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The Case of the Secret Pitch




Idaville looked like any other town of its size —from the outside.




On the inside, however, it was different. Ten-year-old Encyclopedia Brown, America’s Sherlock Holmes in sneakers, lived there.




Besides Encyclopedia, Idaville had three movie theaters, a Little League, four banks, and two delicatessens. It had large houses and small houses, good schools, churches, stores, and even an ugly old section by the railroad tracks.




And it had, everyone believed, the best police force in the world.




For more than a year no one—boy, girl, or grown-up—had got away with breaking a single law.




Encyclopedia’s father was chief of police. People said he was the smartest chief of police in the world and his officers were the best trained and the bravest. Chief Brown knew better.




His men were brave, true enough. They did their jobs well. But Chief Brown brought his hardest cases home for Encyclopedia to solve.




For a year now Chief Brown had been getting the answers during dinner in his red brick house on Rover Avenue. He never told a soul. How could he?




Who would believe that the guiding hand behind Idaville’s crime cleanup wore a junior-size baseball mitt?




Encyclopedia never let out the secret, either. He didn’t want to seem different from other fifth-graders.




There was nothing he could do about his nickname, however.




An encyclopedia is a book or set of books filled with facts on all subjects. Encyclopedia had read so many books his head held more facts than a library.
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Nobody but his teachers and his parents called him by his real name, Leroy. He was called Encyclopedia by everyone else in Idaville.




Encyclopedia did not do all his crime-busting seated at the dinner table. During the summer he usually solved mysteries while walking around.




Soon after vacation began, he had opened his own detective business. He wanted to help others.




Children seeking help of every kind came to his office in the Brown garage. Encyclopedia handled each case himself. The terms of his business were clearly stated on the sign that hung outside the garage.




One morning Speedy Flanagan, the shortest fast-ball pitcher in the Idaville Little League, walked into the Brown Detective Agency. He wore a face longer than the last day of school.




“I need help,” he said, side-arming twenty-five cents onto the gasoline can beside Encyclopedia. “What do you know about Browning?”




“Nothing, I’ve never browned,” replied Encyclopedia. “But once at the beach I tanned something awful, and—”




“I mean Robert Browning,” said Speedy.




“The English poet?”




“No, no,” said Speedy. “The American League pitcher, Robert Spike Browning.”




Even Encyclopedia’s Aunt Bessie knew of Spike Browning. He was the ace of the New York Yankees’ pitching staff.




“What do you want to know about him?” asked Encyclopedia.




“Do you know what his handwriting looks like?” asked Speedy. “I made a bet with Bugs Meany—my bat against his—that Bugs couldn’t get Spike Browning to buy a secret pitch for a hundred dollars.”




“Whoa!” cried Encyclopedia. “If I understand you, Bugs bet he could sell Spike Browning a special way to throw a baseball?”




“Right. Bugs and his father were in New York City the last week in June,” said Speedy. “Bugs says he sold Spike Browning his cross-eyed special.”




“You’d better explain,” said Encyclopedia.




“The pitcher crosses his eyes whenever there are runners on first and third bases,” said Speedy. “That way nobody knows where he’s looking —whether he’s going to throw to first base, third base, or home plate. The runners don’t dare take a lead. The secret is how the pitcher can throw the ball some place while staring himself in the eye. Bugs sold the secret. He has a letter from Spike Browning and a check for a hundred dollars!”




“Phew!” said Encyclopedia. “I understand you now. You figure Bugs wrote the letter and the check himself to win the bet and your bat. So do I! Let’s go see Bugs.”




Bugs Meany was the leader of the Tigers, a gang of older boys who caused more trouble than itching powder in Friday’s wash. Since setting up as a detective, Encyclopedia had stopped many of Bug’s shady deals.




The Tigers’ clubhouse was a tool shed behind Mr. Sweeny’s Auto Body Shop. When Encyclopedia and Speedy arrived, Bugs was leading a discussion on how to beat the bubble gum machines around town.




The Tigers’ leader broke off to greet Encyclopedia. “Get lost,” he said.




“Not until I have a chance to see the letter and check from Spike Browning,” said Encyclopedia.




Bugs opened a cigar box and passed Encyclo-pedia a check and a letter. Encyclopedia read the letter.
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Bugs grinned as Encyclopedia read the letter.




Yankee Stadium, New York June 31




Dear Bugs:




Your cross-eyed pitch is the greatest thing since the spitball. I expect to win thirty games with it this season.




For sole rights to the secret of it, I’m happy to enclose my check for one hundred dollars.




Yours truly,

Spike Browning




The letter was written on plain white paper. The check, bearing the same date as the letter, was drawn on the First National Bank for one hundred dollars.




“Spike will win fifty games this season,” said Bugs. “And I won one baseball bat from Speedy Flanagan. So where is it?”




“Where’s your bat?” corrected Encyclopedia. “Speedy won the bet. You lost. The letter and check are fakes.”




“I ought to shove those words down your throat,” said Bugs. “But I’m feeling too good about what I did for the great American game of baseball.”




Bugs crossed his eyes. Humming to himself, he went into his secret throwing motion. The other Tigers cheered wildly.




“Man, oh man!” sang Bugs. “I invented the greatest pitch since Edison threw out the gas lamp. No smart-aleck private detective is going to walk in here and call me a liar!”




“Oh, yes I am,” said Encyclopedia. “Spike Browning never wrote that letter. That check is a worthless piece of paper!”




WHAT MADE ENCYCLOPEDIA 

SO CERTAIN?




Solution to The Case of the Secret Pitch
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The Case of the Balloon Man




“Leroy!” Mrs. Brown called. “Leroy, it’s time for dinner. Wash up, please.”




Encyclopedia put down the book he was reading, Six Ways to Reach the Moon on a Budget. In the bathroom he gave his face a lick and a promise.




When he got to the table, his father looked at him in a strange way.




“Do you know Bobby Tyler?” Chief Brown asked his only child.




“Sure,” said Encyclopedia. “He was in my homeroom last year. Did anything happen to him, Dad?”




“He’s missing,” said Chief Brown.




“You mean he ran away from home?”




Chief Brown shook his head.




Encyclopedia gasped. Mrs. Brown stopped in the kitchen doorway, her eyes opened wide.




“Kidnapped?” mother and son asked together.




“It looks that way,” answered Chief Brown.




“Do you know who took Bobby?” asked Mrs. Brown.




“Yes, Izzy the balloon man.”




“Izzy?” cried Encyclopedia. “No, Dad. Izzy couldn’t do anything so terrible!”




“What do you know about Izzy?” asked Chief Brown gently. “Do you know what kind of man he really is? Do you even know where he lives?”




“I know he loves children,” insisted Encyclopedia. “Otherwise he wouldn’t do what he does for a living.”




“He has an old truck and sells ice cream, candy, and soda, mostly to children,” Chief Brown explained to his wife.




“Why is he called the balloon man?” she asked.




“If you buy more than fifteen cents worth of candy or anything, he gives you a green and pink balloon free,” answered Encyclopedia.




“I guess Izzy got tired of blowing up balloons,” said Chief Brown quietly. “Bobby’s father is wealthy. So Izzy—”




“I don’t believe it!” exclaimed Encyclopedia. “You ought to see Izzy stick the end of a balloon in his mouth and huff and puff like a steam engine till it’s blown up. He always makes funny faces so the kids will laugh.”




“All right, son,” said Chief Brown. “I’ll accept three facts. One, Izzy is a funny fellow who always blows up balloons with his mouth for laughs. Two, children love him and he loves children. And three, Sam Potts saw him kidnap little Bobby Tyler this afternoon.”




