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By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
When a gun is copped from Willie Klump, 

The Hawkeye proves he is no chump! 
 

OWARD the tag-end of an 
average day in the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency, Inc., William J. 

Klump, proprietor, put down a girlie 
magazine and wondered why he hadn’t 
stood in bed or studied plumbing. 

“Maybe I got an enemy has tore out all 
the pages in the phone books startin’ with 

aitch,” Willie said to himself, then got 
ready to lock up. “An’ I should throw 
away the key,” he sniffed. 

At that very moment his door opened 
and a member of the distaff side ogled him 
dubiously. 

“Beg pahdon,” she said. “Where will I 
find Mr. Klump?”  
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“You don’t have to look any longer,” 
Willie said. “I’m him. Crooks git fooled 
too, Ma’am.” 

“I should say so,” the visitor agreed, 
and Willie quickly had her seated. 

It was not every day that a client came 
in wearing a mink coat and not chewing 
bubble gum. 

“We don’t put up a big front here as 
we want criminals to think we are not a 
success,” Willie told her. 

“Sounds logical,” the visitor said. 
“Why, that is very clevah, Mr. Klump!” 

“Tricks in all trades,” Willie said. 
“Now, what is your problem, Mrs.—” 

“I am Mrs. Parslow Clusp, president of 
the Upper West Side Womans Club,” the 
nicely groomed middle-aged doll said. 
“The other night I thought of the most 
wonderful program for our annual dinner 
at the Hotel Skelton. It will be definitely 
out of this world, but out of it! Of course it 
all depends on you, Mr. Klump.” 

“It does?”  
Mrs. Clusp nodded emphatically. “I 

am asking you to appear and be the guest 
speaker—and it must be spectacular. A 
private eye, aren’t you? It would be 
wonderful if you could somehow 
demonstrate how criminals are caught. 
Like dusting up fingerprints or counting 
the blood of corpus delictis. The girls said 
we should try and get somebody from 
Police Headquarters, but like on the radio, 
don’t you think private detectives like Fats 
Spade or Hilary Skeen are more exciting?” 

“Yeah, a shamus,” Willie agreed. 
“A what?” Mrs. Clusp queried. 
“The—er—fee, ma’am?” Willie asked. 

“Ha, who don’t hate to talk about money? 
My time is valuable an’—” 

“Of course, Mr. Klump,” Mrs. Clusp 
said. “We’re prepared to pay fifty dollars. 
It all depends on how exciting you make 
it. It could be a hundred.” 

 

ILLIE blinked. “Well, now, Mrs. 
Clusp!”  

He went over to a file cabinet and 
pulled out a drawer and rummaged 
through it. He came up with a nickel-
plated revolver and Mrs. Clump squeaked 
nervously when he placed it on the desk 
near her elbow. 

“Oh, a gun, Mr. Klump! They call 
them gats sometimes, don’t they?” 

“And Roscoes and Betsies,” Willie 
divulged. “Tell you what I’ll do, Mrs. 
Clusp. I’ll demonstrate how far up a 
victim was killed by powder marks left. 
Just give the girls a hint t’ hold onto their 
hats at what is in store for them, huh?”  

Mrs. Clusp gingerly picked up the gun 
and held it up in front of her brown eyes 
the way she would hold a smelt by the tail. 

“Oh, Mr. Klump, I feel like a gun 
mole.” 

“Moll,” Willie corrected. 
Mrs. Clusp was elated. She put the 

revolver down and drew her mink coat 
around her. 

“I just can’t wait, Mr. Klump. Er—
what is on my-y-y gloves? Ugh!”  

Willie looked. He picked up the gun. 
“Huh, it is just choc’lit, ma’am. I-er—

have a eclair in there. Sometimes I git 
hungry durin’ the day an’ if I’m workin’ 
on a tough case I don’t have time to run 
out for lunch. I got that drawer marked B 
t’ L. Breakfas’ to Lunch. I eat my hot meal 
outside.”  

“Oh, you are a radio character,” Mrs. 
Clusp tittered. “Wait until I tell Marge. 
She’ll scream. Marge is my closest friend, 
Mr. Klump. She’s program chairman. 
Then it’s all settled. It is next Thursday at 
twelve-thirty at the Hotel Skelton. Oh, 
don’t ever disappoint us!” 

“No, of courst not,” Willie said. “A 
hundred times, no! Let me show you out.” 

“B to L!” Mrs. Clusp exclaimed as she 
made her exit. “It is priceless!” 
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Willie, unmindful of the hour, took 
note paper from his desk and began 
preparing a speech. Three hours later his 
phone rang and seemed to jump up and 
down in its cradle. It was Gertie Mudgett 
and she was loaded for bear. 

“Awright, you knucklehead!” she 
yelped. “So I’m stood up like a cigar store 
Indian. So leave us forget there is such a 
thing as the Yorkville Vets Ball ten days 
from now which you was takin’ me to. Mr. 
Aloysius Kelly said if I should change my 
mind about excorts to call him up. So you 
can drop dead, Willie Klump!” 

“Somethin’ important come up,” 
Willie argued. 

