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Physical Wrecked 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
The Army doesn’t want Willie Klump so he wraps 

himself up in Civilian Defense to chase a couple of bandits! 
 

ILLIAM KLUMP, president of 
the Hawkeye Detective Agency, 
ambled toward a certain eating 

place in the roaring forties with all the 
gusto of a citizen who stands in front of a 
little green door with his head shaved and 
one trouser leg slit up as far as his knee. 
Willie was returning from the office where 
they examined draftees, and the doctor had 
not given him much encouragement. In 

fact, Willie felt closer to a cemetery than a 
grave digger. 

“I wonder how Gertie will take it,” 
Willie mused as he cut across the street. “I 
hope she is brave like a Commando.”  

 
ERTIE was standing outside the blue 
plate bazaar talking to a big taxpayer 

wearing a derby when Willie arrived at the 
trysting place.  
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“Willie, you look awful,” Gertie said. 
“Don’t he, Kelly?”  

“He looks only natural,” Satchelfoot 
grinned. “When do you leave for Upton, 
Willie? It looks like you got the bad news 
all right. You should be proud to fight for 
your country instead of looking so low-
down as a Bowery bum.”  

“I was turned down,” Willie said. “I 
am a doomed man and it is only a question 
of time. I do not understand it as I was 
pretty rugged when I left the farm. I have 
three terrible ailments and must get my 
affairs together, Gertie. We will go to a 
lawyer so’s I can make out my will to 
you.”  

“What have you got?” Gertie asked. 
“About three dollars and eighty cents, 

is all,” Satchelfoot Kelly quipped. “Just 
hand it to her now, Willie, as it will save 
legal fees.”  

“She means what have I got that ails 
me,” Willie bristled. “This is no joke as I 
could die right here.”  

“Tell me, Willie,” Gertie Mudgett said. 
“First I have malarcaninus,” Willie 

said. “Then metatarsalgia. Then 
torticollis.”  

“I am gettin’ out of here,” Satchelfoot 
gulped. “He is a walking germ carrier. 
Four F, I bet they made you, Willie. 
Fourth class freak. Good afternoon.”  

“Don’t mind him, Willie,” Gertie said. 
“Come in and sit down.”  

“They are not contagious,” Willie 
groaned. “So don’t worry, Gertie.”  

Willie sat down at a table and he held 
his head to one side like a pheasant that 
has heard a hound dog’s cry. 

“You hear something, Willie?”  
“No, It is only because of one of my 

terrible diseases, Gertie. You can git out of 
our marriage if you want.”  

Gertie Mudgett bit off two of her 
polished nails, tore a napkin in half and 
spilled her glass of water. Willie’s torch 

was torn between an urge to stay and an 
urge to flee.  

The waiter asked for the orders. “I 
won’t have a thing but a soda cracker and 
a glass of weak tea,” Willie told him. “I 
just found out I am an invalid.”  

“Oh,” Gertie said. “I forgot, Willie. 1 
must be at the first-aid class at four 
o’clock. Now don’t you worry too much 
as we will consult a specialist tomorrer.”  

“It is no use,” Willie said. “Even the 
Mayos would give me up.”  

“Call me tonight, Willie,” Gertie said, 
and made her exit. 

William Klump nibbled on a pair of 
crackers and washed the crumbs down 
with tea. He felt as if his stomach was 
being used as an arena for a convention of 
butterflies and he gave up trying to absorb 
nourishment. He went over to his office. 
There were letters on his desk. 

He tore one open and read the 
contents. It was an ad from an undertaking 
establishment and it asked Willie if he had 
planned for his loved ones in case he 
shoved off for keeps. 

“With the way things are,” Willie 
moaned. “I will have to see the Potters and 
ask to be buried in their field. I wonder 
what this letter is. Maybe it is a case and 
will net me enough for funeral expenses.”  

The letter had to do with a bargain on 
handcuffs that were made of plastic 
because of shortage of metal. 

