
Ten Detective Aces, February, 1942 

Gnats to You! 
“Dizzy Duo” Yarn 

 
By Joe Archibald 

 
When it comes to ancient mythology, everything is Greek to Snooty and Scoop, those 
dizzy newshawks. And when Snooty attempts to free a hot-seat selectee with the aid of 

fabulous tales, he has to dig in modern ruins to unearth a homicide hair-raiser. 
 

ON’T laugh, but me and Snooty 
Piper were invited to appear on a 
quiz program. It is between the 

male newspaper reporters and female 
scribblers and is sponsored by the Dimwitt 
Dandruff Company of Everett. Halfway 
through the battle the males are leading by 
ten points, but not because of Snooty 
Piper. 

“Well, here we are at the halfway 
mark,” the master of ceremonies says. 
“Come on, girls. Let’s show these guys, 
huh? But now it’s the men’s turn. All 
right, Mr. Piper, here is one you are stuck 
with—we hope. It’s an old question. Now 
if you were in a boat out in the bay—any 
bay—and had your mother and your wife 

in the boat and a squall came up and 
turned the boat over, who would you save 
first?”  

“My mother—as I have not got a 
wife,” Snooty says. “Chalk up ten more 
points for us, huh, Scoop?”  

“Ver-ry good, Piper,” the M. C. says. 
“Hmph. Er, now Miss Quill, if—” 

Anyway, the male characters won and 
each of us got a case of Dimwitt Dandruff 
Clew that would kill anything, even ticks 
on an elephant if pachyderms have ticks. It 
says on the label that the stuff is 
inflammable for awhile and to keep away 
from blow torches and such while the 
scalp is drying.  

“I bet they are a subsidiary of the 
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Twoomey Toupee Company,” Snooty says 
as we go out. “But it is quite an honor to 
appear on the Battle of the Bostons, isn’t 
it? Mr. Guppy should be very proud of us, 
but he won’t be.”  

“You can say that again,” I says. 
“I have two green suits that are 

spotted,” Snooty says. “That stuff ought to 
clean them. Scoop. What are you going to 
do with yours?”  

“Refuse it,” I says. “Well, here is the 
car. Please remember green means ‘go’ 
and red means ‘stop,’ will you?”  

Next morning me and Snooty Piper 
walk proudly into the city room of the 
Evening Star and expect to be 
congratulated for our air blitz. 

“We sure knocked ‘em over, didn’t 
we?” Snooty yelps at Dogface Woolsey. 

“I am not interested in how your 
bowling team came out, Piper,” Dogface 
counters. “Last night there was also a 
terrible murder. Almost a double one. The 
guilty citizen is guilty of arson, too.”  

“What?” Snooty says. “No kidnapin’ 
charge? Where was the crime?”  

“In Dorchester,” Dogface says. “They 
are still investigating it out there. Part of 
the house was burned down and one 
female is in the morgue and another is in 
the hospital in no shape to interview 
nobody. You can get out there in ten 
minutes.” 

 
E go out to Dorchester and when 
we arrive at the scene there is cops 

and curious citizens taking a gander at the 
half burned two story house. Iron Jaw 
O’Shaughnessy is in charge and he has got 
a citizen backed up against the side of the 
garage and is accusing him of everything 
but the sinking of the Ark Royal. 

The taxpayer is a short character 
dressed in baggy tweeds and not bad-
looking, save for the top of his dome that 
bulges too much from having too many 

brains. His name is Kennilworth Keech 
and it was his spouse Alberta that was the 
victim of the conflagration. The doll in the 
hospital, we find out, is his secretary, 
Althea Budd. 

“Awright,” Iron Jaw yelps. “Talk fast, 
Keech. Your house burns down an’ you 
are the only one who escapes without even 
a third-degree burn. That’s suspicious 
right there.” 

“Why, sure,” Snooty says as we come 
up. “All criminals make a slip. You forgot 
to stick your arm in the furnace first, 
didn’t you?”  

“You shut up!” Iron Jaw howls. “You 
keep out of this, Piper.”  

“Anyway, you were wrong to begin 
with,” Snooty goes on. “The house is only 
half burned down, Iron Jaw.”  

