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Almost a Photo Finish 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
Willie Klump, the hawkeye hawkshaw, takes the case of the  

morbid camera fiend and winds it up with a negative conclusion! 
 

ILLIAM J. KLUMP, president 
of the Hawkeye Detective 
Agency, gathered up his 

breakfast dishes and deposited them in the 
bottom drawer of his rickety file cabinet 
until the time would be ripe some night to 
sneak down to the washroom and rinse 
them. He turned down the wicks of a little 
oil stove and slid it out of sight under his 
desk. He was wiping marmalade off his 

chin when a knock sounded on the door. 
Willie admitted the visitor and drew up a 
chair. 

“Good morning,” the spiffily-dressed 
man with the gray hair at his temples said. 
“Am I in the right place? Maybe I missed 
the main entrance. I wish to see the 
president.”  

“I am he,” Willie said. “It is my way of 
doin’ business. I cut down overhead 
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because if I had a lot I would worry so 
much about payin’ it, I couldn’t do good 
work. Leather furniture and nice-lookin’ 
secketaries don’t catch criminals.”  

“I see your point, Mr. Klump. Now I 
must keep this business of mine under 
cover,” the visitor said, lowering his voice 
a few octaves. “My business is a little 
irregular. I am T. Worthington Tremble, 
publisher of The Morning Times-Sun.”  

Willie looked closely at his 
prospective client, wondered if there was 
the bulge of a strait-jacket under the man’s 
vest. 

“Here is my card, Klump.” 
 
HE Hawkeye president was convinced 
and also a little woozy. 

“Of course, Klump, you saw that 
picture on the front page of the Daily Tab 
a few days ago,” Tremble said. “The one 
of Boo Boo Huff strapped in the chair up 
the river. Disgraceful, Klump! A terrible 
breech of newspaper ethics. Bad taste and 
yellow journalism at its worst. Then there 
was that picture of the police picking up 
the headless corpse in Brooklyn, and the 
shot of the actual autopsy on a dead man at 
the morgue. Such practice gives the fourth 
estate a terrible reputation.”  

“The one that give me the creeps,” 
Willie said, “was in the picture mag called 
Snappit, Mr. Tremble. It was of a trunk 
they found with two heads and a leg in it. 
How do they git them awful pitchers?”  

“That’s where you come in, Klump,” 
the publisher said. “Some newspaper 
reporter owns a miniature camera he can 
hide most anywhere on his person. Most 
newspapermen have friends in the police 
department so I figure not to employ a real 
detective as everybody recognizes them. 
No offense, Klump, of course.”  

“Why, of course not,” Willie said. 
“Every famous detective has a forte, one 
thing he specializes in, and mine is not 

looking like a detective. You would not 
hire a sheep dog to tend sheep if it come to 
apply for the job with wool in its teeth, 
would you?”  

T. Worthington Tremble took off his 
Homburg and fanned himself. 

“I see your point, Mr. Klump. Now 
this reporter gets a big price for his gory 
pictures an’ sells them to the highest 
bidder. So if you spot a newspaperman 
with lots of spending money, you can 
become very suspicious of him, Klump. 
See what I mean?”  

“Yes,” Willie said and picked some 
frayed ends off the cuff of his baggy blue 
serge coat. “Er—I hate to mention money, 
Mr. Tremble, but the new tax brackets 
have kind of—”  

“A thousand bucks if you catch that 
guy with the camera, Klump. It is possible 
that the D.A. will have an investigator out, 
too, so I want you to beat him to it, 
understand? The newspapers catching the 
culprit and prosecuting him would 
convince the public of the integrity of the 
fourth estate. Here is a hundred dollars for 
expenses, Klump.”  

T. Worthington Tremble got up and 
looked at Willie dubiously. 

“Maybe I should have looked around. 
Oh, well—”  

He walked toward the door and 
Willie’s Adam’s apple bobbed up and 
down like a rickety freight elevator in a 
tacky loft building. There was a slab of 
buttered toast clinging to Mr. Tremble’s 
trousers. 

“I wondered where I parked it,” Willie 
said. “Oh, it is a good thing he didn’t look 
around. I think I will call Gertie.” He 
dialed the phone. 

