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      Abby received the news while at her salon.

      Everyone in the salon stared at her while she spoke cryptic sentences into the phone. Turning slowly to face everyone after clicking off, her voice quivered when she spoke.

      “She’s gone.”

      “Who’s gone?” Ivy asked while wiping her hands on a towel.

      “Mrs. York.” That was all Abby was able to squeak out.

      “You’re kidding! Really? How?” asked Ivy. She was very fond of Mrs. York. Ivy had rented a room from her in an old two-story house on Palmetto Avenue, and after Luna was born, Mrs. York had babysat the infant. Her kindnesses had endeared her to Ivy.

      “Last night she had a heart attack but was able to call 911. By the time the ambulance got there, she was unconscious. The hospital just said she died during the night.” Abby looked as if she’d been slapped across the face by the news. “I-I, well, I don’t know what to say.”

      Ivy left her client at the shampoo bowl, walking over to Abby. “Here, sit down,” she suggested. “In your chair, yes, that’s it. Now take a deep breath. And another.”

      Sonia left her customer sitting in the chair to walk across the room to Abby as well. “Si, sit. Breathe, like Ivy say.” She placed both hands over Abby’s shoulders from behind. “Ah, caramba, tragedy.”

      Tears formed in Abby’s eyes, then trickled down her pretty face. One tear caught on her chin, glistening from the light streaming from the window in the front of the salon. “She, she was like a mother to me. So wise, so kind, so wonderful.”

      Ivy began to feel the loss as well. “She treated me like her granddaughter, the one she never had. Always listened to me when I needed to talk. And I had some wild things to share.” Ivy all but chuckled over her memories.

      “I don’t mean to interrupt, but I have another appointment,” said the lady standing at the counter. “Could someone take my money, please?”

      Sonia quickly responded by walking to the counter. “Sí,, your ticket? Okay,” she said, taking the piece of paper in her hand. “Your change,” she said with a smile after taking cash from the drawer.

      “Thank you. I hope everything will be all right for her,” the woman said with a nod toward Abby, then left.Sonia looked at Abby, then Ivy. “You not look good. Sad.”

      Both of them turned tear-filled eyes toward her.

      “Go home. You can’t work like this,” Sonia said. “Go.”

      Neither one argued over the suggestion. Both walked toward the back room for their purses.

      “You’ll be all right?” Abby asked when she returned.

      “Si fine. Go.”

      Abby and Ivy left the salon together.

      “I’ll see you tomorrow,” Ivy said, concern written all over her face.

      Abby nodded, turning toward the double doors to the upstairs apartments. As she climbed the long staircase, she thought about how wonderful Mrs. York had been to her and Ivy. That sweet old lady would be sorely missed for sure. Not to be privileged to style her French twist every week would be a difficult adjustment.

      When Rose returned home from work, she found Abby huddled in the corner of the couch with a light blanket around her. This was not normal behavior for her roommate. Usually, she found Abby cooking dinner or preparing to go on a date with the fireman who lived on the same floor.

      “Abby? Are you okay?”

      Abby’s blonde head peered out from under the blanket, her eyes rimmed in black, smeary mascara. She just shook her head and pulled the blanket back over her. The lump underneath near her feet moved, which told Rose that Seely, the Siamese cat, was hiding with her.

      Rose wasn’t sure how to respond, so she left Abby alone and walked down the hallway to her bedroom. Abby was the most tender-hearted person she had ever known. She owed everything to her. The way she had inspired her to get off the streets and return to normal society, there was no possible way to return that gift. This strong woman guided Ivy during her most delicate season in life. Something awful must have happened for her to be hiding under a blanket.

      It wasn’t long until Abby entered Rose’s room to give an explanation for the peculiar behavior. With the blanket hung over her shoulders, Abby sat on the edge of Rose’s bed. She swiped at her eyes, further smearing mascara on her face. Her blue eyes looked at Rose, filled with sorrow. Abby took a deep breath and spoke.

      “Mrs. York died. A heart attack. I just found out,” she said, dropping her head to her chest.

