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The Hawkeye Hawkshaw Runs 
Smack into a Baffling Hold-Up 

Case—and Gets Stuck in a 
Medical Bottleneck! 

 
R. WILLIAM KLUMP, 
president of the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency, stood in front 

of a hash house of the better variety on 
Madison Avenue, waiting for Gertie 
Mudgett. Willie had on his best blue serge 
suit, but he still did not look like a man 
about town, unless the name of the town 
was Cucumber Crossing, Vermont. 

Willie wore a green and purple 
topcoat, a pair of light yellow wide-toed 
shoes and a mustard-colored hat. Certainly 
Willie looked nothing like a manhunter. 

“If you got a fireman’s hat on an’ are 
carryin’ a hose,” Willie would ask you, 
“people know you are goin’ to a fire, don’t 
they? A detective who looks like one can’t 
fool nobody.”  

Gertie appeared just an hour late. At 
first Willie did not recognize her. 

“I beg pardon,” Willie sniffed, when 
the doll bid him good evening, “I do not 
talk to strange women.”  
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“Listen, banjo-eyes,” Gertie said, “it is 
me. No wonder, though, as you haven’t 
never seen my new fur coat. Three hun’red 
dollars, Willie, an’ it took me a year to 
save the first two payments.”  

“Wow!” Willie gushed. “It is you, 
ain’t it? What kind is it?”  

“Muskrats that are dyed,” Gertie said.  
“No?” Willie said. “I would sure like 

to see you walkin’ around covered with a 
live ones. And watch your grammar, 
Gertie, as it is gettin’ worse all the time.”  

“D-y-e-d, you nitwit,” Gertie said. 
“Let’s eat, as I am awful hungry.”  

After annihilating two blue plate 
specials, Willie and Gert went to a flicker 
show. Gertie kept her coat on all during 
the show so that not a single person in the 
audience could miss getting a gander at it. 
And when she left the cinema bazaar, she 
looked as wilted as a petunia that has been 
seven days without water. 

Three beers put her back on her feet 
and then Willie walked her home. Thirty-
eight blocks. 

“You are gettin’ cheaper by the 
minute,” Gertie told Willie. “Me with a fur 
coat an’ no taxi. Hmph.”  

“I was unfortunate with an 
investment,” Willie complained. “So, I am 
a little short. The feller told me my 
thousand bucks would triple itself in a 
week if I put it in an oil well. I should of 
stopped to think, though. The stock 
certificate said the wells was in Rhode 
Island. Well, good night.”  

“You are a dope, Willie,” Gertie said. 
“Nobody should give you money, as it 
does not stay with you longer than a fat 
woodchuck stays with a hungry wolf. . .”  

“I need a case bad,” Willie said, as he 
sat in his little office early the next 
morning. There was on letter on the desk 
in front of him. It was an ad glorifying the 
virtues of a cure for athlete’s foot, and said 
that no detective could get anywhere with 

such a malady. 
 

ILLIE did not feel so good. His 
eyes were watering and there was a 

tight feeling under his wishbone. He kept 
blowing his bugle with his handkerchief 
and drying out his peepers. 

“Somethin’ ails me,” Willie gulped. 
He could breathe in all right, but somehow 
his bellows kicked at releasing the stale 
oxygen. Willie felt as if he would strangle 
any minute and the goose bumps came out 
all over him. 

“It would be awful to die alone,” 
Willie choked out. “Ugh-ugh! I would 
settle for double pneumonia right now.” 
He dried his big eyes once more, grabbed 
his topcoat and went out of there in a 
hurry. 

There seemed to be quite a to-do going 
on outside an apartment building six 
blocks away, but Willie was suffering too 
much to care what was going on. He went 
up to the fifth floor and read a name on a 
door. Doctor Felix Q. Quackenbush. 
Willie barged in and found the waiting 
room filled. 

“Do you mind, everybody,” Willie 
asked squeakily, “if I see the doc first, as I 
am in a critical condition.”  

“Sit down an’ shut up,” a citizen said. 
“Why, what are you doin’ here, 

Satchelfoot?” Willie asked after a fit of 
coughing and strangling. 

