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Brett was a realtor, but he had no interest  
in plots six feet under—even if he got  

a pretty brunette for company! 
 

CHAPTER I 
 

Terror 
 

URDER can happen to anybody. It 
can strike silently, in the dead of 
night. Or it can explode in broad 

daylight in the middle of a crowded street, 
bowling over bystanders like ninepins. 

Nothing could have been further from 
Brett Landon’s thoughts than murder as he 
hurried across Penfield Square in the 
thickening dusk of early spring. He was 
thinking about business—the houses he had 
been looking over out in Clearwater Park, the 
lease on the Trask block, the Powell’s 
mortgage. 

If Miss Hoyt was still waiting for him, 
he’d get off a letter to the home office about 
that Powell mortgage, he decided. He 
wondered if that girl had come in again about 
rentals—the dark-haired one with the hazel 
eyes. What was her name? Susan Deal—that 

was it. Small houses to rent simply did not 
exist in this part of New Jersey, but he had 
told her the last time to try again in a few 
days, with a vague hope that by the third or 
fourth encounter he would get up nerve 
enough to suggest discussing the matter over a 
pair of cocktails in the Arlen Grill. She would, 
he thought, look very attractive across a small 
table. Then, thinking of her, he saw her ahead 
of him. 

He had turned up State, where a few of the 
store windows were already lighted. The day’s 
crowd had thinned out homeward. It was the 
dinner hour for most people and the sidewalks 
were almost empty. From the back, without 
seeing her face, he recognized the hat—a dark 
blue puff-ball with a rakish red feather. As she 
cut diagonally across to the left-hand side of 
the street, he quickened his steps. His office 
was over on Spring, but halfway up the block 
there was an alley that cut through alongside 
the Walker Building. He used it frequently, 
coming from the square. It saved him perhaps 
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a hundred steps. If he caught up with her 
before he came to the alley. . . . 

 
OMEONE switched on the lights in the 
display window of the florist’s shop just 

then. Against the soft glare he caught her 
profile and was sure of her identity. He 
snatched off his hat and had just reached out 
to touch her arm when she turned abruptly 
left. It took him by surprise. Although he often 
used that alley himself, he somehow had never 
expected her to know about it. He almost 
stumbled over her heels. Rounding the corner 
of the Walker Building, his arm still extended, 
he opened his mouth to speak. 

Then hell blew up almost in his face. 
In the half shadow of a doorway recessed 

into the brick wall of the Walker Building 
crouched a short, ominous figure. A gray 
fedora was pulled low on his forehead, the 
collar of a topcoat turned up about his chin. 
With one hand he held a wadded handkerchief 
to the lower part of his face. In the other he 
held something that spat lancing red flame and 
crashing thunder. 

Brett froze on his feet, completely unable 
in those few seconds to understand what was 
going on. In the narrow alley the walls threw 
back the reverberations of the explosions so 
that it was hard to tell how often the gun fired. 
Through the echoing roar Brett heard the faint 
tinkle of breaking glass and the brief, chilling 
whine of bullets. 

He felt, rather than saw, the girl at his 
elbow lurch against him. She spun half 
around, gave a quick, choking gasp, and 
toppled to her knees. A large fat bundle 
slipped from her hand, and her pocketbook 
spewed its contents on the floor of the alley. 

For Brett, time seemed to stand still. His 
limbs were made of wood, his throat closed 
tight, his mind racing in a circle. He stared as 
if hypnotized into those eyes above the matted 
handkerchief. Dark and wide, they glared 
straight at him, full of terror and anguish and 

black, malevolent hate. Then Brett’s brain and 
all of his instincts together hurled him flat. 

Before he hit the concrete he was aware 
that the crouched figure had started for the 
other end of the alley at a run. Sprawled on the 
flat of his hands, he raised his head to see a 
coated shadow disappearing toward the 
twilight of Spring Street. Drifting smoke bit 
his nostrils sharply as he turned to the 
prostrate figure at his side. 

“Miss Deal! Are you hurt?”  
She rolled under his hand, but did not 

answer. Her breath was gagging and wheezing 
in her throat and her cheeks were chalky pale. 
A dark crimson blotch appeared on the 
concrete, just under her shoulder, and widened 
while he stared at it. He let her slump back on 
her face, as she had fallen, and pushed himself 
to his knees.  

His strength seemed to have evaporated. 
But when he looked toward the State Street 
end of the alley he saw a face, and then 
another, and before he stood up he heard the 
shrill of a police whistle from the distant 
square. 

An hour later Brett sat stiffly in a chair in 
a room at Greenbank police headquarters. It 
wasn’t exactly an office. There was a long, 
scarred table, half a dozen straight chairs such 
as the one he sat in, and an overhead light 
fixture that filled the room with a hard white 
glare. There were no pictures, but a number of 
bulletins and posters were thumb-tacked to the 
walls. Anyone of them might have concealed 
a recording mike. On the table were a couple 
of battered metal ash-trays, Brett’s hat, and a 
telephone which was apparently used for 
outgoing calls only, since it never rang. 

On the opposite side of the table sat the 
man who had introduced himself as Inspector 
Farlow. He had a long, lean face with a bony 
nose and a high forehead. His eyes, half 
hidden beneath heavy brows, slanted down at 
the corners. Most of the time he kept them 
fixed on the notebook opened in his hand. 
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“Now let’s check these facts once more,” 
he said in his slow, tired voice. “Brett Landon, 
age 25, unmarried, living at Seventeen Maple 
Place. Office manager of Greenbank branch of 
Grinz & Shipley, New York real estate firm. 
Been with this firm just over a year. In the 
Greenbank office since last November. 
Right?”  

Brett nodded stiffly. He felt as if he were 
sitting, moving, thinking, in a partial vacuum. 
The wings of Death had reached out and 
brushed his very cheek. That realization, 
sharper now, an hour later, than ever, over-
shadowed every effort to get himself back to 
normal. 

 
HE inspector eyed his notes further, and 
grunted unhappily. 

“This description—gray soft hat, dark 
coat, handkerchief, rather short—would fit 
half the men in New Jersey. Can’t you give us 
a little more to work on, Landon?”  

Brett cleared his throat. “That’s all I saw, 
Inspector. That—and his eyes, looking at me.”  

“His eyes? What color were they?” 
demanded the inspector. 

Brett shivered, remembering. “I don’t 
know. I think they were dark. They looked 
terribly excited.” 

The inspector’s tone was not the least bit 
excited. “Why did he try to kill you?”  

That was the question Brett had been 
dreading. Not merely because he couldn’t 
answer it, but because it confirmed the 
horrible suspicion that had been growing in 
the back of the mind. So the inspector, too, 
thought those bullets had been meant for him! 

