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Louise Green Series Dedication and Forward

God has blessed me over the years with many people who have loved and supported me. One of those people was Jannice Hinkle. She found out about a computer class and not only signed me up for the course but also drove me to class and back each day.

This book is the first in a series. I dedicate this series to Momma Jan because had she not taken the opportunity to drag me to that class, I would not have the skills needed to be a writer. She is written in my heart forever. The last lesson I learned from her is to leave nothing unfinished.

A special thank you goes out to my oldest daughters Sanura and HazelAnn, who have encouraged me.

In loving Memory of Momma Jan.
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Introduction
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The wind blew softly on her face as she stood sipping her tea. A strange illness gripped her as she shuddered against the warm breeze. Blazing pain seared through her body.

She felt yet another wave of nausea, and the teacup fell from her hand. The water below her swallowed up the rocks and cast a white froth about. Her grip on the rail was weak at best as she lend over retching.

Her sweat soaked palms slid as her head began to pound. The weight of the beautiful Bleeding Heart Necklace seemed to pull at her neck. Everything was spinning as dark spots danced before her eyes. Then cold, Black Death came...
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Chapter One
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-Tea in the Garden-

April 1900

The sun shone softly through the windows of The Prissy White Lace room at the Lace Sisal Cottage. Louise Green was finishing a letter with a wax stamp as the clock dinged the hour.

After a week of rain showers and gloomy overcast skies, Louise Green longed for a walk in the sunlit garden. She stood and smoothed her dress as she made her way toward the door of her room. She stopped just long enough to slip on her silver pumps and don a silver trimmed hat.

Freedom she found as soon as she had ascended the enormous staircase leading to the front door. It was inviting her with the warm glow of sun peeping from the glass panels inserted into it.

Louise made her way to the gardens and turned down a rose laden path. The garden she picked for her stroll was called The Monet Garden. It was filled with large rose bushes, heavy with blossoms. It was a garden that felt like a living painting, and Louise fell in love with it at once.

Birds were singing and flying about as two gray rabbits scampered across the path. Louise walked on, mindful of nothing.   The path took her past a beautiful fountain and a white wooden swing hanging from a large oak tree. She skipped down a paved stone-way toward the outer section of the gardens that served as an outdoor tea area.

There, seated at a wrought-iron table in matching chairs of pristine white, was a party of jovial tea drinkers. Two fine ladies and one gentleman were engaged in a light conversation while Miss Violet Alcott, the owner of the cottage, served up tea.

Rose Chintz cups and silver tea service were supplied, and all stood to make room in their anticipation for Louise joining their tea. As they shifted, a full teacup crashed. Suddenly, a blushing brunette dressed in a fine silk of pale yellow made apologies and shifted her cup to replace the gentleman’s, which now lay in ruins at their feet.

Louise was introduced to the jovial party and soon learned that the lovely brunette was Lila Anneliese Havilland, the betrothed of the gentleman. He was none other than George Balmoral, soon to be Duke Balmoral of the Isle of White. The remaining lady was introduced as Lady Victoria Polly Havilland, the Aunt of Lila.

Miss Alcott was a studious hostess and quickly served up tea to Aunt Polly and Louise. Aunt Polly was a dear woman and had, of course, passed her teacup and saucer to Lila to ease the embarrassment of her upsetting the table’s order.

Louise was very pleased with the good breeding of her companions and easy manners. Even though she had not set out to take tea, she couldn’t resist a small leisure and rest. Such a pleasure of sun and elegant society was to be greatly desired.

Pleasant conversation to the effect of the weather and flower arrangements engaged the party as they each ate and drank their fill. George Balmoral seemed disquieted and ill at sorts. He began to sweat and squirm as the ladies chatted on. Aunt Polly remarked to the effect of how pale George seemed. He snapped out a blunt reply to the excuse of indigestion.

Louise, feeling the conversion shift from comfortable to disagreeable, excused herself and stood. George, being out of sorts but ever the gentleman, stood to pay proper respect to her leave. He gave a cry of pain and, with much trembling, fell to the ground in a heap. All gave a shocked cry, and the alarm was sent via Aunt Polly to the house begging the doctor be fetched quickly.