Willie closed the Hawkeye Agency 
and hied to his rooming house. Before he 
hit the hay that night, he scrawled some 
big letters on a piece of wrapping paper 
and tacked it on his door for his landlady 
to see. It said: 

 
In case of death before morning, notify 

Gertrude Mudgett, at 164 East Fifty-first Street, or 
Sophia Sickles, my aunt, who lives in Cornsilk, 
Vermont. 
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“Wars change things awright,” Willie 
said. “If Hitler had not started somethin’, I 
would have not found out I was a physical 
wreck. Well, I better say a prayer t’night.” 

 
ILLIE read the account of the 
payroll robbery the next morning 

when he sat in a beanery sipping a cup of 
beef tea. It seemed that some dishonest 
persons had blown the safe in the office of 
the Burpee Paper Box Company and had 
confiscated the payroll that amounted to 
something over nine thousand fish. 

The watchman had been left for dead, 
but when Aloysius Kelly and three other 
cops had reached the scene of the outrage, 
they had found the watchman still 
breathing despite the fact that he had taken 
a thorough massaging from skull to ankles. 
The watchman was in the hospital far 
repairs but he could not use his vocal 
cords. 

“I must make a few dollars to give me 
a decent burial,” Willie said. “It won’t hurt 
to go to see Satchelfoot. This time he will 
have pity on me and maybe cut me in.”  

Willie finally contacted Satchelfoot 
downtown. 

“I would like to make a few dollars,” 
Willie said. “I hear the payroll was insured 
and that the insurance company has 
offered five hundred dollars reward for the 
appreh—” 

“You keep out of this, Willie,” 
Satchelfoot snapped. “Anyway, you are a 
menace to the community and should be 
put away like a leper. Go away, as you 
bother me.”  

“You have got a heart like a Jap who is 
drunk on rice wine,” Willie sniffed. “For 
old-time’s sake, Satchelfoot, huh?”  

“I will prove to you I am a picture of 
health and could git in the Marines if you 
don’t git out of here, Willie. I will knock 
one of your ailments loose with one 
wallop an’—” 

“If the Army ever takes you, it will be 
because of the shortage of metal,” Willie 
countered. “For the gold in your front 
tooth and the lead in your pants. They 
should drop you down on Jap airdromes to 
stamp them out. With your feet. . . .”  

Willie was chased out of Headquarters 
and he sauntered up Lafayette Street, 
wishing he had held his tongue. 

That afternoon Willie read in the 
papers that the night watchman had talked 
just enough to let the gendarmes know he 
had recognized his assailants, but he had 
dropped his marbles right after the 
statement and did not identify them. The 
doctors said the watchman, Cyril Kip, had 
a fracture of the skull and of one arm, and 
multiple bruises and abrasions. They 
guessed that the watchman had been 
shellacked with something heavier than a 
soda straw or two. 

“It is a funny name for a watchman,” 
Willie opined as he drew a pad of paper 
toward him. “It is like arresting a ribbon 
clerk in Macy’s named Spike McGlook.” 
Willie wrote that statement down for 
further digest, for once a thought left 
Willie’s cranium, it stayed A.W.O.L. 

“Number Two,” Willie chirped as he 
kept scribbling. “1 will go down to that 
tavern on Canal where Satchelfoot and the 
detectives go around five-thirty every 
night and maybe 1 will learn something of 
the case. 1 will wear the mustache and 
goatee 1 used in the church drama that 
time.” 

 
HE phone rang. 

the r
“Hello,” Willie said, picking up 

eceiver of the public utility gadget. 
“This is Gertie, Willie. How are you?”  
“I got pains in my feet,” Willie said. “I 

think I can feel germs inside of me, too. 
I’d like to see you just once more before-”  

“Oh, don’t be a pessermist, Willie. 
Look, our first-aid class needs — I mean 
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the girls who are in the class with me are 
goin’ to practice on somebody and I told 
them I knew just where there was a 
patient. I said you would be only too glad 
to help out in the war as you were not fit to 
go to one. Now, I have promised the girls, 
Willie, and they are depending on you. We 
will meet at Sadie Glotz’ flat next Tuesday 
aft’ at four o’clock.”  

“Look,” Willie said. “I could not stand 
it, Gertie, as even now I am in a dyin’ 
condition. Get Satchelfoot.”  