“Well, swaller it again an’ I hope it is 
Prussian acid,” Gertie snapped and hung 
up. 

“I wisht I could remember to send for 
that memory course,” Willie sighed and 
went to work once more . . . . 

When Willie Klump walked into the 
Skelton on the great day, a scraggly 
character with a wide and open 
countenance and bogged down with 
anything but an inferiority complex, 
jumped up from a chair. The president of 
the Hawkeye recognized him. He was 
Musky Weevil of the press. 

“Hiya, Willie,” Musky greeted. “A 
dame got this assignment, but I bought it 
from her as this I had to see.” 

“Git lost,” Willie sniffed. 
Then Mrs. Parslow Clusp espied him 

and swooped in. 
“Oh, I’m so glad you came, Mr. 

Klump! The girls are just simply in a tizzy. 
We have a private dining room just off the 
mezzanine and everything will be just 
wonderfully informal and clubby. Follow 
me.”  

Willie’s knees got a little mushy as he 
climbed some stairs. And then he was 
surrounded by half a hundred middle-aged 
dames of assorted sizes, and looked for a 

chance to break and run. Mrs. .Clusp, 
however, had her arm hooked through his 
and fairly dragged him into the festive hall 
and to the head table that was festooned 
with the biggest bunch of posies Willie 
had ever beheld outside of a bier parlor. 

The weaker sex stormed in, and last 
but not least was Musky Weevil. 

Mrs. Clusp presided and started off 
with the singing of a spirited patriotic 
song. Willie placed a Roscoe on the table 
near his plate of salad and half the soprano 
wails broke right in the middle. Over by 
the door Musky Weevil beamed with 
anticipation. 

Willie ate his roast beef with Mrs. 
Clusp pounding his left ear and telling him 
it was a shame her friend Marge had such 
a cold she couldn’t possibly attend. Margie 
Frostick, that was her name, and her 
husband was Gaylord Frostick who was 
simply sure he would be elected borough 
president come November next. 

“Give me some of your background so 
I can introduce you right, Mr. Klump,” 
Mrs. Clusp concluded when the biscuit 
tortonis arrived. 

“Oh, jus’ say I come up the hard way,” 
Willie said, and wished the butterflies in 
his stomach would all drop dead. He did 
not dare to look at Musky Weevil. 

 
AME a fifteen minutes discussion of 
business at hand, most of which had to 

do with the collection of wearing apparel 
on the part of the U.W.S. W.C.’s for 
shipment to the needy in Greece and 
thereabouts. Mrs. Embree Tew got the 
floor and reported an alarming 
development regarding the project. 

“We found three red sweaters, 
Madame President, six pairs of red socks, 
and two bright scarlet coats in the bin. It is 
un-American, an’ don’t you think they got 
enough Communism there without helpin’ 
get more?”  
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A vote was taken. No more red 
second-hand duds to Greece. Willie 
sighed. Then Mrs. Clusp got up and rang a 
little bell and the jabbering lessened 
somewhat. 

“And now, fellow members,” she said 
dramatically, “we come to the piece de 
resistance of our meeting. We have with 
us a private eye. A criminologist 
internationally known, who will give us an 
insight on the modus operandi of the 
public enemies undermining our moral 
fibre. I present to you, Private Investigator 
William J. Klump!” 

Musky Weevil applauded the loudest. 
Willie arose and his legs were as firm 
under him as a pair of daisy stems. His 
tongue glued itself to the roof of his mouth 
and he wished that if an earthquake was 
ever going to hit Manhattan it would do it 
now. After a while he got going. 

“Madame charwoman, members an’ 
guests. Er-crime has been rampart sincet 
the middle evil ages and even before the 
Spinx. Er, even before that was the first 
rubout when Cain rubbed out Abel for just 
a mess of porridge.” 

“Didn’t I tell you he was a card?” 
Willie heard Mrs. Clusp whisper to a fat 
doll. 

Musky Weevil was grinning like a 
jackal and scribbling on his pad. 

“But—er—even to this day crime 
don’t pay,” Willie went on. “As like most 
dames before the new look they most 
always let a slip show.” 

The audience roared and applauded. 
Willie felt stronger. “But I am no public 
speakster. I am only a private eye who 
believes action is louder than words. 1 am 
a shamus.”  

“You should be!”  
Mrs. Clusp glanced disapprovingly at 

Musky Weevil, as did her cohorts. 
“Er—the cops at Headquarters don’t 

like private eyes at all,” Willie continued. 

“They don’t corporate with ‘em as they’re 
jealous. We don’t let them in on clues we 
git at the scene of a crime an’ vice verser. 
Cops get paid by taxpayers but a shamus 
has t’ earn his dough. He perduces or elst! 
But I guess a demonstration is better than 
a lot of gab, huh, ladies?”  

Wild applause. 
Willie Klump picked up his nickel-

plated Betsy and half a dozen of the club 
dolls giggled nervously. 

“Er—Mrs. Clusp, if you’d loaned me a 
handkerchief an’ a piece of cardboard an’ 
some thumb-tacks?”  

Mrs. Clusp giggled and handed Willie 
a dainty nose doily. She instructed a waiter 
to bring a menu card which he did. Willie 
tacked the hanky onto the cardboard and 
then gave it to Mrs. Clusp.  

