
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




Jonathan’s Legacy

 


by

 


Hans M Hirschi

 


SMASHWORDS EDITION

 


* * * * *

 


Copyright 2016 Hans M Hirschi at
Smashwords.

https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/hansmhirschi

 


This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of these authors.

 


Cover Design: Natasha
Snow

www.natashasnow.com

 


Beaten Track Publishing

www.beatentrackpublishing.com

 


This novel is a work of fiction and
the characters and events in it exist only in its pages and in the
author’s imagination.

 


* * * * *

 



This one’s for my readers, my
fans.

Without your dedication to my work
and our characters, this trilogy would never have been. So thank
you for pushing me to write it. I hope it brings you the closure we
all need.

 


* * * * *

 



Table of Contents

Chapter 1 - Bora
Bora

Chapter 2 - A Final
Farewell

Chapter 3 -
Breakdown

Chapter 4 - Kim
Hwan

Chapter 5 - The Long
Journey

Chapter 6 - Happy
Birthday

Chapter 7 - Building
a Center, Rebuilding a Life

Chapter 8 -
Susan

Chapter 9 - Dinner
Date

Chapter 10 -
Josh

Chapter 11 -
Decisions

Chapter 12 -
Josh

Chapter 13 -
Jeff

Chapter 14 - After
the Fire

Chapter 15 -
Recovery

Chapter 16 - Adam
Kim

Chapter 17 -
Parents

Chapter 18 - A New
Beginning

Chapter 19 - The
Spa

Chapter 20 - A
Family Affair

Chapter 21 - A
Funeral, a Grand Opening, a House Move, and a
Wedding

Chapter 22 - A Cabin
by the Lake



About the
Author

By the
Author

Acknowledgements

Beaten Track
Publishing

 


* * * * *

 




 Chapter 1 - Bora
Bora

“I’m so sorry, Marc.”
Parker’s eyes were red and bloodshot. He gave Marc a long and tight
hug.

“Thank you, Parker. I’m
okay. We all knew this could happen.”

“But on your wedding day, it
sucks.”

They walked along the beach, to the spot
where they had found Jonathan a couple of days earlier. A small
vigil had been held today. Jonathan’s body had been cremated, and
they were taking him back to Chicago, to bury him alongside Dan and
Sean, out in the forest.

“He was happy, you know.
Really, really happy. But I also think he knew that he’d reached a
zenith, that it was only going to be downhill from there. To get
married, here on this paradise island, to see you and Cody,
together again, happy, Cody walking again, standing tall next to
you after the accident…I guess he just felt he was done. He’s back
with Dan now, and I must move on. I’ll talk to Captain Sverre, see
if I can get my old job back.”

“Are you sure? You’re
family, and I consider you a friend. You have a home in Chicago.”
Parker was worried and didn’t want to lose Marc.

“I know, but you also know
that Jonathan was my only connection to you. Without him, why would
anybody keep me around? I’m only reminding you all that I took him
away from Dan…”

Parker didn’t agree. “That’s not true, and
you know it. Yes, in the beginning, we may have felt that way,
before we had a chance to get to know you. But I challenge you to
find anyone in our family who feels that way now. Please, Marc, you
are part of our family now, for better or worse.”

“Maybe. I don’t know. I’ll
need some time. While I knew that my time with Jonathan would be
limited, I never thought I’d lose him so soon. Never. I guess I’m
still a bit shocked.”

“Which is quite normal. It’s
a natural reaction, and yes, you should absolutely take your time.
But take that time around family, around people who love you. Don’t
be alone.”

“Thanks, Parker. We’ll see.
What are you guys going to do? Are you going to stay in
Albuquerque, or are you moving back to Chicago?”

“We haven’t decided yet.
Momma Thomas wants to stay in Albuquerque. She’s happy to be nearer
to her family, and the climate is better for her mom, too. But Cody
and I need to get back to school, finish college, and it would be
nice to finish it in our old schools. Not sure I want to start over
at a new school, and I’m not sure the schools in New Mexico are as
good as the ones in Chicago. I don’t know. Let’s wait and see.
We’ll come back east with you for the funeral. We can’t start
school until the fall, anyway. How are your parents holding
up?”

Tears broke the barrier and started to flow
down Marc’s cheeks, and Parker hugged him again.