“I ast him an’ he said he wouldn’t, 
Willie. It is a fine thing when nobody will 
give civil defense the corporation it should 
have. You should be ashamed of yourself, 
Willie Klump. You are no good to your 
country the condition you are in, but you 
won’t—”  

“I’ll do it, Gertie. If I live. . . .”  
Willie broke contact with the torch and 

held his noggin in his hands. At the 
moment, he would have welcomed first 
aid. 

“I will go to a hospital and tell them to 
put me in the charity ward,” the private 
dick vowed. “I have got a right to 
treatment during my last hours. Let the 
criminals stay at large.”  

The president of the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency went to the nearest 
hospital and asked for admission. A very 
grim-faced old doll smelling like a morgue 
told Willie that it was a hospital for joint 
diseases and asked what joints troubled 
him. 

“None,” Willie said. “I haven’t been in 
any. Excuse me.” He went west about 
seven blocks and entered another healing 
hacienda. He was reaching in his pocket 
for identification when an interne grabbed 
him, hustled him into a lift, pushed him 
out of it on the fourth floor and almost 
chased him into a big office. 

“Now look here, I am a patient,” 
Willie argued. “I can’t stand—”  

“I saw your badge,” the interne said. 
“A terrible thing almost just happened in 
Room Four-hundred-two. Attempted 
murder.” 

“Huh?” Willie looked at the big 
character sitting at a desk. There was a 
skull on the desk and it grinned at Willie, 
seemed to say, “Look what you’ll be in a 
day or two.” Near the desk there was a 
pretty doll and her face was as white as her 
shoes. 

“Are you a detective?” the big M.D. 
said, poking his finger at Willie. 

“I am. Private Detective William 
Klump. But—”  

“Good. You see that potted plant on 
the table there!”  

Willie looked and he saw the plant. 
One side of it was green, the other brown. 
The specimen of flora was half dead like 
himself. 

“Maybe you should spray it more,” 
Willie said. 

“Look, Klump, we have a patient in 
Room Four-hundred-two. His name is 
Cyril Kip. The morning after he got here, 
his sister or somebody brought him a 
potted plant. This morning, a lady called to 
see him and she stayed about twenty 
minutes. After she had gone, the nurse 
went in to look at Kip and she accidentally 
knocked over the water bottle that was 
standing beside the plant. The water 
spilled all over the plant and look what 
happened!”  

“Kip?” Willie tossed out. “Cyril Kip. 
Oh, the night watchman? Why—”  

“Klump, that woman had slipped 
poison into that water bottle. We are 
analyzing the water now,” the big M.D. 
said. “She tried to murder the patient. He 
recognized his assailants and they know he 
will be able to identify them as soon as he 
recovers. Kip has an even chance, too. 
Here is the description of the girl. Blonde. 
Wearing a checkered suit. She—” 
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HREE men burst into the office. One 
of them was Satchelfoot Kelly. He 

skidded on his O’Sullivans when he 
spotted Willie. 

“What a nerve!” Kelly yelled. “You 
mail-box dick, you get out or I will lock 
you up. Doc, you didn’t tell this goon 
anythin’!” 

“He’s a detective, Kelly. He’s got a 
badge. Anyway, put a cop outside that 
room who doesn’t need a seeing eye dog. 
Right under his nose, that woman—”  

“Willie, how did you know Kip nearly 
got poisoned?” Satchelfoot howled. 

“I was here to get a room,” the 
president of the Hawkeye said. “They saw 
my badge an’—oh, it is none of your 
business. 1 should think you would protect 
your witnesses better and see that a good 
citizen like Cyril Kip—”  

“Oh, yeah? A good citizen like Kip. 
Why, we found out by his prints that he 
was once a roomer up at Sing Sing, Willie. 
Ha! They took the payroll because Cyril 
tipped them off that pay-day was changed 
at the box factory from Friday back to 
Thursday. What am 1 saying?”  

“Thanks, Satchelfoot,” Willie said. 
“You can keep mum like two village 
gossips loaded with truth serum. So that is 
the pitcher up to now.”  

“If you was not doomed right now, 
anyway, 1 would go to work on you, 
Willie Klump,” Kelly yelled. “You keep 
out of this case or I will have that tin 
badge you got on. Now, take me to the 
patient, nurse. Did he know somebody 
tried to kill him?”  

