GOD THE FATHER
CHAPTER 1
VICTORIA MOORE

    It had been a long day and I was very tired I realized, as I walk back to my desk from the cloakroom with my coat, hat and lunch bag in my hand.   I shook my head still thinking of the fool I had made of myself at the meeting.  All I had to do was serve coffee to some of the top executives and take notes.  I could not even do that well.  I thought again of the hot coffee I clumsily spilled on Mr. Peterson, who is head of the company as well as my immediate boss.  He was furious. I knew something was going to come of it and it wouldn’t be good for my future.
   Even as I clean up the mess and tried to get out of there quickly, I let the large coffee pot tumble off the tray.  I had disrupted the whole meeting.  I was already an outcast.  I thought I could turn things around by making a good impression at the meeting.  Although I had seniority, I had been passed over time and time again to sit in on meetings.  Mr. Peterson always picked the pretty girls or the spunky ones.  There were plenty of both in our office, African American, Caucasian, and Hispanic.  I was biracial and not a good specimen of that.  My completion was not light creamy like most biracial children.  Mine was bright and pale.  My eyes were a grayish hazel color.  Sometimes I look spooky to myself. I could easily be mistaken for Caucasian if my hair was not reddish brown, thick and sometimes frizzy.  I was a mess and I felt like the ugliest person on earth.  
   I didn’t have friends.  I had nothing in common with anyone it seemed.  I was in my early twenties, yet I didn’t act like people my age.  I like old classic books and movies.  I didn’t date or go out to parties.  I didn’t dress radically.  I preferred blouses and skirts compared to tight jeans.  I was considered the office joke.  If you needed a laugh, just look at Victoria Moore.  I had gotten used to the snickers and giggles as I went by.  I couldn’t change it, so I ignored it.  I couldn’t just quit my job and I knew it would be the same at another job.
   However, today I felt my lowest.  As I set my lunch bag down to pull on my coat, I wondered if I’d have a job tomorrow.  Mr. Peterson had followed me out of the meeting literally ignoring me and calling a very gorgeous Cindy James to take my place.  She was everything I wasn’t.  She was tall and slender compared to my five feet one inch and slim.  She was a black girl with dark caramel skin that said she was.  Her hair was shoulder length and shiny with not a hair out of place.  She knew how to walk, what to wear and what to say.  As she walked past me she gave me a smirk as if saying she could easily get my job.
   I began to pull on my coat overwhelmed when I spied the note on my desk.  It was on plain white copy paper.  In large black marker letters, it read ‘Don’t cry over spilled milk, whoops I mean coffee!’ I looked around in disbelieve at the few associates who remained. Some were giggling or trying hard not to laugh.  I felt humiliated.  I picked up my belongings quickly only wanting to get out of there.
   As I left the large room that held our desk, I did not look at any of them.  I hated them.  I hated my job.  I hated my life.  I walk quickly toward the hallway.  Just at the entrance, I saw the same note posted on the bulletin board for everyone to see.  I walked faster wanting to run and trying with all that was in me to keep back the tears.  As I nearly ran I saw on every bulletin board I passed that note posted and again on the door of the elevator.  I did not take the elevator down but ran down the four flights of steps to the garage.
   I rushed over to where I park my car and stopped staring at the same note on my windshield.  I began to cry then wondering why they hated me so much.  Was it because I was so different?  I cried the entire drive home.  From the city to Winston Park took no more than thirty minutes and when I turn into the driveway it was dark.  I tried to dry my tears and pull myself together.  It did not work.  I couldn’t think of what I would do.  I couldn’t go back.  How could I face them?  I glanced at my house.  I had forgotten to turn on the porch light.  I hated to go to the porch when it was dark.
   It was a very large house, two stories, five bedrooms, three baths, a den as well as a library, a very large dining room and a huge eat-in kitchen.  There was a large basement the length of the first floor, an attic and a few secret rooms.  It was our family home, my mothers, my brother Bill and mine.  I was fourteen when mom died. Bill was nine-teen and continued to raise me there, and after I turned twenty he left me the house.  I never moved.  It was comfortable and familiar there.
