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			Chapter 1

			It was six-thirty at night and Elizabeth Adams was still at her desk. The newsroom was comparatively quiet—the usual cacophony of clattering typewriter keys absent for the time being.

			Most of the reporters had fled to a tenement building on Eighth Avenue where a man was holed up in a standoff with the police. He’d just killed his wife and was threatening to kill himself.

			Elizabeth shivered. She rubbed the back of her neck and stared at the piece of paper protruding from her typewriter. Her bones ached from the cold and she was hungry. She wondered why she had thought it would be glamorous to have a job.

			Instead of sitting in this drafty newsroom, she could be resting comfortably in her family’s Madison Avenue apartment listening to the radio or reading a magazine and waiting for Mrs. Murphy to put one of her excellent dinners on the table.

			Elizabeth’s mother had been horrified when Elizabeth told her about the job—crying and twisting her monogrammed lace handkerchief between her fingers and asking why on earth Elizabeth couldn’t be more like Helen Cummings’s daughter Dorothy, who was engaged to Humphrey Van Alstyne and spent her time planning her wedding. How was she ever going to explain to her friends that her daughter was not only working—she said the word as if it left a foul taste in her mouth—but working for some ghastly newspaper.

			A woman was meant to only have her name in the paper three times in her life, her mother reminded her—when she was born, when she married and when she died. It certainly wasn’t meant to appear under some sordid photograph on the front page.

			
			Elizabeth had laughed and assured her mother that it would be many years before she had a credit line and probably many more years after that before she landed a picture on the front page.

			Even Mrs. Murphy had gone pale when she asked why Elizabeth had come to the breakfast table with her hat already on, rushing through her boiled egg, and Elizabeth replied that she had a job and mustn’t be late.

			Elizabeth groaned and put her fingers back on the keys. She had had the crazy idea that she could right social injustices and further truth by working for a newspaper. So far she had been relegated to the role of office gal Friday fetching coffee, running copy to the editor, checking sources. She sighed. She knew she had to pay her dues.

			The air stirred and the scent of Tabu wafted toward her. She looked up to see Estelle Draper bearing down on her. Elizabeth hastily put her head down and pecked out a few more words.

			Estelle was wearing a brown-and-white tweed suit with a nipped-in waist and a brooch on the lapel. Dark-rimmed glasses dangled from a gold chain around her neck.

			Estelle was the women’s editor for the Daily Trumpet. She had made it clear from the beginning that she didn’t like her position as the only woman in the office usurped.

			Elizabeth had taken pains to win Estelle over, bringing her a nickel cup of coffee from Horn & Hardart in the morning or a piece of lemon meringue pie from Schrafft’s when she learned it was Estelle’s birthday.

			
			Estelle stopped beside Elizabeth’s desk and rapped it sharply with the yellow pencil in her hand.

			“Finished yet?”

			“Almost,” Elizabeth mumbled, keeping her eyes on the paper protruding from her typewriter.

			She hoped Estelle wouldn’t notice how little she’d done. She’d engaged in a bit of hyperbole when she’d told the paper she could type, and she was laboriously picking out each letter of Estelle’s “Dear Miss Draper” column that ran in the paper every day under Estelle’s byline.

			Dear Miss Draper, Elizabeth read. My fiancé and I have broken it off. Do I have to give the engagement ring back?

			Damned if I know, Elizabeth thought as she pecked out a few more words.

			The scent of Tabu faded and was replaced by a sulfurous odor. Elizabeth sniffed the air. Eggs. It smelled like eggs. Her stomach grumbled.

			She turned around to see Ralph Kaminsky, one of the veteran reporters, taking a sandwich out of its waxed paper wrapping. Elizabeth knew without asking that it was egg salad on rye with sliced onions. So far she had never seen Kaminsky eat anything else. He’d chase it down with cold coffee left in the thick white mug on his desk and then follow that up with a cigarette.

			She wondered why he wasn’t with all the other reporters racing to Connecticut in an attempt to beat one another to the story that was bound to be on the front page of every paper in town. Crime was his beat—this story was right up his alley.

			Elizabeth didn’t know much about Kaminsky—only that he lived alone, had been with the Daily Trumpet since he was a kid hired to sweep the floors and that every afternoon at four o’clock on the dot—unless he was off chasing a story—he left his desk in the newsroom to head to the bar across the street for a shot of Old Schenley’s and a cold Budweiser chaser.

			
			As far as Elizabeth could tell, Kaminsky lived for his job, ready to sally forth into the city, day or night, to report on wretched stories of murder, theft and the more horrific cases of assault and battery.

			Kaminsky was all sharp edges—bony elbows and knees—with gray hair that stood up like the bristles on a brush and a long face with a prominent nose and purple circles, like bruises, under his eyes.

			The telephone on Kaminsky’s desk rang, and he grabbed it. He muttered a couple of words, sputtering bits of his egg salad sandwich into the air.

			Elizabeth cringed and looked away. Kaminsky scared her a little. He was blunt to the point of being rude and had no use for women invading what he viewed as the male domain of the newsroom.

			“That crumb!” Kaminsky yelled as he slammed the receiver down so hard it jumped out of the cradle and hung alongside his desk, swaying back and forth, the dial tone blaring.

			“Anybody know how to work one of these?”

			Elizabeth turned around again to see Kaminsky brandishing a camera.

			She hesitated then raised her hand. “I do.”

			Kaminsky looked startled then barked. “Get your hat and coat. Sullivan’s got the flu and Gloria DeWitt is making her debut at the Waldorf, and all predictions point to her being the ‘It Girl’ of the decade. Boss wants pictures and a story.”

			

			—

			
			“We can walk,” Kaminsky said as he held the door open for Elizabeth. “Waldorf’s not far. It’s a swell place. Wait ’til you see it.”

			Elizabeth didn’t tell him that she’d made her own debut at the Waldorf and had been there for numerous parties in the Marco Polo Club, dinners in the Empire Room and lunches at Peacock Alley.

			Elizabeth ducked her head against the wind, which blew in her eyes and mouth, gritty with the exhaust from the cars and taxis racing up Park Avenue in an endless stream of red taillights.

			“What’s your name again?” Kaminsky asked as he pulled a battered pack of Camels from his coat pocket.

			“Elizabeth. Elizabeth Adams,” she said, breathless from trying to match Kaminsky’s long strides. She was hampered by a slight limp—a souvenir of having had polio as a child.

			“What do your friends call you?”

			“Elizabeth.”

			Kaminsky snorted. “That’s a mouthful. I’m going to call you Biz. I hope you don’t mind.”

			It wasn’t a question, and Elizabeth didn’t answer. Besides, she kind of liked it.

			“Do you mind telling me something?” Elizabeth said as they waited for the light to turn green at Forty-fourth Street.

			“Depends on what you want to know.” Kaminsky cupped his hand around a match and lit his cigarette.

			
			“Why isn’t Miss Draper covering this story? She’s the women’s editor. Why you?”

			Kaminsky laughed. “You mean why send a man to do a woman’s job?”

			“I suppose so.”

			The light changed and they began to cross. Slushy water had collected at the curb and Elizabeth shivered as it sluiced over the top of her suede oxfords.

			“It’s on account of the boss likes to hold a grudge, see. A bunch of us were having a nice friendly game of poker over at O’Leary’s on Third Avenue. Boss was feeling cocky seeing as how he was holding a set of quad eights. At least until I plunked down a jack-high straight flush.” Kaminsky chuckled. “Took a couple of doubles off him, and he didn’t like it.” He shook his head. “Old man’s like an elephant—he never forgets.”

			“This won’t be much of a story, I guess. I’m sorry.”

			“Don’t be.” Kaminsky grinned at Elizabeth. “Listen to me, kid. There’s always a story. It’s the reporter’s job to find it.”

			Kaminsky drew on his cigarette and the tip glowed like the taillights on the cars that continued to stream up Park Avenue. “Tell me about yourself,” he said, turning to Elizabeth.

			“Not much to tell.” Elizabeth thought for a moment. “I mix a wicked Manhattan,” she said, “have a killer backstroke and can rub my stomach and pat my head at the same time.”

			“And you know how to operate a camera,” Kaminsky said, dropping his cigarette to the ground and grinding it out with the toe of his shoe.

			
			Elizabeth watched as the glow faded to a pinprick and went out.

			“Where’d you learn to take a picture?”

			Elizabeth’s heel caught in a crack in the sidewalk, and she took a moment to regain her balance. She didn’t want to admit that she’d been in a photography club at Wellesley and that her roommate’s aunt, the famed photographer Beatrice Harper, had taken Elizabeth under her wing.

			“That Sullivan,” Kaminsky said without waiting for an answer. “He doesn’t have the flu. I’d bet a C-note he’s recovering from a bender. He can down a couple of six packs of Schlitz in one evening.”

			Kaminsky accidently jostled the elbow of a woman in a black coat and a fox fur collar with the animals’ heads and tails intact. Their beady eyes glowed menacingly in the yellow streetlights as she passed them. Kaminsky doffed his hat and murmured an apology.

			He sighed. “Sullivan’s a damned good photographer, though.”

			He stopped and put a hand on Elizabeth’s arm. “Did I tell you about the time Sullivan strapped a camera to his ankle, snaked the trigger release up his pant leg and snuck into the execution chamber at Sing Sing?”

			Elizabeth shook her head, nearly unsettling the brown suede Robin Hood hat she’d bought at Bergdorf Goodman with her first week’s pay. She grabbed for it and pulled it down more tightly over her dark, wavy hair.

			“Sullivan came out with the only known picture of someone in the electric chair just as the executioner was pulling the lever. Biggest scoop the Daily Trumpet’s ever had.”

			
			They were nearing the Waldorf, and Kaminsky’s attention was caught by the line of sleek black cars pulling up to the entrance. Uniformed chauffeurs stood at attention as satin slippers and yards of tulle emerged from the open doors of the shiny Cadillacs and Lincolns.

			An icy rain had begun to fall and umbrellas popped open like blossoming flowers over the crowd of young women scurrying toward the welcoming doors of the Waldorf.

			The hotel was lit with spotlights and light shone from every window of its forty-seven-story limestone façade. It was the tallest and largest hotel in the world and tonight it seemed more spectacular than usual. Even to Elizabeth, who had been to the hotel many times, it looked especially magical this evening.

			Kaminsky whistled. “This is some wingding.”

			Elizabeth squinted into the distance. “There’s Gloria DeWitt,” she said, pointing to a figure cocooned in a mink coat emerging from one of the waiting cars.

			Elizabeth had a sudden thought: What if someone recognized her? She supposed she’d have to tell the truth. Besides, there was no shame in having a job.

			Kaminsky looked shocked. “You know her?”

			“My sister does,” Elizabeth fibbed, crossing her fingers behind her back.

			Kaminsky’s head spun around. “How in hell did your sister ever meet the likes of Miss Gloria DeWitt?”

			Elizabeth swore she could see his reporter’s nose quivering with the scent of a good story. She scrambled for an explanation that wouldn’t be too revealing but fortunately Kaminsky rarely ever waited for the answers to his own questions unless he was interviewing someone.

			
			“Holy mackerel!” he said. “Get me a word with her and we’ll scoop every paper in town.”

			

			—

			Girls in dresses as elaborate as wedding gowns—yards of white tulle and satin festooned with flounces, ribbons, lace and bows—crowded the Art Deco lobby of the Waldorf, the huge ten-foot-by-ten-foot chandelier shining down benignly on their glossy privileged heads. The marble floor was polished to a high shine, which reflected the staccato flashes of the photographers’ cameras.

			Kaminsky, smelling of cigarette smoke and onions, looked out of place in his worn topcoat with the missing middle button and frayed collar. He put a hand on Elizabeth’s arm.

			“You get some pictures, kid, and find Gloria DeWitt. Tell her we want an exclusive interview. Tell her we’ll put her picture on the front page. Hell, tell her anything so long as you get her to agree to it, understand?”

			“Where are you going?” Elizabeth asked trying to keep the panic out of her voice.

			“I’m feeling a little out of place surrounded by all these dames. I’ll be in the Men’s Bar. Give a holler when Miss DeWitt is ready to talk.”

			Elizabeth watched as Kaminsky gingerly made his way through the swarm of young women. She envied him—she could do with a bit of Dutch courage herself.

			The lobby was warm with so many bodies milling in one place. Elizabeth unbuttoned her coat and stuffed her gloves in her pocket.

			
			A murmur went through the crowd and the girls began making their way toward the elevators that would take them to the Waldorf’s four-story Grand Ballroom. The smiles and laughter were gone—their expressions now somber as they prepared to make their curtsies and be presented to society.

			Elizabeth thought of her own debut—the endless planning, the nerves, the expense—all to introduce her to people she already knew with the express purpose of getting her married off before she became too long in the tooth. It made her think of farmers selling livestock at the county fair or perhaps an auction at Sotheby’s—sold to the highest bidder: a guaranteed genuine virgin!

			Elizabeth yanked the camera Kaminsky had given her from the case and popped in a flashbulb. She took a deep breath and began snapping. Swirls of tulle and satin topped with anxious white faces flashed before her camera lens.

			The girls were disappearing from the lobby as quickly as a puff of smoke, but two of them stopped when they saw Elizabeth. They angled themselves toward the camera with expressions that told Elizabeth they had spent many hours practicing in the mirror.

			“Will we be in the paper?” the blonde asked as the flashbulb went off.

			“I hope so,” Elizabeth said. She imagined the photograph splashed across the front page with her name—Elizabeth Adams—underneath.

			The girls gathered up their skirts and scurried off. The elevator doors swooshed closed behind them and Elizabeth stood alone in the now sedate atmosphere of the lobby.

			
			She hadn’t found Gloria DeWitt. But the night was far from over. There would be dining and dancing after the presentations. She’d nab Gloria then.

			Elizabeth headed to the sanctuary of the ladies’ room and pushed open the door. It was an oasis of calm, no less grand than the hotel lobby with a vase of blood-red roses atop the marble fireplace mantel and a comfortable sofa and chairs. The room was filled with the fading scents of a dozen perfumes.

			Elizabeth sank into one of the chairs with a loud sigh. She put her head back against the headrest and closed her eyes.

			The sound of water running startled her and she sat up abruptly, her eyes flying open, her ears at attention.

			The noise was coming from one of the stalls—small rooms with a real door and an individual sink and vanity—that were off the sitting area. Elizabeth had thought she was alone but was obviously mistaken.

			The running water stopped and she heard someone crying. She tiptoed across the plush carpet and listened.

			The sound was unmistakable—someone was having a good cry in one of the stalls. One of the debutantes?

			Elizabeth knocked on the door.

			“Is everything all right?”

			A loud sniff, a hiccough and a small voice answered, “I’m fine, thank you.”

			Elizabeth retrieved a new flashbulb and inserted it without thinking.

			“If there’s anything I can do…” Elizabeth leaned against the wall. “Can I get you a tissue?”

			
			The knob rattled and the door slowly opened. Gloria DeWitt’s famous face appeared in the gap—tearstained and with makeup smudged.

			Afterward Elizabeth wasn’t sure how it had happened. She couldn’t have done it on purpose, but somehow she had.

			She’d pushed the button and her flash had gone off.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 2

			“You took my picture!” Gloria’s hands flew to her face.

			“I-I’m sorry,” Elizabeth stuttered. “I’m supposed to be taking photographs for the Daily Trumpet.”

			Gloria grabbed Elizabeth’s shoulders. “You can’t possibly use that! What would people think?”

			Elizabeth had pressed the button without realizing it, the flash startling her almost as much as it had Gloria. What had gotten into her? She would never take advantage of someone and that’s exactly what she had done—sneaking a picture of Gloria when she was so obviously in distress.

			“I’ll destroy it. I promise.” Elizabeth put a hand on Gloria’s arm, which was cool to the touch. “I’m terribly sorry.”

			Gloria nodded and swiped at her eyes. They were the largest eyes Elizabeth had ever seen—and so dark it was impossible to distinguish the pupil. They were framed by long lashes made longer by liberal applications of mascara and punctuated with thick brows that arched in the middle giving Gloria a perpetually surprised appearance. Her skin was a pale milky white that set off her dark hair and eyes. She was the girl of the season, the girl everyone was talking about, the girl everyone wanted to be.

			Gloria’s hands shook as she reached for her evening bag.

			“Are you sure you’re okay?” Elizabeth asked.

			Gloria gave a strained smile. “I’m fine. To quote the bard, ‘The course of true love never did run smooth.’ ”

			
			Elizabeth knew better than to pry. “I’m Elizabeth Adams,” she said, as Gloria sat down at the vanity, dug a cotton swab from her bag and removed the smudged makeup from under her eyes. “You probably don’t remember, but we met at the Van Aldens’ house party last year.”

			Gloria seemed grateful for the change of subject. She rolled her eyes. “Rex Van Alden is the most dreadful bore, isn’t he?” She scrutinized Elizabeth’s face.

			“Shouldn’t you be in the ballroom with the rest of the debutantes?” Elizabeth asked.

			Gloria groaned. “Frances will be furious.”

			“Who is Frances?”

			“My stepmother.” She leaned toward the mirror again with a powder puff in her hand. She dabbed it on her nose removing the slight tinge of red—a remnant of her crying jag.

			“I imagine she must be worried,” Elizabeth said.

			Gloria spun around. “Oh, Frances doesn’t give a fig about me. It’s only that she’s anxious to marry me off, you see. She’s found this dusty old fellow named Albert Wetmore. Of the Palm Beach Wetmores,” Gloria said, putting on an affected nasal voice. “He’s got pots of money and Frances would like to get her hands on some of it.”

			She must have noticed the look on Elizabeth’s face. “Oh, we’re hardly penniless or anything like that. It’s only that Frances has very expensive tastes.”

			Gloria again focused on her image in the mirror and carefully filled in her lush lips with bright red lipstick.

			“Frances is meant to be father’s companion in his old age. Heaven knows where he found her. Her pedigree is highly suspicious. No one seems to know her, and you know how our set is, everyone knows everyone. Sarah Decker thinks Frances used to be a chorus girl, but Tommy Tuck insists she was a…well, you know…a lady of the night as they used to be called.”

			
			Elizabeth noticed that Gloria’s hand was steady now and her eyes were dry. When she turned toward Elizabeth, she once again looked like the girl whose face the public had fallen in love with.

			“At any rate, she’s clearly after father’s money. Of course, it’s all tied up in trusts that old Mr. Butler, our family’s lawyer, arranged before he finally expired, the old gasbag. All aboveboard and legal, of course. Nothing Frances can do about it.” She looked Elizabeth up and down. “What about you? You aren’t dressed for the ball. Why aren’t you going?”

			“I am,” Elizabeth said. “Only not in the usual sense. I told you—I’m here to take photographs for the Daily Trumpet.”

			“I didn’t think you were serious. But darling, what on earth for? Don’t tell me your family has sent you out to work?”

			“Hardly. It’s my choice.”

			Gloria was pulling a brush through her glossy dark hair when the door to the ladies’ room flew open.

			“What do you think you’re doing hiding in here?” a woman demanded.

			She was tall and slim with wavy shoulder length platinum blond hair. She looked to be about thirty-five.

			She was wearing a Schiaparelli dress that Elizabeth remembered seeing in one of the latest fashion magazines. It must have come straight from Paris. It was black crepe de chine with small flowers embroidered on a bodice shimmering with paillettes.

			
			Elizabeth would have known the gown was expensive even if she hadn’t seen the scandalous price tag in the magazine. A decade ago her mother would have purchased it without thinking and her father would have paid the bill without a single flinch. Her family had been fortunate. They’d lost very little during the Great Depression thanks to her father’s aversion to any sort of gambling or risk-taking—which was how he equally viewed betting on horse races and the stock market.

			But the suffering of others—it was impossible to ignore the breadlines that snaked around entire city blocks—had left its mark and he no longer countenanced outrageous expenditures like frocks from Paris that cost hundreds and hundreds of dollars.

			“Well?” the woman demanded again, her nostrils flaring as she stared at Gloria.

			Gloria looked at her, her expression calm. “I was feeling unwell. I’m better now.” She exchanged a conspiratorial glance with Elizabeth as she dropped her tube of lipstick into her beaded evening bag and snapped it shut.

			“Elizabeth, this is my father’s wife, Frances DeWitt,” Gloria said and turned to Frances. “Frances, this is Elizabeth Adams. We met at the Van Aldens’ house party last year. You do remember the Van Aldens, don’t you?”

			Frances looked momentarily flustered. “Yes. Of course I do.” She looked Elizabeth over and raised her eyebrows. “But aren’t you coming to the ball? Surely you were on the invitation list.”

			
			Elizabeth looked down at her brown wool coat, which was still damp around the hem. “Not this time,” she said.

			“Elizabeth is working for the Daily Trumpet,” Gloria said as she pulled on her elbow-length white gloves.

			Frances’s face became animated. “I imagine you’ve taken Gloria’s picture?”

			Another look passed between Gloria and Elizabeth. Elizabeth read the warning in her gaze.

			“Not yet.”

			“But you must.” Frances bit her lip. “Unfortunately, we’re already late. Come up to the ballroom after the presentations are over, and I’ll see to it that you get as many photographs of Gloria as you like.”

			Elizabeth cleared her throat. “And an interview? The Daily Trumpet would like an exclusive if possible.”

			Frances took a deep breath. “Of course. We’ve been reading the Daily Trumpet for years. I simply adore Miss Draper’s column. It’s a dreadful shame that it isn’t possible to do the pictures at the moment, but we’re late as it is.” She twisted the large gold and diamond ring on her finger around and around. “Do promise you’ll find us after the presentations. There will be plenty of time then for an interview and all the pictures you’d like.”

			Gloria arched one perfectly shaped brow. “Do you think it’s wise to give an exclusive?” she asked Frances with the hint of a smile playing around her lips. “There may be other papers that want—”

			“Don’t be ridiculous,” Frances snapped. “The Daily Trumpet is the most read paper in town. This is a wonderful opportunity.”

			
			“It’s a cheap gossip rag,” Gloria said, giving Elizabeth a snide look.

			Elizabeth felt herself stiffen. The Daily Trumpet was certainly not the venerable New York Times, but it boasted a Pulitzer Prize–winner—a strange fellow with a stutter whom Elizabeth had caught a glimpse of once or twice. He’d done an in-depth and controversial piece on the Ku Klux Klan that had won him the prize.

			“Don’t pay any attention to my stepdaughter,” Frances said. “And I’m sorry but we must go.”

			She glanced at the small diamond watch on her left wrist then grabbed her stepdaughter by the arm. Elizabeth couldn’t help but notice the white imprint her fingers left on Gloria’s pale flesh.

			

			—

			Elizabeth spent some time in front of the mirror repairing her own face with a bit of powder and a fresh coat of lipstick. She unpinned her hat and ran a comb through her dark hair, which was still slightly damp from the rain that had started on their walk to the Waldorf. Fortunately she’d put her hair up in pin curls the night before and that, combined with its slight natural wave, had helped to maintain the set.

			She angled her hat just so, anchored it securely with several hatpins, checked the seams in her stockings and headed back to the lobby.

			Kaminsky had returned from the bar and was slumped in a chair. He got up when he saw Elizabeth headed in his direction.

			“Did you get any pictures of Gloria DeWitt?” he asked as soon as Elizabeth was near enough to hear. Judging by the smell of alcohol that emanated from him, he’d had more than a few shots of Old Schenley’s while he waited.

			
			Elizabeth hesitated. “No, I didn’t.” She looked down at her feet so her expression wouldn’t give her away. “But she’s agreed to an exclusive interview and some pictures after the presentation.”

			“Attagirl, Biz. Now how about we go up to the ballroom and get a couple of pictures of these swells dancing.”

			Elizabeth followed Kaminsky to the elevator. She could hear the whooshing of the car as it descended. The “up” light went out and the doors slid open soundlessly releasing a burst of perfumed air. A woman in a black cocktail dress and a mink jacket walked out. Her miniature poodle, resplendent in a rhinestone collar, trailed dutifully behind her.

			The elevator operator, looking very official in a uniform studded with gold buttons, closed the doors. Elizabeth and Kaminsky stood in silence as the elevator swept them to the third floor. Within seconds, the air inside the car no longer smelled of perfume but of onions, whiskey and damp wool—like a seedy bar at the end of a rainy Saturday night.

			They exited on the third floor where the Silver Corridor led to the Grand Ballroom. The floor was lined with black-and-white tiles like a chessboard turned on the diagonal, with massive crystal chandeliers hanging from the ceiling providing subtle lighting that threw giant shadows against the red walls.

			Music drifted from the open doors of the ballroom’s East Foyer—the orchestra was playing “The Way You Look Tonight,” a song that Fred Astaire had made popular two years before in the movie Swing Time.

			
			The song was very romantic and Elizabeth wondered if she would ever meet someone. She’d certainly dated—boys in her own set whose parents knew her parents—but none of them had swept her off her feet. She was beginning to doubt that would ever happen. Maybe she was doomed to be a spinster career girl, and if that was the case she’d better make a go of this job at the Daily Trumpet.

			The floor of the Grand Ballroom was filled with whirling figures, the girls’ dresses billowing out around them.

			The ballroom soared four stories high and was lit by a custom-made crystal chandelier sixteen feet in diameter. Elaborately draped tables with centerpieces dripping with flowers ringed the dance floor and the tiers of boxes towering above.

			The people seated at the tables were as elaborately gowned and made-up as the young girls on the dance floor. Elizabeth noticed Frances DeWitt at one of the tables. She was opening a gold cigarette case. Light from the chandelier reflected off the metal like a burst of sun when she tilted the case.

			She removed a cigarette, tapped it against the case half a dozen times and the gentleman seated next to her—Elizabeth assumed it was Edward DeWitt—leaned forward to light it. She took a puff and narrowed her eyes against the smoke that curled around her face. Her dark red lipstick left a stain on the end of the cigarette that matched the stain on the rim of the martini glass at her elbow.

			Elizabeth already had her camera out and was busy taking photographs. Gloria was dancing with an older man—though not quite old enough to be her father. Was he the dusty antiquated suitor Gloria had complained about?

			
			Elizabeth snapped away until she had more than a dozen pictures. Gloria must have noticed Elizabeth and her camera because her expression became more animated and she threw her head back, revealing her long, white neck, her dark hair cascading down her bare back, as her partner spun her around in a circle. Elizabeth had to admit, Gloria’s face was made for photographs—all angles and shadows with the high, sharp cheekbones reminiscent of a Slavic princess; the large, dark mesmerizing eyes and the dimple in her chin that softened the look just enough and kept her face from being too angular to be called pretty.

			Elizabeth moved to the side of the ballroom and glanced around looking to see what other scenes would make good photographs. She noticed that the chair next to Gloria’s stepmother was now empty but another gentleman had joined her at the table. He wasn’t sitting but was standing in back of Frances with his hands on her shoulders.

			He had dark hair, slicked back with plenty of Brylcreem, and a thin mustache that looked as if it had been drawn on with a few lines from a sharp pencil. He appeared to be younger than Gloria’s father—closer to Frances’s age.

			Frances leaned back and tilted her head up so she could look at him over her shoulder as they talked. To Elizabeth it looked like an animated conversation—intimate even. She swung her camera in their direction, but just then the gentleman moved away and she missed the shot.

			She turned back to the dancers swirling in the middle of the ballroom. The band was playing “Begin the Beguine” and Gloria had a new partner. He was in his early twenties—handsome with dark, wavy hair. His dinner clothes showed off a lithe form that he pressed close to Gloria’s as they moved in rhythm across the polished wood dance floor.

			
			It was a sensual song and their movements were sensual to the point of sexual—soft and languid one moment, sharp and demanding the next as he spun Gloria out and then pulled her close again so that their bodies melded nearly as one.

			Elizabeth snapped away, her flashbulbs going off like corn kernels popping in a hot pan. She was picturing a front cover backed by a two-page inner spread. Kaminsky was going to love her.

			It was warm in the ballroom—no doubt in deference to the women with bare arms and shoulders in their strapless gowns. Elizabeth was still wearing her coat and she felt sweat dampening the back of her wool dress.

			A waiter whizzing by handed her a glass of cold champagne with a wink and nod of his head. Elizabeth accepted it with an answering nod, warning herself not to gulp it down all in one go no matter how parched she was.

			She’d lost sight of Gloria but there were plenty of other photographs to be taken. Elizabeth handed her empty champagne glass to a passing waiter and got back to work.

			She was aiming her camera at Brenda Longfellow, last year’s “It Girl,” who was dancing the rumba with a young man in a uniform, when someone tapped her on the shoulder. She knew before turning around it was Kaminsky—a miasma of the stench of onions and alcohol surrounded him like a thick cloud.

			
			“Hey, kid, any news on when I can talk to Miss DeWitt? It’s getting late and if we’re going to make tomorrow’s edition we’d better shake a leg.”

			Elizabeth looked around the crowded ballroom. She didn’t see Gloria, but the place was packed. She glanced toward Frances’s table. A woman was sitting alone, touching up her lipstick in a small makeup mirror, but there was no sign of Frances.

			“Maybe she’s in the lavatory.” Kaminsky jerked his thumb toward the door to the corridor.

			“I’ll go and see.”

			Elizabeth was glad to escape to the blessed coolness and quiet of the Silver Corridor. It was empty except for a couple sheltering in the shadows of one of the giant ferns that lined the walls. The young man’s arms were around the girl’s waist, drawing her closer. Elizabeth quickly looked away.

			She felt her leg dragging more than usual as she made her way down the long hall. Fatigue exacerbated the lingering effects of her bout with polio. It was frustrating, but she was damned if she was going to let it interfere with getting Kaminsky his exclusive.

			Elizabeth was almost to the ladies’ room door when it was flung open and Gloria staggered out. Blood speckled the bodice of her white dress and stained bits of the tulle skirt pink.

			She looked at Elizabeth and began to scream.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 3

			At first, Elizabeth couldn’t move. It was the shock of course, but for a horrible moment it felt like the paralysis of the polio that had suddenly, one lazy summer afternoon, stripped her of the ability to walk, leaving her bedridden for months.

			It wasn’t until Gloria grabbed Elizabeth’s arm that she was finally able to move.

			“Did you cut yourself?” Elizabeth asked, the only explanation she could think of for the blood on the front of Gloria’s white dress.

			Gloria didn’t respond. She tugged on Elizabeth’s arm and pulled her toward the door to the ladies’ room.

			“If you’re bleeding, you need to—”

			Gloria shook her head, abruptly cutting Elizabeth off.

			Elizabeth reluctantly followed Gloria into the ladies’ room. A woman was slumped in a chair in front of the vanity, with her back to them.

			Elizabeth recognized the embroidered flowers on Frances’s Schiaparelli gown. Her head lolled to one side, her platinum hair flowing over her bare shoulder. Her arm was resting on the vanity and she held a tube of lipstick loosely in her hand.

			Elizabeth forced down the bile that left a bitter taste on her tongue as she stared at Frances’s reflection. A bullet hole marred the bodice of her dress and blood was splattered across the mirror. A slash of Coty’s crimson Votre Rouge lipstick ran across her face like a hideous wound.

			Elizabeth backed away from the body, nearly colliding with Gloria, who was standing behind her.

			
			“We have to get help,” Elizabeth said, trying to convince herself there was still hope for Frances.

			She staggered through the ladies’ room door and ran to Kaminsky who was standing in the corridor smoking a cigarette.

			Elizabeth swayed as she felt the world spin around her. Kaminsky grabbed her by the shoulders.

			“What’s up, kid? What’s happened? You’re as white as a sheet of newsprint before it’s been run through the press.”

			“We need to call someone,” Elizabeth said.

			Gloria came out of the ladies’ room just then and Kaminsky stared at her openmouthed.

			“What the hell…?”

			Elizabeth rushed over to Gloria and took Gloria’s hands in hers. Her hands were cold and clammy and her eyes stared as if fixed on some point in the distance.

			Footsteps echoed down the corridor and a man in white tie and tails came into view. He was walking swiftly in their direction.

			“Daddy.” Gloria turned toward him.

			He held her at arm’s length, his hands on her shoulders. “What is it?” he demanded. “What’s happened to your dress?” He looked at Elizabeth and raised an eyebrow.

			“I’m Elizabeth Adams. I’m a friend of Gloria’s. Something terrible has happened, I’m afraid.” Gloria choked back a sob and gestured toward the ladies’ room. “It’s Frances.”

			“Is something wrong with Frances?”

			Gloria nodded mutely.

			
			“Wait here,” DeWitt said in a voice that made it obvious he was used to being obeyed.

			Kaminsky came up in back of Elizabeth and grabbed her elbow, pulling her aside. “That’s blood. Is someone hurt in there?”

			Elizabeth caught the excitement in his voice. “Yes.”

			By now several people had congregated outside of the ladies’ room and were staring at the drops of blood on Gloria’s dress.

			DeWitt emerged through the swinging door, his expression grave. “I’ll call the police,” he said as he elbowed his way through the large crowd that was forming.

			“A copper?” Kaminsky said, nearly vibrating with excitement.

			Elizabeth swallowed hard. “Frances DeWitt is dead. And it looks like…like someone shot her.”

			Kaminsky squeezed Elizabeth’s shoulder. “This is our story, kid. Remember I told you there was always a story? What a scoop this is going to be. The boss isn’t going to believe it. Here we are, right on the spot. Let everyone else cover Musica’s suicide. We’ve got something bigger and better. Murder of a society dame. The public will eat it up.”

			Kaminsky pulled a grubby notebook and the stub of a yellow pencil from his pocket and began making notes.

			Elizabeth shivered.

			Kaminsky paused and turned to her. “Are you going to be okay? Don’t faint on me now.”

			She nodded.

			“Then get going. Get some pictures while I talk to a couple of people. This is going to be big.” He looked over to where Gloria was slumped against the wall, her eyes vacant, oblivious to the strand of hair half obscuring her famous face. “Get a couple of snaps of your pal Gloria. That’s front-page material if I ever saw any.”

			
			“I can’t do that. It wouldn’t be right.”

			“Kid, this is the newspaper business. There is no right or wrong. What counts is getting the story and the picture to go with it.” He grabbed Elizabeth by the shoulders. “This could be your big break. You want to be a gal Friday forever?”

			Elizabeth took a deep shuddering breath. She couldn’t take Gloria’s picture. She didn’t want to admit it, even to herself, but Gloria was one of her own. It would be like breaking an unwritten code—her friends and family would never forgive her.

			Was the job worth it? If this was what it took, she didn’t know if she could do it.

			She glanced at Kaminsky out of the corner of her eye. He was busy talking to a middle-aged woman in a navy blue, long-sleeved gown. As long as flashbulbs went off, he wouldn’t know what she was photographing. She would deal with the consequences later.

			Elizabeth hadn’t taken more than a handful of pictures when two burly patrolmen in navy blue hustled down the hall. A murmur went through the crowd and they parted to let the policemen through.

			Elizabeth heard a man in dinner clothes say in a commanding voice, “See here, what is going on?”

			The policemen ignored him as the shorter one went into the ladies’ room. The other stood at the door, a formidable barrier, his arms folded across his broad chest. His partner returned moments later. Beads of sweat had formed on his forehead, and he pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and dabbed at them. He and his partner were talking in low voices when one of them pointed down the hall.

			
			A man was coming—he was wearing a tan raincoat and had an air of authority about him.

			Kaminsky jerked a shoulder toward him. “Looks like the dick has arrived.” He glanced at Elizabeth’s face. “The detective. You know, like Dick Tracy. Only this one’s named Sal Marino. I know him from the Blandford case—rich old dame living on Sutton Place who appeared to have died a natural death, tucked up all nice and tight in her own bed, when come to find out she’d actually been strangled.”

			Marino disappeared into the ladies’ room as faint strains of “I’ve Got a Pocketful of Dreams,” Bing Crosby’s big October hit, drifted out from the open doors of the ballroom.

			Murmurs rippled through the crowd and they shifted restlessly waiting for Marino’s return. Marino finally emerged from the ladies’ room, his hands shoved into the pockets of his damp raincoat. Elizabeth got a photo of him talking to the two policemen before one of them gestured toward Gloria, who was still leaning against the wall.

			Marino walked over to Gloria. Elizabeth couldn’t hear what he was saying, but the look on his face was sympathetic. He dug in his pocket, pulled out a handkerchief and handed it to Gloria.

			She dabbed her eyes with it and then blew her nose. She looked up at Marino, who was obviously asking her questions. She was either nodding her head yes or shaking it no.

			Finally, after several minutes, Gloria pointed to Elizabeth. Marino nodded briskly then began walking toward where Elizabeth was standing.

			
			“Quick. Give me the camera,” Kaminsky said, holding out a hand. “The cops may want to see the pictures and we won’t get the film back until every rag in town has already written the story to death.”

			Kaminsky grabbed the camera and sauntered down the hall humming “Whistle While You Work.” Elizabeth saw one of the cops go after him, but the elevator doors closed behind Kaminsky before the policeman caught up with him.

			“Excuse me.”

			Elizabeth turned at the sound of his voice. Up close, Marino had eyes nearly as dark as Gloria’s and black hair with a wave running through the front. His face looked as if it had gone a few rounds—there was a faint scar bisecting his lower lip and his nose appeared to have been broken more than once—but Elizabeth still found him attractive. So attractive that she feared she was blushing.

			His glance kept darting around the room. Elizabeth had the impression that he was feeling distinctly ill at ease in the luxurious surroundings of the Waldorf Astoria Hotel. He was probably more used to dealing with bodies found at the end of dark alleys or in dismal rooms in an SRO hotel.

			“Mind if I ask you a few questions? I’ve been told you’re a friend of Miss DeWitt’s and you were with her when she discovered her stepmother’s body.”

			“Not a friend exactly. We go to some of the same parties and know some of the same people.”

			
			“Still, you probably know more about this crowd than I do. Not exactly my world, if you know what I mean. They’re uptown and I’m Lower East Side.” Elizabeth thought he seemed almost proud of it. He looked at her closely. “Would you like to sit down? I saw a bench over by the elevator.”

			Elizabeth became aware of the trembling in her legs. She nodded.

			Marino didn’t sit but paced in front of Elizabeth, jingling the coins in his pocket. Energy came off him in waves.

			“So you were with Miss DeWitt when she found—”

			“No. I saw her run out of the ladies’ room and when I saw the blood…”

			“You followed her into the bathroom?”

			“Yes.”

			“Did you touch anything?”

			“No. I don’t think so.”

			Marino stopped pacing for a moment. “How did Miss DeWitt get along with her stepmother?”

			“I don’t really know. I hardly know Gloria. Fine, I suppose,” Elizabeth said, trying to ignore thoughts of the scene between Frances and Gloria earlier. Debuts were stressful—undoubtedly it had only been a case of nerves that had had them at odds with each other.

			Marino jingled the change in his pocket. “Do you know of any reason why someone would want to kill Mrs. DeWitt?”

			“No. I’d never met her before tonight.”

			He pulled a notebook from his pocket that was almost as battered looking as Kaminsky’s and a yellow pencil that had teeth marks on it.

			
			“Mind giving me your name and address?”

			“Elizabeth Adams—it’s spelled just as you’d imagine. I live at Seven seventy-seven Madison Avenue.”

			Marino raised his eyebrows but carefully wrote down Elizabeth’s information.

			He exhaled loudly. “This case is going to be a doozy.” He fished around in his pocket, pulled out a dog-eared card and handed it to Elizabeth. “Here. Give me a call if you think of anything, okay?”

			He looked Elizabeth in the eyes, and this time she knew she was blushing. She didn’t know why she found Marino so attractive. Was it because he was so unlike the boys in her set? Was it the energy he projected that crackled in the air around him like lightning? Or that he was a man and not a boy?

			“May I go?” Elizabeth asked.

			“Yeah, sure. One thing if you don’t mind. Didn’t I see you with a camera a moment ago?”

			Elizabeth felt the heat rising to her face. “Yes. My…my partner took it with him. He’s a reporter for the Daily Trumpet. I’m—”

			Elizabeth was about to say “gal Friday” but stopped herself just in time.

			“I’m a photographer for the paper.” She lifted her chin slightly.

			“I see. Well, I might send one of my men over to take a look at the pictures after you’ve developed them—in case there’s anything useful in any of them.”

			“Sure.”

			“Meanwhile, remember—call me if you think of anything.”

			
			“I will.”

			

			—

			The red safelight in the darkroom turned everything the color of blood and Elizabeth had to force herself to continue. Fatigue made her frustratingly slow and clumsy and she was afraid of ruining the film.

			Kaminsky had stolen a couple of dinner rolls and an orange off a room service cart while going down in the elevator at the Waldorf and had saved them for Elizabeth.

			Her hunger had long since abated, but she forced herself to eat the rolls and pick at the orange. Fainting wasn’t going to help her get the job done.

			Kaminsky was out in the newsroom banging out his story on his Royal typewriter while Elizabeth worked. She knew he was waiting anxiously for the pictures.

			She slipped her film into the developer and watched as the image slowly revealed itself—Gloria was happy and smiling, her head thrown back as she danced—before Frances’s murder had ruined everything.

			Elizabeth moved her film from the developer to the stop bath and waited. She yawned. She was yearning for the blessed relief of bed and sleep. She’d called home—Mother and Father were out for a dinner party and a game of bridge with the Mortons—and had left a message with Jones, the butler, that she would be late.

			The timer dinged and Elizabeth moved the film from the stop bath to the fixer. After a rinse in water, she clipped the photograph—it was a good one and Kaminsky would be pleased—to the carousel overhead.

			Elizabeth inserted another clip of film into the developing solution and went through the process again almost without knowing what she was doing. She was about to hang the photograph from the carousel when she realized it was the one she’d taken of Gloria emerging from the bathroom stall, clearly in distress, with her face stained by tears.

			
			Poor Gloria, Elizabeth thought. She couldn’t allow the paper to print the picture. She tossed it into the waste can.

			Later, she wished she’d torn it to shreds.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 4

			Elizabeth stared at the painting across from her on the dining room wall—a landscape by a minor artist of the Hudson River School, which had been in the family for generations. She was seated at the breakfast table, which Mrs. Murphy had set before any of them were up.

			George Adams was cutting the top off his four-and-a-half-minute boiled egg with a gilt egg topper made for just that purpose—exactly the way he did every morning. His newspaper—they took the Times—was precisely folded and placed to the left of his plate, never to the right where it might be in the way of his coffee cup.

			Helen Adams, already dressed for the day in a tweed wool suit with a black velvet collar, was carefully sectioning a grapefruit with a serrated spoon.

			Elizabeth’s younger sister, Rose, was stirring sugar into her bowl of hot cereal.

			In exactly seven minutes, George would put down his spoon, Helen would put down her coffee cup and Mrs. Murphy would appear to clear the breakfast dishes away.

			The scene was so much like every other morning—Father and his egg and newspaper, Mother and her grapefruit and black coffee, Rose with her bowl of oatmeal sprinkled with brown sugar and raisins—that Elizabeth found it hard to believe the events of the previous evening had actually taken place.

			Her parents had been in bed by the time she had arrived home last night, and while the Times might have reported on the murder at the debutante ball, it certainly wouldn’t be on the front page or in the Financial section—the two parts of the newspaper that Elizabeth’s father regularly read.

			
			Her parents refused to take the Daily Trumpet—her father deemed it a scandal sheet—but her mother would read the society pages in the afternoon paper and the story would most certainly appear there.

			Elizabeth toyed with her boiled egg while fatigue pressed down on her like a weight. She stifled a yawn and picked a piece of shell out of the glistening egg yolk with the tip of her spoon.

			“Elizabeth, darling, mind your elbows and do please sit up straight,” Helen said without taking her eyes off her grapefruit. “By the way”—this time she looked up and fixed Elizabeth with her pale blue eyes—“whatever happened to that nice boy you were seeing? Phillips Sloan, wasn’t it? His grandmother was a Woodward, I believe.”

			Elizabeth barely managed to curb the desire to roll her eyes.

			“I still see him. He’s part of our set. I danced with him last week at the party the Pawlings gave.”

			Helen patted her lips with her napkin. “You might give him some encouragement, you know. You’ve turned twenty-two, Elizabeth. Your father and I were already married when I was your age.”

			Helen glanced at George, but his eyes were glued to his paper and he didn’t even glance up at the mention of his name.

			Elizabeth put her soiled linen napkin beside her plate and pushed back her chair.

			“I don’t want to be late for work.”

			“But darling,” Helen said. “You were home so late last night. Surely under the circumstances…”

			
			“I’ll see you tonight.” Elizabeth kissed her mother’s rouged and powdered cheek before Helen could say anymore.

			Her father glanced up from his paper briefly and nodded his head as Elizabeth left the room.

			Jones was waiting by the door with Elizabeth’s coat. He helped her into it.

			“Will you want your brown felt?” he asked, his hand hovering over several hats on the closet shelf.

