
Popular Detective, February, 1945 

 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
Murderous Racketeers Find They Don’t Have a Ghost of a Chance 
When Willie Klump, the Hawkeye Hawkshaw Goes to a Séance! 

 
ILLIAM KLUMP, president of 
the Hawkeye Detective Agency, 
walked into his landlady’s parlor 

to pay his room rent and found a character 
there showing samples of crayon portraits, 
some of which were nicely tinted. They 
reminded Willie of corpses’ pans after the 
cadaver groomer had finished with his 

cosmetic kit.  
“It’s a bargain, Mrs. McCurdle,” the 

salesman said. “You maybe have a pitcher, 
an old tin-type or somethin’ of a departed 
loved one or visa versa we can copy an’ 
blow up for the laughable price of just five 
bucks. This one here—”  

“It is of Uncle Philander,” the landlady 
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said. “He was a coal miner in Pittsburgh 
an’ it was took just after he come off work 
an’ wasn’t very clear to the naked eye in 
the first place. But I would like a nice 
crayon portrait of him. When will it be 
done?”  

“Couple weeks,” the enterprising 
citizen said, and had the old doll sign an 
order. Then he looked at Willie. “Maybe 
you got a pitcher you’d like to have done 
too, pal?” 

“I don’t believe so,” Willie said, little 
wheels trying to go around inside his head, 
wheels that were hardly ever greased. 
When Willie Klump tried to remember 
something he suffered agonies as his 
memory was as elusive as a chicken feather 
in a high wind. “All my family albums are 
up on the farm an’ there is no relative my 
ma would care to revive as she was glad to 
lose them in the first place. Didn’t we meet 
before?”  

“Why—er—say, you do look familiar. 
It was at the draft board, remember?”  

“Yeah,” Willie said. “You meet so 
many people there, don’t you? Well, I 
come to pay my rent, Mrs. McCurdle.”  

“I feel a little faint,” the landlady said 
and sat down. “Not really?” 

Willie handed her six bucks and Mrs. 
McCurdle gave three of the bills to the 
portrait legman on account. 

“Was you cookin’ in your room last 
night, Klump?” Mrs. McCurdle wanted to 
know. “Of course not, but if I ever catch 
you at it, I’ll knock your ears off. And 
about female callers, Mr. Klump. Last 
Thursday night—”  

“That was no female, that was Gertie 
Mudgett. I mean, that was my wife—no, 
she is goin’ to be. I was sick an’ she come 
with a perscription. Well, I have to meet 
her in just five minutes. Good evenin’, 
Mrs. McCurdle. . . .”  

 

ILLIE met Gertie for dinner at a new 
hole-in-the-wall on Fifty-first called 

Bugatti’s Beachhead.  
“You might have combed your hair at 

least, Willie,” Gertie said. “If I hear a bird 
call I will know where its nest is. An’ that 
necktie, if it was wrung out you could git a 
full course meal. You are the sloppiest 
lookin’—”  

“I’ll take roast beef, medium,” Willie 
said. 

“The same,” Gertie said to the waiter. 
“Whicht reminds me, Willie. We must go 
there sometime. You never saw such 
amazin’ phenomeners in your life. You 
believe in spirituals and ghosts?”  

“I do not believe in ghosts,” Willie 
said. “But I am afraid of them. Don’t tell 
me you have been fallin’ for that bunk, 
Gert. My uncle Pliny did onct an’ he took a 
shotgun to bed with him as he swore the 
night before he saw somethin’ movin’ at 
the foot of his bed. Well, he saw it ag’in 
an’ let go with the cannon. He has to put a 
wad of paper in his right shoe where his toe 
was onct. Well—”  

“Now look here, Willie,” Gertie said. “I 
got perfume on, Macey’s Number Five, but 
you can’t see it. You can smell it though, 
huh?”  

“I was wonderin’ if I spilt that bottle of 
cough medicine I was carryin’,” Willie 
said. “I still won’t believe nothin’ I can’t 
see.”  

“Awright, so I was to the meetin’ just 
three nights ago,” Gertie said. “I ast the 
spiritual to git my aunt to tell me how 
everythin’ was where she is. The spiritual 
described Aunt Poony to me an’ she never 
saw her in her life an’ she didn’t ast me. 
Even to the mole on her chin. She says that 
Aunt Poony liked it where she was and for 
me not to marry too fast as wait until a tall, 
dark man come along.”  

“It’s a fake,” Willie iterated. 
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“Why, there’s the dark man now,” 
Gertie said. “Why he is just like she said he 
would be—ahem.”  

