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It was the first time in their madcap careers that Snooty and Scoop met the face on the dark-
room floor. For the Grim Reaper had clicked the shutter on a photo fiend—and developed the 

negative with a homicide double-exposure. 
 

E AND Snooty Piper are driving 
down Tremont Street one fine 
afternoon in Boston, Mass., and 

we are in Snooty’s jalopie, compared to 
which Jack Benny’s Maxwell looks and 
sounds like an advanced model Rolls 
Royce. We come to a light and Snooty 
jams on the brakes just as if he had some. 
We skid through the light and almost 
wreck some theatergoers. A whistle blows. 

“Let me do the talkin’,” Snooty says as 
the big policeman comes over. 

“I never saw such brakes,” the cop 
says. “What do you do to stop this heap, 
throw out an anchor?”  

“I was just goin’ to git them fixed,” 

Snooty says. “Wasn’t I, Scoop?”  
“I am just a passenger here,” I sniff. 

“Aren’t the flowers pretty over on the 
Common?”  

“Okay,” the cop says and reaches into 
his pocket. “Here are two tickets to the 
policeman’s frolic two weeks from 
tonight. Three bucks apiece.” 

“We are sorry,” Snooty says. “Some 
other time though—”  

“Yeah? Le’s see now,” the gendarme 
growls. “For six bucks you go to the ball. 
If you don’t feel in the mood, you git fined 
ten bucks for slippin’ through a red 
blinker. There’s twenty-five for a reckless 
drivin’ charge— Now it was two you said 
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you wanted, wa’n’t it?”  
“Lend me four bucks, Scoop,” Snooty 

tosses at me. “I only got two.”  
I shell out. The policeman thanks us 

very politely and we drive on. 
“An’ five bucks apiece for tuxes,” I 

snort. “Sixteen fish all told. This boiler 
ain’t worth seven-fifty. Why do I bother 
bein’ with you, Snooty Piper?” 

 
OW that is how me and Snooty 
happen to attend the police ball. We 

are there dancing with a couple of cookies 
when a liaison officer from LaGrange 
Street crashes the gate and yelps for Iron 
Jaw O’Shaughnessy. I happen to be close 
to Iron Jaw when he gets the news about a 
violent liquidation of a taxpayer in Saugus, 
which is a small community near Melrose. 

“We better get goin’, O’Shaughnessy. 
The car is outside.”  

I push through the crowd and finally 
locate Snooty Piper, and I talk faster than a 
burlesque theater refreshment vendor. 

“We get in on the ground floor on this 
murder,” Snooty chirps. “Come on, 
Scoop.” 

We follow Iron Jaw and five flatfeet 
out into the street. We are all in soup and 
fishes, and Iron Jaw’s ensemble is 
definitely on the rusty side. The big hippo 
has forgotten to take off the waiter’s badge 
and it is number 13. 

Me and Snooty follow the squad car to 
Saugus and tag Iron Jaw right into a big 
tacky mansion that should have been 
condemned just after Dewey said he 
would take Manila. A tall skinny old doll 
who looks like an extra in a Karloff horror 
epic ushers us all into the room where a 
character is spread out like a bear rug. The 
old doll says she is the housekeeper, Mrs. 
Angelina Graves. 

“I come home from the movies and 
found him,” Angie says. “It was awful. 
The end of the paper knife come through 

his other side.”  
“He looks quite dead,” Snooty pipes 

up. “Gulliver won’t have any more travels, 
will he?”  

Iron Jaw spins around and wants to 
know how in (you know!) we got in, and 
then he tells the policeman to throw us out. 

“That is gratitude,” Snooty says. “We 
pay six bucks and rent tuxes to support the 
Policemen’s Benevolent Association and 
this is what we get for thanks. You wait 
until next year. I will have brakes then 
an’—”  

“Let ‘em stay,” a big slewfoot growls. 
“Stop wastin’ time, O’Shaughnessy, an’ 
let’s investigate.”  

Now it seems that Gulliver Juke was 
an odd old coot who owned a girdle 
factory in Charlestown. Gulliver’s hobby 
was photography and he had his den a 
long way from most of the other rooms in 
the drafty and squeaky tepee. Angelina 
tells us he was almost a recluse. 

“Was he takin’ medicine for it?” Iron 
Jaw asks. 