“Jus’ stand out in front of the table an’ 
hold it out arm-length an’ I will shoot at 
the hanky. Of courst I use blanks, ha ha!” 

“Oh, is it safe?” Mrs. Clusp had to 
know. 

“Of courst,” Willie said. “I want to 
show how powder marks don’t show from 
a certain distance.”  

Mrs. Clusp took her place and held up 
the target. A little dame squealed and said 
she couldn’t look. Willie leveled the 
Roscoe and fired, and Mrs. Clusp jumped 
a foot off the carpet. 

“There, you don’t see no powder 
marks. Now the nex’ time, Mrs. Clusp, 
you come closter. About half-way nearer.”  

Again Mr. William J. Klump leveled 
the Betsy. Bang! A hole appeared in the 
hanky. A feather jumped off the hat of a 
bulky matron who promptly passed out. 
The bullet chugged into the wall and Mrs. 
Parslow Clusp was horizontal when Willie 
jumped over the head table. 

Pandemonium reigned. A rhubarb set 
in. Dames screamed and yelled for cops. 
Musky Weevil reached Willie’s side, 
picked up a hand and pumped it. 
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“I knew I could depend on you Willie! 
Thanks, pal!” 

“Drop dead!” Willie gulped. “I wisht I 
could. Oh, how did a live one git in that 
Roscoe? La-a-a-dies, it is a unfortunate 
incidents an’ let’s all be calm, huh? I—”  

He saw a big house dick loom up in 
the doorway and then got a gander at Mrs. 
Clusp who had her Lily Dache down over 
her left eye and a water carafe in her hand. 
The president of the U.W.S W.C. was still 
a little gaga and looked at Willie but hit 
the house dick right on the button. 

It was Willie’s chance and he took it. 
He got to a back stairway and descended 
rapidly to the basement, the Betsy still 
clutched in his fist. A big citizen in 
overalls threatened him with a shovel, saw 
the gat, and dived into a coal-bin. 

 
ILLIAM J. Klump came out of a 
movie on Eighth Avenue four hours 

later, wended his way homeward and was 
apprehended by two big cops in front of 
his rooming house. Willie was taken to a 
precinct house for disturbing the peace and 
playing Russian roulette in a public house. 
Willie explained how he had purchased 
the Betsy in a second-hand joint on 
Second Avenue and showed a permit to 
pack it.  

“I loaded it first thing t’ day an’ could 
swear they was all blanks.” 

“Awright, I don’t see how we can hang 
nothin’ on you, Klump!” a big sergeant 
said. “It was the babe hit the hotel flatfoot 
with the water jug. Oh, I wisht I could lock 
you up, though. I hate private eyes as do 
all real cops! Scram before we think of 
somethin’ we can hold you on.”  

Once in his office, Willie stashed the 
Roscoe in its place, found the eclair and 
munched on it as he kissed the hundred 
clams good-by. And Aloysius 
“Satchelfoot” Kelly walked in, carrying an 
evening journal. Kelly sat down and tossed 

the paper to Willie. 
“Ha! Private dick wows womans club! 

Hotel Skelton luncheon brings back 
memories of D-Day! So that’s the way you 
figure t’ git publicity, you lemonhead. You 
are a disgrace to detection work.” 

“Look, like I told everybody I didn’t 
know it was loaded, Satchelfoot,” Willie 
choked out. “An’ if you don’t git out of 
here what will happen won’t be no 
accident as this paper knife ain’t no blank. 
I’ll open you like a letter, believe me!” 

“Awright, Willie,” Kelly said, and then 
needled, “Who you takin’ to the Yorkville 
Vets gallop? An’ wipe the choc’lit off 
your chin.”  

He hurried to the door, opened it, and 
slammed it behind him. 

“What was he scairt of?” Willie asked 
himself, and grinned. “Ten bucks a couple. 
Five bucks to hire a waiter’s dickey. She’ll 
at least git Kelly into two fights. Then a 
cab. Well it is an ill wind don’t blow 
somethin’ my way. Things could be 
worst.” 

Just two days later Willie found a letter 
from Mrs. Clusp in the morning mail and 
in it he found a check for one hundred 
dollars. She wrote: 

You were sensational, Mr. Klump. It wasn’t 
until after that we girls realized it was part of the 
act. Of course it was unfortunate I threw the water 
bottle. Ha ha. It was fun, though. We won’t never 
have as exciting a time again, I am sure. Again my 
thanks. I told my friend, Margie Frostick, all about 
it and she could just die she wasn’t there. 

Sincerely, 
Mrs. Parslow Clusp. 

“Thanks, girls.” Willie grinned, and 
slid the check out of sight in the mess in 
his desk drawer. “Hope it don’t bounce 
like the water jug, hah!” 

Three days later, much to Willie’s 
astonishment, he received a visit from 
another female character who was dressed 
up spiffier than Mrs. Asterbilt’s coach 
horse, and he guessed the Hotel Skelton 
publicity was paying off. The doll was 
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nudging forty or more years fast and 
having a time keeping a second chin in 
check, but Willie had to admit she was 
cute. 

