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One day a certain party by the name of Judge Goldfobber, who is a lawyer by
trade, sends word to me that he wishes me to call on him at his office in lower
Broadway, and while ordinarily I do not care for any part of lawyers, it
happens that Judge Goldfobber is a friend of mine, so I go to see him.

Of course Judge Goldfobber is not a judge, and never is a judge, and he is
100 to 1 in my line against ever being a judge, but he is called Judge because
it pleases him, and everybody always wishes to please Judge Goldfobber, as he
is one of the surest-footed lawyers in this town, and beats more tough beefs
for different citizens than seems possible. He is a wonderful hand for keeping
citizens from getting into the sneezer, and better than Houdini when it comes
to getting them out of the sneezer after they are in.

Personally, I never have any use for the professional services of Judge
Goldfobber, as I am a law-abiding citizen at all times, and am greatly opposed
to guys who violate the law, but I know the Judge from around and about for
many years. I know him from around and about the night clubs, and other
deadfalls, for Judge Goldfobber is such a guy as loves to mingle with the
public in these spots, as he picks up much law business there, and sometimes a
nice doll.

Well, when I call on Judge Goldfobber, he takes me into his private office
and wishes to know if I can think of a couple of deserving guys who are out of
employment, and who will like a job of work, and if so, Judge Goldfobber says,
he can offer them a first-class position.

'Of course,' Judge Goldfobber says, 'it is not steady employment, and in
fact it is nothing but piece-work, but the parties must be extremely reliable
parties, who can be depended on in a pinch. This is out-of-town work that
requires tact, and,' he says, 'some nerve.'

Well, I am about to tell Judge Goldfobber that I am no employment agent, and
go on about my business, because I can tell from the way he says the parties
must be parties who can be depended on in a pinch, that a pinch is apt to come
up on the job any minute, and I do not care to steer any friends of mine
against a pinch.

But as I get up to go, I look out of Judge Goldfobber's window, and I can
see Brooklyn in the distance beyond the river, and seeing Brooklyn I get to
thinking of certain parties over there that I figure must be suffering terribly
from the unemployment situation. I get to thinking of Harry the Horse, and
Spanish John and Little Isadore, and the reason I figure they must be suffering
from the unemployment situation is because if nobody is working and making any
money, there is nobody for them to rob, and if there is nobody for them to rob,
Harry the Horse and Spanish John and Little Isadore are just naturally bound to
be feeling the depression keenly.

Anyway, I finally mention the names of these parties to Judge Goldfobber,
and furthermore I speak well of their reliability in a pinch, and of their
nerve, although I cannot conscientiously recommend their tact, and Judge
Goldfobber is greatly delighted, as he often hears of Harry the Horse, and
Spanish John and Little Isadore.

He asks me for their addresses, but of course nobody knows exactly where
Harry the Horse and Spanish John and Little Isadore live, because they do not
live anywhere in particular. However, I tell him about a certain spot in
Clinton Street where he may be able to get track of them, and then I leave
Judge Goldfobber for fear he may wish me to take word to these parties, and if
there is anybody in this whole world I will not care to take word to, or to
have any truck with in any manner, shape, or form, it is Harry the Horse, and
Spanish John and Little Isadore.

Well, I do not hear anything more of the matter for several weeks, but one
evening when I am in Mindy's restaurant on Broadway enjoying a little cold
borscht, which is a most refreshing matter in hot weather such as is going on
at the time, who bobs up but Harry the Horse, and Spanish John and Little
Isadore, and I am so surprised to see them that some of my cold borscht goes
down the wrong way, and I almost choke to death.

However, they seem quite friendly, and in fact Harry the Horse pounds me on
the back to keep me from choking, and while he pounds so hard that he almost
caves in my spine, I consider it a most courteous action, and when I am able to
talk again, I say to him as follows:

'Well, Harry,' I say, 'it is a privilege and a pleasure to see you again,
and I hope and trust you will all join me in some cold borscht, which you will
find very nice, indeed.'

'No,' Harry says, 'we do not care for any cold borscht. We are looking for
Judge Goldfobber. Do you see Judge Goldfobber round and about lately?'

