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Stuck With the Evidence 
By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
When it’s the finale for Ferdinand Fingly, Willie Klump makes 
progress in his investigation - by backing into the solution! 

 
LOYSIUS “Satchelfoot” Kelly 
came into the office of the 
Hawkeye Detective Agency, Inc., 

one afternoon with his crying towel. 
Satchelfoot looked as fed up with the world 
as the dove of peace and Willie Klump 
knew the flatfoot had to be very low in 
spirits indeed to come to him for comfort. 

“You could of saved a nickel subway 
fare by goin’ to a dictionary, Satchelfoot,” 
Willie needled. “As far as you are 

concerned, sympathy is just a word with 
me. It is because that pretty matron was 
sprung by the grand jury, ain’t it? For oncet 
it looked like you had picked up a 
candidate for the sizzle sofa and was 
already countin’ the volts. Then blooey as 
of usual.” 

“I’ll throwaway my badge,” Kelly 
griped. “That tomater was as guilty as a fox 
with chicken feathers in its teeth, and she 
beat the true bill by buyin’ a false alibi.”  
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Willie poked at his right ear. “Begin 
ag’in, Satchelfoot. Come up a little slower, 
huh?”  

“Awright, let’s start where they found 
the body of her husband,” Satchelfoot 
growled. “He has been shot by a thirty-
eight caliber slug and nobody is around 
sittin’ up with him when the cops git there. 
We grill the elevator man at the apartment 
house and he says he didn’t remember 
seein’ Mrs. Ferdinand Fingly durin’ the 
time when the rubout could of been 
committed. Anyways the Fingly flat was on 
the third floor and some citizens walked up 
or down. He did remember seein’ a dame 
wearin’ a heavy veil and a coat he never 
saw on Mrs. Fingly.”  

“So far everythin’ is very clear,” Willie 
sniffed. “Like I was tryin’ to look through a 
bowl of gravy.” 

“Lemme finish,” Kelly yelped. “We 
pick up the babe around nine p.m. when 
she gets to the flat. She sees the thing with 
the sheet over it an’ faints. After we bring 
her to we ask why she did it. She says she 
was at the movies since six-thirty. The 
corpse expert said Fingly was erased 
around seven or after. We ast what movie. 
‘Looie’s Fifty-Ninth,’ she says, and right 
quick I ask what is showin’ there. She takes 
too much time out and I know I got her. 
She can’t think of either B pitcher, Willie. 
We book her.” 

 
ILLIE Klump refreshed himself by 
taking another gander at 

Satchelfoot’s gloomy phiz. 
“All that, I know,” Willie said. “It 

comes out that Mrs. Fingly’s ardor for her 
spouse had hit the deep freeze and she’d 
met a buddin’ young crooner who already 
had a wife tryin’ to understand him, but 
couldn’t. So she attempted to shield the 
Romeo, but he would have none of it, and 
came to the D.A. and established Mrs. 
Fingly was in his lodgin’s durin’ when 

Fingly was rubbed out. The crooner’s ball 
and chain attacked the pretty widow when 
she was sprung and it took four big strong 
policemen to remove her mitts from Mrs. 
Fingly’s lily-white throat. Mrs. Fingly 
assured the doll after first aid that her 
interest in the would-be-Como was simply 
professional and plutonic and she wanted 
to see him reach the top. That is all, huh?”  

“I says she is guilty,” Satchelfoot 
iterated. 

“Right there is the proof of her absolute 
innocence,” Willie sniffed. “But it is odd 
there are no other suspects. Only a citizen 
Fingly fired from his office a week before 
and he happened to be in Detroit lookin’ 
for a job at the time of the slaughter.”  

“Maybe you didn’ hear Fingly was 
about broke at the time of his death, hah?” 
Satchelfoot continued. “He was insured for 
fifty grand only three months ago.”  

“Yeah? Willie inquired. “A lawyer—
broke?” 

“He liked the hayburners and thought 
he was a wow with the pasteboards,” Kelly 
snapped. “Mrs. Fingly says all she has 
besides the insurance is some stock she 
owns and must liquidate like Fingly was. 
So a bunch of lemonheads on the gran’ jury 
look at her pretty pan, her gams, and agree 
she couldn’t do such a dastardly deed. No 
wonder crime pays. I ought to quit.”  

“Nobody in town will argue that point,” 
Willie sniffed. “They paid Mrs. Fingly the 
insurance yet, Satchelfoot?”  

“They have not. They ain’t as dumb as 
citizens on grand juries, Willie. You wait 
and see as she ain’t in the clear no more’n a 
plumber with his arm caught in a drain 
pipe.” 

Willie nodded. “I admit the insurance 
angle don’t smell like lavender salts, 
Satchelfoot. Well, I’m a busy man, and my 
time is valuable. A client might come in 
and want that chair.”  

“I’ll get that babe in one yet,” 
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Satchelfoot said. “You wait and see, 
Willie!”  

“Hurry it up, then,” the shamus 
quipped. “I ain’t gittin’ any younger.”  

