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Death Goes Overboard

Gregor Slavinsky went overboard. Or did he? He was
murdered. Or was he? It’s up to Detective Heath Barrington and his
partner, police officer Alan Keyes, to find out as they search for
clues and a missing twenty-five thousand dollars aboard an old lake
steamer and throughout 1947 Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

They are up against gangsters, con artists, and a
very seductive Grant Riker, a fellow policeman who could come
between Heath and Alan, upsetting their romance.

The three of them race the clock to find the truth
amidst lies, secrets, and possible scandal, while riding the waves
of a potential love triangle.
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By the Author

Death Comes Darkly

 


Death Goes Overboard


To my husband, Alan, and to my wonderful family and
friends, I thank you all.

And special thanks to my editor, Jerry Wheeler, who
keeps my i’s dotted and my t’s crossed.


Chapter One

The MacDonald/Henning case glared up at me from my
desk, daring me to file it away for the day. It was only a petty
larceny case, but I knew I should do some more research on it in
spite of the heat and the fact that my shift was almost over. Mr.
MacDonald and Mr. Henning had been bilked out of a fair amount of
money, and my job as a Milwaukee police detective was to
investigate, though the leads on the perpetrator were few and far
between at this point.

A bead of sweat ran down my forehead as I stared at
the folder. I picked it up, closed it, and used it to fan myself as
I glanced about the detectives’ room. Most of the desks were
already empty, their occupants either out on cases or finished in
the office. The chief had checked out an hour ago. I rocked back in
my old wooden chair, listening to it squeak and groan, and watched
the ceiling fan above me revolve far too slowly, keeping pace, it
seemed, with the large wall clock opposite where I sat. 3:25
p.m.

With one final fan of the folder, I brought my chair
back down and filed the case away for another day. “Sorry, Mr.
MacDonald and Mr. Henning, but your case will have to wait. It’s
close enough to quitting time, in my opinion.” I straightened up my
desk, covered my typewriter, and tore off the calendar page so it
would be ready to go for tomorrow. Wednesday, May 28, 1947, went in
the trash can next to my chair. I grabbed my fedora and suit coat
and went downstairs, where the desk sergeant was typing reports and
looking just slightly more miserable than I did.

“Hey, Sol.”

“What can I do for you, Detective?” he responded,
without glancing up from his typewriter.

“I’m finished for the day. Feinstein’s on call. I’ll
check in for messages later.”

Sol looked up at me then. “Lucky you. I still have
two hours of reports to type, and then I’m on the desk until eight
and my back is already killing me.”

“Sorry to hear it.”

“You and me both. Move that fan more this way before
you go, will ya?” He nodded toward a rusty old electric fan on top
of the file cabinets behind his desk.

I walked over and shifted it a little more toward
him. “How’s that?”

“Eh, no difference, but thanks anyway. Going to the
exhibition game tonight out at Borchert Field?”

“Nah, I’m taking my aunt to tea.”

The sergeant spun around in his chair and looked at
me. “Tea? Well, la-di-da, Detective.”

I smiled. “Not my idea of fun, Sol, but it’s our
once-a-month date. Keeps her happy.”

“To each their own, I guess.” He spun back around
and typed a few more sentences.

“How about you? Going to the game?”

“I don’t get off until eight, and it will be half
over by then. I’ll catch some of it on the radio. Tea, huh?”

I shrugged. “She likes it.”

“Dames, gotta keep ’em happy, I guess, though I’m
not sure aunts qualify.”

“This one’s pretty special, Sol.”

“She must be. When I get outta here tonight, I’m
heading home and popping open a nice cold one. You won’t catch me
having tea, especially in this heat.”

“Have a cold one for me, too.”

“I might have two for you. Don’t forget to sign the
board.”

“Right.” I picked up the chalk and put my initials
in the out box beside my name, Heath Barrington.

“Later, Sol.”

“See ya, Detective.”

My old Buick Century was parked in the back lot, and
I was soon headed east on State Street all the way to Marshall,
then south to Wells and my Aunt Verbina’s apartment in the Cudahy
Tower. I left the car in the shade of a No Parking zone, which is
one of the luxuries of being a cop, and went upstairs to escort her
down. The two of us were soon headed to the Pfister Hotel six
blocks west.

