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STALLING ALL CARS! 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
 

When Willie Klump takes Gertie Mudgett for a spin in 
his Gnash-8 car, two mobsters go along - just for the ride! 

 
T WAS five o’clock in the afternoon 
and William J. Klump, president of the 
Hawkeye Detective Agency, Inc., laid 

aside a comic book and contemplated its 
lurid cover for awhile. “I sure wisht that all 
the crime was not in books,” he sighed. “If 
I could draw, it would sure pay. Well, I 
better lock up and go and meet Gert, and 
she better have scratch with her and not just 
in her fingernails.”  

Gertrude Mudgett was already in front 
of the Blue Goose on Fifty-First Street 
when Willie arrived. She wore a short 
cinnamon-colored fur coat and spiffy 
nylons and a hat that Willie always laughed 
at when her back was turned. She also wore 
a very pained expression. 

“If you ain’t a mess, Willie!” she 
sniffed. “A refugee just out of a 
concentrated camp couldn’t look worst. 
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What have you been usin’ that serge suit 
for, pluggin’ up busted winder panes?”  

“What did the wolf do when he waited 
for Red Ridin’ Hood, huh?” Willie asked. 
“He didn’t look like one when she got 
there. If I’m after crooks should I look like 
a detective?”  

“You couldn’t if you tried,” Gertie said. 
Over blue plate specials, Willie and his 

mouse tried to get together regarding 
entertainment for the evening. 

“There’s a swell pitcher at Looie’s Lex, 
Gert,” the private detective offered. “ ‘A 
Fool In The Sun.’ ”  

“I feel like somethin’ more excitin’, 
Willie. Like a boxin’ or wrastlin’ match,” 
Gertie said. 

“I should’ve known,” Willie sighed. 
“Look, there is a wrastlin’ match at St. 

Nick’s,” Gertie said. “And I know where I 
can git passes as I know the permoter, 
Oolie O’Rourke. Leave me git to a phone.”  

Gertie was back in less than two 
minutes. “I was lucky, Willie. I caught him 
in an’ he’ll be in his office for another 
hour. Sure, we can have Annie Oakleys, 
Oolie says. Everythin’ is knowin’ the right 
people. The main bout should be a honey. 
Mountain Boy Bozosky versa The Canarsie 
Unknown.”  

“They are always fakes,” Willie 
sniffed. “I’ll take vanilla.”  

 
OWEVER, Willie’s mind was made 
up for him when the waitress brought 

him ice cream. “I did not order that,” he 
said. 

“I ain’t deef, Bub,” the blonde said. 
“I’ll leave it up to the girl frien’.”  

“Sure he ordered vanilla,” Gertie said. 
“Put it down, sister.”  

“It was only a figment of speech!” 
Willie yelped. “I said rather than take 
wras’lers I would take vanilla. I want some 
deep dish pie.”  

“Look, I ain’t runnin’ my feet off to 

humor the likes of you, Buster,” the blonde 
snapped. 

“The name is Klump.”  
“Leave us end this right now,” Gertie 

said. “I will not get throwed out this time 
‘fore I’ve had my dinner. Eat that ice 
cream, Willie, and shut up!”  

“That’s tellin’ him, Honey.”  
“And you keep outa this,” Gertie 

yipped. “It is none of your business, see?”  
“Oh, yeah? Why, you ole bag!” 
“Stop!” Willie howled. “Let’s begin 

over!”  
Five minutes later Willie Klump and 

Gertrude Mudgett, having been requested 
to leave the Blue Goose, walked down 
Lexington. 

“Next time we go to the automat as 
them nickel slots don’t talk back,” Willie 
said. “I only said—”  

“Well, it didn’t cost us nothin’,” Gertie 
snickered. “We had everythin’ but dessert 
and we can eat a choc’lit bar at the wraslin’ 
match. We got to stop on East Forty-Third 
to pick up our tickets. How is business, 
Willie?”  

“It should be in the movies, Gert, as 
then all I would have to do was walk out of 
my penthouse or a gin mill and stumble 
right over a cadaver covered with clues. 
What mullarkey!”  

“I keep tellin’ you you should put on a 
bigger front, Willie Klump.”  

“I can hardly button my vest as it is,” 
Willie said. “You want I should walk like a 
pengrin such as Satchelfoot Kelly is? It is 
just the breaks I git.”  

Gertie paused to take off a slipper and 
massage a toe. “One of these days 
somebody’ll invite me to ride in a cab, 
Willie Klump,” she said unsweetly. 

“That will be nice,” the president of the 
Hawkeye said. “Wait until I win the Gnash 
Eight the Bronx Elks are rafflin’ off. I got 
one chancet on it.”  

