

    
        
          The Blood Jewels

        

        
        
          Kate Cavanaugh Mystery, Volume 5

        

        
        
          J.A. Wallace

        

        
          Published by J.A. Wallace Publisher, LLC, 2020.

        

    


Book Title Copyright © 2020 by Joann Wallace (J.A. Wallace). All Rights Reserved.
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a 
review. 
––––––––
This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely 
coincidental.

––––––––
J.A. Wallace Publisher, LLC
Printed in the United States of America
Contact

JAWallacebook@gmail.com
First Printing: September 2020



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BLOOD JEWELS

    

    
      First edition. September 1, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 J.A. Wallace.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386168300

    

    
    
      Written by J.A. Wallace.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by J.A. Wallace

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Helen Dalton and Burke Conner WWII Era Romantic Suspense Novel

          
        
          
	          Escape From Peconic Bay

          
        
          
	          The Betrayers

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kate Cavanaugh Mystery

          
        
          
	          Murder on Caye Isle

          
        
          
	          The Murder of Micco Black

          
        
          
	          Murder on the Blue Swan

          
        
          
	          The Hunt For Sarah

          
        
          
	          The Blood Jewels

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Kate Cavanaugh Mystery Collection

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

Sign up for J.A. Wallace's Mailing List



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    With love to Amy and John
To my readers: Thank you
A special thank you to my editor, J.A. Kadish

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE
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AS KATE COMPLETED HER last lap, she noticed her housekeeper, Estella, waving to her from the edge of the swimming pool. She knew it must be important because Estella, who had a dreadful fear of the water, never came near the pool. “Miss Kate, Miss Kate, your brother is here.”

Pulling herself from the pool, Kate grabbed a towel. “Tommy’s here?” she asked, surprise and concern crossing her face.

“Yes, Miss Kate. He looks worried. He’s in the kitchen. I made him a nice chorizo burrito with some strong coffee. It’s always good to eat when you’re worried,” she said with a motherly smile.

Throwing the towel over her shoulders, Kate hurried into the house. Tommy stood as she entered. She hugged him, then standing back, asked, “What is it, Tommy? Is something wrong with Annie or the kids?”

“No. It’s Mom. I found out something about Mom.”

Shocked, Kate fell into a chair, shivering. “Estella, could you get me a robe, please?” Nodding, Estella hurried from the room.

Tommy poured her some coffee. “Here, drink,” he ordered.

“What did you learn? Is she alive?” Kate asked as Estella handed her the robe. “Tell me. Is Mom alive?”

“I don’t know. What I learned is about Mom’s past. But it may give us some clues to the present. That’s why I came, to talk about what we should do.”

“Let’s go onto the patio so we won’t be in Estella’s way,” Kate said, picking up her coffee. She looked back at Estella as they walked outside, and said, “When Renato gets off the phone, send him out to join us.” 

“Yes, Miss Kate,” Estella said, watching with concern as Tommy followed Kate outside.

They sat at the patio table. A large ceiling fan moved the air lazily above them. The sunlight glittered on the clear blue water of the pool, and Kate’s favorite bougainvillea tree bloomed lushly in the corner of the garden. “What is it, Tommy? What did you learn?”

Tommy leaned back in his chair and said, “It all began when Annie asked me to help her clean out the attic.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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“I NEVER SAW SO MUCH junk in one place,” Annie said. “Look at this.” 

Tommy looked up from rummaging through a large pile of old suitcases in the far corner of the attic. Annie stood, posing in an old racoon coat. Grinning, he said, “I wonder how much that will get us at the flea market next week.”

“Oh, I don’t know. I just might keep it,” Annie said, twirling around. “Maybe I can wear it New Year’s Eve. What do you think?”

He rolled his eyes and said, “Annie, that’s the ugliest coat I’ve ever seen.” 

Laughing, she removed the coat and added it to a growing pile of old clothes destined for the vintage clothing store in Rockland, Maine, before returning to diligently sorting through the three generations of stuff crammed into the attic of the Cavanaugh family farmhouse. 

Growing tired, Tommy pulled the last of the dusty suitcases from the corner. It was an old-fashioned leather make-up case, beige with a gold-plated clasp, popular in the mid-twentieth century. 

