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Sheridan resolved to do his duty as an officer, even if it cost him everything he held dear 
 

NY OTHER man would have had 
that contemptuous laughter rammed 
down his throat. 

 “My daughter marry a cop!” Peter 
Holland guffawed. But he laughed with only 
his mouth. His eyes, sunk deep in fleshy 
sockets, spread a chill through the room. 
 Van Sheridan fought the angry 
trembling of his rangy body. “I’m the one 
who should be choosey,” he said, keeping 
his voice low. “But I don’t care if Emily is 
the daughter of Peter Holland, the financial 
bloodsucker who made his money out of 
slums and by driving competitors to the 
wall.” 
 “Ah, a moralist.” Holland stuck his 
dead cigar between the meaty gash that was 
his mouth. “What’s the world coming to 

when cops start sprouting wings?” 
 Emily Holland stepped between her 
father and Sheridan and the paleness of her 
face accentuated the blackness of eyes and 
hair. And Sheridan, looking at her 
loveliness, felt doubt. She was class, tops in 
wealth and society, and he was only a 
detective sergeant. He had thought it all 
settled. Now he wasn’t so sure. 
 “None of that matters, Daddy dear,” 
Emily said. “I love Van and he loves me.” 
 Sheridan felt an inner glow of 
approval. She was the one person Peter 
Holland couldn’t hold out against. 
 “So?” Holland pushed his broad 
body up from the chair, and his eyes went 
bleak. “The next thing you are going to tell 
me, Emily, is that you are over twenty-one 
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and can marry anybody you please.” 
 “Yes, Daddy.” 
 “And, of course, the fact that you 
won’t get a cent from me if you marry this 
cop doesn’t mean a thing to you?” 
 Emily did not hesitate. “I can live on 
Van’s salary.” 
 “Only there isn’t going to be even a 
sergeant’s salary,” Holland said. 
 His meaning was plain enough. He 
owned half of the town and all of city hall. 
 “Daddy, you won’t have Van fired?” 
Emily exclaimed. 
 “What do you think?” Holland said 
and put a match to his cigar. 
 Sheridan said dully: “He’s bluffing, 
baby. The police force is under civil 
service.” He frowned, knowing that under 
regulations he could be sent to pound a 
heart-breaking beat. “Anyway, I can always 
get another job.” 
 Life seemed to have gone out of 
Emily’s eyes. “I can’t do that to you, 
darling. I know how much your job means 
to you.” 
 “Not as much as you do. And you’re 
giving up more than I am. We can work it 
out.” 
 “I don’t know,” she muttered. 
“Suppose you go, darling, and let me talk 
this over with Daddy.” 
 Sheridan knew then that he was 
licked. Holland was placidly blowing smoke 
at the ceiling, confident of his power. 
 “Okay,” Sheridan said, trying to 
sound casual. “I’ll see you tomorrow, baby.” 
 
SILENCE followed him as he crossed the 
study. He closed the door behind him and 
then stood there, wondering whether to go 
back and insist on Emily deciding one way 
or the other right now. 
 Then through the door Peter 
Holland’s voice boomed: “Now let me tell 
you something, Emily. I don’t approve of 

the way you’re messing around with men. 
At the moment you’re serious about 
marrying this cop, but what about—” 
 Emily’s voice cut her father off, but 
it was too low for Sheridan to distinguish 
words through the heavy door. And he 
didn’t want to listen in. He had heard 
enough. He turned down the hall. 
 On the way to the foyer Sheridan 
passed an open door. Mr. and Mrs. Bush and 
Hubert Curtis were seated at a card table, 
sipping cocktails and looking bored. Emily 
had interrupted the bridge game when she 
had called her father into the study to tell 
him that she was going to get married. 
 Sheridan stopped and looked at 
Hubert Curtis, who was Holland’s personal 
secretary. He was somewhat sleek, 
somewhat effeminate—a type some women 
consider very handsome. He lived in that 
house, was practically one of the family—
and Sheridan thought of what Emily’s father 
had said about her messing around with 
men. Curtis was, if nothing else, available. 
 “I say, Sheridan,” Curtis waved a 
lazy hand. “Is Mr. Holland coming back to 
the game?” 
 “I’ve no idea.” 
 Sheridan was about to pass on when 
he heard his name called by George Bush, 
and he stopped again. 
 “Anything new on the Lowden case, 
Sergeant?” Bush asked conversationally. He 
was a lawyer and was defending Joseph 
Lowden, a mild-mannered accountant 
Sheridan had arrested a couple of weeks ago 
for slitting his wife’s throat. 
 “You’ll hear the state’s case at the 
trial,” Sheridan replied stiffly. 
 George Bush laughed pleasantly in 
that golden voice which charmed juries. He 
was as smooth as silk and much more 
expensive. “You can’t blame a man for 
trying to get a little advance information, 
Sergeant.” 
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 Mrs. Bush put down her cocktail 
glass with a bang and pouted. Once she had 
been a coy, baby-faced blonde; now she was 
a big, fading blonde. “I’m tired of waiting 
for Peter,” she complained. “Besides, it’s 
getting late. Let’s go home, George.” 
 “Suppose, my dear, you run on 
without me,” Bush suggested. “I have some 
business matters to discuss with Peter. 
You’ll only be bored.” 
 
