Ten Detective Aces, March, 1948

Write This Way for Murder!

“Dizzy Duo” Yarn

By Joe Archibald

Snooty Piper, that screwball newshawk, writes a whodunit that would be criminal to
publish. But his interest in fascinating fiction turned into a real-life terror tale printed in
blood.

NOOTY PIPER, like the Brooklyn

Dodgers, will try anything. The latest

screwball tangent he goes on is
writing  Whodunits! He submits a
manuscript to Littlegreen & Doubleyear
labeled Murders in the Rue Morganthau,
which is an atrocity having to do with a
Wall Street wolf dead at his ticker, with his
ticker also run through by a shiv of Inca
origin.

Needless to say, Snooty Piper gets it
back with a letter from the editors who
threaten to report him to Washington for
shameful waste of vital foolscap.

Snooty is indignant. “It is because | am
an unknown, Scoop,” he gripes. “It is
discriminal! Look at what they buy from
the ex-strip tease chick, Trixie LaRue?

That last one | read of hers, the Runway
Rubouts, was strictly gorgonzola, an’ I’ll
still say she never wrote any of the tripe as
she never graduated out of the seventh
grade. She should be exposed.”

“Are you kiddin’, Snooty?” | laugh.
“What babe is ever more s0?”

“It was a natural for Hogard an’
Macall,” Snooty insists. “The crummy
publishers asked didn’t I know they wasn’t
makin’ Keystone cop pitchers anymore. A
dagger moulded by an ice cream outfit,
phoeey! When will they ever recognize a
new gag when they see one?”

E ARE walking down Tremont and
all of a sudden there is no sun and
who is causing the eclipse but Iron Jaw
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O’Shaughnessy. The ponderous citizen has
been a detective in Boston for over eleven
years and has been about as much use to
the police force as two extra legs on a
centipede. If the big slob got locked up in a
safe and crooked citizens robbed it he
would still be at a loss as to who committed
the felony. Iron Jaw is as obnoxious as he
is dumb.

“Well,” he sneers. “It is the great
author, Edgar A. Poe Piper! When you ever
git a book out it’ll be from a lendin’
lib’ary. Ha!”

“Look at this grain silo, Scoop,” Snooty
snaps. “If he was put out of his misery, half
of the Balkans could be fed without no
drain on the taxpayer. What he spills on his
vest would feed twenty starvin’ Europeans
every day. A ceiling should be put on
him—or better still, fall on him. Now what
was we sayin’ before this bum accosted
us?”

“Somebody is astin’ for a good bust on
the jaw!” Iron Jaw says testily, and reaches
out and gets Snooty by the nose between
his thumb and forefinger, and twists.

You can’t help looking at lron Jaw’s
feet no more than you can a pair of real
mules on a public thoroughfare, and |
wonder why he has a slit on the side of one
of them. | accidentally bring my weight
down on where he has cut the vent and then
he lets go of Snooty and roars like a hippo
at feeding time. A siren starts screaming
and pedestrians leap for the sidewalk.

“All that fuss over a little horseplay!”
Snooty yelps. “Let’s git out of here,
Scoop!”

The police car squeals to a stop next to
the curb and nearly hits Iron Jaw, who is on
his hands and knees looking for his derby.
A rough voice howls, “Git in,
O’Shaughnessy. We’ve got a murder!”

“An’ stop snipin’ for butts,” another
flatfoot called out facetiously. “I’ll buy you
a cigar!”

“Hail that cab, Scoop!” Snooty says, as
Iron Jaw squeezes painfully into the law’s
sedan. “The green an’ white one.”

| do. “Follow that car!” Snooty says to
the driver as we pile in.

“Yeah? But | gotta stop fer lights,
remember.”

Snooty says, “Oh, yeah?” and gets his
fire badge out. “You keep drivin® an’ I’ll
flash this as we pass traffic cops. Step on it,
bud!”