“It would be like you to lose the ticket,” 

H 
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Gertie said. “Huh, you got one chancet in 
one million. Well, here is where Oolie has 
his office.”  

It was a tacky building. Oolie 
O’Rourke’s office was on the third floor. 
They went into the elevator and a drowsy 
little Senegambian seemed hurt when they 
did not walk up. 

“Most always this time of night, folkses 
walk up or down,” he hinted.  

“Third floor,” Gertie snapped. “You 
want to keep this job, don’t you?”  

“Tha’s a good question, lady,” the lift 
jockey admitted, and took them up. 

The door to O’Rourke, Inc., was 
swinging open a little and Gertie walked in. 

“Oh, Ool-l-lie!”  
“Huh?” Willie said. “It is like a morgue 

here. Maybe he stepped out for a 
san’wich,” and then Gertrude Mudgett let 
out a piercing scream that nearly punctured 
both of Willie’s eardrums. He jumped into 
the back office and saw more than just the 
worn linoleum on the floor. He imagined it 
was Oolie O’Rourke. 

“Willie, it is a murder!” Gertie gulped. 
“If it is not, it is a reasonable 

factsmile,” the president of the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency said. “And all to myself. 
Don’t touch nothin’, Gert. Huh, his wallet 
on the floor and as empty as a politician’s 
promise. Bashed on the noggin.” Willie 
drew a hanky from the breast pocket of his 
blue coat and mopped his brow. “I better 
call the cops.” After doing so he thought he 
would be within his rights to case the joint 
somewhat. The first thing he spotted near 
the empty poke was a ticket for a Gnash-8. 

“I will lose that yet,” Willie said 
ruefully. “I better paste it in a scrapbook 
arid not put it back in that pocket ag’in. I—
you know what, Gertie? We are suspects!”  

“Then let’s get out of here, Willie!”  
“Too late. Somebody’s comin’. That 

screech you made could of been heard at 
Lake Success,” Willie sighed.  

It was a cop. Behind him was the 
scared-looking elevator operator. “We 
come up here to pick up a couple passes for 
the wrastlin’ match t’night,” Willie said 
quickly, then flashed a badge. “It is a 
coincidents but I happen to be a detective. 
A bus driver’s holiday, ha ha!”  

“You stay here—you and the dame!” 
the cop said. 

Willie said to the dusky flunkey, “Who 
was the last gee you brought up in the 
elevator ‘fore us who got off this floor?”  

“A big gemman with a beard,” the lift 
custodian said. “Bigges’ man ah ever did 
see. Must of gone out by the staihs. Like I 
said, mos’ folkses walk up and down this 
time of night.”  

“Describe him more,” Willie snapped. 
“Take all this down, Gert.”  

“Well, le’s see—er—there he is, boss!” 
The dusky boy’s eyes rolled around in his 
noggin as he pointed to a big placard that 
leaned against the late Oolie’s desk. There 
were two ha1f~tones of citizens on it and 
one wore a mask. The one with the beard 
was labeled: 

 
MOUNTAIN BOY BOZOSKY 

 
“The wrastler,” Willie said. “He killed 

Oolie, Gertie. Maybe with just a bare fist. It 
is a big lump goin’ down on Oolie’s pate.”  

The cop said, “You got to think of a 
better one, pals. Oolie refused you free 
ducats and you pasted him. His dome hit 
the corner of the desk. Curtains.”  

“He was robbed,” Willie pointed out. 
“You can search me.”  

“I’m only a harness bull, pal. I’ll let the 
smart boys do that when they git here. 
Seems like they’re here now.” 

 

IN A few minutes the place was clogged 
with representatives of the law, including 

the corpse diagnostician, one Satchelfoot 
Kelly, and a D.A. who had been looking 
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for a ride uptown anyway. The beat walker 
told Satchelfoot his version. Kelly grinned 
wolfishly at Willie. 

“So you’d knock off a citizen before 
spendin’ a couple of fish, huh? You had to 
drag Gert into it, you lemonhead?”  

“Look, Satchelfoot,” Willie sniffed. 
“Send for Mountain Boy Bozosky, will 
you? He was here ‘fore us. He’s the last 
one who saw him alive.”  

“Kelly,” a man said. “We found this 
envelope on the remains. Got a name on it. 
Gertie Mudgett.”  

“It is our tickets, Willie. Oolie had ‘em 
all ready for us,” Gertie yipped.  

“Awright, Satchelfoot,” Willie said. 
“Le’s see how sillier you can git.”  

Kelly took it out on the harness bull. 
“Beat it ‘fore I bust you over the skull with 
your own billy-club. And stop tryin’ t’ be 
no Sam Spade. So I made a natural 
mistake, Willie. I—”  

“You sure did. They all come natural to 
you, clambrain,” Willie yelped. “Go git 
Mountain Boy.”  

