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New Orleans, Louisiana
May 23, 1918
The soulful, haunting jazz notes of a saxophone reverberated throughout the lower French Quarter as if serenading the lonely hearts and slumbering residents within its limits.

He paused, tilting his head as he listened with eyes closed. The melody soothed him, but could not entirely calm the rage within. He had a task to complete and would not be deterred.

Opening his eyes, he surveyed the fence surrounding the house attached to a bar and grocery at the corner of Magnolia and Upperline, across the cobblestone street from where he stood in the darkness beyond the lit streetlamp. He fingered the small tool in his pocket as he smirked, imagining how easily he would remove a panel from the rear door and silently enter unbeknownst to the sleeping occupants.

In the distance he could hear the heavy tread of footsteps and he eased deeper into the shielding darkness of night, leaning against the cold brick of a building. He waited, impatiently, until the repetitive sound of footsteps faded in the opposite direction from where he lurked.

He pulled the brim of his hat lower to conceal his face as he looked to the right and then to the left before hurriedly crossing the street. Within minutes, he had lithely scaled the fence and skillfully removed the panel to the rear door before unlocking it.

Cautiously, he eased the door open and as he did, he noticed an axe leaning against the exterior wall of the abode. He smirked before grasping the wooden handle of the tool in his large hand. Stealthily, he entered, passing through the kitchen, and silently traversing a hallway to the room where a man and his wife slept. He tightened his grip on the axe and smiled sinisterly before entering the bedroom.

****
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“Brace yourself, Teddy. The murder scene is a bit gory,” Detective Harry Dodson cautioned while standing in a deceptively casual pose, leaning against the exterior doorframe at the rear of the house.

Detective Theodore Obitz scowled as he nodded, passing his partner, and crossing over the threshold into the darkened interior. He stood in the kitchen which appeared clean, tidy, and undisturbed. But the metallic scent of blood, mingled with the prevailing odor of death, was unmistakable and assailed the detective’s senses.

Tossing his words over his shoulder and addressing his partner, Detective Orbitz queried, “How many bodies?”

“Two...Joseph Maggio, a grocer and saloon owner, and his wife, Katherine.”

“Who discovered the bodies?” the detective pressed.

“Joseph Maggio’s three brothers...Andrew, Jacob and Salvadore,” Detective Dodson responded, consulting the notes written in his small notebook.

Detective Ortiz jerked his head toward his partner. “Three individuals discovered the body?” Looking around the small kitchen, he added, “Did all four brothers live here?”

Detective Dodson shook his head. “No. Only Andrew Maggio lived here with his brother Joseph and his wife. He stated that he woke around 4:45 a.m. and heard moaning coming from the room next to his. He pounded his fist on the connecting wall, but heard no response to his loud thumps. So, he ran down the block to his brother Jacob’s house, roused him and together they went to Salvadore’s house, waking him. All three brothers returned here and discovered the bodies.”

Detective Ortiz frowned, furrowing his brow, as he jerked his face toward Dodson. “A bit odd, do you not think? Why didn’t Andrew just enter his brother’s bedroom on his own if he sensed that something was wrong?”

“Claims he was exceedingly drunk when he got home, spending the night drinking in excess to celebrate that he was accepted into the Navy. So, he stated that he was not thinking clearly when he heard groans coming from his brother’s bedroom. He got scared.”

“Interesting...” Ortiz observed. “We will need to check his whereabouts last night and confirm that what he claims is truth.” He lowered to his haunches as he examined a missing panel from the rear exterior door. “I assume this is the point of entry.”

“Yes. We discovered a screwdriver in the back yard. We surmise that it was the tool used to break open the panel and gain entry to the kitchen. We also discovered a bloody razor, blood-soaked suit, and socks in the neighbor’s backyard.”

Ortiz stood to his full height. “Were both victims dead when the brothers discovered their bodies?”

“No. The husband was still alive. So, while one brother summoned the police, Andrew telephoned for the Charity Hospital ambulance. But, when the ambulance arrived, Joseph Maggio was dead. The bodies have not yet been removed, preserving the scene.”

“Where is the bedroom where the crime took place?”

“Crime scene is in the bedroom down this hallway,” Dodson indicated as he gestured to his right.  

Detective Ortiz slowly traversed the hallway with heavy footsteps as Detective Dodson trailed in his wake. The closer they drew to the bedroom, the more intense was the metallic odor assailing their senses.

