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TOOTH AND CONSEQUENCES 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
Willie Klump burns some bridgework behind him when he tries 

to find the answer to a $64 crime question at a night club! 
 

HE new blue serge looked very 
nice on Willie Klump. He could 
not understand why people 

complained about the high cost of woolens 
when he could get an ensemble like this 
one for twenty-two ninety-five. He 
admired himself in the mirror over the 
washstand in his new office and decided 
the green tie he wore looked well with 
blue. Gertie Mudgett would be very proud 

of him when he took her out to a night-
club in a few hours. 

Willie, as a result of solving a case for 
the cops who were on the Little Flower’s 
payroll, had picked up quite a bushel of 
clams, and had retrenched in the private 
investigating business. 

“Spring ain’t too far away,” Willie told 
himself. “I could wear my two-tone shoes 
tonight. A plaid shirt an’ tie.”  

T 



POPULAR DETECTIVE 2

He was about to take off his new suit 
when the door opened and a citizen in 
uniform walked in. He was a very salty-
looking character with a weathered face 
and wearing two stripes on each sleeve. 
His cap brim had some gold on it, too. 

“Excuse me, mate,” the visitor said. 
“Got in the wrong office. Where’s the 
Hawkeye Detective Agency?”  

“I don’t guess nobody switched doors 
on me the las’ few minutes,” Willie 
replied, a little hurt. “Just because I don’t 
look like a detective. I s’pose when you 
take a ship acrosst, you paint all over the 
outside that you are carryin’ high-tested 
gas, nitroglycerin and giant fire-crackers?”  

“I—er—see your point.” The 
Merchant Marine officer grinned. “You 
lef’ the tags on your new suit. I got 
somethin’ you could work on fer me, 
Klump.”  

“Sit down,” Willie said. “My secretary 
is out jus’ now. You know how it is.” 

“Yeah, always in the powder 
magazine, ha. I am Guthrie McGurk, 
second officer on a tub that’s gettin’ fixed 
up over in Brooklyn. Only got in a couple 
a days ago. Now, here’s my business.”  

He took out his wallet, inserted a 
thumb and forefinger into the card 
department and drew out a photograph. He 
handed it to Willie. 

 
ILLIE ogled the enlarged snapshot. 
It was a reproduction of the head 

and shoulders of a very cute-looking doll 
with black hair and big devilish eyes. She 
wore a sweater and very well, Willie 
thought. He made a familiar clicking 
sound with his tongue and teeth. 

“You said it,” McGurk agreed. “She 
married me out in San Diego. Everythin’ 
went okay for a while. She writ me letters 
an’ sent me cookies an’ things, then took a 
powder. I ain’t heard from her in over a 
year an’ a half. Oncet I docked out on the 

Coast an’ went where she lived but they 
said she left an’ they didn’t know where. 
Then I went to sea ag’in an’ this is the first 
time . . . Say, you look fer missin’ persons, 
don’t you?”  

“It is one of my subsiduaries,” Willie 
admitted. “You think maybe she come to 
the big city, huh?”  

“Where do all swell-lookin’ babes end 
up but in New York or Hollywood, 
Klump? I looked all over Hollywood.”  

“AWOL,” Willie said. “H-m-m-m. It’ll 
be quite a job findin’ a doll like her out of 
seven million people, Captain.”  

“Lieutenant,” McGurk corrected. “You 
can try, can’t you? What are your rates?” 

“Well—er—the ceilin’ on . . . The 
OPA says . . . Well, I gen’lly charge two 
hun’red dollars for findin’ a young doll 
with punkritude like this one has. A 
hundred for a homely babe an’ fifty dollars 
for any dame over forty.”  

“It is worth it,” McGurk said. “I will 
pay you double if you find Sadie. Her 
maiden name was Sadie O’Shay. You take 
this pitcher, Klump. I expect to be ashore 
fer about six weeks or a month an’ I’m 
stayin’ at the Forty-Ninth Street Hotel. I—
er—here is twenty-five for expenses.”  

“I’ll be on the job every minute from 
now on,” Willie said, and took the twenty-
five. “I expect to have expenses tonight 
an’ I’m glad you thought of them, 
Commander.”  

“I better git goin’ before you make me 
Admiral,” McGurk said, and grinned. “I 
want this babe dead or alive.”  

“I’ll look up burial permits, too,” 
Willie said. “The Hawkeye Detective 
Agency does not leave even a gravestone 
unturned.”  

The client departed and Willie jotted 
down some notes pertaining to the case 
and filed them away. He called Gertie 
Mudgett. 

“This is Willie,” he said. “Have you 
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decided for me where we will go tonight? 
The sky is the limit.”  

“Yeah,” Gertie said. “Oh, let’s go to a 
swell joint for a change, Willie. Like the 
Cococubana up on Fiftieth, huh? I got me 
a new dress, sugar pie, with no sleeves, 
and will wear ortchids if you buy me 
some. What are you wearin’?”  

