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When a hayseed Romeo is thrown in the clink for using a psalm-singing wolf in
whittling practice, Snooty figures a bumpkin Juliet was the prize for the knife
exhibition.

E and Snooty

Piper arrive at

the private

bedlam of the
Evening Star  one
morning to discover that
can repeat itself like a
very healthy drink of bicarbonate of soda.
“Dogface” Woolsey is walking up and
down the city room like an expectant male
citizen outside a maternity ward and he
has a watch in his hand as if he is clocking
his time.

“That last lap was made in nice time,
Sea Biscuit,” Snooty Piper says to him
when he steps out of the elevator ahead of
me. “What stake race are you in at Suffolk

this p. m.?”

“So you are here at last!” Dogface
yelps, “I was just goin’ to send the copy
boy up to Vermont. The sweetest crime
since the Small-Hills case breaks up there,
and you two creeps crawl to work on your
hands and knees. All the other rags have
got men on the train right now. Well,
what’re you standin’ there for? Get started
before—”"

“It is quite a big state, Vermont is,”
Snooty interrupts plaintively, “Do we have
to guess where the rubout is, Dogface?”

“It’ll be right here in another minute,”
Dogface growls, kicking the copy boy
halfway to the sporting department and
cramming the sticky end of a paste pot
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brush into his mouth instead of a cigar.

After he comes to, he says the murder
took place up in Trilby, Vermont, and that
it was quite a scandal to boot. It seems that
a very hard-shelled church deacon lammed
out of the bucolic little burg along with the
Sunday collections and the organ pumper.

“They didn’t get far—the deacon and
the doll,” the C. E. goes on, “before
something happened, as a rube who was
overboard for the organ pumper must’ve
caught up with them. The deacon is
banked in flowers and the doll has
disappeared. They are holding a hayseed
Romeo named Elmer Loganberry, as the
deacon was erased from the tax list by
Elmer’s whittling knife.

“They say he must’ve bumped off the
fluff, too, and hidden her somewhere. It is
almost like the Small-Hills case and it is a
scandal any way you look at it. The
deacon had a spouse and four kids—"

“Come on, Scoop,” Snooty says
jauntily, “we will get expense money and
hop a rattler. What a break, huh? We could
give all those other rag scribblers two
weeks start and catch up with ‘em, huh?”

“If you crackpots get up there in time
for Elmer’s barbecue, I’'ll be surprised,”
Dogface sneers. “And don’t you dare run
up a big bill on Mr. Guppy! Things are
bad enough an’™—”

ALF an hour later me and Snooty

Piper are on a train going to the
sticks. He meets a sob sister from the Sun
and leaves me flat. When we get to Trilby,
Snooty appears again wiping lipstick off
his collar.

“Boy, | am ready for anythin’ now,” he
chirps. “Where is the murder?”

The galley slaves from half the rags in
New England have pitched camp in the
Trilby hostelry which has eleven rooms
and one bath. When we arrive, there are no
beds left. But a little citizen with more

whiskers on his pan than grow in Russia
tells us he can make a place for us in the
cellar.

“That’s okay, Johnny,” Snooty says to
the hick. “I never sleep when | am on a
case anyway. Where is the jail?”

“Well, if “‘tain’t Nero Vance Hercules
Piper!” a wag from the Morning News
nasals. “Who told your rag that somebody
got hurt, huh? There is a pal of yours in
town already — Iron Jaw
O’Shaughnessy.”

“l don’t believe it,” Snooty retorts.
“No moving van could get up here that
quick. Who has he arrested?”

“Listen, this murder is already figured
out. Even the hick gendarmes couldn’t go
wrong on it. EImer is as good as cooked.”

“Where is Elmer?” | ask.

“Yeah—where’s Elmer? Ha, ha! Why,
they give him a new serge suit, a shower,
five hundred dollars and a ticket to
Yellowstone Park and back.”

“Come on, Scoop,” Snooty says.
“They think they are very smart. We will
talk to Elmer.”

The Triloy lockup would be a
pushover for a very smart city slicker, but
Elmer Loganberry does not appear very
alert as we are introduced to him. Elmer is
a moon-faced bosco with washed-out blue
eyes and enough sandy hair to stuff a
pillow. His hands hang out of his dungaree
suit like a couple of cauliflowers.

