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Sham and Eggs 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
Willie hits society when he is hired to guard a 400 wedding, 
but it takes a couple of hens to keep him from laying an egg! 

 
ILLIAM KLUMP, President of 
the Hawkeye Detective Agency 
sat in a little eating place on 

East Fifty-first Street tapping a hard-boiled 
egg with a spoon. Willie loved his 
cackleberries with a great passion and he 
was very particular where they came from. 

“Are you sure these eggs are fresh?” 
Willie asked the carrot-topped waitress. 

“Lissen, every mornin’ you ast me,” 
the doll flashed. “Should I call up the hen 
what laid ‘em? How many times have I 
gotta tell ya we get our eggs fresh from 
Joisy every day? How could you tell a 
stale one when you get them boiled ten 
minutes?”  

“I only asked,” Willie sniffed. “It is a 
free country, ain’t it? Say, you are 
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impertinent.” 
“I bet you tell that to all the dames,” 

the waitress twitted and walked away from 
Willie.  

Willie breakfasted leisurely. He 
resembled all other detectives in that he 
had two arms and two legs. When Nature 
fashioned Willie it must have been a cold 
day and she had had her mittens on. She 
made a rough and let it go at that.  

He had been absent from the farm for 
almost five years but to look at him you 
would have sworn time had stood still 
from the moment he had told the Jersey 
cow good-by. Adolf Hitler had been 
hanging paper instead of hostages when 
Willie had purchased the blue serge suit he 
wore and it had a shine as dazzling as Cab 
Calloway’s teeth. 

“There is no use hurrying,” Willie 
sighed after finishing his eggs. “I have not 
seen a client since Pearl Harbor.”  

He sauntered toward the building 
where he kept his office and when he 
reached the door of his approximately fifty 
square feet of space, he beheld a smartly 
dressed member of the distaff side pacing 
up and down. Willie was about to turn and 
run, convinced that it was the landlord’s 
wife, when the woman yelled at him. She 
also got hold of Willie’s coat-tail. 

“Where can I find Mr. Klump?”  
“I am Mr. Klump,” Willie said. “Look, 

I will get half the rent tomorrer and the 
week after that, I’ll—”  

“Please let me in, Mr. Klump. My feet 
are killing me,” the woman said. “I wish to 
hire one of your detectives.”  

“Of course, Madam,” Willie gulped. 
“Er—most of my operators are out on big 
cases. But I often take one myself if it is 
important enough.”  

Willie ushered the nicely dressed old 
doll into his office. 

“Have a chair,” he said, and removed 
some shoe-shining equipment off the 

straight back. 
“You call this an office, Mr. Klump?”  
“Why—er—it is just a branch,” Willie 

hastened to say, “where I go to be alone to 
think out hard cases. I like to be alone.”  

“Peculiar chap, aren’t you? My name 
is Mrs. Cadman Fortescue,” the visitor 
said. “There is to be a wedding at my 
home on the Drive on Wednesday evening 
and it will be one of the most important 
social events of the year. Rawther than 
employ one of those detectives with large 
flat feet and derby hat, I thought I would 
hire a private one. They are more cultured, 
I told Penelope. Or am I wrong?”  

“Oh, you see me at my worst,” Willie 
cut in. “It is only to get crooks off their 
guard, I look this way. In a dress suit, 
though—”  

“Very clevah, Mr. Klump,” Mrs. 
Fortescue smiled. “You are to guard the 
wedding presents, and I would never have 
thought about putting the detective in a 
full dress. My, you have talent, Mr. 
Klump. You will look like one of the 
guests.”  

“How much is . . . of course 
mentionin’ money is not polite, but if one 
don’t—” Willie needled. 

“One hundred dollars for six hours 
work, Mr. Klump. I am not one to 
quibble.” 

“Taken,” Willie said. “I generally get 
an advance just in case—er—there’s many 
a slip between the skirt and the nylons, 
ha.”  

“I don’t understand, Mr. Klump.”  
“Skip it,” Willie grinned. “It is just I 

listen to the radio too much. Now if 
twenty-five is awright . . .”  

It was. Mrs. Cadman Fortescue agreed 
to the advanced bite and handed it over. 
After giving Willie her address and his 
time of appearance, she flounced out. 

Willie left his office soon after and 
went about the business of assembling the 
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formal ensemble for his high class stint. 
He tried the works on in his room two 
hours later and he told himself that the 
hired scenery would not have looked much 
better on Cary Grant. 

