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THE WITNESS SHARE 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
Willie Klump, the Hawkeye Hawkshaw, Uses Poker Tactics 

lto Help the Police C ean Up a Full House of Jewel Thieves! 
 

ILLIAM KLUMP, President of 
the Hawkeye Detective Agency, 
Private Investigating. Done, 

tossed his three fives, an ace and a queen 
away and looked sadly at the nice poker 
pot piled up in the center of the table at the 
Triangle Social Club. Aloysius 
“Satchelfoot” Kelly, whose occupation 
was a detective, said to Willie, “Okay, I 
take the moola an’ don’t have to show my 

hand. You’ll never be a poker player, 
flathead!”  

Willie picked up Kelly’s cards. He had 
one pair of nines and the other three cards 
were garbage. Willie threw the 
pasteboards down and called Satchelfoot a 
dirty conniver and also a crook. “An’ I had 
three dolls over them fives! There should 
be new rules against thieves like you, 
Kelly!”  
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“H-m-m-m, eight bucks an’ forty 
cents,” Satchelfoot said, tallying the take. 
“Thanks for the two an’ a half, Willie. 
Why do you play games that requires 
brains, huh?” 

“Look, Satchelfoot, I was to take 
Gertie out to dinner tonight,” Willie said, 
sweetening his mood. “How about givin’ 
me back the two-fifty an’ I’ll write you an 
I.O.U.”  

“You are talkin’ to a stranger, Willie.”  
“You mean a crumb, is what! Awright, 

you paddle-footed robber!” William 
Klump said. “There’ll come a day—”   

“Ha ha,” Satchelfoot scoffed. “You are 
the worst sucker I ever saw. That Gertie 
has been pitchin’ woo with a commando 
named McGurkle the last couple weeks. 
An’ you also want to feed that two-timin’ 
kitty?”  

“You are speakin’ of the girl I—
anyways, she told me about McGurkle. He 
is a second cousin of hers an’ is lonesome 
in New York as his relatives are all in 
Omaha,” Willie argued. 

“A commando with Gertie,” Kelly 
kept needling. “It is like a tiger-tamer in a 
zoo takin’ his vacation goin’ huntin’ for 
tigers. Well, I have better things to do than 
tarry here with the likes of you. Don’t eat 
too much filly mignons.”  

Willie met Gertie Mudgett in front of 
one of their favorite public dining rooms 
and told her what had happened to his 
financial standing. 

“Oh, Willie,” Gertie sniffed. “How 
many times have I told you what a 
crummy poker player you are. When you 
ain’t holdin’ them you got to make them 
believe you are. Can’t you never 
remember that? Look, I just bought a War 
Bond and all I got is a dollar and sixty 
cents. I will eat the dollar dinner an’ it 
serves you right you will have to eat a ham 
an’ cheese san’wich. Why do I bother with 
you?”  

“Maybe because Commando 
McGurkle lef’ town,” Willie said in a fine 
pique. “Maybe you think I am as dumb as 
I look.”  

“Some things are impossible, Willie,” 
Gertie said. “Maybe you think I’m a liar, 
huh? I ain’t his second cousin? Now I 
won’t stand here an’ let nobody call me a 
liar. I got a good mind—”  

“That’s a matter of opinion. I mean I 
did not say you was a liar, Gertie,” Willie 
yelped. “Look, le’s go in, huh?”  

They did. Willie ate a ham and ersatz 
cheese sandwich and stared goggle-eyed at 
the roast lamb and mashed and green peas 
that Gertie stoked away with great gusto. 
“I wisht you had Joey McGurkle’s 
shoulders, Willie.”  

“Oh, I ain’t such a physical wreck 
seein’ the kind of food I git,” Willie 
hinted. 

“He showed me tricks,” Gertie said. “I 
could break your arm just like that!” She 
snapped her fingers. 

“Isn’t that wonderful?” Willie gulped. 
“Did he lend you his trench knife?” 

 
N HOUR later, Willie escorted Gertie 
to her brownstone and in the hallway 

just before he took his leave, Gertie said, 
“Make out you are a wolf an’ make a pass 
at me, Willie.”  

“Huh?”  
“Yeah, I mean like as if this was the 

first time you took me out an’ figured I 
was whistle-bait. Go ahead, Willie; as I 
want to show you how you needn’t never 
worry about Gert.” 

“Like this, maybe,” Willie said and 
made a pass. Then wham-o-o! The 
president of the Hawkeye Detective 
agency did not know exactly how it 
happened. He took a ride on a big pin-
wheel, felt himself tossed off it and landed 
in a corner of the hall on his angelbones 
with his feet against a framed motto that 
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said: 
 

THE HOUSE OF FRIENDS. 
 