“Now look here,” Kennilworth says. 
“This is an outrage. 1 wake up at two in 
the morning and I smell smoke and I go 
out of the bedroom an’ see flames comin’ 
up the stairs. I got asthma and smoke 
chokes me to death so I knew I didn’t have 
no chance to save the women. My best bet 
was to call the fire department as fast as I 
could. Anyway I get scared easy. Maybe 
I’m a coward but I can’t help it. But I did 
yell loud to wake up everybody . . . Oh, 
poor Alberta.”  

“I bet she was a peach,” Snooty says. 
I nudge him furtively. “Only a ghoul 

would joke now,” I sniff. 
“You should of seen Althea,” a native 

sneers. “No wonder Alberta was jealous.”  
“Oh, yeah?” Iron Jaw says. “Give me 

your name and address, lady, as I will talk 
with you in private.”  

“She is the neighborhood gossip,” 
Kennilworth protests. “Don’t you believe 
nothin’ she says. I was a model husband.” 

“Hah!” Iron Jaw scoffs. “A triangle!”  
“He gets worse and worse,” Snooty 

says to me. 
“You got in a jam an’ your wife was 
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gettin’ wise,” the flatfoot goes on. “You’d 
fell for the secketary and wanted to ease 
off the ball and chain. It is plain enough. 
We will have all the ruins photographed 
an’ some burnt wood tested at a labratory 
and we will know if gasoline and stuff was 
soaked into it before it was burnt. It is 
funny the secketary survived.”  

“Isn’t it?” I says. “I almost died 
laughin’ when I heard it. So you think 
Kennilworth did try to save the youngest 
doll before he got out and turned in the 
alarm. Look, his tweeds is scorched a bit.”  

“I didn’t ast you!” Iron Jaw hoots. 
“An’ I can see as I ain’t blind.”  

“If you see with your mind’s eye,” 
Snooty says, “you are—as you have no 
mind. Ha! Well, go on and arrest him.”  

“You are a suspect, Mr. Keech,” Iron 
Jaw says. “Don’t you dare leave town as 
we will follow you to the ends of the 
earth.”  

“He should play the lead in ‘Hamlet,’ 
Scoop,” Snooty says to me. “Let’s inch 
over toward the hatchet-faced dame and 
question her before Iron Jaw does. He has 
gone into the ruins once more.”  

We introduce ourselves. The old doll 
with the tongue with a two-way stretch is 
delighted to know we are from the press. 
She says for us to follow her. She lives 
across the street. 

“Oh, he did it all right,” the human 
magpie chirps even before we get behind 
walls. “As sure as my name is Phoebe 
Pew. He is an expert on microbes and bugs 
that cause diseases and does a lot of 
research with them.”  

Phoebe goes on to say that she is a doll 
who sews what the Keeches used to rip 
and she saw Alberta Keech quite often and 
knew the good wife was very unhappy. 

“One day I was over there an’ she 
bursts out cryin’. She said Kennilworth 
was gone to the lib’ary with Althea, the 
hussy! Well, I hinted that she was being a 

fool and that most likely her husband and 
that snip was nowheres near where there 
was books.”  

“You comforted her,” Snooty says. 
“She was pinin’ away while that 

husband of hers made eyes at that pretty 
face,” Mrs. Pew says. “Men are all no 
good. Mrs. Keech was pretty once and she 
has more brains than the secketary, too. 
I’ve heard them fightin’ with each other 
and one day the winders were open and I 
heard that villain say if she didn’t like 
Althea in the house, she could go an’ live 
in a hotel until his work was done. He kilt 
her.”  

“Thanks very much,” Snooty says. 
“We will be goin’. Come on, Scoop.”  

We go out. Snooty says as we cross the 
street, “Pew! She was named right, huh? 
Oh, there is Iron Jaw jumping up and 
down. Doesn’t he know the fire is all put 
out?”  

“It is me who is put out,’“ Iron Jaw 
trumpets. “How dare you talk to my 
witness? Why, I’ll—”  

“A witness to what?” I says. “Gnats!” 
 

 FIREMAN tells the cops that the 
room where the deceased slept had 

not been touched by the fire but that the 
Keech woman could have been suffocated 
by the smoke and maybe had run out into 
the fire. 

