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Prologue

Lord Paxton Barrette, Earl of Wellington
believed it was his horse drawn coach that struck the servant 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 is 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 she was his lover and she was in hiding and accused
of killing her husband.

 


*-*

 


Humphrey was an outcast in a
little town...

because of his size, no one
wanted him around.

He wasn’t mean or a threat to
anyone...

it’s just his size blocked out
the sun.

Carelessly, he pulled down a
clothesline or two,

trampling gardens with one big
shoe.

Townspeople would holler and
complain,

leaving Humphrey feeling
sadness and shame.

In the forest he built a house
out of oak trees

and the roof was made of roots
and leaves.

Although, he built a very fine
home...

he was extremely sad living all
alone.

From: The Giant Humphrey and
Joy Song.

 



 



CHAPTER ONE

Relentless…

 


“Sweetheart,” Holland cooed snuggling closer to Paxton still
basking in the afterglow of their lovemaking. It still amazed her
how a spirit can make her soar to the heavens again and again. She
rubbed her leg up his, cupping his firm ass, hoping to arouse him
once again. Her sweet persuasion always worked but on this subject
of helping Antoinette La Maier, he had been adamant. Of course, she
was also relentless and enjoyed the challenge.

“It’s
been three months since we caught Reinhardt and his spy ring and
another year has gone by. It’s now eighteen hundred and forty-three
and I’m not getting any younger,” she laughed since she was over a
hundred and seventy-five years old. “I’m getting bored, she pouted.
“The woman was Reinhardt’s lover and you said that she is wanted by
the police for killing her husband. If we can get her out of hiding
and help prove her innocence, she might be able to help expose more
spies. Maybe, Reinhardt gave her more names than were in his book.
If we do not do as I want, I may just go back to being a second
story burglar,” her mouth quirked with humor with her warning. “You
know Henry and Harry, the Dumbo twins are still around. I’m sure
they’d be more than willing to help me in another
heist.”

Paxton sighed and tweaked a nipple. She
succeeded in arousing him again and she quickly mounted him but she
just sat there. A twinkle of moonlight caught his eyes as he
glanced at her with a quizzed look. She smiled tentatively. “Say
you’ll help me.” She moved up and down once and then stopped. He
groaned. “Well?” she coaxed with a smug grin.

He clamped his jaw tight and stared before
he rasped, “I’ll think about it.”

She moved again. “Think faster,” she wiggled
making him grunt in frustration.

“Alright, I might reconsider,” he grounded out between
clenched teeth.

She slid up and down twice and stopped. He
was breathing heavily “Well?” she probed and leaned forward running
her tongue over his male nipple.

“Alright, alright, you win. Now stop torturing
me.”

She was more than happy to do so because she
was not only torturing him but herself. As Holland rode him, she
leaned back to give him access to her womanhood brining her to an
exploding orgasm. She then slumbered, content in his arms with a
smile on her face. She had succeeded in both of her missions. And,
what a way to win!

 


A knock on the door snapped her eyes open.
Holland yawned, discovering that she was now alone. Bummer! But,
she should be used to this by now. “Come in,” she called knowing
that Vickie, her maid and friend was coming to empty her slop
bucket and to make the bed. Vickie no longer insisted on helping
her dress because Holland had made it perfectly clear from the day
Paxton brought her to his estate that she needed no help. And the
girl had also conformed to her strange way of not wearing any
under- garments. The only person who knew that she was from the
twenty-first century was Paxton, who had discovered this at his
death.

His death changed her life in many ways. He
left his estate and his casino, Saiah’s Palace to her. He also left
his staff a healthy sum to retire but only Simon, Paxton’s man
servant went to live in Scotland with his children. Marybell, her
cook and Baron, her driver remained with her and they have become
her only family. Tobi, the stable boy, was sent to boarding school
after she discovered him in the barn with a friend inhaling nitrous
oxide.

“Mornin’ Miss Holland, ‘tis a lovely day ‘tisn’t it, err,
miss?”

Vickie’s voice snapped her from her
thoughtful reverie “Oh, sorry, haven’t fully awakened yet,” she
yawned. Looking out the window she saw clouds scudding across the
sky and giggled. “To you Vickie, every day is lovely. Love makes
you see the world through rose colored glasses, right.”

“Aye,
it does,” the girl smiled.