“Let it out, let it all out.
You’re entitled to every tear you shed for Grandpa. And you’re
right. He was one hell of a man, even if we didn’t always see eye
to eye.”

“Here, this is where you
found him, right?” Marc was wiping tears from his
cheeks.

“Yeah, that’s the spot. Far
enough from the hotel to be quiet, but still on the beach. He was
smart—assuming he actually planned for it. We’ll never
know.”

“When’s the plane
leaving?”

“In two hours. Are you ready
for this?”

“I guess. I don’t have much
of a choice. But I’d appreciate it if I could sit next to him on
the way home.”

“Why wouldn’t you? Just
accept that we will come and check in on you throughout the flight.
Make sure you’re okay. Remember, Marc, we all love you, for who you
are and for what you’ve done for Grandpa in the past
year.”

“Thank you, Parker. Let’s
head back, before the others start to worry about us. They’ve been
through enough as it is.”

 


* * * * *

 




 Chapter 2 - A Final
Farewell

“Is this the spot?” Marc
noticed the stone that indicated Sean’s final resting place, and
next to it, a small round stone with the inscription after Dan. The
kids had organized a similar stone with an inscription for
Jonathan. “I can see how it would’ve been impossible to do this in
the winter. You’d simply walk over this spot without noticing
anything.”

It had been almost five months since
Jonathan had passed away. But as his death had come in the middle
of the winter, they had to wait to bury the ashes, until the snow
had melted and the ground thawed enough to dig. Spring had come
late this year, and it was almost May.

Rick took the shovel and began to dig, right
next to where Dan had been laid to his final rest.

“Dad, let me help you,”
Dennis offered.

“Thanks, son, but this is
something I need to do, for your grandpa.” Tears flowed from Rick’s
eyes. The others stood by in a circle: Dennis, Rachel, Jonathan Jr.
and Emilie, Jeanette and Paul, Daniel, Louise, Paul Jr., Parker and
Cody, and last but not least, Marc.

“Will we ever come here
again? Now that Grandpa is gone?” Daniel’s voice was sentimental.
He’d always liked to visit the cabin as a kid, and to spend time
with his two grandfathers.

“You’ll have to ask Marc,”
Jeanette said. “Your grandpa left the cabin to him.”

Marc blushed, unsure how to respond. “I, uh,
of course. I don’t know what Jonathan was thinking when he left the
cabin to me.”

Jeanette put her hand on his shoulder and
tried to comfort him. “Dad always had his own ways of thinking.
Don’t worry about us. We’re not envious. You’re part of our family,
and of course we’d love to come out here to visit, but this was
Papa’s place, and Dad’s—Sean’s before him. I’m sure he had a good
reason to leave it to you, if only to make sure you’d have a reason
to come back here and not run away…like you did after his
death.”

“I’m sorry about that. I was
really confused when we came back from Bora Bora, and being in the
house, alone, without him, was too much. I returned to Belgium with
my parents. It was the perfect excuse. But I began to miss the
house, and him, and the rest of you. It was so strange, being an
adult back in my childhood bedroom and being treated like a kid
again.” He laughed. “So I came back.”

“You’re welcome here,
always. And you can stay at the house with us for as long as you
like,” Parker said. “It’s big enough for more than just the two of
us. We still haven’t figured out what to do with it. It’s so big!
Should we keep it…sell it…?”

“You can’t sell Grandpa’s
house!” said little Louise.

“Don’t worry, sis. We have
no plans yet, but don’t you think it’s a rather big house for just
Cody and me?”

“I can come and live with
you guys,” the thirteen-year-old girl said defiantly.

Her mom chuckled. “And leave your dad and me
alone with the two boys? I don’t think so.”

Meanwhile, Rick felt that the hole he’d dug
was deep enough. “Okay, guys, I think this is it. Marc, would you
do the honor and put the urn down?”

Marc nodded and slowly approached the hole
in the ground, carefully placing the urn he’d been clinging to in
it. “I miss you so much, my love, but I know you’re back with him
now. I’m fine. I’ll keep living my life, please don’t worry about
me.” He bowed deeply, dried the tears from his cheeks, and stepped
back to allow the others to say goodbye to their dad and
grandpa.