“I don’t know,” Brett said in a strained 
voice. “I don’t know why anyone should try to 
kill me. It’s—impossible.”  

“It came pretty closed to being possible.” 
The inspector gestured toward Brett’s soft hat, 
which lay on the table between them. For the 
first time Brett noticed the two neat round 
holes, one in each side of the crown. He 
picked it up and fingered it gently. 

“But wait!” he said, suddenly 
remembering. “I didn’t have this on. It was in 
my hand—like this.” He stood up, illustrating 
his position. “I was just going to speak to Miss 
Deal, when—”  

At that moment one of the doors opened, 
and a man in a dark blue shirt looked inside. 

“Regan is on the phone, from the 
hospital,” he said. The inspector nodded, 
picked up the instrument on the table. 

“Put Regan on this line,” he said into it. 
He listened attentively for some time, 

asked a couple of questions, and hung up, to 
meet Brett’s unspoken question. 

“By the luck of the devil, she’s doing 
fine,” he answered it. “She’d been shopping, 
and bought a sofa pillow. That’s what she had 
in that package. The one bullet that would 
otherwise have killed her barely got through 
the pillow. Its thrust caught her right on the 
solar plexus. That’s why she couldn’t speak. 
But it didn’t even scratch the skin. The other 
bullet that struck her tore a flesh wound in her 
upper arm. That may be noticeable when she 
wears a bathing suit next summer, but nothing 
more serious.”  

“Thank God,” Brett said. 
The inspector gave him one of his slanting 

looks. “You strongly interested in Miss Deal, 
Landon?”  

Brett flushed slightly. “Why, no. No, I 
barely knew her.” He explained that the girl 
had stopped in his office two or three times 
looking for a small house to rent. “I just hoped 
she wasn’t killed, that’s all.”  

The inspector made a note in his note 
book. “Well, she wasn’t. That makes it 
attempted murder, instead of murder. Still 
pretty bad—especially if it was only the first 
attempt.”  

“What do you mean?” Brett said. 
“I mean that the next attempt may be more 

successful—unless we can do something 
about it. Sometimes we can prevent a killing 
easier than we can solve it after it’s happened. 
Naturally we’d rather. But we’ve got to have 
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your cooperation, Landon.” 
 
RETT threw up his hands. “But I’ve told 
you all I know!”  

“Think!” the inspector commanded. “That 
little - man - you - can’t - describe wasn’t 
posted in that alley to blast away at the first 
person to come toward him just for the fun of 
it.”  

“No, of course not.”  
“Then he was shooting at either you or 

Miss Deal. The fact that he hit her may have 
been merely bad aim, I admit. But consider 
this: She is neither married nor engaged. She 
says she has no disappointed suitors nor 
married lovers, and insists she hasn’t an 
enemy in the world who might want to kill 
her.”  

“But neither have I,” said Brett. 
“Furthermore,” continued the inspector 

imperturbably, “You used that alley frequently 
on the way to your office. Anyone familiar 
with your habits could have known that, and 
waited there to waylay you. But Miss Deal 
says she didn’t even know the alley was there. 
She turned into it by mistake, thinking it was 
Mail Street.”  

“Anyone familiar with my habits could 
have waited for me on Maple Place, on my 
way home. That would be a quieter spot for a 
shooting than right in the middle of the 
business district.”  

“Not much difference at that time of the 
evening,” said the inspector. “But perhaps 
your assailant had some special reason for 
choosing that alley. What was it?”  

Brett shook his head violently. “I tell you I 
don’t know. I don’t know who he was, who he 
could possibly have been. I haven’t the 
faintest idea why anyone in this world should 
try to kill me.”  

The inspector shrugged. “There must be 
some reason.”  

The door opened again. This time the 
police sergeant came in and handed the 
inspector an envelope with some notes 

scribbled on the outside. The envelope 
contained two slugs, one battered out of shape, 
the other in well-nigh perfect condition. 

“Hm-m-m,” mused the inspector. “Thirty-
eight caliber. From an old-fashioned revolver, 
by the looks of it. By the way, Landon, do you 
own a gun?”  

Brett shook his head. “No.”  
The inspector made some more notes in 

his book, and then sat studying them. Brett 
lighted a cigarette, but for some reason the 
smoke tasted vile in his mouth. It began to 
dawn on him that he was very hungry. 

“Are you going to keep me here tonight, 
Inspector?” he asked. 

The other man gave him an opaque stare. 
“Not unless you want us to. We could lock 
you up as a material witness, for your own 
protection, if you asked us.”  

Brett stared at the officer, and felt what 
seemed like a cool wind blowing down the 
back of his neck. He shook his head. 

“I guess I can protect myself,” he said. 
“But I certainly hope you can put your finger 
on that thug—and soon.”  

Inspector Farlow shrugged helplessly. 
“We’ve got to know something about motive 
first. There are probably five hundred men 
within ten miles of this room who could have 
had a thirty-eight caliber pistol, and could 
have been in that alley at five fifty-two this 
afternoon. But four hundred and ninety-nine 
of them lacked the motive to pull the trigger.”  

Brett nodded. “I see what you mean, 
Inspector.” He picked up his hat, looked at the 
holes through the crown, and tossed it back on 
the table. “You may want that for evidence. 
I’ll let you know if I dig up anything.”  

He had hardly gone fifty yards before he 
nearly regretted his decision. Halfway down 
the block a man emerged suddenly from a 
doorway, and Brett found himself flattening 
against the brick wall of a garage. The man 
hurried past. Brett cursed his cringing nerves, 
and went on. 
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CHAPTER II 
 

Man in the Mirror 
 
RETT‘S poise improved while he ate a 
slow dinner, almost returned to normal. 

But on his way home, he started three times 
down Maple Place on his habitual route, and 
each time turned back. 

Finally he walked around the block, 
hastened up from the opposite direction, and 
fairly plunged into the rooming house where 
he occupied a small suite on the top floor. 

He slept poorly, waking frequently. A 
dozen times he told himself that the attack on 
him had been a mistake, a slip on the part of a 
trigger-happy gunman who was looking for 
someone else entirely. Although he assured 
himself in the morning that he had nothing to 
worry about, he nevertheless turned right 
instead of left on leaving the house, walked 
around the block, and ate his breakfast in a 
place he had never entered before. 

At the office he tried unsuccessfully to 
bury himself in work. But there was not 
enough work. In addition to Miss Hoyt, his 
secretary, his staff included a legal assistant 
who wrote leases, sales contracts, and deeds, 
and four salesmen. 

Miss Hoyt was a bottle blonde with thick 
ankles and a perpetually harried expression. 
She stood by his desk. 

“I waited until after six, Mr. Landon,” she 
said reproachfully. “I thought you might want 
to write a letter about that Powell matter.”  

