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Klump to the Rescue 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
The love letters Willie wrote Gertie Mudgett may not have 

been gems, but they gave him his first clue to a jewel robbery! 
 

N IRATE landlady took what she 
considered to be an exorbitant 
electric bill to the public utility 

branch nearest her rooming house one day 
and was told that somebody under her roof 
was doing more with the juice than 
snapping on the mazdas.  

The landlady went home, worked 
overtime with her master key and found an 

electric grill, second hand, in the room of 
William Klump. The next day Willie was 
walking the streets on the East Side 
looking for a new shelter.  

He found a hall room to his liking and 
within his means on East Forty-seventh 
and advanced half of the weekly bite to a 
landlady who looked even more 
unreasonable than the last one. 
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“No lady callers, no usin’ hot water 
only in the mornin’, and no cookin’ in the 
room unlest you buy canned heat,” the 
landlady said and walked out and banged 
the door behind her. 

“A free country,” Willie sniffed. He 
sat down on the edge of the rickety bed 
and unpacked his old suitcase. 

At six o’clock that same evening, 
Gertrude Mudgett called the rooming 
house from which Willie had been evicted. 

“I would like to speak to William 
Klump,” Gertie said. 

“Mr. Klump? He is no longer here,” 
the landlady said in a very sour tone. “I 
threw him and a blonde out just this 
mornin’ dearie. G’bye.” 

Willie had a date with Gertie at seven. 
He donned his spare blue serge, plastered 
a cowlick down on his big noggin with a 
dab of Vaseline, counted his six dollars 
and seventy-three cents and sallied forth. 
The tryst was in front of a little 
gastronomic bistro on Fifty-ninth and 
Gertie was already there when Willie 
arrived.  

“Hi sugarface,” Willie beamed. “How 
is the weldin’ school comin’, huh? Well, 
here is your torch so git busy, hah!”  

“Don’t even talk to me, Mr. Klump!” 
Gertie said in a voice that made Willie’s 
teeth chatter. “You are a no-good wolf and 
a bum! A cad!”  

She took a small package out of her 
handbag and threw it at Willie. It hit him 
in the meridian so hard he grunted. When 
he got his bellows filled again, he saw 
Gertie Mudgett hurrying toward a subway 
kiosk.  

“Come back, Gertie,” Willie yipped. “I 
can explain—whatever it is—or could I? 
Oh, the things that happen to me in one 
day should not happen to Rommel.”  

He looked at the package, saw that it 
was the letters he had written to Gert over 
a period of three years. They were tied up 

with baby blue ribbon.  
“I giss I can take a hint,” Willie 

sniffed. “I bet Kelly has been lyin’ about 
me ag’in. That big flatheaded flatfoot—
what does she see in him as he would not 
spend a quarter to see Lady Godiva git her 
hair bobbed. Well, I will go to my office 
and see if anybody wrote me.”  

 
ILLIAM J. KLUMP was the 
president of the Hawkeye Detective 

Agency and he had an office that just 
managed to escape being a closet. 

Cigars nauseated Willie and he wore 
no arch supporters in his number twelve 
apricot-colored oxfords. He looked less 
like a manhunter than an Easter rabbit with 
no teeth and that was the reason he had 
managed to stumble upon the solution of 
several crimes that had baffled the 
gendarmes of the big circuit. Willie had a 
case book that astonished him every time 
he read it. 

Willie found a letter at his office and 
ripped it open. It was from the Bingle & 
Bingle Bosky Dells Development Co. It 
said: 

 
Dear Mr. Klump; 
Don’t live in a suitcase. Own your own home. 

Carry the little woman who loves you over the 
threshold of a Bingle Bungalow. The terms are 
ridiculous. Come and see us before it is too late.  

Homer I. Bingle, Pres. 
 
Willie tore the letter into little pieces 

and threw them into a waste basket. He 
was very discouraged with it all; he hadn’t 
had a client since the Italians had won a 
victory. He locked up the agency and went 
back to his rooming house. The door 
across the hall from his cubicle was open 
and he glanced at a woe-begone looking 
citizen sitting in a chair. It was misery 
looking for fraternal refreshment and 
Willie nodded politely. 

“Come in, my friend,” the lodger 

W



KLUMP TO THE RESCUE 3

nasaled. He was tall and gaunt and his hair 
had not been tidied by a barber for many 
moons. He had a bluish nose and he wore 
a rusty black Windsor tie. He told Willie it 
was an awful world. Since vaudeville had 
folded, the Thespians had been in a sorry 
way. 

“You was an actor?” Willie asked. 
“Odds bodkins, yes. Gadzooks. Once I 

trod the boards as Hamlet, Macbeth, 
Shylock and King Lear. Now I tread the 
boards of a vile mucilage factory by night. 
Watchman, what of the night!” the old 
trouper intoned and got to his full height. 
“The quality of mercy is not strained! . . . 
Lay on MacDuff—We came to bury 
Caesar, not to raise him—er praise him— 
Ah, ‘tis a sorry pass Marmaduke 
DeRoquefort has come to.”  