“Got a guy in there gettin’ patched up 
in a hurry, bug-eyes,” the Headquarters 
dick yelped. “He got slugged and 
swallowed some teeth an’ can’t talk until 
the doc reaches down an’ gets them out of 
his tonsils. He is our only witness, Willie.”  

“Of what?”  
“Where have you been?” Satchelfoot 

sneered. “A murder and robbery just took 
place at the Culpepper Cosmetic factory 
over on the waterfront. Some crooks held 
up the paymaster an’ got eleven Gs or 
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better. The paymaster is already in a 
bassinet at the morgue. I got the key to the 
case right in there in the doc’s office, so 
you sit there an’ wait.”  

“A crime? A big crime happens, an’ 
me feelin’ like I am! Oh, I don’t never get 
a break. If it started rainin’ free beer 
checks right now, I would suddenly lose 
both hands. Ugh-ugh-nyung-g-g-gg-g-g.”  

“You sound in awful shape, Willie,” 
Satchelfoot Kelly said. “I almost feel sorry 
for you.”  

“I think I won’t last long, Satchelfoot,” 
Willie groaned after he had finally 
grabbed a breath. “Tell the doc to hurry.”  

When Satchelfoot’s patient emerged, 
Willie could not see him. Willie’s eyes 
were watering and there were little imps 
inside his throat, and they were all 
working on his tissues with nutmeg 
graters. The private detective got up and 
stumbled into the doctor’s office, 
oblivious to the indignant remarks that 
showered down upon him from the other 
patients. 

“You are not the next patient,” the 
M.D. bridled. “You did not even make an 
appointment.”  

“I am dyin’!” Willie gushed out. 
“All right, sit down!” the doctor 

growled. “You got a kind of asthma. You 
are allergic to something you have eaten, 
no doubt. A shot of adrenalin and you will 
snap out of it. You know what an allergy 
is?”  

“Well, I remember in school we read 
about one in a country churchyard,” Willie 
forced out. “A poet named Grey wrote it. 
Is this a quiz program? I’m dyin’!”  

The adrenalin went into Willie’s 
system and worked fast. The president of 
the Hawkeye detective agency got up and 
almost kissed the M.D. 

“It is a miracle!” Willie said. “Am I 
cured so quick?”  

“Until you eat what you are allergic to 

again,” the doctor said. “What did you eat 
since yesterday mornin’?”  

Willie told him. 
“Eat the same things for the next 

couple of days, Mr. Klump. Leave out one 
thing every day. We will narrow it down 
to one item. Ten dollars please.” 

 
AVING escaped what he thought 
would have been a quick, albeit 

painful demise, Willie hurried down to 
Police Headquarters to get what data he 
could on the Culpepper Cosmetic 
business. 

Satchelfoot Kelly and his satellites 
would not allow Willie to step into the 
inner sanctums of the grill room. Willie 
did not get any further than a desk 
sergeant. But there was a garrulous 
newspaper scribe present who knew 
Willie.  

“It took place about eight forty-five, 
see?” the reporter said. “An armored car 
leaves the dough at the office of the 
paymaster an’ when the jaloppy pulls out, 
in comes another boiler with five guys in 
it. The cops think one of them was a doll 
dressed up. Because they found a cigarette 
butt that smelled like it was carried in a 
perfumed cigarette case, see?” 

“Another bobbed-hair bandit,” Willie 
said. “Go on, this is exciting.”  

“The hoods start shootin’ before askin’ 
questions, and the paymaster gets snuffed 
out before he can stow the sugar into a 
strong-box. The employees was just 
gettin’ to the factory and one of them 
thought he got a good look at one of the 
hold-up guys just before he was banged in 
the teeth with the stock of a typewriter.”  

“What did he say the character looked 
like?” Willie asked, all agog. 

“He found out he wa’n’t sure about ten 
minutes ago,” the police reporter replied. 
“Kelly is burnin’. They are goin’ to hold 
the citizen in the infirmary for awhile, and 
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then put some cops on his tail when they 
finally let him go. Can you lend me two 
bucks, Klump?”  

Willie could. The touch left him with 
eleven dollars in his pockets. 

“The payroll was insured of course,” 
the scribbler said. “The company will pay 
five hundred bucks for any information, 
etc. If the cops work slow, the pot will be 
jacked up another five Cs maybe. Thanks 
for the two bucks. Oh, the getaway sedan 
was an apricot color.”  

