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Straight to Murder 
 

By WALTER WILSON 
 

Insurance Investigator Joe Speer stumbles into a baffling 
crime puzzle and proves that murder pays no premiums! 

 
PECIAL AGENT JOE SPEER was 
tailing a lady in a car. His primary 
interest was not in the lady. What he 

hoped was that she was leading him 
straight to a hundred thousand dollars in 
cold cash. The group of insurance 
companies that Joe Speer worked for was, 
under the present state of affairs, stuck for 

this job. If he could just recover that 
money for his employers, he, his young 
wife, and the baby twin girls would be 
sitting pretty. 

The lady in

that hundred grand. Joe had just landed 

 the coupe ahead was Mrs. 
Wil

to the Ten States Investment Corporation. 

ford Hedge. It was her husband, the 
missing Wilford Hedge, who had vanished 
with the hundred thousand that belonged 

S 
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It had been five days since the president of 
the Ten States had reported that his cashier 
and the cash were missing. 

Mrs. Hedge had insisted that she knew 
nothing of the steal or her husband’s 
whereabouts. She said that Hedge had 

ted. He had had Mrs. Hedge under 
obs

or a while, Joe knew this was 
a h

ned 
into

t her husband. Maybe 
she

 up in 
 coupe. 

cularly shabby street. He 

swu

y after her. He saw her 
hes

 big break in the case. It 
was

 
sec

om above. In three 
leap

d there 
was

. 

d her mouth. Her 
jaw  to 
utte

hat stood in the center of the cheaply 
furn

 her heels 
whe

ain until the top 
of h

failed to return home on the night of his 
disappearance, that she had looked 
through the apartment later and found that 
a wardrobe trunk and most of his clothes 
were gone. She hotly denied that her 
husband had even hinted to her of his 
plans. 

But Joe Speer wasn’t taking anything 
for gran

ervation every minute. He had been 
watching her apartment building himself 
this morning, when she had emerged just 
forty minutes ago. At exactly nine o’clock. 
And Joe had trailed her as soon as she got 
into her car. 

After she had been driving about 
haphazardly f

ot lead. But she was a novice at this 
work and Joe found it easy to keep her in 
sight without arousing her suspicions. 

Eventually, she had started north on 
Linten Boulevard. Well out, she tur

 the old Riverside section of the city. 
Almost any of the run-down, dilapidated, 
old flat buildings in the section would 
provide a suitable hideout for a man in 
Hedge’s situation. 

Joe was almost certain now that she 
was going to mee

 would pick him up in the coupe and 
they would try to leave the city together. 
That would be just right. Hedge would be 
carrying that hundred grand on him. And 
Joe figured he would have that money 
within three minutes after they met. 

 
UT she didn’t pick her husbandB the

Instead, Joe saw that she was going to 
park on a parti

ng his car over to the curb quickly, 
watched as she stepped out to the sidewalk 
almost two blocks ahead of him. He saw 
her look about carefully, then walk 
hurriedly away. 

After a few seconds, Joe got out, was 
strolling leisurel

itate, then turn into a building. Joe 
hurried along. 

He was really excited now. This 
looked like the

 a three-story flat building into which 
Mrs. Hedge had gone, and Joe, following, 
passed through a dark, gloomy hall, 
climbed stairs that were littered with dirt. 

He couldn’t guess which flat she had 
entered, so he decided to go on up the

ond flight of stairs. 
He had climbed just four steps when 

he heard the scream fr
s he took the remaining steps. 
The door of the flat was open when he 

reached the third floor landing, an
 Mrs. Hedge standing in the doorway. 

She screamed again. 
Joe looked over her shoulder. He 

couldn’t see anything
“What’s the matter?” he asked her. 
Mrs. Hedge opene
 shook so she didn’t seem to be able
r a word. She pointed back into the 

flat.  
Pushing past her, he saw a battered old 

table t
ished living room. And just beyond 

the table lay the body of a man. 
Joe couldn’t blame her for screaming. 

She must have been shocked to
n she had walked into the flat. Even 

Joe winced a little. No man could have 
taken a beating like the man on the floor 
had received—and lived. 

He had been bashed over the head and 
face—struck again and ag

is head was hardly more than pulp. Joe 
had seen Wilford Hedge’s picture—but it 
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couldn’t do him any good now. It would 
take someone who knew Hedge well to 
identify his body. 

