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Why did a teenage girl get murdered aboard the Queen Mary during the Art Deco Weekend?  That’s what 67-year-old amateur sleuth Kathleen tries to find out, along with the help of an attractive homicide detective who’s in charge of the case. Step aboard the legendary Queen Mary and find out whodunnit in this ghostly and romantic cozy mystery.
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A young woman wearing a flapper dress walked the promenade deck of the Queen Mary with her handsome date, who was also dressed as someone who might have lived in the 1920s. They were on their way to the Queen’s Ballroom. It was the Art Deco Weekend aboard the storied ocean liner, and the highlight of the event was the Art Deco ball. 

As they made their way to the ballroom, one of her high heels became stuck in a bit of the aging teak flooring of the promenade deck. She grasped her date’s arm to steady herself, barely missing a fall.

“Jim, look what just happened,” she complained to her companion. She managed to pull her shoe out with some effort. “I could have fallen all the way through!”

“That’s not going to happen.”

“I hate this place. It’s falling apart. Why didn’t we just go to Vegas?”

“The Queen Mary is a landmark. A national treasure.”

“I don’t like our room. It smells moldy, and it’s right next to the day spa. It’s too noisy.”

“Didn’t you like the paneling in our room? I thought it was beautiful. And the porthole windows were so fun. I felt like I was crossing the Atlantic Ocean in the 1930s.”

“I couldn’t open either of those windows. And the bathroom has too many taps. I couldn’t figure them out.”

“What are you talking about?”

“It has four faucets. One that says, ‘Cold Seawater’ and the other ‘Hot Seawater’. They also have two other faucets for regular hot and cold water.”

“I guess at one time people thought seawater was healthy.” 

“Whatever... I don’t know how you expect me to dance at this ball of yours. I never took ballroom dancing.”

“There will be a live orchestra. Just listen to the music if you don’t want to dance.”

“I’m sure it won’t be music from my generation.”

With growing exasperation, Jim replied, “For God’s sake, Jessica. Would you stop complaining? I’m sorry I even asked you to come here tonight.”

She pouted. “You don’t have to get mean about it.”

He took her arm, and they entered the ballroom. “Come on, honey. Let’s grab a seat at one of the tables.”

Several teenagers from the local high school were there on a field trip, and they looked like they were having fun. Jim and Jessica were surprised when two of them sat down at their table.

“Excuse me,” Jessica told them. “We’d like to be alone.” 

The teenage boy told her, “Our teacher said that there would be a lot of us going and we’d have to share a table.”

“Why don’t you share one with one of your schoolmates?”

“These are the only two chairs left.”

Jessica looked around at the crowded room and then acquiesced. “Oh, alright. Go ahead and sit down.”

The teenagers looked at each other and rolled their eyes.  Trying to break the ice, the teenage boy introduced himself.  “My name is Randy, and this is Kate.”

Jim introduced himself.

“How do you do?” Jessica glumly asked the teenagers.

Kate asked them, “Isn’t this place something? I love that mural over there with the map and the little toy ship attached to it.”

Jim told her, “In the old days, a worker on the ship moved it to show the passengers where they were on their trip across the Atlantic Ocean.”

He told both teenagers, “If you were to make a complete walk around the deck, it would be a quarter of a mile.”

“You seem to know a lot about the Queen Mary,” Kate told him.

“I used to be a tour guide here.”

“I love the wood throughout the ship. What kind of wood is the deck made from?”

“It’s teak wood. It’s very sturdy. On the hotel deck, there’s a mural of all the wood that was used to build the ship back in the day. Much of the wood is no longer available.”

“I had to be careful walking so that I wouldn’t step in any of the holes in the floorboards. I worried that I might fall down onto a lower deck.”

Jessica looked at Jim and said, “Sounds familiar.”

He answered Kate, “That wouldn’t have happened, but the ship is badly in need of repair. A fund has been set up to fix it.  Have you noticed the chipped paint on the lifeboats and other parts of the ship? It needs millions of dollars to refurbish it. And the worst of it is that there’s a chance it might capsize.”

“What?” Jessica erupted and threw her napkin down on the table. 

She looked at Jim and asked, “Why are we even here?! I want to go home!”

“The ship isn’t going to sink anytime soon, Jessica.”

“I knew we should have gone to Vegas.”

She was interrupted by a waiter who brought them the first course.

“Don’t we get to order?” Jessica asked Jim.

“It’s prix fixe menu,” he explained.

“I don’t know what ‘prix fixe’ means.”

“The menu has already been decided beforehand.”

“She doesn’t get out much,” Jim said and then looked over at the teenage girl and winked.

“This salad looks delicious,” Kate told those sitting with her at the table.

Jessica replied, “I hope the salad dressing doesn’t have any mayonnaise in it. I’m on a diet.”

