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The beginning of April had been simply glorious. The 
early flowers in Central Park blazed with color and the barren
trees put out their buds. The college boys had put aside their 
raccoon coats as they wooed their flappers, whose skirts were, 
amazingly, even shorter this year. It was a week and a half of 
porcelain blue skies decorated by mountains of white feather 
pillow clouds.

Then the sleet came. A miserable, wet, freezing rain, 
made all the more dreary because it was the Wednesday 
after Easter. The flowers shriveled and died. All along Fifth 
Avenue, rivers of black, freezing water filled the tracks of 
flivvers as they slipped through the brown and gray muck.

As far as Freddie Little was concerned, the dismal 
weather suited his mood perfectly. Turning up the collar of
his overcoat against the driving rain drops and the snowflakes 
floating between them, he got out of the taxi and stepped over 
the icy rivulets in the gutter and the dirty gray piles of snow 
on the curb. The last thing he wanted was for freezing water 
to slip over the tops of his galoshes. Wet feet were not going to 
make the coming confrontation any easier.

He stood at the spot where Fifth Avenue, Broadway 
and Twenty-Third Street met. A tall thin man with long limbs
and strawberry blond hair, Freddie pulled his overcoat tighter 
about him and looked up at the narrow wedge of a building 
next to him.

He checked his pocket watch. It was four minutes
of twelve. He’d be better off getting it over with sooner than
later and he was only getting wet in the sleet.



In the elevator, he composed his features. Just 
because was angry with one member of the staff, there was no 
reason to advertise it to the rest of the office. It had nothing 
to do with them, anyway. By the time he entered Healcroft 
House, Publishers, his normal cheerful demeanor prevailed.

Miss Elmer, giggling as usual, came up and took his 
hat and coat. She also wore the new shorter skirt, and was 
very daring to do so, given how conservative old Healcroft 
was. Freddie thanked the girl, and turned towards the junior 
editors’ room.

He paused as he passed the switchboard. The cubicle, 
surrounded by a partition that was plaster board on the 
bottom and glass on the top, had no door. The switchboard 
itself sat up against the office wall, with a table next to 
it, with various papers, stacking trays, a clock and Miss 
Stevenson’s purse. Miss Stevenson, the operator, faced the 
switchboard, oblivious to everything that didn’t come through 
her headphones. She was a pleasant young woman with 
light brown hair, shingled and crimped like everyone else’s, 
wearing last year’s dress and red lacquered fingernails.

Freddie didn’t much feel like playing his usual game 
of sneaking up and surprising Miss Stevenson, but she would 
miss it, and it would cause comment. He put on his casual 
smile, slid in and waited just long enough for her to pull out 
the last cord.

“In fine fettle today, Miss Stevenson?”
“Hm” The operator’s start was mild, compared to 

usual. “Oh, it’s you, Mr. Little.”
Freddie frowned, puzzled by the listless droop instead 

of the normal yelp and giggles.
“I don’t mean to pry, but you seem a little down at the 

mouth,” he said.
“It’s nothing much.” She sighed, then with a faint 

blush, smiled weakly. “Mr. Little, I probably shouldn’t, but 
you been so nice to me, and you do know a lot of different 
people. Could you help me?”

Freddie smiled to hide his irritation. As wealthy as 
he was, requests for help were not uncommon and usually 
involved money. And there was his other errand. He 
glanced towards the junior editors’ room, then back at Miss 
Stevenson. Her eyes, ringed with dark circles, pleaded with 
sincere desperation.

Broken Trust, Page 2



Freddie nodded. “I don’t know that there’s all that 
much I can do, but say on.”

“It’s these nightmares I been having all week. I’m in a 
house, my parents’ house. There’s a loud bang, and the house 
starts falling. I can hold it all up, but someone keeps putting 
more and more stuff on top for me to hold. It’s someone I 
know. Someone who should be carrying it all, but this person 
keeps piling everything up until I can’t hold it no more, and 
I’m buried underneath. Then I wake up.”

“That is awful.” Freddie edged away, wanting to 
escape. “But I haven’t the faintest idea what to make of it.”

“Oh, no, Mr. Little. I don’t expect you to. But 
you know so many people. Maybe you know one of these 
psychiatrist fellows. They’re all the rage these days. I hear 
they can tell you what your dreams mean.”

Relief filled Freddie. “You know, I might just be able 
to do something along those lines.”

“And ask him about this mesmerism stuff, if you 
can. My friend says it really helps. Only I keep getting these 
nightmares.”