			“I think I’ll have my red with the feather today. Thank you, Jones,” Elizabeth said as he handed her the hat.

			She stood in front of the foyer mirror adjusting the angle until it was just so.

			Jones was tall and thin, which had led Elizabeth, Rose and their brother James, who was in his first year at Yale, to christen him Bones among themselves. Elizabeth suspected he knew, and she also suspected that he was secretly pleased by the nickname, which, after all, was meant affectionately.

			Elizabeth gave one last glance in the mirror, smiled and checked her teeth for lipstick, straightened the seams in her stockings and went out the door.

			

			—

			She walked the few blocks from her parent’s apartment on Madison Avenue to the subway station at Sixty-eighth Street where she would pick up the Lexington Avenue IRT subway line to Grand Central Station and from there, walk to the offices of the Daily Trumpet.

			
			She felt a growing sense of excitement that had her quickening her pace despite her fatigue from the late evening the night before. Today might be the day her first photograph would appear in the newspaper. Surely, Kaminsky’s story of the murder at the debutante ball would be in the front section of the Daily Trumpet, if not on the front page.

			Elizabeth spotted a newsstand on her way to the subway station. She dashed diagonally across the street toward it, setting a horn blaring as a Checker cab barreling toward her down Sixty-eighth Street was forced to put on its brakes.

			A group of people clustered around the newsstand, and Elizabeth had to wait for an opening before she could get close enough to buy a paper. A sign above the stacks of newspapers and magazines read Melorol Cones Five Cents, and Elizabeth shivered and pulled her collar more closely around her neck. She didn’t imagine they did a very brisk business in ice cream in weather like this.

			A space opened up and Elizabeth sidled closer to the towering stacks of papers. She scanned them quickly. WAR REFERENDUM DEFEATED BY HOUSE declared the headline of the Brooklyn Daily Eagle in bold black seventy-two-point type.

			Just the week before, they had all gathered around the radio to listen to President Roosevelt’s State of the Union address. Elizabeth had gotten a chill when he had talked about the world being in a state of tension and disorder, but her father had assured her that the war, if it came, wouldn’t touch them.

			Elizabeth was jostled as a large man with a briefcase jockeyed into position next to her. She quickly looked over the papers again but didn’t see the Trumpet.

			
			“Excuse me,” she said to the man behind the counter.

			“Yeah, lady, how can I help you?”

			He was short and bald and had a rough apron, smudged with newsprint, tied around his waist. He jingled the change in one of the many pockets.

			“Do you have today’s Daily Trumpet?”

			“Sorry, we’re all sold out.”

			“Thank you.”

			Elizabeth bit her lip in disappointment. She’d have to wait until she got off the subway to find a paper.

			She hurried down the street. Strains of “Bei Mir Bist Du Schön,” sung by the Andrews Sisters, drifted out as the door to one of the brownstones opened. The record began to skip, and Elizabeth heard someone swear before the music was cut off abruptly.

			She charged down the subway steps trying not to look at the blobs of drying saliva and bits of chewing gum discarded on the stairs. At first she had been overwhelmed by the subway, but she felt quite confident in her ability now. She dug a token out of her change purse and deposited it in the slot, pushing through the turnstile with what she hoped looked like practiced ease.

			She joined the crowd of people waiting on the platform. A rush of warm fetid air fluttered the feather on her hat as the train rushed into the station. It stopped with a hiss of brakes and the doors slid open.

			The car was crowded and Elizabeth joined the knot of people clutching the pole in the center of the car. The man next to her was reading the Daily Trumpet, swaying back and forth with the rhythm of the subway as it tore down the tracks. She tried to read over his shoulder, but the paper was folded back to the Sports section, and she knew Kaminsky’s story wouldn’t be buried there.

			
			With a final lurch, the subway came to a stop at Grand Central Station. Elizabeth glanced at her watch and hesitated. No doubt she would find a copy of the Daily Trumpet at one of the newsstands in the vast marble rotunda that was Grand Central. But she was already late and had better not chance it.

			Elizabeth emerged from the caverns of the underground station and stood on the sidewalk looking up and down the street. She spied another newsstand and hurried toward it, pulling out her change purse as she ran.

			She didn’t immediately see the paper. Surely every newsstand in New York City couldn’t be sold out already.

			“The Daily Trumpet, please,” she said to the man behind the counter as she tried to catch her breath.

			He reached behind him, grabbed a newspaper off the stack and, folding it in half, handed it to Elizabeth. Elizabeth dropped two pennies into the bowl on the counter and scurried away, unfolding the paper as she walked.

			She glanced at the front page and stopped dead in the middle of the sidewalk. The photograph of Gloria that she had taken in the ladies’ room at the Waldorf Astoria Hotel—the one where Gloria’s famous face was streaked with tears, the one Elizabeth had thrown in the trash can as soon as she’d developed it—was splashed across the front page. The headline, in the largest typeface Elizabeth had ever seen, screamed IS SHE GUILTY?

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 5

			Elizabeth felt her cheeks burn as she stared at the front page of the Daily Trumpet. How could this have happened? What would Gloria think when she saw this? Elizabeth had promised her. Kaminsky must have retrieved the photograph from the trash can.

			How dare he?

			Elizabeth looked at the paper again. Printed under the picture was Photograph by Biz Adams.

			She couldn’t quite quell the small thrill she felt at seeing her name in print—even if it was the nickname Kaminsky had so recently bestowed on her. She thought it sounded just right for a photographer with the Daily Trumpet. She’d certainly never imagined when she started at the paper that she’d be taking photographs so soon, and certainly not one that would appear, credited to her, on the front page.

			But then Elizabeth thought about her promise to Gloria and her stomach roiled turbulently, making her feel sick the way she had that time her friend Irene Nowak had talked her into going on the roller coaster at Luna Park on Coney Island.

			The crowd swirled around her in a confusing blur of color, and she wanted to clap her hands over her ears to muffle the bleating of car horns and the rumble of the nearby subway.

			“Pardon me, miss,” a man said, doffing his hat briefly after being pushed into Elizabeth by the crowd that flowed around her.

			She barely registered the impact. Her mind was whirling with shock and horror. Slowly anger crept in and she clenched the newspaper in her hands. How dare Kaminsky!

			
			She began walking toward the Daily Trumpet offices, the copy of the paper tucked under her arm. A panhandler stepped into her path, shaking his cup at her, and normally she would have dug in her purse to drop a few coins into his outstretched hand, but this time she barely noticed as she dodged around him, her pace quickening with each step.

			By the time Elizabeth reached the front door of the Daily Trumpet office building, she was so warm she didn’t notice the biting edge to the wind or the icy drizzle that had started as she turned the corner.

			She shoved the revolving door so hard, she was all but ejected into the lobby.

			She tapped her foot impatiently as she joined the small crowd waiting for the elevator. After a minute or two the light overhead went on, a bell pinged and the doors whooshed open. The men, removing their hats, gestured for her and the other women to go ahead.

			The elevator operator pulled the iron grate closed with a flourish and pressed the lever to shut the outer door. He raised his eyebrows at Elizabeth.

			“Sixth floor, please.”

			She felt her stomach drop as the elevator rushed upward.

			The doors opened on the fourth floor and a young man got on, his arms full of files. He was whistling Tommy Dorsey’s “The Lady Is a Tramp” and stood close enough for Elizabeth to smell the Brylcreem in his slicked-back hair.

			He looked Elizabeth up and down then turned to stare at the woman behind him. She had platinum blond hair and was wearing a red coat cinched tightly at the waist.

			
			“Say, doll, how about lunch today?” He gave a cheeky grin and waggled his eyebrows at the woman.

			“Come on, Jerry, who do you think you are?” She slapped him on the arm. “Cary Grant or something? I’m old enough to be your older sister. Your mother must have dropped you on your head when you was a baby.”

			The doors finally opened on the sixth floor and Elizabeth got out. She waved to the switchboard operators as she went past. She hung her coat and hat from a peg on the wall and went in search of Kaminsky, the day’s newspaper clutched in her hand.

			Kaminsky was in the newsroom surrounded by a couple of reporters. He held the stub of a cigarette between the thumb and index fingers of one hand and a buttered roll in the other.

			“Here she is,” Kaminsky said, his mouth full of roll. “Come here, kid.” He put out his arm.

			Elizabeth took a deep breath to steady herself and walked toward the cluster of men crowded around Kaminsky’s desk.

			“Folks, meet Biz,” Kaminsky said, putting an arm around Elizabeth’s shoulders. “Let me tell you, this girl’s got what it takes.” He turned around, picked a copy of the day’s Daily Trumpet off his desk and waved it in front of everyone.

			Elizabeth wanted to close her eyes at the sight of Gloria’s pathetic tearstained face.

			“Her first assignment and she lands herself a picture on the front page. How do you like them apples?” He slapped Elizabeth on the back.

			
			A couple of the men smiled at Elizabeth and then they began to disperse and drift away, anxious to tackle the day’s work.

			Elizabeth waited until everyone had gone back to their desks before facing Kaminsky.

			“How could you?” She was horrified to discover that she was shaking and on the verge of tears.

			Kaminsky reached for the mug on his desk and took a glug of his coffee. “Print that picture you mean?”

			“Yes.” Elizabeth had to stifle the urge to stamp her foot. “I threw it away.”

			“And that was a mistake, kid. That was the best picture of the lot. You captured pure, raw emotion in that photo. Do you know how many photographers would kill to have gotten a shot like that?” He punched Elizabeth on the arm. “But you did it. First time out of the gate. I gotta tell you—the editor was impressed.”

			Elizabeth stared at Kaminsky, speechless.

			“We’ve scooped every paper in town.” He spread his arms wide. “Today’s issue is selling like hotcakes.”

			“But I’d promised Gloria I wouldn’t use that picture.” Elizabeth dashed a hand across her eyes hoping Kaminsky wouldn’t notice the tears glistening on her lashes.

			“Listen, kid. We don’t make any promises in this business, right? We report the news, pure and simple. We don’t edit it. We don’t censor it. We report it. And that photograph is news. It tells the story way better than all those other pretty pictures you took.”

			“But what am I going to tell Gloria? She’s going to be furious.”

			
			“I don’t know. Tell her anything you like. But I wouldn’t worry about it if I was you.” He pulled his pack of Camels from his pocket and shook one out. “You’re one of us now, Biz. Reporting the news can earn you enemies. Better get used to it.”

			

			—

			So much for her big triumph, Elizabeth thought as she sat at her desk typing up one of Estelle Draper’s columns. She stared at Estelle’s spidery script for a minute, then picked out a few more words.

			She had hoped that Kaminsky would take her on another assignment, but he’d disappeared hours ago, yanking his coat and hat from the hook and disappearing out the door without so much as a glance over his shoulder. He hadn’t been back since.

			Elizabeth pecked out a handful of words then stopped and read over the copy. Darn. She’d mistyped a word. She was reaching for her eraser when she felt a hand drop down on her shoulder. She glanced at it out of the corner of her eye. It was a man’s hand with rough, hardened skin and nails bitten to the quick. And it was heavy on her shoulder.

			She spun around quickly.

			Sullivan, the photographer who would have been the one to go with Kaminsky to the Waldorf if he hadn’t been sick, was grinning at her—baring his teeth like a barracuda in a smile that wasn’t in the least bit friendly or welcoming.

			“You and me need to have a little talk,” he said, increasing the pressure of his hand on her shoulder. “I’ve been the crime photographer for the Trumpet for twenty years and I plan on staying for another twenty. Me and Kaminsky go way back.” He put a hand over his mouth and gave a rumbling cough that sounded deep in his chest. “I bet you’re real proud of that little stunt you pulled yesterday, but it’s not going to happen again, do you understand? No one’s replacing me, okay? Certainly not a dame.”

			
			He spat out the last word so forcefully Elizabeth could feel his breath on her face.

			Before she could say a word, Sullivan walked away and went back to his desk as if nothing had happened.

			Elizabeth sat, stunned, holding the forgotten eraser in her hand. She was surprised to find herself trembling.

			Before she could put her hands back on the typewriter keys, the scent of Tabu wafted toward her and suddenly Estelle was standing in front of her desk.

			“Taking a break, I see?” she said, arching a thin, carefully plucked brow.

			“I…I…”

			“You might as well make yourself useful. Get your things. Mrs. Van Raalte is holding a luncheon at the Hotel Astor and I need someone to take photographs.”

			Sullivan’s words echoed in Elizabeth’s head as she gathered her things together and put on her coat. He’d made it clear he was willing to do anything to keep his position, and Elizabeth had no doubt that he meant it.

			

			—

			Elizabeth grabbed for her hat, which a frigid wind was threatening to whip from her head and send soaring. She pulled her collar tighter around her neck and hunched her shoulders against the thin icy drizzle that seemed to be coming at her sideways.

			
			Estelle appeared to be quite comfortable wrapped in her glossy dark gray opossum fur coat with its tuxedo collar and three-quarter-length sleeves. Her felt hat with the jaunty bow in back was well anchored, Elizabeth noticed as she grabbed for her own hat again. And she was wearing black elbow-length gloves that Elizabeth assumed must be deliciously warm.

			Elizabeth had her own hands stuck in her pockets. She’d been in too much of a hurry to keep up with Estelle to pull on her gloves.

			Estelle had long legs and an even longer stride, and Elizabeth felt her limp becoming more pronounced as they kept pace with the flow of the lunchtime crowds.

			It reminded her of her days in the hospital and the struggle to keep up with the physical therapy that had eventually helped her to walk again. But she hadn’t given up then and she wasn’t giving up now. She was right behind Estelle as they made their way to the corner to hail a taxi.

			Estelle stood under the canopy of a shop selling engraved stationery and Montblanc fountain pens while Elizabeth stood at the curb and watched the cars stream toward her, searching for a taxi with its light on—the signal that it was vacant and available.

			A Checker came barreling down Lexington Avenue, and Elizabeth stepped closer to the curb and waved her hand in the air. The taxi skimmed the gutter, sending a splash of icy water in Elizabeth’s direction as the light on its roof blinked off.

			
			“Oh!” she gasped and stepped back, stamping her feet dry and brushing the beads of water off her coat.

			She craned her neck and thought she spotted a dot of yellow in the distance. As it got closer, she saw it was another Checker, one with its light on, and she waved her hand again.

			The taxi pulled up to the curb and stopped with a flourish. Elizabeth held the door open but Estelle motioned for her to go ahead so she slid across the worn leather seat to the other side.

			“The Hotel Astor, please. West Forty-fifth Street and Broadway,” Estelle said as she got in the cab.

			“I know where it is, lady.” The driver turned around and grinned at them. “I been driving a cab since before you was born.”

			“I sincerely doubt that,” Estelle murmured to Elizabeth as they pulled away from the curb and merged with the traffic streaming south on Lexington Avenue.

			Estelle opened her handbag, retrieved a gold compact with the initials EMD etched on the cover and began powdering her nose. She snapped it shut and dropped it into her purse as the taxi pulled up in front of the Hotel Astor with its impressive French Renaissance façade. It occupied the entire block between Forty-fourth and Forty-fifth Streets on the west side of Times Square.

			A uniformed doorman rushed across the sidewalk toward them, whisked open the taxi door and gave an obsequious bow.

			Estelle walked majestically toward the hotel entrance while Elizabeth dug in her pocketbook for money to pay the driver. She inched her way across the backseat and joined Estelle on the sidewalk.

			
			They spun through the revolving door and into the hotel lobby. The lobby was warm with the peculiar hush so often characteristic of expensive places.

			Elizabeth had been to the Hotel Astor once before on a date with a fellow from Yale whose name she’d forgotten almost as soon as he’d dropped her off at her front door. More memorable had been the hotel’s rooftop garden where they’d dined and danced in the open air. The very thought gave Elizabeth a chill today as she loosened her coat and brushed drops of water from her shoulders.

			“Mrs. Van Raalte’s luncheon is in the L’Orangerie,” Estelle said as they handed their coats to the coat-check girl and headed toward the rear of the first-floor lobby.

			“You’ll be discreet, of course,” Estelle said when they reached the entrance to the Astor’s dining room, which had been decorated to look like an Italian garden. “Mrs. Van Raalte wouldn’t want flashbulbs going off in her guests’ faces.” Estelle gave a small smile. “On the other hand, she’d be devastated if her little soiree wasn’t meticulously documented in the society pages of the Daily Trumpet.”

			Elizabeth hoped that none of her mother’s friends would be at Mrs. Van Raalte’s soiree, as Estelle had called it. She didn’t immediately recognize anyone; nonetheless, she was careful to keep her camera in front of her face as much as possible.

			She wasn’t entirely sure what she was afraid of. None of the ladies would be so ill bred as to make a scene in a public place, and Elizabeth was over twenty-one and free to do as she wished. But a lingering guilt remained about her decision to work, and she realized she hadn’t even told her friends about the job yet.

			
			The ladies were on to the dessert course now—an elegant white molded blancmange—and Estelle was having a whispered conversation with Mrs. Van Raalte.

			Elizabeth popped the used flashbulb out of her camera. She bit her lip. She hoped the photographs would be to Estelle’s satisfaction. This had certainly been a lot more interesting than typing up Estelle’s daily column, and she hoped to be given more assignments like it if, as it seemed, Kaminsky wasn’t going to take her on any more crime assignments.

			Finally, Estelle and Mrs. Van Raalte embraced, kissed the air alongside each other’s rouged cheeks and said their goodbyes. Estelle walked over to where Elizabeth was standing.

			“Shall we go?”

			They retrieved their coats and began to cross the lobby to the front door. Elizabeth happened to glance toward the Astor Bar where smoke curled above the men clustered around the oval bar.

			A man turned toward the door, and Elizabeth thought he looked familiar. She tried to place him. Finally it came to her—he looked like the man who had been talking to Frances DeWitt at the debutante ball. He’d been standing in back of her with his hands on her shoulders.

			“What is it?” Estelle said as Elizabeth paused.

			Elizabeth shook her head. “Nothing,” she said. “Nothing at all.”

			

			—

			“I imagine you’ll want to get yourself some lunch,” Estelle said as they got out of a taxi in front of the Daily Trumpet offices. “How are you coming with that column?”

			
			“Almost done,” Elizabeth said, suddenly conscious of her stomach rumbling.

			“Good. I need it by three o’clock this afternoon.”

			“That shouldn’t be a problem,” Elizabeth said as Estelle disappeared through the revolving doors into the lobby.

			Elizabeth stood on the sidewalk and looked around her. There was a Chock full o’Nuts on the corner—she’d never been there but she’d heard one of the switchboard operators say the service was fast and the food decent. Elizabeth began to walk in that direction.

			Chock full o’Nuts was crowded with midtown office workers, most sitting alone at the horseshoe-shaped counter, a newspaper folded open beside their plates.

			Elizabeth slipped onto a vacant stool and studied the menu.

			“Help you?” A waitress in a frilly white apron stopped in front of Elizabeth.

			“A nutted cheese sandwich and a cup of coffee, please.”

			The waitress scurried toward the counter along the wall, and Elizabeth watched as the waitress made her sandwich. Suddenly she heard someone call her name.

			“Elizabeth!”

			Elizabeth turned toward the entrance where a young woman with blond hair and pale skin hesitated by the front door. She was propped up on a pair of crutches and had metal braces on her legs.

			“Irene.” Elizabeth waved and pointed to the empty seat next to her.

			Elizabeth felt a pang of guilt as Irene made her laborious way to the counter. They had met as children in the hospital where they were both being treated for polio. Elizabeth had escaped with a slight limp, but Irene’s legs had been paralyzed, slowly wasting away until they were thin sticks barely able to support her by the time she was well enough to leave.

			
			They had stayed in touch after leaving the hospital and met several times a year for lunch—Elizabeth’s treat. Irene’s parents were dead, and the Depression had decimated what little money they’d had. Now Irene lived on her own, although she wouldn’t tell Elizabeth where. Elizabeth suspected she was renting a room in one of the SRO hotels.

			“Fancy seeing you here,” Irene said.

			She leaned her crutches against the counter and took the seat next to Elizabeth.

			“I’m on my break and needed a quick lunch,” Elizabeth said.

			“You’ve come to the right place,” Irene said, glancing at the menu on the wall. “A sandwich and a cup of coffee for only a nickel. When I want to treat myself, this is where I come.”

			“It is good to see you. It’s been too long.” Elizabeth leaned over and gave her friend a hug. “You’re looking well. I love your hat—it’s adorable.”

			Irene put a hand to her head. “Thanks.” She ducked her head briefly. “I made it myself.”

			“How clever you are!”

			The waitress slid a plate in front of Elizabeth. Irene pointed to the sandwich.

			“Remember how much Clara loved those cream cheese and jelly sandwiches they used to serve us in the hospital?”

			
			Elizabeth felt a veil of sadness come over her. “Yes, she did love them, didn’t she?”

			“Poor kid,” Irene said. “You and I were lucky.” She pointed to her braces. “If you can call this lucky.” She laughed.

			Elizabeth reached a hand into her pocket and pulled out a short braid made of coarse brown hair and fastened at either end with a fading blue ribbon.

			“You still have it,” Irene said, reaching out a finger to touch it.

			“I promised her I’d keep it forever,” Elizabeth said as she slid the braided hair back into her pocket. “His name was Biscuit, I remember.”

			“She loved that horse. Remember how she always talked about when she would get out? How the first thing she was going to do was saddle up Biscuit and go for a ride.”

			Elizabeth searched in her handbag for her handkerchief. She dabbed at her eyes and blew her nose. The image of Clara lying pale and shriveled and small in her hospital bed, barely able to breathe, handing the braided horse hair to Elizabeth for “safekeeping” had never left her. Clara had died later that evening, although the nurses had kept the news from them for several days. Elizabeth had asked after her friend again and again, but the nurses had simply shaken their heads.

			Elizabeth decided it was time to change the subject. Irene liked to dwell on the past, while Elizabeth had forced herself to move on.

			“I’ve taken a job, you know,” she said, picking up her sandwich.

			“Really? Where? What are you doing? I imagine you’re a secretary to some big muckety-muck with a fancy office on Fifth Avenue.” Irene picked at a bit of chipping red nail polish on her thumb.

			
			“Hardly.” Elizabeth laughed. “I’m working for the Daily Trumpet. Gal Friday and occasional photographer, at your service.”

			Irene’s blue eyes widened. “You don’t say? How about that.”

			“And you?” Elizabeth asked, stirring cream into her coffee. “Are you still at the garment factory?”

			Irene shook her head. “I’m working at the Waldorf Astoria Hotel now. Coat-check girl in the Peacock Alley bar.”

			“That’s wonderful. Lucky you. The Waldorf is a beautiful place. Exciting, too.”

			Irene lifted her chin and grinned. “You won’t believe it, but Jimmy Stewart came in one day. The bartender said he ordered a dry martini on the rocks.”

			“I loved him in You Can’t Take It with You.”

			“Me, too.” Irene grabbed Elizabeth’s arm. “Say, did you hear about the murder last night? At that coming-out party they were having? It was all over the papers this morning. They think this girl pulled a gun and killed her stepmother. Right in the ladies’ room outside the Grand Ballroom.”

			Elizabeth hesitated. “I did hear something about it, yes.”

			“The New York Post had plenty of pictures.” Irene took a sip of her coffee. “I recognized the gal that got killed. She’d been in the Peacock Alley bar that same evening right before the big do.”

			Elizabeth put her coffee cup down with a clatter. “You knew her?”

			Irene laughed. “Of course I didn’t know her. But I recognized her picture in the paper. She’d come into the bar that night with a gentleman. And they had some kind of row. Quietly of course, but I could tell they were arguing.”

			
			“Maybe it was her husband?”

			Irene shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe. But I’d hardly know who her husband was, would I? “

			“What did the man look like?”

			“He was slender. I noticed that his clothes looked very elegant on him. He had dark hair, slicked back, and a mustache.” Irene touched her upper lip. “Very thin. Like that actor William Powell. I think he’s positively dreamy, don’t you? The actor, I mean.”

			“Yes,” Elizabeth said distractedly.

			The man Irene was describing sounded an awful lot like the man she saw talking to Frances DeWitt at Gloria’s debut.

			“But they were arguing? You could tell?”

			“Yes.” Irene put a hand to her mouth. “You don’t think it had anything to do with her murder, do you?”

			“I don’t know.” Elizabeth admitted.

			But she had to wonder.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 6

			Elizabeth scurried down the street toward the Daily Trumpet building. The rain had stopped although the heavy clouds that darkened the sky made it seem even later in the day than it was.

			She quickly hung up her coat and hat and slipped into her seat behind her desk, putting her fingers on the typewriter keyboard almost before she was situated. She glanced at the clock and began typing as quickly as she could.

			Some of the excitement of photographing Mrs. Van Raalte’s luncheon was beginning to wear off, and fatigue from her late night was catching up with her.

			She could see Estelle at her desk, a wavy shadow behind the frosted glass of her office door.

			The door to the newsroom opened and slammed shut again.

			“Biz,” Kaminsky called.

			Elizabeth jumped and turned around. Kaminsky was standing in his coat and hat motioning to her.

			“The boss wants an interview with Edward DeWitt for the evening edition along with a couple of pictures of the grieving widower.” He pointed at Elizabeth. “Get your hat and coat and let’s go.”

			Elizabeth hesitated. “But Miss Draper wants me to—”

			“To hell with what la Draper wants. I need you. Are you coming or not?”

			“I’m coming.” Elizabeth jumped up from her chair.

			She grabbed her things from the hook on the wall, putting on her coat as she followed Kaminsky to the elevator.

			
			“Do you think DeWitt is going to give you an interview?” Elizabeth asked as she settled her hat on her head. She peered at her reflection in the metal trim of the elevator door and straightened it slightly.

			“He called Mr. Dawson, the owner of the Trumpet, who’s a buddy of his. They belong to the same club or something like that. You know these rich people—they all stick together. They go to the same schools, move to the same neighborhoods, join the same clubs. Heaven forbid they should be forced to rub elbows with the likes of us.” Kaminsky stabbed the elevator button impatiently. “He asked for the interview. Said he wanted to set the record straight or something like that.”

			The elevator finally came, the operator looking slightly aggrieved at Kaminsky’s incessant ringing of the bell. Kaminsky leaned against the back wall whistling tunelessly under his breath.

			“We’d better grab a taxi. DeWitt wants us there now.”

			The cab sped up Madison Avenue where it got caught in a clot of traffic at Fifty-seventh Street that had Kaminsky drumming his fingers on the back of the seat in front of him. Traffic finally cleared and shortly afterward the driver deposited them in front of an impressive townhouse on Sixty-fourth Street, just off Fifth Avenue.

			The butler showed them into the library on the second floor where DeWitt was comfortably ensconced in a leather club chair with a cut-glass tumbler filled with an amber liquid within arm’s reach on a small table.

			The room was lined with bookshelves housing leather-bound volumes with gold-leaf lettering on the spines. A jewel-toned Oriental carpet lay over a gleaming dark wood floor and a large partner’s desk stood in the corner facing the door to the room.

			
			DeWitt put down the newspaper he’d been reading but didn’t get up when the butler ushered Elizabeth and Kaminsky into the room.

			DeWitt’s expression was somber, but his eyes weren’t red as if he’d been crying or ringed with dark circles as if he had tossed and turned all night. He was a good-looking man in his fifties with a craggy but handsome face that showed no particular signs of grief.

			Elizabeth’s palms were sweaty as she took her camera from its case and inserted a flashbulb.

			“I’m sure you’re wondering why I’ve agreed to this interview.”

			Kaminsky cleared his throat. “I understood that you asked for the interview. To set the record straight. At least that’s what your pal Dawson told me.”

			DeWitt looked as if someone had thrown a glass of ice water in his face, but he quickly regained control of his expression.

			“Yes…I…” DeWitt paused and took a sip of his drink. Elizabeth suspected that being at a loss for words was a new experience for him.

			She noticed Kaminsky eyeing the tumbler longingly, but DeWitt made no move to offer him anything.

			“Like you said, I want to set the record straight.” DeWitt put down his glass and leaned forward. “I saw the cover of the Daily Trumpet today. What impertinence,” he declared, the faintest flush coloring his cheeks. “I’ll have you know that my daughter had nothing to do with my wife’s death.” He ran a hand through his hair. “They were devoted to each other. Gloria would never have harmed Frances.”

			
			Kaminsky raised an unruly eyebrow and risked a glance at Elizabeth but said nothing.

			“Gloria’s at an age where a girl needs a mother to attend to…” He waved a hand in the air. “Frances did a marvelous job of planning Gloria’s debut. I don’t know what we would have done without her.” He took another sip of his drink. “And I know Gloria was very appreciative of Frances’s help.”

			Kaminsky continued to stare at DeWitt without saying anything.

			“I’ve spoken with the chief of police, and he assured me that, in his opinion, Frances was in the wrong place at the wrong time. The killer was probably looking for something to steal and Frances surprised him. Maybe she threatened to scream—I don’t know.”

			“So the thief was looking for something to steal in the ladies’ room?” Kaminsky said, his pencil poised above his notebook. “Is the police chief a friend of yours, too?”

			“What do you mean by that?” DeWitt sat up straighter in his chair.

			“Nothing, nothing.” Kaminsky made soothing gestures. “So Frances was beloved by all. According to you,” Kaminsky added after a beat. “Anything else you want to tell me?”

			DeWitt shook his head. “I expect you to get the story straight from now on.”

			“Oh, we will,” Kaminsky said. “We certainly will.”

			

			—

			The butler showed them out. Kaminsky paused to examine an oil portrait hanging in the corridor leading to the foyer and the front door of the townhouse. Elizabeth recognized DeWitt, although his dark hair had yet to sprout the sweeps of gray that now graced his temples. Gloria was much younger in the painting but there was no mistaking the beauty she would become. A woman stood behind Gloria—her mother, Elizabeth assumed. She had the same pale skin but her hair was a rich chestnut and her eyes a light brown—almost amber. Her expression was—sad? Resigned? Elizabeth couldn’t tell for sure.

			
			“So what did you think of that?” Kaminsky said when they were out on the sidewalk and the door to the townhouse was firmly closed. “Bunch of malarkey if you ask me.”

			The temperature had dropped and what had been an icy drizzle earlier had turned to fat flakes of snow. Elizabeth looked down at her shoes—burgundy leather T-straps—in dismay. She’d taken them out of the box for the first time that morning and didn’t relish the idea of walking through snow. But the ground was apparently still warm because the flakes were melting almost as soon as they hit the pavement.

			“What did I think of—”

			“Of DeWitt’s insistence that Gloria and her stepmother got on like a house afire.”

			“That’s not what Gloria told me. It sounded more like she despised Frances.”

			Kaminsky stopped and scrounged around in his pocket for his pack of Camels. He shook one out, propped it between his lips and scrambled in his pockets for some matches.

			“You said your sister knows Gloria? Maybe you could ask her if she knows anything.”

			“Rose has met Gloria. As for knowing her—”

			
			“Listen. Do me a favor, would you? See if you can get close to Gloria. Tell her we want to hear her side of the story. She’s more likely to open up to another dame.”

			“I suppose I could.”

			“Attagirl, Biz. I knew I could count on you.”

			

			—

			The doors to the subway opened and Elizabeth let herself be carried inside on the tide of human bodies pressing forward. She was reaching for the pole when a woman in back of her suddenly jumped from her seat and ran toward the open doors.

			Elizabeth slipped into the seat before anyone else noticed it was vacant. The woman to the right of her had her arms wrapped around a half dozen shopping bags and Elizabeth had to squeeze to the left to avoid the woman’s outstretched arms.

			There was a jolt and the train began to move, the swaying motion as it got underway nearly putting Elizabeth to sleep. She’d gotten Estelle’s column typed in the nick of time and had to run it down three floors to the typesetter herself.

			She’d overheard Estelle berating Kaminsky for taking Elizabeth away all afternoon, but Kaminsky had merely grunted and waved Estelle away like a pesky fly.

			As the train clattered over the tracks, Elizabeth thought about Kaminsky’s conversation with DeWitt. Was it possible that DeWitt actually thought Frances and Gloria got along? She thought of her own father—his nose buried in his newspaper during breakfast, his study door shut tight against the activity of the household until Mrs. Murphy called him for dinner. It was possible that DeWitt was so far removed from what went on under his roof that he’d convinced himself that his new wife and daughter were compatible.

			
			“You’re looking very tired, if you don’t mind my saying so, miss,” Jones said when Elizabeth arrived home.

			He took her coat and hat and put them in the front closet.

			“By the way. A gentleman called for you and asked that I give you a message. A Mr. Phillips Sloan. He said to tell you that he would call for you at eight o’clock as arranged and that he’d made reservations at the Stork Club.”

			Elizabeth groaned. All she wanted to do was enjoy a warm bowl of soup and crawl into bed with Gone With the Wind, the Margaret Mitchell novel Rose had given her for Christmas.

			There was a burst of Fleur de Rocaille perfume and Helen came toward the door.

			“Jones tells me that you and Phillips Sloan are going out tonight. That’s splendid news, darling. The Sloans are a wonderful family.”

			Elizabeth closed her eyes. Canceling the date with Phillips was now out of the question. Her mother would insist she go.

			“Are you going to wear your new rose organdy?”

			Elizabeth massaged the bridge of her nose. On top of everything, she felt a headache coming on.

			“Yes. I suppose I shall. And I imagine I should go freshen up. Please tell Mrs. Murphy not to set a place for me tonight.”

			

			—

			The full skirt of Elizabeth’s rose-colored gown rustled as she walked down the hall to the foyer. There, she paused in front of the gilt-framed mirror to check her reflection. She’d added sparkling diamante clips to either side of the dress’s square neckline and had left her hair down.

			
			She was ready early, as if by being early she could hurry the evening along and be back home sooner—which she knew was ridiculous. But here she was, watching the clock on the hall table click through the ten minutes until it would strike eight o’clock.

			Finally, the intercom buzzed, and Elizabeth pressed the button eagerly.

			“Tell him I’ll be right down,” she said to the doorman.

			Jones came gliding silently down the hall.

			“You’ll want your coat, miss. Will you be taking the fur tonight?”

			“Yes. I fear it’s still rather chilly out.”

			Jones retrieved a dark brown mink coat from the closet and helped Elizabeth into it. She picked up her elbow-length silk gloves from the hall table, pulled them on and gave one last check in the mirror before heading out.

			A black Packard was idling at the curb, a uniformed chauffeur behind the wheel.

			Phillips was standing by the open back door.

			“Darling, you look lovely,” he said as he ushered Elizabeth into the backseat before going around to the other side of the car and letting himself in.

			He wasn’t the sort of man to stand out in a crowd with his sandy-colored hair, pale skin and light brown eyes. He was tall and on the reedy side with bony wrists that stuck out beyond the cuffs of his shirt. While his pedigree was excellent, Elizabeth found him boring, with his wishy-washy looks and conversation sprinkled with uninteresting anecdotes of his time at Yale mixed with comments about the current price of stocks on the exchange.

			
			The car pulled away from the curb smoothly and soon they were heading south on Lexington Avenue and finally west on Fifty-third Street where the driver pulled up in front of a canopy with Stork Club written in large block letters. A gold chain stretched across the door and a uniformed doorman stood next to it.

			Phillips opened the car door for Elizabeth and, after a brief conversation with the doorman, the doorman removed the gold chain and ushered them inside.

			The club was warm, and Elizabeth was happy to surrender her coat to the coat-check girl. The orchestra was playing “Cheek to Cheek” and couples were swaying around the dance floor, the men somber in their dark suits, and the women sparkling with gold and diamond jewelry.

			The maître d’ led them between the tables and across the packed dining room.

			They passed a group of six people seated around a half moon–shaped leather banquette. Elizabeth recognized Sally Taylor, a classmate from Wellesley who ran in the same social circles as Elizabeth did. One of the men turned his head, and she realized it was Dickie Palmer, another acquaintance who often showed up at the same parties. Many of the other faces were familiar as well.

			Elizabeth paused briefly and smiled and waved. She could have sworn Sally saw her—Dickie, too—but neither of them responded so Elizabeth assumed she was mistaken. Phillips was waiting for her to join him so she continued toward the table where the maître d’ was holding a chair out for her.

			
			Elizabeth joined Phillips at their table, shook out her white linen napkin and placed it in her lap. The table was set with heavy silver cutlery, and there was a bowl of fresh flowers in the center of the pristine white tablecloth.

			Phillips pulled a pack of Old Golds from his pocket and offered one to Elizabeth. She shook her head. “No, thanks.”

			“Mind if I do?”

			She shook her head again, and he pulled out a cigarette and lit it with a snap of his gold Tiffany lighter.

			He leaned closer to Elizabeth. “I thought I saw Walter Winchell as we were coming in. Maybe we’ll be written up in his column.” He tapped his cigarette on the edge of the black-and-white Stork Club ashtray.

			A waiter approached their table and Phillips turned to Elizabeth.

			“Care for a drink?”

			“Yes, please. I’ll have the Stork Club Cocktail,” she said, ordering the club’s signature drink of gin, orange juice, lime juice, Cointreau, and bitters.

			“And for you, sir?”

			“I’ll take a Manhattan.”

			The waiter walked away with their drink orders and Phillips picked up the menu.

			“Say,” he said, putting it down again. “Did you hear about the murder at that debutante ball at the Waldorf? Didn’t you come out there? I remember Dickie and I getting absolutely smashed on champagne and him pushing me down the hall on one of the room service carts.” He took a puff of his cigarette and let the smoke out in a long, thin stream. “The papers are saying that Gloria DeWitt killed her stepmother. My sister Betty was at Miss Porter’s with Gloria and she said it wouldn’t surprise her one bit.”

			
			Elizabeth was about to say something but then bit her tongue. Kaminsky had told her to keep her ears open for any information she could glean.

			“Really? You think Gloria might have done it?”

			Phillips shrugged and ground his cigarette out in the ashtray.

			“Betty said that Gloria was a real daddy’s girl. You know her mother died when she was quite young. I suspect she resented having another woman in the house. And from what I’ve heard about the second Mrs. DeWitt…”

			Elizabeth tried not to appear too eager. “The second Mrs. DeWitt…?”

			But Phillips seemed to have lost interest in the conversation. He tapped his menu.

			“Do you know what you’re having?”

			Elizabeth felt a twinge of frustration as she opened her menu. The waiter arrived with their drinks, and she took a sip as she began scanning the dinner entrees.

			“I’ll have the broiled lamb chops with a fruit cocktail for a starter.” She closed her menu. “Now if you’ll excuse me for a moment, I’d like to go powder my nose.”

			
			Phillips stood up, and Elizabeth pushed back her chair and headed toward the back of the restaurant. The ladies’ room at the Stork Club was on the second floor, and Elizabeth felt her fatigue intensify as she climbed the stairs. She shouldn’t have had a cocktail—it was making her even sleepier. Perhaps if she splashed some cold water on her face, she’d be able to get through the rest of the evening without having her head land in her plate of lamb chops. That would certainly give Walter Winchell something to write about.

			Elizabeth went into the ladies’ room, ran the cold tap, and carefully patted water on her cheeks. The icy jolt was refreshing—she just hoped it would last through the exceedingly dull dinner ahead.

			Three women were sitting in the black-and-white striped chairs in front of the vanity mirror. Elizabeth took the fourth seat, opened her purse and pulled out her compact and lipstick. She had her powder puff in hand and was about to apply it, when she noticed the reflection of the other women in the mirror. She turned toward them.

			“Mary, Ruth, Alice! So lovely to see you. It’s been ages, hasn’t it?”

			Elizabeth waited, but none of the women acknowledged her presence. She felt her head swimming from fatigue and the few sips she’d had of her cocktail. Was she dreaming? Or was this real?

			The three women snapped their handbags shut, pushed back their chairs and stood up in unison. None of them looked at Elizabeth as they opened the door of the ladies’ room and walked out.

			Elizabeth’s cheeks burned as if she’d been slapped. She’d known Mary, Ruth and Alice for ages. She thought of the moment when she and Phillips had been walking to their table and she’d stopped to say hello to Sally. She thought Sally hadn’t seen her but now she knew she was wrong. Sally had seen her. And snubbed her. Just like Mary, Ruth and Alice had done just now.

			
			Gloria must have told them that Elizabeth had taken the photograph of her that had appeared on the front cover of the Daily Trumpet, because surely they wouldn’t have associated someone named Biz Adams with her.

			Elizabeth put her hands to her burning cheeks. She had to talk to Gloria and tell her she hadn’t meant for that to happen. It was Kaminsky’s doing—he’d been the one to retrieve the picture from the trash can. Why hadn’t she torn it up?

			She felt like crying, but she was damned if she was going to give them the satisfaction of knowing they had hurt her.

			Somehow she’d have to hold her head up high, walk downstairs and finish her dinner with Phillips.

			She had the feeling that taking that photograph of Gloria was going to turn out to be one of the biggest mistakes of her life.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 7

			“Darling, you look exhausted. Were you out terribly late with Phillips last night?” Helen’s expression was hopeful.

			“Not terribly,” Elizabeth said without looking up from the piece of toast she was buttering.

			“Well, did you have a good time, then?” Helen took a sip of her black coffee.

			“Yes. We went to the Stork Club.”

			“I imagine you saw plenty of people you knew. George and I haven’t been there in ages, have we George?”

			George grunted.

			“We must make a plan to go soon.”

			Elizabeth felt her stomach contract as if she’d been punched. She thought back to how her friends had snubbed her, and she felt the heat rushing into her face.

			“I’m so glad you’re giving Phillips a chance. He comes from a very—”

			“Good family. Yes, I know.”

			Elizabeth took a bite of her toast and immediately regretted it. Anxiety had turned her stomach sour.

			George rattled his paper and Helen lowered her voice.

			“I imagine it’s your job. You’ve been looking very peaked since you started working at that newspaper. I do wish you’d reconsider your decision.”

			Elizabeth sighed. She’d spent the night tossing and turning, listening to the grandfather clock in her father’s study chime the hours one by one. Her very bones ached this morning, and she didn’t know how she would get through the day.

			
			She pushed back her chair.

			“But you haven’t finished your breakfast,” Helen protested.

			“I’m afraid I’m not hungry.”

			

			—

			Elizabeth had retreated to the living room to read. She heard the rustling of her mother’s skirt as Helen walked into the room.

			“Darling, will you be home for dinner tonight? Mrs. Murphy has to call the butcher to order the meat. Your father has suddenly developed a craving for lamb chops.” Helen wrinkled her nose. “I do find them somewhat…gamey at times. We had them at the Taylors’ when we went for dinner last week, and I didn’t care for them at all. But Mr. Schwartz has assured me that his loin chops have a far more delicate flavor. Miriam Taylor can be rather parsimonious so who knows where she gets her meat.”

			Elizabeth laid her book facedown on her lap. “Yes, I’ll be having dinner with you tonight.”

			“But I suppose you’ll be going out afterward?” Helen clasped her hands in front of her chest. “You young people—always on the go.”

			“Actually, I’ll be staying in tonight.”

			“But, darling, surely you don’t want to sit at home on a Saturday night. Surely there must be something going on—a party, a trip to the theater?”

			“I’m afraid I’m rather tired.”

			“Is something wrong? Are you not feeling well?”

			
			“I’m fine.”

			Helen frowned. “I do hope you aren’t going to let that job interfere with your social life. You’ll never find a suitable husband sitting in those musty offices all day long, working so hard you’re too tired to join your friends on a Saturday night.”

			Her friends, Elizabeth thought, as her mother left the room. What had become of them? The phone hadn’t rung all day. Elizabeth found herself staring at it every time she went past it.

			Her mother was right—normally she’d be invited to something—perhaps even several things. But no one had rung to say they were throwing an impromptu get-together or that they had an extra ticket for the theater and would she care to join them.

			Sunday was no different. They went to St. James’s Church for the eleven o’clock service as usual. It was the servants’ day off, but Mrs. Murphy had left a chicken roasting in the oven for their lunch before leaving for her weekly visit to her cousin in Queens.

			Elizabeth and Rose helped Helen in the kitchen—opening a tin of peas and heating them up and mashing the potatoes. They had bouillon to start and canned peaches for dessert.

			To Elizabeth, the meal seemed interminable. She barely listened to the conversation going on around her and came to with a start when she heard her name mentioned.

			“Elizabeth, dear, do pay attention,” Helen said, dabbing at her lips with her napkin. “I asked if you planned to go out this afternoon.”

			“No,” Elizabeth said, quickly glancing down at her plate.

			The telephone still hadn’t rung. No one was looking for her to make a fourth in bridge or to join them on a stroll in Central Park now that the weather had turned fine after days of gray skies and drizzle.

			
			Elizabeth was beginning to realize the price she was going to have to pay to have a career.

