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Hot Ice Scream

“Dizzy Duo”™ Yarn

)

By Joe Archibald

In his thirst for crook news, Snooty Piper set out single-handed to remedy Boston’s
crime drought. But the trail of cockeyed clues he left was so twisted that only the
screwball himself could backtrack it to the muzzle of a killer’s Roscoe.

worry about is quite as easy to live

with as a trombone player with cold
sores. We are in our favorite bistro, the
Greek’s, one afternoon in Indian summer.
The crackpot is wondering aloud why
there is no more crime in and about
Boston.

“It is not natural, Scoop,” the crackpot
says. “There must be citizens who cannot
wait for wills to be read; dames and guys
who are married and wish to collect
insurance; or characters who have
somebody to get hunk with for keeps. It is
only human nature. | cannot understand
it.”

“You never could, as you are not close
to being human,” | come back at the

S NOOTY PIPER without a murder to

ghoul. “As for myself, 1 am enjoying this
peace and quiet. Why did you and me ever
have to meet?”

There is no discouraging Snooty.
“With me it is business, Scoop,” he says.
“This corpse depression is getting in my
hair. If nobody finds one real soon, I’ll
quit the newspaper business. 1 am fed up
covering lectures. Lack of good criminal
activity has set journalism back almost a
hundred years. | bet Horace Greeley went
west that time, because things got too tame
in the east. Look, I am losing my hair
worrying, Scoop. What is the best thing to
keep it in?”

“A cigar box,” | says.

“You are so full of corn you should be
shucked at times,” Snooty sniffs, then gets
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a very funny look in his eyes.

“You know, Scoop,” he says. “Around
twelve at night this is a lonesome
neighborhood. Somebody could easy
bump off Nick and not get caught. I have
read where there is no such a thing as a
perfect crime, but them detective story
writers are screwy. | could figure one out
and nobody—the Greek generally goes
home at one-thirty, and | bet takes the
same way home every—"

“Wait here,” | says, my spine getting a
wave. “I’ll blow you to a real drink, pal.
Nothing like ordinary beer.”

“Thanks,” Snooty says like he is in
another country far away. “lI wouldn’t
have no motive to rub out Nick, would 1?
It is almost impossible to solve a crime
where there was no motive.”

I go to the bar and whisper to Nick.
“Make it good,” | warns, “if you wish to
see your native land once more.”

I bring Snooty the drink. He takes it at
a swallow, then draws a diagram on the
tablecloth. “Here is where they will find
the corpse, see? This X right here will be
near Hanover Street. Here is my alibi,
Scoop—ahh gawp, it is stuffy in here, isn’t
it? What am | sayin’? Yeah, Iron Jaw will
make an arrest inside of twenty-four
years—hours—awwp, | think I will go
home an’ hit the sack. I—bzz!”

GO and tell Nick to call a cab. When it

gets there, Snooty is out as thoroughly
as Adolf. We get on each side of him and
drag him out. “I didn’t say to use a can of
ether,” | snap at Nick. “After all he is only
human.”

“That ees wan matter of somebody’s
opinion, my fran,” Nick says, and he has
me there. We load Snooty into a cab, and |
drive him to our rooming house.

I am pulling him up the stairs by his
armpits when the old doll who robs us
every week yells at me. She says she will

have no stewbums in her house and we
can move out in the A.M.

“Itis a lie,” Snooty says.

“No, I do not believe it,” I gulp. “The
Greek made that Mickey ten times
stronger than he does with most
customers. There must be a ventriloquist
in the house. 1—er—"

“Now it is my turn to buy a drink,”
Snooty says. “Why, where am 1? Who
says | am drunk? Why, | was going to plan
to perform a perfect crime and now 1 find
me—"

“Shut up!” | says. “In the morning, we
will dissolve our beautiful friendship, as
you are not safe to be with. Just because
you owe Nick nearly eighty bucks—who
said you had no motive?”