Reaching the doorway to the bedroom, Detective Ortiz abruptly halted before crossing the threshold, visually examining the carnage in full view.

Blood splatter stained the far wall with a spraying pattern extending seven feet toward the ceiling. Joseph Maggio was sprawled on the blood-soaked bed, lying diagonally, with his bare feet touching the wooden floor. On the blood-stained floor, stretched across her husband’s feet as if posed, lay a nearly decapitated woman...his wife of fifteen years.

Detective Ortiz sighed as he closed his eyes. “I have no doubt that this bloody scene will forever haunt us, causing endless nightmares.”

“Aye, to be sure.”

“Detectives, we found something,” a high-pitched voice announced.

Both detectives turned in the direction of the voice. “What is it, officer?”

“We found a chalk-written message written on the sidewalk about a block from here.”

The detectives hurriedly followed the young man as he led them further down the block to the chalked message.

There on the sidewalk were scribbled words...Mrs. Maggio is going to sit up tonight, just like Mrs. Toney.
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London, England

“Oh, my!”

Reginald Pierson lifted his eyes to his gasping wife and lowered his broadsheet to his lap before removing the gold wire-rimmed reading glasses perched on his bulbous nose. “What is wrong, dear? You suddenly look rather pale.”

Hortense Pierson lifted her eyes from the letter she had just read. Her expression was one of confusion and regret, causing the wrinkles on her face to deepen. “I...I...have just received a correspondence from a solicitor in New Orleans, Louisiana. My cousin, Teresa, has...died.”

Reginald grimaced. “Teresa...? I do not recall you mentioning a cousin named Teresa living across the pond.”

Hortense shook her head and her salt and pepper curls bopped in response. “She was estranged from my family for many, many years. Against her father’s wishes, she married an Italian man and together they sailed to America, settling in New Orleans, apparently.”

“So, the letter from the solicitor simply informs you of her death?”

“Yes, it informs me of her death and also...that I am the sole beneficiary of her Last Will and Testament. I have inherited property...a grocery store with an attached apartment.”

“Interesting. But, why would she leave an inheritance to you?”

Hortense’s eyes welled with tears. “We were once very close. She and I were but a year apart in age. And, when she wed Vincenzo and left England, some thirty years ago, we corresponded for a few years. Unbeknownst to the rest of my family, mind you. Or, I too might have been disowned.” She looked down at the letter grasped in quivering fingers. “She and Vincenzo were unable to have children. So...I imagine she had no one other than me to bequeath her estate.”

“Still...it seems rather odd to have left a grocery store and apartment to you.” Reginald absentmindedly stroked his gray beard as he contemplated the oddity.

“Yes, it is. And also, quite inconvenient as the property is in America and yet, I am asked to attend the reading of the Will,” Hortense stated with a bemused look on her aging face. “To quote the letter...’it is strongly recommended that I attend the reading.’ But the letter gives no indication as to how she died.” Hortense gasped as she covered her mouth with a fisted hand. “Mayhap, there was foul play.”

“You needn’t let your imagination run wild, my dear. Mayhap, the choice of wording... ‘strongly recommended’ is typical American manipulative phrasing. Americans can be quite pushy.” Reginald replaced his reading glasses once again onto his nose before turning his attention back his newspaper, lifting the broadsheet with both hands to resume his reading, as he murmured, “Simply pen your regrets that you cannot attend and request a copy of the Will.”

Hortense frowned as a thought began to germinate in her brain. She lowered her eyes to the letter she clasped in a hand resting on her lap, deep in thought for several moments. Hesitantly, she responded, “No, Reginald, I do not think that I will pen my regrets.”

Reginald lowered the broadsheet to his lap as he questioningly stared, over his wire-rimmed glasses, at his wife. “Beg pardon?”

Lifting her chin, she pugnaciously responded, “I shall send a solicitor in my stead.”

Reginald shook his head. “What are you prattling on about, Hortense?”

“I believe we shall ask Kelsey to go to America and attend the reading.”

“Kelsey...why ever would we send Kelsey to New Orleans, Louisiana?”

“Think about it, darling. It has been nearly two years since we lost our beautiful daughter, Louisa, and her stillborn babe. We carry the pain of that loss in our hearts, daily, but we have faced the fact that life carries on. You recently encountered Kelsey’s father, Evan Zane, at White’s Club and he expressed great concern regarding Kelsey’s mental health. Kelsey is still grieving the loss of Louisa and his son. To quote Evan Zane, Kelsey seems to live in a catatonic state, unable to move beyond his grief. Perhaps, sending him to America with a purpose, in my stead, will somehow force him to face...life.”