			

			—

			The swaying of the subway car would have lulled Elizabeth to sleep if it had not been for a very young child, squirming and screaming in its mother’s arms. The poor woman looked as exhausted as Elizabeth felt, Elizabeth thought, glancing over toward where the pair was sitting.

			She’d spent the third night in a row tossing and turning, unable to sleep and only falling into an uneasy slumber as dawn began to break.

			The train stopped just outside the station, and this time Elizabeth found her eyes flickering closed. She came awake with a jolt as the train began to move again, moments later pulling into the Grand Central Station stop.

			It was a short walk to the Daily Trumpet building. The skies were overcast, and the wind had an edge to it, but the rain had stopped.

			“Don’t you look like hell,” Kaminsky said when Elizabeth walked into the newsroom.

			“Thanks.” Elizabeth said, looking around the empty room. “Where is everybody?”

			Kaminsky shrugged. “A couple of calls came in—an accident on the West Side Highway—a three-car pileup, and it looks like there’s at least one fatality. Mayor LaGuardia’s giving a press conference this morning on his proposed reform of the City Charter and a fight broke out at the Fulton Fish Market. In other words, business as usual.”

			
			The phone on Kaminsky’s desk rang and he reached over and grabbed it. Elizabeth glanced at the clock and wondered how she’d get through the day. She wanted to put her head down on her typewriter and take a good long nap. She glanced at the closed door of Estelle’s office but didn’t see her shadow lurking behind the frosted glass. She breathed a sigh of relief. She’d get herself a cup of coffee and then brace herself for Estelle’s arrival.

			“We’ve got a story!” Kaminsky yelled, dropping the telephone receiver back in the cradle.

			He sounded excited, and Elizabeth wondered if the exhilaration of a breaking story ever wore off.

			“A woman up in Yorkville was knocked down and had her purse snatched in broad daylight. The police are there now, taking her statement, so we’ve got to step on it.”

			“Coming.”

			Elizabeth was grateful to be on the move. She didn’t think she could stay awake if she had to spend the day at her desk pecking out another one of Estelle’s columns. She grabbed her camera and followed Kaminsky out the door.

			They took the Lexington Avenue IRT line from Grand Central Station. By this time of the morning, the worst of the crowds had dispersed and they were able to get seats. Elizabeth sank into hers gratefully, staring at the black square of the window opposite her as the train rattled along through the tunnel.

			Kaminsky stretched out his long legs, crossing them at the ankle. The hems of his trousers rode up, and Elizabeth was amused to note that his dark brown wool socks had clocks knitted into the design. He smelled of cigarettes, Ivory soap and hair tonic, and Elizabeth somehow found that comforting.

			
			“So why are you looking so hangdog this morning. Late night?”

			“Sort of.”

			Elizabeth braced herself as the subway rounded a corner, the wheels screeching against the iron rails, just before entering the Fifty-ninth Street station.

			“I have learned something interesting, though.”

			“Let’s have it, then.”

			“It’s as we suspected. DeWitt was lying and Gloria and Frances didn’t get along at all. Gloria has been a daddy’s girl since her mother died.”

			“And then along came the evil stepmother.”

			“Exactly.”

			“Now how did you find that out?”

			Elizabeth looked away. “I…I heard some women talking in the ladies’ room at the Stork Club.” That wasn’t exactly the truth, but it was close enough.

			The memory of how her friends had snubbed her came rushing back, and Elizabeth felt her stomach clench.

			Kaminsky whistled. “Swanky place. I wouldn’t have figured a working girl like you would be frequenting a joint like that.”

			Elizabeth bit her lip. She’d have to be more careful with what she talked about in the future.

			“It was a date.”

			“So the fella’s got money, I guess.”

			
			“No. Just trying to impress me, I think.”

			The train pulled out of the Fifty-ninth Street station and once again began to pick up speed.

			“Good work, Biz.” Kaminsky got to his feet. “Here’s our stop.”

			The clouds had blown over and the skies were clear and blue when they exited the subway station.

			“We’re looking for an address on Eighty-fifth Street near Second Avenue,” Kaminsky said, plopping his hat back on his head. “How about we walk down Eighty-sixth Street?”

			They waited at the light and then crossed to the south side of the street. Elizabeth peered in the shop windows as they walked.

			“Look!” she cried pointing to a display in the window of the Elk Candy Shop. “Aren’t those piglets darling?” She turned to Kaminsky. “Imagine! They’re made out of marzipan.”

			Kaminsky shuddered. “Never could stand the stuff myself. Our neighbor—a little old German lady—used to give us some every Christmas.”

			“What’s that delicious smell?” Elizabeth asked as they walked farther down the street.

			Kaminsky pointed to a shop front where a large sign, Deutsche Bockwurst, hung in the window. “It’s Schaller and Weber, right over there.”

			Elizabeth peered in the window where a man in a long white butcher’s apron was arranging a mouthwatering display of sausages and wursts of every imaginable kind.

			Elizabeth felt her stomach grumbling.

			They turned the corner onto Second Avenue and Kaminsky scanned the numbers on the buildings.

			
			“Here we are,” he said, pointing to a brownstone tucked in between two other buildings. Starched white curtains hung in the first-floor windows and the front steps had obviously been recently swept clean.

			Kaminsky pressed the doorbell, and they listened as a buzzer sounded inside.

			Moments later the door was opened by a uniformed policeman. Kaminsky whipped off his hat and pulled his press card from his pocket. The policeman nodded and stood aside for them to enter. He motioned them toward a door at the end of the corridor.

			The brownstone had obviously been divided into separate apartments. The stairs leading to the second floor were covered in worn gray carpeting and the linoleum leading to the first-floor apartment, though clean, was old and cracked.

			Elizabeth followed Kaminsky down the hall and through the door the policeman had indicated.

			The small parlor was crowded with furniture, and knickknacks sat on lace doilies on every available surface. An ornate cuckoo clock had pride of place on the fireplace mantel. The room was cold, and the small, older woman with graying hair in waves to her chin sat in a chintz-covered armchair with a heavy sweater wrapped around her. She was wearing thick black stockings on her stout legs and had an apron tied around her waist.

			A man sat in a wooden rush-seated chair turned so that his back was to them. He glanced over his shoulder and Elizabeth recognized him as the detective who had been at the scene of Frances’s murder—Sal Marino. She felt in her pocket where she still had the card he’d given her. Although he was sitting, he gave off the same waves of suppressed energy Elizabeth remembered from the first time she’d met him. And she found him just as attractive as she had then.

			
			“We’re done here,” Marino said, getting up from the chair and placing it back in the corner where he must have taken it from. He turned to the older woman. “Mrs. Kauffman, I’ll be in touch when I have some news for you.”

			He paused when he saw Elizabeth and gave a slow smile. She found herself wishing he wasn’t leaving so soon.

			He nodded at Kaminsky, clapped his hat on his head and made his way to the door. Elizabeth felt as if some of the light had been taken from the room with his departure.

			Kaminsky introduced himself to Mrs. Kauffman and pulled up the wooden chair Marino had just vacated. “Do you want to tell me what happened?”

			Mrs. Kauffman reached for the cup of tea on the table beside her with trembling hands.

			Elizabeth got out her camera. Taking the woman’s picture felt intrusive, and she knew that was something she would have to get over if she hoped to succeed in this job. She busied herself with finding the right angle for her pictures to take her mind off the uncomfortable feeling.

			Mrs. Kauffman flinched when the flashbulb went off. Elizabeth removed the spent bulb and hastily inserted another one before she lost her nerve.

			“Mrs. Kauffman, do you want to tell me what happened?” Kaminsky repeated, his pencil poised above the notepad he had pulled from his back pocket.

			
			“A young man grabbed my purse. Right in broad daylight. He knocked me over.” The flowered porcelain teacup clattered in the saucer as she put it back on the table. “What’s the world coming to when a decent, God-fearing woman like myself can’t walk down the street without being molested?”

			“What did the thief look like?”

			Mrs. Kauffman licked her lips and her eyes darted to and fro. “He was a young man. Dark-haired. He was wearing black pants and a white shirt.”

			“It’s cold out. Did he have on a jacket?”

			“Yes.” Mrs. Kauffman nodded. “It was a dark color—navy blue, I think—and it zipped up the front. And he wore a black hat.”

			“Do you remember anything else?”

			Mrs. Kauffman’s lips tightened and she shook her head.

			Kaminsky scratched behind his ear. “The clothing you describe sounds like a uniform—the unofficial uniform of the German American Bund.”

			“Ach, yes.” Mrs. Kauffman rubbed a pale, blue-veined hand across her forehead. “The Amerikadeutscher Volksbund.”

			“Did the man say anything to you?”

			Mrs. Kauffman’s lips trembled. She hesitated. “He said, ‘Geh nach Hause, Jude.’ ” She looked down at her clasped hands. “Go home, Jew.”

			

			—

			Elizabeth realized she was still shaking when she and Kaminsky got back to the Daily Trumpet offices. She felt a combination of a strange sort of feverish excitement that seeing Marino again had stirred up along with horror over what had happened to Mrs. Kauffman.

			
			“I can’t believe that happened to poor Mrs. Kauffman,” Elizabeth said as they hung up their hats and coats. “Who would do something like that?”

			“Nazis, that’s who. A nasty bunch,” Kaminsky said as he paused to light a cigarette. “That Hitler fellow is stirring up a lot of trouble for the Jews. Funny-looking guy, too.” Kaminsky took a deep drag on his cigarette and blew the smoke out in a stream.

			“I think it’s terrible,” Elizabeth said, horrified to hear the quaver in her voice and feel the tears springing to her eyes.

			“There’ll be a war, mark my words.”

			“But just the other day President Roosevelt said that our country would remain at peace.”

			Kaminsky gave a harsh laugh. “And I’ve got a bridge to sell you. I don’t believe it for a minute.”

			Elizabeth felt a chill that had nothing to do with the draft coming in the old rattling windows of their office building.

			She glanced at Estelle’s closed door, and this time she could discern the outline of Estelle sitting behind her desk. Elizabeth hoped she’d have time to eat her lunch before Estelle came out with another column to be typed. Mrs. Murphy had packed a sandwich for her—homemade chicken salad on white bread—and had insisted on cutting off the crusts so it would be a sandwich proper enough for a young lady like Elizabeth. She’d been scandalized at the thought of Elizabeth not having a hot lunch, let alone eating it at her desk.

			
			Elizabeth retrieved the sandwich from her purse and was unwrapping the waxed paper when her telephone rang.

			She picked up the receiver. “Hello?”

			“Elizabeth, this is Gloria DeWitt.”

			Elizabeth pushed her sandwich away—she’d suddenly lost her appetite.

			“I’d like you to have tea with me this afternoon. There’s something I want to discuss with you. Meet me at the Palm Court at the Plaza at five o’clock.”

			Before Elizabeth could say another word, Gloria had hung up.

			Elizabeth groaned.

			“What’s the matter?” Kaminsky asked from his desk, where he was enjoying his egg salad and onion sandwich.

			“Gloria DeWitt wants me to have tea with her. This afternoon. She must be furious with me.”

			“That’s great,” Kaminsky sputtered, his mouth full of egg salad. “Get whatever information you can out of her. We’ll see if we can make tomorrow’s paper.” Elizabeth spent the rest of the afternoon developing the pictures she’d taken that morning. She couldn’t shake the feeling of dread that hung over her like a heavy cloak. What did Gloria want to talk to her about if not to berate her for allowing that picture to be used?

			Kaminsky knocked on the door of the darkroom just as she was finishing up.

			“Let’s see what you’ve got.” He examined the photographs drying on the carousel, pausing before each one and rubbing his chin.

			
			“Good job, Biz. I talked to the boss, and we’re going to tie this story in with one on the rise of the German American Bund in New York City.”

			

			—

			It was later than Elizabeth would have liked by the time she was able to leave the office. She buttoned her coat and pulled on her gloves as she ran toward Madison Avenue. The bus was already at the stop and a line of people were waiting to get on. The last person had mounted the steps and the bus driver had his hand on the lever to close the door when Elizabeth arrived, frantically waving at the driver to wait.

			The bus was crowded, but she made her way toward the rear where she was able to find a strap to hang on to. The man standing next to her was well over six feet tall, and his arm, as he clung to the pole overhead, blocked her view out the window. It was warm with all the bodies pressed together and Elizabeth loosened the scarf around her neck.

			Elizabeth fretted at each stop, silently urging the passengers to hurry on and off. Gloria was no doubt already furious with her—she didn’t want to make it worse by being late.

			The bus finally reached her stop, and Elizabeth pushed her way to the exit. The bus had been close and stuffy, and she breathed a sigh of relief when she felt the fresh air on her face.

			She hurried across Fifty-ninth Street and was breathless by the time she reached the Plaza. The venerable building towered over Central Park South, floodlights illuminating the twenty-story façade in the growing dusk. Carriages were lined up along Central Park South, the horses stamping their hooves impatiently and snorting great clouds of vapor into the cold night. The air was tinged with the faintest scent of manure.

			
			Elizabeth stopped for a moment to catch her breath, nodded to the doorman then plunged through the door and into the majestic marble lobby of the Plaza Hotel.

			Elizabeth unbuttoned her coat and yanked off her gloves as she made her way across the lobby to the Palm Court. She put a hand up to her hat but didn’t have time to check to be sure that it was on straight.

			The Palm Court was a magnificent room—an outdoor garden brought inside with lavish palm trees and massive bouquets of fresh flowers under a domed stained-glass ceiling. A quartet played softly in the background, the music as soothing as the tinkling of a brook.

			Elizabeth scanned the tables quickly, looking to see if Gloria had arrived. She found her toward the back of the room and hastened over to where she was sitting. Gloria was wearing a red silk suit with a diamond brooch on the lapel and had a fox fur stole draped loosely over her shoulders. She held a sterling silver cigarette holder studded with garnets in one hand and a nearly empty martini glass in the other.

			“I’m so sorry I’m late,” Elizabeth said as she slid into the chair opposite Gloria.

			A waiter glided up to their table. “May I take your coat for you, miss?”

			“Thank you,” Elizabeth handed over her coat and scarf gratefully.

			The waiter reappeared moments later.

			“Won’t you have a drink?” Gloria said, holding her glass up to the waiter. “I’ll have another martini, please.”

			
			“Just some tea, thank you. Earl Grey, please.”

			The waiter bowed and moved away.

			“I suppose you know what I want to talk to you about,” Gloria said, peering at Elizabeth over the rim of her glass.

			Elizabeth had decided that she would explain…but she wouldn’t grovel. It wasn’t her fault the newspaper printed that photograph, and what was done was done. She couldn’t change it now.

			“I imagine it’s about the photograph,” Elizabeth said more coolly than she felt.

			Gloria tapped the end of her cigarette against the ashtray. “I think you owe me an explanation.” She leaned back in her chair and pulled the fox stole more closely around herself.

			Elizabeth noticed that Gloria’s eyes were slightly out of focus, and she wondered how many martinis she’d had before Elizabeth had got there.

			“The reporter took the photograph out of the trash can. I never meant for it to be published.”

			Gloria raised a glossy, dark brow.

			“Honest. I threw it away and Kaminsky—he’s the reporter—found it after I’d gone home.”

			Gloria leaned forward, putting both her arms on the table.

			“I need you to do something for me. I think you’ll agree it’s only fair.”

			“Yes. Of course. Whatever I can do…”

			“That photograph has given people the idea that I killed Frances. And I didn’t. You believe me, don’t you?” She grabbed Elizabeth’s hands and held them.

			
			Her hands were colder than Elizabeth expected.

			“I believe you.”

			“Then you’ll help me?”

			“I don’t see what I can do….”

			Gloria pulled her hands away and inserted a fresh cigarette into her cigarette holder.

			“It’s your fault everyone thinks I murdered Frances in the first place. If it hadn’t been for that dreadful photograph and that headline positively screaming that I was guilty…”

			Elizabeth bowed her head. “I know. And I can’t tell you how sorry I am.” She stirred a spoon of sugar into her tea. “Why were you crying in the ladies’ room that night? It was your night. You should have been happy.”

			Gloria twisted the sapphire ring on her finger around and around. “I’d had a row with Frances earlier. She was threatening to tell Father to write me out of his will because of…things I’d done that she didn’t approve of.”

			Gloria grabbed Elizabeth’s hand again. “You’ve got to promise you won’t let them write anything else about me in that horrid newspaper you work for. You’ve done enough damage already.”

			“But I don’t have any say over what the paper prints.”

			“I’m sure you’ll find a way.” Gloria’s tone became even more hard-edged. “I could ruin you socially, you know. Or I could help smooth this whole thing over. Your choice.” She flicked the ash from her cigarette into the ashtray. “I’ve already told plenty of people you took that dreadful picture of me. Don’t think you fooled them by using a different name.”

			
			Elizabeth thought of her experience in the ladies’ room at the Stork Club and suppressed a shiver.

			“I can either tell them that I gave you permission to use the photograph or…”

			Gloria let the threat dangle in the silence. Elizabeth felt the blood pounding in her ears.

			“Or.” Gloria paused and took a sip of her martini, leaving a half moon of red lipstick on the rim. “I can tell them that the photograph was all a joke, and I was in on it. It was just too bad that the newspaper got hold of it and decided it would create a sensation.”

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 8

			The heating was broken in the subway car Elizabeth rode home and one of the windows was open, letting in a frigid draft. A burly gentleman with a large handlebar mustache wearing mud-spattered work overalls tried to close it, but after several minutes was forced to throw up his hands in defeat. The window was hopelessly stuck.

			Elizabeth huddled in her seat. The conversation with Gloria had shaken her. She knew Gloria was as good as her word. If Elizabeth didn’t help clear Gloria’s name, her own name would end up being mud.

			By the time Elizabeth arrived home, she was chilled to the bone. She decided to make herself a cup of tea.

			She hung up her hat and coat and pushed open the swinging door to the kitchen. The kitchen had always been Elizabeth’s refuge—warm and cozy and always filled with good smells. Mrs. Murphy kept a jar of homemade cookies on the counter—coconut macaroons or oatmeal raisin—just for Elizabeth, Rose and James.

			Elizabeth used to do her homework at the kitchen table, comforted by Mrs. Murphy’s bustling movements as she peeled potatoes or cut up vegetables and Jones’s quiet but solid presence.

			Today Jones was seated at the kitchen table polishing several serving spoons and forks, just as Elizabeth had seen him do countless times over the years. Mrs. Murphy was at the counter working energetically on a piece of dough, which she was rolling into a circle. The front of her apron was dusted with flour and there was a streak of it in her graying hair.

			
			Elizabeth sniffed appreciatively. Mouth-watering smells emanated from the pots on the stove and wafted from the oven. Mrs. Murphy paused in her rolling to open the oven door and peer inside. Nestled in a roasting pan were several Cornish game hens.

			“They’re browning nicely,” Mrs. Murphy said with satisfaction, her face flushing in the blast of heat from the oven.

			“Is there a special occasion?”

			“It’s your mother’s dinner party,” Mrs. Murphy said, turning around. “Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten.”

			Elizabeth groaned. She had forgotten. All she really wanted to do was get warm and then crawl into bed.

			Mrs. Murphy went back to working her pastry dough. “Can I get you something?” she asked over her shoulder.

			“I was going to make myself a cup of tea. I very nearly froze to death on the way home.”

			Mrs. Murphy turned around, her hands on her ample hips. “You really should be careful, missy, given how sick you were and all.”

			“But that was ages ago,” Elizabeth said. “I’m fine now.”

			Mrs. Murphy frowned as she retrieved a small pot from the rack, filled it with water and put it on the stove.

			“You gave us such a scare,” Mrs. Murphy said. “Didn’t she, Mr. Jones?”

			Jones looked up from the silver spoon he’d been polishing.

			“She certainly did.”

			“Well, I’m perfectly fine now,” Elizabeth insisted as Mrs. Murphy handed her a cup of tea.

			
			“We wouldn’t want to go through that again,” Mrs. Murphy said as she fitted her pie dough into a fluted pie plate. “You were in that hospital for so long sometimes we thought you’d never come out.” She reached for a blue-and-white-striped ceramic bowl and poured the contents into the pie. “And we didn’t know how you would come out when you did. Everyday there were pictures in the paper of children who’d been horribly crippled by that terrible disease.”

			Ever since Elizabeth had been diagnosed, Mrs. Murphy had refused to utter the word polio as if that would somehow be bad luck. As if it hadn’t already been bad enough luck that Elizabeth had contracted the disease in the first place.

			She’d never forget the look on her parents’ faces when the doctor gave them the news. Or the fear that had gripped her when they told her she would have to go to the hospital.

			Elizabeth was finishing her tea when the swinging door opened and her mother burst into the room.

			“There you are!” she exclaimed when she saw Elizabeth sitting at the kitchen table watching Jones polish an intricately carved silver pie server, carefully working the cloth into each of the crevices.

			Elizabeth looked up.

			“You haven’t forgotten our dinner party, have you? I’ve got you next to Thomas Hutchinson. I thought it would be nice for you young people to sit together.”

			“Mother! He’s at least thirty-five years old.”

			Helen waved a hand. “You make it sound as if he’s old enough to be your father, and you know perfectly well that isn’t the case.” Helen peered at Elizabeth. “You are going to change, aren’t you? You look a bit…shopworn, I’m afraid.”

			
			“I’m terribly tired. Couldn’t I have a tray in my room instead?”

			“Darling, don’t be ridiculous. Jones has already set the table. We’ll be an uneven number without you.”

			Mrs. Murphy leaned into the gap between Elizabeth and Helen.

			“I’m afraid that job is tiring you out too much. Like I said before, you have to be mindful of your health.”

			Elizabeth wanted to scream or tear her hair out or do something equally drastic.

			Instead she went up to her room to change.

			

			—

			The faces around the dining table glowed ruddy in the warmth of the candles lighting the table. Cora Farthingale sat opposite Elizabeth. The sparkle of the diamond brooch pinned to her shoulder was enhanced by the glittering flames.

			Her husband, Charles, was to Elizabeth’s left and was involved in an intense conversation with Hugo VanderKamp across the table. Elizabeth stifled a yawn as Jones began to clear the dessert plates.

			Thomas Hutchinson leaned toward Elizabeth. He had a bland face and smelled medicinal—like soap or cough lozenges.

			“I suppose you’ve been terribly busy with the Daughters of Charity ball that’s coming up next month.”

			Elizabeth stared at him for a moment, weighing her response.

			“Actually, I’m not. I’m working.”

			Hutchinson looked as if he’d been given a jolt of electricity.

			
			“Working? You don’t say? Charity work, I presume?”

			“Hardly. I’m working for the Daily Trumpet.”

			She hesitated to mention that she was a photographer. Would he connect her with that front-page photograph of Gloria DeWitt?

			Elizabeth noticed her mother looking in her direction. Helen looked terribly pleased and nodded her head at Elizabeth in encouragement.

			Elizabeth shuddered. If her mother thought that she was going to take up with Hutchinson, with his pasty white face and old-fashioned assumptions about women…

			Finally, Helen pushed back her chair. Her discipline showed in her slim figure, set off by the draped plum-colored jersey dress she was wearing.

			“Ladies, shall we adjourn to the living room for some coffee and let the men have their brandy and cigars in peace?” She gave a throaty laugh.

			The ladies pushed back their chairs in unison, their skirts rustling as they stood up and followed Helen into the living room where the lights had been dimmed just enough to soften the ladies’ features and create pools of shadows in the corners of the room.

			Elizabeth chose one of the two armchairs placed opposite the sofa and sank into it gratefully. She envied her sister, Rose, who, at fourteen, was considered too young to attend dinner parties and was having a tray in the comfort of her own room.

			As soon as they were settled, Jones entered balancing a tray of Aynsley porcelain demitasse cups filled with strong, dark coffee.

			“Thank you,” Elizabeth said, as she accepted one and took a sip.

			
			The low murmur of the ladies’ voices washed over her and she felt her eyes drifting closed until suddenly she heard someone mention Frances’s name.

			She sat up abruptly, nearly spilling her coffee. She placed the cup on the small table next to the arm of her chair and leaned forward to listen.

			“I didn’t want to say anything during dinner,” Cora Farthingale was saying. “Not exactly comme il faut, if you know what I mean.” She tittered and smoothed the garnet-red velvet skirt of her dress. “But I can’t help thinking about that dreadful murder at Gloria DeWitt’s debut. Poor, dear Frances. What a terrible thing to have happened. Imagine.” She shuddered.

			Marguerite VanderKamp arched her brow. “Cora, dear, I don’t know why you’re so surprised. It’s exactly the sort of thing one would expect to happen to someone like Frances DeWitt.”

			Viola Partridge leaned forward in her seat, dark brown eyes vivid with excitement. “I heard she had a lover.” She leaned back in her chair with a smug expression on her face.

			Marguerite rolled her eyes. “That was hardly a secret, Viola. They weren’t particularly discreet. I saw them lunching together at the ’21’ Club. They looked very cozy, if I must say so myself.”

			“Who is he? What did he look like? Is he terribly handsome?” Cora said, pausing with her coffee cup halfway to her mouth.

			“The usual, if you know what I mean. Matinee idol good looks but clearly not…well, I don’t mean to sound snobbish….”

			The ladies nodded their heads in understanding.

			“But there was something…smarmy about him. I can’t imagine how Frances could allow herself….”

			
			Cora gave Marguerite a pitying look. “I’m not surprised. Frances was hardly one of us, no matter how much money she spent on her clothes and hair.”

			“But who is this fellow?” Viola sounded querulous.

			Marguerite took a sip of her coffee. “I don’t know his name. Just another Lothario with too much Brylcreem in his hair and one of those pencil-thin mustaches that looks as if they can’t make up their mind whether they want to grow one or not.”

			“Do you remember Dolores Bennett?” Viola said, looking from one woman to another.

			“Vaguely.” Marguerite took a handkerchief from her pocket and dabbed at her nose. “Didn’t she have a nervous breakdown or something?”

			“They said at the time that she was suffering from exhaustion, but you’re right, darling, it was a nervous breakdown. Because of some man, apparently.”

			“Surely not because of Arthur Bennett. He was as tame as an old blind dog.”

			Viola shook her head and the diamante combs in her hair quivered. “Of course not. It was that lover of hers. I do wish I knew his name! But do you suppose it’s the same fellow?”

			“I suppose it’s possible,” Marguerite drawled. “But why did she have a nervous breakdown? Did Arthur find out?”

			“I don’t think so, but apparently the fellow up and demanded money from her. Can you imagine? Here Dolores was imagining herself as some sort of femme fatale when all along the fellow just wanted money.”

			
			Cora sniffed. “Suppose that fellow who had been romancing Frances was after the same thing—payment of some kind. It positively makes one blush at the implications.”

			“And”—Marguerite leaned forward, steadying her coffee cup with her hand—“what if she said no and he got mad and he killed her?”

			The ladies looked at one another.

			“It’s possible,” Cora said. “I wonder if the police have thought of that.”

			“Do you think we should tell them?” Viola asked. “About the lover, I mean.”

			Helen cleared her throat. “I don’t think we want to get involved with the police, do we? After all, we don’t know anything for a fact. We might end up with our names in the paper or something dreadful like that.”

			The women murmured agreement.

			“Or with our picture on the front page like Frances’s poor stepdaughter Gloria.”

			Marguerite glanced around with a sly look on her face. “Or murdered like poor, dear unlamented Frances herself.”

			

			—

			“Well, I think that was a success, don’t you?” Helen turned to Elizabeth as she shut the door on the last of their departing guests with a sigh. Cora Farthingale had been inclined to linger, and although her husband had cleared his throat several times and made to get up from his seat on the sofa more than once, Cora had determinedly ignored him. She had even ignored the occasional dainty yawn that Helen had gone to no pains to hide.

			
			Finally Charles Farthingale, putting his hands on his knees, had thrust himself up from the soft confines of the living room sofa and announced in his gruff voice that it was high time they were going.

			Cora had looked disappointed and as if she was about to argue, but Helen and George had jumped to their feet as well making feeble and obviously insincere pleas for them to stay just a bit longer.

			Fortunately, Charles had got his hand on Cora’s elbow by then and was already steering her toward the door, where Jones was standing ready with Cora’s luxurious mink coat and Charles’s dark gray wool one.

			Alone in her room, Elizabeth breathed a sigh of relief as she drew the long chintz curtains over the bedroom windows. She was achingly tired, but her mind was spinning as she slipped into her nightgown. She was tempted to skip her nightly ablutions but her mother’s warnings about cleaning off one’s makeup before bed rang in her ears. She didn’t want to wake up in the morning and find her complexion, of which she was rather proud, covered in blemishes.

			She padded into the bathroom in her bare feet, her toes curling up as she hit the cold tiles underfoot. She retrieved the familiar jar of Pond’s cold cream from the medicine chest and began to cream her face.

			As tired as she was, she was glad her mother had insisted on her joining the dinner party. So the ladies thought Frances had had a lover. Elizabeth thought back to Gloria’s debut and the man she had seen standing behind Frances’s chair during the dance. Had that been Frances’s lover, she wondered? The two had looked intimate enough. She remembered seeing the man again in the Astor Bar.

			
			Elizabeth put her hair up in pin curls, put a hairnet over them and finally she was ready for bed. She was pulling back the down comforter on her four-poster bed when there was a muffled scream from outside her bedroom door followed by the sound of running footsteps.

			She shoved her feet into her slippers, grabbed her robe and slipped into it, opening the door to the hall as she tied the belt around her waist.

			Her father was in the foyer by the front door bending over a figure on the floor. Elizabeth realized with a start that it was her mother.

			She hurried over, her slippers making a clapping sound as they slapped against her heels.

			“What happened? What’s going on? Mother, are you hurt?”

			Her mother’s face was white and twisted with pain.

			Her father’s expression was grim. “Your mother’s slipped, and I fear she’s broken her leg.”

			“I thought I heard someone scream.” Mrs. Murphy appeared behind them.

			“It’s Mother. She may have broken her leg.”

			Mrs. Murphy was still in her housedress but had removed her apron and taken down her hair. Her lips fell in pleats around her mouth, which was slightly caved in, and it was obvious she’d already taken her dentures out for the night.

			“Oh, my heavens,” Mrs. Murphy said, covering her mouth with her hand.

			Jones appeared then, still fully dressed in his black pants, starched white shirt and black jacket, looking as alert as if it was the middle of the day and not nearly midnight.

			
			“I’ll ring for an ambulance,” he said in a calm voice.

			Elizabeth knelt next to her mother, and smoothed Helen’s hair back gently. Helen’s eyes had an unfocused look, and she was moaning softly under her breath. Elizabeth looked up. “Perhaps we should get something to cover her with.”

			“I’ll get a throw from the living room,” Mrs. Murphy said, scurrying off.

			“I went to check to be sure the front door was locked,” Helen said in a low, pained voice. “I was afraid I might have forgotten to latch it after the Farthingales left. I must have slipped on something.” She closed her eyes, her mouth twisted to the side.

			“That marble floor is slippery,” Mrs. Murphy said, rocking back and forth on her heels, her arms folded across her chest. “Especially in those delicate shoes you’re wearing.” She pointed to the plum-colored satin pumps that matched Helen’s dress.

			Elizabeth heard a noise and turned around. Rose appeared in the foyer, rubbing sleep from her eyes.

			“What’s happened?”

			Elizabeth had hoped Rose would sleep through to morning and not have to witness their mother in such obvious pain.

			“Mother’s had an accident,” she said, getting up and putting an arm around her sister. “She may have broken her leg. I’m sure she’ll be fine in no time.”

			Elizabeth could feel Rose trembling. “Why don’t you get your robe while we wait for the ambulance to arrive?”

			
			Rose had a bewildered look on her face as she turned and went back down the hall to her room.

			Presently, they heard sirens in the distance, the sound getting louder and louder until it ended abruptly in a wail outside the building.

			“I think they’re here,” George said.

			He opened the door to the apartment and stepped into the hall.

			Soon the foyer was filled with people in white bustling around Helen. Elizabeth stood back as Helen’s leg was placed in a splint before she was carefully moved to a stretcher.

			George grabbed his coat from the closet and was buttoning it as he started out the door.

			“I’m going with Helen,” he said. “I’ll telephone as soon as I know something.”

			Watching the ambulance crew maneuver the stretcher through the door brought back a rush of memories Elizabeth didn’t want to face. She remembered her mother and father’s worried faces as they peered at her wrapped in a white blanket, lying helpless on the stretcher while they prepared to take her out to the ambulance. She remembered looking up at the ceiling as they made their way out the door, wondering if that was to be the last glimpse she’d ever have of her home.

			On her way back to her own bedroom, Elizabeth peeked into Rose’s, pleased to see that her sister had fallen back to sleep. She closed the door as quietly as possible and continued down the hall.

			As tired as she was, she knew she would have trouble falling asleep. Her heart still felt as if it was pounding abnormally hard and she could feel the blood rushing in her veins.

			
			Her mother would be laid up for weeks…maybe longer. She remembered when Daisy Campbell had broken her leg in a field hockey game against Mount Holyoke. She’d hobbled around campus on crutches for months afterward.

			Elizabeth hung up her robe, tucked her slippers alongside the bed and crawled under the covers.

			And even though she was convinced she wouldn’t sleep a wink, fatigue took over and she was asleep within minutes.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 9

			Only two places were set at the breakfast table that morning although George’s New York Times was folded and in its usual position at the head of the table. Elizabeth and Rose took seats opposite each other, their eyes straying to the empty chairs at either end of the table.

			“Where’s Father?” Rose said, her voice trembling slightly, when Mrs. Murphy bustled in with Rose’s oatmeal and Elizabeth’s boiled egg and toast on a tray.

			“He was at the hospital until terribly late last night, poor thing, so he’s taking it easy this morning. He said to tell you that your mother is doing fine and he’ll be bringing her home later today.”

			Elizabeth was glad to see Rose’s expression brighten at that news. She was glad to hear it herself, she realized, as she sliced the top off her boiled egg.

			Rose sprinkled sugar on her oatmeal and stirred it in. She looked up at Elizabeth shyly.

			“I think what you’re doing is wonderful, you know.”

			Elizabeth opened her mouth, but Rose put up a hand to stop her.

			“I know Mother and Father don’t approve, but I think you’re terribly brave to be working the way you are. I’ve been thinking about it,” she said, looking down at her bowl and allowing her long, fair hair to form a curtain over her face. “I’ve been thinking I’d like to be a nurse someday.” She looked up at Elizabeth. “I think I’d be good at it.”

			“I’m sure you would,” Elizabeth said, giving her younger sister a big smile.

			
			“I don’t want to waste my life going to parties and hosting charity events like Mother.” Rose wrinkled her nose. “I’m afraid I’d be absolutely bored to tears.”

			“You probably would be,” Elizabeth said. “I know I would.”

			“You don’t think that’s silly? Wanting to be a nurse, I mean?”

			“Not at all.” Elizabeth took a sip of her coffee. “You’d be helping people, and that’s important.”

			“I haven’t told Father. I haven’t even told Mother yet.” Rose looked up with a hopeful expression on her face. “Would you tell them for me?”

			Elizabeth stopped with her spoon halfway to her mouth.

			“I think you need to tell them yourself.”

			“You will back me up, though, won’t you?”

			Elizabeth reached out a hand and patted her sister’s. “Of course.”

			

			—

			Elizabeth hadn’t even taken her hat off before Kaminsky was by her side. He had his coat on and a half-eaten bagel in his hand.

			“Hold on to your hat,” he said. “They’ve found a body in Central Park, and it looks like foul play. The police are there now. Sullivan’s out today, so grab your camera, and let’s go.”

			Elizabeth slung the strap of her camera case over her shoulder and followed Kaminsky out the door and to the elevator.

			It was one of those rare winter days where the thermometer had surprised everyone by shooting up well above the freezing mark. The skies were blue, the breeze mild, and people were unbuttoning their coats and lifting their faces to the sun.

			It wouldn’t last, but Elizabeth thought it felt heavenly.

			
			They took the Lexington Avenue IRT to the Sixty-eighth Street Hunter College stop.

			Kaminsky paused at the top of the flight of stairs leading to the street and pulled out his pack of Camels. He cupped his hand around the match and lit one.

			“We can walk up to the Seventy-second Street entrance to the park. The body’s there, right off the path.”

			Elizabeth felt a tremor of excitement combined with an equal dose of apprehension.

			“Do you know how the victim was killed?” she asked Kaminsky, hoping that they’d been dispatched with a gunshot and the body’s only disfigurement would be a nice, clean bullet hole.

			“Hit over the head with the proverbial blunt instrument apparently. Why?”

			Elizabeth shrugged. “Just curious,” she said as she tried not to think about what that was likely to look like.

			By now they’d reached Fifth Avenue where they crossed to the Central Park side of the street and walked down the stone wall–bordered cobblestone path that wound around the perimeter of the park.

			A chestnut vendor’s cart was parked just outside the Seventy-second Street entrance to the park. Despite the unexpected warmth of the day, the vendor was buttoned into a heavy, worn-looking overcoat and had a black knitted scarf wound twice around his neck. His black-and-white tweed newsboy cap was pulled down low onto his forehead.

			Glossy brown chestnuts were scattered across the top of the brazier, popping and sizzling over the orange-red coals.

			
			A couple was standing in front of the cart, arms linked, heads close together. They giggled as the young man put some coins into the vendor’s palm in exchange for a small paper bag filled with the roasted chestnuts.

			The woman was wearing a scarlet wool coat with a matching scarf tossed over one shoulder. A dark gray hat with a red grosgrain ribbon around the crown sat atop her glossy black curls. Even with the woman’s back to her, Elizabeth could tell she must be attractive by the saucy tilt of her head and the way the young man appeared to be enraptured by her presence.

			He held the bag of chestnuts out to her and she tossed her head gaily and looked up at him. Her profile seemed familiar, and Elizabeth continued to stare as the young man dared to plant a quick surreptitious kiss on the woman’s ruby lips.

			They were turning into the Seventy-second Street entrance to the park when it occurred to Elizabeth. She stopped in the middle of the path and grabbed Kaminsky’s arm.

			“Did you see that?”

			“See what?”

			“The couple buying chestnuts. That was Gloria DeWitt. She was with a young man. I remember her dancing with him at her debut at the Waldorf.”

			“You don’t say.” Kaminsky looked over his shoulder, but the couple had already moved on. “I wonder how the cops are coming on her stepmother’s murder? I think I’ll give my contact at the police station a call. It’s time we followed up on that story.”

			
			Panic seized Elizabeth for a moment. What if the paper printed something new about Gloria? Would Gloria blame her for it? Elizabeth didn’t doubt that Gloria would do what she’d threatened to if that happened.

			The murdered man was lying just off the macadam path under a large tree, its bare branches arching over his body as if to protect it. Black-and-yellow police tape encircled the scene, stretched between three trees and tied around their thick trunks. It lay slack in the still air.

			Two bored-looking uniformed policemen were guarding the scene. Kaminsky approached one of them and flashed his press card.

			“Daily Trumpet. Can you tell me what we’ve got here?” He pulled his battered notebook from his pocket along with his stubby yellow pencil.

			The cop shrugged. “Looks like a mugging gone sour. Victim’s wallet is missing.”

			“How was he killed?” Kaminsky scribbled some notes on his pad and looked up.

			“Who knows? They hit him good with something hard. Maybe a rock. Maybe a bat of some kind.”

			“Does it look like they meant to kill him?”

			“Hard to say. It could have been bad luck that the guy had a thin skull.”

			“Who is he? Do you know?”

			The cop scratched behind one ear. “No idea. No ID on him to speak of. Just a pack of matches from some place called Café des Artistes. The detective thinks he was maybe cutting across the park on his way home.”

			
			Elizabeth looked the scene over, carefully avoiding the man’s caved-in skull and the blood that had turned the collar of his white shirt bright red.

			“He looks to be well-dressed,” she told Kaminsky. “The cashmere coat looks like it’s from Brooks Brothers, and that scarf is certainly silk. And the shoes are definitely Church’s. He might have bought them in London so perhaps he travels a lot?”

			Kaminsky gave Elizabeth a strange look. “You sure know a lot about this fancy luxury stuff. Where’d you learn all that?”

			Elizabeth felt the heat rising to her cheeks. “Oh”—she waved a hand—“I read a lot of magazines. Living vicariously, I guess you could say.”

			Kaminsky didn’t look convinced, but he turned back to the cop who was unwrapping a piece of Black Jack gum.

			“Any idea about time of death?”

			The cop popped the piece of gum in his mouth and began chewing.

			“Medical examiner thinks a couple of hours ago. The blood’s still tacky.”

			Elizabeth felt her stomach turn over.

			Kaminsky motioned to the body. “Why don’t you get some pictures, Biz?”

			Elizabeth felt like a voyeur taking photographs of this poor man whose life had oozed out of him drop by drop in such an exposed fashion—his picture to be on display in every paper in town, his untimely death to be discussed over lunch and cocktails along with Joe DiMaggio’s batting average and the chances of the Yankees making it into the Word Series.

			
			Once again, she realized she was grateful to have the camera between herself and the scene. Would she ever get used to this, she wondered. The congealing blood on the side of the man’s face suddenly reminded her of the rare steak her father had ordered the night he’d taken them all to Gallaghers Steakhouse to celebrate Elizabeth’s college graduation, and Elizabeth felt lightheaded and had to fight down the bile that rose in her throat leaving it feeling raw and burnt.

			“You okay, kid?” Kaminsky said, looking over at Elizabeth.

			“I’m fine,” Elizabeth said, but her voice was so faint that Kaminsky became even more alarmed.

			Kaminsky pocketed his pad and pencil. “You look like you could use something to perk you up. Fortunately for you, I know just the thing.”

			Elizabeth didn’t even want to know what Kaminsky had in mind, but she let herself be led out of the park and back to Fifth Avenue, out of sight of that poor man’s body.

			“Come on,” Kaminsky said, as they crossed the street and headed toward Lexington Avenue.

			“I like your pictures, Biz,” Kaminsky said after they’d gone half a block. “There’s something about them. Sullivan’s a crack photographer, but you have a great eye. Your pictures are different somehow. Maybe it’s the woman’s touch.” He slapped Elizabeth on the back. “Besides, I like working with you. Sullivan’s an old curmudgeon.”

			The brisk walk and bracing air made Elizabeth feel better, and by the time they reached their destination, Elizabeth was feeling considerably better.

			
			“Where are we going?” she said.

			“Right here.” Kaminsky gestured to a rough-looking wooden door with a small window, dulled by grime, at the top.

			Elizabeth looked up. Individual gold letters that fanned out over the door read O’Grady’s Pub.

			Kaminsky pulled open the door, but Elizabeth balked.

			“I can’t go in there,” she said, peering into the darkened interior.

			“Why not?”

			“Because,” Elizabeth stalled, “it’s not a proper place for a lady.”

			“You’re not a lady anymore,” Kaminsky said, as he urged Elizabeth through the doorway. “You’re a newspaper photographer now.”

			The interior of the pub was thick with cigarette smoke and smelled of spilled beer, cheap booze and unwashed clothes. Elizabeth wrinkled her nose.

			A group of men were clustered on stools around the bar talking to the bartender, who had a dirty apron tied around his waist and was leaning on the bar with both hands, listening to a fellow who spoke with an accent and was wearing a heavy work shirt and pants.

			All the men looked up when Elizabeth walked in. The bartender crossed his arms over his chest and frowned.

			“What’s the matter? You never seen a dame before?” Kaminsky asked, and they looked away and bowed their heads over the glasses in front of them.

			Kaminsky led Elizabeth to a table at the back and gestured for the bartender.

			The bartender was a big man with large hands and splayed knuckles. His face looked like he’d gone a couple of rounds with Joe Louis, the Brown Bomber.

			
			“What’ll it be?” he asked Kaminsky, his arms still crossed over his chest. He avoided looking at Elizabeth.

			“Two shots of Old Schenley’s and a couple of beer chasers.”

			“I can’t drink that,” Elizabeth protested as the bartender walked away with their order.

			“Sure you can. Put some color back in your face. You look like you’ve seen your own ghost.”

			The table was sticky, and Elizabeth kept her hands in her lap as they waited.

			Moments later, the bartender plunked down two shot glasses and two beer glasses.

			“Bottoms up,” Kaminsky said, picking up one of the shot glasses and throwing the liquid down his throat. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

			Elizabeth picked up her glass and took a cautious sip. She began to cough and tears welled up in her eyes.

			Elizabeth was no stranger to sipping cleverly mixed cocktails, vintage wine and fine champagne but downing an entire shot of pure alcohol wasn’t something she was exactly used to.

			“Come on,” Kaminsky urged. “All of it.”

			Elizabeth thought perhaps doing it quickly, the way Kaminsky had, would make it more palatable. She picked up the shot glass again, silently counted to three and tossed back the liquid.