“Nobody blames you, Elmer,” Snooty
begins. “You carried the torch for the
organ pumper, and the psalm-singin’ wolf
in the sheepskin blanket did an Enoch
Arden from his spouse and Svengalied
your heartbeat, didn’t he? Who could
blame you?”

“1 only speak English,” Elmer groans.
“l ain’t no furriner.”

“He means you were justified in
Killing Deacon Pew,” the Trilby constable
interprets Snooty’s lingo.
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“I am innercent,” Elmer expostulates.
“l got an alibi but nobody believes me. |
was out skunk huntin’.”

“That is no alibi. It is a confession,” |
says.

“This is no time for levity, Scoop
Binney,” Snooty says severely. “l could
not believe Elmer would commit murder.
How come your whittlin® knife was
protruding from the deacon’s torso,
Elmer?”

“l lost that knife two weeks ago
some’eres,” Elmer says.

Snooty scratches his dome. “Scoop, we
will go and get the dirt all in one place.
Where is the worst gossip in town?” he
says, turning to the town constable.

“Waal, they’s more’n one but | cnl’late
Effie Wattle is the champeen. What that
woman don’t know she makes up, b’gosh!
She lives right down that road thar. See the
public lib’ary?” the arm of the law says,
pointing out the window. “Three houses
up nigher to the fire station.”

Snooty leads me up to Effie’s. When
we get into her parlor, there arc female
citizens numbering a dozen and they are
all talking it up at once. Effie is an old
maid with more angles to her than
Broadway. She has quite a chin, and
Snooty says to me sotto voce if you picked
her up by the heels she would make a very
efficient axe.

“l bet you are newspaper reporters
from Bahston,” Effie gurgles. “Set right
here. What is it you was wantin’ to know?
I’m the Trilby correspondent for the
Rutland Item. Isn’t newspaper work
excitin’? Girls, these are reporters. Oh, I’'m
so thrilled!”

“We—er—that  is—er—”  Snooty
stammers, for once at a loss for words, but
he does not need them. Effie keeps right
on cackling.

“Isn’t it terrible? But | always knew
‘twould come to no good. Why, I actually

see her rolling her eyes at Deacon Pew
right in meetin’ more’n once. | wa’n’t
surprised none. Why, just two days before
they run away together | was sayin’ to
Lizzie here—”

“Now, Miss Wattle,” Snooty butts in,
but another wave engulfs him:

“l just knew she was a hussy. Daisy
Midgett an’ her airs! Thought she was
better than us common folks. Lived in the
city oncet an’ thought she knew
everythin’. Hmph! Always figgered they
was somethin’ suspicious ‘bout her, didn’t
we, girls? No decent woman would smell
of perfume like her. Devil’s brew | call it.
What did you say?”

“Nothin’,” Snooty gulps. “Who found
the deacon?”

14 IRAM FITTS,” Effie says. “He

passed that old house up by
Puney’s cider mill and he see a dog sittin’
on the steps a-howlin’ like all get-out. He
see ‘twas Pew’s hound dog and he went
an’ looked in the window. Poor Hiram run
all the way home. Yep, they went up thar
an’ found Deacon Pew with a knife in “im.
That oI’ house has ha’nts. Sometimes you
see a light in it an’ when anybody goes to
investigate, ‘tain’t that a-tall.

“Seems Elmer must of suspected the
Deacon an’ Daisy Midgett an’ he follered
‘em. Big thunderstorm come up last night
an’ | guess they took shelter there ‘til it
was all over. Oh, they run away all right.
The deacon’s old flivver was parked at the
roadside not far from that cider mill.
Elmer won’t tell whar he hid Daisy. Oh,
ain’t it awful?”

“It is,” | says, then under cover of the
clatter I mutter to Snooty: “I bet when
them old biddies get up to go home,
there’ll be a dozen eggs.”

“Well, thanks,” Snooty says. “Don’t
split any infinitives, girls.”

Effie looks startled. “Huh?” she says.



TEN DETECTIVE ACES 4

“It is over your do—er—head, Miss
Wattle,” | tell the walking victrola.

“Over my— | don’t see nothin’ but a
chandelier. You city fellers are a caution.
Hee-hee!”

Snooty digs at his ears as we go out.
Who is coming out of the Trilby
undertaking parlor when we get back to
the main street but Iron Jaw
O’Shaughnessy.