“Bring your book and I’ll write it now,” he 
told her, deliberately avoiding any explanation 
of why he had not got back to the office the 
evening before. When the letter was finished 
he tried to concentrate on his competitors’ ads 
in the previous day’s newspaper, but with no 
success. 

As he strode toward the door he said to 
Miss Hoyt, “I’ll be back in an hour,” adding 
under his breath, “I hope.”  

He crossed Spring, but did not turn into 

the lower end of the alley. Instead he went on 
to the square and turned up State, as he had 
the evening before. A sentence kept running 
through his head: “The murderer returns to the 
scene of his crime.”  

The thought had the effect of slowing his 
steps. Just before coming to the upper end of 
the alley he turned abruptly left into the main 
entrance of the Walker Building. Crossing the 
lobby, he stood looking up at the framed 
building directory as if seeking a room 
number. 

This was sheer stalling. Every name on the 
listing was already familiar to him. Grinz & 
Shipley were the renting agents for the Walker 
Building. Brett himself had negotiated many 
of these leases, and their rent checks came into 
his office around the first of every month. He 
knew the inside geography of the building 
almost as well as he knew his own room. 

With a shrug he forced his reluctant feet to 
carry him out onto the sidewalk again. He 
sauntered to the mouth of the alley, and 
stopped. How different it seemed! Last 
evening it had been the most important corner 
of the universe, throbbing with action and 
violent emotions, the vortex of life and death. 
Now it was just an alley, a ten-foot strip of 
concrete between two buildings, dirty, 
gloomy, littered with refuse and ashcans. 

By looking closely Brett thought he could 
distinguish dark stains on the concrete a few 
steps in from the corner, but they were already 
so scuffed as to be almost invisible. In the 
plate glass display window of the florist’s 
shop, on the opposite corner of the alley from 
the Walker Building, there was a neat round 
hole, starred by fine cracks in the glass. Inside 
the window a couple of workmen were 
already busy repairing the damage there. Brett 
saw that they were installing a section of 
mirror. A square post, near the middle of the 
show window, had been boxed in by mirrors 
on all four sides. The bullet, piercing the 
window without breaking it, had gone on to 
strike the mirror. The mirror, being solidly 
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backed up by wood, had shattered. That 
explained the distant tinkle of breaking glass 
that he remembered hearing. 

 
HE glaziers had already swept out the 
fragments. While Brett watched, they 

lifted into place a new section of mirror, a foot 
wide and about five feet high. While one 
steadied it carefully, the other fitted and 
tightened the lag screws that were to hold it in 
place. 

Brett gave a sudden start. He was standing 
in the middle of the sidewalk, near the corner 
of the Walker Building, on the exact line from 
which he had approached the alley the evening 
before. In front of him he saw a doorway, 
filled by a metal-sheathed door, which was 
closed. It took him a moment to realize that he 
was looking in that mirror, just installed on the 
post, and that the door he saw was the service 
entrance of the Walker Building, opening onto 
the alley. It was the very doorway where the 
short man with the gun had been standing, 
waiting. 

It struck him immediately that if he could 
see the doorway from where he stood, then 
anyone standing in that doorway could see 
him, or would be able to see a figure 
approaching from the east, along State Street. 

After a minute he sauntered into the alley, 
stepped into the doorway, and turned. Yes, the 
mirror reflected his gaze at just the right angle 
to show him the pedestrians in front of the 
Walker Building. A killer waiting here would 
have been able to spot his victim’s approach 
before the latter even reached the mouth of the 
alley. But now Brett saw something else. 

By shifting the direction of his gaze a foot 
to the right, he was looking, not into the 
mirror, but past the post, diagonally through 
the show window of the florist’s shop. He saw 
without reflection the people passing to and 
fro on the sidewalk in front of the shop. From 
this spot, then, one could see a person 
approaching the alley from the west, and by 
looking into the mirror could also see a figure 

approaching from the east. And if two people 
came simultaneously from opposite directions, 
you would see them both simultaneously, and 
might easily suffer a moment of confusion. 

It began to dawn on him what had 
happened. The killer had waited in this 
doorway. He had expected his victim to 
approach along State Street, must have 
expected him to turn into the alley. At five 
fifty-two his victim had appeared, coming 
along State Street from the west. Brett could 
picture the gunman, jerking out his weapon 
and clapping the handkerchief to his face. But 
at the same moment, Brett himself, coming 
from the east, must have been visible in the 
mirror. A superficial resemblance, perhaps, 
had been enough to start the confusion. It was 
heightened when Brett swung into the alley. 
The man with the gun, poised on tip-toe, 
keyed up to this moment, had been unable to 
sort out his reflexes, and had squeezed the 
trigger even while it was dawning on him that 
something was wrong. 

Brett tried to rack his memory. There had 
been other pedestrians on State Street, but he 
had taken no notice of them. Brett could not 
remember whether another man, resembling 
himself, had been coming toward him from 
the west. At the moment of reaching the alley, 
with no forewarning of what was coming, he 
had been intent on nothing more than catching 
up with Susan Deal. 

Nevertheless, a terrific weight seemed to 
have been lifted from his chest. He no longer 
felt as if he were stifling in a closed room, 
obsessed by unseen terrors. He strolled 
through the length of the alley, whistling 
lightly between his teeth. 

“Why, as far as I was concerned, it was all 
an accident,” he thought. “That guy wasn’t 
after me at all! He probably never saw me 
before in his life, until he saw me in that 
mirror!” 

Back in his office, he signed the letter he 
had dictated earlier, talked to a couple of his 
salesmen on the telephone, and then to Miss 
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Hoyt. 
“I’m going out to buy a new hat,” he told 

her. “I think I’ve got it coming to me. Then 
I’m going to pick up my car at the garage and 
run out to look over that veterans’ 
development in Clearwater Park. I won’t be 
back till after lunch.” 

 
RETT was at the wheel of his coupe, with 
a new light gray fedora cocked at a devil-

may-care angle, before it occurred to him that 
Inspector Farlow would be interested in what 
he had discovered that morning. He stopped at 
police headquarters, but the sergeant on the 
desk told him that the inspector was out. On a 
case. 

“What case?” demanded Brett. 
The sergeant’s eyes were opaque. “He’ll 

probably tell you, when you ask him—later in 
the day.”  

Brett stayed out at Clearwater longer than 
he intended. In fact, he got so interested in the 
building project that was under way there that 
he spent half the afternoon with the 
construction superintendent discussing costs, 
priorities and mortgage values. In his car 
again, on the way back to Greenbank, he 
realized with astonishment that he had utterly 
forgotten for several hours his close call of the 
evening before. As the inspector had said, it 
was all a matter of motive. If you knew that 
someone was trying to kill you, it was natural 
to be jittery. But if it was only an accident—
well, accidents could happen to anybody. 