Willie Klump went uptown and 
entered his office. He took the ingredients 
for a late breakfast out of his safe, boiled a 
couple of eggs over some canned heat. 

“Five criminals and one a doll,” Willie 
scribbled on a sheet of note paper. “A 
sedan the color of apricots. Number Two. 
The crooks will spray the boiler as soon as 
they get to their hideout, so what 
difference does it make what color it was? 
Maybe there are six million women in 
New York and two million smoke so what 
is the clue Satchelfoot has got? 

“Number Three. All Kelly has, is a 
witness who is not sure. I will find out his 
name and cultivate him, and will not tell 
him I am a detective. I could use five 
hundred dollars. Who couldn’t?”  

Willie spread out the first edition of an 
evening journal and read all about the 
terrible crime on the front page. The 
taxpayer who had had his dental assembly 
wrecked was named Williard Wunch, and 
he worked as a shipping clerk at the 
Culpepper enterprises. Willie jotted down 
Williard’s name and address, and put it in 
his pocket. 

Three days went by and the Finest 
could not even pick up a single clue. 
Willie, his opulence getting down to the 
level of a Bowery bum, took the bull by 
the horns and went down to the cosmetic 
factory to shadow Willard Wunch. Willie 
trailed his quarry to a humble 

neighborhood bordering on the Chelsea 
district. 

The private dick stepped out of an 
alleyway and reached into his pocket to 
get a licorice drop, when two shots rang 
out! 

A bullet scorched Willie’s left 
eyebrow and bounced off the wall. On its 
way back, it took a piece out of Willie’s 
sleeve. Bullet Number Two nicked one of 
the slewfoot’s ribs before Willie could 
dive toward a shadow. He tripped, and felt 
his face act as a cow-catcher as he slid all 
the way to the backdoor of an old beanery. 

Willie got up, pawing old onion skins, 
blue plate leavings, off his face. Then two 
men jumped on him.  

“Got him, Al,” a gruff voice said, and 
the owner of it pushed Willie’s face back 
into some garbage again. “Frisk the baby.” 

“No gun on him,” another voice 
snapped. “Must have throwed it away 
when he ran. Let’s take him down.”  

“What is the meanin’ of this?” Willie 
roared. 

“Now don’t go tellin’ us you are an 
innocent man,” the huskiest of the two 
attackers growled. “More of them are 
arrested, aren’t they? You figgered to 
bump off Wunch? Where’s the Betsy?” 

 
ILLIE’S face was a mess. He had a 
piece of grapefruit rind in his throat 

and it choked him. He was deposited in a 
cell in the nearest precinct station before 
he became articulate. 

“Get me a lawyer!” Willie howled. 
“Call up the commissioner! I am a private 
detective named William Klump! Call up 
Gertie Mudgett! Get Satchelfoot Kelly 
downtown!”  

“Anythin’ else you want, dearie?” the 
detective asked. “Awright, maybe you are 
what you say. We was trailin’ Wunch to 
protect him from torpedoes as he might 
remember what a certain guy looked like 
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most any time now. So we see you go after 
a Roscoe an’. . . .”  

Satchelfoot Kelly came uptown to 
identify Willie. 

“That’s him,” Kelly laughed. “Let the 
jeep out, boys. Who cured you of what 
you had, Willie? I was hopin’ the disease 
was not a trivial thing, like hardenin’ of 
the arteries.”  

“What I am wishing you would catch, 
Satchelfoot,” Willie Klump said bitingly, 
“would make you a skeleton overnight. I 
hope it is foot and mouth disease, as they 
are the two biggest things about you.”  

“It is only animals that can catch that,” 
Kelly said. 

“I was right the first time,” said Willie. 
“Yeah? Well, I’m through kiddin’, 

see?” Kelly roared. “Keep out from under 
my feet on this case or I will steal your tin 
badge and make you eat it. An’ don’t use 
my name any more!”  

“Nor mine neither!” a feminine voice 
called out from the doorway. “Well, how 
much bail, Willie? You get into the 
darnedest messes.”  

“Wow, what a benny!” Kelly said. 
“Let’s me an’ you step out some place, 
Gert. They will think I’m with a 
debutante.”  

Gertie Mudgett said no, as she had to 
make sure Willie got home all right and 
was locked in when he got there. 