“Hello,” Willie chirped cheerfully 
when he contacted Gertie Mudgett in the 
beauty parlor on East Fifty-fifth. “This is 
Willie, Gert. I feel like a filly minion with 
mushrooms t’night. How about you?”  
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“It is still morning, Willie,” Gertie 
flashed back. “Lift your dimout curtains. 
Oh, I git you, Willie. No, I can’t afford it 
as do you think I’m a riveter for 
Lockheed?”  

“Oh, I got dough,” Willie said. 
“Awright, on one condition, Willie. 

You git that suit pressed as the last time 
we went to a restaurant they ast you was 
you applyin’ for dishwasher. I never was 
so mollified.”  

“I promise,” Willie said and hung up. 
“I will start work tomorrow morning,” 

the president of the Hawkeye Detective 
Agency said. “I must think the case over 
first. The citizen with the camera can’t 
have much self respect. Ugh, and the 
caption he wrote for that picture of Boo 
Boo Huff that even a Tab wouldn’t use. 
‘State Fries Boo Boo on a Meatless Day.’ 
Such journalism won’t be no insensitive to 
make kids good characters.” 

 
 FEW hours later, William Klump 
entered a pressing and cleaning 

establishment on Third Avenue and 
removed his baggy serge. He sat on a 
bench in a curtained booth and read the 
first edition of an evening paper while a 
little public valet tried to figure which was 
the front and which was the back of the 
trousers he had discarded. 

Willie saw that the mayor was up in 
arms over a certain wave of crime in the 
metropolis. Two mugging murders had 
remained unsolved. Tourists were 
beginning to shun the big town. Gambling 
was rife and the chief executive likened 
Gotham to a combined Sodom and 
Gomorrah. The mayor had said for 
publication and no fooling: 

“Visitors to our city are under the 
constant threat of lawless characters. The 
worst threat is from the gang of muggers 
that pounce on unsuspecting pleasure 
seekers to rob and kill. The police had 

better get busy or there will be a wholesale 
shake up from the greenest patrolman up 
to the D.A.’s office. These ferrets lurk 
near legitimate places of entertainment. I 
believe they are controlled by one big 
tough who pays for protection. So-called 
‘rubes’ from out-of-town are fat game for 
the city’s wolves. . . .”  

“Huh,” Willie said. “Here I am hired to 
look for a camera when all this violence is 
goin’ on. Well, the mayor means 
Satchelfoot Kelly is in the shake up, too, 
so that is not so bad. It is a pretty pass 
when fellers from the country are scairt to 
come to New York and have fun.” He got 
up and peered out through the curtains. 
“How long does it take to press a suit, 
huh?”  

“So? I would rather press two 
stovepipes than these pants, brother,” the 
valet snarled. “Please don’t patronize me 
no more.”  

In due time Willie had his blue serge 
back on and he went to a movie and killed 
time. At six o’clock he met Gertie in front 
of a basement restaurant on Fifty-ninth. 
They ate big fat filet mignons with all the 
trimmings and accessories and finished up 
with pie a la mode. The bill came to six-
twenty and Willie swung his hand toward 
his pocket with a dramatic flourish. 
Suddenly Willie turned as green as a 
locust and searched all his pockets. 

“Well, Willie,” Gertie sniffed. “Don’t 
tell me you—”  

Willie Klump looked up at the waiter, 
swallowed hard and then frantically 
frisked himself again. His pockets were as 
empty as Hitler promises and he began to 
exude fretting moisture. He must have left 
that hundred-dollar bill in the public 
valet’s booth, along with his dollar watch 
and business cards. 

“Okay, jerk,” the waiter said. “You 
two come with me. You, too, sister, as you 
are workin’ this racket with him. We got 
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maybe nine hundred sets of dirty dishes 
out there waitin’ for beauty treatment. Our 
dishwasher quit this mornin’. You two are 
a manna and woman from heaven. Walk 
ahead of me.” 

 
ERTIE MUDGETT washed dishes 
far into the night and Willie Klump 

dried them. Gertie hit Willie over the head 
with the last dish, a platter big enough to 
hold half a moose. 

“That was the last straw, Willie 
Klump!” the irate doll yelped and reached 
for her hat. 