SHERIDAN left the house. He sent his 
loose-jointed body down silent streets with 
nervous, impatient strides, as if in a great 
hurry. But he had nowhere he wanted to go, 
not even home. Holland’s objection to a cop 
as a son-in-law had been shoved into the 
background, His mind was filled with the 
words he had heard Holland say to Emily! 
 “...the way you’re messing around 
with men. At the moment you’re serious 
about marrying this cop, but what about—” 
 What about who? What men? After 
all, how much did he know about Emily? He 
had met her a couple of months ago, and at 
first he had thought it just one of those 
things—a glamor girl finding a detective 
casually interesting. But it had turned out to 
be the real thing for both of them. 
 For him, anyway. Could he be sure 
of her? What men had her father meant? 
 Presently he found himself again 
outside the high hedge which surrounded the 
Holland estate. An hour or two must have 
passed, he wasn’t sure. He did not even 
remember having retraced his steps. 
 But he knew why he was back. 
Tonight he had to settle two things with 
Emily. Were there other men? And if not, 
was she dead set to marry him in spite of her 
father? 
 He was halfway up the broad walk 
when he stopped. The house was dark. It 
must be after midnight; Emily had probably 
gone to bed. 

 Suddenly Peter Holland’s voice 
boomed from the house. It sounded as if it 
came through an open window around the 
nearest wing. 
 “By God, you’ll keep away from 
her!” Holland shouted. 
 The answering voice was lower, 
calmer. “Keep your shirt on, Pete. Do you 
want the servants to hear?” 
 Both voices dropped and then died 
entirely. Sheridan wondered whether to go 
on to the house. 
 And then the decision was taken 
away from him by the sound of a shot. 
 He was in motion before the echo of 
the shot faded. The front door was unlocked 
and a dim night-light glowed in the huge 
foyer. As he crossed the foyer he heard a 
door close down the hall. He went toward it 
and heard a muffled voice wail: “Daddy! 
Daddy!” He ran on and wrenched the study 
door open. 
 Emily and her father were in that 
room—and a third person lying face down 
on the floor. 
 A small revolver dangled limply 
from Peter Holland’s fingers. He scowled 
down at it and then up at Sheridan. “That 
was a fool thing for me to do,” he muttered 
angrily and placed the revolver on the desk. 
 Emily drew her negligee tighter 
about her slender figure and huddled inside 
it. Her black eyes filled her face as they 
watched Sheridan walk stiffly to the man on 
the floor and crouch over him. 
The bullet hole was in the left temple. It 
must have killed him instantly. Sheridan did 
not have to look at the face pressed against 
the floor to know that the dead man was 
George Bush. 
 “Very good shooting, Mr. Holland,” 
Sheridan said dryly. 
 “Van!” Emily moaned. “You can’t—
” 
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IGNORING her, he stepped around the dead 
man and toward the phone on the desk. 
Before he reached it, Holland touched his 
arm. 
 “My God, man,” Holland said, “you 
don’t think I killed Bush?” 
 “When you shoot a man and he’s 
dead, it means you killed him.” 
 “But I didn’t. I came in and found 
him dead.” 
 Sheridan shook his head. “I heard 
you having an argument with him and then I 
heard a shot. And I find you with a gun in 
your hand. What more do you want?” 
 Knuckles rapped urgently on the 
door. Hubert Curtis cried through the panel: 
“Is everything all right?” 
 Sheridan started toward the door, but 
Emily beat him to it. She opened the door 
only wide enough for her to slip through, 
and as she closed it behind her, Sheridan 
glimpsed Curtis and a couple of servants in 
the hall. They all wore robes; they had all 
been roused out of bed. 
 “What’s all the excitement about?” 
Emily’s voice asked. 
 “I heard something like a shot,” 
Curtis said. “So did the others and—” 
 “Oh, that?” Emily laughed briefly. “I 
knocked a heavy bookend off Daddy’s desk. 
After Mr. Bush left, I went in to have a talk 
with Daddy.” 
 In the study, Holland uttered a little 
sigh. And Van Sheridan thought angrily: So 
that’s how she thinks she’ll play it! He took 
out his handkerchief and wrapped the 
revolver—a .32 Smith & Wesson—in it. 
 Holland watched him narrowly. “My 
fingerprints will be on that gun. I’d just 
touched it.” 
 “Of course. I want to make sure they 
stay on.” He dropped the gun into a pocket. 
“Whose gun is it?” 
 “Mine,” Holland replied promptly. “I 
kept it in the drawer of this desk. Bush knew 