Louise stood stunned looking at George lying in a broken heap on the ground. Lila stood over him fanning him stupidly as a beautiful ruby heart necklace fell from her throat ruffles to glint in the sun. The ruby teardrop hanging from the heart pendant touched George’s lips. As though that was the final kiss of death, his breath ushered from his lips for the last time.

George Balmoral died leaving behind an estate of great wealth and an invalid father who had no other heirs. The almost Duke and his almost bride fell victim to the curse of Balmoral attached to the Bleeding Heart Necklace.
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Chapter Two
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-The Curse of Beauty-

It seemed to Louise a lifetime of waiting. The shock of taking tea with a corpse at one’s feet was all but absurd. Lila was in a stupor and in her simple-minded way sat conversing with Miss Alcott to the effect of how her beloved George couldn’t be dead. It would make him late for their wedding rehearsal. Tearfully, Lila snuffed out a pouted sigh and finished her protest to Miss Alcott with a statement to the point of how George was never late for anything.

Miss Alcott, being a wise and reflective woman, had covered George’s dead body with the spare tea linen cloth she kept conveniently on hand. Then she settled herself and Lila on the opposite side of the table from poor unfortunate George. Louise shifted closer to the body, out of pity for Lila, and sat down once more. This small party of ladies sat at a fully ready tea service looking very much at tea, but not at ease.

A sad sight greeted them when Aunt Polly returned with a man whom Louise presumed to be the doctor. To say it was a shock to the doctor to see such a tea party would be, to say the very least. Aunt Polly was shocked and gave a little cry of dismay.

“My God have mercy! George is dead!” she exclaimed. To which the man with her replied, “And tea is served.”

Louise was taken aback at the doctor’s snide remark. She eyed him as he went over to examine the body. He was, at first glance, not remarkable at all. She thought he looked rather average. He was dressed smartly enough in a practical brown suit and having removed his hat and gloves proved him to have a basic haircut. If he had but one mark of handsomeness, it would be his beautiful glossy black hair, thought Louise. Louise couldn’t help but feel disgusted when she noticed his mud splattered pant legs and dirty shoes while eying him discreetly.

“Dead,” said the doctor.

“Blunt, are you not?” replied Aunt Polly as they both stood looking at George. Louise couldn’t help herself and let out a sigh of irritation as she said, “Well, do tell us why he is dead!”

Lila being pitiable, squeaked out a protest saying George was never late for anything, no never, not even death.

All the chatter was, of course, absurd and the whole affair of this sad tea party could be said to be on the fringe of the ridiculous. As if on cue and keeping with the tone of the tea, the scant clouds let loose a splattering of rain. To put it bluntly, the whole party was moved inside with much trepidation. With a whimsical parade like effort, even poor George made it into the dry interior.

The good doctor, of course, had made Louise no reply to her pointed question. It was one, however, that begged to be answered.

“What could have killed a seemingly healthy middle-aged man?” puzzled the doctor to himself. It was fixed in the mind of Doctor James Faigley the third that a constable was what this broken tea party required.

Miss Alcott, having brought all the tea effects in, was surprised when the doctor stopped her short of the kitchen. With an astute stare, James instructed that all should leave what they carried on the threshold till a constable could be called.

He explained in a kind enough tone that since he had no idea what George had succumbed to, a formal inquest was needed.

“My tea has never killed anyone before,” exclaimed Miss Alcott in a huff.

“Ah, my dear hostess, I do not suggest that at all. Just the thought that one of you might have killed him,” he replied in a snide tone.

“Saucy and arrogant for a man whom we have not been formally introduced to yet,” smirked Louise.

They both eyed each other for a moment and then, with a pungent smile, James bowed to Louise and introduced himself. Miss Alcott, regaining her composer, made from there all the necessary introductions. Needless to say, the tension of the two-hour wait for the constable made the room beyond insufferable. They all sat in the parlor as actors in a play; unwilling actors who were at a loss to their lines. The air vibrated tension and a dark foul mood hung on each of them.

