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Synopsis

Can a detective and a policeman find love amidst
murder? Heath Barrington is an attractive, clever, big city
detective, confident, strong, and crazy about police officer Alan
Keyes. Down-to-earth, noble, and naïve, Alan struggles with his
desires for Heath versus 1940s America and his guilty
conscience.

Heath’s skills of deduction and reasoning are put to
the test as he and Alan work together to solve the murder of an
eccentric millionaire in his mysterious, isolated estate. They
search for clues and uncover long buried secrets of the weekend
guests while keeping secrets of their own.

It’s up to Heath to solve the mystery and convince
Alan that some secrets aren’t worth keeping, and lust can lead to
love.
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Chapter One

In times like this, a man’s got to do what a man’s
got to do. I hurried out of the bathroom of my small apartment,
wiping my wet hands on my shirt since the clean towels were still
in the wicker basket on my bed. Like I said, a man’s got to do what
a man’s got to do. I padded over to the telephone, ringing
incessantly from the entryway.

“Hello?” I answered, somewhat irritated. A ringing
telephone can be full of promise, but it can also be annoying when
one is indisposed.

A woman’s voice came through the handset, rather
tinny. “Hello, Heath?”

“Oh, hi, Mom,” I said, trying to hide my
irritation.

“I didn’t think you were home, dear, it just rang
and rang, probably fifteen times or more.”

“Or more. I was in the bathroom.” I glanced at
myself in the mirror above the phone table and smoothed out my hair
as I talked.

“I hope you didn’t wipe your hands on your shirt
again.”

Sigh. “I’m thirty-two, Mom, I can take care of
myself.”

“You should be married, dear. A wife can take care
of you better than you can.”

A still heavier sigh on my part. “How’s Dad?” I
asked, hopefully changing the subject.

“Oh, he’s fine—doing the crossword in the paper. We
wanted to know if you’re going to be coming by the house this
weekend.”

“No, Mom, I can’t this weekend. I’m going down to
Lake Geneva.”

“Lake Geneva! What on earth for? No one goes down
there this time of year. It will be deserted.”

“It’s sort of related to my last case, Mom.”

“You mean your only case so far.” Her voice sounded
rude, but I know she didn’t intend it that way; it’s just how she
comes across sometimes.

“My first case. There will be others.”

“I don’t like you doing this police work, Heath.
It’s too risky. You managed to stay out of the war because of your
feet, and because you were a policeman, but the war’s over now. Do
something safer. Your cousin Chuck was killed in the war. It could
have been you.”

“Chuck was in Pearl Harbor, Mom. He was killed
during the attack.”

“I’m just saying war and police work are both
dangerous. Why take chances? Chuck thought being in Pearl Harbor
was like going to heaven. Well, he was right in a way, I suppose,
but I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’ll be fine. I’m a police
detective now, Mom. I’m not chasing down bank robbers anymore, not
that I did much of that, either.”

“Well, I still don’t like it and neither does your
father. Who are you going to Lake Geneva with?”

“I’m going down by myself, and a friend is joining
me the next day.”

“You spend too much time with friends, Heath, and by
yourself.” I could hear the tsk, tsk, tsk in her voice. “You need
to date more, settle down. Mrs. Addison’s daughter, Estelle, is
home from Boston this weekend, and we thought the two of you might
like to have dinner with us at the house. I’m making your favorite,
fried chicken.”

“That was my favorite when I was ten, Mom. Maybe the
following weekend. I’ll let you know.”

“But Mrs. Addison’s daughter will be gone back to
Boston by then, and she’s such a lovely girl. She’s a Methodist,
you know.”

“I’m sorry, Mom, but I have plans.”

She made that clucking sound with her teeth that she
always does when she’s annoyed or frustrated. It drives me crazy.
“Well, that’s too bad. She’ll be disappointed, but we’d like to see
you, too. You don’t come around much anymore.”

More sighs. “I know, I know. Like I said, maybe the
following weekend. I’ve been really busy.”