“There, Willie, you see?” Gertie said 

and helped him assume a vertical position. 
“I pulled the punch an’ didn’t break your 
arm.”  

“Well, g-goodnight, Gertie,” Willie 
moaned. 

“Look, I was thinkin’, Willie. Why 
don’t you an’ me team up like the Lean 
Man an’ Dora, or Mr. an’ Mrs. South, 
huh? I’m always afraid you’ll git killed 
sometime when I ain’t around, an’ maybe 
we’d git so famous we would git on the 
radio an’ movies.”  

“The couples you mentioned are 
married,” Willie said. 

“Well . . . ?”  
“Uh? Er-goodnight, Gertie,” Willie 

said, and hurried out, hearing Gertie 
Mudgett’s handbag thump against the door 
he quickly slammed shut behind him. 
There was a crick in his neck and he was 
sure of water on the knee and there was 
very little spring to his step as he hied to 
the rooming house he had moved into only 
ten days before because his old landlady 
had walked in on him and asked what was 
cooking. 

Willie walked into the hall and up the 
first flight of steps and then a lodger came 
down from above as if a draft board 
toughie was after him and he crashed into 
Willie and took him almost to the front 
door again. 

“Look, I am gettin’ tired of this,” 
Willie choked out. “An’ they listed me as 
a 4 F. I . . . .” 

“Git off me, you mug!” a voice said. “I 
got to git to a murder. I am a reporter an’ a 
guy called me—” 

“A murder?” Willie cried out. “Why 
didn’t you say so? Here let me help you.”  

Ten minutes later, William Klump and 

a police reporter for “The Morning 
Comet” were streaking along East Forty-
Ninth to Lexington. “Yeah—Klump—pal 
of mine—called—me. Loft knocked off—
jewelry—joint—a guy—was—plugged.”  

“What a break!” Willie panted. “So 
close—t’home, hah?”  

There were two police cars in front of 
a tavern, and clients of the poor man’s 
bistro were milling about and trying to get 
past the cops and up a stairway. Willie saw 
no sign of Satchelfoot Kelly and chuckled 
at the thought he had beat the boob to the 
punch. He flashed a badge and followed 
the reporter up to the loft and there on the 
floor was a citizen in the uniform of a 
police patrol outfit. 

Willie stepped over the corpse and into 
the jewelry concern’s small operations 
office. The glass counter was shattered and 
the door of the safe swung open. Willie 
stooped to pick up a ruby and found out 
that it was a drop of vital fluid that had 
once been in the veins of the victim. 

“Awright, let me in here,” a gruff 
voice suddenly said. “Or is this a private 
party, huh?”  

“Hiya, Kelly?”  
“Uh-uh,” Willie said and looked out 

through the door. “Did you take a detour 
around Jersey City, Satchelfoot?”  

“Who the heck said that? I—you, 
Klump!” Kelly yipped. “Who told you 
about—?” 

“You never heard of my carrier pigeon 
service?” Willie asked. “I got two that can 
talk. Well, don’t stand there like a stature. 
Do somethin’ about this crime.”  

“Okay, blubbermouth!” Kelly snapped. 
“An’ lay off me or I’ll push your face 
down your throat.”  

“What did I say?” Willie asked a man. 
The M.D. who specialized in briefing 

the violently removed knelt down and 
went through his routine. “Shot through 
the heart,” he said. “Why they send for me 
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sometimes, I don’t know. They heard the 
rhubarb in the tavern downstairs so they 
know what time it happened. Take over, 
Kelly, I’m goin’ back to that detective 
story I was readin’ an’ see how it come 
out.”  

Willie Klump climbed to the top of a 
file cabinet and watched the proceedings 
from there. Satchelfoot had the place 
combed for clues, ordered pictures taken, 
and then allowed the crew of the morgue 
limousine to remove the cadaver. A big 
cop brought three tavern habitues upstairs 
and Kelly used them for quiz kids.  

One of the citizens had no hat and 
there was a knot on the top of his pate the 
size of a darning egg. “I was just about t’ 
foller these other guys into the joint when 
I hear somethin’ like a gun goin’ off. It 
sounds like it took place up here so I run 
around t’ the entrance to up here an’ then 
somethin’ hits me an’ it wasn’t a feather 
duster. I land on my noggin an’ git a 
unconducted trip around the milky way—
no, I didn’t reckernize who slugged me,”  

 
ATCHELFOOT KELLY gave forth 
with a disdainful snort.  
“Nobody never sees nothin’ in cases 

like these,” he griped.  
“An’ they won’t,” Willie put in, “until 

guys accompany crooks like war 
correspondents. Anyways, you are hired to 
find out for yourself, Kelly.”  