“There was an eyewitness?” Encyclopedia asked.




“Mr. Potts came down to headquarters when he heard little Bobby was missing. He gave me a complete statement,” said Chief Brown. “I made some notes to bring home to you. Want to hear them?”




Encyclopedia closed his eyes as he always did before using his brain at full power. “Go ahead, Dad.”




Chief Brown took his notebook from his breast pocket. He looked it over a moment. Then he repeated what Mr. Potts had told him.




“This morning Izzy made a stop near Bobby Tyler’s house and drove off—or so it appeared,” Chief Brown began. “Later Sam Potts and Reverend Bevin were in Sam’s back yard, which is right behind the Tyler’s walled back yard.




“Sam saw a green and pink balloon—the kind Izzy gives away—rise into his oak tree,” continued Chief Brown. “The balloon stuck high among the branches. Because there was no breeze to blow the balloon loose, Sam got a long ladder and climbed into the tree.”




Chief Brown paused as he turned over a page in his notebook. He went on.




“From up in the tree, Sam could see over the Tylers’ twelve-foot wall. Sam says that as he freed the balloon, he looked down in the Tylers’ yard. He saw Izzy put Bobby into his truck and drive off. Sam told Reverend Bevin what he had just seen. Both men took it for granted that Bobby’s mother had said he could go for a ride in Izzy’s truck. Later, when the Reverend learned that Bobby was missing, he advised Sam Potts to see me.“
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Sam climbed into the tree.




Chief Brown closed his notebook.




“An hour after Sam Potts had told me what he had seen, Bobby’s father telephoned. He had received a note. It said he must pay sixty thousand dollars or never see Bobby again. He would learn where to leave the money tomorrow.”




Chief Brown stopped talking. Both he and Mrs. Brown looked at Encyclopedia.




Idaville’s ace detective kept his eyes closed in thought a long time after his father had finished talking.




At last he opened his eyes. He asked two questions—it seldom took more than two to solve a mystery when his father gave him the facts.




“How does Mr. Potts earn his living?” he asked first.




His father frowned. “Why, I don’t know. He’s only been in Idaville two months. He doesn’t own the house behind the Tylers’. He just rents it.”




Encyclopedia’s second question was, “Did Reverend Bevin see the balloon fly into the tree?”




“No,” said his father. “But Sam Potts did, and the Reverend saw it stuck in the branches. What difference does the balloon make?”




“It solves the case,” answered Encyclopedia.




“Do you know where Bobby is?” asked his mother anxiously. “Is he unhurt?”




“I don’t know that, Mom,” said Encyclopedia, realizing that he had spoken too quickly. “But I know who kidnapped Bobby.”




“We already know that,” pointed out Chief Brown. “It was Izzy the balloon man.”




“No, Izzy has probably been kidnapped too,” said Encyclopedia.




Chief Brown sat back and stared.




“The guilty man,” said Encyclopedia, “had to find someone to blame Bobby’s kidnapping on. Izzy was chosen. So Izzy has to be kept hidden or he’ll deny the crime.”




“What makes you so all-fire certain Izzy didn’t kidnap Bobby Tyler?” demanded Chief Brown.




“Because Mr. Potts kidnapped Bobby,” answered Encyclopedia.




“Sam Potts may be a stranger in Idaville, but that doesn’t make him a kidnapper,” said Chief Brown angrily. “And don’t forget Reverend Bevin was right there with him.”




“Mr. Potts wanted him there,” said Encyclopedia. “The Reverend was a perfect witness. But the Reverend couldn’t see over the wall into Bobby’s back yard. He had to accept what Mr. Potts, up in the tree, said he saw.”




“Are you telling me that Sam Potts used the Reverend?” said Chief Brown.




“He did,” said Encyclopedia.




“I’m sorry, son,” said Chief Brown. “You just don’t have any reason for saying Mr. Potts lied about seeing Izzy put Bobby into his truck.”




“I have a very good reason, Dad,” said Encyclopedia. “Mr. Potts might have got away with the kidnapping and collected the sixty thousand dollars ransom. But he overlooked one simple fact about Izzy!”




WHAT HAD MR. POTTS OVERLOOKED?




Solution to The Case of the Balloon Man
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The Case of the Ambushed Cowboy




Through his detective agency, Encyclopedia solved cases for children of the neighborhood. Occasionally he even solved cases for grown-ups. Whether his customers were children or grown-ups, they had one thing in common.




They were always alive.




He never supposed that one day he would solve a case in which all the people had been dead for nearly one hundred years.




But that is what he did—twice—while on a trip out West.




The two adventures in long-range detective work had their beginnings in the Brown dining room. The dinner hour was very quiet. For the third straight evening Chief Brown had not brought home a mystery for Encyclopedia to solve.




There was nothing to do but eat.




“It’s time we took a vacation,” said Mrs. Brown.




Chief Brown agreed. “I haven’t taken any time off in three years,” he said. “We could go on a long trip.”




“Let’s go to Texas,” suggested Encyclopedia. He had just read a book called Upper Cretaceous Limestone In The Lone Star State.




“It certainly is a long way from Idaville,” said Mrs. Brown. And as nobody could advance a better reason for going to Texas, she began at once to make plans.




Two weeks later Encyclopedia found himself bouncing painfully atop an honest-to-goodness Texas mustang. His father was riding right in front of him. The boy detective wished he had stayed behind his mother instead. She had ridden a taxi into Fort Worth to have lunch and shop for gifts.




Since sunrise Encyclopedia, his father, and fourteen fellow guests at the Badlands Inn had been in the saddle. They had paid five dollars each for this tour of “Historic Scenes of the Old Wild West.”




“All right, folks, dismount!” shouted Mr. Scotty, the tour’s skinny little guide.




Mr. Scotty had bowlegs. They made Encyclopedia think of rain.




“I could open an umbrella between Mr. Scotty’s knees and never touch either one,” Encyclopedia thought.




Mr. Scotty pointed to a high rock that formed a perfect corner.




“That there is the Johnny Kid corner,” he said. “Eighty-five years ago on that spot, Ringo Charlie got ambushed by Johnny Kid.”




The members of the tour stepped forward. They looked at the rock. They looked at Mr. Scotty.




Mr. Scotty spat tobacco juice between his teeth.




“In them days,” he said, “Johnny Kid and Ringo Charlie were feuding at the poker table. Johnny Kid claimed Ringo Charlie kept too many extra cards up his sleeve. Johnny Kid never complained very loud, though. Ringo Charlie was cousin to half the townsfolk, and he was said to be the fastest draw in Texas.”




Mr. Scotty walked toward the high rock.




“One fine day,” he went on, “Johnny Kid got fed up with losing money to a sixty-card deck. So he hid behind this here rock and waited his chance.”




Mr. Scotty then acted out what Johnny Kid had done so long ago. He crouched behind the high rock.




“Along about this time of morning—nine o’clock,” Mr. Scotty continued,” Ringo Charlie comes riding along.”




Here the skinny guide rose from his crouch. He rounded the stone corner and turned and started back toward it. Now he was acting out the part of Ringo Charlie.




As Mr. Scotty moved toward the corner, he squinted into the morning sun. One hand was cupped above where a pistol would hang at his hip.
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The skinny guide acted out the part.




Encyclopedia could almost see Johnny Kid crouched behind the rock, waiting in ambush. Mr. Scotty was Ringo Charlie riding toward him, unaware.




Mr. Scotty picked up the tale again.




“Johnny Kid saw Ringo Charlie’s shadow coming while Ringo Charlie was still on the other side of the rock. Out jumps Johnny Kid from behind the rock, both guns blazing. Ringo Charlie is hit. But his horse breaks into a gallop and carries him back to town.”