“Don’t put your window down, Heath. I just had my
hair done. You can leave the vent window open, but that’s it.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I glanced over at her, sitting up
straight and proper in the seat beside me, her gloved hands folded
atop her pocketbook in her lap. She wore a smart hat with a red
plume that just brushed the roof of my car. To complement that, she
had put on a dark brown bolero jacket over a white blouse, both of
which accented her beige skirt. Her earrings matched her broach
which went nicely with her pearls. Aunt Verbina was nothing if not
stylish, and I guess I got that from her.

It was just a few minutes before four when we
reached the grand old hotel.

“Use the valet parking, Heath. It’s impossible to
find good parking on the street, and I don’t want to walk in this
heat.”

“Yes, ma’am.” I hated spending the money when I
could park on the street at a penny meter, but I dutifully did as
instructed.

I stopped under the awning and gave the keys to the
valet, a young kid not much older than my car, I thought. He took
them with a rather disdainful look at my old Buick.

“What year is that, mister?”

“1938, Buick Century, series 60.”

“Time for a new one, war’s over.”

“Tell that to my bankbook, kid.”

He handed me a claim ticket, which I slipped into my
pants pocket before going around to help Verbina out. She took my
arm as we strode up to the lobby door, where a doorman in a cap and
coat of navy blue with brass buttons opened it for us, smiling at
my aunt.

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Partridge, nice to see you
again. A warm one today, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it is, thank you. Nice to see you, too,” she
replied, but from the look on her face I was pretty sure she did
not recall seeing him before. I gave him a polite nod as I removed
my fedora, declining to check it, and followed her into the
beautiful lobby, which was noticeably cooler. The maître d’
welcomed us to the dining room with similar formal familiarity and
ushered us to a table. My aunt was a regular here, and I looked
forward to Wednesday afternoon tea with my Aunt Verbina in spite of
what I had told the desk sergeant.

“Tell me, Travis,” she said to the maître d’,
reading his name off his engraved gold badge though he had seated
her dozens of times in the past, “is that handsome waiter I like so
well still here? You know, the one with the English accent.”

“Ah, you mean Seth, Mrs. Partridge. I’m sorry to say
Seth has left the Pfister just last week.”

She pouted her too-red lips. “Oh, that is too bad.
He always took such good care of me.”

“I’m sure you will like Gilbert, madam. He will be
waiting on you today.” Travis handed us petite menus with gold
tassels and placed our napkins in our laps, which made me feel
rather silly. I put my hat on one of the empty chairs at our table
and unbuttoned my suit coat with a happy sigh.

“I will send over some ice water for you tout
suite.” He smiled graciously and maneuvered through the tables back
to his station at the lobby door.

“Oh, it really is a shame, Heath. No one can keep
good help anymore.”

I nodded. “Since the war ended, there’s been no lack
of men looking for work, though, so jobs don’t go unfilled
long.”

“Oh, that war—so horrible. The war to end all wars,
they say. I certainly hope so. Let’s not talk of it today.”

A busboy appeared with water and then disappeared
just as quickly after filling our glasses.

“Honestly, did you notice a button missing off that
busboy’s right cuff?” Verbina whispered to me. “What is the world
coming to if a place like this can’t keep decent help and make sure
their employees are groomed and dressed properly? Thank goodness
Randy is still here. A good maître d’ is so important.”

“Travis.”

“Yes, yes, Travis. That’s what I said, isn’t it?
Remind me to have a word with him after tea.” She rummaged in her
pocketbook, but she didn’t find what she was looking for, so she
set it back upon the table next to her water glass. She picked up
her menu and scanned it rather briefly. “Let’s see, I think I’ll
have the Earl Grey and some warm scones with jam. Oh my yes, that
does sound delightful.” She closed the menu and set it on the white
linen tablecloth on the other side of her purse.

“Isn’t that what you always have, Auntie?”

“If you find something you like, why keep trying
other things?”

“Not to mention you didn’t bring your reading
glasses, so you can’t see the menu.”

“Don’t be cheeky, Heath. You know perfectly well I
don’t need glasses. They just make the print on these menus too
small. What will you have?”

I grinned at her. “I’ll have the same thing you’re
having.”

“Lovely. Oh, and get us some heavy cream. You have
to ask for it special now—they used to bring it automatically.”

I gestured for Gilbert and gave him the order, then
leaned back in my chair with a sigh, looking at her. “Gilbert seems
capable.”

“Oh, they all seem quite capable at first. It’s too
soon to tell.”

“Still, he seems nice.”