She introduced herself as Mrs. Tyrone 
Beebe, and wanted a husband checked up 
for philandry. Willie was about to take 
down notes when Mrs. Beebe suddenly 
clutched at her throat. Her big blue eyes 
widened. 

“K-Klump! I have an attack—coming 
on. I—I left my p-ills—in the car. G-get 
them—quick. Car is at the curb! Oh—h-
hurry, K-K-K—. My heart, Mr. K—.” 

“Oh!” Willie gasped and legged it out 
of the office. 

He got downstairs and outside and saw 
the nifty sedan at the curb. But the door 
was locked. He ran inside and into the 
elevator and got back to his office again.  

“Gimmie the key to the car, ma’am, 
as—” 

“It’s all right,” Mrs. Beebe said. “It 
passed off, Mr. Klump. Let me have a 
drink of water, please?”  

Willie got the water. Then Mrs. Beebe 
said she had better come back some other 
time as she did not feel up to discussing 
embarrassing personal affairs at such a 
time. Willie saw her all the way to her car 
and watched her drive off. 

“Huh, I should get a first aid skit for 
the office, as dames git under a strain 
when husbands look where grass is 
greener. I bet I would of got a big fee. 
Looks like I am gittin’ choice clients from 
now on, an’ should git me a shoe shine.”  

The phone rang. “Hawkeye Detet . . . 
Wha-a-a-a?” Willie asked. 

“This is Mr. Dillmore Gluten, program 
chairman of the Great Neck Rotary. Say, 
how about you putting on that swell act for 
us you give that womans club, Klump?” 

“You got the wrong number, smart 
alex,” Willie sniffed, and banged the 
phone down. 

E got eight more such calls during 
the few days that followed, and his 

pride was as frayed as a hobo’s cuffs. He 
sat brooding in his rooming house the 
night of the Yorkville Vets wingding and 
hoped Gertie was irked this night by a 
jumping wisdom tooth. It was 10 p.m. 
when his landlady hammered on his door 
and said Miss Mudgett was on the phone 
downstairs. 

“An’ you better step on it, Klump. 
She’s wilder than a Philly pitcher.” 

“Willie,” Gertie yelped when the 
shamus pressed the receiver to his ear, 
“you come an’ see I’m excorted home as 
that Kelly had to go to a murder. Of all 
nights this would happen. It’s rainin’ an’ I 
got sore feet an’ lef’ my dough home.”  

“Murder?” Willie howled. “You sure?” 
“Of courst. The Hotel Bellair, I think. 

Willie, if you dast to—”  
William Klump hung up. He ran 

upstairs and got his hat and then ran down 
again. It took him five minutes to get a cab 
and ten more to get to the hostelry on West 
Fifty-third. 

He did not wait for the elevator to 
come down but ran up six flights of stairs. 
A wicker hamper was being toted out of 
Room 640 when Willie got to the scene, 
and a citizen he knew quite well was also 
leaving. The appraiser of the defunct. 
Three cops got hold of Willie and he 
protested to high heaven, and then 
Satchelfoot Kelly stepped outside, holding 
something wrapped in a hanky. 

“It’s awright, Grogan,” Kelly grinned. 
“It is just the business men’s and club 
woman’s comic. Gert told you, hah?” 

“Who was murdered?” Willie asked 
stepping in. 

“Who said murder?” Kelly snorted. “A 
character called Frankie Servo. A Roscoe 
in his hand and shot up clost right through 
the juggler. He was a contemptuary of 
your’n as look at the scrap book he kept 
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there on the table—an’ just look at it. Put 
your hooks on it an’ I’ll break your arm. 
He was a burlesque comedian in the 
roarin’ Finsky days. There is a makeup 
box in the closet you could use in your 
racket, Willie. Putty nose an’ all. Ha!” 

“Ain’t you a scream, though?” Willie 
sniffed.  

“One clippin’ here about two babes 
tried to carve each other up over a battle as 
to who got the inside with a stage door 
nifty,” Kelly said. “The soubrette lost and 
had four stitches taken in her left flipper.” 

Willie shuddered at the stains on the 
floor, and looked around.  

“Huh, them suits hangin’ up in the 
closet, Satchelfoot. They never come with 
baseball bats. An’ a bottle of Scotch on the 
dresser. Who’d want to bump himself off? 
You are as observin’ as an owl at high 
noon. Where’s the gun?” 

Kelly laughed. “You will know from 
nothin’, Willie.” 

“We’d better look out back an’ see can 
we find the slug went right through the 
guy, Kelly,” Grogan said. “Elst how will 
we prove the Roscoe he held shot him?” 

“Shah-h-h-h-hd up!” Satchelfoot 
yipped. He went into the closet and 
rummaged around. 

Willie slid closer to the table and 
riffled the leaves of the scrapbook. There 
was a fading halftone of a burlesque comic 
in baggy pants and exaggerated shoes, and 
press notices telling how Frankie Servo 
had wowed the runway addicts. A 
souvenir program of Finsky’s Chatham 
Square. And here was one where Frankie 
had posed with a doll wearing about half 
as much as the law in those days allowed, 
and Willie’s ears twitched. He just had 
time to read the caption when Satchelfoot 
Kelly yanked the book out of his clutches. 