“I don’t think so. He seemed to have 
lapsed into semi-consciousness when I 
looked him over, Mr. Kelly.”  

William Klump forgot about 
hospitalizing himself and he became 
determined to make himself a few dollars 
if possible, so that Gertie would not have 
to pay for his wooden topcoat. He left the 

etherized edifice and began scouring the 
vicinity surrounding it for a blonde in a 
checkered suit. 

About five o’clock, Willie entered a 
drug store and he immediately spotted 
what he considered to be his quarry. He 
slipped out of the store and got himself a 
policeman. He hustled the limb of the law 
back to the store and pointed to the frail 
who was perched on a stool and sipping a 
black and white. 

“That is the one,” Willie said. “She 
was at the hospital this mornin’. Arrest her 
for trying to rub out a patient there who 
knows who robbed the Burpee factory.”  

The blonde was indignant when the 
cop asked her to go along quietly. 

“What’s the big idea, hah?” she 
wanted to know. “Sure I was in the 
hospital. 1—” 

“Awright,” Willie said. “Better keep 
your lip buttoned, sister. What you say 
will be used against you. You was hanging 
around to see if Kip got a dose of the bye-
bye stuff you put in his H-Two-O. When 
you get to the bastile, you had better own 
up and I will promise you lenience.”  

The blonde put up a brief battle with 
her handbag and arch preservers but was 
soon subdued and taken in. Willie told the 
policeman he would be along later as he 
was not a well man and had to get some 
aspirin. 

 
ILLIE arrived at the precinct station 
twenty minutes later. The blonde 

was just coming out—alone. She slapped 
Willie over the coco with the reticule and 
then kicked him when he was down. 
Willie managed to get into the station 
house and asked who had the nerve to bail 
the would-be murderess out. The cops 
looked at Willie and the way they did it, 
made him nervous. 

“Detective, hah? Maybe you figger 
there’s only one dame in this burg that 

T 

W



POPULAR DETECTIVE 6

would buy a checkered suit, Klump! Sure, 
she was at the hospital. She’s one of them 
nurse’s aides that helps reg’lar nurses. It is 
for civilian defense. Her name is Sadie 
Glotz and we know she is okay. 

“She is also Officer Glotz’ sister. You 
better be at the Connecticut line by the 
time Glotz reports fer duty, pal. Now beat 
it or we’ll lock you up.”  

“Glotz,” Willie gulped. “Glotz. Where 
did I hear that name before? Ah—it is too 
small, this world. Ha! Well, you can get in 
touch with my draft board and they will 
tell you I have not been up to snuff lately. 
I have three incurable ailments and—good 
evening to you.” 

 
ERTIE MUDGETT called Willie 
early the next day and told him that 

her first aiders had decided to meet sooner 
than they expected, and for Willie to meet 
her at a certain address on the West Side. 

“You all might catch my diseases,” 
Willie said. “Anyway, there is a murder 
case on that—”  

“You be there, William Klump!”  
When Gertie spoke that way, Willie 

generally knew on which side his bread 
was buttered, so he reported at the 
appointed hour in a flat on West Sixty-
ninth Street. When he entered, Gertie 
introduced him all around. 

“And this last one here is Sadie Glotz,” 
Gertie said. 

Willie felt his spine curl up into knots, 
and his knees did tricks. He recalled the 
time he looked at a hyena in a cage. Miss 
Glotz had a pair of eyes as green as those 
of a lynx, a protruding lower lip and a chin 
you could have bent horseshoes on. 

“That was a mistake,” Willie said to 
her. “Anybody can make one, and you had 
a check suit on an’—”  

“Why, Mr. Klump, what are you 
talking about?” Sadie said. “You must be 

thinkin’ of some other person. Let us get 
on with every thin’, Gert.”  

“Get ready, Willie,” Gertie Mudgett 
said. “First we will try the open head 
bandage. You do that one, Sadie.”  

“A pleasure, Gert,” the blonde said and 
Willie wondered if he had better make a 
break. Sadie took the triangular bandage 
and went to work. When she was finished, 
Gertie asked another doll to fix the cravat 
bandage for cheek and ear. This was done 
and it was followed up by a cravat 
bandage for Willie’s left eye. At this point 
Willie could see out of only one of his 
peepers. Gertie put a nose bandage on him. 
Then they all started working from the 
neck down. 