On the floor at the right of the body 
was a brown bag, opened, empty. Joe took 
one

or of the flat across the 
way

’s all the 
yelp

 a special officer. You 
go call the cops. Ask for Lieutenant 

er. 

 I saw him—there 
on 

“You were expecting to meet him here, 
wer

ing here. You 
just ht—”  

anything 
abo

ad: 
 
 

from me. 
oned that 

if yo  didn’t know anything about this business it 
wou ou when the police questioned 
you.

can’t be much doubt that your husband 
was killed shortly before you got here, 
Mrs. Hedge,” he stated. “I never saw him. 
I kn

r determination. “I’ll try—

 the body on the floor. 

out him—
loo

 more survey of the setup, then went 
back into the hall. 

A very large man in shirtsleeves was 
coming from the do

. He had blond hair, and the skin of his 
face and arms was tough and leathery from 
exposure to weather. His teeth were 
yellowed, and the front of his shirt was 
spotted with tobacco drippings. 

“What’s the trouble in there?” he 
asked in a deep voice. “What

ing about?”  
“There’s been a murder,” Joe told him 

impassively. “I’m

Leonard and tell him that Joe Speer is 
here. He’ll know what it’s all about.”  

The big man hesitated, then turned, 
and ran down the stairs. 

Joe turned to Mrs. Hedge. Her eyes 
were rolling wildly. 

“It’s your husband, isn’t it, Mrs. 
Hedge?” Joe asked h

“I—I don’t know,” she moaned. “I 
nearly collapsed—when

the floor. I recognized the clothes—but 
his face was—so battered that I couldn’t—
”  

She broke off, sobbing uncontrollably. 

en’t you?” Joe pressed. 
She nodded her head. 
“You knew he was hid
 waited until you thoug
“No! No!” she interrupted, shaking her 

head vigorously. “I didn’t know 
ut it. Here. Read this. I found it under 

my front door this morning.”  
Joe Speer took the sheet of paper she 

removed from her purse. He re

Dearest Stella: 
I know you’ve been waiting to hear 

You know I wouldn’t let you down. I reas
u
ld be easier for y
 You could tell a straight story. 
The plain truth of it is that I got into a jam. I 

intended to pay back the money I took—but things 
just got more involved. So I decided I might as 
well do a good job of it and take plenty, enough to 
keep us the rest of our lives. I waited until I had the 
right opportunity, then made the most of it. 

Now I know you’ll do exactly as I say. Get 
your car and start out like you were just going on 
an errand. Make sure no one sees you leave. When 
you’re sure you’re in the clear, drive to 4768 
Sultan Street. Don’t park right in front. Come to 
the third floor flat on the right. Walk right in. 

I think the heat is off now, and that the cops 
think I have gone far away, and ditched you. You 
would have known better than that all the time. I’m 
so anxious to see you again, darling. 

All my love,  
W. 

 
Joe put the note in his pocket. “There 

ow his face will be hard, even for you, 
to recognize. But perhaps you can make 
sure from other things about him. I want 
you to look at him again just as soon as 
you feel able.” 

 
RS. HEDGE straightened a little. 
“It’s got to be done, I know,” she 

said, rallying he
M
now.”  

She turned and walked slowly into the 
flat. She shut her eyes for a moment, 
gripping her courage. Then she looked 
down at

“It—it must be Wilford,” she said in a 
low voice. “I know that suit. From his 
features—I couldn’t be sure—they are so 
disfigured. But everything ab

ks like Wilford.”  
There was not much else he could 

extract from Mrs. Hedge that would help 
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in the identification. So Joe made her take 
a chair, and remain seated in the hall, 
whi

here 
wer

’s 
mu

were covered with dust but Joe 
not

nce before. So Hedge must have 
con

money than in the 
find

outset. Joe told in detail 
wha

pany. 
Ma

rtment. If they 
che

o meet your husband. He didn’t 
wan

e shook his head doubtfully. 

 and 
turn

e some fingerprints, too,” 
Sta

n States 
Inv

le he went through the apartment. 
In the bedroom he found the big 

wardrobe trunk that Mrs. Hedge had 
noticed was missing after her husband had 
absconded. The trunk was empty, but t

e a lot of clothes hanging in the closet 
where Hedge had obviously put them. 
Some shirts and other furnishings were 
stowed in the drawers of an old dresser. 

