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By Rebecca Barrett


 


Dedication

 


For Ginger McSween, the original Ginger,
minus the Titian hair. Steadfast friend, animal lover, and
champion of lost causes.

 



Chapter One

 


 


“Hello, Trout,” Ginger says.

Instantly I rise from a light snooze on the
window seat overlooking Petronia Street. Unfortunately, the
greeting isn’t for the vision of trout almandine already forming in
my feline mind. It is, instead, addressed to a sandy haired man in
deck shoes, tattered khaki shorts, and a faded Hawaiian print shirt
standing in the center of the foyer.

“Ginger.” The man called Trout
says.

“What brings you to the Paradise?”

“My morning charter. She was supposed to be
at the marina at six.”

“One of mine?”

“Yeah.”

“Name?”

“Liberty Anderson.”

“That would be the Toucan Suite. Not exactly
your usual fare.”

Trout shrugged. “Her money spends like
any other.”

Trout exudes an intoxicating mixture of
scents: sea air, cotton dried in the sun, fish. I admit the latter
is enough to draw me to examine his deck shoes.

“I see one of the Hemingway cats has strayed
from home again.” He places his hands in the pockets of his
shorts and watches me as I investigate.

“He’s not a museum cat.” Ginger
replies.

“Yours? You’ve gotten yourself a pet?”

“He belongs to a guy named Dax. He’s doing
some work for me. Converting the garage into an apartment. And some
other odds and ends I’ve let slide for too long.”

Trout loses interest in me and crosses to
the reception desk. He places an elbow on the high mahogany counter
and runs his other hand through overlong, curling hair, and
sighs. “You want to hustle up my charter?”

“Sure.” Ginger picks up the phone receiver
and punches in two numbers. She watches Trout as she listens to the
barely audible burring ring of the phone in the Toucan Suite
drifting down the stairwell to the reception area. After several
rings, she lets the receiver fall away from her ear and dangle from
her curled fingers. She raises her eyebrows. “Did you try her
cell phone?”
“For the past forty-five minutes. I
decided the battery must be dead.” He rubs the stubble on his
chin. “You haven’t seen her this morning, have you?”

Ginger hangs up the phone and shakes her
head. “I’ve been up and busy with breakfast since five. She
could have slipped out for a run while I was in the kitchen.”
She glances at the line of hooks on the wall behind the
reception desk. “Her key’s not here, so probably not.” She
hesitates then says, “Coffee’s on. You look like you could use
a cup.”

Ah, what’s this? Do I detect a hint of
interest on the part of Ginger? There’s something in her voice that
makes me wonder, a very subtle something, but it’s there,
nevertheless. I turn my attention once again to Trout. What is it
about this particular male that strikes a chord with the
world-weary mistress of the Paradise Bed and Breakfast?

“Do you think you could check to see if she’s
in her room?” he asks.

Ginger leans back from the reception
counter. “I don’t normally like to disturb my guests unless
they request a wake-up call, but sure.” The something has
disappeared from her voice. She takes the ring of master keys from
a drawer.

“Thanks.” Trout jangles the change in his
pocket. “I was counting on the booking. I’m a little pinched
right now.”

The faint lines on Ginger’s forehead
smooth and she crosses the foyer to the stairs. I decide this is my
opportunity to explore the Toucan Suite. The guest who booked it
has been very standoffish and doesn’t appear to have much affection
for cats, and me, in particular. She’s been quick to close her door
on my inquisitive nose. She even had the nerve to tell me to
“scat.” Now I’m on a mission to gain access to her room just for
the heck of it. After all, she brought it upon herself.

Ginger knocks on the door of the Toucan
Suite and waits, keys in hand. She glances down at me, arches an
eyebrow and says, “Behave.”

What? Dax and I have only been in town three
days. Why would she think I wouldn’t behave?

The knock goes unanswered and Ginger frowns.
She knocks harder and when there is still no answer, no sound of
anyone stirring within the suite, she sighs.

I can see that she’s hesitant to intrude on
the privacy of a guest at this early hour, but it appears the
desire to accommodate Trout overcomes her misgivings. She uses the
master key and opens the door.

Sprawled across the bed is the guest I have
labeled Birdbrain. I instantly catch a whiff of an unusual scent,
one I haven’t yet encountered in my ramblings. Underlying that
rapidly fading odor is one that is all too familiar. Liberty
Anderson will never again shoo cats or any other creatures from her
door. She is dead in Paradise.