He came into Greenbank along Monument 
Avenue. When he found himself passing the 
hospital, he suddenly pulled into the curb and 
parked. It had occurred to him that someone 
else might be glad to hear of the conclusions 
he had drawn this morning. At the reception 
desk he asked if he might see Miss Susan 
Deal. The crisp young nurse handed him a 
card on which he wrote his name. 

“Would you mind sitting in the waiting 
room for a minute?”  

There were a number of other people 

waiting. They came and left while five 
minutes passed. Brett was studying some 
pencilled notes he had made on the back of an 
envelope, and so did not notice the man who 
stood in the side door, looking at him. When 
he raised his head, the man beckoned. 

“You asked for Miss Susan Deal?” When 
Brett rose, nodding, he said, “This way, 
please,” and led Brett along a corridor.  

Brett glanced at him, then looked again. 
He was a big, broad-shouldered d fellow with 
rumpled brown hair and wide jowls, dressed 
in a dark suit. Suddenly Brett recognized him 
as the police sergeant in the dark blue shirt 
who had kept popping into the room at 
headquarters, last evening. 

“Why, you’re one of Inspector Farlow’s 
detectives, aren’t you?”  

The sergeant’s eyes crinkled at him. 
“That’s right.”  

“What are you doing here?” 
They turned a corner and approached a 

door. “Oh, we’re sort of keeping an eye on the 
young lady,” was the casual reply. 

When the door opened, Brett saw at first 
nothing but a screen. As he stepped around it, 
the door closed behind him. The detective, 
rather to his surprise, stayed outside. It did not 
occur to Brett until later that he doubtless 
stepped into the adjoining room, to which a 
connecting door stood ajar. 

The girl sat half erect in one of those 
adjustable beds, her hair a dark cloud against 
the pillows. Framed in this cloud, her face was 
pale as ivory except for two bright red spots in 
her cheeks which grew as she stared at him 
through wide, unsmiling eyes. 

“Well, how are you today?” Brett asked 
cheerfully. “They told me last night that you 
were going to be all right, but I thought that 
I’d stop in and find out for myself.”  

“I’m feeling all right, Mr. Landon.” The 
girl spoke almost without moving her lips. 
“My arm hurts, but the doctor says it’s nothing 
serious.”  

Brett stopped by the side of the bed, 
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smiling down at her. “I’m glad it’s nothing 
worse. Believe me, I’m glad.”  

“I’m surprised you have the nerve to come 
in here and talk to her,” said an icy voice from 
behind him. 

Susan Deal stammered, “Oh—excuse 
me—this is my mother, Mr. Landon.”  

Brett turned. The woman who sat in the 
chair by the window was well-dressed, but not 
conspicuously so. Her graying hair was 
feather-cut, framing a round face that was 
Susan’s with a few lines added. 

“If you have to get mixed up with a lot of 
gangsters in your business,” she went on 
without acknowledging the introduction, “you 
could at least try to keep innocent people out 
of the way of your shooting affrays. And when 
they do get hurt, you needn’t try to drag them 
in deeper.” 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
False Front 

 
E STUMBLED over his tongue in his 
astonishment. “But I—you don’t—you 

mean you think he was shooting at me?”  
“Well, he certainly wasn’t shooting at 

Susan!”  
“Of course not.” Brett tossed his hat on a 

chair. “That’s why I came in here. I thought 
you might be worrying about that. I went back 
to State Street this morning, and looked the 
spot over.”  

Quickly, he explained the conclusions he 
had reached after examining the scene. He 
even shifted a table and the screen to illustrate 
the layout, so that they would understand. 

“So I’m convinced,” he finished, “that as 
far as Susan and I are concerned, it was sheer 
accident.”  

Her mother had listened closely, but her 
expression did not soften. “Then why did you 
tell the reporters that Susan knew the man?”  

Brett’s jaw dropped as he stared at her. 
“But I didn’t tell them anything. I haven’t 

talked to any reporters!”  
For answer she gestured toward a rumpled 

newspaper that lay on the foot of the bed. 
Brett picked it up. It was the Greenbank 
Clarion, and carried the article on the front 
page. It was brief, but the last line gave him a 
jolt. 

 
Mr. Landon could not make definite identification, 

but it is believed that Miss Deal was able to give the 
police a description which may enable them to make an 
arrest shortly. 

 
“You mean that you recognized him?” he 

exclaimed. 
“No, no!” cried the girl in the bed. “I 

hardly saw him. I couldn’t even describe what 
he was wearing, and I never told anybody that 
I could.”  

“But this—it says here—” 
“It says there,” interrupted her mother, 

“what you must have told the police yourself.” 
Brett turned toward her. “Mrs. Deal, I 

assure you, on my word of honor, I never told 
that to anybody; police or reporters, either. 
They’ve got it wrong, that’s all. Somebody 
made a mistake, in printing that. We’ll get it 
corrected in tomorrow’s paper.”  

“And what good do you think that will 
do?” The elder woman got up and came over 
to lay her hand on his arm. “Mr. Landon, I 
think you’re speaking the truth. I don’t know 
exactly why, but I believe you. But do you see 
what this means? The man who fired those 
shots, whoever he is, believes that Susan can 
identify him.”  

Brett nodded his head slowly. 
“A correction in the next edition won’t 

help,” the woman continued. “He may not 
even read it, and if he does, he’ll still be 
suspicious. And as long as he believes that, 
Susan’s life is in danger.”  

Brett tried to sound reassuring. “But the 
police—” he began. 

Mrs. Deal tossed her head angrily. “The 
police! If you didn’t give that statement to the 
press, then the police did. If they make 
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mistakes like that, then I haven’t much 
confidence in their protection.”  

Susan spoke from the bed. “Oh, nobody 
would want to kill me, Mr. Landon. At least, 1 
don’t think so.” Her voice, trying to be brave, 
faltered a little. “But 1 am worried about my 
job. I’m private secretary for Judge Higgins. 
He’s a politician, you know. He can’t afford to 
have a scandal in the papers about anyone in 
his office being mixed up in an affair with a 
bunch of gunmen. He phoned just before you 
came, and mother said he sounded quite 
annoyed.”  

“Don’t you worry about it,” Brett said. 
“I’m going right over to see the inspector 
now.” He picked up his hat. “I promise you 
I’ll do everything 1 possibly can to clear this 
thing up.”  

Susan’s smile followed him out the door, 
but after he was down in his car and headed 
for police headquarters he told himself he was 
a fool for offering that promise. He had 
succeeded in getting himself untangled from 
this shooting and its consequences, now he 
had plunged back into it again. He was a 
business man, and had more than plenty to 
keep himself busy in the real estate field. But 
that expression of helpless dismay in Susan 
Deal’s eyes had been more than he could 
resist. 