			She immediately began coughing and sputtering as tears streamed down her face and her nose began to run. The whiskey left a trail of fire going down her throat and spreading throughout the pit of her stomach.

			
			She grabbed the glass of beer and gulped some down. The cool liquid felt heavenly and she drank some more. She was astonished, when she put the glass down, to see she’d drunk half of it without realizing it.

			Kaminsky was watching her with a bemused expression on his face.

			“Feeling better?” he said.

			Surprisingly she did, Elizabeth realized. The tension in her shoulders had eased and her fists were no longer clenched. She gave a big sigh. The bludgeoned body in the park seemed so far away now. Kaminsky seemed so far away. And he was going in and out of focus. Her eyes wanted to close, and she had to struggle to keep them open.

			Kaminsky was grinning broadly. Elizabeth suspected that should alarm her, but for some reason it didn’t. She felt insulated from the world…from her own feelings. The room began to rock, and she put both hands down on the table to steady it.

			Kaminsky reached out and moved her beer glass. “I think you’ve had enough of that. At least you’ve got some color back in your face.”

			Elizabeth wanted to put her head down on the table, dirty though it was, and take a long nap.

			Kaminsky tilted his chair back on two legs. He took a long swallow of his beer.

			“So tell me about yourself, Biz.”

			“Not much to tell.” Elizabeth burped. “Excuse me.” She put a hand over her mouth. “What do you want to know?” She tried to bring Kaminsky into focus but he kept insisting on splitting into two.

			
			When he didn’t answer, Elizabeth went on.

			“I went to Wellesley,” she said without thinking. “I made my debut at the Waldorf Astoria just like Gloria DeWitt.” She giggled. “Only no one was murdered so it wasn’t nearly as exciting.”

			Elizabeth had the distinct feeling she was saying things she shouldn’t, but she couldn’t seem to stop herself.

			“So you’re one of them classy dames. The type who lives on Fifth Avenue in a building with a doorman.”

			Elizabeth shook her head. “Madison Avenue.” Her head drooped.

			Kaminsky let his chair drop back into place. “I figured there was something about you. You didn’t seem like the rest of us poor working stiffs.” He finished the rest of his beer. “Come on, Biz, we’ve got to get back to work.” He took her by the elbow and helped her up.

			Elizabeth’s legs felt strange, and she couldn’t seem to walk in a straight line.

			“Let’s go. Some fresh air will do you good.” Kaminsky led her out the door and onto the sidewalk.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 10

			Elizabeth slipped the last negative into the developer and watched as the picture slowly appeared. Her head was pounding although she’d taken two aspirin with a large glass of water at Kaminsky’s suggestion. She hadn’t had any lunch, which was probably a good thing since her stomach still felt as if it might betray her at any moment.

			She fished the print from the solution and clipped it to the overhead carousel. She had the awful feeling she’d told Kaminsky things she shouldn’t have, but her memory was too hazy for her to be sure. If only her head would stop pounding, perhaps she would be able to remember.

			She’d forced herself to look long and hard at each picture as she developed it. She had the idea that she could cure herself of any remaining squeamishness that way—like the opposite of aversion therapy, which she’d learned about in Professor Schmidt’s psychology class.

			It seemed to be working. She examined the last picture she’d developed and was struck not by the gruesomeness of the image but by the clarity of the photo and its composition. She thought Kaminsky would be pleased.

			Elizabeth had just finished up when there was a knock on the door.

			“You done?”

			“Yes.”

			“Good. We’ve got another story. Grab your coat and let’s go.”

			Clouds had moved in since that morning and the wind had picked up, swirling trash along the gutter like miniature tornadoes. Elizabeth put her head down and pulled her collar closer around her neck.

			
			“This story’s right up your alley,” Kaminsky said as he held the door open for Elizabeth. “Big society dame. Apartment on Central Park South—the works. One of your crowd, I suppose.”

			Elizabeth groaned silently. If only she hadn’t let Kaminsky persuade her to drink that shot of whiskey. It sounded as if she’d let the cat out of the bag, so to speak.

			“You won’t tell anyone else, will you?” she said, the wind catching her words and snatching them away.

			Kaminsky bent his head closer to hers. “Don’t worry. Your secret is safe with me.”

			He stuffed his hands in his pockets. Elizabeth wondered why he never seemed to have any gloves with him.

			“What I don’t get,” Kaminsky stopped and faced Elizabeth, “is why you want to keep it a secret?”

			Elizabeth had thought about that a great deal.

			“I didn’t want anyone to think I’d gotten the job because of my family or their money or their connections. And I didn’t want to be…different.”

			“The rich ‘are different from you and me,’ ” Kaminsky said. He ducked his head. “F. Scott Fitzgerald in his short story ‘The Rich Boy.’ ”

			Elizabeth stared at Kaminsky.

			He shrugged. “I like to read. Although I prefer Hemingway to Fitzgerald, if you want to know the truth.”

			“What else don’t I know about you?” Elizabeth said as they trotted down the stairs to the Lexington Avenue subway.

			She realized she knew very little about Kaminsky at all—unless you counted the fact that he liked onions on his egg salad sandwiches, smoked Camels and preferred Old Schenley’s to any other brand of whiskey.

			
			Elizabeth felt something tacky on the bottom of her shoe and stopped to look. It was a piece of chewing gum.

			“Here, let me.” Kaminsky held out his hand.

			Elizabeth slipped off her shoe and handed it to Kaminsky. She hobbled on one foot while he quickly dispatched the piece of gum with the blade of his pocketknife.

			“There you go. Good as new.” Kaminsky handed Elizabeth her suede oxford. “Let’s hurry. The train’s pulling in.”

			They got off the train at the Sixty-eighth Street stop.

			“We can walk up to Seventy-second Street and take the crosstown bus. The dame lives in the Dakota. That’s that pricey apartment building on Central Park West. But I suppose you already know that.”

			Elizabeth raised her eyebrows. “What’s her name?”

			Kaminsky pulled his notepad out of his pocket and flicked the pages as they walked.

			“Here it is. Lady Rosalind Darlington.” He looked up. “Do you know her?”

			Elizabeth shook her head. “Is she…dead?”

			“No. She’s been robbed. And claims to know who did it, too.”

			Elizabeth felt a sense of relief. One dead body a day was enough for her.

			They took the bus across town and arrived in front of the magnificent Dakota. They entered the building underneath the enormous porte cochere, where horse and carriages used to pull up to allow their occupants to alight under its shelter.

			
			The doorman, his uniform positively dripping with gold braids and buttons of every sort, buzzed Lady Darlington and they were soon waved to the elevators that led up to her apartment.

			A butler wearing nearly as much gold trim on his uniform as the doorman ushered them into a salon with fourteen-foot ceilings and inlaid wood floors.

			The salon was enormous—bigger than the one in Elizabeth’s parents’ apartment—and elaborately furnished with luxurious fabrics, crystal chandeliers and more gold accents than even the butler’s uniform.

			A woman was reclining on a Louis XIV sofa upholstered in rose-and-cream-striped brocade. She was wearing a flowered silk kimono over wide-legged pink silk pants, the hue matching the flowers on her top. She had a cigarette in a long rhinestone-studded holder in one hand and the receiver of a white-and-gold telephone in the other.

			Elizabeth felt remarkably dowdy in comparison with her dark green twinset, green-and-gray plaid wool pleated skirt, and even her new suede oxfords, which had seemed so fashionable when she bought them but now seemed quite dull and ordinary.

			“Darling, I really must go,” Lady Darlington said into the telephone. “Yes, it was truly dreadful. No, I’ll be fine. Don’t you worry about a thing.” She looked at Elizabeth and Kaminsky and rolled her eyes. “Bye, darling. I’ll see you tomorrow at Felicity’s for lunch. It will be a dreadful bore, but what can one do?”

			Lady Darlington replaced the telephone receiver in the cradle and flicked the ash that had accumulated on the end of her cigarette in the general direction of the gold-rimmed porcelain ashtray on the table beside the sofa.

			
			Lady Darlington had coal black hair piled on top of her head, eyes the same color with the longest lashes Elizabeth had ever seen and a generous mouth made up with lavish amounts of bright red lipstick. Her long nails were scarlet as well as her toes, which peeked out from the peep-toe of her marabou mules.

			She got up from the sofa in one fluid movement, walking toward Kaminsky with her hand extended, palm down, as if she expected him to kiss it.

			Kaminsky stuck his hands in his pockets and Lady Darlington was forced to eventually let her arm drop. She turned to Elizabeth and gestured toward the camera case slung over her shoulder.

			“Will you be taking pictures? Be sure to get my good side.” She turned her head to the right and lifted her chin.

			“Do you want to tell us what happened first?” Kaminsky rooted around in his pocket for his notebook and pencil.

			“Do sit down.” Lady Darlington motioned toward two gold-and-cream brocade chairs.

			She took up her position on the sofa again, propped up on a mound of silk pillows. She reached for a pack of Chesterfields on the coffee table and fit one into her cigarette holder. She looked at Kaminsky expectantly, but when he didn’t move, she rang a small gold bell and summoned the butler. He lit her cigarette and then without a word withdrew.

			“So what happened?” Kaminsky said again. “You were robbed?”

			
			“Yes.” Lady Darlington breathed out a plume of smoke.

			“What did the thieves take?”

			Lady Darlington arched a penciled brow. “Not as much as they’d hoped, I should imagine. The diamond-and-ruby Tiffany bracelet Otto Mayer gave me. Poor dear, he was quite infatuated but he had this terrible tic, you see. After a while, I simply couldn’t abide it.” She fiddled with the fringe on one of the pillows, letting it run through her fingers.

			“There was a rather nice pair of diamond-and-sapphire earrings that Lucky Marcelliano gave me after we had that fight that time. He threatened to shoot me, but I knew he didn’t mean it. Still, I locked him out until he came back with one of those nice red boxes from Cartier all tied up with white satin ribbon.”

			“Anything else?” Kaminsky looked up from his pad.

			“A few other bits and pieces. A silver necklace, some topaz earrings. Fortunately, I keep most of my jewelry in a safe deposit box at Chemical Bank—all the lovely pieces from Lord Darlington’s family. I’m quite sure that sister of his—Lady Fiona—expected me to give them back when Lord Darlington met his untimely end after a night of overindulging in single malt whiskey and pork belly. But why I should return them, I honestly can’t imagine.” She flicked ash into the ashtray.

			“Although I do have a little safe here in the apartment, I got careless and left it open, I’m afraid.” She sighed loudly. “I thought I could trust him.”

			“Him?” Kaminsky raised his eyebrows.

			“Yes. Guy. Guy something-or-other.” She gave the name the French pronunciation. “Dupont,” Lady Darlington said suddenly. “Guy Dupont. Charming fellow. But sticky-fingered, obviously.”

			
			“What did he look like?”

			“What do they all look like these days? Tall, slim.” She tapped her upper lip with her index finger. “One of those small indeterminate mustaches that are so in vogue at the moment.”

			“When did this happen?”

			Lady Darlington waved a hand in the air. “It must have been while I was asleep. I went to bed early and Guy stayed up to have a brandy and his cigar in the library. When I woke up this morning, he was gone. I’d thought he’d gone back to his place—I’ve rented a small apartment in the Ansonia Hotel for him. And my little drawstring bag with my jewels was gone. And lo and behold the door to the safe was standing wide open.”

			“Could we get a picture of the safe?” Elizabeth asked. “Showing the empty interior?”

			“Wonderful idea,” Lady Darlington said, swinging her legs off the sofa and standing up. “Ruby tried to warn me about him, but I couldn’t help myself. He was so much fun.”

			“Warn you?” Elizabeth said, as they followed her out of the room and down a corridor lined with gilt-framed paintings.

			“She said he positively broke poor Prudence’s heart and was seeing Mabel and Gertrude at the same time without either one knowing about it.”

			She opened a door and the scent of gardenia mixed with face powder rushed out. “So you can’t say I wasn’t warned.”

			A bed, surrounded by drapes hanging from a coronet attached to the ceiling, dominated the room. The bed was covered with a peach satin bedspread and heaped with lacy pillows and bolsters. A mahogany vanity with a gilt chair in front of it was against one wall. An elaborately framed mirror hung above it. A long dresser was on the other wall. It was covered with a lace dresser scarf and had a gold ormolu clock with a marble base in the center.

			
			Kaminsky walked over to the dresser and picked up a sterling silver–framed photograph. He held it toward Lady Darlington.

			“Is this the fellow?”

			Lady Darlington peered at the picture. “Yes, that’s him.” She took the photo from Kaminsky and handed it to Elizabeth. “He’s quite handsome, don’t you think?”

			“Yes,” Elizabeth said.

			The man in the picture wasn’t Elizabeth’s type at all with his patent leather hair and pencil-thin mustache. He was posing against a backdrop of a large stately Georgian-style brick house. To Elizabeth, he looked rather unsavory.

			She also recognized him as the man she’d seen at Gloria’s debut, standing behind Frances in that intimate pose with his hands on her shoulders.

			Lady Darlington removed a painting from the wall above the dresser—a pastoral watercolor that looked like some of the works Elizabeth had seen at the Metropolitan Museum of Art, although she couldn’t recall the artist—and put it to one side. A small steel safe was built into the wall behind it. She twirled the combination dial to the right, then the left and then back to the right again and the door sprang open.

			
			It was, indeed, empty.

			Lady Darlington waved a hand in front of it like a magician conjuring a rabbit out of a top hat.

			“See?”

			Elizabeth removed her camera from its case, inserted a flashbulb and took a photograph of the interior of the empty safe.

			“So do you know where this Guy fellow came from?” Kaminsky said, eschewing the French pronunciation Lady Darlington had used.

			Lady Darlington shook her head. “I’m afraid not.” She gave a rueful smile. “His manners were impeccable, he was well-dressed, he knew opera—at least the French ones—and I assumed that someone could vouch for him.” She frowned. “And to think I spent all that money on that gold cigarette case from Van Cleef and Arpels for his birthday.”

			She gave Kaminsky a sad look. “I’m afraid I’ve reached the point in life now where I buy the men presents, rather than the other way around.”

			“You were paying him?” Kaminsky said.

			Lady Darlington looked shocked. “No, no, nothing so crass as that.” She straightened the inlaid ivory comb and brush set on her vanity. “Just the occasional present—whenever his interest seemed to be flagging.”

			“I see.” Kaminsky pocketed his notebook.

			“What about the police?” Elizabeth said, picking up her camera again.

			“Darling, if you’re going to take my picture, let’s go back to the salon. The light is better in there.” Lady Darlington led the way out the door. “The police didn’t hold out much hope,” she said over her shoulder. “The pieces have probably already been taken apart and melted down by now.”

			
			“What about catching the thief?” Elizabeth said.

			“They made it obvious that wasn’t a priority. It was clear that, in their opinion, I got what I deserved.”

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 11

			“How are you feeling?” Kaminsky said as they exited the subway at Grand Central Station. “Normally I would recommend some hair of the dog, but not in your case.”

			Elizabeth shuddered. She was never drinking again. At least not beer or straight whiskey.

			“I’m actually getting hungry.”

			She realized that not only had her stomach settled but it was actually grumbling a little.

			“We’d better get some food into you, then. The Automat okay with you?”

			“Sure.”

			They walked the short distance to the nearest Horn & Hardart. Elizabeth took a one-dollar bill from her purse and approached the glass booth where a woman wearing rubber tips on her fingers doled out twenty nickels. Elizabeth stowed the coins in her change purse and walked over to the wall of small glass windows with the SANDWICHES sign above it.

			Elizabeth had been to a Horn & Hardart Automat once before when the nanny, who had taken care of her and her siblings when they were small, had brought them downtown to do some shopping and to see the Christmas decorations in the store windows. Nanny had then taken them for hot chocolate and pie at the Automat and had made them promise not to tell their mother.

			The idea of dining at the Automat still gave Elizabeth a small illicit thrill. She scanned the selections and put her nickel into the slot for a chicken salad sandwich on white bread. The glass door went up, and Elizabeth slid out the plate.

			
			Kaminsky had already secured them a spot at a table, and Elizabeth carried her plate over to where he was sitting.

			“I got you a cup of coffee,” Kaminsky said, taking a bite of his coconut custard pie.

			“Thanks.”

			Elizabeth slid onto the chair, took a napkin from the holder on the table and spread it open on her lap.

			“What did you make of Lady Darlington?” Kaminsky asked, as he scraped up the last bit of his pie.

			“She didn’t seem terribly upset about being robbed.”

			“Yeah, I’ve seen dames get more worked up over the theft of a couple of cheap dime-store costume pieces. It sounds like she’s got plenty more.” Kaminsky stirred his coffee. “She must have been quite a looker in her day.” He shook his head. “And now she’s been reduced to being romanced by gigolos like that Guy fellow.”

			Elizabeth put down her sandwich. “You know, Gloria’s stepmother Frances apparently had a lover. At least according to some friends of my mother’s who knew Frances—and obviously didn’t like her.” Elizabeth picked up her sandwich again and took a bite. “I saw her with a man at Gloria’s debut. It was Guy Dupont.”

			“The fellow who stole Lady Darlington’s jewels?”

			Elizabeth nodded. “What I wonder,” she said, brushing a crumb from her lip with her napkin, “is whether Frances was giving him money too.”

			
			“Or presents.” Kaminsky pushed his empty plate away from him. “Either way, it comes down to the same thing. The women were paying for attention from this man.”

			“And what if these women suddenly decided to stop paying—whether it’s with gifts or actual cash?”

			Kaminsky shrugged. “He moves on to someone else?”

			Elizabeth tapped her chin with her index finger. “What if they don’t want to be bothered?”

			Kaminsky wrinkled his brow. “I don’t see what you’re getting at.”

			“Let’s say Guy is getting money from Frances DeWitt.”

			“Okay.”

			“All of a sudden Frances changes her mind and decides she doesn’t want to pay Guy anymore.”

			“Or”—Kaminsky pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and blew his nose, making a sound like a trumpet—“maybe she doesn’t have any more money. Maybe her husband is becoming suspicious and wants to know where all this dough is going.”

			“Yes. So Frances puts a stop to the payments. But Guy isn’t happy about that. And let’s say Guy doesn’t believe that Frances doesn’t have access to any more money. So what does Guy do?”

			Kaminsky stuffed his handkerchief back in his pocket. “He threatens to tell the husband.”

			“That’s right. He blackmails his victim.”

			Kaminsky sat up straighter in his chair. “But she’s not going for it.” Kaminsky’s voice had an excited edge to it. “And she refuses to pay.”

			
			Elizabeth was excited now, too. “And Guy gets mad. Very, very mad.”

			Kaminsky nodded. “They argue.”

			“And he…” Elizabeth formed a gun with her thumb and index finger and aimed it at Kaminsky. “Pop, pop.” She leaned back in her chair triumphantly. “He kills her.”

			“I like your theory. But there’s no way to prove it.”

			“But you do think it’s possible, don’t you? It all adds up.”

			“It does. Let’s keep after this and see if something turns up that pins this on Frances’s lover.”

			

			—

			Elizabeth was well into her second hour typing up Estelle Draper’s column. Sometimes she typed without really reading what she was typing, but sometimes something about the letter Estelle had received caught her eye.

			Dear Miss Draper, this one read. My best friend Jenny is getting married and she’s asked me to be her maid of honor. I’m thrilled to be asked, but I have a problem. I can’t possibly afford to buy the dress she’s picked out for her bridesmaids to wear. I’m sure you can understand how embarrassing this is. What should I do?

			Elizabeth thought about the letter as she pecked out the words. She’d never been in a position like the girl who had written Estelle. There’d always been money for anything she needed whether it was a new dress or hat or a visit to the hairdresser. They had plenty of food on the table and a lovely place to live. Even during the Depression, when they’d had to cut back a bit, they’d never lacked for anything important. She thanked her lucky stars that she was as privileged as she was.

			
			Kaminsky’s typewriter was going a mile a minute. Elizabeth assumed he was writing up the story of Lady Darlington’s robbery. She’d developed the pictures as soon as they got back to the Daily Trumpet and had been pleased with the results. She wondered if the day would come when she no longer had to supplement her photography duties with work as a gal Friday.

			The telephone rang and she heard Kaminsky pick it up. His side of the conversation consisted mainly of grunts. Elizabeth hoped it meant they’d be called out to a story.

			“Biz!“Kaminsky suddenly shouted. “Detective Marino is holding a press conference at the Waldorf Astoria about the DeWitt murder. Grab your camera and let’s go.”

			Elizabeth barely had time to struggle into her coat as they rushed out the door. She buttoned it on the way down in the elevator, pulled on her gloves and surreptitiously checked the seams in her stockings.

			Kaminsky strode up Lexington Avenue and Elizabeth nearly had to trot to keep up. Walking so fast was fatiguing her bad leg, and after two blocks, she found her limp increasing.

			“Are you okay?” Kaminsky eyed Elizabeth with concern.

			“I’m fine,” Elizabeth panted, unbuttoning her coat and loosening her scarf.

			“I wonder if Marino is going to announce that they’ve got a suspect in custody for the DeWitt murder.”

			“Or found some new evidence,” Elizabeth said.

			Kaminsky grinned as he pulled out his pack of Camels. “Maybe it will corroborate our theory.”

			
			Kaminsky busied himself with his cigarette. The wind had suddenly picked up and his match went out twice before he managed to get the cigarette lit and the tip glowing red.

			The press conference was being held in the Park Avenue lobby of the Waldorf. A Plymouth with a white roof and trunk and a green hood with NY Police written in bold letters was parked by the curb outside the Park Avenue entrance.

			Elizabeth took a deep breath. This was her first press conference, so she was excited and, she had to admit, slightly nervous. She pictured herself jockeying for position with the other photographers to get the best shot. Most of them were probably far more seasoned than she. She knew Kaminsky was pleased with the work she’d done so far, and she didn’t want to disappoint him.

			Kaminsky paused to stamp out his cigarette, and then they went through the door and into the lobby of the Waldorf Astoria Hotel.

			People were milling about with serious looks on their faces and sheaves of paper clutched to their chests. Several microphones—Elizabeth noted one from CBS and one from NBC—were lined up in front of the small set of stairs to the right of the lobby, their wires trailing across the marble floor like a tangle of snakes. Elizabeth stepped over them as she and Kaminsky made their way to the other side of the lobby.

			Kaminsky bent his head toward Elizabeth’s. “They must be expecting something big,” he whispered. “There’s Ted Munson from the Times”—he pointed toward a tall, skinny fellow with a receding hairline—“and Bobby Markowitz from the New York Herald Tribune.”

			
			Elizabeth looked over toward the man in a dark gray pinstriped suit. He had a round face with highly colored cheeks and ears that stuck out.

			“I think those fellows are from the Post and the Daily News.” Kaminsky nodded toward two younger men in dark overcoats with press passes in their hands. “And it looks like even the Brooklyn Daily Eagle has someone here.”

			The group of people standing by the steps leading to the main lobby stirred and suddenly parted. Marino walked through the gap and toward the microphones.

			He was wearing what looked to Elizabeth like a new suit—very stylish, a little flashy and not at all like the stodgy suits her father or her male friends bought from Brooks Brothers every year, with their conservative cuts and expensive fabric.

			Marino stood on the bottom step in front of the microphones. His expression was serious.

			Elizabeth had her camera out and as Marino began to speak, she started to snap away. The flash from her bulb and those of the other photographers made Marino flinch slightly.

			“We have some important evidence in the murder of Mrs. Frances DeWitt that occurred here at the Waldorf Astoria Hotel.”

			A murmur went through the crowd, and Elizabeth noticed Kaminsky lick the end of his pencil as he held it above his pad, ready for the story.

			“Part of a receipt was found in the ladies’ room outside the Grand Ballroom on the third floor. The receipt appears to be for the rental of dinner clothes. It’s dated the day of Mrs. DeWitt’s murder, but unfortunately the name of the rental shop has been torn off.”

			
			Marino paused for a moment as the reporters scurried to keep up, their pencils scratching furiously across the pages of their notebooks.

			Unlike Elizabeth’s family and friends, who spoke in cultured tones unique to their set, Marino had a strong New York accent. Elizabeth found it exciting.

			“Was it torn off on purpose, do you think?” Munson from the Times shouted.

			Marino moved closer to the microphone. “We have no way of knowing.”

			“What was it doing in the ladies’ room?” another reporter shouted—one of the young men Kaminsky thought was from the Post or the Daily News.

			“That’s what we’d like to know,” Marino said and the crowd gathered around him laughed.

			“What do you think this means?” shouted Markowitz from the Herald Tribune.

			Marino took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. “We don’t know. What we would like to know is,” he said, counting the items off on his fingers, “one: how did the receipt end up in the ladies’ room; two: who left it there; three: who at the party was wearing rented dinner clothes and did they have anything to do with Mrs. DeWitt’s murder; and four: we really need to find out what shop did the receipt come from. Because maybe they’ve got a record of who rented a tuxedo that day.”

			Murmured voices from the crowd got louder and louder until Marino held up a hand.

			
			“We’d like to ask for your cooperation in getting some answers to these questions. Please ask your readers to contact us immediately if they have any information.”

			Kaminsky tapped Elizabeth on the shoulder. “See if you can get a decent photograph of that receipt. We’ll run it with the story and see if anyone recognizes it.”

			Elizabeth made her way over to where Marino was standing. He smiled when he saw her coming, and before Elizabeth could say anything, he put a hand on her shoulder and led her over to a quiet spot in the corner.

			His touch—light though it was—thrilled Elizabeth in a way that no one else’s ever had. She’d had her share of boyfriends and her share of exchanging kisses in darkened corners or under moonlit skies. She couldn’t explain, even to herself, why this was different.

			“Do you have some questions for me?” Marino said, his dark eyes dancing.

			It took Elizabeth a moment to find her voice. “Kaminsky asks the questions.” She gestured behind her. “I take the pictures. I’d like to take a photograph of the receipt from the rental store.”

			“Certainly.”

			He led Elizabeth over to a table that had been set up behind the microphones.

			Again, that light touch on her shoulder. Elizabeth had to force herself to concentrate.

			Marino placed the receipt, which was wrapped in protective plastic, on the table and smoothed it out. Elizabeth noticed he had long, slender fingers—what she’d always envisioned a pianist’s hands would look like.

			
			She took several pictures, crossing her fingers that one of them would be clear enough to print in the paper.

			Kaminsky came up behind Elizabeth. “Did you get a couple of snaps?”

			“Yes.”

			“Let’s go then. I want to get this story in the next edition.”

			Elizabeth turned to say goodbye to Marino, but he was deep in conversation with one of the reporters.

			She left with a feeling of disappointment hanging over her that she couldn’t explain.

			

			—

			“Good night,” Elizabeth called to Kaminsky as she put on her hat and secured it with a hatpin.

			Kaminsky flapped a hand in her direction. He was bent over his typewriter banging out a story about Marino’s press conference, the stub of a lit cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth. Elizabeth’s pictures had turned out well, and the paper would print one of the tuxedo rental receipt in hopes that someone with information to share would see it.

			“ ’Night Biz. See you tomorrow.”

			The day had turned colder with the setting of the sun, but Elizabeth enjoyed the fresh air after the stuffiness of the newsroom. She decided to walk to the Fifty-first Street subway station and stretch her legs.

			
			The streetlights made evenly spaced pools of light on the sidewalk, which was crowded with people who had just gotten out of work and were anxious to get home after a long day. Elizabeth took her time, pausing to look in shop windows as she made her way up Lexington Avenue.

			She stopped in front of one window to admire a particularly jaunty looking slouch hat in a lovely shade of cyclamen. Elizabeth remembered reading in Vogue that that shade would be the “It Color” for spring. The shop was still open and she was tempted to go inside and check the price, but she really had more than enough hats already.

			She reluctantly continued walking. It had been a very busy day, and she felt a small sense of triumph at the way things had gone—particularly how interested Kaminsky had been in her theory about who had killed Frances DeWitt. He’d actually taken her seriously. If only she could figure out a way to prove that she’d been right.

			She passed a photographer’s shop and glanced at the display. She nearly kept walking, but the portrait in the window caught her eye and she came to an abrupt halt, causing the person in back of her to stumble into her.

			“Watch where you’re going, would you?” the woman said, giving Elizabeth a dirty look as she walked around her and continued down the street.

			“Sorry,” Elizabeth called after her before turning her attention back to the portrait in the window.

			It was of Gloria DeWitt and Elizabeth recognized the dress she was wearing as the one she wore for her debut. She wondered if the photographer had any other pictures from the debut.

			
			Elizabeth thought back to her conversation with her friend Irene. She’d seen Frances arguing with a man in the bar at the Waldorf before the debut. And had that man possibly been Guy Dupont, who fit the description Irene had given her?

			She’d been all through her own photographs, but she’d been concentrating on the debutantes and had few pictures of the guests who had been in attendance. But perhaps this photographer had shot more widely and maybe, just maybe, he’d captured one of Dupont.

			Elizabeth pushed open the door to the shop and a bell tinkled overhead. No one was behind the counter, but she heard a rustling sound in the back and soon someone appeared in the opening. He had black hair, slicked back with so much Brylcreem it looked like patent leather.

			“Can I help you?” he said as he approached the counter.

			Elizabeth cleared her throat. “I noticed the picture in your window. Of Gloria DeWitt.”

			“Oh, yes,” he said. “Are you making your debut? I do have a few openings, but it’s certainly been a terribly busy season.”

			Elizabeth fiddled with a button on her coat, which she had discovered was loose.

			“I’m not actually looking for a photographer, I’m afraid. But I’m interested in any other pictures you might have taken at Gloria’s debut.” Elizabeth stuck out her hand. “I’m Elizabeth Adams, by the way. And I work for the Daily Tribune.”

			“Clarence Walker.” He shook Elizabeth’s hand.

			“I’m trying to identify a guest at the party for a story for the paper.”

			
			Clarence raised his eyebrows. “How very intriguing. I’d be glad to show you what I have if you don’t mind waiting a minute.”

			He disappeared into the back room and returned moments later with a cardboard box in his hands. A label on the side read Clarence Walker Photography in fancy script.

			He placed the box on the counter and opened it with a flourish. It was filled with eight-by-ten glossy black-and-white photographs.

			A telephone rang in the back of the shop somewhere.

			Clarence gestured behind him. “I have to get that, but please have a look through these.”

			Elizabeth took the stack of photos out of the box and began to go through them. Many were similar to her own: Gloria on the dance floor with various partners, Gloria curtsying as she was introduced to society, Gloria posing with a group of friends.

			About three quarters of the way through the stack, Elizabeth found a picture of Frances and Gloria’s father sitting at a table. She shuffled through some more and finally came upon one of Frances with Guy Dupont.

			She heard Clarence ending the phone call and moments later he reappeared.

			“Did you find anything helpful?”

			“Yes. Would it be possible for me to borrow this photograph? I promise to return it tomorrow.”

			“I don’t know.” Clarence craned his neck to see the picture Elizabeth was holding in her hand. “I have an appointment to show these to Miss DeWitt tomorrow afternoon so she can make her selection.” His expression turned grave. “I was supposed to show them to her stepmother, Mrs. DeWitt, but now that she’s dead…”

			
			“I promise I will return it before then,” Elizabeth said.

			Clarence looked at Elizabeth curiously. “Does this have anything to do with Mrs. DeWitt’s murder, by any chance?”

			“Yes. It might be helpful in tracking down her killer.”

			Clarence’s hand flew to his mouth. “You don’t say? I suppose it’s okay, then. It’s not as if Miss DeWitt is even in the photograph.”

			“Thank you.” Elizabeth was tempted to jump over the counter and kiss him.

			“Let me get you an envelope.” He reached under the counter and pulled out a large white envelope with his shop’s name in the corner. He placed the photograph inside and handed it to Elizabeth. “I hope it proves helpful.”

			“So do I,” Elizabeth said. “Thank you again. I’ll see you tomorrow,” she called over her shoulder as she left the shop.

			Elizabeth practically ran down the street searching for a telephone booth. She finally found one at the end of the next block. Someone was already making a call, and she had to wait on the sidewalk, tapping her foot impatiently. If only they would hurry!

			The man in the booth had a broad back and was wearing a black-and-gray tweed overcoat and a black felt fedora. He glanced over his shoulder at Elizabeth and scowled.

			If he thought he was going to intimidate her into moving to another phone booth, he was very much mistaken, Elizabeth thought as she stood her ground.

			
			Finally, the man replaced the receiver in the cradle and pushed open the door. Cigarette smoke wafted out and Elizabeth held her breath as she entered the booth.

			Elizabeth called the operator and then dialed the number she was given for the Waldorf Hotel. A nasal-sounding woman answered the phone and transferred Elizabeth’s call to the maître d’ at the Peacock Alley.

			“Could you please tell me if Irene Nowak is scheduled to work this evening?” Elizabeth said when the man answered.

			“Irene? She’s here now but I’m afraid she can’t come to the phone. It’s against Waldorf policy.” He paused. “Unless it’s an emergency.”

			“No, it’s not an emergency,” Elizabeth said. “I only needed to know if she would be there. Thank you.”

			She hung up the phone and, with the envelope from Clarence Walker Photography clutched under her arm, continued north on Lexington Avenue.

			

			—

			The Waldorf made Elizabeth think of a woman all dressed up to go out at night. Lights twinkled in all the windows and inside soft music was playing while candles flickered on the tables in Peacock Alley. The air was scented with the guests’ various perfumes.

			Elizabeth made her way to the coat check. A man was handing over a woman’s very luxurious mink coat. It was folded so that the lining showed, and Elizabeth noticed initials embroidered on it in scarlet thread. The woman waited off to one side as her companion accepted a ticket from the dark-haired coat-check girl and carefully placed it in the inside pocket of his suit.

			
			Irene wasn’t behind the counter. Elizabeth waited patiently, but Irene didn’t appear. Instead, a woman with vivid red hair joined the brunette, and they began to chat.

			Elizabeth was disappointed and was about to leave when someone slipped out from behind the counter and began to walk toward the door, her crutches making a clanking sound with each step.

			“Irene!” Elizabeth called. “Wait.”

			Irene turned around. Elizabeth caught up with her.

			“I thought you were working tonight. I wanted to talk to you.”

			Irene turned toward Elizabeth. Her face was streaked with tears. Elizabeth put a hand on her friend’s arm.

			“What’s wrong? What’s happened?”

			Irene pulled a handkerchief from the pocket of her coat and dabbed at her eyes. She looked around. “Can we go somewhere?”

			“Of course.”

			Elizabeth was quiet as she led Irene out the Lexington Avenue exit of the hotel. She thought she remembered seeing a coffee shop somewhere between Forty-eighth Street and Forty-seventh Street.

			The crowd all seemed to be going in the opposite direction, and Elizabeth felt as if they were swimming upstream as they wove and dodged their way down the street. It made conversation impossible so she didn’t try to question Irene while they were walking, but kept her arm on her friend’s in an attempt to shield her from the crowd as they maneuvered their way down the sidewalk. Irene’s leg braces and crutches made them slow and numerous people pushed past them, throwing pitying glances over their shoulders as they went by.

			
			The coffee shop Elizabeth had noticed earlier was still open, although only a handful of people sat at the counter and a few more were scattered among the tables.

			Elizabeth and Irene found a seat, and seconds later a waitress appeared at their table, sliding two menus onto the polished wood surface. Elizabeth pushed one toward Irene.

			“I…I’m not hungry,” Irene said, looking away. “Maybe just a coffee.”

			Irene was as white as anything, Elizabeth noticed, and her hands were shaking. She knew Irene had little money and she wondered how long it had been since Irene had had a decent meal. She remembered reading stories a few years back during the height of the Depression of single women living alone who’d actually died of starvation. She shuddered. It was too awful to contemplate.

			“Please order yourself something,” Elizabeth said. “It will be my treat.”

			Irene hesitated. “I can’t let you—”

			“Nonsense. It’s my pleasure.”

			Irene gave a ghost of a smile and opened the menu. Moments later the waitress reappeared.

			“I’ll have the meatloaf and mashed potatoes.” Irene hesitated and looked at Elizabeth.

			“Go on, order a side dish. Don’t you want a salad or a vegetable?”

			Irene sighed. “The creamed spinach, please.” She snapped the menu closed.

			
			The waitress scribbled on her notepad then looked at Elizabeth.

			“A coffee please. No, make that two coffees.”

			The waitress walked away, and Elizabeth leaned on the table. “So tell me what happened?”

			Irene’s smile faded and her lip began to quiver. “I’ve lost my job.”

			“No!” Elizabeth took Irene’s hands in hers. “What happened? I know you, and I’m sure you did a wonderful job.”

			“I tried.” Irene gave a twisted smile. She pointed to her crutches leaning against the wall. “A customer complained that they’d had to wait too long for me to bring them their coat. I told my manager that the girl who’d collected the coat, Barbara—her shift was over and she’d gone home by then—had somehow put the wrong ticket on the coat, and I couldn’t find it, but he didn’t believe me. He said it was because of my…my legs. And that since I couldn’t do the job properly, they’d have to let me go.”

			“That’s horrible,” Elizabeth said, nearly flying out of her chair in her anger. “That’s so dreadfully unfair.”

			The waitress appeared with a tray, slid the plate of meatloaf and mashed potatoes in front of Irene, and placed a small dish of creamed spinach to one side.

			Elizabeth saw how Irene’s face lit up at the sight of the food, and she wanted to cry for her friend. And to think she’d been ready to spend money on a hat she didn’t even really need.

			Irene eagerly began eating the food the waitress had placed in front of her. She was nearly done when Elizabeth said, “What will you do?”

			Irene was scraping up the last bit of mashed potatoes from her plate. “I don’t know. My rent is paid through the end of the month. I’ll have to find something before then.” Irene put the empty plate her creamed spinach had been served in on top of the dinner plate and pushed both to the side. “Anyway, what is it you wanted to talk to me about? You said there was something?”

			
			“Oh!” Elizabeth had been so engrossed in Irene’s plight, she’d nearly forgotten. She picked up the white envelope and slid the photograph out.

			“Do you remember telling me that Frances DeWitt—the woman who was murdered at the Waldorf—was arguing with a man in the Peacock Alley bar before the ball?”

			Irene nodded.

			“Could he be the man in this picture?” Elizabeth turned the photograph around so that Irene could see it.

			She held her breath while Irene studied it. Finally, Irene looked up. She tapped the photograph.

			“Yes, that’s definitely him. I’m positive.”

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 12

			Elizabeth was glad to be on her way home. It had been a late night and a long day, and she was tense with worry about Irene. How would Irene find another job?

			There had been a special bond between them ever since they met in the hospital. Irene had been the sicker of the two of them, and Elizabeth had fallen into the habit of looking out for her. They had whiled away the tedious hours spent in bed talking about what they would do when they got better. Poor Clara had wanted nothing more than to ride her horse again. Irene’s dream was to run on the beach with her dog Rollo, and Elizabeth’s had been to learn the steps to the Lindy Hop, the latest dance craze.

			She would have to talk to Kaminsky and find out if there were any jobs Irene could do at the Daily Trumpet. She was smart and a hard worker—perhaps there would be something for her there.

			Elizabeth couldn’t wait to tell Kaminsky that Irene had identified Guy Dupont as the same man Frances had been arguing with the night she was killed.

			Surely the police must be looking for him at this very moment and hopefully he would confess and put an end to the investigation. The thought that the paper might yet print another story about Gloria haunted Elizabeth.

			Mrs. Murphy had already served dinner by the time Elizabeth walked in the door. It smelled like Mrs. Murphy’s famous Irish stew—a favorite with everyone. Elizabeth sniffed appreciatively. Suddenly she was ravenous.

			
			“Here you are,” Rose said as Elizabeth was hanging up her coat. “Dinner was appalling.”

			“But Mrs. Murphy is such a good cook.”

			“Oh, the food was fine,” Rose said, tossing her long, dark blond braid over her shoulder. “But mother stayed in bed and had a tray in her room, and you weren’t here so it was just Father and me. It was positively ghastly. We had nothing to say to each other except ‘please pass the salt’ and ‘would you like another roll.’ ”

			“I’m sorry.” Elizabeth put her arm around Rose’s shoulders.

			“And he kept asking me about my classes at school, and I don’t even want to think about school until we go back.”

			“I don’t blame you,” Elizabeth said. “Now, I’m starving. I’m going to get something to eat. Why don’t you have Mrs. Murphy make you some hot chocolate and you can join me.”

			“Okay.”

			Elizabeth pushed open the door to the kitchen.

			Mrs. Murphy was at the sink, plunged up to her elbows in soap suds. She turned around when she heard Elizabeth come in.

			“I don’t suppose you’ve had anything to eat? I made a plate for you and popped it into the oven to keep it warm. You go sit down, and I’ll bring it out.”

			“Don’t be silly,” Elizabeth said. “I can get it myself. You’re obviously busy, and I don’t want to put you to any trouble. And I’ve promised Rose some hot chocolate.”

			Mrs. Murphy frowned, but Elizabeth was already putting a pot of milk onto the stove and opening the cupboard for the tin of cocoa.

			
			“How is Mother today? I must go in and see her as soon as I’ve had something to eat.”

			Mrs. Murphy grunted. “You know your mother—she doesn’t take kindly to being put off her routine. Your father fixed the radio up in the bedroom to entertain her and she’s been listening to Mary Noble, Backstage Wife and those other serials all day.”

			The milk began to steam and Elizabeth mixed up Rose’s cocoa and carried it, along with the plate of stew she retrieved from the oven, out to the dining room where her place was already set.

			“I imagine you did all sorts of exciting things today,” Rose said somewhat breathlessly as she blew on her hot chocolate.

			“Yes. I typed up Estelle Draper’s column.”

			Rose looked crestfallen and Elizabeth relented. While she certainly wasn’t going to tell Rose about the body in Central Park, the visit with Lady Darlington ought to make an amusing story.

			“What did you do today?” Elizabeth asked when she was finished talking. “Did you go ice skating or to a movie?”

			Rose made a face. “I helped poor Mrs. Murphy. Mother was calling for her every other minute. First she needed to be readjusted in bed—she can barely move around with that enormous plaster cast on her leg. Then she was cold and wanted another blanket or she was hot and wanted the window cracked. It was like that all day long.”

			“I suppose not being able to do things for herself must be terribly frustrating for Mother.” Elizabeth put down her fork and patted her lips with her napkin. She looked at her younger sister. “You do look awfully tired. Now that I’m home, I can listen for Mother and you can get some rest.”

			
			“Thanks.”

			Rose finished the rest of her cocoa and pushed back her chair. “I’ve been reading the newest Agatha Christie, Death on the Nile, and I just have to find out who did it.”

			Elizabeth smiled as Rose jumped up from her chair and ran from the room. She picked up her plate and silverware and carried them into the kitchen where Mrs. Murphy was nearly finished washing the dishes.

			“You might look in on your mother,” Mrs. Murphy said as she slipped Elizabeth’s plate into the soapy water in the sink.”

			“I’m going to do that right now.

			

			—

			The lights in Helen’s room were dimmed and the radio was off. At first Elizabeth thought her mother was sleeping, but then Helen’s eyes fluttered open and she smiled. She was propped up in bed wearing a lacy, flowered bed jacket over her negligee. Her leg—a monstrous plaster thing—was elevated on a pillow.

			“How are you feeling?” Elizabeth asked, perching carefully on the edge of the bed.

			“Dr. Krause is keeping me comfortable, but I’m afraid the pills are making me sleepy. I dozed off during the ending of Backstage Wife, and now I have no idea what happened.”

			“I’m glad you’re not in too much pain,” Elizabeth said.

			Helen shook her head, her hair making a swooshing sound as it brushed against her pillow.

			
			“It’s just dreadfully boring, and I’m missing the Winterfest luncheon and fashion show at the Pierre. I was planning on wearing my new Vionnet.”

			Helen’s expression grew serious, and she took one of Elizabeth’s hands in her own. “I have to confess that until now I never truly realized how dreadfully awful it must have been for you in that hospital when you were sick—weeks and weeks lying in bed with nothing to do.” She dashed a hand across her eyes. “I’m afraid I might not have been as sympathetic as I should have been.” She squeezed Elizabeth’s hand. “But I was so terribly scared, you see—scared of losing you.”

			Elizabeth squeezed her mother’s hand back and smiled. “But you didn’t. I’m alive and I plan on staying that way.” She got up from the bed. “Now is there anything I can get you?”

			“I’d love some tea. The Lapsang Souchong, please. With the tiniest drop of milk and a spoon of sugar, if you don’t mind. I’m afraid I’ve already run poor Mrs. Murphy ragged today.”

			

			—

			Elizabeth took her book to bed with her and, propped up on several goose-down pillows, began to read. It was warm and cozy under her fluffy comforter, and the reading lamp beside her bed created a warm, mellow pool of light.