More clucking sounds from her teeth. “I just don’t
see why you want to go to Lake Geneva when it’s not even summer
yet. You could come over here and have a nice home-cooked meal and
visit with your parents and talk with Estelle.”

“I know you don’t understand, Mom. I’m sorry, it’s
work related. I’ll come over soon, I promise.”

Her turn to sigh, but at least she stopped the
clucking noise. “Verbina tells me you had lunch with her last
week.”

My aunt Verbina, my mother’s sister, married well.
Several times. She understands me in ways Mom never will, and I
enjoy spending time with her, but of course I couldn’t tell Mom
that.

“It was just lunch, Mom. She happened to be
downtown, I had to eat.”

“Well, I’m glad to hear you’re eating, even if it is
diner food downtown.”

“It wasn’t diner food, Mom. We ate at the Pfister,
where she and I always have tea.”

“What, diner food’s not good enough for you? Don’t
go putting on airs like Verbina does, son.”

“I won’t, Mom. I’m not. I eat at diners all the
time.”

“What about the evenings? Are you eating okay at
home? Your vegetables?”

“I’m a good cook. You and Dad have been here for
dinner, remember?”

“It’s not the same when you’re by yourself, Heath.
It’s better to have someone to cook for, or to cook for you.”

“I’m sure Mrs. Addison’s daughter is a wonderful
cook.”

“Don’t get sassy, Heath. Estelle is a lovely
girl.”

“And she’s a Methodist,” I added with sarcasm that
was always lost on my mother.

“Yes, she is. Your father and I are just concerned
about you, that’s all.”

“I know, Mom, but I’m fine, really. I have to go.
I’ll talk to you soon.”

“Don’t you want to say hello to your dad?”

“Let him finish his puzzle, tell him I said hi.”

“All right, son. Be careful.”

“I will, Mom, bye.”

I hung up the heavy black receiver, looked at myself
again in the mirror, and rolled my eyes once more. “You confirmed
bachelor, you. My mother is either going to drive me to drink or
vice versa or both.” I shook my head, watching my reflection, and
then I opened the hall closet door, taking down my well-worn
leather-bound scrapbook from the top shelf.

Back in the living room, I made myself comfortable
in the old wingback chair by the window and settled the scrapbook
on my lap, turning the pages again, many of them already yellowing
and faded. Nothing lasts forever, I guess. The highlights of my
life so far were all glued, taped, or pinned there, with captions
printed below in black ink: my school play programs, glee club
announcements, my ribbon for drama club, the senior prom. My high
school graduation announcement—class of 1933—had its own page. The
more recent articles were about me making the police department, my
promotion to the detective division, and my first big case this
past March. I had solved the murder of Mr. Murdoch, a wealthy local
businessman, that had at first appeared to be suicide.

The article was accompanied by a photo of the
victim, Spencer Murdoch, and an almost ten-year-old department
photo of me when I was a vibrant twenty-two. Next to the
Journal article, I had pasted a similar one from the morning
Sentinel and a smaller one from the Chicago Tribune,
neither of which, I noted sadly, had included the picture the
Journal had run.

That was three weeks ago and I still couldn’t help
feeling a bit proud of myself, but also spooked. Some fellow who
was acquainted with the late Mr. Murdoch, a complete stranger to
me, reads one of those articles and suddenly invites me to a
weekend at his home in Lake Geneva. I set my scrapbook down
carefully on the small desk next to my chair and picked up the
mysterious letter again. I must have read it five or six times
since it arrived four days ago. Of course I let Keyes read it. Alan
Keyes is a close personal friend of mine. At least that’s how I’ll
introduce him to my folks if they ever meet. They just wouldn’t
understand my personal life. Most folks wouldn’t, I’m afraid.