“She means he was a hermit crab,” 
Snooty quips. “Ha! Musty place here, 
huh? That is quite a bookcase he has there. 
Almost touches the ceiling but it has got 
no books in it.” 

“He keeps photography supplies in it,” 
Angelina says. 

“Kept,” corrects Snooty. “That is very 
funny, him wearin’ rubber gloves.”  

“You shut up,” Iron Jaw hollers. “I 
will do the investigatin’ here.”  

“He put them on while he was dippin’ 
his hands in them developin’ tubs,” the 
housekeeper says. 

The corpse appraiser says Gulliver 
Juke was knocked off sometime between 
ten and eleven p.m. The rubout weapon 
was a paper knife about eight inches long 
and when it is removed from the deceased, 
it is wiped off and put on a table as exhibit 
A. 

 N
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“Huh,” Snooty Jays. “Look what it 
says on it. ‘Juke’s Just-Rite Girdle. Look 
Juvenile in a Juke.’ ”  

“Whoever did it will git a two-way 
stretch,” I says. Nobody seems to care for 
the corn, so I button my lip and look on. 

“We’ll look for fingerprints on the 
handle of that knife as Juke didn’t leave 
none with them gloves, maybe,” Iron Jaw 
says. “Who could you suspect, Mrs. 
Graves?” 

 
HERE is a big easy chair near the tall 
heavy bookcase and beside the chair is 

a little table and there is a glass partly 
filled with what looks like sarsaparilla. 
Mrs. Graves says it is sass and that Juke 
always had it before he hit the hay. 
Suddenly she lets out a screech that could 
have scared Comanches away from a 
covered wagon. 

“Look! It was robbery, too. The safe 
over there where it is dark,” Angie says. 

“Turn on some more lights,” Iron Jaw 
commands. “There is more here than 
meets the eye. Yeah, that tin can has been 
tapped awright. How much sugar did he 
generally have around?”  

“Not more than a half pound. Mr. Juke 
had to be careful as he had a touch of 
diabetes,” Angie says. “What has sugar 
got to do with—”  

“I mean do-re-mi,” Iron Jaw yelps as 
we laugh. “Dough! Scratch! Money!”  

“Oh, I bet he had a lot in there,” Mrs. 
Graves says, and her eyes light up like a 
zombie’s. I get the jitters all over as she is 
quite a weird old hairpin any way you look 
at her. “Maybe ten thousand dollars. 
Somebody got in and robbed him of my—
of his money! You got to catch ‘em. They 
stabbed him an’ robbed him. Why don’t 
you do somethin’?”  

“Funny,” Scoop says to me as the crew 
of a stiff van enters to collect the remains. 
“All the shades pulled down except one 

and that is flush with the top of the 
window. I bet the assassin and burglar 
entered that way.”  

“Keep away from that winder,” Iron 
Jaw yelps. “I’ll slug you. Don’t touch 
nothin’. Leave everythin’ as it is until I say 
different. Let’s ransack that desk of his 
there. Somebody had to kill him. We will 
have to find out why.”  

We rifle the late Gulliver Juke’s desk. 
It is Iron Jaw who finds an envelope 
marked: Open in case of my death from 
violence. 

“Ha-a-ah!” the big walrus gives out. 
“Juke knew his life was in danger. This’ll 
solve the crime. Stand back, everybody!”  

“Is it loaded?” Snooty sniffs. 
Iron Jaw reads what the late girdle 

king has written. It says in the letter that 
Gulliver Juke had once sent a character to 
the State pen for copying his John 
Hancock on a check when he wasn’t 
looking and that the citizen had vowed to 
make Juke pay with his life if he ever got 
out. Juke left word to look for a citizen 
who used to go by the name of Ellsworth 
Papp and whose fingerprints were on file 
in the best police stations. 

“I get it,” Iron Jaw says. “Papp caught 
up with Juke. He knocked him off and 
took the dough out of the safe as he would 
need it to get to Peru or even further away. 
Well, this knife come from the girdle 
factory an’ maybe was lifted by an 
employee there. Did you ever see this 
knife before, Mrs. Graves?”  

“No. I never did. He might have had it 
here,” Angelina nasals. “He wouldn’t 
never even let me in here to clean. It’s a 
mess, ain’t it?”  

“It isn’t good,” Snooty says and keeps 
brooming the musty den with his peepers. 

