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Of 
Maestros 

and 
Gunmen 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
Willie Klump, the Hawkeye Hawkshaw, 
has a ripping time of it when he tries to 
trade a bulletproof vest for a sport jacket! 

 
HE characters walked into Willie 
Klump’s Hawkeye Detective Agency 

one morning and introduced themselves as 
Wilbur Crum and J. Hopkins Jopp. Crum 
looked like anyone of thirty thousand 
other citizens within a radius of eight 
blocks of Willie’s office. Jopp, however, 
stood out like a water tank in Libya. 
Words should have been written to the 
music his plaid suit gave out and he had a 
gift of gab that led you to believe he was 
born inside a juke box or had been 
vaccinated with a phonograph needle. 

“This is the set-up, Mr. Klump,” Jopp 
gushed and handed Willie a card. “Seein’ 
you are a detective, you are in a risky 
business. You don’t know any mornin’ 
whether you will come back a corpse at 
night. Am I right?”  

“Sometimes I get mixed up with rough 
customers,” Willie admitted. 

“Sure,” Jopp went on just as Crum 
started to cut in. “So that’s why I’m here 
with Mr. Crum. You got civic pride, I take 
it.” 

“Of course,” Willie said. “I have no 
cuffs on my pants and I give ten-percent of 
what I make to war bonds.”  
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“A hun’red percent American,” Jopp 
said. “Now tell him your angle, Crum.” 

“I am the program chairman of the 
Bronx Rotawanis Club,” Crum said. “We 
have thought up a very interesting 
program for next Thursday’s luncheon, 
Mr. Klump. Have you looked at Mr. 
Jopp’s card?”  

Willie looked at it. It said that Jopp 
was a salesman for the Beazely Bullet 
Proof Vest Co., Inc. 

“We are goin’ to demonstrate the vest 
to the Rotawanis members,” Jopp opened 
up again and waved Crum aside. “Now I 
know what you want to ask, Klump. Why 
don’t I demonstrate it, seein’ as I sell 
‘em?” But we want a law angle in it, see? 
A detective offers to wear the vest to show 
the public it is fool proof.”  

“Huh?” Willie said and gathered up 
the remains of his breakfast. “You mean I 
will—” 

“You git your picture in the papers,” 
Jopp said. “Combine publicity with civic 
pride an’ business, Mr. Klump. You’ll get 
plenty of cases out of the publicity. And a 
Beazely bullet-proof vest at the wholesale 
price. What a setup! It’s colossal, Klump!” 

“Is that good?” Willie gulped. “Well, I 
don’t know. Maybe it won’t work.” 

“We stand behind every vest we 
manufacture, we’ll have you know, 
Klump,” Jopp sniffed. “That is, far enough 
back-er-ha, well Mr. Crum, I guess that 
man downtown was wrong about Klump. 
Said he was a game guy.” 

“What was his name?” Willie wanted 
to know. 

“Kelly,” Wilbur Crum said. “We asked 
him first. He said he was too busy working 
on an attempted murder to do it but give 
you as a prospect. This is a terrible 
disappointment, Mr. Klump. Here we have 
a man here who is in the business of 
saving detectives’ lives and can’t get 
cooperation.” 

ITHOUT warning, the door opened 
and Gertie Mudgett came in. Willie 

told Gertie to have a chair as he would be 
through in a minute. And J. Hopkins Jopp, 
the opportunist, started working on the 
prospect once more. 

“What?” Gertie said when she got the 
drift of the thing. “Willie Klump, how do 
you ever expect to git nowhere? This 
publicity will make you. It is for 
prosperity.” 

“Posterity,” Jopp corrected politely. 
“Well, we will get somebody else, Mr. 
Crum.” 

“Oh, no you won’t,” Gertie said. 
“Willie promises right now. He will be 
there at twelve o’clock on Thursday, 
gentlemen.” 

“Thank you so much, Mr. Klump,” 
Wilbur Crum said, getting up and pumping 
Willie’s hand. “This will be a positive 
sensation. I will be elected president of the 
club for this stunt. Ask for me at Dilby’s 
Restaurant at about ten to twelve. Come 
on, Mr. Jopp.”  

When the visitors had departed Willie 
mopped his brow and looked askance at 
Gertie Mudgett. 

“Just because you are the beneficiary 
of my insurance,” Willie said. “You don’t 
have to git impatient. It is a fine thing 
when—”  

“Don’t you dast incinerate I am 
knocking you off, William Klump,” Gertie 
blazed. “It is only I want you to go places 
and publicity puts everybody where they 
are, even Tyrone Power. Clients will 
swarm to you after they read about you.”  