Inside, it was filled with photographs, letters, and official looking papers. He sat down under the dormer window and began sorting through the papers. He found two passports. The first was a U.S. passport, issued in 1978 to Deborah Blaze. He studied the photograph. It was his mother. In 1978, she would have been twenty years old, just before she married his father. He looked at the name again, Blaze. He never knew his mother’s maiden name. His father had always refused to discuss her or anything about her. 

Putting that passport aside, he picked up the other one. It was an Israeli passport issued to Deborah Blaze in 1975. Again, he recognized the photograph as his mother. She would have been seventeen years old. Why did his mother have an Israeli passport? Was his mother Jewish? It suddenly all became too much for him and he began to sob, deep wrenching sobs for his mother, who went away when he was eight years old and never came back.

Hearing the sorrowful sounds, Annie looked up to find her husband sitting in the corner, a small suitcase in his lap, wracked with sobs. She rushed to his side and pulled him to her. He pressed his head to her breast, hugging her tightly. She rocked him back and forth in her arms until the weeping stopped. “What is it, Tommy? What is it?” 

––––––––
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LATER, WHEN TOMMY WAS calmer, they sat together at the kitchen table, sorting through the photographs and papers in the suitcase. First, they set aside the few photographs with identifying notations written on the back, such as names, places, or dates, in the hope they could later learn more about the people in them.
Next, they sorted through the papers. Besides the passports, they found a copy of Deborah’s birth certificate and marriage license to Tommy’s father. As much as he wanted to examine these documents more closely, he didn’t want to stop before he had completed sorting through the remaining papers. There were several letters from Haifa, Israel. The temptation became too great, and he couldn’t resist reading one. It was dated December 1967.

Dear Deborah,

My heart cries for you and aunt Matya and Uncle Abel. I want to see you so much, but Papa says it is still too dangerous in Israel and we cannot visit. He says he is going to talk to Uncle Abel again about bringing you all to America. Oh, I do hope you come. We still pray for Yuri every day. 

I miss you so much.

Love, Noa

Who are these people? He wondered, reaching out for his mother’s birth certificate. He inhaled sharply as he read their names, Matya Geller, his grandmother and Abel Blaze, his grandfather. According to the birth certificate, his mother, Deborah, was his grandmother’s second child. Was Yuri his mother’s older brother? 

Turning to Annie, he said, “Look, these are my grandparents. I think Mom had a brother, Yuri, but I’m not sure. Maybe he’s in one of the photographs.”

Annie sorted through the photographs with the notations on the back. “Here he is,” she said, handing Tommy the faded black and white family photograph of Deborah, her parents and her brother, Yuri, taken in 1965. 

Tommy studied the photograph. Looking closely at the young man, his heart skipped a beat. “He looks like me,” he said to Annie.

Smiling, she said, “I noticed that, too.”

“My God, Annie. I have a family I never even knew I had.” He frowned. “But what happened to Yuri?”

Looking puzzled, Annie asked, “Did something happen to him?” 

Tommy handed her the letter. “Yes. Read this.”

“This letter was written in 1967. Wasn’t there a war in Israel in 1967?” She asked.

“Yes, you’re right. There was a war. Do you think Yuri was killed in the war?”

“Maybe. We’ll just need to keep looking. Hopefully, we’ll be able to find Noa. From the letter it sounds like she’s your mother’s cousin.”

“That’s what I thought. So, she’s either a Geller or a Blaze. I’ll look for the envelope later.”

“Let’s keep searching through your mother’s papers. Once we get this all sorted out, we’ll have a better idea of where we should begin our search.”

After dinner and the kids were settled in bed, they sat on the front porch of the old farmhouse, sipping wine and watching the sun slowly set behind the tall pine trees of the hilly valley.

Annie took Tommy’s hand. “How are you feeling about all this?”

“I feel like a dam of emotions has broken over me.” Looking at her, he squeezed her hand and said, “Kate and I have both, in our own way, refused to look at the disappearance of our mother. It was just too painful, I guess. But now it’s hit me in the face, I can’t ignore it any longer.”

“What about Kate? Are you going to tell her about what you found?”