Well, the idea of Harry the Horse and Spanish John and Little Isadore
looking for Judge Goldfobber sounds somewhat alarming to me, and I figure maybe
the job Judge Goldfobber gives them turns out bad and they wish to take Judge
Goldfobber apart, but the next minute Harry says to me like this:

'By the way,' he says, 'we wish to thank you for the job of work you throw
our way. Maybe some day we will be able to do as much for you. It is a most
interesting job,' Harry says, 'and while you are snuffing your cold borscht I
will give you the details, so you will understand why we wish to see Judge
Goldfobber.'

It turns out [Harry the Horse says] that the job is not for Judge Goldfobber
personally, but for a client of his, and who is this client but Mr. Jabez
Tuesday, the rich millionaire, who owns the Tuesday string of one-arm joints
where many citizens go for food and wait on themselves. Judge Goldfobber comes
to see us in Brooklyn in person, and sends me to see Mr. Jabez Tuesday with a
letter of introduction, so Mr. Jabez Tuesday can explain what he wishes me to
do, because Judge Goldfobber is too smart a guy to be explaining such matters
to me himself.

In fact, for all I know maybe Judge Goldfobber is not aware of what Mr.
Jabez Tuesday wishes me to do, although I am willing to lay a little 6 to 5
that Judge Goldfobber does not think Mr. Jabez Tuesday wishes to hire me as a
cashier in any of his one-arm joints.

Anyway, I go to see Mr. Tuesday at a Fifth Avenue hotel where he makes his
home, and where he has a very swell layout of rooms, and I am by no means
impressed with Mr. Tuesday, as he hems and haws quite a bit before he tells me
the nature of the employment he has in mind for me. He is a little guy,
somewhat dried out, with a bald head, and a small mouser on his upper lip, and
he wears specs, and seems somewhat nervous.

Well, it takes him some time to get down to cases, and tell me what is
eating him, and what he wishes to do, and then it all sounds very simple,
indeed, and in fact it sounds so simple that I think Mr. Jabez Tuesday is a
little daffy when he tells me he will give me ten G's for the job.

What Mr. Tuesday wishes me to do is to get some letters that he personally
writes to a doll by the name of Miss Amelia Bodkin, who lives in a house just
outside Tarrytown, because it seems that Mr. Tuesday makes certain cracks in
these letters that he is now sorry for, such as speaking of love and marriage
and one thing and another to Miss Amelia Bodkin, and he is afraid she is going
to sue him for breach of promise...

'Such an idea will be very embarrassing to me,' Mr. Jabez Tuesday says, 'as
I am about to marry a party who is a member of one of the most high-toned
families in this country. It is true,' Mr. Tuesday says, 'that the Scarwater
family does not have as much money now as formerly, but there is no doubt about
its being very, very high-toned, and my fiancée, Miss Valerie Scarwater, is one
of the high-tonedest of them all. In fact,' he says, 'she is so high-toned that
the chances are she will be very huffy about anybody suing me for breach of
promise, and cancel everything.'

Well, I ask Mr. Tuesday what a breach of promise is, and he explains to me
that it is when somebody promises to do something and fails to do this
something, although of course we have a different name for a proposition of
this nature in Brooklyn, and deal with it accordingly.

'This is a very easy job for a person of your standing,' Mr. Tuesday says.
'Miss Amelia Bodkin lives all alone in her house the other side of Tarrytown,
except for a couple of servants, and they are old and harmless. Now the idea
is,' he says, 'you are not to go to her house as if you are looking for the
letters, but as if you are after something else, such as her silverware, which
is quite antique and very valuable.

'She keeps the letters in a big inlaid box in her room,' Mr. Tuesday says,
'and if you just pick up this box and carry it away along with the silverware,
no one will ever suspect that you are after the letters, but that you take the
box thinking it contains valuables. You bring the letters to me and get your
ten G's,' Mr. Tuesday says, 'and,' he says, 'you can keep the silverware, too.
Be sure you get a Paul Revere teapot with the silverware,' he says. 'It is
worth plenty.'

'Well,' I say to Mr. Tuesday, 'every guy knows his own business best, and I
do not wish to knock myself out of a nice soft job, but,' I say, 'it seems to
me the simplest way of carrying on this transaction is to buy the letters off
this doll, and be done with it. Personally,' I say, 'I do not believe there is
a doll in the world who is not willing to sell a whole post-office full of
letters for ten G's, especially in these times, and throw in a set of
Shakespeare with them.'