Willie frowned when he saw Gertie 
deliberately drop her hanky at the 
customer’s feet but the cutie behind the tall, 
dark man did not frown. She did even 
more. She stood with her arms akimbo and 
looked arsenic and old razors at Gertrude 
Mudgett and then she stooped down, 
picked up the nose doily and tossed it in 
Gertie’s soup du jour. 

“You got a nerve, makin’ a pass at my 
boy frien’,” the irate member of the distaff 
side yelped. “Awright, so what you got in 
the way of man power is somethin’ a cat 
wouldn’t drag in,’ but just the same—you 
don’t get mine.”  

“I resent that,” Willie said. “I will not 
sit here an’ let you insult me.”  

“What about me?” Gertie yipped. “So 
everybody can insult me for all you care. I 
got a good mind to—”  

“Now look,” Willie said. “Let’s—”  
“Sha-a-a-a-ad up!” the tall, dark man 

said and shoved Willie’s salad into his lap. 
“Come on, Trixy.”  

“You goin’ to let him git away with 
that William?” Gertie howled and threw a 
very hard roll at the dark man’s girl friend 
and the manager took over and ejected both 
Willie and Gertie. 

Out on the sidewalk Willie said: 
“Some day we will start a meal an’ 

finish it. You got to keep away from them 
seeressesses—what you said they was. 
Look what happened. There are at least 
three million tall, dark men in the world an 
. . . Where you goin’?” 

“To call up Aloysius Kelly who knows 
how to act with a lady,” Gertie said. “Don’t 
you dare follow me.”  

“I wisht I could see him eat ag’in,” 
Willie flung after Gertie. “Like the night he 
ordered a demi-tasse and a cup of coffee. 
Awright, I will look in my book of 

numbers.” 
“Ha ha,” Gertie jeered before she 

swung around the corner. 
“She ain’t kiddin’,” Willie admitted 

ruefully, and hied for the nearest automat. 
Three hours later, Willie was in his 

room and reading a ghost story omnibus. 
Mrs. McCurdle called him to the phone. 

“Every time I get me feet in some hot 
water to cool my corns, somebody calls 
you up,” she said. “You are a nuisance.” 

It was a detective named “Hard Hat” 
Hafey and he said for heaven’s sake was 
“Satchelfoot” Kelly around there anywhere 
as a murder had been done up near 
Kingsbridge Road which was not far from 
where Satchelfoot lived.  

“The human landin’ barge went out 
with my dame,” Willie said. “Have him 
paged in all the movie joints, Hard Hat. 
Where was the murder in case I see him 
tomorrer?”  

 
ARD HAT gave all the details and 
Willie thanked him. Willie was at the 

scene of the homicide for fifteen minutes 
before Kelly arrived. 

“It is no wonder crooks get encouraged 
in their vocation with the likes of you 
around, Satchelfoot,” Willie said. “The 
character here is carryin’ papers sayin’ he 
is Xavier Bjorgensen and he has a tattoo of 
a whole fleet of sailin’ vessels on his chest. 
The bullets from the Betsy sunk one of 
them.”  

“Who told you there was a murder 
here? Oh, what is the use? Get out of my 
way, Klump, or I will personally tear off 
your nose and ram it in one of your ears.”  

“Shot about three hours ago,” the 
appraiser of the departed judged. “Dumped 
here after.”  

“From an auto?” Satchelfoot asked. 
“Why, no,” Willie sniffed. “He was a 

castaway sailor an’ was on a raft for thirty-
six days an’ he leaned out to catch a raw 
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fish for supper and drownded an’ was 
washed ashore here. The tide was high last 
night.”  

“I warn you, Willie,” Satchelfoot said. 
“Just onct more an. . . . Awright, Doc, he 
has been dead three hours. He does not 
look like no rich playboy any way you look 
at him, so was not killed for dough. An’ 
what doll would look at him except outa 
curiosity? We will call up the merchant 
marine.”  

Even with Aloysius Kelly on the pay-
roll, the Gotham gendarmes are an efficient 
organization. By one p. m. Xavier 
Bjorgensen’s ma identified him at the 
morgue. The papers all had the same story 
about Bjorgensen turning up suddenly a 
week ago after having been reported 
missing in action for five months. Xavier 
told his ma he had been on a raft and had 
landed on an island Rand & McNally 
forgot to name and he would have been 
there forever if a PBY plane had not landed 
there after having been messed up a bit by 
a Zero. 

“That beats me,” Satchelfoot admitted 
downtown. “He was a hero. He had three 
tankers shot out from under him an’ 
survived eighteen days on a raft and then 
had come to his native land to get nudged 
off in a violent manner. He maybe was 
smugglin’ on the side, huh?”  