Mr. Scotty squirted more tobacco juice. He hit a lizard between the eyes.




“Ringo Charlie,” he said, “told the townsfolk what had happened. A fair fight was one thing, but Johnny Kid had taken foul advantage of poor Ringo Charlie, and Ringo Charlie was cousin to half the town.”




Mr. Scotty stopped talking. He started toward his horse. It was a nice effect. A fat man in a yellow shirt cried, “Well, what happened?”




“Why,” said Mr. Scotty, turning. “Ringo Charlie’s cousins chased Johnny Kid clear into Oklahoma!”




“They should have caught and hanged him!” exclaimed the fat man.




“If they had,” spoke up Encyclopedia, “they’d have hanged an innocent man.”




“Wh-what’s that you say, boy?” gasped Mr. Scotty.




“Ringo Charlie lied about the shooting,” said Encyclopedia.




Mr. Scotty nearly swallowed his tobacco. “Why?”




“I guess he hated to admit he’d been beaten by Johnny Kid in a gun fight,” replied Encyclopedia.




“Appears like you’re a right smart young fellow,” said Mr. Scotty. “Now tell me how you can know so much about something that happened eighty-five years ago?”




“Whether it happened then or yesterday wouldn’t make any difference,” said Encyclopedia. “Ringo Charlie can’t lie about the laws of nature!”




HOW DID ENCYCLOPEDIA KNOW RINGO CHARLIE HAD LIED ABOUT THE SHOOTING?




Solution to The Case of the Ambushed Cowboy
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The Case of the Forgetful Sheriff




Led by Mr. Scotty, the party of eastern tourists rode the Texas range. The hotel manager had promised them “Historic Scenes of the Old Wild West.” Who knew what another mile might bring?




Encyclopedia Brown knew. More blisters. He rode last in line. Behind him came only the chuck wagon with the food. Around noon, even the chuck wagon passed him.




Encyclopedia didn’t mind. It was lunch time.




Most of the tourists (including Encyclopedia) ate standing up. It made the boy detective mad to see his father sitting contentedly on the ground.




“You don’t look well, Leroy,” he said.




“I wish Bugs Meany were sitting in my place,” said Encyclopedia.




Chief Brown grinned. “I had the cowboy at the hotel give you the gentlest horse in the stable.”




“Then I must have the toughest saddle,” answered Encyclopedia. “Say, Dad, do you think I made Mr. Scotty mad before?”




“No, but you upset him when you figured out the truth about the gunfight between Ringo Charlie and Johnny Kid,” replied his father.




“I’ll try to keep still,” vowed Encyclopedia.




For the next half hour of riding there was little else to do. The horses plodded across flat grasslands. At last Mr. Scotty called, “Dismount here, folks.”




The skinny little guide led the way to a pocket formed by nine high rocks.




“Now this here spot is called Outlaw Cemetery. It was so named on account of the five outlaws done in here eighty years ago,” he began.




“Them outlaws held up the bank at River Falls. They escaped with twelve thousand dollars in gold,” said Mr. Scotty.




“Sheriff Wiggins immediately set out after the desperadoes. But he was new on the job and forgetful. He forgot to put on his six-gun.”




Mr. Scotty paused. He looked at the crowd of tourists to see if everyone was paying attention. He looked especially at Encyclopedia.




Then he resumed his tale.




“One of the citizens of River Falls happened to enter the sheriff’s office. He saw the sheriff’s six-gun still on the desk. Quickly he spread the word. A posse of citizens was rounded up to ride out and help the unarmed lawman capture the bank robbers. About ten miles out of town the posse heard gun play. When the shooting stopped, the posse rode up to this here spot. Stretched out dead as fish in a barrel were them five outlaws.”




Mr. Scotty began hopping about as he warmed to his tale.




“Sheriff Wiggins,” he said, “had recovered the stolen gold. But he was wounded in his left arm. In his modest way, he told the posse what had happened. He said the lookout for the outlaws saw him coming and shot two bullets into his left arm.”




Suddenly Mr. Scotty clutched his left arm above the elbow. Then he made a leap and began to throw himself around.




“Sheriff Wiggins said he wrested the lookout’s pearl-handled six-gun away despite his wounded left arm. Then he shot the lookout with his own gun—a bullet through the heart it was.”




At this point, Mr. Scotty dropped to one knee. “Right away the other four outlaws came at Sheriff Wiggins shooting up a storm,” he said. “But the sheriff was cool as a hog on ice. He drilled them four desperadoes—bang! bang! bang! bang! in four seconds flat.”




The skinny little guide jumped to his feet. He was breathing heavily with the effort of acting out the heroic sheriff’s one-man stand against the five outlaws.
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Mr. Scotty clutched his left arm.




“The outlaws were buried on boothill,” he continued. “The stolen gold was returned to the bank at River Falls. Everybody in town claimed Sheriff Wiggins ought to run for President.”




Mr. Scotty dusted himself off carefully, letting the tourists wait for more of the story.




Then he said, “The town gave a dinner for the sheriff, though he said he didn’t deserve the honor. Why, he was only doing his duty getting back the stolen gold, he said. But Mr. Baker, the bank president, disagreed.”




Again Mr. Scotty broke off his tale to look at the tourists. He shot Encyclopedia a sly glance. It seemed to say, “Ready to solve this one, sonny?”




“Mr. Baker,” concluded Mr. Scotty, “said Sheriff Wiggins had done a mite more than his duty. And since this was the lawman’s last meal, he’d better eat well. Then Mr. Baker said something that made the three biggest men at the dinner seize Sheriff Wiggins. Somebody got a rope, and at sunrise they hanged the lawman!”




The tourists gasped in amazement.




After a brief silence, a lady from Vermont asked, “What did Mr. Baker say that made them hang the sheriff?”




“Why, now, that’s the puzzle, isn’t it?” replied Mr. Scotty. “I don’t expect that anybody here could solve it, could he?”




The skinny little guide did not mention anyone by name. But the grown-ups on the tour turned and looked at Encyclopedia.




Chief Brown looked at him, too. “Should I speak out, Dad?” asked Encyclopedia.




“If you know what Mr. Baker said that made the citizens hang Sheriff Wiggins,” said his father.




Encyclopedia took a step forward. “Mr. Baker said that—”




WHAT DID MR. BAKER SAY?




Solution to The Case of the Forgetful Sheriff
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The Case of the Hungry Hitchhiker




Encyclopedia had a good time in Texas. But for many days after his return to Idaville he did not ride his bike. It felt too much like a horse.




In the mornings he used his brains to solve cases in the Brown garage. Afternoons he used his feet. Usually he walked down to Mill Creek and fished with some of the gang—Billy and Jody Turner, Pinky Plummer, Herb Stein, Charlie Stewart, and Sally Kimball.




On very hot evenings Chief Brown drove by Mill Creek and gave Encyclopedia a lift home.




“Boy, this feels great,” said Encyclopedia one evening as he climbed into the air-conditioned patrol car. “It must be ninety degrees out.”




“Ninety-three,” said his father.




Just then the police radio blared.




Sergeant Murphy’s voice spoke from headquarters. He announced the news of a holdup.




The First Federal Savings and Loan Association had been held up ten minutes ago. The four masked bandits had escaped in a blue sedan. The car was last seen racing north on National Highway.




Sergeant Murphy signed off. Immediately Encyclopedia’s father picked up the two-way speaker.




“This is Chief Brown,” he said. “I’m at the corner of Mill and Commerce streets. I’ll go directly to National Highway. Send cars four and five out by the Midland road. Also, telephone the police in Allentown, Mooresville, and Devon Hills. Have them be on the lookout for the getaway car.”