Verbina shot me a look. “Rather dashing, too, I must
say.”

I blushed just a touch. “If you say so. He presents
a nice image for the hotel.”

Verbina pulled off her white gloves and laid them on
top of her pocketbook. “Speaking of image, Heath, I think it’s high
time you seriously start to think about changing yours.”

“My image?”

“Yes, yes. I mean, for goodness sake, you’re over
thirty and you’ve never been married or even had a steady
girlfriend.”

“Oh please, Auntie, not you, too. I get enough of
this from Mom and Pop. Besides, I’m hardly an old man.”

“No, of course not. You know I don’t often agree
with your parents, and I understand about you more than they do,
more than even you think I do, if you follow me.”

I nodded, but I wasn’t entirely sure.

“All I’m saying, Heath, is that a man in his
thirties in your position needs to think about settling down and
having children. And here you are, barely begun. You’re going to
have big responsibilities now, and you’re starting to get big cases
at the station. You won’t have time to go flitting about.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever flitted about, Auntie.”

“Oh, you know what I mean. You’ll need to attend
certain functions like the policemen’s ball, for one. Who will you
escort? These are things you need to think about, Heath.”

I rolled my eyes. “Oh, Aunt Bina, please. I’ve never
attended the policemen’s ball, and I don’t intend to start now—not
that I have anything against policemen’s balls.” I waited for her
reaction, but it clearly went over her head.

“There are other things to think about besides that.
I know several nice young ladies that would be ideal for you.”

“Oh, my. You’re not going to try and fix me up, are
you?”

“Fixing up is exactly what you need, Heath
Barrington, though it’s beyond me what needs fixing. You’re young,
tall, handsome, witty, and bright, and you’ve certainly got the
charm. The women should be throwing themselves at you, and they
are, but you barely notice.”

I fiddled with my napkin. “I’ve been busy.”

“No man is that busy, and you don’t have to make
excuses. This is me you’re talking to, not your parents.”

“I know that. And aren’t you the one who always told
me to be true to myself? To question everything? To not blindly
follow the pack? To live my life to the fullest, to be happy with
who I am, how I am?”

She rolled her eyes and sighed impatiently. “Of
course, darling, of course. But you’re in a position now where
you’re getting noticed, and I think it’s important for you to put
on a good front, at the very least. Not everyone thinks the way we
do, in case you haven’t noticed. I’m not trying to change
you, my dear, just your image.”

Gilbert arrived with our tea, scones, assorted jams,
and heavy cream, and I was happy for the interruption. He gave me a
dazzling smile, not unnoticed by Verbina. As he walked off, I
forced my attention away from Gilbert’s behind.

“I worry about you, my dear nephew, I truly do.”

“What’s wrong with being a bachelor?”

“A bachelor in his twenties is fine. A bachelor in
his thirties is all right, but a bachelor in his forties…”

“I’m not in my forties yet, Aunt Bina.”

“Today, no, but soon. And if you don’t take certain
actions, you’ll quickly be a confirmed bachelor, and people will
talk.”

“People already talk. Mother calls it my shyness
with the ladies, Father calls it peculiar.”

“She says tomah-toes, he says tomatoes. They’ve both
asked me to talk to you.”

“Why? Because I’m a tomato, a fruit?”

“Tomatoes are vegetables, not fruits.”

“They seem like a fruit to me, and like me.” I
grinned mischievously at her.

Verbina scowled. “Stop being so cheeky, it’s
annoying. Your parents think you should be married, Heath. Frankly,
so do I.”

“Why on earth do you think that? You of all
people.”

“As you just said, people talk.” She sipped her tea,
watching me over the top of the cup.

“I know that, but so what? Let them talk, what does
it matter?” I spread raspberry jam on a warm scone, trying not to
let any drop on the crisp white tablecloth or on my new tie.

“It matters because people start to wonder. They
gossip, and it can affect your future. People ask why you never
seem to get out with some pretty young thing.”

“What people?”

She set her lipstick-marked cup down on the saucer
impatiently. “Oh for goodness sake, Heath! People people. All I’m
saying is it wouldn’t hurt for you to get out more, be seen with
some lovely girl on a regular basis. I think you could manage at
least an occasional date.”

“Well, thank you for that,” I said, biting off the
end of a scone.

“Oh, don’t get defensive. I’m only looking out for
your own good. A man who finds himself in your position could go
places, do things. You just need a good, strong woman to drive
you.”