   I pull myself out of the car reluctant that night dreading for the first time being alone.  I wished again that my mother was alive.  I missed her terribly still.  I walked to the door my keys in my hand.  Again I wished I had turned on the light.  I had to feel my way for the keyhole and just as I found it a voice behind me said.
   “Victoria” It was a man’s voice, deep and unfamiliar
   I spun around looking up at a face covered by the night shadows.  I automatically started to scream, when a hand was placed over my mouth.  He pulled me close to him, and then said again.
   “Victoria, I am a friend of Bill’s do not scream.  I won’t hurt you” he removed his hand slowly.
   I didn’t scream but stared up at him frightened.  He reached past me and turn the key in the lock, open the door and brought me in with him.  Inside I stepped away from him quickly turning on the light.  I stared up at him and he down at me.  He was very tall and handsome, his face seemed familiar.  He was Caucasian with dark hair that fell carelessly over his shoulders and forehead.  He wore a waist length, black leather jacket, black turtleneck shirt, and jeans.  The jacket was slightly open and I could see what look like a holster with a gun inside.  I drew further away from him then.  He did not stop me.  I watched alarmed as he dug into the inside pocket of his jacket.  I was sure he would pull out his gun and that I had let a burglar in my house.  Instead, he pulled out a handkerchief and handed it to me.  It was then that I remembered crying my eyes out and my face was still wet with tears.
   At that moment there was a slight tap at the door, then it was opened quickly.  I gasped in delight to see my brother, and then other people followed him in.  Someone carried a girl who seemed to be about my age who was hurt badly.  There was blood on her face and clothes.  Following them was a man in worse shape than she.  I immediately ran to Bill burying my face against him turning away from the scene.
   “Vickie everything will be okay.  You believe me don’t you?”  Bill said reassuringly.
   I nodded yes, still clinging to him, remembering the closeness we shared growing up.  He had always been my protector, always keeping me from hurt, harm, and danger.  Then I heard the other man began to give out orders.  Telling someone to find a room for the girl and to put their cars in the garage.  He asked Bill where a phone was and Bill replied instantly.  I was trembling wondering what was happening.  Bill pulled me from him slowly.  I looked up at him alarmed.
   “Sis I need your help.  We need your help.  We need a safe place for a few weeks and we have nowhere to go but here.  This is the only safe place.”
   I nodded to Bill quickly knowing I would never turn him away and it was still his house too.
   “Bill, have Dollie take your sister upstairs.  I need your help.  You can talk later.”
   I glanced over at him then a bit outdone.  He was ordering Bill around in his own home.  He was acting as if my house was his to do what he wished.  I didn’t like him or the authority he had taken.  I didn’t like him at all.  I didn’t voice it but went with Bill, who himself deposited me in my room and shut the door.  When I immediately open the door to look out another man was there, not to watch over me I was sure but to make sure I stayed put. 
   And that I did.  I waited two hours for Bill to come up to talk to me.  Bill did not come, but a nice older gentleman came and brought my dinner.  It was beautiful and like nothing I’d ever been served.  Somewhere in my house, he must have found a serving tray, with a carving of flowers around the sides.  On the tray was a delicious looking steak, a baked potato, with sour cream and chives and a Caesar salad with everything I liked on it.
   And then there was a small vase with a live flower in it.  I realized it was one of my lilies from the flower pot in the den.  I was too hungry to question him and afterward I was too exhausted to wait any longer on Bill.  I crawl into bed fully clothes and instantly fell asleep.

CHAPTER 2
VICTORIA MOORE

   That next morning I met Bill on the run.  I was up early as I usually did for work.  The man who guarded my door was gone.  The house was so quiet.  I would have thought they all had left if it had not been for the aroma of bacon and eggs coming from downstairs.
   I showered and dressed quickly wanting only to see Bill.  There were many questions on my mind.  I was sure these were the people he wrote to me about and I wondered why some of them were injured and was he in danger?  I only knew as much as he would tell me in his letters about his job.  He had always been so secretive.  I could count on one hand the times he had visited me after he started that job.  When I’d question him about his job, he would always change the subject.  Once I asked him how I would get in touch with him quickly if I really needed him.  He only smiled that protective smile he always gave me and said “I would know” and my thought was how but I never asked him.