'No, no,' Mr. Tuesday says. 'Such a course will not do with Miss Amelia
Bodkin at all. You see,' he says, 'Miss Bodkin and I are very, very friendly
for a matter of maybe fifteen or sixteen years. In fact, we are very friendly,
indeed. She does not have any idea at this time that I wish to break off this
friendship with her. Now,' he says, 'if I try to buy the letters from her, she
may become suspicious. The idea,' Mr. Tuesday says, 'is for me to get the
letters first, and then explain to her about breaking off the friendship, and
make suitable arrangements with her afterwards.

'Do not get Miss Amelia Bodkin wrong,' Mr. Tuesday says. 'She is an
excellent person, but,' he says, 'you know the saying, "Hell hath no fury like
a woman scorned." And maybe Miss Amelia Bodkin may figure I am scorning her if
she finds out I am going to marry Miss Valerie Scarwater, and furthermore,' he
says, 'if she still has the letters she may fall into the hands of unscrupulous
lawyers, and demand a very large sum, indeed. But,' Mr. Tuesday says, 'this
does not worry me half as much as the idea that Miss Valerie Scarwater may
learn about the letters and get a wrong impression of my friendship with Miss
Amelia Bodkin.'

Well, I round up Spanish John and Little Isadore the next afternoon, and I
find Little Isadore playing klob with a guy by the name of Educated Edmund, who
is called Educated Edmund because he once goes to Erasmus High school and is
considered a very fine scholar, indeed, so I invite Educated Edmund to go along
with us. The idea is, I know Educated Edmund makes a fair living playing klob
with Little Isadore, and I figure as long as I am depriving Educated Edmund of
a living for awhile, it is only courteous to toss something else his way.
Furthermore, I figure as long as letters are involved in this proposition it
may be a good thing to have Educated Edmund handy in case any reading becomes
necessary, because Spanish John and Little Isadore do not read at all, and I
read only large print.

We borrow a car off a friend of mine in Clinton Street, and with me driving
we start for Tarrytown, which is a spot up the Hudson River, and it is a very
enjoyable ride for one and all on account of the scenery. It is the first time
Educated Edmund and Spanish John and Little Isadore ever see the scenery along
the Hudson although they all reside on the banks of this beautiful river for
several years at Ossining. Personally, I am never in Ossining, although once I
make Auburn, and once Comstock, but the scenery in these localities is nothing
to speak of.

We hit Tarrytown about dark, and follow the main drag through this burg, as
Mr. Tuesday tells me, until finally we come to the spot I am looking for, which
is a little white cottage on a slope of ground above the river, not far off the
highway. This little white cottage has quite a piece of ground around it, and a
low stone wall, with a driveway from the highway to the house, and when I spot
the gate to the driveway I make a quick turn, and what happens but I run the
car slapdab into a stone gatepost, and the car folds up like an accordion.

You see, the idea is we are figuring to make this a fast stick-up job
without any foolishness about it, maybe leaving any parties we come across tied
up good and tight while we make a getaway, as I am greatly opposed to
housebreaking, or sneak jobs, as I do not consider them dignified. Furthermore,
they take too much time, so I am going to run the car right up to the front
door when this stone post gets in my way.

The next thing I know, I open my eyes to find myself in a strange bed, and
also in a strange bedroom, and while I wake up in many a strange bed in my
time, I never wake up in such a strange bedroom as this. It is all very soft
and dainty, and the only jarring note in my surroundings is Spanish John
sitting beside the bed looking at me.

Naturally I wish to know what is what, and Spanish John says I am knocked
snoring in the collision with the gatepost, although none of the others are
hurt, and that while I am stretched in the driveway with the blood running out
of a bad gash in my noggin, who pops out of the house but a doll and an old guy
who seems to be a butler, or some such, and the doll insists on them lugging me
into the house, and placing me in this bedroom.

Then she washes the blood off of me, Spanish John says, and wraps my head up
and personally goes to Tarrytown to get a croaker to see if my wounds are
fatal, or what, while Educated Edmund and Little Isadore are trying to patch up
the car. So, Spanish John says, he is sitting there to watch me until she comes
back, although of course I know what he is really sitting there for is to get
first search at me in case I do not recover.