“I am
happy for you. This weekend you and Walter Flaming will tie the
knot.”

Walter was now the head of the British
Intelligence Agency.

Vickie sighed, her eye lit up as if a match
was struck inside her head. “Aye, soon Oi’ll b’ Mrs. Flemin’,” joy
bubbled in her voice.

Holland sighed. “Yes, and I will miss you,
Vickie.”

“Ah,
me too, but we will still b’ friends, rioght.”

“And,
we’re more than that, we’re like sisters.” Yes, she thought she’d
miss the girl but then not the embarrassing daily discharge of her
slop bucket, something she still cannot get used to. That will soon
be in her hands, literally. But, she hoped not for long because
with her money she will defiantly have a water closet installed now
that she had discovered that Joseph Branch of Yorkshire installed
the first water closet in London in 1778. It was time to modernize
this house.

Holland busied herself behind the screen
sponging off her body, still smelling Paxton’s manly scent on her
person. She picked out a blouse and tan skirt and her only pair of
shoes which she had worn the day she was somehow brought back to
the past. She had shoes made by the cordwainers, but they were very
uncomfortable. She sighed buttoning up the blouse recalling the day
Paxton took her to Madam Helen Newcomb’s Shoppe for a wardrobe.
Then she smiled recalling her first morning in this house. She wore
a gown she had found in the wardrobe that she learned later,
belonged to his deceased sister, Sairah. It was too short and the
cook Marybell looked about to have an apoplectic fit when she
entered the kitchen. A day later, Paxton took her to the city to be
fitted for day gowns, evening gowns, and riding habits. Also, hats,
gloves and undergarments that still lay like new in the dresser
drawers.

“Miss
Holland,” Vickie spoke to her as she continued dressing. “Remember,
Oi am goin’ t’ my last fittin’ today. Oi hope ye can join
me.”

“I’d
love to Vickie. What time is it again?”

“One,”
she answered.

“I’ll
have Baron take us and then we’ll go for lunch. Send Walter a note
to meet us at La Rouge Café.”

“Oh,
that will b’ wonderful. Oi shall. Again Oi cannot thank ye enough
fer all that ye’ve done fer us. The weddin’ dress an’ the dinner
party after the ceremony fer me family. Oi wish Walter ‘ad
kinfolks, but ee’s no family livin’ ‘ere; just a brother in the
states.”

“Vickie, I am happy to do this for you both. You’re all
family.”

Vickie wiped her eyes and murmured sadly,
“Oi wish ‘is lordship were ‘ere.”

Holland hugged the girl. “He is Vickie, in
spirit.”

 


Alone again, Holland pinned up her long hair
in a French knot. Paxton claimed the color reminded him of
walnuts.

“In
spirit, huh?” needled the deep voice. Paxton spoke behind her
making her jump. “Going back to that café again?” his voice harsh.

His contemptuous tone sparked her anger.
“How many times must I tell you not to sneak up on me,” she
grumbled placing the last bobby-pin in her hair.

Shaking his head lugubriously he murmured,
“That place has bad memories for both of us my dear, least you have
forgotten!” he grumbled sulkily with a possessive desperation in
his voice and, he then kissed her neck.

Holland sighed. “That’s the
past, besides, I like that restaurant.” But Paxton was
right. La
Rouge was
where they had set the trap to catch the Chameleon, a hired killer
who had abducted her. She said, with easy defiance, “I want to talk
to Walter about the letter I stole from Reinhardt’s safe that night
I found the book that contained many of the spies names. Now that
Walter is the director of the agency, I want to inform him that I
am going to France to help Antoinette La Maier.”

“I
thought you showed him the letter,” it was not a
question.

“I
did.”

His eyebrows rose nearly to his hairline.
“And?” he drilled. She shrugged. “He didn’t seem interested,”
Paxton answered for her.

She lifted her chin. “I know and I
understand perfectly your concern but still, I want to inform him
that I am going to send a letter addressed to Antoinette La Maier
after the wedding and that I will be waiting for her when she
arrives at the post office to see if Reinhardt wrote to her. I’m
sure she has no knowledge of his arrest since she is in hiding.”
Her words were a concession, but she knew her tone was not.

