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The Witches of Lost Lake

By Tricia Arnold

•─────⋅☾⋅─────•

Part II. LEGACY


Chapter 1

Because of what happened to Ivy, something both frightening and inspiring was about to happen in someone else’s life. Like the first happening, the next happening happened in Lost Lake, and it happened to Lenora.

To those in her stepmother’s clique, Lenora was nothing special. This bevy of nitpickers and naysayers missed the essence of Lenora’s uniqueness. Then again, horrible people like to wrap themselves in a bubble of smugness, defending themselves against those more spectacular than themselves.

Her dense, auburn locks fell in a tangle that was hard to tame. Even her father sometimes forgot the hue of his own daughter's eyes, perhaps because she rarely met anyone's gaze directly when speaking. She had other things on her mind beyond worrying about others.

Lenora’s stepmother often described her as a tall, somewhat odd-looking girl, lacking both her father's charm and good looks. Her nose, wide but well-formed, complemented her big eyes. The sprinkle of freckles on her face complimented her hair. 

Her lips were a natural rose color. She had a warm smile, though occasions for her to smile were few considering the upheaval she was going through.

Lenora's indifference to being the center of attention set her apart, despite towering over most girls her age – and even some boys. She didn’t view being seen as a big deal. 

Her father jokingly said she would never manage to blend in, leading her to downplay her appearance. She confined her hair to a ponytail and never dressed in anything but sweatshirts and jeans. 

Those who recalled Lenora’s mother thought the girl was her mirror image. Her intellect was also impressive – much like her mother’s.

She had a talent for keen observation combined with an attentiveness to her environment. Her distant gaze hid a mind actively assessing everything around her. 

When people talked to her, her thoughts were often elsewhere. While sorting things out in her mind, she didn’t like to talk. She excelled at listening.

In social settings, Lenora usually kept to herself. It wasn’t because she didn’t care about friendships. Lenora wanted a friend who would accept her as she was. She lacked the latest electronic gadgets, and had no interest in video games, further setting her apart from her twelve-year-old peers.

Instead, she immersed herself in the world of books, which broadened her outlook on life. Through her reading adventures, Lenora's imagination flourished. From fairytales, she learned that appearances can be deceiving.

In her life, the characters in these stories were mirrored by her own family members, influencing her perceptions of trust and fear. Because of the twists and turns of plotlines, Lenora learned to believe in positive outcomes.

Despite her tendency to blend into the background, Lenora’s inner light wouldn’t let her hide away. At the age of twelve, Lenora was on the cusp of discovery. On her journey of self-discovery, timing played a crucial role, hinting at the unfolding chapters of Lenora’s life.

Time crawls for some and sprints for others. For Lenora Fae Wolfe, time had the peculiar habit of halting. Whenever time resumed its course, Lenora discovered that the deck was often stacked against her. 

There were moments filled with significance, yet due to fate, they were scattered and only a handful could be pieced together into cherished memories. Before the pendulum of time swung again, moving in harmony with destiny's tune, Lenora grew accustomed to the peaks and valleys that marked her existence.

Unbeknownst to her, when time paused, it persisted for her. Within Lenora lay a talent so rare, only a few possessed it. Before she gained control, her existence unfolded as a sequence of stops and starts.


Chapter 2

A year following her mother's disappearance, Lenora's father followed suit – vanishing without a trace. She was left alone to her immense grief. 

It was perplexing to Lenora that she was barred from asking questions about her mother’s disappearance. When her mother didn’t return, her father married Nancy in a ceremony swiftly organized by her father under the pretense of helping them move forward. 

However, while her father seemed to progress past the tragedy by remarrying, Lenora found herself stuck in sorrow. She was also stranded with a stepmother who wielded control over the marriage.

Though the stepmother was acting like any person of her caliber, Lenora’s father was a different story. Through him, Lenora and Ivy were linked, because her father was none other than Damon Wolfe. 

After the chaos at the Gray Lady, his erratic behavior would have led to an immediate divorce had he not vanished first.

Lenora recalled the night he left, replaying the events in her mind like a persistent film. After returning from work, he announced an urgent meeting at the school where he worked. This led to a heated argument with Nancy, his new wife, over their canceled evening plans. 

Lenora recalled Nancy's dramatic reaction compared to her father’s coldness. Her beauty efforts for the night were wasted, and she let him know her thoughts on the matter.

“Damon! What about our night out?! I spent hours at the salon getting my hair and nails done!” Nancy screamed imperiously.

Ignoring her display, he turned to go, answering Nancy's protests with coarse behavior. He shook his head and laughed like she was a joke, turning his back on his distraught wife. To Damon, she was an inconvenience.

As he slipped into his long dark coat and headed for the door, Nancy chased after him. 

She yelled, “If you walk out that door, Damon, I swear you better stay gone!”

Before she could add more, he turned to his new wife and said, “So be it, Nancy.”

Nancy's mouth fell open, forming an ‘O’. Lenora had never heard him speak to Nancy in such a manner. Damon glanced at Lenora, giving his daughter a hard look. His look was so intense, that Lenora was scared he was going to strike her. 

Her father was possessed by something she didn’t understand. She could feel it. She sensed waves of darkness coming from him. There was something inside him that hated her.