      “Oh, no! That’s awful,” Rose said. “I didn’t know her well, but I know you loved her.”

      “Yes, I did.”

      Silence stirred between them for a moment, each not knowing what to say.

      “I also received a phone call informing me that I’m the executor for her will,” Abby’s eyes probed Rose’s face after she made the announcement. “An executor. I’ve never done that before.”

      “She didn’t have any family?” Rose asked.

      “She never mentioned anyone to me. Ivy told me that a young man had been living in her house before Ivy moved in. She thought he was her grandson. Mrs. York’s attorney would know about any family members and would have contacted them,” Abby said. “Yet, she chose me as the executor when there was next of kin.”

      “I’m sure her attorney will guide you on what to do,” Rose said, reaching for Abby’s hand.

      “I suppose.”

      “Is there a funeral?” Rose asked.

      “In three days. At the First Methodist Church of Daytona, on Bay Street. You know, the building with the Alamo design and that beautiful mosaic of Jesus.”

      “I know it. That mosaic is incredible.”

      “I guess I’ll have to close the salon so everyone can go,” Abby said. “And send flowers.”

      “Yes. That would be nice.”

      Abby looked into Rose’s brown eyes. “I thought she was healthy. Sure, she was up in years, but appeared very spry and healthy. Ivy thought she was healthy, too, when she was living in her house. There was never any indication this would happen.”

      “People drop dead suddenly. You hear about it all the time. It just happened, is all, Abby,” Rose said.

      “I’m sure she’s in a good place.”

      “Yes, the woman was a believer. She’s in heaven,” Abby said, nodding her head.

      “So, what’s for dinner?” Rose asked, standing from the bed.

      “No clue. How does pizza sound?”

      “Fine with me. I’ll order it from the corner. Should be here in ten,” Rose said as she left the room.

      “No anchovies,” Abby called.

      Rose smirked. They never ordered anchovies on their pizzas. Abby hated anchovies. She looked down  and saw Seely wandering around as if she was hungry. “I’ll bet you’d eat anchovies, huh?”

      When she walked into the salon, every eye turned. The turquoise blue hair piled on top of her head bounced as she swung her hips from side to side under the short blue skirt. Her gum-smacking red lips curved into a smile when she saw Abby. Then she let out a squeal of enthusiasm.

      “A-a-a-a-by!” The woman did a short, choppy run toward Abby due to the high platforms she was wearing. No doubt, everyone had the same thought as Abby: Is she going to fall off those shoes?

      Abby did not know this person. “May I help you?”

      “It’s me! I’m Poppy Fowler, your new nail tech.”

      Abby had inquired at an agency about hiring a nail tech. At the time, she didn’t have a moment to spare, nor the inclination to conduct lengthy interviews with the funeral being in a few days, so she let the agency handle that responsibility. From appearances, Ivy could have done a better job at her youthful twenty years of age than the agency.

      “Oh, yes, I’m Abby Bugsly,” she said.

      “Well, I am just delighted to meet you and be here! This is quite a nice place,” Poppy said as she glanced around.

      “Thank you. Did the agency send you?” Abby wanted to make sure. She wasn’t obligated to hire anyone off the street, but if she was from the agency, it was in the contract.

      “Yes. Here I am, all fixed up and ready to go,” she said with a big smile. “Honey, I can really do some fine nails. You’ll see. Why, look at mine.” Poppy held out one hand that sported long, dagger nails painted blood red.

      “My, they do look lovely,” Abby said. If you like knife-pointed nails. She did not think anyone who currently patronized the salon would want any such thing.

      As if reading her mind, Poppy said, “But not everyone wants what I have. So, no worry. I can do it all. Square, short, long, embellished, you name it.”

      Abby felt relieved. “Well, that’s nice to hear.”

      “Where’s my table?” Poppy asked, glancing around again.

      “Oh, yes, the table. It’s supposed to be delivered tomorrow.” Abby shrugged her shoulders. “I didn’t know you’d be arriving so soon. I thought the agency would take longer.”