“If they do, we can’t never use these 
tickets, Willie,” Gertrude Mudgett 
complained. “He was in the main go.”  

“That is our luck, ain’t it?” Willie said, 
pawing at his face. 

It so happened that Mountain Boy was 
but two blocks away from Oolie 
O’Rourke’s office having a beer when he 
heard that Oolie was defunct and that his 
office was bulging with flatfeet. The grunt 
and groaner hurried over there and saved 
the cops a scavenger hunt. 

“Me, I’m Mountain Boy Bozosky!” he 
roared as he forced his way in. “I know 
what you cops are t’inkin’!”  

“A mental telegrapher,” Satchelfoot 
sniffed. “Makes it look good you comin’ 
here without us havin’ to drag you, Junior.”  

“Yeah?” Mountain Boy bellowed, his 
heavy chin mattress swaying like an 
oriole’s nest. “Well, I see the spot I’m in. I 

was here to see Oolie, sure, the dirty 
double-crosser. I went in the tank for a bum 
two weeks ago and he never give me the 
exter two C’s. So I come and took it. I 
didn’t bop him. I jus’ got a strangle hold on 
him and took his wallet and paid myself 
off. Then I went down the stairs. Ast the 
elevator boy. Never mind as he was asleep 
in the chair.”  

Satchelfoot Kelly gestured with 
derision. “The big bazoo admits robbin’ 
Oolie O’Rourke. Never hurted him a bit. 
Just look at this big moose and tell me 
would he know his own stren’th. If he 
grazed an ordinary citizen’s noggin with an 
elbow in passing he would leave a 
fractured skull behind. He was the last one 
here before Willie and his doll. I am takin’ 
him down an’ bookin’ him.”  

“Look,” Mountain Boy gulped. “I have 
to wrastle the Unknown. I signed—”  

“Oolie can’t sue you if you don’t,” 
Willie observed. “Mos’ likely it was fixed 
anyways. I would confess to manslaughter, 
Mountain Boy, ‘fore Satchelfoot makes it 
first degree burns. It looks like we can go 
to the movies after all, Gertie.”  

The D.A. got up from beside the 
cadaver. “This will clinch our case, Kelly. 
O’Rourke got himself a few hairs off the 
dog that bit him. The lab will prove they 
come off the wrestler’s beard.”  

The mortal remains of Oolie O’Rourke 
were carted off to a friendly mortician’s, 
and the office quickly emptied of cops. 
Gertie and Willie, slightly atomized, 
lingered for awhile. Willie was irked. 

“What a pushover! But they’ll call 
Satchelfoot a credit to the finest. He 
couldn’t find twins in Siam. And this Oolie 
turns out to be a citizen who fixes fights 
and things. He should have been liquidated, 
huh! I wash my hands of it all, Gertie, and I 
got a good mind t’ go to work.”  

“The worst of it is you haven’t,” Gertie 
sighed. “Let’s go to the movies, Willie.” 
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UT in the hall they met the little 
Senegambian caressing a rabbit’s foot 

and he was still a little pale. “Boss, ah jus’ 
remembered,” he said to Willie. “I took a 
gemman up in the elevator after I did the 
one with the beard. Ah think I did.”  

“But did he have a beard?” Willie 
asked. 

The boy shook his head. 
“Oh, come on, Willie,” Gertie sniffed.  
Late the next day William Klump sat in 

his office reading an evening journal and 
he saw where the D. A. was trying to pin a 
murder rap on Mountain Boy. A citizen 
weighing only about ten pounds less than a 
garbage truck, and having little chunks of 
putty in place of ears, and who despised 
Mountain Boy very thoroughly, came to 
the gendarmerie of his own free will and 
with malice aforethought, and told the D.A. 
that he and another grunt and groan 
specialist had heard Mountain Boy make 
the statement to the effect that if Oolie 
O’Rourke did not soon pay him the fee for 
a fix he would personally beat Oolie’s 
brains out and take it off his no-good 
carcass. 

“He has more chance of gettin’ fried 
right now than most smelts,” Willie told 
himself, and turned to the sports page to 
see what manner of obit had been accorded 
Oolie by the scriveners. One particularly 
facetious columnist said that Broadway 
would miss Oolie and forgive him for most 
of his transgressions which had to do 
mostly with trying to protect himself and 
his pals when a bunch of scratch was riding 
on an athlete or bunch of athletes, whether 
they had four legs or two. Yes, Oolie could 
have been listed as a gambler else why had 
he been briefed more than just a trifle by a 
D.A. following that pro football game 
between the Boston Chiefs and the 
Brooklyn Bearcats that smelled of 
gorgonzola? 