“Well, we’ll take prints off the knife 
handle,” Iron Jaw says. “We’ll send them, 
if any, to all the police stations and see if 
they match with Papp’s. Then all we have 
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to do is look for Papp. We’ll put a lie 
detector on most of the people who work 
in the girdle factory when we ask them if 
their name wasn’t Papp once. I guess that 
is all we need, boys. We got to work fast.” 

“I’ll say,” Snooty edges in. “If you 
have to go to Peru, I would start buyin’ 
tickets before sunrise.” 

Iron Jaw says he is satisfied and that 
Mrs. Graves can clean up if she wants to. 
The old rip picks up the late Juke’s 
unfinished stickless nightcap and opens a 
window a trifle and tosses the sass out into 
the night. 

“Good night, playboys,” Iron Jaw 
flings at us. “For that lesson I should 
charge you ten bucks.” 

“If I had never met you until tonight, 
here in this photographer’s den,” Snooty 
counters, “I would swear I was lookin’ at a 
double exposure, Iron Jaw.”  

“Don’t make me laugh, crumb. I got a 
split lip,” Iron Jaw snarls. 

“If you happen to pass a rear-view 
mirror,” Snooty goes on, “you’ll find the 
back of your head is split.” 

 
HE next a.m. me and Snooty Piper are 
not laughing. The police lab experts 

have found prints on the paper knife 
handle and they also found prints to match 
them on file in the Boston dactyloscopic 
department. 

Even as me and Scoop sit in the 
Greek’s discussing the removal of Gulliver 
Juke, Iron Jaw and his felon-ferreting 
fraternity brothers are down at the girdle 
factory putting on a quiz without a 
network hookup. All the male hirelings are 
being hitched up to the fib-finding gadget 
and Iron Jaw expects an arrest by cocktail 
time at the Copley Plaza. 

“It looks like he has tripped over 
somethin’ this time, you will have to 
admit,” I tell Snooty Piper. “If a character 
named Ellsworth Papp is hiding under 

another name, well—”  
“If that big porpoise tripped over a bag 

full of ten-dollar gold pieces, he would 
pick it up and then find it full of bolts and 
nuts,” Snooty says. “He can’t win. I still 
wonder about things I saw and heard out at 
Juke’s place. I could have sworn I heard a 
cat out there, Scoop.”  

“That was Angelina purring,” I says. 
“She looks half Maltese an’ half Angora. I 
can’t wait until the papers come out. That 
reminds me, we work for one, Snooty. We 
must hurry to the Evening Star.”  

We still have our tuxedos on when we 
reach the city room. Dogface laughs and 
asks where we left Brenda and Cobina. 

“You look like two pickets out in front 
of an escort bureau,” Dogface sneers. 
“Take them back to the costume store and 
come back here and git to work. My best 
rewrite man is out and the stuff that just 
come in is hot. They nabbed a citizen 
named Ira Mulch as the machine showed 
he lied. Then they took his fingerprints 
and he is Ellsworth Papp. He is in the 
hoosegow.”  

I have to hold Snooty up. “It is not 
possible, Scoop,” Snooty says. “Such 
things don’t happen.”  

Me and Snooty go to the tux renting 
shop and get back our mufti which has 
been held for collateral. Then we run 
down to headquarters and the thing that is 
going on there is something to watch. It is 
Iron Jaw grilling Ira Mulch, formerly 
Ellsworth Papp. 

“I admit I went to see Juke about ten 
days ago an’ meant to rub him out,” Ira 
says. “But I lost my nerve an’ slid the 
paper knife between the cushions of a big 
chair there. I made out I come to see some 
of the pitchers he developed in his spare 
time.”  

“But the second time you had nerve 
enough, hah?” Iron Jaw yelps. “You took a 
shot of happy juice or somethin’. Where 
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was you between the hours of ten and 
eleven las’ night?”  

“I was at a movin’ pitcher,” Ira says, 
“but how can I prove it as maybe a 
thousand other people was there, too. But 
you gotta believe me.”  

“Wanna bet?” Iron Jaw chirps. “Okay, 
he ain’t got an alibi. He admits havin’ the 
shiv in his possession on one other time. 
He’s an ex-con an’ threatened to ease off 
Gulliver Juke. There is a limit to my 
patience so lock him up an’ indict him for 
murder an’ robbery in the first degree. 
Where is the dough?”  

