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Death Checks In

All Detective Heath Barrington and his partner Alan
Keyes want is to get away for a weekend of romance, but they find
murder instead when a missing tie leads them to the body of the
peculiar Victor Blount, and Heath can't resist the urge to
investigate. Who killed Blount, and why?

 


Clues turn up around every corner, but what do they
mean? The bloody “W,” the green spool of thread grasped in the dead
man’s hand, the newspaper left at the doorstep: they all lead down
a strange and winding road of mystery and danger. As Heath and Alan
work together to solve the case, they encounter various and
eccentric suspects, old friends, and a hostile Chicago Detective,
Marty Wilchinski, who doesn’t like Milwaukee police involved in a
Chicago crime. Forced to act on their own, out of their
jurisdiction, they race against time to find the killer before
Wilchinski files the case closed.
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“Agatha Christie…if Miss Marple were a gay police
detective in post–WWII Milwaukee.”—PrideSource: Between the
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“The mystery is one that isn’t easily solved. It’s a
cozy mystery unraveled in the drawing room type of story, but well
worked out.”—Bookwinked
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“[A]uthor David S. Pederson has packed a lot in this
novel. You don’t normally find a soft-sided, poetry-writing mobster
in a noir mystery, for instance, but he’s here…this novel is both
predictable and not, making it a nice diversion for a weekend or
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“Pederson takes a lot of the tropes of mysteries and
utilizes them to the fullest, giving the story a knowable form.
However, the unique characters and accurate portrayal of the
struggles of gay relationships in 1940s America make this an
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Transgender Round Table of the American Library Association
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Chapter One

June 12th, 1947

 


Late Thursday night, we were alone in my apartment,
just the two of us. From the radio on the table came the sounds of
Bing Crosby singing “Embraceable You,” but other than that all was
quiet and the lights were low. He looked up at me with those big
green eyes and I could tell he wanted more, as I held him in my
arms and danced him around the apartment, singing softly in his
ear. He was insatiable, but I was done in. It had been a long day
and a long night. Still, his eyes, his gaze, that adorable face
were hard to resist. Finally, as the song ended, I set him down and
gave him another scratch behind the ears as he rubbed up against my
legs and weaved in and out between them.

“All right, Oscar, you’ve had a saucer of milk, a
dance, a tummy rub, and an ear scratching. You are a sweetie, but I
have a fellow with two legs whose ears I’d rather be scratching,
and there must be a cat somewhere in all of Milwaukee who would be
happy to see you, my friend.”

He looked up at me again, blinked, and let out a
soft meow, as if to say, “Maybe so.” He walked with me to the door
of my apartment, and I let him back out into the hall to continue
his nightly roaming from door to door, looking for love and maybe
another saucer of milk or two. After he’d gone, I picked up the
phone receiver on the hall table near the door and dialed Kings
Lake 5-2835. After a few brrrrrrrrrings, I heard Alan’s deep,
masculine voice.

“Hello?”

“I just let the cat out.”

“Of the bag?”

I laughed. “That’s a curious expression, isn’t it? I
wonder what its origins are. But no, our secret is safe, mister, at
least for now.”

“Good to know.”

“You’re good to know.”

“That’s good to know, too.”

“All right, enough.” I laughed.

“So whose cat did you let out?”

“Mrs. Ferguson’s. She lives in 310 and lets him roam
the halls every night. He goes from door to door and knows I’m a
soft touch for an ear scratch and a tummy rub.”

Alan chuckled. “Lucky cat.”

“Indeed. Are you packed?”

“Packed, ready, and able, Detective. A long weekend
in Chicago with you is just what the doctor ordered.”

“I agree. I’ll bring my stethoscope.”

“You’re in a mood, Heath.”

“A good mood. As you may recall, our recent attempts
to get away haven’t exactly been successful.”

He laughed harder this time. “To say the least. You
have the hotel reservation confirmation letter?”