When Satchelfoot had nearly slammed 
the door loose from its frosted glass, Willie 
sighed and looked through the papers on 
his desk. There were a few newspaper 
clippings there he’d thought might lead 
him to an honest dollar or two. They had to 
do with missing persons, infidelity, and hot 
jewelry. He had phoned some of the 
citizens involved and promised them quick 
results. Well anyway, they’d said they’d 
get in touch if all other means failed. 

“This one,” Willie mumbled, as he 
picked up a clipping bearing a half-tone 
and four sticks of lower case, “looks like 
rank publicity to me. A cute number 
awright, and blonde. Stage doll. Came into 
her apartment and a guy jumped out and 
knocked her as cold as a polar bear’s nose. 
Stole jewelry valued at twenty grand. One 
item a diamond brooch made up like three 
bows of ribbons all put together. Worth 
eight thousand clams. Huh!” 

Willie picked up another tabloid 
clipping. He picked up the phone, dialed a 
number. A woman’s voice answered and it 
sounded like long fingernails being drawn 
along the side of a rusty saw. 

“Yes, this is Mrs. Herkimer Younce,” 
the voice said. “I don’t lissen t’ no radio 
pograms.” 

“Hah, this is the Hawkeye Detective 
Agency,” Willie said. “You find your 
missin’ husband yet? Why not let me I try, 
if you haven’t?” 

“Are you kiddin’, Buster? Looks like 
you didn’ see the next day’s paper. I know 
where he is, which is in a hospital in two 
plaster casts as he showed the next mornin’ 
with a babe’s compact in his pocket. 
G’by!”  

“I wonder how long it would take a guy 
to learn a different business,” Willie 

sighed, and opened up his desk drawer and 
brought forth a stale jelly doughnut. “I 
wish I had a magic lantern to rub.” 

 
ILLIE rubbed his noggin instead. 
Then his door opened and he turned 

to see a very delectable package of 
femininity close it behind her. She wore a 
short fur coat that even Willie knew was no 
relation to the rabbit family and a hat that 
would have even helped his girl, Gertie 
Mudgett, get a new look. It was the red 
cherry atop a peach parfait. Her hair was 
the touch of caramel. What a dish! And 
Willie wondered at himself for assuming 
he had ogled this wren before. 

“Mr. Klump?”  
The silvery and sugary voice moved 

Willie’s Adam’s apple up and down and 
twitched his ears. 

“I’m sure lucky to be him,” he said, and 
got up quickly and dusted off the spare 
chair. He helped her into it as if she’d been 
made of blown glass and nearly fell on his 
face getting to his own. “Ah—er—now, 
madam,” he finally choked out. “What is 
your problem? You want your husband 
followed, huh?” 

“I am afraid even you couldn’t do that, 
Mr. Klump,” the client said. “You see he is 
dead. I am Mrs. Ferdinand Fingly.”  

“Yes, I see what you mean, ha-ha—
wha-a-a-t?”  

“Now, now, Mr. Klump, don’t let me 
scare you,” the widow said. “I am not a 
homicidal maniac. Of course if you don’t 
wish to take my case, I can go elsewhere.”  

“Don’t mind me,” Willie said hastily. 
“I just got over a breakdown and—why, I 
never figgered you was guilty.”  

Mrs. Fingly thanked Willie sweetly, 
then waited until the president of the 
Hawkeye gulped down two aspirins. “It is 
this way, Mr. Klump. I am being driven to 
distraction by the press. It is because, I 
suppose, that I’m a—er—that I photograph 
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well. A pretty widow still wearing the 
cloak of suspicion—made to order for 
tabloid newspapers.”  

“You ain’t no old bag,” Willie agreed. 
“It must be awful to be dead and have a 
wife like you.” 

Mrs. Fingly batted her pretty eyes and 
reached up quickly to straighten her hat. 
“That wasn’t bad, Mr. Klump—ha.”  

“Er, where do I come in?” Willie forced 
out. 

“I need a person for a bodyguard,” Mrs. 
Fingly said. “Someone to keep undesirable 
persons away from me, to push a 
cameraman in the face if need be. I’m so 
unprotected, Mr. Klump.”  

“Why—er—I am not one to desert one 
of the weak sex at such a time,” Willie 
said. 

“Then you’ll be at my apartment 
tomorrow? Oh, there’ll be a third person 
there. A maid I just took on.” The widow 
smiled. “About your fee, Mr. Klump. My 
husband’s affairs are quite hopeless and the 
insurance people still want more proof 
that—”  

“Ten dollars a day,” Willie said. 
“That is very reasonable and I hope I 

can meet it,” the comely client said, 
dabbing at her eyes with a hanky. 
“However, I’ll pay you somehow.”  