“It was a mistake sending you up here,
Iron Jaw,” Snooty says. “Remember that
radio scare awhile back? Where are you
staying—in a silo?”

“Nuts!” Iron Jaw growls. “Boston is
always glad to help out small towns on a
big case. . . . If | was sent to Alaska, 1’d
find you two male zombies in my
permanent. What’re you doin’ here?”

“l always come up to get my maple
syrup every year,” | says. “This time |
only find the sap. How was that one,
Snooty?”

“Ha, ha,” the crackpot laughs.
“Sometimes you say very funny things,
Scoop. Let’s have a look at the late
collection plate passer.”

Iron Jaw tramps away and we go to the
corpse kiosk. The deacon is in a back
room having a permanent siesta. We see
where the rustic toadsticker had been
inserted into the corpus delicti and we are
very sure the rough character who wielded
the weapon was not suffering from
anemia.

“Elmer is quite a husky hick,” Snooty
says thoughtfully. “He could have
liquidated Pew. Well, where is Daisy—
that’s the thing.”

“Let’s call her,” | propose disgustedly.
“That is the part of the mystery that must
be solved, you halfwit!”

Snooty goes through the deacon’s
clothes that are hanging over a chair. The
cloth of his coat is quite shiny and rusty in
spots. The undertaker tells us that the

constable took everything in the clothes
including a sack of legal tender. Snooty
looks puzzled. On the way out he tells me
he thinks it very strange that Pew would
take a powder with the delectable organ
pusher without wearing his best scenery.

Next we go to Pew’s widow, and she is
very weepy as you can well imagine and
says she still does not believe Jebediah
was a two-timer. She shows us his best
suit and then we go out to the grocery
store.

All the taxpayers in Trilby seem to be
in the place, and there is one citizen sitting
on the counter who acts as if he is the
mayor. Hiram Fitts he turns out to be and
he is telling everybody for the ten
thousandth time how he found Pew.

“Yep. That dawg acted funny. So |
goes an’ looks in the winder. Thar he was,
an’ was | scairt!”

Snooty worms his way to a prune
barrel and helps himself. His pan looks
funny when he swallows the dehydrated
plum. “That tasted funny, Scoop,” he says
to me. “Or maybe it was a smell. You
smell anythin’?”

“What do you think?” | retort. “This
joint is no rose bowl.”

I look at Hiram then as he is right close
to us. He has on a gray woolen shirt and
there is a long narrow patch in the sleeve
that does not match. His dome is so flat
you could play marbles on it and he has a
pair of glimmers that look like poached
eggs. If the village is without an idiot, me
and Snooty feel quite sure that Hiram is
runner-up for the title.

“Reckon she wishes she wa’n’t so
snooty, naow,” Hiram twangs. “Looked
down on fellers like me. Waal, she got the
wages of sin, by gum. Run away with a
feller old ‘nough to be her pa. I knowed
she wa’n’t no good.” Hiram bites at his
thumb and then hits a gaboon with a bull’s
eye. Ping!
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Snooty says: “Come on, Scoop. |
reckon—er—I think I’ll take a look at
where this vampire lived.”

AISY’S landlady is a tall female

wearing dresses up as far as the lobes
of her ears and down as far as the soles of
her shoes. She declares that Daisy and the
deacon got what was coming to them and
that they were good riddance.

“’Tain’t no use goin’ into her room,”
the seamy-panned deb of the Nineties
shrilled. “Everybuddy has been there
snoopin’ around. To think that I, Susan
Shag, should harbor such a wicked hussy.
I hain’t touched a thing. | don’t aim to soil
my hands with such truck.”

“Come on, Scoop,” Snooty says.
“Daisy sure must’ve been quite a
blowtorch, huh? Say, they’ve sure turned
the room upside down—those other galley
slaves—haven’t they? But | bet none of
‘em have any more sentiment than Hitler.
If Daisy really carried the torch for Elmer,
I will know it.”

Snooty picks up a pillow and dumps
the striped tick filled with feathers out of
its case. What falls out but a picture of
Elmer Loganberry and there is writing on
it. It says, My own dearest, sweetest Elmer
for always and always.