He sighed with exasperation and commented,
moodily, “I swear you have a death wish, my dear. It wasn’t enough
that I lost my life but you came close to getting killed yourself.
I would think getting abducted by the hired killer the Chameleon
and threatened at gun point by the traitor and then attacked by a
knife wielding vagrant wasn’t bad enough, now you want to go and
get tangled up again in murder and spies.” He threw his hands up in
mock defeat. “And I didn’t forget that you got me shot twice, one
fatally!” he said tersely.

“Still
holding a grudge about that first gunshot wound. Please do not
remind me how your servants pampered you and how you milked it.”
Holland heard her bitterness spill over into her voice.

He snorted, and chided, “’Tis easy for you
to say.”

She stood and placed her arms around him and
nibbled at his bottom lip. “Aw, sweetie,” she said in a syrupy
voice, “I do feel bad about that, and I was only funning you. Now,
smile. That’s better, my handsome earl.”

He was silent and defeated.

A knock on her door had her standing there
with her arms around air.

 


Holland and Vickie arrived
promptly at Madam Helen Newcomb’s Shoppe at one. After a few
alterations, they met Walter at La Rouge Café.

“Nice
to see you again, Miss Foxx,” said the Maitre d’. She had meet Walter there a few
time so she was welcomed warmly by the man. “I see you brought a
lady friend, this time.”

“Yes,
the young man whom we are meeting, she is his fiancée,” she enlightened the
Maitre
d’. He
looked surprised and she believed that he had assumed that she was
Walter’s lover, meeting him there for a tryst. She giggled and he
gave her a look she couldn’t decipher.

He led them to a table and Walter stood
immediately and greeted them with a big warm smile, but Holland
knew his eyes shinned for Vickie. They ate and chit-chattered about
wedding plans until desert arrived. Holland then told Walter that
she was planning to go to France, concerning the letter she had
showed him.

“I
figured you would,” he said.

“I
know you two are talking about a case,” Vickie commented, wiping
the remains of the cherry tart from off her mouth with a linen
napkin. “Oi’ll go an’ meet ye both at the park. The less Oi know
‘bout yer business Walter, the better off Oi am. Beside whot d’ Oi
know ‘bout spies an’ such things?”

Walter stood and kissed Vickie’s hand,
saying that they shant be long. Once she left, Holland told him her
plans.

“Miss
Foxx, I cannot tell you what to do, but if you are determined to go
to France I would like to hire you to work for the
agency.”

She felt a hot breath on her neck and she
knew it was Paxton. He was probably snorting fire from his nose.
She ignored it and said, “Wow, I’d like that. It beats sitting
around an estate all day; and as for as the casino, I was thinking
about selling it.” She winced. Damn, her flesh must be blistered by
now.

 


Back home the first thing Holland did was to
see Marybell and go over the menu for the wedding feast. She knew
Paxton would have his say as soon as she was alone, so she made
sure she wasn’t, hoping he’d cool down. She told Vickie to stay
home until Saturday, her wedding day, so she busied herself
polishing the silverware and whatever she could to occupy her time.
After supper with Baron and Marybell, she finally straightened her
spine and went to her room. No longer could she escape the
inevitable. As soon as she closed the door she said, “I know you’re
upset but…”

He didn’t appear but he did speak his mind
and his voice cut the silence. “Sell Saiah’s Palace, my casino!” he
spewed.

She folded her arms knowing he could see her
even if she couldn’t see him and imposed an iron control on
herself. “Might I remind you that Sairah is no longer yours, but
mine and all the cursing will not change that fact,” she informed
him without rancor. He undulated for a few seconds and then fully
appeared.

She held up her hand. “Now, before you blow
a gasket, I’ve changed my mind. I’ve decided instead to give the
estate to Walter and Vickie. This place is too big for me and holds
to many memories of you.”

He showed no signs of relenting and snored.
“If you think that makes me happier, than you are wrong, my
lady!”

Holland struggled to maintain an even,
conciliatory tone. “Look, I’ve decided to have a second story build
over the casino to live. It will serve two purposes. I can live
comfortably and oversee the business, although Robby is very
capable. I will continue to pay the staff to stay with Walter and
Vickie. Now, please see it my way for once without a battle.” She
went and put her arms around his neck and purred, “Although I do
like to persuade you,” she nibbled on an earlobe burying her hands
in his thick auburn hair.

He groaned. “I guess that does make sense,
but I’m not surrendering just yet.” He took her hand and led her to
the bed. “I will need a little of your coaxing first,” he smiled
and she saw the heart rending tenderness of his whiskey colored
gaze.