“A straw, she says,” Willie mumbled. 
“If I don’t ever see you again, Willie,” 

Gertie said as she flounced out of the back 
door, “it will seem like only a minute ago. 
Good-by!”  

“Well, I guess that’s all, huh?” Willie 
asked the chef. 

“Oh, ees zat so? Zat platter cost heem 
four bocks. Eet means two hours more 
work. Gat back to ze zink!”  

Willie staggered homeward at one in 
the morning. He had dishpan hands and 
flat feet. He wished a mugger would slip 
up behind him and end it all. 

“The things that happen to me,” Willie 
moaned. “It has not been a fit night for 
man nor Hitler. And here I wanted to start 
all freshened up on that case tomorrer.”  

The first thing Willie did when he had 
had his shuteye was to go over to the 
cleaning and pressing place and ask for his 
hundred dollars. The presser told Willie he 
had not found any century note and Willie 
got thick under the collar and threatened to 
bring in a cop. 

“Scram, moon-face,” the presser said. 
“In your hat, chump.”  

“Why, that is right,” Willie gulped. 
“Now I remember. I paid for the pressin’ 
with some change I had, didn’t I? Oh, I got 
an awful bad memory.” He took off his 
skimmer and dug an index finger inside 

the band. He came up with the hundred. 
“I am awful sorry,” Willie said, 

hurried out and went to his office. 
“Wouldn’t Gertie be burned up!”  

Seated at his desk, Willie jotted down 
ideas that came to his head. The moment 
they were born they always died and 
Willie had to write them down in a hurry.  

“No. 1. Where would I go if I was a 
reporter with a trick camera who took 
horror pitchers? Why, where there was a 
murder, of course. Or where somebody 
had jumped or fell from an eighty-story 
winder. Or got his head cut off by a train. 
But I can’t wait until they happen. 

“No. 2. I will find out where tabloid 
reporters and photographers hang out and 
wait until they get boiled so they will talk. 
The places where the guy sells his pitchers 
won’t talk as look at the circulation they 
would lose. This is goin’ to be tougher 
than a crime case and I wish I hadn’t took 
it. A thousand bucks, though.”  

William Klump suddenly snapped his 
fingers and tossed his pencil away. He left 
the building and crossed the street to a 
cigar store and called up both big town 
tabs. 

“There is a character in front of 
Lowe’s Fifty-ninth without no head,” 
Willie told the city editors, then hung up 
quickly. “I will get a look at the reporters 
now so I will know who to follow.” He 
was standing near the flicker house when 
the newspaper men arrived. One carried a 
big camera and he looked avidly about like 
a tiger in rabbit country. 

“Some crank called up,” one of the 
men said. “I don’t see no—look, Mike. 
That movie still out in front. A guy with 
no noggin. ‘The Invisible Agents’, huh? 
I’d like to git my hands on that wise guy. 
I’d—hey you!”  

“Me?” Willie said. “Please address me 
more politely.”  

“He looks goofy enough to do it,” a 
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tall scrawny newshound said. “If I was 
sure—” 

 
 POLICE car nosed toward the curb 
and somebody yelled out and called a 

reporter by name. Willie recognized the 
voice as Aloysius “Satchelfoot” Kelly’s. 

“It’s aroun’ the next block, Lanky,” 
Kelly said. “Follow us.”  

“What is?” Willie asked himself and 
started running after the reporters. “I 
didn’t call Headquarters and anyways 
there is no—”  

He skidded around a corner and he saw 
the police car turn into a side street next to 
the Sherry-Lexington Hotel. Willie put on 
steam and he was at the scene just as 
Satchelfoot bent over a corpse. 

“Mugged,” Kelly said. “It looks like he 
come out of the hotel an’ they bopped him 
an’ dragged him in here an’ fleeced him. 
Well, it looks to me like he come from out 
of town as here is his hotel key.”  

“Quick thinkin’,” Willie said. 
“Anybody knows nobody in New York 
would stay at a hotel. Now tell me noodle 
soup is hairtonic, Satchelfoot.”  

“Who let this blubberhead in here?” 
Kelly snarled. “You keep from under my 
feet here or I’ll order two bassinets from 
the morgue.”  