“Well,” Willie gulped. “Awright, if 
that is what you think. But it was 
Satchelfoot Kelly who sent them here, so I 
shouldn’t be suspicious of foul play, huh? 
My blood will be on your conscience, 
Gertie.” 

“What a mess,” Gertie said and started 
clearing up the little office. She threw egg 
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shells out the window and put Willie’s 
little burner back in the drawer of the desk. 
“See what you are by hidin’ under a 
bushel? Cookin’ yore breakfast in your 
office when you should be eatin’ at a 
hotel. I will make somethin’ of you yet.” 

When Gertie had gone, Willie felt the 
chills below his ankles once more. The 
phone rang and he answered it.  

“Hello,” a gruff voice said. “This is 
Klump, is it? Would you be interested in a 
casket? You know there is a ceilin’ on 
them an’ first come is first served. Ha-aa--
a!” 

“Oh, it is you?” Willie snapped. “You 
got me into a mess this time, Satchelfoot 
Kelly. I can get killed.” 

“Well?” A lot of laughter came over 
the wire and Willie slammed down the 
receiver. He never had felt more miserable 
in his life. His washed out blue eyes 
happened to spot the tabloid paper that 
Gertie had left on the chair. He went over 
and picked it up and sat down to read. 

There was Kelly’s name on page four. 
Kelly did not have to demonstrate bullet 
proof vests to get publicity. Kelly was 
working on a gang feud, was still trying to 
apprehend a character or characters that 
had rubbed out a taxpayer named Little 
Lou Pizza and had punctured another 
named Al Turco.  

No, it was not beer or gasoline. It was 
night club and tavern and hotel dance- 
music. It had lured the racketeers who 
possessed the flair to keep up with the 
times. A nice band would establish itself 
in a good spot and then some gorillas 
would start intimidating the brass and 
wind sections so they could get a nice cut.  

It was rumored around the best night 
bistros that one big citizen had bought 
himself a piece of a dozen good name 
bands and that another shady individual 
was finding himself being muscled out of 
the soft hay slowly but surely. Band 

maestros were keeping their lips buttoned 
so that their stomachs could be supported 
in the manner in which they had been 
accustomed. 

“I should ought to buy a tuxedo an’ try 
an’ get a line on the crooks,” Willie 
admitted. “But it wouldn’t fool nobody as 
me bein’ in evenin’ clothes would look 
just as natural as a crocodile wearin’ 
ostrich plumes. Satchelfoot has this all to 
himself. Well, I got an ace in the hole left 
this month. The poultry raisers’ 
convention is at the Madison an’ all them 
circular letters I sent out to the wives. One 
or two most likely don’t trust their wolves. 
I should be gettin’ answers.”  

Two letters came the next day. One 
housewife in Connecticut told Willie he 
should be ashamed of himself, sewing 
seeds of suspicion like he was. She had a 
good mind to report him to the Better 
Business Bureau. The other missive was 
from a husband who claimed his wife had 
refused to let him go to the convention 
after reading the letter. As soon as he did 
get to New York, he would look Willie up 
personally and fracture his skull. 

“You can’t please nobody,” Willie 
moaned. 

 
N THURSDAY at ten o’clock in the 
morning, Mr. Jopp arrived at Willie’s 

office bearing a package. He unwrapped it 
and displayed what the hard pressed 
detective should wear. It was a vest that 
laughed at slugs and it had a zipper up the 
side. 

“The ol’ ones only was armored in the 
front,” Jopp explained. “The crooks could 
sneak around the back an’ let you have it. 
This is bullet proof all over. Put it on, 
Klump. See how comfortable it is. Then 
you will be already dressed when you go 
to the Rotawanis lunch.”  

Willie doffed coat and shirt and 
donned the Beazely product. When he put 
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his blue serge coat over it, he felt the 
seams of it rip. “A little snug,” Willie said. 

“Twenty-seven fifty, Klump,” Jopp 
said. “The wholesale price. When you find 
out no bullets can go through it, you will 
tell me it’s a steal. I’ll be in at two to 
collect.” 

“Yeah,” Willie said. . . . 
Dilbey’s private dining room was 

crowded when Willie arrived. He stood 
outside, unrecognized, near a big potted 
palm and listened to the civic minded 
citizens give out. 

