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  Chapter 1
1918

“I’m a fool, nothing but a wretched fool,” he said as everything went black.


Isaiah left the funeral before they had finished burying the coffin. Tears fell down his face and anger pressed up his throat. He jumped into his Roadster and sped away. Once he knew he was out of hearing distance, he began screaming. There was so much emotion, tension, and confusion running through him. It was all he could do. 
He paid no attention to where he was going, his eyes still blurry from the water that filled them. Loud horns blew, warning him to get out of the way and onto the right side of the road. Several times he moved over just in time and heard the other motorists cursing his stupidity.
In what seemed like too short of a time, he pulled into the familiar drive that went through the woods on the east side of the estate, then curved in front of the large house that sat on the lake.
“Sir,” the butler said as he entered.
Before the butler could say anything else, Isaiah told him with a forced smile, “Caldwell, you and the other staff can take off for the rest of the day. Hell, take off the rest of the week. You all deserve it. Every one of you go home and spend time with your families while Jeremiah and I sort through everything.”
Caldwell looked surprised. “You will call us if you need us?”
“Yes, yes,” Isaiah said as he walked into the parlor. He poured himself a drink, swallowed it in one gulp, then did the same with another one. Once they were down, he poured another and sat on the sofa. Someone had started a fire in the hearth, and he watched the flames dance around the neatly crisscrossed logs.
“I hate you,” he muttered. “I have always hated you, and I will always hate you.” 
As he sipped his drink, Isaiah heard the front door opening and the servants talking to his brother, Jeremiah, as they left the house. He got up to pour himself another drink. The bottle was empty. He threw it into the fire, the glass exploding as it hit the rocks in the hearth. Isaiah opened the cupboards, looking for another.
“If you are looking for the whiskey, it’s in the cupboard behind you,” his brother said in a matter-of-fact tone that crawled up Isaiah’s spine.
He found the bottle of whiskey and downed another glass. “I want to be alone, so leave. Go somewhere far away and, well, don’t return.”
“I’ll go upstairs to my rooms, but I’m not leaving the property,” Jeremiah said.
“Why? Because it’s your property now? I am the one who should leave and never return?” Isaiah said bitterly, then he downed another drink.
“Don’t be ridiculous.” 
“I’m just as good as you, Jeremiah, maybe even better,” Isaiah’s words slurring.
“I won’t argue with you about it. I know it’s hard right now on both of us, father dying like he did, but things will be different, and we will manage.”
“I want you to . . . I want you to argue with me and I want to fight you.”
“Why?” Jeremiah asked.
“We will not manage,” he said, throwing his empty glass at him and watching Jeremiah move to avoid being hit. “Because you are better than me, no matter how much I try to convince myself otherwise.”
“I am not better than you.”
“Shut up, shut up!” Isaiah screamed as he looked for another glass.
“I’ll go upstairs, and we can talk about it tomorrow.” 
When he turned to leave, Isaiah screamed, “No, we won’t talk about it tomorrow! We will talk about it now! Father left you everything and me, nothing. I always come second, the spare, they call me. It’s the way it has been all my life and I’m sick of it. Do you hear me? I’m sick of it!”
“I don’t think it’s that way,” Jeremiah said, as if trying to be calm and not upset him any further. “I understand why you may think it is, but it’s nothing personal. I am the oldest. It’s the way of things. It will be that way when you have sons.”
“Hah,” Isaiah mocked. “No one will marry me because I am not the heir.”
“That’s not true. Betsy Kopeck is crazy in love with you.”