“It i1s a good thing you stopped me,
Scoop. They would of had me there. |
might as well admit it. There is no perfect
crime, unless Iron Jaw O’Shaughnessy is
the only detective on the case. Who paid
for the swindle jeep?”

“For once, you did,” | says
triumphantly. “You didn’t even argue,
Snooty.” “There must be something wrong
with me,” the halfwit says. “My mind was
a blank. If you hadn’t of been with me, |
might have committed an atrocious crime.
How can | ever thank you, Scoop?”

“Just go away and don’t leave me an
address,” | says. “Unless somebody gets
murdered somewhere, you will see that
they do. I do not wish to be around then. |
knew it would happen someday. Why
don’t you go and see a nogginologist
before it is too late?”

“You really believe | am a dangerous
character, don’t you, Scoop?” Snooty says.

“You are no uplift worker, I’ll admit.”

The next A.M. we pack our bags and
go and find a room on Newbury Street. “It
IS no sense in going to the office,” the
crackpot says. “It would only remind them
to fire us, Scoop.”
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I admit his logic. We cross the
Common and go over to Tremont Street.
Snooty stops and admires a diamond
brooch in a window. “I wonder how much
it is, Scoop,” he says, and walks into the
sparkler shop.

| follow him in and wonder what he is
up to this time. “If you are thinking of
committin’ a jewelry robbery just to make
news, Snooty Piper, I’ll be the first to yell
for the cops. Of all the—"

Snooty asks to see the brooch. “I am
lookin’ at them for a friend,” he says to the
very suspicious clerk, whom 1 do not
blame at all. The dapper gee hands Snooty
the brooch which looks like it is worth at
least as much as half of the city hall. The
mental deficit is turning the small fortune
over and over in his hands and blowing on
the diamonds when a male citizen comes
in. He is holding up a very ruffled fat doll
whose hat is cocked over one ear.

“Quick,” the male says. “Call a doctor!
She—"

“Them flatfeet knocked me kickin’!”
the rugged female snorts. “I’ll sue the city!
Just because they got a murder to go to, |
should also be half kilt! They jumped into
a car an’—”

“A murder?” Snooty howls. “Where!”

“Why, Hirer Hall, Brookline,” the doll
says. “Now, how did I ever remember that
after what | just been through!”

“Only you out of over a hundred and
thirty million people would,” | says and
holds my dome in my hands. “And out of
the same number of people Snooty Piper is
the only one could get you to remember.
Snooty!”

There is a loud swishing sound and
Snooty is gone, making an exit quicker
than Dagwood Bumstead. The clerk of the
precious pebble parlor lets out an
unearthly shriek and jumps right over the
counter. “Police!” he yelps. “Ha-a-alp!
Stop thief!”

“How can they?” | snaps. “They have
all gone to the murder. Why, what am |
waiting for?”

“You come back here, you!” the clerk
yelps and makes a grab at me. But | head
for the great outdoors and manage to jump
into a cab that is transporting Snooty.

“You gland case!” | howl, “you didn’t
give back the brooch! You will git thirty
years as how could you ever git time off
for good behavior? You take it right back
or—"

“And miss the first decent crime in
many weeks?” Snooty yips. “Anyway,
they won’t find it on me, Scoop. Stop
worryin’ so much.”

“Excuse me,” | says humbly. “It was
really a trifling matter. Only about sixty
grand.”

BOUT a half hour later we enter a

very lush pueblo in Brookline. Some
official citizens are standing there looking
down at a corpse. One of them is Iron Jaw
O’Shaughnessy, a very bulky flatfoot who
is a throwback to the anthropoids. Iron
Jaw is a detective who would have some
difficulty in finding a second looie in
Washington. He trumpets like a bull
elephant when he sees us.

“You again!” the big bovine yelps.
“How did you tag this rubout?”

