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MEAT BRAWL 
 

By JOE ARCHIBALD 
 

Willie Klump, the Hawkeye Hawkshaw, gets into a 
stew when he takes the trail of a Black Market murder! 

 
ILLIE KLUMP glanced over 
the menu in La Parisienne De 
Luxe, a restaurant in the East 

Fifties and shook his head. 
“Nothin’ but the same stuff every time 

we eat here, Gertie,” he sniffed. “Fish an’ 
eggs an’ waffles. No meat. Never no meat 
you kin git your teeth in. I got to have red 
meat as I am short of red corporals. Le’s 
go somewheres else.” 

“Look,” Gertie snapped, “this kind of 
food is good enough for 4F’s like you, 
Willie Klump. Where is your patriotism? 
We got a war on, or did nobody tell you 
yet? How would you like to be in a 
foxhole right now, huh?”  

“It wouldn’t be too bad,” Willie 
sighed. “Oh, garcong!”  

The waiter stomped over and Willie 
said, “Havez voose un steak, Masseur?” 
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“Look, Junior,” the waiter growled. 
“We don’t deal wit’ no black markets, 
see? You don’t like what you see on there, 
you don’t have t’ put the nosebag on in 
this joint. Any more questions?”  

“You ain’t even a Frenchman,” Willie 
said. “Le’s git out of here, Gertie.”  

“I will not. I want some of this 
mackerel with Julian potatoes. They 
always bring it all garnished an’—”  

“I had a week’s pay garnished once,” 
Willie said. “I’ll take the eggs.”  

No sooner had the president of the 
Hawkeye Detective Agency spoken when 
another customer entered the place. Willie 
looked at him, told Gertie he would not 
even eat the eggs. Aloysius “Satchelfoot” 
Kelly hung up his topcoat and derby and 
slapped Willie between the angel-bones 
with such force as to cause Willie to 
almost strangle on a toothpick. 

Satchelfoot was part of the taxpayers’ 
burden in the big town and it was very 
lucky for the taxpayers that they did not 
have to buy shoes for him. 

“Mind if I sit here, Gert?” Kelly asked. 
“I figgured I’d find you here.”  

“You better ast the waiter to pull up 
another table, Satchelfoot,” Willie said. 
“Only one pair of feet like yours could git 
under a table. I will not sit side-saddle 
while I eat for no dumb cop.”  

“He’s a card, Gertie,” huh? Le’s slap a 
stamp on his brow an’ flatten him out an’ 
mail him t’ New Guinea.”  

“You never was funny,” Willie 
countered. “Only when you are tryin’ to 
solve a case.” 

“Stop fightin’ over me,” Gertie sniffed. 
“Who was?” Willie wanted to know. 
“Oh, yeah?” Well, if I ain’t worth 

fightin’ over, Willie Klump, you can go 
an’ fly a kite,” Gertie Mudgett screeched. 
“After all this time I am findin’ you out. 
You are not goin’ to string me along an’ 
waste all my best years an’—”  

“Look, pals,” the waiter said. “This is 
a high class joint an’ please soft pedal the 
babe. Otherwise you will have to be 
injected.”  

“Phooey to you!” Gertie said. “I am 
leavin’! An’ don’t neither of you two jerks 
bother to excort me.”  

“Touchy, huh?” Satchelfoot sighed 
when Gertie had departed. “Anyways I 
was hungry an’ wouldn’t have followed 
Lana Hayworth. Got to preserve my 
strength, Willie, if I want to get that black 
market thing exposed.”  

“Oh, somethin’ big busted, huh?” 
Willie coaxed. 

 
HERE’S a big ring operatin’,” 
Satchelfoot Kelly said. “Nylons, 

bobby pins, auto tires, butter, electric 
irons, meat an’ cheese. We got some 
suspects.”  

“Anybody we know, Kelly?”  
“Always when things git crooked, 

Willie, you think of punks like Hitler, 
Tojo, Waxie Wunch, Big Benny Buff, 
Dude Geezle, Artie Skoff and Willie The 
Kid.”  

“If you hadn’t dropped bags of cement 
on your insteps on purpose and got flat 
feet, you would now be shadowin’ the first 
two mentioned,” Willie said. 

“Oh, yeah? Look, you correspondent 
school det—what am I tellin’ you things 
for anyway?” Satchelfoot yelped. “Beat it, 
Willie, as you are no appetizer.”  

“I saw somethin’ oncet when I turned 
over a rotten log,” Willie replied. “It was 
prettier than you, Kelly.”  

“Willie, I will not sit here an’ take no 
more guff from you,” bellowed 
Satchelfoot. “I will fracture your skull 
with this syrup jug!”  