   I loved him so much.  He was more than a big brother, more like a father.  He helped mom do everything.  Not only was I an ugly duckling, but I was also sickly as well.  There had been times when I was stuck in bed weeks at a time and Bill would entertain me.  He would put his own teenage life on hold for me.  He was just the opposite of me.  He was handsome, just as handsome or more than the man I’d met last night who definitely was Alexander Marzonie.   Bill had that beautiful light creamy color that I lacked.  His hair was light blondish and curly.  He had dimples that shown deeply when he smiled and the girls at his high school loved him.  I knew this by the many calls he received from them.
   I pulled my hair back quickly in a ponytail and headed for the stairs.  And there at the bottom of the stairs was Bill and the other man, Alexander Marzonie in deep conversation.  In Bill’s hand was a small suitcase and in the other a briefcase. 
   “Bill where are you going?”  I yelled down at him alarmed, sure Mr. Marzonie was sending him someplace where he would be in danger.
   They both looked up at me as I ran down the stairs.  In Bill’s expression was worry and the other man was agitation.  I didn’t care.  I wanted him out of my house, all of them, except for Bill of course.  I wanted my life back the way it was, uneventful and boring, yet safe and private.
   “Where are you sending him?”  I then addressed Mr. Marzonie angrily.  I stood my ground staring up at him upset.  He returned stare for stare.  Then Bill quickly said.
   “Victoria” which he never call me, unless he really wanted me to listen.  Then I turn to Bill still upset.
   “Victoria, this is Alexander Marzonie, my employer.  Alex my sister Victoria”
We still returned stare for stare.  He didn’t like me and I definitely did not like him.
   “Sis don’t worry.  I’ll be back in a few weeks.”
   “A few weeks Bill?”  I wailed then not wanting him to go.
   “Your brother will be fine Victoria” Mr. Marzonie interjected
   I turn to him angrier than before, every hair on my body bristling with anger.
   “I wasn’t talking to you” I snapped at him
   He looked surprised at my words, then the surprise turned to anger.  At that point, I felt Bill take me by the arm drawing me away from him.
   “Vickie listen don’t push him.  You don’t know how he is now.  He is not the same man I wrote to you about.  I know things are kind of weird with us here, but in a few weeks we will be gone and everything will be back to normal.  I promise Sis just lay off him, okay.”
   I didn’t answer Bill but stared up at him a little upset myself.  I resented the fact that they were friends and seem to have a stronger friendship than I thought, I realized just by the tone of Bill’s voice.  I hated that.  I was beginning to feel that Bill cared more for Mr. Marzonie than me.
   “I can see that I can’t stop you from leaving Bill.  And I know you will be in danger, just be careful and come back safely.”
   “I will I promise.  I’ll call as soon as possible.”
   He released me, nodded at Mr. Marzonie and headed toward the front door, one of the men followed him.  When the door was shut behind them I turned to stare hatefully at Mr. Marzonie.  Again he returned my stare.  I should have turned and gone back to my room but instead, I walked up to him accusingly.
   “Why did you send Bill?  Why didn’t you go?  If anything happens to him I will never forgive you and I will call the police?”
   When I said police I saw a change in his expression that unnerved me for the first time.  The angriness had turned to something more, fright, uncertainty, or a threat? Yes, that was it, a threat from what I had just said.  I was all too ready to return to my room then.  The next moment he grabbed my arm quickly pulling me up to him.  I had to look up at those dark blue eyes that bore down on mine.  I could feel the pressure of his hand on my arm.  I tried to free myself then, more than unnerved. I was afraid.  He held me firm then said.
   “Two weeks is a long time.  And from what Bill has said I think you are very used to getting your way where he is concerned.  Victoria I’m not your brother and I don’t feel about you the way he does.  If you say anything to anyone about the family, I promise you, you will regret it.”
   He meant it and I knew it.  I pulled away terrified and started up the stairs looking back at him.  Again I opened my mouth when I shouldn’t have.  “I’m not afraid of you.”  I snapped then well out of his reach.
   “You should be” was all he said in a low but meaningful voice.
   I stayed in my room for the remainder of that day.  The aroma of what seem like Lasagna drifted up to my room.  I had snacks and sodas that I indulged in, not wanting to run into any of them.  Although the girl which was hurt seemed like she would be very nice to talk to. I felt terrible for her.  She had been beaten and a young man also.  Also, I remembered there had been a small child of about two years old and an older lady and several others.  I knew they had been injured because of Mr. Marzonie and now Bill was away and in danger.