“Well, I don’t love . . . she is too . . . I don’t know, too something. Besides, what could I give her? I have nothing, and . . .”
“And you love Kate,” Jeremiah said.
“I do,” Isaiah said. “I do love her,” his head went down, and his shoulders slumped. “I love her so much, but Father . . .”
“Father had his reasons,” Jeremiah told him. “Isaiah, you have everything. This is all yours as well as mine, you know that.”
Isaiah threw his glass into the fire. “I’m a greater sorcerer than you.” 
“I know you are,” Jeremiah said.
“I worked harder and learned more than you while you were busy learning the business,” he said.
“Yes, and Father said you were doing very well.”
“He did?”
“Yes, he told me many times he was immensely proud of you. He wanted you to be part of the Sorcerer’s Guild one day soon.”
“He told you that?”
Jeremiah nodded. “No one asked me to join the guild.” 
“You studied under Father too,” Isaiah said.
“Yes, but as you said, you studied harder; you’re more naturally gifted with it than I am.”
Isaiah finished another drink. Jeremiah was the devil as far as he was concerned.
“I hated him. I hated him with all my heart, and I hated you, too.” 
Jeremiah stepped back, clearly startled at this confession, then said with concern, “I need to go. I’ll talk to you more tomorrow.”
“No,” Isaiah yelled as Jeremiah headed for the door. “Curse you, curse you,” he said, holding out his hand toward Jeremiah.
Jeremiah turned around and Isaiah saw a look of horror come over his face. “Opada morendim ogrindo buhan,” Isaiah yelled, watching his brother turn into a large, greenish-brown-skinned, ugly ogre. 
As Jeremiah changed, his pants split down the sides and his shirt and jacket ripped off, leaving only shreds of clothing hanging from his shoulders.
“You want to leave, then leave,” Isaiah mocked. “But you are no longer welcomed here. Go see how well everyone accepts you now, brother.”
He watched as Jeremiah looked at his hands and body, his ripped and torn clothing, and then at him. His wild ogre eyes were full of sadness and hurt, before he ran out the door, howling.
“I should have done that a long time ago and to Father too!” he yelled out the door, watching the ogre run away from the house. 
Isaiah laughed hysterically. “Run, run, see if you can do your business in town now, you fool.” Staggering into the parlor, Isaiah poured himself another whiskey, then sat on the sofa looking into the fire. 
“What do you think of that, you sorry bastard?” he said to the portrait of his father hanging over the hearth. “Your favorite son is now nothing but an ugly ogre.”
He sat and drank, but felt the eerie stare of his father’s portrait as if it were scolding him. “Stop staring at me!” 
Isaiah jumped up, pulled the gigantic frame off the wall, and shoved it into the hearth.
“Burn, you bastard. Burn just like you’re burning in hell right now!”
He staggered to the sofa and sat watching the portrait catch fire with satisfaction.
Isaiah woke coughing from the smoke in the room and realized the room was on fire.
“Oh no, what have I done?” he yelled. “Oh, no, Jeremiah. No, no, I’m so sorry. Jeremiah, please forgive me. I didn’t know what I was doing. Jeremiah?” 
He went to the parlor door, but when he opened it, a large burning beam fell and blocked his way. The heat and air from opening the door shoved him backward, and he fell to the ground. The roof of the parlor caved in and burning debris fell onto him. He tried to crawl out from under it as his clothing and his body caught fire.
“No, no, Jeremiah. Jeremiah, no, no. I am so sorry! What have I done? Please forgive me.” He coughed and coughed. The pain from the fire burning his body intensified as he coughed and tried to gasp for air. 
He screamed. “Jeremiah, please forgive me!” 
Just then, the entire ceiling came crashing down; flames consumed him. He screamed in pain as the flames engulfed him, burning his flesh.
“I’m a fool, nothing but a wretched fool,” he said as everything went black.