Willie admired the pictures that were 
tacked on the wall. Acrobats, trained seal 
maestros, and fat dolls in tights. They had 
been cut out of theatrical journals, no 
doubt.  

“That pair there,” the actor said with a 
trace of nostalgia. “Gumbrelli and DeBris. 
They were great artists. Manys the night 
after the last show, Gumbrelli cooked us a 
rarebit. He swallowed swords and his 
partner DeBris was an escape artist, par 
excellence. The world is cold, my friend. 
It has no heart. It never bothered to 
wonder what would become of the 
vodville greats when it invented the 
movies. Alas, poor Yorick—”  

William Klump was even more 
depressed when he went to his own room. 
He felt empty inside and then tumbled to 
the fact that he had not eaten since 
morning. He went out to his favorite 
tavern on Third Avenue and sought 
solitude in a little booth near the kitchen. 
He was nibbling on some spareribs with 
cabbage when a very familiar voice lifted 
his chin off his breastbone.  

“Why, Willie,” Aloysius “Satchelfoot” 

Kelly from Center Street said. “I never 
saw so much grief wrapped up in widow’s 
weeds even. Gertie dump you ag’in?”  

“You should know if anybody should,” 
Willie gulped. “It is her and also business 
is terrible. Alls I needed was you in the 
pitcher, Satchelfoot.”  

“I said you should quit and go back to 
the farm, Willie, as the war effort needs 
farmers worst than private detects. Up to 
now you was just lucky, Willie.”  

“It is a crime, this private dickering,” 
Willie said. “I giss I should oughter quit 
but the home front should be protected 
from black markets and things, 
Satchelfoot, an’ I am a patriot—” 

 
 WAITER tapped Satchelfoot on the 
arm and told him he was wanted on 

the phone at the bar. Detective Kelly went 
away for a few moments. When he came 
back, his eyes were a little bugged. 

“Just to show you I am a pal, I am 
goin’ to take you along with me, Willie. 
There has been a very unlawful crime 
uptown near the Yonkers line. If you will 
promise me not to interfere with 
lergitimite police work, you can watch the 
cops at work.”  

“That will be very nice, Satchelfoot,” 
Willie said. “Just to watch the policemen 
will help a lot.” 

It was a peculiar setup. It happened in 
the very snazzy home of a Mrs. Mignon 
Bassett while Mrs. Bassett was out to see 
“Random Harvest.” When Satchelfoot and 
Willie and the other cops entered, there 
was a citizen tied to a newel post of the 
stairway in the front hall and he was 
demanding to be released. He had a big 
lump on his noggin, just over his right eye. 

“I did not untie him,” Mrs. Bassett 
said, “as I remembered reading where you 
should never do anything until the police 
arrived.”  

She was very upset, Willie could see. 
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She was pulling a lacy hanky to bits with 
her fingers and also with her pretty white 
teeth. Mignon Bassett was no ugly pigeon 
any way you looked at her. She was quite 
stately and wore her hair like Hayworth. 

Satchelfoot Kelly undid the character 
wrapped up in clothesline. He was Mrs. 
Bassett’s butler and cook and handy man 
and his name was Elmo Gramby. Elmo, 
when freed of the last bond, wanted to 
know if they had caught the crook.  

“Tell them just how it happened, 
Elmo,” the doll said. “Like you told it to 
me. Oh, this is an outrage!”  

“Awright, Ma’am. I am in the lib’ary 
straightenin’ out some books,” the butler 
says. “I hear a noise out in the hall and I 
creep toward the table an’ take a gun out 
of the drawer. I see a dark shadowy figure 
just before I git out in the hall and I shoot 
at him. Then he is on me an’ hits me with 
that piece of statury there, that little figure 
that denotes Victory. When I come to, I 
am tied to the post. It is all I know.”  

“Knocked off the safe in the lib’ary,” e 
Satchelfoot said and pointed at the wall. 
“What did they steal, Mrs. Bassett?”  

“What did they— Oh, yes, my jewels. 
At least twenty thousand dollars worth. 
Well, aren’t you going to look for clues?”  

Satchelfoot did, with Willie dogging 
his every step. Once Kelly turned and 
snapped at Willie. 

“Look, go an’ hide somewhere’s, will 
you? You give me the Willies. Ha, that 
wasn’t bad. Go away, son, you bother 
me.”  

There did not seem to be any clues. 
Mrs. Bassett said her jewels were insured 
and so she wouldn’t lose anything. Willie 
wondered why the doll was doing chain 
cigarette smoking if she was not out even 
a Jefferson nickel. But dolls are mostly 
nervous types, he told himself. 

Satchelfoot Kelly gave up. He said it 
was up to the insurance dicks and that the 

cops could help keeping watch on the 
fences that had a habit of buying up hot 
stuff. 

“Well, Willie, what you got there? 
Where did you get the mail?”  

