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Prologue


Holland Fox was born in the twentieth century and
orphaned at an early age and took to pick-pocking and stealing from
the rich for her means of making a living. At a Halloween party,
dressed as an eighteen century maid, she filled her pockets with
gems. When Holland is recognized by a detective who arrested her
when she was a teenager she makes a run for it. In her attempt to
escape she is hit by a car. Holland awakened in eighteen hundred
and forty-two, in the nineteenth century, looking into the handsome
face of an earl.

Lord Paxton Barrette, Earl of
Wellington believed it was his horse drawn coach that struck the
servant and took her back to his estate. Of course, eventually they
fell in love but she could not stay away from stealing and when
Paxton found out that she was a thief, he helped her see the error
of her ways. She then discovered that he had a secret of his own.
Paxton was a double agent spy for the British Intelligent Agency.
They both got involved with a case of espionage and when setting a
trap to catch a spy Paxton got shot and died. But that was not the
last of him, he returned as a ghost to help Holland catch the
leader of the spry ring Reinhardt who was the director of the
agency and who threatened to release a deadly virus. After the case
was closed and thousands of lives were saved, Holland insisted on
going to France to help a woman whose letter she discovered in the
director’s possession. It appeared that this woman was Reinhardt’s
lover and she was in hiding and accused of killing her
husband.

Once again Holland is caught up in
espionage when she is determined to help the French lady who was
falsely accused of killing her husband. With the help of four
orphaned boys she worked her way into a spy organization and helped
the British Intelligence Agency capture a small spy ring. Holland
realized she cannot leave the orphans behind and brings the four
boys and a girl back to England. She adopts two of the boys and
settled down to and to live a new life as a mother. She also
continued her life with her spirit lover Paxton Barnette, the late
Earl of Wellington.

 


 


Way back in time...it was
said,

lived a princess with hair of
red.

Her eyes were large emeralds of
green;

by far the loveliest but saddest ever
seen.

Ordered to marry the horrible
earl

left her an unhappy and terrified
girl.

She sat in her room, crying many
tears

but they didn’t wash away all her
fears.

The earl said to the king, “You must
stop this

or I’ll put a curse on the lovely
princess.

Her eyes will go dark; she’ll no
longer cry,

and her river of tears will soon run
dry.”

The king paced the floor feeling
dread,

thinking over what the earl had
said.

He begged his daughter, “Please listen
to me

or you’ll be cursed and unable to
see.”

From: The Necklace Of Teardrops.

 



CHAPTER ONE


Never Say Never…

 


“Darling,” said Paxton
snuggling closer to Holland. She sighed, totally relaxed after
their love making. She could always count on the earl to give her
the comfort she needed after a busy day managing the casino,
Saiah’s Palace and spending time with Jacques and Eugene, her
adopted sons.

“I know I have said this
umpteen times but I am very proud of you these past five years,” he
praised her as he twirled a lock of her walnut hair around his
finger. She kept it just long enough to put into a ponytail, the
way she also worn it in the twenty-first century. She adapted too
many things in the era but she also stayed firm on her own habits;
like not wearing bloomers, or girdles. She had to smile recalling
the first time the cook saw her in a short dress without stockings.
The servant almost went into epileptic shock.

“Now,” he interrupted her
thoughts, “Jacques will be turning eighteen in a few months and
Eugene will be thirteen next week. You have run my Casino, Saiah’s
Palace like a fine tuned instrument; made a luxurious apartment
above the place, including a water closet; a beautiful ladies’
salon downstairs for the many women who now come to gamble. And, of
course, it goes without saying, opening the little
café by buying the
abandoned building next door and naming it Little Sister Café, keeping my
sister Saiah in mind is doing quite well. You, my lady, also
managed to raise two wonderful boys, and stayed out of
trouble.”

“Yes, my Lord Barnette,
I’ve been very busy being a model lover and mother,
but…”

Paxton groaned. “I do not like the
sound of that My Lady Foxx!” he grumbled.

She rubbed her leg up his hoping to
win him over with a little sweet persuasion. Paxton was over six
feet but she was five feet ten inches and they fit perfectly
together as they lay entwined in each other’s arms. Holland felt
him stiffen and she knew he needed a little more coaxing so she
fondled his manhood making him groan.

“Now that I have your full
attention there is something I need to discuss with you,” she
purred kissing his neck.