 
ETECTIVE William Klump arrived 
at the Fortescue home at six-thirty. 

Mrs. Fortescue fainted after brooming him 
quickly with her lorgnette. On being 
revived by Willie and a comely maid, she 
wanted to know why Willie was wearing 
tan shoes. 

 

“Just another idea of mine, Madam,” 
Willie said. “So you can tell me from the 
rest of the guests.” As he spoke, his collar 
slipped the button. 

“Reawlly?” Mrs. Fortescue said 
weakly. “I never could otherwise, Mr. 
Klump. Well, help me up, somebody. I 
always finish what I start. Take this freak 
into the library and show him the 
valuables, Lizette. And keep out of sight, 
Klump!”  

Willie started earning his fee. The big 
table in the library was covered with bric-
a-brac that half blinded Willie. There were 
heirlooms, presents to the bride, set out 
apart from the solid silver and the linens. 
A card said that they were a necklace and 
brooch that had belonged to Grandma 
Fortescue and were for the blushing bride. 

Willie Klump took a revolver out of 
his pocket and examined it, he was that 
shuddery. He had picked it up in a pawn 
shop. He spun the cylinder of the Betsy 
and then tumbled to the gruesome fact that 
he had forgotten to load it. 

“Oh, well,” Willie said. “No crooks 
will dare to come in here. And how will 
one know it is not loaded, huh?”  

He leaned against a big chair and 
yawned. He let a lot of time pass. 
Suddenly he heard a noise at the window, 
a little tapping, grating sound. There was 
only one light burning in the library and 

Willie turned it off. 
“Oh, yeah?” Willie whispered harshly. 

“The Klump Agency is on hand, my fine-
feathered friend!” He tiptoed across the 
room, lifted a curtain and shoved the 
window up. Willie thrust his head out. 

Klonk! 
Willie was pulled out over the sill but 

he had no feeling in the matter. While the 
intruder dumped him into a frost-bitten 
bed of petunias, Willie was in a 
planetarium marveling at the compote of 
stars. When the lights went on he got up to 
go but somebody had him by the scruff of 
the neck. 

“Let me go!” Willie protested 
indignantly. “I didn’t do nothin’. I—”  

“Shut up, Willie!” a familiar voice 
said. Willie spun around and looked at 
Aloysius Kelly, detective from 
Headquarters. 

“What happened?” Willie forced out. 
“I heard somebody at the winder an’—”  

“Let this be a lesson to you, ma’am,” 
Satchelfoot said after pushing Willie into a 
chair. “You hired a B picture comic 
character to guard a hundred grand worth 
of heirlooms. An’ look at the gun he 
carried. The trigger’s broke off and it is 
not loaded. Oh, Willie, even for you that is 
somethin’ I can’t believe.”  

“Maybe he was a confederate,” Mrs. 
Fortescue screeched. “Search him!” 

“Oh, don’t be silly,” Kelly said. “But 
just to satisfy you—” 

 
ELLY frisked Willie, found a 
package of Sen-Sen, a bingo ticket, a 

picture of Gertie Mudgett and a soiled 
nose napkin. 

“No, ma’am, Willie is a duck, not a 
crook.” Satchelfoot Kelly sat down and 
laughed and laughed. 

“Throw that creature out!” Mrs. 
Fortescue said. “I mean Klump! Oh, I’m 
fainting again. Oh-h!”  
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“Say that again,” Satchelfoot grinned 
like a tiger full of big fat wild pigs. He 
nodded to two big cops and Willie Klump 
was rushed out of the room; through the 
butler’s pantry, through the kitchen and 
down the back steps to the garbage cans. 

William Klump rose slowly, brushed 
garbage off his rented suit and let loose a 
deep-seated groan. He emerged from the 
back of the big mansion and trudged 
across town. At Broadway and Ninety-
seventh Street, a cop grabbed him and 
called the wagon. 

“I don’t smell liquor on his breath,” 
the cop said. “But nobody can look like 
him and not be drunk. Take him in.”  

“I’m a detective!” Willie argued. 
“Now I know he’s plastered. I’m 

General MacArthur, would you believe it, 
pal?” 

Gertie Mudgett came into the precinct 
station at three in the morning and 
identified Willie. At first she was not sure. 

“Willie Klump never had a dress suit,” 
Gertie said. 