It was the next morning that Willie 
woke up with another attack from an 
allergy, and he got down to see Doctor 
Quackenbush before he choked to death. 

“Well, did you do like I said?” the 
M.D. asked. “There must something left 
you keep eating that you shouldn’t.”  

“Look,” Willie said. “I have got down 
to the nap on the table cloth and maybe 
that does it. I cut out pot roast, mashed 
potaters, turnips, carrots, bread, gravy, pie 
and dill pickles. If it keeps up, I will starve 
anyways, so just let me die of what I got.”  

“Don’t get stubborn, Klump. You got 
to co-operate with me.” The doc jabbed 
some more adrenalin into Willie’s arm. It 
was sooner putting Willie back to normal, 
when the door broke open and in came a 
citizen with the same trouble as Willie had 
been getting. 

“Help, Doc!” the character said. “I ab 
dyid. I cad’t breathe ad by dose ad 
throat—”  

“It must be an epidemic,” Willie said. 
William Klump waited outside, for he 

wished to make the acquaintance of a 
fellow-sufferer. The patient came out with 
a blissful look in his lamps and he asked 
Willie if he did not think Quackenbush 
was a miracle man. 

“What do you think you are allergic 
to?” Willie asked. “I’m tryin’ to find out 
myself. You an’ me should be frien’s, 
huh?”  

“Shake, pal,” the character said. “The s 
name is—er—Jameson Juke. Promoter. 
How are ya?”  

“I am William Klump,” Willie said. 
“I—er—am in the trailer business.”  

“Might buy one some day, pal. Me an’ 
the doll might want to go cross country. 
Say, why not come up an’ meet Tessie. 
She an’ me’s goin’ out to sip a couple. 
You got a wife or a girl frien’?”  

 
HE Hawkeye sleuth called up Gertie 
Mudgett, and Gertie was thrilled at 

going out somewhere to show off her dyed 
muskrat. 

“Meet me in Times Square,” Willie 
told her. 

“Why not Columbus Circle or 
Rockefeller Center?” Gertie sniffed over 
the phone. “It would be easier. What place 
on Times Square, huh?”  

Juke and Willie and their girl friends 
got together in Jameson Juke’s apartment 
up on 104th street. When Tessie saw 
Gertie’s wrap, she grunted.  

T
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“I got one just like it, kid,” Tessie said. 
“So I can’t wear mine tonight. I’ll put on 
the mink.”  

“Or the Persian lamb,” Juke said. “I 
give Tessie a new fur coat every birthday 
an’ Chris-mas an’ St. Valentine’s day. I 
ain’t no piker.”  

“Gee!” Gertie Mudgett said. “Who are 
you, mister? What bank did you rob?”  

“She’s a great kidder,” Willie grinned. 
“Don’t mind her, pal.” 

The foursome went to a tavern across 
the Hudson and Juke paid the tariff. Willie 
and Juke talked about their allergies as 
they ate. 

“I will eat pot roast tonight,” Willie 
said. “An’ carrots and turnips an’ lettuce, 
as I cut them out before.”  

“The doc says he thinks mine comes 
from mushrooms on planked steaks,” Juke 
said. “As that is all I eat twice a day. So 
t’night I’ll eat sweet breads an’ see if I 
can’t stay healthy.”  

“Oh, shut up,” Tessie said. “You are 
worst than dames talkin’ about their 
operations. Let’s gallop, Willie.”  

Very soon the blond Tessie returned to 
the table and fell into her chair. 

“What a livin’ that slug could make 
stampin’ juice out of grapes over in 
France,” she said, jabbing a thumb toward 
Willie. “For a minute I thought the floor 
was on fire an’ he was stampin’ out the 
flames.”  

“Who asked you .to dance with him?” 
Gertie yipped. “Willie’s just as graceful as 
your boy friend. An’ you lay off Willie.”  

“Oh, you want to make somethin’ out 
of it, dearie,” Tessie said. “Awright.”  

“Think you’re snooty with all them fur 
coats, don’t you?” Gertie countered. 
“Better than me, maybe? Well, if you want 
a hand full of knuckles in that paint job of 
yours, you asked for it.”  

“H-hey!” Willie said. “Don’t fight 
here.”  