“1 got the last thing in what a man 
around town should wear,” Willie said. 

“I might’ve known it,” Gertie sniffed. 
“You git a new suit?”  

“I said I did, Gertie. I will call for you 
in a cab.”  

“Oh, I am lucky to be engaged to you,” 
Gertie said gleefully. “I mus’ run now an’ 
git me a wave.”  

“Bring me a cute one, too,” Willie 
quipped, and hung up. 

The Cococubana was one of the most 
exclusive in the area, so exclusive in fact, 
that the doorman refused to let Willie 
Klump in unless he took off the plaid shirt. 
Gertie Mudgett yanked Willie to a late-
functioning haberdashery around the 
corner and made him buy a white shirt and 
black tie. 

“We will git you to a shoe shine shop 
an’ cover them two-tone shoes with 
black,” she said. “You will never learn 
nothin’, Willie.”  

“Who died?” Willie asked. “A black 
tie—it will not look good with my blue 
suit. An’ what’ll I do fer sport shoes when 
summer is here?”  

Be that as it may, William Klump was 
finally admitted into the Cococubana and 
shown a table behind a post. 

“How do you like my new dress, 
Willie?” Gertie asked after she removed 
her dyed rabbit wrap. 

“Gert!” Willie gulped. “You sure you 
didn’t git things mixed up? Instead of 
dressin’ to go out, you got ready fer bed!”  

“Sh-h-h-h-h-h!” Gertie said. “We are 
not in Sloppy Mike’s on Third Avenya. 

Act like you was used to this, Willie. We 
might even git our name in Pinchell’s 
column. I’ll take rye an’ coke.”  

The Cococubana featured a very 
glamorous chick in the person of Fay 
Jarman. She was a tall, willowy blonde, 
wearing a gown that could have been 
tucked away in an egg cup if rolled into a 
ball. She had a female baritone voice with 
that husky quality that sends tired 
husbands. She came out and sang a current 
song hit that raised hob with cardiac 
weaknesses and Willie sighed deeply as he 
craned his neck around the post. 

“What a babe!” he said. “She has got 
everything and that little bit more, huh?”  

“Stop licking your chops, Willie,” 
Gertie sniffed. “She is out of this world as 
far as you fit. Consider yourself lucky I 
bother with you.”  

“Oh, yeah?” Willie said indignantly. “I 
couldn’t git nobody else, huh? That’s all 
you know, Gert.”  

“What was that?” Willie’s torch 
snapped. “Explain fuller, Willie. Huh, you 
are kiddin’ yourself, so have a good time.”  

“Oh, yeah?” 
 

ILLIE took out a photograph and 
handed it to Gertie Mudgett. In the 

dim light, Gertie squinted at it closely. She 
turned the photo over and read: 

 
With all my love to my favorite pin-up. 

Sadie  
 
“You two-timin’ turnip!” Gertie 

yelped, adding a very discordant note to 
Fay Jarman’s number. “You ast me out an’ 
then flaunt a paramore in my face!”  

“Sh-h-h-h-h-h-h,” Willie cautioned. 
A waiter touched him on the shoulder 

and whispered harshly in his ear: 
“Quiet that babe or I’ll have you trun 

out, Buster.”  
“There, you heard what the man said,” 
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Willie admonished Gertie. 
“Tell him to go jump in the tuba,” 

Gertie snapped, but loud. “Sadie, hah? 
Where does thish tomater live?”  

Fay Jarman’s dulcet voice broke a 
little and then the host of the Cococubana 
took over. He told Gertrude Mudgett that 
her presence in the place was no longer 
desired and Gertie hit him over the head 
with her handbag. Waiters rushed to 
Willie’s table and the riot began. 

Gertie flung the photo at Willie and it 
skimmed toward the dance floor. Willie 
gave chase and somebody tripped him up 
and he skidded across the polished floor 
and fetched up against a sax player. 
Gertrude Mudgett was being forcibly 
removed when Willie got to his feet. A big 
citizen in a dickey got Willie by the nape 
of the neck and the seat of his new blue 
serge pants and hustled him out of the 
Cococubana. Fay Jarman called Willie 
something that was never taught in a 
finishing school.  

“An’ don’t come back, you riff-raff!” 
the man in the dickey yelled as he heaved 
Willie from him.  

“I want that pitcher I lost. I am 
William J. Klump and a detective an’ 
you’ll be sorry!” 

“So will you!” Gertie yelped. “I am 
goin’ to fix your wagon, you rooey!”  

“Let me explain,” Willie said. “I got 
me a client an’—”  

He saw there was no use, and started 
running. Gertie’s high heels were her 
undoing and she took quite a flop just as 
she was about to catch up with Willie near 
a subway kiosk. Willie managed to reach 
his rooming house intact and he locked 
himself in. 

“If I go through this while courtin’ 
Gert,” Willie gulped, “what’ll happen to 
me if I marry her? No matter where we go 
. . . She should go nowhere but a 
beachhead.”  