“To keep from under your feet I would 
have to go downtown a couple of blocks,” 
Willie Klump replied. “But go on, Kelly, 
as watching you work is more fun than 
looking at a steam-shovel in an 
excavation.”  

Satchelfoot swore at Willie and then 
went through the victim’s duds. 

“I told you I was right,” he said. “Here 
is the guy’s registration card for the draft 
an’ his air raid warden’s identification 
card. His name is Hiram Hostetter from 
Chickapee Falls, Vermont. That is the 
trouble with these out-of-towners. They 

work four years behind a plough an’ git up 
a big bankroll an’ come here an’ flash it.”  

“It is easy come, easy go with them,” 
Willie cut in. 

“They git tagged the minute they hit 
the railroad station an’ muggers’ spotters 
start tippin’ off certain gorillas,” Kelly 
went on. “They ask for it.”  

“That is a fine attitude for a detective 
to take,” Willie sniffed. “I have a good 
mind to report you to the D.A.”  

“In the first place your mind is no 
good,” Satchelfoot roared at Willie. “In 
the second place you won’t have none if 
you blab off your big mouth, Willie. I was 
only figurative speakin’, you dumb ox. 
Now beat it as I must look for clues. It 
looks like Hiram put up a battle here as his 
coat is tore. He’s still got one fist closed 
up tight. I better open it as it looks like 
maybe he saved a dollar watch.”  

Willie Klump studied all the faces of 
the newspaper reporters and photographers 
while Kelly pried open the defunct 
citizen’s fist. There were one or two who 
would bear watching and Willie was sure 
he would have the camera for T. 
Worthington Tremble in no time at all. 

Detective Kelly let out a roar of 
triumph as he produced a big white button 
the size of a half dollar. 

“He tore it off the mugger’s coat, guys. 
Only these kind of buttons go on camel 
hair coats.”  

“Now you got him,” Willie said. “It 
will lead you right to the head man. We 
can wire Washin’ton an’ ast them to make 
camel hair coats vital war needs an’ have 
all citizens turn in their camel hairs like 
they do scrap and all we got to do is watch 
for someone to turn one in without a 
button. Kelly, you should be 
congratulated!”  

“Aw, it was nothin’, Willie. I just—
say, are you ribbin’ me?” 
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HE cadaver appraiser reported that 
Hiram Hostetter had been out of this 

world for at least six hours. Satchelfoot 
took his men and went around the corner 
to the Sherry-Lexington Hotel entrance 
and asked questions of the doorman and 
hack drivers. 

“You’ll have to ask the night crew 
what went on,” the doorman said. 
“Everybody here now are on the day shift. 
I remember Hostetter, though. He come in 
yesterday mornin’ with a paper valise and 
a package of sandwiches. He called for a 
cop when I grabbed for his bag.”  

“We got to talk to the night watch,” 
Kelly said. “I’ll get where they live from 
the manager.”  

“Good luck, Satchelfoot,” Willie 
Klump said. “You better expose this awful 
hold-up gang or you will be crackin’ 
chestnuts with a night stick up close to the 
Yonkers line again. I must go and do some 
work for a client.”  

It proved to be a hectic day for 
William Klump. Breaks were beginning to 
come his way and not in his shins or 
collar-bones. He was eating his lunch in a 
beanery on Forty-ninth when a terrible 
commotion took place not six doors away. 
Willie hurried out and he was the first one 
to see the 1942 edition of Steve Brodie on 
the sidewalk. Willie lost his appetite and 
looked up at an opened hotel window. 

“It must be about thirty stories at 
least,” the president of the Hawkeye 
Agency said just as he caught a woman 
who had swooned in his arms. “Why, I bet 
if that cameraman who takes life at its 
worst gets here, I can spot him easy. It is 
no candied camera he packs. He does not 
take sweet pitchers.”  

A crowd gathered and a mounted cop 
tried to drive the crowd toward Broadway. 
The press moved in and Willie huddled in 
the doorway of a French hand laundry and 
kept his eyes on the representatives of the 

fourth estate. He was pretty sure none of 
the journalists had made a false move. 

Three hours later, a tab featured the 
picture of the character that had gotten 
tired of it all. Willie took a gander at it and 
pawed at his face. 

