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Chapter One
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“PAIGE CAN I ASK YOU something?”

There was something different in her brother’s voice. Paige looked up expectantly. “Of course.”

“Are you ever going to get married?”

She tried to inject some humor into her voice. “You mean like ever, ever?”

Simon’s brows drew together. “I didn’t think it was such a difficult question.”

“It’s not, Simon... not really. I guess you took me by surprise.” That was putting it mildly; her brother rarely, if ever, asked her personal questions. It just wasn’t the way his mind worked. “What prompted you to ask?”

“I was watching a documentary on the History Channel and they said when a woman gets past a certain age they’re considered a spinster and probably won’t get married.” Keeping his eyes downcast, he picked up a part from the old WWII bomber model he was assembling. He appeared to study it, but she could tell he was gathering his thoughts.

“Is it because of me?” he asked finally. “Are you single because you’re taking care of me?”

His words rocked her back and she took a moment to compose herself. “Look at me, Simon.”

He raised his eyes and once more she was struck by how much he resembled their father. “I love you, Simon, and you’re the only family I have left. We take care of each other.”

“You didn’t answer the question.”

A grin tugged at the corner of her mouth. “You don’t let me get away with anything, do you?’

He regarded her steadily without replying.

“Okay. The truth is, I’m single because I haven’t found the right man.”

“Maybe if you didn’t work so much...” His voice trailed off.

She ignored the comment. “But I can assure you of one thing. Even if I do find mister right and get married, I won’t leave you. We’re a team, you and I.” She gave him a sly look. “That is, unless you fall in love with one of the girls I’ve seen you checking out at the mall.”

He blushed. “That’s not going to happen.”

“I’m just sayin’” she said, using one of his favorite expressions. “Come to think of it, you and Randy haven’t been to the mall in a while.”

He gave his head a quick shake. “It’s so crowded these days with all the Christmas stuff going on.”

“That’s true,” she said, glancing at the busy schedule she’d called up on her iPad. “The non-stop Christmas music is what gets me down, but people are in such a good mood. At least you can leave if it bothers you. We have a new Santa this year. I don’t know where Jill found him, but the kids really seem to like him. Jill’s the –”

“I know who Jill is. She works in the administration office. You told me once.”

Paige should have known that he’d remember; his memory was incredible. “Well,” she said, rising and reaching for her coat. “I should get going. Mindy and I worked late last night to prepare for all the pick-ups today. When I opened the deli four years ago I would never have dreamed we’d do this many meat and cheese platters over the Christmas season. Not that I’m complaining, of course.”

“I’ve heard people talking about you when I was in the Food Court. I mean, talking about the Deli.”

She turned back. “You never told me that. What did they say?”

He tilted his head. “They talked about the great personal service and about how you always had free samples available.” A small frown furrowed his brow. “Not that they were free-loaders or anything. They said that the samples helped them to decide what to buy and that you always had varieties of cheese that weren’t available in the chain grocery stores.” A broad smile transformed his face. “I was tempted to say ‘hey, that’s my sister’, but of course I didn’t.” He paused. “I wanted to, though.”

Paige’s heart swelled with love for her brother. “Thank you, Simon. That means a lot.” She looked down at the model he’d spread out on the dining room table. “Is Randy coming over today?”

“Yeah, probably.” He zeroed in on a piece of plastic. “There you are,” he said, picking it up and studying it intently. “I was wondering where you’d got to.”

Paige smiled, knowing that his focus had shifted. “See you tonight,” she said, heading for the door leading to the garage. Not surprisingly, he didn’t reply.
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Chapter Two
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PAIGE PARKED NEAR THE drug store entrance and noticed Mindy’s car a few spaces down. The young woman had been her second-in-command for over two years now and she was lucky to have found her. Of course she treated her well. While in high school, Paige had worked in a few food service establishments around town and was constantly surprised at the lack of respect shown to young workers. Even then, she’d had hopes of owning her own business someday and vowed never to repeat that mistake As a result, all of her employees were happy and loyal.