“l was at a tea,” Snooty says. “I saw it
in the leaves, you cigar-eating porpoise.
Who will you arrest by mistake this time?
Who was murdered? How long has he
been dead? Who found him and where is
some clues? | have got a right to know all
the facts. |—er—excuse me, Iron Jaw. |
have been troubled with vertigo of late and
lost my balance. It is my liver—”

I do not see any reason at all for
Snooty Piper to jostle Iron Jaw in such a
manner as to shake the flatfoot’s derby
loose. He deserved the cuff in the chops
that Iron Jaw handed him. Snooty does a
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few rhumba steps and two turns about the
room before he comes over and recognizes
me.

“Glad to see you again, Scoop. Where
have you been?” he says and holds out his
hand. | push him into a chair and try to
find out who is deceased.

“Papers an’ things in his pockets say
he is Dumbril Thripp,” the cadaver
appraiser announces. “Oh, I’d say he had
been shot somewhere between midnight
and morn. Some piece of burlap he has on
and has no more use for. Hmm, looks like
my size—er—nerts, the slug went right
through the back of the coat.” He snaps his
bag shut and feels of the texture of the
corpse’s cravat.

Iron Jaw gets quite impatient. “Just
take what you want, you old buzzard!” he
snaps. “An’ we’ll deliver the corpse in the
nude. Everybody git out of the way as how
can | solve a murder?” Right quick the big
pachyderm gives Snooty a shove that
almost puts him through the eleventh story
window. “Don’t you dare say it!”

After awhile, a cop comes up with
some papers he took from a drawer of the
late Thripp’s desk. “Funny,” he says.
“This layout here must have cost that loser
plenty of cabbage per month. At least two
hundred leaves. Yet here he takes a
correspondence school course in raising
mushrooms at home. You can see the date
on this last lesson which is only two
months ago. Whoever would want to raise
toadstools when he is evidently so
independent—er—who was, |, mean. It
don’t make no sense, O’Shaughnessy.”

“You can say that again,” lron Jaw
moans. “No murder ever made sense to
me—what am | sayin’? Piper, if you
dare—!”

“He keeps tryin’ to put words in my
mouth, Scoop. Up to now | have not said a
single derogative thing, but | can be
pushed just so far. He asked for it, Scoop.

If brains was a medium of exchange, this
big grampus could never scrape up enough
to purchase a snood for a female woodtick.
All his big fat dome is for is to keep his
spinal cord from unraveling—"

“That is enough!” Iron Jaw yelps. “I’ll
twist that fishface of yourn into such a
shape, you will always be looking up your
left trouser leg! Block the doors so’s he
can’t escape. I’ll—"

The M.E. sits down and mops his
brow. “Please do something about the
carcass, somebody. After all some things
just won’t keep.”

I am sure there is steam escaping by
way of Iron Jaw’s coat collar as he cools
off. After awhile we all get quite calm and
go to work. Iron Jaw tries to.
“Mushrooms, huh? Could be this gee tried
to think up a way to murder the guy who
knocked him off but got crocked first. He
would learn to raise mushrooms, invite his
victim over, and put some poison
toadstools—~

“Oh, brother,” Snooty says and sighs
deeply. Then he yanks an old straw
suitcase out from under the bed. “It is very
lowbrow luggage for such a citizen. It
looks like prosperity caught up with him
so fast he could not reconvert in time.”

“Ahah!”  O’Shaughnessy enthuses.
“There was a struggle, as look what the
victim clutches in his fingers. A tuft of a
citizen’s locks no less. You can see a chair
overturned there by the table. Took me to
notice it first.”

“It is what fell over when you shoved
me,” Snooty says. “But go on, Iron Jaw,
we love it. No, let’s get it done before all
we’ll have to take to the mortuary is a
skeleton. It should be easy to trace the hair
to the cold-blooded murderer. The
remains, as is quite plain, contains two
bullet holes. The first one just punctured
his biceps, you can see that. He made a
gallant try to keep out of the obituary



HOT ICE SCREAM 5

column and lost. Brown hair, huh?

“How many citizens in Boston have
thatch of such a color, Scoop?”