Well, while I am thinking all this over, and wondering what is to be done,
in pops a doll of maybe forty odd, who is built from the ground up, but who has
a nice, kind-looking pan, with a large smile, and behind her is a guy I can see
at once is a croaker, especially as he is packing a little black bag, and has a
grey goatee. I never see a nicer-looking doll if you care for middling-old
dolls, although personally I like them young, and when she sees me with my eyes
open, she speaks as follows:

'Oh,' she says, 'I am glad you are not dead, you poor chap. But,' she says,
'here is Doctor Diffingwell, and he will see how badly you are injured. My name
is Miss Amelia Bodkin, and this is my house, and this is my own bedroom, and I
am very, very sorry you are hurt.'

Well, naturally I consider this a most embarrassing situation, because here
I am out to clip Miss Amelia Bodkin of her letters and her silverware,
including her Paul Revere teapot, and there she is taking care of me in
first-class style, and saying she is sorry for me.

But there seems to be nothing for me to say at this time, so I hold still
while the croaker looks me over, and after he peeks at my noggin, and gives me
a good feel up and down, he states as follows:

'This is a very bad cut,' he says. 'I will have to stitch it up, and then he
must be very quiet for a few days, otherwise,' he says, 'complications may set
in. It is best to move him to a hospital at once.'

But Miss Amelia Bodkin will not listen to such an idea as moving me to a
hospital. Miss Amelia Bodkin says I must rest right where I am, and she will
take care of me, because she says I am injured on her premises by her gatepost,
and it is only fair that she does something for me. In fact, from the way Miss
Amelia Bodkin takes on about me being moved, I figure it is the old sex appeal,
although afterwards I find out it is only because she is lonesome, and nursing
me will give her something to do.

Well, naturally I am not opposing her idea, because the way I look at it, I
will be able to handle the situation about the letters, and also the
silverware, very nicely as an inside job, so I try to act even worse off than I
am, although of course anybody who knows about the time I carry eight slugs in
my body from Broadway and Fiftieth Street to Brooklyn will laugh very heartily
at the idea of a cut on the noggin keeping me in bed.

After the croaker gets through sewing me up, and goes away, I tell Spanish
John to take Educated Edmund and Little Isadore and go back to New York, but to
keep in touch with me by telephone, so I can tell them when to come back, and
then I go to sleep, because I seem to be very tired. When I wake up later in
the night, I seem to have a fever, and am really somewhat sick, and Miss Amelia
Bodkin is sitting beside my bed swabbing my noggin with a cool cloth, which
feels very pleasant, indeed.

I am better in the morning, and am able to knock over a little breakfast
which she brings to me on a tray, and I am commencing to see where being an
invalid is not so bad, at that, especially when there are no coppers at your
bedside every time you open your eyes asking who does it to you.

I can see Miss Amelia Bodkin gets quite a bang out of having somebody to
take care of, although of course if she knows who she is taking care of at this
time, the chances are she will be running up the road calling for the
gendarmes. It is not until after breakfast that I can get her to go and grab
herself a little sleep, and while she is away sleeping the old guy who seems to
be the butler is in and out of my room every now and then to see how I am
getting along.

He is a gabby old guy, and pretty soon he is telling me all about Miss
Amelia Bodkin, and what he tells me is that she is the oldtime sweetheart of a
guy in New York who is at the head of a big business, and very rich, and of
course I know this guy is Mr. Jabez Tuesday, although the old guy who seems to
be the butler never mentions his name.

'They are together many years,' he says to me. 'He is very poor when they
meet, and she has a little money, and establishes him in business, and by her
management of this business, and of him, she makes it a very large business,
indeed. I know, because I am with them almost from the start,' the old guy
says. 'She is very smart in business, and also very kind, and nice, if anybody
asks you.'

'Now,' the old guy says, 'I am never able to figure out why they do not get
married, because there is no doubt she loves him, and he loves her, but Miss
Amelia Bodkin once tells me that it is because they are too poor at the start,
and too busy later on to think of such things as getting married, and so they
drift along the way they are, until all of a sudden he is rich. Then,' the old
guy says, 'I can see he is getting away from her, although she never sees it
herself, and I am not surprised when a few years ago he convinces her it is
best for her to retire from active work, and move out to this spot.'