   Later I received an invitation which was more like a summons to come down for dinner. It was about five forty-five that the man who had stood by my door the first night tapped on it.  When I open the door he stood there expressionless.  He too was Caucasian, with red hair that was cut close at the side and about an inch high on top.  He seemed to be older than Bill and Mr. Marzonie.  He seemed to be in his mid to late thirties. His eyes were green and if he had smiled he would have seemed younger.
   “Miss Moore, dinner will be served at six o’clock.  Mr. Marzonie says he would like you to come down and join us.”
   “I’m not very hungry” I lied “I will probably get something later.
   The man looked at me as if I had committed a crime by not acknowledging the invitation and excepting it.
   “What- what should I tell him” he stumbled over his words
   “I won’t be down” I repeated
   He nodded and left glancing back at me concerned it seemed.  Why?  Was my only thought.  I didn’t have to eat with them if I didn’t want to.  This was my house.  Although I wouldn’t have minded eating that delicious smelling food.  I just didn’t do well with people.  That was why I had made a wreck of my job.
   I pass that night uneventful and woke the next morning to the smell of breakfast again.  It was a work day and I didn’t get a call to tell me not to come back, so I still had a job.  But I wasn’t ready to go back.  I wasn’t ready to face them all.  I called from my phone in my room to ask Mr. Petersen for a weeks’ vacation.  He accepted quickly probably wishing I had said I wouldn’t be back at all.  Well, I had a week to decide about that.
   The next few days I only ventured as far as the kitchen.  There the cook, the same man that brought me dinner the first night, was busy preparing the meals for the day.  When I came in he seemed a bit uncomfortable, it seem that he had taken over my kitchen.
   He smiled hesitantly, then said, “Miss Victoria, I know you will be glad when we are out of your hair.”
   I didn’t reply right away.  I wasn’t sure how I would feel.
   “It’s- it’s just that I’m used to being alone.  I hardly ever cook anyway.  I usually bring home a salad or burger after work.”
   “That fast food is not good for you ma’am”
   I smiled at him.  He was very nice once I actually talk to him.  He was very respectful, calling me Miss Victoria or ma’am.  
   “Have you always been the cook for the Marzonies?” I asked
   “Yes, ma’am.  For Mr. Marzonie’s parents, now him.  My name is Cornelius, but everyone calls me Coni.  You should come down to dinner Miss Victoria.”
   I shook my head quickly, saying “No- I- I don’t mix well with people.  I wouldn’t know what to say.”
   “We’ve had a good conversation ma’am.  You may like it.”
   I only smiled sure I would not and retreated from the kitchen.
   The next morning, unfortunately, I had a run-in with Mr. Marzonie.  It was after their breakfast hour and I had gone to the kitchen for something to eat.  Mr. Coni had set aside a heaping helping of eggs, bacon, and pancakes especially for me.  He said he was not going to let me fade away as long as he was cooking.  I laughed thinking, of course, it wouldn’t be hard.  I weighed hardly anything dripping wet as mom used to say.  I manage to weigh one hundred pounds at the age of twenty and that’s where I still was three years later.
   That morning as I returned to my room, Mr. Marzonie came out of the library.  He was dressed in a nice dark gray suit, not the casual look as before.  He looked as if he was going to an office.  I noticed that he had cut his hair, now it rested in waves about his neck, but still unruly over his forehead.  He wasn’t frowning at first.  His expression was pleasant, even nice, but upon seeing me and what I carried, he became angry and I did in turn. He would have passed me by, my frown and all if I hadn’t said a word, but I did.
   “Do you have something to say about me getting breakfast in my own house?’
   “No I didn’t,” he said pointedly “But now that you ask.  Why don’t you eat breakfast with everyone else?  Do you think you are too good for us?”
   “Not all of you.” I snapped immediately thinking, where did that come from?  It wasn’t me.  I couldn’t think of a smart remark if I tried very hard, but there it was on my lips and out of my mouth.
