
FLEETING

NOTE



Copyright © 2013 Sherban Young
All rights reserved.
MysteryCaper Press
Columbia, Maryland

ISBN-10: 0991232453
EAN-13: 9780991232451

www.mysterycaper.com



FLEETING

NOTE
An Enescu Fleet Mystery

Sherban Young

Columbia, Maryland





Cover art and design by Katerina Vamvasaki

Proofreading by Katherine Adams from The Reading Panda





To Rachel Barton Pine: 
For graciously making time to consult on this project and 

for a delightful evening of  Paganini

I would also like to thank my Romanian connections, Sheilah Kast 
and Ernest Latham, as well as Eric Neffke at the Enoch Pratt Free 
Library for his excellent research.





1 — Treacherous Prelude

raised my drink once again.  It was mostly ice by now—a trace of 
tonic, very little gin—but it didn’t matter.  I took a long and 
thoughtful slurp, giving the contents an idle rattle as I brought 
the excess back down to the snarled tablecloth at my elbow.
I found the act soothing.
When my friend Enescu Fleet, the internationally renowned 

(semiretired) private detective, told me last week that the prestigious 
Pendleton Institute in Baltimore wanted to honor him at a banquet 
and we were all invited as his guests, I was perplexed.  I couldn’t fig-
ure why an elite music college would want to toast a private eye, no 
matter how famous and semiretired he may be.  When he later ex-
plained, the night of the banquet, that the celebration was not so 
much in recognition of his feats as an aging gentleman gumshoe but, 
in fact, in tribute to his esteemed Romanian ancestor, the composer 
George Enescu, I was up to speed.  Up to speed and careening head-
long toward the figurative orchestra pit.

Fleet, you see, wasn’t related to the composer Enescu.  He wasn’t 
even Romanian.

Why his parents chose to christen him Enescu of all things no 
one really knew.  But the fact remained that his folks had lived and 
loved without a drop of Romanian blood in them, let alone Enescu 
blood, and as far as I was aware Fleet hadn’t picked up any in the 
last six decades.

I
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That was the predicament he had landed in our neatly pressed 
laps.

True to form, he hadn’t spoken a word of this until our party was 
well inside, basking in the architectural scope of the Pendleton Li-
brary.

“A moment, Johnny, before we locate our table,” he had re-
marked then, and in a few quick words had filled me in.

I hadn’t flinched.  I was used to his methods.  I took my seat, 
smiled at my fellow Enescu aficionados, and quietly ordered a pitcher 
of  gin.

I could see the evening stretching out ahead of us: embarrass-
ment, ridicule, a snub by our social betters, and potentially getting 
sent home without any after-dinner sorbet.  It wasn’t a charming 
prospect.

And yet, as I sat there an hour later, calmly watching my ice melt, 
I realized none of this had actually happened.  He had carried it off.  
I don’t know why I was surprised.  He always managed somehow, 
that guy.

His triumph hadn’t come without trade-offs, of course.  A touch 
of drama.  A vase of decorative orchids that would never be the 
same.  One fairly unpleasant corpse…

But now I’m getting ahead of  myself.

We arrived at the banquet at around six that evening.  We were 
all dolled up and ready for a night of refined merriment.  Fleet’s per-
sonal guest list consisted of his daughter, Ate, only too pleased to 
show her father her support; our friend Hutton, glad to go anywhere 
Ate went; my fiancée, Lesley, happy for the opportunity to scope out 
venues for our wedding; and me.  I had no ulterior motives for at-
tending.  And now that I knew the true nature of tonight’s honor, or 
rather its false nature, I definitely wasn’t happy, glad or pleased.

I held nothing back from the table.  Seconds after Fleet had 
shared his tidbit, I leaned in and whispered the details to Lesley, who 
whispered them to Ate, who whispered to Hutton, who whispered to 
a waiter to bring more gin.