As Joe went through the other rooms 
he wasn’t surprised when he found no 
trace of the missing hundred thousand. 
That had been the motive for Hedge

rder, of course. And it was obvious that 
the man who had killed Hedge had taken 
the cash from that brown bag in the living 
room. 

In the kitchen, Joe found signs that 
proved beyond a doubt that Hedge had 
eaten all his meals in the flat. Most of the 
dishes 

ed that one article of each set had been 
used. On closer inspection he found that 
two cups and two saucers had recently 
been washed. But there was only one clean 
plate. 

Evidently someone had visited Hedge 
and had a cup of coffee with him. Almost 
certainly the killer had been in this flat at 
least o

fided in someone. 
Joe frowned bitterly. That money 

would be harder to locate now than ever. 
His employers would be more interested in 
the recovery of the 

ing of Hedge’s body. And there didn’t 
seem to be a clue here as to who the killer 
might have been. 

Lieutenant Leonard, bristling and 
efficient, arrived in a few minutes. 
Leonard had been in charge of the case for 
the cops from the 

t had happened, and turned over the 
letter that Mrs. Hedge had received. 

“First, we’ve got to make absolutely 
sure that this is Hedge’s body,” Leonard 
announced. “I sent for John Staunton, the 
president of the Ten States Com

ybe he can make an identification. We 
can’t rely on Mrs. Hedge. 

“It’ll he easy to clinch it in the end 
because we have some of Hedge’s 
fingerprints from a briefcase and other 
personal things in his apa

ck with those of the body here that will 
tie it up for keeps.”  

Lieutenant Leonard questioned Mrs. 
Hedge again. She was unable to name any 
person who might have committed the 
murder. 

“Somebody worked pretty fast,” the 
lieutenant observed, frowned. “That 
somebody must have known that you were 
coming t

t that meeting to occur, possibly 
because he was afraid your husband might 
give you part of the money to keep. So he 
killed Hedge, took the money, and ran for 
it. Hedge hasn’t been dead more than an 
hour.”  

John Staunton, a straight, erect man 
with graying hair, arrived. At the request 
of Lieutenant Leonard he examined the 
body. H

“I can’t identify him, Lieutenant,” he 
said. “Not positively. It looks like Hedge. I 
think I remember that suit, too. But his 
face—” Staunton shuddered a little

ed away. 
“We’ll soon settle it,” Leonard 

promised. “We have some of Hedge’s 
fingerprints. We’ll check them.”  

“We hav
unton said. “I had almost forgotten that 

angle. We have a complete record of every 
man in the employ of the Te

estment Corporation, a history that 
covers every place he ever worked and all 
essential facts. Each employee is required 
to place his prints on a card and sign it. 
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I’m sure we have such a card on Wilford 
Hedge in our files.”  

“That’s fine. I’ll send a man over to 
your offices to get that card,” Leonard 
said. 

An hour later Joe Speer left the flat 
wit

the Ten States employment card and 
the 

dead man 
was

 
Her eyes were red, her shoulders 

s ready to go to him 
whe

 there was a man with him in 
that

me nervousness.”  

e weeks 
ago

had an idea it 
was

d faintly. 

ad a clue, but it turned 
out

s. Hedge?”  

lin’s Chop House 
on  to 
Ma

For Joe 
kne

h the officers. It didn’t take long to get 
convincing proof that the man was Hedge. 
Both 

prints taken from the Hedge apartment 
checked with those of the body. 

“We’ve got a pretty smart killer here, 
Joe,” Lieutenant Leonard remarked 
afterward. “I think he tried to gum things 
up, make us doubtful that the 

 Hedge. Maybe he didn’t know Mrs. 
Hedge was coming. Maybe he thought his 
victim would never be identified at all. If 
we hadn’t found out it was Hedge we’d 
still be looking for him and the killer 
would be sitting pretty with that hundred 
grand. As it is, we’re going to have a 
tough time even getting a lead to follow.” 

 
HAT afternoon Joe Speer went out to 
the Hedge apartment. Mrs. Hedge met 

him at the door and led him into her living
T 
room. 
drooped hopelessly. 

“I’m hoping you can help me a little, 
Mrs. Hedge,” he began. “I know that 
you’ll want the murderer of your husband 
brought to book.”  

