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ONE TOOTH OF THE LAW 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
Jaw-Breakers and Law-Breakers Combine to Give Willie 
Klump, the Hawkeye Hawkshaw, a Roaring Runaround! 

 
ILLIAM KLUMP, president of 
The Hawkeye Detective 
Agency, Inc., Private 

Investigators, Skip Tracers, Missing 
persons found, sat in a movie on 
Lexington with Gertrude Mudgett and 
chewed on sweet jaw-breakers while 
watching a villain slip arsenic in a kindly 
old doll’s oolong. Willie had very efficient 

molars and no inhibitions and considered 
himself in a democracy. 

Finally an irate cinema customer 
behind Willie leaned forward and tapped 
him on the shoulder. 

“Look, pal,” he said roughly. “Why 
didn’t you bring a bowl of walnuts and a 
nut cracker?”  

“This is a free country, ain’t it?” Willie 
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answered. “Don’t bother me, I want to 
watch the pitcher.”  

“I’d like to listen to it also and if you 
keep chewin’ on them stones I’m gonna 
bust you right over the skull with a shoe.”  

“Ignore him, Willie,” Gertie said, 
squirming in her seat. “Give me one with 
lime flavor.”  

“Yeah,” Willie said, selected one of 
his own and the cellophane crackled like 
dry sticks blazing and the nervous 
character tapped Willie on the shoulder 
once more, this time much harder.  

“Awright, geezer, I’ll ast you once 
more to stop makin’ a racket.”  

“Go ahead and ask,” Willie said and 
bit through a lemon drop and made a 
sound as if he was snapping the leg of a 
chair in two. Something hit Willie then 
and dazed him and when he revived, there 
was terrible commotion in the cinema and 
he saw Gertie kneeling on her seat, her 
back to the screen, belaboring his assailant 
with a big handbag. Ushers moved in and 
brought a big policeman and soon Willie 
and Gertie and the annoyed character were 
carted off to a precinct house where they 
were charged with disturbing the peace. 

“He assaulted me,” Willie said, 
pointing to a very rugged and rough 
looking male who demanded the right to 
call a lawyer. 

“Shut up!” the sergeant said. “Can you 
raise a hundred-dollar bail?”  

“Of course,” Willie said. “I am a 
substantial citizen. I am also a detective.” 
He showed his badge. 

“No kiddin’?” a cop said. “What do y’ 
know? Look, tomorrer I’ll bring you my 
badge. It says on it Wolf Patrol Number 
One Nineteen. Sixth Avenue Local. 
Awright, get the bail money up or you will 
be guests here overnight.” 

 
ILLIE and Gertie appeared in court 
the next morning and were fined 

twenty-five dollars and costs. Witnesses 
testified that the rough boy conked Willie 
first and so he was given a bite of fifty 
smackeroos. 

“That was an expensive bag of hard 
candy,” Willie said. “Why is it everywhere 
we go we never finish what we want to 
do? You don’t never control yourself, 
Gertie.”  

“Oh, no? With the man shortage like it 
is, I will sit back and watch somebody 
fracture your skull? Huh, why didn’t I? 
You did sound like a man-eatin’ tiger 
chewin’ on a big leg bone! It is because 
you never have no manners anywhere, 
Willie Klump.”  

“I suppose Satchelfoot Kelly wrote 
Emily Post,” Willie sniffed. “You can 
have him. He is so dumb he would go to a 
lumber yard to consult his draft board. 
One time I heard he took sugar and cream 
to the movies because some serial or 
another was advertised there. Then there 
was the time Satchelfoot was ast by a 
woman if a street car had gone by yet and 
he pointed to its tracks and said it must 
have. I—” 

“I will not stand here and let you insult 
Mr. Kelly,” Gertie said. “He’s simply 
wunnerful!”  

“We will go and sit down then,” Willie 
said. “I got to tell you what Satchelfoot did 
last week. He—”  

Gertrude Mudgett walked away from 
Willie and said she would call a cop if he 
followed her. Willie had enough of 
courtship for the present and proceeded on 
to his office where he found a very 
dignified looking letter. He opened it with 
an air of importance and removed a sheet 
of paper scented with daphne. There was 
engraving on the top and it said:  

 
Mellisse J. Dupontierre 

Casablanca Apts. 
296 E. 70th St. W
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Willie read aloud: “Dear Mr. Klump—
On the night of October twentieth at eight-
thirty o’clock I am giving a party in honor 
of the Duchess of Buxembourg to 
celebrate her country’s liberation by allied 
troops. Of course the cream of society will 
be invited and as you know they will want 
to wear their jewels on such an occasion. 
Would you accept an invitation to keep a 
close watch on things for me? I do not 
wish to consult police headquarters as that 
might bring too much publicity to the 
affair. Yours very truly. Mellisse 
Dupontierre.”  