“I bet Nazis did this, Satchelfoot!” 
Willie said, and sighed deeply. “He talked 
about his next trip in a tavern and 
somebody reminded him of what big ears 
Hitler had an’ he shut up. The Krauts 
follered him out an’ ambushed him to git 
the rest of the info. See if he has burnt 
spots on his feet where they put the 
matches.”  

“That could be,” Kelly said. “We got to 
try everythin’, boys, as there is no more 
clues here than brains in Willie. Le’s go to 
the morgue an’ look at his feet ag’in.”  

“Kelly,” the D.A. said. “I am sure you 
are one of the two morons they tell stories 
about. Get busy and find some concrete 
evidence on this case.”  

“To do that he will have to use his 
noggin,” Willie quipped and the D.A. gave 
him a cigar. 

Willie bit off the end, ignited it and 
inhaled deeply, all the while wondering 
where he had seen a guy before. Five 
minutes later Willie was very sick. 

“Well, throw it away, Klump,” the D.A 
said. 

“I haven’t the strength,” Willie gulped. 
“Would you do it?”  

Two days later, Willie was in his office 
going through his mail which used up only 
three minutes of his precious time, and 
waited for two eggs to boil on the little 
portable heater. Gertie called on the phone. 

“I am sorry we got into that alteration 
in the restaurant, sugar,” Gertie said. “Did 
you see where Aloysius made a pinch, 
Willie?”  

“Huh?” Willie asked. “On the murder 
case?”  

“It is in the papers,” Gertie said. “I will 
read it to you.”  

It seemed that Satchelfoot had been 
very busily tracking down the assassin and 
he had picked up a shady· character by the 
name of “Three Fingers” Feeney. The 
unlawful gee had been named thusly 
because two of the digits on his left hand 
had been sheared off by a butcher’s shiv 
while Three Fingers had been attempting to 
glom the take in the steak and cutlet 
merchant’s till. 

Satchelfoot had gone to the 
neighborhood where the late Xavier 
Bjorgensen had been wont to prowl and 
had learned that Three Fingers had been the 
last citizen to be seen with the tar not long 
before the rub-out. Friends of the deceased 
had told Satchelfoot that Three Fingers and 
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Xavier appeared to have been anything but 
palsie-walsies when last gandered together. 

 
F COURSE Three Fingers Feeney 
denied his guilt, Gertie told Willie. 

How could he produce the miniature 
howitzer that had erased Bjorgensen when 
he had never had one? 

“Thanks, Gertie,” Willie said. “When 
am I goin’ to see you, huh?”  

“Make it tonight, Willie,” Gert said. 
“Anyways I want you should see the 
apartment me an’ my new girl friend has 
got now. You will like Minnie Gloffdilker, 
Willie. . . .” 

When Willie met Minnie he could not 
say that he was wild about her. Minnie was 
as blunt as an express office pencil. 

“Gert, like I says this mornin’,” she 
said after nodding to Willie, “you should 
git them glasses. If you are subconscious 
about them, git the contract lenses. Well, I 
am in a hurry to meet Ronald so will leave 
you two to pitch the woo.”  

“I do not like what she said,” Willie 
sniffed. “I could of swore she was insultin’ 
me . . . Whose pitcher is that on the wall 
there, Gertie?” 

“That is of Aunt Poony,” Gertie said. 
“A man come around an’ was lookin’ for 
subjects to make crayon portraits out of. He 
did a swell job on the tin-type I give him. I 
would like to have a snapshot of you 
blowed up, Willie.” 

“Huh?” Willie asked, all manhunter at 
the moment. “I—er—what is the name of 
the outfit?”  

“The Artcrafters, Incorporated, Willie.”  
“They sure have been canvassin’ this 

part of town,” the president of the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency opined. “Well, what’ll 
we do tonight, Gert?”  

“I was hopin’ you would go to the 
Cosmic Clinic with me, Willie. Just for 
onct. Maybe you would like to talk with a 
relative who has I been gone for good a 

long time.” 
“What could I lose?” Willie grinned. “I 

would like to ask a question of my good 
old Aunt Daphne. If they do more for her 
asthma where she is than where she was.”  

On the way to the spook salon, Willie 
picked up a paper and it said that the law 
had released Three Fingers because of lack 
of evidence and that the hunt for the real 
assassin was beginning again with much 
vigor. 

“Satchelfoot can’t ever seem to make a 
charge stick,” Willie said. “He should ast 
the spirits of Xavier Bjorgensen who did it, 
huh? Say, that is an idea, Gertie!”  