“You’re a strong woman, Aunt Bina.”

A heavy sigh escaped her red, red lips. “You need a
wife, Heath. People expect you to be married. That’s all there is
to it.”

“Why? Why do I need a wife? I live my life
discreetly. You’re the only one I talk to about these things.”

“Pass me the sugar. Discretion is absolute, but you
must keep up appearances.”

I passed her the sugar bowl. “Is that what this is
about, keeping up appearances?”

“My dear, that’s what it’s always been about, always
will be about. People don’t marry for love or because someone is
attractive or interesting or interested in them, at least smart
people don’t. Certainly it’s fine to have your indiscretions, your
flings, but marriage is a partnership—a sizing up of what each can
bring to the table.”

“How romantic,” I said sarcastically.

“Romance is for fairy tales and the movies.”

“Alan loves the movies.”

“Alan Keyes, you’re talking about,” she stated
sharply.

“Of course.”

“He’s that police officer that’s helped you with
your last couple of cases—the one you’ve been spending so much time
with, the one you keep talking about.”

“That would be the one, yes.”

“Oh, honestly, Heath. I’m sure he’s a nice boy, but
he’s a police officer. That’s too close for comfort. I thought you
said you were discreet.”

“All I said was he loves the movies.”

“And you’ve said before that he’s quite handsome,
and witty, and charming.”

“All right, so what? So I like him. Is he what’s
brought all this on?”

She nodded. “He sounds like a movie star, too good
to be true. He even has a movie star name. Have you ever noticed
how people in the movies never have real names like Tom Lombrowski
or Susan Klinghauefer?”

“Said the woman named Verbina,” I said with a wry
smile.

“That’s enough cheek out of you for one day. In any
case, he is most certainly sizing you up.”

“Maybe I’m sizing him up, Auntie. I like his
size.”

Verbina glanced about the dining room and lowered
her voice. “I won’t have you talking like that, Heath. It’s not
decent.”

“You’d like him if you got to know him.”

She shook her head, and the plume waved back and
forth again. “I don’t like people as a rule, Heath. They always
disappoint. And I don’t want you to be hurt, to be disappointed.
You’re a police detective now, and you’re starting to get some big
cases. People are noticing you. Why, even my hairdresser mentioned
you the other day.”

“Because he knows I’m your nephew, and he likes your
big tips.”

“My what?” Her eyes grew wide and her face
flushed.

“Tips, Auntie. T-i-p-s.”

“Oh, yes, tips, of course. But it’s not just that,
my darling. You’re going places. You could be the next commissioner
if you wanted.”

“I don’t want to be the next commissioner. I’m happy
where I am.”

“Well, if you want to stay happy where you
are, then find a nice girl. At least put up a front. If you want to
be with your friend, fine. You know I don’t judge, but do it
discreetly.”

“Live a lie? Would that be fair to her? To this girl
you want me to find?”

“Always be true to yourself, Heath.”

“But not to others?”

“Honesty isn’t always what it’s cracked up to be.
The woman you select will be proud to be a detective’s wife, Heath.
You’ll make her happy, perhaps have children. You’ll give her a
lovely home, security. That’s all a woman wants.”

“Is that all you wanted when you married your
husbands?”

“Of course! I always married well and married
up.”

“I’m sorry, Aunt Bina, I can’t do that.”

“Honestly, Heath, sometimes I wonder. I’m not saying
to give up your friend if this is someone you truly like, but that
doesn’t have to stop you from marriage, believe me. I’ve never told
you, but my first husband, your uncle Michael, was that way. I knew
about it almost immediately, and I truly didn’t care. He gave me
everything I ever wanted and he made me very happy.”

I raised my eyebrows. “I must say I wondered about
him.”

“Only because you have a sense about men like that.
Most people never suspected. He provided me with a beautiful home,
clothes, trips, a generous allowance, and I gave him
respectability. Michael would have his little dalliances, of
course, usually on Friday afternoons when I played bridge.”

“You knew about them?”

“Of course I did, though I pretended not to,
darling. It was all a game, you see. But eventually, we both got
tired of playing it.”

“He moved to San Francisco, didn’t he?”

“Yes, but we keep in touch. When we divorced, he
couldn’t have been happier about it and neither could I. We’re
still the best of friends.”

“And then you met David Partridge.”

“That’s right. A handsome devil, emphasis on the
latter. I admit I was a bit smitten with him when we were first
married, and the fact that he was a partner in a law firm didn’t
hurt.”