“We are the detectives,” Iron Jaw says. 
“You guys tell us how the fire started. I 
bet Keech here will tell after we’ve 
combed him downtown.”  

“You are being silly,” Kennilworth 
says. “I am a research chemist and perhaps 
know as much about microbes and 
bacteria as anyone in the country. If I 
wanted to get rid of my wife, I could have 
done it very easily in a less crude fashion, 
believe me. Nobody would have been able 
to prove it was murder either. But I had no 
intention of getting rid of Alberta. Of 
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course we had words. She was a little 
jealous of Althea and I laughed at her.”  

“That sounds sensible to me,” Snooty 
says. 

“Oh, siding with the murderer, huh?” 
the overstuffed slewfoot howls. 

“It is safer than bettin’ on the detective 
in the case if the dick happens to be you, 
O’Shaughnessy,” Snooty says. 

Iron Jaw controls his temper somehow 
and tells the cops to get some samples of 
the embers to the laboratory at once. “I’ll 
be at headquarters in about an hour, after I 
have talked to Mrs. Pew.”  

“There is a tavern only three blocks 
from here,” Snooty says. “Let’s go and 
have a beer or two, Scoop. I wonder who 
did set fire to the house, if it was arson, 
huh?”  

“You answered more questions on the 
quiz last night than I did,” I remind him. 
“Did it ever occur to two bloodthirsty 
citizens like you and Iron Jaw that it might 
have been an accident?”  

“Why I never thought of that,” Snooty 
says. 

When we get to the tavern, we meet a 
character who also had been mooching 
about the ruins of the Keech homestead. 
The native introduces himself as an 
insurance detective named Elbert Busk. 

“I think it was murder and arson all 
right,” Busk says as we buy him two 
beers. “They’ll find out for sure at 
headquarters. I got here while they was 
removing the quick one an’ the dead one. 
Mrs. Keech had a book held against her 
bosom and part of it was burnt. Would she 
be readin’ at two in the A. M.?”  

“No kiddin’?” Snooty says. “Where is 
the book? It might mean nothin’ at all as 
you know how citizens act when they find 
out their house is on fire? I remember 
when I was a kid, our house caught fire 
and my old man hollered for everybody to 
save something before they left the house. 

What do you think my Aunt Loolie had? 
An old pair of overshoes.”  

“Oh, they tossed the book in the 
ruins,” Busk tells us. 

“H’m-m,” Snooty says. “Wait here, 
Scoop.”  

I do not ask the halfwit where he is 
going. I know. I am certain of it. The 
fathead does not get back for almost an 
hour. He smells like the inside of a 
fireplace. He has a book under his arm. 

“I talked to Mrs. Pew first. Iron Jaw 
had just left her house. Mrs. Keech was 
smart, I learned. She was a wizard at 
myths.”  

“Stop lisping,” I sniff. 
“Look. Mrs. Keech, the old gossip told 

me, was on the Battle of the Bostons a 
month ago. It was on myths. Mrs. Keech 
won hands down when they asked her 
about Scylla and Charybdis and Ossa and 
Pelion and Hero and Leander. She was an 
expert on them and cherished the books 
that was all about them. I had a time 
ducking out of the ruins with the book. I 
found out where they had found the 
remains of the victim and knew the book 
wouldn’t be far away from the spot with 
the X on it.”  

“So you have a book,” 1 sniff as Rusk 
laughs. “I bet you will start a library, huh? 
If you should get a stroke and pass out 
now, you would be no myth to me. I could 
do without you very easily, Snooty Piper.” 

M
 

E AND Snooty go to the Evening 
Star and write about the fire and the 

victims, all that we have on it. Before the 
last edition of Mr. Guppy’s journal goes to 
bed, Iron Jaw has arrested Kennilworth 
Keech for arson and murder. Mrs. Pew is 
to play the role of star witness that will 
send Kennilworth to the castle where they 
have a throne wired, but not for sound. 
The experts in the lab have discovered that 
fuel had been poured onto the wood in the 
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living room—under the room where Mrs. 
Keech slept. 