“Leave me out of this,” | says. “I’d say
about eighty or ninety thousand. You
could not possibly drag them all one by
one into a lab and get them to snip off a
sample tress in less than a year or two.
And there is such a thing as hair dye, Iron
Jaw. | am sorry to have to make it so
complicated.”

“I’m sorry | asked you,” Snooty says.
“This could be a perfect crime.”

“I will not give up that easy,” Iron Jaw
snaps. “Take some pitchers, boys. Dust for
prints. Ransack the whole works. The law
of averages was passed long before this. |
got to hit the jackpot sooner or later. Piper,
you put a finger on anythin’ here, and I’ll
bite it off and poke it in your eye.”

“Look, you big circus freak, you
couldn’t—" The phone suddenly rings.
Snooty grabs it up.

“Hello—er—" he signals for all of us
to button our lips. “Er—hello, darlin’. If
my voice sounds strange, it is because of a
bad cold. What was that? You are comin’
right over?” The crackpot coughs and
cooks up a bogus sneeze. “Brig sub
aspirid, hodey. I’ll need—I bead I’ll deed
it—" He hangs up.

“It is a dame, lron Jaw. She does not
know this character is defunct. Call down
and tell the cops to let her through. This
should be a lead. Aren’t you glad I’m here,
O’Shaughnessy?”

HE doll finally shows. She is a very

willowy cupcake with two very good
reasons for hating long skirts. She has a
pair of glimmers that must knock fifty
bucks off every apartment she rents. They
get as big as a pair of Fats Goering’s
medals when she sees what is on the floor.
She yelps “Eeek!” then cries out, “He
didn’t. He was only foolin’. Oh—"

“Well, he did, and he wasn’t,” Snooty
says. “You know | should have been an
actor, Scoop, and stop this sordid business
I am engaged in. | think P’ll think
seriously—" | do not know why but the
jerk suddenly drops his hat and looks up at
the ceiling. | forget the byplay
immediately as Iron Jaw is grilling the
chick.

“Awright, who was only foolin’ as you
thought, sister?” the big flatfoot trumpets.
“Come clean. | see you are married hah?”

“She’ll swing for that,” Snooty says.
“The doll here has been smoochin’ about
with the late Mr. Thripp. A jealous
husband finally got irked to the limit and
eliminated the alienator of affections. Am
I right, Mrs.—?”

“Mrs. Bilbo Smiff,” the doll admits.
“l—er—confess | have been a little
indiscreet. Bilbo spent so much time at the
office, | just had to have fun somewhere
and—"

“Hah, strands of brown hair. What
color was your spouse’s locks, Sister?”

“He wore a toupee,” Mrs. Smiff
admits. “Brown and kind of curly. It is one
reason my ardor cooled.”

“It is still plainer,” Snooty says.
“There was something of a tussle. The
victim here got hold of Smiff’s thatch and
pulled it off. A citizen will protect his
toupee with his life, as they are hard to get
to fit right. He grabbed for his toupee and
pulled viciously. Some of the hair was left
in the defunct person’s fingers.” Snooty
stoops, picks up his hat, and sets it on his
dome.

Iron Jaw says, “We will go and arrest
Bilbo Smiff. He better have some kind of
an alibi if he cares to duck an all-over hot
foot!”

“He is cooked,” the doll sniffs. “He got
in at three A.M. lit up like a carnival and
did not remember where he was at. But it
does look good—I mean bad. He was
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insured for fifteen grand, which showed
you how he loved me.”

“I am touched.” Snooty sniffs. “Let us
get out of here as this is cut and dried like
jerked wvenison. | am glad George
Washington is dead as he wore a wig. Iron
Jaw most likely would have run down to
Mt. Vernon. Forget it, Iron Jaw. It wa’n’t
anythin” much.”

“Who thanked you, rabbitface?” Iron
Jaw yips. “You just try and steal my
thunder, an’ I’ll pull your ears until you
could pass for a beagle hound. Let’s go
and arrest your husband, Mrs. Smiff.”

