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Chapter 79

The next morning, Duncan's phone rang, and he saw it was a call from
Lady Zelda, his mother. Curiosity piqued, he answered the call and
listened as she spoke. Lady Zelda informed him that she was at the
Walton Domicile and that someone important wanted to see him.
Intelgued and slightly puzzled, Duncan agreed to malke his way theee.

Upon arriving at the Walton Domicile, Duncan was greeted by Babette
wha remninded him of a promise he had apparently made. She brought up
the idea of celehrating his victory in winning the contract, suppesting

they have a little party to commemaorate the achieverment.

Duncan, however, seemed preoccupied and declined the offer. " I'm
sorey, but I'm occupied at the moment," he replied, his mind seemningly
focused on other matters. "But let's finalize something in the company
instead," he proposed, attempling to redivect the conversation to a more

business-oriented lopic.

Rabette nodded in understanding and left, respecting Duncan®s wish Lo
priaritize his current engapements. Meanwhile, Tady Zelda, wearing a
warm smile, approached her son. Sensing his daze and curiosity, she
spoke gently, ""Son, someone important wants to see youw," leaving the
identity of this person shrouded in mystery.

Dunean's mind raced, trving to plece together the puzzle. "Whao?" he
asked, his voiee tnged with bath intrigue and conflusion, eager Lo

uncover Lhe identily of the individual awaiting him.

Feeling a mix of nervousness and anticipation, Tady Zelda revealed the
identity of the important person awaiting Duncan's arrival. "He's... vour

grandtather, my father-in-law,” she confessed, her voice carrying a hint



of exciternent. With a smile, she turmed around and called out to her
father, inviting him to join them.

As Lady Zelda's words hung in the air, Duncan's heart skipped a beat. It
had been a long time since he had seen or met his grandfather. The
thought of the reunion stirmed a whirlwind of emotions within him. With
a renewed sense of purpose, he straiphtenead his posture, preparing
himself for this long -awaited encountet.

Finally, the moment arrived as the old-aged man emerged, wearing a

smile that seemed to transcend time. He approached Duncan and Lady
Zelda, his presence commanding and comforting simultaneously. The
welght of thelr shared bloadline and the stories he had heard about his

grandlather flooded Duncan's mind.

Though slightly nervous, Duncan couldn't help but feel a surge of
warrnth and exciternent. Slowly, a smile formed on his lips as he
prepared to embrace this long-overdue reunion with his grandfather,
ready to embark on a journey of discovery and connection.

Az 5ir Logan reached Duncan, his hands trembled with a mix of
anticipation and emotion. His lips parted in awe as he struggled to find
his words. "D, Dun... Duncan, my son?" he stullered, his voice filled

wilh a mixiure of surprise and disbelief.

Tady Felda chuckled softly, her eyes plimmering with atfection, as she
gently carrected her tather-in-law. She placed a comtorting hand an his
shoulder, reassuring him. "No, father, he's not Dunstan. He is Duncat,
my son, your grandson.'"

Awave of realization washed over Sir Logan's face azs he absorbed the
information. His eyes welled up with Lears, rellecting the depth of his

emolions. With lendermess, he placed his hands on Duncan's [ace,




examining the features that mirrored those of his late son, Overwhelmed
with jov, he exclalmed, "0Oh, he looks exactly like his father, my late son."

Tears streamed down 5ir Logan's weathered cheeks as he held Duncan's
face, cherishing the sight of his long-awaited grandson. The weight of
the years they had spent apart seemed to melt away at that moment. T
finally see my prandson after all these long years," he said, his voice
tinged with both happiness and a hint of sorrow. He chuckled through his
tears and embraced Duncan tightly, his hands gently patting his back in a
gesture of love and acceptance.

As Duncan embraced his prandfather, a surge of emotions overwhelmed
him. He held on tightly, seeking solace and connection in this long
awailed reunion. He blinked away the tears that threatened Lo spill from
his eyes, trying to compose himself in the presence of his newfound
family.

Meeting his mother's gaze, Duncan's heart ached with a mixture of

lenging and conflicted emotions. At that moment, surrounded by the

love of his grandfather and the gaze of his biological mother, he yearned

to let go of the painful memories and hardships he had endured. The

yvears of poverty and struggle, the role he had played as a servant in his

wife's family, and the mistreatment and scomm he had faced from Zinnia
all of it felt like a heavy burden that he wanted to release.

Yet, as much as he desired to leave it all behind, Duncan found himself
unahble to fully let po. The wounds ran deep, elched into his very being,
and the scars of his past experiences remained. They had shaped him and
malded him into the person he was at that moment. He felt it was right to
hold on to his resentment.

Duncan's eyes were filled with a mix of anticipation and apprehension.
The weight of two decades" worth of emotions hung heavily on his



shoulders. He had come face to face with his estranged grandfather, who
had just admitted to a terrible mistake he had made long ago.