I looked once more at the envelope, addressed to
Detective Heath Barrington, Milwaukee Police Department,
Milwaukee, Wisconsin, in a rather shaky hand. The return
address was: D. Darkly, Dark Point, Lake Geneva, Wisconsin.
I took out the engraved stationery, a calligraphic D at the
top, and unfolded it carefully, reading it again even though I knew
it by heart:

 


April 3rd, 1947

Dear Mr. Barrington:

You obviously don’t know me, and I hope you won’t
find this too forward, but I read in the Milwaukee newspaper a
couple of weeks ago with great interest that you single-handedly
solved the murder of Mr. Spencer Murdoch. I was raised in Chicago
but spent many years in Milwaukee, on Newberry Blvd., and in the
past I have had dealings with Mr. Murdoch. I must confess I cannot
say we were friends, or even on friendly terms, but still his
violent murder and the subsequent solving of it by you made the
papers and, of course. interested me.

I know all too well that public servants such as
yourself get little reward for your work, and I should like to
remedy that in some small way by offering you an invitation to
spend the weekend of April 19th at my summer home on Geneva Lake. I
know this is rather short notice, and that it may seem unusual to
you as we have never met, but I am in the position financially to
do such things, and I must say I am curious to meet you. From the
account given in the newspaper, you sound like a very bright,
inquisitive young man, and I am always eager to meet new
acquaintances.

You would, of course, be welcome to bring your wife
or a companion. My summer house has eight bedrooms, and though I am
inviting other guests, you and your wife would be quite
comfortable. If you choose to bring a companion, you would each
have your own room.

I can offer you hiking trails, a billiard table,
music room with a piano, of course, croquet on the lawn, books by
the dozen in the library, and an excellent console radio for you to
enjoy. The folks on the coast are really talking up this television
phenomenon, but I’ve seen one and really don’t think it will last.
The picture is small and grainy, and who would want to cram around
and stare at a little box? At least with radio you can do
other things while you listen. But I digress. The weekend will be
casual—no need for black tie—just casual clothes for daytime,
simple suits for dinner.

Please RSVP to the address below as soon as possible
so that I may make arrangements.

There is an early afternoon train from Milwaukee to
Lake Geneva on Friday, April 18th. I would have my butler meet you
at the station and bring you to the house. If it is not possible to
make the Friday train, there is an earlier train on Saturday,
departing Milwaukee at 8:00 a.m. and arriving here at 10:30. Just
let me know your preference when you RSVP.

If you have questions, please don’t hesitate to
contact me by telephone at Lake Lawn 5-3445, Lake Geneva; feel free
to reverse the charges.

I await your response.

Sincerely,

Dexter D. Darkly

 


When I first read the letter, I had no idea who
Dexter D. Darkly was. But it didn’t take me too long to find out at
least some basic information. A stop at the main library on Wells
Street told me a few things. He was listed in the most current
volume of Who’s Who, a wealthy industrialist, family money.
He was born in 1875 in Chicago and raised there, and moved to
Milwaukee in 1926 for business purposes, and he did indeed own a
house on Newberry Blvd. No police record or gangster ties that I
could find, either in Wisconsin or Illinois.

I’ve always been a curious sort, so after finding
everything to at least appear on the up-and-up, I accepted the
invitation and let him know I would arrive on the Friday train,
with my friend Alan Keyes joining me on Saturday. I had hoped I
could talk Keyes into coming with me Friday, but he was on duty
that day.

I put the letter back into its envelope, set it down
on my desk, and then walked back out to the hall and picked up the
telephone receiver, putting on a sweater from the hall closet. I
was fortunate not to have a party line—policemen automatically get
their own phone lines. I dialed and waited as it rang once, twice,
and then I heard a click.

“Hello?” That deep voice that could melt an iceberg.
Too bad the Titanic hadn’t had him on board.

“Hey, Alan, it’s Heath!”

“Hello!” he repeated, this time more upbeat, and I
could tell he was glad to hear from me.

“Is this a good time?” I asked.

“Always. Just sitting here reading the paper,
listening to the radio.”

“Ah, the advantages of radio. You can do two things
at once,” I said.

“Huh?”

I smiled to myself. “Just remembering Mr. Darkly’s
comment in his letter about radio versus television.”

