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Name: Ella Westin

Date of
Incident: November 2, 1827

Location: Heath Hotel, Cape Cod, New England

Mission: None - I'm on honeymoon

Report
filed: Private Files

Incident: Murder

 


I awoke to the
gentle sound of a strange man whispering excitedly in my ear. No.
Not a strange man. My husband. It'll take time to get used to the
sound of that. "What?" I snapped, shutting my eyes against the
harsh glare of the candlelight.

"I need you."

"I know it's our honeymoon but–"

"Shhh! No, no. I need your help."

I refused to open my eyes. "What could you
possibly have got yourself into in the middle of the night?"

He was still whispering. "Well, maybe not
me. Maybe I need your help to help someone else."

He was purposely being confusing. "Your
father told me exactly how to get an annulment," I said
severely.

"She's not her best in the morning."

He said that to someone else.

My eyes popped open. Two men, one older and
heavier, stood protectively next to a young woman. All wore thick
robes over nightclothes.

He said that to three someone elses.

They stared at me. I felt my cheeks burn
with fury. True, I was a little embarrassed but the intent look on
my husband's face and the eager, nervous faces of the three
intruders in my private hotel room quashed embarrassment. I was
furious. "Joseph Andrew Westin!"

"Don't get mad."

"Get–"

"We need to know how to kill someone without
leaving a trace."

He certainly knew when to ask the
right question. I amend my statement. It was a strange man
whispering excitedly in my ear.
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"Are you certain
the poor sap came to a violent end?" I was given no time to dress;
evidently four in the morning was an urgent time to investigate a
murder.

Joe refused to face me when he whispered
back, "You'll see."

It had poured all day and night but must
have stopped after I went to bed. A picture window next to the
murder room faced the beach; the ocean stretched out as far as the
eye could see. Cape Cod is beautiful at any time of year but now,
at dawn in November at the Heath Hotel, I could make out the
swirling blackness mixed with blues and purples over the water. I
found it breathtaking. And cold. The fact that it was thirty
degrees and I was in my nightdress whilst my body thought it was
still asleep may have had something to do with it.

The little brown-brick hotel was situated
between a golden beach on one side and dark forest on the other
three. Our hotel window faced the wood; naked trees stood guard
against a gloomy sky. I pictured it lush and full in the hot summer
and had told Joe I wished to visit again at such time.

Another sentence to amend.

The younger couple followed us whilst the
tall man with the grizzled white beard led the way, his candle
shaking lightly in the dead of night. The introductions had been
quick and red-faced for all of us as we stood in pajamas.

Richard Heath sported a bushy mustache and
red slippers. His wife, Edith, wore a pink nightdress that peeked
from under his gray overcoat. They helped his father, Frank Heath,
run the hotel.

I had shuddered upon hearing this news. The
concept of going into business with my father-in-law would be
enough to make the strongest man weak in the knees. Mr. Frank Heath
attributed my trembling to the cold and offered me his overcoat. I
refused it. Joe shook his head at me. He knew it was my fear of
turning into them that had caused my reaction.

Joe's father was a pirate, not as retired as
he liked to pretend, and he was forever getting Joe into trouble
and by extension, me.

I was led to the scene of the crime. So that
I might investigate the man's death and solve his murder. On my
honeymoon. At 4:15 in the morning. In November. I mentioned all
this, right?

"We found him de–"

I held up my hands. "Don't tell me."

"Don't tell you what, Mrs. Westin?" The old
man's wrinkled face softened in confusion as the candlelight danced
across the hallway.

"Tell me nothing of the man, the room or
your suspicions."

"Ella likes to see everything laid out
before her with no preconceived notions as to how it came to be in
the state it's in."

Like the state of holy matrimony.

"Key. Key." The old man snapped his fingers
at his son.

Richard Heath blinked back to awareness. He
handed his candle to his wife and thrust his hand into his coat
pocket. He had a kind face, smooth and open with watery blue
eyes.

I leaned into Joe, catching his scent,
reminding me how comfortable it was to be in his arms. His deep
blue eyes twinkled in the dim candlelight. His blonde hair stuck up
in the back and on the sides but his open face regarded me with
abandon as he stood over me in pajamas. It was as though he and I
were the only two in the hotel. This was no time for such fancies,
even if it was my honeymoon. I wasn't letting that one go. I
whispered at him. "You left the murder room unguarded?"

Joe's face fell. "We relocked it." He
pointed down the hall. "Our room is just down there on the
corner. Edith, the wife, was watching from the doorway while we –
while I woke you."

It'd be a while before I let that one go,
too. Being roused in the middle of the night wasn't the most
welcome experience. Being roused in the middle of the night on your
honeymoon was expected. Being roused in the middle of the night on
your honeymoon by four people was unforgivable.

"Here you are, father." Richard Heath handed
him the key.

I raised my voice. "How many keys do you
have, Mr. Heath?"

"Two." Gnarled fingers clasped the key and
he turned it in the lock. "This one and…the other one."

Very useful information. Specific. "Where is
the other one?"

He swung the door open. The room was much
like ours; a desk and chair in one corner, the remains of dinner on
a tray on top, heavy curtains hung over big windows and a
comfortable bed stood against the far wall. It resembled every
other hotel room I'd ever seen – with the exception of the man
lying on the floor with a knife sticking out of his chest. Well,
there was that one time in Boscombe County...

"The other key is in his pocket." Mr. Heath
pointed at the dead man, refusing to go inside the room.

That was unexpected. "The room was locked
when you discovered him?"