“Mesmerism. Hmm. Well, I’ll do my best.” Freddie 
nodded again. “In the meantime, I hope you get some sleep.”

“Thank you so much, Mr. Little.” Miss Stevenson 
gazed at him in fond admiration. “You’re such a nice guy. I’ll 
be all right. Every day, in every way, I’m getting better and 
better.”

Freddie smiled and withdrew wincing. Coué was 
one fad he’d hoped would die an early death. Then again, 
if it helped Miss Stevenson feel better, perhaps there was 
something to be said for it. Freddie had more important 
business in any case. He took a deep breath and went to do 
battle in the junior editors’ room.

His adversary sat at her desk, completely absorbed 
in marking up a manuscript. Kathy Briscow appeared at 
first glance to be any other office woman a year or two short 
of thirty. Her soft brown hair had been cut short. She had 
a little healthy padding, and real bosoms, instead of the 
preferred flat chest. She wore a tasteful, well-cut, but not 
unusual business suit. Only her eyes gave her away. They 
were brown and missed little. Her mind was equally sharp, 
nor was she one to brook any nonsense, especially from 
Freddie, whose book she was editing.
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Freddie quailed momentarily, then remembered his 
cause was just, and he was no less intelligent than she.

“Good day, Miss Briscow,” he said as he approached 
her desk.

“Hello.” She remained absorbed by her work, 
completely missing the frost in his voice. She stopped and 
looked up. “Were we supposed to go to luncheon today?”

“No. This is an unscheduled visit. I’d like to have a 
private chat with you.”

“I suppose it can’t wait until I’m off work.”
“No, it can’t. Furthermore, it would be completely 

inappropriate.”
“What” Kathy looked at him, completely puzzled. 

“Why?”
Freddie lowered his voice so only she could hear. 

“Because I mean private, and taking you to my apartment 
this evening would give rise to too much comment.”

“All right.” Kathy got up, glancing at her co-workers, 
who were eagerly not listening. “We can use a conference 
room to discuss your question, Mr. Little. I’m sure we can 
resolve it before your manuscript goes to the typesetter.”

Kathy led Freddie through the hall past the 
switchboard, where Miss Stevenson was stirring something 
into a glass of seltzer water. Once in the room, Kathy turned 
on him.

“Freddie, what is going on?” she demanded, dropping 
the formality they only maintained for the rest of the office.

“I think I’m the one who deserves an explanation,” he 
replied haughtily. “It was an accident, but I happened to see 
you last night at Su Chow’s, with a certain young man, and 
you can’t tell me you’re related to him.”

“Oh, that.” Kathy sighed. “His name is Reilly. My 
uncle introduced us.”

It had been some time before, but Kathy didn’t see 
any reason for Freddie to know that.

“Well, I can see why you might want to go out with 
the gentleman, and I use the word lightly,” said Freddie. “But 
did you have to canoodle and let him make love to you like 
that?”

Kathy turned her back on him, feeling angry and 
more embarrassed than she wanted to admit. The canoodling 
had been necessary because any woman who wanted to enjoy 
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certain pleasures and still keep her reputation respectable 
had to go to extraordinary lengths to convince her swain that 
he was seducing her against her will, and the most damnable 
thing about it all was that she was only doing it because she 
was hot and bothered over Freddie again.

“What were you doing in Chinatown, anyway?” she 
demanded. “I thought your set never showed their faces below
Fortieth.”

“I was with friends. We were looking for a nightclub, 
and mistakenly entered the restaurant.”

“That was some mistake, knowing your crowd. They 
wouldn’t go anyplace dry without a gun to their heads.”

“That is irrelevant. I have a right to know who that 
man is and what he was doing out with you!”

Kathy glared. “You have no right whatsoever.” 
“I do so. You’re my girl!” Freddie snapped, and

immediately regretted it. Still, it wouldn’t do to retreat.
“Your girl?” Kathy gaped. “If I am your girl, this is the

first I’ve heard of it! And the last. Good day, Mr. Little!”
She whirled around and stormed out the door. 
“Kathy!  Damn it to hell.” Freddie scrambled after

her, and bumped into her in the hall.
Kathy didn’t notice. Her attention was fixed on Miss

Stevenson in her cubicle. The operator had her hands on her 
throat and appeared to be choking. Kathy ran to the cubicle 
with Freddie on her heels.

“My god, she’s blue!” Kathy gasped, yanking the 
headset off the choking girl.

“Here, lay her down.” Freddie moved the chair out of
the way.

