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HOTEL
by Arthur Hailey






MONDAY EVENING

1

If he had a chance, Peter McDer-
mott, the assistant general manager' of
the St. Gregory Hotel, would have fired
the chief house detective long ago. The
ex-policeman was again missing when
he was needed most.

Christine Francis, who had left her
own office a few minutes earlier, glanced
at her wrist watch. A few minutes before
eleven p.m. “He might be in the bar on
Baronne Street.”

Peter McDermott nodded. He took
out cigarettes and offered them to Chris-
tine. She accepted one and McDermott
lit it, then did the same for himself.
She had been working late and was

! the assistant gemneral manager —
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about to go home when she saw the
light under Peter’s door.

“WT. allows Mr. Ogilvie to make his
own rules,” Christine said.

“Youre right. I tried to make an
official complaint against him once, but
WT. declined it and warned me not to
do it ever again.

She said quietly, “I didn't know
that.”

“I thought you knew everything.”

And usually she did. As personal
assistant to Warren Trent, the owner
of New Orleans’ largest hotel, Christine
knew all inner secrets and its day-to-
day affairs.

Christine asked, “What's wrong?”

“We've a complaint from the eleventh
floor about a sex orgy; on the ninth the
Duchess of Croydon claims her Duke
has been insulted by a room-service
waiter; somebody is moaning horribly
in 1439”

He spoke into the telephone and
Christine went to the office window.
She suddenly realized how very tired
she was. Looking at the city, she could
see into the tight, crowded rectangle
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of the French Quarter, where lights in
front of late night bars, bistros, jazz
halls, and strip joints would burn into
tomorrow morning.

The rain would be welcome, sud-
denly thought Christine. For three
weeks the city had suffered from heat.
This afternoon there had been another
complaint about the air conditioning
from the chief engineer.

Peter McDermott put down the tel-
ephone and she asked, “Do you have
a name of the room where the moan-
ing is?”

“Albert Wells, Montreal.”

“I know him,” Christine said. “A nice
little man who stays here every year.
If you like, I can help you with him.”

He hesitated.

The telephone rang and he answered
it. “I'm sorry, sir,” the operator said, “we
can’'t locate Mr. Ogilvie.”

“Never mind.” Even if McDermott
couldn't fire the chief house detective,
he would do some hell raising in the
morning. Meanwhile he could send
someone else to the eleventh and handle
the Duke and Duchess incident himself.

1IVIGINYILNI-HIddN
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He asked the operator for the
bell captain and recognized the nasal
voice of Herbie Chandler, one of the
St.Gregory’s old-timers. McDermott ex-
plained the problem and asked Chandler
to investigate the complaint about an
alleged sex orgy. “That is not my job,
Mr. Mac, and were still busy down
here.” As McDermott had expected.

McDermott instructed, “I want you
to take care of that complaint now.
And something else: send a boy with
a pass key to meet Miss Francis.” He
replaced the phone before there could
be any more discussion.

“Let’s go. Take a bellboy with you.”
His hand touched Christine’s shoulders
lightly.

2

Herbie Chandler stood thoughtfully
by the bell captain’s desk in the St.
Gregory lobby.

The bell captain’s post commanded
a view of the lobby’s comings and go-
ings. There was plenty of movement now.
Two conventions were to take place in
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the hotel soon, and the conventioneers
had been in and out all evening.

Occasional new arrivals were
roomed now by bellboys'. The “boys”
was a figure of speech since none
was younger than forty, and several
graying veterans had been with the
hotel a quarter century or more. Her-
bie Chandler held the power of hiring
and firing his bell staff. He preferred
older men. Someone who had to grunt
a bit with heavy luggage was likely to
earn bigger tips than a youngster. One
old-timer, who actually was as strong
as a mule, seldom earned less than a
dollar from conscience-stricken guests.
What they did not know was that ten
per cent of their tip would go to Herbie
Chandler’s pocket with the two dollars
daily from each bellboy as the price of
retaining his job.

McDermott had just instructed him
to investigate a complaint on the elev-
enth floor. But Herbie Chandler had no

1IVIGINYILNI-HIddN
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need to investigate because he knew
what was happening there. He had ar-
ranged it himself.

Three hours earlier two youths,
whose fathers were wealthy local citi-
zens and frequent guests of the hotel,
came up to him with a request. “Lis-
ten, Herbie. We've taken a suite.” The
first boy flushed. “We want a couple
of girls.”

It was too risky. Both were little
more than boys, and he suspected they
had been drinking. He began, “Sorry,
gentlemen,” when the second youth
cut in.

“We can pay, Herbie. You know that.
How much?”

The bell captain hesitated, his mind
working greedily. Herbie remembered
their fathers, and multiplied the stand-
ard rate by two. “A hundred dollars.”