“I am innocent,” Ira says. 
“An’ Hitler is the president of the 

S.P.C.A.,” Iron Jaw scoffs. 
Before anybody can slit a lip, there is a 

commotion outside the grill room and 
somebody is howling: “I ain’t nuts. I own 
up to robbin’ Juke’s house. Where is the 
D.A.? I read in the paper Juke was kilt an’ 
I’m coverin’ for meself. I don’t take the 
murder rap!” 

The door opens and in comes a thin-
faced character and his eyes are so close 
together he just missed being a Cyclops by 
half an inch. Two big policemen have hold 
of him and one tells Iron Jaw to listen to 
the guy, for Heaven’s sake. 

“It is East Boston Benny,” Iron Jaw 
gulps. “What are you doin’ here?”  

The little felon drops a package to the 
table and says, “There is the eight G’s I 
lifted from Juke’s safe. It was a pushover. 
I git lenience for returnin’ it an’ turnin’ 
State’s evidence against myself. I know 
my rights. I give myself up because I ain’t 
goin’ to be hitched up to the rubout. That 
is my luck! Just after I get on the gravy 
train, I hear this Juke was croaked just 
after I knocked off his strong box. 

“How do I know I didn’t leave a clue 
some place and maybe a year from now 
somebody would tap me on the shoulder 
and tell me I am wanted for moider. So the 

moider is a year behind me an’ I got a bad 
memory anyways. So I won’t have the 
answers then. So I figger it all out that I 
don’t get the sizzle sofa if I know it, not 
for an eight grand binge. So—”  

“So shut up,” a cop says. 
Iron Jaw sits down and wipes his 

dome. “Well,” he says, “your prints wasn’t 
on the shiv so how could we blame you, 
Benny.”  

“Burglars wear gloves,” Ira Mulch 
yips. “So they wouldn’t be. He’s got to 
prove he didn’t handle it, too. I put them 
prints on the knife the first time I called on 
the boss.” 

“Could be,” Snooty says. “This is 
gettin’ complicated, isn’t it?”  

“The things that happen to me,” Iron 
Jaw moans. “Lock East Boston Benny up, 
boys. I wonder who we will have to arrest 
next.” 

 
NOOTY tugs at my sleeve. “We are 
goin’ to Saugus, Scoop, if my jalopy 

will hold together. I must have a better 
look around the hacienda there. I have got 
a hunch. If that shade was lifted up out 
there, would East Boston Benny take a 
chance on pushing it all the way up so that 
light could come in from the street?”  

“What’s goin’ on in your noggin?” I 
ask Snooty. 

“I don’t just know myself. I only think 
that a female character like Angelina 
would stop at nothing.”  

Me and Snooty arrive at the late Juke’s 
ménage at dusk. Snooty walks around the 
house and says maybe there are footprints 
Iron Jaw overlooked, he being so anxious 
about fingerprints. Suddenly Snooty gasps 
and hugs me. 

“Look, S-Scoop!”  
“Where?”  
“Right in front of you—on the 

ground,” he whispers. 
I look and there is a rabbit as dead as 
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last year’s petunias. The bunny has been 
nibbling some plants under the window. 

“This is the window where the shade 
was yanked way up, Scoop. It is the one 
that Angelina opened to throw out the sass 
Juke had been sipping. Did you ever hear 
of Lucretia Borgia?”  

“I never go to the opera,” I says. 
“She was a champion poisoner,” 

Snooty says, then grabs me around the 
neck and pulls me down to the turf like I 
was a Notre Dame ball carrier ready to 
score a winning touchdown. “Sh-h! Listen, 
Scoop.” 

Voices come out the window. One is 
Angelina’s. 

“Well, it looks like you got lucky, Mrs. 
Graves,” says a squeaky male voice. “Or 
did you? Thanks for the fifty bucks you 
give me for tippin’ you off that Juke was 
goin’ to change his will.”  

“I did not kill him,” Angie hisses. 
“Don’t you dare say it, Amos Tupper. I 
was goin’ to give you a lot more than that 
to stall him off from changin’ it. That old 
coot, takin’ fifty thousan’ away from me 
an’ goin’ to give it to amateur camera 
fiends. It wa’n’t right. I worked an’ 
slaved—”  

“Awright, Angie. I won’t say it, but I 
sure been thinkin’ a lot. You don’t look 
like no girl scout. Anyway, you git the 
money now an’ I want some of it. Seein’ 
you got Juke boxed—ha!”  