Ginger hesitates on the threshold as if
she too senses the absence of life in the pale body before her. She
clears her throat. “Ms. Anderson.”

I pad across the room to the foot of the bed
where one hand trails to the floor. “Yeow.” I sit and blink at
Ginger.

“Liberty?” This time Ginger speaks louder
and takes a couple of steps into the room. “Liberty
Anderson!”

She moves quickly to the side of the woman in
red sprawled across the still-made bed and now sees the already
clouding blue eyes open in an expression of what could be
considered astonishment.

Ginger places two fingers against the
artery in the woman’s neck for a couple of seconds then backs away
to the door. “Trout!” she calls down the stairs. “You’d
better get up here.”

 


* * *

 


Ginger’s heart tapped a double beat when she
looked down into the lifeless eyes of the woman in the Toucan
Suite. She knew Liberty Anderson was dead even before she checked
for a pulse.

Her mind raced ahead with questions she knew
the police would ask the moment they arrived. Ginger needed to call
them right away, but she couldn’t seem to move. Her gaze followed
the movements of the funny-looking gray cat called Callahan. He
sniffed the dead woman’s hand then leapt onto the bed and sniffed
around her mouth.

Was this what had set the cat off in the
middle of the night? Ginger thought back to the images of his
meltdown at one in the morning. He had demanded to be admitted to
the bed and breakfast with his caterwauling. But Liberty hadn’t
been in her room then. The keys to her suite had been on the board
behind the registration desk.

She took a deep breath and released it
slowly. Trout topped the stairs and came to stand beside her,
looking into the room.

“Passed out?” he asked.

“Dead,” she replied.

 


* * *

 


Trout looked from the dead woman to Ginger,
then back again. He didn’t need to enter the room to know that
Ginger was right in her assessment of the situation. There’s a
stillness in death that’s like no other and, with the exception of
the dumpy gray cat with the golden eyes, there was no life
emanating from the room.

He shifted his body weight away from the
doorway, an involuntary movement brought on by other deaths and
other lonely hotel rooms.

The police would need to be called and the
process of a suspicious death would begin. He didn’t plan to stick
around for the formalities.

He jangled the change in his pocket. “Was she
ill, do you know? A heart condition or something?”

“I’ve no idea. She’s just a tourist doing the
tourist thing.”

“The tourist thing?”

“Sleeping late, out half the night, dressed
for…” Ginger hesitated. The woman was dead, for Pete’s sake.

“Action?” Trout suggested.

“She was having a good time. Let’s just leave
it at that.”

“Did she bring anyone back to the
Paradise?”

“No.”

“All right, then. I guess we should call
nine-one-one.” He watched as the cat worked his way down the length
of Liberty Anderson’s body, sniffing the whole way. “And get that
damn cat away from her.”

The cat paused at the woman’s left foot and fixated on her big toe
then lost interest.

Unwilling to break the plane of the door
casing, Trout made a hissing sound through his teeth in an effort
to scare the cat off the bed. The cat flattened his already floppy
ears and sniffed one last time. He then sat back on his haunches
and observed Trout through the narrow slits of his golden eyes.

Ginger gave a small shake of her head and
sighed. “Callahan,” she said, “off the bed.”

The cat called Callahan turned his gaze to
Ginger, blinked three times, and hopped down from the bed. He made
his way silently to the purse and its spilled contents on the floor
by the dressing table. After he examined all the items, he padded
off into the bathroom.

“Crazy cat,” Trout said. Neither he nor
Ginger made a move to set in motion what they both knew had to
happen. It occurred to Trout that a dead body at the bed and
breakfast couldn’t be good for Ginger’s business. Late summer
wasn’t the most lucrative time of the year for either of them.
Fewer tourists were willing to risk a ruined vacation at the height
of hurricane season. Parents were getting children ready to return
to school, and retirees didn’t want to be in the sub-tropics when
temperatures ranged in the high nineties and the humidity was off
the charts.

It was as if the inability to rally to action
lifted from each of them at the same time. Trout and Ginger turned
toward the head of the stairs.

When they reached the ground floor, Trout
looked at Ginger. “You okay?”

She nodded.

