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When Willie Klump plays chauffeur to a perambulator, it 
leads him onto the trail of some plenty tough babies! 

 
LOYSIUS “Satchelfoot” Kelly, so 
named because of the fact that 
either one of his shoes could serve 

as a lady’s overnight bag very nicely, 
stood near a defunct citizen in a vacant lot 
near the Bronx River Road and sniffed at 
the ozone of late afternoon. Never had 
Satchelfoot enjoyed a more delectable 

aroma at the scene of a crime.  
“He must of kept his hankies in a 

sachet bag,” a cop said. “But he is a very 
ugly-pussed gee to be so fastidious, 
Kelly.” 

“It is like finding a wolf wearin’ 
mascara,” Satchelfoot opined and was glad 
to see the morgue’s briefing expert arrive 
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in a jalopy. “But I ain’t so dumb I don’t 
smell a rat who got mixed up in that 
perfume racket. Name on his draft 
registration is Oglethorpe Gritz. I hope 
he’s been mugged.”  

The corpse man went over the 
deceased more than thoroughly. He 
announced that the loser had been sent on 
his way with a shiv which had slid 
between two ribs in the worst place 
possible. 

“Dumped from a car it looks like,” the 
medical examiner said. “No dirt on his 
shoes. The assassin apparently had no 
more use for the shiv and left it in the 
wound. Of course he wore gloves. Gettin’ 
smart not usin’ guns. It is the ballistics 
they are gittin’ afraid of nowadays. Been 
dead about twelve hours, because rigor 
mortis has set in.”  

The M.D. removed the liquidator and 
carefully wrapped it up in the corpse’s 
nose doily. Satchelfoot Kelly examined 
the murder knife closely. It had a bone 
handle and a blade about five inches long. 

“It didn’ come from no boy scout,” he 
deduced. “It is jus’ too small to have 
belonged to a Commando, too. I never saw 
one like it. What breaks. Tires is so 
smooth these days, they don’t leave treads 
so’s you can take a mirage.”  

“Moulage,” a cop corrected. 
Satchelfoot reddened. “Shut up!” he 

snapped. 
Kelly could not help but discover one 

clue. When the late Oglethorpe Gritz had 
made contact with the hard ground, a little 
bottle of perfume had smashed and had 
saturated part of his torso with its out-of-
this-world nose delight. 

“Sure, it is a sample of that stuff that 
has been drivin’ us nuts for weeks,” 
Satchelfoot yelped. “Kennel Number 
Seven. Eighty bucks an ounce it costs, 
when it ain’t cut. A hundred when it is.”  

“Chinnell,” a cop prompted. 

ATCHELFOOT scowled. “Like I 
said,” he snapped out tartly. “Oncet 

these punks cut booze. They make three 
bottles out of one with the help of cold tea 
or iodine. Now it is this sweet dew. So we 
got a lead but no clues with it. Hm-m-m-
m-m, you know somethin’, boys? I’m not 
so dumb I’d cut off a foot to spite a 
bunion, and although a certain zany I 
know gives me be nothin’ but cramps 
when I think of him, he is just lucky 
enough accidentally to solve this crime.”  

“Willie Klump?” a cop asked. “The 
crumb has not done bad at other times.”  

“Go over to that house, Mike, and call 
Willie,” Satchelfoot said. “Tell the 
operator to ring extra hard as Willie will 
most likely be sleeping. Tell him to hurry. 
This cadaver ain’t goin’ to stay in a state 
of preserve too long. Even the perfume 
won’t help if he don’t shake a leg.”  

William J. Klump, president of the 
Hawkeye Detective agency, was just 
making himself a fried egg on a hot plate 
when his phone rang. Willie grimaced 
with displeasure. 

Willie Klump certainly did not look 
like a detective. Cigars nauseated him, and 
the top of his pate had never been 
fashioned for his derby hat. His feet were 
not flat. Even though he did wear broad-
toed shoes. At the moment he was shod in 
two-toned sport kicks that curled up at the 
toes. His shiny blue serge suit was strictly 
cross-road cut. 

“Hello,” Willie said. “This is the 
Hawkeye Agency.”  

“That’s enough,” the cop said. “Say, 
Hockshaw. I’m callin’ for Satchelfoot 
Kelly.”  

“I hope what happened to him is not 
just trivial,” Willie said. “Have you 
notified his nearest of kin?”  

“Nothin’ happened to him,” the cop 
snapped. “We have got a murder, Willie. 
Kelly says it is about time we give you a 
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break and not just in an arm or leg. Come 
on down and help us find out who killed 
this Gritz, Willie.”  

“Why, I’d love to,” Willie said, all 
agog. “Who killed Hominy?”  

“Huh? Oh, yeah, ha-ha! Klump, you 
are a card. Well, hurry up. This won’t 
keep.”  