Sir Logan, his face etched with lines of remorse, gently broke the
embrace and placed his hands on Duncan's cheels. With a warm smile,
he spoke soflly, his voice tinped with both sadness and relief.

"I'm so happy to see yvou, my grandson, " Sir Logan began, his words
cArTying a penuine sense of jov. "You know, twenty years ago, I did a bad
thing, [ was devastated, and in my grief, I blamed you for vour father's
death."

Duncan's heart skipped a beat as those words echoed in his ears. The
revelation was unexpected, yet it somehow validated the anger and
resentment he had harbored for all those years. His mother, Lady Zelda,
who had made her own mistakes, suddenly seemed overshadowed by his

grandfather's admission.

Lady Zelda, in her grief-stricken state, had forpotten about Duncan for a
mament after his father's death. She hadn't searched for him
immediately, inadvertently pushing him away from their lives and
forcing him to endure a wretched existence on his own. Duncan had
blamed her for his pain, for the lonely years he had spent withoult his

[amily.

But now, standing before his grandfather, Duncan wrestled with
conflicting emotions. On one hand, he craved the love and acceptance he
had longed for, the validation that his grandfathet's remorse seemed to
offer. On the other hand, he still clung to the bittermess that had defined
his relationship with his mother.

As Sir Logan walched Duncan's expression, he could senise the storm af

emolions switling wilhin his grandson. He reached oul and sgueeszed



Duncan's hand gently, his eyes filled with compassion.

"I knonw it s difficult to process, grandson,” Sir Logan said, his voice
filled with empathy. " But | want vou to know that [ have regretted my
actions every single day since. | have missed out on so much of your life,
and T can never change thal." He took a brel pause Lo contral his
emotions, not wanting to break down in front of his san at such a greal

moment.

Sir Logan continued, his voice filled with sincerity, "Duncan, you
probably left because of that... I hope you forgive me, my boy. Please."

Duncan, still grappling with his emotions, took a moment to gather his
thoughts. He didn't want to dwell too touch on his past grievances,
realizing that holding onto anger would only impede the process of
healing. With a steady voice, he nodded and replied, *'T owe nothing,

apainst you, G... Grandfather."

Awarm smile spread across Sir Logan's face, relieved to hear Duncan's
respanse. He chuckled softly and pulled Duncan into another embrace, a
gesture of gratitude and newfound hope for their relationship.

As they disengaged from the embrace, Duncan’s gaze shifted towards
Lady Zelda, his mother. Her eves were filled with a mix of anticipation
and trepidation, silently pleading for his forgiveness. She yeamed for a
chance to rebuild their fractured bond, to make amends far her past

mistakes.

But as the gilence stretched on, it became apparent to Lady Zelda that
complete forgiveness would not come easily for Duncan. The wounds
inflicted by her actions ran deep, and the scars of their fractured

relationship were still fresh.



Duncan studied his mother's expression; his hearl torn between longing
for reconciliation and the lingering pain he carried. He wanted to believe
in hetr, to trust that she had changed and genuinely regretted her past
behavior. Yet, forgiveness was a complex process, and it couldn't be
rushed or foreed.

Al that moment, Lady Zelda understood that het redemption would
require patience, understanding, and consistent effort. She couldn't
expect Duncan to forgive her ovemnight, Rebuilding trust would take time
and healing, and she was willing to embark on that joumey, no matter
how long it would take.

The weight of the unspoken words hung heavily in the air, a reminder
that forgiveness couldn't be demanded or expected. It had to be earmned
through actions, remorse, and sustained chanpe.

Duncan, aware of his mother's silent plea, offered her a small, tentative
smile. It was a glimmer of hope, a sign that he was open to the possibility
of forgiveness in the future. But for now, he needed time to heal and
process the pain that had shaped his life for so long.

Lady Zelda, though disappointed by the realization that forgiveness
wouldn't come immediately, felt a flicker of hope ignite within her. She
would patiently wait and work towards rebuilding their relationship,
kniowing that true forpiveness couldn't be rushed or forced.

And so, with the weight of their shared history still present, the three
stood together, bound by a newfound sense of understanding and the
promise of a future that held the potential for healing and reconciliation.

Taking a deep breath, Lady Felda reached out and held her father-in-
law's hand, her gesture a symbol of reconciliation and a desire to move



forward, " Father, let’s have breakfast. Olay, Tnmcan?" she said, casting a
hopeful glance toward her son.

Duncan, still processing the complex mix of emotions, nodded in
agreement. The prospect of sharing a meal felt like a small step towards
tebuilding their frrctured relationship. He mustered a laint smile,

affering a plimmer of his willinpness to give their bond another chance.