Willie deplored the loss of the picture 
of Sadie McGurk. He would have to 
remember what Sadie looked like and he 
had a worse memory than a senile 
elephant. 

“Well, I saved twenty-five bucks,” 
Willie consoled himself. 

Pinchell had it in his stint the next day 
with a vengeance. He wrote: 

 
The skimmed milk of the social world curdled 

the uppity Cococubana in no uncertain whey 
lassnite and more than ruined a heartthrobbing ditty 
rendered by Hoot Shaw’s blond nightingale. 
Shaw’s SS Police and Elite Guards purged the 
offending clients without further ado and it seems 
the male concerned in the blitz was once a flatfoot 
downtown and is now in business for himself in a 
ludicrous sort of way. 

 
“Gertie won’t like that,” Willie said as 

he read the tabloid late the next afternoon. 
“Pinchell should leave town if he is smart. 
Ludicrous business, he says. Why, I don’t 
make much money a-tall, an’ if 
Morganthaw sees that, what taxes I’d have 
to pay!” 

Willie kept buying journals up to one 
A.M. the next morning to see if Pinchell 
was still off the casualty list, but it seemed 
Gertie had had enough rhubarb for awhile. 
It was at nine the next morning when 
Willie was opening his mail that 
“Satchelfoot” Kelly came in. 

“I see you got in Pinchell’s column, 
Willie. It is killin’ me every time I read it.” 

“Then it was worth it, you epileptic,” 
Willie sniffed. “I am very busy on a case 
now.” 

“Root beer, maybe?”  
“You are as unfunny as a fire in an 

orphan’s home, Satchelfoot!” Willie 
howled. “Git out of here or elst I’ll handle 
you!”  

The phone rang and Willie grabbed it. 
“Hawkeye Detective Service, Inc. Skip 

tracin’, missin’ persons found. Murder 
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cases. . . Wha-a-a-t? Kelly? Yeah, he is 
here . . . A murder? Where?”  

“Gimme that!” Kelly yelped and tried 
to wrench the public utility gadget from 
Willie’s tenacious grip. 

“I mean Kelly is on his way here. 
What’ll I tell him? Go to the Forty-ninth 
Street Hotel. Say, that sounds familiar!” 

 
ATCHELFOOT finally got the phone. 
Willie quickly put on his hat and ran 

out of his office. He was at the Forty-
Ninth Street Hotel five minutes ahead of 
Kelly and found out that there was a 
defunct guest in Room 808. 

“I’m workin’ with Kelly,” Willie said 
to a cop, and gave the gendarme a brief 
glance at his badge.  

Willie was staring at the corpse when 
Satchelfoot rushed into the room. Willie’s 
eyes were bulging and were as big as pool 
balls and his lower jaw was hanging as if 
he had suddenly become a village idiot. 

“M-my client,” Willie choked out. “It 
is McGurk. Why, this is perprost—
propust—it is impossible.” 

“Git out of my way an’ stay there,” 
Satchelfoot said and pushed Willie onto a 
divan. “How long has he been killed, 
Charlie?”  

“Sometime early this mornin’,” the 
appraiser of the departed grunted. “Shot 
through the pump. Look at the lipstick on 
his face near his ear. There are three 
glasses here so two other people were with 
him. Two dames most likely, Kelly. His 
wallet’s been emptied an’ his pockets 
pulled out. Robbery. They got him 
swacked an’ done him in, but good.” 

“You forgit,” Satchelfoot sniffed 
sourly, “I am the detective here. All I want 
of you is how he was killed and when.”  

“Awright, find out the rest for 
yourself, lemonhead,” the medical 
examiner said. 

“Was he kissed before or after death?” 

Willie asked politely. “That print of a 
dame’s lips is very red. I’d photograft it, 
Kelly, as lip prints are like fingerprints.”  

“Shut up, Willie,” Satchelfoot 
snapped. “All’s we gotta do is find out 
what babes were with the merchant marine 
in the bar las’ night or who come in with 
him. Willie, call the bar an’ find out who 
was on duty there late las’ night like a 
good feller, huh?”  

“I will not,” Willie said. “I don’t offer 
my advice more’n the firs’ time.”  

Aloysius Kelly swore at Willie and 
picked up the phone. Willie’ heard Kelly 
ask for a certain telephone number 
belonging to a man named Phil. 

“Awright, I’ll call him,” Kelly said. 
“My client,” Willie said over and over. 

“Satchelfoot, this corpse hired me to find 
his deserted wife only yesterday. I can’t 
git over it.”  

“He must have been drunk even then,” 
Kelly said. Then he dialed a number. 
“Hello, Phil? This is Detective Kelly of 
the Homicide Squad. . . . Yeah. Man 
named McGurk, a officer in the Merchant 
Marines is knocked off. Who was he with 
las’ night if he was in the bar? . . . Okay, 
I’ll wait until you think.”  