The question of the hour became Why?  Why accept a distin-
guished public honor, assemble an entourage, and basically prepare 
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to whoop it up in that vein, when you knew perfectly well it—the dis-
tinguished public honor—had nothing to do with you.

This fell to me to ask.  I would have preferred more of a team 
effort, an “intervention” if you like, but the ladies were too busy dis-
cussing the feasibility of making a break for it in their heels, while 
Hutton and the waiter were still threshing out the true nature of an 
open bar.

“Why?” echoed Enescu Fleet.
“Why,” I agreed, drumming my fork on the tablecloth.
He mused on this a moment.  “You’re too young to appreciate 

this, Johnny, but when you get to be my age you’ll understand what it 
means to yearn for excitement in your golden years.  A life such as 
mine—sedate, unadventurous—calls for a little stimulation from time 
to time.  You need to pounce on any passing thrill you can.  I’m not 
ashamed to admit that when this offer came along, I pounced on it 
like a starving puma.”

I said ha!, pouncing on this explanation like a puma who didn’t 
believe a word he was hearing.  Sedate and unadventurous, my 
neatly pressed rear end!  The only thing more ridiculous than Enescu 
Fleet calling his life sedate and unadventurous would be James Bond 
claiming he needed to get out of the office a bit more often—meet 
some girls, possibly brush up on his baccarat.  I had a feeling there 
was something Fleet wasn’t telling me here.

Before I could dig any deeper, a gang of roving classical music 
fans materialized at the table and he stood to engage them in conver-
sation.

He certainly fit right in among posh society.  Something about his 
wry expression, the wave in his hair, the salt-and-pepper of his 
beard—they just seemed to go with the formal duds.  He looked like 
a cover for GQ (the Geezer Rapscallion edition).

The rest of us weren’t exactly straight out of the clothing ham-
per, mind you.  Hutton and I made a perfectly acceptable presenta-
tion in our dinner jackets.  It went without saying that Ate and Lesley 
took the breath away in their slinky, cleavage-revealing evening wear 
(the cleavage was the best part).  But it was Fleet who scooped in the 
trophy for simple urbanity.  He appeared more comfortable in his 
gleaming tuxedo than most men do in sweatpants and a T-shirt.

He resumed his seat, having sent the groupies on their way, and 
we continued our chat.  That is, I scowled and shook my head while 
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he smoothed the lines of his well-groomed beard.  I saw him half 
smile and assumed his conscience must have said something droll.

“You’re frowning, Johnny.  Have you run out of  gin?”
I had, but that wasn’t why I frowned.  Realizing I hadn’t made 

much of a success out of the Why, I changed chords and went with 
How.  “How are you going to pull this off ?” I asked.

“You have doubts?”
“Gobs.”
“Well, dismiss them from your mind.  These revelries never prove 

very challenging.  A word or two from our distinguished guest 
speaker and it’s all over in ten minutes.”  It sounded like he had im-
personated distant relatives of prominent Romanian composers be-
fore.

I gaped.  “You have to make a speech?”  For some reason, this 
hadn’t occurred to me.

“Naturally.  I suppose I should get working on that,” he said.
I sloshed what was left of my cocktail.  “You haven’t prepared 

anything!”
He dismissed the question from our minds.  He never prepared 

speeches ahead of time.  Ruined the spontaneity.  “Besides, if I get in 
a jam, I can always tell them the one about Stokowski.”

I blinked at him.
“The conductor, Leopold Stokowski,” he clarified.  He went on 

to explain that he had an anecdote about this Stokowski, and it 
would have the audience rolling in the aisles—which were black-and-
white marble, I noticed, with a slight art deco design to the tile.

Although it delighted me to hear that he would be keeping things 
in a musical motif, I was curious how an anecdote about the conduc-
tor Stokowski, or any brand of Stokowski, was going to sway the 
constituents from his appointed speech about the composer Enescu.  
I would have asked him to shed some light on this, but by then he 
had already left for the podium.