“I do. A double room, Edmonton Hotel, Chicago,
Illinois, checking in Friday, June thirteenth, checking out Monday,
June sixteenth. I have the train tickets, too. The morning train
gets us into Union Station before eleven. It’s just shy of two
miles to the hotel from the station, so we’ll grab a taxi.”

“That’s a bit extravagant, Heath. We could walk
it.”

“But we’ll have our bags to lug. I think I can
splurge on a taxi this one time.”

“All right, big spender, it’s your nickel. Of
course, the way you overpack, your bag probably weighs thirty
pounds.”

I smiled. “Well, it’s difficult to ascertain what
one will need, you know.”

He laughed again. “Very true, but not so hard for
me. My wardrobe is a bit more limited than yours. Regardless, I
can’t wait.”

“Well, you’ll just have to wait one more night,
Officer. I’ll pick you up at your place at eight a.m. sharp.”

“I’ll be ready at seven.”

“Good. Three days, three nights with nothing to
do.”

“Nothing?”

“You know what I mean, Alan, and by nothing, I mean
everything to do with each other. Away from prying eyes, someplace
where we don’t know anyone and no one knows us. We’ll just be two
fellas out on the town, having a gay old time.”

“I like the sound of that, Heath. It’s not easy
living behind a wall, having two faces.”

“You’re hardly the two-faced type, Alan.”

“You know what I mean. My public face for friends,
family, fellow officers, and the private face for you and maybe one
or two others.”

I sighed. “Yeah, I know only too well what you mean.
This weekend will do us both a world of good.”

“You know, I’ve never been to Chicago, Heath.”

“So you mentioned. I still find that hard to
believe.”

“Just never had a reason to go, I guess. For me,
growing up in Racine, Milwaukee was the big city. My folks never
had much money, and vacations consisted of weekends at the beach or
day trips to the zoo. We did go to the Wisconsin Dells once, when I
was twelve.”

“Chicago’s nothing like the Dells, Alan. I think
you’ll like it.”

“I can’t wait. Dinner at the Pump Room?”

“On a police detective’s salary?” I arched my
brow.

“I’ll order the melba toast and tea.”

I laughed. “That’s about all I could afford, mister,
but we’ll see.”

“Thanks.”

Then he got very quiet.

“What? You still there?”

“Hmm? Oh yeah, sure. I was just thinking, that’s
all.”

“About the Pump Room?”

“No, about the nightclubs. I’ve heard and read about
them my whole life—the Boulevard Room, the Empire Room, the Tip Top
Tap, and Chez Paree.”

“Swanky. Chez Paree is one of my Aunt Verbina’s
favorites.”

“I want to meet her someday.”

“Yes, we need to arrange that. Anyplace else of
interest?”

“Well, there’s the Sky Star Ballroom at the
Edmonton, right where we’re staying. Did you know Bing Crosby
played there last year?”

“That should be an easy one. I’m listening to the
Bing Crosby hour right now.”

“Keen, me too.”

“Nice. Well, we can definitely hit a nightclub or
two while we’re there, if you want.”

“Sure, I know.”

“But?”

“But we can’t dance. That’s one of the prices we pay
for leading secret lives, isn’t it?”

“I guess so.”

“It doesn’t bother you?”

“Of course it does. I’d love to lead you to the
dance floor and waltz you about, maybe even do some swing dancing.
That looks like a lot of fun. But we can’t. Not in public, and you
and I both know that.”

“So, what’s the point of going clubbing?”

“Because we can drink, listen to the music, and
there will always be single ladies looking for partners. If we each
choose a partner and dance close together on the floor, it will
almost be like we’re dancing with each other.”

I heard him sigh. “It will have to do, I guess. But
promise me when we get back to the room we’ll push the furniture
aside, put the radio on, and do some private dancing.”

“That, Officer, is a promise. And the room’s a
double, but we can push the beds together at night.”

“And apart again in the morning before the maid
comes in.”