			She soon found her eyes closing and as much as she wanted to continue reading, she could fight sleep no longer. She put the book down on her bedside table, turned out the light and closed her eyes.

			She fell asleep almost immediately only to be awakened an hour later by the sound of her mother’s voice. She pulled on her robe, slid her feet into her slippers and went to her mother’s room.

			
			Helen had the light on and was sitting up in bed.

			“Where’s Father?” Elizabeth said, rubbing the sleep from her eyes.

			“He thought it would be more comfortable for me if he slept in his study.”

			“Is something wrong?”

			“Yes. I can’t sleep—probably because I napped all afternoon.” She pointed to a striped brocade slipper chair. “Why don’t you sit down?”

			Elizabeth groaned inwardly and pulled her robe around her more tightly. Her mother believed in sleeping with a window open, and the room was chilly.

			“I imagine you must hear all sorts of things on that job of yours.” Helen plucked at the bedcovers. “I didn’t see the paper today. Have they found out who killed poor Frances DeWitt?”

			Elizabeth took a deep breath.

			“I’m afraid not.” She figured the less said the better.

			“I don’t know the DeWitts very well at all, although we’ve been at a few of the same events together. But Mabel Worthington knew Frances quite well. She’s devastated, of course. They’re saying that Frances’s stepdaughter killed her. But it’s hard to imagine a well-brought-up young girl like that pulling out a gun and shooting her stepmother in cold blood, even if they did have their differences.”

			Elizabeth stifled a yawn and sat up straighter. “I don’t think that Gloria had—”

			“Mabel says that the daughter was afraid the family fortune would go to Frances. I don’t know if that’s true, but a man does have a duty to provide for his wife even if it’s his second wife.”

			
			“According to Gloria—”

			Helen wasn’t listening. “Mabel says that the daughter is quite the handful. Frances has arranged parties and dinners for her to meet any number of fine eligible young suitors, but the girl insists on taking up with all sorts of inappropriate men.”

			“Really?” Elizabeth was wide awake now. “Did she say who?”

			“They were hardly the sort of men Mabel would know, but she thought one of them might be a stable boy or something equally appalling.”

			Helen yawned. “I think my book is still in the living room on the table next to the sofa. Could you bring it to me, please? Maybe reading a few pages will make me sleepy.”

			Elizabeth was about to leave the room when her mother called out again.

			“Oh, and could you get me a glass of warm milk, too? Warm milk is always so soothing.”

			Elizabeth was nearly asleep on her feet herself when she left her mother’s room and walked into the hall. She just missed bumping into Rose.

			“What’s wrong? Is Mother okay?”

			“She’s fine.” Elizabeth put a reassuring hand on her sister’s shoulder. “She wants her book from the living room and a glass of warm milk.”

			“I’ll get them for her,” Rose said. “You have to be up for work in the morning. I can take care of Mother while I’m still home on vacation.”

			“Are you sure?”

			
			“Yes.”

			Elizabeth didn’t argue but went back to her own room and climbed into bed. She was grateful for Rose’s help and prayed that their mother would soon be on the mend and on her feet again.

			Despite her fatigue, it took Elizabeth quite a while to fall asleep. According to her mother, people were still gossiping about the possibility that Gloria had killed Frances. Would Gloria blame Elizabeth and her photograph for that? Not for the first time, Elizabeth wished she’d never taken that picture.

			

			—

			Kaminsky wasn’t at his desk when Elizabeth arrived at the Daily Trumpet the next morning. She’d had two cups of coffee at breakfast instead of her usual English Breakfast tea, and she felt as if her nerves had been replaced by electric wires that were sparking wildly.

			She couldn’t wait to talk to Kaminsky and hoped he hadn’t been called out on a story before she got to the paper. If only the subway hadn’t been stalled at Fifty-ninth Street when a woman had gotten her baby carriage caught in the door, she might not have missed him.

			If she had missed him. He might not have come in yet at all.

			It was nearly impossible to concentrate on typing Estelle’s latest column. How Elizabeth longed to be rid of her gal Friday duties! Perhaps if she and Kaminsky broke the case of Frances DeWitt’s murder, the editor would make her an official Daily Trumpet photographer.

			The door to the newsroom finally opened, but it wasn’t Kaminsky, it was Sullivan, his face etched with grim lines. Elizabeth looked away and busied herself pecking out Estelle’s words of advice. Ever since Sullivan had subtly threatened her, she’d been slightly afraid of him. She raised her chin. She wasn’t about to let Sullivan stand in the way of her dreams.

			
			The door opened again bringing in a rush of air tinged with the scent of cigarettes and coffee. Elizabeth spun around. Kaminsky was standing by his desk talking in low tones to Sullivan. Elizabeth bit her lip. She hoped that didn’t mean that Kaminsky was taking Sullivan with him on a story.

			She heard a chair scraping across the linoleum and turned around again. Sullivan was getting his coat, but Kaminsky was sitting at his desk. As soon as Sullivan was out the door, Elizabeth jumped up and went over to where Kaminsky was sitting.

			“You look like your horse just came in at the track,” Kaminsky said, picking up his mug and staring into it. He shrugged, took a glug of the cold coffee and shuddered.

			Elizabeth could hardly stand still. “It’s about Frances Dewitt’s murder,” Elizabeth blurted out. “My friend Irene told me that—”

			“Whoa.” Kaminsky held up a hand. “Start at the beginning. Remember the newspaper reporter’s creed—who, what, when, where and why.”

			Elizabeth took a deep breath. “Okay. My friend Irene works…worked…at the Peacock Alley in the Waldorf. Frances was in the bar the night of her murder arguing with a man. I managed to obtain a photograph of Guy Dupont—the man Lady Darlington said stole her jewels—”

			Kaminsky raised an eyebrow. “And how did you obtain this photograph? I hope you haven’t let yourself in for trouble.”

			
			“No, no.” Elizabeth shook her head. “My means were strictly legal and aboveboard, I assure you.” She perched on the end of Kaminsky’s desk and leaned closer. “I showed the photograph of Dupont to Irene, and she identified him as the man Frances had been arguing with. And I saw Dupont myself later on that same evening talking to Frances.”

			Kaminsky leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms over his chest. “And?”

			“And I think Frances and Dupont continued their argument later in the evening and that he followed her into the ladies’ room and shot her.”

			Kaminsky whistled. “That might be true. And it probably is. But it’s not a story until we can prove it.” He stared into the depths of his coffee cup. “I wonder how the tuxedo rental receipt the cops found ties into it? Or does it?”

			Elizabeth felt her face fall. “I don’t know. Maybe the receipt had been in the ladies’ room for days.”

			Kaminsky frowned. “I doubt it. I’m pretty sure they do a better job of cleaning than that at the Waldorf.”

			Elizabeth jumped off Kaminsky’s desk and began to pace in front of it. A thought was swirling around in her head, but she couldn’t quite get hold of it. What was it? Was it something Rose had said last night? She thought it might be.

			“Whoa, Biz,” Kaminsky said. “Stop pacing, would you? I feel like I’m watching a tennis match at Wimbledon. You’re giving me a pain in the neck.”

			“Sorry,” Elizabeth said, standing in front of Kaminsky’s desk.

			Somehow the mention of tennis brought her mother to mind. Poor Helen’s broken leg meant she might not be able to play in the spring. She’d be devastated.

			
			Her mother. It was something her mother had said. Elizabeth snapped her fingers.

			“You mentioned the receipt the police found in the ladies’ room.”

			The door to the newsroom banged open and two reporters tossed their coats toward the hooks on the wall and dashed to their typewriters.

			Kaminsky glanced at them. “Must be a breaking story.”

			“About that receipt,” Elizabeth continued, lowering her voice. “Maybe the killer had to rent dinner clothes for the evening.”

			Kaminsky examined his fingernails. “I would think that rules out Dupont. I imagine that a set of dinner clothes is something of a necessity in his line of work.” He gave a bark of laughter.

			“True. But perhaps someone else was there that evening who did need to rent dinner clothes.” Elizabeth pointed a finger at Kaminsky. “Last night my mother mentioned that one of her friends—Mabel—knew the DeWitts quite well. She called Gloria a ‘handful’ and said Gloria had a penchant for inappropriate men. Like stable boys. If she’d invited someone like that to her debut, they would most certainly have needed to rent dinner clothes.”

			“But why would they want to murder Frances?”

			Elizabeth’s shoulders slumped. “I don’t know.”

			“My money’s still on Dupont, but why don’t you have a chat with your pal Gloria and see if she’d added anyone unexpected to her guest list that night.”

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 13

			Perhaps she would ask Gloria to lunch, Elizabeth decided, as she scurried back to the office with the cup of tea and slice of pound cake Estelle had wanted from the coffee shop around the corner. Elizabeth had been grateful for the chance to escape the stuffy newsroom if only for a few minutes. She kept hoping Kaminsky would take her out on a story, but so far nothing of any great interest had come in.

			Estelle had barely looked up when Elizabeth delivered her tea and cake. Elizabeth went back to her desk and reached for the telephone. She hesitated then picked up the receiver and dialed before she could change her mind.

			A maid answered on the third ring.

			“DeWitt residence.”

			“May I speak to Miss DeWitt, please?”

			Elizabeth twirled the telephone cord around her finger as she waited.

			“Hello?” Gloria’s voice coming down the line was breathless.

			“Gloria, this is Elizabeth. I wondered if you were free to have lunch. I thought perhaps the Colony?”

			“Do you have some delicious news for me?”

			Elizabeth hesitated. “I’ll tell you over lunch.”

			“I’m too terribly sorry, darling, but I’m nearly out the door for my dress fitting.” Gloria was silent for a moment. “Why don’t you meet me at Madame Louise’s on Sixty-fourth Street. It’s a tiny shop between Madison and Park on the north side of the street. She does the most charming frocks. It shouldn’t take too long and then if you have time we can get a table at the Colony.”

			
			“Wonderful. I’ll see you there in twenty minutes.

			Elizabeth dashed to the ladies’ room down the hall outside the newsroom. There was one stall, a sink with rust stains around the drain and exposed pipes that banged when the heat came on.

			She powdered her nose, ran a comb through her hair and touched up her lipstick. Her outfit wasn’t terribly smart—a slim gray skirt, white blouse and black cardigan—but everyone’s eyes would probably be on Gloria anyway. Gloria made an entrance wherever she went—she couldn’t help it.

			Elizabeth dashed back to the newsroom, grabbed her coat and was on her way.

			She decided to take a taxi rather than risk missing Gloria at Madame Louise’s. She knew Gloria’s type well enough to know that Gloria would hardly stand around waiting for her.

			Traffic was sluggish going up Madison Avenue but the taxi was warm and relatively comfortable and Elizabeth could look out the window and watch the shops go by. The taxi stopped at a light at Fifty-seventh Street and Elizabeth caught a glimpse of a painting in a gallery window in the Fuller Building—a large and rather shocking canvas depicting a woman in a purple coat posing amidst wildly colorful flowers and patterns.

			The taxi continued up Madison Avenue finally depositing Elizabeth at Sixty-fourth Street. She walked east, scanning the names of the stores until she came to Madame Louise’s. It was a tiny shop but beautifully appointed with a Louis XIV gilt-legged sofa and chairs, a dressing room draped with a gold curtain and a mannequin in the window dressed in a gown with pleats and draping reminiscent of the design made popular by Vionnet.

			
			A saleswoman, dressed all in black with her dark hair pulled back in a sleek bun, greeted Elizabeth. Her only color came from the red polish on her fingernails. Elizabeth had recently bought some exactly like it—Robin Red by Cutex.

			“You must be Miss Adams. Please have a seat.” She waved a hand toward the sofa. “Miss DeWitt said she was expecting you.”

			Elizabeth perched on the edge of the sofa.

			The dressing room curtain was pulled aside and Gloria emerged in a black silk dress with padded shoulders and slim pleated skirt. She went to stand in front of a large, gilt-framed mirror. She made a face and turned to Elizabeth.

			“It’s for Frances’s memorial service. Father insisted I wear black.” She twirled. “What do you think?”

			“The skirt is rather…short,” Elizabeth said, hesitantly.

			“If I may interrupt,” the saleswoman said smoothly. “The fashion in Paris right now is for a shorter hemline.”

			“It does look terribly modern,” Elizabeth agreed.

			“Lucia,” the saleswoman called into the back room.

			Moments later a small woman with gray hair emerged. She had a pincushion attached to one wrist and the front of her flowered cotton dress was covered with bits of different colored threads.

			“Yes, miss?”

			The saleswoman pointed to Gloria. “I think the waist needs to be taken in a little.”

			
			Lucia nodded and went over to where Gloria was standing. She pinched the dress on either side of Gloria’s waist and inserted several pins.

			“What did you want to talk to me about?” Gloria said over Lucia’s head.

			“I think it had better wait until lunch.”

			“That’s fine with me. I’m positively dying for a martini.”

			“Okay,” Lucia said, stepping back.

			“I’ll be out in a minute,” Gloria called to Elizabeth as she disappeared once again behind the gold dressing room curtain.

			Elizabeth wandered over to a display of hats. She had to admit that hats were her weakness. She was grateful that she looked good in them—not everyone did. She also knew she had a shelf full of them in her closet at home. But there was a darling bit of a pink confection sitting on a display stand that she simply had to try on.

			She removed it from the mannequin head and went to stand in front of the mirror. She put the hat on and glanced at her reflection. No, that wasn’t quite right. She tilted it slightly to one side. Perfect.

			The saleslady glided over toward Elizabeth, her hands clasped in front of her.

			“Do you like it?”

			Elizabeth whirled around. “Yes. It’s positively darling.”

			“You won’t find one like it anywhere else. We have…had…a woman who was very talented when it came to creating hats. Unfortunately, she was in a motor car accident and won’t be coming back.”

			
			“I’m so sorry,” Elizabeth said as she removed the hat.

			“Hopefully we will soon find someone as talented.” She pointed toward the hat. “Shall I wrap that up for you?”

			“Oh, no,” Elizabeth said. “I’m afraid I was only indulging myself by trying it on. I already have too many hats as it is.”

			The saleslady nodded and glided away.

			

			—

			It was a short walk to the Colony at Madison and Sixty-first Street. Gloria chattered about a range of subjects from the DeWitts’ horse’s chances at Aqueduct that weekend to her opinion of the latest spring gowns from Paris beginning to appear in the shops.

			A handful of people were in the lobby of the Colony, peering into the windows of the Van Cleef & Arpels boutique or heading toward the bar to the left with its blue-and-white-striped linen wallpaper.

			Gloria grabbed Elizabeth’s arm and pulled her to a stop. She inclined her head toward the bar.

			“Isn’t that the Duke of Windsor?” she whispered.

			Elizabeth glanced in the direction Gloria had indicated. A small but very dapper man was seated at a table staring morosely into his martini glass.

			“I think so,” she whispered back and they both giggled.

			The main dining room was red plush with ornate chandeliers hanging from the high ceiling. The maître d’ led Elizabeth and Gloria to a table in the front.

			Gloria looked around as she inserted a cigarette into her holder and lit it.

			
			“Last time I was here, I was seated toward the back.” She gestured behind her. “It looks as if I’ve come up in the world.”

			Indeed, Elizabeth noticed the heads of several of the restaurant’s patrons swiveling in their direction. Although whether they recognized Gloria from all the write-ups on her impending debut in various magazines or from Elizabeth’s photograph on the front page of the Daily Trumpet, it was impossible to say.

			Gloria ordered a martini when the waiter appeared at their table then leaned back in her chair and looked at Elizabeth.

			“So what is this news you have for me?” Her eyes were shining. “Don’t tell me you’ve solved Frances’s murder?”

			Elizabeth laughed. “Hardly. But I have come up with a theory.”

			Gloria leaned forward and put her folded arms on the table. “Let’s hear it. Don’t keep me in suspense.”

			“It seems Frances had a lover. Guy Dupont.”

			“Everyone knew that.” Gloria blew out a plume of smoke. “That’s one of the things we argued about. Father would have been devastated had he found out and I begged Frances to be discreet, but she only laughed in my face.”

			“From what I’ve heard, Dupont was in it for the money, not the romance.”

			Gloria snorted. “So he was a gigolo. I’m not surprised.”

			“And we…I…think Frances refused to continue paying him. He got mad, they had a fight—someone saw them arguing in the Peacock Alley bar before your debut—and then he shot her.”

			“You’re brilliant,” Gloria said with a smile as she summoned the waiter. “I’m starving.” She flipped open the menu. “I haven’t been hungry in ages.”

			
			Elizabeth had noticed that Gloria seemed to have lost weight. Her waist had looked so tiny when the seamstress was pinning her dress.

			“I’ll have the chicken hash,” Gloria said when the waiter returned.

			“The same for me,” Elizabeth said, and the waiter nodded and walked away.

			Gloria took a sip of her martini. “I can’t tell you how relieved I am that you’ve solved Frances’s murder.”

			Elizabeth held up a hand. “It’s not solved, I’m afraid. It’s simply a theory I came up with.”

			“But it fits the facts,” Gloria said decisively. “When do you plan to go to the police with your story?”

			Elizabeth fiddled with her water glass, running her finger through the condensation dripping down the sides.

			“I can’t imagine the police would be interested in my theory,” she said. “I don’t have any specific evidence to give them.”

			“But someone did hear Frances and Guy arguing. You should tell them about that.”

			“I suppose you’re right.”

			Elizabeth had a sudden recollection of Marino’s card in her purse, where she’d put it for safekeeping. He did say she could call if she remembered anything. The thought of speaking with him sent her heart into a funny pitter-patter for a second.

			The waiter appeared with a tray and placed a dish in front of each of them. He bowed then turned to leave.

			
			“I’m sure you’ve heard about the police finding a receipt for the rental of some dinner clothes in the ladies’ room the night Frances was murdered.” Elizabeth picked up her fork. “All the papers carried the story.”

			“No, I hadn’t heard that.” Gloria looked down at her plate. “I’ve been trying to avoid the papers, to be honest with you.”

			“The police seem to think the receipt may have something to do with Frances’s murder.” Elizabeth took a bite of her hash. “Or not. No one knows for sure. But the receipt does appear to indicate that someone at the ball had to rent evening clothes, which seems rather peculiar to me.”

			Gloria looked up and tilted her head to one side, her eyebrows raised.

			Elizabeth put down her fork. “Think of the people invited to your debut. Wouldn’t most of them already own dinner clothes?”

			Gloria shrugged and ran a hand through her luxurious dark hair. “I don’t know. Perhaps one of the younger men?”

			“Perhaps.”

			Elizabeth didn’t believe that for a moment.

			“Your ball at the Waldorf was so lovely, it’s a terrible shame that Frances’s murder had to put such a stain on it.” Elizabeth patted her lips with her white linen napkin. “I remember you certainly seemed to be having a grand time—dancing with that young man—I didn’t recognize him. Do you remember? He was terribly good-looking and such a smooth dancer.”

			“I danced with so many boys that night,” Gloria said curtly.

			But Elizabeth wasn’t giving up that easily.

			“I remember wondering if he was someone you had invited. You danced together so well—as if it wasn’t the first time he’d been your partner.”

			
			“Really?” Gloria drawled in a bored tone.

			Elizabeth nodded. “He had dark wavy hair…slim. The band was playing ‘Begin the Beguine.’ I’ve always thought that such a romantic song.” Elizabeth looked straight at Gloria. “Are you sure you don’t remember him?”

			A slow flush crept up Gloria’s face, turning her pale complexion pink.

			“I do remember him, but you mustn’t tell anyone.” Gloria grabbed Elizabeth’s hand. “Promise. You have to promise.”

			Elizabeth felt a slight thrill of success.

			“I promise.” She was tempted to cross her fingers behind her back the way she and Rose and James used to do when they were children and about to tell a fib.

			Gloria bit her lip. “All right. I admit it. I invited him. But please don’t tell Father. He’d be so terribly cross with me.”

			“Who is he?” Elizabeth glanced up as the waiter silently whisked away their empty plates.

			“Darling, you’ll think I’m the most dreadful person.” Gloria gulped the remains of her martini. “He’s Teddy O’Doyle. He trains the DeWitt horses.” She sighed. “He’s a terribly smooth dancer, don’t you think?”

			Elizabeth could still picture Gloria and Teddy swaying to the seductive notes of “Begin the Beguine.” All eyes had been on them.

			“Yes, he certainly is a wonderful dancer. But I gather your family doesn’t approve?”

			
			Gloria laughed. “What do you think? Frances was positively livid when she found out. She was determined I would make a match with that dreadful Vanderberg fellow. And if not him, then someone else with pots of money.” She arched a glossy dark eyebrow. “Certainly not a penniless horse trainer.” She opened her purse and pulled out her cigarette case. “I had to sneak him into the ball, but I must say that rather added to the fun—putting one over on Frances.” She tapped her cigarette several times against the case then inserted it in her holder.

			Elizabeth knew she had to tread softly, and she measured her words before she spoke.

			“I imagine coming to the Waldorf, especially for such a special event, was quite exciting for Teddy. How wonderful he wasn’t too intimidated to enjoy himself.”

			Gloria looked up suddenly. “What do you mean?”

			Elizabeth assumed what she hoped was an innocent expression. She also hoped that Gloria couldn’t tell that her palms were sweating.

			“The Waldorf is terribly imposing, don’t you think? I shouldn’t imagine that Teddy had ever been there before.”

			Gloria shrugged. “Frankly, I have no idea.”

			“And he needed to have the right clothes, of course. He could hardly hope to blend in wearing an ordinary suit.”

			“I don’t see what that has to do with anything.” Gloria stubbed her cigarette out with abrupt, jerky movements.

			Elizabeth remembered the ad she’d seen in the paper for S. Rudofker’s Sons—a rental shop in Philadelphia. It had read, Businessmen, Truck Drivers, Collegians, Farmers, Office Workers, High School Youths: They’re All Wearing Tuxedos!

			
			“He most likely had to rent dinner clothes, wouldn’t you think? I can’t imagine he would have already had some in his closet.”

			At first Gloria looked confused, but then her expression turned to horror. “The receipt the police found in the ladies’ room. The police couldn’t possibly think…”

			“I don’t know. But what if Frances found out about Teddy? And they argued?”

			Gloria looked as if she was about to faint—her face was pale and her hands trembling.

			“Are you okay?” Elizabeth said.

			“It can’t have been Teddy. He wouldn’t do something like…like commit murder. Besides, he was with me the whole time.” Gloria grabbed Elizabeth’s hand again. “I swear, Elizabeth. It couldn’t possibly have been Teddy. It had to have been Dupont. You must go to the police and tell them you heard him arguing with Frances. You must.”

			Tears glittered on Gloria’s long dark lashes.

			Elizabeth felt a pang of guilt on the one hand but also a sense of triumph on the other. Gloria had admitted to sneaking the family’s horse trainer into the ball. And despite what Gloria had said, Elizabeth was fairly sure that there were times when Teddy and Gloria couldn’t possibly have been together. Besides, who was more likely than Teddy to have been the one to drop the receipt for the tuxedo rental in the ladies’ room at the Waldorf?

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 14

			Kaminsky was unwrapping his egg salad sandwich when Elizabeth got back to the newsroom. He still had his coat on and had pushed his hat back on his head.

			“Where’ve you been?” he said as Elizabeth passed his desk. “You look like the cat that ate the canary.”

			“I’ve been talking with Gloria DeWitt, as you suggested. We had lunch at the Colony.”

			Kaminsky whistled. “Quite a classy place from what I’ve heard. Not that they’d let the likes of me through the door at a place like the Colony. You’re turning out to be a real bonus, Biz. With you, we can go places.”

			Elizabeth opened her mouth to disagree, but the words refused to come out.

			“Pull up a seat,” Kaminsky said, pointing to the empty chair at the desk in front of him. “I want to hear the whole story.”

			Elizabeth grabbed the chair and wheeled it over toward Kaminsky’s desk.

			Elizabeth watched in fascination as Kaminsky opened his desk drawer, pulled out a salt shaker and peeled back the white bread on his sandwich. He salted his onions and eggs liberally, then returned the salt shaker to his desk drawer.

			“Gloria seemed quite relieved to think that Dupont was responsible for Frances’s murder,” Elizabeth began.

			“That doesn’t surprise me,” Kaminsky said, taking a giant bite of his sandwich. A slice of onion oozed out the side.

			
			“But the news about the receipt from the tuxedo rental shop seemed to have shaken her.” Elizabeth fiddled with the gold locket around her neck, opening it and then snapping it shut again. “And for good reason.”

			Kaminsky’s mouth was full so he merely raised his eyebrows.

			“Gloria admitted to having snuck someone into the ball. The DeWitts’ horse trainer—a young man named Teddy O’Doyle.”

			“You don’t say.”

			“Now, what are the odds of a young man who works at the stables owning dinner clothes?”

			“I’d say it’s about as likely as me winning a poker game with a busted flush.” Kaminsky grinned. “So you’re thinking that maybe this O’Doyle and Frances DeWitt got into an argument and he pulled out a gun and shot her?”

			“It’s possible.” Elizabeth swung her foot back and forth. “Maybe Teddy has a temper. Or maybe he didn’t like the way Frances treated him.”

			“My money is still on Dupont, but I’ve got to admit this is a possibility.”

			Kaminsky shoved the last bit of crust from his sandwich into his mouth and washed it down with the leftover coffee in his mug. A thin film had congealed on top, and Elizabeth shuddered.

			“Let’s say Mrs. DeWitt did discover that Gloria had snuck her boyfriend into the ball. My guess is she’d be pretty steamed. So what would she do?” He looked at Elizabeth, his eyebrows raised again.

			“I don’t know.”

			
			“Think,” Kaminsky said. “She doesn’t want him there. She’s trying to fix her stepdaughter up with a wealthy suitor. But instead this horse trainer has caught Gloria’s eye.”

			Elizabeth stopped swinging her foot. She thought about Gloria and Teddy dancing together. If Frances had seen them, she would have been frantic. “Maybe she tried to get Teddy thrown out?”

			“That’s what I would do.” Kaminsky balled up the waxed paper from his sandwich and tossed it into the trash can beside his desk. “And I don’t think she’d ask her husband to do it, either. They’re the type of people who get others to do their work for them. I think she’d approach one of the Waldorf staff.”

			“I think you’re right,” Elizabeth said, thinking of her own father and how he would deal with things if she or Rose had done something similar.

			“So how about we head over there and see if there’s anyone around who was working that night. My guess is this Teddy wouldn’t go quietly, so someone is bound to remember if there was a disturbance.”

			“Right.” Elizabeth got up. “And we can find out whether or not Teddy did leave before Frances was murdered.”

			“Because if he did, then it’s less likely he was the one who murdered Frances. And it’s more likely that Dupont is our man.”

			

			—

			The Waldorf’s lobby was quiet—caught in that lull between the crowds finishing up lunch and the crowds arriving for a drink in one of the bars. Check-in time had passed as well, and only a few people stood around the reception desk waiting for the key to the their rooms.

			
			Kaminsky led the way to the elevator to the third floor. He pushed the button and leaned back on his heels to wait, whistling “On the Good Ship Lollipop” under his breath—a rather odd selection, Elizabeth thought with amusement. It was hard to picture Kaminsky with his drink-roughened voice and nicotine-stained fingers as a Shirley Temple fan.

			The elevator finally arrived with a decisive ping. Elizabeth was relieved to see it was empty. The operator raised his eyebrows at them.

			“Third floor,” Kaminsky barked.

			The operator hesitated with his hand on the lever. “That’s the Grand Ballroom, sir. Are you sure?”

			“Of course I’m sure.”

			The elevator operator shrugged and was about to close the doors when a slender young man in a tan raincoat and brown felt fedora worn at a rakish angle jumped on.

			“Eighth floor,” he said, examining the fingernails of his right hand as the elevator began its ascent.

			Elizabeth and Kaminsky got off on the third floor and stepped into the Silver Corridor. Their images were reflected back at them in the myriad of mirrors as they made their way down the black-and-white checkerboard hallway to the doors of the Grand Ballroom.

			The doors were open and waiters bustled about inside the room setting up tables and positioning chairs. Elizabeth and Kaminsky stood at the entrance and looked around. Two waiters with a trolley stacked with linens were draping the tables in starched white cloths with silver overlays, and several busboys whizzed past the door with carts of silverware.

			
			“Looks like they’re planning some sort of big shindig,” Kaminsky said, retrieving his cigarettes from the pocket of his coat.

			A head table was set up at the front of the room and a woman in a bright red hat with a long, white feather was fussing with a vase full of flowers. Smaller vases were clustered at one end, and waiters were placing them, one by one, on the individual round tables arranged around the room.

			Kaminsky drew on his cigarette and let the smoke stream out his nose as he watched the activity. A man was standing off to one side, his arms folded over his chest, his silver-gray hair suggesting a level of seniority. He was wearing a dark, well-cut suit and a blue silk tie. Kaminsky pointed to him.

			“Let’s go ask that fella over there. He looks like he’s in charge.”

			Kaminsky showed the fellow his press pass and introduced himself and Elizabeth.

			The man bowed his head and looked them over with hooded eyes.

			“Cyril Longbottom, banquet manager. How can I be of service, sir?” he said in frosty tones that were appropriately deferential yet at the same time slyly judgmental.

			Kaminsky looked around the room. “Looks like you’ve got some big event going on tonight. Is it another debut?”

			Cyril shook his head. “No, no, nothing like that. It’s a fundraiser for the National Foundation for Infantile Paralysis—the new organization that President Roosevelt founded.”

			“You don’t say? Sounds like a good cause. I hope you raise a lot of money.”

			
			“So do I, sir. My niece contracted polio. She was only three years old.”

			“Sorry to hear that,” Kaminsky said.

			Elizabeth was about to say something, but then changed her mind. Did she really want Kaminsky to know about her experience with polio? What if he became afraid it would slow her down? She didn’t really know him all that well yet—better to wait.

			“What is it you wanted to speak to me about, sir?” Cyril inclined his head.

			“We’re following up on the murder that took place here on the night of the DeWitt debutante ball.”

			Cyril’s lips tightened. “A most unfortunate incident, I’m afraid.”

			“Yeah. I’m sure the poor dame that got killed would agree with you.”

			Cyril’s lips tightened further. “What is it I can do for you, sir?”

			“It seems that a young man who hadn’t been invited to the ball decided to sneak in and help himself to a free dinner and drinks, plus a couple of dances with some pretty debutantes.”

			“I’m afraid security is not my—”

			Kaminsky held up a hand. “No, no. Keep your shirt on. I’m not blaming you. We wanted to know if anyone noticed the young man—a chaperone, maybe—and tried to enlist one of your staff to have him thrown out.”

			Cyril puckered his lips. “If that’s the case, I certainly didn’t hear about it. I assure you there were no complaints from the guests—”

			Kaminsky waved him to a stop again. “Like I said—I’m not saying it’s the Waldorf’s fault. We only want to know if this young man got himself thrown out before the murder occurred or whether he was still around when it happened.”

			
			“Very good, sir. Let me make a few inquiries, if you’ll bear with me for a moment.”

			“Sure, sure. Take your time.”

			Kaminsky pulled a chair out from under one of the tables, turned it around and straddled it. He removed a toothpick from his pocket and began cleaning under his fingernails.

			Elizabeth watched as Cyril circled the room, talking to each of the waiters and busboys in turn, their heads close together. Finally, he nodded at the last young man, who was wrestling a podium up to the front of the room, and began walking back toward Elizabeth and Kaminsky.

			“Any luck?” Kaminsky said, pocketing the toothpick and returning the chair to its rightful place.

			“I’m afraid not, sir. Several of the waiters were on duty that night, but it seems no one was aware of the sort of disturbance you described. I’m sorry I couldn’t be of more assistance to you.”

			Cyril nodded dismissively and began subtly shepherding Elizabeth and Kaminsky toward the door.

			“Well, there’s our answer,” Kaminsky said as they rode down in the elevator. “It looks like this Teddy fellow was still on the scene when Frances was murdered.”

			“Yes.”

			Elizabeth had been hoping otherwise. Gloria wasn’t going to be happy when she found out her boyfriend was being suspected of murder.

			

			—

			
			Elizabeth heard rustling sounds behind her and turned around to see Kaminsky getting up from his desk. He grabbed his hat and coat and started out the door. Was he off to a story, she wondered. She glanced at the clock. Four o’clock. More likely he was headed across the street for his daily shot of Old Schenley’s and his beer chaser.

			She turned back to her typewriter and squinted at the piece of paper beside it, filled with Estelle’s nearly illegible scribbles. The windows rattled and an icy draft seeped around their edges. Elizabeth’s hands were cold and her fingers were beginning to cramp. She flexed them several times and pulled her hands inside her sweater to warm them.

			Gloria was going to be devastated if it turned out that Teddy had killed Frances. Although it seemed unlikely that their relationship would last regardless. Girls from families like the DeWitts didn’t marry horse trainers, no matter how charming and good-looking they were.

			And it wasn’t just snobbery, Elizabeth thought. There were too many differences—in upbringing, in tastes, in manners—for it to be a companionable and lasting union.

			She still thought it was far more likely that Dupont had killed Frances. He obviously hadn’t heard the fable about the goose that laid the golden egg. There’d be no more money coming from Frances now. Perhaps that was why he’d chosen to rob Lady Darlington of her jewels.

			Elizabeth could still picture Gloria running out of the ladies’ room, blood staining her exquisite white gown. She remembered walking down the Silver Corridor with no idea as to what she was about to encounter.

			
			As the image came back to her, Elizabeth recalled other details including the rustling of the giant potted ferns, where a couple was sheltered from prying eyes.

			Had they seen anything, she wondered? At the time it had looked as if they had eyes only for each other, but perhaps they had noticed someone approaching the ladies’ room.

			But how to find out? Elizabeth absentmindedly tapped her pencil against her chin. She’d seen the girl’s face but didn’t know her. But she thought she would recognize her again—she’d had a widow’s peak that was quite striking.

			The Daily Trumpet had run a feature a week before the ball on all the debutantes. Rose had purchased a copy of the paper with her allowance and had spent hours poring over it, longing for the day when she’d be dressed in a long, white gown making her own debut.

			Surely that issue of the Trumpet was in the archives somewhere. Elizabeth glanced at the door to Estelle’s office. She could see a wavy image of Estelle seated behind her desk, her head bent over something she was working on.

			Elizabeth jumped up from her seat and left the newsroom. She was too impatient to wait for the elevator and instead ran down the six flights of stairs to the basement, where the archives were located.

			The cement-walled room was lit by bare bulbs hanging from the ceiling. A woman with short, stiffly-permed gray hair sat behind a battered wooden desk. She had an index card in the roller of her typewriter and a stack of newspapers by her elbow. She looked up and frowned when Elizabeth walked in.

			
			“Can I help you?” she said in tones that suggested she would rather do anything but.

			“Yes.” Elizabeth was still a little breathless from her race down the stairs. “I’m looking for a particular issue of the Trumpet.”

			“Date?” the woman barked, peering at Elizabeth over the edges of her reading glasses.

			“I’m not sure,” Elizabeth said, smiling as persuasively as she knew how. “The issue came out a week or so ago and featured the debutantes who made their debut at the Waldorf ball the other night.”

			The woman’s eyebrows shot up. “You mean the night that woman was murdered?”

			Elizabeth bit her lip and nodded. She didn’t want to talk about it. She only wanted that one issue of the paper and then to get back upstairs before Estelle noticed she was gone.

			“Waste of time and money, if you ask me,” the woman said, drawing her gray cardigan around her. Elizabeth could see that it was darned in spots.

			But she got up from her desk and disappeared into the vast cavern of metal shelves stacked high with old issues of the Daily Trumpet. Finally, she returned with a newspaper in her hands.

			“Is this it?” She showed it to Elizabeth.

			Elizabeth held out her hand. “If I could flip through it?” Elizabeth quickly turned the pages until she found what she was looking for. She folded the pages back and showed the woman. “This is the article I wanted. Thank you so much.”

			
			“Do you need to take that with you?” The woman’s mouth was pinched in disapproval.

			“No. I only need to write something down.”

			Elizabeth scanned the photographs quickly until she came upon the one of the dark-haired girl with the widow’s peak. Her name was Virginia Stockwell, and she graduated from Vassar College. Elizabeth pulled a pad and pencil from her pocket and noted down the name.

			“Thank you so much,” she said, handing the paper back to the woman.

			She scurried back up the stairs and returned to her desk before Estelle noticed she had gone. As soon as she finished typing up Estelle’s column, she planned to track down Virginia Stockwell. With any luck, either she or her boyfriend had seen whomever it was who went into the ladies’ room after Frances.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 15

			Elizabeth knew there was a telephone directory in Estelle’s office. She kept it on a shelf next to a framed photograph of herself taken with Walter Winchell at the “21” Club. Elizabeth didn’t want Estelle to know what she was looking up—and Estelle would certainly demand to know—so she decided to wait until Estelle had left for the day.

			Fortunately, Estelle came out of her office just past four-thirty with her hat and coat on.

			“I’m giving a small cocktail party tonight before the theater,” Estelle said as she pulled on her gloves. “We’re going to see Of Mice and Men. It’s getting splendid reviews.”

			“Have a wonderful time,” Elizabeth said.

			Estelle nodded her head and swept past Elizabeth, leaving the faint scent of Tabu in the air around Elizabeth’s desk.

			As soon as the newsroom door slammed shut, Elizabeth jumped up from her seat. She glanced over her shoulder then eased open Estelle’s office door. The telephone directory was right where she knew it would be and she eased it off the shelf quietly.

			She only hoped Estelle hadn’t forgotten something and needed to return to her office. She continued to glance over her shoulder as she flipped through the tissue-thin pages until she came to the names beginning with S.

			Elizabeth ran her finger down the column until she found the name Stockwell. According to the Daily Trumpet article, Virginia’s father was called Robert. There were five Stockwells and Mr. Robert Stockwell was the last on the list.

			
			Elizabeth copied down the information, replaced the directory and scurried back to her desk. She quickly dialed the number, crossing her fingers that Virginia would be at home.

			A maid answered the telephone and Elizabeth asked for Miss Virginia Stockwell. The woman asked her to wait and Elizabeth heard her footsteps crossing the foyer floor, then silence and finally Virginia came on the line.

			They arranged to meet for tea at the Murray Hill Hotel, which suited Elizabeth perfectly since it was within walking distance.

			Virginia had sounded rather curious on the telephone, but fortunately hadn’t asked too many questions. Like most debs, she reveled in publicity—although none of them would ever achieve the fame Gloria DeWitt had—and the fact that Elizabeth was a photographer for the Daily Trumpet was all she’d had to hear to agree to a meeting.

			Elizabeth was gathering her things together when the newsroom door banged open and Kaminsky strolled in. Snowflakes melted on the shoulders of his wool coat and his cheeks and nose were red.

			“Weather’s turned ugly,” he said as he unwound the striped scarf from around his neck. “Where are you off to?” he asked Elizabeth.

			“I’ve remembered something about the night Frances DeWitt was murdered. A couple was hiding behind one of those enormous ferns that line the Silver Corridor. I thought perhaps one of them might have seen something—maybe even the person who followed Frances into the ladies’ room.”

			Kaminsky stopped with his hand on the top button of his coat.

			
			“You don’t say?”

			“And I’ve figured out who the girl was.”

			“Biz, you’re amazing.”

			“Her name is Virginia Stockwell and I’m meeting her at the Murray Hill Hotel for tea.”

			“There’s a story there, I’ll bet,” Kaminsky said, rubbing his hands together. “Mind if I tag along?” He picked up his scarf and began winding it back around his neck.

			“Why not? I got the impression she’d be thrilled to supplant Gloria DeWitt in the limelight, at least for a few hours.”

			“Let’s get going, then.”

			

			—

			The Murray Hill Hotel was on Park Avenue, one block from Grand Central Station. Elizabeth was grateful the walk was short—it had started snowing and the sidewalks were already getting icy. She was relieved when they finally reached the seven-story granite, brownstone and brick building.

			The lobby floor was marble, and massive chandeliers hung from the high ceiling.

			A fire burned in the enormous lobby fireplace, and Elizabeth and Kaminsky stopped in front of it briefly to warm their hands.

			They passed a newsstand and Elizabeth glanced at the headlines. It seemed as if they were all about the war in Europe and she felt a quiver of fear, but then reminded herself that Roosevelt had promised them the United States would not enter the conflict.

			Virginia was waiting for them in one of the tearooms. It was nearly empty at this hour, but Kaminsky still stood out amidst the handful of ladies in their tasteful suits and dresses, luxurious furs and coquettish hats.

			
			Virginia looked startled when they approached her table and half rose from her seat. She was wearing a black-and-white tweed suit and had a mink jacket thrown over the back of her chair. She wasn’t beautiful but with her heart-shaped face and dramatic widow’s peak, she was quite striking.

			Elizabeth hastened to introduce Kaminsky. Virginia’s eyes lit up when she learned he was a reporter and she turned toward him eagerly, wetting her full, red lips.

			Elizabeth and Kaminsky had talked on the walk to the hotel and had decided that it might be best if Elizabeth asked most of the questions in order to put Virginia at ease, although Virginia didn’t seem in the least bit disconcerted by Kaminsky’s presence.

			They made small talk until the waitress delivered a pot of Earl Grey tea, gold-rimmed white porcelain cups and saucers and a plate full of cucumber and egg salad finger sandwiches on thin bread spread with fresh butter.

			Elizabeth poured the tea, then stirred a spoon of sugar into her own cup. She glanced at Kaminsky. The delicate teacup looked out of place in his enormous hand. She was quite certain he would have preferred a whiskey or at least a beer.

			Elizabeth removed her camera from its case.

			“Do you mind if I take a photograph? For the story—if it makes the paper.”

			
			“Oh.” Virginia fluttered her hands in front of her face. “Let me touch up, first.”

			She removed a silver compact and a gold tube of lipstick from her purse and powdered her nose and reapplied bright red lipstick. It reminded Elizabeth of the slash of crimson Votre Rouge that had been on Francis’s face when her body was discovered.

			Several of the other patrons turned to look as Elizabeth snapped away while Virginia posed artfully. Finally, she thought she had the shots she needed, and put her camera back in the case.

			Elizabeth sat down, turned toward Virginia and cleared her throat. “You were in a unique position to see people going up and down the Silver Corridor at the Waldorf the night of the ball—the night Frances DeWitt was murdered.”

			Virginia’s face colored slightly, and she giggled. “Peter and I were terribly naughty, I’m afraid. That’s Peter Smythe. Do you know him?” She lifted her teacup to her lips, pinky raised, and took a sip.

			Elizabeth shook her head.

			“He’s an awful scamp, but such fun. We thought no one could see us behind that dreadful fern.” She looked at Kaminsky from under her long, dark lashes. “But I guess we weren’t as clever as we thought.”

			Elizabeth noticed Kaminsky had quietly removed his notepad and pencil from the pocket of his coat.

			“Were you able to see people going up and down the Silver Corridor?”

			Virginia nodded her head. “Yes, I was meant to keep a lookout in case my aunt—she was my chaperone for the evening since my mother is in Paris with some man she met at a house party at the Warwicks’ in the Hamptons—came down the hall. She would have gone bananas if she’d seen me and Peter in a clutch.” She rolled her eyes.

			
			“Did you see anyone in particular?” Elizabeth noticed Kaminsky writing something on his notepad. “While you were keeping a lookout, that is?”

			Virginia giggled. “There were some moments when my eyes were closed.” Her face colored again. “But I did see Brenda Sawyer’s mother coming down the corridor. Poor thing—she was thrown from her horse and had her ankle in plaster.”

			“Did she go into the ladies’ room?”

			Virginia shook her head. “She was headed for the elevator. I heard it ping when it arrived.” She took a sip of her tea. “Then there was that man, of course.”

			“Man?” Elizabeth’s posture straightened and she leaned forward in her chair. “Can you describe him?”

			“I’m afraid I’m not very good at that.” Virginia made a face. “Dark hair and eyes. Older—at least forty.”

			Elizabeth noticed Kaminsky’s hand jump and his pencil scoot across the page.

			“Anything else?”

			Virginia nibbled on the end of a cucumber sandwich. “Nothing really, I’m afraid. I didn’t recognize him, if that’s what you mean.”

			“Did you happen to see if he followed Frances DeWitt into the ladies’ room?”

			Virginia selected an egg salad sandwich and put it on her plate.

			
			“He might have. I’m afraid I didn’t notice.”

			“But he could have?”

			“I suppose so.”

			Elizabeth had arranged to keep the photograph of Dupont that Clarence Walker had loaned her for a bit longer. She pulled it out of her purse and removed it from the envelope.

			“Does this man look familiar?” She slid the photo across the table to Virginia.

			Virginia stared at it and shrugged. “I don’t recognize him, if that’s what you mean.”