      “Nope, they’re pretty on top of things.”

      Abby smiled. “So, I see.”

      “That’s okay, I can start tomorrow.”

      “Uh, well, I have a funeral tomorrow, so the salon won’t be open,” Abby said. “I’m closing so everyone can attend since she was a client and we all loved her.”

      “Oh. Okay. Then I guess I will start the next day.”

      “I’m sorry to inconvenience you, but life happens.”

      “And death,” she said with a soft smile.

      

      Abby wasn’t sure what to expect. The funeral home had made all of the arrangements at the direction of Mrs. York’s attorney. He was heavily involved as the overseer of her affairs, much to Abby’s relief. She hadn’t attended a funeral since her parents’ fatal car crash, nor had she been required to make arrangements for one. Funerals were a necessary but dreaded affair. The room was so quiet when she walked in, except for the piped-in music. Only a few people had arrived and were dispersed in various areas, except for the front row seating. She didn’t see anyone who might be Mrs. York’s grandson or any indication of other relatives, nor did she recognize anyone in attendance so far. Abby guessed she was the closest thing to what Mrs. York considered family, so she sat on the front bench.

      Ivy came in with her husband, George, but without the baby. Abby motioned them to come where she sat, which they did.

      “Are we considered family?” Ivy asked as she sat. George positioned himself next to her.

      “There isn’t anyone else, so we’re it,” Abby answered, nodding to George in greeting.

      “Is that Mrs. York?” was the next question she asked, pointing at a beautifully polished wooden coffin situated about eight feet away.

      “It must be. I haven’t walked over to view her. I thought I’d wait for you.” Abby patted Ivy’s hand, which was resting on her knee. “Are you ready?”

      Ivy looked in horror at Abby. “Ready? This is so sad. I can’t believe she’s gone.” Ivy’s eyes began to moisten. “I’ll never be ready.”

      “You can’t allow yourself to think that way. Mr. and Mrs. York have been reunited. She’s happy now,” Abby said.

      “Yes, but I’m not.”

      George put his arm around Ivy. “It’s okay, you have great memories with her.” Ivy leaned her head on his shoulder with a sigh.

      After a few moments, Ivy stood, apparently ready to view the body. All three walked to the side of the coffin. Mrs. York was dressed in a soft blue suit, which accentuated her white hair. Abby noticed that some of her hair was escaping from the pins. She knew Mrs. York would be mortified to know her hair wasn’t secured properly. Abby was tempted to correct the wandering strands, but thought better than to interfere. Mrs. York, other than her hair, looked peaceful and rested.

      They returned to their seats just as the piped-in music stopped and an organist in the far back corner of the room began playing softly. A tall, dark-haired man dressed handsomely in a blue suit stepped over to the podium next to the casket. He took glasses from his breast pocket and placed them on his face, cleared his throat, and began to read a short invocation.

      Afterward, he introduced himself as Joseph Abraham, Mrs. York’s attorney. Abby had only spoken to him on the phone, never having seen him before today. He spoke about his long relationship with his client, citing numerous situations where her kindness impressed him, and some humorous incidents. He asked if anyone wanted to speak about Mrs. York. Several people came to the front of the room to share their experiences about Mrs. York’s generosity. Everyone discovered that Mrs. York was quite the generous soul, having made donations and gifts in large sums to many people in need, as well as charities.

      “I didn’t know she had money,” Ivy whispered to Abby. “When I rented a room in her house, I thought she probably needed the income.”

      “Apparently, she was helping you by providing cheap rent. Another example of her generosity,” Abby said. Ivy nodded her agreement.

      After the service concluded, the three of them walked over to the display of pictures of Mrs. York from childhood, through the years, until current times.

      “She was a pretty woman in her youth,” Abby said, pointing to one picture in particular.

      “And we finally found out her first name!” Ivy said with a big smile. “All we ever heard was, ‘Mrs. York.’”

      “Right! Who knew she was Edna? Certainly not me,” Abby said.