A snort of derision followed as he
yanked her hand away. “That vixen look in your pale blue eyes will
not work either,” he rasped, but his voice was not very
convincing.

She giggled. “Okay, your
loss,” she taunted. She knew she was not the only one missing out
on another moment of passion. But, she had to talk with him.
After he calms down from my news I’ll have my way
with him. Men are easy.

She moved away a few inches and
sighed, hoping he would not just vanish. It was a frustrating habit
of his when he’s extremely irked at her so she crossed her fingers
and said, “Paxton, the boys are at an age when they don’t need me
so much. Jacques will be off to college next year and Eugene is
very self-reliant, and spends most of his time helping the staff in
the casino’s kitchen. He loves to cook and I think he will be a
fine chief someday. Now,” she touched his bare chest. “Please hear
me out.” She ignored the rolling of his eyes and continued, “Walter
Fleming stopped by earlier asking for my help in a case.” She could
see the smoke coming out of his ears and quickly uttered, “Honey
his uncle, Captain Norton, the chief of Scotland Yard was murdered
in his home last night.”

She held her breath: at least he was
still beside her. She felt him relax somewhat and he sighed sadly.
“I am sorry to hear that and…I am hesitant to probe, but, what does
that have to do with you, my love?”

“Walter asked me to keep
my ears open among my gamblers. He knows how well liked I am by the
patrons, especially the men.”

“Aye, I know that also,”
he mumbled.

She giggled. “Is my lord jealous?” she
ran her hand down his chest.

“Moi?” he quipped. “You know I am able to spook any man who gets
too close to you.” He stroked her breasts and whispered hotly into
her ear. “Now, let’s finish what you have started and we’ll discuss
this further in the morning.”

Ah, my man is so
predictable.

Holland succumbed to his
masterful touch never tiring of how he could bring her to the
heavens and back. He is a spirit and who knew better about heaven?
It has been five years since his death and he still could rock her
world. But at times she felt sorry because it was her involvement
with the British Intelligence Agency and Walter Fleming that got
him shot. And it saddened her thinking that maybe someday he will
be gone, like in the movie, The Ghost and
Mrs. Meier.

Lying in his arms Holland had mixed
feeling. She was happy but she missed her adventuress life style.
Although, she was a thief back in the twenty-first century, every
day was thrilling. She was orphaned at a young age and quit high
school. She was arrested twice for shop- lifting and served time in
a juvenile jail. It was at the Halloween party where she helped
cater the affair in South Hampton, in a maid’s costume, that she
was nearly caught. Running from the police she was hit by a car and
awoke in the eighteen hundreds. It took her a while to adjust to
the fact that she had traveled back in time but her life was not
boring for the first two years. She wanted adventure and this might
just fit the bill. With her photographic memory and her love of
reading and movies, she thought that being a sleuth would just be
what the doctor ordered.

The next morning at
breakfast her sons joined her. “Morning Mère,” they said in union and then
proceeded to the cart to load up their plates with bacon, eggs and
croissants.

Growing boys can sure eat
a lot.

“Morning my dears, did you
sleep well?” she asked her usual question. Once again she marveled
how different young males were at these times. No staying up late
to watch T.V. or play video games. No texting or listening to
modern rap or oldies but goodies on the radio. That was one thing
she was grateful for. No playing on their iPhone at the table, but
then she sighed inwardly, they would never know what the distant
future held in store for young adults. I
guess there’s good and bad in everything.

“Oui,” replied Eugene, and gobbled up his food.

“Oui,” answered Jacques munching on a piece of bacon.

“Jacques have you given
any more thought on what profession you’d like to be in. You know
only six more months and you’ll be eighteen and after summer break
off to college you go.”

He gulped down another bite of food
and studied his plate for a few moments. Holland hairs on the back
of her next tickled; he was hesitant to tell her what was on his
mind.

“What is it?” she
probed.

He wiped his mouth with a napkin and
shrugged. “I am not sure but I am toying with the idea of joining
the Queens navy and see the world.”

He stomach clenched, “Honey, you’ll
not be doing much sightseeing.”

Eugene snickered. “Did you forget how
sea sick you were when we sailed here from France.”

“That was something I ate.
I was fine after I lost it,” he sneered. “Mind your own business
and go bake a cake, M’sieu
know-it-all!” he snapped.

Holland rolled her
eyes. Somethings never change no matter
what century.