“Tie square knots,” Gertie said. “Make 
‘em tight or you won’t never pass the 
exam, girls.”  

“Tight is right,” Sadie Glotz said and 
put extra effort on Willie’s neck bandage. 

“Not too tight, Sadie, pu-lease,” Gertie 
admonished. “What I can see of Willie’s 
face is blue. That ain’t good firs’ aid.”  

“I was thinkin’ of somethin’ when I 
fixed that one,” Sadie said. 

Willie tried to talk but it was no use. 
The girls started working on him with 
great ardor. They fixed him up with the 
shoulder bandage, rib bandages, hip 
bandages. They put bandages on both of 
his hands and all along his right leg and 
right foot. All that was necessary to 
complete the picture was a mummy case to 
put Willie in. 

“Well,” Gertie Mudgett said. “That is 
swell, girls. The instructor will be 
surprised how much we know. Oh, oh, I 
am late fer work an’ got to git goin’. 
Sadie, you untie Willie for us, will you?”  

“I’d love to,” Sadie said and Willie felt 
his stomach do a back flip. He tried to yell 
at Gertie but he sounded like a mouse 
caught in a cave-in. 
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“Come on, girls,” Gertie said. “Thank 
Willie for us all, Sadie. Make him a cup of 
coffee ‘fore he goes as he might need a 
stimulant like the book says. ‘By, Willie.”  

The door slammed four times, and 
Willie was alone with Sadie Glotz. 

“Well, well, Charlie Chan,” the blonde 
said. “You’ll embarrass a lady, hah? I am 
goin’ to put you on ice in the clothes closet 
until about eleven. I git back from a date 
with my boy frien’ about that time. Then 
you can go home. I’ll show you!”  

Sadie Glotz dragged the helpless 
private dick into a closet and slammed the 
door. When she turned the key in the lock, 
Willie heard her say: 

“Lots of air will get in. There are two 
big cracks in the door and a lot of space 
under it. If I had a good book I would loan 
it you to read, Mr. Klump. Well, I must be 
going.” 

Willie tried to wriggle out of his 
bandages but it was no go. He couldn’t 
yell and he couldn’t get his hands untied to 
work on the tight knots.  

“Now, I will die,” Willie said. “The 
shock of this’ll make them three diseases 
work on me harder. Sadie Glotz will be a 
murderess this time. An’ Satchelfoot 
workin’ on the Burpee case. Me here 
helpless. Nothin’ like this should happen 
even to an airedale.” 

 
ILLIE was practically wilted when 
Sadie Glotz returned. She pulled 

him out of the closet, told him to get out as 
fast he could maneuver. Willie tried 
pantomime on Sadie, tried to make her 
understand he wanted her to take the 
bandages off. 

“Nothin’ doin’,” Sadie said. “You can 
get along the best you can. Tell ‘em you’re 
a fugitive from a firs’-aid course.” 

Willie stumbled out of the flat, down 
the stairs and out into the street. He could 
see out of only one eye; one of his feet 

was bandaged up as if he had the gout. 
The president of the Hawkeye Detective 
Bureau hugged the shadows and tried to 
get to a drug store unnoticed. He was just 
about to make a try for Broadway when a 
taxi pulled up. 

“Get him!” Willie heard somebody say 
and he tried to duck into an alley. He fell 
flat on his face and three husky citizens 
piled on him. 

“What a break,” the tough voice said 
once more. “Hey, Muggsy, help git him in 
the cab. So they’ll use him for a 
mouthpiece, hah? We’ll fix him so’s he 
won’t never spill that Burpee job.”  

“Okay, Whitey. I got his legs. They 
sure wrapped him up in that croaker’s 
palace, yeah.” 

Willie felt himself being dragged into 
the cab and thrown on the floorboards. His 
brain pan was dented and the brains inside 
of it all scrambled up. Even Willie’s 
noggin could stand just so much and he 
passed out during most of the ride in the 
cab. 