I did.” 
 Feet retreated down the hall. Emily 
slipped back into the study and closed the 
door and sagged against it. She looked as if 
her legs could hardly keep her up. 
Sheridan’s heart went out to her, but he kept 
himself from going to her. He turned again 
to the phone. 
 “Wait!” Holland said. “I didn’t shoot 
George Bush. I admit, though, that we had a 
quarrel.” 
 “What about?” Sheridan asked, 
though he knew the answer, remembering 
Holland’s words: “By God, you’ll keep away 
from her!” 
 Holland made an annoyed gesture. 
“About business. George Bush, you know, 
was my attorney. I left the room to get some 
drinks for us. I had hardly dosed the door 
when I heard a shot. Of course I turned right 
back. I hadn’t been out of this room more 
than fifteen seconds, but Bush was dead. A 
gun was on the floor beside him. I 
recognized it as mine, and I did a very 
foolish thing. I was too shocked to think 
straight. I picked the gun up. And then 
Emily came in, and you, Sheridan, were 
right behind her.” 
 He glanced at the corpse and added: 
“The only way I can figure it out is that 
Bush took my gun from the desk and shot 
himself.” 
 “Sure,” Sheridan said derisively. “He 
wanted to frame you for his murder.” 
 “You can’t tell how a man’s mind 
will work,” Holland argued without 
conviction. “Perhaps he wanted to kill 
himself, anyway.” 
 Sheridan snorted. “And managed to 
hold the gun so far away that he left no 
powder burns. He was murdered all right. 
I’ve never seen a more open and shut case.” 
 
PETER HOLLAND walked heavily behind 
his desk and dropped into the chair and 
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opened a drawer. He took out a checkbook 
and unscrewed the top of his pen. “Name 
your own figure, Sheridan.” 
 “That wouldn’t change anything,” 
Sheridan told him. “There will still be a 
dead man in the house murdered with your 
gun.” 
 “That’s part of what I’ll pay you 
for,” Holland said. “We’ll wait until we’re 
sure everybody else in the house is asleep. 
Then we’ll take the body out through one of 
these French windows and drive some miles 
from here and dump it and get rid of the gun 
so it’ll never be found.” 
 Emily moved forward from the door 
and looked breathlessly at Sheridan. Color 
was returning to her cheeks. 
 Sheridan kept his gaze on her father. 
He said tonelessly: “Everything in the world 
isn’t for sale.” 
 “Get this straight.” Holland leaned 
across the desk. “I didn’t kill George Bush. 
I’m pretty sure there will be other 
fingerprints found on that gun. But to save 
myself annoyance I’ll give you more money 
than you can earn in a lifetime.” 
 “You haven’t enough millions to buy 
me off.” 
 Savagely Holland tossed down his 
pen. Across the desk the two men faced each 
other in unrelenting hatred. 
 Holland’s thick lips curled. “I forgot 
that you’re a cop with wings. All right, get 
out your handcuffs and be damned. You’ll 
never have a thing to call your own but your 
pride. Not money—and not Emily.” 
 Sheridan had known in the last few 
minutes that it would end up with Emily 
when money alone couldn’t buy him. And 
he felt Emily at his side and her hand on his 
arm. 
 “Darling,” she said huskily, “you 
can’t do this to the man who is going to be 
your father-in-law.” 
 Bitterness welled up to gag him. He 

