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DICK TRACERY 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
On the trail of terrible Tip Toomy, Willie Klump collars 
a mystery—and takes the starch out of Satchelfoot! 

 
ERRIBLE TIP TOOMY was 
apprehended by the cops because a 
seventy-two-year-old grandma up 

in the Bronx happened to be a fiend for 
radio crime dramas. Every Thursday night 
she listened to clues that followed right 
after Coakley’s Corn Cure Program, 
“Crime Does Not Play.” 

The old doll heard that Toomy had a 
mole just behind his right ear and that he 
used to set tavern customers crazy in half a 
dozen states by keeping one certain tune 
coming out of the juke boxes—“The Strip 
Polka.”  

Grandma Doaks spotted Toomy in the 
hallway of the tenement where she lived 
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and she heard him whistling his favorite 
air. She dropped her handbag and Terrible 
Toomy picked it up, so the old doll spotted 
the tell-tale mole. She waited until the 
tough character had gone to his room and 
then called the gendarmerie. 

Terrible Toomy was roused out of a 
troubled stretch of shut-eye two hours later 
by a big citizen standing on the roof of a 
house across an alley. The law gave 
Terrible his choice. He could walk out and 
be nice, or get tough and be carried out in 
a morgue hamper. Terrible said he would 
be dod-jiggered if he’d give up so easy as 
he had a reputation to maintain. Then the 
police pyrotechnics started.  

Ten minutes after Terrible had decided 
to make his room a Stalingrad, he was 
crawling out into the hall on his hands and 
knees and crying fit to kill. The tear gas 
had been very convincing. 

The papers gave Aloysius 
“Satchelfoot” Kelly credit for the best 
marksmanship with the tear-jerking 
grenades, and they put his picture in the 
paper. A tabloid said he was like a 
Commando protecting law-abiding 
citizens on the home front. 

 
ILLIAM KLUMP, president of the 
Hawkeye Detective Agency, Inc., 

was nauseated by such cheap publicity and 
told Gertie Mudgett so while they supped 
in a middle class restaurant on Fifty-third. 

“I am for censhurin’ the press if that is 
the kind of news that is palmed off to the 
public,” Willie sniffed. “If Kelly was even 
upon the roof, he was hidin’ behind a 
chimbley.”  

“You are just jealous, Willie,” Gertie 
said. “Why don’t you just give up and ask 
the D. A. for a job as a real detective. 
Willie, pull that hank’chief out of your 
breast pocket so’d it’ll show good. What 
do you think I give them to you for last 
Chris’mas?”  

“I thought first they was for my nose,” 
Willie grunted. “I am wearin’ the socks 
you give and am I wrong? Maybe they 
was wrist-warmers.”  

“Having a crisp hank’chief stickin’ out 
of your pocket makes you look 
extinguished,” Gertie said. “Or it does 
most men.”  

“If all handkerchiefs were used like 
that, what would laundries do?” Willie 
wanted to know. “Anyway, we was talkin’ 
about that mental deficit, Kelly. I wonder 
if he will take Terrible Toomy back up the 
river?”  

Willie might have been just a little 
psychic. The doubtful honor of escorting 
Terrible back to the big house was tossed 
into Kelly’s lap. Willie watched the papers 
and on a certain day he hied himself to the 
Grand Central Station. He espied 
Satchelfoot sitting on a bench next to 
Terrible and he knew the two citizens were 
hitched together by State jewelry. 

“Why, good afternoon,” Willie said to 
Terrible. “I and all the rest of the folks will 
be very relieved when you turn this 
dangerous fellow over to the warden.”  

“Ha!” Terrible gushed out. “He is the 
detective, pal.” He stabbed the forefinger 
of his free hand at Kelly. 

“Yeah, and he knows it, that half-
baked slewfoot!” Satchelfoot yelped. “You 
are not funny, Willie Klump.”  

“Well, well, it is you, isn’t it?” Willie 
said, feigning surprise. “Why I have heard 
six people so far say you were Terrible 
Toomy, and one mentioned what a 
handsome detective Toomy was. It is a 
natural mistake though. Look out the 
warden does not insist on keepin’ you, 
Satchelfoot.”  