With an amused expression and a smirk, he pulled out his wallet, extracted a fifty dollar bill, and tossed it at her. Lenora let it fall on the floor. Damon’s focus shifted back to his new wife, who was shaking with fury.

He said, “Take Lenora to a movie, you vain creature. Make it a scary one.”

Damon looked at Lenora and winked. Nancy's manicured fingers flew to her mouth in shock.

“Damon?” she said in disbelief, her voice breaking into sobs. Damon didn’t care about her emotions.

“If you don’t like scary movies, pick a sad one. Then you might have something to cry over.” He paused before delivering the final, stinging remark. “With all your embellishments, you’ll never measure up to Margaret.”

Lenora was shocked by her father’s words. Margaret was her mother. Nancy screamed in fury. Lenora waited for the orange tinted caked makeup on her face was about to crack, revealing her rotten core.

“I’m getting a divorce, you pig of a man!” Nancy yelled, her lavishly painted fingernails clutching the slender neck of a decorative porcelain cat she snatched from the decorative shelf in the hallway. She held the breakable memento in a tight grip for a moment before hurling it at him.


Chapter 3

Damon ducked, and the cat hit the door jam, breaking it into several sharp pieces. He stepped over the mess, acting as if nothing had happened. 

He motioned for Lenora to step closer. She obeyed, terrified that Nancy was going to hit her with an object. Damon reached into his pocket and retrieved something. 

Damon placed the object in her hand. It was smooth and cold. Lenora looked down, and realized she was looking at a vintage golden pocket watch. 

Lenora saw the odd expression on her father’s face. He was under some kind of spell.

“Keep this with you at all times. Never let it out of your sight,” he instructed, his voice distant. Lenora sensed someone else was behind the gesture. She had a strange thought.

Something is telling him to do this, and whatever this something is, it’s bad.

“Why are you leaving me here?” Lenora asked, feeling a rising sense of fear. The thought of being left alone with Nancy was unsettling.

“It’s only for a little while. I have important business to attend to,” he reassured her.

Damon stepped out the door and shut it behind him. Nancy threw another breakable at the door. The delicate, engraved glass champagne glass was from their wedding.

Smack! The wedding keepsake was no more. It was soon followed by the other in the set of two. A mixture of broken glass and porcelain littered the floor.

“Clean this up! You hear me, little brat child? Clean it up, NOW!” Nancy yelled. Lenora winced and started to cry. She didn’t know what any of this had to her, but she did as she was told.

As Lenora swept the glass into the dustpan, Nancy flung herself onto the couch. She screamed and sobbed into a pillow. She stomped her feet as she cried.

Tears streamed down Lenora’s face. She observed a side of her father she’d never seen before. She couldn’t understand why he would treat Nancy with disdain. 

No matter what, she knew she would be the one to suffer Nancy’s wrath. She picked up the fifty-dollar bill on the floor, doubting her stepmother would take her to the movies.

For the rest of the evening, the drama unfolding in the house was far from entertaining. Nancy called her mother and friends, hysterically lamenting Damon’s failures, and threatening to get a divorce. 

She ranted about being deceived into marriage by a selfish man, and how unfair it was that she was stuck at home with his spoiled kid. She carried on about taking his possessions, including the house.

“I swear, Louann, I’m going to make him sorry. I’m going to get a lawyer and ask for alimony. He owes me that much, breaking my heart like this! All I am to him is free childcare for his weird kid!” Nancy cried into the phone.

Happy her stepmother was distracted with telling her story to anyone with ears, Lenora retreated to her room. She quietly closed her bedroom door and locked it.

She didn’t want to hear another spiteful word from Nancy. She grabbed her large headphones and started listening to her classical music playlist. 

She flung herself on the bed, bouncing on the mattress. Tears of fear and frustration streamed down her face. She was suspicious of her father's intentions. She felt waves of anger and confusion. 

Lenora questioned why her father would marry such an unhappy woman. Lenora didn’t understand why he would leave his only child alone with a mean stepmother.

She thought about how crazy the situation was.

Any normal parent could see Nancy’s deranged, yet he married her. Thanks to what he said, she’s nothing more than an angry babysitter.


Chapter 4

It took Nancy a few days to work through her rage. At last, she came to the chilling realization that her husband wasn’t coming home. Growing increasingly worried, she called the police and reported him missing. 

After she figured this out, she bit her nails and wept over the phone to anyone who would listen. Despite everyone's efforts to find Damon, he remained elusive. 

Then, his car was discovered behind an abandoned factory. Uncertainty and fear gnawed at her, and she neglected Lenora’s needs.

Meanwhile, Lenora was left to navigate life with her aloof new stepmother, a woman she barely knew. Her stepmother was obsessed about the decrease in her budget now that Damon was missing. 

Rather than doing some financial planning, Nancy continued to spend the remaining family funds without much distress. All day long, she boasted to her friends how confident she was that she would be able to declare Damon dead.

“I’ll be in the money when that happens!” Nancy bragged.

Lenora lived like a shadow in her own home for three months, quietly moving through the ranch-style house and avoiding her unpredictable stepmother as much as possible. Nancy had a short fuse, and she took every opportunity to scream at Lenora. 
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