“I do, Mr. Speer.” Her eyes flamed just 
a little. “I loved my husband. I’ll admit I 
would have been loyal to him—no matter 
what he did. I wa

n he sent for me—as I was certain he 
would. I want the killer caught and 
punished.”  

“The man who killed him must have 
known him,” Joe told her. “Now I’m 
pretty sure, from some evidence in the 
kitchen, that

 apartment. It may have been just a 
short visit that the man made. Surely you 

must have some idea whom your husband 
would have confided in.”  

“I don’t,” she denied. “I have no idea 
at all who it might have been. My husband 
never hinted to me that he was going to do 
what he did.”  

“But didn’t you notice something 
unusual in his behavior at times?” Joe 
insisted. “A man about to do such a thing 
would show so

Mrs. Hedge sat back and looked very 
thoughtful for a moment. 

“I did notice that he acted a bit upset,” 
she finally admitted. “Two or thre

. He stayed out late at night, said it was 
business affairs. But I 

n’t.” 
“Didn’t you find out what he was 

doing, why he stayed out late?” 
“No, I never did find out,” she replied, 

and smile
“But you tried. You tried to follow 

him, see where he went?”  
“No. I simply went through his 

clothes. I thought I h
 that I didn’t have.”  
“What did you find, Mr
“Just some match books,” she replied. 

“Three times I found a match book with 
the advertising of Mack

it. I played detective myself. I went
cklin’s a few times and watched for 

him. But I was disappointed. It was a quiet 
place. Conservative and expensive. So I 
decided that my husband had got those 
match books by lunching there 
occasionally. And I never did find out 
where he spent those evenings.”  

Joe Speer tried to make his shrug 
casual and nonchalant. But he had better 
than a hunch that Wilford Hedge had done 
more than lunch at Macklin’s. 

w that the chop house was no more 
than a front for a rather elaborate gambling 
establishment on an upper floor. 

Here was the lead Joe Speer had been 
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looking for. No wonder Hedge had 
borrowed money from his firm if he had 
been bucking Dave Macklin’s games. And 
if Hedge had owed Macklin dough, 

 Macklin’s 
plac

r men 
ually unattractive faces sat in 

poration. A hundred grand. 
Cas

 much did he take 
you

p off to you?”  
nant 

Leonard ask the questions, Macklin. I 

 would send a 
cou

h you 
if h

at he stole.”  

 color, fella. 
Of 

telling me that Hedge is 
dea

 Macklin. The 
que

on him to pay. So the cops may 
figu

ead—I’m in a spot. I didn’t 
kno

eard the radio. 
Wh

pped me at my 
apa

but I can’t 
pro

f a Hedge ate into me for eight 
gra

new he was cashier at the Ten 

Macklin would have put plenty of pressure 
on him, and probably threatened to expose 
him to the firm if he didn’t pay off. 

Macklin would know all the answers. 
If he was on the inside of this, it would 
have been a cinch for him to kill Hedge 
and grab that hundred grand.  

Perfunctorily, Joe questioned Mrs. 
Hedge a few minutes longer, then excused 
himself and left, At four o’clock that 
afternoon he went to Dave

e, climbed two flights of .stairs, and 
entered the open door of an office,  

 
ACKLIN sat at a flat-topped desk. I 
He was a tall, heavy-framed man 

with a long, hard face. Two othe
M 
with eq
chairs that were tipped back against the 
wall at Macklin’s right. Macklin looked up 
and frowned.  

“I’m Joe Speer,” Joe announced easily. 
“I represent some insurance companies. 
We’ve got to cover a loss of the Ten States 
Investment Cor

hier by the name of Wilford Hedge 
blew with the dough.”  

“What about it?” Macklin growled. 
“I understand you took a loss on 

Hedge, too, Macklin. Hedge bucked your 
games, didn’t he? How

 for?”  
Macklin leaned back in his chair. 
“If he took me for anything, it’s my 

private business,” he said nastily. “Why 1 
should I po

“Maybe you’d rather have Lieute

haven’t tipped him yet what I found out. 
Maybe if I did, Leonard

ple of his heavies up after you.”  
“So what? He couldn’t lay a finger on 

me just because a guy happens to owe me 
a little dough.”  