“You shut up, Willie, or I’ll put you in 
that safe an’ git all the combinations to it 
an’ tear them up. Yeah, they come up here 
an’ knock off some stuff an’ the protective 
cop sneaked up an’ almos’ surprised ‘em. 
Nobody got a look at the bums.”  

“I saw a car go past just as me an’ 
Eddie here went out to see what was 
keepin’ Harold there an’ while we was 
pickin’ him up.”  

“What color?” Kelly asked quick. 
“I don’t remember,” the bistro patron 

said. 
“You don’t know nothin”, none of 

you, so git out!” Satchelfoot Kelly said 
exasperatedly, “Always I got t’ do 
everythin’ myself. No wonder crime 
pays!”  

“You can say that again an’ again,” 
Willie quipped, just as Satchelfoot bent 
over and plucked something off the floor. 
He held it up to the light. “A forget-me-
not,” he said, “Well, what do you know?”  

“A locomotive and two rah’s for 
Kelly,” Willie said. “It looks like the 
assassin wore the forget-me-not to remind 
him not to forget not to leave no clues, 
huh?”  

Satchelfoot was taking aim with a wire 
waste-basket when a very perturbed 
citizen shoved him aside and came into the 
loft wringing his hands. “Wa-a-a-ait a 
minute,” Kelly yelled. “Who you think 
you’re pushin’ around? Who you think 
you—?”  

“Just who owns the place, that’s all,” 
the little character with the bald head and 
thick eye-glasses said. “Oh, I been robbed. 
There was sixty thousan’ dollars’ worth of 
diamonds in that safe. One was a big one 
that I was goin’ to cut.” He flopped down 
in a chair and clamped his hands against 
his head and swayed from side to side. 
“The things that happen to me, oh-h-h!”  

“You should of been here a half hour 
sooner,” Willie said. “Takin’ an inventory 
or somethin’. Then you’d of been in the 
stiff chamber along with the patrol cop. 
People are never satisfied.”  

The jeweler’s name was Guthrie 
Wiebold and he wanted some action. 

“You are lookin’ at the man who can 
give it to you, pal,” Satchelfoot grinned. “I 
will make an arrest within an hour. It is a 
good thing I took a memory course once.”  

“When was that, Satchelfoot?”  
“I don’t rememb—you think you are 

funny, don’t you, Willie? Well, just come 

S 
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with a real detective and see why he is still 
on the payroll instead of hiring out to trail 
wolfin’ husbands like you.”  

“I wouldn’t miss this for the world,” 
Willie said, sliding down from the file 
cabinet. “Not even the post-war one.” He 
picked up an old letter that was on the 
floor, folded it up and slipped it into his 
pocket when Satchelfoot was not looking. 
“You’d think they’d sweep up here once in 
awhile.”  

“There is a war on,” the robbed citizen 
said testily. “You just try an’ git cleanin’ 
women.”  

“Come on, Willie,” Satchelfoot said.  
William Klump felt very important 

riding across town in the police car with 
Kelly and two other cops. It was like old 
times. When he followed Kelly up the 
stairs of a third rate apartment house on 
Eleventh Avenue, he felt butterflies in this 
stomach. “Who lives here?” Willie asked. 

Kelly said, “Shut up,” and rapped on a 
door.  

“Who is it?” a voice from inside 
wanted to know.  

“It ain’t nobody sellin’ brushes,” 
Satchelfoot said. “Open up, Bigsy.”  

The law was allowed in and Willie saw 
two characters who definitely smacked of 
the shady side. The larger gee looked quite 
hurt at the invasion.  

“What’s eatin’ you, Kelly?”  
“Bigsy, you have just got in from 

somewhere,” Satchelfoot said. “The 
drizzle is still on you an’ nights like this 
you could catch your death of cold. Did 
you forget you was out on parole?”  

“How could he be in then?” Willie 
asked.  

“Whose side you on, theirs or mine?” 
Kelly yipped. “Awright, where you been 
the last two hours, Bigsy?”  

“Who—me? Why me an’ Sparky was 
out to a movie, Kelly. Where’s them stubs, 
huh? Here somewheres—”  

“Don’t hand me that, Bigsy. Sparky 
here got his name from being quite 
efficient in snatching hot ice, Willie. Bigsy 
is a sort of Roscoe expert who usually sees 
to it Sparky does not get disturbed while 
robbing places like we just come from. 
Bigsy, there was a joint over on Lex just 
got cleaned an’ it belonged to a citizen 
named Guthrie Wiebold. Own up, now. 
You search for the diamonds, boys!”  