When he waded out of the coma, he 
found himself in a room with three very 
uncouth looking citizens. One of them had 
white hair, white eyebrows and pinkish 
eyes. Willie felt of his face and he tumbled 
to the fact that they had taken the 
bandages off. 

“A fine mess,” the white-haired plug-
ugly snarled. “It ain’t him. It ain’t Hunky 
Hoyle. You dumb bunnys!”  

“You was the one wit’ us, Whitey,” a 
dark-bearded crook slapped out of his 
thick lips. “What you beefin’ fer? 
Awright, so it ain’t Hunky. So Hunky 
escaped from the horsepital by goin’ down 
the ivy because he knowed we was goin’ t’ 
shut his mouth. Awright, so we’ll have to 
bump off this one.”  

“He wears a badge,” Whitey snapped. 
“Look at it. He’s a dick, yeah! What was 
he doin’ all bandaged up, hah? I bet he 
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tried t’ set a trap an’ cooked it up wit’ 
Hunky. 

Anyways, he is goin’ to git t’rowed in 
the river.”  

“I can’t swim,” Willie protested. 
“Neither could Johnny Weisenmuller 

if we tied an anvil to his leg,” a mug 
laughed. “Awright, go an’ git the car, 
Muggsy. He knows who knocked off the 
Burpee joint an’—”  

“Awright,” Willie said and his words 
swelled up before they cleared his lips. “I 
am a doomed man, anyways. You 
murderers! You will git your just des—”  

Muggsy went out, and Willie tried to 
add things up. It occurred to him that he 
had cracked the Burpee payroll hold-up 
but he was like a man who had found gold 
in an abandoned mine which had caved in 
on him. There was no profit in it. Willie 
had to think, which was the hardest thing 
he ever had to do. 

“Hurry up and kill me,” Willie said. “It 
is better than dyin’ by inches of 
malarcaninus and torticollis.”  

“Huh?” Whitey gulped as Muggsy 
came in and said the boiler was ready. 

“Yeah,” Willie said deep down in his 
stomach. “It is a branch of lepersy.” 

 
T THAT, the rough characters were 
jolted out of their chairs. Muggsy’s 

big lower jaw dropped and seemed to 
sway like an oriole’s nest caught in a gale. 

“Don’t try and kid us,” Whitey choked 
out. “We ain’t no dopes.”  

“Awright,” Willie said. “Why am I all 
bandaged up like this if I was not the guy 
you beat up at Burpee’s, huh? Because the 
doctors wouldn’t handle me no other way. 
I got the shoulder bandage on because my 
shoulder and arm is about to drop off any 
minute.” 

“That’s right,” Muggsy said in a voice 
as steady as a trip-hammer. “He ain’t been 
beat up so why should he be all swaddled 

up in them rags, guys? I’m gettin’ out of 
here to git fumigated. Whitey, you send a 
slug in him ‘fore you scram wit’ Eddie. 
Just in case the hospital guys catch up wit’ 
him an’ – Cripes, I feel funny already. I’m 
on my way, pals.”  

“Beat it,” Whitey said, and yanked out 
a Betsy. He got as far away from Willie as 
he could before he aimed the cannon. 
Willie said a little prayer and told his 
Maker that He had to admit Willie Klump 
had tried. 

“Hate t’ do it, pal,” Whitey said. “But 
seein’ as you ain’t got long an’ you 
might’ve give us some germs, you gotta 
go.”  

“Shoot, you coward!” Willie said and 
closed his washed-out blue eyes. 

Whitey did. Willie felt the slug hit him 
and he went over backward, chair and all. 
The floor came up and slugged him and 
that was all for Willie Klump for the next 
hour. 

Willie stirred at last. He sat up and 
wondered how many merry-go-rounds 
they had in St. Peter’s playground. The 
one he was on was a honey and he looked 
for a brass ring. Willie’s eyes got clearer 
and he began to doubt the fact that he was 
in the stratosphere. The sounds he heard 
about him definitely smacked of terra 
firma; auto horns, music from a nearby 
tavern, a landlady bawling somebody out 
downstairs. 