“Yes, I can’t find Noa or learn what happened to Yuri without Kate’s help.”

“How do you think she’ll react?”

“I don’t know. But I think I should tell her soon.”

“I agree. She needs to know what we found.” She stood and took him by the hand. “Now, come to bed, sweetheart.” 

An hour later, he lay sleeping in her arms, while she lay awake worrying about what he would learn about his mother and her sudden disappearance so many years ago. She didn’t have a good feeling about it.

Tommy was up early the next morning. It was August, and his fishing and tour charter business was in full swing. He should be at the harbor supervising the day’s scheduled charters. Instead, he called his brother-in-law and told him he’d be in late. He left a note for Annie, jumped into his beloved vintage Dodge Ram, and headed to his aunt Eireen’s condo in downtown Rockland.

“What brings you here so early, Tommy? Must be something important,” she said, kissing his cheek. “Come with me, we’ll have coffee on the balcony.” 

He couldn’t help but smile. His aunt Eireen, always the free-spirit, was close to seventy and the opposite of his rather proper father. He followed her flowing pink caftan, which amazingly didn’t clash with her brightly dyed red hair, onto the balcony. 

“Now, sit and tell me what’s wrong,” she said, resting her bare feet with their brightly painted green toenails on the balcony rail.

She listened in silence, gazing out over the balcony at the busy downtown street below. When he finished, she remained unmoving.

“Aunt Eireen?” he asked quietly. “Did you know my mother was Israeli?”

She lowered her feet, facing him, and said, “Yes.”

“Yes, and what? What do you know?”

Sighing deeply, she said, “I need a drink. Do you want one?”

“No, I don’t want a drink. It’s eight o’clock in the morning.”

“Well, I definitely do,” she said, standing and walking back into the condo, leaving him sitting on the balcony a bit stunned. 

When she returned, she placed a bottle of brandy on the table with two glasses. “You may change your mind once I tell you what I know.” Pouring herself a shot of brandy, she took a sip and said, “Did you know your mother was a jewelry designer?”

“Yes, Dad mentioned that Mom made jewelry. It was a hobby, I think.”

“It was much more than a hobby, Tommy.”

“Ok,” he said, a bit bewildered. “But what does that have to do with Mom having an Israeli passport?” 

“Everything. It has everything to do with it,” she said, finishing the shot of brandy.
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CHAPTER THREE
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DEBORAH HELD HER SABA’S hand as they walked to the small jewelry shop he owned on Herzl Street, located just three blocks from their apartment in Haifa. Her saba, grandfather in Hebrew, was her favorite person in all the world, and once a week he allowed her to help him in his jewelry shop. Excited, she skipped ahead to the shop and waited impatiently until he unlocked the door.

Saba allowed her to manage the front jewelry counter until the sales clerk arrived. This was a great responsibility, and she was proud to do it, but she was impatient to join him in the back of the shop. It was there he would teach her how to repair the beautiful necklaces and bracelets the customers brought to him. Today, she would repair a broken clasp on a necklace all by herself. 

An hour later, as she held the necklace up and examined the new clasp, the siren began to sound. Israel had launched a pre-dawn attack on Egypt. The six-day war had begun.

––––––––
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A WEEK LATER, DEBORAH sat quietly in the small living room, afraid, wondering if the planes would come back and kill them all. Yuri was dead. He was killed during the Syrian attack on Haifa. Her mama had taken to her bed, and everyone spoke in low tones, even though the bedroom door was closed. She looked over at her papa, sitting in a chair staring out the window. She wanted to climb into his lap, but something stopped her. 
The smell of chicken soup drifted through the apartment. Grandma Blaze hadn’t left the kitchen in days. She continued to cook, but nobody ate. Deborah began to cry, but softly, so she wouldn’t disturb Mama and Papa.

“Enough,” Saba said, putting on his hat. “Come Deborah, I need help in the shop today.” 

She jumped off the sofa, secretly happy to get out of the apartment for a while, but Savta, her grandmother, turned from the stove, frowning. “Simon, I don’t think you should go.”

“Never mind. I’m going, and I’m taking Deborah with me. Come, Deborah.” 