We had begun.
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2 — Rhapsody in Red

here was a short stage wait first as Fleet shook hands with 
various music-school muckety-mucks.  This included a round 
old duffer who looked like a dean; a less-round duffer who 
looked like an assistant dean; a silver-haired lady in sequins 

who, to her credit, didn’t look like a dean or assistant dean; and fi-
nally a younger woman in cobalt silk, who could have been the 
minder for any of the other three, but was, in reality, the up-and-
coming Victoria Walters.

I learned this from the school magazine under my chair.  Victoria 
Walters had assumed the role of orchestral director at the college this 
spring, and great things were expected from her.  I wondered if she 
had heard the one about Stokowski.

The introductions out of the way, the powers-that-be had now 
formed a makeshift huddle alongside the platform.  They were most 
likely reviewing the evening’s agenda: deciding who should speak 
first, who should make the introductions, and what to do if the oppo-
sition rushed the line of scrimmage.  Figuring this might go on for a 
few minutes, I let my eyes roam around the cavernous Pendleton Li-
brary.

On any other occasion I would have sat back in awe of the joint.  
Built  in 1865 (magazine under chair), it represented the crown jewel 
of the Pendleton campus.  Roughly a billion square feet (personal 
estimate), it was made up of rows of exquisitely carved stone col-

T
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umns; buttresses, both flying and not as flying; ivory and golden ac-
cents; and a giant tiled skylight.  It was available for weddings, bar 
mitzvahs and distinguished guest speakers of  questionable descent.

I set the magazine down and looked upward.  Without a doubt, 
the library’s most striking feature, the skin and bones of the colossus, 
was its network of balconies.  Encircling the room were three…
four…five…let’s go with five stories of balconies.  They were coffee 
colored in their patina, very ornate and home to one…two…some-
thing like three hundred thousand ancient texts.

I was still gazing up at these, speculating how long it would take a 
person to read them all, when I had the sensation that someone was 
watching me.  This had been going on for the last couple minutes, I 
would say: that sense that I was guilty of some egregious social gaffe 
and, as a result, a pair of eyes were boring hard into the back of my 
head.  Lesley was still conferring with Ate on the mental state of the 
latter’s father, so it had to be somebody else.

It was.
Turning, I observed a man about my age, dressed all in black and 

glaring toward our table.  By the way he was hunkered over his place 
setting you could see he was a bruiser even before he stood.  He did 
this now, replacing his napkin on his plate and heading in our direc-
tion.  He had to be six foot nine, all sable limbs and flowing black 
hair.

I couldn’t help noticing that Hutton’s eyebrow twitched as the 
man approached.  You wouldn’t know it from the typical look on my 
friend’s face—detached, mildly amused by most everything he en-
countered—but Hutton was deceptively aware of his surroundings.  
As a PI himself, following in the footsteps of Enescu Fleet (in more 
ways than one), this wasn’t a bad trait to have.  He shot another 
glance out from behind his Buddy Holly-style specs and drew himself 
up in his seat.

His expression indicated that he had been watching our watcher 
for some time: probably a goodly while if even I had spotted him.  
(Typically I’m pretty much as aware of my surroundings as you 
would expect from the look on my face.)

The guy dropped anchor between us.  “Well, if it isn’t E. F. Hut-
ton,” he announced.  “When did the Pendleton Institute start lower-
ing its standards?”
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My time spent in the company of two private detectives—twice 
the daily dose of detectives for the average consumer—has honed 
my skills as an observer and deducer.  I might not notice everything 
around me, nor do I usually have any clue what is going on in an in-
vestigation, but I do pick up on more than most.

Because of this, I could infer several things about our new arri-
val.  Judging from his accent, he was British, possibly Welsh.  The 
fact that he referred to my friend as E. F. Hutton suggested he had 
been at school with us, which was where the Hutton moniker had 
been born.  Lastly, from the sneering way in which he spoke, and a 
little bit his hairdo, I could deduce that he was something of a dick-
weed.  Of my three conclusions, I felt my investigative technique was 
most on the money with that one.

