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​Tori

Tori Marsh paused outside the second floor Head of Housekeeping’s door and knocked. Long past her lunch hour but, as Manager and co-owner of the Diamant Hills Conference Centre, her Friday afternoons rarely ended early.

“Come in.”

Vileda Brosse turned from her computer at Tori’s entrance. “Is there a problem? I’m just putting in a service request for one of the dryers, and ...”

Tori smiled. “No problems, Vi. Just wanted a quick word.” Tori’s confidence in hiring staff had grown with Vi’s promotion to Head of Housekeeping. The young woman, a local resident of Mechanic Falls, had proven her worth, transitioning with ease into a role with more responsibility. She saw the curiosity in Vi’s face at the items she put on her desk.

“A small favour. There are guests checking in this afternoon who are friends of mine, and Mr. Gerard’s. They’re here three nights, checking out Monday morning. I’d like you to personally oversee their rooms and put one of these in each.” Tori pushed the two small potted shamrock plants, blooming with delicate white flowers, towards her. “They’re coming for the festivities this weekend, so I thought these might be a nice touch.”

“Of course. Do you know the room numbers?”

A sudden knock on Vileda’s door by one of her team members interrupted their conversation. “Quick, Vi, we have a water problem. Convention room. This floor.”

Tori looked at Vileda, who sprang from her chair, and they both raced out to the corridor towards the mezzanine floor convention room. From the open lobby space below, Tori heard water shouldn’t be dripping from there, and there’s a serious leak somewhere.

They reached the doors to the convention area and Tori pushed them open. Each side of the dividable room had a mini wet bar station. Wet was now the operative word. One of the sinks overflowed onto the floor. Tori raced over, her feet squelching on the sodden carpet, and turned off the tap. She plunged her hand into the sink’s icy water and pulled out a blue nitrile glove that blocked the drain. She shook the water from it and tossed it on the counter. 

“Vi! Mops, buckets and all your available staff. Don’t we have a shop vac around here someplace that will help. In here now!”

Vileda and her team member hurried away as Tori’s phone rang.

It was Erik Gerard — Head of Security for the centre. “Tori, where are you? We have a situation developing in the lobby area.”

“I’m standing in the middle of the problem. The sink overflowed up here in the conference room.”

“You’d better get down here.”

“Coming. I sent Vi for mops and extra hands.”

She flew down the stairs to the main lobby and groaned. Water trickled from the open mezzanine area, and splashed onto the lobby floor. She texted Vi. Towels and mops needed - lobby - fast.

She was ready to throw in her own towel but needed to stay cool in front of curious and concerned guests. Her mind flew to the potential slip hazard from the water as she reached Erik.

“Is everyone okay?” she asked.

“Thankfully yes, but what the hell happened?” said Erik.

“Blocked drain in the ballroom upstairs. The carpet is soaked, and likely ruined. Oh, no. What time is it? I have to call everyone who’s booked in there for tomorrow. We’ll need to call our insurance in case there’s damage we can’t see — can you take care of that?” Her phone buzzed with a text from Coltan Flegg, her recently hired assistant manager.  

They were here again!

“What is it?” asked Erik.

Tori flashed the message screen in his face. “As if there’s not enough going on.”

“Right. You go. I’ll take care of things out here.”

She hurried to her office, located directly behind the registration desk. She knew the ‘they’ referred to in Coltan’s text were the persistent and annoying duo of Sylvia Chisholm of Chisholm Developers Inc. and her sidekick, local realtor Clark Ducharme. For months they’d been pestering her, and her co-owner partners of the Conference Centre, to sell and seemed unable to understand what not interested meant. She had no time for this today.

Coltan, mid-twenties, attractive, and no stranger to working out, stood by her desk, holding a folder. He always dressed business-casual, but his ever-present ear buds had left him clueless to the commotion outside her door. Seriously, man. Her annoyance rose to a dangerous level.

“Not now! Can’t you hear what’s happening outside?”

He pulled the buds from his ears. “What? I heard there was a leak somewhere upstairs, so I put in a call for a plumber.” His self-satisfied smugness wasn’t helpful.

She reached for the folder. He handed it over, his long, ivory-coloured fingers grazing her own. She jerked away.

“Another offer, they said. Twenty percent higher than the last one.”

“Right now, I don’t give a damn. We have bigger problems.” She hesitated. The overtures from Chisholm likely couldn’t be brushed off forever. “Did you ensure they left without talking to any of the staff?” Previously, the pair attempted to entice a couple of staffers, hinting at a financial bonus and assurances of being retained if they helped persuade the owners to sell. Tori appreciated their loyalty to her and the Diamant when she’d been informed of the attempted bribes.

“Yes, of course. I followed them out and watched them drive away. I think our staff directive to not engage with them has been effective. Matthew, on the registration desk, deliberately turned away to avoid eye contact with them.”

“Good, thanks.” She looked at the paperwork in her hands. “This gets filed in the round cabinet,” she said, tossing the package into her wastebasket. If another offer came, she’d deal with it then.

Coltan tittered, and she tried not to shudder. The sound was a contradictory feature in a guy who wanted to come across as masculine, at least in her books. 

“You need to get out into the lobby and ask Erik what you can do to help.”

Instead, he moved closer as if to offer a hug of sympathy. She was reminded of a puppy waiting on its owner’s commands. She’d had about enough of his too-familiar behaviour, a touch here, a shoulder nudge there. Reminiscent of beer-infused patrons from her days at the Night Beat Club in Hamilton. She stepped closer, trying to find a balance between business and lesson-teaching. She didn’t blink as she narrowed her eyes and lowered her voice. “Suggestion: if you want to keep working here, google personal space and determine my thoughts on it. Move.”