The curse of beauty can be explained as one on whom possessing beauty can’t help but draw everyone’s attention. Louise was plain in her own regard, but to those around her, she possessed a striking beauty. For two long hours she sat fighting a hot face and enduring unsubtle looks from all in the room. There was Miss Alcott remarking on her fine style and taking pains to match-make for her. Aunt Polly and Lila were prone to glancing at Louise and coveting her dainty hands and feet. Even the servants sneaked looks at Louise and gave her the regard of a royal by birth.

Then there was Doctor James Faigley, the third. Louise was starting to think he never blinked. How long would he continue to stare at her from across the room? Louise wrote him down in her book of known persons as hateful, vulgar and ungracious. At last, with a blink and enough blush to admit his guilty faux pas, James looked away. Louise was far from forgiving but instead marked it down as a triumph to have put the good doctor back into his place.
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Chapter Three
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-Whispering Walls-

The staff, standing near the doorway, whispered amongst themselves; with the topic of chief interest being the bleeding heart of Balmoral.

“I heard he gave her the necklace as an engagement gift,” whispered the cook.

“Aye, it was just four days ago,” remarked the chambermaid.

Their faces were animated as they whispered about curses and constables. There was no shortage of talk about rumored deaths associated with the necklace.

“Amber Rose, that was her name,” said the cook. The chambermaid’s eyes grew large and her round face turned pale. “She was the first victim.” 

The chambermaid’s voice quivered as she spoke. The cook moved closer to the door was and spoke even quieter, “Yes, it has been said that she was the first to die while wearing the necklace.”

Moaning and shuddering, the chambermaid responded, “Could you imagine wearing a dead lady’s necklace? I also heard that it was on the night of her wedding rehearsal and that she fell from an upper balcony. The whole wedding party wore black for a solid month after.”

“As with any curse, there must be a human element,” the butler whispered, making the ladies jump and causing a blush to spread on the chambermaid’s pale face. The cook smiled as she took note of the handsome butler edging closer to the young chambermaid.

“Aye, as with any family of means, the Balmoral’s are bound to have enemies,” replied the blushing chambermaid.

“It could be that Amber Rose fell victim to human hands, not a curse,” the cook said smugly.

“What then of this death?” the butler asked. Their whispers fell to silence as the doorknocker sounded. The elder constable with his gray hair and piercing blue eyes had finally arrived.

Constable Lenard Davenport had a gaze that could unsettle the nerves of the most stouthearted person. It was a sure thing that age had yet to rob him of his acute functions. It had only the effect of hardening his knowledge of human nature.

“Good day, Constable,” the butler said as he took the constable’s pro-offered coat and hat. With a nod, the constable made his way to the drawing room. Standing in the doorway, he eyed the now miserable, ill-humored group. Even at the age of seventy, the constable’s eyes were as sharp as knives.

“Hello, I am Constable Davenport, and I will be speaking to each of you soon enough,” he stated bluntly. He used a tone of such authority that it made them feel as though they must comply. The doctor stood up at once and bowed. Then he introduced himself and the others quickly.

“Constable Davenport, will you want to view the body at once?” asked the doctor. With a nod and a raised eye- brow the constable made his wish known.

Thunder crashed and in the distance, lightning rolled. Torrents of rain poured down each window of the cottage. The hall was a short walk from the drawing room. The blue-eyed constable seemed to have nerves of steel as he walked behind the butler and doctor. 

The loud crash and crack of thunder shook the nerves of the butler and the doctor, but one would have thought the constable deaf the way he stoically marched on steadily down the long hall way toward the dead man’s room. He had a settled ease of walking during the storm that seemed unnatural at best.

Davenport sighed as his steady pace was hindered by the two men in front of him.

“Which way is the body?” he asked in a gruff tone. Just as he spoke, a loud howling of wind followed by a crash of thunder shook the air, causing the two men to jump and cry out. Davenport was unfazed by their silly reactions. He stood quiet and sharp-eyed in the middle of the hallway.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Lovise
Green

&
The Curse
of the
Bleeding
Heart
Necklace

uﬁ ;

o

oS

4,
-





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