“Them Merchant Marines come ashore 
with a lot of dough,” Willie said. “When 
McGurk paid me expenses, he peeled it off 
a roll you couldn’t git in a rural delivery 
mail-box. Dames are poison.”  

“Yeah?” Satchelfoot said to Phil. “Oh, 
she was, huh? She did? She does, huh? 
Well, we’ll grab that cookie.”  

Kelly hung up. “One doll with him 
lives right in this dump. Room Eight-o-
three down the hall. Imogene LaDue. We 
will grab her.”  

“I wonder could it be Sadie,” Willie 
mumbled. 

The cops went to Room 803 and 
knocked on the door. A blonde opened it. 
She was in a maroon housecoat and her 
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grayish green eyes bore mute evidence of 
a rough night before. 

“What you want?” she said. 
“You,” Kelly said and walked in, 

nearly upsetting the blonde. “A man 
named McGurk is knocked off. Wears a 
uniform with two gol’ stripes on his 
sleeve. He was frisked of every clam he 
got for transportin’ war supplies. You was 
with him las’ night an’ you had a nightcap 
or two with another broad in his room. 
Search this room, boys.” 

“Lissen, you big lugs, git out of here 
before I call the police!”  

“They’re here,” Willie said. This 
blonde did not resemble the picture he had 
lost in the Cococubana. “Where’d you 
hide the roscoe, sister?”  

“Leave her alone,” Kelly said. 
“Thanks, pal,” Imogene said. “Sure, I 

was havin’ a snort with McGurk. He was 
okay when I left.”  

“What about the dame was with you?” 
Satchelfoot asked. 

“You kiddin’?”  
“There was three people there las’ 

night!” Kelly yelped. “Three glasses in the 
room. One of you babes got chummy with 
the Merchant Marine an’ kissed him under 
the ear but good. Lemme see your 
lipstick.”  

“I’ll git it,” Imogene said. 
 

ILLIE sat down and tried to think. 
All he got was a headache when he 

thought of the fee he never would get. 
Imogene showed Satchelfoot some lip 
grease that was definitely darker than the 
type smeared on the defunct seadog. 

“If a dame was with him after I 1ef’ I 
should git suspected of murder?” she said. 

“We can’t find nothin’,” a cop said. 
“No dough around that looks like it is too 
much for this babe to be packin’.”  

Satchelfoot Kelly glared at Imogene. 

“Smart babe, huh?” he said. “I bet you 
put a third glass there an’ threw away one 
type of lipstick to throw us off the track. 
We got to take you in, sister, as a suspect. 
You used gloves so’s there wouldn’ be no 
prints on the glasses. Ugh, kissin’ a 
corpse. You are not human, sister.”  

“You are a liar,” Imogene told Kelly. 
“Awright, take me down an’ if you don’t 
convict me, you better move to another 
country like Jugo Slovakia. Why would I 
wish to murder Guthrie McGurk?”  

“You cleaned him,” Kelly said. “He 
wouldn’t stand still or git drunk enough 
for you to do it painless. You knocked him 
off an’ ditched the betsy an’ his bankroll. 
You had time enough. An’ we’ll git your 
confederate too.”  

“Oh, brother!” Imogene said. “An’ I 
thought these radio crime programs I been 
lissenin’ to was punk. Okay, prove it, 
banjo feet!”  

“Jus’ for that crack, I will!” 
Satchelfoot yelled. 

“She might be innercent,” Willie said. 
“But the evidence is sure against her, 
Satchelfoot. But I wish I could figure out 
what I am tryin’ to think of in the back of 
my mind. . . . Hey, Sadie!”  

Imogene turned slowly and looked 
strangely at Willie, but not with surprise. 

“Nope, you ain’t,” Willie sighed. “I 
was jus’ tryin’ a old stunt. Fergit it.”  

“Take her down as soon as she gits 
dressed,” Satchelfoot said. 

“Awright, git outside an’ wait,” 
Imogene said shrilly. “I ain’t no Minsky 
stripper for you nor nobody else, not even 
LaGuardia.”  

“Tsk-tsk,” Willie said to Kelly. “You 
are no gentleman. But she could escape by 
the fire-escape.”  

“Yeah,” Kelly said. “You git behind a 
screen, sister, as I ain’t movin’ from this 
room.”  

W 
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Willie and the other cops went out. 
Willie heard Imogene say: 

“In the bottom drawer is a girdle. Toss 
it over here, flatfoot. My slip is in the 
middle drawer.”  

“The cad!” Willie said. “Wait’ll I tell 
Gert.” 

After the corpse was removed and 
Imogene LaDue was on her way down to 
see the D.A. with the cops, William 
Klump, addled no end, made his way to 
his office on Lexington. Of all the 
potential victims in the big city, McGurk 
had to get the nod. Even Ripley should 
believe it or not. Once at his desk, Willie 
took paper and pencil from his desk 
drawer and scribbled down his scattered 
thoughts. 