“You chiselin’ ol’ wolf,” Angie says 
quite rapidly. “I—”  

Snooty picks up the defunct rabbit and 
puts it under his coat. “Come on, Scoop,” 
he says. “We will have an autopsy on this 
bunny an’ if there is poison in its giblets, 
then there was poison in the sass that 
Angelina threw out the window. Then 
we’ll make them open up a cadaver to see 
if the same kind of poison is in that. D-did 
you hear somethin’?” 

“Yeah,” I shudder. “Over there in the 
bushes. Let’s run before we git shot. 
Maybe somebody else is guilty, too, and 
has returned to the scene of his heinous c-
crime, S-Snooty. I wonder how many 
times Juke was murdered in one night?”  

“It is a mess,” Snooty tosses out. “I bet 
it was that old doll, though. We won’t be 
safe if the accessory to her crime has 
recognized us so’s he will remember us 
ag’in.”  

Me and Snooty are down at the police 
lab in the morning, bright and early, and 
Snooty hands over the deceased bunny and 
tells the experts where we found it. 

“We think Juke was poisoned, too,” 
Snooty says. The experts call in some 
policemen to join in the laugh. 

“Awright, cut that animal up an’ test it 
for arsenic or worse,” I snort. “We can still 
show you the plants it was nibbling on. 
You can have an autopsy on them, too.”  

Iron Jaw comes in and gets the 
lowdown and he falls into a chair he 
laughs so much. 

“Honest, they kill me,” the flatfoot 
says. “Cut it up just for the fun of it, 
boys.” 

 
HE lab boys give the post mortem to 
the bunny and test its tummy for 

knockout drops. One of the toxicologists 
turns a little pale around the chops’ and 
says we are not so nutty as he thought. 

“It’s been eatin’ cyanide, this rabbit,” 
he says. 

“Wha-a-t?” Iron Jaw gulps and his 
derby spins around on his noggin like a 
top. 

“We demand that an autopsy be made 
on the corpse of Gulliver Juke,” Snooty 
says triumphantly. “Keep it a secret so that 
the culprit or culprits cannot escape in the 
meantime. He was dead before the shiv 
punctured him.”  

T



PHONY FINISH 7

“I can’t stand all this,” Iron Jaw 
groans. “Stop for a minute. You said—” 
Iron Jaw chokes on his words and begins 
to count his fingers. 

“Where is the D.A.?” Snooty demands. 
“We want a permit to open up Gulliver. 
The murderer thought Gulliver was asleep 
in his chair and gave him the knife when 
all the time he was rubbing out a stiff. It 
all sounds silly, though.”  

Me and Snooty go over to the Greek’s 
as we are too weak in the leg knuckles to 
witness the grand opening of the cadaver 
of Gulliver Juke. We lift a couple of strong 
ones and feel our nerves loosen up a bit. 

“If a character was dead before he was 
stabbed, would he bleed?” I ask Snooty. 

“You are makin’ it worse, Scoop,” 
Snooty says. “I don’t think so unless he 
wasn’t dead too long before he was 
ventilated. So the old doll wasn’t goin’ to 
let Juke change his will, huh? Not while 
there was fifty thousand bucks comin’ in 
the original, Scoop. She is guilty. 

“So is Ira Mulch alias Ellsworth Papp, 
and East Boston Benny, maybe. One of the 
male felons used the sticker an’ it was that 
old crow who handed him the Mickey. 
First we have to prove the party of the first 
part guilty, then the party of the second—”  

“And the accessory who was in the 
bushes,” I says between rattles of my 
bicuspids. “That is what makes me 
nervous. He is still at large. He could 
shoot us right here. He—” 

Bang! 
Snooty yells he is shot and dives to the 

floor. He wriggles under a table and feels 
himself all over for bullet holes. 

“Don’t take up all the room,” I says. 
“Give me a chance. Hey, Nick! Did you 
see who shot at us?”  

“Ha, ha,” the Greek laughs. “Nothing 
she is shot but the window shade. She go 
op queek an’ make ze loud noise like 
anyt’ing. I jomp right over the bar without 

toching my hands, I tell you.”  
Snooty wipes off his pan and crawls 

out from under the table. “Make me a 
strong one, Nick,” he says. “Sometimes I 
think I’ll quit this reportin’ business, 
Scoop.”  