There was a momentary pause. Then
one of the boys, Dixon, said decisively,
“You got a deal”

“In advance, gentlemen. And you'll
have to make sure there’s no noise.
If we get complaints, there could be
trouble for all of us.”
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There would be no noise, they had
assured him, but now, it seemed, there
had been.

An hour ago the girls had come in
through the front entrance as usual,
with only a few of the hotel's staff
aware that they were not registered
hotel guests. Both should have left
by now. The eleventh floor complaint
meant that something had gone seri-
ously wrong. Herbie was now wonder-
ing whether he should go upstairs or
stay away.

1IVIGINYILNI-HIddN

3

The St. Gregory’s largest and most
elaborate suite had housed a number
of distinguished guests, including presi-
dents and royalty. The Duke and Duch-
ess of Croydon, plus their secretary,
the Duchess’s maid, and five terriers
occupied the suite now.

Waiting in front of the door, McDer-
mott thought what he had heard about
the Croydons.

Within the past decade, and aided
by his Duchess — herself a known pub-
lic figure and cousin of the Queen —



@ KAPMAHHOE YTEHWE HA AHTTIMACKOM A3bIKE

UPPER-INTERMEDIATE

the Duke of Croydon had become a
successful ambassador for the British
government. More recently, however,
there had been rumors that the Duke
enjoyed a little too much the com-
pany of liquor and other men’s wives.
Though many knew that the Duchess
had the situation well in hand. After
all, the Duke of Croydon was said to
be soon named British Ambassador to
Washington.

“Excuse me, Mr. McDermott, can I
have a word with you?”

McDermott recognized Sol Natchez,
one of the elderly room-service waiters.

“l expect you've come about the
complaint — the complaint about me.”

McDermott glanced at the double
doors to the suite. They had not yet
opened, only the dogs were barking. He
said, “Tell me what happened.”

Sol swallowed twice, “If I lose this
job, Mr. McDermott, it's hard at my
age to find another. The Duke and the
Duchess are not the hardest people to
serve ... except for tonight. They expect
a lot, but I've never minded, even though
there’s never a tip.”
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Peter smiled involuntarily. British
nobility seldom tipped, thinking, per-
haps, that the privilege of waiting on
them was a reward in itself.

“It was about half an hour ago.
They'd ordered a late supper, the Duke
and Duchess — oysters, champagne,
shrimp Creole.”

“What happened?”

“When I was serving the shrimp
Creole, well... the Duchess got up from
the table. As she came back she jogged
my arm. If I didn't know better I'd have
said it was deliberate.”

“That’s ridiculous!”

“I know, sir, I know. After that
there was a small spot on the Duke’s
trousers.”

Peter said doubtfully, “Is that all
this is about?”

“Mr. McDermott, I swear to you
that's all. I apologized, I got a clean
napkin and water to get the spot off, but
it wouldn't do. She insisted on sending
for Mr. Trent ... ”

“Mr. Trent is not in the hotel.”

He would hear the other side of
the story, Peter decided. Meanwhile he

1IVIGINYILNI-HIddN
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instructed, “If youre all through for
tonight youd better go home.”

As the waiter disappeared, the door
was opened by a moon-faced, youngish
man with pince-nez. It was the Croy-
dons’ secretary.

He introduced himself to the sec-
retary.

The secretary said, “We were expect-
ing Mr. Trent.”

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

“Why can't he be sent for?” the
Duchess of Croydon appeared, three of
the terriers at her heels. She silenced
the dogs and turned her eyes on Peter.
He was aware of the handsome face, fa-
miliar through a thousand photographs.

“To be perfectly honest, Your Grace,
I was not aware that you required Mr.
Trent personally.”

“Even in Mr. Trent's absence I ex-
pected one of the senior executives.”

Peter flushed. He had an impression,
at this moment, of being on foot while
the Duchess was mounted.

“I'm assistant general manager.
That's why I came personally.”
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“Aren’t you young for that?”

“Nowadays a good many young men
are in hotel management.”

“How old are you?”

“Thirty-two.”

The Duchess smiled. She was five
or six years older than himself, he
calculated, though younger than the
Duke who was in his late forties. Now
she asked, “Do you take a course or
something?”

“I have a degree from Cornell Uni-
versity — the School of Hotel Admin-
istration. Before coming here I was
an assistant manager at the Waldorf.”
He was tempted to add: from where I
was fired and black-listed by the chain
hotels, so that I am lucky to be here,
in an independent hotel. He would not
say it, of course, because a private hell
was something you lived with alone.

“The Waldorf would never have toler-
ated an incident like tonight’s.”

“I assure you, maam, the St. Greg-
ory will not tolerate it either.”

The conversation was like a game
of tennis. He waited for the ball to
come back.
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