 
No. 1. Imogene is not Sadie. Who was the 

other cupcake in McGurk’s room? Was that Sadie? 
Who necked a corpse before or after he was shot? 
Is this a mess? 

No. 2. Without the pitcher of Sadie, I might as 
well close my case. Good thing I got a fee in 
advance. Poor McGurk, as he will not git a Navy 
medal for gittin’ killed without bein’ in action. It 
looks like all Kelly has to do is prove there wasn’t 
two dolls with the Merchant Marine and break 
down the blonde in the grill room and make her 
confess. I am not concerned no more. Case closed.  

 
It was not until late the next afternoon 

when Willie met Gertie Mudgett again. 
Gertie seemed ready to climb his frame 
once more and Willie had a time of 
lowering her blood pressure. 

“Let’s forget it, Gertie,” he said. “I 
was only kiddin’ in the night club. She 
was another fella’s wife—or was.”  

“Who you think you are kiddin’?” 
Gertrude Mudgett snapped. “I been 
lookin’ out fer my interests an’ I saw the 
dame hanging around outside your 
roomin’ house las’ night. I was on my way 
across the street to git her neck in my 
hands when she takes it on the lam. 
Awright, who was she?”  

Willie blinked and sat down on some 
steps. 

“Look, I don’t know nothin’ about no 
dame but you, Gertie. If somebody was 
outside my house she was waitin’ for 
somebody else. I don’t live here alone like 
a hermit.”  

“I never saw nobody who could lie like 
you an’ keep a straight face, Willie 
Klump. Awright, I’m warnin’ you. You 
keep messin’ around with that dark-haired 
doll an’ there’ll be one murder won’t 
stump even Satchelfoot Kelly. You tell her 
not to let me catch her near you unlest she 
wants to die before she sees how the war 
comes out.”  

“But Gertie,” Willie argued, “I am 
innercent. Why don’t you take a vacation 
as you mus’ be overdoin’ somewheres. I 
had a aunt oncet who saw people that 
wasn’t there.”  

“You cold-blooded philander, you!” 
Gertie bit out. “It is the las’ warnin’, 
Willie. Now you go away an’ don’t dare to 
walk with me or I’ll call a cop.”  

“I wisht I could get it,” Willie gulped 
as his lady love hiked off in a huff. 

 
ATE the next afternoon Willie Klump 
read that Imogene LaDue had been 

released and he went downtown to a 
tavern near the Gotham bastile, for he 
knew that Satchelfoot generally arrived at 
the oasis around five fifteen every 
evening. Sure enough Aloysius Kelly was 
there and Willie slid into a booth with him. 

“So she proved she was innercent, 
huh?” Willie said. “Why don’t you ever 
arrest the right citizen?” 

“That is all you know, Willie,” Kelly 
said, both indignantly and acidly. “No 
wonder you are no longer a boner fried 
detective with the real Police Force. 
Lettin’ that babe loose means we can 
watch the pals she goes with an’ if she 
buys a fur coat all of a sudden then 
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McGurk’s dough paid for it. We are givin’ 
her rope to hang herself.”  

“Hangin’ is illegal in this state an’ you 
know it,” Willie said. “Anyway she is not 
sap enough to spend ill-gotten gains until 
they stop bein’ hot.”  

“Willie,” Satchelfoot said, “do me a 
favor an’ think of an appointment you got 
somewhere even if you haven’t. I got 
things to think over an’ you could distract 
anybody.”  

“This case concerns me, as somebody 
killed off a case for me,” Willie pointed 
out. “McGurk was goin’ to pay me two an’ 
a half C’s almost, to find his wife—an’ 
come to think of it, he was a little spiffed 
when he hired me.”  

“Natch,” Kelly said. “Well, good-bye, 
Willie. . . .”  

It was almost twenty-four hours later, 
with William Klump sitting in his office, 
when a client entered. She was a very 
stylish doll with a long black bob and dark 
cheaters. She exuded an exquisite aroma at 
least fifteen clams an ounce and her short 
fur coat cost more than the price of a 
three-hour call to Manchuria. 

Willie Klump’s nerves fluttered and 
his tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. 

“Mr. Klump?” the doll asked. 
“I can’t be—but I must be,” Willie 

gulped. “Have a chair, ma’am.”  
“Thank you very much,” the doll said 

in a voice that would have tamed a lion 
with hives. “I—er—I wonder if you’d like 
to find a certain person.”  

“I am in the missin’ persons business, 
of course,” Willie said. “I was on the trail 
of one but the party interested is no longer, 
so I would be glad to take your case.”  

“You mean you found a missing 
person and then the person who hired you 
wouldn’t take—I mean, that doesn’t make 
sense, Mr. Klump.”  

“Oh, I didn’t find her,” Willie said. 
“But I would’ve. The Hawkeye . . . 