“If you don’t, pal, I will,” a voice said, 
and a big hand closed over the nape of 
Willie’s neck. “Git your hat and coat, 
cowface, an’ be out on the cement in jus’ 
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two minutes. I told you oncet to stop 
sassin’ up a high-class joint.”  

“This is the last time I shall patronize 
this dump,” Willie said indignantly, and 
made his exit. . . . . 

William Klump was sitting in his 
office at ten o’clock the next morning 
reading the latest issue of Bing Bam Wow 
Comics when a client entered. 

“Are you the detective?” a voice 
asked. 

Willie turned quickly, saw a member 
of the distaff side eye him a little askance. 

“It is hard for you to tell, huh?” Willie 
grinned. “I am the only detective in the 
world that is disguised without being.”  

“Uh-er-if my feet didn’t needle me so 
bad,” the customer said, “I think I would 
shop around more. I am Mrs. Penryhn 
Swett and I want you to shadow 
somebody.”  

It was a story older than China. Mrs. 
Swett was more than sure that Penryhn 
had a diversion who was decidedly on the 
blond side. She wanted a detective to find 
out where the doll lived and what her 
name was. 

“Leave the rest to me, Klump,” Mrs. 
Swett said. “I’ll tear off the cupcake’s ears 
and her toupee. What I’ll do to that turnip, 
Penryhn, no chiropractor or plastic 
surgeon will ever fix up. How much, Mr. 
Klump?”  

“Fifteen dollars,” Willie said. 
“What? Why don’t they put a ceilin’ 

on you?” the plump client sniffed but dug 
down in her reticule. 

“I must have the description of the 
turnip—I mean your husband,” Willie 
reminded Mrs. Swett. 

“Oke. He is at least an inch shorter 
than the mayor and has a funny-looking 
mush with hardly any chin. He has a lip 
canopy something like Schikelgruber’s 
and he always wears pin-stripe double-

breasted suits. His office is at Sixteen 
Fulton Street. You trail him from there.”  

“What’s his business?”  
“He makes dolls,” Mrs. Swett replied. 
“I mean what does he do for a livin’?” 

Willie said. 
“Oh, he makes toy dolls, Mr. Klump. 

Ha, that did sound funny, didn’t it? Well, 
let me know tomorrow.”  

Willie pocketed the fifteen and opened 
up a newspaper. There was a story on the 
front page about black market operators 
having ten million pounds of beef to sell to 
a gullible and complacent public. Already 
murder had been done. A truck loaded 
with butter had been knocked off right at 
the Jersey end of the Holland Tunnel. The 
driver had also been knocked off. 

The F. B. I. and local police were 
working night and day, resolved to bring 
the unpatriotic and dishonest element to 
justice. 

“Big stuff,” Willie opined. “Kelly 
workin’ next to the F. B. I. It is like a 
Singer’s midget helpin’ Joe Looie fight his 
way out of a den of gorillas. I’d like to git 
my hands on such unlawful persons, 
though.”  

Willie took the subway at four-thirty. 
At five P. M. he was leaning against the 
building marked No. 16 Fulton, watching 
it empty by degrees. Then he saw Penryhn 
Swett. Willie trailed the little citizen to a 
barber shop and he waited until the man 
got all prettied up. 

Penryhn then went uptown to Eighty-
Sixth Street and he purchased a carnation 
from a hawker when he merged from the 
kiosk. He ankled eastward and Willie 
stalked him the whole fifteen bucks’ worth 
into an apartment house two blocks from 
the river. 

For three hours Willie sat behind a 
rubber plant in the lobby. The doorman 
finally spotted him. 
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“Beat it, bum!” the braided flunkey 
yelled. “We don’t need nobody to hold 
that tree up.” 

 
ILLIE was about to flash his badge 
when Penrhyn came out of an 

elevator with the blonde draped over his 
arm.  

“I was just leavin’,” Willie said to the 
doorman. 

The president of the Hawkeye Agency 
got to the walk just in time to hear 
Penryhn tell the driver of a checkered hack 
to proceed to the El Cuspadora Club. 
Penryhn helped the pigeon into the cab as 
if she were made of blown glass, and was 
then whisked away. 

William Klump took the next cab. He 
followed Penrhyn and the blond dish into 
El Cuspadora and got as far as the 
checking concession. A citizen wearing a 
boiled shirt reached out and got hold of 
Willie’s lapel. 

“If you are deliverin’ a load of beer, go 
around back, Buster.”  

“Look here,” Willie said. “I got the 
price an’ ain’t this a democracy? We are 
fightin’ fatcism an’—”  

“With them rags, pal,” the bouncer 
laughed, “you git a train out of town an’ 
find a huskin’ bee some place. Sorry, you 
are bein’ ast to leave in a nice way but if 
you want to go out a worst way—”  

“I am a detective,” Willie said quickly 
and fumbled for his metal tag once more. 
It was just as he got his hands on it when a 
very ugly sound came down through the 
ceiling. Boiled shirt’s mouth snapped 
open. “If that was mice,” Willie said, 
“they was trained to shoot guns. I’ve heard 
too many Roscoes go off not to know—”  

“It was just somethin’ dropped off the 
boss’ desk, is all, punk. I better go up an’ 
make sure, though.”  