Chief Brown put back the speaker. He swung the car about and speeded up.




Encyclopedia could feel his heart beating faster. He had never been on a real cops-and-robbers chase before.




“We can’t overtake them,” said his father. “They have too big a head start. I’m hoping that somebody saw what road they took.”




Chief Brown steered onto National Highway. He drove north, the direction the holdup men were reported to have taken.




Ahead, Encyclopedia made out a hitchhiker standing at the crossroads of the highway and Coconut Drive. He was a young man with a knapsack over one shoulder.




“If the getaway car passed this way, that hitchhiker must have seen it,” said Encyclopedia.




“He may have,” replied Chief Brown. “It would depend on how long he has been standing there.”




Chief Brown braked to a stop beside the hitchhiker.




“How long have you been standing here?” he asked.




“About an hour,” answered the hitchhiker.




“Did a blue car with four or five men in it speed past you?”




“It sure did,” said the hitchhiker. “It came from the same way you did and turned here. Gosh, it nearly ran me down. Those fellows were in a mighty big hurry!”
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Chief Brown braked to a stop.




“You’d better climb in,” said Chief Brown.




The hitchhiker stared at Chief Brown’s uniform. “Gosh,” he said. “Is it against the law to hitchhike? Are you taking me to jail?”




“Climb in,” said Chief Brown. “Don’t worry. I want you as a witness. If we catch up with a blue car, could you tell whether the driver was the same one who nearly ran you down?”




“Yes, I’d know his face,” said the hitchhiker, getting into the back seat.




As Chief Brown sped the engine, he talked over the two-way radio again.




“Murphy, I’m heading east on Coconut Drive,” he said. “Have the Allentown police stop all cars. We might catch the holdup men before they leave the state.”




In the back seat the hitchhiker had opened his knapsack.




“Care for an orange?” he asked Encyclopedia. “Or a piece of chocolate?”




“Can I have a piece of chocolate, Dad?” asked Encyclopedia.




“You’ll ruin your dinner, but this is not exactly the time to talk about it,” said Chief Brown. “Go ahead.”




Encyclopedia took the chocolate bar from the hitchhiker. He broke off two squares and handed back the rest.




The hitchhiker put the candy into his knapsack. He got out an orange and began to peel it. He put the peels neatly into a paper bag.




Encyclopedia moved the chocolate under his tongue. He hardly tasted it because suddenly he was scared.




He dug into his pocket and came up with a stub of a pencil. There was nothing to write on, however.




“Dad, could I have another piece of chocolate?” he asked.




His father nodded. The hitchhiker gave a friendly laugh and passed over the candy bar.




Encyclopedia popped the chocolate into his mouth. Slowly and carefully, so the hitchhiker couldn’t see, he spread the wrapper on his leg. He wrote:




“Hitchhiker is member of holdup gang.”




Then he worked the paper over the front seat till it was on his father’s lap. His father glanced down and then returned his gaze to the road.




A few minutes later they reached Allentown. Chief Brown opened the door as though he merely wanted to stretch his legs.




All at once he was around by the back door. He had his pistol out, and he pointed the muzzle at the hitchhiker.




“We missed your partners, but we’ve got you,” he said grimly. “And you’ll tell us all we need to know about the holdup.”




HOW DID ENCYCLOPEDIA KNOW THE HITCHHIKER WAS A MEMBER OF THE HOLDUP GANG?




Solution to The Case of the Hungry Hitchhiker
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The Case of the Two-Fisted Poet




Encyclopedia kept the money he earned from his detective business in a shoe box. He hid the shoe box behind an old tire in the garage.




That wasn’t the best place to keep money. Still, it was better than keeping shoes there.




Every Friday after lunch Sally Kimball came by. Together they took the week’s earnings to the bank. Sally was Idaville’s best fighter under twelve years of age. Encyclopedia had made her his bodyguard and junior partner.




As Encyclopedia waited for Sally one Friday, a boy rode up on a bike. His hair was too long and his clothes were too tight. He wore eyeglasses, shiny black shoes, and a necktie.




The boy stopped to read Encyclopedia’s business sign outside the garage. “A poem,” he announced out of the air.




“Huh?” said Encyclopedia.




Ignoring Encyclopedia, the boy on the bike uttered:




Roses are red,

Violets are blue,

You can’t solve cases

Without a clue!




The boy smiled as though he’d just finished delivering The Song of Hiawatha straight from memory. He bowed to the sign and rode away.




“Sa-a-ay,” said Encyclopedia when Sally arrived. “You should have seen what went on here a minute ago. That new kid—what’s his name?”




“Percy Arbuthnot?”




“Yes, Percy,” said Encyclopedia. “He recited a poem. I swear he made it up on the spot!”




“Percy is very smart,” said Sally. “He went to school in England.”




“Good for him,” said Encyclopedia. “Now let’s get to the bank.”




“I’m not going,” said Sally. “Being a bodyguard isn’t ladylike.”




“Who told you that?” asked Encyclopedia.




“Percy,” replied Sally. “When he learned I once flattened Bugs Meany, he was horrified. He told me to stop acting like a common tomboy. So I’m quitting.”




“Idaville,” mumbled Encyclopedia, “can get along without Percy.”




“He’s a gentleman,” said Sally. “He’s taking me to see Gone With the Wind tonight in a taxicab. You can bet he won’t be wearing sneakers!”




Sally tilted up her nose, spun on her heel, and strode from the garage.




Encyclopedia forgot about going to the bank. He sat down to think over the problem of Percy Arbuthnot.




He decided to visit the scene of the crime.




As he got off his bike that evening near the movie theater, he kept a sharp lookout for a taxicab. One pulled to the curb two blocks away. Percy got out and then helped Sally to alight. They walked toward the movie theater holding hands.




“He doesn’t miss a trick,” Encyclopedia thought glumly. “He’s got better manners than a French waiter. But why did they get out of the taxicab so far from the theater?”




As Encyclopedia watched, a big boy stepped from the shadows. He bumped squarely into Percy.




Encyclopedia couldn’t hear what was being said, but Percy and the big boy began to argue. The big boy was about sixteen, broad, and a head taller than Percy.




Encyclopedia hurried over to stop a possible murder. As he got close, he heard Percy declare:




“My dear chap. Unless you take back what you have just said, I shall be forced to box your ears.”




“Listen to the canary kid, will you?” jeered the big boy.




“Tut, tut,” said Percy. Calmly he took off his eyeglasses and placed them in the breast pocket of his blue suitcoat.




“A poem,” he announced, and forthwith launched into:




You call me names,

My strength you doubt,

So pardon me 

While I knock you out!




The big boy’s jaw dropped open in surprise. Percy closed it with an uppercut.




Thereupon both boys fell to pounding each other with body blows to the chest and stomach. Percy mixed poetry and punches with a fearlessness that amazed Encyclopedia. After the second poem and the umpteenth punch, the big boy had enough. He took to his heels.




Triumphantly, Percy put on his eyeglasses and combed his hair.




Sally gazed at him with shining eyes—till Encyclopedia whispered into her ear.




The look in Sallv’s eyes changed from hero-worship to anger.




“Percy, y-you phoney!” she cried. “You fixed that fight. It wasn’t a real fight at all!”




“How dare you say such a thing,” retorted Percy, sniffing. “Upon my honor, if you were a boy, I’d bash you good and proper.”




“Forget I’m a girl,” snapped Sally. She reached out and gave his nose a twist.




That did it. Percy lost his temper.




He snorted free, whipped off his eyeglasses, and struck a fighting pose.