“Could you make it sooner than that?” 
I sniff. 

The Greek laughs and points to a big 
shelf over the bar. There is a pooch on it 
and its ears are still flat against his dome. 

“The pooch go op there in one big 
jomp,” the Greek says. “He knock over 
vazz of flowers. But she soun’ just like 
pistols shoot, no?”  

Snooty sits up in the middle of the 
floor and drinks a double portion of rye 
like it is soda water. Then when he gets a 
funny look in his eyes and I mention it, he 
says the grog had nothing at all to do with 
it. 

“Scoop, what I am thinking of is even 
too nutty for me,” the crackpot says. 
“Let’s call up and see what they found 
inside Juke.”  

“I hope only some nickels,” I quip. “I 
don’t think I could stand it if they found 
anythin’ else, Snooty.”  

Snooty buzzes the morgue. I watch the 
lamebrain as he listens to what he gets for 
an answer. His hair lifts right up on his 
noggin and pushes his hat off. His ears 
vibrate and his knees melt. 

“Cyanide, huh? Enough to kill six 
rhinos?” Snooty says. “Ha, what did I tell 
you? We’ll be right over and don’t you 
dare let Iron Jaw go and arrest Mrs. 
Graves and get the credit for it. This is the 
press talkin’. Anyway, maybe she is 
innocent. Who did kill him then? Well, 
somebody did. We’ll see if she has got an 
alibi. If she has washed that glass an’ 
everythin’ I—”  

“Oh, shut up,” I says. “Maybe they are 
stringing you so’s they can give the cops 
time to arrest her first. We will start there 
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right away, Snooty Piper.”  
“I bet they would do that,” Snooty 

says, hanging up fast. “To horse.”  
“A horse would be quicker than that 

boiler,” I says. “Let’s hurry.” 
 

E ARRIVE at the residence of the 
citizen who had been killed twice to 

make certain, just fifteen minutes behind 
the homicide squad. Snooty is indignant 
and says he will report it to Mr. Guppy, 
editor and publisher of the Evening Star.  

“You double-crossers!” Snooty howls. 
“After doin’ deductive work that should 
go-down in crime history, I get robbed. 
Our paper will bust the police force wide 
open as it was me who found the rabbit 
an’—”  

“Oh, be still,” Iron Jaw says. “She 
didn’t do it.”  

“The idea,” Angelina says, looking 
more eerie than ever in a black shawl that 
was pulled up over her war map. “I’ll sue 
the city for this.”  

“Huh?” I says just as a big black cat 
leans against my shins and clots all my 
blood for a minute. 

“She gave us the glass that had the 
sassaparilla in it,” Iron Jaw gulps. “It 
wasn’t washed so she didn’t have nothin’ 
to hide. He never let her serve him the sass 
anyway and she was out to the movies all 
that night. All this wild goose chase for 
nothin’ . You two punks ought to be 
interned, that’s what!”  

“But there was poison in Juke,” a cop 
said. “Who put it there? No burglar would 
take all that time to knock off a guy who 
surprised him in a robbery. This Mulch 
maybe stabbed him, too. But Juke was 
dead before—”  

Iron Jaw asks for water and shakes his 
coco from side to side and he clamps his 
big hooks against it as if he was afraid it 
would fall off. Not that he would miss it. 

“Somebody say somethin’ that sounds 
sane,” a big flatfoot groans and he asks 
Angelina for aspirin. 

Snooty Piper stares at the cat. “It’s got 
big double paws, huh? I bet it is the thing 
we heard in the bushes las’ night. I knew I 
felt eyes on me, Scoop.”  

“That is Lucretia,” the old doll grins. 
“He was crazy about Juke and was with 
him most of the time.”  

“Now he is Lucretia,” Iron Jaw sighs. 
“This is gettin’ worst and worst.”  

Snooty gets up and goes to the 
window. He grabs the string on the shade, 
then lets go of it. The shade goes up and 
makes a sound like a forty-five caliber 
Betsy. Iron Jaw goes over backward, chair 
and all. It is the puss, Lucretia, that puts on 
the show. She gives a jump that takes her 
clear to the transom of the door and 
through it without disturbing a hair on her 
torso. 