We arrive in front of a modest hostelry
on Exeter Street called the Luxmore only
three lengths behind the police jalopy. You
can imagine lron Jaw’s chagrin when he
sees us alight. No, you cannot! His jowls
swell up and his big pan takes on the hue of
a boiled lobster. He froths at the mouth and
puts his cigar out. Such a temper couldn’t
have been duplicated at the late Adolph
Hitler’s hideout over in Bavaria.

“I—I’Il kill ‘em!” the big gumshoe
snarls.

“We are representin’ the free press,”
Snooty opens up fast. “What is this, Soviet
Russia? I’ll report this outrage to Mr.
Guppy and the U.N. Boston cops bring
down the iron curtain! Iron Jaw
O’Shaughnessy seeks to hide facts from the
public! Scoffs at the Bill of Rights an’—"

“Oh, shut up!” another cop says.
“Who’s stoppin’ you reporters? An’ clam
up, O’Shaughnessy, as they’re within their
rights.”

“I’Il kill him yet,” the big lemonhead
iterates. “But keep outa my way, Piper, or
by Judas, I’ll—"

“Come on, Scoop,” Snooty sniffs. “To
think we have to take this from public
servants just to make a bare livin’.”

What can you say to the bum?

HE stiff is identified as Alsop Krangle.
He reposes on the carpet of his room in
a dark pin-stripe suit and has been shot,
according to the cadaver appraiser, by a
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percussion instrument of approximately
thirty-eight caliber. Alsop is a crude
counterpart of Gable, and business cards
are removed from his wallet saying he is a
promoter and consultant.

“This citizen has been defunct nearly
fourteen hours,” the M. E. says. “Rigor
mortis has gone the limit. Well, it is your
headache, boys.”

“Photograft the whole joint!” Iron Jaw
says. “An’ look fer prints.”

“If you find some Currier an’ Ives,
leave me have one,” Snooty Piper says, and
sticks his head further into the room.

O’Shaughnessy pushes Snooty’s face
with a hand as big as a dried halibut, and
the crackpot ends up near the wall where
there is a fire-axe. | have to take the
weapon away from Snooty.

“An’ get everybody who works here,”
the big gland case orders. “Somebody must
of heard the shot.”

There is not a clue anywhere, it seems,
after the cops work over the room. Into
Iron Jaw’s presence are ushered an elevator
jockey, a clerk, a chambermaid and a
porter. The clerk says he cannot apprehend
and fingerprint every character coming into
the hotel every day to say nothing about
getting them on the way out.

“But | remember somethin’ about
Krangle,” he says. “How much dough you
find on the guy?”

“Eleven cents in change,” a cop says.

“Huh? Look, he paid his bill late
yesterday afternoon,” the clerk yelps. “He
had a roll an’ they was all C notes. |
changed one.”

“Robbery is the motive!” Iron Jaw
howls. “Now we’re gettin’ somewheres!”

“What is the population of Boston,
Scoop?” Snooty sniffs. “Whatever it is, it is
that many to one Iron Jaw will not find the
culprit. Compared to him, Pollyanna would
look at a silver lining an” weep over its
being so much tinfoil.”

The finest get nowhere and Iron Jaw
sits down and gnaws his knuckles as the
remains are removed to the city’s deep-
freeze unit.

“Your only chance as | see it,” Snooty
points out, “is to get this Krangle’s prints
an’ see if he is on file as a recalcitrant.”

“The cards he carried said he was a
permoter, you beetlehead,” Iron Jaw flares
up. “An’ shah-h-hd up!”

Six hours later we learn that the murder
victim was at one time known as Fenimore
Quink, one of the slickest penmen ever to
sign somebody else’s name to a check.
Fenimore served seven of a ten-to-fifteen
rap in the state pen at Charlestown and was
out on parole at the time of his rubout.

“Looks like an ex-con he knew in stir
caught up with him an’ got wise he was
loaded with clams,” Iron Jaw says at
headquarters. “If he went straight, it was
right to the nearest cash register at hand.
This is goin’ to be one of my toughest
cases.”

Snooty laughs in such a way as to result
in our being chased out into the street. We
go to the Greek’s and cool off.