Once everyone had taken their leave, they
refilled the hole with soil and placed the stone with the
inscription on top, next to Dan’s. It read:

 


– Jonathan Jackson –

beloved husband, father, grandpa
& great grandfather

Sweet dreams

 


The walk back to the cabin was a fairly
quiet affair. This was a final closure of sorts, and they all knew
that with Jonathan gone, things would be different. How close would
the families be from here on in? They were no longer one family,
but the Jacksons and the Dunns, and what would become of Marc? Each
of the adults was preoccupied with their own thoughts, their own
worries, memories, hopes and dreams, none too sure what Jonathan’s
legacy would entail.

They had opened his will months ago, shortly
after returning from the Pacific, and there were few surprises.
Apparently, Jonathan and Marc had discussed updating the will
before they got married. Marc had told Jonathan he didn’t want
anything the family might object to, like the house. Even if it was
only of sentimental value to them, he didn’t want to be accused of
gold-digging. The surprise was, therefore, even greater when the
family lawyer announced that the cabin was to be his. No
explanation given, Jonathan had divided his fortune in a way that
ensured each of his family members received a sizable trust fund,
the kids upon their graduation from college, and the
adults—including Marc—right away. He’d left the house to Parker and
Cody because of the special bond he’d formed with them. The rest of
his fortune was added to the foundation’s, led by Rick and
Jeanette. It was Jonathan’s wish that the foundation continue to
thrive and do good work.

It had all seemed wise enough, except for
Jonathan’s decision to leave the cabin to Marc. Nobody understood
why he’d left it to Marc, yet no one questioned the decision. If
Jonathan wanted it that way, so be it.

Once back inside the cabin, Jeanette and
Rachel prepared hot chocolate, coffee, and tea for everyone, and
they sat down and shared memories, snacked on sandwiches, and drank
their hot beverages.

“So, Marc,” Rick said at one
point, “what are you going to do now? Are you moving out here, or
are you staying in town? What happened to your plans to go back to
the ship?”

Marc shook his head. “Well, the ship isn’t
in the cards anymore. I had a long call with Captain Sverre after
we returned from Bora Bora, and I think it’s for the best. At the
time, they didn’t have a vacancy, but I think it would be weird for
everyone who knows me if I suddenly went back. You know? Going from
crew to guest and then back to crew again?”

Rick nodded. “So what is in the
cards, then?”

“I don’t know, but hopefully
a step forward. I think I might stay at the house for a bit, see
what life has in store for me.” And with pretended stoicism he
added, “Life’s about moving forward, not backward,
right?”

Rick nodded and turned to Dennis. “What
about you, son? What’s your next step?”

“Dad, really? Now? Here?”
Dennis was annoyed. He’d recently broken up with his girlfriend,
and he knew where this was going.

“Well, you’re twenty-seven,
and you’ve screwed up another relationship. Don’t you think it’s
about time you settled down?”

“Dad, please. Not now.” It
was obvious the subject was uncomfortable. Rachel—Dennis’s mom—put
her hand on Rick’s thigh to signal to lay off of him for
today.

“Don’t you worry, Dennis,”
Marc said. “You never know when the right person will walk into
your life. I was thirty-nine, so don’t rush.”

“Thanks, Marc. It’s just not
easy, you know? I mean, I really thought Dana was ‘the one,’ but
then she kept talking about marriage, and when we were in Bora
Bora, she was a handful, literally writing the guest list while we
were there for you guys’ weddings. I just got the impression that
the wedding was more important than I was, and when Grandpa passed
away that night, I just kind of lost it and told her how I felt.
She left me the minute we walked off the plane at O’Hare. So I
guess I was right. She’s seeing some other dude now.”

“Love is a tricky affair,”
Marc said. “And since we’re all family, I can tell you that it
wasn’t easy for me and Jonathan, either. The second you learned
about me, we were faced with claims of gold-digging, and Jonathan
felt that you questioned his mental fitness—”

Jeanette interrupted him. “You have to
understand, Marc. None of us had met you. We didn’t know the
circumstances, really. All we knew was that you were working on the
ship where Dad was vacationing. It seemed odd, yes. But that’s all
in the past. You know that, right? We all love you very much, and
you’re an integral part of this family, just like cousin Mary.”