My second theory, that he must have gone to school with us, was 
also soon confirmed.  I didn’t remember him myself, thank God, but 
Hutton apparently knew him quite well (and seemed to wish he 
didn’t).

It never ceases to amaze me how a person’s disposition can alter 
completely around certain peers, especially peers from the past.  I’d 
known Hutton over twenty years, and from boyhood on his de-
meanor could best be described as aristocratic.  Polished.  In com-
mand.  Today the aristocrat had gone straight out of him.  He barely 
spoke, letting this schoolyard relic dominate the conversation.  When 
he did participate, his replies were short and plain and noticeably 
heavy on British phraseology.  I didn’t like it.

I didn’t like our newcomer much either.  Chester “Chet” Cal-
las—for that was his name—wasn’t everybody’s cup of gin.  Since 
last seen, he had become a classical music critic for some stuffy Brit-
ish music magazine, and he wanted us to know that he was an out-
standing critic.  Revered by all.  An unparalleled analyst of  sound.

He was a dick-weed.
It turned out that he didn’t remember me any more than I re-

membered him.  I was okay with this.  I had no desire to be remem-
bered by a man who dressed in a black silk tuxedo shirt, wore a 
closely trimmed vandyke beard, and spent more time brushing and 
teasing his hair than I did growing mine.

He didn’t just resemble a Restoration Era pimp, he acted the part 
too.  Already he had given our womenfolk a long and studied leer, 
like a man perusing a mail-order bride catalog; and when Fleet’s 
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daughter introduced herself, he leaned into Hutton and asked him if 
he was getting any of  that.

Hutton, I’m pleased to report, declined to reply to this.  Good for 
him, I say.  Too much of that going on these days.  There used to be 
a time when you didn’t bandy a woman’s name.  Besides, I happened 
to know he wasn’t getting any, so what would have been the point?

“So you’re the old bloke’s daughter, then?” Chet inquired.
Ate raised her head from her champagne flute.  She was Enescu 

Fleet’s daughter, yes.
“Long-lost relatives of  George Enescu?”
“That’s right.”  She spoke emphatically, the pride of a million 

Romanian daughters coming before her.  I was glad someone at the 
table had some vigor.  True, she wasn’t a Romanian daughter, and 
her words only perpetuated her father’s fabrication, but anything was 
better than giving this snake a leg up—not that snakes generally have 
legs.

The serpent grinned.  “I believe someone is having a laugh.”
“And what’s that supposed to mean?”
Chet said it wasn’t important—only that her dear old dad was no 

more related to George Enescu than he was to the Prince of Wales.  
(See, I knew he was Welsh.)

“It’s like those cases of his,” he chuckled.  “I’ve read about them.  
Victims leaving behind cryptic clues to their own murders.  Elaborate 
riddles fingering killers from beyond the grave.  Rubbish.  Nobody 
would get on like that in real life.  In real life, dead men tell no tales.  
They simply kick off, and that’s that.  You and I both know these 
things get embellished in the press.”

Ate assured him that no such embellishment had taken place in 
this instance.  If anything, her father’s investigations had been more 
remarkable than the press had documented.

I concurred.  As one who had done some of that documenting, I 
could tell them that Enescu Fleet’s investigations had been pretty re-
markable.  Out of context, they probably came off as rather far-
fetched—on two separate occasions a murder victim leaving behind 
a puzzle that would later lead us to the solution of the mystery—but 
that was how they happened.  They were a hoot.

Chet ignored my testimony and gave hers another smirky smile.  
“What was your name again, luv?  Abby?”

“Ate.”
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“Addie?”
“Ate.  A-T-E.  It’s pronounced Ah-tee.”
Chet wagged his raven locks at her.  “That doesn’t work for me at 

all.  If we were friends, I’d have to insist on pronouncing it Āt, as in 
ate, the past tense of  eat.”

“Fortunately, we’re not friends,” said Ate, the past tense of pissed 
off.