“You asked for this!” he bawled.




The fight was short and sweet. Percy had no chance to slip in any poetry licks. He spent his time going down and getting up.




At last Sally put him down for keeps. “Phoney!” she said, and marched off in a swirl of skirts.




Percy lay on the sidewalk with his eyes closed. For a long time he did not move. Encyclopedia grew worried.










[image: 13]

Sally reached out and gave his nose a twist.




“Percy, say something!” he begged.




“Is she gone?” said Percy.




“Yes,” Encyclopedia assured him. “You’re safe.”




Percy opened one eye. “A poem,” he moaned:




What was the mistake 

I made tonight 

Trying to show off 

How well I fight?







WHAT MISTAKE OF PERCY’S HAD ENCYCLOPEDIA POINTED OUT TO SALLY?




Solution to The Case of the Two-Fisted Poet
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The Case of the Wounded Toe




Charlie Stewart had the biggest tooth collection of any boy in Idaville.




After every rain, he went off tooth-hunting. Encyclopedia frequently went with him.




“The rain water washes off the dirt,” explained Charlie. “Sometimes you can see an opossum’s tooth shining fifty feet away.”




Charlie didn’t depend entirely upon the rain to help him find interesting teeth. He was more scientific. He took off his shoes.




“Shoes cut down your chances,” said Charlie. “With shoes on, you can step on a partly buried tooth without feeling it. But if you go barefoot, you get bitten sort of.”




Off came his shoes. He tied them together by the laces and hung them about his neck.




He began wiggling his toes. In a few minutes he was warmed up. “Okay, I’m ready,” he said. “Let’s get started.”




The two friends planned to search in a new area. They entered the woods near Mill Creek and walked northward.




This way they could avoid the garbage dump. But they would have to pass close to the ancient burial grounds in order to end up at Charlie’s house.




“I used to spend a lot of time in the garbage dump,” said Charlie. “But all I ever took away were sore feet. Did you ever get a toe stuck in an old dishwasher?”




“No, I can’t honestly say that I ever did,” answered Encyclopedia. “Once I caught my hand in a bed I was making. I had my mind on a case.”




The two boys moved slowly through the woods, their eyes searching the ground.




After a mile Charlie found two raccoon teeth.




He threw them away. He already had a complete set.




Encyclopedia found a few bottle caps, an old tennis ball, and a last month’s newspaper. Then, near the ancient burial grounds, he found something worth keeping.




He found a felt hat—like those worn by Bugs Meany and his Tigers.




“What do you suppose the Tigers were doing away out here?” wondered Encyclopedia.




“I don’t know,” said Charlie. “And I don’t care. This place gives me the spooks. Let’s go.”




Encyclopedia stared over the rusty fence. Weeds had overgrown the graves. Wild vines twisted around the small tombstones, which bore the names of early settlers and soldiers.




Encyclopedia pointed to a tree near the fence. Nailed to the trunk was a red and white target.




“Come back!” hollered Charlie as Encyclopedia climbed the rusty fence. “It’s against the law to go inside the ancient burial grounds.”




“I’m only going to sit on the fence,” said En-cyclopedia. “Now get on my shoulders. Take a close look at that target.”
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“Now take a close look at that target.”




“Not me,” said Charlie. “I could fall in there.” Nevertheless, he did as Encyclopedia bid him.




He put his nose close to the target. “Somebody’s been doing a lot of shooting with an air gun,” he called. “The bull’s eye is filled with pellets.”




“Hmmm,” said Encyclopedia. “Come on down.”




As Charlie landed, he let out a yelp. He rolled on the ground moaning, “My foot, my foot.”




Suddenly he sat up, as if struck by a happy thought. “Maybe I was bit by a buffalo tooth,” he said hopefully.




Encyclopedia knelt beside the tooth hunter. He wiped the blood from his friend’s left foot with a clean handkerchief.




“W-why,” Encyclopedia gasped in astonishment. “You’ve been shot! There’s a little pellet in your big toe. Does it hurt much?”




“Not much,” said Charlie. “But the longer we stay around this place, the worse I feel.”




Encyclopedia helped Charlie to his feet and out of the woods.




Ten minutes later Charlie’s mother watched anxiously as Dr. Ross removed the pellet from her son’s toe.




“Do you know who shot you?” asked the doctor.




“We have a clue,” answered Charlie. “Encyclopedia found a hat—the kind all the Tigers wear. We think one of them shot me.”




“Stay away from those boys” said Charlie’s mother. “They’re wild. Let the police handle them.”




“I’m going to need one of Charlie’s old shoes,” said Dr. Ross. “I’ll have to cut a hole for the big toe so Charlie can walk with this bandage on.”




“Will you get his old blue sneaker?” Charlie’s mother asked Encyclopedia. “It’s in his closet.”




“I’ll be back in a wink,” said Encyclopedia.




Leaving the doctor’s office, the boy detective saw Duke Kelly, a Tiger, pacing the sidewalk. Duke looked worried.




Encyclopedia thought quickly. “Hey, Duke,” he called. “You live near Charlie Stewart. Will you run to his house?




“What for?”




“Charlie’s been shot in the foot,” said Encyclopedia. “The doctor wants to cut a hole in one of his shoes so he can walk around with the bandage on. Mrs. Stewart says to use one of his old blue sneakers. They’re in his closet.”




“Charlie’s room is on the second floor in the front, isn’t it?” said Duke. “All right, I guess I can find one of his blue sneakers.”




When Duke returned with the sneaker, Encyclopedia took it to Dr. Ross. The doctor cut a hole in the sneaker for the wounded toe. Then he slipped the sneaker over Charlie’s bandaged foot. It fit perfectly.




Immediately Encyclopedia marched outside.




“You’re in a pack of trouble,” he told Duke.




“The Tigers have been secretly shooting a high-powered air gun in the ancient burial grounds. Now you’ve shot Charlie!”




“Me!” exclaimed Duke. “I didn’t shoot anybody.”




“You shot Charlie and followed us to the doctor’s office. You were scared. So you waited around to learn how seriously Charlie was hurt.”




“You’re as nutty as a chestnut tree,” retorted Duke. “I just happened to be standing here when you came out. I didn’t know anything about Charlie being shot in the foot!”




“Yes, you did,” said Encyclopedia. “Like every criminal, you made one mistake!”




WHAT WAS DUKE’S MISTAKE?




Solution to The Case of the Wounded Toe
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The Case of Excalibur




Bugs Meany walked into the Brown Detective Agency. He placed twenty-five cents on the gasoline can.




“I want to hire you,” he said.




Encyclopedia wasn’t sure that he had heard right.




“The job I need done is hush-hush,” the Tigers’ leader muttered out of the corner of his mouth. “Undercover stuff, get me?”




“I’ll keep it undercover. You won’t know it from the inside of your bed,” muttered back Encyclopedia. “What have you in mind?”




“I want you to get Excalibur.”




“Is that worse than a sore throat?” said Encyclopedia.




“Excalibur is my new penknife,” explained Bugs. “Remember Woody Fanfingle, the little squirt who beat me for the Idaville Mumblety-Peg championship last year? He just stole Excalibur.”




“Why should he steal Excalibur?” asked Encyclopedia.




“Excalibur is a great knife,” said Bugs. “Woody’s afraid that with Excalibur I’ll beat him this year.”




“Are you certain it was Woody who stole the knife?”




“Fifteen minutes ago I found him sneaking about the Tigers’ clubhouse,” said Bugs. “He picked up Excalibur—it’s a purple knife and my name is cut into it. He saw me and ran—we bumped as he got out the door. He shoved Excalibur into the pocket of his green pants as he got outside and kept running.”