 
RETT waited twenty minutes before 
being shown into Inspector Farlow’s 

office. This was not the room where he had 
been questioned last night, but next door to it. 
Brett started immediately to explain his visit 
to the alley that morning, but the inspector 
held up his hand. 

“You mean the mix-up between the view 
in the mirror and through the show-window? 
Very interesting, yes. But doesn’t help us very 
much, does it?”  

Brett’s eye held a faint gleam of 
admiration. The cops weren’t so dumb, after 
all. It had not yet occurred to him that a report 
on his conversation at the hospital could be, 

and probably had been, telephoned here while 
he was on the way. 

“It helps me to understand that, as far as I 
was concerned, it was purely accidental,” 
Brett stated flatly. 

“I can see what you mean,” nodded the 
inspector, “especially since you were already 
convinced of that fact.”  

“But look here, Inspector. That article in 
the newspaper. You told me last night that 
Miss Deal had no enemies who might want to 
kill her. Then what was the idea of telling the 
reporters that she could probably identify the 
man with the gun?”  

The inspector opened his palms upward. 
“It was either that, or sit back and give up. 
Don’t you see, Landon? We’ve got nothing to 
go on. I know that she can’t identify the man. 
But if he thinks she can, he may try to 
approach her, to find out if she really knows 
his face, or to warn her to keep her mouth 
shut.”  

“Exactly!” said Brett. “What a spot to put 
her in!”  

“She’s in no danger,” the inspector 
answered. “We’ve got a man watching her 
every minute. Nobody will get near enough to 
hurt her without Lee Ruskin knowing about it 
first.”  

Brett remembered the broad-shouldered 
man at the hospital, but still looked his doubts. 
However, the inspector changed the subject. 

“By the way, Landon, that door that the 
gunman was standing in. You know where it 
leads to?”  

“Certainly I know. We’re agents for that 
building. It leads into the service hall, from 
which stairs and an elevator go up to the floors 
above. There are back doors opening directly 
into some of the suites.”  

“Into, for example, the suite occupied by, 
er—” the inspector located a slip on his 
desk—“Acme Insurance Associates?”  

A wary look came into Brett’s eyes. 
“What do you know about Acme Insurance 
Associates?”  

B 
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“I know that the name is nothing but a 
front for Benny Gaits. The front office is only 
a partitioned-off cubby-hole, with a 
receptionist to turn away callers who want 
insurance. But the big room in back—which 
can be reached from the service stairs, if the 
man at the peephole knows you—is a fully 
equipped horse parlor, with wire service and a 
book on every race in the country.”  

Brett showed astonishment. “If you know 
that much, how come the place has never been 
raided?”  

“Look, Landon.” The inspector spoke 
earnestly. “I just work here. I work for the 
administration, who in turn work for the 
people. The people want horse parlors. If they 
didn’t, they wouldn’t support them. As long as 
they don’t make any serious troubles, we let 
‘em alone. But if you disapprove of horse 
parlors, why doesn’t Grinz & Shipley cancel 
the lease?”  

Brett found himself on the defensive. 
“Why, it’s purely a business deal, for the firm. 
As far as we know, they sell insurance. Do 
you mean that there’s some connection 
between Benny Gaits’ horse parlor and this 
shooting?”  

The inspector shrugged. “If there is, I can’t 
put my finger on it. I just wondered if you 
could suggest anything.”  

Brett shook his head slowly. “All I know 
about Benny Gaits is that he pays his rent 
promptly on the first of the month, and makes 
his own repairs and alterations. I haven’t been 
in that suite of offices since he took the lease.” 

 
HIS line of questioning, while it led to 
nothing definite, stirred Brett’s curiosity. 

When he got back to his office he dug out of 
the files the folder on Acme Insurance, and 
took it into his office. Among other letters of 
reference, submitted prior to the closing of the 
lease, he found one on the letterhead of the 
Monument National Bank. When he had read 
it, he called for his secretary. 

“I didn’t notice it at the time, Miss Hoyt,” 

he told her, “but this letter from the 
Monument Bank is signed Wilton F. Hoyt. Is 
he a relation of yours?”  

She stood by the side of his desk with her 
usual worried look, twisting her fingers 
nervously. 

“That’s my brother, Mr. Landon. He’s 
been with the bank nearly eight years now.” 

“Oh, yes, that’s right. I remember now. 
You told me.”  

She blinked uncertainly. “Why, was there 
anything—”  

“No, no. I just happened to notice the 
name, that’s all.”  

That angle seemed to offer no clue. 
Neither, for the next week, did any other. He 
was up against a blank wall where he could 
not find so much as a toe-hold. He visited 
Susan Deal at the hospital every day. He 
learned a great deal about her family, her 
friends, her tastes, her likes and dislikes. But 
though they discussed it backward and 
forward, from every conceivable approach, he 
could learn no reason in the world why 
anyone should wish to harm her. 

One day, on his way back to the office 
after a late lunch, he got a queer shock. 
Coming from the square, he was striding up 
State Street when he saw a girl cut diagonally 
across the street ahead of him. She wore a 
short blue jacket and a hat with a red feather, 
and seemed to be in a hurry. For just an instant 
he had that eerie sensation that all of us have 
experienced—the feeling of having lived 
through that same moment once before. 

Then he gave a snort. It wasn’t Susan, of 
course. That girl looked familiar to him 
because it was Miss Hoyt. For a moment, the 
red feather had fooled him. But now, as she 
turned her head, the profile and the blonde 
hair were unmistakable. 

He kept an even pace. When she came to 
the corner of the Walker Building, she turned 
into the alley. She too was on her way to the 
office. After a dozen steps, he himself swung 
left into the alley—and got a momentary 

T 



MURDER BY MIRRORS 11

surprise. Instead of being ahead of him, 
halfway to Spring Street, Miss Hoyt had 
disappeared. The alley was empty. 

There was not time for her to have reached 
the far end and turned into Spring, even if she 
had broken into a run. Then he realized she 
must have entered the service door of the 
Walker Building. He slowed, then shrugged 
and went on. It was the third of the month. 
She was doubtless checking on a few of the 
tenants who had not yet paid their rent. 

At three-thirty that afternoon Brett went 
out to attend a meeting of the tax assessors 
committee at City Hall. It lasted longer than 
he had expected, and it was close to five 
o’clock when he called his office from the 
booth in the corridor. 

“Miss Hoyt? I’m still at City Hall. Any 
messages?”  

She hesitated a moment before she replied. 
“No, sir. No messages for you. Are you 
coming back here, Mr. Landon?”  

