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Walt Kelly started this whole mess, but if my parents hadn't exposed me to his writing at an impressionable age, the world might have been spared. As always, Sheila, Morgan, and Lillian have to put up with quite a bit.
Vices and Verses
by Lon Prater
You, dear reader, are in for a treat.
For several years now, David Kopaska-Merkel has been serving up this unique series of hardboiled nursery rhymes and fairy tales. He adds a finger or two of spicy innuendo, a dash each of greed and betrayal, then garnishes the concoction with a tiny broken heart on a skewer. It goes down smooth and fierce as a good whiskey, but if you check the bottom of your glass you’ll find more grit than a cup of Turkish coffee. This is Mother Goose by way of Dashiell Hammett, the Brothers Grimm as published in the pages of Black Mask.
It’s a subversive kind of alchemy that transforms childhood icons like the Dish That Ran Away with the Spoon and Jack Sprat into cheating wives and murderous spouses. The innocent backdrops of Hey-Diddle-Diddle and Hickory-Dickory-Dock give way to back-alley bars and a deadly night at home with Hasp’s best gal Alma. Wherever crime may lurk, our intrepid detective can be trusted to sleuth or quip his way through it as skillfully as any Sam Spade or Philip Marlowe. (And no disrespect to the two of them, but neither ever had to deal with a literal Big Bad Wolf or pinstripe-wearing Fox in charge of the henhouse!)
You could read these stories for what they appear to be on the surface: a collection of fairy tale case files. But you’d be missing out on half the fun if you didn't dig a little deeper. Dust for prints and you'll find that David has hidden enough clues and red herrings in these tales to make uncovering them all a mystery in itself. If you like puzzles and pay close attention, you’ll soon be nabbing every nursery rhyme reference redhanded or jimmying the lock on yet another nod to fiction's greatest detectives...not to mention a few less likely suspects.
So turn the page with me, guys and dames. A crime has been committed in The City and Hasp Deadbolt is on the case. Let's tail him and see what happens.
Lon Prater
July 2008
The Case of the Dashed Dish

If it hadn’t been for that crazy cow, my client’s husband would be alive today. As alive as you can be, I guess, when you’re a piece of animated crockery. Lemme introduce myself: Deadbolt, Hasp Deadbolt. I’m a private eye.
About a week ago this cute dish walks into my office. I’ve seen plenty in my time, but this lady was the real thing. Blue-painted windmill, weeping willow, the works. And it wasn’t just the willow that was weeping. I wormed the story out of her. She and her hubby worked in a suds and sandwich shop. That night began like any other, but along about 10 p.m., some joker brings in a cow! I mean, the cat act on stage was one thing, she said, but the cow was completely out of control. Slam dancing the other patrons, loud and obnoxious, and really knocking back the suds. Finally, during a spirited rendition of “The Devil Went Down to Georgia,” the cow went through the roof. Literally.
“She jumped so high,” the plate told me between sniffles, “she might have gone clean over the moon. And that’s when it happened: a riot. I screamed to Paulie (that’s my late husband)…” Here she started sobbing and I had to give her more tissues. “I told him to take cover. Well, someone picked me up and was about to bash me over someone else’s head, and Paulie charged across the room to save me (he was so gallant, so brave). I never saw him alive again. There was an awful crashing sound, everyone backed away, and there was Paulie, in shards across the floor. He was dead. Oh, the King sent his cavalry, but they couldn’t do a thing. Too many little slivers. What I want to know, Mr. Deadbeat,” (“Deadbolt,” I put in.) “What I want to know is, who killed my husband?!”
I promised her I would set to work right away. I was getting nowhere until the bartender let slip that there had been a “thing” between Mrs. Dish and one of the silver spoons. I paid a visit, but the spoon wasn’t talking. I called Mrs. Dish, told her I had important information, she needed to come down to my office. When she walked in, I had an inanimate spoon, the very image of the one she’d been fooling around with, laid out in my office. "Spoonie!!” she shrieked.
“That’s right,” I told her, “Spoonie! Now spill the beans lady.” She told me the whole story. They’d hired the cow to create a disturbance, Spoonie had planned to trip Mr. Dish during the confusion, etc. Worked like a charm, except for one thing. Spoon had thought they’d be extra clever, hire a detective, to keep all suspicion from them. Oldest trick in the drawer. Still, it might’ve worked, if they hadn’t picked me: Hasp Deadbolt, smartest P.I. in town.
Although, if I’m so smart, how come I’m left with a bill on which I can’t possibly collect?
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/42875 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!