“I am so glad you are gettin’ less septic 
about mediums, Willie.”  

They got to a sort of tabernacle near 
Gunhill Road which had once been a 
garage. In a little lobby there was a framed 
diploma on a wall that said that Brother 
Jonathan Peek was ordained. There were 
three alleged spirit photographs on the wall 
and a big banner on which an Egyptian 
serpent wriggled. Out of the inner sanctum 
came the mournful strains of “Beautiful 
Isle of Somewhere.”  

“I got the jeebies,” Willie said. 
Gertie Mudgett led Willie Klump into 

the main tent which was stuffed with at 
least three hundred taxpayers and they sat 
down and waited for the séance to get hot. 
On the platform stood Brother Peek and a 
female clad in a sort of toga.  

“They have already started, Willie,” 
Gertie said in a whisper. “They got a 
subject already, so listen.”  

“Brother Swift wishes to talk to his 
dear departed wife,” Peek intoned. 
“Concentrate! Relax or we will lose our 
vibrations. Sister Anastasia is goin’ into a 
trance.”  

“How can he tell?” Willie cracked. 
“Sh-h-h-h-h-h-!” Gertie cautioned 

truculently. 
“When you hear the rap, you will know 
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the spirit of Brother Swift—”  
“Supposin’ he never give a rap for 

nobody,” Willie quipped, still very 
mundane about it all. 

“Oh, I could slug you,” Gertie gulped 
and stepped on Willie’s foot. 

Willie waited. A voice came out of the 
darkness somewhere overhead. It sounded 
like somebody talking with mashed 
potatoes in her mouth. “I am here, 
Wilfred,” the spirit said. “I am very happy. 
Always I am with you.”  

“I can see her,” the medium droned. 
“She has a rather long nose and a drooping 
eyelid.”  

“That’s her,” Brother Swift yelped. 
“That’s Ishmael. Why, it is incredible!”  

“She’s gone, Brother Swift,” Sister 
Anastasia said and got up. “Anyone else?”  

“Go ahead, Willie,” Gertie prodded. 
“Ah, er, I would like to talk to my Aunt 

Daphne,” Willie said. “I am William 
Klump, president of the Hawkeye—er—
Novelty Company.” 

 
ROTHER JONATHAN leaned 
forward and peered at Willie, then 

whispered with the female spook caller. 
“It will take a little time, Mr. Klump,” 

the doll said. “You don’t seem to be 
motivated in the right circles. Your pineal 
gland—”  

“Huh?” Willie gulped. “Is this a 
checkup at my draft board or a meeting?”  

“Sh-h-h-h-h-h!” Gertie hissed. 
“Concentrate, Mr. Klump,” Brother 

Jonathan intoned. “Everyone relax and let 
the motivating circles contract to a small 
whirlpool of cosmic significance. You will 
call the spirit of this gentleman’s aunt, 
Sister.”  

Anastasia had quite a time and Willie 
wondered if his dear old relative had been 
pushed much farther into the beyond than 
most people. 

Finally the medium began to speak. 

“The face is in front of me but it is hazy. 
But listen carefully and you can hear her 
voice, Brother Klump.”  

“I bet Aunt Daphne never took off her 
mud pack, huh?” Willie whispered. 

“The voice!” the medium said. 
Willie heard it. Aunt Daphne, he was 

sure, was talking as usual with clothespins 
in her mouth. 

“Darlin’ Nephew Willie,” the spooky 
voice said. “I am happy here. I am proud of 
you havin’ done so good. My love to 
mama. I—bloph-er-bl-p-p-p-p—”  

“It is her asthma ag’in,” Willie said. 
The lights went on. Brother Jonathan 

censured Willie for his levity and said that 
spirits refused to cooperate when mortals 
scoffed. 

“I’m takin’ you out of here, William 
Klump,” Gertie said. “You should be 
ashamed.” 

“An’ leave without gettin’ one of them 
ectospasms for a souvenir?”  

“We will not go on until that uncouth 
person, that scoffer, is no longer with us,” 
Brother Jonathan said with indignation. 

Out in the street, Willie got plenty from 
Gertie Mudgett and she left him flat and 
headed for home without a convoy. Willie 
got a subterranean rattler downtown and 
entered his room at midnight. He took 
pencil and paper from a dresser drawer and 
started writing. 

 
Number 1. I don’t get it. Aunt Daphne was a 

school-teacher for twenty-seven years and was a 
sticker for good grammar and wouldn’t say “I had 
done good.” Why didn’t the wraith welcomer 
describe her, as Aunt Daphne had almost a 
mustache and wore earrings as big as doorknobs? 