Willie got busy right away and took 
the cover from a 1916 Remingrand and 
tested the keys. The majority were stuck 
so he would have to choose his words 
carefully. He wrote: 

 
Dear Madame—It is a deal. I will be 

there at eight sharp wearing a tux and a 
gardinia so’s you will know me. We will 
talk over my fee later. Yours truly—
William Klump, President, Hawkeye 
Agency. 

 
N hour later Willie Klump went to a 
shop and rented formal wear and had 

it wrapped up and was soon on his way to 
his boarding house. Willie took a pair of 
old tan shoes from his closet and began 
smearing them with black liquid polish. 

“A society detective!” Willie 
murmured with a beaming smile. “It is a 
great country and if anybody’s got any 
ambition at all there is nothin’ he can’t 
aspirate to, even gettin’ the mayor’s job, as 
look at who is there now.”  

It was a clear crisp night but Willie 
took a cab. He felt that the occasion 
demanded such dignity and anyway a little 
too much freedom of movement would 
possibly jerk his collar loose from its 
button and he’d had to fasten it with a 
buttonhook. Moreover there was not much 

slack in his pants and his shoe soles were 
as thin as communion wafers. 

William Klump entered the spiffy 
Casablanca Apartments and went up to the 
duplex job in a lift. The attendant eyed 
Willie critically. 

“Looks like that doll is goin’ to put on 
some comedy with the entertainment, huh? 
A hula dancer comin’, maybe? Oncet I 
was in burlesque like you. We played 
Shamokin one night and durin’ the second 
act, a mug—”  

“I beg your pardon!” Willie said 
indignantly.  

“Why, what did you do? Do you do a 
drunk act or tell risky stories?”  

“Please stay in your place.” Willie 
gave a sniff and adjusted his gardenia. 

“Huh, you hams are gettin’ high hat 
these days,” the attendant said and 
purposely stopped the lift a foot below the 
floor line and Willie tripped and felt 
something go rip in the most embarrassing 
place.  

“I will report you,” Willie said. “Why, 
I never saw such impert—I ought to bust 
you one.”  

Willie rang a little bell and a maid 
appeared. She snickered. 

“I am the detective,” Willie said and 
handed her his card. “It won’t be funny if 
they rob somebody.”  

“Go in the back way, Mr. Stump. I’ll 
tell my mistress you’re here. You’re cute!” 

Willie was admitted into the kitchen 
and soon, Mellisse J. Dupontierre came in 
and regarded him coldly. Mellisse, Willie 
thought, was some dish. She wore a black 
strapless evening gown and he wondered 
what would happen if she shrugged too 
hard. She had a pair of greenish eyes and 
hair the color of a burnished copper kettle 
and her lip stick was maroon.  

“You’re Mr. Klump?” the hostess 
asked incredulously.  

“I am, M’dam,” Willie said.  
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“Well, it’s too late now,” Mellisse 
sighed and picked up a sandwich plate and 
fanned herself. “Come, I’ll show you to 
the library.”  

“Are the crooks in there readin’?” 
Willie wanted to know. “I thought 
detectives intermingled with the guests to 
throw criminals off guard.”  

“Are you serious, Mr. Slump?”  
“Klump! Klump! K-l—” Willie 

corrected. “Spelled backwards it is 
Pmulk!”  

“Please, Mr. Klump, I do not 
appreciate your sense of humor.” She led 
Willie into the library and showed him 
where he could sit and look out through a 
door she would leave ajar. Willie saw a 
big room filled with the elite and a band 
was on a little platform giving out with 
waltz time. 

“That torpedo over there looks 
suspicious,” Willie said, pointing. 

“Mr. Krump! That happens to be my 
uncle.”  

“Oh,” Willie said. “Awright, M’dam, 
you can go and have a gallop without 
worryin’. The Klump Agency is on duty 
until the final curtain.”  