“Nothing funny about him, I’d say.”

She shook her head rather vehemently, and the red
plume in her hat waved wildly about again. “Oh, he likes the ladies
all right—too much.”

“It bothered you more that he had lady friends than
your first husband having men friends?”

“Yes, because David wasn’t discreet. It became very
public and ugly. When I found out, I got out, but only after I got
what I needed. He didn’t live up to his part of the bargain, you
see. Romance really has nothing to do with it.”

“I find that rather sad, Auntie.”

“You can find it sad, but I’m very happy, and so are
they now. Michael’s a respectable divorced man sharing a
two-bedroom flat with a nice chap, and David is on his third wife,
I believe, or perhaps his fourth. My dear, all I really want for
you is to be happy. I know how much your career means to you, but
if you continue the way you’re going and get discovered, you’ll end
up ruining your life. Is that what you want? What could this Alan
Keyes possibly ever offer you that would make up for that?”

I drained my teacup and returned it to the saucer.
“I don’t know, Auntie. Maybe nothing. Maybe more than either of us
knows. I don’t know where this is going. It’s all too new, but I
want to explore it, and I will. I am. We’re both scared about the
future, about if we’re doing the right thing, but he seems to
really care for me the way I am.”

“You can care for each other, but there’s no reason
you can’t be married to a nice young girl, too.”

I gazed at her, sitting there so sternly. “When Alan
and I were in Lake Geneva together, we had a discussion along these
lines. He talked about maybe wanting a family someday, kids and
all.”

“He sounds far more practical than you at the
moment.”

“I think he was scared. His second cousin Tony was
found hanging from the rafters in some old barn after his father
found out about him.”

“Oh dear, how dreadful.”

“Indeed. And besides being scared, I think he’s
afraid of dying alone.”

“That, my dear, is inevitable.”

“Maybe so, I don’t know. We talked about you, too,
Aunt Bina.”

“Me?”

“Yes, about how you always say to live life to the
fullest. Well, this is living life to the fullest for me—exploring,
finding my way. If I can do it with Alan, so much the better.”

She sat back, looking somewhat defeated. “I’m
finished here, dear. I can see that. You might as well take me
home. I’m playing bridge tonight with Mary Fiedler and the girls.”
She pulled on her gloves and picked up her pocketbook.

“I’m finished, too.”

“I sincerely hope not, my dear boy. I hope you’re
just beginning. Promise me you’ll at least think about what I’ve
said.”

“Yes, Aunt Bina, of course. And promise me you’ll
think about what I’ve said.”

She looked at me sternly. “I shall have to meet this
Mr. Keyes, I think.”

I grinned back at her. “You’ll like him a lot.”

“If he makes you behave like a blooming idiot, there
must be something to him. Now let’s go, I can’t be late for
bridge.”

I paid the check, collected my hat from the chair
seat, and escorted her back into my old Buick once the valet had
brought it around.


Chapter Two

By the time I dropped Aunt Verbina back at her
apartment and beat it back to my flat on Prospect Ave, it was after
six. Dusk was approaching fast, but it was still light out. I found
a spot under a streetlight for my trusty old bucket of rust and
strode up the walk to my building. I let myself into the lobby,
climbed the three flights of stairs, and crossed the hall to my
apartment. Once inside, I took off my fedora, hung it on the rack
next to the mirror in the hall, picked up the receiver of the
telephone on the stand next to the mirror, and dialed the number
for the station.

Doris answered. I could always tell it was her by
the way she pronounced police, more like “po-lease department.”

“Hey, Doris, it’s Barrington. Any messages?”

“Hold on, let me look. I just got on duty.” I heard
her shuffling through papers. “Yes, sir. Chief wants to see you
first thing in the morning, eight sharp.”

I furrowed my brow. “What about?”

“Doesn’t say.”

“That’s odd. Feinstein’s on call tonight, not me,
and Green’s on for the weekend.”

“I just pass along the messages, Detective.”

“It’s just puzzling, that’s all. Can’t it wait until
nine, when I normally get in?”

“You know when the chief says eight sharp, he
doesn’t mean nine, Detective.”

“Swell. I’ll be in at eight. Try to keep any calls
down tonight so I can get some rest, okay?”

“Sure thing, doll. Like you said, Feinstein’s in the
hot seat until the morning anyway.”