looked down at her in scorn—and tried to 
keep her beauty from twisting his heart “So 
if money won’t buy me, you’ll use yourself 
as a bribe.” 
 She flushed. “That isn’t fair, Van. I 
wanted to marry you before this happened.” 
 Nothing is fair any longer, he 
thought—what he was doing to her or what 
she was doing to him. The dead man was a 
fact no amount of emotion could get around. 
“And I suppose,” he said tightly, “that your 
father won’t object to our marriage now.” 
 “No objection at all, Sheridan,” 
Holland’s voice was a purr. “And you’ll get 
far in the police force with my backing.” 
 Sheridan turned then, but not toward 
Emily. He heard her gasp as he picked up 
the phone, and he knew that he had lost her 
forever. Then she and her father were as 
silent as the dead man on the floor while he 
put through the call to police headquarters. 
 
BROODINGLY, Captain Picard, chief of 
the Homicide Bureau, watched the 
laboratory men go through their routine. 
Shaking his head, he stepped to the French 
window where Van Sheridan stood looking 
out at the smooth clipped expanse of lawn. 
 “You’d think a guy like Holland 
would have more sense than to shoot 
somebody in his own home with his own 
gun,” Picard said. “Guess he lost his head 
when the argument with George Bush got 
too hot. You said you heard ’em battling. 
Did you hear what it was about?” 
 Sheridan expelled smoke through his 
nostrils. “No.” 
 “Guess it makes no difference. All 
the same, I sent Wilson to bring Mrs. Bush 
here. She might have something to tell us.” 
Picard scratched his nose. “Not pleasant for 
you, Sheridan, is it? I heard you’re sweet on 
Holland’s daughter.” 
 “I didn’t know you were interested in 
gossip, Captain?” Sheridan said dryly. 
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 “My missus is. She lives on gossip 
columns and passes the dope on to me. I 
guess the daughter won’t like it any, you 
turning in her old man.” 
 “I guess not,” Sheridan said. 
 Sergeant Meyer, the fingerprint man, 
turned from the desk. “Just one thumb and 
forefinger print on the revolver, Captain.” 
 “Holland’s?” Picard asked. 
 “Uh-huh. Rest of the gun is clean.” 
 That was that, Sheridan thought. He 
went out of the study and down the long 
hall. In the foyer the servants were gathered 
in a close, whispering group. He ploughed 
through them and entered the drawing room. 
 Peter Holland stood big and solid 
and outwardly composed in front of the dead 
fireplace, but his cigar was a shred between 
his lips. Emily and Hubert Curtis sat side by 
side on the couch. Too close, Sheridan 
thought with a sudden stab of jealousy. Then 
he was annoyed with himself, for he no 
longer had any right to be jealous. 
 Holland removed the frayed cigar. 
“Well, how’s it stand?” 
 “The only fingerprints on the gun are 
yours,” Sheridan told him. 
 Calmly Holland put a match to his 
cigar. His hands were very steady. Sheridan 
turned to Emily and saw that her face was 
buried against Curtis’ shoulder. 
 “Emily,” Sheridan said, “you were in 
the study so quickly that you must have been 
downstairs when you heard the shot. Did 
you see your father in the hall?” 
 Her head came up; her chin jutted. 
“You wouldn’t believe me if I said I did.” 
 “Maybe not,” he admitted. “But 
there’s something about this I don’t like. If 
you two will be honest with me—” 
 “Why shouldn’t you like it?” Emily 
cut him off. “You’re getting your revenge on 
Daddy. Isn’t that what you want?” 
 “No,” he said. “Believe me, I—” 
 Behind him a woman shrilled: “She 

did it! She murdered George!” 
 