      “Excuse me, Abby?” a male voice said from behind.

      Abby turned around to see the attorney. “Hello, Mr. Abraham,” Abby said, extending her hand to him.

      “So nice to put a face with a name,” he said. “May I speak with you privately?”

      “Of course.” Abby moved along with the attorney to a quieter area.

      “As I’ve mentioned on the phone, you are the executor of Mrs. York’s will,” he said in a low tone of voice. “There are some surprises in the will, I’m sure you will agree, when you read it.”

      “Oh? More of her generosity, I would guess, from what I heard today,” she said.

      “Yes, very much so. Some of her generosity extended to you. For instance, you are to receive a large sum of money.”

      “Me?” Abby’s eyes flew open to twice their usual size.

      “She cared about you very much.”

      “Yes, but, I, I mean, me?” Abby was so astonished by this news and gaped at the attorney.

      “Also, Ivy.”

      Abby was silent, staring at the man until she gathered herself. “Well, that will be very good for Ivy. She can use some financial assistance after having her little girl recently.”

      “Ivy is to inherit Mrs. York’s house.”

      “What? Are you kidding?” Abby could not believe what she was hearing. “The house? Ivy loves that old house.” She quietly shook her head.

      “Ivy will receive the house, free and clear of debt, once we probate,” the man said with a twinkle in his eye. “She can move in any time she wants.”

      “As in, right now?” Abby asked. “Their lease is almost up at their apartment.”

      “Today, if she wanted.”

      “Holy crow,” Abby said softly. She looked in the direction of the young couple. “Will they ever be surprised.”
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      The next week was filled with duties involving Edna York’s will. Abby notified various organizations that they were to receive donations to the tune of thousands of dollars each. She couldn’t have ever imagined the woman was this well-off.

      Ivy and her husband were packing up their small apartment to move into a four-bedroom home with an office and library, soon to be transformed into a play area and man cave, respectively. The kitchen was very up to date, with sparkling new appliances and a recent paint job. Edna also left Ivy a bonus: fifty thousand dollars for Luna’s college fund and one hundred thousand in stocks for her and George’s future. Ivy could not believe her good fortune, having literally jumped up and down when she heard the news, followed by shrieking.

      Abby was blessed by the generosity of Edna, too. She received three million dollars to do with as she pleased. When she was informed of that enormous figure, all she could do was cry. It was either that or faint.

      The phone chimed, disturbing Abby’s thoughts. She saw it was Ivy and answered. “Hey, there, Mrs. I-Am-A-Homeowner.”

      A small squeal attacked Abby’s ear. “I’ve been in the house all morning going through things and eliminating stuff we don’t want,” Ivy said. “Edna had a lot of paperwork. I’m going to put all of it in a box to go through later.”

      “That sounds smart. There could be valuable information there that you should keep.”

      “That’s what I thought, but I don’t want to get stuck in paperwork when I could be preparing the house for its new family,” Ivy said. “I can go through all this after we’ve moved in.”

      “When do you move?” Abby asked.

      “Tentatively, tomorrow morning. If I had my way, it would be tonight,” she said. “But George is working, and the guys at work will help us tomorrow, not that we have much to move. His apartment was furnished.”

      “You have Luna’s things to pack up.”

      “Yes, and that little girl already has quite a wardrobe and countless toys. But all of her stuff is ready to go. I just need the guys to carry boxes to the house and I’m good.” Abby could hear the smile in Ivy’s voice.

      “I’m so happy for you, Ivy.”

      “Yeah, who’d have thought, right?”

      Poppy bounced into the salon just as it was about to open. Her blue curls fell to her waist, swishing back and forth in time with her hips. Today she wore four-inch red heels and white shorts with a red tied-in-the-front shirt. Abby wondered if Poppy’s entire wardrobe was this colorful?

      “Hey, Abby Tabby,” Poppy said when she saw her boss. “Hope you don’t mind, but I have nicknames for everyone.”

      “That’s fine.”