'He comes out here fairly often at first,' the old guy says, 'but gradually
he stretches the time between his visits, and now we do not see him once in a
coon's age. Well,' the old guy says, 'it is just such a case as often comes up
in life. In fact, I personally know of some others. But Miss Amelia Bodkin
still thinks he loves her, and that only business keeps him away so much, so
you can see she either is not as smart as she looks or is kidding herself.
Well,' the old guy says, 'I will now bring you a little orange-juice, although
I do not mind saying you do not look to me like a guy who drinks orange-juice
as a steady proposition.'

Now I am taking many a gander around the bedroom to see if I can case the
box of letters that Mr. Jabez Tuesday speaks of, but there is no box such as he
describes in sight. Then in the evening, When Miss Amelia Bodkin is in the
room, and I seem to be dozing, she pulls out a drawer in the bureau, and hauls
out a big inlaid box, and sits down at a table under a reading-lamp, and opens
this box and begins reading some old letters. And as she sits there reading
those letters, with me watching her through my eyelashes, sometimes she smiles,
but once I see little tears rolling down her cheeks.

All of a sudden she looks at me, and catches me with my eyes wide open, and
I can see her face turn red, and then she laughs, and speaks to me, as follows:
'Old love-letters,' she says, tapping the box. 'From my old sweetheart,' she
says. 'I read some of them every night of my life. Am I not foolish and
sentimental to do such a thing?'

Well, I tell Miss Amelia Bodkin she is sentimental all right, but I do not
tell her just how foolish she is to be letting me in on where she plants these
letters, although of course I am greatly pleased to have this information. I
tell Miss Amelia Bodkin that personally I never write a love-letter, and never
get a love-letter and in fact, while I hear of these propositions, I never even
see a love-letter before, and this is all as true as you are a foot high. Then
Miss Amelia Bodkin laughs a little, and says to me as follows:

'Why,' she says, 'you are a very unusual chap, indeed, not to know what a
love-letter is like. Why,' she says, 'I think I will read you a few of the most
wonderful love-letters in this world. It will do no harm,' she says, 'because
you do not know the writer, and you must lie there and think of me, not old and
ugly, as you see me now, but as young, and maybe a little bit pretty.'

So Miss Amelia Bodkin opens a letter and reads it to me, and her voice is
soft and low as she reads, but she scarcely ever looks at the letter as she is
reading, so I can see she knows it pretty much by heart. Furthermore, I can see
that she thinks this letter is quite a masterpiece, but while I am no judge of
love-letters, because this is the first one I ever hear, I wish to say I
consider it nothing but great nonsense.

'Sweetheart mine,' this love-letter says, 'I am still thinking of you as I
see you yesterday standing in front of the house with the sunlight turning your
dark brown hair to wonderful bronze. Darling,' it says, 'I love the colour of
your hair. I am so glad you are not a blonde. I hate blondes, they are so
empty-headed, and mean, and deceitful. Also they are bad-tempered,' the letter
says. 'I will never trust a blonde any farther than I can throw a bull by the
tail. I never see a blonde in my life who is not a plumb washout,' it says.
'Most of them are nothing but peroxide, anyway. Business is improving,' it
says. 'Sausage is going up. I love you now and always, my baby doll.'

Well, there are others worse than this, and all of them speak of her as
sweetheart, or baby, or darlingest one, and also as loveykins, and precious,
and angel, and I do not know what all else, and several of them speak of how
things will be after they marry, and as I judge these are Mr. Jabez Tuesday's
letters, all right, I can see where they are full of dynamite for a guy who is
figuring on taking a run-out powder on a doll. In fact, I say something to this
general effect to Miss Amelia Bodkin, just for something to say.

'Why,' she says, 'what do you mean?'

'Well,' I say, 'documents such as these are known to bring large prices
under certain conditions.'

Now Miss Amelia Bodkin looks at me a moment as if wondering what is in my
mind, and then she shakes her head as if she gives it up, and laughs and speaks
as follows:

'Well,' she says, 'one thing is certain, my letters will never bring a
price, no matter how large, under any conditions, even if anybody ever wants
them. Why,' she says, 'these are my greatest treasure. They are my memories of
my happiest days. Why,' she says, 'I will not part with these letters for a
million dollars.'