He finally got the hint and left. Not for the first time did she wonder if his glowing references were an attempt to oversell him so a prior employer could be rid of him.

Time to worry about him later. She had calls to make. 

Twenty minutes later, she had one last call on her list. Reactions had ranged from disappointment to furious anger. She got it, and understood. Cancelling long-planned events hurt everyone. The Diamant’s financial status and reputation were on the line. Depending on how much damage there was, she could be making even more calls to cancel bookings.

She punched in the organiser’s number for Saturday’s scheduled Mechanic Falls Stamp Club meeting. She hoped they’d be understanding, and she’d offer the same healthy discount if they rebooked as she’d done for the others.

“Mr. Perkins? Tori Marsh, from the Diamant Hills Conference Centre. I’m afraid I have bad news. We are in the midst of a small flood here, affecting the room you’d booked for tomorrow. I’m so very sorry, but we’ll have to cancel the event. I do hope you’ll understand. I’m more than happy to work with you to choose another date?”

Silence and she chewed on her lip, waiting. 

“Ah Ms. Marsh. Sometimes things happen for the best. As it turns out we foolishly picked the wrong Saturday, forgetting about the parade, and haven’t had enough registrations to cover our costs. So yes, I’m sure we can rebook.” He paused. “Our members won’t come unglued at the change – we’ll lick our wounds and move on.”

Relieved at his good nature, Tori laughed at his joke. “Thank you for being flexible. I will be in touch later next week to rebook.” 

Hurrying back to the lobby, she nearly collided with Amberly Thwackbottom, identical twin brother to Willoughby. They, along with Erik and herself, were the owners of the Diamant. Despite the excitement in the lobby, she stopped to comment on the velvety, emerald-green jacket he wore. “If I wasn’t sure we were celebrating St. Patrick’s Day, you’ve left no doubt now.” She leaned in for a closer look at his tie pin which sported a tiny pot of gold emblem. “I guess it makes a change from Star Trek accessories.”

Amber ignored her comment, and she saw he was agitated. “Tori. What has happened here! Where has all this water come from? What do we do?”

“I know, it’s a mess, but no one has been hurt. And I think we caught the problem before any real damage was done. Things are looking better now, believe it or not. Erik has it all under control.” She hoped, because she no longer saw him anywhere nearby.

“Can I do anything? I’m not sure where Willow is.” As if on autopilot, Amber blinked a couple of times before backtracking to Tori’s earlier comment. “Oh, dear girl, if you like my attire, you will simply love his. He’s flaunting a leprechaun motif with nary a Dr. Who in sight on any of his ties this weekend. He found one tie that reminds me of that children’s cereal — magically delicious, you know?”

Tori recognized the babbling as a defense mechanism against the lobby scene. He would be worried, naturally. She loved the brothers, who continued to surprise her. When she’d first met them, they were the live-in owners of a local, family-owned funeral home, and often suitably attired to reflect their status. But, since being freed of serious and somber undertaker responsibilities, their fun side had taken over. And she adored them both — her own lucky charms.

“Amber. Focus. Didn’t you tell me Willow was dropping off a festive decoration for the Emerald Bar. After that, you were both going to head into town for the parade planning?”

It was as if he'd forgotten he and his brother were this year’s Grand Marshals of the Mechanic Falls St. Patrick’s Day Parade. She didn’t mean to be unkind, but if they were out of her hair, it would be better all around.

“What? Oh, the parade. Of course. How could I forget? Well, seeing as all this,” he waved his arm in a wide arc, “seems under control, I’m probably not needed?” He looked at Tori. “If you think you can manage without us, we should go about our civic duties.” He was already moving away from her and called over his shoulder. “We’ve tried to ensure the parade won’t be confused with a certain Emerald City. We’ll be sitting atop two large pots of gold — hard to miss.”

“I’ll bet,” she called to his disappearing back. She wondered just how over the top this event would be. They’d gone all out with decorations for the lobby and, of course, the Emerald Bar. The parade had the potential to showcase their talents on a large scale. She wasn’t sure if Mechanic Falls was ready, but their small city had been founded with a strong Irish influence, so it should work out fine. 

Now that she didn’t need to worry about the twins, she focused on the unplanned water event. Vi and her team had mops and buckets in full force. Guests needed reassuring and she moved among those lingering — gawking more like — to encourage them back to their rooms or the restaurant.

A new text from Erik had her return to the second floor. She found him, with Welland Lundy, Head of Maintenance, emerging from the ballroom. Her stomach sank, what had they found?

Her concern was mirrored in Erik’s face, until a small grin lightened it. “We might have good news. Tell her, Welland.”

The older man, a longtime employee of the Centre, wiped his hands on his coveralls. “Ms. Marsh. Erik and I had a fast look. In my opinion, you’ve no idea how lucky you are. I don’t think the water was spilling over for long. We pulled up a good section of carpeting and I pried off some of the flooring to check the crawl space underneath. A few spots of water might mean the replacement of ceiling tiles in the main floor ballroom, but overall, the carpet has been the biggest sponge and absorbed most of it. The small overflow you see into the lobby is about the worst of it.” He stopped for a breath and leaned down to pick up a heavy toolbox near his feet. “Of course, the insurance
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