  
  Chapter 2
Jeremiah had other worries now.


Jeremiah saw the fire, and he ran toward the house with all his might. He wasn’t used to his large, lumbering body, but was surprised at how fast he could run with little effort. Bursting into the house, he ran toward the parlor 
“No, Isaiah, no!” he screamed.
He tried to pick up and move the burning wreckage from his path, but the flames were everywhere. He tried pressing through the flames to reach his brother, but it was too hot and scorched him, singeing the hair on his body and face. No matter what Jeremiah did, he couldn’t get to where he knew his brother lay dying, if not already dead.
“Isaiah,” he called over and over, but there was no answer. “No, Isaiah. No, you fool, you idiot. What have you done? I can’t lose you and Father at the same time. You are all I have. Isaiah!”
He continued trying to move burning beams, but it was no use. The entire ceiling had collapsed, and he couldn’t get through the fiery rubble. 
“What am I going to do?” Jeremiah thought, Father has died, Isaiah is gone, and the house is about to be gone. My brother turned me into an ogre. Will anyone even believe me if I tell them who I am? He stood thinking as he watched the fire engulf the walls around the parlor.
The Guild of Sorcerers is in Boston, and I have no way of contacting them for help.
He went to the library. The fire hadn’t reached that part of the large house yet. He rushed past the shelves of books, accidentally knocking over tables and chairs, forgetting how big he was. At the back of the room, he moved the levers by the fireplace and the wall opened in front of him.
Jeremiah ran into another room full of books. Grabbing a couple of blankets from the sofa, he filled them with his father’s grimoires and spell books. He remembered the words his brother had chanted as he cursed him. If he could keep the exact words of the curse in his memory, he might find the counter spell.
For now, there was a cave on the other side of the lake. He would go there.
Jeremiah took two huge bundles of books and set them outside the house, then went back and up the stairs to his rooms, which were on the side of the house the fire hadn’t reached. Filling a bag full of work clothing, boots, and necessities, knowing he couldn’t wear the clothes now, but if he broke the spell, he would need something to wear. He went to his safe and pulled out all the cash, gold, and gems he had collected over the years and put them in a small trunk.
Jeremiah went back outside and loaded everything into his car, then made one more trip into his rooms. He took the mattress and bedding off the bed and hauled it out to the car on his large ogre back.
The fire had moved to the other side of the house and explosions were coming from the back.
There was no way he could fit in the car; he was too big. He put the old sedan in neutral, grabbed the wheel, and pushed it away from the burning house. 
Sadness filled his broken heart as he felt the heat from the flames on his back and saw the reflection of the fire in the car’s mirror. Everything and everyone he loved was gone, and he was truly alone, not only alone but turned into an ogre by his brother in a drunken fit.
When he found the cave, he lit an oil lamp he had taken from the house and walked in. The cave was not deep, but deep enough that if anyone walked by, they couldn’t see inside during the day, and it would keep him somewhat warm in the winter and cool in the summer. Thankfully, the ceiling was high enough for him to stand, and the cavern was wide enough for him to move around comfortably.
“The winter,” he whispered. “Cold, snowy Connecticut winters. How will I survive?” Anxiety filled him. He cleared his mind and took a breath. “One day at a time, old boy, one day at a time.”
He unloaded everything out of the car and then moved the vehicle, hiding it in the woods near the cave.
In the back, he prepared a corner that would be his kitchen. Although, once he was out of food, he didn’t know where he would get more. He had brought rifles and ammunition; he would have to learn to hunt.
When he finished setting up his accommodations, he opened the blankets filled with his father’s grimoires and spell books. He shoved a flat stone to the side of the cave, surprised at how strong he was, and used it as a bookshelf. He lined the books on the shelf, then began looking through them one at a time to find something that would reverse the spell. His hands were large and his fingers wide, and he had a challenging time opening the books and turning the pages.
“Be gentle with them,” he said to himself, gently pressing his finger on the back of the page and turning it. Most of the texts were unfamiliar. Although his father had trained him on the rudiments of sorcery, Jeremiah spent most of his time learning about the family business: manufacturing aircraft and aircraft components.
He didn’t know what would become of everything, or if his father had planned for the eventuality of all the Hallam men being killed. More than likely, everything would go to his father’s partner, Aldridge Raison. Aldridge was a good man and would take care of everything for them respectably.
Jeremiah had other worries now.






  
  Chapter 3
Aldridge considered what Whitlock had suggested. “How do I go about finding a young wife?”