      “So, there’s my table,” Poppy said, pointing a long fingernail at it. “It looks nice. Where’s the display rack for polish?”

      Abby gave her a blank stare, gesturing toward the back. “We have polish displayed in the pedi room.”

      “Yeah, but now you have a genuine nail tech, not just someone who occasionally does a pedi.” Poppy screwed her red lips to the side. “I have needs, ya know?”

      “I guess I do now. Okay, can we use another table temporarily set up beside you?” Abby asked. “I’ll order a rack and another table for everything else. How’s that?”

      Poppy looked like she was considering the offer. “Well, I guess. I was expecting a fully equipped nail station. No one said anything about ordering stuff.”

      “I haven’t employed a nail tech before, so I just don’t have what you need right now, but I can get what you need,” Abby said, thinking this was getting complicated. “I usually handle hairdressers, but I thought it would be a good business move to offer nail services, too.”

      “Okay, you’re forgiven,” Poppy said, pulling out a stick of gum from her pocket. “I can wait. And I’ll need to order supplies, too.”

      “Of course,” Abby said, starting to walk toward the pedi room. “Why don’t you follow me and look at the polish on display in here? There might be some shades you like. Then check out the supply room for any tools we might already have so you know what’s lacking?”

      “Deal.” Poppy pranced across the floor, smacking her gum all the way.

      Ivy looked across the room at Sonia, who gave her an eye roll, then muttered something in Spanish.

      When Poppy had completed her survey of supplies on hand, she carried a box of polishes and tools to the temporary table. After arranging them on the table, she sat behind her work table, pulling out drawers on either side. Once in a while, she made grumbling sounds and grunts of disapproval as she placed articles inside, such as nail boards and cuticle sticks. Once finished with that task, she checked her lipstick in a small mirror, which she then stashed in one of the drawers. Then she made a list of supplies she would need, and gave it to Abby before noon.

      Later in the afternoon, the salon was quiet. Everyone was cleaning around their area to keep occupied. Poppy saw this as an opportunity to ask questions.

      “You girls work here long?” Poppy asked, looking over at them.

      Ivy returned her look. “I’ve been here since Abby opened. So has Sonia.”

      “Si, we both here, ah-- a year and a half?” Sonia said, glancing over to Ivy as she wiped down her station with a rag.

      Ivy nodded in agreement.

      “Is Abby nice to work for?” Poppy asked.

      “The best,” Ivy said. “She’s like my big sister.”

      “Si, she very nice,” Sonia answered.

      “Then I will plan on liking her,” Poppy said, pulling out a nail board to saw at her nails, incessantly cracking her gum.

      Sonia and Ivy exchanged looks again.

      Since Sonia was the gutsy one, she asked what she knew Ivy was pondering. “So, where you from?”

      “A small town in New York. I came here to live with my grandparents about ten years ago. I couldn’t stand my parents, so Florida looked really good to me. After my grandparents died, I inherited their house.”

      “Nice,” said Ivy, completely relating. “So, you’re single?”

      “I am, and I plan to stay that way.” Again, she gave the two women a cheery smile. “I don’t understand the point in marriage. It’s too confining for me.”

      “Ivy’s a newlywed,” Sonia informed her.

      “How nice for you,” Poppy said, glancing up from her nails to Ivy. “Not for me, though.”

      “Are you dating?” Ivy asked.

      “Oh, sure. All the time. There are lots of men in my life,” Poppy said with a wink.

      Abby came from the backroom, with the phone in her hand. She clicked off and focused on Poppy. “I placed an order for you. Sometime this week supplies will arrive. They promised me.”

      “That’s great,” Poppy said, with a smile, still sawing at her outrageously long nails while bobbing her crossed leg up and down as she spoke. “I can make do until then; my customers are very understanding.”

      “Good to hear,” Abby said.

      As if on cue, the bell on the door jingled, announcing the arrival of one of Poppy’s customers.