“Dolls sleep with their heartbeat’s
picture close to ‘em,” Snooty says. “This
tells me that Elmer is innocent. But who
did knock off the deacon an’— 1t is all
very puzzling, Scoop. | do not see why
Elmer, if he did massacre the runaways,
would leave Pew’s shell out in the clear
and inhume Daisy.”

“Listen, stupid,” | says, “they found
Pew’s jaloupi down by the old mill. The
deacon had the Sunday take from the
church on his torso. Daisy packed her bag
and took her clothes. Elmer admits he was
roaming around looking for skunks, and
that is his only alibi. He says he lost his

wood-chipper. If he is not guilty, then
Farley is a Republican. Let’s go to bed.”

“Mr. Binney, | will see you later,”
Snooty says loftily. “If Daisy and the
deacon were eloping, like two love birdies,
they would sit close together, wouldn’t
they?”

“Well, they wouldn’t be on each side
of town sniping at each other with
shotguns,” | snap at him. “So what?”

The crackpot does not answer but goes
off and leaves me. When | get to the hotel,
the big rag writers are pounding out copy.
A sob sister is even bawling as she bangs
the keys. | look over her shoulder and I
almost turn on the eye water, too.

While a simple country boy sits in the
shadow of the electric chair in this peaceful
bucolic hamlet, the poor misguided girl
whom he slew lies buried somewhere under
the soil of the majestic Vermont hills. EImer
Loganberry weeps in his cell and all his
trembling lips can utter is: “l was mad. If I
did it, I did it to save the girl | loved from
her folly.”

Love spurned for a handful of gold.
Somewhere beyond the shadows, no doubt,
Daisy Midgett weeps as does Elmer
Loganberry. Stark tragedy—

“You’re killin” me,” | says to the sob
sister and stagger down into the cellar
where me and Snooty are established.

An hour later when Snooty comes in
he says: “What in the world are you doin’,
Scoop Binney?”

“Racing cockroaches as they won’t let
me sleep. | have got mouse tracks all over
my face and once a cat slipped and put
both hind feet down my throat. 1 am
gettin® out of here sooner than quick and
goin’ somewhere else to sleep. There is a
nice hay barn near here.”

“l am sure that Deacon Pew and Daisy
did not run away together,” Snooty says.
“1 will snatch Elmer from the hot seat.”
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“Don’t bother me,” | says irritably.
“There is more sense to what | am doin’.
This cockroach here has not lost a race. |
have got a dime that says he will take this
one.”

Snooty walks out and | follow him.
We walk a mile out of Trilby and come to
a comfortable-looking barn. We go up into
the hay loft and dig in. Snooty wakes me
up when some roosters start crowing. He
is reading an old dime novel and there are
three more in his lap. | am sure they date
back to the battle of Manila Bay.

“Listen, Scoop,” the nitwit says.
‘Suddenly there came a piercing
bloodcurdling shriek and Lulu Lovewell
threw herself to her knees. “Spare me,
Murgatroyd, and | will do your biddin’!
Claude must never know my past—even
though | have no shame to hide. I was
hungry and cold. My poor mother was sick
and needed food. | threw pride to the
winds and became an actress. | will go
with you, you heartless cur, to the ends of
the world. Claude must never know.”’

“Heh, heh, heh!” Snooty chortles.
“The pr-r-roud beauty at the feet of
Murgatroyd Mangle. ‘We fly tonight and
in the morn Claude D’Eclaire will call you
faithless. Down by the old mill at eleven,
Lulu, my little dove!” ”

“Quit it, Snooty,” | says. “I can stand
just so much.”

ke HAPTER Eight,” Snooty reads on

as if | had begged him to. “ “‘On
the Trail of the Beast. Through the eerie
night that throbbed with a terrible stillness
went Lulu Lovewell’s sobs as she slipped
down the lane to the old mill, the lane
where she and Claude had plighted their
troth.

“ “In the shadows waited Murgatroyd
Mangle with his fast steeds and cabriole.
The villain’s white teeth gleam in the
moonlight.  “Soon—soon, my proud

beauty,” he hissed. Will he succeed in his
ghastly plot? What of Claude D’Eclaire,
our hero? Murgatroyd hears footsteps,
calls out: “You come on time, my dove.
You—curses!”’

I jump up and let out a yell. Snooty
says not to get so nervous as it is only a
story. “ “Curses!” the black-cloaked figure
yells, and then great, strong white hands
come out of the dark and grip his evil
throat.