“Oh, these,” Willie gulped, becoming 
aware that he had taken Gertie’s letters out 
of his pocket absently to stare at them. “I 
got ‘em—right in the bread basket, 
Satchelfoot. It is all I will tell you. I—
look, Kelly, the doll has fainted. Oh, 
where is the smelling salts? Oh—”  

“It—it is upstairs in the bathroom,” 
Elmo Gramby yelped. “I will get some 
water. At the head of the stairs, is the 
bathroom, Mr. Klump. Let’s hurry—” 

 
ILLIE hurried upstairs and he was 
sure he trod on at least fifty or sixty 

steps. The light up in the hall went out 
suddenly and Willie could not understand 
it. He was groping along the big hall when 
the ceiling seemed to fall on him. When he 
sat up, he was down in the library again 
and Satchelfoot Kelly was pouring some 
giggle water down his throat. 

“To think the crook was hidin’ in the 
house all the time, Willie,” the flatfoot 
said. “We waited almost five minutes for 
you to come with the smellin’ salts, then 
figured somethin’ was wrong. You said 
the light went out? It was dark up there? 
Why, I saw Gramby snap the light on for 
you, Willie.”  

“Then it was Gremlins,” Willie choked 
out. 

“You sure that somethin’ didn’ fall on 
you?” the butler asked. “That armored 
knight up there. Its head keeps fallin’ off if 
you back into it. Yeah, it did, as it was on 
the floor when we picked you up.”  

“Willie,” Satchelfoot laughed. “You 
can git into the worst messes.”  

“Unless there was meat inside that 
armor,” Willie said flatly, “it couldn’t snap 
the light off.”  
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“Maybe the bulb burnt out,” Gramby 
guessed. “Well, why don’t you git some 
clues, huh?”  

“One thing puzzles me,” Satchelfoot 
snapped. “You fired at the intruder, you 
said.” 

“I did. You picked up the gun yourself 
Kelly,” the butler sniffed. “You saw I fired 
a shot.”  

“That is right,” Willie admitted. 
“You shut up,” Satchelfoot said. “You 

are only a guest here. Then where is there 
a bullethole? The bullet had to go 
somewheres, Gramby. There ain’t a sign 
of the bullet in the hall. That winder was 
just open a crack and you couldn’t have hit 
the crook or he would not have been able 
to conk you, tie you up like Times Square 
traffic, and rob the safe.”  

“Uh—er—I wonder if a blank got into 
that gun by mistake,” the butler said and 
scratched his noggin. The igloo he had 
over his right eye was the hue of an 
eggplant and was very ugly. 

“There will be fingerprints on the 
statuette he got hit with, perhaps,” Mrs. 
Bassett offered and began tearing up 
another nose doily. 

“Aw, crooks always wear gloves,” 
Willie said. 

“It is Exhibit A anyway,” Satchelfoot 
said and wrapped it up in newspaper. 

Mrs. Bassett told the authorities that 
her husband was an army officer and had 
been abroad ever since Pearl Harbor. It 
was a pretty state of affairs when a 
defenseless woman was not safe on the 
home front. 

“Well, I guess that’s all,” Satchelfoot 
said. “You better inform the insurance 
company. Nobody was killed and we will 
watch every joint that might give out the 
moola for hot trinkets. Make out a list of 
the booty and send it to us, Mrs. Bassett.” 

 

LMO GRAMBY begged to be 
excused to go and see a doctor just a 

block or so away. He was not yet 
convinced he did not have a compound 
fracture. 

“You are very sure Elmo is a faithful 
butler,” Kelly asked Mrs. Bassett. 

“Oh, brother,” Willie Klump groaned. 
“The citizen is nearly liquidated and is tied 
up to a post so that his circulation was 
almost cut off and you—”  

“Yes, that is silly,” Mrs. Bassett said. 
“Elmo sings in the choir of the Baptist 
Church every Sunday and he has had all 
kinds of chances to steal those jewels. 
Why, I have left my diamond brooch right 
out where he could steal it anytime if he’d 
had a mind to.”  

“If he has a vice,” Willie said, “it is on 
a workbench somewhere, I am sure. After 
looking at him, I would as soon charge a 
St. Bernard dog with infidelity.”  

Willie rubbed the knot on his own 
skull and asked for some aspirin. It looked 
to him as if the dishonest character had no 
sooner tied Elmo up when Mrs. Bassett 
had arrived home from the flickers. He 
had run upstairs to hide and was on his 
way to the backstairs when William had 
come up. The Bassett mansion was an old 
rambling abode and was filled with 
shadows and eerie echoes. 

“Come on, Willie,” Satchelfoot 
growled. “This is all. We’ve looked 
everywhere inside an’ out and it looks like 
the crook was an expert in his line.”  

“I just thought of somethin’,” Willie 
said. “That window out in the hall was 
open a crack. The bullet could’ve missed 
the robber and gone through. Stranger 
things have happened, like you bein’ made 
a detective.”  