“I said we was to a movie,” Bigsy 
gulped. 

“Then go an’ call up an’ ask if they 
found the forgit-me-not you dropped, 
Bigsy,” Satchelfoot snarled. “You was 
always partial to them remindin’ posies. 
We found one where a character was 
rubbed out. So you better make that alibi 
stick.”  

“Huh? You mean—? Sparky, some 
crook has framed me. Why, the dirty—!” 

 
HE cops did not find any diamonds. 
But Bigsy Small could not prove he 

had gone to a movie with Sparky. Bigsy 
was on parole and that made it worse for 
him. Satchelfoot told the boys to cover 
Bigsy and Sparky with the artillery while 
he got the cuffs on them. “You see, Willie, 
what a memory I got. What you doin’ on 
your han’s an’ knees?”  

“I dropped a collar button, 
Satchelfoot,” Willie said. “A spare I 
carry.” He got up, pretty sure that 
Satchelfoot had jumped at a conclusion 
once more but had missed with the punch. 
“I sure admire you, Satchelfoot. That was 
fast work. If you wanted cops to forget 
about you, Bigsy, why did you wear that 
forget-me-not? You see you always slip 
up, you crooks.”  

“You can’t pin this on me, Kelly!” 
Bigsy howled. 

“I will nail it on you, pal,” the 
detective grinned. “Now beat it, Willie.”  

Willie did not sleep any better than an 

T
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owl with hives that night. He went to his 
office early and cooked himself a pair of 
eggs on his burner. While eating his 
breakfast, he admitted that Satchelfoot was 
a heel but at the same time he knew of a 
more famous one. What Willie could not 
understand were the things he began 
writing down in his notebook, for Willie 
Klump would need to carry a great bunch 
of forget-me-nots to remind him he had 
them. With Willie a thought was as elusive 
as an eel dipped in alemite. 

“Don’t make sense,” Willie wrote. 
“What I saw makes me pretty sure Bigsy 
and Sparky didn’t do it. But why don’t 
they tell where they was while the robbery 
and rubout was bein’ perpetrated? They 
had to work fast to stash the rocks away 
‘fore they got home as they wa’n’t in their 
room. So maybe they had a union man—
er—confederate to do it for them, but 
would them two trust them with somebody 
else? No! 

“Could be, crooks will tell the truth at 
times. If Bigsy and Sparky didn’t commit 
the crime, and I don’t think they did, how 
will I prove it? That’s the catch awright. 
Oh, well.” 

Willie got ready for the hay and turned 
on his radio. The Lean Man was on. Chick 
Narles and Dora were in the midst of quite 
an adventure. Dora was catching Chick 
quizzing a blond crime suspect too close 
when Willie tuned in. 

“Oh, Chickie, darling. Turn around. 
It’s me, Dora. I’ve been watching through 
the keyhole and your technique isn’t—let 
me show you, darling. Kerwhap!—Oh, my 
head, Dora. Look, I can explain—”  

“Humph,” Willie said and snapped off 
the radio. “The corn is green t’night. Huh, 
we’d be famous like Mr. an’ Mrs. South—
” Willie began to drop off—“when you 
ain’t holdin’ them, Willie, you got to make 
believe you are—b-z-z-z-z-z-z!” Willie 
snapped out of it. “Why—er—not?” he 

suddenly asked himself, then jumped out 
of bed and grabbed pencil and paper. In 
the morning he would know what he had 
thought about the night before. He 
scribbled like fury, chuckled to himself. 
An hour later he was really sawing the 
hickory logs. 

At ten o’clock the next morning, 
Willie picked up a newspaper and read 
about Bigsy and Sparky being held for 
knocking off one Ellsworth Bruggy, 
protective patrolman. It seemed that Bigsy 
and Sparky could not or would not give an 
alibi as to their whereabouts while Bruggy 
was getting the permanent brush-off and 
when the diamonds were snitched. 
Aloysius Kelly announced through the 
fourth estate that the crooks would 
succumb to the temperature of the grill-
room very soon. 

“I wonder,” Willie said, then began 
certain rounds. He walked into a 
lunchroom on East Fiftieth and waxed 
loquacious with the counterman who was 
no little Lord Fauntleroy any way you 
looked at him. Willie knew the chow-
rustler had once matriculated at a certain 
reformatory. 