“Scoop, these kind of murders
generally never get solved. | can name a
dozen victims of robbery that was never
avenged by the watchdogs of society.”

“For once you didn’t stub your toe over
a molehill an’ hit your noggin against a
mountain,” | philosophize. “You didn’t
find any clues the cops overlooked, did
you?”

“No, Scoop, and | mean it this time.”
Snooty sighs and orders another beer. “I
wonder what’s at the movies.”

“The Runway Rubouts is at the Scollay
Square,” | reply.

“Let’s go and see how crummy it is,”
Snooty snaps. “They tell me Trixie LaRue
got twenty grand for it from the Hollywood
patsies. | want to see what she’s got that |
haven’t—speakin® of literary talent, of
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course, Hal!”

E GO to the Scollay Square. The

crime flicker isn’t any worse than
most | have seen, but Snooty sneers all the
way through it. Toward the end the
crackpot gets too quiet and | ask about his
health.

“There is somethin’ about this B-minus
picture | don’t get,” Snooty says. “The star
crook is named Marty Kropp.”

“S0?”

“How would she know a Marty
Kropp?”

“She wrote the book,” | says, still at a
loss.

When it is over we go back to the
Greek’s. *“Look, Scoop,” Snooty says.
“There was a real Marty Kropp. He was
sent to the pen seven years ago for
knocking off a payroll in Back Bay. I’ve
been thinkin’.”

“Don’t, Snooty, please!”

“Trixie LaRue is visitin® her folks in
Chelsea,” Snooty goes on. “She is staying
at the Fenway-Plaza, an’ the papers say she
will also make an appearance on the radio
an’ where her flicker is showing. We
should call on her.”

“Say that again,” | choke out. “l was
sure you said we should call on Trixie
LaRue.”

“You heard me, Scoop. Authors an’
authoresses take the names of characters
from real life sometimes if they know they
have records and can’t sue,” Snooty
explains. “I must ask that babe why she
picked the name of Marty Kropp.”

“It is a coincidence,” | says.

“If the name was John Smith | would
agree, Scoop. Let’s go.”

We walk into the ornate lobby of the
Fenway-Plaza half an hour later and go up
to the house phones after getting the
number of LaRue’s room from the info
clerk.

“But | don’t think she’ll see you,” the
blonde told us.

Snooty is never daunted. “Who does
that tomater think she is, huh? I remember
when they threw stuff at her at the Old
Howard, Scoop.” He picks up the phone,
and then—

“Miss LaRue? This is Mr. Piper,
dramatic editor of the Evenin’ Star. How’s
chances for an interview? Wha-a-at?
Awright, if you want to git in bad with the
press. Of course, | can cook up a story
about your background, an’ how you was
born Aggie O’Gatty an’ got to peelin’ off
in places like—Oh, that’s great, we’ll be
right up.”

“You could make a million at
blackmail,” | snap at Snooty as we ride up
to the twenty-eighth floor. “An’ you’re
workin’ for sixty fish a week.”

“Sh-h-h, this elevator character might
have a cousin in the income tax
department. Here we are. Let me do the
talkin’, Scoop.”

“You ain’t kiddin’, pal.”

I gasp when we are admitted into the
doll’s room. She has hair as black as all the
markets in Germany, and wears a
housecoat as sleek as a seal’s back and of
the same hue. More curves were never on
display in the recent World Series, and then
and there 1 know why she gets no rejects
from the publishers. Trixie LaRue is the
kind of dish I hope is never rationed.

“l am Mr. Piper,” Snooty says, and the
doll gives him her hand and I have to kick
him to make him give it back.

“Sit down,” the babe says. “Can | get
you a drink?”

“Ha, ha,” Snooty says, and LaRue goes
into a little cubicle where there is a built-in
icebox. At the moment | wish there was a
cooling system in the divan me and Snooty
sit on.

Finally we get down to brass tacks.
Snooty stalls around for a time and then
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asks the babe how come she chose the
name of Marty Kropp as a character in her
whodunit.