“Ah, I see your point,” Reginald responded as he once again removed his reading glasses off his nose. “I, too, have been very worried about Kelsey. Evan Zane explained that Kelsey lives a reclusive life style, never attending family functions and refusing most visitors, including his many siblings, to his townhome. He wallows in his grief, only leaving his home for his law office where he works long hours, often into the late hours of evening. No doubt, working endless hours to ease his pain and temporarily forget his loss.”

“I will send him a missive, requesting him to visit as I have a favor to ask of him.” She smiled. “He would never refuse my request...a request coming from the mother of the woman he so deeply loved.”

“I agree.” Reginald frowned as if trying to remember a fleeting thought. “And what was your cousin Teresa’s full name?”

“Teresa Toney...addressed, I presume, as simply Mrs. Toney.”
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Ocean Voyage

He stood with legs braced slightly apart, in the stern of the ship, with his gloved hands resting on the wooden railing. His eyes, softly accentuated with fine crow’s feet, were riveted to the roiling waves, created in the wake of the moving vessel. An ocean breeze gently tousled his curly honey-blonde hair, streaked with grey at his mature age of forty.

He closed his eyes in a futile attempt to ease the emotional pain crippling his soul, whispering that life was not worth living. His heart ached with a searing pain so deeply rooted that it seemed to brand him with scorching fire. He could not stop thinking of her...and his need to be with her and... their son.

“If you are planning on jumping, Kelsey, I would advise against it. I would then be forced to jump in after you, to save you, and would ultimately drown in the process as I do not know how to swim.”

Kelsey slowly turned to face the man who had spoken in a deep, resonating voice, dryly responding, “Were I to jump, Casey, I would not do so when you were present. I do not need saving.” And just saying that final phrase seemed false even to his own ears.

Casey laughed and the mirth seemed to reverberate from his toned, muscular chest. Shaking his head, he countered, “I beg to differ, brother. Someone needs to save you from yourself, mired in grief and self-pity. So, I have self-appointed myself as your savior.”

Kelsey turned his head back toward the horizon, where the ocean kissed the purple and orange sky of sunset, away from his brother. “Go away, Casey, and leave me to my musing. I am in no need of company.”

“Ah, but company and candid conversation is exactly what you need.” Casey cocked his head of closely cropped brown hair, sporting silver strands at his temples. “It is time, Kelsey, for you to lock away your memories of Louisa and the babe to forge forward into the living.”

Kelsey whirled around to face Casey. His face contorted into an angry mien as he stated irately, “You have never been in love...never married, Casey. So, how can you advise me as to how I should feel or not feel over the loss of my wife and child! Or, guide me as to how I should or should not act!” Kelsey loved his brother, but he knew that Casey could never grasp the depths of Kelsey’s grieving loss. And although his angrily uttered words were blunt, they were the blatant truth. Yet, a niggling part of Kelsey’s conscience chastised him for his insensitivity toward his caring brother. He sighed. “Forgive me, Casey, for my sharp tongue. Of late, my tongue seems to work of its own volition without connection to my censoring mind.”

“You are forgiven.” Casey paused before hesitantly stating, “True, I have never found the love of my life and married, as have you. So, I cannot, in truth, fully relate to the depth of your pain and grief, Kelsey. But I do know that Louisa would want you to continue living and not merely go through the motions, hiding behind the grief that covers you like an invisible cloak of despair.”

Kelsey shook his head before turning his back to Casey, once again, as he murmured, “Perhaps it was not wise for you to have joined me on this voyage across the pond. I should have refused your offer to accompany me on this trip.”

Casey crossed his sculptured arms against a chest of seeming granite as he knowingly smirked. “Oh, I think that you accepted my offer of companionship because you know in your heart that you need me by your side as a brother, a friend and...one who will challenge you to find the man you once were... a man full of life; a curious learner always embracing new adventures.”

Kelsey stared out at the vast ocean. “I do not accept the challenge.”

“I think that a small part of you does want and accept the challenge. You are not completely blind to the concern your loved ones feel for you. Mother and Father are deeply worried as are all of our siblings. You have never been a man insensitive to the feelings of others. And, your innate sensitivity will resurface, breaking through your self-adsorbed mourning.” Casey softly chuckled. “As it did just moments ago when you asked for my forgiveness.”