“It is a deal,” Willie said, and took his 
client’s arm and escorted her to the door. 
Willie wondered what kind of powder he 
was sniffing when he closed the door, gun 
or face. He had little beads on his roundish 
face when he fell into his chair. Only a few 
days ago he’d listened to a radio thriller 
wherein a pretty tomato had been declared 
innocent of arsenic poisoning and it ended 
up by four other characters biting the 
almond before she was led screeching to 
the State goofy house. “Well, I’ll be on my 
guard,” Willie stoutly assured himself. “It 
wasn’t only yesterday I heard about the 
birds and bees.”  

The phone rang and Willie knew who 
wanted him before he picked it up. Even a 
public utility gadget seemed to reflect 
Gertrude Mudgett’s inimitable personality.  

“Hello, Willie,” she said. “Guess what 
Thursday is?”  

“Your birthday,” Willie gambled, and 
won.  

“Oh, you thoughtful darlin’,” Gertie 
cooed. “I knew you wouldn’t forgit so I 
bought me two tickets out of your money 
for a show. It is a mellerdrama at the 
Boothby, Willie. ‘The Milkman Only 
Rings Oncet’.” 

 
HE waited for comment from Willie 
Klump who flinched back. 
“Great,” he said. “I knew I would 

surprise you.”  
“Don’t forgit we got a winder shippin’ 

date tomorrer morning, Willie,” Gertie 
said. 

“Oh, oh, I got me a client,” Willie said. 
“I got to report first thing in the A.M. Who 
do you think?”  

“Not Harry Truman, Willie?”  
“Don’t be silly. It is Mrs. Ferdinand 

Fingly, Gert.”  
“Never heard of the—what-a-a-t? That 

murd’ress, Willie? Don’t!”  
“It is to protect her from the press,” 

Willie said. 
“Who’ll pertect you?” Gertie asked. 

“That dame was guilty like everybody 
thinks. She’ll insure you as a bodyguard 
and then you’ll be just cold meat. That 
pretty face is foolin’ you, too. You resign 
right away.”  

“You forget I have to eat,” Willie said. 
“I’ll call you tomorrer night and report.” 

“Look, Willie—!”  
“Sorry, another client is here,” Willie 

said, and hung up. He shook his head.  
“I am closer to gittin’ murdered every 

day with her and she knows it,” he sighed. 
“Well, I better go home and press up my 
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new suit and find a clean shirt. I got to be 
representable seein’ it is the high brackets I 
am in.”  

At nine o’clock the next morning, 
William J. Klump rang the bell of an 
apartment on East Thirty-Second Street.  

A dish that was not Mrs. Fingly opened 
up and peered out at him. Willie’s cowlick 
twanged under his hat. This babe had 
coppery locks and a face that would look 
well on a beer ad. 

“We got a vacuum cleaner and have 
started three characters in at college already 
with magazines,” the maid said. “Git lost, 
Buster.”  

“There is a mistake,” Willie said. “I am 
Mr. Klump who—”  

“No, it can’t be,” the chick said. “Not 
this big a mistake. I’ll call Mrs. Fingly.”  

“I never saw worst manners,” Willie 
bridled. “I shall report you, sister.”  

“Take off your hat,” the maid snapped. 
Willie sat down. He was reaching for a 

copy of a current mag when his employer 
appeared. Mrs. Fingly wore a housecoat of 
a very sleek material that did things for her 
she really did not need. Her hair-do looked 
different without a hat. There were little 
gold rosettes in her ear-lobes. She held out 
her hand to Willie and he took it. The maid 
seemed dazed. 

“Oh, I’m so glad you arrived, Mr. 
Klump,” Mrs. Fingly said dulcetly. “Three 
newspapers have called up already and I 
refused interviews.”  

“I see,” Willie said. “Leave them try 
and prosecute you, Ma’am.”  

“Bring Mr. Klump some coffee, 
Lucretia,” Mrs. Fingly said, and Willie 
wished Satchelfoot Kelley could see him 
now. 

“Make it two doughnuts,” Willie said. 
The shamus was finishing his first cup 

of coffee when the doorbell rang. 
“I’ll answer it!” Willie said sternly and 

proceeded to earn his fee. He opened the 

door and saw a beefy face and he pushed it 
with his hand. 

“Scram!” he said. “And tell all the other 
newspaper bums don’t waste time.” He 
slammed the door and turned and grinned 
at his employer. 

“Git tough is my motto,” he said. 
“I may be wrong, Mrs. Fingly,” the 

maid said. “But I’m sure that was the 
landlord, Mr. Frabzicki.”  

There was an angry hammering on the 
door. 

“I’ll get it this time,” the maid said. She 
let a very irate citizen in. Mr. Frabzicki 
threatened to evict the occupants of the 
apartment. He did more than threaten about 
an increase in rent. 

 
UT Mrs. Fingly placated him until he 
purred. He had a drink and promised 

to decorate the entire joint before he 
withdrew. 

“You need a bodyguard,” the maid said 
to the mistress, “like an octopus needs 
another arm. Klump, you started off good.”  

“Now anybody can make mistakes, 
Lucretia,” Mrs. Fingly said. “If there’s 
anythin’ I like it’s a couple of laughs. You 
slay me, Mr. Klump.”  