“ ‘Take that, Murgatroyd Mangle!”
rings out the voice of our hero. ‘I
overheard everything. Take that—and
that! Your hour has come; you black-
hearted cur!” “Mercy!” the craven villain
choked. ‘Claude—oh my hero! You know
all, yet you came to my side! I—"”

| grab Snooty Piper by the throat and
almost  strangle him along  with
Murgatroyd. When | let him open his
pipes, he is very indignant.

“Scoop, this story is a lot like the
murder here in Trilby,” he says. “A citizen
comes up here to read this stuff. Look, on
that box over there is half a plug of
chewin’ tobacco. Huh, | used to read these
once, too. Boy, it’s like old times. Here is
one called ‘Cutthroat Kirby’s Sewer
Stranglers or Sin Under the Seine.” Oh,
boy!”

He opens up the old periodical and
something falls out. He picks it up and
gapes at it.

“Look, Scoop, a doll in tights. She’s
got everything, hasn’t she? I—er—Scoop,
look closer. Where have you seen
somebody who looks like her, huh? It is
Daisy Midgett. Her face is in all the papers
from here to Erie. Scoop, we have found a
mare’s nest.”

“What did you expect in a barn?” |
sniff. “A set of leopards? Uh—er—it does
look like Daisy.”

Snooty hides the yellowed thrill books
and goes down the ladder leading from the
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hay. | chase him up to a house and wait
while he knocks on the door. A very
friendly looking farm wife answers the
door and Snooty tells her we are reporters
and wish a cup of coffee.

“Come right in an’ set,” says the
buxom spouse warmly. “We’re just gettin’
ready to eat. Ain’t it turrible what
happened here?”

“Wonder if she has a daughter,”
Snooty says as we go in.

I jab him in the short ribs. “Shut up,” |
says. “Don’t you have no manners?”

Two men are already digging into the
victuals. Who is one of them but Hiram
Fitts? Snooty nods, and Hiram pushes talk
through a forkful of fodder that would
choke a cow.

“Reckon you fellers haveta be mighty
smart t’write newspapers, huh?”

“Well, I am not so sure,” | says. “Piper
here does it and he never got out of the
third grade on his own hook. The teacher
said either he would have to go or she
would, ha, ha! You work here, Hiram?”

“Yep. Bet thar’s purty gals daown to
Bahston. Goin’ there soon’s | git me a new
serge suit. Say, will Elmer sizzle when
they turn on the switch or will the cuss just
git brown like a loaf of bread?”

“You’ll find out!” Snooty says. “How
did you cut your thumb, Hiram? A cow
bite it?”

“Oh, Hiram does his own sewin’,” the
farmer’s wife smiles. “He needs him a
wife.”

“Aimin’ to git me one, too,” Hiram
declares. “lI been a-tryin’ hard ‘nough.
Good thing Daisy Midgett give me the
mitten when | ast her. Reckon she’d of
took my savin’s if she run off from me.
Have some pie, fellers.”

E AND Snooty Piper go down to
the hotel, and all the scribblers give
us a bird as big as an ostrich and ask did

we come up to look at the scenery.

“Hot stuff come in late last night,” a
Sun reporter says. “The deacon got a letter
from Niagara Falls with the names of
hotels and their rates. Must have come a
little late, huh? That’ll give the readers a
laugh.”

“Funny, isn’t it?” Snooty jeers. “Huh-
huh-huh!” He sits down and knocks off
some copy and | look over his shoulder. It
says: “Now is the time for all good men to
come to the aid of their party. Now is the
time for—”

| fall into a chair and shake my head.
There is no figuring Snooty Piper. After a
while he gives me the office and we go
out.

“We are going to the old mill, Scoop,”
he says darkly. “I am quite sure that | see a
light. You remember what the magpie
named Effie Wattle said about citizens
imagining they saw a light in the old house
by the mill? Well, 1 will play a hunch
because Hiram Fitts jabbed his thumb
while he was sewin’ a patch on his shirt.”

A very mean rain starts and all the
citizens in and about Trilby duck to cover
out of it. Me and Snooty Piper walk out to
the old cider mill and it is even too
lonesome at the spot for any wild life. We
go over to the old house near the mill and
climb through a window that we find
open. It is quite a spooky igloo with
cobwebs strung all over the place.