“No, but he could certainly pinc
e got the hunch that you evened the 

score by taking away from Hedge that 
hundred grand th

Macklin’s head jerked a little. “You 
mean you think I might have helped 
Hedge lam with that money—and taken a 
cut of it? You’re on the wrong

course, I know Hedge absconded. But I 
wasn’t in on it. I don’t have the slightest 
idea where he is.” 

“You mean you don’t know which 
morgue they took him to?”  

Dave Macklin stiffened in his chair. 
“Morgue! Are you 

d?”  
“That’s the general idea,
stion is—is it news to you? Hedge 

owed you gambling debts. You put 
pressure 

re that you helped him lam on the 
promise he’d square with you. The cops 
will certainly work on you when they find 
all this out.”  

Macklin reached up and loosened his 
collar with his right hand. 

“You’re telling me,” he said hoarsely. 
“If Hedge is d

w it. Just got up an hour ago. Haven’t 
even seen a paper or h

en was Hedge killed?”  
“About eight this morning. I suppose 

you’re covered for that hour.”  
Macklin grimaced bitterly. “The devil 

of it is I ain’t. The boys dro
rtment about five this morning. I went 

right to bed and stayed there—
ve it.”  
“You’ll never need an alibi more, 

Macklin.”  
“Don’t I know it,” Macklin groaned. 

“That rat o
nd—I got an LO.U. Sure I tried to 

collect it. I k
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Sta

klin countered quickly. “As a 
mat

a m

ok me in to 
that

Hedge 
and

ed. “I’m going to beat Leonard to it. 
I’m

traight. I want 
that

bout the kill? Ready to go to 
s with an air of outraged 

 had looked. If 
he 

ust in time to see the 
man

y. 

at murder was pretty sudden, too, 
Mis

end another night in a 
dum t me. 
We

ks murdered people 
com

. I So I had to go borrow a truck 
and

illed had a 
hun

ed and looked for it 
tonight.”  

tes. I figured he was a big shot with 
some real dough. But when I checked I 
found all he had was a five thousand 
salary. This Ten States company is owned 
by a syndicate. They operate in a lot of 
cities. Hedge was no more than a glorified 
bookkeeper for them. I knew he couldn’t 
pay off.”  

“You mean he couldn’t pay off 
without stealing,” Joe amended. 

“I never asked him to rob any till for 
me,” Mac

ter of fact when I found out how he 
stood I agreed to let him pay me a hundred 

onth on account. That’s the way things 
stood when he powdered. The rat crossed 
me as well as his company.”  

“Maybe, Macklin,” Joe told him. “But 
you still need an alibi for the kill.”  

Macklin’s eyes glinted shrewdly. “And 
you need some evidence to ho

 kill,” he retorted. “There are plenty of 
others who might have got next to 

 taken his dough away from him and 
bumped him. You can’t pin this job on 
me.” 

Suddenly Macklin rose, grabbed his 
hat from a rack on the wall. 

“You know what I’m gonna do,” he 
snapp

 going right down to Headquarters and 
give him my story, give it s

 killer caught myself. I’m smart 
enough to know the heat is on me till he is 
caught.”  

Joe went down to the street with him, 
watched as Macklin got in his car and 
drove off. 

 
AS Macklin bluffing? Had he been 
sitting there, waiting for someone to 

brace him a
W 
the cop
innocence? It was true, as Macklin had 
said, that others might have found out 
where Hedge was hiding. 

Joe suddenly remembered the big man 
with the yellowed teeth who had lived in 
the flat next to Hedge. That man might 
have been smarter than he

had recognized Hedge from newspaper 
pictures, he might have got ideas. A 
workman like that might easily, go in for a 
bludgeoning job, too. 

When Joe Speer drove out to 4768 
Sultan Street, there was a truck parked in 
front of the building, with furniture 
stacked in it. Joe was j

 with the yellowed teeth climb into the 
truck and drive away. Joe trailed it for two 
miles, until it parked before another flat 
building in a poor section of the city. 

The big man entered the building, a 
few minutes later reappearing with a man 
and a woman, and they all began to unload 
the furniture. 

Joe got out of his car, strolled up to 
them. 

“You decided to move very suddenly,” 
Joe said quietl

It was the woman who answered. 
“Th
ter,” she said solemnly. “You think 

I’m going to sp
p where there was a murder? No

’re moving in with my sister till we can 
find another place.”  

The big man with the yellow teeth 
grinned. 