ARUE takes a heavy pull at her glass

of barley water. “Why, | guess the
name just occurred to me, Mr. Piper. It is
hard to say where we get our characters.
Why?”

“Oh, | just wondered, as one time |
helped send a gee to stir by that name.
Most likely it was a pen name, too, ha!”

LaRue laughs also. “I hope you won’t
mind cuttin’ this short, boys, as | must take
off soon an’—"

“I’ll stick around,” Snooty says archly.

“I beg your pawdon!”

“Sorry,” Snooty grins. “Well, | guess
we got everythin’ we want, Scoop.”

He picks up his green hat. We are being
ushered out just as a small character with
specks on rushes in. He packs a heavy
manila envelope under his arm.

Trixie LaRue yelps quick, “Oh, I'm
glad you’re here, Waldo. | was going to

call you. Did he like the first few
chapters?”
“Well, that is, l—who are these

persons, Miss LaRue?”

“Reporters as usual,” the ex-runway
Godiva says in a bored voice. “Please go,
won’t you?”

“Come on,
indignantly.

Out in the street the crackpot is
grimacing like a wolf in front of an
unguarded sheep-pen. “Did you see a
typewriter any place, Scoop?”

“l don’t recall,” | says. “If you met a
sculptor on vacation would you expect him
to carry a model under his arm?”

“Anyway, | am sticking around for
awhile to trail that gee back where he come
from. We’ll hive up in this doorway here,”
Snooty says.

Scoop,” Snooty says

“This is the silliest you ever acted,
Snooty Piper,” | scoff. “Are you plannin’
by any chance to waylay the citizen an’
pirate LaRue’s handiwork?”

“Oh, I’m not quite that bad, Scoop, an’
you know it.”

“A jury would have to prove it to me,”
| says.

We follow the character with the
cheaters and brown coat and grey slacks all
the way to a tailoring bazaar not far from
the Hotel Brunswick.

“You notice the shabby coat, Scoop?
Now if his rompers were half as crummy—
but they are new and of a very nice
material. They don’t add up.”

“Look, Sherlock, le’s go to Baker
Street an” knock off a violin duet, huh?” |
sneer.

“You got to be elementary, Scoop.
Doesn’t it occur to your B-B brain that it is
significant that our quarry is seeking out a
tailoring shop instead of a delicatessen?”

“He feels a draft somewheres instead of
hunger,” | say sourly. “Oh, stop!”

We linger next to the tailor shop and
soon we hear a rhubarb building up.
LaRue’s flunkey gets very much nettled
over something and his voice keeps getting
higher and higher.

“If all characters had his pipes,” Snooty
says sotto voice, “we wouldn’t of invented
telephones. Lissen!”

“That’s what | said,” the indignant
customer yelps. “You promised it would be
ready late this afternoon! You want I
should go around lookin’ like a tramp, hah?
If you knew it wouldn’t be ready, why tell
me it would? That’s the trouble with the
country today. The public can go jump in
the lake. There’ll come a time when you
guys—~

“Oh, close your trap!” the sartorial
tradesman howls. “You must want that
hunk of burlap. Okay! Take it some other
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place an’ don’t bring nothin’ more here,
understand?”

“Er—I guess I’'m a little out of sorts
today,” the customer says. “Try an’ have it
tomorrer, yeah?”

“l won’t say yes or no, Mister. Beat it,
will you?”

The citizen slinks out of the joint and |
wonder why Snooty doesn’t tail him from
here. I ask why.

“Look, that gee must have left his
address with the tailor, Scoop. We shall
find out. Huh, wouldn’t it be somethin’ if |
found out that babe had a ghost! If | do, I
will go over to Littlegreen an’ Doubleyear
an’ accuse them of bein’ excessories to
hoaxin’ the public.”

“Snooty, | never saw you more anxious
to solve a crime Iron Jaw couldn’t!” I gulp
out.

“Come on, Scoop.”