“What they won’t do next,” I says. 
“Look, criminology does all right without 
you, Snooty. To find traces of gasoline and 
such in burnt wood, they treat the embers 
with stuff called rhodokrit and the burnt 
wood turns red if there was arson mixed 
up with it. Here we have it that 
Kennilworth purchased a gallon of benzine 
only forty-eight hours before. He said it 
was to thin out rubber cement which he 
used to paste things in his scrapbook. Mrs. 
Pew will swear that Kennilworth was a 
cad and wanted to marry Althea.”  

“Then we can forget all about it if Iron 
Jaw has got that far,” Snooty says. “For 
once I know I am licked. The picture of 
Althea in the papers convinces me 
anyway, Scoop. For a doll like that, I 
might even stoop to homicide. 
Kennilworth figured maybe that microbes 
were too expensive to use on his wife as 
he did not have too many of them to 
experiment with as it was.”  

“Shake, Snooty,” I says and stick out 
my hand. “You are changing for the best. 
It is our duty now to help the D. A. put 
Kennilworth in the braising sofa.”  

Believing anything that Snooty Piper 
tells you is a sign you are ready for the 
boudoir with padded wall paper at 
Danvers, Mass. He could not leave well 
enough alone if he was standing by a 
Queen cobra who has just given birth to 
little cobras. 

Two days later, while the State is 
getting the case against Kennilworth as 
damaging as a stick of R. A. F. bombs, I 
call to see Snooty Piper where he lives. 

“What is burning?” I ask. “Did you 
forget to turn the toast?”  

“It is this book you smell, I guess,” 
Snooty says. “The fire singed it a bit. It is 
Ormsby’s Omnibus of Mythology 
Throughout the Ages. Scoop, did you 

know that Leander swam the Hellespont?” 
“I haven’t read the sport pages in the 

last month,” I snap. “How can you stand 
hugging a book like that to you. A corpse 
read it last.”  

“It is funny how some citizens make 
notes on the margins of pages when they 
read, Scoop. Mrs. Keech was reading 
about Praxiteles and Phryne. She wrote 
right after the tag line of the myth, Not a 
bad idea. I wonder if myths didn’t go to 
her dome some? Have you read about 
Phryne?”  

“Oh, shut up,” I says. “More evidence 
is piled up against Kennilworth. They 
picked up a witness who said they saw 
him in a Brookline cinema with Althea 
and they were sitting very close.”  

“It was harmless,” Snooty says. “She 
was only his amanuensis. I bet they were 
taking notes together there. I bet it was 
that picture Arrowsmith, where a citizen’s 
wife got bit by yellow fever microbes. 
They are framing Kennilworth.”  

“If this was a state where they hung 
murderers,” I says, “I could spring a good 
gag now.”  

“I imagine that it wouldn’t be very 
difficult to get into the remains of the 
Keech residence now that the D. A. has 
about made up his mind. Here they have 
Kennilworth, the empty benzine can, 
slightly charred, Mrs. Pew and other 
witnesses. I have been thinking for hours 
before you got here, Scoop. Tomorrow 
night we shall go out to Dorchester and 
look around. I think I have the motive for 
the rubout.”  

“Althea is the motive, dope,” I snort. 
“She is better looking—or was—than a 
composite photo of Myrna Loy, Lana 
Turner and Betty Grable. Anyway, you 
used the wrong pronoun as usual, Mr. 
Piper. You will be the lone wolf tomorrow 
night. Thank you just the same.”  

“I’ll meet you at Park Square at eleven 
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o’clock,” Snooty says. 
We arrive at the half consumed 

homestead of the Keeches on schedule. 
Snooty Piper has a flashlight, some rope 
and a burlap bag. I ask him who we are 
going to kidnap. 

“Sh-h-h,” Snooty says. “Earlier this 
evenin’ I reconnoitered. The cops have a 
guy watching the place. Look over there, 
Scoop. He is comin’ this way and has to 
pass this garage. It looks like Mike 
Dooley, the flatfoot from Fields Corner. 
Now when he gets here, you get him by 
the knees. I will put the sack over his 
dome and smother him.”  

“I will have nothing to do with such 
unlawful actions!” I sniff. “I am leaving 
right now.”  

But I do not leave because Snooty 
hints that he will let on who got the bottle 
of brandy out of Guppy’s desk. He stoops 
to any method of coercion. 