“I get it!” Snooty yelps. “Eureka. I 
have solved the crime! Wait right here. 
You never dusted this place up much, did 
you, Angie?”  

“Don’t git personal, you young squirt,” 
the old hairpin squeaks. “No, I didn’t. He 
wouldn’t never let me in here.”  

“Now what is he goin’ to do?” Iron 
Jaw says weakly to me as Snooty pulls a 
chair close to the bookcase. 

“I don’t ever know in advance,” I 
admit. 

Snooty gets up on the chair and squints 
at the top of the high bookcase. “There is a 
bunch of bottles up here,” Snooty says. 
“One has been tipped over and the cover is 
off. Photographers who develop pictures 
have to use poisons. Here is somethin’ that 
fell out an’ I found it right on the edge of 
the top of the bookcase. Right over the 
chair where Juke always sat. It smells like 
a cyanide of potassium crystal. You smell 
it, somebody.” 

W 
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“It is,” a veteran of the homicide squad 
said. 

“Now up here in the dust that is as 
thick as a carpet is the tracks of a cat with 
double paws,” Snooty says. “It jumped up 
here the night that shade went up without 
nobody touchin’ it, like window shades do 
sometimes. Lucretia jumped, and you have 
seen how she can jump when she gits a 
fright, and she landed on top of the 
bookcase and knocked over this jar. A 
crystal of this bounced off the bookcase 
and down into the glass of sass that was on 
the table at Juke’s elbow.”  

Iron Jaw gets up and holds onto me. 
“Juke took a swig of the sass,” Snooty 

goes on. “Then it started working on him 
and he falls forward and he falls against 
the chair where Ira Mulch alias Ellsworth 
Papp had cached the knife like he said he 
did. The knife maybe worked loose from 
between the cushions while the chair was 
being pushed around for a couple of days, 
and the business end was sticking out. 

“The shiv entered Juke and killed him 
the second time. As he fell over, the knife 
came out of the chair and so he didn’t have 
his hands on it. Anyway he was wearin’ 
rubber gloves. The handle of the knife 
would have been restin’ against the hard 
bed of the chair and so it would be just 
like there was the power of a human hand 
behind it. Just step this way, gents. ‘Look 
up here and see the paw marks an’ the 
tipped-over jar. No charge. Everythin’ is 
free.”  

Iron Jaw asks me to help him to a chair 
as he looks like he needs extreme unction 
and in a hurry. 

“Yes,” I gulp. “Then help me.”  
“Then the murderer was—?” Iron Jaw 

asks very weakly. “It wasn’t Mulch or 
East Boston Benny—”  

“Lucretia, the cat,” Snooty Piper says. 
“Well, I would photograph everythin’ for 

proof as Mulch and Benny have more at 
stake than just their good or bad names. 
Do you all agree with me, huh?”  

The phone rings and a big flatfoot 
answers it. When he hangs up, he feels his 
way across the room. 

“Mulch is innocent,” the gendarme 
says. “The cashier at the Met says she saw 
him go in to that movie. She remembers 
him by his photo we put in the papers. 
Says she had to squirt ink out of a fountain 
pen filler at him because he tried to date 
her up and got ob-obnux—fresh. The ink 
was still on his shirt in the photo in the 
paper.”  

The flatfoot takes a deep breath, mops 
his locks and goes on. “They have 
withdrew the murder rap away from East 
Boston Benny, too. He proved he—”  

Iron Jaw gets up on the chair by the 
bookcase and gets hold of the jar of 
cyanide and tries to swallow it all. Eight of 
us get him down and sit on s him for 
almost half an hour. 

“I’ll do it with monoxide gas, then,” 
Iron Jaw says. “You wait an’ see.”  

“Where could you hire a ten-ton truck 
long enough at this hour of night?” Snooty 
sniffs at him. “No passenger car has 
enough of a Mickey in it to make you 
faint. Just go home and study up on 
detective work more.”  

A coroner’s jury meets the next a.m. 
and everybody is unanimous in declaring 
that Gulliver Juke was the victim of a very 
strange accident which should not have 
happened. 

“I would say for the papers that it was 
a catastrophe, Scoop,” Snooty Piper says. 
“I wonder what Angelina will do with that 
puss?”  

“If I had it, I would walk backwards,” 
I says. “Oh, you mean Lucretia? I never 
know when you are kiddin’, Snooty 
Piper.” 

 