“If I was not han’cuffed to this mug, I 
would pick you up and throw you all the 
way to track twenty-four, you fresh 
potato!” Kelly yelled at Willie. “Now you 
get out as a crowd is collectin’ an’ Terrible 
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might try an’ make a break.”  
“Nerts, that collar pin slipped ag’in,” 

Terrible said and fumbled at it. “Look, 
pal,” he said to Willie, “put that back in 
place, will ya? I got to look me best 
travelin’ on a train.” 

“Why sure,” Willie said and adjusted 
the tough character’s pin. He admired it 
and said so. 

“Yeah, shaped like a dagger, huh? I 
wisht it was bigger as maybe I could git a 
chance an’ stab this flatfoot with it on the 
way up there,” Terrible grinned. “A dame 
I know who is very fussy give it t’ me fer 
me comin’ out party.”  

“You didn’t stay out long,” Willie 
said. “Well, the best of luck with the goin’ 
back in party. And Satchelfoot, if you 
throw a gum wrapper out the window, 
make sure Terrible don’t go with it. Hirin’ 
you to take Terrible up there is smart like 
usin’ a rabbit to tree a wolf.” 

“Now I have had enough,” Satchelfoot 
yelped. “You beat it or I’ll call that 
policeman over there.”  

“Don’t kid me,” Willie said. “That is a 
railroad brakeman. But I do have to go, 
Satchelfoot, as I have a date for a hair-do.”  

“He is a card,” Terrible said. 
“Yeah? If all detectives were like that 

zany, Toomy, we could tear down all the 
hoosegows an’ turn all the iron bars into 
the scrap pile,” Satchelfoot snapped. “Now 
you keep your big mouth shut.” 

 
ILLIE KLUMP went over to his 
office and cleaned up his breakfast 

dishes and put them in a big drawer of his 
file cabinet. He put the little oil stove out 
of sight under his desk and wondered 
about the fuel shortage. He did not know 
whether private detectives like himself 
were considered essential or not. He 
turned to open up his mail. One letter told 
him how to make out his income tax and 
as Willie read it, he jingled the seventy-

eight cents that reposed in his right-hand 
pants pocket. The letter advised him what 
to do if he ever made over twenty-five 
thousand dollars. Willie threw the works 
into a waste basket and slit open another 
important looking letter, and read: 

 
Dear Sir: 
As a detective you must lead a strenuous life. 

With all this food rationing, you will need a 
balanced diet, one compiled by experts of our 
organization. You have to have so many vitamins 
even though you can’t get certain foods and we 
will show you how you can maintain your present 
weight despite. . . . 

 
“Horse feathers,” Willie snorted and 

crumpled up the letter and hurled it out the 
window. “What I want is how to get the 
scratch to buy what vittles they’ll sell me. 
I should never have give Gertie that two 
hundred. Oh, but she maybe bought War 
Bonds, though. I wonder where there is a 
case?”  

Willie spent an hour or so drafting a 
circular letter to prospective clients. With 
so many of the young males off to war, 
there were many lonesome dolls about, 
and male citizens too old to fight might get 
the wrong kind of notions about them. 
Willie thought he had something there. 

It was almost time for the evening 
meal when the phone rang, with Gertie on 
the other end. 

“What do you think, Willie?”  
“They found Judge Crater.”  
“Don’t get smart,” Gertie said. “On the 

way up the river, Terrible Toomy escaped 
from Satchelfoot and he is at large. It is 
just out in the papers.”  

“What-a-a-a-a-a-a? Hold everythin’ 
Gertie and meet me at the La Paree table 
d’hote, huh? Oh, and buy a newspaper,” 
Willie yelled. “Buy two.”  

Just after the tomato juice cocktail, 
Willie feasted his eyes on the sensational 
crime news. He read it aloud. 
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“It says Satchelfoot and Terrible were 
sittin’ in that little cubbyhole just across 
from the water fountain in the day coach,” 
Willie gulped. “You know the place. 
There is two seats there where nobody else 
can see you. Satchelfoot went to sleep and 
he had one foot restin’ on one of his knees. 
Well, Terrible took off Kelly’s shoe and 
then he got the key out of Kelly’s vest 
pocket and opened the handcuffs.”  

“How could anybody sleep durin’ the 
time when his shoe was bein’ took off?” 
Gertie asked. “And why would Terrible 
take off Kelly’s shoe, anyway?”  