“Let’s take ‘em to a place where they 
can have it out, Klump,” Juke grinned. 

“Ah—er—if you do not mind,” Willie 
said, “I think my trouble is comin’ on. If 
you’ll excuse me an’ Gertie. It was awful 
good to see you, an’ thanks for 
everythin’.”  

“Okay,” Juke said. “Be seein’ you, 
Willie.”  

“Nerts!” Tessie said. 
Willie took Gertie back across the 

river and took her to a lunch-wagon before 
he saw her to her door. There was an early 
morning tabloid on the counter, and Willie 
spotted a headline that fairly screamed: 

 
ARREST EXPECTED IN COSMETIC 

FACTORY MURDER 
 
“There,” Willie said. “Kelly must have 

caught up with somethin’. It is the breaks I 
get, havin’ allergies when a crime was 
committed.”  

“I should have punched that fresh 
dame in the nose, Willie,” said Gertie, 
wrapping her dyed muskrat around her. “I 
think I will the nex’ time. What does Juke 
do to be able to buy fur coats like they was 
only packages of gum, huh? We shouldn’t 
mix with people like them, as if they ever 
shoved a dinner check toward you—” 

“That check there was forty-one 
bucks,” Willie said. “Yeah, he is a big 
citizen, awright. Maybe he could use a 
detective.”  

“I’ll bet Satchelfoot will solve that 
murder, Willie,” Gertie said. “He’s due to 
hit the jackpot.”  

“He could not follow a bear across the 
Polo Grounds after a heavy snow,” Willie 
said. “Well, I do not feel any too good, so 
I will take you home . . .” 

A
 

T ELEVEN A.M. Willie was at his 
physician’s. The attack was the worst 

he had had. 
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“I am dyin’ for sure this time!” Willie 
told Dr. Quackenbush. 

“Go outside and do it, then.”  
“Look, I need a shot, Doc,” Willie 

forced out. 
“You owe me ten bucks for the last 

one, Klump. I ain’t in business for my 
health even if I am a doctor. Not bad, 
huh?”  

“Stop kiddin’, Doc. I can’t breathe 
good. I—”  

The door opened. A familiar voice, 
muffled a little by a back-firing respiratory 
layout, spun Willie around. It was 
Jameson Juke. 

“Hello, Willie,” Juke gasped. “You got 
it ag’in? It ain’t steak with mushrooms, 
Doc. It must be lettuce. Las’ night—”  

“I am dyin’, Juke,” Willie begged. 
“An’ he won’t help me none. I need 
twenty bucks an’—” 

Juke dug down and pulled a roll of 
currency from his tailored jeans. 

“Here, Doc,” he said. “Here’s a 
hundred. Fix me an’ Willie up. He’s my 
pal. Hurry, as I am dyin’, too.”  

Adrenalin put Juke and Willie back 
into circulation, and they went down to a 
tavern to drink to the bad health of the 
allergy that had sneaked into their systems. 

“You need some dough, Willie,” said 
Juke. “Take this change from the hundred, 
as maybe the next time you have to go to 
the doc’s, I won’t have an attack at the 
same time. I wouldn’t want an airedale to 
suffer with what we got, without 
adrenalin. How is Gert?” 

“She is okay,” Willie said. “I am sorry 
about—”  

“It was Tessie’s fault, Klump. I been 
spoilin’ that cupcake,” Juke sighed. “I 
slapped her around after you left us.”  

“Yeah?” Willie said, and shivered a 
little. 

“Yeah. The more you give ‘em, the 
more they think they’re the only torch in 

the parade. I’m thinkin’ of dumpin’ her 
back behind a hosiery counter. Well, so 
long, Klump, Watch out for that pot roast, 
or whatever it is.”  

Satchelfoot Kelly made the front pages 
that day. Kelly arrested Willard Wunch as 
an accessory to the rub-out and robbery. 
Kelly informed the public-at-large that 
Wunch forgot too easy, and anyway 
somebody must have tipped the dishonest 
characters off regarding the time the 
payroll was to arrive at the cosmetic 
works. Kelly promised to break Wunch 
down. 

“Looks like he is right,” Willie said. “I 
wish I had a case.” He looked at his watch, 
saw that he had just ten minutes to meet 
Gertie and take her to a noon hour 
feedbag. 