“However,” the writer pointed out, 
“Oolie had one redeeming quality which 
was not getting jewelry out of hock. He 
loved the game of baseball and considered 
it a cardinal sin even to get in on a baseball 
pool, and any man he knew to have 
wagered even subway fare on any phase of 
the national pastime was, as far as he was 
concerned, lower than the first citizen on a 
totem pole.”  

“Huh!” Willie sniffed. “That I would 
like to believe. A likely story.”  

He tossed the newspaper aside and 
picked up a circular letter and feasted his 
eyes on the print that extolled the virtues of 
the Gnash-8. Extra large red letters formed 
words that yelled at Willie: 

 
YOU ARE THE TYPE OF MAN 

WHO WOULD APPRECIATE THIS CAR 
OF DISTINCTION! 

 
“They are psychic,” Willie said. “They 

are tellin’ me? Huh, I should employ such 
methods in my business and write a 
circulatin’ letter. Let’s see. 

 
‘DO YOU LOVE YOUR WIFE AND 

VICE VERSA OR DO YOU NEED A 
PRIVATE DETECTIVE?’ 

 
Why don’t that sound right?”  

The phone rang and Willie picked the 
gadget up and said quick, “I’m sorry as it 
was an over slight on my part. I’ll send the 
check in by tomor—huh? The Round The 
Clock Detective Bureau? Yes, this is the 
Hawkeye Det—”  

“Yeah, Klump. Mr. Putney speakin’. 
Thought you’d like to help us out. We got a 
client here with a small job we ain’t got 
time to handle what with all the big stuff 
that’s come in. A guy beat his rent bill. 
Yeah, skipped. You want I should send her 
over?” 

O 
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“Well, I got to think it over, Mr. Putty,” 
Willie said. “Like you, there is such a rush 
with me—”  

“She’ll be right over,” the citizen said, 
and hung up. 

“Wise guy,” Willie snapped. “Ha!” The 
female crashed Willie’s sanctum just 
twenty minutes later, took a seat, and 
immediately questioned the legitimacy of a 
certain character named Leo Blintz who 
would rob a poor widow of eighty fish. 

“Give me his description, ma’am,” 
Willie sighed. “Anyways he was born, 
don’t forget. The fee, of course, is twenty 
percent for all the work I’ll put in for such 
a small sum.”  

“It’ll all be yourn, Mr. Klump,” the 
landlady bit out. “Providin’ you leave me 
git my hands on him. Flew the coop this 
mornin’ with both suitcases. Here’s my 
name and address.”  

“It’s a deal,” Willie said. “Er, my 
restrainin’ fee is five dollars.” 

 
HE old doll put the advance on 
Willie’s desk and took her leave. He 

picked up a slip of paper and read: Mrs. 
Clytie Shimm, 633 East Twenty-Ninth 
Street. 

“If I only had that Gnash-Eight I could 
chaste Blintz down in half the time. 
Wonder when the drawin’ is.” He picked 
up the five and then thought of something. 
“Why, she didn’ tell me what he looked 
like! Have to call her later. Oh-h-h, how are 
things in Dannemor-r-r-ra? Are them big 
stone walls just as hig-g-g-g-gh? Are the 
cells—”  

The door opened and Satchelfoot Kelly 
came in. Willie made a sour face. “An’ I 
just had the place fumigated. What you 
want?”  

“Me and the D.A. have about got that 
wras’ler tagged for the rotisserie,” Kelly 
snapped. “But we admit we got to have a 
little more than circumstances for evidence. 

Look, you was there when the cops arrived 
and did you pick up anythin’ you forgot to 
give the D.A. on purpose or otherwise? It’s 
been done by you before, Willie!”  

“Look, all we got was the assailant’s 
fingerprints, Satchelfoot. His watch with 
initials on it, and his social security card,” 
Willie sniffed. “Knowin’ that wa’nt enough 
for the likes of you to go on, me and Gertie 
jus’ threw ‘em away. I wisht you would 
call for an appointment in the future.”  

“You was singin’ when I got here 
whicht means you are too happy over 
somethin’, Willie,” Satchelfoot yelped. “If 
I ever find out you ever secreted evidence, 
you’re through.”  

“Go away, you bother me,” Willie said. 
“There is just one thing in Mountain Boy’s 
favor whicht could help him with a jury. 
You made the arrest.”  

“Some day I will murder you, Willie.”  
“And I bet you won’t never find 

yourself lookin’ for the slayer. Call me up 
sometime an’ maybe I’ll give you a ride in 
my new Gnash-Eight.”  