Kelsey closed his eyes, refusing to listen to Casey’s impassioned speech. “Leave me be, brother. Please...just let me be.”
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The French Quarter, New Orleans
July 29th, 1918
A frowning Kelsey stood on the narrow walkway, directly in front of a small grocery store located on Magnolia Street, in the oldest section of New Orleans known as the French Quarter. He cocked his head as his eyes narrowed, reading the sign attached to a chain and hanging on the doorknob of one of the double front doors, announcing that the establishment was open.

He lowered his bemused expression to the paper he held in his gloved hand, ascertaining that this grocery store was indeed located at the address scribbled on the paper, his pre-determined destination. He had attended the reading of the Will at Mrs. Toney’s lawyer’s office and now he was here to inspect the property.

Lifting his eyes once again to the red brick façade of the building, he wondered who could possibly be operating a grocery store which should have been closed and abandoned due to the death of its owner, Mrs. Toney?

Kelsey angled his head to his right, furtively searching his environs, and then to his left as he titled the brim of his bowler over his right green eye. He surreptitiously watched as various men and women scurried along narrow walkways, heads bent and eyes averted, as they went about their respective business. A subtle yet permeating sense of dread and fear seemed to follow in each person’s wake.

Kelsey had read a sensationalized article in The Times-Picayune, just that morning, that the city was being terrorized by an unknown assailant, christened with the moniker of Axeman. And, Kelsey could only surmise that the slightly heavy atmosphere of the city was attributed to that serial killer. Several individuals had been attacked by a man wielding an axe, some surviving but others grotesquely murdered. And, oddly, the murderous intent of the killer seemed to be focused on immigrant grocers.

Kelsey stood visually examining the small Italian grocery store, structurally positioned before him, as his mind wondered...how did Mrs. Toney, the wife of an Italian grocer, die? The letter Mrs. Pierson had received, informing her of her inheritance, gave no indication as to how Mrs. Toney had died. Nor had her lawyer elaborated as to the cause of her death. Had she been a victim of the mysterious and brutal Axeman?

He determined that he needed to research those questions and the best person to assist him was Casey. After all, Casey was a detective, having inherited their father’s and uncles’ detective agency, back in London, along with his brothers, Sparky and Will. Casey had the investigative skills needed and would readily find answers.

Kelsey shrugged, reluctantly thinking that perhaps Casey’s presence was fortuitous and would ultimately prove beneficial. If only his loving brother would keep his opinions to himself regarding Kelsey’s melancholic moods.

His eyes once again surveyed his surroundings. And as he stood, contemplating the oppressive mood of the city, Kelsey felt something more...an unfamiliar yearning. He had sensed, from the very first moment he had arrived in the city, an almost hauntingly mystical aura to New Orleans...a siren’s luring call to his soul, whispering that he was where he was meant to be...where he belonged. He shook his head, dispelling the ridiculous thought. Without his Louisa and their child, Kelsey was lost, belonging nowhere and certainly not here in the city of New Orleans. The errant thought was ludicrous.

Kelsey sighed before stepping onto the solitary cement step and opening one of the double wooden doors, painted green, leading into the grocery store. No bell above the door announced his entry into a long, rectangular room with a wide counter to his left, stretching half-way along a wall boasting multiple shelves with wares for sale. The wide, planked wooden floor was presently being swept by a slender woman whose back was to Kelsey and seemingly unaware of his arrival. The ceiling was high at perhaps a height of twelve feet and barrels, feed bags, and various implements rested neatly upon the floor to his right. And, the wall to his right mirrored the wall lined with shelves, to his left, and exhibited various bottles, cans, food items, dishes and other paraphernalia.

Kelsey cleared his throat to gain the attention of the woman who was presently sweeping the floor. Her jet-black hair was pulled into a low ponytail and cascaded down her back to her tiny waist cinched by the cloth belt of a white bib apron over a dark blue cotton dress. She wore a sapphire-blue scarf on her head, no doubt to keep loose strands of hair out of her eyes as she worked.

She whirled around to face the sound of Kelsey harrumphing and the expression on her animated face was one of utter surprise.

Kelsey blinked. The woman, perhaps in her early thirties, was strikingly attractive. Her pale olive toned complexion was dominated by large, intensely blue eyes fringed with long dark lashes. Her long nose was perfectly proportioned to her narrow face, drawing the eyes to her full lips and squared jaw. She appeared confident and self-assured. And, when she smiled, her radiant smile exuded warmth and friendliness.