Willie relaxed in a big leather chair 
and picked up a book that was on the table 
near him. It was a whodunit and the name 
of the chill tome was “Help! Murder The 
Police!” Willie was on page thirteen when 
a maid tripped in to pick up some ash 
trays. “The butler deed eet,” she said, and 
Willie was startled and dropped the book 
and the maid jumped right off the floor. 

“And zey say I am ze vervous wretch,” 
the doll with the white apron tossed at 
Willie. “Ah, viola, I was in Paree when 
she ees bombed. Voulez vous ze wine, 
M’sieu?” 

 
ODDING, Willie said, “Wee,” and 
the maid went out and soon come 

back. She handed him a small glass of 

sherry. 
“Me, I dree’nk ze absinthe, M’sieu 

policeman. Wine she ees no strong too 
moch for me, oui.”  

“Absinthe?” Willie said. “I’ve heard of 
it. It makes ze heart grow fonder, huh? It is 
also filled with dreams where things chase 
you.”  

The maid was no mademoiselle of 
fiction so Willie discouraged her attempt 
to be chummy. 

“Beat it, Sister,” he said. “This is 
police business.” He picked up the book 
again. 

The jamboree out in the drawing room 
was waxing more merry by the minute and 
William Klump was sure this was going to 
be the easiest case he ever heard of. He 
devoured three more chapters of the 
whodunit and then was interrupted by a 
very cultured looking citizen in tails. The 
character looked like a movie counterpart 
of a Wall Street biggie and he was jabbing 
a finger down into his winged collar and 
sweating copiously. 

“How do,” he said to Willie. “You 
ought to feel lucky you’re not in there. 
Didn’t they ever tell you about oil 
rationin’?”  

“It looks like quite a party,” Willie 
said. “Is the duchess a honey?”  

“Honey? Ha, she is sixty-six and clicks 
her uppers, my friend. Mind if I sit down 
and finish this cigar?”  

“I don’t care what anybody does as 
long as they don’t try to steal nothin’,” 
Willie said. “This is some dump, huh? 
Two floors and three staircases. This babe 
must have the moola.”  

“What she’s got in the bank I should 
have, my friend,” the guest said and took a 
big drag at his weed. Willie wished he was 
as distinguished and had a waxed 
mustache like that. 

“I was readin’ a book,” Willie said. “I 
bet I could write one better. Here is a 
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dame filthy with scratch and lives in a 
duplex apartment. She throws a party and 
somebody knocks her off with a 
bookend—”  

“Ha-a-a-a-alp! Murder! Ze poleeze!”  
Willie leaped right out of his chair and 

overturned a coffee table and the French 
maid raced in, put on her high heel brakes 
and nearly slid into the drawing room 
before Willie got hold of her. 

“Look, what is the idea?” Willie asked. 
“She ees murder. Ze madame she ees 

murder. Ah, voila! Sacre! I see ze man 
rush by through ze hallway in back and go 
out ze door!”  

Willie immediately took charge 
“Phone the police,” he said to the man 
with the waxed mustache. “I got to see 
nobody beats it off the dance floor!” He 
rushed into the next room, nearly upset an 
obese dowager who was fanning herself 
with a lorgnette. “Everybody—stop!” he 
yelled. “It is murder!”  

A very beautiful deb swooned and fell 
into Willie’s arms which was not bad. 
Somebody screamed for water and Willie 
ordered all the guests to line up against the 
wall as they would be questioned. 

“Nobody better dare leave,” he yelped. 
“I will shoot the first one who tries!”  

Inside of twenty minutes the duplex 
was full of cops and one of those in mufti 
was Aloysius Satchelfoot Kelly. 

“How in hob did you get here?” Kelly 
flung at Willie. 

“I was hired here, you big slob!” 
Willie yipped. “To guard jewels—only 
they forgot to tell me to guard the dame! 
Get that maid and see if she can talk 
straight yet. She is historical right now.”  

Satchelfoot had his men guard the 
exits and he took six others including 
Willie and the maid up a stairway to a 
bedroom that looked as if it might have 
belonged one time or another to DuBarry. 
Willie saw that the distinguished guest 

with the waxed mustache was with them 
and he ordered him back downstairs. 

“I happen to be Madame Dupontierre’s 
business manager, my friend,” the 
character said. “Why should I be 
suspected? Wasn’t I with you while the 
murder occurred?”  