“Honest, I am Willie, Gert. I can 
explain. Just get me out of here so’s I can 
jump in the Hudson. The things that 
happen to me. . . . ”  

Gertie took Willie home in a cab and 
dumped him at his door. 

“I do not believe your wild story, 
William Klump,” she said. “You got drunk 
and that is why you carried the Sen-Sen to 
kill your breath. Nothin’ like that could 
happen to nobody, not even to you who 
gets nightmares from eating them hard-
boiled eggs. Drive on, Mister.”  

“Look, Gertie,” Willie yipped. “I—oh, 
nerts!” He crawled up the steps of his 
rooming house, the lump on his noggin 
feeling as big as a country fair squash. 

Gertie Mudgett had to believe it the 
next morning. It was in all the papers. 
Willie read the journals in his office at ten 
o’clock the next morning. The heirlooms 

were gone. 
“I am ruined,” he groaned and put 

more ice in the paper bag he held to his 
head. 

The phone rang. Willie ignored it but it 
kept ringing and hurting his head. He 
picked it up and yelled into it. 

“Oh, pardon,” a voice said. “I got the 
zoo. I wanted—”  

“Gertie!” Willie croaked. 
“Oh, hello, Willie. I read the papers 

and I gotta admit you told the truth, I’m 
sorry to say. You gotta get those things 
back.”  

“Of course,” Willie sniffed. “Hold the 
phone an’ I’ll go out and ask ‘em for ‘em. 
If Satchelfoot Kelly is so smart, let him 
find them. Anybody slips up sometimes. I 
just stuck my neck out—”  

“You’re telling me, Willie. Look, you 
better quit what you’re doin’. You been 
lucky up to now. I’ll lend you the dough to 
go to a weldin’ school.”  

“Oh, you think I am dumb, too?” 
Willie yelped. 

“That’s right, Willie.” 
 

ILLIAM KLUMP banged the 
receiver on the hook and hoped the 

noise of it would split one of the doll’s 
ear-drums. He groaned ten more times, 
then picked up a paper. 

There was one angle to the Fortescue 
thing on page three that puzzled him. 

The night before a certain character 
named J. Standish Bradford from Boston 
had been attacked in his room at the 
Ritzmore and locked into the closet. He 
had banged on the door long enough for a 
chambermaid to catch on. The citizen of 
Beantown had been bonged on the pate 
and tied up with a bedsheet. 

“Yeah, I was in the Glass Derby last 
night,” J. Standish was quoted as having 
told the reporters. “I got a little high an’ I 
guess I talked a lot. A certain guy tailed 
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me back to the hotel an’ knocked me off. 
He didn’t take any of my dough, just an 
invitation to my cousin’s wedding. The 
Fortescue wedding. You see I hadn’t seen 
cousin Penelope or Aunt Frietchie for 
twenty years an’ so anybody could have 
gone up and claimed he was me if he 
looked anywhere near like me.”  

Willie banged the newspaper down. 
“The crook was at the weddin’ all the 

time. I’ll call Mrs. Fortescue an’ disguise 
my voice.”  

“Hello, hello,” Willie said when a 
familiar scratchy voice answered the ring. 
“This is the police department. We would 
like to have the description of the man 
who came there as J. Standish Bradford. It 
looks like we’re gettin’ somewhere now.”  

“Well, you aren’t, Mr. Klump! Now, if 
you bother me again, I’ll send detectives 
after you. Good-by!”  

Willie hung up, wiped his brow and 
the bump on his head and got out pencil 
and paper. 

“No.1,” he wrote. “The blue blood 
from the Hub talked his tongue ragged in 
the Glass Hat, most likely said he was 
going to the wedding and squawked about 
how many presents would be there. A 
dishonest person got the invitation and 
attended himself. Get his description and 
you will know who to hunt. The thing is to 
get it which I can’t if Satchelfoot has it. I 
must patch up things with Gertie and look 
into the welding school. Let crime pay and 
see who cares.”  

A rustling sound near the door twisted 
Willie’s aching head around. He saw a 
letter being slipped under his door. He got 
up and intercepted it, tore the envelope 
open. He read it quickly. 

 
Dear Mr. Klump: 
As an alumnus of the Bona Fide Detecting 

School, Inc., we are pleased to extend to you a 
special offer. At the ridiculous charge of fifteen 
dollars for ten hours we give you a refresher 

course. Don’t you think you need it, Mr. Klump? 
Yours against crime,  
Sherlock Vance Watson,  
President. 
 