“An’ I’m right behind you,” Willie 
said. “I am a detective an’ if anythin’ is 

goin’ on illegal like murder, I got to 
know.”  

He followed at the heels of the 
tuxedoed ex-pug and was halfway up a 
carpeted stairway when a swarthy-faced 
citizen came down to meet them. 

“Call the cops, Slapsy,” he said in a 
froggy voice. “A guy tried to hold me up 
an’ I hadda shoot in self-defense.”  

“I’m a cop,” Willie said. “Where is the 
body? You better call more cops though as 
what is one man’s opinion, ha? Who are 
you?”  

“That is Nick Chianti,” Slapsy said. 
“He owns this joint so watch your lip, 
copper!”  

“I didn’t air-condition nobody,” Willie 
sniffed: “I am not the one is worried, huh? 
Awright, let’s see the victim, Nick.”  

While Willie looked at the character 
on the floor in front of Chianti’s desk, 
Slapsy called Headquarters. 

The corpse wore nice-looking clothes, 
Willie thought. There was a Betsy on the 
thick rug not far from the defunct one’s 
fingers. Nick Chianti kept saying, “It was 
him or me, see? He almost got me, copper. 
He said to hand over the dough I got in the 
safe.”  

“Know the holdup man?” Willie 
asked. 

“Yeah. Hadn’t seen him for some 
time,” Nick said. “There’s my gat on the 
desk. Let me call a mouthpiece.”  

“Who?” Willie asked again. 
“Dude Geezle,” Nick said. “He was in 

the chips once but was havin’ a tough time 
I guess.” 

Willie kept sniffing at the air in the 
office. He guessed smells from the kitchen 
made their way into Nick’s office. They 
made Willie hungry. 

“Yeah,” Slapsy said. “The Dude was 
goin’ to git himself a few C notes an’ 
lam.” 

“Lam?” Willie said and sniffed again. 
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“Yeah, that’s right ain’t it? But you have 
no right to carry a gun, Nick. The 
O’Sullivan Law was made for heels like 
you.”  

“I gotta be protected, don’t I?”  
“Why?” Willie asked. “The war effort 

wouldn’t never miss you, Chianti. You are 
dependable. Killin’ is serious, pal.”  

Satchelfoot Kelly, the medical 
examiner, and four other cops arrived on 
the scene. Satchelfoot stared at Willie 
before he looked at the deceased. 

“How’d you git in on this?” Kelly 
howled. “Nick, did he say he was a 
detective?” 

“Yeah, ain’t he?” Nick asked. 
“Strictly by mail,” Satchelfoot 

snapped. “Don’t pay no attention to 
nothin’ he said. An’ what did you tell the 
zombie, Nick? Anythin’ discriminatin’?”  

“Just a sec,” Willie snorted. “Are you 
on the side of these crooks or the law, 
huh? You ain’t even looked yet at what is 
on the floor spoilin’ Nick’s oriental rug.” 

 
HE cadaver expert announced that the 
citizen on the rug would not worry 

any more about withholding taxes. 
Satchelfoot Kelly picked up the Roscoe 
very carefully because Nick Chianti said it 
was the gat Dude Geezle was going to rub 
him out with. There should be fingerprints 
on it. 

“It was self-defense, Kelly,” Nick said 
again. “Slapsy here knows I got three 
grand in the safe an’—”  

“Yeah,” Satchelfoot said. “It is plain 
you are tellin’ the truth for oncet, Nick. 
Dude Geezle was always an impulsive sort 
of citizen, Nick. But you got t’ show the 
D. A. how it was, as he has the last word 
always. You ownin’ a toy cannon will 
make you start thinkin’ up answers to his 
quiz. Nick, I gotta do my duty. What 
racket was the Dude in?” 

“It was not sellin’ Gideon’s Bibles,” 
Willie said. 

“He didn’t ast you, flathead!” Nick 
Chianti ripped out. “I wouldn’t know, 
Kelly, he had so many. He kept comin’ 
puttin’ the bite on me. Threatened me 
coupla weeks ago.” 

“Better git some bail ready, Nick,” 
Satchelfoot said. “Le’s go downtown. Oh, 
hello boys,” he said to the morgue pick-up 
crew. “We’re all through with the stiff. 
No, not the goon sittin’ in the chair. The 
one there on the rug.”  

“Ha, ha,” Willie laughed. “You kill 
you, Satchelfoot, and what a swell idea.”  

He watched the dead wagon boys load 
the late Dude Geezle in a hamper. 