Naturally I can see from this remark that Mr. Jabez Tuesday makes a very
economical deal with me at ten G's for the letters, but of course I do not
mention this to Miss Amelia Bodkin as I watch her put her love-letters back in
the inlaid box, and put the box back in the drawer of the bureau. I thank her
for letting me hear the letters, and then I tell her good night, and I go to
sleep, and the next day I telephone to a certain number in Clinton Street and
leave word for Educated Edmund and Spanish John and Little Isadore to come and
get me, as I am tired of being an invalid.

Now the next day is Saturday, and the day that comes after is bound to be
Sunday, and they come to see me on Saturday, and promise to come back for me
Sunday, as the car is now unravelled and running all right, although my friend
in Clinton Street is beefing no little about the way his fenders are bent. But
before they arrive Sunday morning, who is there ahead of them bright and early
but Mr. Jabez Tuesday in a big town car.

Furthermore, as he walks into the house, all dressed up in a cutaway coat,
and a high hat, he grabs Miss Amelia Bodkin in his arms, and kisses her
ker-plump right on the smush, which information I afterwards receive from the
old guy who seems to be the butler. From upstairs I can personally hear Miss
Amelia Bodkin crying more than somewhat, and then I hear Mr Jabez Tuesday speak
in a loud, hearty voice as follows:

'Now, now, now, 'Mely,' Mr. Tuesday says. 'Do not be crying, especially on
my new white vest. Cheer up,' Mr. Tuesday says, 'and listen to the arrangements
I make for our wedding to-morrow, and our honeymoon in Montreal. Yes, indeed,
'Mely,' Mr. Tuesday says, 'you are the only one for me, because you understand
me from A to Izzard. Give me another big kiss, 'Mely, and let us sit down and
talk things over.'

Well, I judge from the sound that he gets his kiss, and it is a very large
kiss, indeed, with the cut-out open, and then I hear them chewing the rag at
great length in the living-room downstairs. Finally I hear Mr. Jabez Tuesday
speak as follows:

'You know, 'Mely,' he says, 'you and I are just plain ordinary folks without
any lugs, and,' he says, 'this is why we fit each other so well. I am sick and
tired of people who pretend to be high-toned and mighty, when they do not have
a white quarter to their name. They have no manners whatever. Why, only last
night,' Mr. Jabez Tuesday says, 'I am calling on a high-toned family in New
York by the name of Scarwater, and out of a clear sky I am grossly insulted by
the daughter of the house, and practically turned out in the street. I never
receive such treatment in my life,' he says. 'Mely,' he says, 'give me another
kiss, and see if you feel a bump here on my head'. Of course, Mr. Jabez Tuesday
is somewhat surprised to see me present later on, but he never lets on he knows
me, and naturally I do not give Mr. Jabez any tumble whatever at the moment,
and by and by Educated Edmund and Spanish John and Little Isadore come for me
in the car, and I thank Miss Amelia Bodkin for her kindness to me, and leave
her standing on the lawn with Mr. Jabez Tuesday waving us good-bye.

And Miss Amelia Bodkin looks so happy as she snuggles up close to Mr. Jabez
Tuesday that I am glad I take the chance, which is always better than an
even-money chance these days, that Miss Valeria Scarwater is a blonde, and send
Educated Edmund to her to read her Mr. Tuesday's letter in which he speaks of
blondes. But of course I am sorry that this and other letters that I tell
Educated Edmund to read to her heats her up so far as to make her forget she is
a lady and causes her to slug Mr. Jabez Tuesday on the bean with an 18-carat
vanity case, as she tells him to get out of her life.

So [Harry the Horse says] there is nothing more to the story, except we are
now looking for Judge Goldfobber to get him to take up a legal matter for us
with Mr. Jabez Tuesday. It is true Mr. Tuesday pays us the ten G's, but he
never lets us take the silverware he speaks of, not even the Paul Revere
teapot, which he says is so valuable, and in fact when we drop around to Miss
Amelia Bodkin's house to pick up these articles one night not long ago, the old
guy who seems to be the butler lets off a double-barrelled shotgun at us, and
acts very nasty in general.