Kelsey frowned. The woman standing before him appeared to be the complete opposite of his beloved Louisa who had been fair, blonde and somewhat shy, suggesting a fragility to her persona. And yet, Kelsey felt some inexplicable attraction toward the woman standing before him. A woman he assumed was Italian or possibly Greek in ethnicity. And that greatly confused him...and angered him, all in the same breath.

“Good morning, sir. I did not hear you enter. I was so lost in my thoughts,” she candidly confessed in a femininely husky voice. “How may I help you?”

Kelsey ignored his whirling emotions as he curtly asked, “Who are you, madam, and who gave you permission to operate this establishment?”

The lady blinked, obviously taken aback at Kelsey’s rude demeanor and demanding question.

Kelsey inwardly cringed at his own tone of voice. He had not meant to sound so accusatory and his first impulse was to apologize for his behavior. But before he could offer an apology and soften his question, she responded defiantly.

“And who might you be, sir, to be arrogantly questioning who I am and why I am here in this store, serving the public?” She leaned the broom against the edge of the counter as her eyes darkened with ire.

Kelsey stiffened his posture before slowly removing his hat in polite deference to the lady. “I am Kelsey Zane, legal representative for Mrs. Hortense Pierson, the present owner of this establishment per an inheritance.”

The lady crossed her arms beneath her breasts, drawing Kelsey’s eyes to her assets. But quickly, he lifted his eyes to her face now displaying an angry expression.

“That is debatable, sir, as the Last Will and Testament of Mrs. Toney is being contested.”

“Beg pardon? Mrs. Toney’s lawyer said nothing to me about the Will being contested.” Kelsey’s brow furrowed as he recalled the elderly solicitor’s somewhat scatterbrained manner. “Who is contesting the Will?”

The woman defiantly lifted her chin as she stated, “My uncle, Giuseppe Fortini, is contesting. Obviously, the English attorney has not yet been made privy to that fact.”

He narrowed his eyes as he peered directly into the woman’s expressive eyes, now more black than blue. “On what grounds does he contest said Will?”

“My uncle learned that a woman in England was bequeathed the property. So, he has petitioned the court on the grounds that my uncle and Mrs. Toney’s husband had a gentleman’s agreement that upon Mr. Toney’s wife’s death, my uncle would inherit this grocery store and connecting apartment to the rear. Mrs. Toney, herself, witnessed the agreement.”

Kelsey cocked his head as he pointedly queried, “Then why does Mrs. Toney’s Last Will and Testament bequeath the property to my client?”

“It is my uncle’s belief that there is a more recent Will emphasizing the gentleman’s agreement and her desire to leave the property to my uncle.”

Kelsey chuckled. “It is your uncle’s belief that there is a more current Will verifying his claim?”

The woman stiffened, obviously piqued by Kelsey’s mocking tone. “Our intent is to find the Will and prove his claim. We were searching for it up until the police cordoned off the crime scene...Mrs. Toney’s apartment and basement.”

He blinked with a bemused look on his face. “Crime scene...? How did Mrs. Toney die?”

She sighed before softly explaining, “Initially it was believed that Mrs. Toney had an accident, falling to her death down the stairs to the basement. She had a bloody gash on her forehead simply attributed to the fall. However, when...” She paused as an intense look clouded her face. “You might have read about the murderer, known as the Axeman, claiming victims here in our city.”

Kelsey nodded his head.

“He brutally killed an Italian grocer, Joseph Maggio, and his wife, at the end of May, while they slept, and during that investigation, a message was discovered, scribbled with chalk onto a walkway. As a result, the police have only recently reopened Mrs. Toney’s case.”

“End of May was several weeks ago. Why have the police only cordoned off the property recently and not immediately after finding the message?”

“I cannot say for certain. Initially, the police had a suspect and I can only surmise that originally the message was thought to be insignificant. But the suspect proved innocent and was released. And then, one of the detectives investigating the murders of Mr. and Mrs. Maggio, was killed in the line of duty, stalling the investigation.”

“Was he killed by the Axeman?”

“No, the detective died investigating an unrelated robbery case.” She sighed. “But another couple was attacked as they slept, at the end June. He was an Italian grocer and the woman was his mistress. It was quite sensationalized in the Times-Picayune. So, mayhap, the police, in an attempt to be thorough in their investigations, thought to look closer into Mrs. Toney’s death.”