“That is the last straw!” Willie yelped 

and jumped up and down on Mr. Watson’s 
letter. He slapped on his hat and went out 
of the office, vowing never to return. 

 
IS cup of woe did not begin to splash 
over the rim until about four o’clock 

that afternoon. He was walking along 
Sixth scrutinizing employment agency 
bulletins when he heard of the commotion 
going on not far away. Even as he caught 
the gist of the talk tossed out by a pair of 
sprinting citizens, sirens began to wail. 

He followed the crowd. On the corner 
of Ninth Avenue and Forty-third, he found 
himself stymied, like all the other morbid 
taxpayers, by seven tough policemen. 

Willie flashed his badge and was 
amazed that he was allowed to slip 
through. Cops were everywhere. There 
were at least seven prowl cars on the 
block, and crouched behind one, a Roscoe 
in his fist, was Satchelfoot Kelly. 

“Come on down, Elby,” a stentorian 
voice yipped. “Or we come after you with 
all we’ve got!”  

A gun started popping and a bullet hit 
the street close to Willie and whined past 
his fetlocks. 

“Duck, you flathead!” Kelly called out. 
“Willie Klump! Who let you . . . Look 
out!” 

Another slug bounced off the asphalt 
and went through Willie’s hat brim. Willie 
made a dive for cover and nearly knocked 
out Satchelfoot. 

“Who is it?” Willie gulped. 
“The guy who bopped you las’ night, 

ha!” the detective said. “Elbert Armitage 
alias Elby the Eel. We caught up with him 
from the description we got from J. 
Standish Brad— get out of my way as I 
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think I see him up there!” Kelly fired and 
there came a crashing of glass. 

“Nice shootin’,” Willie said. “That 
light globe that said ‘Hotel’ is a mess 
now.” Kelly fired again and slipped, and 
the bullet went right through the door of a 
mission. 

“I hope whoever you hit got saved 
first,” Willie said. “How did you tag this 
crook?” 

“Wearin’ a tan coat and green hat,” 
Satchelfoot said when some more shots 
came from the roof of the brownstone. 
“Long face and heavy dark brows, but 
why am I telling you? Get away from me, 
Willie. How can I catch him? Boys, this’ll 
make me a sergeant at least. That baby is 
wanted for bigamy, armed robbery, 
murder and forgery.”  

“What? He didn’t kidnap nobody yet?” 
Willie said. “Why don’t you rush him, 
Satchelfoot? Give me the gun as if I don’t 
get hunk with him, I am a ruined man. I 
am desperate, Satchelfoot.”  

“Don’t be silly,” Kelly howled above 
the roar of the siege. “It would take ten 
Commandos and a Ranger to take him. He 
is a dead shot!”  

“So far he has hit nothing but 
pavement,” Willie sniffed. “Don’t that 
puzzle you?” 

“He gets closer every shot, Willie. The 
first ones he fired was only tracers. Shut 
up and . . . why, he has give up. Look!”  

“Okay down there, I’ve had my fun,” 
the man on the roof yelled down. “I’ll 
come walkin’ out the front door with me 
mitts up!” 

 
IKE everyone within a block of the 
place, Willie expected Elby the Eel to 

come out shooting. Instead the big 
character walked out as nonchalantly as a 
Gable coming out of the Brown Derby. He 
was busy straightening his tie. Satchelfoot 
Kelly rushed across the street with six 

cops and arrested Elby the Eel. 
“I didn’t have no more cartridges,” 

Elby said. “An’ I hate tear gas. What’s the 
charge against me, boys?”  

“Assaulting a wedding guest,” 
Satchelfoot yelped. “Robbin’ the weddin’. 
Resistin’ half the cops in New York.” 

“Tsk, tsk,” the prisoner said and shook 
his head. “I won’t never stand trial as they 
will extradite me to Illinois where they 
want me for stranglin’ somebody. Which 
charge would you prosecute first? Hah!”  

“Make him hand back the weddin’ 
presents,” Willie said. “If I don’t take 
them back in person, my repertation ain’t 
worth—”  

“I forgot where I hid ‘em,” Elby 
grinned. “Take me downtown an’ 
interduce me to the D.A.”  

Elby the Eel was whisked away and 
Willie, denied any part in the drama, 
slouched cross town. Yes, he could 
already see the story. How Satchelfoot 
Kelly displayed rare heroism in capturing 
such a lethal member of the dishonest set. 
The public would swallow the mullarkey 
and Kelly would be riding the plush on the 
gravy train. It was the rods for William 
Klump. 