“Let’s,” the babe says. “lI mean let’s
give the poor guy a chance to explain first,
though.”

“Don’t ever
Snooty says.

We go out. Once in a cab, he shows
me a brand new hundred dollar bill. “It is
what | dropped my hat on, Scoop. It
blended with that green rug perfect.”

I take off my hat and soak up the
worry dew from my brow. “Snooty Piper!”
I says. “You have first stolen a brooch
worth half a city block, now it is a hundred
dollar bill. You return both to their rightful
owners, or | will turn you in quick. If you
are caught with that jewelry—"

“It is not on my person,” Snooty grins,
“But | can lay my hands on it most
anytime. Why should the late Mr. Thripp
have become prosperous overnight when
he had not finished the first lesson of his
mail-order course in raisin’ fungus? It is a
clue. But I am through with this uncouth
profession of mine. Didn’t | put on an act
there, talkin’ like I was Thripp? I will see
Roland Remp as soon as possible. You
know he is always ready to help new
actors start in business. | would look good
with sideburns and spats, Scoop.”

“You will be all right in the morning, |
am sure,” | says critically. “The moon is
full for the last time tonight.”

git married, Scoop,”

SHOULD know by this time that

Snooty Piper would not be kidding if he
made the remark he was going down to
Washington to get a Cabinet job. Do not
underestimate, the crackpot anymore than
you can overestimate him.

It is late the next afternoon that Snooty
puts on his freshest green suit, poses in
front of a mirror and recites, ‘We come
here not to bury Caesar but to braise him.
Friends, Romans and countrymen—"

I hit Snooty with a wet facecloth, then
lock myself in the bathroom until he
leaves. “Awright,” he yelps through the
door. *“You won’t git to see Roland Remp,
Scoop Binney!”

“l am positively devastated over it,” |
says. “Tell him | got a rabbit sittin’ on top
of my dome, and | always look a fright
with my hare up, ha!”

| hear Snooty slam the door. | let
myself out. | am a sucker, as he has taken
my new two-buck necktie from Filene’s
and also my last clean shirt. | say some
very rough things about Snooty and pick
up the Evening Star. | see where Bilbo
Smiff has been arrested for the liquidation
of Dumbril Thripp. The D.A. promises to
try and convict him before the frost is on
the pumpkin. But Mr. Guppy’s theatrical
editor has been given more space anent
Roland Remp.

Roland has been responsible for many
jittery cardiographs on dolls in the Hub
and has been playing in the legit show
called Brewster’s Billions for forty-seven
straight weeks. Roland is hot news if he
runs a temperature or raises a blister.

Mr. Guppy’s sock-and-buskin reporter
goes on to say that Roland has played the
absent-minded butler, Chives, so many
times, he has really started to forget things
himself. Just the other morning, the citizen
left his apartment clad in collar and tie,
pajama coat and spats, period. His wife is
no end worried. One night, she reports, he
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kissed the Siamese cat, then threw her out
into the courtyard from three stories up.

“Such chit-chat,” | sniff and start
shaving. | figure to go down to the
Evening Star and see if me and Snooty are
on the payroll. 1 think of the diamond
brooch, shudder and nearly cut my
Adam’s apple in two parts. Even when
Snooty is not around, he is a menace to
society.

When | report to Dogface Woolsey,
the city editor snarls and asks would I
mind writing something on the Thripp
rubout. “Where is Mr. Piper, Binney?”
Dogface asks, smirking like a hyena.

“He is planning to be a Thespian,” |
says.

“Id blackball that sucker in any
lodge,” Dogface says. “Who thought up
that one?”

“Skip it,” | says, and bury myself in
my stint.

Snooty does not show until close to
twelve midnight. The freak has been
celebrating alone at the Greek’s.