He noted the paleness around her lips. He had
hoped to skip out while she phoned the police. He didn’t want to
get tangled up with an investigation. After all, he didn’t know the
dead woman. Not really. She was simply a charter to him.

When Ginger reached for the phone on the
reception desk, he noted the slight tremble of her hand. He had
left it too late. His window of opportunity slammed shut. He
couldn’t leave her now that he knew how shaken she was.

He had known Ginger since he first landed in
Key West almost two years ago. After a six-month hiatus he thought
of as his lost period, he had looked around for a means to support
himself. He crewed on a couple of deep-sea fishing boats for the
remainder of that year and decided this was the life for him.

During that first year, he had seen Ginger on
occasion at the Smokin’ Tuna, a restaurant and bar frequented in
the after-hours, off-season, by locals. She, and a couple of other
small establishments had been willing to keep fliers of his charter
company available for interested guests.

When he was near the end of a six-pack, Trout
acknowledged to himself that he was more than a little attracted to
her. In his more sober moments, he never allowed his thoughts to
linger in such treacherous waters. Trout had purposely chosen the
life of a loner and Key West was an ideal setting for like-minded
people.

The gray cat caught Trout’s eye as he came
down the stairs. He paused on the third step from the bottom and
sat, curling his tail around his front paws. Trout was accustomed
to the Hemingway cats that roamed the island as well as the conchs
who made Key West their home. This cat, Callahan, Ginger had called
him, wasn’t like any of them. He had strange ears that didn’t stand
up straight and he had a less than sleek body. In fact, he was more
than a little dumpy.

Trout listened to Ginger’s end of the phone
conversation with the police. They had her stay on the line, so he
went through to the kitchen and poured each of them a cup of
coffee. He hesitated over the blueberry muffins but decided it
would be unseemly to take one under the circumstances.

 


* * *

 


Ginger accepted the steaming cup of coffee
from Trout with a nod of thanks. She had hung up on the
nine-one-one operator after assuring her that she wasn’t in any
danger, there was nothing anyone could do for the woman in the
Toucan Suite, and that she wasn’t going anywhere.

As she sipped the hot brew, she realized her
hands were no longer shaking and her mind was reviewing the details
of the room when she had first opened the door to the Toucan Suite.
The image that stuck in her mind was the lone red shoe that rested
on its side on the floor just below where Liberty Anderson’s left
foot rested half on and half off the bed.

“Is this your first dead body?” Trout
asked.

Ginger cleared her throat, but in the end
only shook her head.

The sound of a police siren grew louder as it
approached from the direction of Truman Avenue. She took another
sip of coffee and placed the cup on the registration counter.

“Did you smell anything in the room?” she
asked Trout.

He thought for a second, his forehead creased
with a frown, and shook his head. “No.” He looked down at Ginger.
“Like perfume you mean?”

“Not that exactly.” She glanced toward the
front door where two uniformed police officers were entering the
building. “It was an unusual scent, very faint.” Her shoulders
lifted in a slight shrug. “Probably just my imagination.”

Ginger knew Trout didn’t want to be there,
that the thought of becoming entangled in the investigation had him
halfway to the door. She was grateful that he had remained with
her, had given her time to recover from the initial shock of her
discovery. “Sorry about all this,” she said.

Trout jangled his change once again. “What
are friends for, right?”

Friends. They were friends. She had felt
drawn to him the first time she saw him balancing precariously on a
bar stool at the Bull and Whistle, his head in his hand. His
hollowed-out eyes and morning shakes had, with time, given way to a
permanent tan that made his pale blue eyes startling when you first
saw him. His frame had filled out with hard work and the slow
return of his appetite.

Whatever had driven him to abandon his former
life and bury himself in the Florida Keys was still a mystery to
her. It was a common state of being for many who drifted down the
state seeking some intangible something. Or seeking nothing at
all.

Ginger didn’t know which it was with
Trout.

One of the police officers went up the stairs
to stand guard over the body in the Toucan Suite while the other
separated her and Trout. She saw Trout’s wistful glance at the
front entrance of the Paradise as the policeman motioned for him to
wait in the kitchen. A twinge of guilt tugged at her. She should
have sent him on his way the moment she got off the phone with the
police. Now it was too late.

Duncan Moore strolled through the beveled
glass front doors of the Paradise. One of the uniformed policemen
intercepted him, obviously giving him the run-down on the
situation.