“Oh,” Alan said. “He’s wrong about that, you know.
One day everyone will have a television, mark my words.”

I smiled to myself. “Maybe, but I’ve heard they’re
very expensive. They’ll be out of date by the time you save up
enough to buy one. Interesting concept, though.”

“I agree. So what are you up to tonight?”

I leaned against the wall next to the mirror and
arched my back. “Just talked to my mom. She wants me to come to
dinner this weekend and meet the daughter of some friend of
hers.”

“Interesting. And what did you tell her?” Alan
asked.

“That I was going to Lake Geneva with a friend.
Police business, more or less.”

“A safe excuse, but I bet that didn’t go over very
well.”

“She made that clucking sound with her teeth, so I
know she was annoyed, but like I told her, I’m not a kid
anymore.”

“But you’ll always be her little boy,” he replied
wisely.

“I guess in some ways you can never grow up.”

“I guess so. Hey, at least you still have your
folks.”

“Yeah, you’re right, Alan, I know. As much as they
drive me nuts. Though sometimes I wonder…”

“You wonder what they’d do if they knew about
you?”

“Yup. I can’t help thinking about it sometimes. I
mean every time she brings up my settling down, meeting some nice
girl, I wonder what would happen if she knew, how she’d react.”

“That’s natural, but better she doesn’t find out,
Heath. Don’t court trouble. Honesty always comes at a price.”

I stared at my reflection again. I liked myself, I
accepted myself. Why couldn’t they? But I knew he was right. “Good
point, Alan, though they must wonder.”

“If they do, they make up excuses for it—you just
haven’t met the right girl yet, you’re too busy with work, you’re
too picky.”

“Well, I am picky,” I replied, laughing.

“My second cousin Tony was like us, you know. His
dad found out, threw him out of the house. He turned up two weeks
later hanging from the rafters of an old barn we used to play in as
kids.”

“Holy cow, Alan. I had no idea.”

“He was a year older than me, scared the heck out of
me. I swore I’d change then and there, and I did for a while.
Thought I did, anyway. Dated a girl named Dorothy. She was a sweet
kid, but I knew deep down I was lying to her, and to myself.”

“I’m glad you came to your senses, Alan.”

“Me too, I guess. But we can’t be too careful,
especially with our work and your family. You can’t afford to be
too honest, and neither can I.”

“I’ll always try to be honest with you, Alan. I know
we’ve only known each other a very short time, but I feel I can be
completely myself around you.”

“Good to know, Heath. And likewise.”

We both paused for a few seconds, both of us
pondering, I suppose, then Alan said, “So, all set for your big
Lake Geneva adventure?”

I laughed. “Yeah, just finished packing
earlier.”

“I’m surprised,” Alan replied, sounding amused. “I
would have thought you’d done that days ago!”

I laughed again; already he knew me too well. “Yeah,
well, you know, I don’t want my clothes to get too wrinkled.”

“Very true, though I’m sure this Darkly chap would
be happy to have his butler press things for you.”

“I don’t want to take advantage.”

“You mean considering you don’t even know this guy?”
His voice had turned to annoyance.

“I know it’s strange, Alan.”

“Strange to say the least! Who is Dexter Darkly
anyway? I’ve never heard of him.”

I sighed. “A wealthy philanthropist from Chicago who
also lived here in Milwaukee. I told you that.”

“Yeah, I know. Family money, in his seventies, and
he invites you to spend the weekend with him out of the blue.” I
could hear the annoyance growing louder in Alan’s voice.

I sighed again, this time more heavily. I seemed to
be doing that a lot lately. “Not out of the blue. He read about the
Murdoch case in the paper and was impressed. We’ve been over this
before. You read the letter.”

“But it still strikes me as odd.”

“He’s a fan of mine, I guess.”

Now it was Alan’s turn to laugh, rather
sarcastically. “I hate to burst your bubble, Heath, but policemen,
even detectives, don’t usually have fans. Movie stars have fans.
Cary Grant has fans.”