“That is gratitude, you flathead,” Kelly 
bridled. “I take you along and you git 
insultin’. Awright, from now on, you go 
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your way an’ I’ll—what’s eatin’ you? You 
look like—”  

“Them letters of mine,” Willie gulped. 
“I lost ‘em somewheres, Satchelfoot. I 
wouldn’t want nobody to find ‘em and 
read ‘em as I said some awful silly things 
have happened, like you bein’ around. 
Let’s go back in.”  

Just as Willie and Kelly came back 
into the living room, Mrs. Bassett said she 
would like to see Mr. Klump for a few 
moments if he had a few minutes to spare. 
But Willie said: 

“I lost them letters of mine, Mrs. 
Bassett, an’ must find them. I giss maybe 
they are up there in the hall.”  

“You lost—” Mrs. Mignon Bassett 
swooned again and they had to revive her 
before they went upstairs.  

There was no sign of the package of 
letters. Satchelfoot Kelly was on his hands 
and knees groping around when he nudged 
the knight in armor. A big helmet toppled 
down and smacked Aloysius Kelly on the 
noggin and Willie Klump called the cops 
for help. 

“Oh, what a rhubarb this has been,” 
Willie said when he finally walked out of 
the house. “I wisht I knew how I lost them 
letters. How you feel, Satchelfoot?”  

“Like—r—woozy,” Kelly groaned. 
“We go in and find a citizen with a big 
lump on his dome. You and me come out 
with one each, too. What would’ve 
happened to us if that was a murder case, 
Willie?”  

William Klump went to his rooming 
house at two o’clock in the morning but 
his head hurt so much he couldn’t close 
his puffed eyelids. His brain pestered him 
with insistent whisperings and asked him 
how he could account for losing the mash 
notes all tied up with pretty blue ribbon. 

It wasn’t as if he had lost something 
small like a yeastcake. A package of 
letters couldn’t just disappear. Who would 

want love letters written by William J. 
Klump? A blackmailer could never live in 
the manner to which he had been 
accustomed by putting the bite on the 
president of the Hawkeye Detective 
Agency. Oh, this was a mystery worse 
than the robbery itself. 

 
ILLIE trudged to his office early 
that day. His eyes were as pink as a 

bunny’s and his head was filled with fuzz. 
He took the remnants of a four day old 
crumb bun out of a desk drawer and 
nibbled on it. He was about to check up on 
his ration coupons to see if he rated coffee 
when the phone rang. 

“Ah-er-gaw-w-wp-hello,” Willie said 
sleepily. 

“This is Mrs. Mignon Bassett,” a doll’s 
voice said. “I must see you in private, Mr. 
Klump. I looked you up in the phone book 
“and found out you were a detective, too. 
Oh, I am a distracted woman, Mr. Klump. 
Nothing is what it seems like.”  

“Huh?”  
“I’ll be at your office at eleven 

o’clock, Mr. Klump.”  
Mrs. Bassett was there at ten-forty-

five. Willie never saw a member of the 
distaff side holding such a big bunch of 
jitters. 

“You had those letters and then they 
were stolen from you, Mr. Klump,” 
Mignon said. “Oh, you know then that no 
jewels were stolen, don’t you?”  

“Wha-a-a-a--a-a?” Willie yelped. 
“You mean—”  

“I’ll tell you everything, Mr. Klump. 
Oh, I’m so glad I found a private 
detective, as if this got out—look, Mr. 
Klump, I have been a foolish woman. In 
wartime, a soldier’s wife gets very 
lonesome, doesn’t she? 

“Well, I met a handsome band leader 
who travels everywhere and he wrote me 
those letters. Oh, at least two dozen of 
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them. I thought I was in love with him but 
I found him out for what he was. A fortune 
hunter, a cad and a—somebody knew 
about the letters and came to get them. 
Maybe he hired a man to get them himself 
so he can get money out of me. You see I 
told him everything was over, that I did 
love my husband—then you found those 
letters. I heard you say—in the bread 
basket—”  

Willie Klump, butterflies in his brain, 
and a man with a net chasing them up and 
down his cerebrum, held up a big hand. 

“Wait, Mrs. Bassett. You said bread 
basket. I meant—”  

“Yes, when you were searching for 
clues, you happened to look in our bread 
basket. You see, some people keep their 
bread and rolls in a tin container but I 
always thought it more sanitary to have a 
basket. But how did you know it was love 
letters the crook was after? Oh, you are an 
amazing detective, Mr. Klump. You—”  

“I didn’t know. The letters were mine, 
see? They was from Gertie Mudgett. Oh, 
you wouldn’t know her—I was carrying 
them. Bread basket. Bread bask—oh, my 
dome!”  

“You must help me, Mr. Klump!” the 
doll pleaded. “If my husband finds out—
he is coming home from Australia in just 
ten days—his morale will be—you want 
the morale of the armed forces kept up, 
don’t you, Mr. Klump? And I want to keep 
my husband. Oh, I could die! The police 
are looking for jewels I didn’t lose and 
I’ve told the insurance company, and if 
they send a check, I am guilty of 
defrauding—oh, it is terrible.”  