The sky was grey and as she stepped out of the car, fine snowflakes swirled in the cold air. It looked as though a white Christmas might be in the cards after all. At the entrance to the mall she took a deep breath, preparing herself for the onslaught of sound on the other side of the door. She hadn’t exaggerated when she told Simon that the Christmas carols got her down. Maybe today Jill would have cued up some new music. One could always hope she thought, stepping in front of the sensor that activated the automatic door.
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“HI BOSS.” MINDY WAS finishing up with a customer. “Mrs. Henderson here was just saying she likes our decorations.”

“Thanks,” said Paige, noting that one of the bulbs had blown out. “Mindy designed it this year.” She smiled at her assistant. “She did most of the work, too.”

“Well it’s lovely, dear.” The woman took her package which Mindy had placed in the Deli’s distinctive black and white striped bag. “I’ll be back once more before Christmas but if I don’t see you, Happy Holidays.”

“Same to you, Mrs. Henderson.” She turned to Mindy. “People like her are what makes this job worthwhile.”

“I know what you mean.” The young woman returned the block of cheese to the display case. “It’s been busy this morning, but since there isn’t anyone waiting maybe we could go over the schedule for the next few days.” She called up the computer program and they went over their commitments for the balance of the week, confirming that they had enough product to fill all the orders. If not, it was too late; Paige had quickly learned that she needed to start ordering Christmas supplies in late summer or early fall. Mindy tapped the screen. “And then there’s the Donovan employee party on Friday night. They’ve ordered a lot of food. Thank goodness for Prija and Lawana.” The sisters from Thailand worked at a small family restaurant, and had supplied delicious Thai treats for previous parties the Deli had catered. “Between what we make and what they provide, we’ll have plenty.” She sent Paige a quick look. “Is Prija going to help serve or is Brenda going to give it a try?”

Paige shook her head. “Brenda just doesn’t feel comfortable around people who are drinking, and anyway she’s volunteered to stay late here and close up so we can go to the location and be set up for eight o’clock. Prija says she’s happy to help serve if you pick her up.”

“Sounds good but what about the restaurant? Won’t she be leaving them short?”

“I asked the same thing and evidently they have a lot of family who can help.” Paige smiled. “I didn’t have to ask her twice; I think she’s keen to see the penthouse.” The owner of Donovan Hi-Tech had purchased the top two floors of a new building overlooking the harbor, igniting rampant speculation and rumours.

Mindy rolled her eyes. “She’s not the only one. I mean, RL Donovan is not only drop dead handsome, but he’s always being mentioned as Nanaimo’s most eligible bachelor.”

“You’ve seen him?”

A flush rose in Mindy’s cheeks. “No, but all my single friends talk about him. Married ones too, come to think of it. For such a successful businessman, he keeps to himself.” The elusive Donovan owned RL Donovan Hi-Tech Services, based in a sprawling new facility on the North end of town.

Paige shrugged. “I’m just interested in doing a good job so when I make my proposal about running his cafeteria next week I can remind him that we catered his party.”

Mindy’s smile faded. “Remember Ilyana?”

“Yes, of course. She helped me open this place. I was sorry when she left to have her first baby.”

“Well...” Mindy couldn’t meet her eyes. “I’ve heard she’s going to be making a presentation as well.”

“For the cafeteria?” Paige thought back to the young woman who had done such an excellent job of helping to establish the Deli. Ilyana would do a great job running the cafeteria for Donovan and for the first time since hearing about the opportunity, doubt started to creep in. “She’s certainly qualified,” she said, speaking slowly, “but how can she manage? I hear she now has two young children and no family to help her out.” The young woman’s husband had died, and her family, who hadn’t wanted her to marry outside of their religion, adamantly refused to give any assistance – financial or otherwise.

“Apparently that’s why she wants the job. Donovan only has a couple of hundred employees, but they have a full-time daycare center. It would be perfect for her...you know... to get her back on her feet.”

Paige nodded. “I can see how that would be ideal for her.” A woman approached the counter and she forced a smile. “Good morning, can I help you?”

It wasn’t until much later in the day that they had a free moment to finish going over the schedule. “So just to recap about Friday night,” said Mindy. “They’ve hired someone to handle the bar service, and I noticed in the notes that they











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