			“But could this be the man who you saw go down the corridor and possibly into the ladies’ room after Frances?”

			Virginia tilted her head to the side and continued to study the picture. She tapped it with her index finger.

			“Yes, I think you’re right. That is the man I saw.”

			

			—

			Elizabeth and Kaminsky stopped in front of the fireplace again on their way out of the hotel. The tearoom had been chilly—catering no doubt to the women who chose to keep their furs on in order to show them off.

			The huge logs spit and popped as they burned, the embers glowing red. Elizabeth held out her hands to warm them.

			“So it looks like Dupont is the one who gave Frances the kiss-off. Go figure.” Kaminsky buttoned his coat. “I don’t know about you, but I’m going back to the newsroom to write this up.”

			“Wait.” Elizabeth put out a hand. “Why don’t we interview Dupont and get his side of the story?”

			
			“That’s a good idea, but don’t you think he’s already on the lam from the police?”

			“Possibly. But perhaps the police didn’t take Lady Darlington’s story seriously.”

			“Why not?”

			“You know: Rejected woman gets revenge by accusing her lover of theft.”

			Kaminsky stopped and stared at Elizabeth. “You oughta write headlines, kid. That’s a doozy—we’d be selling papers like hotcakes.” Kaminsky pulled his cigarettes from his pocket. “Our readers would eat that story up.”

			“Or,” Elizabeth said, stepping around a puddle of water that was beginning to ice over, “Lady Darlington changed her mind and declined to press charges in the end and Dupont is sitting pretty right now in his paid-for apartment.”

			Kaminsky stopped, dropped the stub of his cigarette and ground it out with his toe. “You could be right. So maybe he isn’t halfway to Chicago by now.”

			“Lady Darlington said she’d rented him a place in the Ansonia Hotel.”

			“What are we waiting for then?” Kaminsky pulled his scarf up to his chin. “We can get the seven train from Grand Central to Times Square and change there for the number one. The Ansonia is at Broadway and Seventy-third Street.”

			The train was crowded when they got on—weary office workers whose starched white collars were now wilting, salesgirls whose lipstick had long since worn off and manual laborers whose work clothes were damp and mud-spattered. Elizabeth and Kaminsky grabbed for a pole as the train rumbled to a start.

			
			“You know, I just remembered something,” Elizabeth said as the train picked up speed leaving the station.

			“What’s that?”

			“I saw Guy Dupont at the Astor Bar when I went to photograph that luncheon for Estelle.”

			Kaminsky raised his bushy eyebrows and stared at Elizabeth. “Are you sure?”

			“Yes. Quite sure. He was standing at the bar having a drink with several other people.”

			“Other men, I assume.”

			Elizabeth wrinkled her nose. “Yes, I don’t remember seeing any women with him.”

			“That’s probably because the Astor Bar is well known for being a hangout for homosexual men.”

			Elizabeth tightened her grip on the subway pole.

			“But how can that be? Dupont was romancing Frances and then Lady Darlington….”

			Kaminsky looked down at his shoes as if they’d suddenly become fascinating.

			“How can I put this? Dupont is interested in taking advantage of women, but it’s probably men he’s actually attracted to. He isn’t the first and won’t be the last.”

			
			“Oh.”

			Elizabeth felt so naïve. She’d heard talk of homosexuals, of course, but in theory, not in reality.

			She and Kaminsky didn’t speak for the rest of the trip, and Elizabeth was relieved when they arrived at their destination.

			The snow had started again when they exited the station at Seventy-second Street. The sidewalks were slick and Elizabeth slipped on a patch of ice. Kaminsky grabbed her arm to steady her. His face, under the streetlight, looked as weary as those of the passengers on the train.

			The Ansonia, a Beaux Arts building with a mansard roof, looked like a castle with its turrets and rounded corners. Pulled up onto the curb outside the front entrance were several police cars, their headlights illuminating the darkened front of the hotel.

			“What the—” Kaminsky said.

			They both quickened their pace.

			“Even if we can’t corner Dupont, it looks like we’ll have another story, at least. I hope it’s a good one,” Kaminsky said, panting slightly.

			A policeman was stationed at the front door of the hotel, and he stopped Elizabeth and Kaminsky when they tried to enter.

			“Residents only,” he said, putting out a hand to stop them.

			“We’re visiting someone,” Kaminsky said. “He’s expecting us. Guy Dupont.”

			The policeman looked startled. “Who did you say, sir?”

			“Guy Dupont. He lives here.” Kaminsky pointed to the upper floors of the hotel.

			Another policeman had come up in back of the first one.

			
			“I’m afraid Mr. Dupont won’t be seeing anyone today,” he said with a smirk.

			“Why not?”

			He laughed again. “On account of he’s dead, that’s why.”

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 16

			Kaminsky pulled his press pass from his pocket and handed it to the cop. The cop took it, turned it over, looked at both sides and handed it back to Kaminsky.

			“The wife buys the Daily Trumpet,” he said. “She goes for all that gossip and the advice columns. Waste of two cents, if you ask me.”

			Elizabeth glanced at Kaminsky, but his expression didn’t change.

			“Third floor,” the cop said, leading them inside and jerking his thumb toward the magnificent cascading white marble staircase with its mahogany balustrade that wound its way up all seventeen floors of the hotel.

			“Thanks.” Kaminsky touched a hand to the brim of his hat. “Let’s take the stairs,” he said to Elizabeth.

			As they climbed the three flights, Elizabeth stared up at the skylight in the ceiling five hundred feet above the lobby. Lady Darlington had certainly found Dupont a beautiful place to live.

			They reached the third floor, and Elizabeth was surprised at how wide and gracious the corridors were. The hallway was hushed—no sound coming from behind the closed doors and, oddly enough, no curious neighbors standing around trying to see what was going on.

			Halfway down the hall, a door stood open and a policeman leaned against the wall beside it. He was young and slightly bug-eyed with excitement.

			Before the cop could say anything, Kaminsky handed him his press pass. The officer glanced at it and waved them inside.

			
			The apartment wasn’t nearly as grand as Lady Darlington’s. The foyer was small with a coat closet on one side and an umbrella stand on the other. They walked into the parlor and Elizabeth braced herself for what they would find.

			The room wasn’t large but was comfortably furnished with a plump horsehair sofa in a deep red, a chair and ottoman in the same color and a sideboard upon which stood a radio, an empty crystal tumbler and a large ashtray with several cigarette butts in it.

			The most significant feature of the room was the body sprawled on the floor. Dupont was wearing a paisley silk dressing gown over a white dress shirt and black trousers. He looked as if he had been relaxing at home—a newspaper was laid open across the arm of the chair and a glass half-filled with an amber-colored liquid sat on a table next to it—and had been surprised by a visitor intent on murder.

			Two policemen stood next to the body, their hands clasped behind their backs, their eyes wary.

			Elizabeth got out her camera and began snapping pictures. She got a close-up of the side of Dupont’s face, where a small round bullet hole made it obvious he had been shot.

			Suddenly the atmosphere in the room changed—became charged with electricity—and Marino strode in. The policemen hovering over the body straightened up and threw back their shoulders as he approached.

			He stopped and smiled when he saw Elizabeth. She felt her heartbeat speed up and quickly turned away and busied herself with her camera. Her fingers became clumsy all of a sudden and she dropped the flashbulb she’d taken from her case.

			
			She bent over to retrieve it from where it had nestled in the thick Oriental carpet and at the same time Marino bent to pick it up as well. Her hand brushed his briefly, and she marveled at the feeling his touch evoked. She’d never felt like this before—not with Phillips nor any of the other boys she’d dated. And she had no idea what it meant. But she did know she didn’t trust the feeling. She’d read enough books and seen enough movies to know that love at first sight was rarely, if ever, lasting.

			Elizabeth took a few more pictures while Kaminsky questioned the policeman who had been first on the scene.

			Marino took over then and began barking questions at the two policemen.

			“Who called it in?”

			“A neighbor,” the shorter one said. “At first, he thought it was a car backfiring, but his wife thought it sounded like a gun. They argued about it and in the end decided to ring the station.”

			Marino bent over Dupont and examined the bullet wound. He straightened up and turned around again. “No signs of a struggle and it doesn’t look like he tried to run, so maybe he knew his killer.”

			Marino glanced around and pointed to the empty glass on the sideboard.

			“Looks like he had company.”

			“So you think he was expecting his killer?” Kaminsky said.

			Marino shrugged and wiped a hand over his face. “Who knows? That glass might have been left there at any time.” He went over to the sideboard and sniffed it. “Smells like whiskey, and the glass is still wet on the bottom. So a recent visitor, then.”

			
			He pointed at the two policemen. “I hope the neighbor is still around.”

			The policeman nodded. “Yes, I sent them back to their apartment. It’s an elderly couple, and the guy wasn’t looking too good. Neither was the missus. I didn’t want neither of them fainting on me.”

			Marino nodded.

			Kaminsky slipped his notepad and pencil in his pocket and walked over to Elizabeth. He bent his head toward hers.

			“Let’s see if we can talk to the neighbor. Oughta make a good story,” he whispered.

			Elizabeth gave a last glance at Marino, but he was bent over Dupont’s body again and didn’t notice her leaving.

			The door to the apartment next door was open a crack. Kaminsky rapped on it sharply.

			An older man came to the door. He was short with thick, white hair and was dressed in a suit and tie as if he was about to go out or had just come in.

			An elderly woman appeared behind him. She, too, had white hair, which was in a twist and she was wearing a day dress in flowered crepe. A pair of eyeglasses dangled from a chain around her neck. Both were pale and trembling slightly.

			Kaminsky doffed his hat and introduced himself and Elizabeth.

			“You’re from the paper?” the man said in a gravelly voice that sounded rusty, as if he hadn’t used it in a long time.

			“Yes. Can I ask you a few questions? You heard the shot next door,” Kaminsky went on without waiting for an answer.

			
			The man nodded his head. “We weren’t going to call the police, but I’m glad we did.”

			“Yes,” the woman said. Her voice was high-pitched and wavered slightly. “I insisted.” She shot a look at her husband but he ignored her.

			“Did you know your neighbor?”

			“Not really,” the woman said. “He hasn’t been here long. We’ve passed each other in the hall. He’s always been very polite.”

			“Quiet,” the man added. “Never hear anything from next door, which was why we were surprised when we heard the shot. Of course, we didn’t realize it was a gun at first.”

			“Did he get many visitors?” Kaminsky looked up from his pad.

			The man and woman looked at each other. “Not that we know of.”

			“It looks as if someone visited him tonight,” Elizabeth said. “Did you hear anyone go past your door?”

			The couple looked at each other again. “You wouldn’t hear anything. The hall’s carpeted,” the man said.

			“Did you hear anyone knock?” Kaminsky said.

			They both shook their heads.

			“Do you mind if I take your picture?” Elizabeth held her camera up.

			They stood next to each other, posing as if Elizabeth was taking a mug shot and not a photograph for the newspaper.

			Finally, Kaminsky thanked them, and he and Elizabeth turned to leave.

			

			—

			“Looks like that puts the kibosh on Dupont being our killer,” Kaminsky said when they were back outside on the sidewalk.

			
			The snow had stopped and what little had accumulated had turned to slush.

			“Could there be two killers?”

			Elizabeth shivered. It had been warm in Dupont’s apartment, making it seem even colder now outside.

			“I suppose. Dupont’s the kind of guy who makes a lot of enemies.”

			“Women, you mean?”

			“Sure. Men, too. I think it was a man who was in Dupont’s apartment tonight. Most women don’t drink whiskey neat. Not that I haven’t met a few who can knock it back as well as any guy, but the odds are it was a man.” Kaminsky stopped to light a match. “Could have been a lover. They had a spat and bang.” Kaminsky blew out the match. “But I think it’s too much of a coincidence. Frances and Dupont knew each other. And now they’ve both been murdered. There has to be a connection somewhere.”

			Kaminsky blew out a stream of smoke. “Then again, that Stockwell woman claims to have seen Dupont go into the ladies’ room after Frances, so maybe he did kill her and there’s no connection at all.”

			“Unless she was mistaken and it wasn’t Dupont she saw.”

			“True. It sounds like she was somewhat…preoccupied at the time.” Kaminsky flicked a long snake of ash from his cigarette.

			“Or, Dupont might have followed Frances into the ladies’ room, they argued and he left. And someone else went in after him and shot her.”

			“Maybe your friend Gloria’s paramour.”

			Elizabeth was getting tired—it had been a long day and they’d done a lot of walking. Her affected leg was beginning to drag, and she was having trouble keeping up with Kaminsky. She was relieved when Kaminsky stopped to stub out his cigarette.

			
			“I suppose it could have been Teddy,” Elizabeth said. “It fits with the tuxedo rental receipt the police found in the ladies’ room.”

			Kaminsky laughed. “Good thing I only have to write the story and you only have to take the pictures,” Kaminsky said. “And we can leave it to the police to untangle this mess.”

			

			—

			Elizabeth was so tired when she got home that she nearly stumbled over the threshold to the apartment—something she hadn’t done since right after her bout with polio. Jones looked at her in concern but didn’t say anything as he took her hat and coat and put them in the closet.

			“I haven’t missed dinner, have I?” Elizabeth said.

			“Mr. Adams dined at his club and Miss Rose doesn’t feel well,” Jones said.

			“Oh, dear. I do hope it’s nothing serious.”

			Rose was prone to chest infections so Helen insisted on keeping her inside in cold weather and was constantly fussing about drafts.

			“Miss Rose has been caring for Mrs. Adams. I’m afraid she may have worn herself out.”

			“I must go to her,” Elizabeth said, turning down the hall toward Rose’s bedroom.

			Rose smiled when Elizabeth walked in. She was lying on the flowered chintz chaise longue in her room, her head propped up on a pillow and her legs covered with a lap robe. A book was splayed open on her knees.

			
			Elizabeth knelt next to the chaise and took Rose’s hands in hers.

			“You’re not well. Shouldn’t you be in bed? Should we get the doctor?”

			Rose shook her head. “No. I’m tired, that’s all. I’ll be fine by morning, I promise. Please don’t fuss.”

			Rose had barely finished the sentence when she began to cough—long, drawn-out hacks that left her limp and white-faced.

			“We need to phone Dr. Krause,” Elizabeth said, getting to her feet.

			Rose put out a hand to stop her. “I’ll be fine. There’s no need to worry. But please, could you look after Mother tonight?”

			“Of course.” Elizabeth bent and squeezed Rose’s hands. “You get some rest now.”

			Jones was waiting outside Rose’s door. Elizabeth could tell by his expression that he was worried.

			“Mrs. Murphy has some cream of chicken soup and homemade biscuits for your dinner,” he said, walking alongside Elizabeth. “Would you like me to set a place for you in the dining room?”

			“No, please don’t bother. I’ll eat in the kitchen.”

			“Very well,” Jones said as he held open the green baize door to the kitchen for Elizabeth.

			The kitchen was warm compared to the hallway, with steam rising from the large pot on the stove and heat leaking from around the edges of the oven door.

			“You must be starving,” Mrs. Murphy said, her round face red from the heat.

			She bustled over to the cupboard and took out a bowl and a plate.

			Elizabeth pulled out a kitchen chair. A feeling of contentment washed over her. The kitchen was redolent with delicious odors—the savory and yeasty scents from the soup and biscuits and the faint underlying fragrance of vanilla and butter.

			
			“Excuse me,” Jones said as he left the room.

			Mrs. Murphy slid a bowl of cream of chicken soup in front of Elizabeth along with a warm, crusty biscuit and a small crystal dish with curls of butter in it.

			Elizabeth sniffed the fragrant steam and felt the knots in her neck and shoulders begin to relax.

			Mrs. Murphy leaned against the counter. “I’m worried about Miss Rose,” she said, pleating the fabric of her apron with her fingers. “You know how easily she takes sick.”

			Elizabeth patted her lips with her napkin. “She says she’s fine—only tired—but I’m going to call Dr. Krause if she gets any worse.”

			Guilt stirred in Elizabeth. If she weren’t working—if she’d been home—Rose wouldn’t have had to take care of their mother all by herself. And maybe she wouldn’t have gotten sick. Was she being selfish for wanting to have a job?

			Elizabeth picked up her soup spoon. “How is Mother? I must go in and see her.”

			“Mrs. Adams has had a difficult day,” Mrs. Murphy said. “She was restless and couldn’t get comfortable. Miss Rose took care of her as best she could, but nothing was ever quite right. Poor thing, I imagine she’s in pain.”

			The swinging door opened and Jones stuck his head into the room. “Mrs. Adams is calling for you, miss.”

			
			Elizabeth put down her spoon, set her napkin next to her bowl and scurried from the kitchen.

			Her mother was propped up on pillows wearing a lacy pink bed jacket. A copy of Woman’s Day was on the floor beside the bed and Debussy’s “Clair de Lune” played softly on the radio.

			“Elizabeth, darling,” Helen said when Elizabeth approached the bed. “My magazine has slipped. Could you pick it up for me, please?”

			Elizabeth bent and retrieved the copy of Woman’s Day and handed it to her mother. She noticed the remains of a cup of tea on the nightstand.

			“Shall I bring you some more tea?”

			“That would be splendid. Mrs. Murphy made a pound cake today. A slice of that would be lovely, too. And if you wouldn’t mind toasting it with just a smidge of butter.”

			“Certainly. Are you comfortable? Can I fluff your pillows?”

			“Thank you, dear.”

			Elizabeth settled her mother back against the pillows then retreated to the kitchen for the tea and cake.

			Finally, she was able to collapse on the sofa in the living room, her legs curled under her, a book lying open on her lap. A fire crackled in the fireplace, the flames leaping and dancing hypnotically. Elizabeth felt her eyes closing, and her book slid from her grasp.

			Her mother’s voice rang out from the bedroom. Elizabeth startled sending her book crashing to the floor with a thud. She jumped up, smoothed her skirt and hurried to her mother’s room.

			“Darling,” Helen said, “would you mind turning off the radio? The program has changed, and I don’t care for Brahms.”

			
			Elizabeth stifled a yawn as she switched off the radio.

			“And I’ve finished my cake and tea if you could take the dishes back to the kitchen for Mrs. Murphy to take care of.”

			“Certainly. Is there anything else?”

			“I think I’ll try to get some rest now,” Helen said, reaching for the bedside lamp.

			Elizabeth closed the door gently behind her and carried the dirty dishes into the kitchen. Mrs. Murphy was about to turn out the kitchen light.

			“I’ll take care of those,” she said, her hand still on the light switch.

			“No, you go on. I’ll wash these up,” Elizabeth said, placing the plate and cup in the sink and turning on the water.

			Elizabeth finished washing the dishes and decided to go straight to bed. She creamed her face, put her hair up in pin curls and climbed under the covers. She was drifting off to sleep when she heard Rose coughing. The sound nagged at her and invaded her dreams, leaving her tossing and turning during the long restless night.

			

			—

			It wasn’t yet morning. No light filtered through the crack in the curtains. Something had woken Elizabeth. She listened in the darkness, propped up on one elbow. It was Rose. She was coughing again—deep rumbles with barely any breath between them.

			Elizabeth put on her robe, slid her feet into her slippers and tiptoed down the hall. The apartment was silent save for Rose’s coughing—the only other sound was the hiss of steam in the pipes.

			
			Elizabeth was surprised to see a crack of light beneath Rose’s door. She eased it open. Rose was lying on the chaise longue, still dressed in her clothes from the day before. Her face was pale and her lips had a bluish tint.

			Elizabeth rushed over to her. “Rose, we must get Dr. Krause.”

			Rose’s eyelids fluttered partially open as if that small exertion was almost more than she could manage. This time she didn’t argue with her sister.

			“Let’s get you to bed,” Elizabeth said, bending down to remove Rose’s shoes.

			“I’m sorry.” Rose lifted a hand and let it drop. “I couldn’t manage to get up. I’m sorry to be such a bother. Especially with Mother needing so much attention.”

			“Don’t be silly. It’s not a bother.”

			Elizabeth helped Rose out of her clothes and pulled a flower-sprigged flannel nightgown over her sister’s head before tucking her under the covers. She felt Rose’s forehead.

			“You’re burning up. I’m getting you some aspirin and then I’m calling the doctor.”

			Elizabeth went into the bathroom and found the tin of aspirin in the medicine cabinet. She filled a glass with cool water and brought them to Rose. While Rose swallowed the pills, she went out to the hallway to the telephone. She glanced at the clock sitting on the table—nearly five a.m.

			Despite the early hour, Dr. Krause answered his phone on the second ring with no trace of sleep in his voice. He promised to be around within the hour.

			
			Rose was sleeping fitfully when Elizabeth went to check on her, so she took a few minutes to take a hurried sponge bath and get dressed. She was brushing her hair when she heard the front doorbell ring.

			Jones was showing Dr. Krause in when Elizabeth got there. A crack of light showed beneath her father’s study door—he’d been sleeping on the daybed in there to avoid bothering Helen—so Elizabeth assumed he, too, was up.

			Elizabeth showed Dr. Krause into Rose’s room and waited anxiously outside while he examined his patient.

			He was tucking his stethoscope into his pocket when he emerged.

			“I’m afraid it’s pneumonia,” he said, pulling a prescription pad from his pocket. He scribbled on it briefly, tore the sheet off and handed it to Elizabeth. “This should help clear it up. But the most important part of the cure is rest. It’s imperative that she not exert herself.”

			“I understand,” Elizabeth said, taking the prescription from the doctor.

			He gave Elizabeth a kindly smile and put a hand on her shoulder.

			“Don’t worry too much. Your sister is young and strong and that’s in her favor. She should make a full recovery.”

			Elizabeth let the doctor out and went to check on Rose. She was sleeping, her face flushed and her breathing steady. Elizabeth tiptoed out of the room. Despite the doctor’s reassuring words, she was worried. Pneumonia claimed too many victims for her to become complacent. She would have to take extra good care of her sister.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 17

			Before Elizabeth left for work, she looked in on Rose again and made sure Helen was comfortable and had everything she needed—at least for the moment.

			Elizabeth was putting her hat on when Mrs. Murphy came out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on her apron.

			“I hope Mother will be okay while I’m gone,” Elizabeth said.

			“Don’t you worry about a thing,” Mrs. Murphy reassured her. “I’ll take care of Mrs. Adams, and I’ll be sure to look in on Miss Rose as well. I’ve ordered a nice stewing hen from the market, and I’m going to make her some chicken soup. That will soon set her right.”

			“Thank you,” Elizabeth said, giving Mrs. Murphy’s hand a squeeze. “I’ll try to get home as early as I can.”

			Elizabeth looked at her watch and hurried out of the building, nodding at the doorman who held the front door open for her as she rushed out.

			The wind was brisk and the sky clouded over with patches of blue showing here and there. Elizabeth tugged her hat down firmly and set off for the subway.

			She walked swiftly although weariness dogged her every step, and she had to stifle a yawn more than once. She hoped her mother wouldn’t be too much of a bother for Mrs. Murphy, who was certainly not as young as she used to be.

			Elizabeth couldn’t remember a time when Mrs. Murphy didn’t hold sway over the kitchen, which she considered her exclusive domain. She’d been a fairly young woman when she’d come to them, having just walked off the boat from her native Ireland the month before.

			
			Elizabeth joined the crowd racing down the stairs to the subway. Fatigue was making her clumsy. She caught the heel of her shoe on the step and would have tumbled to the bottom if a gentleman in a black overcoat with a velvet collar hadn’t put out a hand to keep her from falling.

			The train pulled into the station with a puff of stale air and screeched to a halt along the platform. Elizabeth elbowed her way on and quickly secured a seat. She had to marvel at how much she had changed—at one time she would have been far too polite to push and jostle the way the other riders did.

			Her head began to nod in time to the rhythm of the subway car as they racketed along the tracks, the metal wheels grinding against the rails as they went around a bend.

			The train slowed and came to a stop, and Elizabeth looked up, startled to find that she’d fallen asleep. She stared at the station sign in dismay—Thirty-third Street. She’d missed her stop and would have to cross over and take the subway back again.

			As Elizabeth trudged up the stairs, she changed her mind. She would walk the ten blocks back. Perhaps the frigid air would wake her up.

			Despite the freezing temperatures, Elizabeth arrived at the offices of the Daily Trumpet feeling warm and toasty with red-tinged cheeks and only the tip of her nose and the tips of her fingers feeling the cold.

			She pulled off her gloves in the elevator and hastened to hang up her coat and hat when she arrived in the newsroom. Estelle was already a ghostly shadow behind the frosted glass door of her office.

			
			Elizabeth slid into her seat. Estelle’s daily column waited on her desk. She flexed her fingers to warm them and began to type.

			“Oh, fudge,” Elizabeth muttered when she realized she’d made an error.

			She rooted around in her desk drawer, found her eraser and carefully began to erase the offending letter. Unfortunately, despite her care, the eraser tore a hole in the paper and she had to rip it from the roller and insert a new sheet.

			She began to type again, fighting the urge to put her head down on her desk and close her eyes. Again, she felt guilt worm its way into her mind. She should be at home caring for her mother and sister, not doing a poor job of typing. Maybe she should quit. Maybe she wasn’t meant to be a career girl after all.

			If only Kaminsky would call her for a story. Elizabeth turned around in her seat and scanned the desks in the newsroom. Kaminsky’s seat was empty—his white mug sitting forlornly in the middle of his desk.

			Elizabeth turned back to her typewriter. She managed to type a few more words before her eyelids grew heavy again and her head began to droop.

			A sharp rapping sound made Elizabeth jump, her eyes flying open like a window shade that had been pulled too hard.

			“What?” She looked up.

			Estelle was standing over Elizabeth’s desk, arms crossed over her chest, mouth pursed in displeasure or disgust or both—Elizabeth couldn’t tell.

			
			Elizabeth stared at the middle button on Estelle’s black-and-white glen plaid suit jacket.

			“You young girls are all the same,” Estelle said, her voice dripping with disapproval. “You want to have your cake and eat it, too. A good paying job and dancing and drinking until the wee hours of the night regardless of how it affects your performance at work.”

			“I…I…” Elizabeth hastened to explain but Estelle cut her off.

			“I feel I must speak to the editor about this. There are any number of young women who would be happy to take your place.”

			Estelle emphasized her last words with a rap of her pencil on Elizabeth’s desk.

			Elizabeth felt her face color. She prided herself on a job well done—she’d gotten almost all As at Wellesley and had never turned in an assignment late or incomplete. A moment ago she was thinking of quitting and now she was in danger of being fired!

			“Please don’t say anything,” Elizabeth said, detesting the wheedling tone that had crept into her voice. “It won’t happen again. I promise.”

			Estelle merely raised her eyebrows, spun on her heel and returned to her office.

			Elizabeth wanted to flee the newsroom but that would only anger Estelle more. Suddenly the door flew open, and she looked behind her hopefully, but it was only Tom McCandless, a reporter on the business beat.

			Thankfully Sullivan hadn’t caught her napping at her desk—he already had it in for her and looked for any excuse to fault her.

			Elizabeth went back to pecking out Estelle’s column. A headache was forming behind her eyes and she stopped to rub her temples. The door to the newsroom opened again, only this time she didn’t bother to look.

			
			“Biz.”

			She heard Kaminsky call her name and spun around.

			“We’ve got a story. A juicy one. Grab your stuff and let’s go.”

			

			—

			“The police have found the body of a woman under the elevated tracks near the Second Avenue and Fifth-seventh Street stop,” Kaminsky said as they walked toward Grand Central Station.

			The clouds, which had been scattered earlier in the day, were now heavy, dark masses hanging menacingly low in the sky. An icy drizzle started as they made their way to the elevated station at Forty-second Street. Elizabeth stamped her feet and clapped her hands together to keep them warm as they waited for the train.

			Excitement mixed with fear stirred in the pit of her stomach. Each assignment was a test—not only of her photographic ability but of her ability to stomach the seamier side of life.

			The train came roaring down the elevated tracks kicking up a breeze that flipped up the hem of Elizabeth’s coat and threatened to make off with her hat. She clamped one hand on her head quickly and brushed tendrils of hair out of her eyes with the other.

			“I don’t have many details,” Kaminsky said as they boarded the train. “No ID on the body but according to the report, the clothes suggest she was a…” Kaminsky coughed to cover his embarrassment. “A lady of the night, if you know what I mean.”

			
			“A prostitute?”

			“Yes.” Kaminsky looked both relieved and slightly taken aback by Elizabeth’s frankness.

			“She was found strangled by a pal of hers under the Second Avenue El near the Fifty-seventh Street station. Horrible way to go.” Kaminsky gave a rumbling cough and pulled a handkerchief from his coat pocket. He spit into it, wadded it back up and returned it to his pocket.

			The train stopped at Fiftieth Street and Kaminsky got up to give his seat to an old hunchbacked woman dressed all in black and bent over a cane. She had a hooked nose and was wearing a kerchief tied under her chin. To Elizabeth she looked like one of those women who read your palm and told you your fortune.

			Kaminsky grabbed the center pole, and Elizabeth got up from her seat and joined him.

			“Have you ever seen a person who’s been strangled before?”

			Elizabeth shook her head. “No, I haven’t.”

			“No, I don’t suppose you have. Not a pretty sight, as you can imagine. There was this case once—a sailor just off the Queen Mary docked at Pier 92 over on West Fifty-third Street. He was a small fellow, one of those wiry types. He got into a brawl in some joint over by the docks. Some guy throttled him with his bare hands.”

			Kaminsky pulled out his handkerchief and coughed into it again.

			“The limey’s eyes were bugged out and looked like they were about to pop right out of his head.”

			Elizabeth felt queasy suddenly, and it wasn’t because of the motion of the train as it rocketed around the bends and curves in the track.

			
			“Sorry,” Kaminsky said, seeing her face. “I didn’t mean to upset you. You need to be prepared, though.”

			Elizabeth swallowed hard. “I’m fine,” she insisted, lifting her chin.

			It wasn’t until the train was pulling into the Fifty-seventh Street station that Elizabeth wondered whether Marino would be at the scene. The thought made her breath catch in her throat, and she surreptitiously checked the seams in her stockings, straightened her hat and smoothed down her windblown hair.

			A curious crowd had already formed at the scene by the time Elizabeth and Kaminsky descended the stairs from the platform. Several uniformed officers were holding the onlookers back, creating a clearing around the body, which was covered by a worn-looking navy blue coat and looked as if it had been tossed on the ground like a bundle of rags—a very tiny bundle, Elizabeth thought—with its legs and arms splayed.

			A man in a dark overcoat and brown fedora was circling the body, his hands behind his back, occasionally stooping to look closer at something that caught his eye. The set of his shoulders was familiar, and when he turned around, Elizabeth realized it was Marino.

			Kaminsky held out his press card as they made their way through the crowd to the red-cheeked policeman standing facing them, his arms spread wide as if that alone would keep the press of people from pushing forward. He glanced at Kaminsky’s ID and with a jerk of his head indicated they could pass.

			Elizabeth got her camera out even before they reached the body. She had the feeling she would need the distance it would provide between her and the scene of what looked to be a very gruesome murder.

			
			Kaminsky’s earlier description of the sailor went around and around in her head on an endless reel as they approached the body.

			Marino spun around as they got closer.

			He smiled at Elizabeth and put a hand on her arm. “This isn’t something a lady should see.”

			Elizabeth looked him in the eye. “I’m here to take photographs for the Daily Trumpet. I don’t expect it to be a tea party.”

			Marino’s eyes lit up and he laughed. “Attagirl,” he said, slapping Elizabeth on the back. “I suppose you’ll want to take some pictures of the body.”

			He stood aside, and Elizabeth stared down at the face of the dead prostitute.

			Her light brown hair had fallen over her face, obscuring it. But Elizabeth didn’t need to see it to realize she was very young. And thin—her collarbones protruded alarmingly above the cheap dress she was wearing. Elizabeth wanted to cry. She was someone’s daughter, maybe someone’s sister? What had forced her into a life of prostitution? Because Elizabeth knew that very few women chose the profession of their own free will. Had it been circumstances? The Great Depression had left countless people without work, without money, without food. Maybe she was caring for someone—someone who depended on her. She looked too young to have a child—hardly any older than Rose—but Elizabeth supposed she could be wrong.

			Death had left her skin devoid of color. Her lips, though, were painted a vivid red as if she was determined to show a brave face to the world. Elizabeth again felt hot tears pressing against the back of her eyelids.

			
			A striped red tie, partially loosened, was knotted around her throat. Kaminsky pointed at it.

			“Was that the weapon?” he asked Marino, his ever-present notebook already in hand.

			“It would seem so,” Marino said. “The autopsy should tell us more.”

			Elizabeth pulled her camera from the case, quickly held it to her eye and tried to concentrate on framing the shot and not on the young life discarded on the pavement like a used tissue.

			Kaminsky turned to Marino. “Do these gals normally work this area?”

			Marino shrugged. “We occasionally pick up one or two around here. Most of them are too clever to allow themselves to be caught.”

			“Someone found the body, I take it? A friend or something like that, they said?”

			Marino gestured over his shoulder. “She’s with one of our female officers right now. She was terribly shaken up, as you can imagine.”

			Both Elizabeth and Kaminsky turned and looked over to where a police car was pulled up onto the sidewalk. The back door was open, and a pair of legs were swung over the seat. A policewoman was leaning over the car obviously talking with the occupant.

			“Do you think she’ll talk to me?” Kaminsky said.

			“I don’t know.” Marino stroked his chin. “I had trouble getting much of anything out of her—the barest details. She was nearly hysterical.” He turned to Elizabeth. “You might have better luck with her. A woman’s touch, you know.”

			
			“Do you mind, Biz?” Kaminsky said.

			Marino raised one of his dark eyebrows. “Biz?”

			“Elizabeth is too much of a mouthful for anybody,” Kaminsky said, reaching into his pocket for his pack of cigarettes. “I’ve christened her Biz.”

			Marino looked at Elizabeth and she felt herself blushing. “Biz?” he said. “Do you mind if I call you Biz, too?”

			Elizabeth had grown to rather like the nickname, although she hadn’t yet had the nerve to introduce herself with it.

			She nodded.

			“Why don’t we go on over and talk to the gal who found the body,” Kaminsky said, his hand cupping the flaming match he held to the tip of his cigarette. The wind gusted and the flame went out. He struck another match and this time, after a second or two, the tip of his cigarette glowed red.

			All Elizabeth could see of the girl in the police car were her shoes—sturdy, sensible shoes with ties—not at all what Elizabeth would have expected. She’d imagined heels—high heels—in some fancy fabric like satin and a bright color like red.

			The policewoman moved to the side as they approached, and Elizabeth saw the girl’s legs up to the knees. Her skirt was on the long side, but even so Elizabeth could see the braces on her legs.

			She gasped and Kaminsky gave her a look.

			“Are you okay?”

			“I think so,” Elizabeth said. Her breath felt as if it was trapped in her chest, pressing against her lungs, stopping her heart.

			
			It couldn’t be Irene—it just couldn’t be. There must be lots of women who needed leg braces, especially in a city the size of New York. The polio epidemic had been long and fierce and had affected thousands and thousands of people.

			The policewoman put a hand on the girl’s elbow and she struggled out of the car as they approached.

			It was Irene. She, too, was wearing red lipstick, a heavy layer of pancake makeup and bright spots of rouge on her cheeks as if she was trying to create a mask to disguise herself. Certainly this girl in the thin, low-cut dress and gaudy makeup wasn’t the real Irene—the Irene Elizabeth had known for years. Elizabeth had to force herself not to react.

			“Elizabeth!” Irene cried when they reached her. She buried her face in her hands. “I’m so ashamed.”

			Elizabeth turned to Kaminsky and motioned for him to leave them alone. He nodded his head knowingly and sauntered back toward the elevated platform. The policewoman also took the hint and moved away from the patrol car toward where several of her colleagues were huddled together against the cold, their collars pulled up tight around the backs of their necks.

			Irene had her thin arms wrapped around herself, and Elizabeth saw the goose bumps blossoming up and down them.

			“Where’s your coat?”

			Irene pointed toward the station platform. “I put it over Julia.” She put a hand over her mouth to stifle a sob. “The wind is so bitter and she looked so terribly cold lying there in that thin dress.” She began to sob. “I knew she was dead but I couldn’t bear the thought. And I didn’t want everyone looking at her lying there…like that. I knew what people would think. She wasn’t…she wasn’t like that.”

			
			“What was she like?” Elizabeth asked gently.

			Irene lifted her face toward Elizabeth’s. It was streaked with tears, and rivulets of dark mascara ran down each cheek.

			“She was kind.” Irene looked down at her hands. “She was kind to me.” She glanced at Elizabeth again and a look of determination crossed her face. “She was a good girl.” She wrung her hands. “I know that’s hard to believe but sometimes…”

			“I understand.” Elizabeth knelt and took Irene’s hands in hers, barely aware of the grit and rough concrete digging into her knees.

			Irene took a deep, shuddering breath. “It’s not what you think. Sometimes…sometimes there’s no choice.”

			“What’s happened, Irene? Please tell me. Maybe I can help. How did you…?”

			Irene smiled briefly. “You know I lost my job at the Waldorf.” She gestured toward her leg braces. “I don’t have many skills, and I’m hardly fit for any kind of manual labor. I had no choice. I was only eating one meal a day as it was and then I was afraid that would become even more than I could afford. I didn’t want to starve like those women you read about.” She put her hands over her face and sobbed. “I was so frightened. I didn’t want to die.” She grabbed Elizabeth’s hand. “You don’t blame me, do you?”

			“Of course not.” Elizabeth gave Irene a hug.

			
			“Julia’s helped me so much. She rented a room down the hall from me, and we became friendly. She’s terribly young but she knows a lot. She introduced me to some clients.” Irene’s face was suddenly suffused with color. “Nice men—at least I suppose they are. But I can’t imagine who would have done this to her.”

			“You found her?”

			“Yes. We agreed to meet here under the shelter of the El. But when I got here…” Irene took a deep breath and looked down at her hands.

			“Do you have any idea who might have done this to her?”

			Irene shook her head. “When I saw her like that…I thought she might still be alive but I couldn’t find a pulse, and she was so cold. That’s when I covered her with my coat. A man came along and said he would call the police.” Irene started to cry again. “He looked at me…like I was nothing but a piece of trash that had been tossed into the street.”

			Elizabeth felt sick to her stomach. She couldn’t bear it that Irene had been reduced to walking the streets to stay alive. How long before she ended up like that poor girl on the platform?

			Elizabeth dug in her handbag, pulled out a clean handkerchief and handed it to Irene.

			“Was anyone on the platform when you got here? Did you notice anyone?”

			“The train had just pulled up—that was before I noticed Julia’s body. There was a man getting on.”

			“What did he look like?”

			Elizabeth waited while Irene blew her nose.

			
			“He was wearing an overcoat and was dressed like someone who works in an office, but I noticed that the hem of his coat was quite worn. He had his hat in his hand—it looked like a cap of some sort.”

			“I don’t suppose you saw his face?”

			“I’m sorry, no.”

			“Did you see anything else that might be helpful in finding the person who did this?”

			Irene shook her head again. “I wish I had, but as soon as I saw Julia I…”

			Elizabeth hated leaving Irene, but Kaminsky was waiting for her and she could sense his impatience. She hugged her friend and promised she would find a way to help.

			“Let’s wait for the meat wagon,” Kaminsky said when Elizabeth reached him. He was leaning against a post watching as the medical examiner examined the body. “I’d like to get a picture of it. Speaking of pictures, did you get one of the gal who found the body?”

			“No. There’s no need to print her photograph in the paper. She’s a decent person who’s fallen on hard times.”

			“Going soft on me, are you, Biz?”

			“I’m sorry. It wouldn’t be fair. It would be taking advantage of someone in a difficult position.”

			“I guess I’m the one going soft now.” Kaminsky shook his head. “If you were any of the other photographers, I’d get you fired.” He glanced toward the police car where Irene still huddled in the backseat. “Did you get me any information, though? Anything that’ll help us scoop the other papers?” He gestured toward a man in a brown trilby hat with a notepad in his hand.

			
			Elizabeth recognized him from Marino’s press conference at the Waldorf Astoria.

			“Irene said the train was pulling in when she got here, and a man was getting on.” Elizabeth described him.

			“So he could be our murderer. Otherwise why wouldn’t he have seen the body and raised the alarm? Maybe he was a john, and he decided he didn’t want to pay. Or she borrowed money from the wrong person and payment was overdue, and they decided to make an example of her.”

			Elizabeth shuddered.

			The van from the morgue had arrived, and they were loading the body into it. The driver shut the doors and hopped into the driver’s seat. Marino slapped the side of the van as it pulled away.

			“I’m going to see if I can catch the ME before he leaves,” Kaminsky said.

			He and Marino passed each other as Marino sauntered over toward Elizabeth.

			Marino smiled at Elizabeth, catching and holding her gaze with his own. “Have you ever had pasta con pesce spada e melanzana before?”

			Elizabeth didn’t even know what that was. “No, I haven’t.”

			She tried to look away but the light dancing in Marino’s dark eyes was mesmerizing.

			“Then come have lunch with me. We’ll go to Angelo’s on Mulberry Street. It’s one of their specialties.”

			Elizabeth was afraid that if she opened her mouth she would simply stutter so she nodded her head yes.

			
			Marino snapped his fingers and whistled, and one of the uniformed officers approached at a trot.

			“I’m going to lunch,” he told the young man. “When you’re finished here you can head back to the station. I’ll take a cab.”

			“Let’s go.” He put a hand under Elizabeth’s elbow and began to lead her toward Second Avenue.

			Elizabeth let him lead her, all the while feeling that she was making a huge mistake.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 18

			Elizabeth followed somewhat numbly as Marino hailed a Checker cab and held open the door. Her mind was whirling with images of everything she had seen: Julia’s dead body, Irene’s tearstained face, Marino’s lively eyes. She badly needed to take a deep breath and get her bearings, but instead found herself rocketing down Second Avenue at breakneck speed in the backseat of a taxicab.

			The cab hit a large pothole and Elizabeth was thrown against Marino, landing half in his lap. So much for maintaining her dignity or any sense of propriety, she thought as she righted herself and inched away from him. He didn’t seem in the least disturbed by the occurrence and continued with his story about the time he’d been ambushed by a thief wielding a dangerous-looking scythe.

			The cab headed west and plunged into the narrow, congested streets of lower Manhattan. Suddenly Elizabeth felt as if she was in another world. A young boy chased a ball into the street and the cab stopped short. The cabbie rolled down his window and shook his fist at the boy, who dashed across the street without looking back, the ball tucked securely under his arm.

			Finally, the cab turned down Mulberry Street, where laundry drying on clotheslines formed a colorful canopy over the alleys between the cramped buildings. Old men sat out on the stoops despite the frigid weather, caps pulled down low on their foreheads, hands stuffed in their pockets, the tips of their ears bright red.

			Street vendors jostled for room on the crowded sidewalks, their carts piled high with everything from produce to bed linens.

			
			The taxi pulled up in front of a restaurant with a dark blue awning over the glass front with Angelo’s written on it in white script.

			The smell was what struck Elizabeth first when she got out of the cab. It was like a complex symphony of both harmonious and discordant notes—spicy, earthy, pungent and slightly fetid all at once. She detected the odor of roasting tomatoes, the brininess of raw fish, the slight funkiness of fresh meat all mixing with the scent of laundry drying in the open air.

			Instead of the manicured hush of Park Avenue, there was constant noise—horns blaring, music pouring out of cracked windows, women standing on front steps shouting across the street to one another.

			Marino ushered Elizabeth into Angelo’s, where they were greeted effusively by a maître d’ with thick dark hair slicked back from a high forehead and a huge handlebar mustache. He clapped Marino on the back and shook his hand, all the while examining Elizabeth intensely.

			“I have a lovely table in the back. Very private.” he said to Marino, in staccato-accented English. “Come, please, signorina.” He gestured to Elizabeth to follow him to a secluded table in the corner where he pulled out a chair.

			Elizabeth took a seat and looked around her. The restaurant was just beginning to fill up with lunchtime customers but none of the tables close to theirs was occupied.

			Despite having had her share of experience with men, Elizabeth was nervous. Marino, she suspected, wouldn’t be playing by the same rules as the likes of Phillips Sloan or any of the other boys she’d dated.

			
			And that was the real difference, she realized—Marino was a man. The others had been boys playing at being grown-up—taking her to expensive restaurants like Delmonico’s and the Stork Club and paying for the meal with their father’s money.

			The thought made Elizabeth nervous, and her stomach felt queasy as Marino took the seat opposite her.

			A waiter appeared and hovered near their table. Marino snapped his fingers at the man.

			“Yes, sir?” the waiter said. “A bottle of your usual?”

			“Yes. And an antipasto platter. Tell the chef it’s for someone special.”

			The waiter nodded at Marino and gave Elizabeth a knowing smile.

