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  Shoeless Moe




  The day she called me I sat at my cigarette scarred desk in the dimly lit news room with nothing to write about. The city editor had just killed my series about the mob’s control of the unions. The editor said they were poorly written pieces. But I knew the real reason was he was getting pressure from the boy’s downtown. The mob was throwing a lot of green around these days, and the politico types had become the mob’s lap dogs.




  She told me her name was Old Woman and that she lost a shoe, a really big shoe.




  Old Woman claimed she lived in the shoe with so many kids she didn’t know what to do.




  A fact that would lead to her death, and my arrest for her murder.




  My name’s Rumplestiltskin. I’m a reporter for Big City Bugle newspaper, and my beat is the night desk.




  Like every dame in Big City I knew right away she was working an angle. Red headed dames are the trickiest ones. I called up her picture up on the worldwide web as we talked. I saw a woman with hair the color of carrots, so her intentions were immediately clear. And I’m a confirmed blonde man, but redheads and brunettes are okay by me.




  From the moment I heard her sweet talk a sour feeling grew deep in my gut. But my weakness for the fairer sex too often gets me in deep.




  We agreed to meet on the wrong side of the tracks, out near the Moldy Projects, named after Rusk Moldy, the crooked developer. As it usually does in Big City it was raining hard by the time I got there.




  I had the collar of my trench coat pulled up tight around my pointed ears, and shivered when a cold raindrop fell off the brim of my grey felt fedora to run down my neck. That was when I spotted her standing in the yellow light of a street lamp smoking a long cigarette. I licked my lips, and for the millionth time this week, suppressed the urge to bum a smoke. I always pick the lousiest times to give up a perfectly good vice.




  Tall and willowy, her makeup heavy, so thick in fact it looked like it had been applied with a pallet knife. Her full lips were painted red, and her pea green eye shadow emphasized her almond shaped eyes. As I got closer I realized she was much older than she looked from a distance. But then I’m a four hundred year old troll so who am I to call the witches cauldron black?




  As I stepped from the thick shadows into the pale light of the street lamp her emerald eyes smiled at the same time as her sensual mouth. Good thing. If I had thought this was a trap I would have used the .38 I kept in the shoulder holster hidden beneath my gray trench coat. The one the cops don’t know about.




  I hadn’t shaved in a coupla days, and my breath probably reeked of the shot of cheap whisky I drank before leaving the office, but hey in my line of work I’m what’s referred to as the diamond-in-the-rough.




  When Mrs. Woman telephoned she told me her giant shoe had disappeared. When I asked her what she meant by disappeared she explained she’d been on a date with a man and when she came back it wasn’t where she left it.




  Now in Big City a missing shoe isn’t news, unless its five stories high, and her date is with Milo Grimm, Capo for the Grimm Brothers mob. This dame had gotten my attention.




  The Grimm’s control the rackets on the west aide. Every speakeasy, gin joint, pimp, and gambling den pays the Grimm’s protection money. Any who refuse disappear into Never Never Land. I’ve known a few city editors who I often wished would double cross the Grimm’s so they’d disappear, but then who’d be stupid enough to cross the Grimm’s?




  My well-tuned reporter seventh sense told me the dame was gonna make one heck of a story, and I wanted in on the ground floor.




  “Hey, doll,” I kept my tone light. My let’s-be-friends mode was set on charming.




  She regarded me coolly as I watched rain drip off the edge of her wide brimmed hat. One perfectly plucked eyebrow arched on her pale forehead. Under her gaze I felt the familiar twinge in that nice-ta-meet-ya place.




  “You Rumplestiltskin?” Naturally she already knew who I was, or she wouldn’t have been standing under this street lamp. Playing dumb was a way of life in the underbelly of the Big City. Always force the other guy to show his hole card first. She is a clever gal this one.
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