Nick Chianti said, “Le’s lam, Kelly, 
so’s I can fix things wit’ the D. A.”  

“Lam,” Willie repeated to himself. He 
guessed the El Cuspadora was featuring 
the dish on the menu this evening. Then 
again it seemed as if . . . “It is lucky you 
are a pal of Kelly’s, Nick,” Willie said. “I 
expect you to start kissin’ each other. If 
you’d like to be alone, you two—”  

“That’s the last straw,” Satchelfoot 
yipped. “Don’t you never let me catch you 
near police business again or I will haul 
you up on charges of impersonatin’ an 
officer. I’ll—” 

“You been gittin’ away with it,” Willie 
said and grinned. “Well, I think I will go 
out and help the boys put the corpse in the 
wagon. I got to practice up on self-defense 
too, Nick. If Satchelfoot is killed they 
won’t never fry me.”  

Willie Klump watched the bassinet 
containing the Dude’s mortal remains slide 
into the back of the morgue delivery truck 
and wondered why all the alley cats in the 
neighborhood came running to see the 
Dude off. A big tom climbed in with the 
hamper and four bedraggled night howlers 
went in after him. The driver of the 
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farewell boiler had a time of it throwing 
three pussycats out of the seat next to him. 

“The Dude must have sniffed catnip, 
snow gittin’ so expensive,” Willie said and 
helped the crew of the dead wagon drive 
the cats out. “Maybe they have not et meat 
so long, they went bugs. Ugh!”  

“It’s awful, ain’t it?” a man said. “I 
craved meat so much las’ week, I tried to 
trap a cat, pal. I would of et it too. Am I 
sick of macaroni without no cheese! An’ 
chicken. I’ve gobbled so much of it, I got 
pin feathers on me chest. Well, we better 
git goin’ or we’ll just deliver a skeleton.”  

“Oh!” Willie gulped. “Mrs. Swett. 
Penryhn—I better run in and see if he is 
still with the blonde.”  

Penryhn was not there. Half the 
clientele had scrammed when they heard 
the boss had knocked off a citizen right 
over their heads. 

“Huh, the fat babe shouldn’t have paid 
me in advance anyways,” Willie muttered. 
“I’ll refund her all but five.”  

Willie read the account of the shooting 
at the El Cuspadora late that night. The 
Dude’s prints were on the Betsy that had 
been picked up off the carpet. Two 
witnesses told the D. A. that Dude Geezle 
had threatened Nick Chianti twice. 

Of course, the law was not going to 
just lecture Nick and give him a chocolate 
bar to take home with him. He would get a 
stiff fine and a suspended sentence, no 
doubt, for having a Roscoe in his 
possession without having consulted the 
cops in Gotham. 

“Maybe I am tryin’ to make a molehill 
out of a mountain,” the president of the 
Hawkeye Detective Agency said as he sat 
back in his chair. “I guess anybody can 
read too many comic books. I wisht I 
knew for sure what I was thinkin’ in the 
back of my head. Self-defense, huh! Well, 
I am goin’ out an’ try an’ find some roast 
spring lamb to eat. Ever since I saw the 

corpse I was famished for it. Funny.”  
Willie Klump wrote a letter the next 

morning and mailed it. It said: 
 
Mr. Penryhn Swett,  
   16 Fulton St., City. 
Dear Sir: 
Enclosed find ten dollars as rebate 

which please give to Mrs. Swett who hired 
me to find out about the blonde. As I don’t 
know her address, it is the only way I can 
see she gets the money. Please remember 
to give her the ten or she’ll murder me. 
The five I kept is for coincidentals. 

Very truly yours,  
Wm. J. Klump, Pres.,  
Hawkeye Detective Agency. 
 

ILLIE was halfway down to the 
morgue when it occurred to him 

that he had made a terrible mistake. He 
had to stop at a drug store and drink two 
cokes with aspirin. 

“Oh, I wisht I’d sit down an’ think 
more before I make them mistakes,” he 
groaned. “I must be stupid. Well, the milk 
is spilt an’ has flowed under the bridge.”  

He called at the morgue and asked if a 
corpse named Dude Geezle was there. The 
dead-mansion checker told Willie a swell-
looking redhead had claimed the body and 
had taken it to a mortician over on Fourth 
Avenue. Her name was Felicia Frizelle 
and she said the Dude was her fiancé. The 
Dude had folks up in Massachusetts who 
had a bone orchard plot. 

Willie got the bereft bride-to-be’s 
address and hurried over to the west side 
to see her. She had two rooms and a bath 
and was a very nice eyeful even when her 
peepers were pink from sniffling. 

“I am a detective,” Willie said to the 
doll. “Why would the Dude want to hold 
up Nick Chianti’s joint? Was he short of 
the moola?”  