“There goes my last chancet,” Willie 
moaned, and turned into a beanery. 

“Two eggs, ten minutes,” Willie said 
to the counterman. “Are they fresh?” 

“You don’t think we’d serve nobody 
nothin’ else, do you? Ten minutes, you 
said?” 

“That’s what I said. Let’s not have no 
trouble, please,” Willie sighed. “I’ve been 
through enough. Does it take long to learn 
weldin’?”  

Sitting there, meticulously cracking the 
shell of a very hard-boiled egg, Willie 
refreshed his memory regarding Elby the 
Eel. Elby, according to crime chroniclers, 
had taken the first false step when he had 
learned what his name was. He had set fire 
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to his father’s house. From that day on, 
Elbert Armitage had been an enemy to 
society, had become tougher with each 
passing day. Elby, if it had not been for the 
Axis, would have been considered public 
enemy number one. But there was Adolf, 
Musso and Hirohito ahead of him in the 
line-up. 

Elbert Armitage had been dubbed the 
Eel because of his elusiveness. The 
gendarmes of a dozen states had never 
been able to hold Elby long enough to 
mug him. He had reported in two places at 
one time more than once. The cops had a 
couple of his prints he had left on the door 
handle of a brown sedan in Iowa. 

 
ILLIE KLUMP got a call from 
Gertie the next morning while he sat 

brooding in his atelier. 
“Oh, ain’t it wonderful about Kelly?” 

Gert gushed. “He’s in all the papers. 
Almost full length, Willie.”  

“Yeah. They couldn’t ever get his feet 
in unless they used up three columns,” 
Willie sniffed. “Listen, I was there and he 
didn’t put up no fight, Elby the Eel didn’t. 
Shirley Temple could of taken him with 
her bare hands. If I’d had even a yo-yo, I 
would’ve—” 

“You are jealous, Willie. Look, the 
welding school classes begin at eight at 
night.” 

“How about movies tonight?” Willie 
asked. Gertie told him she had a date with 
Aloysius Kelly. Willie hung up and started 
swearing. 

Yes, the papers said a lot of nice things 
about Detective Kelly. Editorial writers 
claimed it was very nice to have big brave 
men like Kelly working on the home front. 
Kelly would make Elby the Eel tell where 
he’d stashed the Fortescue heirlooms. 

Willie dug down in his pocket and 
took out his supply of legal tender. Three 
bucks and eighty cents. Then he went over 

to his favorite eating spot and ordered his 
boiled eggs from the carrot-topped 
smooch. 

“Gosh, I think they’d kill you,” the 
doll said. “Ten minute eggs!”  

The hen fruit was forthcoming and 
Willie tapped the shell of one with a 
spoon. Slowly he peeled the shell away 
and was about to salt and pepper the warm 
white oval when he saw the letters 
stamped on it. Willie held his breath and 
gaped at the bluish letters. They spelled: 
H-E-L-P. 

“Huh,” Willie croaked far down in his 
throat. “I seem to remember you can write 
on an egg shell with some kind of juice or 
ink and when the egg is boiled, the stuff 
goes through the shell and is stamped on 
the egg itself. Spies sent messages that 
way an’ old maids on the farms used to 
work the trick to git husbands. Well, I 
wonder. . . .”  

Willie scraped the letters off and 
shoved the egg in his mouth. 

“I guess nobody’s kiddin’ me no 
more,” he mumbled. “I been in enough for 
awhile. But I wonder who needs help. Oh, 
forget it, Willie.”  

Willie remembered the oath he had 
made on the day he graduated from the 
Bona Fide Detecting School. To go to the 
rescue of all those in distress at all times, 
as a detective was a guardian of citizens’ 
rights and health. Willie called the 
waitress. 

“What farm is it you get the eggs 
from?” Willie asked. 

“The Whispering Elms Farm,” the 
waitress said. “You goin’ out there to 
complain to the roosters?”  

“I am a detective and don’t be funny,” 
Willie bridled. “Get me the box the eggs 
come out of.” 

 
HE waitress did. There were eight 
more eggs in the little paper crate. 
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Willie examined them all. On another egg 
had been written: POLICE. Still another 
bore the word HURRY. 

“Oh, boys,” Willie said. “It is a good 
thing eggs are high and nobody ordered 
many.” He looked at the address of the egg 
farm. It was “R.F.D. 2, Rosedale Junction, 
N. J.” 