			Elizabeth glanced at Marino. He looked almost as nervous as she felt, as if all the bravado had leaked out of him suddenly. He fiddled with his fork, turning it over and over again. He looked up suddenly.

			“You’re an intriguing woman, Biz,” he said.

			Elizabeth began to protest, but Marino held up a hand.

			“You’re doing a tough job—coming across things like you saw today would be rough on anyone. I’ve known tough women—women who’ve had hard lives and done difficult things, but you don’t seem like them at all. You’re different. I don’t understand it.”

			The waiter arrived with a bottle of Pinot Grigio and two glasses. He uncorked the wine and poured a measure into each glass. Marino took a sip, nodded, and the waiter moved away.

			“You know the girl who found the prostitute’s body,” Marino said, fiddling with the stem of his wineglass. “How did you come to know someone like that?” He waved a hand encompassing Elizabeth’s appearance. “You don’t look like someone who would come across women living that sort of life.”

			
			“Irene—she’s the girl who found the body—isn’t what you think. She’s down on her luck like so many other people in the city. She was desperate.”

			Marino tilted his head to the side.

			“Irene and I met in the hospital years ago, when we both were being treated for polio.”

			Marino’s dark eyes widened.

			“We became friends and kept in touch after we got out. Irene was more affected than I was. I only have a slight limp.” Elizabeth felt herself color. Would she ever get over her embarrassment about her disability? “Irene wasn’t so lucky and ended up in leg braces. Others died,” Elizabeth said, thinking of poor Clara.

			She took a sip of her wine. “Irene’s parents are gone and she has no one. She has to look after herself. She had a good job but lost it because she couldn’t move fast enough.” Elizabeth’s voice broke.

			“I’m sorry,” Marino said. “It’s no life for a woman. Too many of them end up dead like that poor girl.”

			The swinging doors to the kitchen opened and the chef, in his white apron and checked pants, came out bearing a platter, which he ceremoniously placed in the middle of the table.

			Marino jumped up and the two men embraced briefly. The chef turned around and beamed at Elizabeth.

			“Buon appetito, signorina,” he said, bowing his head. He turned to Marino. “I recommend the pasta con pesce spada e melanzana.” He bunched together the fingertips of his right hand and kissed them.

			
			Marino laughed. “You know me too well, Luigi.”

			Luigi smiled and turned away.

			Elizabeth stared at the array of food on the platter—cheeses, meats, olives and pickled vegetables. It was a feast all by itself.

			Marino slipped off his suit jacket and hung it from the back of his chair. He loosened his tie, rolled up his sleeves and tucked his napkin into his collar.

			Elizabeth watched in fascination. She’d never seen anyone do that before, although she had passed building sites where the workers tucked their napkins into their work shirts as they sat around their lunch pails eating sandwiches.

			Marino picked up a fork and began putting morsels of food on Elizabeth’s plate. He pointed to a sliver of cheese.

			“Fresh provolone,” he said. “Taste it.”

			Elizabeth cut off a sliver with her knife and fork. The smell gave a hint to the taste: sharp and pungent. She took a bite. It was delicious.

			“Now try this.” Marino pointed his fork at a slice of meat. “Salami.”

			Elizabeth tasted the meat. It was garlicky—not a taste she was accustomed to—but delicious. Everything was so different from the sort of cooking Mrs. Murphy did—stews and plain roasts, potatoes with butter, maybe a simple cream sauce or cheese sauce to dress up boiled vegetables.

			“Mmmmm.” She couldn’t help making small noises of pleasure as she chewed. Tastes exploded in her mouth in ways they never had before.

			
			Marino smiled and held out his fork with another tidbit on it.

			Elizabeth didn’t hesitate—she leaned forward and took it into her mouth. It was cold, slightly chewy with the sharp taste of vinegar tempered by the smoothness of olive oil. She raised her eyebrows at Marino.

			“Marinated artichoke,” he said, smiling.

			“I’ve never had anything like this before,” Elizabeth said, reaching for her wineglass.

			Marino leaned back in his chair, looking very pleased.

			The waiter returned to their table, removed the antipasto platter and replaced their used dishes with two bowls of pasta. Marino leaned over his bowl and inhaled the fragrant steam.

			“My nonna is from Ragusa, and she made this dish all the time. She would walk down to the docks and get fish straight from the sea as the sailors were coming in with their catch.” He pointed his fork at Elizabeth. “My mother…Now, she’s from Naples and she makes the best spaghetti con vongole—spaghetti with clams—that you’ve ever had. You’ll have to come for dinner sometime and I’ll ask her to make it for you.”

			Elizabeth felt her face coloring. She was still surprised to find herself having lunch with Marino. She hadn’t thought about a next time. She couldn’t imagine herself going to Marino’s house for dinner.

			“My mother is a tough woman,” Marino said, twirling his spaghetti around his fork.

			Elizabeth was still struggling with hers. Spaghetti wasn’t in Mrs. Murphy’s repertoire. She tried to imitate what Marino was doing, but the strands of spaghetti kept slipping off her fork.

			
			“My mother came to this country as a newlywed. Neither of my parents knew the language or much of anything about New York. My father had a second cousin—Domenico—who had come over a few years before, so my father decided they would make a new life in America, too. My father works on the docks and my mother takes in laundry and does piecework.” He stabbed a piece of fish with his fork. “Not exactly the idyllic life they pictured, I would imagine.

			“I was born here, and I decided I needed to make something of myself so my parents’ sacrifice wouldn’t be for nothing. I graduated from the police academy and joined the force. As soon as I’ve saved enough money, I’m going to buy them a nice little place outside the city where they can have a garden and sit in the sun in the summertime.”

			The waiter appeared and refilled their wineglasses. He looked at Elizabeth’s plate.

			“You no like, signorina? I can bring you something else.”

			“No, no, it’s delicious. Everything is delicious. I’ve already eaten so much…..”

			The waiter nodded and moved away.

			Marino looked up from his plate. “Right now, it’s the four of us living in the apartment—my sister is sixteen and finishing high school next year, but she’ll stay until she marries.”

			Elizabeth took another cautious sip of her wine. She had to be careful—the sights, scents and tastes she was experiencing for the first time were intoxicating enough.

			Marino finished his spaghetti and pushed his plate away. He leaned his arms on the table. “I don’t know anything about you. How did you end up working for the Daily Trumpet?”

			
			Elizabeth froze with her hand on her fork. How much should she reveal about herself? Did it matter?

			“I got interested in photography when I was in college. I took a few classes and was fortunate to spend time with my roommate’s aunt, who is an accomplished photographer. I decided that when I graduated I wanted to work for a newspaper.”

			Elizabeth pushed her own plate away and leaned forward. Marino was listening with an intensity that was new to her, his lively dark eyes never leaving her face. She wasn’t used to this—all Phillips and the other boys in her set ever wanted to do was to talk about themselves.

			“I took a job at the Daily Trumpet as a gal Friday, but one night all the photographers were already out on a story or home sick and I had the opportunity to show them I could take pictures.”

			Marino grinned. “I knew you had guts the moment I saw you. I like that in a woman.”

			Elizabeth found herself grinning back. Marino was brash, slightly vulgar, handsome and very cocky, and Elizabeth found herself drawn to him. But they lived and moved in such different spheres, she doubted they would ever get beyond having lunch with each other. If she couldn’t imagine going to Marino’s house for dinner, she certainly couldn’t imagine bringing him home to hers.

			“I should be getting back to the newsroom,” Elizabeth said, picking up her gloves.

			Marino put out a hand and covered one of hers. “You must have un dolce.” He snapped his fingers and the waiter, who had been hovering near the door to the kitchen, jumped to attention and strode toward their table.

			
			He and Marino conferred in low voices. Finally, the waiter nodded and headed toward the kitchen.

			“He’s bringing us a little something to end our meal.”

			Elizabeth put down her gloves and leaned back in her seat. Moments later the waiter reappeared with two small cups of coffee and a platter of pastries.

			Marino pointed to the plate. “That’s a cannoli, a sfogliatella, and those are pignoli,” he indicated several round cookies studded with nuts. He picked up a cannoli and put it on Elizabeth’s plate.

			She stared at it for a moment, uncertain as to how to eat it. She watched as Marino picked his up in his fingers and bit into it, cream squirting out the other end and plopping on his plate.

			Elizabeth tentatively picked hers up and nibbled on the end.

			“This is delicious,” she said as she took a larger bite.

			The pastry was crunchy and sweet, the cream filling cool and delicious.

			Marino threw back his head and laughed. “I knew you would like it.”

			By the time they finished their pastries and coffee and Elizabeth was back on the street, with bright sunlight forcing her to squint as her eyes became adjusted to the light. She felt as if she’d been on a sensory journey the likes of which she hadn’t even known existed.

			And it wasn’t just the food, she realized as Marino hailed a taxi and tucked her inside. It was Marino himself—the way he attacked life, both the good parts and the bad parts—with gusto. Elizabeth knew she would never forget the experience.

			
			She also knew that it was unlikely there would ever be a next time.

			

			—

			Kaminsky was in the newsroom when Elizabeth got back. He had his feet on his desk and was hidden behind that day’s edition of the Daily Trumpet. Occasional puffs of smoke rose above the top edge of the newspaper.

			Elizabeth had barely sat down when she heard Kaminsky call her name. She got up and walked over to him.

			“So you had lunch with Detective Marino. Learn anything interesting?”

			She’d learned lots of interesting things, Elizabeth thought—what sharp cheese and salami taste like, how to eat spaghetti, what a cannoli is, the fact that Marino was even more attractive than she originally thought.

			“Don’t worry. I covered for you with Estelle and the boss. Said you were out taking pictures for a story.”

			“Thanks.”

			“Don’t mention it.” Kaminsky laid the paper, which was folded back to the Sports section, down on his desk and stabbed his index finger at a large black-and-white photograph that took up a quarter of the page.

			“There’s our girl Gloria,” he said, turning his head and exhaling a cloud of smoke.

			Elizabeth peered over his shoulder. Gloria was standing with a glossy brown horse that had a ribbon affixed to its bridle.

			
			“It looks as if the DeWitts’ horse won something.”

			“Yeah,” Kaminsky said. “The four-forty-five at Aqueduct. It paid two to one.”

			“I didn’t know you were a racing fan.”

			Kaminsky shrugged and swung his legs down off his desk. “I don’t mind placing a bet now and then.” He peered at the photograph again. “The trainer looks happy.” He tapped the young man standing in the background of the photograph.

			Elizabeth took a closer look. “That’s Teddy O’Doyle.”

			“I didn’t know you were a racing fan,” Kaminsky said with a smirk.

			“Funny. Very funny.” Elizabeth smacked him on the arm.

			“Now, that’s interesting. Does she fancy herself to be in love, do you think? Or was she thumbing her nose at her stepmother? Because I don’t imagine that would have sat well with Mrs. DeWitt.”

			“Maybe both?” Elizabeth said.

			“Killing two birds with one stone.” Kaminsky folded the paper back up. “What if this Teddy took it the wrong way? Here he thinks he’s got the heiress to the DeWitt fortune falling in love with him.” Kaminsky rocked his chair back on two legs and spread his hands out in front of him. “He can see the whole picture—marriage, an easy life as the husband of a rich woman. Fancy cars, boats, horses. It would be quite a comedown to discover little Miss Gloria was only playing with him.” He let the chair fall back into place. “Or, worse—maybe the evil stepmother burst his bubble and made it clear that this rosy future would never be his, so there was only one thing for him to do….”

			“Kill her.”

			

			—

			
			The fatigue Elizabeth felt earlier, which had dissipated during the excitement of investigating the death of the prostitute and lunch with Marino, returned in full force as Elizabeth sat at her typewriter typing up Estelle’s column. She didn’t dare allow her eyes to close—if Estelle caught her dozing off again, she’d be fired for sure.

			The door to Estelle’s office squeaked open. A feeling of dread settled over Elizabeth as she waited for Estelle to approach her desk.

			Estelle wrinkled her nose. Elizabeth thought it made her look like a rabbit—a very cross one.

			“What is that atrocious smell?” Estelle said, sniffing the air.

			Elizabeth, her nose filled with the scent of Estelle’s liberal application of Tabu, could smell nothing out of the ordinary.

			“It smells like food,” Estelle said, her head tilted and her hand on her chin. “It smells like garlic,” she announced as triumphantly as a quiz show host announcing the winner. “Have you been eating garlic?” She fixed Elizabeth with a penetrating stare.

			Elizabeth opened her mouth, but little more than a squeak came out.

			“Surely you know that Emily Post considers it terribly gauche to eat garlic when one is going to be around other people?”

			Elizabeth had no idea what to say so she kept her mouth shut and tried her best to look contrite.

			Estelle flounced away and Elizabeth breathed a sigh of relief. Did she really smell that dreadful? The food at Angelo’s had been so delicious, and she didn’t regret eating it one bit.

			The telephone rang and she heard Kaminsky answer it. She didn’t pay much attention to the conversation—it was unlikely she would be rescued from her dreary task twice in one day.

			
			“Biz, grab your hat and let’s go.”

			Elizabeth turned around. Kaminsky was already donning his own hat and coat and had his hand on the door to the newsroom.

			She jumped up, grabbed her camera, purse, coat and hat and followed Kaminsky to the elevator.

			“What is it this time?” Elizabeth asked, as she situated her hat on top of her dark curls.

			Elizabeth always felt a combination of excitement and fear when Kaminsky announced they were off to a story. Would she be able to handle what she was about to see?

			“A fire. A big one, apparently. The police are already wondering if it started naturally or if it was arson.”

			Elizabeth felt a thrill. She’d never seen a big fire before—just a small conflagration the time some boys set fire to a trash can for kicks. Mr. Polsky had come running out of his butcher shop with a bucket of water and put it out. Still, there had been something exciting, as well as frightening, about the flames leaping into the air and the black smoke creating a noxious cloud.

			“A building’s on fire down on Houston street,” Kaminsky said as he pushed open the door to the sidewalk. “We’d better grab a taxi. I want pictures of the fire in action—flames licking up the sides of the building and smoke billowing from the windows—not blackened and smoldering wet embers.”

			Dusk was falling and the streetlights had come on. The sidewalks were filled with workers hurrying toward subways and bus stops on their way home after a long workday. The taxi stopped at a red light and the door of a tavern opposite opened, spilling light across the sidewalk and filling the air with the sound of raised voices and clinking glasses.

			
			As the taxi got closer to Houston Street, the odor of smoke became apparent. Soon the air was thick with it and Elizabeth began to cough. She noticed Kaminsky pulling his scarf up over his nose and mouth and she did the same.

			Soon the taxi plunged into air that was black with billowing clouds of smoke, and even though they were still several blocks away, they heard the unmistakable roar of the fire.

			A bright red fire truck with F.D.N.Y. in gold letters on the side was pulled up to a fire hydrant as others raced toward the fire, their horns blaring. A policeman stood in the middle of the road stopping traffic and directing the cars to turn onto Bleecker Street.

			The taxi driver stopped and swiveled around in his seat. “It looks like you’ll have to get out here. They aren’t letting us get any closer.”

			Kaminsky dug in his pocket, pulled out a few coins and handed them to the driver.

			“Let’s go,” he said to Elizabeth.

			As soon as they got out of the cab, Elizabeth began to cough again. The air was thick, and ash floated on the wind like confetti. The roar of the fire was even more intense now.

			The street was lined with run-down tenements, with an abandoned factory at the end whose blackened windows made Elizabeth think of missing teeth. The sidewalk was broken and uneven with determined weeds pushing their way up through the cracks.

			
			Half of one of the tenements was already on fire with flames licking along the perimeter and inching toward the other half. The front door was open, and they could see a hallway papered in faded red cabbage roses.

			Soot billowed out from the building, and the firefighters’ faces were covered with it, making them look like old-time performers in blackface. Despite the hoses trained on the burning building and the stream of water hitting the fire, the other side of the building was beginning to catch as well.

			“There’s the fire chief,” Kaminsky said, pointing to a man pacing up and down the line of firefighters shouting directions. “I’m going to see if I can get a word with him. You get us some good pictures, okay?”

			“Sure,” Elizabeth said as she unbuckled her camera case and got out her camera.

			Flames continued to shoot up, illuminating the dark night sky. Elizabeth hoped she could capture the impact of the scene in a mere photograph: the heat emanating from the fire—she could feel it where she was standing across the street—the nearly deafening popping and hissing of the flames, the chaos of people rushing back and forth dragging heavy hoses and other equipment.

			Kaminsky trotted back over to Elizabeth. “It’s something, isn’t it? The power of fire. It’s almost majestic in its fury. ‘Some say the world will end in fire. Some say in ice.’ ”

			Elizabeth stared at Kaminsky.

			He shrugged as he reached into his pocket and pulled out his cigarettes. He shook one out. “Robert Frost.” Kaminsky lit a match and bent his head over it.

			
			“You never fail to surprise me, Kaminsky.”

			“I like to keep ’em guessing,” Kaminsky said, blowing a puff of smoke into the already smoke-laden air. The last tendrils caught on the wind and blew away.

			“People are still in there!” one of the firemen yelled, his hands cupped around his mouth.

			Suddenly men began to trickle out of the building, their hands over their faces, doubled over from coughing. They were in their shirtsleeves, except for one man who was shirtless, his arms crossed over his bare chest as if for warmth.

			“Those poor men,” Elizabeth said.

			“I’m going in!“one of the other firemen yelled as he plunged through the open door, an ax slung over his shoulder.

			Elizabeth grabbed her camera and brought it to her eye, swiveling this way and that in order to get the best shot. One of the men that had come out of the building pointed and shouted an obscenity at her. The other men all looked up and, noticing Elizabeth’s camera, quickly covered their faces.

			Kaminsky grabbed Elizabeth’s arm. “Get the shot if you can. This is going to make the front page. It looks like this unfortunate fire has disturbed the nightly goings-on of a peg house.”

			Elizabeth lowered her camera and looked at Kaminsky with a blank expression.

			“A peg house?”

			“A male brothel.”

			
			Elizabeth tried but failed to control her sudden sharp intake of breath.

			By now other reporters and photographers had arrived and flashbulbs were going off repeatedly while the firemen yelled irritably at them to stay back.

			There was another shout, and the fireman who had run into the building came out again, supporting a man by his arm. The man was coughing furiously and appeared to be fighting for breath. He stumbled to the curb, bent over, his hands on his knees. Bits of gray ash had settled on his dark hair and his white shirt was soiled with black soot.

			The man suddenly looked up and straight at Elizabeth. She saw the shock of recognition on his face, which surely mirrored her own.

			He hesitated for a moment, then took off at a run, pushing his way through the crowd and disappearing down the darkened alley between two of the buildings.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 19

			Kaminsky whistled. “Did you see who that was?” He pointed toward the alley where the man had been swallowed up in its darkness.

			“Yes. It was Gloria DeWitt’s father.”

			“Fancy seeing Edward DeWitt coming out of a peg house.”

			“Do you think—”

			“I don’t think he was in there asking directions, do you? He wasn’t wearing a coat, so obviously he’d been planning on staying awhile.”

			“But he’s—”

			“Married? Sure. But that doesn’t mean a thing. You may not have noticed, but homosexuality isn’t exactly considered acceptable. Especially for a man like DeWitt who was born with the expectation that he’d get married someday and produce a suitable heir.” Kaminsky glanced at Elizabeth. “Don’t look so shocked. It happens more than you’d think.”

			“It never occurred to me, that’s all.” Elizabeth was thinking. “I wonder if Frances knew.”

			“Who knows? Frances seemed like the practical sort. She was after the good life when she married DeWitt. I don’t think romance entered into it.”

			There was a loud crash, and they both turned back to the burning building. The roof had caved in. The firemen had been able to subdue the worst of the blaze, although flames still flared up here and there in the wreckage.

			“Why don’t you get another picture of the building?” Kaminsky said.

			
			Elizabeth pulled out her camera and snapped several more photographs. She noticed the fire chief walking in their direction as she finished.

			He approached Kaminsky and nodded. “We found the remnants of a pile of oily rags in one of the back rooms on the first floor. That may be what started the fire.”

			“So you don’t suspect arson, then?”

			“We don’t know yet. We won’t be able to do a complete investigation until the rest of the fire is out and we’re sure the building isn’t going to completely collapse.”

			One of his men called to him, and the fire chief excused himself and walked away.

			There was a loud rumbling and the burning building shifted slightly.

			“Lucky everyone got out when they did,” Kaminsky said to Elizabeth. “Especially DeWitt. Imagine the headlines if it was revealed that he had perished in a peg house fire.”

			

			—

			Elizabeth stood in the darkroom and looked at the photographs drying on the carousel. She’d caught some good shots of the fire at the peg house, but she realized not even her best shot could capture the horror of the real thing: the flames leaping ever higher, the soot-filled air, the very noise of the fire—the roar and the menacing hiss and the popping like firecrackers going off.

			Kaminsky was busy pounding out the story on his typewriter for the morning edition, a cigarette dangling from the corner of his mouth and a cup of coffee at his elbow.

			
			He looked up when Elizabeth walked in with the photographs. They spread them out on Sullivan’s empty desk, which would have made him furious had he known.

			Kaminsky stabbed a nicotine-stained finger at one of them. “Let’s see if we can get this one on the front page. I’ll talk to the boss.”

			“I’m sorry I didn’t get one of DeWitt slinking out of the burning building.”

			Kaminsky slapped her on the back. “Now you’re thinking like a real newspaperman, Biz. But given DeWitt’s friends in high places, I’m pretty sure Dawson—he owns the Daily Trumpet—would put the kibosh on that. He already raked me over the coals for putting DeWitt’s daughter on the front page. I don’t imagine this would go over any better.”

			Elizabeth yawned and quickly covered her mouth.

			“You look bushed. Why don’t you go home?”

			“I think I will. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

			Elizabeth was about to grab her coat when her telephone rang. She dashed back to her desk to answer it. She hoped it wasn’t bad news about her sister. Ever since the doctor had diagnosed Rose with pneumonia, Elizabeth had been fearful that Rose would end up in the hospital.

			She grabbed the telephone on the fifth ring.

			“Hello?”

			“Elizabeth? It’s Gloria.”

			“Hello, Gloria,” Elizabeth said, stifling another yawn.

			“A group of people from our crowd are getting together at the St. Regis for a drink. Why don’t you join us?”

			
			Elizabeth ran a hand along the back of her neck. “I’d love to Gloria, but my sister is sick, and I really should be at home.”

			“Darling, please. I’ve been completely wretched to you, and I want to make it up to you. Just the other day Sally Taylor was saying some terribly unkind things about you, and I felt absolutely dreadful knowing it was all my fault.”

			“I don’t know.” Elizabeth wrapped the telephone cord around her finger.

			“Don’t be mad at me, darling, please. I couldn’t bear it. Just one tiny little drink to show you forgive me.”

			“I suppose—”

			“That’s wonderful. Absolutely wonderful. Phillips will be there, and I know he’s dying to see you. He said you do nothing but work these days.”

			That was true, Elizabeth thought. She’d turned down another dinner date with Phillips because she’d been too tired.

			“It will do you good to get out,” Gloria said. “You can’t bury your head in the sand forever, you know.”

			She hadn’t thought that was what she was doing, but Elizabeth realized it might seem that way to others.

			“All right then. I need to powder my nose, and I’ll be on my way.”

			“Lovely. We’ll save a seat for you. Phillips will be thrilled.”

			

			—

			The bar was crowded when Elizabeth arrived, but Gloria had secured a table near the bar and the Maxfield Parrish mural of Old King Cole. Sally Taylor was sitting next to Gloria with Dickie Palmer on her other side. There was an empty seat next to Phillips, and Alice Morgan was there, too, dressed in a dark red silk cocktail dress and diamond earrings. The other women were dressed up as well, and Elizabeth felt slightly dowdy in her plaid skirt and twin set, more suitable for a college campus than a chic hotel bar.

			
			She slid into the empty seat next to Phillips.

			“You simply must try the Red Snapper,” Gloria said when the waiter arrived to take Elizabeth’s order. The others already had cocktail glasses in front of them. “It’s vodka and tomato juice and spices, and it’s simply divine.”

			Elizabeth acquiesced and moments later the waiter returned with a tall glass topped with a swizzle stick and a wedge of lemon. She took a sip and had to admit it was delicious.

			Phillips leaned his head close to Elizabeth’s. “I’m glad you came. I was beginning to think you were avoiding me.”

			Elizabeth looked at him. The expression on his face said he thought no such thing. Quite the opposite. She was pretty sure that Phillips thought of himself as a gift all wrapped up in gold paper with a pretty silver bow.

			Elizabeth gave a smile that she hoped was reasonably warm without being too encouraging.

			“Say, Phillips.” Dickie leaned across Alice. “How did that investment you told me about work out?”

			Phillips laughed. “I’m afraid I lost my shirt.”

			“Sorry to hear it, old pal.”

			
			Phillips shrugged. “I’m not worried. My old man will bail me out.”

			Elizabeth looked at Phillips. He was well-dressed and had impeccable manners. What a contrast to Marino, who had tucked his napkin into his shirt while he ate…and had torn into his pasta with gusto…and had said he was saving money so he could buy his parents a house.

			She looked at Phillips again and felt a sense of distaste. She decided she would excuse herself as soon as she could.

			

			—

			The others were ordering another round of drinks when Elizabeth left. She pulled on her gloves, straightened her hat, and walked out onto Fifty-fifth Street and crossed to the uptown side of the street. She headed east toward Lexington Avenue and the subway. The sidewalk was deserted—the people rushing home at the end of the workday had disappeared and the crowd that dined out was still at home dressing for the evening.

			It was cold, and Elizabeth walked quickly down the darkened street toward the lights of Park Avenue in the distance. She stayed toward the edge of the sidewalk nearest the street and away from the shifting shadows along the walls of the buildings.

			The headlights of a car swept the sides of the buildings as a sleek black Lincoln turned onto Fifty-fifth Street heading toward Elizabeth. The lights temporarily blinded her, and she stumbled over a crack in the sidewalk. She stopped for a moment to wait for the car to pass but instead of driving past her, it stopped alongside her and the passenger-side door opened.

			Elizabeth didn’t think anything of it at first—people were always asking for directions, and she supposed that was what the man in the car wanted. She took a step closer to the open door.

			
			Suddenly, the man—who was wearing a dark overcoat and a black hat with a wide brim pulled down low on his forehead—grabbed Elizabeth’s arm.

			She meant to yell, but it came out sounding more like the squeal of a baby animal than the indignant shout she had intended. She was almost too astonished to be scared but when the man refused to let go and tried to drag her into the car, fear dried her mouth and sped up her heartbeat.

			The man was strong, but Elizabeth was determined. It became a tug of war between the two of them.

			She couldn’t imagine what he wanted. If it was her purse, he could have easily grabbed it off her arm. Besides, why would someone who had enough money to drive an expensive car want to steal her handbag?

			“Get her in the car,” the driver snarled at the man in the passenger seat. “The boss will be furious if we botch this.”

			Elizabeth couldn’t see the driver clearly—he was in the shadows, and he, too, had on a wide-brimmed hat that partially hid his face.

			The man continued to tug on Elizabeth’s arm and, as he did so, the sleeve of his coat rode up and Elizabeth saw the flash of white skin on his wrist. Without stopping to think, she lowered her head and sunk her teeth into the man’s flesh.

			He gave a far more impressive scream than Elizabeth had and immediately let go of her arm.

			Elizabeth hesitated for a second. If she ran back toward the St. Regis Hotel, the car would be able to follow her. If she ran in the other direction, the driver of the car would have to turn around and take his chances on going the wrong way down a one-way street.

			
			She began to run toward the lights and safety of Park Avenue. The man who’d grabbed her yanked his door closed and the driver began backing down the street. Elizabeth ran faster, keeping as far away from the edge of the sidewalk as she could.

			By the time she reached the end of the street, the Lincoln was once again alongside her. Her heart was pounding furiously and she was gasping for breath. She flew around the corner and straight into the arms of a startled gentleman in a camel-hair coat and plaid cashmere scarf.

			He grasped her shoulders to steady her. “Whoa, why the hurry?”

			“I’m so sorry,” Elizabeth said breathlessly. “I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

			“You looked like someone was chasing you,” the man said with a smile to indicate he didn’t really mean it.

			Elizabeth managed a short bark of laughter. “Late for an appointment.”

			She began to shiver. She wanted nothing more than to get home and dive under her bedcovers, like she used to do when she was small and convinced that a ghost was after her.

			The Lincoln was nowhere to be seen, and Elizabeth doubted that the police would be able to find it even if she went to them. She hadn’t gotten the license plate or a particularly good look at the two men. They’d been careful to keep their faces in the shadows.

			
			But she would call Detective Marino and tell him what happened. She assumed the men had chosen her at random—a woman walking alone down a darkened street. Or had it been meant as a warning of some sort?

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 20

			Elizabeth gave a sigh of relief when she reached the door to her family’s apartment. She’d scurried the last few blocks to the subway, looking over her shoulder and being sure to walk near a group as much as possible. If those men had meant to scare her, they’d done a good job.

			She’d never been happier to see Jones’s face when he opened the door and took her hat and coat.

			“Thank you. How are Rose and my mother today?”

			“Rose has slept most of the day, and your mother seems to be feeling better. The pharmacy delivered some crutches today, and she said that tomorrow she would be trying them out.”

			Elizabeth went down the hall to her sister’s room. Rose’s cheeks were still flushed with fever, but she gave Elizabeth a small smile.

			Elizabeth perched on the edge of the bed and took Rose’s hand.

			“How are you feeling?”

			“Slightly better,” Rose said. “The pills the doctor gave me seem to be working.”

			Elizabeth didn’t believe her—she was still weak and feverish—but Rose was never one to complain. Elizabeth was hopeful, however, that the medicine the doctor had prescribed would soon help her sister.

			Elizabeth patted Rose’s hand. “I’m going to check on Mother. Can I get you something? A bowl of soup, maybe?”

			Rose plucked at the bedcovers restlessly. “Thank you, but I’m not hungry at the moment. Mrs. Murphy has been taking good care of me.”

			“I’m sure she has.”

			
			Elizabeth hoped that Mrs. Murphy wasn’t wearing herself out. Once again guilt at not being there to help struck her.

			She pushed the thought aside and headed farther down the hall to her mother’s bedroom.

			Helen was propped up in bed reading.

			“Darling,” Helen said when Elizabeth walked in. “Don’t tell me you’ve been working late again and only just got home.”

			Elizabeth bent and picked up a magazine that had slid off the bed.

			“No, I had a drink with Gloria DeWitt and some friends.”

			Helen made a clucking sound with her tongue.

			“What a shame that that poor girl’s debut was ruined by her stepmother’s death. She was being touted as the ‘It Girl’ of the season and now it’s all been overshadowed by that dreadful murder.” She gave Elizabeth a sly look. “Was Phillips there? He runs with that crowd, doesn’t he?”

			“Yes, he was there.”

			“You two are becoming quite an item these days.”

			Elizabeth sighed and bit her tongue. “Yes,” she said finally.

			No other answer would satisfy her mother, and she’d only be peppered with more questions and more pleas to give Phillips a chance.

			Helen leaned back against her pillows with a satisfied look on her face.

			“I think I hear Jones announcing dinner,” Elizabeth said, giving her mother’s hand a squeeze. “I’ll stop in again when I’m done.”

			It was just Elizabeth and her father at table that evening. George looked uncomfortable—he wasn’t used to being alone with his children. He viewed them as Helen’s responsibility.

			
			He cleared his throat and looked at Elizabeth over the bowl of beef consommé Jones had placed in front of him.

			“I take it you’re still working at that newspaper.”

			“Yes.” Elizabeth put down her spoon. “I’ve been taking photographs for them. You know I studied with Beatrice Harper while I was at school.”

			“Yes, of course. What sort of photographs are you taking?”

			Elizabeth thought of the dead prostitute, and man who had been bludgeoned in Central Park and the fire at the peg house.

			“Estelle Draper—she’s the society page editor for the Daily Trumpet—had me photograph a luncheon that Mrs. Van Raalte was giving at the Astor Hotel.”

			“Well.” George exhaled forcefully. “That’s certainly impressive.”

			Elizabeth suspected he was more impressed by the exalted name of Van Raalte than her photographic skills.

			They struggled through the remainder of the meal making desultory conversation—her father voicing his very firm opinion that the country should stay out of the conflict in Europe and that Candy Thief was sure to win tomorrow at Aqueduct. So Elizabeth was relieved when her father decided to take his coffee in his study.

			She carried her cup into the kitchen, planning to chat with Mrs. Murphy while she did the dishes.

			Mrs. Murphy was slumped over the sink, her face in her hands, when Elizabeth walked in. She jumped when she heard the swinging door whoosh shut.

			
			“Is everything okay?” Elizabeth asked, setting her cup down on the table.

			“Of course. Everything’s fine.”

			But Mrs. Murphy didn’t look fine. “You look dreadfully tired,” Elizabeth said.

			“Well, your mother did keep us jumping today and then I’ve been so worried about poor Miss Rose.” Mrs. Murphy plunged a hand into the soapy water in the sink. “Do you think Dr. Krause is right and it’s pneumonia that she’s got?”

			“I should hope so.”

			“It’s only that when you were sick he put it down to being a case of bronchitis at first, when it wasn’t that at all.”

			Elizabeth felt a prick of fear. Dr. Krause had seemed quite confident that Rose had pneumonia. But what if he was wrong?

			“I wouldn’t worry about it too much. I’m sure Rose is going to be fine.”

			

			—

			It was pouring when Elizabeth left the apartment the next day. She struggled against the wind as she tried to open her umbrella. By the time she got to the subway station, the hem of her coat was wet, she’d nearly lost her hat half a dozen times and she was hoping her shoes weren’t completely ruined.

			Elizabeth closed her umbrella and made her way down the steps to the subway. She felt the rush of stale air pushed into the station by the arriving train as she dropped her token into the slot by the turnstile.

			She made it onto the train just as the doors were closing and was surprised to see several vacant seats. She sank into the closest one and brushed the raindrops off the sleeves of her coat.

			
			As the train swayed down the tracks she thought about Frances’s murder at the ball. If she could figure out who did it, she and Kaminsky would be able to scoop all the other papers in town. Surely the editor would be impressed, and perhaps she would be relieved of her gal Friday duties and made a full-time crime photographer.

			The tuxedo rental receipt found in the ladies’ room at the Waldorf certainly implicated Teddy. Elizabeth couldn’t imagine that any of the other guests at the ball had had the need to borrow dinner clothes.

			But Gloria insisted Teddy was innocent—that he was with her the entire time they were at the ball. But was that possible? Gloria had had multiple dance partners besides Teddy. It would have been easy enough for him to slip out when Gloria was on the dance floor with someone else.

			The gentleman seated next to Elizabeth got off at the next stop. When she glanced at his seat, she noticed he’d left his paper behind—that day’s copy of the Daily News. Elizabeth picked it up and began to flip through it.

			There was an article about the surrealism exhibit in Paris that Elizabeth skimmed. There was an accompanying photograph of a work by Picasso. Elizabeth looked at it for quite a while trying to decide what it meant and whether she liked it or not. It was certainly a far cry from the rather tame landscapes her parents collected.

			Elizabeth turned a few more pages until she came to the Sports section at the end. She was about to put the paper down when a photograph caught her eye. It was taken at Aqueduct Racetrack and showed Teddy O’Doyle standing with a very handsome horse. Elizabeth read the caption: TRAINER TEDDY O’DOYLE POSES WITH MARGARITA, THE DEWITT FAMILY’S ENTRY IN TODAY’S RACE.

			
			According to the article, Margarita would be racing that afternoon at Aqueduct in the two-twenty-seven race. Candy Thief was the favorite, with Margarita expected to place or show.

			Elizabeth folded the paper up and tucked it under her arm as the subway slowed to a stop at her station. The article had given her an idea, and she couldn’t wait to share it with Kaminsky.

			

			—

			Kaminsky was already halfway through his buttered roll when Elizabeth arrived at the newsroom. She shook out her umbrella and leaned it against the wall next to her coat.

			“Mornin’,” Kaminsky said, dunking a piece of roll in his coffee.

			Elizabeth hiked her skirt up and sat on the edge of Kaminsky’s desk. “I have this great idea.” She swung her legs back and forth.

			“Let’s hear it.” Kaminsky picked up his coffee-stained mug and took a long swallow.

			“It’s about Frances DeWitt’s murder. Gloria claims that her boyfriend Teddy O’Doyle couldn’t possible have done it since he was with her the entire time.”

			Kaminsky raised his eyebrows. “Go on.”

			“I think she’s lying in order to give him an alibi. Besides, who else at the ball was more likely than Teddy to need to rent a tuxedo?”

			“I’m not arguing with you.”

			
			“Margarita, the DeWitts’ horse is running at Aqueduct this afternoon. O’Doyle will certainly be there. Candy Thief is favored to win, but Margarita is a solid contender. I’d like to go out to the track on the pretext of taking some pictures for a story on the race. It would give me a chance to talk to O’Doyle. Maybe he’ll give something away.”

			“Maybe. Want me to come with you?”

			Elizabeth thought for a moment then shook her head. “I think he’d be more likely to open up if it was only me. With any luck Margarita will win, and I can tell him I’m there to take pictures of the winning horse and its trainer.”

			“Good idea.”

			“There’s only one problem.” Elizabeth cocked her head in the direction of Estelle Draper’s door.

			Kaminsky put down his coffee mug decisively. “Don’t worry about La Draper. I’ll take care of her.”

			

			—

			Elizabeth was busy all morning typing up memos for Estelle, running copy back and forth to the typesetter and fetching a hot dog and a soda from the street vendor on the corner for the editor for an early lunch.

			Sullivan gave her a pitying look as he was about to head out the door, his camera in hand.

			“I’m off to Mayor LaGuardia’s press conference,” he said to Kaminsky as he stood by the door to the newsroom. “He’s going to talk about the progress of the construction of the New York Municipal Airport out in Queens. It seems His Honor doesn’t like flying into Newark when his ticket says New York. He thinks we should have our own airport.”

			
			He gave Elizabeth a last look as he closed the door to the newsroom behind him.

			Elizabeth paid no attention to him. All of her thoughts were focused on how she would finesse O’Doyle into telling her the truth about the night Frances was murdered.

			Elizabeth kept her eye on the clock all morning. Dotty, one of the gals running the switchboard, had given her a Long Island Railroad schedule and had told her to take the Rockaway Beach line. Dotty said she and her fiancé Joey liked to take the train out to the track on the weekends, and Joey had even proposed to her there after his horse won by a nose in the third race.

			Elizabeth made one last run down to the pressroom and then grabbed her coat and hat and was out the door before anyone even noticed. She put her hat on in the elevator and pulled on her gloves as she walked across the lobby.

			A taxi pulled up to the curb as Elizabeth was leaving the building. An older woman, with her gray hair pinned up in a French twist and her arms bulging with shopping bags, got out. Elizabeth decided to take the taxi to Pennsylvania Station—she’d left the newsroom later than she had intended.

			She waited while the woman fished some bills out of her alligator purse and paid the driver. Finally, Elizabeth got into the cab and told the driver to take her to Pennsylvania Station.

			Traffic was light as the taxi sped across town, finally depositing Elizabeth at the curb in front of the station. She paid the driver and hurried up the steps and into the main concourse of the terminal.

			
			She stopped for a moment to glance at the clock hanging between the arches on the far wall. Her train departed in ten minutes. Fortunately, there were only three people in line at the ticket window. The clerk handed her a yellow ticket marked Good only in coaches between NEW YORK (Penna. Station) and AQUEDUCT.

			With her roundtrip ticket in hand, Elizabeth checked the signs and found her way to the stairs leading to the platforms for departing trains. She was a little nervous but excited, too—this was the first time she’d ventured on an unfamiliar line to someplace she’d never been before. She took a deep breath to steel herself and stepped onto the platform.

			Only a few people were waiting and when the train arrived, the car was nearly empty. A man sat in the last row of seats by the window, his head lolling on his chest, a bottle wrapped in a paper bag clutched in his hands. His clothes were ragged and dirty, and the top of his right shoe was separating from the sole.

			For a moment, Elizabeth thought of changing cars, but the man seemed harmless enough. He probably rode the train so he would have a place to sleep where he would be warm and safe and out of the elements. She kept a wary eye on him and took a seat as far away as she could. She could imagine what her mother would say—and her friends for that matter—if they saw her riding the train with a derelict. They spent their lives carefully insulating themselves from the suffering of the poor and mentally ill.

			Elizabeth tried to concentrate on planning what she was going to say to O’Doyle, but the swaying motion of the train and the monotonous clack of the wheels on the rails soon had her nodding. She woke with a start as they pulled into the Rego Park station and when the train left Ozone Park, Elizabeth began to gather her things together.

			
			She waited at the door behind two other people: a man who looked very nonchalant, as if he visited the track regularly, and a woman who was wearing too much makeup and a very liberal application of Shalimar.

			The wind had died down somewhat since that morning, and the rain had stopped by the time Elizabeth got off the train at the Aqueduct Racetrack station, although the skies were still overcast.

			As Elizabeth neared the racetrack the odor of horse manure and horseflesh drifted toward her on the air along with the sound of people yelling and cheering. She bought her ticket at the window and entered through the gates.

			The roar of the crowd intensified and was combined with the sound of horses’ hooves pounding the pavement. The grandstand was filled and men in overcoats and felt hats crowded along the rails shaking their fists in the air and yelling encouragement to the jockeys.

			Elizabeth caught a brief glimpse of the track, the bright reds, blues, pinks, yellows and greens of the jockeys’ silks flashing by like the colors in a kaleidoscope.

			A few men in short jackets and tweed caps stood at the back of the crowd, straining to see, sheaves of racing forms clutched in their hands, desperation written on their faces.

			“And it’s Dusty Dutchman by a length and a half!” the announcer yelled over the loudspeaker, and the crowd went wild.

			A young man standing near Elizabeth ripped off his cap and tossed it into the air. He turned around, grabbed Elizabeth by the lapels of her coat and kissed her before running off to cash in his ticket.

			
			He’d so taken her by surprise that Elizabeth was momentarily stunned and stood staring after his retreating back until he disappeared, swallowed up by the crowd.

			She opened her purse, rummaged around for her handkerchief and dabbed her lips carefully. She hoped he hadn’t smeared her lipstick. She managed to fish her compact out, open it and check her reflection in the mirror.

			By now the next race was about to start. Spectators pressed against the rails, and a hush fell over the crowd.

			“And they’re off!” came over the loudspeaker and a deafening roar went up as the horses thundered around the track, their motion shaking the ground. Elizabeth could only glimpse the race through breaks in the crowd, but the announcer kept up a rapid-fire play-by-play of the Thoroughbreds’ progress around the oval. “Slap-happy is fourth to the outside….Candy Thief is out front with Margarita closing in on the lead….Outside Counsel is all the way in the back field….Candy Thief and Margarita are moving together on the first turn….Jaywalker is coming all the way up to battle with the leaders….Here comes Candy Thief and Margarita into the final furlong….It’s Margarita out in front….Margarita wins by a nose!”

			The crowd went crazy, emitting a mixture of whoops of triumph and groans of despair. Candy Thief had been the favorite to win but the DeWitts’ horse had come out in front in spite of the odds.

			Elizabeth knew it would be a while before Margarita was led back to the stables and she would be able to talk to O’Doyle. She pulled her camera out of the case. She might as well get some photographs. Perhaps the Daily Trumpet could use them on the sports page.

			
			Soon the horses were thundering around the track again in the next race and the announcer was proclaiming, “It’s Exotic Day by a length and a half!” A short while later, Exotic Day was paraded into the winner’s circle.

			Elizabeth began making her way through the crowds in what she hoped was the right direction. The ground beyond the stands was rutted and muddy from all the rain that had fallen. The mud sucked at Elizabeth’s shoes, threatening to pull them off with every step.

			At one point she stopped a young man in a thick wool sweater and tall rubber boots and asked directions to the barn. He looked at her curiously but pointed toward a large wooden structure about seven hundred yards in the distance.

			Elizabeth’s hands and feet were freezing by the time she reached the barn. It felt good to be inside and out of the wind, which had picked up again, causing the temperature to drop.

			Margarita was standing outside her stall, a red blanket matching the DeWitts’ colors draped over her glossy dark back. O’Doyle was bent over, applying something to Margarita’s legs. He looked up when he heard Elizabeth enter the barn.

			He was terribly handsome, Elizabeth noticed. No wonder Gloria had fallen for him. He had thick dark hair and cobalt blue eyes. Up close, Elizabeth noticed there was a small chip in his front tooth and a smattering of freckles dotting his nose and cheekbones that gave him a boyish appeal.