 
OOLEY comes past and I down him. 
He lets out a short yell but Snooty 

gets the sack over his dome and winds it 
around his face and throat. Then we tie up 
Dooley and drag him into the garage. 

“A life is at stake,” Snooty says as we 
trudge through the ruins. “Kennilworth, if 
he is innocent, will maybe save half the U. 
S. some day by knowing how to lick 
microbes. We are doin’ this for science as 
well as justice.”  

“You could convince yourself of 
anything, couldn’t you?” I growl. “This is 
still assault on the law to me and I will 
settle right now for five years.”  

“Sh-h-h. Look, there’s the ladder they 
left up against the part of the house that 
was not burnt. We will climb it, Scoop.” 

“What, didn’t you bring wings?” I says 
in disgust. “You go first. This is not safe, 
Snooty. Part of that wall looks like it is 
shakin’ now. We are criminals, Snooty 
Piper.” 

We get up to the second floor and 
enter the boudoir of the late Alberta 
Keech. We do not have to open a door as 
the firemen have chopped it down. The 
water they squirted into the bedroom left 
an awful mess. Snooty says insurance 
agencies should arrest most of the firemen. 

“You watch out, Scoop,” Snooty says 
under his breath. “I will search for 
something.” He snaps on the light and 
mooches around. After what seems like 
eighty hours to me, I hear Snooty calling. I 
go over to where he is scootched down in 
a closet and he points to a big pasteboard 
carton that was left intact. 

“It was under a lot of clothes in the 
closet,” Snooty says. “So far, I bet I am 
right. Look what it says on the box. Read 
the letters, Scoop.”  

“I do. It says on the side of the carton, 
Dimwitt’s Dandruff Company.” Snooty 
opens the cover and I see that there are 
still eleven bottles in it. 

“There,” Snooty says. “Where is the 
other one? It is vital that we find it, Scoop, 
as you know very well that the scalp 
liniment was inflammable until it dried. 
We will look through the desk there. The 
letters and all are still soaked but not 
burned up. Wait until I get this file that 
says correspondence, then we will scram. 
Glass won’t burn up, will it?” 

We arrive at the Greek’s an hour 
before closing time and the cuffs of our 
pants still spill ashes everywhere we step. 
Nick wants to know where was the 
minstrel show and why didn’t we get all 
the burnt cork off our pans. 

“We are a mess I guess,” Snooty 
admits. “Let us look in this file as dames’ 
letters generally give away their life’s 
secrets.”  

“This is sabotage, or at least crooked,” 
I says, a little alarmed, as I paw over the 
correspondence. I find a letter or two that 
Kennilworth wrote to his wife while they 
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were going together. “Love like that never 
cools off,” I says. “Maybe it was these 
letters set the house afire. Let’s send them 
to the D. A.”  

“Don’t be silly,” Snooty says. “Why, I 
believe here is something very interesting. 
It is a letter Mrs. Keech wrote to the 
Dimwitt Dandruff Company not more than 
three weeks ago. Listen to this, Scoop 
Binney. 

Then he reads: 
 
Dear Sirs, as you are no gentlemen: 
I tried one treatment of Dimwitt Dandruff, only 

a tablespoon of it, and suffer from dandruff no 
more as you have to have a scalp to get dandruff. I 
am going to sue you for false pretense as this is 
good U. S. Army plane fuel, not hair tonic. 

Yours truly, 
Mrs. Keech 

  
“So what?”  
“So she only used a tablespoon of it,” 

Snooty says: “Where is the rest of the 
bottle she sampled?”  

“Now look,” I says. “Don’t you dare 
try and tell me you think Mrs. Keech set 
fire to the house.”  

“All right, I won’t,” Snooty Piper 
sniffs. “Why, there is Iron Jaw 
O’Shaughnessy. Hello pal. This is awful 
late for you to—”  

“Don’t look now,” I gulp and look for 
an open window. “That is Mike Dooley 
behind him. Run, Snooty.”  

“Ha-a-h!” Iron Jaw says. “I ain’t a 
detective, huh? I found you punks. Dooley 
tore a button off the coat of one of his 
assailants. Why, Piper, there is a green 
button missing off your green coat. All 
right, come quietly now. Please resist a 
little though, will you, boys? I’m achin’ to 
paste you one. Assaulting an officer of the 
law is the first charge. Stealing evidence 
from the scene of a crime comes next. Git 
along, there, you crooks. The buggy is 
waitin’ outside.”  