“They tell me the guy’ll be here any 
minute,” a Rotawanis said. “Well, I don’t 
get within fifty feet of the head table. If 
that vest don’t work, you got a customer 
for your shop this afternoon, Graves.”  

“I heard the last one they made wasn’t 
quite good enough, Eddie. The bullet sunk 
into the guy’s brisket an’ just missed a 
vital organ. What some jerks do for a 
picture in the paper.” 

“Where’s Crum? He better look up 
that guinea pig. Five more minutes and we 
meet. Say, did you hear the one about the 
chambermaid an’—what? He is? Let’s get 
a look.” 

William Klump, president of the 
Hawkeye Detective Agency, saw the 
opened window. He was hopping toward it 
when Mr. Crum came out of the dining 
room. He was already over the sill when 
Mr. Crum yelled for him to come back and 
called him a Welshman. 

Willie got out into the alley and started 
running. He told himself he had not heard 
that people from Wales were so bad. 
Anyway he was not going to be Jonahed 
this day. He got out into heavy traffic and 
ducked into a tavern up near Fordham 
Road. He wiped his brow and ordered a 
beer.  

A dirty-faced gamin came in and sold 
Willie a newspaper. There was a story in it 
about a night spot in Harlem having been 

stench-bombed the night before. The 
proprietor told the cops that his band 
leader had refused to cough up some 
scratch to a racketeer.  

“That is some business,” Willie said. 
“If it isn’t beer it is arctichokes or melons 
the crooks try to tie up. Satchelfoot might 
just be lucky enough to expose it.”  

Willie did not arrive at his office until 
five o’clock that night. A tall, spiffily 
dressed citizen was sitting against his 
door. It was J. Hopkins Jopp and he was in 
a lather. He accused Willie of stealing a 
bullet proof vest. 

“Scrammed out on the Rotawanis, 
huh?” Jopp yipped. “Well, I’m goin’ to 
make a sale anyways. Hand over the 
dough, Klump!”  

“What would I do with a vest like 
this?” Willie protested. “Why—”  

The door of the lift opened and 
slammed shut. Gertie Mudgett barged 
toward Willie. 

“So, you went soft, Willie Klump!” 
Gertie yelped. “You missed out gettin’ 
your name all over the place.” 

“And my giblets too,” Willie sniffed. 
“Pay me, Klump!” Jopp growled. 
Willie paid out the twenty-seven fifty 

and then Gertie pushed him inside the 
office and let him have it. 

“I good mind to wash my hands of 
you, Willie,” Gertie said. “Just look at 
you! You had a chancet to go places and 
you missed the bus. Here I was waitin’ to 
show my girl friend your pitcher in the 
papers an’—” 

“Oh, I could of been killed,” Willie 
argued. “Let’s stop fightin’ and go to 
dinner some place.” 

“In them clothes?” Gertie said, lifting 
her nose. “You look worse’n a refugee. 
Why don’t you git yourself some slacks 
and a sport coat so’s I could be proud of 
you where we go. Up to now I have had to 
tell people I was a settlement worker 
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takin’ you to a mission when they asked 
me who you was. I give up, Willie 
Klump!” Gertie went out and slammed the 
door. 

 
ILLIE took stock of himself. He did 
look a little seedy. His blue pants 

were slack enough but he guessed he 
would have to get himself one of those 
plaid sport coats. But they cost about 
fifteen bucks in a walk-up. He thought of 
the dough he had paid out for the bullet-
proof vest and he groaned again. What did 
he want with it anyway? He closed up and 
went to his rooming house. 

Willie made himself comfortable and 
selected a magazine to read. It was a 
weekly and it was called, Creepy Crime 
Cases. After finishing one hair-raising 
contribution, Willie spotted a box caption 
on a page in the last part of the magazine. 
It gave him an idea for it was a swap 
column. 

“That is it,” Willie said. “With all the 
dough the war is costin’, barterin’ is back. 
I’ll go to the office first thing in the 
mornin’ and insert the ad.” He got out 
some paper and a pencil and went to work 
on three lines of copy. After editing it 
several times, he read the finished ad 
aloud.  

 
Wanted: To swap—guaranteed bulletproof 

vest for sport coat (plaid) in good condition. W. K. 
Room 569, Fish Bildg., N. Y. C. 

 
On his way to the office of the 

publication the next morning, Willie 
bumped into Satchelfoot Kelly who was 
coming out of a theatrical booking office.  

“Hello,” Willie said. “Who shot Lou 
Pizza and winged Al Turco? Was it 
Lombardo or Ozzie Nelson?” 