“He didn’t act like he was,” Felicia 

W



MEAT BRAWL 7

choked out. “He always said I was too 
pretty a number to git bothered by 
business affairs. You think so, Mr. 
Klump? I mean am I pretty, huh?”  

“Yeah,” Willie said. “Did he act 
nervous when he saw you last?”  

“No, Mr. Klump. But ever sincet we 
saw a pitcher over on Eighth, he’s acted 
depressive, not like himself. It was called 
‘Jeeps in the Jungle,’ starrin’ Gregory 
Bogard. I’m just bugs about him. Take off 
your hat an’ stay awhile, Mr. Klump. I got 
nobody to help me through this awful 
time. I’ll cook a steak. Wait until you see 
it. Me and Dude was figgerin’ on eatin’ it 
together but—” 

The redhead went to an icebox and 
swung the door open. Willie’s nose 
twitched like a rabbit’s. The steak was as 
big as both of Satchelfoot Kelly’s feet and 
three inches thick. There was also some 
bacon and sausages staring Willie in the 
face and he felt like a cannibal. 

“Puh-lease close the door,” Willie said. 
“I am only human.”  

“How about a snifter, Mr. Klump?” 
Felicia asked. “Maybe you will stay after I 
make you one, huh ? You got to help me 
fergit. After all, a girl has got to think of 
herself an’ her future, Mr. Klump. I’ll miss 
the Dude, though.”  

Willie groped for his hat and fairly ran 
out of the flat. Dames, ugh! That one was 
getting a cold torch decently buried and at 
the same time trying to promote a warm 
one. 

He bought a newspaper and hurriedly 
looked through the movie programs. He 
found out that “Jeeps in the Jungle” was 
playing over on Lexington and lost no 
time getting there. It was all about the 
Yanks creeping through New Guinea on 
foot and in Jeeps. 

There was a scene that Willie knew he 
would never forget, and no one else who’d 
ever seen the picture. Three emaciated 

doughs sitting in a slit trench without food 
or water. The topkick was talking about 
the folks at home and how they were 
sacrificing on food so that guys in the war 
could have it. Steaks and cheese and all. 

“Yeah,” the topkick said. . “They’re 
behind us back there a thousan’ percent 
an’ so we kin take it, pals. They can’t tell 
me there are guys in the U. S. would 
profiteer on stuff. That stuff’s written in 
Berlin an’ Tokio. Look out, Eddie, I think 
I see a yellow nip. One—two—three. Got 
the rat.”  

Willie left the theatre and hurried to 
his rooming house. He grabbed paper and 
pencil and wrote everything down that 
stirred between his ears. 

“Number One,” Willie scribbled. “Am 
I workin’ on this case? Huh, self-defense! 
Of all stories of gunfighters east or west I 
ever read, the holder-upper always had the 
drop. A shady gent like Dude Geezle was 
would have had a chancet to fire once at 
Nick, I bet. But there was no shots fired in 
the gat he was supposed to have owned. 
Huh, I bet Kelly is just acting dumber than 
he really is.” 

“Number Two. . . . Lamb. . . . 
Remorse. Tabby and tomcats chastin’ a 
corpse cab. The Dude was sure a Bo 
Brummel for a character who needed 
ready cabbage. But he smelled like he was 
butchered, too. Did Kelly have a cold? 
Could be a rough boy like Dude could 
have a conscience. Maybe oncet he sang in 
a choir like me. I ought to lay off this 
case.” 

Willie read his notes over and over. At 
nine o’clock the landlady buzzed two 
longs and one short, Willie’s tipoff that a 
phone call belonged to him. He went 
downstairs and answered it. It was Gertie. 

“Hello, Willie. Which I hope you will 
forgive me for the other night as I had 
nerves. We could have a couple of beers 
over at our favorite tavern, huh?” 
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“It is more important I watch the home 
front,” Willie said. “With fourth class 
deferred freaks like Kelly wearin’ badges, 
somebody has to. Some other time, 
maybe.”  

“Look, you fishface,” Gertie 
screeched. “Nobody can brush me off.”  

“Only with a bulldozer,” Willie 
muttered. “‘Huh? I was only talkin’ to 
myself, sugar. An’ if you git so’s you can 
holler a little louder you won’t never have 
to use telephones. I—”  

“Are you foolin’ around with that 
nightclub shootin’, Willie Klump? Kelly 
said if you—”  

“G’bye,” Willie gulped and hung up. 
 
IVE minutes later he was on his way 
uptown to the El Cuspadora. Twenty 

more minutes later he was lurking in a 
doorway near a small areaway that 
separated Nick Chianti’s joint from a 
rooming house with a brownstone front. 
Willie watched customers come and go. 

He heard one portly citizen say as he 
got into a cab, “Yeah, any time you want· 
a big steak, Sam, you come here. Best in 
the whole burg. Worth the five bucks you 
pay for it.” 