“So Satchelfoot is stuck again,” Willie 
said as he hurried with his fried egg. “He 
would not let me in on nothin’ ligit unless 
it was a dynamite factory on fire. I ought 
to garnish his pay.”  

Almost a hour later, Willie Klump 
looked at the corpse of Oglethorpe Gritz 
and chewed his fingernails. 

“Stabbed,” Willie said. “What with?”  
“A grapefruit, mental midget,” 

Satchelfoot said. “Don’t you see nothin’ 
atall?”  

“Somebody smells good,” Willie said. 
“The rye they serve up nowadays must be 
made out of wild flowers.”  

“The gee got a bottle of perfume 
busted on him,” Kelly snapped. “It is that 
what-you-call it Number Seven.”  

“Oh,” Willie said. “He was mixed up 
in that perfume business. How many 
quarts of that golden dew was hi-jacked?”  

“Only about a hundred grand worth,” 
Satchelfoot replied. “Awright, Willie, 
we’d like you to work with us on this case 
as the D.A. says we got to clean this racket 
up before the papers start ridin’ him into a 
warplant. So we are askin’ everybody, 
even you, to incorporate with us as part of 
the war effort.”  

“I’ll do my best,” Willie said. 
“Now I was afraid of that,” Kelly 

sniffed. “Just do your worst like always 
and you’ll solve everythin’.” 

“You are as unfunny as a German 
prison camp,” Willie countered. “Maybe I 
could see the knife, huh?” 

“Here,” a cop said. “Don’t put no 
prints on it. Don’t spit on it and try to wipe 

it off, either.”  
William Klump examined the weapon. 

Absent-mindedly he dropped it in his 
pocket. Satchelfoot grabbed him.  

“You don’t get away with that one, 
Willie. You think we’re stupid?” 

“I won’t say it,” Willie said. “Don’t 
tempt me like that. Up to now, this is a 
perfect crime. If it was up to you, Kelly, it 
would stay that way. You have got a 
corpse who broke his bottle of hot honey 
dew. If he ain’t got no prints on file, what 
is it to you? Of course he wore gloves. 
You don’t know what the auto that 
dumped him here looks like. No wonder 
you appealed to me for help, Satchelfoot. 
If you had no teeth and somebody gave 
you a box of peanut brittle, you would call 
up Willie and tell him you had a present 
for him, wouldn’t you?” 

 
ROANING, Satchelfoot mopped his 
brow. 

“Now what the devil has peanut brittle 
got to do with this?” he asked. “We all 
make mistakes, boys. But you’ll see, he’ll 
trip over the murderer while looking for 
his old Sunday school attendance pin. I 
ain’t leavin’ out an angle on this one.” 

“You better have the stiff removed, 
Kelly,” Willie advised. “This is not 
January. I’ll reconstruct this case in my 
mind and let you know if I get an idea.” 

“Kelly, you must be crocked,” a cop 
said. 

Willie took leave of the men from 
Headquarters and reached his office when 
it was really time for him to be leaving it. 
He found that he had forgotten to turn off 
the juice that fed the hot plate and the heat 
from it was beginning to burn the varnish 
off the side of his desk. 

“Oh, gosh,” Willie gulped. “What a 
bill I’ll get this month.” 

He sat down and put his feet up on the 
desk and began to think about the perfume 
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racket that had been driving the John Laws 
to distraction and beyond for weeks and 
weeks. It seemed that some unpatriotic 
citizens had intercepted a shipment of 
Chinnell Number Seven on its way to a 
Fifth Avenue department store’s 
warehouse and the stuff was more 
precious than the contents of Fort Knox. 
Lately, the exquisite aroma of the rare 
blossom squeezings had been sniffed in 
many places around town and it was more 
than rumored that the hot delightful dew 
was being peddled by black marketeers. 
The cops had picked up a doll who had 
been in possession of a little bottle of the 
perfume and they had taken it to a perfume 
expert who was very sure the Chinnell 
Number Seven was not at full strength. 

“Cuttin’ the stuff,” Willie mused. 
“What they won’t think of next—er—what 
is the smell? Did I catch it from the 
corpse? Why, oh! I forgot to turn off that 
hot plate ag’in. I wish I didn’t forget so 
easy. That reminds me, I forgot to call 
Gertie an’ she said she had some news for 
me.” Willie picked up the phone and 
dialed a number. “Hello, Gert,” he said, a 
few minutes later. “I was so busy—I—that 
is—” 

“If they had television on these 
phones, I would punch you right in the 
eye,” Gertie Mudgett snapped. “But I 
don’t feel like fightin’ today, Willie, as I 
have a surprise. We will eat in the same 
place, huh? About a half hour?”  

“I’ll be there,” Willie said. “I bet you 
up and joined the Wacs, huh?”  

“Don’t be silly,” Gertie said. “And 
don’t try to grill me, Willie Klump. G’by.”  