What?”  
The door banged open and Gertrude 

Mudgett really barged in. 
“So, that hussy does come here to see 

you, Willie Klump. Awright, sister, I been 
watchin’ you the las’ couple of days!”  

“Look, Gert. She is a client. I—she—”  
Gertie swung just as the glamorous gal 

got up from her chair. The Mudgett right 
duke caught Willie’s customer right on the 
button, and she sagged at her pretty knees 
for a second or two. Mostly by instinct 
alone she swung her handbag and it 
splatted against Gertie Mudgett’s cheek 
and sent her pirouetting across the office 
rug. 

“Stop!” Willie howled. “You are 
forgettin’ you are ladies.” 

Gertie recovered and swung again, 
caught Willie a buffet behind his ear and 
nearly knocked him out of the window 
which was fourteen stories above the 
pavement. Willie shook his head and 
finally got to a vertical position. Gertrude 
Mudgett was still a little cross-eyed. His 
client was gone. Willie thought it was a 
good idea to close up for the night himself 
while he was ambulatory. He grabbed for 
his hat, got a little dizzy, and sat down on 
the floor. 

Not until Willie was six blocks away 
did he feel something jabbing into his 
empennage. He got into a doorway, 
reached behind him and extricated the 
object that was causing him distress. 

William Klump looked at two white 
teeth with sharp prongs attached. 

“Why, it is a dentalture,” the private 
detective said. “Two little white teeth on 
it. Maybe Gert lost it when the chick 
connected with the reticule. I must call 
her, as these things run into hay. Well, I’ll 
wait until she cools off, though, as right 
now she is as dangerous as a Jap playin’ 
he has gone to his ancestry.” 
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WO days passed and Aloysius Kelly 
reported no further developments 

regarding Imogene LaDue’s guilt. Gertie 
Mudgett had not called Willie and he 
guessed she was skillfully planning his 
murder. Willie’s business was stagnant 
and he busied himself reading the late 
comic books and the newspapers. 

Pinchell’s column finally drew 
Willie’s attention; one paragraph shook 
the hookworm out of Willie for it went 
this way: 

 
Hoot Shaw is doing his own manicure with his 

teeth until the glamorous La Jarman has a gap 
filled in her million dollar smile. Underground 
reports that the Cococubana thrush bit too lustily 
into an inferior filet mignon and damaged a bit of 
crockery. . . La Jarman’s sub, Venay Brenuta, has 
promise and— 

 
“Oh, hum!” Willie sighed deeply and 

tossed the tabloid away. “Why, what am I 
doin’?” Willie yelped and got on his knees 
and pulled the journal out from under the 
water cooler. “Crockery? Why, I . . . for 
heaven’s sake!”  

William Klump went through the files 
and took out a sheet of paper. He read 
them over and over. Imogene was not 
Sadie, he had written. Somebody had to 
be. The dark-haired doll Gertie Mudgett 
had accused him of meeting . . . Willie 
perspired freely and sat in his chair and 
tried to concentrate. He remembered a part 
of his anatomy that had needed a little 
iodine. 

“W-why, it could be,” he gulped. “A 
murderer bit me. No dentalture fits two 
people perfect at the same time. Why, that 
evidence is as good as fingerprints. An’ I 
lost the pitcher of Sadie in the 
Cococubana. I—I wonder where I could 
git a permit to carry at least a bazooka.”  

William Klump kept writing things 
down. All of the notes added up gave out 
with a sum that wilted Willie in his second 
best blue serge. 

He told himself that he could not get 
past the doorman at the Cococubana 
without a disguise. Twenty minutes later, 
Willie was in a shop on Third Avenue that 
rented tuxedos. From there he went to a 
costume loft and paid a buck for a Latin 
Romeo’s mustache. 

Arriving at his rooming house, the 
private dick found that he had sixteen 
dollars in his pocket which would be 
sufficient for him to spend at least an hour 
in Hoot Shaw’s bistro. Willie wished he 
could have hired the services of two Iwo 
Jima veterans, but admitted nobody could 
have everything. 

The Cococubana was back to normal 
when William Klump sneaked past the 
doorman and hurriedly checked his coat 
and old felt hat. Once more he got a very 
undesirable table, but it was the least of his 
worries. He ordered a beer and pushed his 
dickey bosom back into place and wished 
he had tied it firmly to his belt buckle. 

Hoot Shaw’s night spot filled until it 
threatened to violate city ordinances. A 
waiter stopped and said: 

“Ain’t you been here before, pal?”  
“I beg your pardon!” Willie said icily. 

“Mister to you, garcong. I happen to be 
from Los Angeles an’ never saw this joint 
before. Another beer an’ where’s some 
canopies?” 

“Okay, pal,” the waiter said. 
Willie settled back, straightened his 

false lip fringe, pushed his shirt front back 
in and oozed worry moisture. He wished 
the show would go on. 