“Thanks, Jeanette.” Marc
smiled at her. “I appreciate your sentiments, and I know you feel
that way now. I was merely saying that things aren’t always the way
they appear. Who knows, Dana may have been overwhelmed by the whole
Jackson family thing—the money, the lavish wedding. I mean, she and
Dennis didn’t get to know each other long before we announced the
wedding, and I recall she came from an ordinary working-class
background. It’s easy to get sucked in and be blinded by all this.”
He gestured around him.

Everybody was looking at him, the simple
cabin, and Marc understood and laughed.

“Well not this, of
course, but the house in the city, all that.” With a more serious
tone, he added, “I remember the day when Jonathan told me I
couldn’t work on the ship and still pursue a relationship, and he
asked me to join him in the cabin as a guest.

“You know, I was like Dana.
The contrast between my tiny cabin—shared with someone else, with
no windows, just a tiny washroom, shower, two bunk beds and a desk,
maybe one hundred square feet—and Jonathan’s VIP stateroom—all
those bedrooms, each bigger than our cabin, that huge living area,
the outdoor seating… I mean, the bar in that room alone was bigger
than my cabin. I was so overwhelmed that my mind just couldn’t see
how I would be able to contribute, pay my keep.”

“Is that why you quit and
wanted to leave the boat?” Parker asked.

“It was part of the reason,
yes. I mean, honestly, at that time, Jonathan hadn’t really asked
me to stay yet. It was just in my dreams. I panicked. I had a hunch
that your grandpa might ask me to stay, but I couldn’t see a way to
stay without having to pay for my keep, and since I knew how much
we charged for those VIP staterooms, I couldn’t even imagine paying
a single day. It was too much…”

“So you came by to say
goodbye… Wow. I never thought of it that way. I’m so sorry. Having
grown up in this family, money isn’t a topic we talk about much. We
always had it, but I think our parents always kept us humble, with
our feet on the ground. You saw how our house in Albuquerque was.
Simple, smallish.”

Rachel added, “We always tried to instill a
sense of pride in your own accomplishment, in all of you. That’s
what Rick and Jeanette learned from Dan and Jonathan. Yes, there is
money available if need be, but try it your way first. Be
self-sufficient, work hard for your goals, don’t use the family
fortune as an excuse to be lazy.”

Jeanette nodded in agreement. “Rick and I
work our asses off at the foundation, right?” She smiled at Rick.
“We don’t have to. We could easily hire a director to run the place
for us and relax and spend our days at the beach somewhere in the
Caribbean. But I don’t think either of our fathers would have
approved of that. They worked so hard, every day, Papa writing
articles and pieces about social injustice wherever he came across
it, and dragging Dad along. And then, if no one else cared about
it, they’d have the foundation get involved. At the beginning, it’s
how they operated, and it got to the point where they couldn’t
handle it anymore. Too many projects, all over the place, and they
were still adding more.”

Rick continued. “I must’ve been fifteen or
sixteen when Papa had a heart attack, and we thought we’d lose him.
He had just gotten so wrapped up in so many issues, so many causes.
Dad was completely devastated when he came back from the hospital,
and it was touch and go for a while. So they talked and talked. The
doctors told both of them to cut back, take it easy, so Papa quit
journalism, and instead of finding new causes, they focused, and
Papa joined Dad and began to write about the good they were doing,
and they both worked together. Hard, long hours, but they managed
to stay healthy, until the cancer took Papa.”

“Rick and I literally grew
up with the foundation. It’s been like a sibling to
us—omnipresent—and just as they’d ask us about our days at school,
homework, they’d keep us in the loop of projects, people involved,
successes, setbacks. There was never a question in my mind that I’d
go to work there. I studied, of course, and I could’ve done
anything I wanted and made both of them proud, but I always wanted
to do what they did. It was the same for you, right?” Jeanette
looked at Rick, who nodded.

“Yeah, absolutely. I
could’ve become a garbage hauler, or a miner, or an astronaut—no
matter what, our fathers would’ve been proud if I gave it my
everything. It didn’t matter what we did, as long as we applied
ourselves.” Rick’s eyes were all wet again, as he looked at Dennis,
and held out his arms. “Come here, son. I’m sorry. Take all the
time you need to find the one for you, and even if you never do,
I’ll still love you just the same and be proud of you.”