“Huh?” Willie gulped. “Oh, it was just 
a figment of speech. I—”  

“Have some more coffee,” the maid 
said. “That first cup didn’ seem to work. 
We generally git our man with the first 
snort, don’t we, Mrs. Fingly?”  

Lucretia. Willie was sure he’d heard 
about a dame with a name like that before 
and she hadn’t been any Sister Kenny. 

“Er, I don’t feel like a second cup, 
thanks. Ha!” He began to wonder where 
Mrs. Fingly would keep a Roscoe if she 
had eased off her husband, Ferdinand. The 
cops had a bullet but nothing to match it up 
with. 

“Mr. Klump, I have to do some 
shopping,” his client said. “I’ll be dressed 
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in a few minutes. You shall accompany me. 
Lucretia, entertain Mr. Klump while I’m 
gone.”  

“That does it, ma’am,’ Lucretia said. “I 
quit!”  

“You ain’t no nourishment to me 
neither,” Willie sniffed. “Anyway, I go 
steady with a dame.”  

“That I would like to see!” Lucretia 
laughed, and then the door opened. Gertie 
Mudgett strode in. 

“Well, do,” Willie choked out. “I forgot 
to lock that door. Hello, Gert!”  

“A newspaper woman,” Mrs. Fingly 
screeched. “Eject her, Mr. Klump!”  

“You don’t know what you’re sayin’!” 
Willie yelped. “Hello, G-Gert!”  

“Some layout!” Miss Mudgett snorted. 
“So now you know where to git ‘em 
wholesale!”  

The maid made a very grave error by 
taking Gertie’s arm and twisting. Lucretia 
went high into the air and disappeared 
behind a divan. Mrs. Fingly reached for a 
vase, dumped the flowers out of it and 
rushed the intruder. Gertie side-stepped 
nicely and threw a hook. 

Mrs. Fingly’s pretty eyes merged and 
she teetered on her mules. Gertie followed 
up with a left and Mrs. Fingly looked quite 
as inanimate as had her former husband 
when she hit the Oriental rug.  

Gertie swerved toward Willie.  
“You rooey! You’re next’ I’ll—”  
Something bounced off Gertie’s head 

and Willie saw that it was the silver coffee 
pot. Lucretia leaned against the divan, 
grinning. 

“How d she like them for apples?”  
Willie knelt beside Gertie and took her 

hat from over her eyes. 
“What round is it, Willie?” she asked, 

then jumped to her feet. “Oh, so they want 
to git tough, huh?”  

“No, Gertie, no!” Willie gulped. “Wait 
until I collect what’s comin’ to me.”  

The maid helped Mrs. Fingly to her feet 
and told her to make an appointment with 
her dentist right away. The doll the grand 
jury had smiled upon told Willie he was 
fired. 

“Pay him!” Gertie said. “Or else!”  
Mrs. Fingly demurred, but not for long. 

“Lucretia,” she said. “Get that old suit of 
my late husband’s out of the closet. That’s 
all he’ll get!”  

“Take it, Willie,” Gertie said. “It has to 
be stylish and you never had style up to 
now.” 

“Sounds like a good deal,” Willie 
gulped. 

He walked out with Gertie Mudgett, the 
suit draped over his arm. It was a plaid 
creation and quite shiny in spots. Gertie 
said she couldn’t wait until she saw Willie 
in it. Willie assured her she would have to, 
as Ferdinand Fingly had been well over six 
feet in his socks. 

“The things you git into, Willie,” Gertie 
said as she took leave of him at a subway. 
“If I make myself believe for sure that was 
a love nest, you start hittin’ the road!”  

“Yeah,” Willie breathed out. 
“There was murder in her eyes, Willie. 

She sure beat that rap. Well, g’by. And git 
the suit altered soon as you can.” 

 
ILLIE trekked toward his office, 
feeling radio-activated. He 

wondered how long it took certain deadly 
poisons to work, even on him. He 
wondered if there wasn’t an easier way to 
make a living. 

When Willie finally got to his rooming 
house, he tried on the double-breasted coat 
and vest. The plaid scared him at first when 
he looked in the mirror but he kept looking 
until he got used to it. The suit fit quite 
well and now Willie knew he only had to 
get the pants shortened. He’d take them to 
the tailor the first thing in the morning.  

“I bet that babe is guilty,” he said.  

W



STUCK WITH THE EVIDENCE 7

Thursday evening, William J. Klump 
met Gertie in front of La Lune Bleu, a 
popular stoking place on East Forty-
seventh. Gertie told Willie she’d call a cop 
when he tipped his hat. 

“Look, I am Willie,” he said. 
Gertie took a second gander and 

grabbed Willie’s arm. She spun him 
around. 

“Willie, you are gorgeous, no kiddin’. 
You got a new look. I bet they will ast you 
to switch to Culvert. For oncet I will go 
into a joint’ not feelin’ like I am follered by 
a panhandler. Oh, let’s hurry, Willie.”  