In due time, just as Willie was certain 
a waiter was beginning to remember, Fay 
Jarman came out and gave her clients a 
famous toothy smile. The applause was 
deafening. The M.C. welcomed La Jarman 
back and the band leader handed her a 
corsage of orchids that represented enough 
legal tender to finance a small Latin-
American revolution. 

T
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“She is engaged to that band leader, 
Kay Krupi, I hear,” a spiffy female patron 
said at the table next to where Willie sat. 

“Yeah? But it is in her contract she 
can’t marry nobody for—I know the fella 
who plays the tuba there,” a fat boy 
divulged. “What a gal!”  

“Hmph,” Willie said. “If they only 
knew!”  

La Jarman cleared her pipes and made 
with a torrid selection from a Broadway 
hit and Willie was no end relieved, by the 
lowering of the lights, as the big waiter 
had started ogling him again. William 
Klump picked up a flower vase that was 
on his table, slyly removed the artificial 
rose and dumped some water into his stale 
beer. Even more slyly Willie dropped the 
vase in his pocket. 

Fay Jarman put the clients in a panic 
when she came down to a ringside table 
and deliberately bent over a bald-headed 
reveler and put the imprint of her lips on 
his white shirt front. There was a hand for 
the customer when he yelled out: 

“Nobody’ll send this to no laundry 
ag’in. It’s goin’ in my scrap book, ha!”  

“Exhibit A,” Willie bit out. It was the 
zero hour. He got up and was about to 
walk across the dance floor when a heavy 
hand fell on his shoulder and nearly 
fractured his collar-bone. 

“I jus’ figgered you out, pal,” the 
waiter said, and gestured toward another 
husky character in evening wear, just as 
Willie conked him with the vase. 

“Quick!” Willie called out. 
“Somebody has fainted!” and walked to 
the coatroom, got his things and evacuated 
the Cococubana. The expose would have 
to wait. 

Willie waited in a dark hallway next 
door until the clients began to emerge. 
After the fat citizen fell into a swindle jeep 
with a giggling gal in mink and rode away, 
Willie went to the doorman. 

“Who is the big shot, huh?”  
“Big Tom Houlihan,” the doorman 

said, squinting at Willie closely. “He about 
runs the East Side. . . . Say, you are fam-” 

“Taxi,” Willie said, and hailed one. 
As he undressed, Willie felt very good 

about having been detained by the waiter. 
Jarman’s addicts might have murdered 
him if he had called for a showdown in the 
Cococubana. The thrush would keep until 
morning. The shirt would not go to the 
laundry. 

He had checked up on Fay Jarman. 
She lived in a snooty apartment hotel on 
West End Avenue. 

“I wonder should I call Satchelfoot,” 
Willie asked himself as he stretched out on 
his bed. “Why should I?”  

It was ten o’clock when Willie Klump 
pushed a button outside a door marked 7B 
in the nifty pueblo close to the Hudson. In 
a few moments, La Jarman, wrapped in a 
negligee featuring maribou, opened the 
door and peered out. Willie gave the door 
a shove and La Jarman nearly back-
pedaled into the next room. She tried to 
scream, but only a hoarse croak escaped 
her precious pipes. 

“It is no use to kick up no fuss!” Willie 
yelped. “Why did you knock off McGurk 
of the Merchant Marines, babe? Why was 
you followin’ me disguised as a brunette, 
huh?” 

“You’re crazy!” La Jarman squeaked. 
“I never saw you before in my whole life.” 

“The tooth will out,” Willie quipped. 
“When my sweety pie boffed you in my 
office, you lost that bridgework, Sadie.”  

The warbler’s eyes popped. Willie 
laughed. 

“An’ that was smart, kissin’ the victim 
so’s we would think two dames was with 
him. You put on different lipstick than you 
use, huh? No piece of dental crockery will 
fit two people as nice as if fits one. I only 
got to look fer a black transfiguration you 
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been wearin’. . . I lost your pitcher in the 
Cococubana an’ you must’ve got hold of it 
an’ figured McGurk an’ me had trailed 
you at last!” 

Willie knew he had hit a jackpot. He 
knew it for sure a few moments later when 
the songbird picked up from an end table a 
fur muff which contained a betsy. Willie 
ducked the first shot but the second one hit 
a silver watch his grandpa had given him 
and which weighed almost two pounds. 
Willie went over backward and lay still. 

“The fool—who’d think he had so 
many brains?” Willie heard the doll say. 
“How’ll I get rid of the corpse? I’ll say I 
was attacked. Sure. Mistaken identity.” 

La Jarman had nearly to walk on 
Willie to get to the phone. Willie got her 
by a neatly turned ankle and heaved, and 
in the next moment Willie and the glamour 
doll were putting on a bout that would 
have wowed twenty thousand people in 
the Garden. 

La Jarman nearly put Willie in shape 
for a course in Braille when she worked on 
his pan with her long, stained talons but he 
managed to assume the offensive and he 
picked up the doll’s head and banged it 
against the floor until La Jarman was as 
limp as garbage pail lettuce. 