“So you got a ticket on that, hah?” 
Satchelfoot sneered. “If you win it, I’ll eat 
one of the hub caps.” He walked out, 
slamming the door after him. 

“He’s gettin’ to be an erotic,” Willie 
said. He gave Mrs. Shimm a chance to get 
home, then looked up her number and 
dialed it. 

“We forgot somethin, ha-ha,” Willie 
told her. “What does Blintz look like?”  

“About six feet tall, Klump. Fishy eyes 
like a haddock’s and close together. 
Batwing ears and a busted bridge to his 
nose,” Mrs. Shimm said. “Always wears 
striped suits—and should if you git what I 
mean, Mr. Klump.”  

“Rogers,” Willie said. “I’m on his trail 
right now.”  

William Klump, for the next three days, 
called real estate offices, hotels, and 
rooming houses to no avail. Meanwhile the 

T 
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D. A. stuck a first rap on Mountain Boy 
Bozosky and claimed he would make it 
stick. And then Mrs. Shimm called Willie 
on the phone one morning and said to come 
and see her right away. When he arrived at 
the rooming house, the landlady was in 
quite a tizzy. 

“What do you think, Klump? A man 
called up and ast for Leo Blintz. Just as I 
was to hang up, one of my roomers come 
in who was friendly with Blintz so I says 
for him to take the call and let me know 
what it was all about.”  

“Did it work?” Willie asked.  
“Look, it was a man from the Elks up 

in the Bronx, Klump. He says he is anxious 
to git hold of Blintz as he won the Gnash-
Eight what was raffled off,” Mrs. Shimm 
says. “What breaks I git. I could have 
attached it, Klump.”  

Willie’s legs wobbled and there was 
quite a lump in the pit of his stomach. “Y-
You think that friend of his knew where he 
went?”  

“He claimed he didn’t, but who can you 
believe nowadays, Klump?”  

“Yeah.” An air castle with fenders and 
a steering wheel blew up inside Willie’s 
noggin’.  

“I hope the loogan lost the ticket,” Mrs. 
Shimm snapped. “Wonder how long they 
wait until the jalopy is claimed fore they 
draw another number?”  

“I would rather not talk about it,” 
Willie said. “If you get a lead on him, let 
me know.”  

“Who is the detective?” the landlady 
yelped. “If I could cure hives would I send 
for a doctor?”  

“You will be hearing from me,” 
William Klump said weakly and left the 
rooming house. 

 
OW just one week later the phone 
rang in Willie’s office and he hoped it 

was not Mrs. Shimm. It wasn’t. “Mr. 

Klump?” a cheery voice said. “I’m Egerton 
Tripp, chairman of raffling off an 
automobile for the Bronx Elks. Oh, you 
lucky man, you!”  

“Huh?”  
“Do you hold number eight-nine-seven-

seven, Mr. Klump? It says here you do. 
Now we couldn’t locate the person who 
won on the first drawing so we had to do it 
over again. You lucky man!”  

“Wait,” Willie said, shaking like a 1909 
jalopy on a corduroy bridge. “Wait until I 
look. The ticket is right here in my 
pocket—wait, Mr. Strip.” Willie pulled his 
hanky out of his breast pocket and two 
tickets fell out. He picked them both up. 
“Huh, I must of forgot I bought two.” Sure 
enough, one of them was numbered 8977. 
“Hello, you are right. When do I pick up 
the car, huh?”  

“Better do it right away, Mr. Klump. It 
is standing right out in front now and all 
gassed and oiled,” Mr. Tripp said. “Oh, you 
lucky man!”  

“You can say that again,” Willie 
yelped, and reached for his hat. Just an 
hour later he was sitting at the wheel of a 
beautiful Gnash-Eight and a cameraman 
from the Bronx Home News was snapping 
his picture. Finally, Mr. Tripp said: 

“All right, Mr. Klump. Please drive it 
away. You don’t know how sick I am 
lookin’ at it.”  

“Drive it away?” Willie gulped, then 
remembered he had never learned to drive. 
“Is there a phone handy?” he asked. “I 
forgot my license, ha!”  

He called up Gertie Mudgett and told 
her the news and he heard the sound of 
Gertie’s torso hitting the floor. In a few 
minutes he called her once more. 

“I am not kiddin’, Gert. Come up here 
as you got to drive it home for me.”  

“Willie, you darlin’!” Gertie yelped. 
“I’ll grab a cab.”  

Sometime later, Willie and Gert drew 
 N
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up in front of Willie’s rooming house with 
the Gnash-Eight. Two fenders resembled 
truffles. The front bumper was drooping 
like a hangnail, and there were three 
summonses for violating all rules of traffic 
in Willie’s pocket. 