Number 2. Why did it take so long to get Aunt 
Daphne to talk anyways as she could out-talk a 
political candidate? The medium was a blonde. I 
wonder if she had a trance formation! Ha, that was a 
hot one. What a fake! 

Number 3. Gertie said they described her Aunt 
Poony perfect. I still don’t get it. 

 
Willie went to sleep on it. The next 
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morning he went to his office and wrote 
out an ad for a couple of big town journals 
which was to go in the personal column. 
Up to now he had never received any 
benefits from the things but he always 
believed that a blister would pop out on 
somebody somewhere some day. 

He delivered the copy and then walked 
around the town for two or three hours 
looking into windows of clothing stores for 
a bargain on a blue serge. He passed a 
cinema, liked the looks of the stills in the 
lobby and went in and spent another three 
hours. 

He did not expect any calls at the office 
because his phone had been cut off. The 
utilities had been unreasonable about the 
bill being only eleven days overdue, so 
Willie had decided to teach them a lesson 
and not renew the service until he got 
darned good and ready. 

“Well, I will go over and see if I got 
some mail anyways,” Willie said. 

He arrived on the eighteenth floor of 
the building housing his enterprise and six 
cops nailed him. They led Willie into the 
office which looked as if it had been used 
as a beachhead by Eisenhower and his 
boys. 

“Awright, Klump,” a cop said. “We 
took the phone mechanic to the hospital. 
Because they was takin’ out your phone, 
you went an’ booby-trapped it. I never seen 
such a vindicative guy as you. You are 
charged with criminal assault.”  

“I don’t git it,” Willie said, bewildered. 
“Oh, you will, you saboteur!” a cop 

said, and then Satchelfoot Kelly arrived 
and took over. 

“This is a pleasure, Willie,” Kelly said 
and put the cuffs on the president of the 
Hawkeye Detective Agency. 

 
HEY took Willie downtown to talk to 
the D.A. The telephone company sent 

a representative and admitted they had not 

ordered the public utility gadget removed 
that day at all. 

“Somebody tried to kill me is what!” 
Willie yelped. “It is easy to pick the lock 
on that door as I do it often when I forgit 
my keys which is often. Who would want 
to kill me?” 

“Wait, I will tell you,” Satchelfoot said. 
“First, me. Then—”  

“Enough of that mullarkey, Kelly,” the 
D.A. snapped. “Get the elevator man down 
here and we will take a trip through the 
Rogues’ Gallery. There is only one elevator 
in that building and maybe the operator has 
a memory.”  

“I wisht I had,” Willie gulped. 
Later, Willie took a tour of 

Headquarters and looked at the picture 
gallery. He told himself he would like to 
see Artcrafters, Inc., make anything pretty 
out of most of the mugs. Suddenly Willie 
stopped and clutched at his throat. Picture 
gallery! A file of important physiognomies. 
His gray matter started unjelling and Willie 
dared not believe what he was thinking. 

“This looks like a guy I took up this 
mornin’,” the elevator conductor said, 
pointing at a picture. 

“Him?” the D. A. said. “That’s 
Handsome Harry Hake who used to slug 
the tickets at big doings around town. He 
was the leader of a gang called the Thirty-
nine Thieves. They would plant themselves 
at a joint where a Greek or Chinese Relief 
Benefit was going on and clean up with 
fake and stolen tickets. We put him away 
two years ago but he got out on good 
behavior.”  

“Why would he want to kill Klump?” 
Satchelfoot asked. “What you been messin’ 
into, Willie, the cops should be messin’ 
in?”  

“I am an innocent bystander,” Willie 
choked out, thinking as hard as only Willie 
possibly could. 

He should tell Satchelfoot that 
T 
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Handsome Harry was a legman for 
Artcrafters, Inc. He guessed he would not. 
He wanted to get alone somewhere and 
think better. 

Arriving at his rooming house he was 
told by Mrs. McCurdle that the salesman 
for Artcrafters had not plied her with 
questions anent Willie. Willie went upstairs 
and sat down on the bed and tried to 
remember who else but Handsome Harry 
Hake would have found out he was a 
private detective. He called up Gertie to see 
what she could tell him. 

“There was only one place you could 
have sounded off where a lot of people 
heard you,” Gertie said. “At Brother 
Jonathan’s Cosmic Clinic. You made such 
a scene, you dumb egg.”  

“Yeah,” Willie said. “I got them sore at 
me, didn’t I? But to try an’ kill me is 
different.”  