Brett was slightly disappointed. Susan had 
gone home from the hospital that morning, the 
wound in her arm nearly healed and the 
effects of shock wiped out. He had rather 
expected that she would call him at the office. 
He had hoped, in fact, that she would ask him 
for dinner at her mother’s apartment.  

“Yes, I’ll stop in. But don’t wait for me. 
You can go along home, if you want to.”  

He had left his car parked on Spring 
Street. From City Hall on foot it took him no 
more than ten minutes to reach the office. 
Miss Hoyt was gone, the outer door locked. 
Inside, he switched on his desk lamp and sat 
down to study the notes he had made at the 
meeting. His head was full of figures when his 
telephone rang. 

“Mr. Landon? Is this you, Brett?”  
“Yes, that’s right. Now wait. Let me 

guess. It’s Mrs. Deal.”  
“You do know my voice, don’t you? Well, 

I’m glad I caught you, this time. How is 
Susan?”  

Brett did not yet quite catch her drift. He 

laughed. “That’s what I was just going to ask 
you. How is she?”  

“Why, isn’t she there with you?” Mrs. 
Deal’s tone was puzzled, rather than anxious. 
“I thought you’d both be back before this. 
That’s why I phoned before.”  

“Before?” exclaimed Brett. “Did you 
phone here before?”  

“Why, yes. About twenty minutes or half 
an hour ago. I talked with your secretary. I 
explained to her about Susan meeting you out 
on Walworth Lane, and she just said you 
weren’t back yet. I wanted to tell Susan to 
bring you home to dinner.” 

Brett stopped doodling on the calendar pad 
and frowned in puzzled surprise. Miss Hoyt 
had told him there had been no calls. Anyway 
you looked at it, it spelled trouble. 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
Danger—Corpse! 

 
EEPING the anxiety out of his voice, 
Brett said: 

“Now wait a minute, Mrs. Deal, please. 
You’d better start at the beginning. What’s 
this about Walworth Lane?”  

“Why, one of your salesmen called up in 
the middle of the afternoon. At least I thought 
he was one of your salesmen, because he 
knew we were looking for a house. He told 
Susan about this one on Walworth Lane, six 
rooms, and a bargain at six thousand, he said. 
He urged her to come look at it right away. A 
buy like that doesn’t last long these days. So 
she made a date to meet him there at four 
o’clock, and took the bus. He said you’d be 
there, too, at that time, otherwise she wouldn’t 
have gone alone.”  

“What was his name?” asked Brett 
sharply. 

“I don’t know. I think he told Susan, but 
she didn’t mention it to me. Why—didn’t he 
call from your office, Brett?”  

By this time Brett was sure there was 

K



POPULAR DETECTIVE 12

something very wrong, but he didn’t want to 
frighten Susan’s mother unnecessarily. “He 
might have. I’ve been out. Did you tell all this 
to Miss Hoyt?”  

“Yes, I explained about the salesman 
calling. She just said that you were out, and I 
thought she meant that you were at the house, 
with Susan. She said she’d tell you when you 
came in.”  

For the moment this puzzled Brett more 
than anything else. Why had Miss Hoyt 
carefully kept quiet about all this? 

“She went alone, you say? Where was that 
police detective?”  

“Oh, he left after coming home with us 
this morning. He said to call Inspector 
Farlow’s office if any stranger tried to contact 
Susan. But he wasn’t a stranger. He was one 
of your salesmen, I thought. Oh, Brett, where 
is Susan? She ought to be home by this time 
even if she wasn’t with you.”  

“Yes, I—what was that address again, 
Mrs. Deal?”  

“Let me see. It was Number eighty-six, I 
think.”  

Brett was rising on the balls of his feet, 
still holding the phone. 

“Hold everything, Mrs. Deal. Something’s 
queer about that. I’m going out there right 
away, and find Susan. Don’t worry.”  

He was rounding the corner of his desk as 
he threw the telephone into its cradle. He 
snatched up his hat, slammed the door behind 
him, and went toward his car at a fast trot. He 
roared the length of Spring in second, snaked 
recklessly through a mass of five o’clock 
traffic in Penfield Square, and swung into 
Hurley Boulevard with his weight on the 
accelerator. 

Like any good real estate man, he knew 
his territory. Number 86 Walworth Lane 
would be the superintendent’s cottage on the 
Walworth estate. The main house had been for 
years one of the show places of Greenbank, a 
fifty-room mansion surrounded by eighty 
acres of beautifully landscaped grounds. Since 

old man Walworth had died, two or three 
years ago, the property had been vacant, tied 
up in litigation. The estate was on the market 
as a whole; asking price, $150,000. Brett 
knew that. He also knew that it could not be 
sold piecemeal; the superintendent’s house, 
for example, with a half an acre of ground. 

Walworth Lane mounted a steep knoll, 
then curved into a secluded valley. On his left 
now ran the ornamental iron fence that 
enclosed the estate. Beyond a grove of trees he 
came to the ornate gates. They stood open, as 
the last departing caretaker had left them. 
Inside, a drive bordered by maples curved off 
between smooth lawns. The superintendent’s 
cottage stood by itself, about fifty yards up the 
drive, but just inside the gate a car was parked. 

A closed car, silent and ominous, long and 
black. It was empty. 

A little farther on he stopped, leaped out, 
and cut across the unmown grass toward the 
house. It had the desolate look of a house that 
has not been lived in for a long time. Weeds 
grew in the flower beds, every window was 
blank and staring. An enormous cob-web over 
the front door sent Brent around the house 
toward the rear. 

Back there he found a paved sun-deck, 
from which long French doors opened into the 
hall. One glance showed him that a single 
pane of glass had been broken in the French 
doors, at a point where it would be easy for a 
hand to reach through and manipulate the 
lock. Sure enough, when he tried the knob, the 
door swung in easily. He stepped in, avoiding 
the fragments of glass that still lay on the floor 
of the hall. 

H
 

E SAW immediately that he was not the 
first to thus step carefully past that 

broken glass. The house was empty of 
furniture, and dust lay thick on the hardwood 
floors. In that dust he saw a confusion of 
footprints, some large, some small. When he 
spotted the unmistakable mark of a high heel, 
his throat tightened. 
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He opened his mouth to call, but 
something restrained him. He took a few steps 
on tiptoe. 

The afternoon light was waning, and most 
of the shades were lowered. But he hardly 
needed light. He had been in so many small 
houses of this type that already he could guess 
the layout. In front of him stairs rose to the 
second floor from the front of the hall. On his 
right would be the kitchen, in front of that, the 
dining room. On his left, through that wide 
archway, would lie the living room— 

His breath caught in his throat, and the 
skin behind his ears tingled. That archway was 
flanked by tall, fluted columns, and on the 
column nearest him, halfway up, something 
seemed to be tied. He stepped quickly now, 
into the wide doorway, and there froze in 
horror. 