“Look, I have seen Kelly sleep,” 
Willie said. “He does not really sleep. He 
dies for a while. But let’s read more. 
Satchelfoot woke up just as the bracelets 
were opened and Terrible hit him with the 
shoe. Oh, Gert, Satchelfoot couldn’t live 
after that.”  

“It says there he was not fatally 
injured, Willie.”  

“How could that be? Have you ever 
tried to lift one of that guy’s shoes? It is of 
the Kongo class,” Willie said. “Well 
anyway, it says here Terrible bopped a 
brakeman too and assaulted three 
passengers and then jumped off the train 
just thirty miles from town. I told Kelly it 
was silly for them to let him take Toomy 
up. 

“You know what Terrible Toomy has 
done in the past? He has committed four 
rubouts, robbed eight banks and kidnaped 
three people. He will shoot on sight even if 
his mother tells him to put up his dukes. 
Oh, that Satchelfoot!”  

“There’ll be a big reward out for him, 
won’t there, Willie?” Gertie said. 

“Who cares? I would sooner join a 
searching party that was lookin’ for ten 
gorillas,” Willie said. “Terrible won’t let 
himself be caught easy again. There will 
be bloodshed.”  

“Well, fix that hank’chief so the clean 

corners stick out,” Gertie Mudgett 
suddenly threw at him. 

“Horse feathers!” Willie countered. 
“You do like I said as I am particular 

how my gen’lemen friends look while they 
escort me, William Klump!”  

“Sh-h-h. Everybody is lookin’.”  
“So what? It is none of their business,” 

Gertie said. “I will stand up and screech if 
I want, as this is a free country, ain’t it? I 
know my rights. I—”  

“Awright,” Willie choked out, his ears 
the color of pomegranates. “I will fix the 
nose doily just to have peace. We was 
talkin’ about Kelly and Terrible Toomy. 
Now like I said to Satchelfoot. . . .” 

 
 FEW minutes later, Gertie Mudgett 
went out of the eating place and 

stood powdering her nose while Willie 
settled for the damage. A customer 
grinned at him. 

“I heard the babe bawl you out, pal. 
Mine keeps after me for not wearin’ 
garters as she hates sloppy socks. All 
dames have one thing they keep harpin’ 
on. They are nuts.” 

“Shake,” Willie said. 
“I heard that crack,” a blonde said, 

advancing as belligerently as a Butcher 
and Bolt. “Well—”  

“So-long,” Willie yipped and hurried 
out into the street. “I better call up 
Headquarters, Gert,” he said, “to see 
which hospital Kelly is restin’ in.”  

Willie did, and the cops said 
Satchelfoot had been examined and had 
only sustained a slight concussion. 

“Get one of his shoes and take a 
picture of him and we will go to see 
Ripley,” Willie said. “So he is 
convalescing at home, is he? I must go and 
see him.”  

Satchelfoot’s mother admitted Willie. 
She said not to stay too long with Aloysius 
as he was still saying things that made no 
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sense to her. 
“Hello, Satchelfoot,” Willie greeted 

the patient. “Look, I will not laugh at you 
so don’t pick up that table lamp. What is 
your story?”  

“I was doped,” Satchelfoot insisted. 
“How could anybody tell for sure?” 

Willie asked. “How could Terrible do 
that?” 

“He give me a piece of gum. I chewed 
it for a while, an’ then I remembered 
nothin’ until I woke up here,” Kelly 
snapped. “You don’t believe me?” 

“Did you expect me to?”  
Satchelfoot picked up the lamp again 

and this time he threw it. Mother Kelly 
came in and ejected Willie. “The idea 
givin’ my boy a relapse,” she screamed as 
the president of the Hawkeye ran down the 
stairs. 

The drag-net was spread for Terrible. 
The teletypes clicked and spread the alarm 
all over the eastern seaboard. The F.B.I. 
called a brief halt in their activities against 
Shickelgruber’s termites and declared all-
out war against Toomy. The authorities 
offered twenty-five hundred for his 
capture, but Willie thought they were 
chiseling. 

“Huh, you would think only Freddie 
Bartholomew was at large. It is not worth 
it as—or is it? Huh, anybody would think I 
thought I had a chance to catch Terrible. I 
bet that Bronx gran’ma is burnin’ up.” 