“That was silly,” Willie admitted. “If 
she joined anythin’ it would be the Spars. 
When I marry her, it’ll be like I’ve hired 
out as a sparrin’ partner for Joe Looie. 
What is burnin’? Oh, Godfrey, I forgot 
again. The telephone book is on fire. The 
whole side of the desk.”  

This time Willie Klump turned off the 
hot plate, locked his office and went to 
meet his pinup. Gertie Mudgett made 
William squirm until after the main dish, 
meat loaf du jour. 

“Now I’ll tell you, Willie,” she said. “I 
have quit my job.”  

Willie choked on the entree. Outside 
somebody yelled, “Whoa-a-a-a!” as he 
stopped an ice wagon. Gertie Mudgett had 
to slam Willie on the back with her 
reticule. 

“The—that was horse meat and that 
proved it,” Willie griped, his round face 
gradually changing from an egg-plant 
purple to somewhere near its normal color. 
“I want the manager right away.”  

“I wouldn’t mind havin’ him myself, 
Willie,” Gertie snickered. “If that is him 
wearin’ the carnation. Oh, horse meat 
won’t kill you, Willie. We got to make 
sacrifices.”  

“Quit your job, huh? But we got to 
have money. After all, you know you ain’t 
no heiress.”  

“I got a new job,” Gertie said, and 
Willie waved the manager away. “Why 
didn’t I think of it before, huh? With so 
many women workin’ in war plants and 
things, I says to myself why not open a 
day nursery and charge so much a day to 
take care of the poor li’l kids.” 

“A baby garage, huh?” Willie said. 
“Not bad, Gertie. Storage and refuelin’. 
Washin’ and polishin’, ha! How much a 
sprout, Gert?” 

 
ERTIE didn’t like that at all. 

Willi
“I wish you’d stop bein’ so crude, 

e Klump,” she snapped. “If you are a 
man who is cruel to children and jokes 
over them, then I am glad I found out in 
time. You forget you was one oncet—not 
that everybody shouldn’t of, even your 
mother. I do not know of nothin’ lower 
than anybody who would beat up kids.”  
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“I only said—”  
“I ain’t deef. I know what you said. 

Satchelfoot Kelly loves children.”  
“Awright,” Willie shoved in edgewise. 

“Go ahead an’ marry the fathead. I only 
said—”  

“So I’m gettin’ the old heave-ho, am 
I?” Gertie Mudgett screeched. “Any 
excuse to get rid of me you jump for, don’t 
you? Well, I can take a hint. Nobody has 
to hit me with an axe. Here I give up the 
best years of my life to a jilt.”  

“Look, let’s start over,” Willie argued 
frantically. “I only said—”  

The citizen wearing the carnation 
tapped Willie on a padded shoulder. 
“Look, chum, we can’t have this, you 
know. Git her out of here.”  

“You and how many marines from 
Okinawa?” Gertie inquired. “If that cluck I 
am with just dasts to get out of his chair, 
I’ll slap him with a blue plate. I’ll leave 
like a lady should and I’ll never patternize 
this dump again.”  

“Wait, Gertie!” Willie cried. “I only 
said—”  

“I hope that horse you et died from 
arsenic of lead,” Gertie yelled. Then she 
stamped out. 

“And you wasn’t drafted,” the head 
waiter said to Willie. “Pal, you sure got an 
awful break.”  

“Nobody ast you,” Willie flared up. 
“You should serve a piece of harness with 
that meat loaf and stop foolin’ people.”  

Willie paid the tariff begrudgingly, and 
made his own exit. 

When he reached his hall room, Willie 
cleaned out the pockets of his b1ue serge 
preparatory to pressing it with an electric 
iron. In the pocket of his coat he found a 
string of licorice he had forgotten and was 
about to sink his teeth in it when he 
noticed something sticking to the stuff. 

“That’s funny,” Willie muttered. “I 
could swear they was fish scales but I ain’t 

been fishin’. They look like ‘em. They are 
fish scales. And off a big fish like a red 
snapper. Two of ‘em. Now I got to think.”  

Willie wrote down his thoughts as they 
occurred as once fugitives from their cells 
they were as elusive as eels swimming in 
quicksilver. 

“No, one,” he muttered, as his pencil 
scraped along. “Fish scales are scraped off 
at the fish market or wherever fish has to 
be cooked. It takes a good sharp knife. I 
got it! The knife I dropped into my pocket. 
The knife was stickin’ in Oglethorpe Gritz. 
The scales fell inside where the blade goes 
and fell loose when they got dried up 
enough. Oh, I got to call Satchelfoot fast.”  

Willie went downstairs to the pay 
phone. After dialing four numbers he 
finally located Satchelfoot in a tavern on 
East Fiftieth Street. 

“Kelly,” he said very excitedly. “I got 
a clue and it sounds fishy but it ain’t. That 
knife was used by somebody who worked 
around fish. You take it from there.” 