When the doll shook the fog out of her 
noggin, she found herself trussed up with 
some cords off the portieres and Willie 
was sitting in a chair examining her toy 
cannon. 

“Yeah,” Willie said. “Lip prints are as 
good as finger smudges, babe. I’ll git Big 
Tom Houlihan’s stiff shirt you decorated 
an’ match it with the photograft of the 
print you left on McGurk’s face. The boys 
will check them with the microphotograft 
camera. An’ then, of course, I have got 
two pieces of bridge-work. Sorry I had to 
remove one whilst you was in a comma . . 
. No use, Sadie, as there is no perfect 
crime.”  

“You big ape!”  
“Tsk-tsk,” Willie said. “Imagine Gertie 

savin’ my life by tryin’ to kill you, Sadie. 
‘Why was you trailin’ me an’ why did you 
come to my office?”  

“To see how much you did know, you 
dumb cluck!” the doll screeched at Willie. 
“I couldn’t marry, accordin’ to my 
contract with Hoot Shaw, an’ here I was 
married an’ besides I was overboard for 
the band leader an’ if McGurk . . . When I 
got a look at that snapshot of me, I knew 
McGurk had hired you to find me. I had to 
knock him off. You’d got killed, too, if I 
found out you had even a hunch I was 
once Sadie O’Shay!” 

 
EOPLE were pounding on the door. 
They had been pounding and yelling 

for nearly five minutes. Willie got up and 
admitted the manager of the building, a 
big house dick, two cops and some paying 
guests who were armed with various 
weapons. 

“Grab that man!” the citizen with the 
carnation in his buttonhole yipped. “He’s a 
Jack the Ripper!”  

“Oh, stop,” Willie said. “I am in the 
detective business. I have here the doll 
who knocked off a Merchant Marine a few 
days ago an’ if you’ll just call Police 
Headquarters, they’ll thank you.”  

“We-we did,” the manager gulped. 
“You said?”  

“I didn’ say I’d caught my friend 
Flicker,” Willie sniffed. “Somebody git 
me some pencilillin or iodine, as I have 
been scratched an’ not by rose briars. I 
wouldn’t refuse blood plasma. An’ look 
what she done to my hairloom watch my 
gran’pa—”  

“You scum!” McGurk’s widow said to 
Willie. 

Satchelfoot Kelly used even worse 
language when he learned that William 
Klump had uncovered the unlawful 

P



POPULAR DETECTIVE 12

assassination of Lieutenant McGurk, U. S. 
Maritime Service. He gaped at the exhibits 
Willie had put on the D.A.’s desk, and 
looked as miserable as a G.I. who could 
not seem to find the foxhole he had dug 
during an air raid. 

“There’s more to come,” Willie 
pointed out. “Houlihan’s shirt. It will 
clinch the case against the dame. Keep 
hair dye away from her an’ she’ll turn dark 
like she was when McGurk wooed her.”  

“Say, Klump,” the D.A. said. “There is 
a vacancy in the Police Department.”  

“I always said he was,” the president 
of The Hawkeye Detective Agency said, 
looking at Satchelfoot. “But I am satisfied 
with things right now. Anyway how elst 
would the moron make a livin’?”  

“That is awful nice of you, Willie,” 
Aloysius Kelly choked out. “I’ll do better, 
D.A., oncet I git out of the slump.”  

“That I will like to see,” Willie said, 
enjoying the driver’s seat. “Well, I got an 
appointment with Gertie, my infinity. All’s 
I ask, D.A., is that you throw a little 
business my way for what I do for you, 
huh?”  

“You know, Kelly,” the D.A. said 
when Willie departed, “everythin’ he does 
can’t be lucky. Or can it?”  

“I wisht I could git the answer too,” 
Satchelfoot said. “Jus’ review this case 
now. The victim of the murder I tried to 
solve hired Willie to find his wife and he 
loses the pitcher of the victim’s wife in the 
Cococubana, where the victim’s desertin’ 
wife is workin’ as somebody else.”  

“No, Kelly,” the D.A. said. “I got 
enough for one day. Please go away. . . .”  

“Imagine, she was goin’ to kill you,” 
Gertie said to Willie in a tavern on Fifty-
First Street some time later. “If I hadn’ 
took a hand, she would.”  

“She come to kill me,” Willie 
supplemented. “It’s a vicious circle, ain’t 
it? I am awful dizzy runnin’ around in it. 
You got to learn t’ trust me more. I . . . No, 
not right here in front of everybody, Gert!”  

“So you are ashamed of me in public, 
huh?” Gertie yelped. “Now I’m lettin’ the 
world know we are engaged to be married 
an’ if they make any cracks, I’ll wreck this 
joint!”  

“Awright,” Willie sighed. “Go ahead 
an’ kiss me again an’ again. It is better 
than gittin’ a skull fracture.”  

“Now you are bein’ sensible,” Gertie 
Mudgett said. 

 