			
			“Congratulations,” she said. “I’m Elizabeth Adams from the Daily Trumpet.” When O’Doyle looked skeptical, she added, “I’m also a friend of Gloria DeWitt’s. Would you mind if I took a few photographs?”

			“Of Margarita? Sure. Let me finish putting the poultice on her legs.”

			“What’s that?”

			“It’s a clay mixture that helps her legs recover after a race.” O’Doyle slapped the horse on the rump affectionately. “She’s a winner, aren’t you girl?”

			“I imagine the DeWitts are pleased.”

			“Sure are. Do you want me to take her blanket off?” O’Doyle said as Elizabeth focused her camera on Margarita.

			“No, that’s fine. Why don’t you stand with her?” She motioned toward the horse with her free hand.

			“Me?” O’Doyle looked stunned.

			“Why not? You’re her trainer, aren’t you?”

			“Yes, but we don’t usually pose with the winners.”

			“I think it would make a nice photograph.”

			O’Doyle looked uncomfortable but stood next to Margarita. He winced when the flash went off.

			Elizabeth was still trying to decide how to broach the subject of Gloria’s coming-out ball. Should she lead into it subtly or simply plunge in and hope for the best?

			“Did you have a good time with Gloria at the Waldorf?” she said as she inserted a new flashbulb.

			“What?” O’Doyle’s eyes were wide and startled.

			
			“I saw you and Gloria dancing together. You made a wonderful pair. I think they were playing ‘Begin the Beguine.’ I’ve always loved that song.”

			“You were there?”

			“I was taking pictures for the Daily Trumpet.”

			O’Doyle gave Elizabeth a smile that absolutely oozed charm.

			“You won’t say anything, will you?” he said persuasively. “I’d lose my job if Mr. DeWitt found out.”

			“My lips are sealed.” Elizabeth put her camera back in the case. “It must be difficult for you and Gloria. I mean, given that her father doesn’t approve. And I don’t imagine Frances approved either.”

			O’Doyle stroked Margarita’s neck. “That’s the truth. Gloria said her stepmother was trying to marry her off to some old geezer with money.”

			“That must have made you mad.”

			“It sure did. Say, wait a minute. You don’t think I had anything to do with Gloria’s old lady’s murder, do you?”

			“Did you?”

			As if sensing her trainer’s tension, Margarita snorted and tossed her head.

			“Steady, girl,” O’Doyle said, patting her reassuringly. He turned to Elizabeth. “Listen. I left the Waldorf right after Gloria and I danced to that song—‘Begin the Beguine.’ I had to change clothes and then catch a late train to Long Island in order to exercise Margarita first thing in the morning.”

			“You did?” Elizabeth raised an eyebrow. Was he telling the truth?

			“Sure. I took the train. Look—I’ve still got my ticket stub.” He dug in his pocket and pulled out a canceled train ticket. He handed it to Elizabeth.

			
			She glanced at it. O’Doyle was right. In order to make this train he would have had to have left the ball well before Frances was killed.

			So why did Gloria insist he’d been with her for the entire ball?

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 21

			Elizabeth made her way back from the barn toward the racetrack. It had started to drizzle again. Crowds of men in homburgs and fedoras were still pressed against the rails as horses continued racing. She heard the announcer yelling, “And it’s Handy Andy by a nose!”

			She shifted the strap of her camera case to her other shoulder and edged her way through the crowd milling around in front of the grandstand. One young man in a worn navy jacket and a tan cap stood with his face in his hands, his shoulders slumped dejectedly, the day’s racing form under his arm. As Elizabeth passed him, he dropped his hands and stared off into space, oblivious to the crowd swirling around him.

			Elizabeth passed a group of three men in dark overcoats, their hats pushed back on their heads, grinning and slapping one another on the back. One of them slipped a silver flask from the inside pocket of his coat and passed it around. When he noticed Elizabeth looking at him he winked and put a finger to his lips.

			She smiled and nodded and kept moving through the throng. A couple was exiting the grandstand. The woman had her hand tucked firmly—possessively—in the crook of the man’s arm. He was expensively dressed in a dark cashmere coat with a paisley silk scarf tucked into the open neck. The woman was wearing a cheap-looking fur jacket, a dress that was more appropriate for a cocktail hour than a horse race and a pair of strappy high heels that forced her to tiptoe across the soft muddy ground.

			Finally, Elizabeth passed the gates at the entrance to the track and headed toward the train station.

			
			The wind began to blow harder and by the time the train chugged into view, she was cold to the bone and dreaming of her nice warm home and a cup of hot tea by the fire in the living room.

			The platform was lined with people waiting for the train back to the city. Elizabeth was sandwiched between a man leaning on a cane and a woman with a large pocketbook that kept poking her in the back when she climbed the stairs into the railway car. She took a seat toward the front, by the window, hoping no one would sit down next to her.

			No sooner had the thought crossed her mind than a young man approached.

			“Mind if I sit here?”

			He didn’t wait for an answer but slid in beside Elizabeth.

			“I’m Tom.” He held out his hand.

			His breath washed over Elizabeth—it reeked of alcohol. She touched his hand briefly then recoiled into her seat, pulling her coat around her.

			“So did your horse win?” Tom smiled at her, his words slightly slurred.

			Elizabeth thought about Margarita. “Yes. She did.”

			“ ‘Good show, old chap,’ as the Brits would say.” Tom hiccoughed. “My horse lost its footing coming into the final turn and ended up finishing at the end of the pack. More’s the pity.”

			“I’m sorry,” Elizabeth said and turned her head to the window.

			The heat in the car didn’t appear to be working. Elizabeth put her hand over the vent, but only cold air blew out. She shivered and huddled further into her coat. Her toes and the tips of her fingers were painfully numb, and she thought about changing cars and glanced at her seatmate. He was slumped forward, sound asleep, a bit of drool snaking from the corner of his mouth like the silvery trail left behind by the passage of a snail. She didn’t want to go to the bother of waking him. Besides, what if the heating wasn’t working on the train at all?

			
			She tried to take her mind off her discomfort by thinking about her conversation with O’Doyle. Was he telling the truth about leaving the ball early, before Frances was murdered? He could have picked that canceled train ticket out of the trash.

			If he was telling the truth, then why did Gloria insist he was with her the entire time? And who dropped the tuxedo rental receipt in the ladies’ room if it wasn’t O’Doyle? Maybe the receipt wasn’t related to Frances’s murder at all?

			Elizabeth rubbed her temples. The cold was making her sinuses ache and her head was beginning to hurt. She was longing for a warm place to curl up and a hot cup of tea to warm her hands.

			Afternoon was turning into early evening. The street lamps had come on and lights twinkled in the darkness surrounding the train tracks as they passed through one town after another.

			Elizabeth’s seatmate was still asleep—snoring gently and swaying with the motion of the car. Elizabeth bit her lip. Should she wake him? She had no idea where he was meant to get off and didn’t want him to miss his stop.

			Suddenly his snoring stopped abruptly and he sat up, shaking his head. He peered out the darkened window as they pulled into the Brooklyn Manor station, grabbed his hat from the overhead rack and bolted for the door.

			
			Elizabeth breathed a sigh of relief and stretched out her legs. They were pulling out of the station when a thought occurred to her.

			What if Gloria wasn’t giving O’Doyle an alibi? What if Gloria was giving herself an alibi by claiming to have been with O’Doyle the entire evening?

			Maybe Gloria was the one who had rented the tuxedo for O’Doyle and had dropped the receipt accidentally—dropped it when she followed Frances into the ladies’ room and shot her to death.

			

			—

			The train came to a halt between the Rego Park and Grand Street stations. Elizabeth stared out the window but could see no reason for the delay. The conductor came rushing through their car, but before Elizabeth could stop him and ask him why they weren’t moving, he already had the door to the next car open.

			The more Elizabeth thought about Gloria, the more she felt she had to know the truth. Had Gloria been using her? Had Elizabeth been aiding a murderer all along?

			Gloria certainly didn’t look like the sort to pick up a gun and kill someone in cold blood, but there was an underlying ruthlessness in her—a disregard for other people. Elizabeth suspected it came from having her every whim indulged and catered to. It was well known that no one ever said no to Gloria.

			Elizabeth decided she had to go and talk to Gloria as soon as she got back into the city. If the train would ever get underway. She peered out the window again, but she couldn’t see any more this time than she had the last time she looked.

			
			Finally, with a bone-wrenching jolt, the train began to move—slowly at first and then picking up speed until the lights outside became a blurry streak through the darkened window. Elizabeth was tired and chilled and sighed with relief when they pulled into Pennsylvania Station.

			After studying the subway map, which involved a lot of changes and a certain amount of walking, Elizabeth decided to hail a taxi.

			People were lined up in front of the train station waiting for a cab, so Elizabeth began to walk east to Seventh Avenue hoping for better luck. By now it was raining again, and somehow one of the spokes on her umbrella had broken. Water trickled off the umbrella and dripped down her back. She decided that instead of being hot and filled with fire, hell was no doubt a place that was cold, damp and wet.

			Cars streamed along the avenue. Taxis passed Elizabeth at breakneck speeds, horns blaring as they wove in and out of traffic. Every last one was occupied. The rain had picked up and, despite her umbrella, Elizabeth’s coat was now damp from the knees down. She felt as if she’d been wet and tired for an eternity.

			A passing car sent a wave of water washing up over the curb. Elizabeth stared in dismay at her silk stockings, which were now splotched with mud.

			Finally, a cab came along with its light on. To Elizabeth, it felt like the beacon atop a lighthouse guiding a ship safely to shore. She waved frantically and the taxi screeched to a stop a couple of yards beyond where she was standing.

			
			She ran toward it, terrified that someone else would snag it before she got there. She breathed a huge sigh of relief when she was finally ensconced in the backseat on her way to Gloria’s townhouse on Sixty-fourth Street.

			Elizabeth wasn’t looking forward to confronting Gloria. What if she was wrong and it was some random stranger who had shot Frances? It didn’t do to get on the wrong side of Gloria. She had already demonstrated the deadly blow she could deliver to Elizabeth’s social life if she chose.

			Before Elizabeth could reconsider, the taxi was pulling up to the curb outside the DeWitts’ townhouse. There was a light over the front door and in one window—the rest of the house was dark. Perhaps Gloria wasn’t at home.

			Elizabeth rang the bell with a feeling of trepidation. A minute passed and then another. Nerves beset Elizabeth suddenly. Was she being foolish in confronting Gloria alone? If Gloria had indeed shot Frances, would she hesitate to shoot Elizabeth, too, if that meant getting away with murder?

			Elizabeth had turned away from the door when it was flung open. She spun around to see Gloria leaning against the doorjamb. Despite the time of day, she was dressed in a white satin negligee and robe. Elizabeth knew instinctively that Gloria hadn’t gotten ready for bed early but had never bothered to get dressed that morning. Her peignoir set was wrinkled and soiled around the hem as if she had been trailing around in it all day.

			“Elizabeth,” Gloria said, slurring the word slightly.

			
			She gestured for Elizabeth to enter. She had a partially filled martini glass in her hand and the liquid sloshed over the edge onto the richly colored Oriental carpet in the foyer.

			“Let’s go into the sitting room,” Gloria said and turned her back to Elizabeth.

			Elizabeth followed her up the stairs to the second floor where the sitting room was located at the front of the house. Large, arched windows looked out over Sixty-fourth Street and the glow from the streetlight directly outside created a pool of light on the polished wood floor.

			Gloria stumbled—perhaps she tripped over the hem of her robe—and banged into a small Empire desk. An ornate letter opener tumbled to the floor. Gloria stood looking at it, swaying slightly.

			Elizabeth bent, picked it up and put it back on the desk next to a stack of unopened mail.

			Gloria collapsed onto the sofa. A silver cocktail shaker and a bottle of Gordon’s gin and Martini & Rossi vermouth were on the coffee table in front of her.

			“If you’ll fetch a glass from the cabinet over there, I’ll mix you a drink.”

			“No, thank you,” Elizabeth said.

			“Then I’ll mix myself another.” Gloria drained her glass and unscrewed the top to the gin bottle.

			“Haven’t you had enough?” Elizabeth said.

			Heavens, Elizabeth thought, she sounded like Nanny used to when she scolded Elizabeth, Rose and James for eating too many sweets.

			Gloria didn’t listen. She splashed a measure of gin into her glass, added a few drops of vermouth and mixed the concoction with her index finger. She took a drink.

			
			It was obvious she’d gone to bed the night before without removing her makeup—her mascara was smeared under her eyes making it look as if they were bruised. Her glorious mane of dark hair was disheveled, too, and needed a good brushing.

			Something was obviously wrong. Was it guilt that was eating away at her?

			Elizabeth perched on the edge of her chair. Her gloves were in her lap, and she methodically smoothed out the velvety soft leather as she tried to think of how to approach Gloria with what she’d learned at the racetrack.

			“Congratulations. Margarita won her race today. I understand it was her maiden race.”

			Gloria’s head, which had very nearly been lolling on her chest, snapped up.

			“How do you know that? I wouldn’t take you for the horse racing type.”

			“I was covering the race today for the Daily Trumpet.”

			Which wasn’t strictly true, Elizabeth thought. But no need to tell Gloria that.

			“I took some pictures of Margarita after her race. Oh, and Teddy O’Doyle as well.”

			“Teddy? What did he have to say for himself?”

			“Something quite interesting, as a matter of fact. He said he left your debutante ball early—before Frances was murdered.

			
			“He’s lying.” Gloria’s retort came so fast it was like a shot.

			“Which means he can’t have been the one who murdered Frances.” Elizabeth stopped stroking her gloves. Her hands lay still in her lap. “I think you were giving yourself an alibi, Gloria, by saying that Teddy had been with you the whole evening.”

			Gloria’s eyes filled with tears. “That’s not true. It had to have been Teddy. Who else could have dropped that receipt in the ladies’ room? My guests were certainly not in the habit of renting dinner clothes, I can assure you.”

			“I think you rented the dinner clothes for Teddy yourself. And you planted that receipt knowing it would point a finger at him.”

			“I didn’t, Elizabeth, you have to believe me.” Gloria took a gulp of her drink and some of it dribbled down her chin. “You’re not going to print this in that vile newspaper of yours, are you?” she said suddenly.

			“And I think you killed Dupont because he was threatening to reveal secrets about your father that would have ruined him socially.”

			Gloria buried her face in her hands and began to sob. “No, no, no!”

			“Maybe Dupont had had an affair with your father before he took up with Frances. And maybe Frances knew as well. What better way to put pressure on your father to change his will than to threaten to reveal his sordid other life.”

			“No, no, no!“Gloria shrieked again. She reached across the coffee table to grab Elizabeth’s hands. “You must believe me. I didn’t kill Frances. I don’t even know how to shoot a gun.”

			If Gloria was lying, it was very convincing, Elizabeth thought. But what if Gloria hadn’t killed Frances? Could the pieces of the puzzle be put together in a different way?

			
			Was it possible that Gloria wasn’t protecting herself by claiming to have an alibi but was protecting someone else?

			“It was your father wasn’t it?” Elizabeth said suddenly.

			Gloria looked stricken. She grabbed her glass and gulped down the rest of the martini as if it was poison and she wanted to die.

			“I can’t lose my father. I just can’t. It’s bad enough that my mother’s gone.”

			“Did you see—”

			“I saw Father go into the ladies’ room after Frances. I heard raised voices. They were arguing. Then I heard a shot. Father had taken to carrying a gun ever since he was nearly robbed walking home from his club one night.” Gloria covered her face with her hands. “I didn’t know what to do. I hid behind one of those dreadful potted ferns and waited until he came out.”

			She poured gin into her glass with a shaking hand.

			“I didn’t go in immediately. I wanted to give Father a chance to get away. When I saw him go back into the ballroom I assumed it was safe.” She stopped and took a drink. The glass clattered against the table as she put it down. “I had to be sure Frances was dead. I thought maybe…that’s how I got the blood on my gown and hands.”

			“And Teddy O’Doyle?”

			“I didn’t mean to hurt Teddy. But I needed to lead the police away from Father. I had that receipt in my handbag and I thought if I left it at the scene….” She shrugged.

			“Then why did you tell me you were with Teddy the entire evening?”

			
			“I guess you could say I got cold feet. I didn’t want anything to happen to Teddy. Not really. I only did it to cause confusion.”

			Gloria began to cry, silently. “I feel terrible. I haven’t been able to eat or sleep.”

			Either Gloria was an amazing actress, Elizabeth thought, or she was telling the truth. It was impossible to tell.

			Gloria grabbed Elizabeth’s arm. “You won’t tell anyone, will you? Please tell me you won’t.”

			“Of course she won’t be telling anyone.” The voice came from the door to the sitting room.

			Elizabeth spun around. Edward DeWitt was standing in the doorway, and he had a small but very lethal-looking gun pointed straight at Elizabeth.

		

	
		
		
			
			Chapter 22

			Elizabeth was too surprised to scream. Not that it would have done any good. Gloria had answered the door herself—it was obviously the staff’s day off. And what would their elderly butler have been able to do against a younger and more able-bodied man like DeWitt?

			Elizabeth felt a chill wash over her, turning her hands and feet to ice. Her teeth began to chatter uncontrollably.

			“Father, no!” Gloria cried, but DeWitt ignored her. He motioned with the gun for Elizabeth to get up.

			She wasn’t sure her legs were going to hold her and, as she rose to her feet, she bumped the coffee table and knocked over Gloria’s bottle of gin. The liquid quickly spread across the inlaid mahogany table.

			“You fool,” DeWitt said. “Look what you’ve done. That table is priceless.”

			“Not nearly as priceless as a human life,” Elizabeth shot back.

			“Frances was worthless. And a dreadful bore to boot.”

			“Is that why you killed her?”

			DeWitt laughed a laugh that chilled Elizabeth to the bone.

			“I suppose that would be grounds enough. Frances was cheating on me.”

			“So you decided to shoot her?” Elizabeth hoped that if she kept DeWitt talking, someone—the DeWitts’ butler or cook, perhaps—would return and call the police.

			“I didn’t care one whit about her having an affair. But she was sloppy and people were beginning to talk. I ran into an old friend at my club and he said that tongues were wagging—they’d seen Frances around town with some man. She wasn’t even trying to be discreet. She would have made a fool out of me.”

			
			“So you killed her?”

			Dewitt looked irritated. “I tried to reason with her. I told her if she continued to embarrass me, I’d cut her out of my will.”

			“Why not simply divorce her? These are modern times—divorce isn’t the social stigma it used to be.”

			“I had a better idea.” DeWitt smiled again. “I told her I wouldn’t divorce her, but in the end, when I died and she was left a widow, she’d be penniless. I’d leave everything to Gloria and not a penny to her. She’d be out on the street without even so much as her good looks to get by with.”

			Elizabeth gasped. How terribly cruel this man was.

			“But you shot her instead?”

			DeWitt frowned. “Frances was slightly more clever than I gave her credit for. She found out about my…other sexual predilections. She confronted me at Gloria’s debut and demanded I change my will. She tried to blackmail me. She insisted I write my daughter out completely.” He glanced at Gloria briefly and his expression softened. “I couldn’t have that.

			“I refused and we argued,” he continued. “She stormed off and ran into the ladies’ room outside the ballroom. I followed her.”

			“And shot her?”

			Dewitt nodded.

			“Did you know Gloria was trying to make Teddy O’Doyle the scapegoat to protect you?”

			
			“I suspected as much,” DeWitt said. “I never meant for her to get involved.”

			“I love you,” Gloria cried, grabbing DeWitt’s arm. “I can’t lose you.”

			DeWitt gently shook Gloria off. He looked at Elizabeth. “And now you and I are going to go for a short drive.” He motioned toward the door with the gun.

			“Did you kill Guy Dupont as well?” Elizabeth said, trying to buy more time. “What did he do?”

			DeWitt sighed and looked at his watch. “Dupont was Frances’s lover. But that wasn’t why I killed him. As far as I was concerned, if he kept her occupied, that was fine with me. But Frances was giving him money, and it was beginning to cost more than I was willing to spend. When Frances told him the well had run dry, he decided to blackmail me instead.”

			“You?”

			“He knew I was a homosexual. We’d had a brief affair before he took up with Frances, who was willing to be more generous with my money than I was. If he couldn’t get money one way, he was going to get it another—by blackmailing me. I’d like to think I still have something of a reputation to protect.”

			He looked at his watch again. “This is wasting time. Let’s go.” He pressed the gun into Elizabeth’s back.

			Gloria tried to grab her father’s arm, but he shoved her aside. She lost her balance and fell against the edge of the sofa table—hard. Elizabeth saw tears spring into Gloria’s eyes. Gloria grabbed her side and stared at her father in disbelief.

			
			Elizabeth thought of her family: Who would take care of Rose and her mother if something happened to her? She had to get away from DeWitt somehow.

			“Tell Rogers to bring the car around,” DeWitt said, turning to Gloria.

			“What for?” Gloria cried. “Elizabeth isn’t going to say anything, are you, Elizabeth?”

			“Don’t be ridiculous, Gloria. She can’t be trusted.”

			“I’m sorry, Elizabeth,” Gloria said. She was sobbing now.

			At the mention of a car, another puzzle piece fell into place for Elizabeth.

			“You sent someone to kidnap me the other night, didn’t you? After I left the St. Regis Hotel.”

			DeWitt scowled. “And if they hadn’t made a mess of it, we would have been rid of you by now.”

			“You knew!” Elizabeth turned to Gloria. “That’s why you insisted I join you that evening.”

			“Father said he only meant to scare you. To make sure you wouldn’t talk. I wouldn’t have done it otherwise, I promise. He said you’d seen him…at that place…and that you might print something in the paper. It would ruin us.”

			“Enough of this,” DeWitt said. “If you’re not going to call Rogers, I’ll have to do it myself.”

			He grabbed Elizabeth’s arm and tried to drag her toward the desk and the telephone sitting on it.

			Elizabeth refused to move. She dug in her heels and struggled to break free of DeWitt’s grasp. He was going to shoot her anyway. She certainly wasn’t going to make it easy for him.

			
			DeWitt let go of Elizabeth’s arm and instead planted the palm of his hand against her back and gave her a mighty shove.

			She went flying and landed on her knees beside the desk. The letter opener clattered to the floor again.

			DeWitt was busy reaching for the telephone. Elizabeth snaked out a hand and grabbed the letter opener, hiding it inside the folds of her coat. She grasped the edge of the desk and pulled herself to her feet.

			Before she could lose her nerve, she raised the letter opener over her head and plunged it into DeWitt’s shoulder. He screamed and dropped the gun.

			“Help!” Elizabeth yelled to Gloria.

			Gloria hesitated briefly then kicked the gun out of the way. It went skittering and spinning across the floor and bounced off the wall under the windows.

			DeWitt let out a roar and went after it.

			Elizabeth didn’t wait. She ran from the sitting room and down the hall toward the stairs. She stumbled down the steps, twisting her ankle slightly as she did so. She heard footsteps behind her but didn’t dare risk a look.

			The marble foyer floor was slippery, and Elizabeth nearly fell, but caught herself on the edge of a small decorative table at the last moment. A white marble bust of a woman that sat on top slid to the ground and broke in half.

			She was about to turn the doorknob when she felt a hand on her shoulder.

			
			DeWitt dug his fingers into Elizabeth’s flesh, and she tried to squirm away from the pain that shot down her arm, but he held her fast.

			He dragged her back from the door and reached for the knob himself. Elizabeth screamed.

			Before DeWitt could turn the handle, the door flew open and slammed against the wall.

			Three policemen with guns drawn burst into the foyer. DeWitt let go of Elizabeth’s arm, and she squeezed herself against the wall. They pursued him through the foyer, up the stairs and into the sitting room. Elizabeth heard a crash and then Gloria’s scream.

			The front door was still wide open. It had started to snow fat, wet flakes that drifted lazily toward the ground. A sharp wind blew them across the threshold and into the foyer, leaving damp splotches on the marble floor. Elizabeth shivered.

			She was still paralyzed with fear—a feeling that brought back unpleasant memories. She knew she ought to run out the open door, but she couldn’t seem to move. She wrapped her arms across her chest and listened to the noises coming from the sitting room.

			A dark shadow suddenly filled the entranceway and Marino rushed into the foyer. The shoulders of his coat were damp from the snow, and his shoes left muddy footprints on the floor. He glanced at Elizabeth quickly.

			“Where are they?”

			She pointed toward the stairs. “In the sitting room.”

			Marino nodded and started in that direction but stopped when the policemen came through the door with DeWitt in tow. DeWitt was in handcuffs, and the largest officer of the three was gripping the collar of DeWitt’s jacket urging him along.

			
			Elizabeth suddenly burst into tears. She couldn’t stop shivering.

			Marino took her in his arms. She rested her head against his chest as he patted her back.

			“It’s going to be okay,” he said.

			

			—

			Kaminsky arrived a few minutes after DeWitt had been carted off, protesting, in the waiting police car to be taken to the station where he would be left to stew until Marino returned to interrogate him.

			Kaminsky was panting slightly and smelled of his usual onions and whiskey, and there was a stain on his striped tie. Elizabeth couldn’t help but break into a grin when she saw him.

			The upstairs maid had since returned from her day off and had taken a distraught Gloria to her room where she’d encouraged her to take one of the pills her doctor had prescribed for her nerves. Half an hour later, the maid had tiptoed down the stairs and disappeared into the kitchen to telephone the doctor for Gloria, who was still in her room sobbing uncontrollably.

			“Biz, you’re already here. Great.” Kaminsky looked at Elizabeth again. “Where’s your camera?” He pushed his hat back off his forehead and wiped a hand across his brow. “I heard DeWitt’s been taken into custody.” He turned to Marino, his notepad already in his hand. “Mind if I ask you a couple of questions?”

			“Sure,” Marino said.

			
			Elizabeth still felt weak-kneed and sat down on the small bench in the foyer. She leaned her head against the wall. The men’s voices swirled around her and she felt her eyes flutter closed.

			“How did you know DeWitt was your guy?” Kaminsky was asking when Elizabeth opened her eyes again.

			“I gotta be honest with you,” Marino said. “I didn’t. We finally found the shop that rented out that tuxedo we’d found the receipt for in the ladies’ room of the Waldorf the night Mrs. DeWitt was killed. The owner said it was a dame who had come in to get some dinner clothes for her beau. He said she was real classy looking, and we figured it had to be Gloria DeWitt.”

			Kaminsky was scribbling furiously, his stub of a pencil moving across the paper at lightning speed.

			“So you figured on Gloria Dewitt as the murderer,” he said.

			“Looks like we figured wrong,” Marino answered. “When my men got here they heard Miss Adams scream.” He jerked his head in Elizabeth’s direction. “And when they ran through the door, what do they see but DeWitt holding a gun on Miss Adams.” Marino ran his hands through his hair, and Elizabeth noticed they were shaking slightly. “I’ve got a few questions for Mr. DeWitt, I can tell you that,” Marino said.

			

			—

			It was a beautiful sunny day although cold enough to warrant a heavy winter coat and gloves and a scarf. Estelle Draper wasn’t in the office—she’d called to say she was indisposed. Elizabeth had tried to sound sorry that Estelle didn’t feel well, but she feared she’d failed miserably.

			Kaminsky was eating his usual egg salad and onion sandwich, his feet propped on his desk and a book of Ernest Hemingway’s short stories in his hands.

			
			A copy of that day’s Daily Trumpet was already on Elizabeth’s desk, the headline, in bold black type, screaming DE WITT ARRESTED IN MURDER OF HIS WIFE. And underneath, in smaller type, GLORIA DEWITT ADMITTED TO HOSPITAL FOR EXHAUSTION.

			Elizabeth didn’t need to read Kaminsky’s story. She knew exactly what had happened. She felt a slight pang at not having been able to get some photographs to go with the story, but overall she was simply glad to be alive.

			When the noon whistle blew, Elizabeth took her hands off the typewriter keys and picked up her purse. She decided she wanted to treat herself for lunch, and she thought she’d ask Irene to join her. She bundled up, told Kaminsky she was leaving and headed toward the elevator. She was surprised to find it empty when it arrived.

			“Lobby, please,” she said to the elevator operator.

			He wielded the controls with a flourish and began whistling “I’ve Got My Love to Keep Me Warm.” By now, Elizabeth knew his name was Jack, that he was dating a girl named Thelma and that he was a Brooklyn Dodgers fan.

			“You’re in a good mood,” Elizabeth said as she pulled on her gloves and smoothed out the fingers. “Did you win big on the horses or something?”

			Jack snapped his fingers. “Better than that. I asked my girl to marry me and she said yes. We’re going to get hitched in June.”

			“Congratulations.”

			
			“Thanks. I sure am a lucky guy.”

			Jack beamed as he pulled open the elevator door for Elizabeth.

			Elizabeth glanced at the sky as she walked toward the subway. It was bright blue without a cloud in sight. She felt her spirits lift. Rose was feeling much better—Dr. Krause said she was over the pneumonia, and Elizabeth’s mother was learning to get around on crutches. Helen had had lunch with some girlfriends the day before and it had cheered her up considerably.

			Elizabeth got off the subway at the Fifty-ninth Street stop. She peered in the windows of Bloomingdale’s—a store that took up an entire city block—and admired the display of pastel-colored spring coats. There was a hopeful air about them.

			She walked up Lexington Avenue to Sixty-fourth Street, taking in all the shop windows, then headed west until she was standing outside Madame Louise’s dress shop. She saw Irene through the window fussing over a display of hats.

			A bell tinkled as Elizabeth pushed open the door.

			“They’re lovely. Are they your creations?”

			Irene spun around. Color rushed into her cheeks. “Yes.” Her color deepened.

			Elizabeth was pleased to see Irene looking so well. She wasn’t nearly as gaunt as she had been, her hair had a shine to it and there was a smile on her face.

			“I can’t thank you enough for getting me this job,” Irene said. She ducked her head and began fussing with the placement of a large-brimmed lilac felt hat.

			
			“Madame Louise should thank me.” Elizabeth laughed. “They were looking for a hat designer, and I found them one. They didn’t even have to pay to advertise in the classifieds.”

			This time Irene laughed.

			“Would you like to get some lunch?” Elizabeth said. “My treat.”

			Irene glanced at the ornate gilt clock sitting on a sideboard. “Sure. That sounds swell. But you’ve already done so much for me—I should be treating you. Although all I can afford at the moment is a meal from the hot dog cart on the corner.”

			“I thought we’d go to the Colony,” Elizabeth said. She linked her arm through Irene’s and whispered, “Last time I was there I saw the Duke of Windsor drowning his sorrows in a martini.”

			Irene giggled. “You don’t say!”

			

			—

			Elizabeth took her time getting back to the Daily Trumpet since Estelle wasn’t there to chastise her for being late. Kaminsky was on the phone when she walked into the newsroom, scribbling something in the notebook he carried with him everywhere. She was about to hang up her coat and hat when Kaminsky shouted from his desk.

			“Keep your coat on and grab your camera. They’ve fished a body out of the East River up by Carl Schurz Park, and it doesn’t look like the corpse decided to take a swim. Apparently, there’s a neat little bullet hole in the back of his head.” Kaminsky clapped his beat-up fedora on his head. “We’ve got ourselves a story, Biz.”

			Elizabeth followed Kaminsky out of the newsroom, straightening her hat as she scurried to catch up with him.

			
			“You ever seen a body that’s been in the water for a while?” Kaminsky asked as they waited for the subway. He laughed. “No, I don’t suppose you have.”

			Elizabeth felt her stomach turn over.

			“There’s something about being in the water that erases a person’s features—bloats them until they’re no longer recognizable. Of course, I don’t know how long our corpse has been in the water.”

			“So it’s ‘our corpse’ now, is it?” Elizabeth teased, hoping some bravado would hide the quivering she felt inside.

			“You bet. My source promised me we’d get a scoop on this one.”

			They got off the subway at Eighty-sixth Street and walked east toward the river. Elizabeth occasionally had to trot to keep up with Kaminsky’s brisk pace. He was obviously anxious to get his story. She, on the other hand, wasn’t anxious to see her first drowning victim. Although he hadn’t drowned, of course, he’d been shot. She suspected that wouldn’t make any difference.

			The police had set up a screen around the body. Kaminsky flashed his press pass and weaseled his way through the clutch of uniformed officers hovering around the scene.

			Elizabeth had her hand on the clasp of her camera case as she followed in his wake. The body was stretched out on the macadam path that edged the river. Park benches, facing the expanse of the mighty East River, flanked the path. The police must have cleared them because they were all empty—although perhaps the cold weather had chased away the people seeking a bit of fresh air.

			A man was bent over the corpse, observing it but obviously being careful not to touch it. Elizabeth recognized the man’s coat and hat. It was Marino.

			
			He gave orders to the men, and they bustled around him obediently. Kaminsky sidled past the uniformed cops and managed to get close enough to Marino to ask some questions. Elizabeth took out her camera and got as near the body as she could. She began snapping pictures, trying to ignore the onslaught of queasiness at the sight of the corpse.

			They were still at the scene as dusk began to fall. Kaminsky wanted a shot of the body being taken away in the van from the morgue. By now the temperature had dropped, and Elizabeth was beginning to feel the cold—her feet, the tips of her fingers, her nose. She stamped her feet and rubbed her hands together vigorously.

			“As soon as they load the poor sucker in the van and you get a couple of good pictures, let’s get out of here,” Kaminsky said. “I could do with a couple of shots of Old Schenley’s to warm me up.” He clapped his gloved hands together.

			The prospect of a shot of Old Schenley’s was actually beginning to sound attractive to Elizabeth. It would burn going down but the warmth would soon spread to her frozen limbs. Elizabeth giggled. What on earth would her friends think of her now?

			Finally, a black van with New York City written on the side in white block lettering pulled up. The uniformed officers shifted the corpse to a stretcher and loaded it into the open back doors of the van.

			Elizabeth had been hoping to speak to Marino, but he was busy dealing with the crime scene. She felt a stab of disappointment, which surprised her.

			
			She and Kaminsky were about to leave the park when someone called out, “Biz!”

			Elizabeth smiled and spun around. It was Marino.

			Kaminsky winked at her and kept walking. “See you later, kid,” he called over his shoulder, touching the brim of his hat.

			Marino caught up with Elizabeth. “Are you hungry?” he said.

			Elizabeth realized her stomach had been grumbling for quite some time. She smiled. Suddenly she felt as if she could fly.

			“Yes,” she said. “I am.”

			Marino smiled in return—a mischievous looking grin. His dark eyes were dancing. “Have you ever eaten in Chinatown?”

		

	
		
		
			
			To my dear hubby who holds down the fort while I write!
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			Chapter 1

			SEPTEMBER 21, 1938

			Elizabeth Adams grabbed the handle of the door to Madame Louise’s dress shop on East Sixty-fourth Street and pulled. The wind, which had been increasing in intensity all afternoon, nearly yanked it from her grasp.

			She stumbled into the shop and grabbed for her hat, which had almost been whisked away by a sudden gust.

			“It’s positively frightful out there,” she said, shaking out her umbrella as the salesgirl, Irene Nowack, approached.

			“You do look as if you’ve been caught in a tornado,” Irene said.

			Elizabeth and Irene had been friends since both were hospitalized with polio years before. Elizabeth had escaped nearly unscathed with a faint limp that only became more pronounced when she was tired, but Irene had been left permanently disabled and had to use crutches and wear heavy metal braces on her legs as a result.

			Elizabeth took off her hat and shook it sending droplets of water spraying into the air. She brushed off the shoulders of her coat and fluffed her dark hair with her hands.

			“Your new hat is ready,” Irene said with a smile. “I think you’ll like it.”

			Elizabeth pulled out the dainty gilt chair and sat down at the vanity where she stared into the gold-framed mirror perched on top. Goodness, her hair was a mess. She pulled a comb from her purse and ran it through her thick waves.

			
			Irene had disappeared into the back of the shop. She emerged with a hatbox swinging by a braided gold cord from the crook of her arm. She placed it on the vanity.

			Elizabeth held her breath as Irene removed the top. She peered into the box, where a brand-new hat was nestled on a bed of tissue paper.

			Irene lifted the creation out reverently. She frowned at it.

			“It’s rather severe, I’m afraid, but you said—”

			“That I wanted something serious.” Elizabeth’s eyes lit up at the sight of the black felt slouch hat with the red ribbon around the crown and a black and red feather sticking up as straight as a soldier.

			“I could change the feather for a silk flower if you’d like.”

			Irene bit her lip as Elizabeth placed the hat on her head adjusting it until the angle was just so.

			“No, it’s perfect the way it is,” Elizabeth said. She turned to Irene. “I think it’s quite befitting a newly promoted crime photographer for the Daily Trumpet, don’t you think?”

			Irene raised her thin, arched brows. “No more gal Friday duties then?”

			Elizabeth shook her head and the feather in the brim bobbed with the movement.

			“One of the other photographers retired last week so the editor decided to give me a chance.”

			“You’ve already been taking pictures for the paper,” Irene said.

			“True. But I was still fetching coffee and typing up the society editor’s daily column as well,” Elizabeth said, wrinkling her nose. “Besides, now they’ll have to pay me more money.”

			
			The thought made her feel a bit guilty. She hardly needed the money—not like girls like Irene who were alone in the world and totally on their own. She was still living in her family’s Madison Avenue apartment with the luxury of plentiful meals cooked by Mrs. Murphy and no need to worry about the rent or finding money to pay the electric company.

			“Are you sure you don’t want a flower on the hat instead of the feather?” Irene said. She plucked at the pleats of her skirt.

			“I love it the way it is.” Elizabeth removed the hat and handed it to Irene.

			“If you’re sure then….” Irene took the hat and carefully placed it back in the box.

			Elizabeth pulled her wallet from her handbag and handed Irene two dollar bills. The hat was quite dear, but it was one of a kind—Irene had made it especially for her. Besides, she felt entitled to celebrate her promotion at least a little.

			Elizabeth put on her old hat, which was still damp from the rain, and gave Irene a quick hug. She was about to leave when the lights in the shop suddenly went out.

			Irene giggled. “Maybe Mrs. Gabor forgot to pay the electric bill,” she said, referring to the owner of the shop.

			Elizabeth walked over to the window and peered out. “It can’t be. The streetlights are out as well.” She looked up and down the street. “All the lights are out everywhere.” She turned to Irene. “Something must have gone wrong at the power plant.”

			

			—

			
			By the time Elizabeth left the dress shop, the wind had increased in intensity again and she wasn’t even halfway down the block before it turned her umbrella inside out. She clung to it for dear life half afraid she would suddenly find herself airborne. Finally she was able to wrestle the umbrella right side up but one of the spokes was now broken and two were bent out of shape. She was tempted to throw it into the nearest trash bin but even half an umbrella was better than none at all.

			Rain was pelting the sidewalk with such ferocity that the drops bounced off the pavement on impact. A torrent of water rushed down the gutter and swirled in an eddy around a drain that had been blocked by a sheet of newspaper. Elizabeth glanced down at it. The headline in large black letters was still visible: PRIME MINISTER NEVILLE CHAMBERLAIN TO MEET WITH HITLER.

			Elizabeth shivered. She was terrified that the United States would get involved in the war in Europe despite Roosevelt’s promise to stay neutral. Her younger brother James was in college—old enough to be called up if the country went to war.

			Shops were dark, streetlights were dark and she occasionally caught the narrow beam of a flashlight through a window. With the heavy cloud cover and pelting rain, it felt more like six o’clock than three o’clock in the afternoon. The morning had been fine, but the bad weather had moved in as swiftly as a freight train and with every bit as much power.

			Elizabeth had one hand on her umbrella and the other on her hat, but despite that, the wind yanked her hat from her head and sent it flying into the gutter, where it landed in an oil-slicked puddle.

			
			She was glad she hadn’t chosen to wear her new one. She would have been devastated. She retrieved the brown felt fedora and looked at it in dismay. It was very nearly ruined. She stuffed it into her purse and continued to battle her way east to Lexington Avenue.

			The Lexington Avenue bus chugged to a stop in front of Elizabeth, sending up a spray of water. She didn’t bother to jump away—she was nearly wet through already. She collapsed her twisted and useless umbrella and stepped on board. She handed her fare to the driver and elbowed her way as politely as possible through the crowed. The bus was stuffy and the smell of wet fabric hung in the air.

			Wind buffeted the bus as it made its way down Lexington Avenue with rain beating at the windows and running down them in torrents. Elizabeth could hardly see out—she hoped she wouldn’t miss her stop—not that she could get any wetter than she already was.

			All the stoplights were dark and traffic was in a tangle at every intersection with horns blaring in angry bleats as cars attempted to bully their way forward.

			Elizabeth reached over the head of the woman seated in front of her and rubbed a spot on the window clear of fog with the sleeve of her coat. She peered at the street sign as the bus lumbered past it. Her stop was next.

			Elizabeth maneuvered her way to the back door of the bus as they rolled to a stop at Forty-fourth Street. She stepped off and looked down at her shoes in dismay. She’d landed nearly ankle deep in a puddle that was spreading in ever widening rings toward the opposite side of the street.

			
			The force of the wind nearly took her breath away and she gasped in surprise. She was glad she didn’t have to walk more than a few blocks. She couldn’t remember there ever having been a storm as strong as this one. There’d been no warning from the weatherman on the radio that morning either or she would have put her plastic rain boots over her new brown serge open toed pumps.

			Elizabeth was thoroughly relieved to reach the shelter of the Daily Trumpet building. Water dripped from the hem of her coat and her shoes made a squelching sound as she walked across the marble floor of the lobby toward the elevator.

			The light over the elevator flashed and the doors whisked open.

			“Would you look at you?” the elevator operator said as Elizabeth stepped on. “It must be raining cats and dogs out there.” He pulled the door closed and the elevator began its ascent.

			“It is,” Elizabeth said as she rummaged in her handbag for a handkerchief to wipe her face.

			Ralph Kaminsky, a veteran crime reporter for the Daily Trumpet who was as crusty as a piece of week old bread, was sitting at his desk, his chair tipped back on its rear two legs, nursing cold coffee from a chipped white mug. He turned around when the door to the newsroom shut behind Elizabeth.

			“If you don’t look like a drowned rat,” he said, plunking down his mug.

			“I feel like one,” Elizabeth said dryly, pulling off her gloves and staring at the damp leather in dismay.

			“They’re saying it’s a hurricane,” Kaminsky said, letting his chair drop back into place with a thud. “The storm hit the south shore of Long Island around two-thirty this afternoon with no warning.” Kaminsky picked up his mug, frowned at it and put it back down again. “O’Connor’s out on the Island chasing down a story. A guy dropped dead at some Guinea restaurant out there and since Frank Costello was seen eating a bowl of spaghetti at a nearby table, he’s convinced Costello must have had something to do with it. He’s claiming he’s going to scoop all the papers.” Kaminsky snorted. “I wish him luck.”

			
			He pulled a pack of Camels from his jacket pocket and shook one out.

			“O’Connor said the storm was bad. He said something about making for higher ground. Then the phone went dead. I never much cared for the fellow, but still…He’s got a wife and kids at home.”

			“Higher ground?” Elizabeth stopped with her raincoat halfway unbuttoned. “It can’t be that bad, can it?”

			Kaminsky scrubbed a hand across his forehead. “I don’t know. But I’m afraid it might be.”

			The door to the newsroom banged open again and Becker, another reporter, walked in, carrying the faint scent of cigar smoke with him. Water dripped from the brim of his hat and his raincoat was splotched with water.

			He yanked off his hat and threw it on his desk.

			“The East River’s overflowed three blocks inland and flooded the Consolidated Edison plant at One hundred thirty-third Street. There’s no power above Fifty-ninth Street and the Eighth Avenue IND’s knocked out.”

			
			He unbuttoned his raincoat and without bothering to take it off, sat down at his desk and began banging out a story on his typewriter.

			No sooner had Becker sat down than the door burst open again and Mildred, one of the switchboard operators, stuck her head into the newsroom. Her platinum blond hair was styled half up and half down with tight curls brushing her slim shoulders.

			“Bridges and tunnels are all closed,” she said, cracking her gum and leaning into the newsroom. “Someone just called it in. And the Staten Island Ferry is stuck in the terminal. Looks like nobody’s going nowhere tonight. Guess I’ll have to stay over at my boyfriend’s place.” She gave a cheeky grin.

			Elizabeth and Kaminsky exchanged a glance.

			“It’s bad, I guess,” Elizabeth said.

			“Yes. It sure sounds like it.”

			The telephone on Kaminsky’s desk rang and he grabbed for the receiver. Kaminsky listened, grunted a few times and then slammed down the receiver.

			“Good thing you’re already wet,” he said, looking at Elizabeth. “The editor got wind of the fact that the water’s rising fast in New York Harbor and there’s a storm surge of eight and a half feet at the Battery. He wants pictures and a story.”
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