“Why, yeah,” Willie said. “I will 
vouch for him, Satchelfoot!” 

 
HE corpse of the social lioness was 
stretched out on the floor and the city 

appraiser of the departed knelt down and 
announced that she had been killed only a 
short time before, as primary flaccidness 
had set in. 

“What is that?” Willie wanted to 
know. 

“First cousin to rigor mortis,” the 
medical examiner explained with a sniff. 
“She was evidently smacked with this 
teakwood elephant lyin’ under the table. 

“Photgraft the place, boys!” Kelly 
ordered. “But don’t pick up no clues.”  

“You don’t want to solve this crime, 
Satchelfoot?” Willie asked. 

“You shut up or I’ll give you the 
elephant treatment,” Kelly said. “Too bad. 
She was a swell babe.” When Satchelfoot 
gave permission to remove the remains, he 
had wiped some of the lipstick from the 
victim’s lips and had brushed powder off 
her shoulder with a piece of cleansing 
tissue. 

“Her lipstick was smeared, Willie,” 
Satchelfoot said. “If there was a struggle 
or somethin’, somebody might have some 
of that powder on his sleeve, huh? Don’t 
tell me you would think of that!”  

“You are almost wonderful,” Willie 
jeered. “What would be the motive if it 
wa’n’t robbery, Sherlock? There couldn’t 
be a robbery as nothin’ was stole and I was 
watchin’ all the time.” 

“We will question her friends,” 
Satchelfoot said. “First off, though, we’ll 
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grill the maid.”  
“She don’t look so tender,” Willie 

said. “And how many red points will the 
OPA have to have?”  

Satchelfoot Kelly grabbed the maid 
and began quizzing her. The doll was not 
only still hysterical, Willie thought, but 
also a little spiffed. The character with the 
waxed mustache admitted to being 
Forrester Gladstone and he said Mimi La 
Villier was a refugee and had tricky 
nerves. 

“She also guzzles absence,” Willie 
said. “That is not Six-Up on her breath.”  

“Yes,” Gladstone admitted. “She gets 
hallucinations at times. But as maids were 
so scarce, Mellisse couldn’t let her go—”  

“That ess heem!” Mimi yelped and 
pointed at Forrester Gladstone. “He keel 
madame, oui! Jus’ as I com een ze 
boudoir, ze murderer ees geet up from ze 
body an’ run. Arres’ heem!”  

“She is balmy,” Willie said. 
“Gladstone was with me in the library 
when it had to happen. Look, Kelly, this 
dame is nuts. A bomb landed too close to 
her once over in Paree and she is a souse. 
She belongs in a Bellevue camisole.”  

“Bah! I am no crazier as you, peeg!”  
“Take her out of here,” Satchelfoot 

said. “Awright now, there has to be a 
motive for anybody killin’ somebody. It 
could be robbery so I am goin’ to search 
everybody in the joint. Even you and 
Gladstone, Willie, so get downstairs and 
line up with the others!” 

“This is an outrage!” Willie protested. 
“You will get a letter from my lawyer in 
the mornin’.”  

Down in the drawing room, eighty 
assorted characters of the cream of society 
were standing with their backs against four 
walls. Satchelfoot put Willie and 
Gladstone in the pack and then ordered a 
search. 

“Uh, I fergot,” Kelly said. “I will have 

to wait to search the dames until a police 
woman gets here. Call one, Patsy. The rest 
of you palookas start goin’ through the 
males. If you find a sparkler that ain’t 
attached to some guy’s finger or shirt 
front, we got our man!”  

The guests submitted to the indignity 
with threats of reprisal by way of the 
courts and it was Satchelfoot who finally 
came to Forrester Gladstone. He frisked 
the distinguished type and was handing 
back the possessions when he dropped the 
citizen’s gold watch on the hard polished 
floor and it snapped open and spilled out 
some of the works. Willie stooped down 
and picked it up and got a flash of a 
picture Forrest had pasted inside the gold 
case. 

“Huh,” Willie thought while Gladstone 
reviled the abashed Kelly. “I never heard 
of such egoism.”  

“Awright, Willie,” Satchelfoot said. 
“Put up your hands.” 

 
ATCHELFOOT found a dollar watch 
in Willie’s pocket, a chunk of licorice, 

a picture of Lana Turner and half a 
chocolate bar. Kelly ate the chocolate bar 
and then dumped Willie’s personal effects 
back into the pocket of the rusty dinner 
coat. 