“I want a lawyer,” Snooty says. 

“Yeah? You’ll need one.” Iron Jaw 
laughs very disagreeably. “Bring that file 
of letters they stole, Mike.”  

“It was to save an innocent suspect,” 
Snooty argues. “Wait until I see the D. A.” 

 
E SEE the D. A. the next A. M.  

see us 
Just after Mr. Guppy came to 

and refused to give us bail. “You 
are both a disgrace to the Evening Star,” 
he said. “You are both fired.” 

“Well, boys,” the D. A. says. “In a 
mess again, aren’t you? Up to now you 
really got away with it because you got 
guilty persons. This time—”  

“Kennilworth Keech did not set his 
house on fire and cause the death of his 
wife and the near-death of Althea Budd,” 
Snooty says to the D. A. “If tyin’ up a 
flatfoot like Washington Street traffic on 
Saturday afternoon will help an innocent 
man escape the jitter juice, I will do it 
anytime. 

“You let me go to my roomin’ house 
under guard and bring somethin’ back and 
I will show you a thing or two. Mrs. Keech 
was a myth fiend and she tried to save her 
book on mythology before anything else, 
just before the smoke got her. She could 
have escaped the fire if she had not 
stopped to wait to find out something.”  

“Huh?” the D. A. says. ‘‘You sound 
nutty to me. But I’ll let you go get what 
you want.”  

“That is not all,” Snooty says. 
“Because you found the singed can that 
Keech had his benzine in, you didn’t look 
in the ashes no more. You find me a bottle 
that holds two quarts of liquid in the ashes 
and 1 will show you what it is used for and 
who fills the bottles as 1 was on the 
Dimwitt Dandruff hour only a few nights 
ago. 

“You will find eleven bottles of that 
stuff in Mrs. Keech’s closet and you better 
bring them here for evidence. Wait until 
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you read the labels. I got a letter on me, 
too, that will help Kennilworth out of the 
clink. This Mrs. Keech was quite a 
character, as I will prove.”  

“What did she wait to find out?” the D. 
A. asks Snooty. 

“I’ll tell you later,” Snooty says. “A 
dame will try anythin’ to see if she is 
slippin’ or not, if she is losin’ her oomph 
and is playin’ second violin to a cupcake 
like this Althea Budd.”  

“I am sure of one thing, Piper,” the D. 
A. says. “Even if you muff this case, 
nobody can put you in jail. There are 
places for the demented.”  

“Just wait,” Snooty says loftily. “Well, 
that ain’t a bad bed I have in my cell. My 
landlady uses worse ones. We will go back 
and wait, Scoop.”  

To make a long story short, the cops 
did dig in and about the ruins of the Keech 
mansion and they found the empty hair 
pep bottle in the garbage can, of all places. 
There was not a smidge of hair tonic left in 
the two-quart bottle and so why shouldn’t 
the D. A. have wondered why? A flatfoot 
also brings the book on mythology and 
hands it to the D. A. The D. A. sends for 
us. 

“Well, Piper,” the state’s disciple of St. 
Ives says. “Here is the bottle. Here is the 
partially burned book which is Ormsby’s 
Omnibus of Mythology Throughout the 
Ages. Now let me see you add all these 
together and prove Kennilworth Keech is 
not deserving of the permanent brushoff.”  

“This is goin’ to be a scream,” Iron 
Jaw says, making himself comfortable. 

“Awright,” Snooty says. “She only 
used one tablespoon of the tress renovator. 
Now where do you think she spilled the 
rest of it? Her letter proves that’s all she 
used. There is just as much proof the hair 
oil burned up the house as much as there is 
that Kennilworth’s benzine did.”  