Miss Stevenson was in a faint, and jerked about
as Kathy held her. She and Freddie eased her to the floor,
only to have her go limp, her eyes open and staring. A stray 
whiff caught Kathy’s attention. She bent to close the girl’s 
lips, and sniffed. It was faint, and she wasn’t sure... 

“Too late for an ambulance?” asked Freddie.
“I think we’d better call the police.” Kathy paused as

she thought. “I’ll do it.”
By that time a crowd had gathered. Freddie busied

himself keeping them back and the shouting down. Kathy
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stumbled around the cords and made the connection. As she 
waited for the precinct house to answer, she noticed the glass 
next to the board. Bending over, she sniffed again. It was 
almost too faint, but definitely there.

Mr. Healcroft, sputtering, and the perfect picture of a 
Victorian gentleman, pushed his way through the crowd.

“What in heaven’s name is going on here?” he all but 
screamed, then stopped short in front of Freddie. “B— b— eh...
Mr. Little, what...?”

“I’m afraid Miss Stevenson has suffered an attack of
some sort,” replied Freddie calmly. “If we can just keep this 
area clear.”

“Uncle Dan?” Kathy asked into the speaker. “It’s me, 
Kathy. Something very strange has happened here at work. 
I think you’d better come up right away, and bring a morgue 
wagon.”

“She’s dead!” someone yelped outside the cubicle. 
“Oh my god!  Not Charlotte. Please, not Charlotte.” 
A young blonde stumbled forward out of the group.

Her dress may have cost a bit more, but otherwise she was 
much like Miss Stevenson. Freddie caught her.

“Please, Miss…” Freddie fumbled for a name.
“Miss Phipps,” Kathy hissed. “Seat her near the door.” 
“I am a patient man,” bellowed Mr. Healcroft.
Kathy yanked the cord from the switchboard. “Mr.

Healcroft, I have just summoned the police.”
“But what about an ambulance? Are you sure she’s

dead?”
Kathy nodded and shut the open eyes.
“She was my best friend,” sobbed Miss Phipps. “We

did everything together.”
Freddie handed her a handkerchief, then turned to

soothe the sputtering Mr. Healcroft.
Confusion prevailed until Sergeant Daniel Callaghan,

of the N.Y.P.D., arrived with four uniformed officers. It took 
three of the harness bulls to clear the cubicle and hallway. 
Miss Phipps was handed over to one of the other secretaries. 
Callaghan paid lip service to shooing his niece and Freddie 
out, but Kathy ignored him, and Freddie decided he might as 
well, also.

“What makes you so sure it was murder?” Callaghan 
snarled at Kathy as he examined the corpse.
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“I smelled her lips, then the glass,” she replied. 
Freddie sniffed at the glass. “I don’t smell anything.” 
“Not everyone can smell it,” muttered Callaghan,

getting up. Without touching it, he took his turn at the glass. 
“If that isn’t cyanide, I’ll eat the report. I’ll have to get this 
fingerprinted.”

“I don’t know if that will help,” said Freddie. “Just 
before she died, I saw her mixing something together in it.”

“Her stomach powders,” said Kathy. “She drank them 
before lunch every day. She had digestive trouble of some 
sort.”

“Who knew about this?” Callaghan asked, carefully 
going over the desk.

Kathy shook her head. “Everybody. It’s not easy 
keeping a secret in this office.”

Callaghan shot a quick glance at Kathy and Freddie, 
and smirked. He bent over the wastecan.

“Here’s the paper. We’ll have to get it analyzed to
be sure, but at least I’ve a fair idea of how it happened.” He
went back to where Miss Stevenson’s desk drawer stood part 
way open and opened it the rest of the way with the tip of
his finger. “There’s the rest of the package, a new one, by the 
looks of it.”

“It would have been very easy to slip in behind Miss 
Stevenson and put the paper in the drawer,” said Freddie. “I
do it every time I come in. Sneak up behind Miss Stevenson, I 
mean.”

“What’s this?” asked Kathy, who had been going 
through Miss Stevenson’s purse. She pulled out a worn 
newspaper clipping and carefully unfolded it. “The Oyster Bay 
murder? That was four years ago.”

“The what?” asked Freddie.
Kathy showed him the clipping, dated July 20, 1921. 
“Girl suspect missing in Oyster Bay shooting,”

proclaimed a headline over a photograph of a house. In front 
were a black police car and two Model T’s that had been 
decorated with a variety of slogans, of which “hotcha” seemed 
to be the most prominent.