Of all the people they could have sent,
Ginger thought. She had mentally prepared herself for Ricki Lofton,
a detective with the police force and a friend. Instead, she had
Duncan.

“Ginger.” Duncan shrugged his shoulders in
that forward roll of his. “Got a bit of a complication, I
hear.”

Duncan and Ginger had fallen into a
short-lived relationship a couple of years back when she first
returned to Key West to take over the Paradise. He was a handsome
man with his dark hair beginning to gray at the temples, deep blue
eyes, and a compact but solid physique. The problem with Duncan was
he had a habit of falling into short-lived relationships.

Ginger had long since gotten over Duncan. In
truth, she had known, going in, the kind of man he was. Their
relationship had been more about lust than love. She had known that
going in, too. At the time, they had met a need for each other. His
presence on the case as the detective wasn’t ideal.

“Duncan. How’ve you been?”

“Same old, same old.”

The humor in the situation struck Ginger and
she laughed. “I don’t doubt that one bit, Duncan. Not one bit.”

He grinned. “You know me, Ginger. I get
restless.”

“Who’s on the line now?”

He shrugged again. “Free floating at the
moment.”

“When aren’t you free floating?”

“You’re looking good.”

“If forty looks good on anyone.”

“You know what they say. Forty is the new
thirty.”

“I’m a long way from thirty.”

“Yeah, but you’re not forty either. More like
thirty-five, right?”

“Close enough.”

“Whatever. You look damn good. Things seem to
be going well for you.”

“If you don’t consider the dead body in my
most expensive suite.”

“Yeah. About that. Who is she?”

“Liberty Anderson. She checked in four days
ago.”

“You found her in her room dead?”

“Yes.”

“Door locked?”

“Yes.”

“Help me out here, Ginger.” A note of
exasperation underlined his words.

Ginger crossed her arms at waist level. “I
don’t know when she came in last night. She wasn’t in her room at
one.”

“And how do you know that?”

“The cat started yowling.”

“Cat? You got a cat?”

“No. He belongs to a friend.”

As if on cue, Callahan sauntered into the
reception area from the direction of the kitchen. He gave Duncan an
assessing up and down and continued on to the stairs.

“A friend, huh?”

“Do you want to hear the rest of the
story?”

“Sure, sure.”

“Ms. Anderson didn’t like cats.”

“Imagine that.”

“So, I came to see what had set him off. I
didn’t want him disturbing the guests.”

“What set him off?”

“I don’t know. I opened the front door and he
raced up the stairs. He wanted to get into Ms. Anderson’s room. He
kept pacing outside the door then he would stop and reach his paw
up to the doorknob. Bat at it.”

“You let him in?”

“Of course not. I picked him up and took him
to my room.”

“So how did you know she wasn’t in for the
night?”

“The key. I use the big old-fashioned keys
for the rooms so people don’t walk off with them.”

“I remember.”

Ginger frowned. “Anyway, her key was still on
the hook.”

“Was it there when you first turned in?”

Ginger stared at the row of hooks and keys on
a board behind the reception desk trying to evoke the image of it
as it was when she made her rounds before bedtime. She couldn’t be
sure. “I don’t know.”

Duncan watched the cat sitting on the third
stairstep. “What made you check her room this morning?”

When she didn’t respond immediately, Duncan
forgot about the cat and looked at Ginger. She glanced away from
his scrutiny and down at the floor.

“Trout,” she said.

“Trout?”

Ginger squared her shoulders and looked into
Duncan’s eyes. She could almost see him searching through all the
facts and detritus that is the mind of a cop. “He bought Big
Mouth’s rig last year.”

Duncan nodded absently, his mental process
finally settling on a memory. “The guy in the kitchen.” He thought
for a moment. “What did he have to do with it?”

“She was a charter for this morning. When she
didn’t show up, he came looking for her.”

“Why would he do that? Why not just charge
her for the missed charter?”

“He’s not like that?”

“Like what? A good businessman?”

“He wouldn’t just take her money.”

Duncan watched her, a look of speculation in
his eyes. “So, he came looking for her.”

Ginger nodded. “I called the room and got no
answer.” She hesitated. “Then I decided to check her room.”

“You said the door was locked.”

“Yes. I used my pass key.” Ginger looked away
from Duncan’s probing regard. “There she was, lying across the bed,
fully clothed. Except for the shoe.”

