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Eugene stood in only his underwear on the far side of the bed, his back against the wall, his hands clasped to his mouth. 

Christopher sat on the edge of the bed, tying the laces of his boots. He tilted his head slightly to the right to avoid the smoke rising from the half-cigarette dangling from the left corner of his mouth. His shirt lay on the floor at the foot of the bed. 

Alongside it, face down, lay a woman in a housekeeper’s dress and apron.

Eugene shrieked, “Christopher, what ever will we do now?”

Christopher took his cigarette out of his mouth. “What do you mean?”

“Well I mean, we probably should tell someone. Call someone. Shouldn’t we?”

“Why?”

“What do you mean, why? This poor woman just died right here in our—” 

“You don’t know she’s dead.” Christopher stood and flicked the remains of his cigarette through the open bathroom door into the toilet. As it hissed out, he reached down for his shirt.  

Eugene’s breaths were becoming more and more shallow. “Oh! Oh Christ! Just look at her! Poor woman.”

“You gonna check her pulse? Might save on the theatrics if you’d just check her pulse.”

“I certainly am not! You check her pulse!”

Christopher shrugged. “Doesn’t matter to me.” 

“Well she certainly looks dead, doesn’t she? She’s not moving at all. Christopher, she’s not even breathing that I can tell. Poor woman.”

“So you’re a doctor now?”

“Oh, stop being foolish! We must call someone. The police, perhaps. Maybe the fire department.”

“Yeah yeah, and maybe the Boy Scouts or the Salvation Army. Come on, get dressed and let’s get out of here.”

“But that’s exactly my point. We need to call someone as we leave. We should at least call the front desk. We can’t just leave her lying here alone.”

“She looks like she could use the rest.”

“What a cruel thing to say, Christopher! How cruel of you! Please, stop being foolish and cruel and call someone.”

With his shirt slung over his shoulder, Christopher lit another cigarette, stepped over the maid, and walked into the bathroom. “Get dressed.”

“I won’t. I shall stay as I am until you call someone.”

Christopher tucked his shirttail into his Levis as he walked out of the bathroom. “Suit yourself.” He tossed the room key-card on the bed, then picked up his jacket and walked to the door. “I called for the car ten minutes ago. When it pulls up out front, I’m leaving.”

“But—”

“See you.” 

The door clicked, echoing finality.

But Christopher was bluffing, surely. 

The door would open again any second. Christopher would poke his head through the opening and say something snarky. And again he would insist Eugene get dressed. 

Eugene glanced at his watch, then at the door.

He would be back any second. 

He glanced at his watch again, then at the door.

Any minute now. And this time when he asked Eugene to get dressed, he would do so.

Several minutes later, he glanced at his watch again, then at the door. 

Seriously? 

All right, all right. I’ll go ahead and get dressed. At least it’s on my own terms. And he had better hold that car. If he doesn’t, he is going to get such a piece of my mind. 

Like I told him last night— well, when I had the breath to say anything— it’s time we became a bigger part of each other’s life. It’s hardly my fault he chose to marry that witch. And all for the sake of appearances for his company. But when you’re that rich, how much can appearances really matter?

And that wife of his. He might at least have chosen a beard from within the species. 

He chuckled. 

And beard is certainly the right term. He grinned. I wonder who she gets to shave her back?

Again he snickered. 

He wagged one hand in the air. Quietly, he said, “I could play Marcy, Marcy, What the Hell Is Marcy all morning, but I’d better get busy. Knowing Christopher, he’ll strand me here just to teach me a lesson.” 

Gingerly stepping around the form on the floor, Eugene retrieved his trousers from the back of an easy chair. He hurriedly pulled them on. 

He looked in the direction of the door. Why hadn’t Christopher come back for him yet?

He thinks he can do just any old thing he wants.

He pulled on his socks. 

Cock of the walk, that’s who he thinks he is. Cock of the walk indeed. I’ll simply call someone myself, that’s what I’ll do. As soon as I’m dressed. 

He picked up his shirt and slipped his arms into the sleeves, then began buttoning it from the bottom, as his mother had taught him to do. That way he was certain not to miss any buttons. 

As he finished buttoning the front of his shirt, he tugged at he left cuff to align the button and the hole on that side. 