“Huh?”  
“I found two big dried fish scales in 

my pocket and I ain’t been fishin’ for six 
years,” Willie said. “Did you ever hear of 
a crazier clue?”  

“Not even from you,” Satchelfoot 
yelped. “Now hang up and don’t bother 
me no more. You try and rib me oncet 
more and I’ll come up there and leave 
some knuckles in your teeth.” 

“All right for you,” Willie said in a 
very hurt voice. “But a good cop don’t 
pass up the itty bittiest clue. I’m quittin’ 
the case.” 

“Oh, Willie! Won’t you reconsider? 
We are desperate. Ha!” Satchelfoot hung 
up. 

It was late the next afternoon when 
Kelly walked into the Hawkeye Detective 
Agency. Satchelfoot’s grin was a yard 
wide. 

“I knew it,” he said. “I guess I ain’t 
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smart. You sure thought I wasn’t takin’ 
your tip serious, Willie, didn’t you? Well, 
we got a citizen for the murder of Gritz 
and he’ll never get no jury to believe we 
made a mistake. You remember a punk 
named Fins Feeney?” 

“Sounds familiar,” Willie said. “I 
forget so many people. Fins Feeney, huh?”  

“He was jugged for dealin’ in black 
market fish and lobsters,” Kelly said. 
“Imagine Fins graduating from the smell 
of a fish market to the aroma of Kennel 
Number Seven. It is quite a difference in 
perfumes. Well, we nailed Fins and it 
looks like you provided the scales for 
justice, Willie. Was that bad?” 

 
ILLIE KLUMP was interested, 
now. “Tell me more,” he said. 

“We found Fins Feeney’s jalopy in a 
garage a block from where he lived. There 
was a knife just like the one we got out of 
Gritz, along with some other stuff in the 
baggage compartment. All good carpenters 
and butchers have two hammers and two 
knives. Fins admits he knew Oglethorpe 
Gritz but won’t confess. He can’t alibi, 
though. His jalopy has four tires smoother 
than a book salesman’s line. We grabbed a 
redhead with Fins who got scairt out of her 
two-way stretch when we called Fins the 
slayer. She began singin’ about Gritz and 
admitted Fins stole her from the deceased. 
What’s more, Fins has a bottle of stuff in 
his pocket and what do you think? It was a 
bottle of lemon oil he got from a drugstore 
and it is what the crooks are usin’, I bet, to 
cut the perfume.” 

“Why it sounds like a radio program,” 
Willie said. “Are you sure, Satchelfoot?” 

“Why can’t the punk give an alibi?” 
Kelly sniffed. 

“You still can’t find out how the 
crooks are peddlin’ the nose enjoyer,” 
Willie pointed out. “Wasn’t Fins Feeney 
picked up on the street one night a month 

ago and took to Bellevue for a noggin test? 
Seems he was slugged with a billy stick 
one night he was trying to climb a cop’s 
frame.”  

“Why that rat!” Kelly said. “I get it. 
Fins will try and prove he didn’t remember 
where he was and beat the rap. Usin’ that 
magnesia gag. I’ll tip the D.A. off. 
Thanks, Willie. We’ll beat him to the 
punch.”  

“I hope I’ll get a mention in the 
newspapers, Satchelfoot.”  

“I’ll try and think of it, Willie. I knew 
you would do somethin’ accidental. I got 
to run.”  

Willie mulled things over. It seemed 
possible that Satchelfoot had nailed an 
assassin who might turn out to be the one 
to upset the whole perfume racket. The 
mate to the shiv found protruding from 
Gritz’s ribs had been in Fins Feeney’s car. 
Fins had matriculated at the Fulton fish 
market. Fins owned a car with no-tread 
shoes. Well, Satchelfoot had to hit 
something on the nose once in his life. 
Stranger things than sending a killer to the 
state rotisserie with a pair of fish scales 
had happened to Willie. 

“Far as I’m concerned, the case hasn’t 
nothin’ to do with me,” Willie said 
ruefully. “I could solve it just as easy if I 
was sittin’ on a Alp in Swissland. I wonder 
if Gertie is still sore at me.”  

Willie had no sooner asked himself the 
question when the phone rang. 

“Hawkeye Detective Agency,” he 
called into the phone. “Shadowin’ done. 
Skip tracin’ and missin’ persons a 
specialty.”  

“Oh, stop that, Willie.” It was Gertie 
Mudgett. “I am sorry about what 
happened, but you got to show me you are 
not a philander. If you wish to make up, 
hurry over here right away.”  

“Huh?”  
“You heard me, Willie. I have eight 
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babies I am takin’ care of and one is—you 
come over quick!” 

Willie promptly hurried to Gertie’s 
rooming house. He found she had hired an 
extra room from her landlady and had 
furnished it with cribs and a playpen. She 
even had a sandbox. One of the little 
sprouts was exercising his pipes and 
would not be quieted. 