The first thing he saw was the man 
sprawled in the middle of the living room 
floor. He was a youngish man with black hair 
and heavy-set features, dressed in a pin-stripe 
blue suit minus the coat. There were two 
ragged holes in the front of his vest, and his 
face was almost unrecognizable by virtue of 
the gap just below his left eye through which 
blood and brains oozed to swell a growing 
puddle on the dusty floor. 

Even in that first quick glance Brett 
noticed the dead man’s arm. The shirt sleeve 
had been scissored off just below the shoulder, 
and his left forearm was swathed in bandages 
which somehow had the look of amateurish 
application. 

Then Brett turned to the figure lashed to 
the archway column. “Susan!”  

She didn’t hear him, because she was quite 
unconscious. She had been trussed up with her 
arms lashed around the post behind her. Now 
she had slumped half to her knees, most of her 
weight supported by the rope around the 
column. Her head sagged sideways, and her 
hair tumbled about her face, but Brett could 
see the ugly, darkening bruise on her 
cheekbone. Bound in a position of intense 

discomfort and strain, she had, apparently, 
been slapped and buffeted until, simply unable 
to take any more, she had fainted. He could 
hear her breathing in the stillness, short and 
shallow. 

The man on the floor was dead. Brett did 
not give him another look. He passed an arm 
around Susan’s waist, relieving the strain on 
the clothesline, and simultaneously on her 
shoulders. On the end of his watch chain was 
a combination pen knife and nail file. After he 
had sawed through the line, he looked in vain 
for some comfortable spot to place her limp 
form. The room was absolutely devoid of 
furniture, and there wasn’t even a built-in 
window seat. The best he could do was stretch 
her out full length on the floor. 

On his knees beside her, he straightened 
out her arms and combed back her hair with 
his fingers. He needed water, but knew that 
the water supply in the house would be shut 
off. She sighed deeply, and her head rolled 
from one side to the other. Brett looked up and 
he saw the coat of pin-stripe blue hung from a 
window latch, where its owner had put it. He 
folded it into a wad, and slipped it under 
Susan’s head for a pillow. “Susan,” he said. 
“It’s all right now. I’m here.”  

All the time he had been conscious of a 
penetrating, acrid odor in his nostrils. Now, 
abruptly, he realized what it was. He had 
smelled the same smell that evening in the 
alley. It came from the biting fumes of 
powdersmoke. The shots that had perforated 
the man in the blue suit, then, had been fired 
very recently. Perhaps only a minute or two 
before he had walked in. In that case, the 
killer— 

The thought had barely formulated itself in 
Brett’s mind when he heard a sound. Without 
shifting his feet, he straightened up to full 
height. There was a faint click-click, as of hard 
heels on stone paving blocks, then a louder 
plock-plock on the floor of the hall. In another 
instant he was staring at the last person in the 
world he had expected to see. 
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She had moved as far as the entrance to 
the living room before he found his tongue. 
“Miss Hoyt. What are you doing here?”  

“I came on the bus. Agh-h!”  
She was staring wide-eyed at the sprawled 

figure in the middle of the floor. Her stringy 
blonde hair was disarranged as if she had 
clapped her hat on hurriedly, and her features 
seemed more gaunt and haggard than ever. 

“I don’t mean how. I mean why,” 
demanded Brett. “Why did you come out 
here? Did you know something was going to 
happen? Why didn’t you tell me about Mrs. 
Deal’s call?” 

 
HE wasn’t looking at him. Her eyes were 
darting around the room toward Susan, 

still unconscious. 
“She—she shot him!” croaked Miss Hoyt. 
“She!” cried Brett. “Don’t be insane! She 

was unconscious, beaten up. And besides, 
she—”  

His voice trailed off as he followed the 
direction of Miss Hoyt’s frozen stare. For the 
first time he saw the revolver. It was a .38 
with a long, blued-steel barrel, of the type 
frequently carried by police and bank guards. 
It lay on the floor, close to the foot of the 
fluted column, right where it might have fallen 
if it had slipped from Susan’s nerveless 
fingers. His secretary spoke again, in a 
thready, scraping whisper. 

“He’s dead—Benny Gaits is dead!”  
Without looking again at that prostrate 

form, Brett knew she was right. That was 
Benny Gaits in the pin-stripe suit. And he was 
certainly dead. But that didn’t explain things. 
But wait—Benny had been wounded. There 
was a bandage on his arm. When had that 
happened? Where? In the alley, a week ago? 
Had Benny been the man coming from the 
west along State Street—the man the gunman 
had been waiting for in that service doorway? 
Then Benny must have lured Susan out here to 
find out what she knew about the killer, 
because Benny hadn’t recognized the killer 

himself! 
All these conjectures rushed through 

Brett’s head as he stood staring at the gun on 
the floor. He was beginning to learn 
something of motives, but still not enough to 
see what had happened here. There was Susan, 
there was the revolver—but no. That was the 
wrong line. It had to be wrong. There was a 
whole link missing somewhere. What was it 
he had been thinking just before Miss Hoyt 
walked in? Oh, yes. That the shots had just 
been fired. That the killer might therefore still 
be in the house. 

He turned slowly on the balls of his feet. 
Benny had been in the living room, facing 
Susan. The bullets had struck him in the chest, 
and the face. Therefore they had come from 
the hall. The killer had been in the hall. He, 
had pressed the gun in Susan’s hand, to give it 
her fingerprints, then dropped it to the floor. 
When he had seen or heard Brett’s approach, 
he would have hidden. 

Moved by instinct rather than reasoning, 
Brett glided stiffly past the fluted columns. 
Under the angle of the staircase was a built-in 
coat closet. Its door opened into the hall, 
directly opposite the living room. It had a 
solid glass knob. Brett’s eyes, riveted to that 
knob, told him that the layer of dust which 
covered it was smeared, uneven. Without 
thinking further, he reached out and jerked the 
door open. A charging head drove full into his 
stomach. 

Rocked back on his heels, gasping for 
breath, he saw a short figure in a dark topcoat 
reel past him. He heard Miss Hoyt scream, 
“Will! Will!” at the top of her lungs. 

The man snatched the revolver from the 
floor, and, still in a half crouch, whirled to 
face Brett. “Out of my way, Landon, or I’ll 
shoot!”  

Brett realized that he stood between the 
gun and the French windows, the only quick 
exit from this locked house. The face that 
confronted him was contorted into a mask of 
desperation and hate. It was the face of a 
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stranger, and yet with something tantalizingly 
familiar about it. The man moved closer. 

“No, Will, no!” Miss Hoyt was screaming 
again. “Don’t shoot. Don’t kill any more! I’ll 
confess! I’ll tell them everything—that it was 
all my fault, not yours! Stop, Will—no!”  