“It’s the way it has to be, unfortunately.”

“I know, I understand. I really am looking forward
to it, but I hope we’re not courting trouble leaving on Friday the
thirteenth.”

I laughed lightly. “Always the superstitious one.
You know it’s the only weekend we could get off this month. And my
buddy Mike, the dick at the Edmonton, got us a great rate because
it’s Father’s Day weekend.”

“That’s another thing. What about your dad?”

“What about him?”

“Won’t he want to see you on Sunday?”

“I’ll buy him a tie down in Chicago and swing by the
house for dinner with him and Mother Monday night after we get back
to Milwaukee, just a day late.”

“Your mother won’t like that.”

I laughed. “You’re right. I phoned her earlier
tonight and told her we were going to Chicago this weekend. She
tried her best to make me feel guilty about it, and she kept making
that clicking sound with her teeth, but I promised I’d be over
Monday night for dinner. It’s funny, you’ve never even met my
mother and yet you know her so well.”

“Well, you do talk about her.”

“I suppose so. Still, she’s my mom, and he’s my
dad.”

“You’re lucky you still have your folks.”

“I know. You’ve been on your own a long time without
your parents. It would be nice if you could come Monday night, get
to know my parents, but…”

“I know, don’t worry. I’ll have unpacking to do,
stuff to get ready for my shift on Monday night. It’s fine. I’m
just glad we’re getting away.”

“Me too. Well, I’ll see you bright and early in the
morning, then.”

“I’ll be there with bells on. Good night,
Heath.”

“Night, Alan.”


Chapter Two

The next morning the skies were overcast, fog and
light drizzle hanging in the air, and yet there was Alan, his
battered tan suitcase in hand, waiting at the curb in front of his
apartment building on the west side of town as I pulled up in my
old Buick Century. He beamed at me from beneath the brim of his
fedora, his Brownie camera about his neck. I got out and opened the
trunk for him.

“Morning, Heath,” he said with a wide grin.

“Good morning. How long have you been standing out
here?”

“Only about ten minutes.”

“You could have waited inside, it’s cold and damp
out here.”

“I know.”

He threw his bag into the trunk next to mine. I
slammed it shut and got back behind the wheel as he climbed in
beside me. “I was too excited to wait inside any longer.”

I laughed. “Good, me too. Wish we had better
weather, though.”

“Let it rain,” Alan said. “Nothing can ruin my mood
today. I noticed you brought your umbrella.”

“Yes, it straps right to the side of my suitcase.
And good to be prepared, I’d say.”

“You always are. I like that in you.”

I smiled. “Good. No sense of ominous foreboding this
Friday the thirteenth?”

“Not yet. I packed my lucky rock, though, just in
case.”

“Your lucky rock? Just when you think you know
someone.” I laughed.

“I never told you because I knew you’d make
fun.”

“Maybe I’d kid you a bit, but I wouldn’t make fun,
not of you, ever.”

“Thanks. I appreciate that.”

“So why is it your lucky rock and how long have you
had it?”

He shrugged and looked a little embarrassed. “I’ve
had it since I was a kid. My dad gave it to me after a trip he’d
been on when I asked him what he brought me. I know he meant it as
a joke, but I didn’t see it that way then. Stupid, huh?”

“Not at all. I think it’s sweet.”

He smiled. “Thanks. And ever since he died, I
usually carry it with me. It just somehow seems to bring good
luck.”

“I see.”

“I know, you’re a non-believer, Mr. Skeptical. But
it works, at least for me. I was carrying it the day I met you, you
know.”

My heart flip-flopped a bit. “All right, you just
made a believer out of me. Let’s get going.” I put the car in gear
and headed east toward Wisconsin Avenue and the train station. I
parked my car in the lot just beside the depot and we each
retrieved our bags from the trunk, I with my monogrammed suitcase
and matching train case and Alan with his dad’s old case. I noticed
he had added his initials at the end, A.K. A thought occurred to me
that new luggage might be a good Christmas gift for him, and I
smiled. It had been a long time since I had anyone special to buy
Christmas gifts for.