They went into La Lune Bleu. Gertie 
slipped Willie a ten-dollar bill. They got as 
far as the entree when Willie began to 
squirm. Gertrude Mudgett told him it was 
pretty late in the spring to still have his red 
flannels on. 

“I discarded them weeks ago,” Willie 
grunted and twitched like a snowbird who 
hadn’t seen happy dust in six weeks. “I 
guess it must be a horsehair in this burlap. 
Ow-w-w!”  

“For Heaven’s sake,” Gertie yipped. 
“You’ll have me doin’ it in a minute. Was 
you near the monkey cage at the zoo 
lately?”  

“Ver·r-y funny,” Willie sniffed, and 
squirmed again like a disgusted moppet at a 
lecture. He closed his eyes and grunted and 
dug his fingers into his torso just above his 
floating ribs. Customers began to eye him 
askance. 

“Look, Gert, I better go and see what is 
needlin’ me besides you,” Willie finally 
said, and got up and sought the men’s 
washroom. He took off his coat and waited 
a few moments and he no longer felt the 
unease. He explored the vest, found it 
innocent, then examined the lining of the 
plaid coat. His fingers traveled to a hard 
lump just under the inside pocket and 
closer examination found the lining had 
been ripped. 

Willie opened a penknife and got to 
work. Finally he pulled something out of 
the lining of the late Ferdinand Fingly’s 
coat that made him blink. His ears vibrated 
and there was a sudden disturbance at his 
meridian like little pixies were treading 
down what food he’d already eaten. 

Willie was no expert on valuable 
dornicks but even he knew there were 
diamonds. They were set in three bows 
made out of metal that had never been 
fashioned from a tin can. Three bows of 
ribbon! Willie sat on the paper towel 
hamper and tried to think. He forgot Gertie 
Mudgett. Suddenly he knew he should get 
to his office right away. He pocketed the 
bauble and hurried out. On his way past the 
cashier’s desk he thought somebody called 
to him, but paid no attention. It sounded 
like a dame. He grabbed a cab and directed 
the driver to the dingy office building on 
Lexington. 

“I’ve seen this thing before,” he kept 
telling himself, but how could that be? 
Willie snapped on the light in his little 
office and pawed through the papers on his 
desk. After awhile he took a gander at the 
tabloid clipping having to do with a stage 
babe getting clipped for thousands of 
clams’ worth of gewgaws. 

“Huh, here’s the inscription of the one I 
got. Worth eight grand. There could be two 
in town. It is silly thinkin’ this broach 
belonged to the blonde doll as I found it in 
the pocket of Ferdinand Fingly’s coat, 
deceased. Name under the pitcher says she 
is Jonquil Del Rey.”  

The time flew. Willie finally stopped 
making notes and took a gander at his 
watch. It was eight o’clock. A truck 
backfired outside and Willie jumped a foot 
off his chair. 

“Awright, Gert!” he yelped, swinging 
around. “So I fergot. I—Gert!” Willie, cold 
sweat popping off his brow, hurriedly 
looked up La Lune Blue in the phone book. 
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E got the number and hurriedly dialed 
it. A gruff voiced character answered 

it and Willie asked who it was. It was the 
head waiter. 

“Look,” Willie said in a dither, “I was 
there with a dame. She wore a red hat with 
a green feather in it and a cinema-colored 
fur coat and ear-rings as big as eggs. She-” 

“Yeah? Are you the guy in the 
racetrack suit?”  

“It is a plaid one I’ll thank you to 
know,” Willie said distractedly. “Page the 
dame and tell her I’ll—”  

“Pal, I’m giving you some advice,” the 
head waiter said. “I wouldn’t show here. 
Right now that babe is out in the kitchen up 
to her elbows—and not in Lux. We saw 
you lam from the rest’raunt so before that 
babe eats up too much more we ast that 
babe can she dig up the bite for the cutlets. 
She says you had all the clams and—well, 
we ain’t in this business for our health. No, 
pal, leave her have maybe three days to 
cool off unless you want to be on ice 
permanent. G’by now.”  

Willie hung up. The cold brine trickled 
out of his scalp and he was as worried as a 
character getting a pant leg slit and his hair 
shaved off. 

“This is awful,” Willie gulped. “It is 
worst than terrible even. Well, I better I go 
to the show as I can’t waste the tickets. I 
might as well enjoy my last hours as 
tomorrer I could be laid out in a bier parlor. 
I wish I didn’t forget so easy. Huh, that 
broach. In the late Fingly’s pocket! Maybe 
Mrs. Fingly rubbed him out for two-timin’ 
and not for the insurance lettuce. Maybe he 
knew this Jonquil Del Rey and—maybe 
Fingly was a master wolf and had a dozen 
dishes.”  

Dishes! Willie closed his eyes and 
shuddered. 

The president of the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency locked up his operations 
office and left the building. Having ten 

dollars he took a cab and landed in front of 
the Boothby in style. An usher took him 
down the aisle, a flashlight showing her the 
way. The play was already eating through 
the first act. Willie climbed over two 
gripping playgoers and fell into a seat. 