“Well?”  
“I do not like that incineration,” Willie 

said, and hung up. “It is a pretty pass when 
they try to kill you for not believin’ in 
ghosts. Huh, Handsome Harry Hake would 
not be in an honest enterprise so maybe . . . 
I got to figure this out.”  

William Klump arrived at his office the 
next morning and straightened it up the 
best he could. The booby trap had torn a 
big hole in the desk and pieces of the 
telephone were imbedded in the walls. Part 
of the ceiling was blitzed and Willie kept 
ducking chunks of plaster as he read his 
mail. Then a client walked in. She was a 
small rotund female with a decided Nordic 
accent. 

“Good morning, Mr. Klomp?” she said. 
“Er—I am,” Willie admitted. 
“I com after readin’ ad in the paper, Mr. 

Klomp. The one saying peoples could com 
an’ talk trobbles with private detactive 
without crooks knowing, yah?”  

“Why, I forgot it,” Willie said. “Who 
would be makin’ trouble for a little lady 

like you, huh?”  
“I been scairt to say moch, Mr. Klomp. 

Bot I tal you about somet’ing vary fonny to 
me. I am Mrs. Lief Bjorgensen an’ my son 
he was shot.”  

Willie’s hair lifted. “Have a chair, Mrs. 
Bjorgensen, huh?”  

“I go wan time to spirit meetin’ when I 
think Xavier he is dad. They tal me he have 
message for me an’ tal me joost what he 
looks lak, Mr. Klomp. So Xavier he say for 
mama not to worry as he is vary happy in 
Valhalla. Mr. Klomp, how could my son 
talk from Valhalla when all the time he was 
alife an’ on raft in Specific Ocean?”  

“Why—er—yeah, how could he?” 
Willie gulped. “It was to the Cosmic Clinic 
you went?” 

“Yah. So I tal Xavier about fake an’ he 
gets mad an’ goes to see Brother Jonathan. 
I naver see my son alife since. I don’t tell 
policemen because I am afraid they kill me 
too, Mr. Klomp. Then I read ad in paper.” 

 
ILLIE was on the beam at last. 
Advertising you just had to believe 

in. 
“Mrs. Bjorgensen,” he said, “did you 

ever git a crayon portrait of Xavier made 
from an old snapshot or somethin’?” 

“Yah. You a vary smart detective, Mr. 
Klomp. How do you know?”  

“I can’t divulge secrets of my 
perfession,” Willie said. “But I bet you that 
I will not need no medium, rare or well 
done, to tell me why they knocked Xavier 
off, Mrs. Bjorgensen. It is the motive! I got 
it! Eureka an’ excelsior!”  

“An’ you promise to send murderers to 
the hot chair, yah?”  

“I will see Xavier is avenged, Mrs. 
Bjorgensen,” Willie said. “Thanks a 
million an’ just watch the papers.”  

When his client had departed he sat 
back and wondered how he did it. 

At four o’clock that afternoon, William 
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Klump hovered near Brother Jonathan 
Peek’s Cosmic Clinic and could see no 
signs of life. He reconnoitered cautiously, 
got to the rear of the place, and peered in 
through a window that hugged close to the 
ground. 

The place had a cellar. But the window 
had not been cleaned in years and it was as 
opaque as the side of an armory. Willie 
kept scouting and soon discovered what 
looked to be an old tire iron in a junk pile 
not far away. It would make an excellent 
jimmy. 

Willie inserted the old iron under the 
window sash and applied the old leverage 
and soon he was rewarded by the sound of 
an old rusty catch saying “Uncle.” He 
pushed the window inward and lowered 
himself into the cellar of the old garage. 

William Klump discovered a strange 
studio, a collection of spirit props that was 
amazing. There were thin veils hanging 
from pegs and draped over a chair was a 
toga like Brother Jonathan’s medium had 
worn in the séance. There were 
contraptions and gadgets Willie could not 
immediately identify, but he was sure of 
the microphone standing in a corner. 

“The dirty fakirs,” Willie yipped. “A 
buck for admission an’ I bet they draw a 
thousand or fifteen hun’red suckers a week. 
An’ there’s extra charges for private 
readin’s an’ spirit huddles.”  

William Klump was particularly 
interested in the six big filing cabinets in 
the place. 

He pulled out the drawer of one and 
discovered that it was choked with crayon 
portraits and blown up or renovated 
photographs. On each was a memo telling 
the name of the picture of the departed and 
the living citizens who ordered the 
reproductions. 