   He only stared at me angrily and trying desperately to keep from saying anything to me it seem.  He turned and left me staring after him.  Another long day passed with nothing really to do and still no word from Bill.  I was sure he would call or send word that he was alright.  He promised.  I wondered anxiously if he was alright.  I tried to take my mind off Bill by beginning to read a book that I had read several times ‘Wuthering Heights’.  It was a classic and very sad, yet I still loved that story.  I drifted into a restful sleep thinking of the characters.  Heathcliff who was a shadowy presence and desperate to fit in and the woman who loved him battled with the fact that he was a servant.
   The ringing of the phone brought me out of my sleep.  There was only one line and I had a phone in my room.  I knew it was Bill.  It was late, a little past eleven and I never received any calls for the exception people trying to sell me something.  I had only one friend at work who would call, but not that late and no one had called any of the people here.   After the second ring, there was silence.  I picked up the phone slowly.
   “I’m sure it’s exactly what you’re looking for Alex.  There’s no fax machine in the house yet, but I want you to see it.” Bill was speaking
   “No need, you know what I like.  Finish the arrangements and get back here as soon as possible.”
   “Alright, I will.  How is Vickie?”
   “Fine” Mr. Marzonie said agitatedly.
   “Did you tell her that I called?  I told her I would; she will be expecting me to.”
   “She’s a grown woman Bill.  You pamper her too much.”
   “Did you tell her?”  Bill insisted agitated then himself.
   “No” he answered absently.
   “Well tell her” Bill snapped then and I was surprised.  I thought they all were afraid of him.  It seemed Bill was not.
   “Alright, I will tell her tomorrow”
   “I have to go.  I’ll get back as soon as I can”
   There was a click on the phone.  I hung up furious.  Bill had called and he had not told me.  Again instead of staying put and leaving him alone, I left my room quickly heading straight for the library.
   Again one of the men was sitting outside the door, Mr. Red Hair.  I stared at him daring him to stop me.  He only stared back at me doubtful of my actions it seemed.  I did not heed that warning either.  I open the door quickly.  He was sitting at the desk in the library looking through some papers in a folder that he immediately closed when I came in.  He stared at me uncertainly.  His expression was that of worry.
   “How can I help you Victoria?”  He asked.  He did not seem angry just weary.
   “Why didn’t you tell me that Bill called?”  
   “What?”
   “I heard him.  He said he called and you didn’t tell me.”  I threw the words at him angrily.
    His expression changed immediately.  He looked at me again as if I was a threat to his life and he came at me just an angry.  Every nerve in my body said run and I tried to.  I was nearly at the door when I felt him grab my arm turning me roughly to him.  I stared up into hateful blue eyes.  He looked at me as though I were his enemy and he would do me bodily harm.
   “Is that all you heard!”  He yelled that time, tightening his grip on my arm.
   The pain of it seemed to go through my whole body so that I could not answer.  He shook me then roughly.  I was dizzy and terrified.  I knew the only reason I still stood was that he held my arm.
   “Is that all you heard?”  He hissed that time expecting an answer.
   I nodded yes quickly several times.  At that, he pulled me to the door roughly and opened it.  The older lady stood there looking at us both alarmed.  He pushed me out the door and I fell into her opened arms immediately.  I buried my face against her trembling not daring to look back at him.
   “The phone comes out of your room and I want your cell phone.  No more working or outside contact, until we are gone.” He said to me.  I still did not look at him, only clung tighter to the woman.
   “Dollie, since you’ve, seem to have taken to her so much, you keep her away from me.”
   After that reply, the library door was slam shut.  Miss Dollie led me away to the kitchen. I sat there still trembling and trying hard to keep back the tears that came anyway.  For the first time, I realized why they all were so afraid of him.  He was very formidable and seemed capable of anything.  He did not have to put me out of the library.  I felt he did in order not to hurt me and that was only because of Bill.


CHAPTER 3
VICTORIA MOORE

   That night I became close friends with Miss Dollie.  She had been there for me.  She had held me like my mother often did when I was afraid.  After I was cried out she made hot chocolate for me and then we went to my room.  Immediately I notice that my phone was gone and my cell phone missing from my nightstand.  I was still too afraid to be angry and wondered if he personally had come into my room to get them.
   “You should change and go to bed Victoria.  It’s very late.” Miss Dollie said concerned.
