


CHAPTER ONE

Deep into the night of December eighth, nineteen 
hundred and twenty-four, obsession took the life of 

Frank Selby. His passing was noted only by his killer, 
and that with the grim satisfaction of an unpleasant 
task properly carried out. Leaving Selby on the floor of 
his Murray Hill apartment, the killer stepped out into 
the city’s bright lights, and hid.

Two days later, Kathy Briscow held her breath as 
she gazed out the window at Broadway and 23rd below. 
Flivvers and buses fought with each other on the sleet-
filled streets. People on the sidewalks hustled along, 
bundled tight against the December chill, thousands 
of them going the same way to different destinations.

“I’ve got to do it,” Kathy murmured, twisting her 
handkerchief in her hands. She certainly had nothing 
to lose, no thanks to Frank Selby. The son of a bitch 
couldn’t even die without kicking her in the teeth one 
last time.

   Traces of someone whistling slid in under the 
door and mingled with the faint rattle of the cars 
outside and the muted roar of the typewriters and 
adding machines inside. It was probably Evans. He 
was always whistling something. Kathy strained to 
catch the melody, then sighed.

It was that bouncy little number from the new 
show with the Astaires, ‘Fascinating Rhythm’. That 
Gershwin fellow had written the music. Kathy had 
been humming the little ditty ever since she’d seen the 
show the previous Monday. Once soothing and cheerful, 
the merry little song now grated on her already raw 
nerves.

Kathy jumped as the door opened and the clatter 
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of typewriters filled the room, then quieted as the door 
shut. 

The head of Healcroft House, Publishers, entered 
his office and studied the woman at the window. She 
had a little healthy padding, and bosoms, a refreshing 
change from those blasted flappers. Still, like them, her 
straight brown hair was cut even with her chin. Even 
more unnerving were the brown eyes that missed little. 
Her waist-less dark suit was modest, and somewhat 
predictable. A cut above what the other secretaries 
were wearing, but more indicative of good taste than 
overspending.

“Well?” he demanded.
Kathy gazed back, analyzing and evaluating. Mr. 

Healcroft was of medium build. His gray hair was 
slicked down. His starched collar was a little wide for 
the current fashion, and he still wore spats and buttoned 
shoes. Kathy wondered if he’d looked any different as 
a young man in the ‘nineties. He wasn’t very modern-
minded, either. On the other hand, everyone said he 
was open to reason.

“Mr. Healcroft, I realize today was a disaster,” 
Kathy began slowly.

“It most certainly was.” He sat down behind the 
huge dark oak desk. “What did you tell the police?”

Kathy moved around front. “The truth. What did 
they tell you?”

“All I know is that one of my senior editors was 
found dead in his apartment this morning, and from 
the evidence taken at the scene, he died no later than 
Monday evening. And here it is Wednesday, and you, 
his secretary, never mentioned that he hadn’t shown 
up for work either yesterday or today.” Mr. Healcroft 
glared at her, one iron-gray eyebrow lifted. “Didn’t the 
police find that a little odd?”

Kathy gulped, then pulled herself together. “At 
first, yes. But I believe they were satisfied with my 
explanation.”

“And that was?”
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Kathy pressed her lips together. She looked past 

Mr. Healcroft to the windows behind him. The skies 
were as gray as his hair. There would be snow that 
night.

“That Mr. Selby was in the habit of not coming 
into the office if he didn’t feel like it, but not in the 
habit of notifying me or anyone else,” she said finally.

“And you didn’t question this habit of his, Miss 
Briscow?”

“Of course I questioned it.” Kathy resisted the 
urge to start pacing the faded Oriental carpet in front 
of the desk. “But Mr. Selby insisted that all the senior 
editors did the same, and when I mentioned confirming 
it, he strongly hinted that I would find myself out of a 
job with Healcroft House.”

Mr. Healcroft folded his arms. “And you believed 
him.”

“I have no doubt in my mind that if it came down 
to my word against his, I would be the loser.” Her heart 
in her throat, Kathy caught the publisher’s eyes and 
held them.

Mr. Healcroft looked away. “You’re how old, Miss 
Briscow?”