“Young life snuffed out,” read Freddie. “Senseless 
murder. This is sensational nonsense. Oh, it’s the Daily News.
No wonder.”

“I suppose The Times didn’t lower itself to notice,”
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said Kathy. “Either way, you’ll notice Miss Charlotte 
Stevenson is the girl suspected of killing that young college 
boy. But that was four years ago.”

Callaghan took the clipping, then gave the corpse a 
long thoughtful look.

“Charlotte Stevenson, you say,” he said. “Then it has 
to be the same girl.”

“As what?” asked Kathy.
“The Oyster Bay shooting. It never came to anything.

Only reason I heard about it was that the girl suspect turned 
up at the precinct house three days later, completely daft. 
Couldn’t remember a thing about the incident. She’d hurt her 
head somehow. She eventually got her senses back, but never 
did remember exactly what had happened, and of course, 
nobody saw anything. At least, that’s what I heard. Charlotte 
Stevenson was the girl’s name.”

“It must not have come to anything,” said Kathy, 
thoughtfully. “Healcroft wouldn’t have hired her.”

“And just today she told me about a nightmare she 
was having.” Freddie’s finger beat a steady tattoo on the back
of Miss Stevenson’s chair. “It started with a loud bang, she 
said. I wonder if Miss Phipps would know anything about it. 
She claimed to be very close to Miss Stevenson.”

“Tighter than an Upper East Side virgin,” said Kathy. 
Freddie took the slight to his neighborhood with a

look of mild angst. 
 Callaghan’s jaw dropped. “Katie-girl, I won’t have you 
talking like you’re in a barroom.”

Kathy shrugged by way of apology.
“Well,” said Callaghan with a snort. “I’d best be

talking to Miss Phipps. You and your friend run along now, 
Katie-girl.”

A huge, uniformed body filled the door way. “Uh, 
Sergeant, me and the boys got some witnesses. But you ain’t
gonna like it.”

“People in and out of this cubicle all day long, eh?”
asked Callaghan.

“Yeah. How’d you know” The man grinned. He
was just over thirty, and would probably end his days still 
pounding the sidewalk.

“That’s why I’m a sergeant, Reilly, and you’re still on
the beat.”
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At the mention of Reilly’s name, Freddie’s eyes fixed 
themselves on Kathy, whose face had gone red the moment 
the younger officer had entered. Reilly finally noticed Kathy.

“Well, if it ain’t Kathy Briscow,” he announced.
“You’re not here to socialize, Reilly,” snapped 

Callaghan, who had caught every nuance. “I want you to 
guard this room. Come along, Katie-girl.”

Once out in the hallway, Kathy smiled sweetly at 
Freddie. “Mr. Little, will you excuse us for a moment?”

Freddie nodded his assent with a tight smile. Kathy 
took Callaghan around the corner.

“Twenty thousand cops in the city of New York, and 
you had to bring him?” she hissed.

“How was I supposed to know you had your rich 
boyfriend here?” Callaghan countered.

“He’s not my boyfriend. We’re just friends.”
“Besides, when I heard you went out with Reilly, I 

thought it was over with you and Mr. Man About Town.”
“There is nothing to be over with, and, Uncle Dan, you 

know how Reilly is.”
“Yes. I know how Reilly is. Better than you think.”
Kathy flushed. “I can take care of myself.”
Callaghan had already gone. When she caught up to 

him, he was already talking to Freddie.
“Poor thing only went to dinner with him to please 

me. Oh, there you are, darling. Now, where is this Miss 
Phipps?”

She was in Mr. Sanders’ office. Sanders was a senior 
editor, and probably already off at the speakeasy on the other 
corner.

“Sanders is doing that book on hypnosis by E. G. 
Hartwell,” Kathy explained to Freddie as they followed 
Callaghan into the office. “Miss Phipps is his secretary.”

Freddie nodded. Miss Phipps was seated in front of 
the desk, her eyes red with crying. 

Callaghan introduced himself as he sat down in the 
chair next to her. 

“I know this isn’t easy on you, but I’ve got to ask you a 
few questions.” Callaghan gave her hand a fatherly pat, then 
opened his notebook. “Can you give me your full name?”