SHERIDAN whirled. Mrs. Bush was 
standing in the doorway between Captain 
Picard and Detective Wilson. Her gloved 
hand pointed accusingly at Emily. Her full-
fleshed face had fallen into harsh creases, 
and her voice was the voice of hysteria. 
 “Emily Holland killed my husband!” 
Mrs. Bush went on wildly. “She was chasing 
after him. George would have nothing to do 
with her, so she murdered him.” 
 Emily was on her feet, muttering 
distractedly, “No, no!” and Curtis threw an 
arm about her waist as if in protection. At 
the fireplace, Holland took an audible 
breath. 
 So there it was, Sheridan thought 
hollowly. His silence over what he had 
heard Holland say during the argument with. 
Bush hadn’t done any good. A door had 
been opened, dropping Emily into the pit as 
deep as her father. 
 “So?” Captain Picard said 
thoughtfully. “So you think Holland is 
taking the rap for his daughter?” 
 “Rap?” Mrs. Bush asked. “I don’t 
understand.” 
 “We haven’t told you yet,” Picard 
explained, “but the facts show that it was 
Mr. Holland who murdered your husband.” 
 In slow bewilderment Mrs. Bush’s 
head turned to Holland. “Peter, why would 
you—” 
 “I didn’t,” Holland told her firmly. 
“You’re right in one thing, except that it was 
the other way around: George was annoying 
Emily with his attentions. My argument with 
George was about that.”  Negligently he 
tossed his cigar into the fireplace. “But I 
didn’t kill him. And neither did Emily.” 
 “One of you did!” Mrs. Bush cried. 
 “Sure,” Picard agreed. “And up to 
now all facts point to Holland.... Sheridan, 
take Holland to headquarters and book him. 
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I’ll hang around till the squad gets through. 
And I’ll want another talk with Miss 
Holland.” 
 Sheridan would have given a 
month’s pay to avoid that job, but he 
couldn’t get out of it without stating his 
reason. He said crisply, “I’ll be in the foyer, 
Mr. Holland,” and went out. 
 Halfway down the driveway, 
Detective Winn was drowsing behind the 
wheel of a squad car. Sheridan roused him 
to tell him they were driving a prisoner in 
and then returned to the house. Peter 
Holland was waiting at the door with a 
topcoat neatly folded over his arm. To 
Sheridan’s relief, Emily wasn’t in sight. 
 Briskly Holland stepped ahead and 
strode across the porch. Sheridan wondered 
about putting handcuffs on him, but you 
don’t treat a big shot like Holland the way 
you would an ordinary prisoner. He hurried 
to keep up with him. 
 At the head of the driveway Holland 
stopped. “Will you do something for me?” 
 “That depends,” Sheridan replied 
cautiously. 
 “It’s only a small favor. Walk me 
around to the study windows.” 
 “There’s nothing,” Sheridan told 
him. “I looked.” 
 “Ah.” Holland nodded, pleased. 
“There must be something in it if the same 
thought occurred to you. I’d like to point out 
to you a possibility you may have 
overlooked.” 
 Sheridan hesitated. He could see 
Winn lounging in the squad car; probably 
he’d dozed off again. Well, a man charged 
with murder was entitled to any break he 
could get. Sheridan said, “Why not?” and 
slipped his hand through Holland’s arm. 
They walked across the lawn toward the 
jutting wing, on the other side of which was 
the study. 
 