“Huh,” he said aloud. “I am just three 
rows from the stage.”  

“Sha-a-adup!” a citizen said. 
“Who’s smokin’?” Willie countered 

facetiously. “I would take somethin’ for 
your nerves if I was you. What happened 
so far, huh?”  

Threats of cold-blooded murder came 
to Willie’s ears from the customers 
surrounding him so he settled down to see 
if a milkman only rang twice and for what 
reason. At the moment there were three 
characters on the stage, two males and a 
blonde trick wearing a strapless gown. It 
occurred to Willie after concentration that 
the doll was supposed to be the wife of one 
of them and the willing victim of the 
other’s wiles. 

“I tell you, Hobart,” the blonde emoted, 
“Humphrey was not here last night! You 
and your suspicions an’ your jealousy. I tell 
you I can’t stand it much longer. I can’t! I 
can’t! I can’t!” 

“It looks like she can’t,” Willie e. 
sniffed. 

“She tells you the truth, Hobart!”  
“Both lyin are you? The milkman saw 

you come out of my house at four A.M.!” 
the character with the Adolph Menjou lip 
fringe bleated dramatically. 

“So you believe a milkman before you 
do your wife, do you, Hobart?”  

“Oh, for Heaven’s sake,” the suspected 
home wrecker orated. 

“Oh, brother,” Willie observed. 
“Sha-d-d-d-up!”  
The usher came and talked to Willie. In 

tones no longer polite, she assured him he 
would get flung out on his rompers if he 
created further disturbance. Willie subsided 
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and took a gander at his program. He 
brushed up on the cast, then felt flying 
creatures in his stomach. He read a certain 
line of type three times. It finally convinced 
him that the unfaithful wife, Minerva 
Effingham, was played by Jonquil Del Rey. 
He felt little prickly pears breaking out 
along his spine and watched the play 
avidly, chewed his fingernails until a 
customer next to him gave up and left the 
theatre. 

 
T was the last of the second act. Minerva 
Effingham and her wavy-haired two-

timer finally decided to erase Hobart 
Effingham. 

“You can plead self-defense,” 
Humphrey suggested. “When the cops 
come you will be all bruised up like—”  

The play went on. Came the scene in 
Minerva’s boudoir when she took a Betsy 
out of the drawer in her dresser and leveled 
it at her surprised spouse. Something 
snapped in Willie Klump’s noggin when 
Hobart yelped: 

“Where did you get that gun, Minerva? 
Drop it!”  

“Yeah,” the shamus said aloud, “Where 
did she?”  

“I am going to kill you, Hobart 
Effingham!” the blonde said. “It is self 
defense and I’ll prove it, ha!”  

“No, Minerva, no! You must be crazy!”  
Bang! 
Hobart clapped a hand to the front of 

his dickey, looked horrified according to 
plan and then draped himself over a chaise 
lounge and gasped his last. William J. 
Klump got up from his seat, fairly climbed 
over four customers and reached the aisle. 
He ran toward the stage, climbed over the 
footlights, and rushed at the blonde.  

“Awright!” Willie yelped. “Gimme that 
Rosco!”  

The Boothby was thrown into a 
Donnybrook. At first, playgoers thought it 

might be part of the act. Then the cops 
came charging down the aisle. The blonde 
stared at Willie aghast and then started 
screaming. The character named Hobart 
resurrected himself and sprang up from the 
chaise lounge. Stage hands rushed out of 
the wings. A loud voice roared:  

“Curtain! Lower the curtain!”  
The entire cast of “The Milkman Only 

Rings Once” came on stage and they 
ganged up on Willie. They finally caught 
up with him but not until he had the play 
Betsy. It was tucked away inside his plaid 
vest when they lifted him to his feet and 
tossed him into a cop’s arms. Onto the 
stage came a big citizen in a tux just as 
William J. Klump pleaded his case. 

“I am a private detective!” Willie 
choked out. “I am here on official business. 
It is about the murder of a Ferdinand 
Fingly who was shot by a Rosco nobody 
could find!”  

“Arrest that crazy man!” Jonquil Del 
Rey screeched. “Oh, Benny, I am so glad 
you’re here!”  

She wound her arms around the bulky 
gee in the tux and Willie appraised the man 
in a hurry. Somewhere he had seen him 
before. He had a face with as much meat on 
it as a three-rib roast of beef, studded by a 
pair of piggy eyes that glittered like the 
sparklers in the bauble Willie had in his 
coat pocket. They reminded the president 
of the Hawkeye to come up with the 
brooch, which he did. 

“Okay, ask the babe why I found this 
brooch in the pocket of a suit Mrs. Fingly 
gave me for workin’ for her durin’ a brief 
time,” Willie yelped as the cops tried to 
drag him into the wings. 

He held it high for everybody to see, 
and then the big citizen called Benny 
tossed the blonde dish aside. He let out a 
roar that only should have come from a 
lion’s cage and grabbed the brooch from 
Willie’s hand. 

I 
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“You found it—where?” With his free 
hand he got a big handful of Willie’s coat 
and yanked the private eye in close. 