“He is a slick number,” Willie Klump 
admitted. “He must do it by remote control 
or somethin’. Why, here is a story about 
Hiram. It says Kelly has a suspect in mind 
and by remarkable and dogged deductive 
work, should have the killer in jail inside 
of twenty-four hours. Satchelfoot told the 
press that he is more convinced than ever 
that the muggers are organized and are 
systematically preying on unsuspecting 
visitors to the big city. Owners of hot spots 
line up outside the mayor’s office to 
complain. I wonder if it wouldn’t be a 
good idea to go to that tavern near Eighth 
where the newspaper boys relax after they 
git through work. “ 

 
ILLIE went to the rendezvous for 
tired type pounders and he 

recognized the Daily Tab photographer 
who had been at the murder scene. He 
looked like he might be unscrupulous at 
times if the price was right. A man came 
out of a back room and said the game 
inside needed two more poker players. 

“Not me,” a little bald-headed copy 
desk slave nasaled. “Me an’ a buck are as 
far apart t’night as Nome, Alaska and 
Omsk. How about you, stupid?”  

“Were you addressing me?” Willie 
Klump flared up. “Poker? Why, I would 
not mind playing a couple of hands.”  

When newshounds played poker, they 
drank like fishes, Willie told himself. All 
the movies were like that. Maybe 
somebody would talk. When Willie 
entered the room, a tall thin player asked 
hadn’t he seen him before. 

“You couldn’t have,” Willie said. “I 
never was there.”  
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“A card, huh? Well, sit down an’ git a 
cleanin’.”  

The first pot was well loaded. Finally 
there were only two players staying, Willie 
and a very uncouth-looking legman. 

“There they are, pal. Three jacks,” the 
latter announced. Willie sighed and threw 
his cards in. 

“The highest I had was a seven spot,” 
Willie groaned. “An’ all clubs. When do 
you know when to throw in?”  

Willie was getting a terrible 
shellacking twenty minutes later when a 
big husky character walked in. 

“The name’s O’Rourke,” the visitor 
said. “Just as if you didn’t know. The D.A. 
went nuts when he saw that suicide picture 
in the Daily Tab. Line up as I am going to 
frisk you babies.”  

“You can’t do this, O’Rourke,” a guy 
said. 

“Nossir,” Willie echoed. 
“Squawk to the D.A.,” O’Rourke said. 

“We’re goin’ to git that camera, see? What 
concern is it of yourn, Willie?”  

“Not a thing,” Willie squeaked. 
O’Rourke fine-combed the reporters 

and found nothing. A nice-looking male 
with a Harvard profile who worked for the 
ultra-conservative Morning Times-Sun, 
was very indignant. He stood right next to 
Willie. 

“I will report this to the boss, 
O’Rourke,” the man said indignantly. “All 
right, Willie, sit down and let’s finish this 
game, huh? There is an unwritten law 
nobody should quit when they are losin’ 
heavy. Ain’t that right, boys?”  

“Willie,” O’Rourke said. “I was told to 
bring you in if I saw you. Get goin’, 
Willie. Of all the dumb—they’ll take your 
appendix scar if you got one if you stay 
around.” 

“Wait, Willie,” the “Great Profile” of 
the newspaper profession in New York 
insisted. “Let me give you my card in case 

you want to get in touch with me again as 
I took a likin’ to you.”  

“Yeah,” Willie said, took a squint at 
the card. It said: 

 
T. CUTHBERT LYLE 

 
“I live at the Hotel Chilton,” Lyle said. 

“I’ll expect you tonight, pal.”  
“It is strange how he took such a liking 

to me, isn’t it?” Willie said to O’Rourke. 
“It is personality counts.”  

“Willie, sometimes you are so stupid I 
think you are puttin’ it on as nobody could 
be as dumb as you and live as long as you 
have. I’ll drop you off somewhere if you 
want, Willie. I’m takin’ a cab.”  

“Would you mind letting me off at the 
Grand Central?” Willie asked. 

 
EN minutes later, Willie stood at a 
milk bar in the big terminal sipping a 

malted and crunching some cookies. He 
reached into his right hand baggy coat-
pocket to get a handkerchief and his 
fingers came in contact with things that 
felt unfamiliar. Willie drew out a big wad 
of currency and gaped at it, his knees 
buckling. 