 


 


* * * * *

 




 Chapter 3 -
Breakdown

The drive back to the house was pretty much
spent in silence. Parker focused on traffic, and Cody and Marc sat
mostly without saying anything. Today had been a difficult day, to
at last put Jonathan’s urn into the ground and bury him next to Dan
and Sean. The act had implied such finality, and slowly, it sank
in, eliciting different emotions in each of them.

Upon arriving at the house, Marc took his
leave and disappeared into his and Jonathan’s old bedroom. Even
though it was the master bedroom—the largest one in the house with
en-suite bathroom—neither Parker nor Cody had considered moving in
there, even though the house was now officially theirs. It just
seemed odd, weird. This was Grandpa’s and Granddad’s room, and now
Marc was living there. No one was ready to cut the ties and make
the changes. Instead, Parker and Cody had returned to living in
their old rooms in the east wing, which they had moved into after
Dan’s passing to keep Jonathan company.

“That was quite a day,” Cody
said as he plopped down on the bed to stretch and relax a
bit.

“Yeah, it’s all over now. I
miss him. I miss his counsel, or just his presence. He’s always
been there for me, you know?”

“I do. Mind you, I owe him
my legs. He was quite a unique person. And now I owe him this…”
Cody pointed around the room. “What are we going to do with the
house, now it’s just you, me, and Marc?”

“I don’t know, and I’m not
sure I feel like talking about it now. Don’t get me wrong, but it
feels that if we start to change things, we do away with the
memories after Grandpa…”

“No rush. I feel perfectly
fine here, but I think, eventually, we’ll have to address it. I’m
sure Marc will be wanting to know what we plan.”

“I guess. Let’s cross that
bridge when we get to it, all right? I’m beat, the drive was
exhausting. I think I’ll take a bath. Join me?”

Cody chuckled. “What did you have in
mind?”

“You’ll see…”

***

Marc walked into the bedroom and was
overcome by the strangest sensation, as if he wasn’t alone and
someone else was in the room with him.

“Jonathan?” he whispered,
turning on the light. But as soon as the lights came on, the
feeling, the presence he felt, disappeared.

I’m going crazy. What am I going to do, huh?
I’m forty years old, a newlywed and a widower, all rolled up in one
miserable package. Tell me, Jonathan, tell me? What am I going to
do?

He sat on the end of the bed and began to
cry. The bottled-up emotions of all those weeks and months since
the wedding washed over him, wanting out, needing a desperate
release. The realization he’d never be with Jonathan again, never
touch him, never again feel the warmth of his body next to his,
never again hear his counsel, never again be able to look into
those deep-green eyes, marvel at his wisdom, feel his love… All of
this, and more—the lack of future, the loneliness, not having
friends in this town—everything came out and washed over him like a
powerful, emotional tsunami. Marc had no way to defend himself, and
he cried like a wounded animal. He fell off the bed and held
himself, wailing in despair.

At the other end of the hall, Cody and
Parker had just submerged into the hot bath when they heard the
sounds coming from Marc’s room. Parker jumped out of the bathtub,
put on a robe, and ran to see what was going on.

“Marc, are you all right?”
Parker dropped to his knees next to Marc, who was lying on the
floor in a fetal position, sobbing in anguish. There was no
response; he just kept going. Parker pulled Marc’s head onto his
lap, trying to comfort him.

“Shh, it’s going to be all
right. Let it out, let it out. You’ll feel better, just let it all
out…”

But Marc wouldn’t stop, and he began to
shake violently, uncontrollably, and Parker got really worried. He
called through to Cody, “Babe, Marc’s not well. Call 9-1-1, now. We
need an ambulance.”

Cody appeared in the doorway. Like Parker,
he’d been worried by the strange wailing sounds coming from Marc’s
bedroom and had immediately climbed out of the bath and put his
legs back on. As soon as he felt the emotions coming from Parker
and Marc—something he could sense almost instantly—he hurried back
to their room to place the call.

“Operator?”

“9-1-1. What is the nature
of your emergency?”

“Our friend’s collapsed. I
think he’s having a breakdown. We need an ambulance.”

“I see. Is there any
immediate danger for his life? Do you fear he could hurt
himself?”

“No, I don’t think so. He’s
just lying on the floor, crying, shaking like a leaf.”

“I understand. We’ll send
you an ambulance as quickly as we can. What is the
address?”

Cody gave the operator the address to the
house and his name and hung up. He realized the ambulance might
take a while since it wasn’t life threatening.