Kelsey averted his eyes as his mind digested what the woman had explained. His brow furrowed as he determined what course of action was needed. “Well, if there does exist another Will, it must be found. So, I will firstly need to have the crime scene released.” He turned his head back toward the woman who appeared to be intently watching him. “Has your uncle retained legal representation?”

The woman smiled knowingly. “Yes, he has.”

“Who represents him in his petition filed with the court, contesting the validity of Mrs. Toney’s Will?”

The woman’s smile widened as she proudly proclaimed, “I do.”
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Kelsey laughed. “Forgive my chuckle, but I thought you said that you are your uncle’s legal representative.”

“I am,” she tersely responded before softly laughing.

He thought the sound of her laughter to be delightfully soothing and he frowned at the ridiculous errant thought.

“Are there no female solicitors in England, Mr. Zane?” she mockingly asked. “Because I assure that there are female lawyers here in the States, specifically here in New Orleans, Louisiana, and I am one such lawyer.”

“Y-you are a lawyer?” Kelsey stammered as he once again visually examined her person, dressed in a simple cotton dress and white bib apron.”

“Do not let my present attire fool you, sir. I am here, today, on my day off from the law firm to simply help my uncle who had numerous errands to run.” She lifted her chin as she introduced herself. ‘I am Mrs. Angela Cipriani, graduate of the law department at Tulane University, and a law associate at The Law Firm of Bettie Runnels & Associates.”

“Bettie Runnels...that name sounds familiar,” Kelsey mumbled more to himself than to the gloating woman. And an odd, fleeting prick of disappointment grazed his heart when she introduced herself as ‘Mrs.’. That confused him and...greatly annoyed him.

“She was the first female to graduate from the law department at Tulane University and is highly respected. Mayhap, someone mentioned her to you?”

“Ah, yes. I have a friend who is a professor in the law department at Tulane and he casually mentioned that he wished for me to attend an afternoon reception, tomorrow, honoring Miss Bettie Runnels.”

“And...will you be attending?” Angela bluntly inquired.

“I have not yet decided.”

“Well, should you decide to attend, I shall most likely see you there. As I do intend to be present at the reception.”

Kelsey was about to reply when a young boy, perhaps seven years of age, slinked around the far corner of the counter, inching his way toward where the two adults conversed. He appeared disheveled, wearing muddied knickers with suspenders and a white shirt splattered with mud. His jet-black hair was mussed, his face was streaked with mud and he held a dirty brimmed cap in both his hands. As he approached, he nervously whispered, “Mama?”

Angela immediately turned to the approaching child and gasped, “Antonio!” She instantly began speaking in Italian, obviously reprimanding the boy for his dirtied appearance.

Kelsey smiled at the bashful and shame-faced look on the boy’s angelic face. Kelsey spoke several languages, needed in his specialty of international law, and Italian was one language which he spoke fluently. He listened as Angela scolded her son who, in his defense, explained that he was playing outside with other boys when a very large truck drove by, splashing muddy water and loose stones onto those standing closest to the street. Angela dropped to her knees, grabbing both of the boy’s upper arms as she tenderly asked if he had been injured in any way. He had not.

She rose to her full height, shaking her head, as she suggested that he sit on the stoop outside until Uncle Giuseppe returned and then they would return home where Antonio would promptly get a bath. The boy frowned before lifting his eyes to Kelsey who simply smiled.

Suddenly realizing her manners, Angela introduced Kelsey to her son.

“Very nice to meet you, Antonio,” Kelsey stated in fluent Italian.

The boy blinked as his mother tilted her head with a surprised expression on her face. Then, the boy smiled before exiting through one of the front double-doors.

“You speak Italian...rather well,” Angela complimented.

Kelsey simply smiled, before asking, “Did your uncle work for Mrs. Toney and collect a salary?”

“Yes, and he is currently collecting said salary while depositing all proceeds, after stock replenishment, into a bank account with his name and Mrs. Hortense Pierson’s name. He keeps very accurate records in a ledger.”

Kelsey’s smile widened. “I suppose doing so was at the suggestion and urging of his solicitor.”

Angela mirrored Kelsey’s smile as she replied, “Correct. And I serve as custodian of said bank account.”

“As legal representative for Mrs. Pierce, I accept said action until this issue of inheritance is resolved.” Replacing his hat on his head, he stated, “I shall leave now and either see you at the reception, tomorrow, or...possibly at Mrs. Toney’s solicitor’s office within the next few days. Good day, Mrs
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