A timid voice sounded. "I discovered him."
The wife, Edith, craned her neck around her husband's shoulder. She
also refused to step in.

"Who had possession of this second key?"

Frank Heath adjusted his robe. "It has never
been out of my sight."

I studied the room. There was a wardrobe
near the bed; one door lay open. I was drawn to it. A pair of tan
shoes stood in front of the window. Inside the wardrobe, I found
three suits, all dark colors, much like one the dead man was
wearing. Nothing else. There was nothing in the pockets of the two
dark blue suits and only a money clip holding a small amount of
bills in the coat pocket of the black one.

I knelt down and examined the body. His pale
face twisted in horror, his blue eyes still open. Surprise and pain
expressed even after death. "You haven't touched him?" I reached
over and respectfully closed his eyes. He was cold and stiff; he'd
been dead a while but his coloring showed perhaps just a few hours.
I was no coroner but I'd seen them work and I'd guess he was killed
after midnight.

"No." Edith sniffled, still not in the
room.

"None of us moved anything in the room," the
old man said quietly. "I knew your father," he added.

My heart fluttered at such a statement. I
never knew my parents. I had no family to speak of. I should have
realized instantly he couldn't possibly be referring to my origins
as this man didn't know my maiden name. Though, Joe did have a big
mouth and he loved family. He wanted a big family. Lots of little
boys and girls running around wanting bedtime stories and help with
math. Past two times two, Joe was useless so I assumed he wanted me
to carry them for nine months, feed them, change them, teach them
and partake of the work portion of child-rearing. He was in it for
the tucking them in bed, playing hide n' seek, teaching the boys
about poker and girls – and the girls about spotting card sharks
and deflecting the boys.

It's not that Joe was irresponsible, he just
saw everything with a sunny outlook, operating under the assumption
that life was fun; a completely warped mind. It's probably why I
love him so much. Where I had no family, he had an acerbic sister
who could run circles around me if I wasn't in top form every time
we met and a pirate father who viewed the world as his own
playground, constructed solely for his benefit. As much as it irked
me to know how fiercely loyal Joe was to such a criminal, I knew
that would translate to his own offspring, not to mention me.

If there was one thing that stood out about
Joe Westin – the government man with the boyish grin – it was his
protective nature. He would do anything to defend family and that's
why I married him.

I shuddered extra hard as the thought
crossed my mind. Frank Heath was speaking to me about my
father-in-law. "You know Jasper?" I breathed.

The man's gray eyes flitted to his son and
daughter-in-law. "He saved my life in Greece."

"Father was never in Greece," Joe said.

"Course not. I understand. But I'm betting
on honor passing down from father to son."

I wondered what my parents passed down to
me. Joe was an honest man but he had a streak in him. He relied
upon it, or reveled in it, when he went undercover. I've tried to
make an honest name for myself. Taking on 'Westin' may or may not
meet that end. I shed my maiden name happily as it was attached to
a sprightly young girl who, before working for the government,
stole from it. Quite successfully, too. Though not quite
successfully enough or I wouldn't be standing over a dead man in a
hotel room at 5:00 in the morning on my honeymoon because the owner
of the hotel was once saved by my pirate father-in-law.

You never know what the day will bring, do
you?

"I don't understand," Joe said.

Bless him.

"I'd like to keep this between ourselves.
And the murderer, of course. If it got out that one of my guests
was murdered in his hotel room, it would be bad for business."

"It's not your fault," Joe countered.

Bless him again. He was quick-witted, my
husband but so simple-minded. That optimism crept in yet again.

"This country is founded upon healthy
competition. Choices. Which would you pick: A hotel where murders
take place or one in which all the guests leave alive?"

"Oh." Joe considered.

"Not to mention the ghost."

"Ghost?"

"He met a violent end right here in this
room. His ghost might take up permanent residence. They do, you
know."

"Oh, father."

The old man turned on Edith. "That's how it
happens sometimes."

Joe bubbled. "I'd stay."

Time for my thoughts. "If I'd known this
would happen, I'd have gone to Bart's Hotel in the next town
over."

"Honey!"

He kept doing that, calling me 'honey' as
though it was now my name. "I wouldn't want a haunted honeymoon." I
didn't want a homicidal one either but you often don't get to
choose these things.

Frank Heath broke in. "I haven't sent for
the police because you're here. I read in the papers about that
fire in Port Bass and the strange connection between the pirate
escape from jail and a government wedding on the same day as a
woman's murder." He chuckled. "I saw the name 'Westin' written all
over it."

A chill ran the length of my spine.

"As soon as you booked your rooms and I saw
the name, I sent a telegram to Jasper." Frank Heath produced a
creased piece of paper from the pocket of his robe.

I grabbed the paper from his hands and Joe
walked over to me to read over my shoulder. "Dear Frank, yes, it
is I. Good to hear you're still alive and kicking. Yes, my boy just
got married to a spitfire and if you should ever find yourself in
need of a couple of sharp tacks, call on them day or
night."

I crumpled the note and gritted my teeth,
turning on Joe, as it was his fault. "This is your fault."

The wide grin disappeared. "Me?"

I could almost picture Jasper nipping down
here and murdering this man just to disrupt my honeymoon but caught
my wayward thoughts before they slipped out of my mouth and exposed
my madness. I turned on the old man. His manner showed confusion
and worry. "I will solve this murder for you and do it discreetly
but you will call the police then and I expect to have no bill at
the end of our honeymoon."

"Of course not!" The wrinkles settled deeper
into Frank Heath's face as if the very idea was abhorrent to him.
"You and your husband will be
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