William Klump’s mind could be called 
anything but photographic and he 
immediately forgot the strip teaser’s name. 

Ten minutes later, Satchelfoot and his 
associates were on their way downtown 
with the Roscoe and the scrapbook, and 
Willie sat with a harness bull and had a 
snort of the late comic’s Scotch. 

“Suicide, hah?” Willie sniffed. “I bet 
this room cost the victim twenty bucks a 
week. If he was on relief here the 
taxpayers should be told. That pinstripe 
suit hangin’ up there never cost lest than 
sixty clams!”  

“Who knows why guys bump 
‘emselves off, Klump?” the cop asked. 
“Even millionaires do it. Good Scotch, 
huh? I would of killed this bottle first if I’d 
been him, as he knew he wasn’t goin’ t’ 
have no hangover. Ha!”  

Willie shuddered at such sang froid 
and put his glass down. 

“Maybe that was his wife posed with 
him in that pitcher. Maybe after she got 
pneumonia an’ passed away an’ he 
brooded ever sincet until finally . . . If I 
saw her name oncet more—what was it 
now?” 

“Not bad induction, Klump,” the cop 
said. “Well, le’s lam outa here.” 

“Gert!” Willie yelped. “She’s still at . . 
. Oh-h-h!” 

 
ILLIAM Klump arrived at the East 
Manhattan Civic Center at 

midnight, and after quizzing at least a 
score of citizens, ran into a cab driver who 
peered out of one good eye. There was a 
scratch on his pan that had never been put 
there by a safety razor. 

“A dame wearin’ a mustard colored fur 
benny?” he said. “Did I see her, pal? 
How’d you like a bust on the nose?” 

“Brother, I am goin’ to git one,” Willie 
said. “That was my dame. Kind of an 
undershot jaw an’—” 

“Stop right there, Buster,” the cabby 
said. “She ast would I take her home an’ 
wait while she went in an’ got her dough 
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an’ I said I heard the gag before an’ go 
look for another patsy. She swung on me 
an’ then when I come around I see her 
gettin’ on a big sanitation truck which 
must have been goin’ her way. Brother, 
you keep away from that tomater!” 

“You think that is easy, huh?” Willie 
sighed, and sauntered homeward, 
wondering why Frankie Servo had eased 
himself off in the midst of plenty.  

Willie read about Frankie Servo in the 
paper the next morning. According to 
citizens who had known the comic, 
Frankie hadn’t trod the boards for 
goodness only knew how long, but he 
seemed to have had few worries of late. 
The cops had found close to three hundred 
clams in the defunct comic’s pocket and 
figured he had maybe been in a business 
not exactly recommended by a D.A. 

The police were mulling over the idea 
that Frankie could have been liquidated by 
a partner as shady as he himself had been. 
That is, if they could prove the ex-comic 
hadn’t expunged himself by his own hand.  

“No relatives as far as the cops know,” 
Willie said to himself. “Must be awful t’ 
shove off alone an’ unmourned-for. I 
better make up with Gert.” 

He dialed a number, gritted his teeth 
and waited. Gertie answered, but he was 
not sure it was his affinity for a good five 
minutes. Her voice was as soft as a kitten’s 
ear, and had a lilt to it. 

“You sure this is you, Gert?” Willie 
asked. 

“Why, of courst. Did you think a twin 
of mine from Siam got in town, Willie?” 

“Then you ain’t sore at me? Look, it 
was a murder an’—” 

“He sure was. He’s got wavy blond 
hair an’ brown eyes, Willie, and is he 
strong?” Gertie gurgled. “He’s only 
drivin’ the sanitation truck until he gits in 
a G.I. college to study civic engineerin’ 
and his name is Orville Brugziski. I got a 

date with him Sat’dy night. What was it 
you wanted to ast me, Willie?” 

“Wrong number,” Willie said, and 
hung up.  

It was late the next afternoon when 
Willie went downtown to see an assistant 
D.A. he knew quite well. 

“I was thinkin’ of puttin’ in a side line 
to my business to help unfray expenses,” 
he said, “an’ wonder is it legal to be a 
notarized public along with private 
investigatin’. An’ how do I git to be one; 
seein’ as I just went as far as the eighth 
grade an’ . . . What-a-a-a-at? Where did 
you git that Betsy?” Willie grabbed for the 
nickel-plated revolver.  

“That? That’s the gun Frankie Servo 
bumped himself off with, Klump. Don’t be 
silly.”  

“I’ll be sillier if I don’t make sure,” 
Willie yelped, and ran out of the D.A.’s 
office. 

He ran all the way to the subway and 
uptown he ran all the way from it and he 
was puffing like a sideshow fat lady on her 
way up Pike’s Peak on foot when he 
finally tore into the office of the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency. 

“No, it can’t be!” Willie gasped, and 
pulled open the drawer of the file cabinet 
labeled B to L. The revolver was gone! 