“Now boys, please. Eugene
please go to the café and help Gaston in the kitchen; it can use a good cleaning.”
Jacques chuckled. But when he saw Holland give him the warning
stare he sobered. She was not happy at his decision but he was of
age to make one on his own, so reluctantly she said, “Honey, I will
not stand in your way no matter what you chose to do with your
life. But, being a mother I worry about the chance of a war. If
this is what you really want, then you have my
blessing.”

“Me also,” agreed Paxton
appearing behind her.

She forced a smile. “I guess it’s two
against one.”

Jacques leaped from the
chair and gave her a warm kiss on her cheek. “I love you
Mère.”
He slapped Paxton on the back with a grin, “You
too sir.”

When she as alone with Paxton she
groused, “Why do you always interfere when your opinion is not
wanted.”

He pulled her off the chair and kissed
her neck. “You never mind me giving an opinion on your lovely
body,” he whispered into her ear as he fondled a breast.

Holland moaned but pushed him away.
“I’m not that easy, my lord!” she fibbed. She so wanted to jump his
bones but she had work to do. Fighting the urge to surrender she
rasped, “I love you but I have some bookkeeping to attend
to.”

“Are you sure?” he opened
a few buttons on her blouse and planted butterfly kisses down her
cleavage making her suck in a breath as that wonderful sensation
stirred in the pit of her stomach and lower.

The hell with my booking
keeping, it can wait. Dammit I am easy!

 


After a little morning
delight Holland got busy on her daily chores. Since she started her
day later than usual the books will have to wait but then Robby,
her manager, always double checks her ledgers, so this time she
could let that job lapse and go to the café to speak to the head
chef.

Eugene was busy mopping the floors
looking not too pleased. She gave him a loving smile but it did
nothing to remove the frown. She knew he’d rather be helping Gaston
Lalonde cook but cleaning comes with the territory. Gaston walked
into the kitchen wearing his chef hat and a greeting
smile.

“Morning
Mademoiselle Foxx.” His
green eyes twinkled. He was a sweet Frenchman and always in a happy
disposition that she had grown to love him like a father. He was
short and plump, a condition she figured from sampling all his good
cooking.

“Morning Gaston, what’s on
the menu today?” she inquired.

Ah, my chéri, your favorite,
Cordon bleu; chicken
stuffed with ham and Swiss cheese. Also, sweet potatoes, and
carrots topped with brown sugar.”

“Yummy, I will be your
first customer.”

He laughed, and said, “And what else
is new?”

She giggled. “I see you’re picking up
some of my saying, er?”

“Well, you do have a
bizarre way of saying things, my chéri.”

She touched his arm lovingly and
declared, “I’ll be back,” imitating Arnold Swartzenegger. “I’ll
leave you in good hands with my grumpy son,” she winked.

As Holland walked back into the casino
she saw Robby speaking to the help preparing for another night of
business. She explained to him that she not done the books and that
she had something important to do. Of course, he declared that it
was no problem and would double check the ledgers just to make
sure. She decided to visit Walter at the agency to see if he had
heard anything more about his uncle’s murder.

Because she had started to work for
Walter five years ago many of the staff remembered her and greeted
her as she walked to his office. Holland smiled seeing Jackie at
the far end of the room; she was Walter’s secretary of three
months. It took a little twisting of Walter’s arm to talk him into
hiring a female, but she was not one who was easily deterred. She
met Jackie at the casino one night as she was walking by the Fargo
table. Fargo is a challenging game, with aspects of both straight
pool and rotation, and it is suitable for both beginner and expert
player. It was something like pool, but then different. The
player’s game score is the total of the scores for these ten
innings. In each inning, the player scores points until he either
misses or succeeds in shooting all fifteen balls.

The dealer called, “Bets down please.
All wagers are down.” A pretty redhead was playing. “House wins on
seven,” cried the dealer and the women sighed. She then went to the
dice table and Holland followed her because the red head was not
the usual female one would see here. She wore no jewelry and her
gown was plain and worn looking.

The young lady blew on the dice
hopping to roll a seven or eleven to win. If she rolled a two,
three or twelve, that’s crap and she loses. If she rolled any other
number it becomes the point. The purpose of the “Come Out” roll so
to set the point, which can be, four, five, six, eight, nine, or
ten. The dealer then places a puck marker, “on” above the number
printed on the table.