The depot was bustling with people, heading to and
from Chicago and points beyond. The train departed at five after
nine, so we didn’t have a whole lot of time. I bought a newspaper
from the stand near the lunch counter and a pack of chewing gum for
later as I waited for Alan, who had decided to get his shoes
polished and shined.

He smiled at me as he stepped down from the
shoeshine stand and gave the boy a quarter. “Better. Can’t be seen
in the big city with scuffed-up shoes.”

I laughed. “Honestly, I hadn’t even noticed. Let’s
go, though. We’re short on time. Track two is this way.” Soon the
conductor was calling out the familiar “All aboard,” and we climbed
up the steps into the train. We found seats together in the third
car, choosing window seats facing each other. Our bags and hats
tucked in the rack overhead, we settled in for the relatively short
journey. Once we rolled out of Milwaukee and the conductor
collected our tickets, we felt like we were finally on our way.

As we watched the towns of Sturtevant, Racine, and
Kenosha fly by out the rain-splattered glass, I looked admiringly
again at Alan, so smart in his navy double-breasted suit, a white
handkerchief tucked neatly in his breast pocket. “I hope my tuxedo
doesn’t get too wrinkled in my case,” I said. “I probably should
have gotten a garment bag for it.”

“Tuxedo? Gee, Heath, you think we’re going to need
one?”

I nodded. “Well, sure, if you want to go clubbing.
Chicago is the big time compared to Milwaukee. You packed yours,
didn’t you?”

He frowned. “I just brought my dark suit and this
double-breasted for traveling. I don’t own a tux.”

“A tux in Chicago is de rigueur, I’m afraid.
Maybe we can buy you one there.”

“A tux is de what?”

“De rigueur.”

His frown became a scowl. “French again. For someone
who only studied it in high school, you certainly use it a lot,”
Alan said, sounding annoyed.

“It’s a beautiful language, the language of love.
And besides, I had a remarkable French teacher.”

“Coulliette something or other. Yes, I know, you’ve
mentioned him before.”

“Mss’r J. Coulliette, that’s right. He and the
handsome math teacher, Mr. Koos, were both bachelors, and they
shared a flat, as I recall the rumor.”

“People do talk, don’t they?”

“Yes, they do. Or should I say oui?”

He rolled his eyes. “Yes works just fine.”

“I remember running into Monsieur Coulliette and Mr.
Koos once in the summer. They were walking their dog, a black
border collie named Maddie. It seemed so odd to me to see them on
the street, like normal people, with a dog and all.”

“They are normal people, Heath.”

“You know what I mean. Seeing teachers outside of
school. You just don’t think of them as leading normal lives. And
seeing them together just reinforced in my mind the rumor that they
were a couple.”

“Did anyone ever find out for sure?”

“I don’t think so, not that I ever heard, anyway. I
know Mr. Koos went out with Miss Johnson, the English teacher, once
or twice. But I think that was just to avert suspicion.”

“The games we all have to play.”

“Exactly.”

“So anyway, what the heck does de rigueur
mean?”

“It means necessary if you want to be socially
acceptable, fashionable.”

“Oh, well, I can’t afford to be socially acceptable
or fashionable. Not on my salary,” Alan replied.

“I can help you. A good tuxedo is an investment,
Alan, and should be about thirty or thirty-five dollars. A lot of
money, I know, but I plan to do lots of clubbing with you over the
next thirty years or so, so it’s only about a dollar a year.”

Alan laughed. “I see. I can’t afford not to buy
one.”

“Exactly.”

“Well, we’ll see. I’ll give it some thought and we
can have a look in the shops once we get to Chicago. Anything
interesting in the newspaper?” he asked, changing the subject.

I opened it up and perused the front page. “An
article on Babe Zaharias. It says, ‘Mrs. Zaharias Is First American
to Win Women’s British Golf Title.’”