“Somebody is in peril and they put the 
message on the eggs,” he said. “If nobody 
saw what was on them when they were 
raw, maybe they’d spot ‘em when they 
was cooked like I did. Get me some pencil 
and paper, dearie. When I think, I have to 
put it in writin’ as I forget quick what I 
thought of.”  

“Somebody is crazy,” the waitress 
said, and took a pencil out of her locks. 
“Use the menu to scribble on.”  

“I got to diagnose this,” Willie wrote. 
“No.1. If certain citizens are sendin’ an 
S.O.S. this way, it means they can’t phone. 
Somebody has them by the back of the 
neck. It looks like the old days when big 
crooks used hideouts. No.2. If that is so, I 
can’t just walk up to the house like I am 
and get plugged. It is silly and I better 
forget it.”  

Willie pocketed his notes, kept arguing 
with himself. What could he lose? The city 
was hard and cruel and why not go into the 
country. Here was adventure, intrigue. He 
could go away and forget. 

A sailor came in and sat down in a 
corner and the sight of the gob started 
Willie thinking. 

“I’ll do it,” Willie said. 
He got up and left the restaurant and 

headed across town where he made some 
purchases. He then walked to a bus 
terminal, a seabag slung over his shoulder. 
He inquired as to the position of Rosedale 
Junction on the map and he was told that 
the hamlet was not far from Hohokus.  

“You been to sea, huh?” the man at the 
info desk asked pleasantly. 

“No, I’m on my way to,” Willie said 
and bought a ticket. 

While he waited for the bus to pull out, 
Willie picked up a newspaper and perused 
it avidly to see if Elby the Eel had kicked 
in with the heirlooms. There was four or 
five sticks pertaining to the crime on Page 
4. They bugged Willie’s eyes out as he 
read half aloud. 

“‘Police admitted they had 
encountered an imp-passy early today after 
questioning Elbert Armitage, alias Elby 
the Eel. Several patrons of Tony’s Bar an’ 
Grill on Tenth Avenue substant—
substan—iated the alibi it the alleged 
criminal gave the police. Despite the fact 
that J. Standish Bradford identified the 
man as the one that . . .”  

Willie blinked his eyes and scratched 
his head, then read on. Elby the Eel 
claimed he thought the police were 
chasing him for something else when they 
cornered him on the roof of the 
brownstone tenement. He had not meant to 
hit anybody and anyway he liked playing 
cops and robbers. Moreover, he was not 
Elbert Armitage. Lots of guys might dress 
alike and not know it. 

“The fingerprints will trip him up,” 
Willie said. “Well, I got my own job to do. 
Maybe I am dumb like they say and this is 
how to find out. Anyway, I am curious.” 

 
HEN Willie got off the bus, he saw 
a sign-post at the crossroads. It said: 

 
ROSEDALE JUNCTION, 2 MILES. 

 
Willie got on shanks mare and heeled 

and toed it toward the farm, over the 
narrow graveled road that was apparently 
the only means of access. Finally he 
looked down on the Whispering Elms 
poultry farm, from a little grove of trees on 
the side of a hill. It was an isolated farm 
and everything was so quiet, Willie could 
hear himself sweat. 
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“Well, hot or cold,” Willie said. “Here 
comes the Navy.”  

Willie disrobed, crammed his mufti 
into the sea bag after removing a sailor 
suit and a white chowder cap.  

Willie put on the sea-going togs, drew 
the strings of the sea bag, and then hiked it 
over his shoulder. He advanced on the 
farmhouse at a rolling gait humming a 
tune about nobody would ever get rich by 
digging a ditch. 

There was no sign of life around the 
hen-coops. Poultry set up quite a cackle 
and somewhere a cow mooed. 

“I don’t get it,” Willie said, and felt his 
backbone doing a hula. Then just before 
he rapped on the door, he caught a glimpse 
of a face at the window. 

“A swell doll,” Willie said. “Huh, this 
is like a movie with two sets of crockery.”  

The door opened and a scared little 
face looked up at Willie. It belonged to a 
little old doll with spectacles. Her bony 
hands were fiddling with her apron. 

“Let him in!” a very tough voice said. 
“Hey, Ma!” Willie yelped. “It is the 

bad egg come back, remember Ma? Luke 
himself back from the Coral Sea. Boys, 
did we smear the Japs! If I sound too hard-
boiled it is because of the war hardenin’ 
me. Oh, for your doughnuts.”  