Holland held her breath for her but
she lost and then she went to the Roulette wheel, but lost again.
The women, practically in tears, ran to the ladies’ lounge and
Holland followed. She sat by the weeping woman and asked, “Can I
help you miss?”

Startled, the woman sprang from her
seat and wiped away the tears and snuffled, “Oh, I’m sorry,” she
blubbered. She started to leave but Holland touched her arm.
“Please, tell me what I can do to help you? I suspect that you came
here to win but lost all you have. Now, sit again, and tell me your
problems besides money? And tell me your name.”

She sat and sniffled wiping her nose
on the hem of her tattered gown. “I am Jaqueline Spencer and know I
was foolish to try my luck since it has been so bad lately. My
husband left me over a month ago after five years. When I married
him my family disowned me for marrying him because they said he was
only after my money and they were right.” She heaved a deep sigh,
“I was a spinster at twenty-five but I was happy that someone
wanted to marry me. I hid what little he gave me for household
spending for the past five years and came here. I cannot pay my
rent and tomorrow I will be out on the streets.”

Holland thought for a moment. “Jackie.
Um, might I call you that?”

She nodded. “Aye, my nanny
did.”

“I have to assume that you
had a good education before you married.”

“Aye, I did.”

“Good,” Holland exclaimed
and put Jackie up in her spare room. In a week Jackie had a new
wardrobe and a job.

Holland walked over to the desk and
smiled. “Hi Jackie, how are you doing?”

Jackie jumped up and rounded the desk
giving Holland a warm hug. “I’m doing just fine, thanks to you. And
I took your advice and went to see my parents. They welcomed me
back with open arms. They asked me live with them but I said that I
was now a new, modern woman; again thanks to you. I told them that
I am happy living on my own.”

“Good for you,” Holland
praised.

And good for me for
helping another woman think and act for herself!

“Patting yourself on the
back again, err?” Paxton whispered into her ear.

Holland groaned inwardly. It was bad
enough that he followed her around but that he could read her
mind.

“Go away, why are you
here?” she mumbled softly as he entered Walter’s office.

Walter looked up. “Hello Holland did
you say something?”

“Um, oh, I said I’m glad
you’re here.” She gave Paxton a poke with her elbow to leave her
but he simply blew on the back of her neck. She tried to ignore the
chills he sent up her spine and sat. After the usual formalities of
how his wife Vickie was doing with their two children and the three
orphans she had brought back with her from France they had adopted
were faring well, she asked, “Have you heard anything more about
your uncle’s murder?” she quickly asked and sat on the chair in
front of his desk.

Walter heaved a sad sigh and answered,
“Nay, I have not. When the housekeeper found him that morning
slumped over his desk with a kitchen knife protruding out of his
back, she nearly fainted. It took a while before she was calm
enough to answer any questions. As far as we know, she didn’t hear
anything or anyone, but her hearing is poor, so anyone could have
broken into the house. I am grateful that his daughter was away at
boarding school at the time; it was my sad duty to send a letter to
the school of her father’s demise.”

Holland sighed sadly. “I’m sorry to
hear he had a daughter, I did not know that.”

“She was not on good terms
with her father because she didn’t want to be sent away. But after
her mother died, my uncle was too distressed to take care of her
and he buried himself in his work.”

Holland tsked and said, “Life’s too
short to hold grudges, especially towards a parent.” Then she
quickly changed the subject and inquired, “Was there any sign of
forced entry?”

“Nay, so I have to suspect
my uncle knew his killer.”

Holland chewed on her bottom lip in
thought and then asked aloud, “Do you suppose it was someone who
works in Scotland Yard and if you do, then why?”

Walter scratched his chin. “I believe
it is more than a possibility that it was. He told me a while back
that he was looking into corruption in his ranks, but that’s all he
said.”

That wouldn’t surprise her; there were
always crooked cops throughout time. Especially during prohibition
when corruption was rampart. Thanks to her photograph memory she
remembered when she had read how sixty percent of police were
bootleggers including Federal police. George Cassidy a Senator had
helped at least eighty percent of lawmakers break the law. This
included Roy Olmstead, a Seattle police officer who paid police and
city officials regularly to keep their mouths shut. It’s a shame
but there is still corruption in the twenty-first
century.

Sometimes having a photographic memory
is not a good thing, especially when her past knowledge of the
future reminded her how some things never change.