“Don’t kid me,” Kelly sneered. “So 
you hedged yesterday, huh? After me 
tryin’ to do you a favor.”  

“You was thinkin’ of the insurance 

money Gert would have got and which 
you’d of helped squander, you would-be-
assassin,” Willie countered. “It was one 
time I was too smart for you. It is two 
months now since Pizza was rubbed out 
and you would think there was priorities 
on murderers, they are so hard for you to 
get, Kelly.” 

“Yeah? But this is one time you won’t 
beat my time, Klump. There are orders out 
to have you arrested if you dare stick your 
nose into this case.” 

“I will be called in when all you 
slewfeet fail,” Willie said. “Anyway, I 
have a big deal on and can’t waste time on 
you. There is a parking lot two blocks 
away.” 

“So what?”  
“You’ll be able to turn around there, 

Satchelfoot,” Willie hurled. “If you was 
patriotic you would donate those two 
speed boats to the U. S. Well, look out for 
submarines.” 

 
ILLIE went into the publishing 
office and inserted his ad. All he 

had to do now was wait. The ad would get 
in the issue that was just going to the 
printers. The mags would be on the stands 
the first of the week. 

On Tuesday, Willie received another 
visitor. He was a little scrawny character 
who looked to be about 4G in the draft. 
His tongue moved like any man’s but his 
words came out through his long pointed 
nose. 

“You the guy put the ad in, huh? You 
got a bullet-proof vest t’ swap. Well, I got 
a swell sport coat here.” 

“I hope you are a respectable citizen,” 
Willie said. “I think the vest is too big for 
you.” 

“I want it for a pal. An’ why the cross-
examinin’ huh? You want to swap, okay. 
It is for a pal of mine who guards a 
defense plant in Joisy. His wife is the 

W 
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noivous type.” 
“Let’s see the coat.”  
The article of apparel was unwrapped 

and exposed to Willie’s eyes. It was 
indeed a riot of sartorial splendor. It was 
plaid and the color motif was a blend of 
green and cinnamon and purple. 

“It is a deal,” Willie said, and took the 
bullet proof vest out of his file cabinet. 

His business done, Willie called up 
Gertie Mudgett. She told him she had a 
date with Satchelfoot Kelly. 

“And me with a new sport coat,” 
Willie complained. “Awright. Er—say, 
you can do me a favor, Gertie. Pump 
Satchelfoot about the case he is on.” 

“I only got a date for dinner with 
Kelly,” Willie’s torch said. “I’ll meet you 
at that place on Fifty-eighth for a high ball 
at eight o’clock. I’ll see what Satchelfoot 
knows.” 

“It should take you only three minutes, 
then,” Willie said. 

 
T EIGHT-FIFTEEN, Willie and 
Gertie were at a little table in a corner 

of the bistro and Gertie told the president 
of the Hawkeye detective agency that 
Kelly was sure he knew who took the 
shots at Al Turco and rubbed out Pizza at 
the same time. 

“Kelly said Turco won’t tell as he has 
a criminal code of his own,” Gertie said. 
“Kelly says he is sure it is Artie 
Columbine who has a hold on the bands 
and who might have kept Turco and Pizza 
from muscling in. The band leaders won’t 
talk neither as you know.”  

“The heat is cooling off on whoever 
got Pizza,” Willie said. “Kelly should give 
up. Anyway I bet the musicians’ union 
would pay a handsome reward is 
somebody exposed the criminal who was 
getting a lot of the take. Thanks anyway 
even if you didn’t find out nothin’.” 

“Say,” Gertie said. “Is that a stain on 

your sport coat sleeve just above the 
elbow?” 

“I don’t see none,” Willie said. Gertie 
leaned across the table and gripped his 
sleeve. 

“Huh, a new coat, huh? That has been 
weaved,” Gertie said. “In artificial light, 
the goods show a different color. What 
rummage sale did you crash?” 

“You can’t trust nobody these days,” 
Willie mumbled. “Anyway it is okay in 
daylight.” 

Willie took Gertie to a movie and it 
was nearly midnight when they emerged 
from the flicker palace. Gertie said she felt 
like a bowl of chili and knew where they 
made it just right about six blocks uptown.  

Five minutes later, police sirens 
screeched and a carload of cops roared 
past. Willie saw it turn the corner right 
next to the Hotel Park Lexington and 
heard its brake jam. He started running 
and Gertie yelled after him. 