Early the next day another story hit the 
big town. A truck driver was found in a 
ditch near Yorktown Heights and he had 
not been breathing for six hours, according 
to the corpse appraiser of the district. In 
short, he was defunct. 

The cops got in touch with the name of 
a firm he drove the truck for, and they said 
they were a furniture-moving firm in 
Ossining. It looked like the driver picked 
up a hitch-hiker and got slugged. The 
moving-van was found in Harlem that 

night. Everybody guessed that Terrible 
Toomy had left it there but there is no pay-
off on guesses. 

A report came in from Utica that a 
man answering Terrible’s description had 
boarded a bus there. The bus was headed 
for Altoona so cops there were notified. 
Before the next morning, a hundred 
different citizens had recognized Terrible 
from New Rochelle to Rochester. Nobody 
save Terrible seemed to be getting 
anywhere. 

Willie Klump donned his other blue 
serge suit and called up Gertie. There was 
an exciting flicker at Loews’. Gertie said 
she was calling to see Satchelfoot who 
after all was an old pal, and would Willie 
pick her up there at seven? Willie would. 
He got there at six-thirty and he walked 
into Kelly’s room to see Gertie Mudgett 
stroking Satchelfoot’s noggin and bending 
over the patient so that her eyes were close 
to Kelly’s.  

“Oh-ho-o-o-o!”  
Willie sputtered. Gertie got up quickly 

from the chair and told Willie she had said 
seven o’clock. 

“So that the billin’ and cooin’ would 
be over, huh?” Willie said. “Oh, I am not 
so dumb as you think. You are a faithless 
wench and everythin’ is over between us. 
You send me my two hundred tomorrer. 
Let me stroke his head,” Willie concluded 
and picked up a water pitcher. 

“Go ahead and go your way, Willie 
Klump,” Gertie chirped. “I know you 
never intended to give me a ring only on 
the phone. You philander!”  

“I had an aquamarine all picked out,” 
Willie said. “I had a payment on it. Good-
by forever.”  

“Make it for longer,” Gertie flung after 
him. 

W
 

ILLIE entered a drugstore three 
blocks from his rooming-house and 
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asked for a Coke with vanilla. He tossed 
off the mixture and was about to leave 
when a very attractive wren seemed to 
melt right before his eyes. He offered the 
doll an arm and she hung onto it.  

“I feel faint,” she said. “Would you 
mind seeing me to a taxi? You look like a 
gentleman.” 

William Klump was back in 
circulation and he was susceptible. He not 
only showed the cupcake to a swindle-bus 
but he got in himself and insisted he see 
her to her very door. Here was adventure, 
Willie thought, like in the He and She 
stories in the better mags. He found out 
her name was Audrey Kildare and she 
lived on the upper West Side. 

“Why, I feel perfect now,” Audrey told 
Willie and ogled him with her dark brown 
peepers. Willie was sure she was a ringer 
for anybody in Hollywood. She was a 
model. One conversation led to another 
and she finally asked Willie wasn’t it 
dreadful about Terrible Toomy. The 
detective falling asleep and all. He should 
be fired. 

“He must have somethin’ on the 
D.A.,” Willie said. “He happens to be a 
close friend of mine, Miss Kildeer.”  

“Kildare,” she corrected him. “But you 
can call me Audrey. Did you say Detective 
Kelly was your friend? Are you a 
detective, too?” 

Willie flashed his badge. “A private 
one. It is more dignified. You see I do not 
dress like one with a derby and smokin’ a 
cigar as why tell all the criminals. It is the 
secret of my success.”  

Willie saw Audrey to her home which 
turned out to be a basement apartment. He 
made a date with her for the next night, 
and then he went back to the cab. He 
found out he owed a buck forty—and had 
thirty-seven cents in his rompers. 

“It seems I forgot my wallet,” Willie 
said. 

The cabby sighed deeply. “Oh, I wish 
you chiselers would cook up a different 
one for a change. Now we got to have 
trouble, pal. I will take a buck-forty and 
tip out of you in a workout as that is what 
it would cost me in a gym. Okay, here I go 
again. Las’ night I had to fracture a skull.”  