“You included!” I countered.

“Hey, he’s a great actor!”

“And rather dashing, I might add,” I said, picturing
Grant in Notorious, which I’d seen last year.

“Well, yes, yes, he is. And so is a certain police
detective I know, but back to the point. How do you know this
Darkly fellow doesn’t hold some grudge against you? How do you know
he’s not luring you to this house in Lake Geneva to do you in?”

I shook my head. “Alan, you’ve really got to stop
listening to the guys on the force who think everybody has some
sinister angle they’re just waiting to spring on someone. I checked
on him at the library, and I ran a criminal check with the guys
downtown. He’s just some eccentric rich guy who wants to meet me
and reward me for my public service. Remember he said in his letter
he wasn’t very fond of Murdoch? Why would he want to lure me to his
house to kill me because I solved Murdoch’s murder?”

“If he wasn’t fond of him, why would he want to
reward the man who brought his killer to justice?”

“Alan, you’re overanalyzing this, really. Besides,
you’re coming along. You’ll be there Saturday morning, and you’ll
get to see for yourself. Unless you’ve changed your mind and want
to stay here instead.”

“Ha! Not a chance! You gone for the weekend at some
rich man’s summer house on a lake and me here? Not likely, Heath.
Maybe you have a thing for rich older men you haven’t told me
about.”

“Not likely, unless he’s Cary Grant,” I replied with
a chuckle.

“Now that’s not likely,” Keyes said, laughing
himself, this time more warmly. “So what all did you pack for this
excursion?”

“I wasn’t sure what to pack, but I think for the
train my brown tweed suit with the green silk tie will look
smashing, so I’ll wear that tomorrow. Then I packed my dark navy
suit with that ivory tie you admired. I’ll wear that for dinner
Friday night, and then my black wool double breasted with the red
and white tie for Saturday’s dinner.”

“Nice. After all, you are the best-dressed detective
on the force, as I recall.”

“Very funny, but true!” I turned and glanced at
myself in the mirror again, picking a minute speck of lint off my
gray cardigan.

“Also the best looking, I might add.”

“Says you, and thank you,” I replied, blushing just
a bit and stealing one more look.

“Cufflinks?”

“Of course. I wouldn’t be dressed for dinner without
them. I’m taking my gold pair and the black opals that match my
ring.”

“I like those. They’re the ones you wore to dinner
last week.”

“Yes. I fit everything in the suitcase and my train
case.”

“Your matching train case, as I recall you
mentioning.”

“That’s right, brown leather suitcase and matching
train, monogrammed. If one is going to travel, one might as well do
it in style.”

“One might as well. I hope you won’t mind when I
show up with my beat-up old suitcase that belonged to my dad,” Alan
said.

“As long as you show up, I’m sure I won’t even care
what your clothes are packed in. Besides, you could be dressed like
a hobo and still look smashing.”

“Glad to hear you think so, though I believe I can
manage to dress a bit better than that. Not up to your par, of
course.”

“Oh go on, Alan. You dress fine, in and out of
uniform, but especially out, if you know what I mean.”

“Why, Detective, that’s awfully suggestive.”

“I have lots of suggestions for you, Officer. Just
wait.”

“I can’t hardly wait. So, I’ll see you
Saturday?”

“Absolutely. I’ll try to call you tomorrow night and
let you know what it’s like. That is, if old man Darkly hasn’t done
me in by then!”

“Ha, very funny. Night, Heath. Safe travels
tomorrow.”

“Good night, Alan. See you soon.”


Chapter Two

I awoke the next morning too early, but I couldn’t
sleep. I usually can’t when I’m anxious or excited or nervous. It
was the same on Christmas Eve when I was a kid. I guess in some
ways you never do really grow up. I showered, had breakfast and
read the Sentinel, and then took the #115 trolley car over
to the station at the end of Wisconsin Avenue, arriving at eleven
a.m., a full two hours before the train was scheduled to leave.