“Hey, wait for me. These shoes ain’t-”  
Willie swished around the corner and 

he saw that a crowd was gathering in front 
of the entrance to a door that was labeled, 
Bali Room. A sign there said Sheppie 
Fielding’s orchestra was giving out with 
dance music. But the music had stopped. 
Revelers were being pushed here and there 
by palpitating cops. A gendarme thrust 
Willie away from him and the private 
detective skidded all the way to where a 
corpse was stretched out on the sidewalk. 

“It’s Mike Epps,” a cop said, then 
whirled on a big, bulky character wearing 
evening clothes. “What goes here?” 

“They come in an’ went up to see the 
boss,” the hot spot front man said. “They 
slugged him an’ got ten grand that was to 
pay off the band for the week. He come to 
an’ yelled downstairs just as the crooks 
were goin’ out through the door. Epps 
happened to be at the check room an’ he 
went after ‘em. He fired three shots at one 

A 
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of the guys. Oh, this will ruin us. A 
respectable night club used by the best 
peop—” 

“Awright, I’m takin’ over,” a familiar 
voice said. “Where’s Mike? I had him up 
here scoutin’ around an’—he what? Mike 
never misses!” 

“Maybe somebody put blanks in his 
gun,” Willie said. 

“You get out of here quick,” 
Satchelfoot yelled. “Now what was it we 
was sayin’? Don’t tell me Mike—listen, he 
was the best shot on the force. He won the 
shootin’ champeenship last month. 
Where’s the croaker? The medical—” 

Willie stood around and listened. The 
medical examiner, after examining the 
defunct detective, said that Epps had fired 
his gun before he was killed as no citizen 
could fire three times after getting a slug 
through his heart. 

“Didn’t nobody recognize the crooks?” 
Kelly yelped. 

“One wore dark glasses, the one I got a 
look at,” a patron said. “Wore a black 
mustache, too, and he had the gun.” 

“Where’s the manager of this joint?” 
Kelly asked. “He knew who come up to 
see him.” 

“He had a relapse,” a cop said. “That 
wallop on the dome was harder than he 
thought. He won’t come to for a week, if 
ever.” 

“Somebody figured on gettin’ all the 
band’s scratch instead of just a cut,” Kelly 
said. “It’s these racketeers. If this Artie 
Columbine is goin’ this far, we will just 
have to stop him. Not even a piccolo 
player will be safe.” 

“It looks like the killers was 
disguised,” Willie said. “Even if the 
manager comes to, he won’t talk as he 
knows what will happen to him next 
time.” 

“They are monkeyin’ with Uncle Sam 
this time,” Satchelfoot howled. “Ten 

percent of the salaries of these noise 
makers went to war bonds.” 

“We better go and call on Artie,” a cop 
said. 

“Yeah, all of you guys come along.”  
Halfway to Artie Columbine’s place of 

abode, Kelly tumbled to the fact that 
Willie was sitting right next to him. He 
had them stop the car and then he dumped 
Willie right out in Central Park. 

“I won’t forget this,” Willie yelled at 
the police car as it rolled away. “It is 
criminal assault.” 

 
ILLIAM KLUMP read about the 
raid on the night club the next 

morning. There was just a mention of 
Columbine’s name in the account. Artie 
admitted he owned a piece of Fielding’s 
boys, but legitimately. He agreed with the 
cops that something had to be done or 
there would not be as much as an oboe 
exercised in any of the big town’s 
whoopee salons. Why, the clientele of 
every bistro was dropping off and band 
leaders’ music all sounded alike because 
of the jitters they had contracted. 

Willie took out paper and pencil, then 
doffed his sport coat and tossed it over the 
back of his chair. Willie was puzzled 
about certain things. He had thoughts that 
were elusive and he had to write them 
down the moment they showed the whites 
of their eyes as follows: 

 
No.1—Mike Epps was a Nimrod with a 

Roscoe, but he missed with three shots. It looks 
like the dick had maybe sipped a zombie or a 
Blooey Snooker before he got the bead on the 
escaping bandit. It is the only way to figure it. Or is 
it? Artie Columbine is too smart for Kelly. 

No. 2— 
 
Willie wrote the number, then stopped. 

His brain became a vacuum. He pawed at 
his eyes and yawned, then looked up at the 
clock. Two A. M. No wonder he could not 
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think. He’d go around the corner and get 
some black coffee and then come back. 