“Oh, cripes,” Willie moaned. “What a 
mess. “So Satchelfoot is trying to solve 
something that never happened. You have 
got to call everybody up and say you still 
have the sparklers. You do it right now 
as—” 

“I can’t, Mr. Klump. When I saw what 
the robber had taken, I knew he was going 
to blackmail me. I couldn’t write to my 
husband for money, that kind of money 
which is always big, so I told myself I had 
to keep the jewels to raise the money to 
pay off. You see I am caught every which 
way, Mr. Klump.”  

“You can say that again,” Willie 
sighed and wiped his noggin with a hanky. 
“Well, I will try and do what I can which 
isn’t goin’ to be much, as what have I got 
to go on? After seein’ Kelly get swacked 
by the helmet, I give up thinkin’ 
somebody slugged me from behind to get 
my letters as who would want them but 
me?”  

“They thought they were my letters 
you found in the bread basket,” Mrs. 
Bassett yipped at Willie. “Do I have to be 
my own detective? Please help, won’t 
you?” 

“I didn’t find anythin’ in no bread 
basket,” Willie argued. “When I told Kelly 
I got them in the bread b—I meant Gertie 
threw them—wait, there is the phone. “  

“Hello,” Willie said. 
“Hawkeyedetective agency the 
presidentspeakingandhehas-a client 
sopleasemakeitshort—” 

 
HE voice on the wire was all too 
familiar. 

“This is Satchelfoot Kelly, Willie. I 
figure you better go along on this with me 
as you know the facts and two heads is 
better than one even if yours is a 
cauliflower. They found a citizen in the 
telephone booth of a drug store just two 
blocks from that Bassett house. 

“He was leanin’ against the phone as 
dead as last year’s war news. He had a 
bullet in his torso. He musta walked in late 
last night just before the joint closed up 
without the clerk seein’ him an’ expired 
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before he could call an ambulance or 
somethin’. 

“I got a hunch and am checkin’ that 
gun Elmo Gramby fired at an intruder with 
the bullet they’ll take out of the stiff. We 
searched the citizen but found only a 
wallet with three bucks and an address on 
a piece of paper. His name is Bernard 
Yelk.” 

“You didn’t find no package of letters 
on him?” Willie yelled in the mouthpiece. 

“Huh? What letters?” Satchelfoot 
howled back. “Look, slughead, this 
character, after he got shot, didn’t hang 
around to look for nothin’. He figured he 
needed a first-aid teacher an’ –looks like it 
must of been his confederate, Willie, that 
was hid in the house and conked you—no, 
that helmet off the armored knight did it, 
didn’t he? I’m all mixed up over this 
Willie. This character, Yelk, lived at a 
Hotel Utopia on West Thirty-fourth Street. 
That’s where I am goin’ next.”  

Willie hung up, looked at Mrs. Mignon 
Bassett. She was tearing up his phone 
book. 

“They found what looks like the guy 
Elmo fired at and didn’t miss,” he said a 
little dreamily. “He must of staggered out 
of the house while a confederate knocked 
off the safe and Elmo and tied Elmo up.  

“It is the confederate that has your 
letters, I bet. And he had mine, too. Ah-er-
if I am goin’ to work on this case, Ma’am, 
I will need a hundred in advance for 
headache powders and pills. Stall off the 
insurance company check as you are a 
crook if you take it. Well,—”  

Mrs. Mignon Bassett gave Willie 
eighty bucks which was all she had in her 
reticule outside of carfare back uptown.  

“I am desperate,” she said. “So I am 
hiring you. What can I lose?”  

“Not much more,” Willie agreed.  
Wi1liam Klump went downtown to see 

Satchelfoot. He found out that the bullet 

that had knocked off Yelk had come out of 
Exhibit B, the Betsy Elmo had fired off. 
Willie and Satchelfoot went to the Hotel 
Utopia and examined Room 17.  

There was an old suitcase under the 
bed and it contained an extra suit and an 
old scrap book. Inside the cover was the 
name Tito Gumbrelli. The book was full 
of clippings pertaining to the Sock and 
Buskin trade. There were pictures of 
acrobats, trained seals, performing ponies 
and dames in ruffled skirts and tights. 

“He was an actor,” Satchelfoot said. 
“A bad actor, Willie. So his name might 
not have been Yelk, huh? So where do we 
go from here? There is no rogues’ galleries 
in the bookin’ agent’s offices. They don’t 
take fingerprints of actors when they hire 
them? Well, this ham is cooked. Not bad, 
Willie.” 

“It is no time for corn,” Willie said and 
his ticker stepped up its tempo until he 
could feel it heat against his palate. “Look, 
Satchelfoot, when there is a poached egg 
handy, what else do you expect to see? A 
slab of toast. When ham is cookin’, you 
look for the hen fruit an’ if liver comes can 
onions be far behind?”  