“Yeah, the cops ain’t sayin’,” Willie 
said to the ex-con. “A certain character did 
reckernize one of the slayers. They are 
keepin’ mum so’s nothin’ won’t never 
happen to her.”  

“Yeah? A dame, hah?”  
“Don’t tell nobody now,” Willie said. 

“I—er—am a little short of funds an’ if 
you’d trust me for some pancakes an’ 
syrup. I could leave my watch as sec—”  

“Think nothin’ of it, pal,” the character 
said. “I been that way meself.”  

William Klump ate his pancakes and 
set forth. He strolled into a poolroom and 
kibitzed and said things that pricked the 
ears of one or two cue-wielders. He visited 
a dozen assorted pleasure spots and soon 
came to a bistro on Lexington near Fiftieth 
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Street. Willie was quite friendly with one 
of the barkeeps and could get a snort or 
two on the cuff. 

“Thanks, Pete,” Willie said when a 
beer was shoved toward him. There were 
half a dozen clients in the place and one 
was leaning against the juke box and 
listening to its music. 

“Looks like they’ll get the guys that 
knocked off that cop an’ stole the dazzling 
dornicks, Pete,” Willie said. “Crooks don’t 
know from nothin’. There was a doll 
reckernized one of the killers but he don’t 
know it. She tol’ me she did an’ then run 
off that night. She got scairt when she 
thought quick what might happen if she 
put it down for the cops.”  

“No foolin’, Klump.”  
“Yeah. Ha, Pete, imagine. Me bein’ a 

detective an’ she spillin’—sure, I’ll take 
another beer. Nice-lookin’ tomater at that. 
Red hat with a feather in it, an’ wearin’ a 
snood. Had one of them short yeller fur 
coats on. Say, what kind of fur is that, 
Pete?” 

“Dyed cat, Klump. I bought me wife 
one oncet. Ha, who would skin a cat that 
wasn’t died—I mean dyed. I—” 

“Well, I got to git goin’ along,” Willie 
said. “I got to call up my tomat—er—girl 
frien’,” 

 
RIVATE detective Willie Klump went 
to his office and called Gertie. 
“You see what Kelly did again, 

Willie?” she said when he contacted her. 
“Why can’t you be so smart?”  

“Oh, I git along,” Willie said. 
“You’ll never amount to nothin’,” 

Gertie said. “What you call me for?”  
“Huh? Why do you think?’ When I git 

lonesome for you—er—is you is or is you 
ain’t my—er—?”  

“Oh, that’s cute, Willie. Where will I 
meet you, huh?”  

“The Rosebud Tavern on Lexington,” 

Willie said. “Bring some sugar. It is like 
callin’ Newcastle an’ askin’ it to bring 
coal, ain’t it?”  

“Oh, Willie, you—hee! I’ll do that, 
honey.”  

“G’bye,” Willie said, and then put his 
feet up on the desk and grinned into space. 
“You got t’ know how t’ handle women, 
yeah.”  

“You look ravenous t’night,” Willie 
said when he met Gertie in front of the 
tavern. “Wearin’ just the things I like for 
favorites, Gertie. What you hear from 
McGurkle?”  

“He is on his way t’ Omaha, Willie. 
Oh, stop bein’ jealous. You are my only 
infinity an’ you know it. I brought ten 
bucks, Willie, an’ will we have fun?”  

The evening waxed merry until Gertie 
joined the Navy too long and guessing that 
this was as good excuse as any, the 
president of the Hawkeye Detective 
Agency got up from his table and went 
over to where Gertie was swapping nifties 
with a pair of gobs. 

“Pardon me,” Willie said. “You 
remember a civilian who looked like me? 
Am I s’posed t’ sit over there in a corner 
an’ play tick-tacks-toe, huh?”  

“Go ‘way,” a sailor said, and pushed 
Willie. “You bother me. You want t’ play 
puss-in-the-corner, pal? I hit you in the 
puss an’ you lay in the corner all night? 
Will I bust him one, Babe?”  

“Willie, you are bein’ unreasonable,” 
Gertie sniffed. “Can’t I help build up the 
morale of our armed forces?”  

“Huh? First it’s commandos an’ now 
gobs. Can’t you find no beachhead with 
Marines on it?”  