“Well, well,” Willie said. 
He waited for another hour, watching 

and listening. Then a delivery truck turned 
off the street and went into the areaway. 
Willie followed it in. He scootched down 
behind some garbage pails and packing 
crates and watched two characters unload 
something wrapped in burlap. It looked 
like a corpse. 

“Couldn’t be, though,” Willie said. 
“Nick was too glad to git rid of Dude 
without askin’ for him back ag’in. 

Light came out through the kitchen 
door and Willie read the letters on the side 
of the truck. 

 
PETIT FOUR PASTRY CO., INC. 

“If that is a eclair they took in there,” 
Willie told himself, “it was modeled after 
the Normandie. Huh!”  

He advanced cautiously and looked in 
through the kitchen window. The crew of 
the delivery truck were being treated to a 
pair of snifters. Nick Chianti was pouring. 

The door of the truck was not quite 
closed. Willie Klump, before thinking 
first, climbed in and pulled burlap over 
him and lay down on the floor. The smells 
in the jalopy certainly did not remind 
Willie of cookies, coffee cake, and jelly 
tarts. If these characters were in the pastry 
business, he thought, then they used plenty 
of lamb and beef and pork fat for 
shortening. 

Willie suddenly froze when the door 
was slammed tight. An engine turned over 
and started racing. He tried to keep track 
of time as the delivery truck rolled toward 
its destination. Once it took a curve, but 
too fast, and Willie rolled against the other 
side of the truck and hit his head on 
something very hard. 

He was still a little groggy when the 
jalopy stopped. He had to get out and not 
too slow but he got both feet caught in the 
burlap and took a dive. The door flew 
open when he hit it with his noggin and 
the private detective’s marbles spilled all 
over the place and he was held in the firm 
grip of two very uncouth-looking 
taxpayers when he was picking the last 
one up. 

“Okay, Bub, how’d you git in the truck 
an’ why an’ who are ya?”  

“One thing at a time,” Willie gulped. 
“I—er—held up a drug store an’ was 
chased by the cops an’ it was my only out, 
pals. Da bulls nearly—”  

“You know, Jigger,” one of the captors 
said. “I always liked the one about the 
t’ree bears best. Awright, bum, le’s go 
inside an’ talk t’ings over. Frisk him, 
Jigger!”  
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“No artillery, Fitzy. Here’s somethin’ 
though. Looks like a flatfoot’s badge. Hah, 
Nick better come down here. You call him 
on the phone while I take this punk into 
the office, huh?”  

“Klump, private detective, huh? Jigger 
said a few minutes later. “So somehow 
you figgered we—Nick comin’ down, 
Fitzy?”  

“On his way, Jigger.”  
“Ha, ha,” Willie laughed a little sickly. 

“I quit the business a month ago, boys. It 
is all a mistake.”  

Nick Chianti did not believe Willie. 
Nick had seen Willie before. The owner of 
the night club sat down when he got to the 
office and grinned at Willie. 

“So you don’t think the way the cops 
do, hah? Too bad, Junior.”  

“Awright,” Willie yelped. “Dude 
Geezle came to you because he wanted to 
quit black-marketin’, you dirty greaseball 
sabotager. He saw a movin’ pitcher an’ it 
got him an’ he ast for you to buy his share 
of the meat out, huh? But nobody quits 
rackets unlest on a slab, even I know that. 

“I wondered why Dude smelt like a leg 
of lamb when he was dead in your joint, 
Nick Chianti. The Dude rubbed up against 
sides of beef an’ legs of mutton an’ things, 
an’ forgot to change his clothes before he 
come t’ see you. I don’t know how you got 
his fingerprints on the Roscoe that he was 
s’posed to have had, but you did.”  

“Look at the mug, Jigger,” Nick 
Chianti said. “Would you think a dumb 
bunny like him would ever guess right the 
first time? He has guessed his way into the 
ice box.” 

“Yeah,” Willie choked out. “They’ll 
put a big hunk of meat in a chair up the 
river an’ won’t need no red points neither. 
Rat meat does not require points if you 
want to cook it. That means you, you Axis 
partner!”  

“We better work fast, Nick,” Fitzy 
said. “Some other cops might be on their 
way an’—”  

“Okay.” Chianti grinned. “Kelly an’ 
me was always like that! He tol’ me 
Klump was a mail-order manhunter livin’ 
on borrowed time from a squirrel cage. 
Klump, I am goin’ to let you look at our 
ice box, pal! 

“Le’s see, it’s June out, ain’t it? Won’t 
the bulls git a surprise when they find a 
citizen froze to death in an alley? The doc 
will examine the remains and prove you 
was froze to death. I can’t wait until I see 
the papers.” 