As they walked to the shop, Saba said, “Deborah, life is full of tragedy. We cannot stop it. We must just get through it, and hope for happier days.”

“Yes, Saba, but I don’t know how to stop being sad that Yuri is gone.”

“There is only one way to stop being sad, at least for a little while, and that is to work. So, we will work, little one. I shall teach you and you shall learn how to make beautiful jewelry for the happier times to come.”

––––––––
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AND FOR DEBORAH AND her saba, happier times did come. But so did sad times. Two years after Yuri died, her savta fell in the kitchen while making breakfast and died from a heart attack. Saba was never the same after his dear Miriam died.
The years passed, and Deborah spent all her free time in the jewelry shop helping her saba. She would graduate from high school next month and then she would work with her beloved saba full time.

“Deborah,” Saba called from the back of the shop. “Mrs. Schmitz wants you to design her a necklace and earrings for her son’s wedding next month. Rubies, she wants rubies,” he said, laughing. “She told me she won’t be outdone by the bride’s mother.”

“I can do that. I have a design I think will be perfect for Mrs. Schmitz.”

“That’s good,” he said, walking from the back of the store. “You are a good girl, Deborah. You make your saba proud.” He kissed her cheek. “Now, I’m a bit tired. I’ll leave you to close the shop.”

“Of course, Saba,” she said, watching him walk down the street, her heart filled with love.

The next morning, when her saba didn’t come to breakfast, her father went to wake him. Saba was dead. He’d died peacefully in his sleep. 

Deborah could not be consoled. She remained in her room, ate little, and barely slept. She could not bring herself to enter the jewelry shop. Unable to shake her from her grief, and still struggling with their own grief over the loss of Yuri, and not able to help her themselves, her parents sent her to stay with her aunt and uncle and her cousin, Noa, in America. She was seventeen years old.

––––––––
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A YEAR LATER, DEBORAH was still living in New York City with her cousin Noa, Aunt Ruth, and Uncle David, and working in the family’s jewelry shop. Every Sunday she took the subway from their large apartment to the flea-market near Central Park, where she sold the jewelry she designed in the back of her uncle’s jewelry store. 
This particular Sunday, just before closing, a man in a dark suit, wearing a fedora, approached her stand and asked if she was the granddaughter of Simon Blaze. She had been in New York City long enough to be wary of strangers, especially strange men asking questions. She looked him straight in the eye and asked, “Who are you?”

He pulled out his passport and handed it to her. He was from Israel. “Well, Jacob, what is it you want with me?”

“We’d like you to help us as your grandfather, Simon, did.”

She narrowed her eyes and said, “Who are you, exactly, and how did my grandfather help you?”

“Can we take a walk? This is not the best place to talk?”

“No, not until you convince me who you are?”

He pulled out a small photograph of her grandfather with two men, taken shortly before his death. One of the men was Jacob. “Let’s take a walk and I’ll explain everything.”

She studied him for a long moment before saying, “I need to pack-up.”

“Let me help you,” he said, smiling.

They walked along a quiet path until they came to a bench overlooking one of the many ponds in Central Park. “Let’s sit,” Jacob said, leading her to the park bench.

Deborah sat stiffly on the bench, looking straight ahead, holding the satchel containing her jewelry in her lap. She turned her head toward Jacob and demanded, “What do you want from me? And what exactly did my grandfather do for you?”

Jacob leaned back against the bench and said, “It’s a long story, so I shall begin at the end. Your grandfather assisted us by making copies of specific pieces of jewelry when we requested it.”

“Who are you, exactly?”

“Have you heard of Mossad?”

She stared at him, then asked in a quiet voice. “Saba was part of Mossad?”

“Not exactly, but he did perform this service for us on occasion.”

“And you want me to do the same?”

“Yes.”

“No,” she said, firmly. “I’m no spy. I don’t even live in Israel any longer.”

“Do you know how your saba came to be in Israel?”

He was watching her intently. She shook her head. “He would not speak of it. He only said the bad times are over and now we have a homeland, Israel.”

He leaned closer to her, placing his arm across the back of the bench. “Simon loved you, Deborah. He spoke of you often. He was training you to replace him. He knew he didn’t have long to live. The doctor had told him.”

“He
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