Brett stiffened, his eyes narrowed as he 
backed up a step. He was face to face with 
murder, and no mirrors involved. But 
somehow this time it did not frighten him, 
perhaps because he had been aware of its 
approach. Or perhaps because he was fighting 
to free Susan from an unthinkable suspicion. 

“Put that gun down!” he said. 
Miss Hoyt, by a desperate effort lowered 

her voice. “No, Mr. Landon, no! Let him get 
out of here. He only tried to help me because 
he’s my brother. He never meant to shoot 
anybody. Let him go. He can hide somewhere, 
and I’ll—I’ll explain everything.”  

Brett heard her words, but they made no 
immediate impression on him. His whole 
consciousness was focused on the man’s face, 
twisted by the violence of his emotions, his 
eyes like hot coals. 

For a moment no one moved. Then, as if a 
knife had ripped the canvas from top to 
bottom, the picture was rent by a sharp cry 
from the living room where Susan had 
recovered consciousness. 

“Brett! Where are you?”  
The rigid scene dissolved instantly. The 

man with the gun, caught by surprise, turned 
his head. It was the sort of opening for which 
Brett had been waiting. He sprang forward. 
But Miss Hoyt saw his movement first. She 
threw herself in his path, clutching his arms. 

“No, you can’t! Run, Will—quick! Agh-
h!”  

Miss Hoyt’s body was driven sharply 
against Brett as a roar echoed through the 
empty house. He thrust her aside, as her 
brother, making for the French doors, darted 
past him. 

Brett grabbed an arm. There was a 
confused and desperate scramble. The 

revolver blasted again, this time straight up. 
Then Brett’s blow, swung for the chin, landed 
low, but with enough force to drive the other 
man back toward the stairs. The back of his 
head struck the edge of the open closet door, 
momentarily dulling his reactions. When Brett 
hurled himself bodily, they both went down 
together. The revolver clattered on the floor. 
Brett, on top, pinned two writhing wrists to 
the floor, and sat heavily on a heaving 
stomach. 

“Be still!” he commanded, panting. “It’s 
the end of the road for you!”  

The man was still struggling, fighting 
back, when the French doors flew open with a 
crash and Sergeant Lee Ruskin, followed by 
two others with drawn guns, rushed in. It was 
all over then. 

 
T WAS nearly eleven when Brett left police 
headquarters. He drove direct to Susan’s 

apartment, where her mother admitted him. 
Susan was sitting up in an easy chair in the 
tiny living room. She held a cold pack to her 
cheek. Her other bruises were hidden under a 
pale green negligee that at some other time 
would have taken Brett’s breath away. She 
looked up at him anxiously. 

“Are you all right, Brett?”  
“Of course I’m all right. A bump here and 

there. That’s all. The question is: how are 
you?”  

“Me? I’m terribly curious, so I must be all 
right. Will you please tell me what this is all 
about?”  

Brett sat down on the edge of the couch 
and took her hand in his. 

“It all started six months ago, with Miss 
Hoyt,” he said. “She was playing the ponies in 
Benny Gaits’ horse parlor and, of course, she 
lost. At first, a little. Then, more than she had. 
Her brother, Will, an assistant cashier in the 
Monument National Bank, covered her losses 
by forging cashier’s checks to Benny Gaits’ 
order, and then hiding the shortages in his 
accounts. She promised, over and over, to let 

I
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the races alone, but she always started again.”  
“And she kept on losing?”  
“No. That’s the strange part. She began to 

win. She won back the twenty thousand that 
her brother had stolen for her, and more, too. 
Naturally, Benny Gaits wasn’t very happy 
about that. But he had Will in his clutches—
because the last cashier’s check Will forged 
Benny had never put through. He kept it in his 
pocket, and held it over Will as a threat of 
exposure.”  

“So Will Hoyt tried to shoot Benny Gaits 
that afternoon?”  

“Yes. He was desperate. His defalcations 
at the bank had never been discovered. He had 
the money to wipe them off the books and stay 
honest—yet he couldn’t do it as long as Benny 
held that check. He claims that he only 
intended to frighten Benny, not to kill him, 
that first time. But he certainly shot to kill this 
afternoon.”  

“How did he find Benny out at that house 
on Walworth Lane?”  

“The first time your mother phoned my 
office, Susan, she explained to Miss Hoyt all 
about your going out to Walworth Lane. Miss 
Hoyt knew, as I did, that that house wasn’t for 
sale at six thousand, and she also knew that I 
was at a meeting at City Hall. So she guessed 
right away that it was Benny Gaits, looking 
for information. She was frightened, and 
called her brother at the bank. He wasn’t sure 
how much you could tell Benny, either, so he 
started out there right away. When Miss Hoyt 
left the office, later, she took a bus. I must 
have passed her on my way.”  

Susan’s mother added, “After I talked to 
Brett, I called up inspector Farlow. That’s how 
the police got out there.”  

“And a good thing you did,” said Brett. “I 
was beginning to have my hands full.” He 
leaned toward Susan. “Did you see Will fire 
the shots that killed Benny?”  

She shook her head. “I was pretty groggy 
by that time. He had just hit me in the temple. 
I heard the explosions, from behind me, and I 
passed out.”  

“And you didn’t know that he pressed 
your fingerprints onto the revolver, and then 
dropped it under your hand?”  

“I must have been unconscious.”  
“Well,” said Brett, “it’s not important 

now. Will Hoyt has made a full confession. 
Accountants are working at the bank now. 
They have found the twenty-five hundred 
dollar shortage, represented by the check in 
Benny’s pocket, and they’ll probably find 
traces of the other amounts. Hoyt’s career is 
ended.”  

“And his sister?” asked Susan. 
“The hospital thinks she will live, but will 

always be a cripple. The bullet lodged in her 
spine.”  

Susan shuddered. “That reminds me. I’ll 
probably be without a job myself tomorrow 
morning. When Judge Higgins reads about 
this in the papers, he’ll be convinced I was 
mixed up with a fast crowd somehow, and 
he’ll never let me come back to work for 
him.”  

“That’s fine.” Brett began to grin. “You’re 
out of a job. I need a secretary. How about it? 
I won’t expect you tomorrow morning, but 
say, perhaps, by—Monday?”  

“Why, Brett, I think that would be swell! 
Do you think I could learn the real estate 
business?”  

“You could learn to stay out of horse 
parlors, anyway.” He lowered his tone. “They 
always say that it’s bad for business to hire a 
good-looking secretary and then fall in love 
with her. I wonder how it’s going to work to 
fall in love with her first and then hire her?” 

From Susan’s expression, she seemed to 
think that it was going to work out all right. 

 