“Kelly!” somebody yelled.  
“What? You find a diamond 

horseshoe, Patsy?”  
“Naw. But I got a suspicious character, 

Kelly. Come here.”  
Satchelfoot started to walk fast across 

the waxed floor and his feet went out from 
under him and he slid into the bandstand 
and got both of his feet through a bass 
drum. 

“You should be lucky it wa’n’t the 
pianner,” Willie said. “Them dogs of his 
was launched like corvettes. Here, 
Satchelfoot, I’ll help you up.”  

“This is the baby,” a cop said. He had 
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a very photogenic type of taxpayer by the 
arm. The suspect was built like Pidgeon 
and had a pan a lot like Navarro’s. “Look 
on his ear lobe there, Kelly. Lipstick! And 
if that ain’t powder on his sleeve that don’t 
come out of a gun, I’m nuts!”  

“So!” Satchelfoot yelped. “Who are 
you, Bub?”  

“Take your dirty hands off me, see! I 
happen to be Boris Vladimir Gettofsky! 
Her ex-husband. I can explain simply 
enough.”  

“Even simple enough for Willie 
Klump?” Kelly sneered. “Okay, let’s you 
and me and the cops have a nice clubby 
li’l chat, pal. Into the lib’ary there and 
fast!”  

“I think I could be of assistance,” a 
corpulent character said. “I am the uncle 
of the deceased.” He looked machetes and 
bazookas and grenades at Boris. “That 
loafer said he would kill my niece.”  

“Yeah, and she struggled and tried to 
bite his ear,” Satchelfoot said and Willie 
passing into the library noticed a cut glass 
bowl of hard candy for the first time. 
Willie picked up three or four pieces, 
crammed them all in his mouth and started 
chewing. 

“What’s that crumbIin’ noise?” 
Satchelfoot yelped. “Like somebody 
crackin’ ice or—? Don’t anybody move. 
I’ll go and look in the kitchen. Nobody 
should be there.” 

Something snapped. Willie Klump let 
out a cry of pain and grabbed at his jaw. “I 
bet I’ve broke a toof, Matchemfoot. Oh-h-
h-h-h-h! Willie reached into his pocket 
and took out a handkerchief and held it to 
his mouth while he got rid of its contents. 
He wrapped the nose doily up carefully 
and put it back in his pocket and poked 
around inside his mouth with a forefinger. 

“I jusp knew ip, ‘Atchelfoop. I b’oke a 
toof. I hope the dempist cam glue ip back 
on. It has to be in that handkerchief with 

the chunks of candy.”  
“Some day you will aggravate me too 

far, Willie,” Kelly said. “All the beast’ll 
come out in me.”  

“It’ll have a tail,” Willie said. “Let’s 
get this over with, huh? We was 
investigatin’ a murder an’ this geezer 
here—”  

“Yeah. Start explainin’, Boris,” Kelly 
said, shoving his suspect into a chair. 

“I’ll do some for him,” the fat boy in 
the full dress said. “He was her second 
husband and she dumped him quicker than 
the first because she found out he wasn’t a 
Georgian Prince like he made out he was. 
He was born on the east side next to a 
pickle factory. So she tosses him off and 
don’t give him an ersatz dime and he said 
he would get alimony or a piece of her 
throat. Only thing puzzles me, he hit her 
on the head instead.”  

“What was he doin’ here if she didn’t 
like him?” Willie asked. 

“Women!” the fat character sniffed. 
“She was still in love with the creep, she 
said. He went up there and demanded 
some dough after pouring on the woo and 
she refused and he let her have it.”  

“That explains why I have lipstick on 
my ear?” Boris asked Satchelfoot. 

“I’m astin’ the questions, Bub,” Kelly 
snapped. “Did you leave the dance 
between nine-thirty and ten o’clock?” 

“I did. I went up to see my ex-wife,” 
the suspect said. “I was only there a couple 
of minutes.”  

“Look,” Satchelfoot said. “If we find a 
fingerprint on that teakwood elephant, you 
are ready to fry, Boris Gettofsky.”  

“Why—er—now I happen to think of 
it,” the Park Avenue wolf gulped. ‘I did 
pick up a bookend while I was there. I did 
that when I picked up a book to see what 
the name of it was. It looked like a book I 
had been wanting to read.”  
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ATCHELFOOT was delighted to hear 
this. Things appeared to be going his 

way. “An alibi before we find a print!” he 
said triumphantly. “Murderers are dumb. 
Didn’t you ever read them crime books, 
Bub? Where they always wear gloves. 
Let’s take him down, boys.”  