“You heard me,” Willie yipped. “In the 
pocket of a suit worn by Ferdinand Fingly 
whose widow just got sprung by a grand 
jury. You ain’t deef! Stop tearin’ my suit!” 
He gave Jonquil Del Rey a swift gander 
and saw that the doll looked as healthy 
under her paint job as eleven cents’ worth 
of dog meat. 

“What are you doin’ on this stage?” a 
cop asked the big character. 

“Git lost!” the big gee in the formal 
burlap growled. “I am Benny Kouf if ya 
want to know!” He whirled toward the 
blonde doll. “How’s it they find this trinket 
I gave ya on a stiff, hah?”  

“It is a mistake, Benny! There could be 
more’n one. I was robbed of mine and—” 

“Bushwah!” Benny yelped. “It was the 
only brooch like it in the U. S.” 

 
HE curtain stayed down and Willie 
Klump could hear the customers out 

there seeking the exits. Onto the stage came 
two irate citizens who introduced 
themselves as the manager of the Boothby 
and a producer respectively. 

“You’ll sweat for this, somebody!” the 
manager screeched. “We gotta refund all 
the dough. We had a play here we spent—”  

“This last act is for real,” Willie cut in. 
“Awright, sha-a-a-d-up and let’s listen to 
the blonde answer a hun’red an’ sixty-four 
buck question!” He knew now where he 
had seen Benny before. Benny Kouf was a 
questionable operator who controlled every 
bubble-gum and perfume vending machine 
along the Atlantic seaboard, and once had 
beaten a rap. Benny, people had been 
saying for a long time, had more dough 
than anybody with the possible exception 
of Uncle Sam. “Keep astin’ her, Benny!”  

“Talk fast, baby!” Benny yipped. Now 
I know what become of all the other 

sparklers I was sucker enough to give ya! 
So you was two-timin’ with me and 
financhin’ a jiglo named Fingly, hah?”  

“It is a lie, Benny!” Jonquil Del Rey 
yowled. “It looks like that Fingly led—a 
double life—and went around robbin’ 
places at night. He was the one slugged me 
that night and stole twenty grand worth of 
the stuff. See?”  

“Yeah, baby,” Benny said. “Could be, 
couldn’t it?” He turned and grabbed for 
Willie’s throat. “Tryin’ to louse up my 
doll’s act, huh? Tryin’ to frame the poor 
kid, yeah? Well, they won’t have enough of 
you to throw in jail, you crumb.”  

“Don’t you attackt me!” Willie yelped. 
“I have got the proof she is still a fast one. 
Lemme ast ya—did the cops find the Betsy 
that rubbed out Fingly?”  

“What you beefin’ about?” Benny Kouf 
growled. “A Betsy? I s’pose you found it, 
lemonhead!”  

“I’m takin’ an awful chance that I did,” 
Willie gulped. “Where would be the easiest 
place to stash a murder Roscoe than in the 
blonde’s dressin’ room, hah? Who would 
think to look among stage props unless it 
was somebody like me who was stuck with 
the evidence in the first place? Ha, that is 
funny!”  

“Don’t listen to him, Benny!” Jonquil 
Del Rey pleaded. 

“Let’s put it this way,” William Klump 
said. “The Rosco I got here was filled with 
blanks for tonight’s turkey, wasn’t it? Or 
else Hobart here would be shakin’ hands 
with Ferdinand Fingly. It could shoot real 
bullets, too. Well, we will go downtown 
and fill it with real slugs and shoot one into 
a barrel of cotton or somethin’ and then 
compare the marks on it with the ones on 
the bullet took out of the late Mr. Fingly. If 
they match, this tomater here will have 
quite a time explainin’ how the Rosco got 
out of the Boothby, knocked off a citizen, 
and then found its way back so’s it could 
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make out it slew Hobart Effingham.”  
Benny Kouf’s two chins shook. He 

gave the blonde cooky he had been 
sponsoring a look that wasn’t new. 

“Why, you double-crossin’ broad! I got 
a good mind to tie your throat into a knot. I 
t’ink I will do that! Me, a sucker for a 
gimmick like that!”  

He lunged toward the blonde and 
Willie roared, “Look out!” He was a little 
late. Jonquil Del Rey had stolen a Betsy out 
of a cop’s holster, and now she shot a piece 
of cloth off Benny Kouf’s expensive tux. 

“Everybody stay where they are or I’ll 
shoot to kill!” the blonde threatened, and 
backed away. “Before I leave, though, I’m 
goin’ to fix your wagon!”  

“Who—m-me?” Willie gulped out. 
“Look I got a big fam’ly—and I forgot my 
last—somebody stop her!”  

“Awright, you ast for it!” Jonquil 
snapped and lined Willie up. Kerwhop! She 
dropped the gun, got her pretty gams 
crossed up and spun around like a top 
losing its spin. Jonquil sat down, grinning 
like a village zany watching a circus 
parade. Willie Klump gaped at a Gertrude 
Mudgett and guessed the reprieve would do 
him no good. 