“Willie,” Satchelfoot said. “You have 
been worryin’ too much over Gertie an’ 
things. I would advise you to slow down. 
Well, we will check up on the stiff’s prints 
and see if he had a record. We’ll bust this 
case open yet. Nobody has found no stolen 
jewels at the fences yet, though.”  

“They have only been workin’ a few 
hours,” Willie gulped. “Well, if there’s 
anythin’ I can do to help. Guess I’ll go 
home, pal, an’ rest up a little. I don’t feel 
like myself.” 

W
 

ILLIAM KLUMP hurried to his 
rooming house as soon as he got rid 

of Satchelfoot. He found the old vodville 
hoofer reading a comic book. He told him 
about the finding of a corpse that once 
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lived and breathed under the name of Tito 
Gumbrelli. 

“Alas, poor Yorick,” the actor nasaled. 
“So the great Gumbrelli was forced into a 
life of crime. The world was cold and he 
was weak from hunger, my friend. I shall 
go and view his remains. No doubt, there 
will be many old troupers there. I am sure, 
when he reads about it in the papers, he 
will come to say good-by to his friend. I 
mean the great Gaston DeBris. If he is 
alive and has the means to travel—they 
were close together. Always where you 
found one—”  

Willie went into his own room and 
scribbled some notes on paper. He had his 
thoughts but they remained in his gray 
matter but briefly and once they had fled, 
Willie kissed them good-by forever.  

“No. 1. The culprit thought Gertie’s 
letters were Mignon Bassett’s and so he 
had to be in earshot when I told Kelly she 
give them to me right in the bread basket. 
The crook could have been hiding. I could 
have been slugged by somethin’ else but 
the helmet.” 

“No.2. Nobody, not even Flash 
Gorton, could rob a safe, kayo and tie up 
Gramby, hide some letters, hide upstairs 
for an hour, slug me, then walk to a drug 
store after having had a bullet inserted 
near his bellows. Not even in a comic mag 
would they stand for it.”  

“No.3. There could have been two 
crooks: Mignon fainted when she found 
out I’d lost the letters she thought I’d 
found in the bread basket. I will wait until 
I hear from the actor. What I am thinkin’ 
could get me three years in a squirrel cage. 
It could not happen. Just think, I am the 
only one knows the motive for the crime. 
It scares me. I will stop writin’ before I 
become disranged.”  

For the next twenty-four hours, the 
cops got nowhere. There was no record of 
fingerprints belonging to Yelk alias 

Gumbrelli anywhere and Mignon called 
Willie Klump at his office and told him 
the insurance company detectives had 
been there to see her. 

“And all the time I talked with them, 
Mr. Klump, I am sitting on a cedar chest 
and all the jewelry right under me. If they 
get suspicious, they will maybe search the 
house. Oh, I can’t stand it much longer. 
I’ll have to confess all—”  

“No!” Willie yelped. “Think of my 
fee—I mean the morale of the U. S. Army. 
It isn’t patriotic, Mrs. Bassett. Hang on a 
couple more days. Puh-lease!”  

It was late in the afternoon after a 
group of old time Thespians had pitched in 
with legal tender to speed an erstwhile 
sword swallower along his way. Willie 
walked into the old tragedian’s room and 
saw the old coot flick a tear from a rheumy 
eye. Marmaduke DeRoquefort rose to his 
full height and brandished an old copy of 
Esquire above his head. “Oh, Death, 
where is thy sting? Oh, Grave, where is 
thy victory? Alas, poor Yorick—” 

 
LUMP applauded briefly and 
Marmaduke instinctively took a bow. 

“Oh, for a moment, my friend, I was 
lost in histrionics—if Gaston could have 
only been there. No jail could have held 
him, if he had known. No irons or fetters 
or the strongest ropes could have stopped 
the great DeBris. He—”  

“Tops in his line, huh?” Willie 
prompted, goose pimples covering every 
square inch of his frame. “Nobody could 
tie him, say nothin’ of beatin’ him?”  

“Right,” the old trouper said. “DeBris 
only failed once, the same as Houdini. 
Houdini was once locked in a prison cell 
they forgot to lock. He tried to pick a lock 
that wasn’t locked. Once Gaston DeBris 
failed to escape when he tied himself up! 
Gad, it was amazing, my friend. Ah, 
strange that—did I scare you, Mr. K—”  
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Willie ran out of the room and out into 
the street. He barged into a cigar store, 
nearly erasing two customers on their way 
out, and beat an indignant female to the 
only unoccupied phone a booth by a step. 
Willie phoned Mrs. Bassett. 

“I will have the case solved before 
nightfall,” Willie told her. “I will arrive at 
six o’clock. Just send Elmo Gramby to do 
some marketin’ or somethin’ so we’ll be 
alone for a half hour. I am desperate an’-”  

“Why, William Klump! You are a 
wolf. Well, I admit I do get lonesome so 
I’ll be waiting—all alone—”  

Willie heard a little musical, albeit 
nervous laugh just before she hung up. 