“You didn’t chase him?”




“Naw, Woody broke his arm last week, and I don’t fight one-armed kids,” said Bugs. He rolled his eyes toward heaven. “Anyhow, his mother will be my math teacher next year.”




“You want me to get the knife back without anyone knowing Woody stole it, is that the idea?” asked Encyclopedia.




“If Woody’s mother hears I caught her son stealing, she’ll hate me. I couldn’t pass math next year in a flying saucer,” said Bugs.




The Tigers’ leader started for the garage door. “Woody is at the Little League game. Good luck, Brains, old boy.”




Encyclopedia thought over the sly look on Bugs’s face as he biked to Sally’s house. He told her about the theft of Excalibur.




Sally stamped her foot. “Ooooh, that Bugs Meany!” she cried. “Don’t trust him, Encyclopedia. Drop the case!”




“I don’t trust Bugs any farther than I can throw a cheese cake under water,” replied Encyclopedia. “Still, I’m in business. I take my customers as they come.”




“But he lied to you,” protested Sally.




“Woody’s mother isn’t Mrs. Fanfingle, the math teacher. His mother is Mrs. Fanfingle, the lady barber on Watson Street. Bugs Meany is up to no good!”




“Then come along,” said Encyclopedia. “I’ll need you.”




The two detectives rode their bikes behind the Idaville Elementary School. On the play-ground, the Little League game was underway.




Encyclopedia spied Charlie Stewart in the crowd. He asked Charlie to point out Woody Fanfingle.




Charlie pointed to an eight-year-old sitting on the bench. Although his broken left arm was held in a cast from his fingertips to above his elbow, Woody had on his baseball uniform.




“He gets dressed for every game,” explained Charlie. “His teammates help him. They think he brings them good luck.”




Encyclopedia returned to Sally. “I’m going down to the locker room,” he said. “Stand by the door. Whistle if anyone approaches.”




“I don’t like this one bit,” said Sally.




The locker room was empty. Encyclopedia went through each locker till he found one with a pair of green pants. The name Woody Fanfingle was sewn into the waistband.




Encyclopedia hesitated. Then, hearing no one, he quickly searched the pockets.




In the right pocket was a handkerchief, two stones, and a piece of string. In the left pocket was a penknife with “Bugs” cut into the purple handle—Excalibur!




As Encyclopedia slipped the knife into his pocket, a voice called, “Stop where you are!”




Mr. Evans and Bugs Meany suddenly appeared from the washroom. Mr. Evans was the school guard.




“Leroy Brown!” he exclaimed in astonishment. “So you’re the boy who has been stealing from the lockers during the baseball games!”




Before Encyclopedia could answer, Bugs had rushed up. He pulled Excalibur from the boy detective’s pocket.




[image: 17]

“So you’re the boy who has been stealing!”




“Why look, Mr. Evans,” said Bugs. “It’s my knife Excalibur—the one that Woody Fanfingle stole from the Tigers’ clubhouse half an hour ago!”




Mr. Evans sent Bugs out to fetch Woody. A few moments later a grinning Bugs brought in a badly frightened Woody.




Mr. Evans questioned Woody sternly. Woody admitted that he had gone to the Tigers’ clubhouse just before the game.




“I looked in at the door,” said Woody. “I didn’t see anyone. So I left and came over here and changed into my baseball uniform.”




“He’s lying like a carpet,” sneered Bugs. “I saw him put my knife into his left pants pocket as he ran from the Tigers’ clubhouse. You saw Brown take it from the same pocket with your own eyes!”




“That I saw,” agreed Mr. Evans, as Bugs fairly danced in glee.




“I owe you an apology,” Mr. Evans said to Bugs. “Till you asked me to watch with you from the washroom, I had the idea you might be the locker room thief.”




“Everybody suspects the worst of me,” said Bugs righteously. “I don’t mind. You got the real thief, Mr. Evans. And I got my knife back. That’s all that matters.”




Mr. Evans took Encyclopedia and Woody by the elbow.




“Come up to my office, boys,” he said.




“Wait,” said Encyclopedia. “Woody didn’t steal Excalibur. Bugs planted it in his pants pocket while Woody was out on the field. Woody beat him in the Mumblety-Peg tournament last year, and Bugs wants to get even.”




“Next you’ll be telling me I didn’t see you trying to steal the knife out of the locker,” said Mr. Evans.




“Bugs hired me to get the knife back,” said Encyclopedia. “He’s trying to get even with me, too. I can prove Excalibur was never stolen.”




WHAT WAS THE PROOF?




Solution to The Case of Excalibur
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The Case of the Glass of Ginger Ale




Chief Brown put down his cup of coffee. “Do you know anything about ginger ale?” he asked.




“It comes in a bottle, and I don’t like it as much as root beer,” answered Encyclopedia.




“What a strange question, dear,” said Mrs. Brown, who was clearing away the dinner plates.




“It’s a mighty strange case,” replied Chief Brown. “Rafino de Verona is in the middle of it.”




“Rafino de Verona!” exclaimed Encyclopedia. “The famous blind violinist?”




“Yes, he has a summer home on the beach,” said Chief Brown. “He asked me to drop by this evening. He believes he’s been tricked out of his prize violin by a glass of ginger ale.”




With a whopper like that ringing in his ears, Encyclopedia could hardly stay in his chair. “Can I go with your, Dad?” he asked.




Chief Brown looked at Mrs. Brown.




“You may as well take him along,” she said. “He may never again get a chance to meet someone like Rafino de Verona. But be home by nine-thirty.”




Encyclopedia dashed to his room. He dug out his autograph book. When he reached the car, his father was waiting behind the wheel. Night was beginning to fall as they drove up to the house of the blind violinist.




A maid showed them into the living room. Mr. de Verona, a tall, white-haired man wearing dark glasses, came forward.




“Chief Brown,” he said, holding out his hand. “You brought someone with you. Judging from the sound of sneakers, I should say a lad of ten or twelve.”




“My son, Leroy,” said Chief Brown. “He’s ten.”




“So nice of you to come, too, Leroy,” said Mr. de Verona. He motioned father and son to chairs but remained standing himself.




“I’m almost too ashamed to tell you what happened,” he said. “You’ll think me a fool.”




“Over the telephone you said you had lost your prize violin,” said Chief Brown.




“Lost in a bet,” said Mr. de Verona. “I made a bet last night with Hans Braun, concert master of the Glendon Symphony, and lost.”




He crossed the room to a table. On the table was a tray, several glasses, an ice bucket, and three bottles of ginger ale. Encyclopedia mar-veled at how easily the sightless musician moved among the furniture.




“Clara, my maid, had the night off, and Hans Braun and I were alone in the house,” said Mr. de Verona. “We sat in this room, and the talk soon moved from music to mysteries. Hans is especially interested in locked room puzzles. Almost before I knew it, I’d bet my Straparius violin against his Straparius.”




Mr. de Verona ran his fine, strong fingers through his mop of white hair. “I didn’t think I could lose! Hans positively worked a miracle to win!”




The blind musician reached into the ice bucket. He dropped four pieces of ice into a tall glass.




“Hans said, ‘Oh, this ice is cold,’ as he filled a glass with four pieces of ice, just as I have done,” said Mr. de Verona. “Then Hans gave me the glass to hold. I heard him open a bottle of ginger ale. He left the room carrying it.”




Mr. de Verona, glass in hand, went to the door of the living room and locked it.




“I locked the door after making sure that Hans was out in the hall. Next I locked the two windows.”




Mr. de Verona went about locking the two windows. One was behind the piano, the other behind Chief Brown’s chair. Now there was no way of getting into the living room without breaking the windows or door.