 


 


Ignoring words her father said she
refused to wed,

so the earl placed a curse upon her
lovely head.

The witch who was ordered to cast the
spell

made a mistake, she wasn’t feeling so
well.

Instead of lizard’s feet, and frog’s
legs,

she used buzzard’s feet and frog’s
eggs.

The beautiful princess lost her
sight

but her tears hardened shiny and
bright.

Tiny teardrops crystallized on her
cheek,

but each tear shed made her pale and
weak.

From: The Necklace Of Teardrops.

 



CHAPTER TWO


Wishful Thinking…

Two Weeks Later…

Sitting in her office Holland had a
suspicion that Walter’s uncle kept a book on who he suspected of
being corrupted and the case he was working on. She had asked
Walter if the police found anything, papers or notes that his uncle
might have left. Leaving a clue but he said that the place was
searched but no book was found. Well, Walter did not know who he
was dealing with. Once a second story thief, her talent of finding
secret hiding places was still in her blood. Since the house was
now empty and the servant left to find other employment, there was
nothing stopping her from breaking in and searching the
place.

Nothing but Paxton,
she reminded herself.

She groaned inwardly at that thought.
And of course, at that moment he appeared sitting on the edge of
her desk.

He grumbled, “I know that look, what
are you thinking, m’lady?”

She sorted, “As if you don’t
know.”

“I can only read your mind
when I’m here, but if I have to guess it has something to do with
Walter’s murdered uncle. What devious plan is rolling around in
that thick head of yours?”

She might as well come clean; there
was no hiding from a spirit, especially Paxton. She took a deep
breath and confessed, “I’m going to search Captain Norton’s house.
I am positive that he kept a journal of his suspicions of who he
believed were corrupt lawmen.” She also believed many police turned
a blind eye. What if a Bobbie found a ledger and hid it from
Walter? It was up to her to find the truth!

“My dear, are you sure
that’s just not wishful thinking on your part? That it’s just an
excuse to stick your pretty nose where it does not belong?” He
stood and approached her pulling her into his embrace. “I thought
that you were content with your life, raising two boys, running a
casino and a café.” He nibbled on her neck, rubbing a thumb across a breast and
adding, “And keeping me satisfied in bed, hmmm?”

Holland sighed. “I am darling and if
it were any other man I’d not be interested but the captain was
Walter’s uncle and I also knew the man, even if it was briefly. I
just want to see if I can find the book and if I do, I’ll leave the
rest up to Walter and Scotland Yard.”

Paxton raised a brow and laughed
without humor. “Excuse me if I do not believe you.”

“All right, I pinky
swear.” She did and crossed her other fingers behind her
back.

 


Since Paxton could not
talk Holland out of her foolish quest, he decided to be her
lookout. This is no way to earn your way
into heaven, he scolded himself. He
snorted at that thought. As far as he was concerned what would
heaven be like without Holland? Paradise can wait.

“Now darling remember to
give me a whistle if anyone comes,” Holland instructed. “I do not
expect anyone, but a Bobbie might show up.”

“Aye my Lady Thief, I was
hoping that you’d never return to your old ways but if breaking
into there is for, what you consider a good reason, then I’ll
protect you, but just this once!” he warned sternly.

She kissed him and promised that he
would get his reward that night. He smiled thinly and he voiced
mockingly, “I am not that easy, my pet.”

The look she gave him was one of faint
amusement and she said, “Year right!”

She left him standing there eating
humble pie. She knew him too well.

Holland ran to the rear of the house
and climbed the big old oak tree. As she suspected the balcony door
was unlocked. And if it was not she could easily pick the lock.
After fumbling around in the dark for a few minutes, the moon came
out from behind a dark cloud and she found a candle on the night
stand. Using the matches that sat beside the candle she lit it and
proceeded to search his dresser, under the mattress and through his
clothes. She figured her best bet would be the library and
office.

She checked his desk for a
hidden compartment, or a false bottom but there was none. Looking
around she bit her lower lip in thought. She recalled him telling
her that night, five years ago, at the stakeout, that his favorite
book was Charles Dicken’s, Oliver
Twist. She scanned the books seeing the
book along with A Christmas Carol;
published four years ago; one of her favorites
along with A Tale Of Two
Cities.