“| just couldn’t help it, Scoop,” Snooty
beams. “Tomorrow | am gittin” an audition
from Roland Remp. He says he needs an
understudy, and | could be the type. You
can come along this time. You do not have
to worry about gettin’ shot at or knifed!”

“l have my doubts,” | retort. “You
could walk into a parsonage and come out
dripping blood. But you as an actor | must
see. There should be more ham in you than
in Swift’s icebox. It will seem funny to go
with you some place and not have to
dodge knives, Betsy slugs, et cetera.”

“That is all ended, Scoop. From now
on | will be of the theater,” Snooty recites
with gestures.

“Do not forget it is right in the tomato
season now, and that the farmers have a
very good crop this season. Go to bed and
stop being so silly.”

“Do you think Iron Jaw got the right

criminal, Scoop?”

“He is due,” | says. “Nobody can miss
hitting the bull’s-eye forever, even a cross
eyed nimrod with shaking palsy.”

ELL, to make a long story short, |

accompany Snooty Piper to Roland
Remp’s apartment in a swanky edifice
adjacent to the Copley-Plaza. Louis the
Thirteenth or Fourteenth would have been
quite pleased with the furnishings and
such. Roland greets us all wrapped up in a
mauve dressing gown and smoking a cig
in a long holder.

“Nice of you to call,” Remp drawls
after a yawn. “What was it about again?”

“Why, don’t you remember?” Snooty
replies, a trifle nettled. “lI am to tryout
understudying for a part in your play.”

“Oh, did I promise you that?” Roland
smirks. “I talk to so many people who
wish to become actors. I promise them
almost anything to get rid of them, for I
never expect them to come back. My dear
fellow, did you ever look at yourself in a
mirror? Are you serious?”

“Now, look here, you scented eclair,”
Snooty snorts, then bugs out his eyes. “It
is very strange you needing a haircut so
bad today, Remp. Yesterday you just had
it cut. Did you forget you had it done?”

“Why—er—you are mistaken, my
good fellow,” the actor says and pats his
locks. I can see the Thespian get the hue of
a gardenia around the gills. | don’t get it.

“Hmm,” Snooty sniffs. “He has got so
absent-minded, he forgot he got a haircut
yesterday and wears it long this A.M.”

“Huh?” | push out. “If he got a haircut
yesterday, it would be here today, Snooty.
Listen, 1 am not that stupid as if he got a
haircut—"

“Right!” Snooty exclaims. Before
Roland Remp can lift a finger, Snooty
reaches out and lifts his scalp. | almost
pass out as Roland stands there with a



TEN DETECTIVE ACES 8

head as bald as a billiard ball. Suddenly
the actor lets out a very frightened gasp
and slaps a hand over his nude knob.
“Er—Ilet’s do business, my good fellow,”
he says. “lI have four hundred dollars,
here—" He fishes into his pocket and
comes out with a wad of crisp new bills.
“It is all yours if you will promise to think
of my public, my reputation. My—"

“My foot,” Snooty says, and gets a
funny look in his lamps. “For a paltry sum,
I should help bilk the populace? Zounds
and odds bodkins, no! I spurn your offer,
knave!”

I should have known. Remp goes
berserk and pulls a Roscoe. “You’ll never
betray me, never!” he snaps. “One other
man tried, and | gave him what I’'m
givin’—"

“Dumbril Thripp!” Snooty yips. “Grab
him, Scoop, before—that dough—he had
five hundred and now has four. He
dropped one in the scuffle with Thripp
an’—”

While Snooty is diagnosing, | am
getting shot at and ducking the best I can.
The only thing that saved both of us was
that Remp’s cigarette holder slipped down
in his trachea about five inches and nearly
strangled the criminal. Even so, his last
shot took a lodge button right out of
Snooty’s lapel. We rush Roland Remp and
spread him out on the Smyrna much in the
manner of a deerhide drying. Snooty
relieves the character of the four C’s.