The police entered his house as he was having breakfast. Aldridge stood, alarmed by the grave looks on the officers’ faces. 
“Aldridge Raison?” the leadman said.
“Yes,” 
“I am Officer Hampton. You are the partner of Peter Hallam, who recently passed. You two own the aircraft manufacturing plant?”
“Yes, that’s right.”
“Mr. Raison, we are here to let you know there was an accident at the Hallam estate last night. The servants came in this morning to find the entire estate burned to the ground.”
“Oh my God,” Aldridge said, a painful knot in his stomach. He put his hand over it.
“We found the body of the younger brother. We cannot find the body of the older brother, but we believe he is dead as well, burned to ashes. Since you are the closest friend of the family and they have no living relatives, we are contacting you.” 
“Thank you,” he said, sitting back in his chair, his head coming to his hand. He couldn’t think. It was unbelievable. First Peter died and, the very day they buried him, his sons were both killed in a fire.
“If there is anything we can do, call us,” Officer Hampton said, and the three men left the house.
Once they were gone, Aldridge called his butler.
“Sir, what I can do for you?” the butler said.
“Call Whitlock and ask him to come here right away.”
Aldridge sat at his desk, reading the paper. There was nothing about the fire yet, but he knew there would be news about it by tomorrow morning. He put down the paper as the butler came in, announcing Whitlock Dallas. 
Whitlock was a stout man of medium height, wearing a brown suit and a derby to cover his thin, balding hair. He wore glasses and his round face gave his nose a piggy look. He and Aldridge had been friends since they were youths, and although the man had a reputation for being cruel and unreasonable, he always treated Aldridge with respect.
They had both built successful businesses. Whitlock in textile manufacturing, and Aldridge in partnership with Peter Hallam in aircraft manufacturing, where they had both made their millions during the Great War.
“Whitlock, sit down,” Aldridge said. “You will not believe this.”
“What is it?” he asked, as Aldridge told the butler to bring coffee.
“The police were here earlier telling me that last night the Hallam estate burned; they are presuming both sons are dead. I’m just devastated.”
“Devastated? Devastated?” Whitlock said. “You know the stipulation of the will said if anything happened to the Hallam men because there were no heirs, you would get everything. Aldridge, rejoice. You will be the sole owner.” 
“Whitlock, do you ever think of anything besides money?”
“No, what else is there?” he asked, laughing. “You should take over that property and develop it. All that land, right on that lake, prime real estate, Aldridge. Prime real estate.”
“That’s not why I called you here. What I need is advice on how to deal with all this socially. Peter was the face of the company.”
Whitlock narrowed his eyes and looked at Aldridge for a minute. “My advice is this: the first thing you do is continue being all devastated about the death of the sons.”
“I am devastated.”
“Yeah, yeah,” he said, waving his hand. “Then once the flurry of it all dies down. Find yourself a pretty, little wife who you can take to dinners and parties. Someone who will impress your investors. She doesn’t have to be too smart, just real pretty, a looker, you know what I mean.” He made the motions of curves in front of him and winked. 
“With everything going on, I won’t have time for a wife.”
“You don’t need time for a wife. Leave her here when you are at work, come home at night and screw her when you want, and ignore her the rest of the time. She’s a business asset, that’s all.”
“A wife is actually a promising idea, although I won’t take tips from you on how to treat her. I see how you treat your wife. You’re lucky she hasn’t killed you by now.”
“She doesn’t have the brains to even think of doing anything like that. That’s why I married her.”
“Why did she marry you?”
“Money, of course. Women will put up with an immense amount of crap if you give them a large allowance.” He laughed. “It certainly wasn’t my good looks.”
Aldridge considered what Whitlock had suggested. “How do I go about finding a young wife?”






  
  Chapter 4
He would read every page of every book, then read them again if he had to, to find the right spell and complete this, no matter how long it took, if that’s what he needed to do.