“Don’t tell me you been robbed, 
brother,” the blonde behind the counter 
said. “You mean you had more’n that 
much the last you looked? You must be 
Tommy Manderville with a clown suit 
on.”  

“It is the opposite of bein’ robbed,” 
Willie Klump said, feeling of something 
else in that pocket. “Only things like that 
could happen to me.”  

His fingers closed over a metal object 
and he stiffened and added up two and two 
correctly, for after all he had completed 
five grades in the country school. 

“You just can’t trust nobody 
nowadays. You git a book with a swell-
looking cover and the story is no good.”  
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“I don’t git you, friend,” the blonde 
said. “I wish I could, though.”  

Willie ignored the play and moved 
away from the milk bar in a sort of trance. 
The journalistic citizen with the 
appearance of one of the Harvards had 
stood right next to Willie and so he had to 
be the one who had ditched the evidence 
O’Rourke had been gunning for. No 
wonder he had been anxious to see the 
president of the Hawkeye Agency again.  

Willie went into a phone booth all by 
himself and examined the currency. There 
was a check rolled up with it and Willie 
yanked it loose and saw it was made out to 
Mr. Cuthbert Lyle by a pic magazine 
editor and the amount was a hundred 
smackeroos.  

“This should surprise T. Worthington,” 
Willie said and shoved the dough back 
into his pocket. “Who would ever think 
this was such an easy case. Ha.”  

Willie came out of the booth and a 
neat-looking wren pranced by. She swayed 
a little and put the back of her a hand to 
her forehead and Willie jumped forward 
and kept her vertical. 

“Oh, I feel awfully faint,” the Titian-
haired number whispered to Willie and 
clung to him. “Please take me home. If 
you’ll be so kind—”  

Now the little trick had big mellow 
eyes and had all the specifications needed 
to eventually grab a spot on a magazine 
cover. She packed perfume that made 
Willie’s noggin whirl around and for a 
moment there was no Grand Central 
Station around him. He was in far-off 
Araby listening to the strum of oriental 
guitars.  

“Just tell me where you live,” Willie 
said. “Take it easy now an’ I’ll git you to a 
cab.” 

“You are so strong and so kind,” the 
doll cooed. “And they say this big city 
hasn’t a heart.”  

William Klump was as vulnerable at 
the moment as an icicle near a hot stove. 
Gertie Mudgett had given him the 
brushoff. He had the mystery camera 
which was as good as nine hundred dollars 
in his kick. Here was success, romance 
and adventure beckoning and he went all 
out for all three. 

The cab went all the way uptown to 
West One Hundred and Eightieth Street 
and Willie wished the doll lived in 
Albany. She let him hold her hand all the 
way and once she sighed and dropped her 
head on his shoulder. She told him she 
wouldn’t ever forget him.  

 
INALLY the swindle chariot stopped 
in front of an apartment house with 

fire-escapes tacked on the front of it. “I 
want my Mother to thank you, kind sir,” 
the cupcake said to Willie as they vacated 
the cab. “She makes wonderful cake, too.”  

“With nuts?” Willie asked all agog. 
“And raisins. We have to walk up four 

flights, Mr.—what is your name?”  
“Klump. Here, take my arm,” Willie 

said. 
The Titian knockout opened a door 

and invited Willie in. 
“You there, Mama?” she called out. 
“Yeah, sugar,” a bass voice answered. 

“I’m just finishin’ my needle-points.”  
“Isn’t there somethin’ wrong?” Willie 

said. “No dame talks like—hello.”  
A big character stepped out and leered 

at Willie. He wore a plaid suit that 
screamed and he had eyes as close 
together as Saturday night and Sunday 
morning. 

“I landed it in Grand Central, Bitzy,” 
the doll said. “He’s just fresh in from 
Spedunk Corners by the looks of him. The 
rube has got a roll that would block up the 
Holland Tunnel. Hand it over, sucker.”  

“Now look here,” Willie gulped. “This 
is against the law. You leave me go or 
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I’ll—” 
The big boy named Bitzy slapped 

Willie once and the president of the 
Hawkeye Detective Agency thought a 
whale’s rudder had sideswiped him. When 
he came to he was sitting in a corner and 
he knew he was shy the bankroll. The big 
dishonest character and the doll looked 
down at him and argued over a certain 
point. 

