrate on the bad. If she kept thinking about the hurt and humiliation she’d experienced the day he dumped her, she’d get through this.  
“And I thought we’d play the funeral dirge as you’re walking up the aisle and drape black crepe over the pews,” her mother was saying. 
Her words jolted Olivia from her thoughts. “What?” 
Grace frowned and folded her arms across her chest. “You haven’t listened to a word I’ve said the last half hour. You might want to take a little interest in your own wedding. September first is coming up very quickly, you know. It’s just over three months away.” 
“I’m sorry Mom. I have a lot on my mind right now.” 
Grace sniffed. “Like Tony DiPietro, I suppose.” 
“Tony and I are ancient history.” Olivia touched the leaves of a silk flower arrangement her mother had brought. “It’s just weird seeing him again after so long.” 
“I wish he’d stayed on the other side of the country and left us alone.” 
Olivia felt compelled to jump to his defense. “If Tony hadn’t stepped in for Dr. Peterson, the whole Haida project would have been scrapped. It would have cost the museum thousands of dollars in money it’s already paid out, not to mention the revenue that would have been lost on ticket sales. The museum staff, including me, worked their butts off to get ready for this. Tony saved our bacon by coming here.” 
“I see.” 
Grace began packing up her centerpiece and other wedding paraphernalia. Her movements were brisk and her mouth was set in a tight line. 
Olivia recognized the signs of her mother’s disapproval. She sighed in resignation. “Okay Mom, out with it. Say whatever it is you want to say.” 
To her surprise, Grace’s expression morphed into one of concern rather than anger. “Be careful, sweetheart.” She took Olivia’s hand. “He broke your heart once. Don’t let him ruin this wedding like he ruined the last one.” 
“He can’t do that, Mom. He doesn’t have that kind of power over me anymore. I’m engaged to Stuart now.” 
“Yes, you are.” Grace didn’t sound convinced. “Try to remember that when you’re staring at that pretty face of Tony’s.” 
They dropped the subject long enough to make some decisions about decorations and seating plans for the wedding. As she was leaving, Grace stopped with her hand on the doorknob. “I almost forgot. Your father and I are having a cocktail party in a few weeks.” She named the date. “It’s mostly people from Graham’s work, but he specifically asked me to invite you. He’d really like you to come.”
“Mom, you know I don’t enjoy events like that where I have to stand around and make small talk, especially when I don’t know anyone. So, I will have to decline your lovely offer.” Parties at her parents’ house were too formal for her taste.
“Are you sure? You dad really wants you to come.”
Warning bells went off in Olivia’s head. Why would her father want her to come to a party that was going to be attended mostly by people he worked with? She’d have little in common with them. What was Graham up to? 
“Sorry, Mom. Tell Dad thanks for the invitation, but I decline.”
“All right, I’ll tell him. But I have a feeling this isn’t the last you’re going to hear about this cocktail party. Goodbye, sweetheart.”
“Goodbye, Mom.” 
After Grace left, Olivia made herself a sandwich and a cup of tea and took them into the small bedroom that served as her office. After firing up her laptop, she searched the Internet for information about Tony. The results were astounding. He had recently earned a PhD and was one of the most highly regarded and youngest academics in his field. He’d written several scholarly papers and lectured at prestigious universities. He’d accomplished a lot in a very short period of time. 
She sat back in her chair. She was proud Tony had accomplished so much, and she was happy he was so passionate about his work. It was such a completely different career path from the one he’d been on when she’d known him. He’d taken some classes in archeology back then, but he’d never let on he was so serious about the subject. At least not to her.
Tony’s father and several of his uncles and brothers were tradesmen, and he’d been expected to carry on the tradition. Considering how close the DiPietro family was, she’d never dreamed he’d go against his family’s expectations in favor of following his passion. She had to respect that. 
Respect was the only thing she could let herself feel for him. 
As she sipped her tea and stared out the window, Olivia vowed her mother would have nothing to worry about this time. This time, her wedding would go off without a hitch. 

      ***Part of the plan for the Haida exhibit called for three carved Totem poles to be erected outside the front entrance of the museum as a welcome to visitors and a sort of advertisement for the rest of the exhibits inside. The Totem poles would remain at the museum after the exhibition was over, a gift from the Haida to the Canadian public. 
Haida Gwaii, a chain of islands off the coast of British Columbia, was the ancestral home of the Haida. These aboriginal people had had a presence on these majestic rain forest islands for over ten thousand years. 
No matter what kind of weather Ottawa might throw at the Totems, they would stand firm. Made of cedar, they could withstand rain, sleet, snow, and most insects. Many of the poles Tony had observed on Haida Gwaii had been carved in the 1960s and were still standing strong. He knew of examples of Totem poles housed inside museums that were far older, some dating back to the 1850s. 
The Totems being installed today were new, having been commissioned especially for this exhibit and constructed by Haida artists. The carved figures, along with the bright paint, told the story of the people both past and present. It hadn’t been easy to move thirty-foot poles across the country. Tony was grateful for Derek Peterson’s ingenuity in putting everything together. All he had to do was set things up. 
Getting the display ready was a daunting, yet exciting prospect. Several elders and leaders would travel to Ottawa to give talks about their culture and the meaning of the things on display. They would also give input on how items were displayed. As experts on their own lives and culture, Tony believed it only made sense for them to have a leading role. The artifacts had been loaned to the museum because the Haida wanted this exhibit to celebrate their past as artists, craftsmen and fisherman, while at the same time reminding people that they were a living, breathing, changing culture. 
Tony had been happy
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