“1 got shot,” Willie said. “I can feel 
where the bullet got me but 1 am in no 
undertaker’s yet. Huh, 1 don’t get it.” He 
looked down at the bandages around his 
chest. There was a nice neat hole on the 
stuff that was stretched over his ticker. 
Willie told himself he would look up 
Ripley if he could get up and walk out of 
there. 

William Klump got up and walked 
across the room. He got to the door, 
opened it and decided not to stop until he 
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was at least a mile from the crook’s 
hangout. His noggin ached and the 
bandages he still wore were doing things 
to his circulation. His chest felt as if a 
horse had slept on it for twelve hours. And 
he still had those three incurable diseases 
to top everything off. 

“I’ll try an’ git home,” Willie told 
himself. “I’ll phone Gert and tell her to see 
me through my last hours. Oh, what 1 
been through. . . .”  

Once in his room, Willie ripped off his 
chest bandages and something hit the floor 
with a dull thud. He picked it up and saw 
that it was a first-aid book. A bullet was 
imbedded in the leaves. 

“First-aid,” Willie gulped. “It is not 
kiddin’. One of the dames left it there and 
bandaged it up with me. The crook didn’t 
shoot me too close-up an’—why, I know 
who knocked off the Burpee factory! I 
must contact the payroll insurance 
company for the five hun’red. Then I can 
git buried the way I am accustomed. I 
wonder how Kelly is gettin’ along with the 
crime.”  

Willie lay down .and slept until ten 
o’clock the next morning. He washed up 
and marveled that he had cheated the grim 
reaper out of another day. Willie guessed 
only one constitution was stronger than the 
one he had. The one the U. S. lived by. He 
called up the insurance company after 
looking up the number. 

“Hello,” Willie said. “I am goin’ to 
have the citizens who knocked off the 
payroll apprehended within a few hours. 
This is William Klump, private detective. 
Will I get the five hundred?”  

“You do, Mister,” a voice replied. “If 
you are not ribbing somebody. If the New 
York cops can’t get nowhere, how can 
you? We never heard of you.”  

“That is why I am so successful,” 
Willie said. “Nobody expects me to do 
anythin’ so they are always off guard. The 

crooks, I mean. I don’t advertise I am a 
detective. G’by.” 

William Klump went down to Police 
Headquarters and got in to see the D.A. He 
showed the D.A. the bullet and the first-
aid book and he described Whitey and 
Muggsy to the D.A. 

“I’m a monkey’s uncle,” the D.A. said 
just as Satchelfoot Kelly arrived. “They 
are wanted for armed robbery and criminal 
assault and grand larceny in Jersey. They 
will be Muggsy McGrooty and Whitey 
Snow. Whitey is an albino and did time in 
Dannemora once. Why, Klump—”  

“That sixth blonde we brought in, 
Chief,” Kelly cut in. “I think she’s the one 
who tried to git the watchman. We grilled 
her.”  

“Forget it, Kelly,” the D.A. sniffed. 
“This guy has got the crooks who did the 
Burpee job. You take him with you to pick 
‘em up. Ever hear of Muggsy McGrooty 
and Whitey Snow?” 

“Why, they are—you mean this mug 
here? This cluck? Willie, how did you 
ever—” 

“Cooperatin’ with civil defense, I 
guess,” Willie said. “Well, don’t just sit 
there, Satchelfoot. There is dangerous 
criminals afoot. You see the watchman 
jumped the hospital an’ the hoods were 
watchin’ the place close an’ they found out 
the watchman was runnin’ around in his 
bandages. But I will tell you the rest after 
we arrest the criminals.”  

William Klump accompanied the cops 
who piled in a squad car and chased all 
over Manhattan, combing the dens of 
iniquity for two felons. The cops finally 
caught up with Whitey and Muggsy and 
Eddie in the room where they had tried to 
knock off Willie. 

“They think they killed you,” 
Satchelfoot said when they got outside the 
door of the hideout. “So you knock and 
when they come out they will git scared as 
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they will figure you are a ghost. Then we 
will jump them.”  

“You wouldn’t be wantin’ them to kill 
me the second time, would you?” Willie 
said. “I ain’t no dope.”  

“I just figgered—”  
“Keep quiet,” a cop said. “Don’t argue, 

you two guys. Klump go ahead and 
knock.” 