Willie parted with his watch and a new 
fountain pen. He took the subway 
downtown, thinking of Audrey. He was 
overboard and the torch was crackling. 
What had he ever seen in Gertie Mudgett? 
Here was class. . . . 

Satchelfoot Kelly was back on duty the 
next morning. He told reporters that he 
would get Terrible if it took him the rest of 
his life. 

“He was always that way so he won’t 
have to try hard,” Willie said as he sat in 
his office scratching at a Cook’s tour map 
he had constructed. On it was Ossining 
where Sing Sing reposed, a big X marking 
the spot where Terrible was supposed to 
have run away with a moving-van. 
Another X where it was stashed. 

“Now where would I go next if I’d left 
the truck in Harlem?” Willie asked 
himself. “If I go there, I would maybe find 
Terrible Toomy. But I can’t work thinkin’ 
of Audrey.” 

Willie ran into Satchelfoot going into a 
kiosk at Fifty-ninth about six o’clock. 

“Why it is Rip Van Winkle that fell 
asleep close to the Catskills again,” Willie 
needled. “You gettin’ Terrible, 
Satchelfoot! It is like a skunk tryin’ hard 
to smell. I have no time to bother with 
you.”  

“I’ll get him,” Kelly yelped. “You’ll 
eat crow, you crackpot! I got a hunch he’s 
in Harlem right now.”  

Willie laughed and hurried to a 
crosstown car. In a few minutes he was in 
Audrey’s apartment and she handed him a 
slug of sherry.  

“I met Detective Kelly on the way,” 
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Willie said. “He says Terrible Toomy is in 
Harlem, and he’s got to recapture Terrible 
or lose his face. Personally, I would lose 
my face if I was him as it is not 
photogensic.”  

“You are a scream,” Audrey said. “Oh, 
Willie, your shirt collar. The points are 
sticking out straight and you could put a 
person’s eye out. I hate to see a man’s 
collar—” 

Willie sighed. “First it is my hanky,” 
he said to himself. “Now it is my collar. 
Dames are—” He stopped griping for 
Audrey was leaning very close to him and 
trying to press the collar points down. She 
gave off some swell perfume and her nice 
hair tickled Willie’s nose. Here was a doll 
who could pester him all the time and it 
would be a pleasure.  

“I am a little short t’night,” Willie 
finally got up the courage to say. “My last 
client dropped dead an’ nothin’ was in 
writin’ so—”  

“I’ll lend you some money, Willie,” 
Audrey said. “We will be pals. Anyway I 
hate restaurant food, so I keep house here. 
Let me cook you dinner sometime, 
Willie.”  

“I always thought angels lived way up 
in the air instead of in basements,” Wi1lie 
enthused and Audrey planted a peck on his 
cheek. 

 
HE search kept going on. The papers 
demanded that the cops everywhere 

stop playing so much gin-rummy and pick 
up Terrible before he got his face lifted. 
Satchelfoot Kelly had combed Harlem for 
every known criminal suspect and had 
grilled them all to no avail. 

Willie and Audrey saw each other 
three times a week and the doll liked to 
talk about the manhunt. Willie asked her 
one night if she would not like to meet 
Satchelfoot Kelly. 

“Oh, could I?” Audrey said and fussed 
at Willie’s shirt collar again. 

“Sure, but he has a wife and seven 
kids,” Willie said. “It is no use holdin’ 
them points down as the Chinaman puts 
too much starch in them.”  

“When is your birthday, Willie?”  
“Why, in just three weeks,” Willie 

said. 
That night Willie called up Satchelfoot 

and Kelly said he would be glad to meet 
Willie’s torch. 

“I always wanted to see a Ubangi,” 
Kelly said. “Le’s make it a foursome, 
Willie. I’ll get Gertie an’—”  

“Oh, oh,” Willie said. “I do not feel 
like gettin’ murdered. But I will risk it.”  

The reunion took place in a spaghetti 
place on Forty-seventh. Satchelfoot Kelly 
nearly passed out when he saw Willie’s 
girl. Gertie Mudgett refused to be even 
civil. She got a chance at Willie when 
Audrey snuggled up close to Satchelfoot 
and began to ask him a million questions 
about Terrible Toomy. 