“Ain’t they cute, Willie?” she said. “I 
get a dollar a day for each one, besides 
their board. This one who is actin’ up is 
li’l Horace. He is a twin to Herman who is 
chewin’ on the bacon rind in the sandbox.” 

“How do you tell ‘em apart, Gert?” 
“I put my finger in Herman’s mouth,” 

Gertie said. “If he bites me I know it is 
Horace. Now, Willie, you got to take 
Horace out in his go-cart as that is what he 
wants. Could I leave the others all alone? 
A course not. That blue buggy in the hall 
is one I bought yesterday. Now, you get 
goin’, Willie, as you might as well learn 
now how to take care of children.”  

Willie looked distressed. 
“Look, Gert, anythin’ but this. 

S’posin’ he wants his bottle and I ain’t 
near a tavern? I mean I don’t want to be a 
father yet. Everybody’ll laugh at me!”  

“That should be a surprise?” Gertie 
countered acidly. “Here, he is all wrapped 
up. You do like I ask you or you will be 
sorry, Willie Klump. You see Horace 
don’t fall out and you ride him until he 
goes to sleep.” 

“Me, a detective!” Willie gripped. “I’ll 
lose face in the profession.”  

“Would that be bad? You could use a 
good one. I’ll give you just five minutes to 
make up your mind.” 

 
HREE minutes later, Willie Klump 
was pushing a baby carriage west 

along East Sixty-Fourth Street. Horace 
was still yelling himself into laryngitis. 
Once when Willie leaned over him to quiet 

him, the year-old whanged the detective 
with his bottle. Fighting down an urge to 
commit infanticide, Willie began talking 
goo-goo to the sprout. Four females 
gathered about to chuck the baby under the 
chin and to glare at Willie. 

“I bet you slapped him,” one of them 
said. “You should be ashamed. No baby 
cries like that naturally.” 

“Now, look,” Willie bridled. “I can 
stand just so much, you cacklin’ hens. The 
kid is scairt to death as none of you are 
Grables. This is a fine thing! Come on, 
Horace. We’ll lam outa here.” 

“I bet he kidnaped him,” a woman 
sniffed. “A baby as pretty as that couldn’t 
have a father like him.” 

“It’s awful!” Willie groaned and 
pushed the baby carriage up to a cigar 
store where several citizens were lining up 
for cigarettes. Willie felt like some gum 
and hurried inside. Five minutes later he 
emerged and began pushing the go-cart 
down the street. Five blocks away, the 
baby set up a terrific howl and Willie 
quickly stopped and looked things over. 

“Somethin’ is wrong,” Willie said. “I 
could of swore Horace had a blue bonnet. 
This one has a pink one on. This blanket is 
pink. Let’s see. Pink is for girls. . . There 
now, stop yelpin’, that’s a good li’l 
feller—I mean girl . . . What am I sayin’? 
Why, I bet a pin is sticking in you 
somewhere’s and you just wait until Uncle 
Willie gets the mean old thing, huh? Let 
me see where it is, now.” 

Willie lifted the baby out with one arm 
and examined its apparel for signs of an 
open safety pin but found nothing amiss. 
When he started rearranging the blankets, 
his knees suddenly turned to junket. From 
some distance away came disturbing 
sounds. The shrill voice of a distracted 
mother knifed through traffic sounds. 

“G-got the wrong buggy,” Willie 
yipped. “This ain’t Horace. I’ll get killed if 
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I don’t return the kid. I got t’ act quick!” 
He deposited the little sprout as gently as 
he had time for, pulled the blankets up and 
then began wheeling west once more. A 
block away he met four cops, a dozen 
outraged citizens and a thin blonde doll 
who immediately tried to tear Willie limb 
from limb. 

“Get her off,” Willie howled. “It was 
just a switch in buggies. They both look 
alike, and I got an awful memory. Ha-a-
alp! I didn’t do nothin’. Let me explain!”  

The blonde handed Willie a terrific 
buffet on the noggin before the cops 
rescued him. Citizens helped pick up the 
contents of the reticule while the 
gendarmes calmed the blonde down. 

“It was a natural mistake,” Willie 
explained. “I never was a father before and 
it is the first time I met Horace. I mean, 
where is Horace?”  

“A cop has the other baby buggy,” a 
bystander said. “Brother, you got into a 
mess, huh?”  

“Yeah,” Willie said. “I guess it ain’t 
the first one. Well, hand me my ration 
book. I keep losin’ it. It is in the gutter 
there.”  

A few minutes later, Willie retrieved 
Horace who was smiling quite happily. 

“You already are takin’ after Gertie, 
ain’t you?” Willie snapped. “When there is 
a brawl she is quite content. Well, I am 
gettin’ you back to that joint faster’n you 
ever went in your life. Hang on, pal, 
especially when I make the corners.”  