Felda couldn't contain her excitermen t, a peal of soft Iaughrer escaping
her lips as she ohserved the interlocked hands of Sir Lopan and Duncan.
She followed closely behind them as they made their way to the dining
room, a sense of warmth enveloping her as they walked side by side.

With a renewed sense of purpose, Zelda took charge of serving breakfast.
Her heart swelled with joy as she watched Duncan's smile brighten as he
enjoyed the meal, sitting next to Sir Lopan. Tt was a simple moment, yet

it held immense significance for her.

As Duncan savored each bite, Zelda conldn't help but ask, her voice filled
with genuine concern, "Is the food akay, Duncan? "

He lifted his gaxze to meet her eyes, his expression thoughtiul as he
silently pondered his response. At that moment, a wave of conflicting
emotions washed over him. Memoties of the pain and abandonment
intermingled with a glimmer of hope for a better future.

Finally, Duncan's eyes softened, and he offered her a small, sincere
smile. "It is delicious, Mother," he replied, his words carrving a hint of
warmth and acceptance,

Zelda's hearl swelled with gratitude and reliel. She knew that the road (o
complete forgiveness would be long and arduous, but this small

exchange felt lilke progress—a step towards rebuilding the trust and



connection that had been shattered.

With renewed determination, she vowed to keep working on herself and
their relationship, understanding that actions spoke louder than words.
As they continued their breakfast, a sense of cautious optimism filled the
room, each bile representing a moment of healing and the possibility of a

brighter future.

Suddenly feeling an urgent need, Duncan stood up trom his seat. "Um, T
need to relieve myself, please,” he said, feeling a bit embarrassed.

Lady Zelda responded prompily, "You can use the bathroam upsiairs.
Talke the stairs, and when you reach the top, the next room on your right
down the hallway, go in and nse it."

Duncan nodded gratefully and q1|1'r'lc|3,r left the room in search of the
bathroom.

"Why did vou ask him to use your room's toilet? " Sir Logan inquired,
genuinely intrigwed.

Lady Zelda smiled warmly, her eyes reflecting her thoughtful nature. "So
he can see the large photo of his father there. | want Duncan to have a
mament with his father, even if it's just through a photograph. T thought
it might bring him some comfort and allow him to connect with his dad,

even if only for a briet moment."

Sir Logan's eyes softened as he glanced at his daughter-in-law. "¥ou are
3o thoughtful,” he remarked, appreciating her compassionate gesture.

Lady Zelda's smile widened, knowing that her stnall act had towched the
hearts of both Duncan and his grandfather.

Following his mother's instructions, Duncan made his way up the stairs



and reached the designated room. He gently pushed the door open and
stepped inside, his eves immediately deawn to the bathteom door in the
corner. However, something unexpected caught his attention and caused

him to pause in his tracks.

Hanging prominently an the wall by the bed was a massive photo frame,
housing a large portrait of someone who looked rermarkably similar to
Duncan himself. Intrigned and filled with curiosity, he took a few steps
closer, his gaze fixed on the image before him. It was a close-up picture,
capturing the features of the person in exquisite detail.

As Duncan studied the photogeaph, a sense of familiadty washed over
him. The face staring back at him from the frame bore a sirlking
resemblance Lo his own. The shape of the eyes, the curve of the nose, and
the contour of the jawline all mirrored his features.

Realization dawned upon Duncan as he remembered his prandfather's
words about him resembling his father. 'The connection between the
photograph and his father became clear. At that moement, a rush of
emotions flooded through Duncan's heart, a mix of joy, longing, and a
sense of belonging,

"Faiher," Duncan whispered, his volce (illed with a mixiure of awe and
allection. His hand instinctively reached oul, gently louching the glass
covering the phote. Awarm smile spread across his face as he continued
to caress the familiar features, tracing the contours of his father's face
with his finpertips.

Intrigued by the presence of the diary lving on top of the side cupboard,
Duncan's eyes were drawn to it With a mix of curiosity and uncertainty,
he withdrew his hand from the photo frame and reached out for the
diary. His fingers brushed against the wormn cover, feeling the weight of
its secrets within.



Opening Lthe diary, Duncan's eyes immediately fell upon the name
inscribed on the first page - "DUNSTAN WALTON." The familiarity of the
name sent a shiver down his spine. [t was his father's name, written in
bold letters as if to claim ownership of the pages that followed.

As his gaze shifted to the next page, Duncan's attention was caught by
the presence of a letter and some codes written at the edge. The sight of
the codes piqued his curiosity, but it was the words written beneath that
held his focus - "Don't flip through the pages if you don®t have the heart.
Leave me with my miseries."

The words struck him as odd, their meaning unclear. They carried a sense
of pain and secrecy as if someone had penned them during a time of deep
SOLEOW.