   “Yes, ma’am” was my reply, only wanting to please her.  She smiled at me warmly and I wondered why I never noticed how kind she was before. She was an older African-American woman in her mid to late fifties.  She was stoutly built and I felt very comfortable in her arms.  She had dark brown hair that she wore at the nape of her neck in a braided ball.  Her eyes were brown also and lit up as did her face when she would smile. Her voice was motherly and soothing.
   I went into the bathroom to change into a long cotton gown with sleeves, hoping it would warm me, but I still trembled and I knew it was not from the winter cold or snow outside, nor was it cold inside the house.  It was from the fright I still felt at his touch.  My arm had begun to bruise where he held me firm.
   When I came out of the bathroom Miss Dollie was still there.  She tucked me into bed pulling the covers up over me.  I looked up at her embarrassed at my actions.  She smiled seeming to know what I was thinking.  Then she said smiling a bit.
   “Child what were you thinking?  Going into that library like that, was like meeting a man-eating lion face to face.”
   I only looked up at her more alarmed knowing she was correct.
   “I know it’s been very hard for you with us here.  It won’t be much longer and we will be gone, but you must stay away from Mr. Marzonie for a few days.  Give him time to forget this incident.  Then you must go to him and apologize.”
   “Apologize?”
   “Yes, for everything.”
   I looked at her sure of what she meant.  I had been very rude to him.  Saying things to him that I would never say to anyone else.  It was foolish.  I knew nothing of the man and yet I did not take precaution as to what I said.  It was very much out of my character.
   “Victoria do you have any idea who we are and what we represent for?”
   “I didn’t at first.  I think I do now.  He keeps saying I can’t be a threat to the family.”
   “There are real Italian Families and we are one of several Syndicate families.  Mr. Marzonie is head of the family.  Nicole, we call her Nikki, his sister, and her husband Frank and little Angel are the only survivors of the Marzonie family and there are people looking for them.  Our only resolve was to come here.”  
   She paused watching me closely, I was sure to see how I felt about what she told me.  I was more terrified than before.  My thoughts about them had just become reality.
   “He is a very difficult man.  He feels his responsibility for every person here, including you.  He’s a hard man, void of any feelings it seems.  But he wasn’t always like that.  I’ve been a part of the family most of my life.  I was his mother’s personal maid, then later his wife.”
   “His wife,” I said sure it was Maria the woman Bill mentioned in his letter.
   She nodded then continued.  “He was the second son.  The oldest whose name is Anthony. He was eight years older than Alexander, and very much his father’s son everyone said, and he was.  No nonsense, he was impatient, and he had a temper.  Everyone took him seriously and stayed out of his way except Alexander and William.”
   “Bill?”
   “Yes.  He and Alexander were best friends.  One day Anthony brought William to the old Mr. Marzonie and he welcomed him in.  He and Alexander were much alike.  They were wild.”  She laughed then “always off to a party or driving the fast cars.  Alexander had a sense of humor then, always joking with the staff or making someone laugh.  Then one summer he went to the old country and Alexander fell in love.  Her name was Maria.  She came to Fair Heights, which was our home, as Alexander’s bride one October.”  
   “Alexander settled down and became a husband, still he would tease with everyone but not as much as before.  Mr. Marzonie became ill that year to a point where he was bedridden.  Anthony took over all responsibilities and he was very good at it.  He was raised, coached, and taught to fill his father’s shoes one day.  Alexander, on the other hand, was left to do pretty much what he pleased as long as he had an education.”  She paused for long seconds as if going back in time.
   “What about his mother Miss Dollie and what happen to his wife?” I asked and my voice seemed to pull her back to the present.  I wanted to know as much as possible.  I only knew what little Bill wrote to me about her.  	
   “Oh, his mother was the kindest sweetest person.  We were about the same age you know.  It was my first job.  My family came from Cuba and my uncle delivered food there.  He got me on as a maid to Mrs. Marzonie. We both only knew some English words so we learned the English language together. She loved Alexander.  She would always say ‘he was the softer side of Mr. Marzonie and everyone needed a soft side’ that was how she talked.  Marita was about thirty-three when she died giving birth to another child.  It was another girl, she died also.  Mr. Marzonie never married again.  So it was only the three children. Anthony, Alexander, and Nikki.”