“I thought you could drive,” Willie 
gulped. 

“I had two lessons, and shut up!” Gertie 
said. “Look at us here fightin’ when we 
own a Gnash-Eight, Willie. Oh, you lucky 
thing, you! When will we drive into the 
country?” 

“We done enough damage to the city,” 
Willie sighed, but he was happy. He 
envisioned Satchelfoot Kelly gnawing at a 
hub cap. “Le’s go out towards Conneticutt 
Saturday night, huh? I better see this gits to 
a garage so’s the fenders can be smoothed 
out.”  

“I always said you would go places, 
Willie.”  

Gertrude Mudgett took three more 
lessons from the Shift For Yourself Auto 
School, and with the help of two crisp 
leaves of lettuce, got herself a license. On 
Saturday night Willie and Gertie headed for 
the suburbs and nearly bagged four 
pedestrians before they had gone six 
blocks. Gertie got off the beam in the 
Bronx and made a U-turn in the middle of 
the street, causing a merger between a 
laundry truck and a fruit stand. An hour 
later after promising to appear in court on a 
certain day, they were on their way again. 
Willie asked if Gertie did not think she 
should postpone the debut. 

“Are you incineratin’ I can’t drive a 
car?” Gertie snapped. “Well, don’t!”  

“Le’s find a quiet country road 
somewheres,” Willie compromised. 

It was getting dark when they found 
one near the Connecticut line. They were 
purring along nicely when they suddenly 
got the warning from behind to give up 
some of the road. 

“This ain’t wide enough for two of us, 
Willie,” Gertie gulped. “They can blow that 
horn till Guadalcanal freezes over. I got the 
right of way.”  

“Yeah,” Willie said. 
 
HE car behind kept honking and then it 
sneaked past the Gnash-Eight and took 

all the paint off Willie’s fenders and about 
a hundred yards further on it swung across 
the road and stopped. 

“So they want to make somethin’ of it, 
Willie,” Gertie yelped. “I am right in the 
mood.” She braked to a stop less than three 
feet from an old sedan and two citizens got 
out of same and seemed anxious to meet 
her. 

“Don’t start nothin’, Gert,” Willie said. 
“This was a pleasure trip, I think.”  

“Awright,” Gertie threw at the tallest of 
the characters. “Maybe you own all the real 
estate, huh? Git that heap of pigiron off the 
road.”  

“Pipe down, babe,” the short bulky ape 
snarled, and thrust the business end of a 
roscoe within an inch of Gertie’s makeup. 
“You dare let out a peep an’ you’ll hear the 
echo of this bang-bang in the sweet by and 
by.”  

The rough citizen in the camel hair coat 
took care of Willie. He also held something 
in his right hand and not a tootsie roll. His 
features gave Willie the shakes, especially 
the nose without much of a bridge.  

“Step out into the road, punk, ‘fore I 
can’t resist temptation.”  

“A stickup, Willie!” Gertie squealed. 
“Nah,” the gee covering Willie said. 

“Just takin’ what belongs to me.”  
Willie kept checking. Eyes like a 

haddock—ears fanning out—striped suit. 
Before his addled brains could get a hold 
on his tongue, Willie gulped out: 

“Leo Blintz!” 
The other dishonest taxpayer let loose 

an exclamation that was not very nice. 
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“Leo, he knows you!”  
“I told you they would’ve nabbed me, 

Eddie,” Blintz snarled. “This Klump is a 
private dick.”  

“Then you did drop that—”  
“Shut up, Eddie. I’m grabbin’ this 

boiler I won on the level,” Blintz said. “I 
don’t happen to be home when they call me 
so they draw another ticket and this funny 
lookin’ bazoo wins. So is it a stickup, 
Klump?”  

“You can’t get away with it,” Gertie 
Mudgett yelped. “All we got to do when 
we get back to—”  

Leo Blintz laughed very nastily and the 
boy named Eddie seemed quite amused 
himself.  

“When you git back, ha!” Leo leered. 
“That is rich! If you talk, them 
undertakers’ll start runnin’. Yeah, there is 
more than just a jalopy to worry about.”  

“What does he mean, Willie?” Gertie 
choked out. 

“I haven’t the heart to tell even you,” 
Willie sighed. “What I think he means, 
couldn’t possibly be true. It couldn’t 
happen, not even to me.”  

“Listen, Sister,” Blintz said. “Let me 
tell. I buy a chancet on a Gnash-Eight an’ 
afterward somethin’ happens. The cops 
pick up a ticket in a certain place I 
shouldn’t of been. They got the number. If 
I’d claimed the jalopy I would of been 
nabbed and tossed into the klink. This boy 
friend of yours knows what the cops got on 
me else how did he know my name and 
have my pan figured out?”  