“Ah-hum!” Willie said, then felt a 
pang in his broken molar. He also suffered 
another pang when it occurred to him that 
if he got paid for this evening’s work he 
would have to bill the late Mellisse’s 
estate and sometimes it took years to get a 
settlement. “Everythin’ happens to me,” 
Willie groaned. “I better see a tusk 
technician first thing tomorrer.”  

At eleven next morning, Willie was 
sitting in the drilling divan and the molar 
mechanic was dumbfounded. “I’d never 
believe it, Klump. Them teeth of yours—
I’d swear they could have put R.I.P. on 
every one with hammer and chisel without 
crackin’ the enamel. If you ate rock candy 
it wasn’t over-advertised. Open wider, 
Klump.”  

His crockery mended, Willie went 
over to his office, crossed off the 
Dupontierre case, and took half a loaf of 
bread from a drawer of his file cabinet and 
made some toast. There was some coffee 
left over from the previous A.M. and 
Willie decided it would do even when a 
little silver pencil fell out of his pocket and 
dropped into it and did not sink. After his 
breakfast, Willie jotted down a note or two 
as he did not trust his memory anymore 
than Hitler trusted Laval. 

“Number One,” Willie wrote. 
“Imagine anybody so stuck up like 
Gladstone he would carry his own pitcher 
in his watch. I never heard of such a thing.  

“Number Two. Should I sue the rich 
doll’s estate? It is funny that absence 
makes you see things that ain’t there. Like 
the little man for instance. Case closed.” 

Willie closed up early, wondering 

what in the world was going to happen to 
small businesses and went downtown to a 
certain tavern that was a clearing house for 
police department rumors. He was having 
a beer when Satchelfoot Kelly walked in 
and the flatfoot was grinning like a 
hallowe’en lantern.  

“He confessed, huh?” Willie called 
out. 

“Why, hello crumb,” Kelly said, and 
slid into the booth alongside Willie. 
“Look, there was two prints on the 
teakwood elephant and they was both 
Gettofsky’s. He was in the boudoir by his 
own confession and so we got him booked 
for the rotisserie. We expect him to break 
down and tell all soon. It is funny but I 
think he is an ex-white Russian, Willie. He 
claimed his pa lost the family records the 
day he had to take it on the lam with the 
Czar. He escaped to Persia. The dame 
wanted to brush him off so made up his 
past with paid witnesses.”  

“Well, it look like it is where 
Gettofsky gets off, huh?” Willie quipped. 
“Anyways he was a fortune hunter.”  

“In a way,” Satchelfoot admitted. “But 
he did give the babe his wordly goods 
when he got her okay and just asked for it 
back when she reserved the ticket for 
Reno. She handed him the ha ha.”  

“Come again,” Willie said.  
“It was a ruby out of a collection the 

Czar’s ball and chain owned,” Satchelfoot 
said. “Heart-shaped and worth ten grand. 
He plighted his trough with it.”  

“Dames never give back nothin’ but 
insults,” Willie sighed. “I’ll be out plenty 
if Gert cools.”  

“Well, I got to go and pose for a 
pitcher,” Kelly needled him. “They’ll be 
writin’ me up in a weekly mag soon. 
Thanks for the beers.”  

“You moocher!” Willie gulped. “You 
come back and pay your own check!”  

Down in the mouth, as short of morale 
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as a Normandy Nazi, Willie finally 
trudged to his rooming house. He was 
sitting on the bed in his room, just 
remembering he had not returned his 
tuxedo on time when there was a knock on 
his door. 

“Come in,” Willie said. “If you smell 
cookin’, I ain’t doin’ it, Mrs. Miggs.”  

The door opened and Willie looked up 
and almost popped his eyes loose. It was 
Forrester Gladstone. 

“Why—er—what are you lockin’ my 
door for?” Willie gulped, as the lock 
clicked and Gladstone dropped the key 
into his pocket. 

“I am allergic to open ones, pal,” 
Forrester said and produced a Betsy which 
he aimed at Willie. “I will take that ruby.”  

“Huh? I ain’t got no ruby. What is the 
meanin’ of this?” Willie started fencing 
for time. “You sound like a crook.” 
 