Did he have an idea where he was? 
How many men were really hunting 
Terrible? Wasn’t he scared? Did he think 
they’d ever find him? Didn’t the cops 
know that all the other big public enemies 
had mostly been caught because they had 
girls? Didn’t Terrible have any heartbeats? 

Gertie started fussing with Willie’s 
hanky and Willie said, “We are estranged, 
remember? Go and mess with that awful-
looking bandanna stickin’ out of Kelly’s 
pocket an’ drag him away from my girl. 
Audrey, it is Willie calling. Forget me?”  

“I was just so interested in the hunt for 
that terrible criminal,” Audrey said. 

Satchelfoot looked groggy. He 
growled when Gertie fussed with his 
breast-pocket hanky. Audrey tried to keep 
the points of Willie’s shirt collar from 
getting into his mouth with the spaghetti, 
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in between quizzing Satchelfoot. The 
detective looked appealingly at Willie. 

“It is a good thing she is not a Nutzi 
agent and I am a mate on an oil tanker,” 
Kelly choked out. “Not one ship would get 
acrosst the Atlantic. I told you all I know, 
sister.” 

Five weeks passed. Terrible Toomy 
was still a menace. William Klump sat in 
his office a little pale around the gills. He 
had noticed an alarming change in his 
sweetie-pie. She had always been nice and 
slender but now she was getting too thin. 
Her cheekbones were beginning to show 
through. She told Willie the night before 
that she would maybe have to see the 
Mayos or somebody. Down at the place 
where she worked, they told her she would 
not be needed much longer if she did not 
build up the figure. 

Willie hunted through the stuff on his 
desk, looking for a little booklet that had 
come with a circular letter he had thrown 
away. He finally found it. It was filled 
with data anent keeping up normal weight 
even during rationing times. It told of 
foods you had to have to keep in the pink. 

“I bet it is because she don’t eat right,” 
Willie said. “I will take her this book 
t’night.” 

 
UDREY was very pleased with the 
book and she promised to study it 

diligently. She asked about Satchelfoot 
and how he was progressing in the 
manhunt. Willie told her all he knew. Then 
she told Willie she had a surprise for him 
for his birthday. 

“I forgot it was today,” he said. 
The package was a small one. She said 

for Willie to open it when he got home. 
Then she started talking about Terrible 
Tommy again and asked Willie was 
Satchelfoot as dumb as he looked. 

“How could he be and not be in a 
zoo?” Willie said. “How about takin’ a 

walk toward the park, huh?”  
“I don’t feel so well, Willie.”  
“It is your diet,” Willie said, visibly 

alarmed. “You are even thinner than 
yesterday. I can’t sleep at night thinkin’ of 
you. What was that?”  

“I didn’t hear anythin’,” Audrey said. 
“There are mice around. Maybe you are 
not used to hearin’ them, Willie. Do you 
mind if I ask you to go now. I must lie 
down and rest.”  

“Anything you say, sweetheart,” 
Willie said. “I can’t wait until I see what’s 
in this package.”  

Leaving the apartment, William 
Klump decided to do something about 
keeping his sugar from melting away.  

“Sugar like her is rationed,” he told 
himself. “I never could get another swell 
doll like that to git fond of me. She didn’t 
see me grab that bunch of grocery slips 
when she wasn’t lookin’. I’ll see if she is 
feedin’ herself right, then I’ll sneak ‘em 
back to-morrer. I’ll see if it is a balanced 
diet.”  

Willie went to his office. He owed too 
much room rent to enter the brownstone 
on Fifty-first before two in the morning. 
He feverishly ripped open the package and 
then opened up a little oblong box. 
Reposing on some cotton was a long, thin 
collar pin. 

“She shouldn’t of done it,” Willie said. 
“I bet it is almost gold, too. I’ll wear it 
tomorrow just to please her.” He took the 
grocery slips out of his coat pocket and 
went through them, noting the dates. There 
was a list of purchases that told William 
Klump that Audrey Kildare was getting as 
good food as anybody. Meat and fish and 
the right vegetables and plenty of fruit. 

“It is somethin’ worse than diet,” 
Willie said. “Oh, I have got to get that 
dough from Gert and see she gets a 
diagnosis. Here I have a dream girl an’ she 
starts shrinkin’ up on me. It is just my 
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luck. There is Gertie gettin’ fatter every 
day. There is no justice.”  