Slowly and gently, Jeremiah turned the pages of the old grimoire, the third one he had been through when he found what he was looking for. A reversal spell, a generic one he wasn’t aware of, but could he use it for himself? Usually, another sorcerer had to do the reversing, and most times, the spell could only be reversed by the spellcaster. 
He continued reading.
This wasn’t complicated. Hope started filling his heart. If he could revoke the spell, then he could leave the property. It had been several months since the fire. It had taken him what seemed like forever to find anything that could reverse this type of spell. The books he had taken from his father’s library were large and packed with so much detail. 
Once he reversed the curse, explaining his disappearance would be another issue, but he would deal with one thing at a time.
He read the spell over and over until he had it memorized. Walking out of the cave and deeper into the woods, he found an old oak. The book had been specific about where to stand and under what type of tree. He lifted his hands, looked up at the tree, and recited the words for the reversal of the spell.
“Colimine, butaro, revendi.”
The wind picked up. He could feel the leaves beneath him moving quickly and the coolness of the forest rising up his back. The old oak began swaying, the branches flailing like arms. He stood firm as the tree howled and creaked as if at any minute it was going to strike him.
Suddenly, he felt his stomach lurch, and he bent over and began vomiting violently. The wind continued to howl around him and the leaves, dirt, and twigs from the ground spun up into the air, circling him.
Once he’d completely emptied his stomach, he felt hot and weak. His legs gave out from under him, and he collapsed to his knees. The sky grew dark, and he heard thunder raging above him. He became dizzy. The last thing Jeremiah remembered was touching his head with his hand, hoping not to lose consciousness.
He woke up to a couple of squirrels running across his back, chasing each other through the woods. It had rained, and he was on the cold ground, soaking wet. He couldn’t remember why he was there. He wondered what had happened and why he was sleeping on the ground in the rain. After Jeremiah stood for a moment, he remembered the reversal spell. He looked at his hands and gasped. They were normal. He touched his face, his chest, his hair.
Excitement and joy filled his heart as he screamed in victory. He ran to the lake and bent over the water, looking at his reflection. It was him; he wasn’t an ogre anymore. He lay on his back on the shore of the lake in relief and cried with happiness. It was over; the relief made him feel light as a feather and he got up and ran, jumping, skipping, and hollering.
“It worked, it worked!” he yelled to every animal he passed.
He ran to the cave and put on a set of clothes he had taken from the house just for this purpose, then skipped to the edge of the property, his excitement growing.
Jeremiah would visit Clarke Hingle first. Clarke was a fellow professor at the university and a sorcerer. Clarke would know how to help him figure out what to do from here on, and how to explain his situation, so it was believable.
He had money and gold, so he could find a place to live until he could rebuild the house. He would visit Aldridge Raison, who Jeremiah had assumed inherited everything, and speak with him. Aldridge was a good and reasonable man and would understand. Aldridge was aware of Jeremiah’s father’s secrets.
Jeremiah walked outside the property and onto the road. He took a huge breath of air, but then felt his body changing and his clothing ripping. Despair filled him. It was the same feeling as when Isaiah had turned him into an ogre. Looking at his hands, he saw he was an ogre again.
As he cried the roar of an angry beast, Jeremiah heard a car coming behind him. He fled back into the property, falling onto the ground as if he had tripped over something. He lay in the dirt crying, “No, no, it can’t be, it can’t be.”
His hand came up to his face to clear the tears out of his eyes, and he realized they were his human hands. He sat up and calmed down. It was true, when he returned to the property, he regained his human form, but something must have gone wrong with the spell. He wanted to curse, but then realized not leaving the property was better than still being an ogre. He had gotten this far; he would complete it.
All the hopes, visions, and dreams that had flooded him as he left the property were now just mere disappointments left to die in his soul, but he wouldn’t give up.
Stumbling from frustration, he walked back to his cave, watching the birds fly free above him and the little animals scurrying across the ground. The ducks on the pond dipped their heads in the water looking for food and their ducklings followed behind them.
Will I ever have little ducklings? Will I ever break this cursed spell to live, love, have a family, and be free? He didn’t know, and he dared not hope.
When he walked into the cave, he pulled off his ripped clothes and threw them into a corner, then sat on his mattress, which was now covered in animal skins. 
Opening the grimoire, he reread the reversal spell. He had done everything correctly. He turned the pages, looking for another spell, then glanced up at the other books on the rickety shelf. This was the third book. There were eight more. He would read every page of every book, then read them again if he had to, to find the right spell and complete the change, no matter how long it took, if that’s what he needed to do.






  
  Chapter 5
1924

If he wasn’t sure his wife loved him, he would be jealous.