William Klump fell into his chair and 
clawed at his unruly locks and tried to 
think. Of course it had to be. Only Mrs. 
Parslow Clusp had known. He picked up 
his phone book and feverishly riffled the 
pages to the C’s. There it was. The club 
doll’s name. Seven hundred West Ninety-
ninth.  

“I won’t call her as it’ll give her a 
chancet to skip town. This will be a 
personal call. Of courst Frankie was 
rubbed out as Kelly said it was suicide. 
But Mrs. Clusp wouldn’t know old 
burleque comics. But would she?” 

On his way to a crosstown bus, Willie 
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suddenly felt a sharp pain in his 
empennage and leaped a foot off the 
pavement. He swung around quickly and 
saw a pair of moppets at the mouth of an 
alleyway grinning at him. One held an air-
gun. Willie took time out to lecture the 
young citizens on the evils of juvenile 
delinquency. 

“Aw-w, it was only a B-B,” a sprout 
yelped, and lammed with his crony. “Sor-
r-r-rehead!” 

“You didn’t hit me in the head!”  
Willie stiffened and leaned against a 

street signpost when a light flashed on 
inside his noggin. B-B. That was the name 
in the comic’s scrapbook. Bebe Delatour 
was the stripper’s name. Now where had 
he heard it before? 

 
WENTY minutes later, all agog, 
Willie buzzed Mrs. Clusp’s apartment 

bell. Mrs. Clusp, her hair up in curlers, 
answered the door and was quite surprised 
to see the president of the Hawkeye 
Detective Agency. 

“Why—er—Mr. Klump! And me such 
a fright! Whatever ails you?” 

Willie shut the door behind him. 
“Remember whatever you say’ll be used 
against you, madam. Why did you swipe 
my Roscoe from my office an’ knock off 
Frankie Servo?”  

Mrs. Clusp recoiled at first, then came 
back on her toes. “Look, I know you’re a 
comic, Klump, but enough is enough. I am 
not havin’ private showin’s!” 

“Don’t stall,” Willie snapped. “Only 
you knew I filed the Betsy with my snacks 
under B to L.”  

Mrs. Clusp sat down and gaped at 
Willie. She started thinking, but fast. 

“Oh, I told half a dozen of the girls 
about that. I thought it was such a scream, 
Klump. Especially Margie Frostick my 
closest friend who just had to hear all 
about that meeting clear to the last detail. 

You know, Mr. Klump, I think you’re 
crazy! I should send for the Bellevue 
pallbearers, but I just haven’t the heart.”  

“Heart?” Willie’s ears twanged. He 
ogled Mrs. Clusp until she got scared. 
“Has that Frostick babe got a bad ticker?” 

“Marge? Ha-a-a-a-a! She’s the bowlin’ 
champ of our set, Klump. She’s healthier 
than the captain of the Yale crew.”  

“Er, could you describe her?” Willie 
asked. . 

“Looks like a big china doll, Mr. 
Klump. And wears the most gorgeous red 
hats and always with a green feather.”  

Willie had little pins sticking in him all 
the way from his scalp down to his 
chilblains, and now he remembered Mrs. 
Beebe. He picked up his hat. 

. “Well, thanks,” he said. “A private 
eye can’t overlook nothin’ an’ I just 
thought I’d check. Forget it, Mrs. Clusp.”  

Three blocks away Willie quickly 
looked up Mrs. Gaylord Frostick and 
found that she lived in the same apartment 
house as Mrs. Clusp so he hurried right 
back to the fashionable pueblo and took 
the lift to the tenth floor. He paused 
outside a door marked K3-6, and listened. 
He heard a voice that was vaguely 
familiar. 

“Wha-a-at, Elsie?” it said. “He did? 
Oh-h-h, he is simply crocked in the head. 
For heaven’s sake! W-well, I must hang 
up as Gaylord is to call any minute and . . . 
Yes, I will, Elsie.”  

Willie knocked. Mrs. Gaylord Frostick 
asked who was there and her voice 
sounded to Willie as if she hadn’t cleaned 
the gravel out of her spinach. 

“It’s Klump from the Hawkeye,” 
Willie said sternly.  

“W-what you want?” 
“Why, I thought you’d feel like tellin’ 

me about your problem now,” Willie said. 
“The one you meant to tell me.”  

Mrs. Marge Frostick opened up and 

T
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Willie stepped inside. 
“I can only give you a minute, Mr. 

Klump. I’ve changed my mind about my 
husband.” 

She was quite a dish, Willie thought, 
even though she might have graduated 
from the G-strings. 

“This’ll take longer’n a minute, I’m 
afraid, my dear woman,” Willie said 
professionally. “Why did you say you was 
Mrs. Beebe that day, an’ why did you 
throw the fit to git me out of my office? 
That’s when you grabbed my revolver, 
huh?” 

“I do not know what you’re talking 
about, you crazy man!” Mrs. Frostick 
yipped, but Willie knew better as the doll 
seemed to step out from behind her 
makeup and become as wan as a penguin’s 
dickey. 