I passed the time perusing LIFE magazine at
the newsstand, reading a bit in my book about the life of Oscar
Wilde, and observing the general public, always a fascinating
study. I watched an expensively dressed fat little man in a black
bowler hat follow a pretty little thing in a green and white
striped dress. She circled the newsstand with him close behind, all
the time pretending to be interested in the periodicals, until
finally she turned and walked briskly across to the ladies’ room.
Defeated, the fat little man circled one more time, then set out in
search of a new target.

I smiled to myself, knowing some pretty little thing
would probably let herself be caught, since clearly the fat little
man in the bowler hat was rather well off. A little after noon, I
got a pastrami sandwich on rye, hold the mustard, and some black
coffee from the lunch counter. The pastrami was dry and the coffee
weak, but it was enough to tide me over until dinner, anyway. I
hoped Mr. Darkly was right about the skills of his cook.

At long last it was time to board, and I found
myself a seat toward the back of the second car, put my hat in the
overhead rack, and relaxed a bit, taking out my book on Oscar Wilde
once more to pass the time. There weren’t too many fellow
passengers, so I was glad to have a seat to myself as the leg room
left something to be desired.

I read, watched the little towns of Racine and
Kenosha fly by out the window, dozed for a bit, and read some more.
After I’d finished several chapters, the train at last pulled into
the small Lake Geneva station. I stowed my book inside my case, put
on my hat, and adjusted my tie before stepping down onto the
platform, the porter following me with my larger case. I tipped him
a quarter and looked about, squinting into the bright light of day.
A small, older man in a dark suit and a tweed cap was standing just
off the platform, and as we made eye contact, he came forward.

“Mr. Barrington?” he asked in a low, gravelly
voice.

“Yes, that’s right.” I nodded, sizing him up.

“Bishop, sir. Mr. Darkly’s butler. I have a cab
waiting to take us to the dock. Allow me.”

The meter must have been running on that cab,
because Bishop wasted no time on pleasantries. He lugged my bag
down the platform and through the station to the parking lot, where
a younger man in a taxicab uniform took it from him and lifted it
into the trunk.

Bishop held open the back door of the cab for me and
closed it after I’d settled in. He climbed in up front next to the
driver, and we were off. It was a short ride to the dock, not more
than ten minutes, tops. The driver stopped the cab, retrieved my
bag from the trunk, and then stood by until Bishop paid him off.
Before the cabbie was even back in his taxi, Bishop was lugging my
case toward the water.

“Just this way, sir,” he said over his shoulder,
huffing a bit. I marveled at how quickly he could move, considering
he had to be well past sixty.

I followed him once more as he led the way past the
beautiful Riveria ballroom on the water’s edge. I’d attended a
dance there once a few years ago. Swanky place. All the big names
played there—Artie Shaw, Glenn Miller, Les Brown—all of them, right
here in little Lake Geneva. It was built in 1932, during the
Depression, and it turned out to be quite an attraction, with shops
and changing rooms for the nearby beach on the first floor and the
ballroom up above. Alongside the Riveria, long wooden docks jutted
out into the water, where an old-fashioned lake steamer from the
’20s seemed to be waiting just for us as no one else was about. The
name Mercury was printed on the side of the steamer in gold
letters, a somewhat grandiose name considering I highly doubted
this old tug could move anywhere near that fast.

“Pretty deserted around here.”

“It’s the off season yet, sir.” Bishop stopped at
the foot of the dock and set my suitcase down. I put my train case
next to it. “Mr. Darkly arranged for the steamer to bring me over
and wait while I retrieved you from the station.”

“I’m honored,” I replied, not sure what else to say.
The sun was brilliant, the sky cloudless, and I squinted again in
the brightness. I looked about the empty pier and parking lot, glad
to have worn my wide-brimmed hat. I wondered why we stopped where
we did, but I figured Bishop must know what he was doing.