“Susan Phipps.”
“And how long have you known Miss Stevenson?”
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“We’ve been best friends since high school.”
“Was she well-liked in the office?”
“Yeah, I suppose.”
Callaghan glanced up at Kathy, who nodded in 

agreement.
“Was there any trouble in her past, like a serious 

accident, or something?”
“Oh. There was that awful shooting. I keep thinking 

she must have... In Oyster Bay. I’m sure you heard about it. 
We were at her parents’ house. A whole bunch of us. Robert. 
He was my boyfriend. He was a college boy, and it was his 
friends mostly. We’d gone down to the beach in a couple 
cars. Robert stayed behind because he wasn’t feeling so good. 
Charlotte and I came back early to check on him. Charlotte 
had just learned to drive, and I couldn’t yet. I went up the 
back stairs to his room, and Charlotte went in the front room. 
Well, that’s where Robert was. I just heard the gunshot. 
When I came downstairs, Charlotte was in a dead faint, and 
Robert was...”

“Easy now. Take your time.”
Miss Phipps sniffed and wiped her nose. “Anyway, 

the others came home just about then, and Charlotte ran off. 
We still don’t know what happened. The police decided that 
Charlotte and Robert stumbled onto burglars, or something. 
Charlotte never got her memory back. I didn’t say so then, but 
I was always afraid she shot...” 

“I see.” Callaghan nodded and patted her hand again. 
“Anything else?”

“No.”
Rising, Callaghan jerked his head towards the door.
“Uncle Dan, may I ask a question?” Kathy asked.
Callaghan frowned, but nodded yes.
“Miss Phipps, that day, did Charlotte drive her 

parents’ car?”
“No.” Miss Phipps sniffed again. “It was Robert’s car.”
“How many cars, in total, were at the house that 

summer?”
“We only had the two. Robert’s car, and Jeff’s. They 

were all rigged out. Like all the college boys do. But I don’t 
know what kind they were. I’m not good at that kind of stuff.”

Kathy smiled. “That’s not important. Thanks a lot.”
Callaghan thanked her, also, and the three left.
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Kathy leaned on the secretary’s desk, biting a thumb 
nail.

“There were only two cars,” she said.
“What are you getting at?” asked Callaghan.
“That clipping,” said Kathy. “Miss Phipps said she

went up the back stairs. The cars were parked in front, and 
they were the only ones there. Why would she go around to 
the back, if she got out of the car in the front?”

“The front was locked,” said Callaghan.
“The boyfriend was there to let them in,” said Freddie.

“And if he was there to let them in, why lock the door in the 
first place?”

“So the girl got confused,” said Callaghan. “For 
heaven’s sakes, it’s been four years.”

“Maybe,” said Kathy. “But I think she’s lying. And 
there was the way she suggested Miss Stevenson shot the 
boyfriend. She did it twice. Why would Miss Phipps give
herself a motive for murdering Miss Stevenson unless it was 
important that we think Miss Stevenson did the Oyster Bay 
murder? There must be some record of what Miss Phipps
originally told the police.”

Freddie’s finger rattled the desk. “Kathy, would Miss
Phipps have had access to Mr. Hartwell’s book?”

“She’s Mr. Sanders’ secretary. She most likely typed
the whole thing.”

“What’s so important about the book?” demanded
Callaghan, getting frustrated.

“E. G. Hartwell’s book on hypnosis, or mesmerism,
is the most definitive work on the subject yet,” said Freddie. 
“It’s got all the latest research, and it’s all based on scientific 
principle.”

“So?” asked Callaghan.
Kathy sighed. “Freddie, you’re digressing again.” 
Freddie sighed, then explained what made Mr.

Hartwell’s text significant, with occasional interruptions from 
Kathy when he strayed from his point.

“Freddie, that’s so bizarre,” she said when he had
finished.

“It is, but it makes sense,” said Callaghan, 
thoughtfully. “All this hocus pocus is bound to foul up
somewhere. I say it’s not a good idea to go tinkering around 
with people’s minds. This Freud nonsense is going to make
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more murderers than it cures, mark my words.” He looked 
back at the office. “We’ll get a couple things, first.”

He summoned one of the three remaining uniform 
cops, and sent him to the precinct house. An hour and a half 
later, the flatfoot was back.

“They had to call Oyster Bay,” he explained. “Then the 
stenog had to type up what she took over the phone.”

Callaghan read over the paper, then handed it to 
Kathy, who handed it to Freddie.

“It’s just like she told us in the office,” said Freddie. 
“She went up the back stairs.”

“I think I need to ask Miss Phipps another question or 
two,” said Callaghan.

Without asking, Kathy and Freddie followed him into 
the office.

“Miss Phipps,” asked Callaghan, still standing. “We’re 
just a bit curious. What do you know about hypnotism?”