 
ILLIE started to shiver. The full 
significance of Nick Chianti’s 

words had finally penetrated his brain cells 
and he pictured himself dangling from a 
big hook alongside a half of a cow. Willie 
was sure these dishonest fiends would 
even split him in half like he was only a 
lamb. All because a little squirt named 
Penryhn Swett had preferred a blonde 
whom he had taken to the El Cuspadora 
just when Nick Chianti had plugged Dude 
Geezle. 

The things Willie Klump could get 
himself into!  

“You figgered it all out, punk,” Nick 
Chianti sneered. “But nobody will ever pat 
you on the back for it, only with a spade.”  

“When—I—saw the cats mob the dead 
wagon,” Willie forced out, “I got to 
thinkin’ faster. I also got to see a doll that 
took Dude out of the morgue an’ she had 
an icebox filled with more red points than 
a company of U. S. Marines use up in a 
week. Oh, you will git your desserts, you 
home-front vermins. The F. B. I. will track 
you down an’—” 

“An’ what’ll that make you, Klump?” 
Nick Chianti laughed and Willie thought 
of the hyena he had seen in a cage once.  

W
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“You should go see that movin’ 
pitcher,” Willie said. “You’d never hoard 
up no more unlegal steaks or chops. Dude 
Geezle—”  

“Break out the bottle, Fitzy,” Nick 
said. “Before we put this punk on ice, 
we’ll drink him a toast.”  

“A toast before puttin’ him on ice. You 
are a comedian, Nick. An’ guys like Hope 
an’ Fred Allen—”  

Willie Klump mentally kissed the 
world and Gertie Mudgett good-by, 
thought of the farm up in the sticks where 
he first saw the light of day. He wondered 
if Satchelfoot Kelly would send him a 
spray. If he did, it would be made of 
ragweed and cockleburs. 

“Look,” Willie said. “We could talk it 
over. I’ll promise to ast lenients for you, 
Nick. Sooner or later they will git you. 
Look at the awful sacrifice our boys are 
makin’ for us. We should back them—”  

“He kills me, Fitzy,” Nick grinned. 
“I’ll be buyin’ a War Bond from him in a 
sec. Okay, we’ve had our slugs so le’s go 
to work. Tie his hands and feet, boys.”  

“I—only—wisht,” Willie shuddered, 
“I had more’n one life to give to my 
county. Oh, you will pay and pay!”  

“We will charge it,” Nick laughed as 
he watched Fitzy and Jigger tie Willie up 
as pretty as traffic on a rainy night at 
Times Square and Forty-second Street. 

Willie felt the goose pimples break out 
all over him and they seemed bigger than 
moth balls. His hair stood straight up and 
his knees were melting away. 

“Oke, carry him in there, boys!”  
“You are kiddin’, ain’t you, Nick?” 

Willie yipped. “Ha, ha, nobody would 
really—?” 

“Yeah, I’m filled wit’ jokes, Klump,” 
Nick said. “And Dude when you see him 
in about a couple hours. I killed him wit’ 
the last one I pulled on him. Imagine. He 
says, ‘Nick, I gotta quit. You pay me my 

half of what the stuff is worth an’ le’s 
forget everythin’.’  

“Yeah, when me an’ Dude was really 
pals, I showed him a Roscoe one night. He 
got hold of it an’ then handed it back an’ I 
took it by the barrel an’ laid it down 
careful on the desk. So when Dude was 
found, he had the cannon. . . . Here we are, 
boys. Open up the door, Jigger.”  

A great breath of arctic ozone smacked 
Willie in the face. The smell of 
refrigerated meat drove up through his 
nostrils. It was a big icebox and could 
accommodate a hundred Willie Klumps 
and maybe another thousand pounds of 
lamb and pork and beef.  

“Look,” Willie gulped desperately. 
“You got brothers an’ sisters. Mothers, 
maybe—?”  

“Git him in there,” Nick Chianti said 
in a voice that belonged in a Karloff 
shudder. “Hang him on that hook next to 
the side of beef, boys. Snap it up. I gotta 
git back to look after the night spot.”  

No more use to talk, Willie knew. The 
great gobbets of worry dew on his pan 
would soon freeze. He had to think up 
some prayers. They lifted him up and he 
felt the big hook rip through his coat 
collar. There was nothing under Willie’s 
feet. He wished his name was Frank 
Merriwell and then he would foil those 
fiends. Brother, it was cold. Willie’s hands 
were getting to feel like two anvils tied to 
the ends of his arms. 

“We’ll send you a St. Bernard wit’ 
some brandy, pal!” Nick yelped.  

Then the icebox door closed and a 
great bar was sliding into place.  