“Look, you misunderstood,” Willie 
yelped. “Hello! Look, I—oh, dames are all 
fickle. It would serve that pigeon right if 
she never got out of the mess. But I am an 
officer of the law—”  

William Klump arrived at six P.M. 
sharp and Mrs. Mignon Bassett was 
wearing a very sleazy, clinging black dress 
and had spent at least an hour with the 
make-up kit. Willie felt a little weak at 
first but finally asserted himself. 

“There is a misunderstanding, 
Madam,” he said loftily. “I asked to get 
Gramby out of the way because I wish to 
search his room. Don’t you never learn? 
First it is a band leader and now it is a 
detective—you don’t stop at nothin’, do 
you? Don’t you dast try and make no fool 
there was out of me. I’ve seen them old 
Theda Bara pitchers. Anyway, I am true to 
Gert—”  

“Oh, I’m just a weak woman, Mr. 
Klump. I’m not worth tryin’ to help. I-er-
sniff—” 

William Klump let Mrs. Bassett cry 
long enough to ruin her make-up. He felt 
safer then, and even patted her on a bare 
shoulder. She stemmed the flood, then got 
down to serious business. 

“You don’t mean you suspect Elmo? 

Why, you are being silly, Mr. Klump. Tell 
me, does he look anything like a 
criminal?”  

“Do I look like a detective?”  
“I could answer that,” Mignon Bassett 

said. “But you wouldn’t like me 
afterwards. I see what you mean, Mr. 
Klump. I have a pass-key to his room.”  

“Awright, you let me in there and I 
will hide,” Willie said. “We have got to 
work fast as maybe them insurance dicks 
will come and search the joint for the 
jewels that wasn’t ever stole. Let’s hurry.”  

Mrs. Bassett took Willie up to an attic 
room, unlocked the door, and then let 
Willie in. She locked the door behind him 
and said she still thought it was all very 
stupid, including William Klump. 

“My methods are very different from 
most policemen,” Willie called out to her 
through the door. 

He looked about him. It was a small 
room, all cluttered up. It had a clothes 
closet just big enough to accommodate 
Willie and Elmo’s two extra suits. Elmo 
was expected to return in about ten 
minutes. He had been sent out to get a leg 
of lamb on meatless Tuesday. 

 
ILLIE waited. Soon he heard a 
clumping sound somewhere on the 

second floor. He was sure it was Elmo 
coming up to his room. The lock rattled 
and then Willie heard the door creak open. 
He peered through a keyhole and he saw 
Elmo standing in the middle of his room, 
scratching his head. Elmo was sniffing at 
the air. Willie sniffed, too, and he knew 
the scent of the powder Mignon used had 
lingered. 

Suddenly, Elmo Gramby lunged 
toward the closet door and yanked it open. 

Willie met him coming out and there 
was a collision between two noggins and 
Elmo recovered first. When Willie’s 
marbles were gathered up, he was on his 
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back on the floor and Elmo was trying to 
choke him to death. 

“So you get wise, huh?” Elmo gasped. 
“So you started addin’ up, huh? Them 
letters of yourn I thought was the ones—
well, I will kill you, Klump, as nobody—
is—goin’—to spoil my gettin’ f-fifty Gs 
for them torch notes. Well, you will git 
what that Gumbrelli got, only on 
purpose—”  

Willie knew he had to work fast or he 
would be known the next day as the late 
Mr. Klump. He felt the leg of a tall 
highboy press against his pate while Elmo 
worked on his windpipe. Willie took his 
hands away from Elmo’s wrists and 
reached back with what little moxy was 
left in him. He got hold of the corner of 
the highboy and yanked. It came down 
upon Elmo with a hollow bonging sound 
and it flattened the butler’s lank frame 
against Willie’s. Willie wriggled like an 
eel and got his neck loose from Elmo’s 
wiry fingers and waited until his vocal 
chords would function. 

“Ha-a-a-a-alp!” Willie yelled. 
Mrs. Bassett dragged the highboy off 

Elmo and Willie banged his fist to the 
butler’s chin to make sure before he got 
out from under. 

“They—are—in the closet 
somewheres,” Willie squeaked. “The 
letters. He made a dive for the closet when 
he got your scent, Mrs. Bassett. That 
heliotrope dustin’ flour. It nearly messed 
up things. Look, you beat it downstairs an’ 
git the jewels an’ call the cops. Hurry as it 
is your way out of everythin’.”  

Elmo Gramby got to his hands and 
knees and shook his head when Willie 
ripped a board off the floor of the closet. 
He found the right letters and pocketed 
them and Elmo made a pass at him again 
when he came out of the closet. Willie 
whacked him in the stomach and Elmo 
grunted and sat down. 

Mrs. Bassett came up with her hands 
filled with ear-rings, tiaras, necklaces, 
lavallieres and brooches and asked Willie 
what next. 