An hour after he had left Gertie, Willie 
was walking into Dr. Quackenbush’s first-
aid station. 

“I bet it is pot roast,” Willie gulped. 
“Oh-h-h-h, I’m dyin’.”  

Dr. Quackenbush had just opened up 
his office, and. the doll who kept his 
patients in line apparently had a day off. 
The door between the reception room and 
the workshop was swinging open, and a 
very excited voice seeped out through it 
and slapped Willie between the eyes.  

“Yes, yes. I’ll keep him here if he 
comes today,” Quackenbush was saying. 
“Either one of them. I got the hundred 
dollar bill one of the crooks gave me, and 
it has a stain of blood on it. Oh, they are 
criminals all right. Both the type you see 
in the movies. Juke seems to be the ring 
leader. I’ll call you as quick as one of 
them shows up. But come quick if I call, 
as they are both desperate characters. I bet 
they will find themselves allergic to the 
hot seat, what?” 

W
 

ILLIE was sick, and he did not have 
as many brains as a professor for 
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the Harvards, but he could add two and 
two. Allergies. A hundred dollar bill. Juke. 
The president of the Hawkeye Detective 
Agency turned on his heel and retreated, a 
lot of thoughts jiving inside his noggin. 
Willie was having trouble with his bellows 
and his nose and eyes, but he managed to 
get outside in the air. He hailed a cab.  

“You look like you got what my 
sister’s husband has,” the hack driver 
yipped at Willie. “Like asthma. He got it 
from bein’ around horses, as he drives a 
vegetable truck downtown. The hair from 
the plugs—”  

“Hair?” Willie asked, after a fit of 
choking. “Hair?”  

Then everything rolled itself up into a 
ball and hit him smack between the eyes, 
and the shock of the voices that whispered 
down his brain passages acted as quickly 
as a shot of adrenalin. He took a little 
notebook and a pencil from his pocket. 

“I got the allergy from Gertie’s dyed 
muskrat.” He wrote hurriedly. “I never had 
anythin’ until she bought it. Jameson 
Juke’s dame had a muskrat coat, too. So 
Juke got what I got. Juke is a crook or a 
railroad magnate, to buy a lot of fur coats 
like they was peanuts,” Willie went on 
scribbling. “Satchelfoot found out some 
way how to trace some of the stolen 
payroll. I will find out about that later. The 
doc thinks I am Juke’s pal, and he will get 
the reward if I do not beat him to it.”  

“Say, where you goin’?” the hackie 
asked. 

“Take me to the nearest drug store at 
104th Street,” Willie said, then scribbled 
some more. 

“Every time I was with Gertie, I got 
allergies,” Willie kept jotting down. “Oh, 
if Juke has been with Tessie today, he will 
beat it to see Quackenbush an’ all. I must 
work fast. Maybe the description of us 
crooks, I mean me and Juke, will get 
spread all over, too. I could get shot on 

sight. It is a break me and Juke decided to 
take adrenal in from the same doctor. He 
must be an allergy expert, this 
Quackenbush. Oh, if Satchelfoot knew 
what I know! Life is a funny thing.”  

William Klump got out of the taxi on 
Amsterdam Avenue and dug down for his 
fare. He was twenty cents short and the 
swindle chariot jockey was nasty about it 
all. Willie left his watch with the citizen 
before he could walk away. With the 
nickel that remained, he went into a drug 
store and called up the nearest precinct 
station. 

“Hello, hello. This is William Klump, 
president of the Hawkeye Detective 
Agency, Unincorporated. I have solved the 
killing of the paymaster at the Culpepper 
Cosmetic works. That is, almost.”  

“No kiddin’?” came the reply. “Ain’t 
you sure? Listen, you cuckoo, you get 
right back to Bellevue before we send the 
two gorillas, Gargantua and Toto, after 
you. Where you callin’ from?” 

“This is no time for jokes,” Willie said. 
“I am going to arrest two crooks in about 
twenty minutes. Please be there.”  

Willie suddenly hung up, for his legs 
started to curl up under him. Out there in 
the drug store was Jameson Juke and 
Tessie! Tessie was buying cigarettes and 
was putting them into a combination 
compact and cigarette case. Juke was 
stocking up with stogies. 

On the other end of the dead wire, a 
cop was still yelling in the public utility 
gadget. 