It was half an hour later when it arrived,
and Cody led the paramedics into Marc’s bedroom, where he was still
crying, and shaking uncontrollably. Parker was still sitting with
him, petting his head and trying to comfort him, making sure he
couldn’t hurt himself.

The paramedic took Marc’s vitals while
asking Parker and Cody questions about Marc’s general health. They
told him about the funeral, and that it had been Marc’s husband
they’d buried earlier that day.

The paramedic nodded gravely. “Sure looks
like a psychological trauma of some sort. I’ll give him a sedative,
and we’ll take him with us.” The paramedic injected Marc with the
sedative, and within a minute, he visibly relaxed, calmed down, and
fell asleep. They loaded him onto a gurney and carried him
downstairs to the waiting ambulance.

“Where are you taking him?”
Parker asked.

“Mercy.”

“We’ll follow right behind,
as soon as we’re dressed.”

“Wow, what was that?” Cody
asked.

“I don’t know, but maybe
he’s been bottling up his sorrow over losing Jonathan for such a
long time and finally, today, the bubble burst. I mean, the way
he’d been handling it… Wasn’t it odd, how calm and relaxed he
was?”

“Yeah, but I figured that he
always knew this day would come.”

“But maybe not on his
wedding day. Cody, imagine the horror. And without a chance to say
goodbye. Grandpa just got up to go to the restroom and then took a
walk along the beach, sat down and died. The mere memory of your
accident, the fear of losing you…” Parker shuddered at the
memories. “I lost it then, completely. I can only imagine how Marc
must feel.”

“Poor guy.” Cody shook his
head. “Let’s get dressed and get down there. We should call the
others, too.”

Minutes later, the boys left the house and
drove to Mercy Hospital, calling the family from their car.

“Mom?” Parker began. “Yeah,
sorry to call you this late, but we just had to call an ambulance
for Marc.”

Jeanette’s voice went up on the other end.
“Oh my god, is he all right? What happened?”

“I think the loss of Grandpa
finally hit him, hard. Are you coming? They’re taking him to
Mercy.”

“Yeah, of course. I’ll ask
Daniel to look after the little ones. Dad and I will be there as
soon as we can. You guys drive carefully, okay?”

Next, Parker called Rick.

“Uncle Rick? It’s Parker.
Sorry to call at this hour…”

Rick was immediately worried. “Is everything
okay? Is Cody all right?”

“Yeah, yeah, Cody’s fine.”
Parker looked over at Cody sitting in the passenger seat. “It’s
Marc, actually. We think he had a breakdown. They took him to
Mercy. We’re on our way there now. Can you guys come
down?”

“Marc? A breakdown? What
happened? Did you have a fight?”

“No, nothing like that at
all. We came back to the house, chatted a bit, had a bite to eat,
and then we went to our bedrooms. Cody and I decided to take a
bath, and we’d literally just climbed into the water when we heard
the cries from Marc and Grandpa’s room. Rick, I’m telling you, he
sounded like a wounded animal. I have never heard anything like it.
When I came into the room, he was lying on the floor, holding his
knees, and then he began to shake, uncontrollably. I couldn’t even
talk to him, he was completely unresponsive. So we called 9-1-1.
They’re on their way to Mercy. We’re about halfway
there.”

“Don’t worry, Parker. Rachel
and I will be there as soon as we can. Stay strong. Are your
parents coming?”

“Yes, they are, as soon as
they’ve taken care of the kids.”

“Good, be safe. We’ll see
you in a bit.”

***

At the ER at Mercy, things were crazy busy
and hectic, as most ERs would be at that time of day. Parker and
Cody made their way to the counter to inquire about Marc.

“Friend of
family?”

“Family. He’s our
step-grandfather.”

Parker’s response elicited a raised eyebrow
from the nurse on duty.

“How is Marc?”

“Well, he’s not here in the
ER. They’ve taken him straight to the ward. He was unconscious on
arrival. You need to go upstairs, to the eleventh floor. He’s in
room 11-26.”

“Thank you, Nurse,” Parker
said, and they walked over to the main lobby and the elevator.
Parker sent a couple of quick texts to Rick and his parents, to let
them know where they were heading. Once they were on the right
floor, they walked over to the nurse’s desk.