Horace was chuckling and cooing 
when Willie handed him over to Gertie. 
Gertie kissed Willie. “Oh, I was wrong 
about you, Sugar, all the time,” she said. 
“You are a natural with babies, Willie. I 
am so happy.”  

“I can’t stop,” Willie said. “I—I—I 
have wasted too much time from business 
already. Stop that sprout from climbin’ up 
my leg, Gert. Peel him off. I’m sure glad 

he is only gummin’ me. There is another 
babe I must hunt up.” 

“You look and act funny, Willie,” 
Gertie said. “I got some paregoric here 
which might help you.” 

“It’s because I got to be a papa today, 
Gertie. That’s all. You don’t know what it 
did for me and what it might do to me yet. 
I’ll explain some other time. G’by.” 

Willie looked as if he had battled with 
malaria for at least six weeks when he got 
to his room. Then it suddenly occurred to 
him that he had let a very dishonest 
character slip through his fingers. 

 
ILLIE groaned and reached into his 
pocket for some aspirin. He took 

out a ration book loaded with blue points 
and suddenly wondered why, because 
there already was one reposing on his 
dresser. 

“Huh,” he gulped. “It must of 
belonged to the babe. When she lammed 
me with the handbag, she dropped the 
book. Her name is right here in it. Electra 
Duval. Oh, do I feel sorry for Satchelfoot 
Kelly.” Here is her address too. Apartment 
Seven-F, Folyer Arms, West Eighty-Ninth 
Street.” Willie mopped his brow. “It is a 
good thing I do light house-keepin’ here 
and at my office. Then again, if I hadn’t 
applied for a ration book, this mixup 
couldn’t have happened.”  

The president of the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency made his plans. He 
wrote them in a notebook, telling himself 
that there was no use in just clipping off 
the tentacles of an octopus if you couldn’ 
get a good clout at the beast’s noggin. He 
also admitted that if it had not been for 
Gertie Mudgett going into a new 
enterprise, William Klump would not have 
found himself ready for a cut in a very 
sensational expose. 

“Looks like everythin’ is put on the 
earth for a good reason,” he concluded. 
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“Even Gertie.”  
Willie slept fitfully that night. He was 

on his way to the office in the morning 
when he crossed Satchelfoot Kelly’s path. 

“Good mornin’, Willie,” Kelly said not 
too warmly. “You seen a client lately? 
Even a Spanish-American War vet who 
asked you to pick up a cent for him?” 

“That wasn’t funny, Satchelfoot. You 
got Fins Feeney to confess?”  

“He thinks he’s smarter’n us cops,” 
Kelly snapped. “He’s goin’ to prove, he 
says, he has had relapses of memory since 
the time the cop boffed him. He keeps 
insistin’ he goes from one to three days at 
a time not knowin’ who he is and where he 
was and what he done. Even if he knocked 
off Gritz, he figgers that is a defense we 
can’t get through. But we’ll get a couple of 
pate probers who are tops and knock his 
case right into the Hudson.” 

“I wish you much luck,” Willie said. 
It was that afternoon at three o’clock 

that Willie went up to West Eighty-Ninth 
St. with a ration book and knocked on the 
door of an apartment marked 7-F. The 
blonde opened the door a crack and peered 
out at the private detective. First her eyes 
resembled a startled puma’s and Willie felt 
the urge to run. When they dropped to 
what Willie clutched in his fist, they 
quickly changed expression to eagerness.  

“Oh, it is you,” she said. “Come on in. 
“I hope you don’t mind my costume.”  

Willie did not mind at all and just 
prevented himself from asking what 
costume the blonde was referring to in the 
nick of time. She wore a housecoat that 
appeared to have been put on with an 
airbrush. Her toenails were painted a very 
lurid shade of purplish-red. The paint 
matched the stuff that was on her lips. 

“I am sure sorry what happened 
yesterday aft,” Willie said, tingling all 
over. “I didn’t have no exterior motives as 
the go-cart looked like yourn. Say, you 

dropped this.”  
“Oh, I am so thankful, Mr.—”  
“Klump!”  
“Oh, there goes that man in the 

apartment upstairs dropping his shoes 
again. Now, what did you say your name 
was?”  

Willie shook his head. “No, that was 
me. I said my name was Klump.”  

“I was just makin’ some drinks,” 
Electra Duval said. “Would you care for a 
snifter?” 

“Why-er-I am not a drinkin’ man 
outside of a beer or two. So I will get 
along. Kind of warm in here, ain’t it?”  

There was a smell in the place that 
made Willie dizzy and caused his spine to 
jell. Certain curves the like of which he 
had never seen at the stadium contributed 
much to his whooziness. “I—I’ll be goin’, 
Miss. I don’t see the other—babe. The li’l 
one you was pushin’?” 

“My maid has taken her out today,” 
Electra said. “Thanks again, pal.”  