“If anybody ever lived here,” | says, “it
was Dracula. Let’s get out before—ugh!”
A bat sideswipes me, and | tell Snooty to
keep his mouth closed so they will stay
inside his belfrey.

“A lamp,” Snooty exclaims, ignoring
me. “And there’s oil in it. Look, there is a
burnt match and it has not had time to
crumble. Somebody has been here.”

“Where did you think they found the
deacon?” | snort. “In a bird bath?”

The crackpot does not answer me. He
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takes the lamp apart and pulls the wick out
and puts it in his pocket. Then he points to
an old spittoon near the stove.

“It has been used, Scoop. Whoever
used it never spattered it a bit. He hit dead
center every time. I’d say he sat right over
there in that chair, because if he sat
anywhere else he would have had to make
a cushion shot off the stove.”

“Amazing,” | says. “Now what?”

“l will go and expose the murderer of
Pew and ask him if Daisy is still among
the quick or the deceased. You have heard
of citizens reading so much about
Napoleon that they think they are him?
Well, there is a rough character in this
town who thought he was Murgatroyd
Mangle long enough to snatch the pr-r-
roud beauty.

“l would not be surprised if Daisy
shows up before dusk. Claude D’Eclaire
could not come to the rescue as he is in the
jug. Hiram should smell only of cow barns
and livestock, shouldn’t he, Scoop? I
know Eau de Lilac when | get a whiff of it.
I had a dame in Chelsea once who soaked
her hair with it, and will I ever forget?”

Snooty Piper walks right down to the
general store with me tramping along
behind him. He goes right up to Hiram
Fitts who is leaning against the counter
and says:

“You bumped off Deacon Pew, you
country bumpkin! You lured him to the
old mill house and slew him, Hiram Fitts.
Where have you got Daisy? Oh, you better
confess, Hiram. Grab him, constable. I can
prove he was in the old house where he
said he found Pew before Pew was ever
rubbed out!”

All the reporters in the store nearly get
apoplexy, and two of them run over to the
hotel to bring some more scribblers to the
scene. One of them yells: “Piper has gone
nuts!” Iron Jaw O’Shaughnessy springs
both door jambs getting inside the place

just as Hiram protests his innocence
loudly.

“No city slicker can kid me,” he avers.
“He cain’t prove it. He’s bughouse.”

“No?” Snooty says. “You got Daisy
the way Murgatroyd Mangle got Lulu
Lovewell. She knew Claude—er—EImer
Loganberry—might jilt her if he found out
she used to be a burlesque queen. Here is
the proof. | found this picture of Daisy in
tights in an old dime novel that you hid in
the hayloft at the Wiggin farm. Ha, me and
Scoop Binney went there to sleep an’™—”

Hiram sputters: “Murgatroyd? | don’t
never read no dime novels. 1 was never in
that haunted house as | was allus afeerd.”

NOOTY points to Hiram’s sleeve,

then takes an oil-soaked piece of
woolen from his pocket. “Oh, is that so,
you moron? This piece of shirt ought to fit
over that patch. You went up to that house
to prepare for your evil deed. You saw that
the lamp didn’t have a wick and you cut
off a piece of shirt and made one.

“Effie Wattle will swear she and her
biddies—er—friends—saw a light there
one night. You got the idea from ‘More to
Be Pitied Than Scorned.” Pew never
chewed tobacco, and there was tobacco
juice in that cuspidor in the old house. You
still smell of toilet water, Hiram. Get a
load of it, fellers! Awright, where is
Daisy?”

Hiram Fitts breaks like a stick of
macaroni stepped on by Iron Jaw
O’Shaughnessy, and he owns up to
everything. lron Jaw throws his derby into
a barrel of salt pork brine and acts up very
disgracefully.

“She spurned me,” Hiram raves, “like
Lulu Lovewell spurned Murgatroyd. |
found that pitcher of her in an old trunk
she kept in the cellar where she lived. Mis’
Shag always hired me oncet a month to
clean the cellar. | stole Elmer’s jackknife
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from his coat pocket at the Baptists’
picnic.