      “Oh, precious Nancy, welcome to my new place!” Poppy quickly stood and ran to embrace ‘Nancy’. She fawned all over the woman, even holding her hand as she led her to the chair. “You look gorgeous since I saw you last. The hair, just stunning.”

      The woman ate up the phony praise. Abby thought the woman was attractive, but gorgeous was not a word she would have chosen to describe her looks. Poppy sure lays it on thick.

      Sonia and Ivy’s eyes met again, and both rolled them.

      The bell jingled again. Everyone looked over to see if they had a customer. Two ladies walked in, one for Abby, one for Ivy.

      “My lady late,” Sonia said. “Clean more.”

      

      “What are you doing?” George asked as he stood in the doorway of the office.

      Ivy was sitting on a small, red, antique footstool, surrounded by stacks of papers and a couple of boxes. She looked up at her husband and smiled. “I am putting all this paperwork I found into these boxes to go through later. Luna is napping, so I thought I’d tackle some of it.”

      George walked into the room. “Find anything interesting, or is it just old lady junk Edna collected for decades?”

      Ivy laughed. “A little of both. I’m separating important papers into this pile,” she said, pointing at her feet where a small pile lay, “and that one is junk, in my opinion. You can look through it, if you want.”

      George looked over to the junk pile she had indicated with a sweep of her hand. “No, I’m good. I trust you.”

      “I found her birth certificate, marriage license, and other important things, like the house documents. I even have the architect’s plans for this house.” She looked up at George, handing him a long paper roll. “It was built in 1910.”

      “Very cool. Yeah, I want to see that.” George unfolded the roll to examine it. “There was another bedroom,” he said after a minute. “They must have knocked down a wall to make the master bigger, cause it’s not here anymore.”

      “We won’t miss it. Four bedrooms, an office[,] and [a] library are plenty, plus the other rooms,” she said. “I think we can eliminate most of the things in this room and turn the rest of the space into a playroom for Luna. But I want to keep the desk for myself.”

      “I agree. I don’t need to do much to transform the library into my mancave. I could do without some of the antiques, but the rest will work.” George turned the paper around, midair.

      “I like that Luna’s bedroom is the same as the one I stayed in,” Ivy said, shuffling more papers. “Eventually, we can remove the crib when she’s old enough to graduate to a real bed.”

      “Yeah, then we can sell the crib.”

      “Sell? Don’t you want another child?” she asked.

      George looked surprised. “We haven’t talked about more kids.”

      “I know. We didn’t talk about the first one, either. But eventually, who knows? Maybe we will,” she said, looking up at him with saucer eyes.

      “You have a point. Okay, no sale. At least not any time soon,” he said.

      “George, look at this,” Ivy said, holding up a sheet of paper. “What do you make of this?”

      He examined the paper, then held it to his side. “It’s a birth certificate for a male. The name is Edward York.” George looked intently at his wife. “I think this is her grandson.”

      “That was my thought, too.”

      “Look here,” George said, pointing at two lines on the document, “that’s the parents. Madelyn Greene and Edwin York.”

      “Interesting…If he lived here, why didn’t he take his birth certificate when he left? Why would Mrs. York still have it?”

      “The better question: why wasn’t he named in Edna’s will?” George asked.

      The young couple stared at each other for a few seconds, until Luna broke the silence with her cries.

      “Here I come, Luna Tuna. Mama’s coming.” Ivy rose to get her baby girl.

      Ivy shared her discoveries at the house with Abby while they washed two [ladies’] hair, side by side at the sinks.

      “Her grandson, of all people,” Ivy said, her fingers building the lather.

      “I remember she mentioned something about a young man living there. She didn’t really indicate he was related.” Abby began rinsing her customer’s hair, spraying cascading water over her head. “I thought he left to go to college.”

      “That’s what she said to me.” Ivy grabbed a towel from the cabinet above to wrap around her customer’s head. “I thought he was her grandson. Now I have a birth certificate that shows a grandson.”

      “What college did he go to?” Abby asked.

      “I don’t know. But I have a concern now,” Ivy said[,] guiding her customer to the chair at her station.

