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CHAPTER |1
MONDAY EVENING

“If I had my wish,” Peter McDermott thought. “I would
get rid of! the chief detective at once.” Again, the fat
former policcman was missing when he was nceded.

McDermott struck the desk with his hand. “Fifteen
things happen at the same time, and nobody can find the
man;” he told the girl who was standing by the window of
his office.

Christine Francis looked at her watch and saw that the
time was eleven o’clock. “He’s probably drinking some-
where,” she said. '

Christine had left her own office in the St Gregory
Hotel a few minutes earlier., She had been working late and
she had dropped in to see the assistant manager before
she went home. “Mr Ogilvie makes his own rules,2” Chris-
tine said. “Warren Trent has always given him complete
freedom.”

Peter McDermott spoke quickly into the telephone and
waited,. “You’re right,” he said. *I tried to reorganise our in-
eficient detective force, and W.T. was very angry with me.”™"

Christine said quietly: “l don’t know that.” She was
surprised. Christine was private secretary to Warren Trent,
the proud owner of New Orleans?® largest hotel, and usually
she knew everything that happened. She knew, for example,
that Peter was almost running the busy hotel alone. His
salary was small and his powers were limited. Christine
knew the reasons: they concerned Peter’s private life.
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“What’s the troublc?” Christine asked.

McDermott-gave a cheerful smile, “Someone has com-
plaincd about a disturbance on the e¢leventh . floor. The
Duchess of Croydon says that a waiter insulted the Duke.
And it is reported that somebody is making strange noises
in Room 1439. Probably some man is having a bad dream!’

“Do you know the name of the man in that room?”
Christine asked.

Pecter shook his head. “I’ll find out.” Hc spoke into the
telephone, wrote down a name and hung up the receiver.
“The man is Albert Wells — a Canadian from Montreal,™
lre told Christine. _

“l know him,” she said. “He’s a nice little man, He
stays herc cvery year. If you wish, I'll go and sec him.”

McDermott hesitated and turned his eyes to Christine’s.
Jcat figure.

The telephone rang and he answered it.

“I'm sorry, sir,” said the man on the telephone exchange.
“We can’t find Mr Ogilvie.”

“Never mind!  Put me on to! the head porter,?” said
McDermott.

“Head porter,” said the flat veice of Herbie Chandler
Like Ogilvie, Chandler had worked at the St Gregory for
a long time and was very independent — a rude and deceitful
man.

McDermott explained the troubles and asked Chandler
to inquire into the cause of the disturbance on the eleventh
fioor,

Chandler objected. “That’s not my job, Mr Mac.”

“Don’t argue. Deal with the complaint,” McDermott
ordcred Chandler. “And send a porter with a key of Room
1439 to meet Miss Francis at the lift.” He hung up before
there could be any more argument.
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“Let’s go.” Peter’s hand lightly touched Christine’s
shoulders. “Take the porter with you and go and sce your
friend. Tell him to put the bedclothes over his hcad when
he dareams!”

Herbie Chandler stood by his desk in the busy entrance
hall and thought. Peter McDermott’s telephone call worried
him. McDermott had told him to look into the disturbance
on the eleventh floor. But Herbie Chandler did not need to
make inquiries. He knew what was happening.

Earlier in the evening two youths — two sons of wealthy
citizens -—— had made a special request. “Listen, Herbie,” one
of them, Lyle Dumaire, said, “we’re coming to the dance
at the hotel tonight. We don’t want to dance. Give us a
room where we can take some girls and have some fun.”

“It’s too risky,” Herbie thought. “Sorry, gentlemen,” he
said.

“Oh, don’t talk nonsense!” said the second youth, whose
name was Dixon.

“If you let us have a room, we’ll pay you, Herbie.”

The head porter, always greedy for money, hesitated.

Dixon said quickly: “How much money do you want?”

Herbie looked at the youths and remembered their rich
fathers. “A hundred dollars.”

“Right. We’ll make a deal.!”

“Give me the money, then, gentlemen.” Herbie wet his
lips with his tongue.2 “Be very quiet,” he said. “[f you make
&4 noise, there ma- be trouble.”

The youths had promised to make no noise.

Herbie had forgotten about the matter until McDermott
reported the disturbance. He now cursed his own foolishness,
lic wondered whether he should go upstairs, but decided to
stay away from the room.
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Peter McDermott rode in the lift with Christine and
the porter. At the ninth floor, he left Christine. She was go-
ing up to the fourteenth floor. Peter gave her a little smile.
“Send -for me-1if there’s any trouble,” he said.