THE lighted windows spread a glow around 
the house. But it wasn’t bright enough to see 
details. Sheridan hadn’t a flashlight. He 
wondered what Holland could possibly point 
out to him at night. Even in daylight it was 
unlikely that there would be anything to see. 
 And then, as they rounded the corner 
of the wing, he saw well enough what there 
was to see. Emily was waiting for them with 
a rifle in her hands. She was so close that 
between the blinking of his eyes the muzzle 
was against his chest. 
 “Go, Daddy,” Emily whispered 
hoarsely. “Try to send word to me where 
you are.” 
 Holland slid arm from Sheridan’s 
grip and said irritably: “I’ll be back before 
morning.” 
 “Daddy, use sense. If you can get to 
Mexico—” 
 “You use sense.” Holland looked 
around. “No, we’ll discuss it when I come 
back. Maybe it will be only an hour or two.” 
 With the topcoat over his arm, Peter 
Holland sauntered off as if on a casual stroll. 
He headed away from the road, toward 
distant trees. Bushes hid him when he was a 
hundred feet away, and he did not reappear 
in Sheridan’s line of vision. 
 Minutes clicked off. Across the 
length of the rifle barrel Sheridan and Emily 
faced each other. In the half-light her 
features were as static as a plaster cast. Her 
white negligee was a splotch against the 
night. 
 Presently Sheridan said: “So I’m a 
prize sucker. When your father got his coat, 
he whispered to you to be waiting here with 
a gun. You hid the rifle under your negligee 
and slipped out of the house. And like a sap 
I let him lure me here. How long do you 
intend to keep me?” 
 “As long as I can.” 
 “This is long enough,” he told her. 
 His arm snapped up under the barrel 
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of the rifle, tilting it toward the sky. 
 Her finger fell away from the trigger. 
He wrenched the rifle out of her grip. 
 Emily stared at him. “You could 
have taken the rifle away from me at once, 
before Daddy fled!” 
 “Sure, especially as I knew that you 
couldn’t bring yourself to shoot me.” 
 “Then why—” She shook her head 
as if to clear fog out of it. 
 “Why did I give you father a chance 
to escape after I called the police?” His 
mouth twisted. “It seems my wings aren’t on 
so strong after all. And there was something 
he said right after you put the gun on me—
that he’d be back before morning. Guilty 
men don’t talk like that.” 
 Emily moved closer to him, and 
there was a startled quality in her voice. 
 “You mean that Daddy is innocent?” 
 “I didn’t see it at first,” he said. “The 
evidence seemed too strong against your 
father, but a false note bothered me. Now I 
think I know why he wants a few more 
hours of freedom.” 
 At the front of the house Captain 
Picard’s voice boomed: “Hey, Winn, did 
you see Miss Holland?” 
 More distantly Winn replied: “I’m 
waiting for Sergeant Sheridan.” 
 “What! Didn’t he come out five 
minutes ago with Holland?” 
 “That’s my cue,” Sheridan 
whispered to Emily. “You go into the house 
through the back door. And no matter what 
happens don’t tell that you held me up, or 
you’ll be arrested as an accessory.” 
 “But, Van, how will you explain 
Daddy’s escape? Won’t you get in trouble?” 
 “Beat it,” he said and swung away 
from her. He dropped the rifle into a flower 
bed against the house. 
 
WHEN he turned the corner of the wing, he 
saw Hubert Curtis escorting Mrs. Bush 

down the driveway. They stopped at a 
parked sedan. She got behind the wheel and 
started the motor and then reached through 
the window to shake Curtis’ hand. 
 “Sheridan!” Captain Picard was on 
the front porch, glaring down at him. 
“Where the devil is Holland?” 
 “Escaped,” Sheridan said, walking 
up the porch steps. “He had another gun on 
him and pulled it and ran toward the road.” 
 “And what were you doing all this 
time?” 
 “Chasing him.” 
 Picard roared orders. Detectives 
poured out of the house and raced toward 
the cars. The headlights of Mrs. Bush’s car 
wound down to the road, and Curtis, 
returning, stopped to watch the excitement. 
 “Like hell Holland escaped from 
you!” Picard had returned his attention to 
Sheridan. “You’re sweet on that girl of his. 
You let him get away.” 
 “Didn’t I find the body and call 
headquarters?” Sheridan argued placidly. 
 That stopped Picard for a moment. 
He scratched his nose. “Just the same, 
there’s funny business. And where is Emily 
Holland? I suppose she escaped too?” 
 “I’m here,” Emily announced. 
 She had walked through the house 
from the back entrance and had just reached 
the porch. 
 Picard scowled at her and turned 
back to Sheridan. “Okay, so for the time 
being it will be negligence of duty. You’re 
suspended, Sheridan.” 
 Sheridan lifted his eyes past Picard’s 
shoulder to Emily. Her head was high, and 
when he smiled to her, she answered with a 
wan smile of her own. And though his 
troubles had only started, Sheridan felt fine 
again. Her eyes loved him and trusted him. 
 He turned and walked slowly toward 
the road, muttering a prayer that her trust in 
him would be justified. 
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IN SPITE of the lateness of the hour, two 
upper windows of the stucco house showed 
light. Shifting the newspaper-wrapped 
bundle under his arm, Van Sheridan went up 
to the front door and rang the bell. After a 
long minute, he heard feet descend stairs and 
then a voice asked: “Who is it?” 
 “The police. I’ve a couple of 
questions to ask.” 
 “But I’ve told you everything I 
know,” the voice protested breathlessly. 
 “Sorry, ma’am,” Sheridan said, “but 
something else came up. It’ll only take a 
minute.” 
 There was a pause before the lock 
turned and the door opened. Mrs. Bush wore 
a robe over her full-blown body and her 
blonde hair was loose over her shoulders. 
Evidently she had been about to go to bed. 
 “The servants don’t sleep in, so I’m 
nervous when I’m alone,” she said. “That’s 
why I took so long to—” She broke off 
when Sheridan stepped into the light. 
“You’re Emily’s boy friend. What do you 
want?” 
 “You know I’m a detective.” He 
looked down at her feet; she was wearing 
slippers. “May I see the shoes you wore 
tonight?” 
 “Shoes?” From under lowered lashes 
she studied him cautiously. “What in the 
world are you talking about?” 
 Sheridan indicated the package under 
his arm. “We found the print of a shoe 
outside the Holland house. This is a plaster 
cast of the print. We are matching up the 
shoes worn by the people who were at the 
house tonight.” 
 “But that’s ridiculous,” Mrs. Bush 
protested. “I was there with my husband 
earlier this evening to play bridge. Naturally 
I would have left footprints.” 
 “Outside the study window?” 
Sheridan smiled. “That’s the one we’re 