      Abby and her customer joined them at her station, next to Ivy. “What concern?”

      “Why did George and I inherit the house and he didn’t? What if he comes back to claim what he thinks is rightfully his? I wouldn’t blame him,” Ivy said, tossing the towel on the floor.

      “Nor would I. He is a blood relative,” Abby said. “Maybe he was disinherited?”

      “I don’t know. Would you ask Edna’s attorney for me if he has any claim?”

      “Certainly. I’ll put a call into him when I’m done here,” Abby said, tossing the wet towel into a bin under the sinks. “I need to ask him a couple [of] questions myself.”

      Once Ivy and Abby were done with their customers, they walked to the backroom where Abby called Mr. Abraham. His secretary put him on the line quickly.

      “Hello, Abby,” he said in a pleasant tone of voice. “What can I help you with?”

      “Are you aware Mrs. York has a grandson? Ivy found a birth certificate for an Edward York that appears to belong to her grandson,” Abby said, sitting in a chair next to Ivy.

      “Yes, that is her grandson,” he answered.

      Abby nodded to Ivy in affirmation. “That brings up a question: Why didn’t he inherit the house? Ivy is concerned he might come back to make a claim.”

      “I can understand her concern, but she has no reason to worry about losing her new home,” he said.

      “But he’s Edna’s blood relative. Blood is thicker than water, you know?”

      “Edward did something to cause Edna to remove him from her will.” He spoke the words carefully so as not to reveal confidential information, was Abby’s thinking. “She replaced Edward with Ivy[,] so she inherited the house instead of her grandson. It was all quite legal, so Ivy needn’t be concerned.”

      “Okay. But it seems strange, don’t you think?”

      There was silence at the other end, then he spoke again. “In my experience, this sort of thing happens all the time. Children misbehave, parents remove them from the will as punishment. The same is true for grandparents.”

      “Mrs. York, Edna, was so loving and kind. I don’t understand what could be so awful that she removed Edward, her grandchild[,] and only living relative, from her will,” Abby said.

      “I’m not at liberty to divulge that information,” Mr. Abraham said.

      “I understand. It’s just an odd situation, in my opinion. Thank you for your time, Mr. Abraham,” Abby said and clicked off. She shared the information with Ivy.

      “Hm, that doesn’t give us much of an explanation,” Ivy said. “But at least we know about the house. It’s not going anywhere or to anyone else.”

      “No, he was clear about that. You weren’t to worry, it’s yours,” Abby said.

      “That’s a relief.”

      “I’m sure it is,” Abby said with a smile.

      “Maybe I can find out more about Edward in the diaries.”

      “Diaries? What diaries?” asked Abby.

      “Didn’t I tell you? I found five handwritten diaries tucked away in Edna’s desk. She had really pretty penmanship.”

      “Forget about her penmanship, what about the diaries?”

      “I haven’t read any, just scanned a couple to see what they were,” Ivy said.

      “Ivy, you are sitting on a gold mine! Read those diaries! They could contain all sorts of information and answers. Especially about Edward,” Abby said, her voice rising in excitement.

      “Maybe. It all depends when his bad behavior occurred. It could be years ago when she wasn’t writing,” Ivy said.

      “Ivy, he’s barely out of his teens. It can’t be that long ago,” Abby insisted.

      “I see what you mean,” Ivy agreed. “I’ll start reading them, in between taking care of Luna, cooking dinner, cleaning house, and working.” She grinned at Abby. “And the laundry.”

      “No rush. I’m just curious,” Abby said, understanding the young mother and bride had her hands full.

      “I can get George to help. He’d probably love reading the diaries,” Ivy said. “But isn’t this kind of like invading her privacy?”

      Abby gave her a peculiar look. “The woman is dead. She left you her house with everything in it. That includes her personal diaries.”

      “Okay, I guess you’re right. Yes, ma’am, I’ll get on it.”

      Ivy used that word again. Ma’am. She hadn’t done that since she married. Abby looked into a nearby mirror, checking for wrinkles. Did she really look old at forty-three? No way!