He motioned to a group of brawny men working on the
shore. “In five or six weeks, Memorial Day weekend, this place will
be spilling over with people, sir. They’re working on getting all
the private docks back in the water now. Once the docks are in and
the boats back in the water, the place is filled with people right
up until Labor Day.”

“I guess it’s good to come off season, then.” As I
finished my sentence, I noticed a handsome young lad bounding down
the dock toward us. Good things come to those who wait, as Mom
always says. Of course, my aunt Verbina always says good things
come to those who go out and get them.

“Let me get those for you, sir,” he said to me with
a smile about as wide as Wisconsin Avenue back in Milwaukee,
lifting my heavy case as if it were a feather and tucking the
smaller one under his arm.

“This is Adam,” Bishop said. “He’s the deckhand for
the Mercury, the lake steamer we’re using today.”

“How do you do, Adam?” I asked. I extended my hand
but then realized his arms were full, so I let it drop back to my
side.

“Just fine, sir. Thank you,” he replied, still
grinning, his teeth amazingly white. “Lake’s calm today, so it
should be smooth sailing. All ready?”

“Absolutely!” I answered, grinning myself. Adam’s
enthusiasm was contagious, at least to me. Bishop seemed
nonplussed.

Mesmerized, I watched as Adam turned on his heel and
bounded back up the dock effortlessly and onto the steamer, his
white sailor pants hugging his hindquarters like the water to the
shore. By the time we caught up with him, he had stowed my luggage
and was standing by to help us aboard. I gladly took his large,
calloused hand and let him pull me on the deck.

“Captain Boone already has the steam up, sir. We’re
ready to make way once you two are seated and I let go the mooring
ropes. The trip to the Darkly dock will take about twenty-five
minutes. It was one of the first to be put back in the water, per
Mr. Darkly’s request.” It was all I could do to focus on his words
and not let my mind and eyes travel farther down. I hoped Bishop
hadn’t noticed my distraction; I generally pride myself on my
discretion.

“Why do they take them all out?” I asked.

Adam’s clear green eyes shimmered in the sunlight.
“The lake freezes over completely in winter, sir. It’s spring
fed.”

“Ah, I see. I wasn’t aware of that.” I smiled back
at him. “Hard to believe such a large body of water freezes
over.”

Adam nodded in agreement, a lock of his wavy brown
hair dancing across his broad forehead. “And yet it does, sir. It’s
actually kind of pretty.”

“I’ve never been here in the winter. I suppose
that’s true for most folks,” I replied, still concentrating on his
eyes and that lovely hair, but letting my mind wander.

He turned back and looked at me. “For the most part,
just the townsfolk winter over, sir. Most of the homes on the lake
are summer homes, used Memorial Day to Labor Day.”

I marveled to myself at anyone having that much
money as to own a massive summer home like those dotting the
lakeshore. “Amazing. Well, I’ll let you get to work,” I responded,
realizing we needed to get under way, and knowing Alan would not
appreciate me drooling on my green silk tie.

“Yes, sir. Make yourself comfortable and let me know
if you need anything.” He grinned that grin again, and I wondered
if he meant that.

As Adam started preparations to make way, I went
inside the small cabin, Bishop trailing me. We were indeed the only
passengers, so I made myself comfortable by a window along the port
side. The water below was still and looked a rather muddy greenish
blue. Bishop settled one row behind me. I looked back at him.
“Really, Bishop, come up here and sit with me. No need to stand on
formality, and I’d like to talk with you.”

“As you wish, sir,” the old man said, moving up to
the wooden bench seat beside me.

We watched out the window as the steamer got under
way, the shore slowly growing smaller behind us, the engine making
a churning, thumping, rhythmic sound. I turned to Bishop, hoping to
pass the time and perhaps get some answers to my questions. “Adam
seems a nice chap.”

Bishop nodded. “Indeed. So many young men never came
back from the war, you know, or if they did, they were never the
same. Adam’s one of the lucky ones, I guess.”

“Very lucky. Let’s hope we never have another war,
Bishop.”

“I can’t even imagine, sir. I lost my cousin in the
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