“Go on, Piper,” Iron Jaw says. “This is 

killin’ me.”  
“Mrs. Keech was a whiz on 

mythology. It was her Bible,” Snooty says. 
“She won hands down when the Battle of 
the Bostons had the Contemporary Club of 
Dorchester battlin’ against the Brighton 
Bundlers for Britain. On one page here in 
the book—Mrs. Keech marked the page—
look where it says, Not a bad idea? She 
hugged the book to her bosom when she 
saw she had waited too long. So—”  

“For Heaven’s sake, Piper!” the D. A. 
yowls. “What was she waitin’ for? If you 
don’t tell me this time—” 

“For Kenilworth,” Snooty says, “Now 
look. This myth she earmarked was about 
Praxiteles, who was a sculptor. Everybody 
kept askin’ him which of the two best 
statues in his shop he liked most of all. But 
Praxiteles couldn’t make up his mind. One 
of the statues was of Eros and the other of 
The Satyr. There was a cupcake named 
Phryne who was Praxiteles’ model and she 
cooked up an idea to make the boss own 
up which was his favorite. One night she 
set his studio on fire and Praxiteles hopped 
down to the shop and saved Eros, I think it 
says in the book.”  

“Go on,” I says. “I ain’t mythin’ a 
thing, Snooty. I am beginnin’ to catch on.”  

“It is Greek to me,” Iron Jaw howls. 
“Of course,” Snooty says, while the D. 

A. scratches his dome. “Alberta Keech 
figured she would find out once and for all 
if Kennilworth was giving her the boot and 
was carrying the torch for Althea Budd. So 
during the night she got up and went 
downstairs and poured dandruff elixir, 
which is inflammable while it is wet, all 
over the curtains or somewhere and then 
put a match to it. She hiked up to her 
boudoir and waited breathlessly for the 
result of her amazing experiment. Alas and 
lackaday, she never did find out, did she?”  

“What?” the D. A. yells. 
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HE waited for Kennilworth to come 
and save her first,” Snooty says. 

“She waited too long. She was positive 
Kennilworth was lifting the frail Althea 
off her Ostermoor and was carrying her to 
safety, leaving his wife to perish. Alberta 
said the heck with everythin’ then and did 
not try to get out. Or else she waited too 
long for Kennilworth and found she was 
behind the eightball. 

“S “I knew you wouldn’t believe such 
bunk, Mr. D. A.,” Iron Jaw nods. 

“Oh, so I am a monkey’s uncle, hah?” 
the D. A. yells. “I’ll bust you for that 
wisecrack, O’Shaughnessy!”  

“Uh—er—you mean you believe the 
Keech dame—”  

“Of course, stupid,” the D. A. snaps. 
“It is all clear now. With this evidence 
brought to court, nobody can convict 
Kennilworth Keech.”  “But the trouble was that Kennilworth 

Keech did not try to grab either doll. Half 
strangled by smoke, knowing how bad it 
was for his asthma, Kennilworth made a 
dive for the nearest exit. He turned in the 
alarm. The brave firemen appeared too late 
to save poor Alberta. Althea was picked 
up a little braised and taken to the healing 
hacienda for some Nu-skin.”  

They let Kennilworth out. He 
embraces me and Snooty Piper when they 
tell him we snatched him from the broiler. 
He tells the D. A. we should get Bachelor 
of Science degrees for doing what we did. 

“Why,” Keech says. “I am working on 
some stuff that will kill all the bacteria in a 
hippopotamus.”  

“Sometimes you can get him to talk 
English,” I says a little groggily. 

“How about it if microbes moved in on 
that over there?” I ask, pointing to Iron 
Jaw. “I wish you would get Kennilworth so 

we can ask him a question,” Snooty says. 
“I will never sleep until I ask him which 
one he would of saved first if he had not 
had so much rabbit blood in him. 

“Yes, my serum would even save 
him,” Kennilworth says. “Oh, poor 
Alberta. All the time I loved her. Why, my 
secretary Althea was goin’ to marry a 
rattlesnake venom milker in Colorado. I 
forgot to tell Alberta.”  

The D. A. stares at Snooty. He picks 
up the empty hair tonic bottle and then 
stares at that. He reads part of the story of 
Praxiteles and Phryne and then says if he 
does not believe Snooty Piper’s story, then 
he is a monkey’s uncle. 

“Come on Scoop,” Snooty says. 
It still seems silly to me. But if the D. 

A. and the State of Massachusetts was 
satisfied, who am I to worry about it? 

 