HE character laughed. “Look, punk, I 
lifted that stone and ditched it when 

the cops said everybody was to be frisked. 
So I dropped it in that bowl of hard candy, 
and you scooped it up with some of the 
jawbreakers and broke a tooth. You left 
with the cops so I didn’t dare trail you 
then. Where is that stuff you emptied out 
of your kisser and into a handkerchief?”  

“You are kiddin’,” Willie said. “You 
was with me in the lib’ary all the time. Ha 
ha, but you got a sense of humor!”  

“Wrong again, Buster. I was upstairs. 
That was my brother with you. Neat, huh? 
We are twins.”  

“Twins? I get it now! That’s why you 
carried his pitcher, huh?” Willie frowned. 
“Then the French babe didn’t have 
delirious tremens from drinkin’ absence?”  

“Smart boy,” Gladstone said. 
“Awright, I want that ruby. Jus sit tight 
and tell where is the tux you wore. Better 
still, shut up and I’ll look for it myself.”  

“Oh, heavens!” Willie choked out. 
“All the time I had the evidence and—
look, you get right out of here or I’ll call a 
policeman.” 

Forrester Gladstone had a very nasty 
laugh and he spared plenty of it. “Make a 
move and I shoot.”  

“If I don’t and you find the stone you 
will shoot me anyway, as I am the only 
one who knows.”  

“You catch on as quick as lint does to 
a new serge suit, pal.” Gladstone chuckled. 
He opened the closet door, one eye on 
Willie and dragged out the rusty hired 
tuxedo and draped it over the back of a 
chair. “Think I’m goin’ to lose ten grand 
after the trouble I went to, Klump? I 
almost had that big drop of blood from 
that dame without havin’ to murder her.”  

“Yeah?” Willie said shaking from pate 
to toenails. 

“Tryin’ to stall me, are you, Klump?” 
Gladstone snarled. “Hah, here’s a lump in 
this pocket. Looks like I got what I come 
after.”  

The window of Willie’s room was 
open a crack and the breeze seeped in and 
disturbed a long piece of string dangling 
from the ceiling over the bed. There was a 
little wad of gum on the end of it and it 
suddenly swung against Willie’s noggin. 
Willie mentally measured, as best he 
could, in what little time was apparently 
left to him, the distance between the bed 
and Gladstone.  

“Here it is, pal,” the rough boy said. 
“You didn’t know that hard candy was 
poison did you? Well, it was!”  

In the short space of time Gladstone 
took time out to gloat, Willie reached up 
and yanked the string. The room became 
as black as the inside of a lump of coal and 
Willie rolled to the side, did a back 
somersault and landed behind the bed. A 
bullet zinged past Willie’s ear just before 
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he landed and then Willie lifted up the bed 
and made himself quite a barricade.  

“Blast your clavicle!” the crook yelped 
and Willie heard him groping for the key 
in the lock. There was a potted pink 
geranium Gertie had given Willie for his 
birthday recently, and it stood on the sill at 
Willie’s elbow. Willie picked it up and 
hurled it where he figured Gladstone’s 
noggin should be. There was a crumping 
sound and a gasp like you hear from a 
patron who discovers a beetle in his soup 
and Willie vaulted the over-turned 
snoozing couch and remembered what 
Eisenhower had said about the infantry 
always having to follow up an air attack.  

Forrester Gladstone was on his hands 
and knees when Willie landed on top of 
the citizen. The president of the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency stuck to the saddle and 
belabored his quarry with hands as big as 
cauliflowers. 

“I got enough!” the criminal person 
yelped.  

“I ain’t sure,” Willie tossed out and 
kept beating a tattoo against Gladstone’s 
ears. “At a time like this—I can’t—be 
slipshod, pal.”  

There was a great commotion outside. 
Mrs. Miggs was whooping her pipes dry 
and her alarmed clients were yelling for 
cops.  

“Rubies are red, tulips are too,” Willie 
kept chanting. “Geraniums are pink and 
you’re black and blue.”  

“I give up!” Gladstone yelped. 
 

NCE more Willie conked the citizen 
for good measure and Gladstone 

flattened like a bear rug with the teeth 
showing and the tongue hanging out. Then 
Willie opened the door and let his landlady 
in and walked over and snapped the light 
back on. 