“Maybe I shoulda corporated more 
with Satchelfoot,” Willie muttered and his 
ears began to tingle. He knew if he got off 
the hook, he was going to be just as 
defunct. Rump steak and Klump steak! 
Ugh! . . . 
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UNNY. Willie was swimming around 
in a big hole in the ice and there were 

icebergs all around. He had no clothes on. 
A walrus broke the surface and 

grinned at him. 
“Hello pal,” the walrus said. “It’s time 

t’ talk of many things. Of sealin’ wax an’ 
cabbages an’ kings.”  

“This is nutty,” Willie said. 
“Walrusizzes don’t talk.”  

“I wa’n’t just droolin’ brother,” the 
walrus said. “Have a Dixie cup, pal? Hot 
in here, ain’t it? I just happened to meet 
the Good Humor wagon on the glacier.”  

“Thanks,” Willie said. 
Then a polar bear jumped in with 

Willie and the walrus and it hugged Willie 
against its big chest. Penguins lined the 
swimming hole and gave out with “Pistol 
Packing Mama.” The sun jumped up in the 
sky and turned on the heat and Willie saw 
all the icebergs melt away. The polar bear 
and the walrus ducked under and 
disappeared and Willie started swimming 
in water that was as warm as a Red Cross 
nurse’s heart. . . . 

He heard voices. One of them sounded 
like Satchelfoot Kelly’s. 

Willie found himself wrapped up in 
blankets and he was on the floor outside 
the icebox. 

There was a cop kneeling down and 
shooting at something over in the corner of 
the big room. 

“Sa-save your fire,” Willie mumbled. 
“Them Japs are tricky. Gimmie a bazooka 
an’—where am I?”  

“Shut up,” the cop said and fired again. 
Willie heard a very painful yell and 

another familiar voice. It was Nick Chianti 
and he was asking for terms of surrender. 

“Okay, you got me. Lay off wit’ the 
gats!”  

“Awright, line up the survivors, boys,” 
Satchelfoot yelled. “How’s Willie?”  

“Gittin’ defrosted fast, Kelly,” a cop 

said. 
Satchelfoot grinned down at Willie. 
“If I wa’n’t such a smart cop, you’d of 

been a dead duck, Willie. Gert said you 
was messin’ with this night-club shootin’ 
an’ how you writ notes to yourself, so I 
went over to your dump and read the notes 
an’ then beat it up to see Nick Chianti. 

“I was sittin’ in his office when his 
mugs called, Willie. He sounded funny, so 
when he ducked out of his office, I 
grabbed up the phone an’ ast the number 
be traced right away. So we come down 
here to the Ajax Fur Storage Company, 
Inc., an’ moved in just as Nick and his 
pals’ was leavin’.  

“They put up’ a battle, Willie. It was 
me what braved a shower of bullets to 
open up the icebox an’ git you out ‘fore it 
was too late.”  

“How many lived?” Willie gulped. 
“Oh, I feel like ten thousand needles was 
tryin’ to make a sampler of me, 
Satchelfoot.”  

“One of the mugs will have to be 
embalmed, Willie. We got Nick and a 
character named Fitzy. Fitzy says he wants 
to see the D. A. fast. Looks like he will 
sing.” 

“Oh, my ears,” Willie groaned. “An’ 
my feet. Maybe you should give me blood 
plasma, Kelly.”  

“Don’t act like a sissy,” Satchelfoot 
sniffed. “You kept yellin’ I was a walrus 
when I dragged you out.” Even when you 
are dyin’ you insult me.”  

Willie was nearly normal when he got 
to talk to the D. A. Fitzy had sung to save 
his neck and Nick Chianti was booked for 
the barbecue up the Hudson. F. B. I. 
operators beamed on Willie and said he 
had contributed as much to the war effort 
as a commando. 

Fitzy had told them where they could 
find four caches of illegal meat that totaled 
nearly a million pounds. 
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“How did you first get on their trail?” 
a police reporter tossed at Willie. 

“Huh? Well, a fat babe came to see me 
an’ said to trail her husband who was 
messin’ around with a blonde. Penryhn 
Swett was his name. He made dolls at 
Sixteen Fulton. He—”  

“Now look, boys,” the D. A. said. 
“Klump has been through more than just a 
revolving door. He isn’t quite himself yet. 
Come around tomorrer.”  

“But I ain’t kiddin’, D. A. I—”  
“Take it easy, Klump, as we 

understand. Kelly, see that Klump gets 

home all right,” the D. A. went on. “I will 
hold you responsible for this home-front 
hero.”  

“You shouldn’t put such temptation in 
front of me,” Satchelfoot snapped. “He has 
hogged all the credit an’—”  

“It was my notes you used for brains,” 
Willie said defiantly. “An’ my dame 
tipped you off too. Thanks just the same, 
D. A., but I will git home alone awright. 
It’s time t’ talk of many things like 
cabbages an’—oh, that was a close one, 
Willie!” 

 