interested in. 
 She crossed her arms over her bosom 
as if she were cold. “A woman’s shoe, you 
mean? But what can you tell from that? So 
many women wear the same size.” 
 “You don’t know police science, 
ma’am. Each shoe leaves as individual a 
print as a finger would. I suppose you took 
off your shoes in the bedroom.” He started 
across the foyer. 
 Mrs. Bush stepped sideways to block 
him with her body. Her eyes were wild. 
“Peter Holland has been arrested for the 
murder. Why bother me?” 
 “So you’re afraid, Mrs. Bush?” 
 “I know my rights!” she shrilled. 
“You can’t search my house without a 
warrant.” 
 Sheridan brushed past her. She 
clawed at his shoulder. He wriggled out of 
her grasp and raced up the staircase. A 
broken, panicky sob followed him; her 
slippers slapped the stairs. 
 In the upstairs hall, light flowed from 
an open door. He turned in there and found 
himself in the master bedroom. A dress was 
carelessly flung over a chair; at the foot of 
the chair were two high-heeled shoes. He 
picked them up and turned. 
She hadn’t followed him into the bedroom. 
And he didn’t hear her anywhere in the 
house. 
 Dropping the shoes, he started out of 
the bedroom. Mrs. Bush appeared before he 
was halfway to the door. In her hand was a 
small, snub-nosed automatic. 
 
SHERIDAN stopped dead. She was a good 
ten feet from him—close enough not to 
miss, too far for him to take the gun from 
her. And she held it competently. 
 “This won’t help,” he said dryly. 
 “The police will make another cast 
of the shoeprint.” Mrs. Bush took a moment 
to think over his words. “But they won’t 
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have the shoes I wore tonight. I’ll dispose of 
them. That’s the only evidence against me.” 
 Sheridan felt his mouth go dry. He 
inched closer to her. She did not move; she 
did not order him to stay back. 
 And he knew that she would shoot 
when she decided that he was close enough. 
 Though no matter what he did, she 
would shoot anyway. “You’re pretty good 
with a gun,” he observed to gain time. “And 
you have ice in your veins. You planned the 
murder of your husband a long time in 
advance.” 
 Suddenly her face was old and 
crumbled. “George deserved to die. He 
couldn’t stay away from any other woman.” 
 “Emily?” Sheridan asked tautly. 
“Emily was only the last, and she didn’t give 
a hang for him. But George couldn’t believe 
that any woman couldn’t be crazy over him, 
and he kept pestering her. It was nothing. 
But there were plenty of other women.” 
 Sheridan had known that that was the 
answer, that there had been nothing between 
Emily and George Bush, but it was good to 
hear Mrs. Bush verify it. Though it hardly 
mattered because within seconds he would 
be beyond all feeling. 
 He said: “So it was a simple matter 
of murderous jealousy. You were in the 
house earlier tonight. You knew where Peter 
Holland kept his gun. You slipped into the 
study and got it and then went through the 
motions of going home while your husband 
stayed behind. You stood outside the study 
window, and when Holland stepped out of 
the room to get drinks, you shot your 
husband. Then you wiped your fingerprints 
off the gun and threw it into the room and 
this time really went home so that the police 
would find you there. But it won’t be so 
simple getting away with my murder. My 
body will be an inconvenience.” 
 “I’ll drag it down to the cellar,” she 
said stiffly. “I’ll bury it there.” 