“Ah ha!” she exclaimed
aloud. Sure enough, inside the book was a piece of folded paper.
And she read:

My dear Nephew Walter; If you are reading this then I have been
murdered. As you well know, the streets are overrun with street
urchins, trained to pick pockets and stealing. The department has
been aware of a man named Clancy Hoff, who is training the boys and
some girls to become thieves. But, as of yet Scotland Yard has not
been able to apprehend the man. I have no proof, but I have my
suspicions on who might be taking a bribe in my department and
warning Hoff and other trainers whenever we plan to raid a pub or
lodge where we suspect stolen goods are stored. The place was
always empty when we arrived. Someone in the department is in
cahoots with the thieves. I hope you can find the man and my
killer. Good luck.

She may not have finished High School
but she spent many hours in The Public Library reading her favorite
subject history so she knew too well the history of how criminal
bosses trained young boys to steal. Then later the stolen goods
were fenced in pubs or lodging houses called, ‘Flash-house’. These
boys were called ‘lads-men’. The most famous criminal trainer she
recalled to mind was Thomas Duggin. Also, Charles King ran a group
of professional pickpockets that was especially troublesome. It was
particularly profitable for young thieves and took place mostly in
crowded places such as Fairs, marketplaces and public executions.
Charles Dickens ‘Olive Twist’ was a great example of child labor,
the recruitment of children as criminals and the presence of street
children.

She shook her head sadly but she was
pleased when she had read that the Juvenile Offenses Act was passed
this year. It stated that children under fourteen of age should be
tried in a special court, not an adult court. Before this year
children were sent to adult prison and hard labor. Even children at
the age of twelve were hanged.

She pulled her eyebrows in
thought trying to recall the name Clancy Hoff in all the history
books she had read; that named was never mentioned anywhere in this
era so she had assume that the man was never caught. Well, that
didn’t deter her from her mission but…then she thought of the
possibility of changing history if he was apprehended. She paused
at that notion knowing that any change in history could cause a
butterfly effect. Who knew what drastic changes would be made by
capturing the man. But first things first; it was more important to
find the killer of Captain Norton. Glancing again at the letter Holland frowned.
I wonder why the captain left this message for
Walter in the book.

“It’s a possibility that
the captain promised Walter his collection of books.”

Holland’s heart fell to her stomach.
“Dammit Paxton, you scared the hell out of me!” she ranted. “You’re
supposed to be watching! Some lookout you are!”

He hooted, and pointed out, “It will
take more than me to scare the hell out of you, my
lady.”

She punched him in the chest, “That’s
the last time I ask for your help!”

He snorted. “Do not make promises you
cannot keep.” He thought he heard her teeth grind but she ignored
his sarcasm and said that she needed to go to see Walter the first
thing in the morning, before he left for work.

 


Holland was always welcomed in the
Fleming’s home. Her best friend Vickie, Walter’s wife was her maid
when she first woke up in this century. Holland still had fond
memories of how she almost gave the girl the vapers when she
refused to conform to the nineteenth century’s dress code. Girdles
and bloomers were not in her wardrobe since she liked to go
commando in her century. After a while she and Vickie grew close
and when she returned from France with three orphaned boys and one
girl, Walter and Vickie adopted four year old Lamar (who was then
called Skinny) and his one year old sister Renée,(who he called
Munchkin.)

The front odor opened after a few
minutes and Stella, the house keeper answered.

Holland greeted her with a warm smile
and the woman smiled in return. “Sorry to disturb you so early,”
she apologized, “but it is imperative that I speak to Mr. Fleming
before he leaves for work.”

She nodded and stepped aside. “Come in
mum, ee’s in the study.”

Holland heard quarreling and suddenly
Lamar and Renée ran in. They had grown so much since she had last
seen them. The boy was now nine and the girl was six and they were
both yanking on a leash tied to a bull dog. The dog tugged at the
leash pulling Renée off her feet. She cried out as the dog pounced
on Holland. Stella stepped in and yanked on the collar pulling the
canine off of her.

“Get orf!” She yanked him
back and grumbled, “Sorry mum but those two ruffians ‘ave the same
argument every morn on whose turn it is to walk the darn
mutt!”

Holland smiled and reached down to pet
the dog telling him that there was no hard feeling. In return he
slobbered over her hand.

“What’s all the commotion
in here!” cried Walter entering the foyer.

“Lamar said it’s his turn
to walk General,” whined the girl.

“It is!” snapped the boy,
folding his arms to show he was determined to win.

But the girl out did him by
blubbering, crying
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