“Wow, good for her. She’s really an amazing
woman.”

“She certainly is.”

“How about the horoscopes?”

“You’re kidding.”

“Hey, you believe what you want, I believe what I
want. Besides, it’s Friday the thirteenth, you know.”

I sighed. “Okay, let me find them.” I flipped
through the paper to the Ladies section and scanned the horoscopes.
“Your birthday’s March sixteenth, right?”

“Yes, I’m a Pisces, sign of the fish.”

I laughed. “Then you must love weather like
this.”

“Ha, just read, Detective.”

“All right. It says, ‘For you, magic will play a big
part in your emotions in the next few days. A colleague, neighbor,
or friend will give you the chance to seize some unexpected
opportunity. Make the most of it.’”

“Hmmph. Well, all right then,” Alan said, leaning
back.

“What?”

“Well, you’re a friend and a colleague, and you’ve
given me an unexpected opportunity in this trip to Chicago, and I
definitely intend to make the most of it, so I’d say it’s pretty
right on the money.”

“And the magic part?”

“Hmm. Not sure about that yet, but let’s see what
the weekend brings.”

I laughed. “Fair enough.”

“What about yours, Heath? You’re an Aquarius,
right?”

“So they tell me.”

“The water bearer. It’s why we go so well
together—fish and water.”

“I won’t argue with that, Mr. Keyes.”

“So what does it say? Your horoscope, I mean.”

I scanned the paper again. “‘Don’t be fooled by what
you read in astrology columns today. Someone makes a good living
writing them. A tall dark handsome friend or colleague will try to
distract you. Be wary.’”

Alan folded his arms. “Very funny. You’re lucky
you’re cute.”

I smiled. “Sorry, just teasing. I just don’t buy
into astrology.”

“To each his own.”

“Very true,” I agreed.

I finished reading the newspaper while Alan gazed
out the window and fidgeted. Finally, I put the paper aside on the
seat next to me and closed my eyes. I think at some point I
actually dozed, but Alan was clearly too excited. When at last we
pulled into Union Station, he was almost bouncing up and down in
his seat. I checked my pocket watch and found we were right on
time. Whoever wrote those timetables knew what they were doing. We
put our hats on and hauled our bags off and then we walked down the
platform into the station. Once inside, we made a brief stop in the
men’s room and made our way toward the Great Hall, its vast size
and tall, barrel glass vaulted ceiling dwarfing us. Alan stopped,
mouth agape, taking it all in.

“Golly, Heath, this place is huge. It makes the
station back in Milwaukee look like a whistle stop.”

“It is impressive, I agree. The first time I saw it
I was taken aback, too.” We stood for a while gazing about the room
at the large number of people hurrying here and there, lugging
cases, towing children, or standing in groups, couples, or by
themselves. Uniformed porters went this way and that with large
piles of luggage and trunks on their carts, and newspaper boys
shouted out the latest headlines. The loudspeakers overhead
frequently crackled to life, announcing the Capitol Limited to
Washington, track three, and the Denver Zephyr, track eight, among
other harder-to-understand bulletins about lost children, lost
articles, and late departures.

Down the center of the hall, still more people were
seated on benches, including a woman holding a crying newborn, and
beside her not one, not two, but five other children, all of them
talking at once, along with everyone else in the main hall. The
great mass of voices made a buzzing sound in my ears.

“Which way?” Alan asked finally, ready to get
going.

“There are some underground taxi stands, but let’s
go up to the main street. I think the rain has stopped.”

“Lead the way.”

We climbed the many marble stairs up to Canal
Street, jostling shoulder to shoulder with the masses. Once
outside, the car horns seemed to blare incessantly and the air
smelled damp and smoky. The wind blew down on us, and we pulled our
hats low as we made our way toward a line of cabs waiting for
passengers. We loaded our bags into the first one available and
gave the Edmonton as our destination to the driver. Soon we were
off, and I sat back, enjoying just watching Alan staring out the
window, craning his neck this way and that, and up, up, toward the
many skyscrapers.