“What, in the name of Heaven?” the 
old girl yelped. “You pack up and leave 

this minute, Mr. Klump! Why, you’ve kilt 
somebody.”  

“Oh, he is nowhere near rigor mortis,” 
Willie gasped out and picked up a Betsy. 
“It is a fine place you keep here when you 
allow crooks to walk right in and 
assassinate your roomers and I will report 
it to the better housin’ committee. Here I 
was sittin’ in my room and a plug-ugly 
comes in and says he will murder me. Call 
some cops if it ain’t too much trouble, as 
right now, if I had a nickel, I could not get 
the strength up to drop it.”  

Willie Klump frisked Gladstone before 
the character betrayed the first signs of 
animation. The ruby had a chunk of lime 
candy sticking to it and Willie clipped it 
off with a thumbnail. It was quite a stone 
being as big as the end of Willie’s thumb. 

“I will put a dentist’s bill into the 
estate too,” he muttered.  

Satchelfoot Kelly arrived at the 
precinct house where they had taken 
Gladstone a half hour later. The rough boy 
was still a little addled by Willie’s 
treatment and confessed to everything and 
told them where they could find his 
brother, Al. Forrester Gladstone produced 
one of his cards and tossed it to Kelly. It 
said he was an appraiser of costly rocks 
with an office at 51 John Street. 

“Yeah, it was a blind,” Forrester 
Gladstone admitted under pressure. “We 
used it as a front and a joint to cut hot 
dornicks in and such. We had quite a 
racket and could be in two places at the 
same time if nobody knew us in certain 
neighborhoods. Well, I got in with the 
Park Avenue nifties to get a line on stuff 
and I find out this Dupontierre babe has 
this Russian jewel and that she wishes to 
have it put on a chain. I convince her I’m 
the bird who should do it—that is for 
awhile. She told me, when I went up to see 
her last night, she figured she would give 
it to Miffany’s instead. We argued back 
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and forth and then I had to slug her.”  
When Forrester told Satchelfoot about 

the ruby being stashed in the candy bowl 
and how William Klump had inadvertently 
picked up a handful of the crunchers 
including the ruby, Satchelfoot had such a 
bad turn, the cops were forced to get out a 
first aid kit and a pulmotor. 

“Yeah,” Willie said when they had 
pumped, enough oxygen into Satchelfoot. 
“Imagine it? I got a weakness for them 
hard candies. A ruby would look just like a 
big cherry drop or maybe a raspberry one, 
wouldn’t it?” 

“And that dame picks out Willie to 
watch over things and gets murdered, 
which serves her right,” Satchelfoot 
groaned. “Yep, he could fall off a forty 
story buildin’ and the pavement would 
turn to goose down before he landed. 
Awright, from now on, even if I interrupt a 
murderer standing over his victim holding 
the ax in one hand and having his other 
hand in the deceased’s pocket, I will go 
and look for the guilty party somewhere’s 
else. Who would blame me for givin’ up?”  

Downtown, Willie got a look at both 
the Gladstones and they were as alike as a 
pair of andirons. The Gladstones 
confessed that they were wanted out in 
Illinois for eight or ten big jobs and that 
their real names were really Vincent and 

Virgil Schlosserbitz and were called by the 
cops out there, the Unheavenly Twins. 

“If they are not kidding,” the D.A. said 
to Willie, “they are worth five hundred 
each on the hoof. Put them in twin cells, 
boys.”  

The next evening, aglow with the 
stimulant of success, William Klump sat in 
a cinema on Lexington to see how a 
certain feature ended. Willie was chewing 
on five good-sized pieces of hard candy 
when an exasperated patron leaned 
forward and tapped him on the shoulder. 
“Look, friend, I’m the nervous type and 
can’t stand so much more. You sound like 
a steamroller levelin’ out a road.”  

“This a free country, ain’t it?” Willie 
sniffed, turning his head. “Go to some 
other movie.”  

“That’s tellin’ the slug,” Gertie said. “I 
guess he don’t know who you are, Willie.” 

“And I don’t care if he’s the next head 
of the rationin’ board,” the man behind 
Willie said. “If he keeps crackin’ concrete, 
I’ll see if his noggin is made of it.”  

“You an’ the regiment of marines took 
Saipan?” Gertie yipped and got up. 

A half hour later the boys at the 
precinct house found out who Willie 
Klump, president of the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency, really was. 

 