“The shoe?”

“Yes. The left shoe had fallen off. It was on
the floor.”

“How did you know she was dead?”

“I didn’t at first but when she didn’t
respond when I called her name,” Ginger gave her head a small
shake, “she was just so still. Too still. I just knew.”

“Did you enter the room?”

She nodded. “I checked her pulse at her
throat, but I already knew. The eyes…” she looked away again.

“Yeah.” Duncan was silent for a moment. “Did
you touch anything?”

“No.”

“How about the boat captain?”

“He never entered the room.”

“Okay.” He touched her lightly on the upper
arm, not quite a pat but only long enough to offer reassurance.
“She might have been diabetic or had a heart condition or
something. Let’s not read anything into it.”

“But she’s so young. She looks to be in her
late twenties.”

“Yeah, well don’t worry, okay? Old age isn’t
the only cause of death. The coroner will figure it out.”

Ginger nodded.

“Who else was working last night?”

“No one. Jules works every other night for me
to man the desk and phone. If a guest needs something, whoever has
the shift takes care of it. There’s a daybed in the little office
behind the desk.” She indicated the door behind her with a jerk of
her head. “Last night was my night on duty. I sleep in my room but
have a monitor so I can hear what’s going on in the foyer.”

“Like a baby monitor?”

She nodded.

“And you didn’t hear her come in last
night?”

“No.”

“Any other staff on the premises?”

Ginger shook her head. “The bar closes at
eleven, so Harry left about eleven-fifteen, eleven-twenty. Angela
doesn’t come in until seven each morning. I start the coffee and do
the set up for breakfast. She comes in to start serving. Afterward,
she helps with the cleaning until noon. When she got here this
morning, the first policemen on the scene had just arrived. They
sent her home.”

“That’s your whole staff?”

“Yes. Four people. I only serve breakfast and
then finger sandwiches at tea. If anyone gets hungry at night,
there’s a food station in the butler’s pantry. They can get a soft
drink, water, cookies. Things like that.”

“That’s a lean operation.”

“What can I say? It’s what I can afford.
Besides, with the two cottages that’s only seven rooms.”

“How many guests are registered right
now?”

“Four rooms. A total of six guests. Well,
except for Liberty, that makes five, I guess.”

“I’ll want their names. Save me the trouble
later if there’s anything to be concerned about.”

“Sure.” Ginger went behind the reception desk
and booted up the computer. With a few keystrokes, she printed out
a list for Duncan.

He scanned down the list, folded it, and put
it in his inside coat pocket as he turned toward the kitchen.

“Don’t you want to see the body?”

He glanced back at Ginger. “In due
course.”

 



Chapter Two

 


 


Trout washed down the last of the blueberry
muffin with the dregs in his coffee cup as the kitchen door swung
open.

He recognized the man who sauntered into the
kitchen and gave him the once over. He had seen him here and there
around Key West, mainly at the Smokin’ Tuna. At the time, Trout had
figured him for a cop. There was something about the body language
that was universal.

“Trout,” the man said. “Is that some kind of
nickname?”

Trout nodded. “Armentrout. Richardson.”

The cop whistled softly. “That’s some
moniker. Your folks must have really loved you.”

Trout made no reply. He didn’t plan on being
drawn into a play at being best buds in a relationship he knew
could only end as adversarial.

The cop let the silence draw out. He went to
the coffee maker and poured himself a cup. After a tentative sip he
said, “You found the body?”

“No.” Trout waited until the detective looked
up at him. “Ginger found her.”

“I hear you’re a very conscientious kind of
guy.”

“How’s that?”

“You always go in search of fares that don’t
show up?”

“Not always.”

“Just this time.”

Trout said nothing.

“How well did you know Ms. Anderson?”

“Not at all. Not really.”

“Which is it? Not at all or not really?”

Trout sighed and shook his head. “I saw her
last night, but I didn’t know she was my charter until this
morning. When we found her.”

The detective did a shoulder roll then caught
a thumb in the waistband of his slacks. “By saw her, you
mean what? Exactly.”

“She was at the Bull and Whistle. At the bar
making friends with anyone and everyone.”

“And you noticed her particularly
because?”

“The red dress. The whole Marilyn Monroe look
she had going on.”

“But you didn’t know who she was.”