The papers the next morning said that 
the local authorities agreed that Terrible 
Toomy had gone west to his old stamping 
grounds. He was most likely disguised. 
But the F.B.I. was not relaxing its 
vigilance. The old man with the whiskers 
would catch up with Terrible. 

Willie took his present from the box 
after breakfast of a pint of milk and a seed 
roll and adjusted it. It did make a collar 
look neat. But why did the thought depress 
him? His memory was not too good so he 
could not think of a reason. He saw that 
the pin was a little crooked and when he 
put it straight, he jabbed his finger. He 
made a dash for the iodine. When he got 
the stuff and applied it, he fainted. 

The president of the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency started scribbling notes 
when his noggin got the all-clear signal. 
Willie wrote fast because once he had a 
thought, it was as short-lived as a celluloid 
teething ring thrown into a blast furnace. 
Willie’s hair seemed to stand up straight as 
he wrote. His hand shook as if it had 
suddenly become two hundred years old 
and his ticker had an anvil in it that kept 
bumping against his ribs. 

The phone rang. It was Gertie. 
“I just called to tell you, Willie, 

Aloysius got a tip from a place in Jersey 
that Terrible Toomy is there. He is going 
out to make the arrest himself. Maybe the 
F.B.I. will hire Satchelf—Aloysius, Willie. 
Even Herbert Hoover might ask him to be 
his assistant.”  

“J. Edgar,” Willie corrected. “Wish 
Satchelfoot luck for me. One of us is 
crazy.” 

“I don’t get it, Willie.”  
“Neither do I,” Willie said. “I’ll read 

all about the sensational capture in the 
papers to-morrer—if Terrible Toomy 
misses Satchelfoot with the cannon.” 

ILLIE sat down and thought and 
thought. He got up and looked in a 

mirror, saw that the collar pin was straight. 
He tucked some strands of hair back of his 
ears and brushed a shiny blue coat sleeve. 
It was time to go courting once more. 

Willie went across town and then 
uptown. It was five o’clock when he rang 
Audrey’s bell. The brown-eyed babe 
seemed a little surprised at Willie getting 
there so early. “Oh, how nice you look 
with that collar put in place. Did you like 
the present, Willie? Did you see Kelly 
today?”  

“It is a swell present,” Willie said. “I 
will never forgit my twenty-sixth birthday. 
You gettin’ dinner already?”  

“Why, yes. I set two plates because I 
was expectin’ you, sugar. It takes quite a 
while to cook cabbage and—”  

“I am not hungry,” Willie said. “But I 
bet somebody else is, huh?”  

Audrey dropped a chunk of salt pork 
and Willie felt his hackles lifting. He 
listened for mice. 

“Oh, you mean me,” Audrey laughed. 
“Oh, I can wait—”  

“You never showed me all your 
apartment,” Willie said. “How many 
rooms you got?”  

“Two,” Audrey said. “I didn’t think 
you’d want to see—”  

“I do now,” Willie said. “It is time to 
stop kiddin’, sweetheart. I am all business 
now.” 

“Me, too, pal,” a rough voice said and 
a door flew open. “Let’s stop kiddin’ is 
right. So you got wise, huh? Sugar, git 
away from him as here is the end of the 
bus line for this guy.”  

“Terrible!” Willie gulped. 
“Yeah,” the girl said. “So you started 

thinkin’, fishface. Well, it was nice 
knowin’ you.”  

Willie Klump backed toward the door. 
Terrible Toomy matched step for step, an 

W
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ugly-looking Betsy in his hand. 
“You should come quietly,” Willie 

forced out. “Somebody would have got 
you if I didn’t.”  

“Well, hurry up an’ plug him,” the doll 
said. 

“Okay, sugar.” Terrible took one more 
step and his foot came down on the slice 
of salt pork. Terrible Toomy slipped and 
fell on his nose and the gat went off and 
sent a bullet through the slack in Willie’s 
jeans. Willie Klump went on the offensive 
but Audrey Kildare had not been born and 
bred in a convent. She had been around 
plenty with characters like Terrible. She 
whanged Willie over the pate with a skillet 
and Willie did a LaConga until Terrible 
got up with the howitzer.  