 


The bride was beautiful, but Holland has yet
to see one that was not. Happiness radiated from every pore of her
body. After I do’s were said, they all enjoyed the gala, and the
best man, Vickie’s brother, was a handsome bloke, but he like his
booze and passed out in the garden. Her parents must have thanked
her a million times for treating their daughter so kind. And before
the evening was over she gave the happy wedded couple the key to
the estate. You’d think that she gave them a king’s ransom. There
wasn’t a dry eye amongst her family. Holland suggested that the
place was big enough to house her family which brought on another
bout of happy tears. The next day, she packed her bags and went to
stay in a hotel until she left for France.

 


*-*

 


Now, giants live a very long
time...

and he just turned a hundred
and nine.

He was still young as giant
years go,

and time for him passed so very
slow.

Being restless, he risen early
one morn,

to take a stroll before the
light of dawn.

The air smelled fresh as
breezes blew by;

he sniffed the coolness of the
blue sky.

Suddenly, he felt something
wasn’t quite right,

for the forest had grown still
with fright.

He listened wondering on what
was wrong,

when he heard someone singing a
sad song.

From: The Giant Humphrey and
Joy Song.

 



CHAPTER TWO


Best Laid Plans…

 


Three days later, Holland hired a contractor
giving instruction on how she wanted her apartment to be laid out
and to make sure he included a water closet. She stayed a month
making sure her apartment was going as planned. She then asked
Walter to post her letter to Antoinette La Maier, about a week
after she boarded the ship to Paris, France so she’d be there
before the letter. Holland knew that it would take about three days
before it arrived at the Post Office.

The trip to Paris was enjoyable
on a sailing ship down the Thames and across the English Channel to
Marseille. Holland then took a cabriolet to Paris but she missed
Paxton. He said that he would meet her when she was settled into a
hotel. Three days later, she booked a room at the Hotel Bel Ami and
learned from the bellhop (called a groom) that the hotel was tucked
inside of an 18th century building that was once
the site of Imprimerie National State printing works. The room was
very luxurious and she could see for miles from the balcony. She
inhaled a deep breath and felt arms circle her. “It’s beautiful
isn’t it darling,” she whispered.

“Aye,
it is. But right now what I am holding if far more beautiful than
the setting sun. Not even a clear sky could hold a candle to your
lovely, crystal blue eyes.”

She giggled. “You don’t have to flatter me,
you already won my heart. Oh, if only you weren’t killed, I would
have loved to spend our honeymoon here.” She turned in his embrace
and he kissed her passionately.

“Honey, we can pretend. Come to bed and let me love you as
if it were our wedding night.”

 


As she slept Paxton reminisced on the day
they met. His coach stopped suddenly and Barron, his driver claimed
that they hit a young woman. His heart had stopped seeing the
beautiful creature lying sprawled on the cobblestone. Kneeling by
her side, she opened her eyes and he had become spellbound by the
lightest blue eyes he had ever seen. Paxton picked her up, she was
as light as a feather and when he cradled her in his arms, his
heart skipped a few beats. He placed her in his coach and he was
relieved when she claimed that she was not seriously hurt. But then
she claimed that she didn’t know who she was and where she was. He
feared she had a concussion and decided it best to take her home to
have his doctor examine her. If he had known what would be in store
for him, he might have never taken her to his estate. She was so
different from the normal female. The first morning her personal
maid, Vickie was beside herself because the woman wouldn’t wear
unmentionables. And his cook, Marybell nearly had a heart attack
when she walked into the kitchen wearing his sister’s gown, showing
off much of her bare limbs. His physician confirmed that she was
all right, just a small bump on her head. The next day she recalled
her name and that was a good sign.

In the next few weeks he purchased her
clothes that fit, showed her London and took her to his nightclub.
Another mistake, she proved to be a good gambler and won at Fargo
and Black Jack.

Now one would think that that was all there
was to Holland Foxx. Oh no, he discovered that she was a
cat-burglar and had hired two brothers to help her rob an elderly
gentleman while he was away visiting. He found this out because,
Dwayne Blackburn, a childhood friend of his came to the casino to
tell him that his father was robbed by a beautiful woman with the
lightest blue eyes; a fact that his old man did not tell the
police.