“Quite a city, isn’t it?” I asked.

Alan turned to me, a big smile on his face. “I’ll
say. Even with the fog and drizzle, I can tell it sure isn’t like
Milwaukee.”

“No, no it’s not. For better or worse.”

He turned back to the window then, and I gazed out
the other side of the cab, watching the buildings and cars go by as
the driver weaved in and out of traffic, making his way to the
Edmonton on Michigan Avenue. On the sidewalks, people scurried here
and there, some carrying umbrellas or packages as they sidestepped
puddles, dashed in and out of shops and buildings, and waited at
the corners for lights to change, cabs to come, or perhaps their
dreams to be fulfilled.

Almost too soon, the taxi came to a stop in front of
the hotel, its tires scraping against the curb. A uniformed doorman
with a large black umbrella opened the cab door for us. A bellboy
helped with our bags, and as I paid the taxi, tipped the doorman,
and set aside money for the bellboy, I realized this would be an
expensive trip. I was glad I had gone to the bank the day before to
get a letter of credit and withdraw some cash. The two of us
followed the bellboy.

I’d never been at the Edmonton, and I was impressed
by the tall ceilings, marble columns, crystal chandeliers, and rich
carpeting. The lobby was two floors high, a large marble staircase
to the left leading up to a mezzanine level that wrapped around it
on three sides. A coffee shop was behind the staircase under the
north mezzanine, and the lobby bar was to the right under the south
mezzanine. Cozy chairs, sofas, and tables were scattered here and
there. The bellboy led us past the staircase to the front desk,
which was opposite the entrance doors, tucked under the east
mezzanine.

The bellboy deposited our bags beside the front
desk, which had two banks of elevators flanking it. Behind the
counter stood a small, bald fellow wearing pince-nez glasses, his
forehead shiny but smooth. He looked up at us and smiled.

“May I help you gentlemen?”

“Yes, Heath Barrington of Milwaukee, checking in.
This is Mr. Keyes, he’ll be staying with me. I have a letter of
credit from my bank and my reservation confirmation.” I handed over
the documents to the little man, who examined them and handed them
back.

“Everything seems to be in order, Mr. Barrington,
and we have your reservation right here. A double room, checking in
today, leaving Monday morning, is that correct?”

“Yes, yes, that’s right.”

“Very good, sir. Any valuables for the hotel
safe?”

“No, nothing to check, thank you.”

“All right, then, if you’ll just sign our register,
Carl here will see you to your room.” He nodded at the bellboy
standing off to the side near a column.

I signed the register with my name, home address,
and telephone exchange. “Thank you. By the way, is Mike Masterson
working today?”

The desk clerk looked surprised. “Our house
detective?”

I nodded. “Yes, that’s right. He’s an old friend of
mine.”

“I see. I believe Mr. Masterson is working an
evening shift today, sir. Would you like to leave him a
message?”

“No, that’s all right. He knows I’m here, and a good
house dick can always find his man.”

“As you wish, sir.”

“Thanks. Where’s a good place nearby to get a
tuxedo, by the way?”

“Blount’s right here in the hotel carries tuxedos.
Just past the south elevators and down the hall.”

“Blount’s, eh? Thanks for the tip.”

“There’s also Marshall Field’s department store on
State Street. Perhaps our concierge could assist you.”

“We’ll check out Blount’s first, after we unpack.
Sound good, Alan?”

He nodded. “Sure, that’s fine. But I really could
just wear my dark suit.”

The desk clerk raised his eyebrows and adjusted his
pince-nez, but didn’t say anything.

“No, Blount’s it is. A good starting point,
anyway.”