“Le’s stop horstin’ around, shall we?” 
Willie sniffed. “You will tell me next you 
wa’n’t Bebe Delatour oncet an’ got tossed 
into the hoosegow one time for slicin’ a 
soberette with a nail-file? Who was the 
ginzo with the bankroll, Mr. Frostick? The 
article in Frankie’s scrapbook didn’t 
mention the citizen’s name. Mrs. Clusp 
told you all about my file from B to L and 
so where would you figure was a better 
place to get a Roscoe, huh?”  

Mrs. Frostick poured herself a drink. 
She used a beer glass for the rye and filled 
it two-thirds the way up. She did not offer 
Willie one. The brew handed her some 
nerve and she dared Willie to prove such a 
simply ridiculous story. 

“Easy,” Willie said. “It is no doubt the 
prints of your pretty fingers are on file 
downtown, Bebe, as you was held that 
time for felonish assault an’ prints never 
change if you know about such things. It 
looks like you turned Frankie down one 
time for Mr. Frostick who took you away 
from it all. Later on, Frankie, havin’ no 
more burlesque joint open to give him a 

bare livin,’ figured to get hunk more ways 
than one. Mr. Frostick, Frankie figured, 
had to have the society vote to make him 
president of that bureau or whatever Mrs. 
Clusp meant. So he put the bee on you, 
sister. You paid up or he would tell 
everybody you oncet trod the runways 
with little more on than a kewpie doll. 
Well?” 

 
RS. FROSTICK collapsed on a 
divan and clutched at her throat.  

“How much you want, Klump?” 
“Why, the very idea!” Willie sniffed. 

“A citizen has been liquidated and you 
dare to suggest a bribe? You rubbed out 
Frankie and made it look like suiside an’ 
now you . . . Tsk tsk! Well le’s take a trip 
down . . . Who’s that?” 

“It isn’t Miss Hush, sweetheart!” a 
gruff voice aid. “Excuse me, for listening 
outside!”  

Willie hadn’t heard the door open or 
close. But there stood a big distinguished-
looking gee wrapped up in a big camel’s 
hair coat with pearl buttons. The most 
disturbing part of it all was that Mr. 
Gaylord Frostick—who else?—had a cane 
clutched in his right fist and it had a shiny 
metal knob as big as a half grown Idaho 
potato. And he held it by the wrong end. 

“So he wa’n’t as dumb as he seemed, 
Baby?” 

“I fool all kinds of crooks,” Willie 
said. “I hope you won’t make no more 
trouble than there is, Mr. Frostick.” 

“No kidding, Buster? You see, my 
unfortunate friend, it was yours truly that 
has been paying Frankie off as wouldn’t I 
have known all along she was Bebe 
Delatour when I married her? Yeah, I was 
the ginzo you mentioned a couple minutes 
ago. Yeah, I was going around with the 
other doll until I met Bebe. And it was 
yours truly fixed Frankie’s wagon as he 
stepped up the bite too much.” 

M
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“Now we got about everythin’, Mr. 
Frostick,” Willie said. “I’ll try an’ get 
lenients for you both. Blackmailers 
generally ast for . . . I don’t like the way 
you look at me, Mr. F—” 

“Look, Klump, you think we’re going 
to throw everythin’ away—my career, my 
wife’s position in society?” Mr. Frostick 
said in a voice that curdled Willie’s blood. 
“Here’s the story the newspapers will get. 
‘At about three o’clock yesterday 
afternoon, Gaylord Frostick, owner of the 
Frostick Plastic Girdle Company, Inc., 
arrived at his apartment to discover his 
wife fighting off the advances of an 
intruder. Mr. Frostick struck the man over 
the head and called the police. Later it was 
discovered that the dead man was a private 
detective calling himself William J. 
Klump. Neither Mr. Gaylord nor his 
socially prominent wife could explain Mr. 
Klump’s presence there. It was known, 
however, that Klump, a few days previous, 
had frightened a group of clubwomen 
almost to death with a loaded revolver. His 
sanity had been questioned by some of his 
associates.’ How’s that sound, Mr. 
Klump?”  

“Too good,” Willie admitted. “No jury 
would convict you.” He backed away from 
the advancing Mr. Frostick. The man said, 
“Tear your dress to make this perfect, 
Bebe. Here’s where we get in the clear!” 

“You fiends!” Willie gulped. “Won’t 
you stop at nothin’?” 

“You can see how it is, Klump!”  
Willie found himself in a corner just as 

Frostick swung with the streamlined 
shillalah. Willie ducked like a cornered 
meatball and plaster jumped off the wall 
where the weapon had landed. Willie 
lowered his noggin and dived for Mr. 
Frostick’s legs, and the next swipe of the 
cane hit him on his fanny and tore a 
painful yowl out of him. 

But he played like a horse when he got 

between the society citizen’s legs and 
spilled Mr. Frostick. Willie tried to follow 
up and spread-eagle his quarry but the 
knob of the cane glanced off his pate and 
crossed his glimmers. He saw three Mr. 
Frostick’s and guessed it was all over. 

It would have been if Mrs. Frostick 
hadn’t become too eager to help. She 
threw a bottle with a picture of Lord 
Calvert on it and it was a billiard shot. It 
caromed off the Klump rump and tagged 
Mr. Frostick right between the eyes. 