“I’ll work while Kelly sleeps,” Willie 
mumbled as he sipped hot java ten minutes 
later. He emerged from the all night 
restaurant, walked west. He passed a 
tavern, failed to observe that he was being 
trailed. When he was two blocks away a 
gun went off and Willie felt a tug at his 
sleeve. Another slug chipped the steps of a 
brownstone front and Willie put forth all 
his speed. He did not stop running until he 
was safe inside his room. 

“Huh?” Willie said and examined the 
hole in the sleeve of his sport coat. “I was 
mistook for somebody. I got to think this 
over.” He undressed and got into bed and 
he had a smile on his bucolic face when 
the sandman got him. All that night he 
dreamed of weavers. The walls of the 
workshop were papered with plaid the 
color of his coat. Artie Columbine sat on a 
high stool holding a whip. 

The following morning William 
Klump went over to the offices of The 
Morning News as soon as he had washed 
up and had eaten a chunk of Danish pastry. 
He stayed there until well past lunchtime 
reading back issues of the tabloid. The 
journals dated back three months. He was 
cutting through the city room on his way 
out when he spotted Aloysius Kelly 
having an argument with the city editor. 

“What I should do is crash right into 
that managing editor’s office an’ make 
him eat these things he wrote on the 
editorial page,” Kelly was roaring. 
“Crooks paradise, hah? When certain 
detectives are still on the payroll! He’s 
libel—” 

“Yeah, Kelly,” the hardboiled 
newspaperman grinned wolfishly. “He’s 
liable to knock your teeth out if you go in 
now. You better think it over as I’m rusty 
on that first aid course I took.”  

“It is about time the public got wise to 

you,” Willie said, stepping up. “If you 
ever arrest somebody who is guilty, it will 
be the day they make me price administer. 
Unquote.” 

“You?” Kelly spat. “The bulletproof 
girdle demonstrator, huh? Look, papers 
like good murders, Willie, and they will 
have one in about three seconds. No 
wonder you didn’t wear that sport coat as 
even you wouldn’t want to git caught dead 
in it!” 

Satchelfoot picked up a typewriter and 
Willie snatched a mounted halftone from 
the editor’s desk that was big enough to 
knock over an elk. The fourth estate 
surrounded the two and hustled them to 
the lift and threw them in. 

 
ILLIE got to his feet, barely 
conscious of what had occurred. He 

added one and one and got the answer and 
Satchelfoot Kelly was shocked out of all 
homicidal mania when Willie reached for 
his hand and pumped it up and down. 

“Awright,” Kelly said. “I’ll bury the 
hatchet when I get one—right in your 
skull, Willie. Now don’t you ever cross 
my path again.”  

“Tell the D. A. I will see him in three 
hours,” Willie said. “I know who knocked 
off Mike Epps and stole the ten grand. I 
must have some cops to help me make an 
arrest. I’ve got Exhibit A and should have 
Exhibit B by nightfall.” 

“Okay,” Satchelfoot said absently. 
“Wha-a-a? What did you say, Willie? 
Come back. Hey, Willie!” Aloysius Kelly 
sat down on a hydrant and shook his head. 
“I almost fell for it. He couldn’t know 
nothin’.”  

At four in the afternoon, William J. 
Klump managed to get in to see the D. A. 

“Kelly told me you were due here, 
Klump,” the D. A. growled. “Now look, 
Klump, I am only seeing you because you 
were once a real detective and have been 

W
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lucky—what have you got there?” 
Willie unwrapped a package and laid 

the sport coat on the D. A.’s desk. “Exhibit 
A,” he said and grinned. 

“Yeah? They tell me you pick up a 
living on the side, Klump. Selling me 
burlap like that? Take it away. It hurts my 
eyes. Now you get out of here!” 

“I am not selling anything,” Willie 
protested. “Look at the bullet hole in the 
sleeve there!”  

The D. A. poked his finger in the hole 
in the sleeve of the garment. Then he 
looked up at Willie. 

“Go ahead. Anybody who wore this 
should’ve been shot. Who was it?” 

“Me,” Willie said. “But if you’ll 
notice, there is two places in it that had 
bullet holes in before. They have been 
wove over, D. A. One in the right sleeve 
and the other in the cloth just below where 
the coat cover’s a citizen’s shoulder blade. 
Does it make you remember anythin’?”  

“No!” 
“Okay,” Willie said. “Now about poor 

Mike Epps, the champeen pistol shot of 
the department, Chief.”  

“Don’t call me ‘chief’!” 
“The corpse expert claimed Mike shot 

off the Betsy before the crooks got him,” 
Willie explained. “There is only one 
answer to that and I know what it is. The 
citizen who held up the payroll for the 
band in the Bali Room at the Park 
Lexington wore a bullet-proof vest!”  