“Very good, sir. Should you need dinner
reservations, club recommendations, or anything else, our concierge
here in the lobby will be most eager to assist.” He rang a bell,
and Carl, who was still standing nearby, stepped forward. “Take Mr.
Barrington and Mr. Keyes to 804,” he said, handing Carl a brass key
with a tag attached.

“Yes, sir.” Carl, who appeared to be only about
seventeen or eighteen years old, was dressed in a smart dark green
uniform with brass buttons, matching green cap, and crisp white
gloves. He put the key in his pocket, picked up our bags rather
effortlessly, and with a nod to us, moved off toward the south
elevators as we followed behind.

The ride up to the eighth floor was smooth and
quick. “No operator?” I asked.

Carl looked up at me. “No, sir, the Edmonton
automated last year. The elevators run by themselves. You just push
a button and away you go.”

“Another man out of a job.”

“It’s a changing world, mister.”

“Yes, people keep telling me that.”

“It was the strike in ’45 in New York that did ’em
in,” Carl continued.

“Sad,” Alan said. “I rather like the human
touch.”

“Automated is the way of the future. Someday they’ll
have self-driving cars, wait and see,” Carl said.

I shuddered. “Now there’s a frightening
thought.”

“Not to me, mister. Self-driving cars, picture
phones, space travel, I can’t wait.”

“That’ll be the day,” I said. The elevator came
smoothly to a halt, and we followed Carl out, stopping right next
door at 804.

“Next to the elevator, huh?” Alan remarked.

I nodded. “Probably why Mike could get us such a
great rate.”

“Hey, it’s okay, it’s convenient,” Alan said.

I smiled. “You’re always finding the silver lining
in things.”

“Why not?”

“I’m with your friend,” Carl said. Unlocking the
door and ushering us in, he flipped on the overhead light.

The room was small but clean. Two twin beds against
the right wall, separated by a nightstand with a lamp and a clock.
The opposite wall held a dresser, upon which sat another lamp, an
ashtray, and a radio. A small desk with a phone on it sat next to
that, a metal trash can under it, and a luggage rack stood in the
corner upon which the boy piled our bags. Above it was a
wall-mounted fan.

Carl opened the curtains. “Not much of a view from
this room, fellas.”

I walked over and gazed out at the back side of
another building. “It’s all right. We’re not here for the view.
What have you heard about the weather this weekend?”

“Supposed to be in the seventies today, foggy and
rainy. Cooler tomorrow with more rain.” He turned back to us and
gestured toward the front of the room. “The bathroom’s near the
door to the hall, and there’s a closet there too. If you need
anything pressed, just call the valet. Twenty-four-hour room
service, also. Want me to unpack?”

I shook my head. “No thank you, we can manage.”

“Sure thing.” He moved toward the door and stopped,
looking at me as I fished a fifty cent piece out of my pocket and
handed it to him as he gave me the room key.

“Thanks,” he said. I wondered if that was a
sufficient tip in the big city, but he pocketed it easily enough
and went out the door, leaving us alone.

“At last,” Keyes said, setting his Brownie down
carefully on the desk.

“Yes, indeed.” I wrapped my arms around him.

“Very smooth, Detective, but not so fast. We have to
unpack.”

“That can wait,” I replied, nibbling his left ear a
bit.

He pulled back, laughing. “That’s what you said in
Lake Geneva, and I spent the weekend in wrinkled clothes.”

“But they have a valet here.”

“Nonetheless, I am going to unpack.”

I sighed “All right, you. Better take off that
traveling suit, too. It’s looking a mite rumpled from the
train.”

He looked down at his suit, which was perfectly
fine, and then at himself in the mirror and laughed again. “You,
Detective, are a bit sneaky, and you have a one-track mind.”

I smiled. “And you, Officer, are determined to
derail me. Very well, let’s unpack.”

Together we opened our suitcases and put things
away, setting aside my tux and both our dark suits for the hotel
valet. I unstrapped my umbrella and placed it in the corner near
the door. I called down to have the suits picked up, and they
assured me they would have them pressed and back in about
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