“It’s ghosts she’s afraid of,” he 
chuckled. “She thin

e back and haunt the place where they 
was killed

 move out of that place.”  
“I didn’t have to urge you none,” she 

taunted him shrilly. “All the yellow in you 
ain’t on your teeth.”  

“The man who was k
dred thousand dollars with him,” Joe 

reminded them. “It’s still missing. Maybe 
you should have stay
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“Not me, Mister,” she said hollowly. “I 
wouldn’t touch dead man’s things. Just 
last night I saw that man with my own 
eyes. Saw him carrying a big trunk up into 
his flat.” 

“Carrying a trunk!” Joe exclaimed. 
“Are you sure about that? I thought the 
trunk had been in his flat several days.”  

“It hadn’t!” the woman denied stoutly. 
“I saw him carrying it up. Another man 
was

ed pretty slick. I 
thin

fits 
him

g had been 
rem

 it. Joe wondered darkly if he had 
ove

edge had been killed just 
an 

rters and 
onc

O
rtment building, and 

wen
f the Ten 

s company, stood waiting. 

rge, well-
furn

 asked. 

ht I was pretty 
sma

ultan Street. But I 
was

art of the scheme. Mrs. 
Hed

 from 
him

 helping him too. It was heavy and I 
felt the floor shake a little when they 
dropped it in the room.”  

“Can you describe the man who helped 
to carry the trunk?” Joe asked tensely. 

“Didn’t see his face. Had his hat down 
over his eyes—like the other one. But he 
was a big, tall man. Dress

k he had a narrow chin.”  
Dave Macklin! The description 
 to a T.  
Joe didn’t waste a minute in driving 

back to Sultan Street. The door of the flat 
was unlocked, and everythin

oved. But Joe went looking for that 
trunk. 

He didn’t find it. Telephone calls 
established that the police thought Mrs. 
Hedge had sent for the trunk. Mrs. Hedge 
said that she thought that the police were 
holding

rlooked a bet. If may be that hundred 
thousand could possibly had been hidden 
in a secret compartment in the big 
wardrobe trunk. 

That trunk kept worrying Joe. He 
considered other possibilities. The woman 
had said that the trunk seemed very heavy. 
Yet it couldn’t have contained the body of 
Hedge because H

hour before he was found. And the 
trunk had been carried up the night before, 
and Hedge had been carrying it. 

Finally, Joe went down to the morgue 
and took another careful look at the body. 
Meticulously, he examined the suit, noted 

the name of the tailor and paid the tailor a 
visit. Then he went to Headqua

e more examined Lieutenant Leonard’s 
findings. 

By the next afternoon Joe had 
developed a theory. 

Late that night he took a plane for 
Toledo. He was gone two days. 

 
E SPEER walked through the lobby 

of a modern apaJ
t up to the sixth floor. He rang at a 

door. John Staunton, president o
Sta

“Come right in, Speer,” he greeted. “I 
was just getting ready to go out for the 
evening when you called, but I can spare a 
few minutes.”  

Joe followed him into a la

te

ished living room and took the chair 
that Staunton indicated. 

“You’ve got something new on the 
case?” Staunton

“I’ve found out I was badly fooled in 
same respects,” Joe replied without 
preliminaries. “I thoug

rt when I managed to follow Mrs. 
Hedge to that flat on S

n’t smart. She played me for a sucker. 
She knew I would trail her. She led me 
straight to murder. Her screams, her 
supposed shock at the finding of the body 
were all faked. 

“I fell for the play. She did a nice a bit 
of acting. Hedge had actually written the 
note she produced. That note seemed to 
clear her of any knowledge of his crime. 
That was all p

ge was in on it from the first.”  
“This is astounding,” Staunton 

exclaimed. “You mean you think Mrs. 
Hedge was working with the gambler, 
Macklin? That she knew Macklin had 
killed Hedge and taken the money

?”  
“Macklin was a red herring,” Joe 
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snapped. “It was true that Hedge had 
bucked Macklin’s games and owed him 
eight grand. It looked bad for Macklin. 
Particularly when a woman who lived in 
that

idn’t have any alibi. Now I 
wou

o the job 
him

o revolve around Macklin,” 
Sta

ho 
plan

ll guy.”  

ton. But she 
kne

ad been in that flat several days. 
Wh

coat of that suit 
wer s to be 
not

t explained 
the 

 that Hedge carried up to 
his 

o, Ohio,” Joe 
ans

n read 
alou

ar. Apply Room 923, Elton Bldg. at 7:00 
P. M. 

ho resembled him so closely that he 
 be used in the fake?”  

ore Hedge 

 building said she had seen a man of 
Macklin’s description helping Hedge carry 
a trunk up to that flat the evening before 
the murder.”  