“Yeah? So tell me more, Holmes. I 
wish Watson could get on this though,” 
the D. A. said. “I’ll listen just one more 
minute, Klump!” 

“Then I’ll talk faster. I know the 
dishonest racketeer wore the vest because 
I swapped it to him for the sport coat,” 
Willie said. 

The D. A. dropped his cigar in his lap 
and clutched at the edges of his desk. 
“You—what?” 

“Sure,” Willie said. “It was forced on 
me by high pressure; I was to wear it at a 
Rotawanis lunch and git shot at. I didn’t 
trust it but it must have worked as the 
crook got away didn’t he? Look at the 
publicity I tossed away, D. A.” 

“Go on, Klump,” the D. A. choked out.  
“The big shot sent one of his flunkeys 

to me to make the deal,” Willie went on. 
“It was my girl, Gertie Mudgett, who 
spotted the mended spots on the sport coat. 
It was worn by a crook who got shot at. I 
can prove everythin’ as I can show you the 
copy of the ad I put in Creepy Crime 
Cases, D. A.”  

“Who is the murderer?” 
“The one who had the bite on the name 

bands before a guy with more brains took 
over,” Willie said. “I would like to 
surprise you down here as all the time you 
should have known who it was. But when 
you hire guys like Satchelfoot Kelly—” 

“That’s enough about the way I handle 
my department,” the D. A. snapped. “All 
right, Klump, we’ll send you out with 
some cops to make an arrest. But if you’ve 
muffed this one, you won’t ever step 
inside that place you call a detective 
agency again. If you’re being smart—”  

“Oh, I’m anythin’ but smart,” Willie 
said. “You know that, D. A. Can Kelly 
come along?” 

“I’ll get him,” the D. A. said. 
In five minutes Kelly stood near Willie 

and got his instructions. 
“He’s going to arrest the man who 

killed Mike,” the D. A. said. “He says that 
man is the key to the whole band 
racketeering business. Wait, I’ll get my 
coat and go along. This is something I 
don’t want to miss. I want to be there to 
kill Klump if he’s taking us for a sleigh 
ride.”  

“I’ll shoot him first,” Kelly vowed. 
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RIVATE detective Willie Klump led 
the law uptown to East Ninety-seventh 

Street and he told the driver of the Center 
Street jalopy to pull up in front of a big 
second rate hotel called The Tivoli. 

Willie led the way inside the place and 
walked up to the desk. . 

“Don’t put a finger on that 
switchboard,” the president of the 
Hawkeye agency said and showed the 
night man a big lump in his coat pocket. 
“Come around the desk an’ go sit in the 
lobby where my pals can watch you. They 
are Detective Kelly, the D. A. and three 
flatfeet. I want to see where a certain 
citizen lives.” 

“What’s the idea?” the clerk gulped. 
“This is a respect—” He vacated the desk 
and Willie took over. Willie found the 
number of the flat he wanted and he 
nodded to Kelly. He took a banana out of 
his coat pocket, began peeling it. 

“Leave a cop with the clerk,” Willie 
said. “The rest of you follow me.”  

The law moved up to the sixth floor 
and Willie knocked on a door. 

“Who’s there?” a gruff B flat voice 
said. 

“Eastern Union· telegraft, poisanal,” 
Willie announced, disguising his voice. 

The door opened and a beefy head was 
thrust out. Satchelfoot Kelly yelped, “Al 
Turco!” and Al tried to get back into his 
room but Willie had hold of the door knob 
and was putting Turco’s head in a vise. 

“Let go,” Turco howled. “I’ll let ya in. 
I ain’t got nothin’ to hide.”  

“Maybe you hid it already,” Willie 
said as he walked in with the D. A. and 
Satchelfoot. “Where is the ten grand, Al? 
Where is the bullet-proof vest?” 

“You kiddin’?” 
“Look, here is the sport coat I got for 

the vest,” Willie said._ “Take off your 
shirt, Al, as I want to have a fittin’. The 
darned places in this coat should fit right 

over the healed bullet holes in your 
carcass, Al.” 

“Yeah, it’s my coat awright,” Turco 
admitted. “It was stole from me. I’ve been 
framed.” 

“Don’t kid me,” Willie said. “I got 
shot at when I wore it awhile ago. It looks 
like Artie Columbine’s mob made another 
try to plant you alongside Lou Pizza, huh? 
They remembered the sport coat you wore 
the night Artie’s crowd nearly fixed your 
wagon. 