Doris wasn’t big on protocol, but I liked her. I
hung up the phone and went into the bedroom, flicking on the
overhead light, thankful I left all the windows open this morning
and the manager had put up the screens already. The place was warm
and stuffy. I couldn’t stop wondering about what the chief wanted
as I took off my suit coat and pulled down the roller shade on the
window. I suppose something could have leaked about Alan and me,
despite our discretion. I slipped off my tie, hanging it and my
suit coat in the closet. Perhaps Alan had said something to someone
he thought he could trust. I soon dismissed that notion, though. I
hadn’t known Alan long, but he had more sense than that. At least I
thought he did.

I sat on the bed and took my shoes off, lining them
up neatly on the closet floor next to the others. I slipped off the
leather shoulder holster that held my service revolver and placed
it in the nightstand next to my bed before undoing my collar,
taking out my cufflinks, and rolling up my sleeves.

I made a quick trip to the bathroom and then flicked
on the overhead light in the kitchen. It doesn’t have a window, but
it opens into the dining room, which has two large ones facing
north. If I leaned out and looked east, I could just see the lake.
I opened the icebox and rooted around for something to eat: an
apple, some leftover chili, a quart of milk, some butter, a couple
bottles of pop, and some eggs. Lean pickings. I decided on a couple
of fried eggs and the chili, heating up the chili in one pan and
frying the eggs in the other.

From the vent in the wall next to the stove, I heard
the unmistakable voice of Mrs. Murphy downstairs in 204. “Herbert!
I’ve almost got the dishes done—do you want to see a movie? The
Downer has Unconquered starring Gary Cooper at eight
fifteen, what about that? The theater has refrigerated air, you
know.” She had a set of lungs on her, that’s for sure. Funny, the
few times I’ve run into Mr. Murphy in the hall, he didn’t seem hard
of hearing.

“Fine, just sit there, then, and listen to the radio
and sweat. That’s all you ever want to do. Maybe I’ll call my
sister and go with her. She likes Gary Cooper.”

“Who doesn’t like Gary Cooper?” I said to myself. I
turned off the stove, dished the eggs onto a plate and the chili
into a bowl, and carried them to the table in the dining room,
which was really more of an alcove off the living room. When I went
back for a bottle of pop I heard Mrs. Murphy once again.

“I’m going to catch the streetcar and meet Evelyn
there. I just have time to change my dress. If you’d come with, we
could take the car, you know, and I wouldn’t have to rush.” I
suspected Mr. Murphy was going to enjoy the peace and quiet of
being home alone in spite of the heat.

As for me, my place was too quiet. Even Oscar, Mrs.
Ferguson’s cat in 310, wasn’t roaming about yet. She usually let
him out in the hall around eight, and he went from door to door
looking for love and affection. Sometimes I hated living alone,
especially when I started envying a cat. I sat down and started
eating, staring at the phone over by the door and wishing I could
call Alan and talk to him about all this right now, but he was on
patrol until midnight. Instead I turned my attention to the dining
room windows and the ever-deepening twilight. I pondered over and
over what the chief could want to see me about. I would have a
restless night of worrying, tossing and turning. I also wondered
what Keyes was doing right now and if he was thinking of me.


Chapter Three

The alarm went off at six the next morning, and I
pulled myself unwillingly out of bed. As I suspected, I did not
sleep well. A hot shower, a shave, and some breakfast and I felt
well enough to make a call to Alan Keyes’s apartment. I used the
pencil on the table to dial the phone, holding my second cup of
coffee in my other hand. After five rings, I heard a sleepy
“hullo?”

“Hey, sleepyhead.”

“Heath, geez, it’s six thirty in the morning. What
are you doing up this early?”

“I’ve got business. The chief wants to see me at
eight. Sorry to wake you.”

“S’okay. I didn’t get done on patrol until midnight,
though, and didn’t get to bed until almost two.”

“Good thing you’re young yet.”

“I won’t be if you don’t let me get some rest.”

“Sorry, I guess I should have waited to call. I just
wanted to say good morning. We didn’t get to talk last night.”

I heard Alan yawn. “What’s he want to see you
about?”

“Dunno. I’ve been thinking about it all night.
Didn’t get much sleep.”

“Probably just an upcoming case. Nothing to worry
about, I’m sure.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right, Alan. There’s nothing
going on right now that I know of, but I’ll keep you posted. I told
him we’re going fishing, so he already approved me being off.”

“I
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