“Daisy was sure gone on Elmer an’ it
made me plumb mad because | was sweet
on that gal. Waal, | figgered it all out like
‘twas in the book an’ | says | will make it
look like Murgatroyd—er—the deacon
stole Daisy an’ eloped with her, an’ make
it look like Elmer overtook them an’ kilt
‘em.

“Go on,” Snooty says, “how did you
get Pew out to the old house?”

“He always took the church money to
the bank at Cranby Monday afternoons.
When he passed the old mill I yelled at
him an’ says | wanted to show him a dead
man | found in the house. | got him inside
an’ let “im have a lick with Elmer’s knife.
Then | hurried back to town and went to
see Daisy where she works in the lib’ary. |
says | knew all about her past and would
tell Elmer.

““Elmer is a goody-goody feller and
has four church honor buttons and he
would faint if he saw a lipstick. Daisy
pleads with me like Lulu pleaded with
Murgatroyd, and she says for me to please
give her the pitcher of her in tights. | says
not until she agreed t” marry me, and
derned if she didn’t figger on leavin’ town
ruther than do it.

“That made me madder, an’ | follered
her t” the bus station two miles up the road
an’ grabbed her. | got her hid in a shack up
in the woods an’ | tol’ her I’d starve her
‘less’n she agreed to leave town with me.
Maybe 1I’d even Kkill her, | says. | hope
t’die if thet ain’t so!” He beams up at the
gathering vacantly.

“It is—an’ you will!” Snooty says.
“You are battier than a factory full of
cuckoo clocks, though. Maybe a dome
specialist can save you. Else you get
ninety-nine years for murder and ninety-
nine years for dame lifting.

“Hiram knew that when the deacon
and Daisy and the flivver and the church
collection were all missing at once, a
citizen like Effie Wattle would do the rest.
That biddy could make a citizen believe
the Statue of Liberty was a shoplifter, ha,
ha! The thunderstorm came in handy for
Hiram, too. Well, Murgatroyd, you lead us
right to the place now where you have
Lulu Lovewell a prisoner. Somebody let
Claude—er—EImer Loganberry out.”

“Nerts,” says the sob sister, “an’ |
floated Elmer right up to the hot squat in a
flood of eyewash! You would spoil my
copy, Piper! Why don’t you go and break
your neck some place? Nerts!”

“That is my luck,” Snooty sighs to me
as we lead half the village and three-
quarters of all the reporters in New
England up the road toward the woods
where Daisy is no doubt wringing her
hands and saying woe is she. “That is the
dish I met on the train!”

E HAVE quite a time keeping

Elmer Loganberry from
assassinating the state’s prisoner before we
get to the shack in the woods. Daisy,
looking as if she had been put through a
mangle, runs out and hollers for Claude
D’E—I mean Elmer Loganberry. She
almost squeezes juice out of him.

“Oh-h-h, El-I-mer! They’ve told you,
haven’t they? But | have nothing to hide.
Before | met you | was a burlesque queen.
I was cold and hungry, and my poor
mother—"

“Check!” 1 says. “I’ve heard that
somewhere before.” | lean against a tree
and fan myself with my hat.

“Y-you wa-a-as?” Elmer chirps. “A
burleycue queen? Bo-0-oy, why didn’t you
tell me, Daisy? | guess they won’t say ol’
Elmer is slow now, huh? Yip-p-pe-e-e-e-
el”
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“Well I’'m a—!” Hiram chokes. “That
ain’t the way it goes in them paper books.
They’re a fake. Pshaw, nuthin’ come out
right! Say, fellers, how does it feel t’ sit in
that elocution chair in Windsor, huh? Does
she tickle?”

“It’ll have you in stitches,” | says.
“Snooty, they won’t ever roast that
halfwit. Let’s go back to Beantown. What
say?”

Snooty Piper is the man of the hour on
the way back on the train. The carrot-
topped sob sister lays her head on the

crackpot’s shoulder and says he is famous
now.

“I think he is screwy,” I snort.

“Were you ever a burlesque queen?”
Snooty kids the doll. “Answer me as—"

“Believe it or not,” replies the fluff. I
lasted two weeks at the Gaiety on
Washington Street five years ago. | was
broke, and my rent was due—”

Iron .Jaw O’Shaughnessy goes by
pawing at his map. “I need air,” he groans
and goes out on the platform.

“Wait,” | call out after him. “Wait for
me, lron Jaw!”