“Oh-h-h, Luke!” the little woman said 
and hugged Willie. 

Over her shoulder, Willie saw the big 
citizen standing in the middle of the room 
and one of his hands was inside his tan 
coat. Tan coat and green hat. The tough 
character had heavy black brows and a 
long face. Willie’s knees gave way a little 
but the old lady did her best to keep him 
vertical. 

“Y-you got company, Ma?”  
“Yeah, you have, sailor boy,” the 

tough one snapped. “Just behave and we 
won’t haveta torpedo ya, see?”  

“But you should be in—they let you 
go?” Willie stuttered. “The papers said—”  

“Hah, I’m laughin’, pal. Me an’ the 
babe are hidin’ out here until the heat 
cools off. Now if you behave, you will get 
another crack at the Japs, Luke.”  

“Elby the Eel,” Willie gasped. “While 
I’m fightin’ for the U. S., our enemies 
move in on my fam’ly. It is sabotage. 
They won’t let you sell eggs while—”  

“Sure,” Elby grinned. “Business as 
usual. I let ‘em go out an’ pack the hen 
fruit but I go with ‘em, see? They load the 
cackleberries on a truck that calls here.”  

“Everythin’ we do, Luke,” the old lady 
said. “They watch us. When we go to the 
phone . . . Oh, I’m glad you’re home.” 

 
HEN Willie saw the black-haired doll 
over by the wall leaning against the 

melodeon. 
“Touchin’, ain’t it, Elby?” the moll 

grinned. “Imagine us dependin’ on that 
funny lookin’ punk for our four freedoms, 
huh?”  

“Insultin’ the armed forces is treason,” 
Willie gulped. He plunked the sea bag to 
the floor and wiped his brow. “I got a 
couple of presents for you, Ma.”  

“I hope you brought something nice, 
Luke.” 

“Yeah. A saroong I got here and I 
didn’t meet Dottie Lamour, ha!” Willie 
said. “Where’s the rest of the fam’ly?”  

“Out taking care of the hens, Luke. 
Another crook is with them. There is three 
altogether, son.”  

Willie Klump opened his sea bag and 
reached into it. He brought out a big 
bundle of gaudy cloth. 

“This ought to make you a swell 
kimono, Ma,” Willie said. “I swapped a 
knife with a busted blade for it with a 
cannibal chief in the Fijis. It’s so loud it 
can talk, hah?”  

T
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Willie Klump, trying to keep his teeth 
from rattling out, swung toward Elby the 
Eel. And then the bolt of gaudy cloth 
started talking. There was a roar like a 
powder magazine going up and Willie 
went flying backward to finally fetch up 
against the kitchen stove. Elby the Eel 
howled like a Commando rushing a Nazi 
beachhead and turned into a jitterbug for 
several seconds. 

Willie, his shoulder feeling as if it had 
been nudged by one of Rommel’s tanks, 
struggled to his feet and reached for the 
teakettle. The heft of it told him it was full. 
Elby the Eel had his Betsy out of its 
holster when Willie whirled to the attack. 
Elby fired but his aim was ruined by 
Willie’s adopted mother. A wet mop 
draped itself around Elby’s head just as a 
bullet took off Willie’s chowder hat. 

“I’ll get that little bag of bones!” the 
moll said and wound her arms around 
Ma’s neck. Willie poured boiling water on 
the wren’s toeless shoes and the doll let go 
and screeched like a Banshee. But Elby 
was not licked. He fired two shots close to 
Willie’s noggin and then he put his head 
down and rushed the president of the 
Hawkeye Detective Agency. Willie side-
stepped and Elby’s head and shoulders 
went into the oven door and Elby’s face 
ruined a fresh batch of biscuits. 

Willie Klump was applying a hot stove 
lid to the seat of Elby’s pants when two 
husky rustics rushed in. 

“We’re saved, boys!” the old lady 
chirped and smothered her yelping victim 
with a big rug. “The Navy saved us!”  

“I quit. Git me out of here!” Elby the 
Eel yowled. 

“All I could git for that sawed-off 
shotgun,” Willie complained, “was s rock 
salt but I bet enough went into Elby to 
melt all the icy sidewalks in New York 
this winter. I bet that gun was shot off last 
at Bull Run. Awright, Elby, don’t make 

another move. This is what you git for 
slugging me at that weddin’. For a minute 
I thought I’d come with too little, too late, 
ha! Where’s the heirlooms?”  