“Listen, Babe,” Bitzy said. “We better 
hold him until the big-shot gits here. He’s 
reckernized us an’ he’s a private dick. I 
found his badge. We shouldn’t oughter kill 
him wit’out Marty’s consent as it ain’t 
ethics. We got about a grand in that roll 
an’ I wonder what the take t’day will add 
up to all over town, hah?” 

“You are members of that criminal 
gang that kills and mugs people,” Willie 
said. “I am wise now.”  

“No kiddin’,” the Titian-tressed decoy 
snickered. “Look, Bitzy, I think I know 
where I can find Marty so you wait here 
until I bring him. Don’t you knock him off 
until I git back.”  

“The things that can happen to me,” 
Willie groaned. 

“We will give you a choice of t’ree, 
copper. Hangin’, shootin’ or knifin’. 
Maybe we will put more swell dishes on 
the menu for ya. You name which will be 
your just dessert, copper. I oughter be on 
the radio, pal. Excuse me while I go an’ 
see if me favorite soap opera is on. ‘Lady 
Bountiful’s Finishin’ School,’ yeah. No 
use t’ try an’ run, squirt, as I got my Betsy 
here an’ the doors an’ winders are locked. 
Somebody painted them winder sashes 
oncet and nobody ever could raise ‘em 
ag’in.”  

Bitzy went into the next room and 
Willie Klump reached into his pocket 
quickly and took out the little camera. 

 

NE thing Willie had followed as a 
hobby once was amateur 

photography. This hideout Brownie was 
ready to do business, for Mr. Cuthbert 
Lyle had to work fast as he never could 
tell when a gory picture would present 
itself. There was a long thin tube that was 
wound around the little camera and there 
was an elastic band affixed to the camera 
to strap on a leg or an arm. Willie worked 
faster than he had ever worked in his life 
and when Bitzy came in, the little camera 
was on Willie’s forearm under his blue 
serge and the little bulb at the end of the 
thin tube protruded from a vest button 
hole. 

“I will leave a record behind,” Willie 
thought. “They will find the guilty 
citizens’ pictures on my dead body. I hope 
I guessed how this works right. Oh, this is 
an awful way to go out. I hoped to go 
down fightin’ the Japs with the flag flyin’ 
and the drums goin’.” 

Willie heard voices out in the hall. He 
looked as abject as possible which was not 
hard, for just at that moment Bitzy let the 
doll and a very harsh-faced character into 
the apartment. 

“Yeah, this was a closet call, pals,” 
Marty said. “Almost as bad as this aft. A 
flatfoot found a big pearl button clutched 
in that rube’s hand, the one Freddie 
knocked off. This guy Kelly has made an 
arrest, imagine it? The doorman at the 
hotel described a guy who followed the 
hayshaker out of the hotel. They found out 
he lived at the hotel. He is in the cooler. 
We’re in the clear, pals.”  

“That Kelly,” Willie sighed. Then his 
blood began to get like custard in his veins 
for the big-shot turned his peepers on him 
and they belonged in the head of 
something that walked on all fours. 

“A new coat again, Babe?” Marty 
suddenly yelped at the doll. “Where do 
you think I git all the dough you squander? 

O
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Las’ week I found out you bought a pair of 
shoes an’ a hat wit’ the rent money I give 
you.”  

“So what? We’re lammin’ out of here 
in two days so why bother to pay rent.”  

“She’s got somethin’ there,” Bitzy 
agreed. “Come on, Marty, let’s knock this 
copper off.”  

“Yeah. Stuff the doors wit’ somethin’. 
The winders are tight enough. Pack your 
bag, Babe, an’ make it fast. We tie this 
mug up an’ then turn on the gas.”  

“Swell,” the doll said and Willie 
pressed a little bulb. It was a nice pose 
both Bitzy and Marty struck just before 
they dragged Willie into a bare-looking 
kitchen and trussed him up. Bitzy turned 
all the jets on and then he hopped out of 
the room with the big-shot and locked the 
door behind him. 