NOOTY PIPER walks right in and asks

the testy tailor about a grey coat a guy
brought in. “It was stole from my room,
I’m sure. Has a faint dark stripe in it,” the
halfwit says. “Mind if | look over the ones
you ain’t worked on?”

“In that pile there,” the tailor snaps.
“What a day! An’ hurry up an’ then git
out!”

Snooty rummages through the duds and
selects a coat. “This looks like it,” he says.
“Who give it to you?”

The tailor takes a gander at the coat and
grins like a lobo. “There’s a paper in the
pocket there,” he says. “Oh, I’'m prayin’
that lug did steal it.”

Snooty reads what is on the paper out
loud. * *Waldo Tousler, 49 Standish Place.’
Why that is only a couple of blocks from
here, Scoop. Er—this is not the coat, pal.
Looks a lot like it awright. Sorry, my
mistake.”

“Git out of here!” The irate bushelman
grabs for a pair of scissors big enough to

clip boiler plate. We hurry out to the street.

“Well, I got the address,” Snooty says.
“Ten to one Waldo ghosts for Trixie
LaRue.”

“Look, Snooty. Please listen to me. It is
no crime to have a ghost writer,” | says.
“What will it get you?”

“That coat,” Snooty says. “When | put
my fingers in the right hand pocket, one
went right through the fabric.”

“So Waldo tore his coat,” | yelp. “Why
do you take things to tailors, you mental
runt?”

“A stitch in time saves nine,” Snooty
says. “I must make a call on a landlady.”

We buzz a door on Standish Place and
an angular female citizen of close to
seventy with a Linda Darnell hairdo admits
us to her basement parlor. “We are from a
loan agency,” Snooty says, while I blink
and count my fingers. “Just checkin’ up on
a client. Waldo Tousler. Says he’s a writer
an’ most times they’re pretty bad risks.”

“You’re tellin” me, Buster,” the old doll
says. “He’s a writer awright. All day long
clackety-clack until some of my roomers
go nuts. If it wasn’t for a housin’ shortage
there wouldn’t be nobody livin here, even
me or some mice. | cleaned his room only a
couple hours ago. There’s a wire basket
loaded with stuff he wrote. If he throws it
away why does he start it? Writers are
nuts.”

Snooty goes to the trash receiver and
comes up with a handful of crumpled
foolscap. He straightens out one of the
sheets and reads, “ ‘Oh, so you want to be
tough, Angelo? Look, guess you must not
know who | am, hah! Well, I’'m Spade
Malone, the private detective, so let down
your hair before | slap all the dandruff out
of it, see? Who killed Cocky Robbins?”

“Spade Malone?” | says. “That is
LaRue’s famous detective. Been in all three
books. Looks like you got somethin’ here,
Snooty.”
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“I wonder,” Snooty says. “Le’s go to
headquarters, Scoop, as | have a hunch.
There must be some nice prints of Waldo’s
on this paper. When you pull a sheet out of
a typewriter you bear down with the
thumb. It’s just a hunch. | have got one
hole in my thinkin’, Scoop. If I can clear
that up, 1—"

“A hole in the head? You’re tellin’
me?”

We go to headquarters and Snooty
turns the discarded sheets over to the
Bertillion boys. Early the next day we go
down to determine results and they knock
me gaga and drive me to the nearest water
cooler. Besides Snooty’s prints they find
some others that are on file in many
galleries and they belong to a citizen once
known as Hillary Skeen. According to the
chroniclers of criminal characters, Hillary
once wrote five bang-bang books. Then
one day they proved that Hillary had lifted
a lot of Edgar Wallace and he had the book
the law wrote thrown at him. He had served
a little over a year in Charlestown’s big
house.

HE D.A. asks Snooty does he know

where the ex-con is and if he had
broken any statutes. “Not sure yet,” Snooty
says. “I’ll see you later.”

We meet Iron Jaw O’Shaughnessy
outside the D.A.’s office. The big moose
looks quite gay.

“You arrested another suspect that
couldn’t have possibly rubbed out Krangle,
Iron Jaw?” Snooty mocks.