It took a little friendly persuasion for the
lady to come clean and Holland admitted that she also robbed a
drunken old man at the casino. He returned the stolen objects,
keeping her identity to himself and then she stole something
else…his heart. Happier than he had ever been he took Holland to a
gala for a pleasant night out and for her to meet some of his
friend. Then he made the mistake of leaving her alone and, being a
curious female, she did some snooping, with the intentions of
casing the place for a few souvenirs, as she informed him later.
But, the truth was she had seen him go upstairs with a beautiful
French lady, his mistake. She interrupted him at a meeting with
Countess Machala Lafayette, a French spy, and discovered that he
was a spy also. Now all he broke loose! He had to make a confession
to Holland that he was a double agent. This seemed to go from bad
to worse when Holland was abducted by his friend Dwayne, who turned
out to be a hired killer known as the Chameleon. In his attempt to
rescue her, he received a gunshot wound. What’s that saying, “No
good deed goes unpunished?” Ha! You’d think that would be the end
of it but no…she insisted that he help her find her kidnapper. The
trap was set but it went wrong and he and Dwayne died that night.
And he had learned the truth about Holland Foxx.

His lady thief was from the twenty-first
century.

Now, he sighed thinking how stubborn she was
and she was not about to give up, and had insisted in capturing the
head of the spy ring after they discovered that he was going to
release a deadly virus and sell the antidote to the French. Her
scheme worked to trap the traitor but it almost got her killed.
Having no other choice to save her, he showed himself to the man,
who turned out to be his boss, the director of the British Agency.
Knowing that Paxton was dead, Reinhardt lost his sanity and was now
in Bedlam, a mental hospital. She may not be a cat-burglar anymore,
but she certainly has nine lives. And she had used three of them
up!

The sun was coming up; it was time to leave
her for now but, he’d never be far from her side. He would be her
shadow and protector as long as he was able.

 


The next day, Holland enjoyed the sights, as
she rode to the Post Office. It opened minutes after she arrived.
She waited inquiring every so often if the mail had arrived yet.
When it did she sat waiting to see if a woman came to get her mail.
By closing she was famished and tired of sitting. Holland hoped
that she didn’t have to spend many days here.

Two days later a female cloaked in a grey
hooded cape entered right before closing. The cloaked woman kept
her head down and quickly approached the counter. Holland saw the
clerk nod and hand the woman an envelope. There was no doubt in her
mind that the lady was the one and only Antoinette La Maier.

Holland followed the hooded woman for many
blocks until she entered a shabby building. She entered, hearing a
baby crying on the first floor and on the second floor a couple was
having a heated argument. The hooded woman opened an apartment door
and Holland quickly shoved her way inside before it closed.

The woman gasped and stared at Holland, her
eyes opened wide with fright.

“I am
not here to hurt you, Antoinette. I am here to help
you.”

“Go
away or I’ll call the police!” she cried.

Holland snorted rudely. “I doubt that, since
you are wanted for murder.”

The hood fell off the woman’s head. She was
not what Holland expected; the lady appeared to be in her late
fifties, completely grey. Suddenly, it dawned on her that this was
not Antoinette, but she recognized the letter the woman was
holding. It was hers.

“Sorry
to have frightened you, but I assure you miss that I am here to
help Miss La Maier. I know that she did not kill her husband, and I
gather that she had you go to the post office for her. And, I also
have to believe that you’re a good friend of hers to be helping
her. Please, give her a message for me. My Name is Holland Foxx,
and I am staying at the Hotel Bel Ami, room 203. Tell her I came
with information about Mr. Reinhardt.” Holland knew that amount of
tidbit might get Antoinette’s attention.

He woman nodded. “I will tell her.”

Holland again apologized or her unorthodox
intrusion and left.

 


“That
didn’t go as planned, did it?”

Holland rolled her eyes and groaned. “If
you’re here to say I told you so, forget it!”

Paxton placed his hand over his heart in
feigned injury. “Me?” His eyes twinkle with humor.

“Oh
spare me.” She tried to keep the laughter out of her voice, but she
failed and giggled. “You have to work on your-put-upon-expression,
it’s not very convincing. But, anyway, I didn’t completely fail.
I’m sure the hooded lady will give Antoinette my message. If she
loved Reinhardt, she’ll find a way to get in touch with me. Are you
sure you don’t know who killed her husband and why?” she
probed.