“They got a car out in the shed,” one 
of the country characters said. “Yeah, and 
when that gun went off, the crook with us 
got so scared he dropped his gun so we 
picked him up and threw him in the silo.”  

The little old doll hugged Willie. 
“You must be hungry, son. How about 

some doughnuts?”  
“I will have eggs, Ma. Ten minutes. I 

been eatin’ your eggs a lot lately and is 
that lucky for you? Supposin’ I had liked 
them soft boiled? Call the sheriff or 
somebody, will you?”  

“Oh, I took a long chance, sonny,” the 
little dame admitted. “Only thing I could 
think of, though. Eggs bein’ a vital food 
supply, you will get decorated, won’t 
you?”  

“Look, Ma,” Willie said. “I ain’t no 
sailor. That was my disguise, bein’ a 
detective.” 

“Ha ha!” the old female character 
scoffed. “Now just because I’m a country 
woman, you can’t fool me. You hear that, 
Hiram? He’s a detective!”  

“That is the secret of my success,” 
Willie admitted. “If you buy a dog to tend 
sheep, do you git one with sixty-percent 
wolf in him? Ha! Search these two crooks, 
pal, while I go out to the shed.”  

Willie found the Fortescue heirlooms 
in the tire-chain bag in the trunk of the big 
sedan and he felt sorry for Satchelfoot 
Kelly. 

“He can’t imagine anythin’,” Willie 
said. “If he’d found the message on the 
egg he would of laughed it off as a gag. 
The B pitchers aren’t so farfetched at 
that.” 

N
 
EW YORK authorities moved fast 
and they came out and took 
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possession of Elby, and one of the 
detectives was Satchelfoot Kelly. They 
rushed them to the big town. 

“I don’t get it,” Kelly groaned. “We 
found out that crook we had didn’t belong 
to the prints of the real Elbert Armitage.”  

“How could they?” Willie sniffed. 
“You did not have the real one. This Elby 
reads the war news and he created a 
diversion, Satchelfoot. Lots of times he 
has done it before. He stole a page from 
Hitler’s book and used a double or two to 
be seen places where he should be but 
isn’t at the time a job is pulled. Havin’ a 
stooge in the hands of the cops gives him a 
chance to lam, too, as nobody will be 
chasin’ him. See?”  

“How did you do it, Willie?”  
“Oh, for likin’ ten-minute eggs,” 

Willie grinned. “You wouldn’t believe it, 
though, havin’ no imagination. Has Mrs. 
Fortescue come in yet?”  

“Here I am, Mr. Klump,” Mrs. 
Cadman Fortescue ululated. “Oh, how can 
I ever thank you and how can you ever 
forgive me?”  

“You can say that again,” Willie said 
in a huff. “You should wait until a 
detective is through workin’ on a case 
before you insult him. Let’s see, you owe 
me—of course, there was expenses I 
didn’t figure on—it costs money to join 
the Navy—an’ carfare an’ incidents.”  

“Your reward will be two thousand 
dollars, Mr. Klump. Oh, I knew I was right 
hiring a private detective.”  

“You was lucky,” Satchelfoot snapped. 
“You would fall into a sewer main and 
come up with more heirlooms.”  

“Sir? I’ll report you!”  
“I meant Willie,” Kelly gulped and 

threw his hat out the window. 
“You shouldn’t have let go of it, Mr. 

Kelly,” Mrs. Fortescue said acidly. 
“How is the doll?” Willie asked a cop. 
“Second degree burns, Klump. That is 

nothing to what Elby will get when they 
come for him from out West. Tannic acid 
jelly will not help the heat he’ll get.”  

Gertie Mudgett was waiting outside 
when Willie emerged from the big grim 
building where the mills of the Law gods 
grind exceedingly fine. 

“Willie: what is this I hear about you 
joinin’ the Navy?” Gertie said, rushing up. 
“Look, if we git married it will exempt 
you for awhile.”  

“Oh, I am not interested in welding at 
the moment,” Willie grinned. “If you are 
just dyin’ to git dishpan hands, see Mr. 
Kelly.” And he ran at top speed for the 
subway. He had to. Willie just got into the 
train when Gertie fired her handbag 
through the door. 

The door slammed shut. 
“It’s a long way uptown without 

carfare,” Willie grinned at a passenger as 
he picked up the reticule. “It should serve 
her right.”  

“Ha, ha,” the man said. “Shake. I’m 
married, too.” 

 