“Got my eye peeled for a moll that guy
used to have an’— No you don’t!” the
giant false alarm says, and his jaws come
together like a bear trap. “This time you
don’t steal nothin’ from me.”

“Is this your watch?” Snooty asks, and
dangles a timepiece the size of a pork pie in
front of the big lunkhead’s popping eyes.

“You dirty crook!” Iron Jaw grabs the

miniature Big Ben, but we are racing out to
the street before he can throw a ten foot
bench at us.

“Now what?” | ask Snooty.

“I must call up Abigail Hepplethwaite,”
he says. “She put the warden in over at the
state pen singlehanded an’ | am sure she
could convince him to go along with us,
Scoop.”

“The warden?”

“ don’t mean the garbage
commissioner,” Snooty sniffs, and hies to
the nearest cigar store and calls up Abigail.
She is a rich old babe we have known for
some time, and lives in a modest thirty-
room cottage in Back Bay. Abigail’s age,
along with that of the Sphinx, has been
guessed at for years. She could buy and sell
Fort Knox and have enough left over to see
Europe through ten more years of hard
luck.

“Yeah,” Snooty says. “It could mean
somethin’ big, Ab—Miss Hepplethwaite. It
is for protectin’ society such as you. You
will? You’re a sweetheart! What was that?
Have | heard how Custard Spy figures in
the fifth at Pimlico tomorrer? I’ll see what |
can do for you. Thanks.”

“We are goin’ to the big house, Scoop,”
Snooty says, “Talk about pen names, huh?”

Just three hours later we sit in the
warden’s office of the Massachusetts State
Klink. A guard brings a con in and then
leans against the door.

“This is the gee,” he says. “Number
46894, Marty Kropp.”

“Awright, what’s the gimmick?” Kropp
snarls, “I ain’t singin’ on nobody!”

“Just a routine question or two,” the
warden says. “Don’t blow your stack,
understand?”

“Just want to know who your last
cellmate was, Marty,” Snooty says
soothingly. “The one ahead of the guy
hives up with you now.”

“Er—a lug called Fenimore Quink. A
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fast boy wit’ a pen. Bragged he get ten
grand the last time he swung the
Waterman,” the con growled. “What’s it to
yer?”

“Ever have a cellmate named Hillary
Skeen?”

“That little squirt? Yeah, an’ did he put
on airs! He was in, | t’ink, fer somethin’ he
called pagarism. He writ books an’ said
they give him a bum rap. One night after
they turned him loose, Quink was tossed in
wit” me. Couple of days later Quink fin’s
some papers in the mattress of his bunk
when he slips a file there. We got some
laughs outa that corn. I figgered to start
writin” meself when | got out. Awright, you
t’rough wit’ the sixty-four buck questions?
How much time do | git off fer bein’
corparative?”

The warden laughs, “Take him back,”
he says to the guards.

“Nuts!” Kropp says. “If | ever find out
you made a stool outa me, I’'ll hunt you
crumbs up an’ cut your t’roats from ear to
ear.”

“Scoop,” Snooty says, “lI know who
rubbed out Alsop Krangle alias Fenimore
Quink. I have the motive. We are on our
way to apprehend the tough character. Sh!
The warden is comin’ over this way.”

“Got what you wanted, boys? An’ how
is dear Abigail?”

“If you get a new boarder soon, that
will answer the first question,” Snooty
grins. “As for the second, what do you
think?”

The warden hands us cigars. | stow my
stogie away, but Snooty is crazy enough to
set his going. When we get over the bridge
the crackpot starts staggering and hasn’t the
strength to toss the smudge pot away, so |
relieve him of it an’ get him to a drug store.

It is after dark when we swoop down
on Standish Place and ring the landlady’s
bell. She shows up snarling, “Now what in
aitch you loan sharks want?”

“We are here to grill Waldo Tousler,”
Snooty says, flashing his fire badge in a
hurry. “This time we are detectives.”

“l hope he is more than under
suspicion,” the dispenser of lodgings says.