Jim let out a deep sigh and looked around at the other people in the room.
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After they finished their first course, Randy asked Jim, “Is it true that the ship is haunted?”

“Well, some say that children’s voices can be heard playing in the original nursery which is odd because the room has been locked and closed for years. There’s a spirit of a sailor who died in the engine room under suspicious circumstances. Sometimes people have seen a lady in white strolling down the halls at 3:00 in the morning.”

“Jim, you’re starting to freak me out,” Jessica said. 

While they talked, the large ballroom lights shaped like urns flickered and almost went dim. 

“The ghosts must know we’re talking about them,” Jim said with an uneasy laugh. 

“Just great!” Jessica said with sarcasm. “I get to spend the night in a haunted hotel. What fun!”

“Oh, honey. Don’t worry,” Jim told her. “It’s all just make-believe.”
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When two women who used to work together in a law library entered the Queen’s Ballroom, they were surprised by how crowded it was. They couldn’t find a place to sit, and almost gave up and left, until Kathleen, the oldest of the two, spotted two empty seats at a table where a young woman and a man were sitting. Kathleen asked them if it would be alright if she and her friend Cheryl joined them.

The woman answered, “Sure. I don’t think any other seats are available. This place is packed.”

“Did you book tickets for the ball?” the man asked suspiciously.

“Yes, we did,” Kathleen answered. “We assumed we’d get our own table. I’m sorry for the inconvenience.”

The woman said, “We don’t mind if you join us. Do we, Peter?”

“They look harmless enough.”

Kathleen thought it was an unusual response but went ahead and sat at the table, as did Cheryl.

“My name is Melinda, by the way,” the woman told Cheryl and Kathleen. “This is Peter, my fiancé.”

Kathleen and Cheryl introduced themselves and Melinda asked, “Isn’t this room beautiful?”

“Yes. I feel like I’ve gone back in time,” Kathleen answered.

“It makes it extra special that we’re all wearing costumes.  I convinced Peter to dress like Robert Redford did when he was in The Great Gatsby. He even let me dye his hair blonde.”

“Sounds like a good sport,” Kathleen answered, looking at him.

“Doesn’t he look like Gatsby in the movie?”

“The lights are turned down low, but yes, I believe that he does.”

“I made the suit he’s wearing. I made my dress also.”

“Really? That’s wonderful. You’re a really good seamstress.”

“Thank you. I guess you could say that it’s ‘my thing’.  I’m a historical reenactor. I love to play dress-up.”

“That’s interesting,” Cheryl answered. “Do you go to Civil War Reenactments where the men dress like soldiers from the period and pretend to shoot each other?” 

“Yes. I dress up like Scarlett O’Hara. I’ve tried to get Peter involved, but haven’t had any luck so far. Have I, honey?” she asked and smiled at him. 

“Not my thing,” he tersely answered.

“I just love the Victorian era,” she continued.

“I do too,” Kathleen answered. “That was my area of concentration when I got my master’s degree in English.”

“Oh, so you must know about the Dickens Festival at the Mission Inn in Riverside.”

“Yes, I’ve been there during Christmas time to see the Festival of Lights.”

“Peter and I dance at the Fezziwig’s Ball.”

“Really?  I’ve watched those dancers. They’re really talented. How did you learn how to dance like that?”

“We get together and practice with a group of my friends. We all get dressed up in our period clothing. We like cosplay, don’t we, Peter?”

“We like to dance.”

Not much of a talker, Kathleen thought.

Cheryl told them, “Well, it’s great that you two can share a hobby.”

Melinda kept talking. “Peter proposed to me last week. Look at this beautiful ring he gave me.” She showed off a large diamond ring on the fourth finger of her left hand. “I told him I’d like to get married in the wedding chapel here on the ship.”

“I saw it when I walked by. It’s beautiful. How romantic,” Kathleen said.

“We’re getting married tomorrow.”

“Really. That’s wonderful. Have you thought of where you’d like to go on your honeymoon?”

“We’re going to Europe. Making the grand tour. Peter wants to spend some time away from work, so we’ll be gone for a month.”

“Maybe longer,” he said.

“What do you do for a living, Peter?” Cheryl asked.

He paused for a second, acting reluctant to answer. Finally, he said, “I’m in real estate.”

The orchestra tuned up and began their first song.

“Shall we?” he asked Melinda.

He took her hand and led her to the dance floor.

After they left for the dance floor, Cheryl asked Kathleen, “Aren’t they a cute couple?”

“Ah...I don’t know. He seemed a little dodgy to me.”

“What do you mean?”

“Like he was hiding something.”

“I didn’t pick up on that.”

“Maybe I’m wrong.”

A man who was dressed like a vampire came into the ballroom and walked over to a table where two young women sat. He briefly argued with them and soon after, left in a huff.