Kathy swallowed her irritation. “Twenty-seven. 
I’ve been with your company since 1919, when I 
graduated from college. That’s five and a half years 
now, six in June. I’ve been Mr. Selby’s secretary for 
almost two years.”

“Haven’t you ever thought about getting married?” 
Mr. Healcroft put on his most stern glare.

Kathy felt his disgust down to her toes. He’d never 
believe the truth.

“Of course. I,” She thought fast. “I almost have a 
couple times, but found good reason not to. I’m content 
to be an old maid.”

Mr. Healcroft leaned back in his chair and gazed 
at Kathy with a perplexed frown on his face. “That’s 
not exactly germane to the issue.” 

Kathy took a deep breath, secretly pleased. If Mr. 
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Healcroft was going to dismiss her marital status, 
there was hope he’d hear her out.

She stood tall and took the plunge. “Mr. Healcroft, 
it was no coincidence that Mr. Selby edited considerably 
more books after I came to him in spite of his absences.”

Both of Mr. Healcroft’s eyebrows lifted. “What are 
you trying to say?”

“I’ve been doing his work for him.” 
“That’s ridiculous.” Mr. Healcroft chortled and 

shook his head. “You’ve got some nerve, missy. Here 
the poor man is dead—”

“It’s the truth.” Kathy took another breath, then 
spoke again quickly. “He started having me read his 
manuscripts almost right away. He,” Kathy grasped 
for a good lie, but chose a small part of the truth. “He 
said he was having trouble with bad handwriting. Then 
a few months later, we got a wonderful manuscript. 
Mr. Selby didn’t like it. I told him it would sell with 
a few changes. He told me to take it over, and when it 
flopped, he would turn me over to you. Only it didn’t. 
It’s already gone into a third printing and made Mr. 
Lindsey’s career.”

That made Mr. Healcroft sit up. Kathy noted his 
consternation with satisfaction.

“Are you saying you accepted and edited The 
Young Night?” he sputtered.

“I did. Only since it’s a bestseller, Mr. Selby took 
the credit for it. I’ve done most of his books since. I type 
during the day and edit at night in my room. Mr. Selby 
keeps, kept, the ones he liked, which were darned few. 
I did all the rest.”

Mr. Healcroft coughed. “This is very disturbing.” 
He looked at her, nervously. “How closely did he work 
with you?”

Kathy snorted. “Not as closely as he wanted.”
“Young lady, must you?” Mr. Healcroft’s response 

was more perfunctory than appalled. His eyes darted 
nervously in the direction of Selby’s office.

Kathy bit her lip. “I’m sorry, Mr. Healcroft. I 
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wouldn’t have wished it on him, but at the same time 
I can’t honestly say I’m all that grieved by his passing. 
I’ve finally got a chance to get some credit for everything 
I’ve been doing.”

Mr. Healcroft shifted in his seat. “I thought 
someone else was working for him. But you?”

“I’m a good editor, as good as any man you’ve got.” 
Kathy paused, almost losing her nerve. “That’s why I 
feel I should replace Mr. Selby. There’s no one else that 
knows his job better, because I’m the one doing it.”

Mr. Healcroft went white. “B-b-but, good gravy, 
young lady, have you no respect for the dead? They 
only found the man this morning.”

“I can’t afford proper sentiments,” snapped Kathy, 
twisting her handkerchief into a knot. “And I’ve seen 
darned little of it in the junior editors’ room. The only 
reason they’re not all in here is that I am, and I want 
my fair chance at a job I deserve.”

“You?” Mr. Healcroft slowly recovered himself. 
“Why... Eh... It-it’s completely impossible. After all, 
you... Eh... A lady editor?”

Kathy fought to keep her voice calm. “There’s Mrs. 
Chase over at Vogue. She runs that magazine, and 
there are plenty of others like her.”

“That’s a ladies’ magazine,” Mr. Healcroft 
sputtered. “Books are different. We get all sorts of 
rough stories in here. They’re, they’re not for a woman’s 
delicate sensibilities.”

“This is the twentieth century, Mr. Healcroft!” 
Kathy groaned. “I am fully aware of how rough these 
stories can get. I edited Pirates on the Main without 
blushing, I can promise you that.”

Mr. Healcroft gaped. “But, but, Selby let you see 
that?”