“Now, look, Buster!—”  
“Willie, don’t start no fight,” Gertie 

said, her jaw hardening. “Or I’ll break—”  
“My arm, yeah. Well, look here, all of 

you. I brought this tom—gal in here an’-”  
A big citizen came over and asked 

P 
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Willie to kindly calm down or he would 
personally knock out all of Willie’s teeth. 
A gob asked the bouncer who the heck he 
thought he was buttin’ in an’ got a clip on 
the ear and then there was a mess with the 
bouncer and two gobs in quite a brawl on 
the floor and Gertie Mudgett snatched up 
her coat and wanted out. 

“You started it, Gert,” Willie said. 
“Well, I’ll see you home.”  

“Applesauce,” Gertie said. “I’ll go 
home by my own self and you go soak 
your head, Willie Klump.” 

“If you insist,” Willie said and 
smothered a chuckle. He gave Gertie two 
minutes start and then left the bistro which 
was now being briefed by the cops. He 
caught a glimpse of his lady love turning a 
corner two blocks away and then got a 
gander at a male character who seemed to 
be following her. 

Willie set forth and then a cab slued up 
to the curb and pelted Willie with a wave 
of mud and water. Willie moved in and 
demanded the cabby’s name and number 
and said he would sue the company. 

“You try an’ git my name or license 
number an’ I’ll take them right back along 
with your head, Junior,” a very rough-
looking taxi driver said. “Will we start 
playin’?”  

“I know my rights,” Willie argued, 
then remembered something. “I got t’ be 
goin’. Oh, if I’m too late. Oh-h-h!”  

Willie hurried. Four blocks away, 
walking past an alley he heard a cry for 
help. He went into the alley and met Gertie 
coming out. Her hair looked like a crow’s 
nest and her snood was around her neck 
and her tongue was hanging out. Her eyes 
were crossed. 

“It’s me, Willie,” the private detective 
said. “What happened, Gertie?”  

“Wha-a-a-a? I was nearly strangled 
and with my own snood, Willie Klump. I 
was attacked an’ thrown into the alley—

here—an’—gulp—where’s my hat with 
the feather? Some guy tried t’ kill me. It 
was a good thing I was nice to McGurkle 
when he was in town. Willie, git me some 
air. I mean some sellin’ smalts—”  

Willie finally picked up Gertie’s red 
hat and brought it to her. Gertie was sitting 
on some steps, unwinding the snood from 
her windpipe. “It was a close call, Willie. 
Who’d think anybody would attackt—?”  

“How did you manage t’ drive him off, 
huh?” Willie asked, hoping that a certain 
cab driver would find his wife had run 
away when he got home. 

“Judo, Willie. I fin’ally got that holt on 
him an’ I heard his arm snap. He yelled 
bloody murder but got away. My head was 
spinnin’ so an’—”  

“Let me brush off your fur coat, 
Gertie,” Willie said. “Huh, it sheds fast, 
don’t it?” 

“Who would want t’ kill me, Willie?”  
“There have been times when I— 

That’s right, who would besides—I mean 
it is funny, ain’t it?”  

“Ha-ha-a-a-a!” Gertie laughed. 
“Wa’n’t it a scream? I should strangle you, 
William Klump. Now see I git home this 
time!” 

 
T LAST Willie breathed a heavy sigh 
of relief when he saw Gertie to her 

door and heard her turn a key in the lock. 
He hurried out and went to the nearest 
drug store and found it still open. He asked 
the man at the prescription desk for the 
names of all the reputable doctors and 
otherwise who plied their trade in the 
immediate vicinity. 

“Got about thirty listed here, Mister,” 
the pharmacist said, looking at the badge 
Willie flashed. “Somethin’ wrong?”  

“Why no,” Willie said. “I just am 
askin’ in case I need some consultin’ when 
I get an awful disease. Let me write them 
down but fast.”  

A
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Ten minutes later Willie was calling 
M.D.’s, working frantically on the process 
of elimination. The first three he called 
were not in. The fourth told Willie he was 
locking up and whatever ailed him could 
wait even if it was a severed jugular vein. 

“You should not make no hypocritical 
oath if you can’t treat sick people,” Willie 
said, guessing that would hold the croaker. 
He kept calling. Three more were not 
having office hours. Then he called a Dr. 
Gulliver S. Quinch and asked could he see 
him right away if there was no patients 
ahead of him. He was told that there were 
thirty-one in the waiting-room. 

Willie sweated it out. Time was of the 
essence, even more so than Chenelle 
Number 5. He kept dialing. Finally a 
Doctor Cadmus Armbuster answered his 
distress signal and said hurriedly. “Sorry, 
you better call up another physician. I 
have an emergency case I’m working on. 
Take me another half hour.”  