Willie’s life was probably saved by the 
absence of too much light in the basement 
flat. Terrible had been in hiding a long 
time though and was used to the dark and 
did not miss Willie with two bullets by 
much.  

While Willie put on a dodging act, his 
noggin cleared and he happened to get 
hold of a kettle of boiling water. He threw 
it at Terrible and missed but the cover flew 
off when the kettle hit the wall and half the 
contents splashed against the back of 
Terrible’s big neck.  

Audrey had her teeth in Willie’s leg 
just as Terrible howled with agony and 
dropped the Roscoe. Audrey made a play 
for the ordnance and Willie’s left foot 
came down on her fingers and ruined a 
lovely manicure. Audrey screeched louder 
than Terrible and Willie heard afterward 
that all the air-raid wardens within three 
blocks came out, having figured it to be 
the siren. Willie was climbing Terrible 
Toomy’s frame when cops and citizens 
broke into the basement. 

“What goes on here?” a cop said. 
“Get him quick,” Willie said, both 

arms wrapped around Terrible’s knees. 

“He is Terrible Toomy or have you ever 
heard of him?”  

“Cripes, it is!” a cop said and grabbed 
at the doll when she tried to make a break. 
“What do you think of that?”  

“I wonder who Satchelfoot is after,” 
Willie said when he got to his feet. 
“Dames, huh! This one couldn’t stand 
seein’ collars without pins. I see yours is 
out of place, Terrible. One just like mine, 
too. Dames have one-track minds and 
don’t know what to do when they come to 
a switch. Well, let’s get the bighouse 
bracelets on him.”  

Soon Willie was downtown telling the 
D. A. and the F .B.I. and Satchelfoot Kelly 
all about it. 

“I should of brought my notes as they 
explain everythin’,” Willie said. “The 
dame was at the station the day you tried 
to take Toomy up the river, Kelly. Terrible 
did not let on she was there. She heard us 
talkin’ like we were pals, Satchelfoot. So 
when the time was ripe, she struck up an 
acquaintance with me so’s I could tell her 
all about how you were hunting for 
Terrible. She was tippin’ him off to every 
move the cops made. Terrible made his 
way there after he ditched the truck and 
hid out.”  

“How did you get wise?” the D.A. 
asked. 

“Oh, I saw she was fallin’ away,” 
Willie said. “Gettin’ awful peaked-lookin’ 
and at the time I was that way about the 
dame. I looked to see how she was eatin’. 
On my notes I got it down. The dame did 
not dare buy enough chow for two people 
as somebody might wonder why, seein’ 
she lived alone. To play everythin’ safe, 
she just kept orderin’ for one and had to 
get along on half. She didn’t make enough 
scratch to eat in restaurants, too. 

“It is a good thing I was broke the last 
couple weeks or I’d fed her. But it was her 
fussin’ about my collar tripped her up. 
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And she forgot she give a collar pin to 
Terrible like she give me. 

“Dames have a one-track mind, most 
of them. You remember Terrible askin’ me 
to fix his collar at the Grand Central, 
Satchelfoot? He knew the doll was 
watchin’ and that it bothered her to see 
him look sloppy about the neck. It is all 
silly, isn’t it?”  

“It is little things that count,” the D.A. 
said. 

“Like me an’ Gert scrappin’—as if we 
hadn’t, I maybe wouldn’t have put that 
doll in a cab. Anyway, I wouldn’t have 
gone all out,” Willie said. 

“There is no sense to anythin’,” 
Satchelfoot Kelly groaned. “I lose Terrible 
and you get him. You lose Gertie Mudgett 

an’ I get her. Nothin’ should happen to an 
airdale that happens to me.”  

“You can say that again as I am fond 
of dogs,” Willie said. “When do I get the 
twenty-five hundred?”  

Gertie Mudgett called Willie up the 
next afternoon. Willie answered the phone 
while reporters waited. 

“Hello! Who? Wrong number, Sugar. 
This is the planetarium!”  

“You think so?” Gertie roared over the 
wires. “You won’t be kiddin’ when I catch 
up with you, William Klump. You’ll see 
comets and stars an’ meterites and little 
an’ big dippers an’—”  

Willie hung up, grinned at 
newspapermen. 

“It was my dame. It is fun kiddin’ 
her,” he said. 

 