“Well, I wish I could live to see if that 
is the way the camera works,” Willie 
gulped. “You will be sorry, Gertie 
Mudgett, when I am cold an’ stark in a 
morgue. But the papers will print how 
William Klump exposed the crooks before 
he went out. I bet it will be on ‘Crime 
Busters’ next Wednesday night. I will just 
fold my arms an’ close my eyes an’ take it 
like a man.”  

Willie kept his eyes closed and he 
wished it was this kind of gas that was 
being rationed by the government. When 
he opened his eyes, he felt dizzy. 

“Now it is startin’ to work,” Willie 
choked out. “I’ll take great big breaths an’ 
hasten my end.” Willie shut his eyes again 
and waited. A half hour later he began to 
get puzzled. 

“I should be dead by rights,” Willie 
said. “Why, I do not smell any gas. I—” 

 
E STRUGGLED at his bonds, 
discovered that they had not been 

tied very snug. The tough citizens had 
figured, of course, that they only would 

need to hold for a couple of minutes. 
Willie soon had his hands free. He took 
the ropes off his ankles and got up. There 
was a letter on the sinkboard addressed to 
Mrs. Martella Melba. Willie saw that it 
was from the gas company and he opened 
it. He read aloud: 

 
Dear Madam: 

If your bill is not paid by the twenty-fourth of 
this month, we shall turn off the gas. 

Yours very truly,  
Gotham Gas Company. 
 
Willie sat down and laughed. That 

doll’s extravagance had saved him. 
Today’s date was the twenty-fifth. Willie 
shuddered and blinked his eyes. If Marty 
or Bitzy had opened that letter— 

“If she had not been a deadbeat I 
would have been a dead pigeon,” Willie 
sighed. “Now I must git out of here and 
take the camera down to the lab. I wonder 
who Satchelfoot arrested.”  

Willie found out. It was a citizen 
named MacMinn and he happened to be 
the D.A.’s brother. Willie was in the 
D.A.’s office listening to the D.A. abuse 
Satchelfoot while the little film was being 
developed and blown up in the police dark 
room. 

“T. Worthington Tremble should be 
pleased with my work,” Willie interrupted. 
“He will be surprised to find out who 
owned the camera.”  

A lab technician came out and handed 
the D.A. a picture. 

“Marty Melba and Bitzy Figaro,” the 
D.A. yelled. “So they are the crime bosses, 
hah? Klump, how did you do it?”  

“Yeah?” Kelly wailed. “How?”  
“The less said the better,” Willie 

Klump said. “Why should I give you my 
secrets of success, Satchelfoot?”  

Willie Klump was with the cops that 
raided a night-spot on the rim of Harlem 
not many hours later. Marty and Bitzy put 

H 
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up a whale of a battle and when it was 
over, Willie was inside the bass drum in 
the orchestra and the tuba was as full of 
bullet-holes as a herring is full of bones. 
The songstress had her only shoulder strap 
shot away and two policemen almost paid 
the supreme sacrifice when they took time 
out to see the impromptu strip act. 
Satchelfoot Kelly had a champagne cooler 
on his head and it had been crammed 
down so tight, they had to take Kelly to a 
metalsmith’s to cut it loose. 

Willie was in the hospital visiting 
Satchelfoot the next morning. Kelly had a 
blow-torch burn on the bridge of his nose 
and three of his ribs had been kicked in by 
Bitzy. 

“How is everythin’?” Willie asked and 
took out a big roll of crisp bills and 
counted it. “They rounded up forty other 
muggers and assorted skull dusters since 
the fight, Satchelfoot. There will be no 

more grisly pitchers to scare people in the 
journals.”  

Gertie Mudgett came in and advanced 
on Willie with open arms. 

“Oh, darlin’, I been lookin’ 
everywhere for you.” 

“Who is this person, Satchelfoot?” 
Willie asked coldly. “You have the 
queerest friends.”  

Gertie Mudgett threw a vase at Willie 
and missed and the vase broke a big plate 
glass window. The superintendent of the 
hospital came upstairs in a hurry and 
demanded fifteen bucks from the irate 
maid.  

“Try an’ git it,” Gertie said. 
A half hour later, Gertie Mudgett was 

in the hospital kitchen washing dishes. 
Willie went to the super and handed him 
ten bucks. 

“Let her out now,” he said. “But not 
before I git a ten minute start, please.” 

 