“Mrs. Shimm,” Willie said. “She hired 
me to find you to get back her rent is all.” 

“Wha-a-a-t?” Blintz yipped, and then 
grinned. “Well, what do you know?”  

“Look, Leo,” Eddie said. “Le’s git 
through wit’ this. Some people might come 
along.”  

“So you don’t know nothin’ about a 
ticket for a raffle numbered seven-nine-

seven-three, Klump?” Leo asked. 
“How should I?” Willie choked out, 

wondering what he was trying to 
remember. “Leave my girl go, huh?”  

Blintz sniffed. “Her? Don’t make me 
laugh. Eddie, git the sedan goin’ and put it 
alongside the road. I’ll ride in the back with 
the love birdies in the’ Gnash and you trail 
us to the place where X marks the spot. 
You know too much, Klump. Yeah, too 
bad!” 

 
ERTIE sent a pleading glance at 
Klump. 

“We are goin’ to get murdered, Willie,” 
she forced out. “Do you just mean to stand 
there and let it happen?”  

“It is better than bein’ horizontal,” 
Willie said. “And I am not Mandrake the 
Magician. Maybe they will change their 
minds.”  

“You drop them guns and I’ll fight you 
both with my bare hands,” Gertie 
challenged. 

“If they do they are cr—what am I 
sayin’?” Willie said. “I don’t suppose it is 
no use appealin’ to their better natures.”  

“We mislaid ‘em somewheres, Klump,” 
Leo Blintz growled. “Awright, you and the 
babe climb into the Gnash. Pretty job, huh? 
I ought to bust you one for messin’ up my 
fenders, though.”  

Gertie climbed into the Gnash-Eight 
and Willie dropped into the seat beside her 
and Leo Blintz took a seat in back, his 
Betsy on the alert.  

“When you git some luck, Willie, it is 
poison,” Gertie complained. “Look what it 
got us into?”  

“Start this heap up, sister, and shut up!” 
the rough boy with the howitzer said. “You 
two will be found at the foot of a hill in the 
wreck of the hot car we trailed you with. 
Then me and Eddie drive toward Hudson’s 
Bay.”  

“You ain’t human, bat-ears!” Gertie 
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yipped and stepped the boiler up to thirty 
per. Behind the Gnash-Eight came the 
other criminal in the crumby sedan, not 
more than fifty yards behind. 

“Flattery won’t git you nowheres, 
babe,” Blintz chuckled, leaning forward in 
the rear seat. “Tell that landlady I’ll send 
her a check, Klump.”  

Willie tried to think of something, but 
only the inside of a morgue and a spray of 
flowers would stick to his mind. He took a 
gander at the speedometer and it said forty-
five. Gertie Mudgett had her lower lip 
thrust out until she was fast becoming a 
Ubangi and Willie grabbed at a straw of 
hope. When Gertie looked like that it was 
generally every strong man for himself. 

“Slow down, babe,” Blintz said when 
the needle hit fifty. “It is only to your 
funeral you’re goin’.”  

It amazed Willie that Gertie Mudgett, 
even in the face of disaster, was so quiet. 
Up ahead a reflector sign said: 

 
STOP. THROUGH TRAFFIC. 

 
Gertie poured on more coal. 
“Slow down, blubberhead!” Leo Blintz 

howled. 
“Okay!” Gertrude screeched, and 

jammed on the brakes. “Anythin’ to oblige, 
punk!” Willie made contact with the 
windshield and Leo Blintz was catapulted 
off the back seat like a character shot from 
a circus cannon. He swan-dived over the 
front seat and on top of Willie and then 
there was a crash behind as Leo’s partner in 
lawlessness was not able to stop the old 
sedan in time. Natives for nearly a mile 
around heard the noise of the rhubarb. 

Willie was not sure how long he had 
been out. When he came out of the stupor 
he heard a voice that certainly belonged to 
no angel. 

“Willie,” Gertie gulped. “You dead?”  

“I couldn’t—feel worst than if I was, 
Gertie. What hap—where’s the crooks?” 
Willie heard the distant shriek of a siren as 
he brushed glass out of his hair and felt 
himself being dragged out of the jalopy. 

“I got Blintz all laid out side of the 
road, Willie. The other dirty crook is 
spread out like a rug on the hood of that 
sedan an’ he’s half-scalded by radiator 
water. The Gnash-Eight can stop on a 
dime, Willie.”  

“And give you back a nickel change, 
huh?” Willie choked out and the top of his 
head kept lifting off and he had to keep 
pressing both hands against it. Then the 
prowl car arrived and two state gendarmes 
hopped out. Leo Blintz sat up, his eyes 
looking into the next world. “Stretcher 
bearer! St—did we make the beachhead, 
Sarge?”  