“Well, 1’d notify the next citizen in line
for a bed and roof to apply immediately,
sister,” Snooty says.

We go up the back stairs to the third
floor and stop. We hear the clackety-clack
of a Remingwood and the ringing of the
little stop bell.

“He is sure belting the stuff out,
Scoop,” Snooty says. “Let’s help him with
the climax. So he is the punk who used
Marty’s name. That was one slip he
shouldn’t have made. And the other one—
Come on!”

E RECONNOITRE on tiptoe. We

hear Waldo use a very disgraceful
word and then there is the sound of paper
being ripped loose and crumpled into a
ball: We hear him get up and pace the
floor. Something gurgles and it is not a
baby.

“Writers are all like that,” Snooty
whispers. “They work when the spirit
moves them. Some like gin an’ others—sh-
h-h-h!”

We hug Waldo’s door. He is talking to
himself, growling down his rain barrel.
Snooty raps lightly.

“Who is it?”

“It is an agent to see you,” Snooty says.

I swallow hard. “What’ll you be next, a
U.N. delegates?” | ask disgustedly.

Waldo lets us in. His hair is mussed and
his eyes look like tokay grapes ringed with
pimento. He has a coat thrown over the
typewriter, a grey coat with a faint stripe in
it. My knees start melting.

“l am from a big outfit in New York,”
Snooty says. “We’d like you to write a
book.”

Waldo’s eyes start closing up. “How’d
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you know about me as I’'m a ghost? My
name don’t go on nothin’.”

“Just a hunch we had,” Snooty says.
“As we never figured Trixie LaRue wrote
them whodunits. So we tailed you an’
found you was the brains behind her
literary success. We’re always on the hunt
for talent hidden under bushels.”

Waldo Tousler relaxes. He sits down.
“Wouldn’t mind doin” somethin” on my
own. Under my own name. | git fed up
readin’ about her grabbin’ all the publicity.
She couldn’t even copy a Mother Goose
rhyme without spellin’ the words wrong.”

“We even got a plot outline for you,”
Snooty goes on. “A citizen is found in a
hotel room with a lead pill in his brisket
where a second one was never needed. He
is cleaned of scratch and only a little time
before a hotel clerk says he peeled off a C
note from a roll that would choke a small
town female gossip. Right after that the
villain takes a coat to a tailor with a hole in
the pocket. It was a nice coat. Now there
seemed to be no motive for the crime an’ it
is a perfect setup until two private
shamuses quiz Marty Kropp over in the big
house. So the—"

Waldo has his mouth open like a steam
shovel and almost as wide and he back-
pedals until he leans against a desk which
is covered with manuscripts.

“What goes?” he chokes out as if he
didn’t know.

“Hillary Skeen,” Snooty says. “He
bunked with Marty Kropp awhile over in
stir. And after he was let loose, they give
Marty a roomie named Fenimore Quink. It
seems this ex-con with the pen name of
Alsop Krangle must have run across the
author of late, having read some of his tripe
and figured it sounded like some he found
left in a mattress and so he added up and
went on the prowl. He most likely caught
up with you, Waldo, as he is now dead.”

“Okay, so this is tripe for real, whoever

you punks are!” Waldo howls. “Always
figured what 1’d do if I got in a spot like |
put my characters. Yeah, you’re the gees |
saw comin’ out of LaRue’s joint! That
brand of hootch | been drinkin’ does things
to my lamps!” The citizen has a Roscoe in
his fist and | am quite sure he intends to
use it.

“That crook came here and found out |
was ghosting for that Trixie,” Waldo
yipped. “He knew | was in the can for
liftin> words and that | would be tossed out
on my ear if the publishers got wise who I
was—Hillary Skeen. He started puttin’ on
the heat an’ | had to cough up about every
last dime LaRue paid me. So | went an’
fixed his wagon, and took the last roll of
moola he blackmailed off me.”