“I should of let her kill you, hah?” 
Gertie roared. “Nobody’s goin’ to cheat me 
out of no murder! Happy birthday to me, 
Willie, as if you should of ever been born. 
You won’t see your next one, you wart!”  

“Get holt of her!” Willie roared at the 
cops. 

 
ROMPTLY they grabbed her, but not 
for long. Benny Kouf, who had learned 

his mayhem along the docks in Brooklyn, 
finally subdued Gertie. 

“I hate to slug dames,” Benny said. 
“What else could I do?”  

“You can say that ag’in,” Willie sighed. 
“Well, we better all go to Headquarters and 
ring the curtain down.”  

In the presence of the D.A., Satchelfoot 
Kelly, and others of the cast, Jonquil Del 
Rey tossed aside her stage glamour, let 
down her blonde tresses and threw the 
works to herself. 

“My name was Sadie Schmultz when 
me and a character named Harrisburg 
Harry worked a swell badger game,” the 
loser began. “Well, one time we run into a 
sucker who got tough and we had to work 
on him. He didn’t pass out but he wasn’t 
never the same afterwards. The cops 
nabbed us and I got two to five. We had a 
sap mouthpiece, and who else was it but 
Ferdinand Fingly?”  

“Fancy that?” Willie asked. 
Satchelfoot Kelly just stared blankly at 

the wall and dug the point of the D.A.’s 
fifteen-dollar fountain pen into the wood of 
the big desk. 

“Go on,” the D.A. said. “Shut up, 
Klump!”  

“Well, when I got out of the jug,” 
Jonquil said, “I says I will go straight. I 
changed my name and grabbed a couple 
night club spots. After awhile I meet Benny 
Kouf and he falls like a ton of bricks. He 
gits me a part in a show and then buys out 
half of the one I was just in and I git the 
leadin’ part. Well, meantime who do I meet 
on the street but Fingly and he recognizes 
me. He asks where did I git the sparklers 
I’m wearin’? I tell him to go and take a 
runnin’ jump into a—it don’t matter where. 
Couple of days later he calls me up and 
says I better see him or else.”  

“Blackmail, huh?” Willie cut in. 
“Who’s tellin’ this, meathead?” the 

blonde wanted to know. “That’s what it 
was, yeah. He found out I am anglin’ for 
Benny Kouf and asks me does Benny know 
what I was once. Well, Benny didn’t, as he 
said he would marry class if he ever got 
married an’ I said I was I from a swell 
fam’ly in Back Bay in Boston and all my 
parents was killed in an airplane accident. 
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So I had to pay this Fingly off who was in 
deep with the bookies and such. I gave him 
the stuff Benny give me and I said I was 
robbed of it. Well, it come to the point 
where I couldn’t cover up no longer, so one 
night I go to Fingly’s joint with the brooch 
and a diamond ring. This time I take the 
Roscoe I used in the play. Yeah, the 
bullet’ll match okay. I wore a heavy veil 
and nobody could tell who I was. I let the 
dumb mouthpiece have it and scrammed. 
Any more questions?”  

“Covers about everythin’,” the D.A. 
said. “So Fingly put the brooch in the 
pocket of an old suit where he figured it’d 
be safe until he could hock it. And Mrs. 
Fingly gave the suit to William Klump, a 
private detective. Klump, how did you 
connect the brooch with Miss Del Rey?”  

“A clippin’ I cut out of a tabloid,” 
Willie said wearily. “It’s too long for me to 
explain how private detectives reach 
collusions. Anyways why should I tell the 
cops my secrets?” 

Satchelfoot Kelly got up and groped his 
way to the door. “Go see him home,” the 
D.A. told a cop. “He’s in no shape to do it 
alone. Afterwards come back and git me, 
Mike.”  

“Well, somebody better give me a 
police excort, too!” Willie yelped. “Do I 
have to draw you a pitcher why?”  

“Oh, her?” the D.A. said. “The police 
matron gave her a mickey, Klump. She 
won’t wake up until sometime tomorrer.”  

Willie groaned gratefully and mopped 
his pan with a hanky. “Good evenin’, 
gentlemen,” he said. “Too bad, babe!”  

“I don’t know who is worst off, you or 
me, you gland case,” Jonquil Del Rey 
sniffed. “I wonder will Benny give me 
some bail?”  

Mrs. Fingly called the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency the next morning just 
after the news broke. 

“Oh, you darlin’, Mr. Klump,” she said, 
“to think you kept workin’ for me after 
what I did! I shall send you a check for a 
substantial amount as soon as I collect my 
poor late husband’s insurance. Or would 
you care to collect it in person?” 

“You can say that again,” Willie said 
regretfully. “But it better be by mail as I 
will be confined to my office for several 
days, I am sure. Excuse me now, huh? The 
citizen has arrived to put another lock and a 
bar on my door.” 

“What a character!” he heard Mrs. 
Fingly say just before she hung up. 

Willie guessed he must be. 
 