Aldridge Raison walked down the stairs of the large estate house, looking for his wife. 
“Carina,” he called. “Carina, where are you?”
She came running out of the parlor. “Here, darling. What do you need?” 
She was beautiful. Her day dress was a light blue and her face shone as she smiled at him. Her long blond hair was up in a bun, and she looked delicious.
Aldridge approached her. “You were up early this morning and I missed you when I woke,” he breathed, his arms coming around her waist and pulling her toward him. He kissed her tenderly. 
“I’m sorry. I wanted to meet with the staff and make sure everything would be perfect for tonight’s dinner party.”
Caldwell came into the hallway, but Aldridge didn’t move. He kept his wife in his arms as he asked Caldwell what he needed. The staff knew he adored Carina, and he was not ashamed of public displays of affection, now and then.
“I’m sorry, sir, but the police have come and want to speak to you.”
“The police?”
“Yes, sir.”
A pain formed in his stomach as he remembered the three police officers who came into his house to tell him about the deaths of Peter Hallam’s sons.
“I’ll see them in the library.” Turning to his wife, he said, “Go back to your planning. I’ll talk to you after they leave. Everything is fine.”
He kissed her on the cheek and went into the library. 
Caldwell ushered the police in after him.
“Officer Hampton, I believe I have had the honor of your company at another time.”
“Mr. Raison,” the officer said. “I’m sorry, but the employees of Dallas Textiles found Whitlock Dallas dead last night, crushed to death in one of his weaving machines. We have questioned all of them, it was an accident, but the investigation is still ongoing.”
“Whitlock dead, crushed to death?” He couldn’t believe it.
“Yes, he must have been trying to fix the machine and slipped into it. There wasn’t much left of him.” 
“Oh my God, poor Whitlock.”
“I need to confirm some details, if you don’t mind,” Officer Hampton said. 
“No, not at all. Ask me anything,” Aldridge said, still trying to understand what happened. 
Rumor has it that Julian Dallas, his son, is currently in China.
“Yes, Julian is in China.”
“Julian’s mother died less than a year ago. Is that right?”
“Yes, that was horrible. The poor woman committed suicide,” Aldridge said, staring out the window. “I just can’t imagine Whitlock getting himself in a situation with a machine like this.”
“The workers told us he would go down to the factory at night and work on machines now and then, to putter around. None of them understood if he knew what he was doing, only that he said he wanted to work with his hands.”
It seemed strange to Aldridge. In all the years he had known him, Whitlock had never wanted to work with his hands. He always said menial labor was for immigrants. Aldridge didn’t think this was a good time to mention that fact.
“Other than the son as the only relative, you were his closest friend, so we were hoping you may be able to help. We’ve sent a wire to the son.”
Aldridge sat down, still awestruck at the fact Whitlock was dead.
After they left, Carina came into the room. “Darling, are you all right? It must have been shocking news. What has happened?” 
“Whitlock is dead. He fell into a machine at his factory. I can’t believe it.”
She put her arms around him and held him while he considered it all. 
He put his head in his hand. “Peter dead, then his boys, Whitlock’s wife, and now Whitlock killed in an accident.” 
Carina said nothing, and he appreciated it. He knew she didn’t like Whitlock Dallas. He also knew she believed he had caused his wife’s suicide with his constant mistreatment. Aldridge didn’t think she was wrong, but had said nothing to her or Whitlock about it. 
“I think you should cancel the dinner party,” she finally said. “We can go to Martha’s Vineyard or somewhere you enjoy, so you can relax and think.” 
He turned and kissed her. “What would I do without you?” he asked. “That’s a great idea, and of course you are coming with me.”
“Of course I am,” she said. “You call and cancel the party and I’ll get everything ready for the trip.”

      ***The day after they returned from Martha's Vineyard, Aldridge invited Julian Dallas to dinner. 
Aldridge and Carina greeted him.
“Julian, come in,” Aldridge said. “So good to see you. Let me introduce my wife, Carina.”
“Your wife?” he asked.
“That’s right,” Carina said. “I am his wife. Please come into the parlor for sherry and hors d’oeuvres while we wait for supper.”
“Thank you.”
Aldridge had known Julian since he was born, and the young man was always exceptionally polite.
“I wanted to speak to you about my father’s business,” he said, once they had settled in the parlor. “Since you are a successful businessman.” He looked at Carina, then back at Aldridge. “I was hoping for some advice about what to do with it.”
“What would you like to do with it, Julian?” Aldridge asked.
“My father, as you know, was not the easiest man to get along with, and he and I were not close,” Julian said, with a hint of bitterness. “As a result, I had no interest in the business, nor did my father have any interest in teaching me anything about it. I don’t know what he thought I was going to do with my life, but it certainly wasn’t textiles.”
“You have always been an intelligent young man, Julian,” Aldridge said. “You can do whatever you put your mind to. If you keep the business, you will do well, if you sell it, I believe, you will do well in whatever you decide. Are you saying you want to sell it?”
“That is the advice I was hoping you would give me. I need to know what my options are if I decide to sell. How to go about it? Who to sell to? I am afraid I know nothing of this type of thing.”
“I don’t know if it would be good to sell it completely. Your father had investors who own portions of the business,” Aldridge said. “You would have to talk to them and see what they want. They can buy out your portion, or most of it.”
“Are you saying I don’t own my father’s textile business?” Julian asked.
“I am saying your father was not the sole owner, although he had the largest investment and percentage of the business. There are others involved. You need to find them and talk to them.”
“How do I do that?” the young man asked.
“Your father had an attorney, Carlton Brocksmith. He has an office downtown. You should go to him and ask him your questions. It will be the best thing. He will give you proper advice on how to proceed.”
“All these years I thought Father owned the entire business by himself. That goes to show how much we talked.”
Aldridge noted the subtle bitterness in his voice again.
“I would like to hear about your trip to China,” Carina said.
Julian looked at Carina, and Aldridge noted the glow that came to his face. Julian was a handsome man with his father’s auburn hair and light blue eyes and his mother’s lean, sturdy frame and good looks. If he wasn’t sure his wife loved him, he would be jealous.
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