“Artie Columbine took the name band 
gravy away from you and you was trying 
to muscle back in that night. Well, you 
slipped up and had to quit the business 
until your bullet holes closed up. Artie 
Columbine made hay while you kept out 
of the sun and he got control of the down 
beaters, no?” 

“No,” Al Turco said but his face was 
as white as an altar boy’s collar. 

“You knew how much they paid off 
Fielding’s band with,” Willie said. “Ten 
grand that you went after. Bein’ a little 
allergic to bullets, you got yourself a 
bullet-proof vest.” 

“You can’t prove it,” Turco yelped. 
“Take off his shirt, boys,” William 

Klump ordered. “That Beazely bulletproof 
camisole leaves ridges in a guy’s flesh for 
days. I should know. Whoever Mike Epps 
shot at wore one as Mike never missed. 
Turco was mechanized!” 

“Oh yeah?” Turco replied. “You won’t 
never burn me. How’s these fer apples?” 

“Shoot!” Willie yipped. “He got a 
Betsy out from behind them bottles on the 
table. Kelly, have you turned into a 
stature? Somebody—” 

Turco put on a brief blitz. He shot out 
the only electric light that was burning and 
then tried to extinguish the D. A., but 
Willie threw a body block on the D. A. 
and took him out of the play. Willie felt 
one of Turco’s pellets put a second parting 

P 
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in his hair and he kept yelling for Kelly 
and the cops to open up. Turco got a blast 
from a cop’s gun and barged toward the 
window with a fresh hole in his torso. He 
dove at the window that was not open and 
glass showered Willie who had a grip on 
Turco’s shirt. 

 
HEN it was over, Willie told the D. 
A. to show Satchelfoot what made a 

gun go off. 
“I couldn’t git goin’,” Kelly said. 

“When I find out Willie had Turco cold, 
somethin’ paralyzed me. After me workin’ 
my head off to smash the racket, Willie 
Klump just goes out and furnishes the vest 
for the guy who—it wouldn’t happen in 
fiction.” 

“Search the joint, top and bottom,” 
Willie said. “Find me that vest as maybe 
Mike Epps’ bullets are still in it. Also the 
ten grand, a pair of smoked cheaters and a 
phony mustache. This time Al Turco will 
forget a criminal code book.” 

The cops found everything Willie 
wanted them to find after literally 
wrecking Turco’s flat. 

“Well, you are cooked this time, Al,” 
Willie said. “You want to cook while Artie 
Columbine enjoys health an’ wealth an’ 
posterity? You better tell us how he 
intimidated the name bands and what he 
did to night clubs and maestros who would 
not stand for the bite.” 

“Git a doctor,” Turco said. “That 
wasn’t a marshmallow I was vaccinated 
with. Yeah, Artie is the big shot. I can 
show you at least twenty band leaders who 

will testify against Artie as long as they 
know they won’t get rubbed out. What a 
sweet racket he muscled me out of. I’ll 
name you his muscle guys too.” 

“Nice work, Willie,” the D. A. said. 
“How do you do it?”  

“I get into the darndest things, don’t 
I?” Willie grinned. “Well, I’ll get goin’ an’ 
let you policemen pick Artie up. You tell 
the band leaders and music union I am not 
above acceptin’ fees that are reasonable.” 

W 
“It ain’t so,” Satchelfoot Kelly 

mumbled to himself. “In the mornin’, you 
will wake up an’ you’ll see. This is New 
York, not Arabia.” 

* * * * * * 
The next morning at ten o’clock, 

Willie’s phone rang. It was Gertie Mudgett 
and she told Willie she was coming over 
in ten minutes and pull his arms off. 

“Lef’ me flat in the middle of the night 
an’ unescorted, did you?” Gertie yelped. 
“An’ you kep’ the change from the five I 
gave you to buy the movie tickets with, 
huh? I had t’ hike home with them new 
shoes. In ten minutes, Willie Klump—” 

Willie hung up and looked up a 
number. 

He called the Beazely Bullet-Proof 
Vest Co., Inc.  

“This is William Klump. I must have a 
bullet-proof vest in ten minutes. Will it 
stop a butcher-knife too? Hurry it, will 
you?—Oh, why don’t Gertie read the 
papers before noontime—Huh? Yeah, one 
of the best you got! If it is not here in ten 
minutes, don’t bother. Just send the cops 
to clean up. G’by. 

 