 “The police know I came here.” 
 “I’ll say you were here and left. Why 
should they suspect me? Why should they 
think of digging in the cellar?” 
 She would do it, Sheridan knew, 
with the same cold calculation she had 
murdered her husband. And she would do it 
now. The gun was raising a little to make 
sure of getting his heart. And his muscles 
lunged for a frantic, desperate lunge. 
 Mrs. Bush screamed and writhed. 
 In astonishment Sheridan raised his 
eyes from the gun and saw Peter Holland’s 
big bulk fill the doorway at her back. His 
arms were wrapped around the woman. 
 Sheridan leaped in and tore the gun 
from her. She slumped within the circle of 
Holland’s arms. He released her and she 
sank to the floor and sat there sobbing with 
her face in her hands. 
 “Thanks,” Sheridan said, wiping 
sweat from his brow. “I wondered if this 
was where you were bound for. I wasn’t 
sure and there wasn’t much time, so I had to 
work it independently. How were you going 
to get her to talk?” 
 
HOLLAND flexed his big hands. “To choke 
a confession out of her, if there was no other 
way. I’d slipped in through a downstairs 
window when I heard the doorbell ring. I hid 
and heard what you said to her. Well, you 
got the confession.” 
 “Yes.” Sheridan lit a cigarette. 
“Almost from the first there was a flaw in 
you being the killer. Not that I didn’t believe 
you ruthless enough to shoot down a man in 
cold blood.” 
 Holland chuckled. “But not in such a 
stupid way.” 
 “Exactly. You made your money by 
carefully figuring the risks beforehand. 
You’d murder the same way. Shooting a 
man down in your own home with your own 
gun wasn’t in character. And Emily was out 
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because she would never have framed you 
for the murder. That left two people who 
were in your house tonight and could have 
got their hands on your gun—Hubert Curtis 
and Mrs. Bush. You were going somewhere 
away from your house, so I considered it 
more likely that it was Mrs. Bush, though 
for all I knew, Curtis was sweet on Mrs. 
Bush and wanted to get rid of her husband.” 
 Holland frowned down at the 
sobbing woman. “Curtis is madly in love 
with a very attractive young girl. When I 
learned that only my fingerprints were found 
on the gun, I was sure Bush had been shot 
by somebody standing outside the window. 
And Mrs. Bush had the opportunity and 
motive. But how could I prove her guilty? I 
didn’t have the benefit of the plaster cast of 
a shoeprint.” 
 “Neither did I.” Sheridan unwrapped 
the newspapers and an empty milk bottle fell 
to the floor and rolled a little way. 
 Mrs. Bush lifted her head and gaped 
at the bottle. 

 “Bluff,” Sheridan told Holland. 
“We’re in a dry spell. Even in wet weather 
it’s doubtful if the grass outside the study 
would hold prints. But she didn’t know that. 
My chance was to scare her into an act 
which would give her away.” He looked 
ruefully down at the gun he had taken from 
her. “I scared her a little too much.” 
 Mrs. Bush used words which should 
not have been in the vocabulary of a lady. 
And Holland laughed boisterously. 
 “Now I’ll go down and phone 
headquarters,” Sheridan said. “And Emily. 
You keep an eye on Mrs. Bush.” 
 As he moved to the door, Holland 
dropped a hand on his shoulder. “I offered 
you a bribe a while ago, son. Take the 
money now and call it a wedding gift.” 
 “I don’t want your money.”  
 Holland dropped his hand. “So 
you’re still wearing wings?” he said in 
scorn. 
 “I like the fit of them,” Van Sheridan 
told him as he passed out of the room. 

 