“Good afternoon,” Willie said. 
He hurried out of the apartment 

building, walked up to Ninetieth Street, 
cut back and took a seat in a small tavern 
across from the Folyer Arms Apartments. 
Willie toyed with three beers up to six 
o’clock. He was incurring much 
displeasure on the part of the proprietor of 
the bistro when Electra Duval emerged 
from the apartment house, draped on the 
arm of a very beefy character. 

Both got into a smart looking jalopy 
and drove away. 

“That gee looked familiar,” Willie 
muttered. 

 
UT the barman still wasn’t feeling 
any friendlier. 

“You won’t, froghead, if you don’t 
spend a little more dough here,” the tough 
boy told Klump, and Willie hurried out. 
He ankled across the street and went into 

B
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the Folyer Arms and inquired as to the 
identity of Electra Duval’s torch. 

“You mean Big John Pesky who just 
went out with the blonde?” an elderly 
clerk said. “Yeah. He’s rollin’ in dough on 
account of the war I guess. It is a crime us 
white collar men has got to slave for our 
rocks.”  

“It is an outrage, ain’t it?” Willie 
remarked and left the place, his legs 
misbehaving. “Big John” Pesky! Rumors 
downtown had it that Big John was the 
slickest crook operating along the Atlantic 
seaboard. Big John was so smart he had 
never been invited downtown to answer 
even one little bitty question by the D.A. 
The cops were sure Pesky had run a gamut 
of crime from snitching apples to cold-
blooded assassination but had no more on 
him than there were peaches on a pecan 
tree. Big John owned seven hot spots and a 
couple of politicians. 

Willie walked south, a little uncertain. 
He happened to pass a second-hand store 
on Third Avenue an hour later and 
wondered if he could buy a roscoe, even 
one that would not shoot. Something 
different however, caught his eye and he 
walked into the odds and ends emporium 
and inquired about the grenade that was 
displayed in the window alongside a 
German helmet and a bayonet two feet 
long. 

“It’s dead as a mackerel,” the 
proprietor assured Willie after producing 
the grenade. “Bought it off a G.I. for a 
buck. I’ll sell it for three.”  

“No ceiling on weapons?” Willie 
asked. “It is robbery.” 

“Who ast you to take it, truffle-ears?”  
“Here is the three bucks,” Willie said. 
He left the store with the hand grenade 

in his pocket and felt much better when he 
entered a drug-store to look up an address. 
He dialed four numbers before he finally 
got a lead to Big John’s boudoir. 

“Most generally you can find Mr. 
Pesky in his apartment over the Purple 
Heartbeat on East Forty-Sixth,” a rough 
voice said to Willie. “Who’s callin’?”  

“Guess who,” Willie said, and hung 
up. 

Willie soon found out that Pesky’s 
bistro tagged The Purple Heartbeat was in 
the basement of a very high apartment 
hotel and he also noticed that there were 
several baby carriages just inside the lobby 
of the pueblo. 

“Might mean nothin’,” Willie 
muttered. “War brides have got to live 
somewheres, even if they have babies. It is 
a good thing some landlords allow people 
to have them.” He paused near one 
carriage and lifted a pink blanket. “Blue 
go-cart,” Willie said. “Seems familiar.”  

He picked something up gingerly and 
saw that it was a doll’s hankie. The initials 
E. D. were embroidered in one corner. 

“It is a cinch Elsie Dinsmore didn’t 
drop it,” Willie said. 

“Okay, pal,” a voice said. Willie 
swiveled and looked into a pair of greenish 
eyes. “Lookin’ for more blue points?”  

“Why, no,” Willie choked out. 
Electra Duval prodded Willie with a 

little fur muff and inside the muff was a 
gun. 

“Let’s go up and see a friend of mine, 
Buster,” she said in clipped tones. “So you 
wasn’t as dumb as you looked. I’d never 
have believed it.”  

“It is why I’m successful as a 
detective.”  

“Well, well. Come on, start walkin’, 
copper. One move I don’t like and you’ll 
leave this joint in three baby carriages. I 
think you know what I mean!”  

“Yeah,” Willie said. 
A few minutes later he entered an 

apartment and Electra Duval introduced 
him to Big John Pesky. Big John had a 
mean beefy face and two little eyes set too 
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close together. On the table in front of Big 
John were a dozen little bottles that looked 
sickeningly familiar to Willie Klump. 

“He was friskin’ a brat buggy,” the 
doll said as cold as the stratosphere. “He’s 
the punk I told you about, boss.”  

“Ah-h, rats!” Big John said. “Now we 
got to get rid of another body.”  

“I could walk right out,” Willie said. “I 
could save you the trouble.”  

“He’s wise,” Electra snapped. 
“Call Eggsy and Blades in here,” Big 

John said. 
Blades! Willie’s gastronomic assembly 

curled up into a big knot. 
“You frisk him, Babe?” Pesky snarled. 
“Sure. He’s only a private dick. No 

roscoe.” 
 