“Yeah,” Snooty says, and fools with a
cigarette lighter. A coffin nail dangles from
his mouth. You would think he was
Gunther inside some place interviewin’ a
Tito. He snaps the lighter to flame.
“Krangle didn’t see no Betsy on you when
you crashed his room at the Luxmore. You
shot through your pocket like a flicker
heavy and put a hole through your nice
new coat, Waldo.”

“Smart boy,” the writer snarls. “An you
ain’t detectives, so you could be burglars in
my book or tough boys sent to heist the
next LaRue thriller. I shot in self-defense.
An’ | bet nobody else knows what you two
creeps know, so what other motive would |
have of knocking you off? Sure, I'm
writing a thriller an’ I’m on edge. | see two
strange mugs an’ they threaten me. | shoot
fast. | got two more Roscoes in here the
cops will find in your mitts. One will be
fired. | ain’t a mystery story writer for
nothin’, see? Oh, there’ll be a trial but how
can they prove anythin’?”

“Sounds pretty good,” Snooty says, and
then tosses his lighter which is still burning
into a wooden tray on Waldo’s desk.
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HE paper catches fire, and with a wild

shrieck Waldo alias Hillary Skeen,
leaps to save hours and hours of brain
children. Snooty Piper goes into action and
meets Waldo halfway. They merge with a
sickening thud and the Betsy goes off and
it does not sound like a hornet.

Waldo lands sitting down near an
empty bottle and he picks it up and throws
it without a windup. It bounces off the back
of a chair and makes a billiard shot off
Snooty’s noggin. Snooty looks for his
marbles once more and | dive for the Betsy
that is in the middle of the floor.

Waldo obeys the same impulse and our
noggins make an ugly bonging sound as
they merge. After quite a lesson in
astronomy | see that Waldo’s room is
coming back into shape and | see two
Waldo Touslers and one is riding piggy-
back. | hear a familiar voice that seems to
come all the way from Boston Common.

“That’s usin’ the ol’ head, Scoop. | got
this bum where I want him!”

My eyes clear up just as Snooty brings
a dictionary the size of a doorstep down on
Waldo’s pate. The thrill scribbler deflates
under Snooty like a punctured air-cushion.

“Well, | figured that was the last
chapter in my life, Snooty Piper,” | says.
“When are you ever goin’ to not forget to
bring some kind of a weapon with you,
huh?”

“An’ git the Sullivan Law thrown at
me, Scoop? How dumb you think I am?”

“You wouldn’t believe how,” | sigh.

The landlady has brought in the cops.
They break in and stand about leering at us.

“Okay,” one says. “Who s
superstitious an’ don’t want to get in the
wagon last?”

Snooty flashes his credentials. A cop
lifts a lock of hair out of the crackpot’s
eyes and stares at him. “Yeabh, it is you!”

“This is the guilty gazebo who knocked
off that Alsop Krangle,” Snooty says, and
points at me. “Correction. The one with the
big knot on his dome. We can prove every
thin’. Scoop, pick up the coat there. We
will get the tailor to testify. We will git
Marty Kropp out to sing some more.”

The D.A. has it all two hours later. The
stenog takes her leave with Waldo’s
confession just as Iron Jaw rushes in.

“l caught that moll of Quink’s, boss!
Got the police dames workin’ on her.
She’ll sing in about—"

The D.A. points to Waldo Tousler, alias
Hillary Skeen. “That’s the guilty citizen,
O’Shaughnessy. Run down to the corner
an’ git me some cigars an’ don’t bring back
bananas. Well, Piper, your paper should be
proud of you.”

“l never got such a kick out of solvin’
anythin’,” Snooty gloats. “So Trixie LaRue
never wrote them books!”

See what | mean?

They find Iron Jaw O’Shaughnessy late
that night sitting on the dock and he has an
anvil tied to one leg. They talk to him like
so many mothers and take him home.
Snooty says he never heard nothing sillier.

“It would take at least the boiler out of
the Queen Mary to keep Iron Jaw on the
bottom if he’d jumped in,” he says. “Why
didn’t he?”

It is a good question.