“Macklin must have been at the 
bottom of it,” Staunton noted. 

“It looked that way. There was just one 
thing that made me think that Macklin was 
innocent. He d

ldn’t put murder past Dave Macklin. 
But he wouldn’t have to d

self. He could get a dozen men to do 
the job for him. And, if he committed a 
murder, he’d be very careful to see that he 
had an alibi that would be fool-proof 
before a jury. 

“But Macklin admitted he had no alibi 
at all. With a guy like him that was fair 
evidence that he hadn’t been in on it.”  

“But, from what you say, the whole 
thing seemed t

unton objected. 
“On the surface. But it really revolved 

around Mrs. Hedge. She was the one w
ted the clues of the match books that 

led me to Macklin. She was setting 
Macklin up as the fa

“You don’t mean that you think Mrs. 
Hedge murdered her own husband, took 
the money, then led you right back to his 
body?”  

“Not exactly that, Staun
w the body was in the flat when she 

walked in and cut loose with a scream. It 
was that trunk that got me to thinking. 
Hedge h

ere had the trunk been in the 
meantime? Why didn’t Hedge have it with 
him when he moved in?”  

“Why?” Staunton repeated.  
“I got the answer shortly. I went down 

to the morgue and took another look at the 

dead man and his things. I noticed one 
thing. The sleeves of the 

e very short, so short a
iceable. Yet the suit had been tailored 

for Hedge. No tailor would have made 
sleeves that short. I checked with the tailor 
and he said he’d never made sleeves that 
short for anyone. Here was evidence that 
the dead man was not Hedge.” 

“But the fingerprints? All the other 
identification?”  

“If the dead man wasn’t Hedge, the 
identification evidence was all planted,” 
Joe went on. “That added up. I

trunk business. There wasn’t a dead 
man in the trunk

flat. There was a live man. The stooge 
that was to be murdered in the morning 
and substituted for Hedge.”  

“But where could a man be found who 
would be so much like Hedge that he 
could be planted in his place?” Staunton 
asked, his eyes wide with disbelief. 

“He was found in Toled
wered readily. “Take a look at this.” 
Staunton stared at the clipping that Joe 

Speer shoved across the table. It was a 
clipping from a newspaper. Staunto

d: 
 
Wanted—Man about forty years of age. Must 

have black hair and black eyes. Dark complexion, 
rather small face. Weight about one sixty. Height 
five feet, seven inches. Pleasant work doubling for 
movie st

 
TAUNTON looked up, obviously 
puzzled. “You think Hedge went to 

Toledo, put this ad in the paper, found a 
man w

S
coul

“That’s the way the stooge was found, 
Staunton. That poor devil thought he had 
tumbled into a swell job. He thought he 
was being entertained when he was in 
Hedge’s apartment bef

d
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van

n Sultan Street so 
that he could be murdered in the 

ey didn’t do it alone. There 
was

  

 the description 
could just as well fit another man. I 
che

f days 
at a

heck on it.”  

clared grimly. “It 
fitte

posed business 
trip

hat 
ffi

o borrow heavily from your 
own

w 
fing

 been using your ration books, 
Sta

ts. Who’s been eating that stuff 
her

as it showed around 
the 

ipped out his 
gun

Joe 

ished. He didn’t realize that he was 
putting his fingerprints on a lot of Hedge’s 
personal things, laying the foundation for 
the fake identification.  

“In the days that followed he didn’t 
dream that he was just being nursed along 
until the time came for him to be tied and 
gagged and stuffed in that trunk and 
carried up to the flat o

o

morning.”  
“You mean that Hedge and Mrs. 

Hedge planned out this whole thing long 
in advance? That they had this substitute 
under cover all the time?”  

“No. Th
 an assistant. That was the man that the 

woman saw helping with the trunk the 
night before the murder.”  

“You mean—Macklin?”
“A man who resembled Macklin only 

in his general build,” Joe corrected. 
“At first I was sure it was Macklin. 