GGSY and Blades came in from the 
next room. They smelled out of 

Willie’s world. Willie knew the stuff was 
being cut in there. He also was certain that 
Eggsy had never served anywhere as an 
altar boy. He looked like the worst 
character out of the Dick Tracy comics. 
Blades was a husky gee. He was pairing 
his nails with a shiv and Willie buckled at 
the knees. 

“Get rid of this mug, boys,” Big John 
said. “Same as usual. No shootin’, 
understand? Take him out and call me 
back in a half hour.”  

“Okay,” Eggsy said. “Let’s go 
copper.”  

Willie Klump was indignant. He took 
the grenade from his pocket and held it up 
toward the ceiling. “Oh, yeah? Well, you 
should hire smarter perfume peddlers, 
Pesky. I guess she thought I was just 
carryin’ a alligator pear or somethin’, huh? 
I will blow you all to smithereens.”  

Big John Pesky laughed. “It’s a dud, 
boys. No pin in it. Some G.I. he knows 
brought him a souvenir. They never let 
them things in if they’re dangerous. He’s 

tryin’ to pull a fast one. Awright, take him 
out.” 

Blades took a small whetstone out of 
his vest pocket, spat on it, and began 
putting more edge on the shiv. Willie 
Klump, beads of sweat rolling off him and 
making little splatting sounds as they hit 
the floor, knew he had nothing to lose by 
trying to conk Big John with the grenade 
before he was erased. 

He let it go and Big John ducked. 
Bo-o-o-o-o-o-om! 
Willie left the floor. Two great planks 

hit him on either side of his head before he 
hit the ceiling. He had the sensation of 
flying through a pea soup fog. Willie kept 
yelling for the pilot to get things fixed 
before they all cracked up. 

“Get on the beam,” Willie heard a 
voice saying. It sounded like his own. 
“Where did you learn to fly? In a haybarn? 
Well, I’m hittin’ the silk. Ge-e-e-ronimo-
o-o-o-o!” 

Willie started dropping and he 
wondered if he shouldn’t have tried for 
Mars instead of the world he had left. 
Finally he hit and a great rush of sound 
struck him full in the face. A lot of plaster 
from the ceiling followed and he took 
some of it in. There were voices. 

“Stretcher bearer!” Willie called out. 
Then he began to see again. A shapely 

gam protruded from a heap of rubble. Big 
John’s head appeared when a big chunk of 
stucco shifted and Willie instinctively 
tapped it with a piece of timber. 

“What you doin’, hittin’ an injured 
man?” somebody protested. Willie was 
dragged to his feet. 

“I didn’t know it was loaded,” Willie 
gurgled. “Perfume everywhere! Smell it? 
This is Big John Pesky and his pals who 
cut rare perfume here and had it peddled to 
clients via baby buggies pushed by swell 
dames. Look for a knife, boys, and give 
me a acedative.” 

E 
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William Klump was the only survivor 
of the blast who was able to leave under 
his own power. Big John and Electra and 
Eggsy and Blades had to stop at the 
hospital en route to the D.A.’s office. Big 
John, told that he could not live until 
sunrise, called for a padre and then 
confessed to every unlawful deed he had 
committed as far back as his romper days. 
Twelve hours later, every crook mixed up 
with the perfume racket were in the 
hoosegow.  

“Imagine it,” Willie said. “You should 
never play with even a jelly bean pistol as 
it is not safe. I’d stop chewin’ the barrel of 
that Betsy if I was you, Satchelfoot, even 
if you are so disappointed in things. Ha, I 
meet a babe pushin’ a baby tumbril, and 
we get the buggies mixed up. I look to see 
if a pin is jabbing the sprout, and there is a 
lot of that stuff Kelly calls Kennel Number 
Seven. I almost lost track of the babe but 
her blue points saved me. Like Pesky said, 
Blades snitched one of Fins Feeney’s old 
fish trimmers to rub out Gritz who was 

threatenin’ to quit the racket. You was 
almost right this time, Satchelfoot, as Fins 
was mixed up with Big John and the rest 
of the cutups.”  

“I’d just go on home, if I were you, 
Kelly,” the D.A. said. “You stay there 
until you are yourself again.”  

“Will that help?” Willie scoffed. “He 
tried to work on too small a scale, Mr. 
D.A. He ought to have knowed help from 
me looked fishy. Well, I must go and call 
Gertie. I got a bottle of perfume for her 
and it ain’t cut. Br-r-r-r! To think how near 
I was to gettin’ cut, too. Tell them where 
to send me my fee, D.A. Good evenin’.”  

The D.A. tried to light a cigar when 
Willie had gone. He finally found out he 
had his fountain pen in his mouth. He 
looked at Satchelfoot Kelly who had a 
match in his mouth and was trying to 
scratch a cigarette against the top of a 
desk. 

“Let’s go over to Mike’s place, Kelly,” 
the D.A. said. “We both need it.” 

 