“I wonder what that was all about,” Kathleen told her friend. “Nice getup if you ask me.”

Cheryl shrugged her shoulders. “Weird. I think he was the ship’s Ghost Tour leader. I saw him on a poster in the elevator when we came in. Not sure if I want him leading me around the depths of the ship!”

Peter and Melinda returned from the dance floor after the band finished their tune and rejoined Kathleen and Cheryl at their table.

Kathleen noticed him scanning the room and thought he looked nervous.

Jim was also watching the people in the room. He was surprised when he spotted Peter, whom he had hired to make the much-needed repairs to the Queen Mary. Jumping out of his seat, he stormed over to Peter’s table.

“So, Peter, you’re still around. I thought you might have left the country by now.”

“Do I know you?” Peter asked, appearing annoyed.

“Don’t play coy with me! I’ve been trying to call you for days! Seems your number is no longer in service.”

“I think you need to relax a bit. No need to get in a snit. Look, why don’t we spare the ladies here the business talk and take this outside?”

Peter’s suggestion only made Jim angrier. Peter stood and, with a drink in hand, guided Jim outside to the promenade deck.

“Whoa! What was that about? Sounds like there’s a communications issue there,” Cheryl observed after the men left.

“Just business, I guess,” Melinda answered. “Let’s have another drink; what do you say?” she asked them and motioned for the waiter to come over.

Kathleen and Cheryl hadn’t finished their bottle of wine yet and shook their heads. “None for us yet,” Kathleen told Melinda.

Out on the promenade, Peter was angry at Jim. He didn’t like being confronted in front of his fiancée and he told Jim, “You know, you didn’t need to be such a horse’s ass in there! Don’t you have any decorum?”

“Decorum? That’s rich. What about our contract? You’ve done nothing to the ship that I can see! When are we going to see work start?”

“Relax. These things take time. I’ve got my people working on it, and you should begin to see progress by the end of the week. In fact, let me give my contractor a call right now.” 

He got out his phone and dialed a number.

“Hello, Ruben? Yes. It’s Peter. Say, I’m wondering if you can give me a quick status on the Queen Mary project. Oh good. Sure, I can hold on.”

Peter whispered to Jim, “He’s getting his paperwork.”

Back on the line, Peter listened for a minute before thanking the man and hanging up.

“Looks like he’s going to get started in two days' time. Your facilities folks should be getting a call in the morning to make sure they can get access to what they need.”

Jim was silent, not sure what to say.

“Now, that wasn’t bad news, was it?” Peter asked.

“Peter, this better happen. You owe the city millions that we’ve paid out for repair work on this ship that you never completed. If we don’t see any work started, we’re prepared to take legal action!”

The band played louder, and out on the promenade deck, it was difficult for them to hear each other. “What’s your current phone number?” Jim yelled, stressing the word “current.”

Peter reached into his wallet and retrieved one of his business cards, then handed it to Jim.

We’ll talk later,” Jim told him and stormed back to his table. 

“What was that all about?” Jessica asked him. 

“Nothing for you to worry about. Just some business issues.”

The orchestra played the opening bars to a waltz, and he asked her if she’d like to dance.

“Jim, I don’t know how to ballroom dance,” she reminded him.

“Alright then.” He turned to the pretty teenage girl sitting at the table with them and asked her, “Would you care to dance, Kate?”

She looked at Jessica. “Is it alright?”

“Sure, you two.  Break a leg.” 

“What did she mean?” the girl asked Jim.

“Never mind.” He took her hand. “Let’s dance.”

After they left, Jessica looked at Randy and smiled awkwardly. As she watched Jim touching the girl’s shoulders as he glided her across the ballroom floor, a line of red blotches spread across her chest. 

When Jim and Kate came back to the table, Jessica turned to Randy and told him, “I made some money one summer as an exotic dancer in a bar.”

“Really? An exotic dancer?” the teenage boy asked her, looking especially interested.

Jessica looked at her date. “That’s how I met Jim.”

Jim shook his head.

Randy asked her, “Would you like to have the next dance with me?”

“I’d be delighted,” she answered with a flirtatious smile.

Kate cleared her throat. “Well, I think I’m going to go check out the ladies’ room.”

“Hurry back,” Jim told her while grinning mischievously at his date. 

The band began another song, and Randy stood, leading Jessica to the dance floor.

When they returned after dancing, Jim said, “You two sure looked like you were having fun.”

“She’s a good dancer,” Randy told him. 

“She is when she wants to be.”

Jessica glared at Jim. “I’m going to pay a visit to the little girl’s room.”
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Several minutes later, the lights in the room went out. A mix of fearful cries and grumbling filled the room. 

Randy turned his phone flashlight on so he could see. 

He said to Jim, “I’m going to go see about Kate. She should’ve been back by now.”
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