      

      “Careful where you walk,” he said, gently pulling her by the hand to the side so she didn’t step on a jellyfish.

      “Ooh, that could have hurt,” Rose said, smiling up into the young man’s face. “Thank you.”

      “My pleasure,” he said. “Too bad we can’t eat it.”

      Ryan Henderson was the owner and chef at Romeo’s Restaurant on Main Street. The specialty there was pizza, but the Italian food served was also ‘to die for,’ according to the reviews. He had started small, renting space large enough to seat eight tables. When the store beside his became vacant, he jumped at the chance to expand. It had taken time and a hefty loan to reinvent the former print shop, but he never regretted the investment. With the expansion, he was able to elevate the interior décor and attract a better crowd. By offering more to his customers, his profits also rose.

      Rose looked at Ryan like she was love struck. “What if I hadn’t come into your restaurant when I did?”

      “I don’t know. Why did you?” he asked with a grin.

      “Abby was running really late and said to get a pizza for dinner. We usually order from the place on the corner, but I wasn’t anywhere near home, so I saw your place and stopped,” she said. “And there you were, behind the counter taking pizza orders.”

      Ryan laughed. “I saw you and thought, ‘I’ve never seen her in here before. I would remember such a cute face.’ Then, you ordered a pizza, specifically stating, no anchovies.”

      “Was that weird?”

      “Not really, but you were so insistent, I thought maybe you had an allergy.”

      “Actually, I don’t mind anchovies, but Abby hates them, so we never get pizza with anchovies,” Rose said, squeezing the hand holding hers.

      “Next time, I’ll sneak a few on the pizza,” Ryan said, smirking.

      Rose laughed loudly. “You’re bad! Abby will kick me out of the apartment.”

      “Are things still going okay with you two?” he asked.

      “Sure. Why wouldn’t it be?”

      “I don’t know,” he said with a shrug. “You’ve been living there a year. I thought maybe you’d get your own place.”

      “That was the original plan,” Rose said, stepping her bare feet over some scattered shells. “But we really enjoy each other’s company, so I’ve stayed.”

      “That’s how you afforded your car,” he said.

      “Yes, not paying full rent allowed me to save up for a car,” Rose said, feeling blessed to be enjoying her good fortune. “I was fortunate in so many ways to have Abby as my friend. She was as happy for me as I was when I bought that car.”

      “She’s a great friend,” Ryan agreed, crinkles forming around his blue eyes as he smiled.

      “None better. But…” Rose paused. Ryan looked questioningly at her. “You remember I told you about Mark, the fireman? Our neighbor?”

      “Sure. Decent guy.”

      “Well, they are getting serious. I don’t know what that will mean for us as roommates,” A worried expression then crossed her tanned face.

      “No matter what happens, you’ll always be friends,” Ryan said.

      “I guess so, but you never know for sure,” she said.

      “Don’t get worked up over something that hasn’t even happened and may never,” Ryan said, putting his arm around her waist. “I don’t think Abby would ever abandon you.”

      “Probably not. She’s a good Christian and a devoted friend. I want her to be happy, but I want to be happy, too. And I’ve been so happy living with her. My life has turned around radically, and my past, well, I hardly ever think about once being homeless.”

      “I can’t imagine you living on the street,” he said, shaking his dark head of hair. “Sleeping in front of her salon, that is so removed from you now living above the salon and working at your telephone company job.”

      “I know. It’s amazing. But people can change when they have support and someone to love them into recovery. I’m proof of that,” she said.

      Ryan pulled Rose into a full hug. “You sure are. I am indebted to Abby for seeing value in you when it wasn’t visible.”

      Rose chuckled. “It wasn’t even visible to me. I thought I was worthless. I was told that enough times all my life, so I believed it, and proved it by being homeless.”

      “You have value, Rose. Lots of value, especially to me,” Ryan said in a gentle voice.

      “I know that now.” Rose smiled up into his face. Ryan kissed her on the lips, ever so sweetly.
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