“Be where, you slug?” he yelped. “I 
ain’t no gypsy, and I can’t read crystal 
balls even if I owned one. Where did you 
say, huh? Operator! Operator! Oh-h-h-h-!”  

Willie Klump got a flash of a freshly 
painted black sedan and standing outside. 
Juke had two bulging suitcases on the 
floor beside him. Tessie had her mink coat 
on. The crooks were ready to blow the big 



SOCKS AND BLONDES 9

burg, Willie knew he had to act. He 
spotted a toy G-man’s gun on a counter 
and snapped it up.  

“Stay where you are, you two crooks!” 
Willie suddenly yelled. “You are wanted 
for the Culpepper payroll job an’ murder, 
besides. I know who you are, Juke! An’ 
that is a moll with you!”  

The blond Tessie let out a deafening 
screech, and threw her handbag at Willie. 
Juke leaped behind the soda counter, 
flattened the jerker and then pulled a 
Roscoe and started his blitzkrieg. Bullets 
spilled homeopathic cures down upon 
Willie.  

“A flatfoot all the time!” Tessie 
yipped. “Oh, you sap! Kill him!”  

”What am I tryin’ to do, ya dope?” 
Juke howled as he kept up his one-man 
Panzer attack. “Whip up a banana split 
with whipped cream? Beat it for the boiler 
an’ get it started. I’ll spread this punk out 
like a slice of Swiss cheese!”  

 
ESSIE, however, wanted fight. She 
snatched up a bowl of fruit from the 

soda counter and swung it around her 
head. The fruit flew through the air, but 
the bowl slipped out of her fingers and 
spun toward her dishonest meal ticket. 

It smacked Juke right on the top of the 
pate and put him into a dive. He reached 
out to save himself from a technical kayo, 
and sunk his hands deep into a container 
of buttered pecan ice cream. 

“You’re a help!” Juke yelped. “Get 
him, an’ then start goin’ places, kid!”  

Tessie tried hard. She picked up a 
thermos jug and aimed it for Willie’s 
knob, and the missile missed and went out 
through the door and crowned a 
pedestrian. 

“Ha-a-a-alp, Mugger! Tessie screeched 
at her boy friend, as Willie charged her 
with a big can of salted peanuts. Willie 
emptied the can as he charged, and then he 

brought it down over Tessie’s head and it 
fit her as tight as a mudpack. 

But the character who had used the 
handle of Jameson Juke was not finished. 
He had the Betsy in his fist and he vaulted 
the counter with the heater pushing what 
lead that was left in it at Willie. But there 
was a cigar counter between the killer, and 
the president of the Hawkeye Detective 
Agency by this time. There was a big 
crock of pipe tobacco in Willie’s hand. 

Ker-whack! 
Juke stopped short, grinned like a 

citizen who laughs at his boss’ joke, lifted 
his hands as if he was going to straighten 
his cravat, then whirled around three times 
and finally hit the floor as stiff as an 
entrance exam to West Point. 

Tessie staggered past Willie, her hands 
feeling her way to the door, and Willie 
banged the can covering her noggin with 
his fist. The rim of it nearly cut into 
Tessie’s collar bones. Then the cops came 
in. 

“What was you waitin’ for?” Willie 
gulped, and snatched up a bottle of spirits 
of ammonia. “Well, there is no place like a 
medicine store to end a fight up in. Why, I 
called the police force at least two hours 
ago!”  

“We didn’t get no call,” a big cop 
growled. “We ran to where somebody got 
socked with a thermos jug. Then we heard 
noises in here.” 

“I am William Klump, private 
detective. These two crooks are wanted for 
murder and robbery. Make them give their 
right names!”  

Satchelfoot Kelly and three other 
plainclothes slewfeet arrived at the 
precinct station a half hour later. The 
crooks sat grumbling over wearing the 
slave bracelets that are featured in the best 
U.S. klinks. 

“Tell me,” Satchelfoot choked out, his 
voice wavering like the line on a 

T 
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cardiograph, “how did you catch these 
criminals, Willie ? You did not know 
nothin’ about the case at all. I told 
everybody not to tell you nothin’. So how 
did you know about the dough bein’ 
stained with a bank teller’s blood?”  