Willie pulled one out and it was a 
picture of a sad-looking old girl with a 
Civil War coiffure. It said on the card 

attached: 
 
Abigail Crutchfield, grandmother of customer 

named Mrs. Hillary Tremble, 1987 Kingsbridge 
Rd., N. Y. This old buzzard buried four husbands. 
Liked strong peppermint drops and hated her sister 
whose name was Deborah. 

 
“It is like the Rogues’ Gallery 

downtown,” Willie marveled. “Why, it is 
quite a racket. When a citizen said who he 
was, somebody sent word down here to see 
if he was a client of the Artcrafters, 
Incorporated, and if there was on file a 
likeness of the defunct that was goin’ to 
talk from the banks of the Styx. I bet they 
spent six years gittin’ all this dope. I will 
look under the M’s and see if Gertie’s aunt 
is here.”  

Willie did. He found Aunt Poony all 
right. No wonder, he thought, the fakirs 
could describe her. But they had not been 
able to describe Willie’s aunt because they 
had had no picture of the old girl. 

Willie accidentally nudged a lever with 
his elbow and a very scary and weird sound 
flooded the cellar and dust flew against the 
opposite wall. 

“Hah!” The private dick grinned. “That 
is how they made that sound effect like a 
stiff breeze comin’ from the Great Beyond. 
A ‘stiff’ breeze. Ha, I am as hot as a pistol 
lately. I bet there is more sound effects here 
than any radio station has got. Chains 
rattlin’. Shrouds rustlin’ an’ the noise of 
water lappin’ against the sides of the ferry 
boat that hauls specters acrost the Styx.” 

W
 

ILLIE moved away from the files 
and then a voice that never came 

from the land of the sweet bye-and-bye 
asked William Klump to kindly freeze 
where he was or he would get his insides 
blown out. Willie froze when he saw the 
female standing not twenty feet away, and 
she was certainly of this world. She had 
dark black locks and wore the latest thing 
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in Fifth Avenue female finery. 
“Er—how do you do,” Willie said. “I—

was—lookin’ for an old pal that left this 
world an’—”  

“Don’t worry, flatfoot, you will see him 
or her in a few minutes. We tagged you the 
night you got smart at the séance, and we 
looked you up. Too bad that telephone gag 
missed fire, sweetheart. But this Roscoe 
never did.”  

“You are Anastasia,” Willie guessed. “I 
was right. You wore a trance formation.” 

“Ha-ha,” the medium said. “Comin’ 
from a cop that ain’t so bad. How did you 
get wise to the connection between the 
picture racket and this joint?”  

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” Willie 
gulped. “Now let’s talk this over, as the 
place is surrounded.”  

“Who you kiddin’? I made sure of that, 
punk.”  

“Handsome Harry will be sore,” Willie 
fenced. “Murder is always bad in any 
racket an’ he maybe ordered no killin’s.”  

“How about that sailor, Mr. Klump?” 
the spurious specter pager snapped. 
“Handsome Harry maybe hired that done, 
huh? He did it with this little old equalizer, 
flatfoot. In a few hours I will be trying to 
summon you from where it blasts you.” 

Willie could hear the ferry boat coming 
in to dock and he could hear old Charon 
whistling, “I’ll Get You as Soon as You’re 
Dead, You Rascal, You!”  

“Well, it’s been nice meetin’ you, 
Klump,” the medium said. “One—two—
three—four—”  

Willie leaned back against the nearest 
solid object at hand and suddenly there was 
a great mournful sound and a blast of air 
that lifted the cupcake’s skirts over her 
head. She squealed and tried to hide her 
laundry and Willie catapulted forth with the 
big wind on his tail. He got the bogus 
boneyard disturber around the knees and 
lifted her up and tossed her into an old 

barrel. Then Willie heard voices and they 
were not ones answering Sister Anastasia’s 
calls for help beyond the big slide. 

“What the devil?”  
Willie whirled with the Betsy in his 

hand and saw three characters tumble down 
the steps, but they got into the wind’s path 
and were blown against the wall. Willie 
recognized one as Brother Jonathan, only 
now the curator of the Cosmic Clinic wore 
a neat plaid double-breasted and two-tone 
shoes. 

“Don’t you dast make a move or I will 
shoot!” Willie yelped. 

“Get him, Three Fingers!” Brother 
Jonathan yowled. Willie was so surprised 
to hear of Satchelfoot’s pinch being on the 
scene that he lapsed mentally just long 
enough for the rough boy to get the jump 
on him. Three Fingers’ head hit Willie in 
the meridian. 