“I mean, I don’t see where you’re getting this Ah-tee stuff,” 
snorted Chet.

“I’m named for the goddess Atë.”
“Are you, just?”
“I am, just,” she retorted, the strain growing in her voice.  It 

wouldn’t have taken much more, I knew, for her to slip off one of her 
stiletto heels and spear the guy in the forehead.

“Tell him about the bing-bongs,” I suggested, hoping to ease the 
situation.

The table stared at me.
“The little bing-bongs,” I explained.  “Over the e.”
When I first met Ate, a little less than a year ago, she had placed 

a great deal of emphasis on these bing-bongs.  The goddess Atë, it 
seemed, had these two whosits over the ë—bing-bongs—and even 
though the modern Ate spurned these decorative touches, this little 
splash of backstory had always helped me remember that there was 
more to her name than met the eye.

Chet remained unimpressed.  “You’d know best of course,” he 
sniffed at her.  “But I’ll always think of you as ate.  In fact, if you ever 
decide to murder me, I’ll pay tribute to this by holding out four fin-
gers on each hand.  Get it?  Four and four makes eight.”

Ate said she got it.  Eight.  Sounds like ate.  Just like one of her 
father’s cases.  Perhaps someday they would have a chance to put this 
promise into practice, she remarked.

Chet removed an antique pocket watch from his waistcoat (and 
here I was thinking he was some kind of dandy).  He glanced at the 
time, then at the podium, and then back at the watch.  He looked 
very bored by it all.  “I would have thought we’d have started by 
now.”

Hutton, breaking his vow of silence, said he would have thought 
so too.  Perhaps they were having mic trouble.  Nine times out of ten, 
he pointed out, a delay on stage is due to a bollocks with the mic.
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Lesley said maybe so.  But that shouldn’t prevent our visitor from 
returning to his table.  Ate agreed.  Go promptly was her advice.

Chet ignored these digs.  “You have to understand,” he sighed, 
“I’m all keyed up to hear about the wondrous Great-Uncle George.”

The name got my attention.  I flinched in my seat, twirling this 
way then that.  “Uncle George?  Where?”

I should explain that there was a downside to this jaunt back to 
Baltimore—beyond the travel expenses and having to wear a dinner 
jacket and fancy loafers.  I would have to be on constant lookout for 
one odious resident, the esteemed George Hathaway, my uncle.  
Ours was not a beautiful relationship.

“Uncle George?” I repeated.
Chet rolled his eyes.  “George Enescu.  I was being witty.”
I oh-ed happily.  It didn’t seem all that witty to me, but I was too 

relieved to criticize.  “I thought you meant my uncle George.  George 
Hathaway.”

It was Chester’s turn to flinch.  “George Hathaway is your un-
cle?”

“That’s right.”
“The congressman?”
I nodded.  Congressman George Hathaway.  Uncle to me, John 

Hathaway.  I couldn’t help speaking nice and slow, to be sure he un-
derstood.

Chet went pale.  He made his excuses and slithered back to his 
table.  Clearly something about my uncle hadn’t set well with our 
goateed friend.  Good old Congressman George.  It was the first time 
I’d ever been glad to be related to the old bastard.

It wasn’t long after Chester Callas’s mysterious retreat that the 
speeches began.  First up was Nathaniel Goody, the orb-shaped duf-
fer—also, as I had previously suspected, the dean.  He wasn’t much 
of a speaker, our Nate.  He got lost in his remarks several times and 
twice held up a pudgy hand in order to indicate our honored guest 
on his left, realizing afterward that Fleet was standing on his right.  
The orchestral director Victoria Walters and the sequined woman 
were the ones on his left.  Eventually the ladies faded back into the 
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shadows, and Nate quit trying to use them as PowerPoint slides.  He 
rambled on, and I had another drink.

He did become almost eloquent at one point.  For ten minutes he 
had rambled on about school business, institute business and local 
businesses business.  He now touched on George Enescu and the 
composer’s famous rhapsodies.