“Put them in his trunk,” Willie said. 
“So the cops will see them when they 
come.” 

“That ain’t fair!” Elmo gulped. “It is a 
dirty frame. I am innocent of stealin—” 

“Awright,” Willie said. “You are 
tagged for breakin’ and enterin’, 
threatened extortion and manslaughter, 
Elmo. So what can you lose by bein’ 
guilty of stealin’ jewels. Be reasonable, 
Elmo.”  

“Oh, Mr. Klump, you did it! These are 
my letters,” the doll yelped delightedly. 
“Oh, you snake in the grass, Gramby! A 
defenseless woman—” 

 
HE cops came into the Bassett 
domicile and Satchelfoot Kelly gaped 

at Willie. 
“Confess, Elmo,” Willie said. “I know 

you are Gaston DeBris and that you 
knocked off Gumbrelli alias Yelk. You 
was a great escape artist and tied yourself 
up to the newel post after conking yourself 
with the statuette of Victory. After you 
knocked off the safe to steal the blackm—
the jewels that are right there in your 
trunk. But how was it you slew your old 
vodville partner, Elmo?”  

“Look, it was a surprise to me, too,” 
the butler groaned. “I shot off the gun to 
make everybody believe there was a 
robber. Gaston figgered maybe I was 
waitin’ too long to knock off the dame’s 
love—”  

“Lovellears,” Willie suggested and 
cocked a big fist. 

“Yeah. So he sneaked there that night 
to see why I hadn’t done it or was goin’ to 
cross me an’ do it himself. He was outside 
the winder and that bullet must of gone 
through an’ nailed him. Oh, it was that 
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crack this flatfoot made about findin’ the 
letters in the bread basket that made me 
think he’d found—so I laid for him when 
he went upstairs fer smellin’ salts for the 
dame. 

“I went up the back way—you can 
snap the lights off upstairs from the 
kitchen—and slugged him. But when I got 
to lookin’ at what I got off him, they was 
the wrong ones. I had hid the right ones in 
the bread basket in the kitchen as I heard 
detectives search everybody’s room when 
a robbery is committed. I went back 
afterward and found them there—”  

“Letters,” Satchelfoot cracked. “This is 
a jewel robb’ry! Willie. What’s he—”  

“He’s a little upset, Satchelfoot,” 
Willie grinned. “I had to bop him more’n 
once. You got the jewels out of his trunk, 
didn’t you?” 

“Yeah, I tied myself up,” Elmo 
admitted. “It was a trick I tried oncet 
before. I thought this was foolproof an’ if 
it wasn’t for some dumb dame wrote mash 
notes to that Klump there—they cost me 
fifty grand an’—oh, I’ll confess to robbery 
and manslaughter an’ jewel robbery so 
what else do you want? I still don’t see 
how he suspected me as somebody 
could’ve been in the house besides me for 
all he knew—”  

“It was because I got kicked out of my 
roomin’ house,” Willie grinned as Mrs. 
Bassett ogled him gratefully. “I met a ham 
actor named DeRoquefort who has 
pitchers on the walls of his room.  

“One was of you and Tito Gumbrelli 
so when the cops identified Yelk as 
Gumbrelli, I told Kelly, here, about a slice 
of toast having to be around when you 
spotted a poached egg. Then when 
Marmaduke said you tied yourself up 

oncet I and couldn’t git loose—I had you, 
Elmo!  

“It was smart of you not going to help 
speed your old pal on his way to play the 
River Jordan Circuit. Well, you can call 
off the insurance detectives, Mrs. Bassett. 
You were right, Satchelfoot, everythin’ 
happens for the best. Gertie and the 
landlady—”  

“You don’t know what gratitude 
means, William Klump!” Satchelfoot said 
accusingly. “Here I cut you in and you hog 
it all. Well, I won’t forget this 
doublecrossin’, you—”  

“The credit for recovering the stolen 
booty and for the apprehension of Elmo 
for manslaughter is all yours,” Willie said. 
“I did my part which must remain 
anonymous as the morale of the armed 
forces—I was promised a fee for my end 
an’ it should run into about a thousand 
dollars.”  

“You are a pal,” Satchelfoot said and 
pumped Willie’s hand. 

“He is a dear,” Mrs. Bassett gurgled 
and kissed Willie. “You shall have your 
reward,” she whispered in a big red ear. 
“But you have got to come and collect it 
personally, you dear thing, you!”  

“Cripes,” Willie sighed and hurried out 
of the Bassett mansion. He went 
downtown and sought the sanctuary of his 
office. The phone started ringing and he 
answered it. It was Gertie. 

“I’ve been calling all day, Willie,” she 
said. “Oh, can you forgive me? I talked to 
the landlady—”  

“I will see you in front of the Chez 
Chanticleer at seven-thirty,” Willie gulped 
and hung up. He stared at the wall and felt 
scared. Thinking things over, William 
Klump mumbled, “Gosh, I wisht I knew 
how I do it.” 

 