“Well, whoever isn’t still delirious, 
start talkin’!” a cop said. “Who belongs to 
that gun there?” 

 
ILLIE flashed a badge. “I am 
William Klump, private detective. 

The citizen there with the bat-ears is Leo 
Blintz and he murdered Oolie O’Rourke. 
The one draped over the green sedan’s 
front stoop is his excessory. They chased 
me and my dame and tried to steal our 
Gnash and then kill the both of us.”  

“Oolie O’Rourke?” a cop said. “I heard 
about that—but they got the guilty man.”  

“Mountain Boy Bozosky is innercent,” 
Willie sniffed. “You got a firs’ aid kit? All 
we got to do is call up a Mr. Twipp or 
somebody at the Elks in the Bronx and ast 
did he throw the stubs away on the auto 
raffle. There should be a name and address 
on stub number—what you say it was, 
Blintz?” 

“Huh?” the dishonest character said. 
“Oh, yeah—my army serial number, seven-
nine-seven-three. When do we git to sail 
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back to the States, Captain? Who are you? 
Where am I?”  

“Look,” one cop said to the other cop. 
“We better take ‘em in and let ‘em start all 
over ag’in when they’re sane.”  

Willie Klump took a hanky from his 
breast pocket to dab at the bump on his 
noggin. A piece of paper with printing on it 
fluttered to the grass and Gertie Mudgett 
snatched it and took a long gander at it.  

“Number seven-nine-seven-three, 
Willie. I thought the lucky number you 
drew was diff’runt.”  

“Wha-a-a-t?” Willie yelped. “Why, I 
see it now. That ticket I picked up in 
Oolie’s office was not mine all the time. It 
was Blintz’s. And he thought the cops 
found it and he didn’t dare to claim the 
Gnash. Then the Elks drew another 
number! Gertie, this couldn’t never 
happen!”  

“It shouldn’t to a dog with 
hyperphobia,” Gertie sighed. “You think 
the D.A. will believe it?”  

“If he does, he won’t never be 
reelected,” a state trooper snapped. 
“Awright, le’s all go to the police station in 
Greenwich.”  

Two hours later the New York 
gendarmes came out to transfer the 
criminals to the right jurisdiction. 
Satchelfoot Kelly was with them. Leo 
Blintz, after Willie Klump had finished his 
amazing story, let his hair down and 
confessed. 

“Yeah, the lemonhead is right. Eddie 
here tipped me about my number bein’ 
called. Then afterwards we see Klump’s 
pitcher in the Bronx Home News sittin’ in 
the car should of been mine. So out I go to 
grab the boiler to knock off him an’ the 
babe.”  

“Why did you bump off Oolie 
O’Rourke?” Kelly asked. 

“Aw, I heard he’d git in on any kind of 
a fix,” Blintz said. “I had a couple gees on 
the Flatbush Bombers ball team willin’ to 
toss a game to the House of Davids whicht 
would have netted me ten grand. Then I 
find out O’Rourke would murder his 
gran’mother if she ever put a bet on a 
baseball game even. The lug calls me awful 
names and says he will right away notify 
the cops. I let him have it wit’ a staplin’ 
machine. Then I scram.”  

“You see, Satchelfoot,” Willie said. 
“Mountain Boy visited Oolie just before 
and Oolie had no time to pick up his empty 
wallet an’ things before this fiend entered. 
That raffle ticket, seven-nine-seven-three—
”  

“Stop!” Kelly groaned. “If I ever have 
to listen to that all over again, I’ll blow my 
stack! In fact I think I will. All the time he 
has the ticket and Blintz thinks the cops 
have. Bah!”  

“Oh, stranger things have happened,” 
Willie sniffed. 

“Name one,” a state cop snapped. 
“Well, there was—ha, I’ll have to have 

time to think of one,” Willie said. 
Gertrude Mudgett came in. “I called the 

garage, Willie. They want twenty-five 
dollars for towin’. It will cost three 
hundred to repair it.”  

“And we have paid seventy-five bucks 
for fines and still have two summonses to 
answer,” Willie sighed. “We will have to 
sell the jalopy to get in the clear. The Elks 
did this to me, Gertie. I’m glad it wasn’t 
raffled off by the Moose.”  

“I think I’ll be goin’,” Satchelfoot 
Kelly mumbled, and walked away. 

“That ain’t the door, Kelly,” a 
Connecticut cop yelled. “It’s a winder an’ 
it’s two stories down to the concrete!”  

“Who ast you?” Satchelfoot wanted to 
know. 

 