Three Fingers was about to carve Willie 
with a very ugly shiv when there was a 
clank of chains and they came down off a 
wooden peg and covered both Three 
Fingers and Willie. Willie heard a bullet 
ping against the chains, then Brother 
Jonathan said to stop shooting for a minute 
as who could tell who was getting shot. 

William Klump writhed from under the 
chains and picked up a strange-looking 
thing that reminded him he had missed the 
“Buck” Rodgers strip two days running. It 
had a trigger and Willie pointed the gadget 
at the crooks and pulled said trigger. Filmy 
snaky stuff spewed out and wove crazy 
patterns, and Brother Jonathan and 
Handsome Harry Hake began to paw at the 
spidery stuff that clawed for their ugly 
pans. 

“It is a ectospasm machine!” Willie 
yelped, then bounced it off Three Fingers 
Feeney’s head and made a dive for Brother 
Jonathan whose face was gooey with 
rubber cement.  

Willie managed to smear the boss of 
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the spook-calling tabernacle and take over 
the artillery. 

“Awright!” Willie yelped. “It is no 
more use to struggle!”  

He kicked the barrel over and the 
medium tumbled out. Then some neighbors 
came down into the cellar with a big cop. 

“I never was so glad to see a harness 
bull,” Willie said. “Ferdinand, I could kiss 
you. This is a fake ghost-callin’ 
establishment and they knocked off one of 
our merchant marine, Xavier Bjorgensen. If 
that is not hamperin’ the war effort, I don’t 
know.”  

“Well, if it ain’t Brother Jonathan,” the 
cop said. “You called my old man back 
from the grave only last Wednesday night 
an’ I been tryin’ to figure it ever since. My 
old man spoke to me, pal, an’ he was 
tongue-tied all his natural life. I said to the 
old woman if I ever got anythin’ on you it 
would be just too bad—for you.”  

“Let’s git them into the wagon,” Willie 
said, feeling reaction coming over him, as 
he had never been closer to a shroud. “Take 
care of this Betsy as I bet it is the one that 
knocked off Bjorgensen.” 

 
F COURSE the D.A. and Satchelfoot 
Kelly were more than dumbfounded 

when William Klump and two cops 
delivered Brother Jonathan, alias “Boston 
Whitey,” Three Fingers Feeney, Handsome 
Harry Hake, and Sister Anastasia alias 
“Toledo Tallula” Luten at the main 
gendarmerie. 

“They rubbed out the tar,” Willie said. 
“They booby-trapped my telephone an’ 

nearly killed me the second time. It was 
because of my tour of the Rogues’ Gallery 
here I got to addin’ up, D.A. They got one 
that is a pip and wait until you see it. They 
do not keep the record of fingerprints 
though, as how can you git the smudges of 
long dead characters, huh?”  

“An’ I had the guilty one all the time,” 
Satchelfoot groaned. “Three Fingers! Look, 
D.A., how long you goin’ to stand for 
Klump messin’ into illegitimate police 
business? He held back evidence.”  

“I never did,” Willie protested. “If it 
wa’n’t for a ad I put in the papers I would 
never have found out why they nudged 
Bjorgensen off, Satchelfoot. His ma told 
me why an’ I didn’t dare let you know as I 
had to work fast seein’ as they knew a 
detective went to their séance and so I 
fingered they might move the Cosmic 
Clinic to Bayonne or Toledo or even as far 
as Denver in the meantime. I would raid 
the Artcrafters, Incorporated, too, D.A., if 
you want maybe a couple more of the gang. 
If any fee is comin’, you know my address. 
I got to git me a coke with three aspirins.”  

The Roscoe Willie got from the spook 
cellar proved to be the right one. Willie 
could not resist going calling on Gertie 
Mudgett the next evening to crow. 

“Was you a sucker! Ha-a-a-ah, 
swallowin’ them spirits like they was really 
bottled in bond. You an’ your Aunt Poony! 
Don’t never call me dumb no more, Gertie 
Mudgett. It looks like I got to find me a 
new number as bright as I am, as why 
should I marry and find right away my wife 
is incomfatible?”  

“The brush-off, Willie?” Gertie yelped, 
and the next thing Willie knew, a crayon 
portrait of Gertie’s departed aunt came 
down on his noggin and he sat down on the 
floor. 

For a specter, Willie mused painfully, 
Aunt Poony packed an awful wallop. 

“You will never learn when I am 
kiddin’, will you?” Willie Klump said. 

“Oh, I couldn’t live without you, 
Willie,” his torch flared penitently. “What 
have I done?”  

“You hit me just onct more like that 
and you will have to,” Willie sighed. “I 
wisht you wasn’t so repulsive.” 

O 