“Broken arm, huh?” Willie hazarded. 
“Why how did you know? Who is—?”  
“Your name,” Willie said. “It is a 

hunch. Armbuster. Ha ha!”  
“Ha-ha to you!” the M.D. said and 

hung up. 
Willie hurried over to the little 

apartment house on East Forty-Ninth 
where this croaker had his office and he 
stood in a doorway across the street and 
waited. Finally a citizen emerged, his left 
arm in a sling. He looked up and down the 
street before he started westward. William 
Klump, his manhunting blood at the 
boiling point, trailed his quarry to Seventh 
Avenue and Fifty-sixth Street and saw the 
winged citizen enter a hostelry of no mean 
repute. 

Casually Willie walked up to the desk 
and gave the clerk on duty a quick gander 
at his private detective’s badge and asked 
the name of the lodger with the arm in a 
sling who was standing by the elevators 

waiting for one to come down. 
“Him? Let’s see now. Oh, yes. Name 

is Pinzer. He and another man are in room 
Six hundred and eight. Look if you got a 
job to do make it quiet will you, 
Inspector?”  

“I’ll try,” Willie said and kept his face 
away from the elevators. “He gone up 
yet?” 

“Just this minute, Inspector.”  
“Lieutenant,” Willie corrected, and 

walked across the lobby. He went upstairs 
and sneaked up to the door marked 608 
and put a big ear against it. He heard all he 
wanted to hear. 

“But, Al, she was a pistol. She was 
half choked off when she threw me a 
dozen feet. If she’d had all her marbles I 
wouldn’t be here at all. Oh, my arm!”  

“We gotta git that babe, see?” a very 
gravelly voice yelped. “Here we got it 
framed on that crook, Bigsy, an’—I’ll git 
her myself. Somebody in that tavern 
oughter know where she lives. You lay 
low an’—”  

“Good luck, Al.”  
Willie waited. Out of the room came a 

very substantial-looking character, clad in 
a big polo coat and green fedora. Willie 
stuck out a foot and Al made a one point 
landing on his chin and Willie quickly 
straddled him and tried to find a Betsy on 
the rough boy’s person. None was 
forthcoming before the character with the 
sling made his appearance and in his good 
hand was clutched just what Willie 
needed. 

“Freeze, snooper!” Pinzer snarled. 
“Say, I’ve seen you somewhere—yeah, the 
guy that tipped us off about the tomater. 
Get up, Al, an’ we’ll git him there an’ take 
care of the bum. I got a hunch this funny-
lookin’ bozo has pulled a—”  

The big citizen started to get to his feet 
and then Willie saw something on the wall 
and remembered having seen one before. 
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You broke the glass in case of fire. Pinzer 
fired just as Willie set the alarm off and 
the bullet passed close enough to the big 
crook to sting him. 

“Ow-w-w-w-w!” the big character 
screeched and Willie clung to him and 
used him for a shield. A door opened 
down the hall and a neat-looking number 
in a filmy wrap saw the rhubarb and began 
screeching. More doors opened and male 
and female voices blended and resolved 
into an uproar you only expected to hear at 
a Giant-Packers game. 

“Let’s scram, Al,” the crook with the 
Betsy yipped. “I’ll grab the stuff. You hold 
that mug off. Here, catch the gun!”  

Al tried to make a nice catch but 
Willie Klump hit him with a fire-pail just 
as it struck against his avid palms. The 
husky gee collapsed once more and then 
Willie picked up the baby howitzer and 
invaded the nefarious citizen’s room and 
caught Pinzer reaching under the bed for a 
satchel. 

Willie let go with his right foot and the 
unlawful one slid out of sight for a 
moment. Pinzer was trying to put bullets 
up through the Beauty-Rest mattress just 
as the manager of the hotel, three house 
detectives, and six cops took over. 

“Whoever you are, pack up your things 
and leave at once!” the manager said and 
got Willie by the nape of the neck. “What 
are you tryin’ t’ do, wreck the—?”  

“Oh, stop,” Willie said. “Help me get 
what is under the bed out. He is a robber 
and he also knocked off somebody. Could 
you make hash without choppin’ up some 
potaters? I am a detective. Don’t let that 
big slob in the polo coat git away!”  

“He won’t move for a week,” a house 
dick said. “Who hit him with the axe?”  

“Look,” Willie said, opening a satchel. 
“This is not broken glass. They are 
diamonds belongin’ to a guy I met an’ 
worth—come on out, Pinzer, with your 

hands up. Well, the good one, anyway!”  
“Cripes,” a house dick said. “Look at 

the ice, Mr. Whetstone.”  
“Take a print of this heel—I mean the 

heel of his shoe,” Willie said. “Also, Al’s. 
He is the big one out there. If it matches 
with a print I got on a piece of paper 
somewheres—and don’t forget t’ vacuum 
this little mug’s suit as I think there is 
yeller hairs on it, like grows on them fluffy 
cats. He tried to strangle my girl who 
wears a fur coat the color—git me an 
aspirin.” 

