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THE MOUTHPIECE 

By Dickey Dustbane 

endent, his head beshed in with his own 

wasn't a bmom doset. It was the 
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Whoever was mming down the hall knocked at  the door, and, 
receiving no answer, went on down the stairs; and as I looked oul 
the window I saw him pull away in a light grey '49 Chev. 

I switched on the light, propped the corpx in the closet, and 
made a thorough search of the room. AU that I found was a sawed. 
off shotgun, a boa of dumdum shells, one slightly used Christmas 
tree, a yo-yo (with no string), a typewriter, a Su eman comic book, 
and a case of Moosehead empties (cans), notXing suspicious. 1 
y k e t e d  the yeyo, doused the light, and shut the door. The nexi 
thing I remember was waking up with a cerebral thmbbin I had 
been sap ed and then mugged. My only clue (the bla& cloak) 
dong wig my heater, buzzer and private eye card No. Tf75739H 
180nt64QUEBCALT ( d m  doubles for an eye chart) were gone 
I t  wasn't until later that I discovered that the ambushers had taker 
my Tom Mix compass ring. 

The only thing leff for me to do WBS to go home and freshen up 
I hop d a cab and paid the driver with my pinball winnings. I 
took t% stairs to my apartment two at  a time and inserted the k q  
softly in the lock. I gave i t  a quick twist end flattened out on the 
floor. Nothing happened; don't get excited. 

I discarded my socks and underwear, took a cold shower and 
opened a new pack of Luckies. I fired one, took one drag and 
threw it  in the sink. Then I withdrew a fifth of bourbon from my 
dresser, tap ed some ice-water off the radiator and flattened the 
fifth while s%aving. Then I picked up a fresh change of dothes, 
dug m Luger Pistol out of mothballs, inserted a fresh d ip  and 
tried t i e  action once or twice. It was well oiled and ready for use. 
Somebody was going to pay for that sapping. 

On the way down town I dropped into a local one armed 
beanery and ordered java and sinkers. The java tasted like lava 
but i t  shook the cobwebs from my brain. On the way out I paid 
the check and made a ass a t  the cashier. She was a hot number. 
After I icked m seI?up off the flwr and brushed myself off, 1 
hailed a%ack anjgave hrm an uptown address. 

"Crafty's'' office war buzzing with activity when I got there. 
The balls were ing over the Administration Office with a fine. 
toothed comb. %e cleaning k d y  had discovered the body in the 
closet. The Dean of Studies w a  sitting under a flmdlight and three 
coppers were grilling Em. The heat was on. I had to get out of 
there fast. I backed out the door before anybody spotted me and 
walked across the street to a tobacco store. 

paper. I took the last Luckey from the old pack, fired i t  and tossel 
the crumbled package into the gutter. Then somethin in the 
building across the street caught my eye. I welied into thepbddimg 

I replenished my supply of Luckies and bought a mornin 



Ode to Artsmen 

I think that I shall always see 
An artsman with mast classes free. 
An artsman who can loaf dl day 
And then go out at night to lay 
An artman who will try to &rk ' 
At any time-his share of work. 
And one who daims to be the peer 
Of that great man the Engineer. 

Time, +e, and action, may with pains be wrought, 
But gemus must he born, and n e v e  can he taught. 

-Dryden 