“Yes,
I am certain, my lady. All I know is that she didn’t do it. Being a
spirit entitled me to knowledge of the universe from the beginning
and the truth about you, but that’s all! I still do not know why I
was left here on the planet as a spirit. So let’s leave well enough
alone. Being here with you is all the wisdom I need, now let us
occupy our minds with other things for now. I missed you today, I
want to make love to you.”

“Oh,
Paxton I am hungry, I haven’t eaten since breakfast.”

He kissed her neck and murmured, “I am too,
but it’s a different hunger.”

Well, she thought, what were a few more
minutes? She didn’t eat until morning.


Two days later the hotel groom knocked on
her door with a sealed envelope. She thanked him with a generous
tip and opened it.

“Let
me guess,” said Paxton behind her. ‘It’s from Antoinette La Maier”
She didn’t miss the harsh tone to his voice. She nodded and sighed,
wishing he would not object to this.

“She
said to meet her, alone, at St. Michaels Church, tomorrow at one
o’clock.”

“No
way in hell will you go alone,” he grumbled.

“Of
course, darling,” she purred and turned into his arms. “You’ll be
there but I’m sure that I will not be in any danger from the woman
in a church or the devil, himself!”

Holland walked three blocks to St. Michaels.
The church was quiet and empty except for a hooded person sitting
three pews from the altar. Candles flickered by a statue of the
Virgin Mary and the scent of melting wax made her feel welcomed.
The sun shone through the colored stain glass windows and she felt
as if this might be the closest feeling she’d ever have to being in
Paradise. She definitely felt safe here.

As she walked down the aisle she thought she
recognized the hooded cloak and wondered if Antoinette had sent
that woman again. But as she neared the pew she noticed that the
cloak was charcoal grey, much darker. Holland bowed in respect to
the cross and sat next to the woman. “Antoinette?” she
whispered.

The hooded woman nodded,
“Oui.”

“Thank
you for coming,” Holland said, keeping her voice low.

Antoinette came right to the point and said,
“My friend said you have information about Radford.” She kept her
head bowed but Holland noticed a few strands of her red hair
escaping the confinements of the hood.

She also came right to the truth. “I’m
afraid that your lover Radford was captured and is in a
hospital.”

Antoinette gasped and clutched the pew in
front of them. She trembled and released a muffled sob and Holland
wanted to comfort the woman but she didn’t.

The woman inhaled a deep breath and asked,
“Is it serious? Is he dying?” A faint thread of hysteria was in her
voice.

“No,”
replied Holland. “But he is in a mental hospital.”

“What?
I don’t understand.”

Holland could not tell her the truth so she
lied and said, “I do not know why, he just is not in his right
mind. But, I am here because we worked together,” she lied. “Did
you know that the man you loved was a spy?” It was Walter and her
idea to tell Reinhardt’s lover that she was also a spy, hoping to
get information from the woman.

“Non, Radford said it would be too dangerous if I knew the truth
about him. I loved him and trusted him, but now that I know the
truth about him, I understand why he kept me in the dark.” She
sighed sadly. “I know that you are not telling me everything, and
it is best that I keep the memory the man I knew, not who he really
was.”

Holland raised her hand to touch
Antoinette’s shoulder but she drew back. “I am sorry to be the
bearer of bad news but I know Radford would want me to help you
find the real killer. Do you know why your husband was killed?”

“Non, she shook her head making the hood slip but she caught it
from falling off. “I need a moment to reorient myself.” Antoinette
sat, her thin fingers tensed in her lap

Holland gave the woman as much time as she
needed.

After a few minutes, Antoinette’s voice
drifted into a hush whisper, and she said, “I came home and found
him shot. I knelt by his side and touched his chest getting his
blood on my glove. Then I heard the sirens and knew that I’d be
blamed so I quickly ran into the hall. My neighbor opened her door
and waved me in. She had helped me before when Pearce got drunk and
hit me. We became good friends.”

“She
is the women who I meet right?”

“Oui,” she sniffled. “Cora Gillette,” she rasped.

“Does
she know about Radford, that he was your lover?”

Another sniffle and she nodded.
“Oui,” she blew her nose in a hanky. “One night Pearce got drunk
again, not unusual, but this time he beat me pretty badly. My
neighbor nursed me and gave me some whiskey to help me sleep. I’m
afraid I told her more than I
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