“I didn’t know that,” Willie said, his 
brows lifting. 

“Oh, don’t kid me,” Satchelfoot 
groaned. “The guy who made up the 
Culpepper payroll always slits the paper 
bands off packages of sugar with a 
penknife, an’ the knife slipped an’ he cut 
his finger. He found that out only after he 
had counted out a package of a hundred 
buck bills. So when I found that out, I 
figgered it was in the bag. An’ you come 
along—”  

“Why, it just happened I guess,” Willie 
said. “But, anyway, I suspected all the 
time from when I first met Juke at Dr. 
Quakenbush’s office. Besides, Gertie’s 
new fur coat broke the case anyway, an’ 
I’m goin’ to see she gits some of the 
reward, too. Dyed muskrat was poison to 
Juke, or whoever he is, worse than 
detectives like me.”  

“Juke, is it?” a cop said. “I been 
lookin’ at these two fish close. That is 
Mugger Mallard and his moll, or I am just 
going through a change of voice. These 
two and their gang are wanted everywhere 
worse than a boom in real estate. You sure 
got somethin’ here, Klump.”  

“An’ all because Mugger bought 
Tessie a muskrat coat, too,” Willie 
grinned. 

“Just take off the cuffs long enough to 
let me paste Tessie one!” Mugger yelped. 
“We are on the way to the gravy train, an’ 
she has to stop for cigarettes. She has to 
have all kinds of fur coats made. Just let 
me get close to kick her one, huh?” 

“Shut up, you big lug!” Tessie 
screeched ”You got to be a panty waist 

and was a pushover for an allergy. How 
did I know muskrats had pollen?” 

 
N EXCITED character entered the 
precinct station. It was Doctor 

Quackenbush. He rubbed his hands 
together and asked for the reward. 

“What did you do?” Willie wanted to 
know. 

“Why, I called the police about 
arresting you and your pal, that is what!” 
the allergy specialist said indignantly. 
“Didn’t I, Kelly?”  

“Yeah,” Satchelfoot wailed. “But 
this—this cuckoo got ahead of us, doc. He 
is a detective.”  

“Wha-a-at?” Quackenbush forced out. 
“He didn’t know about the blood on the 
money, as if he had, would he have let 
Juke pass it to me?” Quackenbush 
groaned. “Why I am all mixed up here, 
boys. I mean to say, how was he bein’ a 
pal with a public enemy without bein’ one, 
too? And if they wasn’t pals, how could 
they both get allergic at the same time?”  

“Just sit down, pal,” Satchelfoot said. 
“I will get you to a good doctor in a 
minute. It is not quite clear to me, either, 
so I will have to ask Klump to start off 
slow and tell us all about it, huh?”  

Willie explained the best he knew 
how. When he had finished, Dr. 
Quackenbush and Satchelfoot Kelly got up 
and walked out of the precinct station like 
a pair of sleep walkers. They raised hob 
with traffic as they zigzagged across the 
street. 

“They act funny,” a cop said. 
“They are allergic to what I said,” 

Willie grinned. “Now, if you will excuse 
me, I must call up Gertie. I will be back in 
a jiff if reporters come and want pictures 
of me.”  

He called up Gertie.  

A
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“Hello, gorgeous,” he said. “You have 
got to give up one of two things, as you 
can’t have both.”  

“You talk goofier than usual, Willie,” 
Gertie replied on her end of the wire. 
“Huh?” 

“Either give me up, or the musked 
coat. I can’t afford it.”  

“Who asked you to pay for it, huh?” 
Gertie sniffed. “Why, what do you mean 
by insultin’ a respectful woman. When I 
get my hands on you—”  

“Every time you wear it, I have to buy 
ten bucks worth of adrenalin,” Willie 
hurriedly put in. “Squirrels will look just 

as good on you. I will explain after you 
have throwed away the muskrat. Besides, I 
caught the characters who did the job 
Satchelfoot Kelly was trying to find out 
about. I get a thousan’ bucks. If you don’t 
believe it, read the papers.” 

There was a dull thumping sound on 
Gertie’s end of the line. Willie waited for 
awhile. A strange voice suddenly said: 

“The doll’s fainted, so hang up, 
chump. You should get slugged for scarin’ 
women.” 

Willie went back to get his picture 
taken. 

 