[image: 19]

“I put the glass with ice inside the safe.”




Mr. de Verona strode across the room. He stopped at an oil painting hanging on the wall and pushed it aside. Behind the painting was a wall safe.




“I felt in Hans’s glass to make sure it was filled only with ice,” he said. “Then I put the glass with the ice inside the safe and locked the safe.”




Mr. de Verona locked the safe and replaced the oil painting. He walked to the door and switched off the lights.




For a second the lone sound was the ticking of the grandfather clock by the bookcase.




Mr. de Verona’s voice came from the darkness.




“The bet was that I was to sit in an easy chair in the middle of the room. I was to stay seated exactly one hour. In that hour, Hans was to enter the locked, lightless room, open the locked safe, take out the glass, remove the ice, pour into the glass the bottle of ginger ale he had carried into the hall, lock the safe, leave the room, and lock the door behind him—all without my hearing him!”




Mr. de Verona sat down in an easy chair in the center of the dark room.




“I can tell time by the raised numbers on my wrist watch,” the blind musician said. “After an hour had passed, I had heard nothing. I was sure I had the bet won. I unlocked the door and kept Hans talking in the hall so that I should know where he was. I crossed the room and opened the safe. The glass was still there. The ice was gone. Instead, the glass was filled—by thunder!—with ginger ale! I tasted it!”




Mr. de Verona slapped the arms of his chair in bewilderment. “How did Hans do it?” he cried.




For a long moment the room was still. Finally Mr. de Verona arose and switched on the lights.




Chief Brown looked questioningly at Encyclopedia. “Any ideas?” his eyes asked.




Encyclopedia nodded. “May I ask a question, sir?”




“Please do, Leroy,” said Mr. de Verona.




“Who brought up the subject of locked rooms?” asked the boy detective.




“Why, now that I think about it, I suppose it was Hans,” answered Mr. de Verona. “What is the difference? What I want to know is why I didn’t hear him?”




“There is nothing wrong with your hearing, sir,” said Encyclopedia. “No man could have heard the second clue.”




He picked up his autograph book. “Would you please sign this for me?”




ENCYCLOPEDIA KNEW HOW HANS HAD FILLED THE GLASS IN THE SAFE WITH GINGER ALE. DO YOU?




Solution to The Case of the Glass of Ginger Ale
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The Case of the Stomach Puncher




It was very unusual for Herb Stein to walk into the Brown Detective Agency.




Herb was Idaville’s junior bicycle champion. Usually he came riding up at top speed. He was the only boy in town who wore out the seat of his pants before his sneakers.




“Who grounded you?” asked Encyclopedia.




“Biff Logan,” answered the walking Herb. He rolled twenty-five cents onto the gasoline can. “Biff stole my bicycle.”




Encyclopedia gave the money some thought. Herb was one of his best pals...




“Go on, take it,” urged Herb. “You’ll earn it. ”




“Is this case dangerous?”




“Only around the belt line,” said Herb. “You’ve heard of Biff Logan. If he doesn’t like you, he smacks you in the belly, pow!”




“Biff won’t exactly kiss me if I accuse him of stealing your bike,” observed the boy detective. He pictured Biff Logan in action. Suddenly twenty-five cents wasn’t nearly enough to charge Herb.




“Last week Biff tangled with three of Bugs Meany’s Tigers,” said Herb. “He smacked them each in the stomach-biff, bam, sock! They couldn’t eat for a day and a half.”




“I’d better not tell Sally about this case,” mused Encyclopedia. “She might try to mix with Biff. He’s too old and too big for her. We’ll have to outsmart him.”




“If you don’t,” warned Herb, “he’ll smack you in the belly, pow!”




“I heard you the first time,” said Encyclopedia. “Give me the facts.”




“Yesterday my bike was stolen from in front of my house,” said Herb. “Nancy Etzwiler, who lives down the block, thinks she saw Biff riding it. I went to Biff’s house. He was busy in the back yard covering something with a big canvas.”




“You felt it was unwise to accuse him then and there?”




Herb rubbed his belly and nodded.




Encyclopedia poked around in the rear of the garage. He found a strip of sheet metal on a shelf. He lowered his pants. With the rope from his kite, he tied the sheet metal around his waist. Then he pulled up his pants to cover the armor.




“You look like an overstuffed can of beans,” said Herb.




“I don’t care if I look like I ate a sofa so long as Biff Logan calls me Fatso,” said Encyclopedia. “I’m counting on the fact that he never saw me before, fat or slim.”




Because of the sheet metal middle, Encyclopedia wobbled rather than walked. He couldn’t bend at the waist. He had to bend his knees in order to pick up a baseball and bat.




“We’ll need these,” he said. “We can get into Biff’s back yard if we pretend to chase a baseball.”




Herb pedalled Encyclopedia’s bike while the punch-proof sleuth sat on the cross bar. Biff’s house was in the old, run-down part of town beside an empty lot.




The two friends got off the bike and began hitting the ball in the empty lot. Four times Herb hit the ball into Biff’s back yard. Four times Biff stormed out of the house. He threw the ball back with an angry warning.




“He’s the toughest sixteen-year-old kid in Idaville,” said Herb gloomily. “Why did he pick my bike to steal?”




“Keep a good grip on the bat,” Encyclopedia ordered. “We’re moving in!”




Encyclopedia took aim and threw the ball at the lump of canvas behind Biff’s house. Then the two boys hurried through Biff’s back yard jungle of old tires, bedsprings, screens, and cement blocks.




Encyclopedia picked up the ball. He was lifting one corner of the canvas when Biff charged out.




“Get away from there, Blimp!” shouted Biff, shaking his fist in Encyclopedia’s face.




“You know what I’m going to give you two smart guys?” asked Biff. “The same thing I give all snoopers—a punch in the eye.”




“A punch in t-the e-eye?” stammered Herb.




“Don’t you mean the belly?” said Encyclopedia weakly. “I’m sure you mean the belly.”




“The eye,” said Biff. “The last kid I punched in the belly couldn’t eat for a week. He nearly starved to death.”




Herb dropped the bat. He sagged to the ground.




Biff grabbed Encyclopedia by the collar.




“Go ahead, give me a black eye,” said Encyclopedia. “Let everybody see where you punched a smaller boy. How stupid can you get?”




Biff hesitated. “You got something there,” he said. “The old way was better. No marks—so no proof.”




“Don’t spare me,” said Encyclopedia with a noble lift of his chin. “I’ll take my medicine like a man.”




“The pleasure is all mine,” said Biff, swinging for the stomach.




Flesh and bone met sheet metal.




Encyclopedia was knocked backward seven feet.




“Ye-o-ow!” screamed Biff. “Yipe! Yipe! Yipe!”




Herb quickly pulled back the canvas. Underneath was a shiny red bicycle. It lay on its side on the green grass.




“Yours?” Encyclopedia asked.




“It looks like my bike, but I can’t be sure,” said Herb. “I only got it two days ago. I didn’t have a chance to put my name on it yet.”




“You mean it might not be yours?” Encyclopedia gazed uneasily at Biff. The big boy was rolling on the ground in pain.
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Encyclopedia was knocked backward.




“What do you eat, Blimp, nails?” groaned Biff, shaking his hurt hand.




“You stole this bike yesterday, confess!” said Encyclopedia.




“You’re crazy,” grunted Biff. “It’s been here under the canvas ever since I bought it two months ago.”




“Maybe it’s all a terrible mistake,” whispered Herb. “Biff still has a good left hand. Let’s get out of here while we can still walk.”