Then it occurred to me that

cked that other man. I found he had 
been absent from the city a couple o

bout the time the stooge was picked up 
in Toledo. 

“That’s what made me tumble as to 
how the stooge had been located. I went to 
the library, ran through the want ad 
columns of Toledo papers. Then I went to 
Toledo to c

Staunton’s face was now ashen as he 
stared wildly at Joe Speer. 

“Yes, that description that the woman 
gave me fitted another man as well as it 
fitted Macklin,” Joe de

d you, Staunton. 1 found that you had 
been out of town on a sup

 to the home office of the Ten States. 
But you hadn’t been at the home office. 
You went to Toledo, put that ad in the 
paper. It was you who got the stooge.”  

“I was never in Toledo in my life,” 

Staunton denied hoarsely. 
“The manager of the Elton building 

and his secretary both identified your 
picture as that of the man who rented t

ce, Staunton. I had checked you further 
before I left. 

“You weren’t a rich man. You didn’t 
own but five shares of Ten States stock. 
You were just like Hedge. The stock 
market hooked you for plenty and you 
were forced t

 company on notes that you forged. 
“Then you discovered that Hedge was 

short, too. Together you worked out this 
slick scheme to have this man killed and 
identified as Hedge. It was easy to 
substitute that card with the ne

erprints on it. With Hedge pronounced 
dead by the police, the heat would be off 
him and he’d have that hundred grand in 
the clear.”  

“It’s a lie! Every word of it! Why, you 
haven’t even proof that Hedge is still 
alive,” Staunton shouted. “You can’t prove 
a thing!”  

“You’ve
unton. Buying fresh meat and canned 

stuff and bringing it up here to your 
apartment. Yet you’ve had all your meals 
at restauran

e? Is it Hedge?”  
Before the words were out of his 

mouth, Joe had his answer. He had been 
keeping an eye on a door that led to the 
rear of the apartment. Now he saw the 
dark face of Hedge 

jamb, saw the gun that was thrust out 
for a quick aim, and a shot. 

Joe dived under the table just as the 
gun exploded. And the shot flew over his 
head to thud into the wall behind him. 

Hedge was running from the doorway 
toward the table as Joe wh

 and fired a true shot into Hedge’s 
knee. Yelling, stumbling Hedge caught at 
the table to keep from falling and 
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swi

r. In less than a 
min

 
thro

Joe told him. “And 
I w

t. This 
apa

t we 
wer

inutes 
they

en they laid it out on the table. 

he s

ftly hooked him around the waist with 
a viselike right arm, turned him around, 
and looked for Staunton. 

But Staunton wasn’t the fighting type. 
As Hedge had fired, he had sprinted for 
that rear hall. Joe got no more than a 
glimpse of his coat-tail as he disappeared. 

Staunton didn’t get fa
ute, two cops had brought him back 

into the room. Another one appeared with 
Mrs. Hedge. And there was Lieutenant 
Leonard brisk and businesslike coming

ugh the front door. 
“You said you’d call me at the first 

sign of trouble, Joe,” he grumbled. 
“There wasn’t any sign of trouble till 

Hedge poked his gun through the doorway 
and took a shot at me,” 

asn’t even sure he was in the apartment 
till then. But my guess was righ

rtment was the real hideout. 
“Staunton kept the stooge here after 

Hedge vanished. Staunton doped, tied and 
gagged him, put him in the trunk, got the 
trunk to Sultan Street, where he and Hedge 

 

carried it up to the flat. Then Hedge came 
right back here after the murder, and I 
doubt he’s left the apartment since.”  

“That’s it,” Leonard agreed. “They 
thought they were in the clear, though

e still chasing Macklin or the vapory 
killer they had created. So Mrs. Hedge 
thought she was safe in slipping in here to 
spend an evening with her late lamented 
husband. Hedge probably thought his best 
bet was to kill you and then the three of 
them would run for it.” 

Already the cops were searching the 
apartment, and in less than ten m

 found that hundred grand on a shelf 
in a closet. 

Lieutenant Leonard stared at the 
currency wh

“The companies you represent are darn 
lucky to get that hundred grand back, Joe,” 

aid. “And I’m going to tell them so. If 
they don’t give you a nice bonus for this 
job it won’t be because I didn’t give them 
a strong enough hint.” 