“Mr. Selby had no qualms about giving me 
objectionable material to read,” Kathy blurted out, 
then immediately regretted it.

“What are you implying, missy?” Mr. Healcroft’s 
eyes narrowed.
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Kathy paused, struggling to get a grip on herself. 

“Nothing. In any case, it doesn’t matter how shocking 
a book is. I’ve already seen it. You should have seen 
all the awful things I cut out of Pirates. Like that rape 
scene. You’d have been horrified. I had Carter re-write 
it three times before it was acceptable.”

“You had Carter...” Mr. Healcroft gulped, then 
paused, his mind working. “You truly did edit those 
books.”

“I did, and I deserve Selby’s job. I’m working on 
Mr. Little’s book right now, The Old Money Story. It’s 
a good book, and I can make it the wonderful novel it 
should be.”

“I see.” Mr. Healcroft fidgeted. “And just how 
closely did Mr. Selby work with you?”

“If you think he was holding my hand at every 
page, you’d be seriously mistaken,” said Kathy, her 
pique rising again. “Believe me, Mr. Healcroft, I was 
just as happy to be left alone. Sloth may have been chief 
among Mr. Selby’s vices, but it was only one among 
many, and I know the breadth of them.”

At that, Mr. Healcroft went white again. Still 
fuming, Kathy didn’t notice. She was too annoyed at 
herself for saying so much. Mr. Healcroft swallowed, 
then got control of himself. 

“That’s very bold, missy. But I can’t promote you 
to senior editor. The junior editors would lynch me if 
I promoted a secretary, let alone a woman secretary, 
over them.”

“But the The Old Money Story?” Kathy leaned on 
the desk in front of him. “You can’t let a total stranger 
take that over. I’ve just sent Mr. Little a letter telling 
him the changes he needs to make. Another editor will 
only confuse him.”

Mr. Healcroft pulled back. “A lady editor?”
“I’ve signed all my correspondence K. Briscow, 

when I didn’t use Mr. Selby’s name. No one needs to 
know.”

Mr. Healcroft sighed. “Poor Frank.” He brooded 



7Fascinating Rhythm
some more, then sat up straight. “Miss Briscow, given 
this afternoon, to grant you a promotion now would 
be an untoward example to the other workers in this 
company. However, I, eh, cannot afford to lose a good 
editor, even if she is a woman. We’ll give the office a 
few weeks to forget this afternoon. After that, you’ll be 
made a junior editor.”

“But what about Mr. Little’s book?” Kathy yelped 
in spite of herself. “I can’t give that up.”

Mr. Healcroft went pale again for a second. “No. 
No. Of course not.” He re-gained control of himself. 
“I’ll expect you to continue your work on Mr. Little’s 
novel, in the name of your new boss. I’ll explain to him, 
as soon as I decide who Mr. Selby’s replacement will 
be. It shall remain between the three of us. As far as 
anyone else is concerned, you are just a secretary until 
you are duly promoted. And you have my word on that 
promotion.”

“Thank you, sir. You’ve been very generous.”
“You’re welcome. You’d better get back to your 

desk.” Mr. Healcroft paused. “And, missy...” His eyes 
bore into her. “I am counting on your discretion.”

“Of course, Mr. Healcroft.”
Kathy hurried out. Though she hadn’t gotten all 

she wanted, she’d gotten more than she’d expected, 
and possibly more than she had a right to expect. 
She paused in the hallway to savor her victory. Her 
brain recounted the interview in exact detail, but her 
emotions lagged far behind. Reality didn’t seem to 
have sunk in, or perhaps she was still unnerved by Mr. 
Selby’s demise and the visit from the police.

Or perhaps it was Mr. Healcroft. He had seemed 
more frightened than shocked when she’d told him 
she’d been doing Mr. Selby’s work. But that didn’t 
make sense. Nor did the way he had promised her that 
promotion.

Kathy looked back at the office. He was probably 
hiding something, but what could it be that would 
make him give in to her requests? And how would 
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her doing Mr. Selby’s work pose a threat to him? She 
could understand him being surprised, and given his 
stuffy attitudes, confused by it. But scared? Shaking 
her head, she took a deep breath and went on down 
the hall.