“We’re pedaling out—both of us,” said Encyclopedia. “There’s been no mistake. Biff stole your bike all right.”




HOW DID ENCYCLOPEDIA KNOW?




Solution to The Case of the Stomach Puncher








SOLUTIONS
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Solution to The Case of the Secret Pitch




Encyclopedia knew instantly that neither the letter nor the check was written by the Yankee pitcher, Spike Browning, nor by any grown-up. Both the check and the letter bore the same date -June 31, but no year was given. And there is no June 31. June has only 30 days! Shown the errors, Bugs could do nothing but admit having written the letter and check himself. As the loser of the bet, he had to give Speedy Flanagan his baseball bat.




Table of Contents
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Solution to The Case of the Balloon Man




 Mr. Potts overlooked the fact that Izzy always blew up his green and pink balloons with his mouth. That is, the balloons had nothing but breath, or air, in them. Balloons with nothing but air in them do not rise high into a tree on a day without breeze. They sink to earth! (Only a balloon blown up with something lighter than air-such as helium-will rise high into the air.) Encyclopedia immediately realized that Mr. Potts had planted the balloon in the tree ahead of time. Then he had told the Reverend he had just seen it. This gave Mr. Potts the chance to climb up the ladder. Looking over the twelve-foot wall, he pretended to see Izzy kidnapping little Bobby. Encyclopedia knew that Mr. Potts must have kidnapped both Izzy and Bobby at some earlier time. When Chief Brown heard this, he went to Mr. Potts’s house. He found Bobby and Izzy tied up. Izzy’s truck was hidden in Mr. Potts’s garage. Caught, Mr. Potts confessed. He had rented the house behind the Tylers’ in order to kidnap Bobby and hold him for the ransom money.
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Solution to The Case of the Ambushed Cowboy




Ringo Charlie had said Johnny Kid knew he was coming because at nine o’clock in the morning, his shadow, falling abead of him, gave him away. Johnny Kid had seen the shadow and jumped from behind the rock shooting. But Mr. Scotty, the guide, acting out the part of Ringo Charlie at the same time in the morning eighty-five years later, had “squinted into the morning sun.” That proved Ringo Charlie lied. With the sun in his face, Ringo Charlie’s shadow would have fallen behind him!
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Solution to The Case of the Forgetful Sheriff




Mr. Baker said: “You can’t shoot seven bullets from a six-gun.” Count them. Sheriff Wiggins claimed: he was wounded in the left arm by two shots (two bullets) from the lookout’s six-gun; he then seized the lookout’s gun and killed him with it (three bullets); then he shot the remaining four outlaws (seven bullets! ). Encyclopedia reasoned (as had Mr. Baker) that the sheriff was secretly a member of the holdup gang. In riding after his outlaw partners, the lawman didn’t bother to put on his gun because he didn’t think he’d need it. Then he had a falling out over the pision of the loot, probably. Getting hold of a gun, he surprised and killed his partners. Before he could ride off with the gold, the posse reached him. So he had to make up the story about shooting the five outlaws in the line of duty.
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Solution to The Case of the Hungry Hitchhiker




The hitchhiker made his mistake by trying to be friendly. He never should have given the boy detective the chocolate bar. Encyclopedia had to “break off” two squares. That meant the chocolate was hard. But the hitchhiker had said he was waiting at the crossroads for “about an hour” on a hot day when the temperature had reached “ninety-three” degrees. Had the hitchhiker been telling the truth, the chocolate bar would have melted in the heat. Instead of being hard, it would have been like soup. The hitchhiker could only have had one reason for lying. He had to be a member of the holdup gang who was left behind to direct pursuit away from the road that the getaway car had really taken! The fake hitchhiker confessed that he kept the knapsack in the air-conditioned getaway car till it was time for him to act out his part. The entire gang was quickly rounded up.
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Solution to The Case of the Two-Fisted Poet




Before the fight, Percy had placed his eyeglasses in “the breast pocket” of his suitcoat. During the fight, the bigger boy pounded Percy’s “chest” and stomach with body blows. Yet after the fight Percy had put on his eyeglasses again. That was Percy’s mistake! Had the bigger boy hit Percy as hard as he could, Percy’s eyeglasses-lenses and frames-would have been smashed by the body blows. Encyclopedia knew, therefore, that the bigger boy was faking his punches. He was helping Percy show off in front of Sally!
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Solution to The Case of the Wounded Toe




Duke told Encyclopedia that he “didn’t know anything about Charlie being shot in the foot.” But he gave himself away by not asking which sneaker he should bring from Charlie’s closet. When Dr. Ross cut a hole for the wounded toe in Charlie’s sneaker, “It fit perfectly.” That meant Duke had brought the left sneaker. Yet he couldn’t know whether to bring the left or the right sneaker unless he had seen the wound. When Chief Brown told this to Duke’s parents, Duke confessed. He said he had not meant to hit Charlie, only to scare him away from the Tigers’ secret firing range. The police took the air gun from the Tigers. And each boy’s parents punished him for holding target practice in the ancient burial grounds.




Table of Contents








[image: 29]




Solution to The Case of Excalibur




Bugs’s own words to Mr. Evans proved he had not seen Woody steal the penknife as he claimed. Bugs had said: “I saw him put my knife Excalibur into his left pants pocket as he ran from the Tigers’ clubhouse. You saw Brown take it from the same pocket with your own eyes!” Now Woody had broken his left arm. It was “in a cast from his fingertips to above his elbow.” Therefore Woody could not have used his left hand to slip the penknife into his pocket. He would have had to use his right hand. But Excalibur was found in his left pocket. Try to put a penknife into your left pants pocket with your right hand while running. It’s impossible. If Woody had stolen Excalibur, he would have put it in his right pants pocket.
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Solution to The Case of the 

Glass of Ginger Ale




The first clue was Hans’s remark, “Oh, this ice is cold.” It was a silly, obvious thing to say. It made sense only if it covered up another sound he didn’t want the blind violinist to hear. Encyclopedia reasoned that the other sound was Hans tearing open an insulated bag-the kind of bag which keeps ice from melting. Yes, Hans had brought his own ice. He did not take the four pieces of ice from Mr. de Verona’s ice bucket. The pieces of ice in the glass which Mr. de Verona put in the safe were not made of water. Hans had made them by freezing ginger ale! Hans never did open the safe. He never even entered the room. He simply waited in the hall for an hour. The second clue, the one “no man could have heard,” was the sound of the frozen pieces of ginger ale melting. When Mr. de Verona opened the safe, the pieces of ice had all melted, filling the glass with ginger ale!
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Solution to The Case of the Stomach Puncher




Biff said that the bike had been lying “under the canvas ever since I bought it two months ago.” Yet when Encyclopedia removed the canvas, the bike lay on grass that was “green.” Had the canvas been covering the bike and the ground for two months, the grass would have died. Dead grass is brown, not green. The green, live grass proved the canvas had just been put over the ground and the bike.





What exactly does the hitchhiker know?




The First Federal Savings and Loan Association had been held up ten minutes ago. The four bandits had escaped.




Encyclopedia’s father picked up the two-way speaker. He swung the car about and speeded up.




Encyclopedia could feel his heart beating faster. He had never been on a real cops-and-robbers chase before.




Ahead, Encyclopedia made out a hitchhiker standing at the crossroads of the highway and Coconut Drive.




Chief Brown braked to a stop.




“Did a blue car with four or five men in it speed past you?”




“It sure did,” said the hitchhiker.




“You’d better climb in,” said Chief Brown.




A few minutes later Chief Brown opened the door.




All at once he was around by the back door. He had his pistol out, pointed at the hitchhiker.
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