“Imagine it, Scoop. It is very clear.
The proof will be when we check the
serial numbers on these brand new lettuce
leaves. He took it out of the bank quite
recently. It was to bribe Thripp with, who
in some way discovered Roland wore a
wig. Amazing how he worked it. We will
look for the other bogus scalps. He had a
dozen, I’ll bet, and kept changing them at
times, so people would think his hair was
growing natural. Too bad he got absent-

minded this A.M., huh?

“You see now why Thripp got
prosperous so quick, huh? He was
blackmailin® this cold-blooded Killer.
Well, he won’t hire no understudy to put
on a show in the sizzle chamber. Go and
call some cops, Scoop!”

E ARE at a precinct house

sometime later. Roland admits
Snooty Piper had the rubout figured even
better than he had.

“Sure, Thripp got wise | was bald. He
was ushering in the theater one night and
came into my dressing room by mistake.
I’ve been paying plenty through the nose
and | had to get rid of him. I still say | was
smart about the wigs even if 1 was dumb
leaving that hundred buck bill on the floor.
When | checked up, | says to myself, I
guess | bought me a new suit but forgot.

“l been in that play too long, my good
fellows. Ring down the curtain, men! Then
bill me good for my last performance. All
the world is a stage and—er—say |
forgot—I can get the chair for this!”

“It could be,” I says. “I wish Iron Jaw
was here in the cast, Snooty. Behind the
eight-ball once more, the poor big cluck.
You got to feel sorry for him at times.”

“How do | do these things, Scoop?”

There is no answer to some things so |
just shake my noggin and fall heavily into
a chair. I am still limp ten minutes later
when Iron Jaw O’Shaughnessy comes
barging in waving something that sparkles
in front of Snooty’s nose. | almost faint. It
is the brooch from Tremont Street.

“This couldn’t be,” | says in a raspy
voice. “I just won’t believe it!”

“| captured the crook!” Iron Jaw yelps.
“He got away again, but not before I
recovered this brooch. Why, only this
morning, there was a reward out in the
papers for a thousand bucks for its return.
It answers the description awright! What a
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battle the criminal put up. I’ll know him
when | see him ag’in, though. A thousand
bucks!”

“Iron Jaw, you look me in the eye!”
Snooty says severely, “I put that bauble in
the lining of your derby at the scene of a
crime and you know it!”

“A likely story!” lron Jaw retorts,
“Would you spoil mine by having me
admit it and me havin’ to arrest you for
robbing a jewelry store, Piper? Check!”

“S-scoop, he’s got me,” Snooty says
and gets quite faint, “Of all the fakers—he
takes off his hat to mop up his sweatband
and discovers the brooch—he makes up a
story about a desperate fight with a
criminal person. Loosens his collar and
scratches his own pan. He—"

“It is a very long dark alley that does
not have a crook in it,” I opine. “It looks
as if lIron Jaw got the special benefit of a
backfire, Snooty. He who lives by a sword
can expect to git stabbed in the brisket
himself sooner or later. You know | feel
quite good about it all, you crackpot!”

“Now | can git the wife a pressure
cooker,” Iron Jaw says. “An’ me some
fifteen centers for two-bits each. What did
you git, Piper?”

“Five C’s is all,” Snooty says.
“Nobody can prove it belonged to Remp.
Where he’s goin’—”

“You forget,” a cop says. “That is
evidence. You can’t convict Remp without
it, even if you got some samples of hair
out of wigs to match up. Piper, | believe
you would have kept that dough!”

“You think he wouldn’t?” | snort.
“Well, let’s go to the Greek’s, Snooty.”

“Sure, Scoop,” Snooty sighs as he
hands over the cabbage. “We had quite a
time anyways.”

“I’ll admit there was hell toupee!” |
quip, but Snooty does not think it is funny.
| try again. “I hate to brooch the subject,
but Iron Jaw has the laugh on you this
time.”

Snooty Piper cuffs me one. When my
noggin is cleared, I see him hopping a
streetcar. “l am through with the bum for
keeps this time,” I says. | wish | meant it.