“I'll shout for help,” Christine replied with a laugh. As
the sliding doors of the lift were shutting, her eyes met
Peter’s. . .

McDermott walked quickly along to the Presidential
Suite*. In these rooms — reserved for presidents, royalty and
other distinguished guests — the Duke and Duchess of Croy-
don were living with a male secretary, a maid* and five
dogs.

Outside the double doors of the suite, Peter McDermott
pushed a button, As soon as the bell rang, there was a mad
noise of excited dogs. While McBDermott was waiting, he
thought about the Croydons.

The Duke was descended from an ancient family, and
the Duchess had some royal blood. The Duke had held var-
icus important political pd\sts but his future was in -doubt
because he was now drinking heavily. Some people were
saying that the Dukc was not likely to get another post.
Others said that the Duchess was using her influence and
the Duke might socn be appointed British Ambassador* to
Washington.

A voice behind Peter said: “Excuse me, Mr McDermott.
Can I have a word with you?”

McDermott turned round and saw Sol Natchez, one of
the room-service waiters. “What’s the matter, Sol?” he asked.

The waiter rubbed his hands. “I expect you’ve come to
see about the complaint — the complaint about me,” he said.

McDermott looked quickly at the double doors. “What
bhappened?” he asked.
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The waiter was an old man and he was afraid that he
might lose his job.#He was trembling with anxiety. “I always
try to give good service, sir, but the Duke and Duchess are
hard to please,” he said. “They ordered a late dinner and I
took it to their rooms. When I was serving the soup, the
Duchess suddenly got up from the table. As she stepped
back, she hit my arm. I think she did so on purpose.”

“Oh nonsense!”

“Well, T don’t know, sir. Anyhow,” the waiter went
on, “a small spot of soup dropped on to the Duke’s clothes.
The Duchess cursed me and lost her temper. You'd think
that I had murdered the Duke. I apologised. I got some water
and washed the spot, but the Duchess wasn’t satisfied. She
demanded to see Mr Trent.”

“Mr Trent is not in the hotel” Peter said. “If you've
finished your work, you had better go home. Come and see
me tomorrow.”

As the waiter disappeared, the door was opened by the
Croydons’ secretary, a young man with a round face who.
wore glasses.

McDermott introduced himself. “I understand therc has
been a complaint about our service,” he said. “I have come
to sce if T can do anything.”

“Wc were expecting Mr Trent,” said the secretary.

“Mr Trent is away from the hotel this evening.”

“Why can’t vou send for him?” The door of the living-
room opcned and the Duchess appeared, followed by three
of her noisy dogs. She looked at Peter with unfriendly eyes.
“Who are you?” she asked.

Peter reddened. “I am the assistant manager.”

“Youre very young for that post, aren’t you? What is
your age?’t the Duchess asked.

“Thirty-two.”
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The Duchess smiled. She could be charming if she
wished.

“Have you any qualifications for hotel management?”
she asked.

“1 have a university degree. Before I camie to this hotek
I was an assistant manager at the Waldorf,!" Peter said. He
did not tell the Duchess that he had been dismissed from
the Waldorf.

“The Waldorf would not have allowed this behaviour,”
the Duchess said. “Do you know that your waiter poured
soup over my husband?”

Pcter tried to spcak.

“Qur cvening has becn ruined,” the Duchess cricd. “My
husband and I wanted to enjoy a quiet evening alone in our
rooms. We took a walk round the square and came back for
dinner. Then this happened!”

“Perhaps I can sce the Duke and give him our apolo-
gies.”  McDermott suggested.

The Duchess said firmly: “That will not be necessary.™

At that moment the Duke of Croydon came out of the:
living-room. His clothes were old and untidy. Peter looked"
for the soup stain and he could just see a very faint spot..

The Duke was only in his forties, but he looked much:
older than his age. He held a glass in his hand. He was not
very stead®y on his feet, his face was red: and he could not
spcak clearly. “Oh, bcg pardon,” he said when he saw
McDcermott. He turned to his wife. “I say, old girl.2 I musf
have left my pipe in the car.”

The Duchess gave him an angry look — and the Duke
went back into the living-room.

The Duchess turned to Peter: “I order you to give a fuil
report to Mr Trent,” she said. “Inform him that I demand
a personal apology.”
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