 
ELLY, known at Satchelfoot, did not 
hear about Willie’s coup until he 

arrived for work early the next morning. 
When he found out Willie had pinned the 
works on the two characters named Al 
Hambra and Squint Pinzer, he walked 
around the D.A.’s desk, banging his fists 
against his head. “How did the cluck do 
it?” he wanted to know. 

“Him? Said it was because of a poker 
game he played with you, Kelly. His girl 
bawled him out for losin’, and told him he 
should make out he had somethin’ even 
when he didn’t. So he made out he had a 
witness when he didn’t, Kelly. Figured if 
he told it in enough places, that 
underworld grapevine would pick it up. 
They trailed the witness who was Klump’s 
girl friend an’ she had a narrow escape. 
They nearly strangled her with her snood 
an’—”  

“They could’ve killed her,” 
Satchelfoot yelped. “Oh, that—!”  

The D.A. grinned. “When I reminded 
Klump of that he laughed. ‘She was 
trained by commandos,’ he says. Anyway 
the crooks forgot to bring a truck. Quite a 
character, isn’t he, Kelly? Well, he had it 
all sewed up. We vacuumed Pinzer’s suit, 
found scraps of fur on it. That heel print 
on the piece of paper Klump found in that 
loft—he produced the diamonds—”  

K
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“That dame know?” Satchel foot asked 
with a leer. 

“Yes. We’ve sent for her because we 
have to have the coat to prove Pinzer—oh 
get out of here, Kelly.”  

“Yeah, he won’t live long, then. I’m 
happy now, D.A. About Bigsy. Why 
wouldn’t he alibi?”  

“If you were violating your parole 
somewhere,” the D.A. said, “would you 
own up and go back to the hoosegow, 
Kelly? I don’t know what it was he was 
doing because we can’t prove anythin’, but 
Bigsy knew we couldn’t pin this one on 
him even though that Al Hambra didn’t 
confess he tried to frame Bigsy with the 
forget-me-not. Go away, I’m busy.”  

Willie Klump was in his office, his file 
cabinet and desk pushed against the door, 
and he listened for the sound of an 
elevator door sliding shut and the sound of 
familiar footsteps. At exactly eleven ayem, 
his vigil was rewarded. Gertie Mudgett 
tried his door, then knocked, then began to 
kick it. 

“Come out, Willie. I’ll wait here until 
you start starvin’,” Gertie yelped. “Tried 
to have me bumped off, huh? So you 
framed me as a witness an’ had a gorilla 
trail me an’ almost tied my gullet in a 
knot. William Klump, I have got a trench 
knife McGurkle give me an’—”  

“Now, Gertie,” Willie pleaded, “let me 
explain. I slipped up a little that night. A 
cab driver—well, I fergot what I’d cooked 
up for a minute. Then when you broke the 
crook’s arm I had a swell lead. So you are 

like The Lean Man’s Wife, huh? You said 
you wanted to help me solve crimes like in 
the radio, huh? An’ you said to make out 
you had somethin’ when you didn’t if you 
wanted t’ win. Le’s forget it, huh?”  

“McGurkle said to turn this knife 
around when you jab a guy with it, 
Willie,” Gertie Mudgett said. “Are you 
goin’ to come out? How long is your rent 
good for?”  

“Ha, I am a month ahead,” Willie said. 
“I have two boxes of soda crackers, a 
pound of coffee, a dozen eggs an’ a crumb 
bun. I can hold out. Be reasonable, 
Gertie.”  

“Almos’ strangled with my own 
snood,” Gertie mumbled. “I’ll wait, 
William Klump.”  

Willie finally had to call the cops and 
have them take Gertie Mudgett away. She 
almost got the book thrown at her for 
being in possession of a dangerous and 
murderous weapon and the D.A. said he 
would put her on probation for awhile if 
she would forget her homicidal mania. 
Willie Klump finally came down and had 
her released. 

Two hours later she was chasing him 
up Broadway not far from the Polo 
Grounds. Willie finally shook her and 
grabbed a subway downtown. Reaching 
his room he packed his suitcase and 
arranged for a change of residence 
immediately. He would call Gertie up in 
about a week. If things had not changed 
with her, he would consider leaving town. 

 