   “Mr. Marzonie died from his illness and Anthony took over, with the help of William. It was a sad time for us all. Alexander and Nikki took it very hard.  They all got through the grief of their father’s death and somehow life went on.  Anthony continued to do as Mr. Marzonie Sr. did and Alexander and Maria took over the social side of events often having dinner parties or arranging outings or accompanying guest.  William also was involved in that as well as working very closely with Anthony.”  She chuckled then.
   “Every girl he met was after him.  He never had time for them.  He seemed to always compare them to you, dear.”
   “Me?”
   “Yes.  He talked about you often, so much that it irritated Alexander as well as Anthony.  Alexander even went as far as to say you did not exist and that Bill had an old girlfriend sending him letters.  He would say, there is no one as sweet or as innocent or as kind as you say.  She’d have to be an angel.  Bill would only laugh.”
   “We all thought you weren’t real until we came here.”
   She paused again as if not really wanting to go on.  Then she began slowly.
   “Only a month or more after Mr. Marzonie Sr. died Maria became pregnant.  She and Alexander were so happy.  She carried the baby for six months.  It was a boy, they found out earlier. She- she had a doctor’s appointment that Friday afternoon.  She was waiting on Alexander.  He and William had another engagement and had been held up in town.  Anthony decided to go with her instead.  He was like that you know, very responsible.”
   “The car never left the driveway.  When the driver started it, it exploded there in front of the house.  The explosion shook the house and blew in the doorway and shattered windows.  When we got downstairs the car was consumed with fire.  The driver, Coni’s son, Anthony, Maria, and the baby died.  Alexander and William drove up as it burned.  If William had not physically hit Alexander and knock him on conscious, he would have run into the fire himself and died as well.”
   “The days following were terrible days.   William had to step in and make funeral arrangements.  After the funeral, Alexander just shut down.  He would not talk to anyone or come out of his room.  He would stay there for days on end.”
   “William dealt with the other families and tried unsuccessfully to find out who was responsible for the deaths.  Seeing that Anthony was out of the picture and Alexander was not able to cope with what happened, the other families tried to take over.  There was only so much William could do.  He was not the head.  The staff was afraid sure any day their lives would be taken also, they began to leave and go to other families.  After a while, there were only left the few of us here.  Fair Heights, was home for over thirty staff members, the family and not to mention security.”
   “Five months later and a half closed up Fair Heights, there was another incident.  It was aimed at William who still kept Fair Heights, and the businesses going.”
   “They- they tried to kill my brother.”
   “Yes.  There was a bomb attempt.  William was injured and Fair Heights burned down.  I guess that brought Alexander out of his stupor.  He got us all out safely and to a safe house.  He took over then, stepping into his position.  He had changed.  We all realized that quickly.  We moved from house to house to stay safe.  He and William continually did the business undercover to keep the funds coming in and to protect what was already there.   Alexander did not talk much to anyone except William.  He never mentioned Maria, Anthony, his child or Fair Heights.  He was short-tempered and had become mean, far worse than Anthony.  On a suspicion that one of the people with us were betraying us he nearly beat him to death.  No one crossed that thin line of defense he has, no one that is until you.”
   “I- I was surprised that he was taking so much from you Victoria.  I think it’s because of William and the fact that we are in your home.  The best thing to do now is to make amends.  Try to be friends with him.  He is capable of anything.”  She looked at me closely then.  “I am not trying to frighten you, child.  I just want you to know what kind of person you are dealing with.  He does not care about anything or anyone anymore except William.”
   I stared at Miss Dollie for a long time realizing that she too was afraid of him.  I looked down realizing how foolish I had been and still, I didn’t know why.  Why had I disliked him immediately?
   “You should sleep now.” Miss Dollie said tucking the covers.  Then she left promising to see me tomorrow.  I slept very little, jumping at every creak, every whine of the wind, every voice.  I realized too that Bill purposely left out a lot of actual events in his letters.  I knew he didn’t want me to worry.  And surely I would have, had I known his life was constantly in danger.  Sometime in the early morning hours, I drifted into a restless, dream-filled sleep of Alexander Marzonie’s piercing blue eyes staring at me hatefully. 
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