Willie did. It was Muggsy who came 
to the door. Muggsy saw Willie, let out a 
yell and started firing his cannon. Willie 
and the gendarmes ducked and the three 
crooks tried to trample them and Willie 
got his teeth in Whitey’s leg and hung on. 
Cops and the other two crooks trampled 
Willie and when it was over, Willie was in 
worse condition than the guilty parties. 

“I can’t stand no more,” Willie 
complained when they helped him to the 
squad car. “I wish you would drive me to 
this address and drop me off on the way to 
the cooler. Here is the address. There is 
five hundred bucks waitin’ for me there. 
I’ll ride the rest of the way home in an 
ambulance.”  

“Somebody give him first-aid,” a 
detective said. “Until—”  

“No thanks,” Willie said. 
 

ILLIE got his five hundred an hour 
later, and the cops picked up the 

watchman who had jumped the hospital 
and took him back to his bed. He told the 
D.A. that he had once been a pal of 
Muggsy and Whitey and that when they 
found him working for the Burpee box 
factory, they threatened to tell his boss he 
had a record if he did not come back and 
do a job with them. 

Cyril Kip alias Hunky Hoyle admitted 
he tipped the crooks off about the payroll 
but when they came to get it, he had a 
change of heart and tried to stop them. So 
he was beat up. 

“Boys, I am glad you got ‘em,” the 

watchman said. “They would of got me 
sooner or later. That blonde was Muggsy’s 
torch an’ you can find her sellin’ butts in a 
night spot in Harlem. The Ubangem Club. 
Say, that detective, Klump, must of 
worked with Ellery Queens, huh? You 
cops should hire him to teach you the 
business.”  

“Nobody ast you,” Satchelfoot Kelly 
growled. “What I want to know is, Chief, 
where did that fathead git all bandaged up 
if he wa’n’t hurt?”  

“He hired out as a victim for a first-aid 
class, Kelly,” the D.A. said. “They left a 
first-aid book in Willie like a surgeon 
sometimes leaves a saw in a patient. That 
is all I know.” 

William Klump convalesced for a day 
or two. Gertie came to see him one 
afternoon and Willie told her something 
had been needling him. 

“It is this, Gert,” Willie said. “If I am 
such a physical wreck, how could I stand 
what I have been through and still be 
livin’? A normal man would be at the 
Mayo Clinic right now if he got a goin’ 
over like I got. It puzzles me, Gertie.”  

“I don’t git it,” Gertie Mudgett 
admitted. “Even a healthy guy should be 
dead after all you got. Look, what are the 
ailments again?”  

“I got them writ down in a book in my 
pocket, Gertie,” Willie said. “I wish you 
would go to a lib’ary and get a medical 
book and look them up for me. You want 
to know if you are goin’ to be a widow 
and when, don’t you?”  

“Yeah. I’ll be back in about an hour, 
Willie. I will know whether to spend the 
five hun’red on a livin’ room suit or on a 
wooden kimoner, huh?”  

Gertie Mudgett went out. She returned 
in due time with a thick book and started 
thumbing the leaves. She suddenly poked 
her finger at a word. 

“Malarcaninus,” Gertie said. “Why, 

W 
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Willie—”  
“Tell me the worst, my darling. I can 

take it.”  
“It is just that your upper teeth and 

your lowers don’t meet right. One set 
overlaps the other,” Gertie said. 

“Well, there are two others left that 
can kill me,” Willie groaned. 

“Metatarsaglia,” Gertie said with 
effort. “That is only weak arches, Willie. 
And look at torticollis. It is only a wry 
neck. You got caught in a draft that day 
and you had a stiff neck is all. Why didn’t 
these Latin foreigners talk English?”  

“Well,” Willie said. “Well, I can’t 
believe it, Gertie. I am goin’ to live. Oh, I 
could bust right out and holler for joy. Oh, 
boy!”  

“Now we can get married, Willie. 
Oh—”  

“Huh? Oh, yeah,” Willie said. “There 
is always somethin’ to—”  

“What?”  
“Somethin’ to live for, ain’t they?” 

Willie said quickly. “You got to stop bein’ 
so touchy, Gertie.” 

 