Willie got to his feet and shook the 
canaries out of his ears. Mrs. Frostick, 
however, was still in there fighting, and 
she selected next a statuette of “The 
Discus Thrower.” Willie eluded same and 
it went right through a big window and out 
into traffic, and then he picked up Mr. 
Frostick’s cane and chased the ex-stripper 
around and around. 

As Mrs. Frostick passed by her 
prostrate hubby, Gaylord Frostick 
suddenly reached out for what seemed a 
likely weapon, and pulled. It was one of 
Mrs. Frostick’s shapely gams and down 
she went to scatter her marbles every 
which way. William Klump rapped 
Gaylord just hard enough to deep-freeze 
him until outsiders arrived. 

The first one to enter was a big 
policeman, and he held a statuette of “The 
Discus Thrower.”  

”Awright, who flang this?” he yelped. 
“It went through the top of a Grimble 
delivery truck an’—” 

 
ILLIE had never felt like kissing a 
cop before. He had to use all his 

will power. 
“We can explain at the precinct 

house,” he choked out. “Call Kelly an’ 
Grogan from downtown like a good feller. 
Tell ‘em to bring that Roscoe that knocked 
off the comic. These two citizens are the 
ones rubbed out Frankie Servo.”  

W
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“Wha-a-a-a?” the big cop yelped. 
“This, is Mr. and Mrs. Frostick, you 
lemonhead! Every Chris’mas they gimmie 
twenty bucks! Why, Mrs. Frostick is a 
society doll an’—” 

“Yeah, an’ she oncet packed ‘em in for 
Finsky,” Willie said, and took a gander at 
Bebe who was just getting to her hands 
and knees. “Hey, Bebe, take it off! Take it 
off!” 

“Ah-h-h-h, shuddup!” Mrs. Frostick 
squawked and got to her feet. “You want 
we should git raided? Awright, you ol’ 
bald-headed buzzards! Yippe-e-e-e-e!”  

She yanked a zipper, and the big cop 
gaped like a goldfish at feeding time. 

“Why, she’s takin’ off her . . . Hey, 
stop that!” 

“Oh-h-h,” Mrs. Frostick suddenly 
squeaked. “Wh-where am I?” 

“Let’s be goin’, huh?” Willie 
suggested. 

“No kiddin, pal,” the cop said. “The 
rest of this I must see.”  

Satchelfoot Kelly and Grogan arrived 
at the precinct station half an hour later. 
The D.A.’s right-hand man was with them. 
They took a look at the prisoners while 
Willie diagnosed. 

“They’d better get the best mouthpiece 
in town,” he said. “The evidence is too 
inclusive for them to beat the rap. It was 
quite an idea them gettin’ my Betsy. It 
looks like Mr. Frostick didn’t own a gun 
an’ knew wherever he borrowed or bought 
one he would git on record about it. So 
Mrs. Frostick remembered what Mrs. 
Clusp said about my gun an’ figured if she 
could grab it, it wouldn’t never be hot. 
Well, she did by a clever roose.” 

“But wouldn’t she figure you might 
see the Betsy when the cops got it, 
Willie?” the D.A.’s first assistant asked, 
putting the hot end of a cigar in his mouth. 

“It looks like Mrs. Clusp told her pal, 
Margie, everythin’ went on at the 

meetin’,” Willie divulged. “Like me sayin’ 
real cops and private eyes don’t see clues 
or evidence each other gits. Because of 
perfessional jealousy. An’ I only saw the 
Roscoe by accidents downtown, don’t 
forget. It is too bad for the culprits Frankie 
Servo kept a scrapbook they didn’t know 
about. I guess Mrs. Clusp will have to 
testerfy. Imagine it, Satchelfoot. When 
you have to give a phony name quick, you 
always grab one you or somebody used 
before. Huh, Mrs. Beebe. Bebe Delatour.”  

It was late the next day when the 
Frosticks huddled and decided a second-
degree rap saving the commonwealth a lot 
of dough would be better than gambling 
on the shock rocker up the river. Willie’s 
picture was in the evening papers. He was 
the man of the hour once more, and so 
Gertie called him up the next morning. 
“Oh, Willie, you darlin’!” Gertie greeted. 

“Make up your mind,” Willie said 
loftily. “How about Orville Bugwhiskey or 
whatever his name is? Huh?”  

“Him!” Gertie replied sourly. “I don’t 
know what I seen in the big bum, Willie. 
Last night—why, I was never so 
mortarfried in my life. We’re in this swell 
French rest-rant uptown an’ the place is 
crowded. They run out of tumblers so they 
bring Orville some water in a glass bowl. 
Willie, the dumb cluck, washes his han’s 
in it.” 

“Ha-a-a-a-a!” Willie laughed. “So you 
thought I was dumb, Gertie? You don’t 
miss the well until the water goes dry, 
huh?”  

“I don’t get it.”  
“Skip it,” Willie sighed. “Be seein’ 

you, Gert.”  
He hung up. Ah, he thought, what a 

team they would have made. Frankie 
Servo and Gertie Mudgett. Out of this 
world! Huh, Frankie was already, wasn’t 
he? Willie grinned. He wasn’t such a bad 
comic himself when he thought it over. 