Miss Phipps smiled. “Mr. Hartwell’s book. It’s 
marvelous. I been trying some of it on the other girls here. For 
about a week now. It’s been real fun, seeing what they do.”

“What about Miss Stevenson?”
Miss Phipps swallowed, then sniffed and played with 

her handkerchief. “Her, too. We had a lot of fun.”
“She told me she was having nightmares as a result,” 

said Freddie grimly.
“I was trying to help them,” said Miss Phipps, 

earnestly. “I put in a bit about sleeping real good.”
“And maybe a suggestion that she killed your 

boyfriend?” asked Kathy.
Miss Phipps went white. “What do you mean?”
“Her dream, Miss Phipps,” said Freddie. “It started 

with a loud bang, then her parents’ house fell around her. She 
held it up, but someone she knew kept piling stuff on top of 
her, and she shouldn’t be carrying it. One can use hypnosis to 
make others do things they wouldn’t ordinarily, even believe 
that they are guilty of murder. And you do know a great deal 
about hypnosis, don’t you, Miss Phipps?”

“A burden she shouldn’t be carrying at her parents’ 
house,” said Kathy. “It didn’t work, did it, Miss Phipps? 
Instead, her memory was coming back, and you had to kill 
her.”

Miss Phipps swallowed.
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“That could be true,” she said, coldly. “But you got no
evidence.”

“I’ve got a photograph and a statement that don’t 
agree with each other,” said Callaghan. “And I’ve got two 
witnesses here that heard you suggest twice that it was your
best friend that killed your boyfriend. Now, why would you
be doing that if you didn’t want us to think she had?  And the 
only reason you’d want that is if you’d killed him yourself.”

Miss Phipps sniffed. “You can’t prove a thing. I didn’t 
shoot him and you can’t prove I did.”

“We’ll let the District Attorney be the judge of that.” 
Callaghan went to the office door and opened it. “Smith, tell 
Reilly to get over here and keep an eye on Miss Phipps, then I
want you and Reagan to start visiting pharmacies in the area. 
I want to know who’s been buying cyanide for the past week
or so.” Callaghan turned back to Miss Phipps. “Your best 
girlfriend, and she even trusted you to play with her mind.”

Pale, Miss Phipps slowly sat down. Callaghan nodded 
at Kathy and Freddie, who got their things and left the pub-
lisher's with the other workers.

Kathy didn’t protest when Freddie accompanied her 
out of the office. He was silent on the elevator down. In the 
lobby, he held her back.

“Miserable weather,” he grumbled, glancing outside. 
“Kathy, I believe I owe you an apology. I shouldn’t have 
assumed the worst.”

“You should have, Freddie,” Kathy sighed.
“Not when I pretend to respect you.”
“But you did trust me, and I broke faith.”
“There was none to be broken, at least none that we’d

both acknowledged. I had no right to presume, nor to call you 
my girl. Not that I could ever possess you. I hope I’m never 
foolish enough to try.” He paused. “Shall we put this incident 
behind us, and might I buy you some dinner?”

“Yes, on both counts.”
It had stopped sleeting. The first three taxis on Fifth

were full. As the fourth wriggled around the traffic to answer 
Freddie’s hail, someone screamed. Seconds later, a human 
body crashed onto the hood of the taxi, and bounced off.
Above, Officer Reilly hung out of the open window on the floor 
where Healcroft House was located. Kathy ran around the
taxi to check.

Broken Trust, Page 13



“Is it?” Freddie asked as Kathy returned.
She nodded. “I think I’m going to be sick.”
“Here, keep walking. Open your coat a little, get some

air.” Freddie helped her across Twenty Third. She gulped. 
“Oh, please, not on the street.”

“That’s never stopped you,” Kathy said through the 
tightness in her throat.

“I’ve never been sick in public.”
“Just drunk.” Color returned to her cheeks, and the

gagging feeling faded.
“Better?” Freddie’s eyes turned anxious.
Kathy smiled softly. “Yeah.”
Freddie looked back at the gathering crowd. “I wonder

why she killed him.”
“I’d guess jealousy, seeing as though she wanted to

blame it all on Miss Stevenson. But we’ll never know, and 
does it really matter? Robert is still dead.”

Freddie sighed. “It does leave quite a mess.” He looked 
at Kathy. “I like to think I’m better than that. Still, if I leave 
off dating others, would you mind not dating New York’s 
Finest?”

“Not in the least.” Kathy smiled wickedly. “They’re 
hardly that.”
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