“She said her name was Alice.”

The detective watched Trout a moment longer
then took another sip of his coffee. “So, you didn’t just see her,
you spoke to her. What else did you do if I might be so bold as to
ask.”

“Nothing.”

“You didn’t buy her drinks? Take a spin on
the dance floor? Show her the sights of Key West?”

Trout tamped down his rising anger at the
detective’s tone. This was exactly what he knew would happen if he
got sucked into this investigation. Once again, his motives would
be called into question. “Look. I was sitting at the bar, she came
in and sat next to me, and we chatted. She wanted to know where the
Oriole was. Said her taxi driver told her about it and she was all
fired up to experience the real night life of Key West.”

“And the two of you trundled along to the
Oriole.”

“No. I finished my drink and headed back to
the boat. I had an early charter.”

“And you didn’t know it was with the woman at
the bar?”

“Like I said.”

“Why would she say her name was Alice?”

“Can’t help you there. Maybe she was doing
the Vegas thing.”

“What Vegas thing?”

“You know. What happens in Vegas stays in
Vegas.”

“Huh.” The detective drained his cup of
coffee and eyed the blueberry muffins. “Strange coincidence,
wouldn’t you say?”

“What’s that?”

“That you should run into a woman you didn’t
know, with whom you had an early morning charter, on the very night
before she’s found dead in her room.”

“Key West is a small place.”

“Not that small.”

 


* * *

 


People like me, generally speaking. Just ask
Lil the Librarian back in Warm Springs. Her door was never closed
to me. Well, the door of the library, anyway. There was always
something tasty for a snack and a good gossip about what was going
on around town. This Detective Moore, however, is unimpressed by my
Scottish ears and my cuddly appearance. In fact, I’d guess he’s
taken a dislike to me.

One of his policemen has grabbed me and
dumped me into Ginger’s arms with the stern order to keep me from
under foot. He doesn’t appreciate the fact that I’m his best bet to
solve this case. Call it curiosity, call it my keen senses, call it
superior intelligence. You can call me anything but don’t call me
late to supper. Sorry. Couldn’t help myself.

But Dax doesn’t call me Dirty Harry for
nothing.

Moore’s attitude toward me isn’t important.
It’s the less-than-thorough approach to the circumstances of this
case that worries me. To the police, Liberty Anderson’s death is a
mystery but not yet a crime. I can only hope the coroner is more
aware.

I regret my behavior last night. It was a
childish prank, I confess, to gain access to the bed and breakfast.
But, in my defense, I was hungry and at loose ends. I don’t know
where Dax had wandered off to after work but wherever it was, it
didn’t look like he’d be returning any time soon. In case you
didn’t know, I’m not good with time. A minute, an hour, they’re
pretty much the same to me. So, let’s call it hunger and boredom
and be done with it.

And, the temper tantrum outside the
Birdbrain’s door, now that was childish, too. If I had only known
she was in danger. But how could I? There was no hint of it at the
time, no telltale scent lingering in the air. I guess I was just in
a mood to vent, as the humans say. The inscrutable behavior of a
cat. But since no one’s asking, it doesn’t really matter anyway.
Certainly not the cop who’s eyeing Trout with a look I
recognize.

With a grunt, the policeman sends Trout on
his way with a relieved expression on his face. I find I can
tolerate Trout’s company. He did understand that I was about to
faint from hunger while he waited to be interviewed by Moore. He
gave me not one, but two of Ginger’s blueberry muffins. A dollop of
cream would have been appreciated but it’s early days yet. I should
be able to whip him into shape quickly. After all, the work on the
new garage apartment of the Paradise will easily take Dax a couple
of weeks, if not more. I won’t mind that much. Key West is a laid
back kind of place. There are cats everywhere. And chickens. I’m
sure there’s a story behind that.

A piece of yellow tape has been placed across
the casing of the closed Toucan Suite door. Ginger is distracted,
and perhaps a bit distressed, by the demands from two of her guests
to be checked out of their rooms immediately. The fact that they
will have to remain in Key West until the police determine the
cause of death has them in a hostile mood. Not even the fact that
their reservations would have kept them in town for three more
nights seems to bear weight with them.

It appears it will be up to me to find out
what really happened to Liberty Anderson and restore Ginger’s
business. For a moment I had hopes that Trout would jump into the
fray. There is chemistry between those
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