One shoe was laying hear his right foot. 

He glanced under the chair. He buttoned his left cuff, then tugged his right one into alignment.

He looked left, then right, then frowned. Where did that other shoe go? 

His gaze wandered across the maid. 

Poor, poor woman. 

He frowned again and cocked his head. Is her right shoulder a bit higher than her left? Why?

He carefully straddled her waist and leaned forward and to his right, peering at her shoulder. 

There was the edge of the toe of his shoe.

He considered lifting her shoulder and reaching under her to retrieve the shoe, but he couldn’t do it. 

What if her skin had already begun to cool? 

What if her shoulder were stiff? 

He quickly stepped away from her, almost losing his balance, and collapsed into the chair. 

Christopher. Christopher would know what to do. Christopher always knew what to do.

Probably he would lift the poor woman’s shoulder and make Eugene reach under her to retrieve the shoe.  That wouldn’t be too bad. At least he wouldn’t have to touch her himself.

Unless Christopher dropped her shoulder while Eugene was still reaching. 

He put his right thumb under his chin and his index finger to his lips and blew softy around it. 

He wouldn’t really do that, would he? At least not today when they were in such a hurry.

Perhaps he could call out to Christopher on the street below.  

He moved around the writing table to the window and drew open the drapes. Then he worked the small latch and slid the window open. He leaned forward as far as he could to look onto the street below and—

But it wasn’t a street. 

It was a parking lot. The room was on the backside of the hotel.

Foolish, foolish man. 

He glanced back at the maid.

Oh, what a terrible predicament. But how to get out of it?

Calling the police would be risky. 

They would show up acting precisely as macho as necessary to fill their uniforms. 

They would station men outside with large, powerful guns. One officer would rap sharply on the door while standing alongside it out of harm’s way. Oh but they would never give him time to answer the knock. 

No. Like beasts, they would kick the door down and burst in. They would find him alone in the room with the recently murdered cleaning lady. Cleaning person. Was it okay to say “cleaning” as part of her job description? Was she perhaps called a sanitation person? Perhaps a health and wellness associate? 

Definitely. That one. If this were his hotel, his cleaning persons would be referred to as health and wellness associates. He glanced at the floor beside her. “Of course, that hideous carpet would have to go too.”

He wagged one hand in the air. Whatever. She was beyond caring.  

And no, Eugene, calling the police would never do. 

He would simply dial the front desk. 

He would simply dial the front desk and he would tell them—What? 

That a cleaning person had tapped too lightly on the door for him to hear? 

And then she had barged in and—after seeing what she had seen—apparently had suffered a heart attack? That she had simply died outright on the floor of his room? 

No, that wouldn’t do either. 

Surely hotel security would detain him while they contacted the police. 

Oh what to do?

And he realized that Christopher—his big, strong Christopher—was a coward. 

Christopher hadn’t known what to do either. That’s why he had insisted on their getting dressed and leaving right away. 

He looked at the bed.

The room card key was laying there.

His eyes grew wide as the realization hit. Was all of this a setup?

Is that why he tossed the room key onto the bed on his way out? And wasn’t he holding it in a handkerchief before he tossed it on the bed? Did he wipe his fingerprints clean?

Eugene glanced about the room. Only one sanitized water glass had been used. His own. 

The toilet. Christopher flushed the toilet. Surely his prints would be on the handle. 

He crawled across the bed to avoid any chance of touching the cleaning woman, then hurried into the bathroom. Even peering closely at the flush handle, he could discern no prints.

He glanced at the maid’s right shoulder again, bulging over his shoe. How odd that a woman would trap him in a hotel room. He smiled at the irony. 

And talk about giving a guy the cold shoulder! 

He giggled, then laughed. 

But all jocularity aside, he had to get out of here. 

He moved about the room with a tissue in hand. Quickly he wiped down the telephone handset, his glass, and the handle on the drawer just in case. He looked around. Had he touched anything else?

He giggled as an image came to mind and reminded himself to be serious.

Had he touched anything else that was not part of Christopher? 

Christopher. He glanced at the maid again. He would have to retrieve his shoe. After all, those were six hundred dollar shoes. Christopher would be livid
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