“As many of you here know,” he said, “there was once rumored 
to exist a third Romanian Rhapsody in G minor.”

The audience confirmed this with nods and scholarly whispers.  
G minor, yes.  That was what they had always heard.

“This follow-up to Enescu’s two masterpieces has been the sub-
ject of conjecture in musical circles for decades.  Nothing has ever 
come of it, however, and there have been several false leads since the 
composer’s death, all ending in disappointment.  Well, ladies and 
gentlemen, I am here to tell you that an authentic score has now 
been discovered.”

[Pause for oohs and ahs]
“I don’t have to tell anyone here what this means,” he told us, 

obviously overlooking that I was in the audience.
“What it is, is—well, it’s a triumph; that’s what it is.  Enescu’s 

‘Romanian Rhapsody Number Three in G minor.’  How marvelous!”
[Time-out for Nate to ramble on about the triumphant marvel of 

it all]
“And you, ladies and gentlemen, will be the first to hear it.  What 

could be more fitting for the anniversary of Enescu’s birth?” he de-
clared, his sallow features contorting into a smile.  “Immediately fol-
lowing the remarks from Mr. Fleet, Mr. Chester Callas, from Resound-
ing Note magazine, will perform a transcription on violin.  Mr. Callas 
is the man who discovered the score, so it is only proper that he shall 
be the first to perform it.  And how special will that be!”

[Applause]
I was astounded.  Chester had discovered something?  I still 

didn’t get what the hoopla was all about, but that a hoopla existed 
was indisputable.

I peered back, expecting to see that insufferable Callas smirk, but 
found that Chet and his smirk were no longer present.  I figured he 
had gone to warm up his violin strings, or whatever it is these fiddle 
players do to get ready.

“And now without further ado—” said Nate Goody.
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[Pause for further ado]
“—I give you Enescu Fleet.”
[Applause]
I won’t leave anyone in suspense.  The old rascal gave an excel-

lent speech.  We laughed, we cried, we had a marvelous, wondrous 
time.  Beginning with some words of wisdom his Romanian grand-
mother once told him—it loses something in the translation, he was 
sorry to say—he segued into what his classical music heritage has 
meant to him as a private investigator.

My nerves began to unwind.  I took a deep breath and smiled at 
Lesley.  I smiled at Ate as well, at the decorative orchid centerpiece, 
and at a crab cocktail some kindly soul had placed on my plate dur-
ing the changing of  the guard.

I ate (āt).
Lesley wrinkled her nose at my choice of fork—all wrong, appar-

ently—but I didn’t care.  The entire society of forks was beautiful as 
far as I was concerned.  Salad, cocktail, pitch—I loved them all.  Our 
ordeal was nearly over, and not even the prospect of having to listen 
to Chester Callas play a transcription of Enescu’s third Romanian 
Rhapsody could dampen my spirits now.

I reached for the G and T, my fellow undampened spirit, and 
held the beaker in the air as Fleet brought it on home.

“And that is why the mayor of Bucharest still owes me fifty lei,” 
he joked.

The audience burst into laughter.
He stepped out from the podium.  “I am reminded of an amus-

ing story about Leo Stokowski…” he observed.
I recognized the cue.  We had reached the wrap-up.  In tribute to 

his success—not a single suspicious peep from the gallery—I took my 
glass and threw back a swig of  happy juice.

It was as I was coming down off the follow-through that I noticed 
a dark, murky object at the bottom of my cocktail.  I didn’t care for 
it.  I tipped the lip forward, frowning, and discovered that the item 
was not in my drink at all.  It was overhead: a solid, falling object ca-
reening toward our table.

I barely had time to yank Lesley and Ate back—some cleavage 
may well have been unseated in the process—before a human body 
landed violently on the tablecloth in front of  us.
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I stared up at Fleet.  If this was part of the funny story about 
Stokowski, I didn’t get it.

 FLEETING NOTE 13