“Hi, my name is Parker
Thomas, and this is my husband Cody. We are looking for Marc
Duchesne. He’s our step-grandfather, and we were told he’s in room
26. Can you tell us how he is doing? Is there a doctor we could
talk to?”

The duty nurse gave Parker a funny look.
“Ain’t he a bit young to be y’all’s granddad? Seems to me he’s not
even old enough to be your daddy…”

Parker smiled. “That’s a long story, ma’am.
Suffice to say, my grandpa was eighty-one when he and Marc got
married, so it’s all in the realm of the possible.”

“I’m sorry.” The nurse
blushed. “I wasn’t trying to pry. Why don’t you sit down and wait
right over there. I’ll go see if the doctor has already been with
him.”

Parker and Cody sat in the lounge and
waited. After a few minutes, the nurse came back and told them the
doctors were with Marc and would come to talk to them afterward.
Meanwhile, Rick and Rachel had arrived and joined the boys,
followed by Jeanette and Paul. Jeanette hugged her son and
son-in-law, and asked if they’d heard anything.

“Not yet. The doctors are
with him now. The paramedics were talking about a psychological
trauma. I can only assume it has to do with Grandpa. After all this
time, it finally sunk in and hit a nerve.”

“Poor Marc.”

They all sat and waited. It wasn’t long
before a doctor approached them.

“Good evening, everybody.
Are you the Duchesne family?”

Rick, being the informal head of the family,
got up first and shook the doctor’s hand. “Yes, in a way. Marc was
married to my late father. I’m Rick Jackson. This is my wife
Rachel, my sister Jeanette, and her husband Paul, and this is my
nephew Parker and his husband Cody. They were the ones who found
Marc.”

The doctor looked at everyone in turn and
finally spoke to Cody and Parker. “He’s still sedated, and we
haven’t been able to talk to him. Physically, he’s in good shape,
and we’ve taken some blood to run tests—we’ll see if they reveal
anything. Did he say anything to you? Did you perceive anything
that might indicate what’s wrong?”

Parker responded first. “No, Doc. We just
suddenly heard screaming from his bedroom. And when I got there, he
was on the floor, in a fetal position, crying uncontrollably and
shaking. I wasn’t able to get anything out of him.”

Cody filled in. “We’d just come back from
our country home where we buried the ashes of his late husband. He
died on their wedding day. Grandpa was considerably older than
Marc, and his health hadn’t been the best. The past few months,
since Grandpa’s death, must’ve been really hard on Marc. First, he
had to look after his own parents, who were present when it all
happened, and then he pretended to be strong for our sake, too.
Maybe yesterday’s burial was just the proverbial straw?”

“Hmm.” The doctor was
thinking, “Maybe. Sometimes these things build up over a long
period of time, a combination of stress, leading to a depression.
Can you think of anything that might have triggered the
episode?”

“He was fine when we got
home. Marc, Cody, and I live in Grandpa’s old house. He left it to
us, but Marc had barely been in their old bedroom since Grandpa’s
death. He stayed there a few days after we returned from the
wedding, but he flew back to Belgium with his parents and was there
until just a few days ago. He only came back for the burial. My
guess would be that being in their bedroom alone after a rough day,
which I’m sure the burial must’ve been, was just too much for him.
Plus, Grandpa left the house to Cody and me, and I guess Marc might
be wondering if he really is welcome to stay, and when we’ll want
to move over to the master bedroom. Poor Marc. Now that I think of
it, I’m not really surprised he’s had a breakdown.”

“Well, he is asleep and
resting now. You should all go home. There’s nothing you can do
here. Come back in the morning, if you like. He’s in good hands.
Once we can definitely rule out anything physical, we’ll have one
of our resident psychiatrists take over. Since this sounds like
depression, before we can release him, we need to rule out the risk
he may inflict damage to himself.” The doctor shook everyone’s
hands before turning to leave. “Oh, one last thing. Can you inform
his parents?”

Parker nodded. “I’ll call them in the
morning. It’s still night in Europe. No need to call them now,
since he’s not in any immediate danger, right?”

“Right, but they should be
informed.”

 


* * * * *

 




 Chapter 4 - Kim
Hwan

When Marc woke up, he didn’t recognize his
surroundings. He was in a smallish, square room, and lying in a
hospital bed? He searched for the alarm and pushed the small
button.
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