So [Harry says] we are going to see if we can get Judge Goldfobber to sue
Mr. Jabez Tuesday for breach of promise.
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Only a rank sucker will think of taking two peeks at Dave the Dude's doll,
because while Dave may stand for the first peek, figuring it is a mistake, it
is a sure thing he will get sored up at the second peek, and Dave the Dude is
certainly not a man to have sored up at you.

But this Waldo Winchester is one hundred per cent. sucker, which is why he
takes quite a number of peeks at Dave's doll. And what is more, she takes quite
a number of peeks right back at him. And there you are. When a guy and a doll
get to taking peeks back and forth at each other, why, there you are
indeed.

This Waldo Winchester is a nice-looking young guy who writes pieces about
Broadway for the Morning Item. He writes about the goings-on in night clubs,
such as fights, and one thing and another, and also about who is running around
with who, including guys and dolls.

Sometimes this is very embarrassing to people who may be married and are
running around with people who are not married, but of course Waldo Winchester
cannot be expected to ask one and all for their marriage certificates before he
writes his pieces for the paper.

The chances are if Waldo Winchester knows Miss Billy Perry is Dave the
Dude's doll, he will never take more than his first peek at her, but nobody
tips him off until his second or third peek, and by this time Miss Billy Perry
is taking her peeks back at him and Waldo Winchester is hooked.

In fact, he is plumb gone, and being a sucker, like I tell you, he does not
care whose doll she is. Personally, I do not blame him much, for Miss Billy
Perry is worth a few peeks, especially when she is out on the floor of Miss
Missouri Martin's Sixteen Hundred Club doing her tap dance. Still, I do not
think the best tap-dancer that ever lives can make me take two peeks at her if
I know she is Dave the Dude's doll, for Dave somehow thinks more than somewhat
of his dolls.

He especially thinks plenty of Miss Billy Perry, and sends her fur coats,
and diamond rings, and one thing and another, which she sends back to him at
once, because it seems she does not take presents from guys. This is considered
most surprising all along Broadway, but people figure the chances are she has
some other angle.

Anyway, this does not keep Dave the Dude from liking her just the same, and
so she is considered his doll by one and all, and is respected accordingly
until this Waldo Winchester comes along.

It happens that he comes along while Dave the Dude is off in the Modoc on a
little run down to the Bahamas to get some goods for his business, such as
Scotch and champagne, and by the time Dave gets back Miss Billy Perry and Waldo
Winchester are at the stage where they sit in corners between her numbers and
hold hands.

Of course nobody tells Dave the Dude about this, because they do not wish to
get him excited. Not even Miss Missouri Martin tells him, which is most unusual
because Miss Missouri Martin, who is sometimes called 'Mizzoo' for short, tells
everything she knows as soon as she knows it, which is very often before it
happens.

You see, the idea is when Dave the Dude is excited he may blow somebody's
brains out, and the chances are it will be nobody's brains but Waldo
Winchester's, although some claim that Waldo Winchester has no brains or he
will not be hanging around Dave the Dude's doll.

I know Dave is very, very fond of Miss Billy Perry, because I hear him talk
to her several times, and he is most polite to her and never gets out of line
in her company by using cuss words, or anything like this. Furthermore, one
night when One-eyed Solly Abrahams is a little stewed up he refers to Miss
Billy Perry as a broad, meaning no harm whatever, for this is the way many of
the boys speak of the dolls.

But right away Dave the Dude reaches across the table and bops One-eyed
Solly right in the mouth, so everybody knows from then on that Dave thinks well
of Miss Billy Perry. Of course Dave is always thinking fairly well of some doll
as far as this goes, but it is seldom he gets to bopping guys in the mouth over
them.

Well, one night what happens but Dave the Dude walks into the Sixteen
Hundred Club, and there in the entrance, what does he see but this Waldo
Winchester and Miss Billy Perry kissing each other back and forth friendly.
Right away Dave reaches for the old equalizer to shoot Waldo Winchester, but it
seems Dave does not happen to have the old equalizer with him, not expecting to
have to shoot anybody this particular evening.

So Dave the Dude walks over and, as Waldo Winchester hears him corning and
lets go his strangle-hold on Miss Billy Perry, Dave nails him with a big right
hand on the chin. I will say for Dave the Dude that he is a fair puncher with
his right hand, though his left is not so good, and he knocks Waldo Winchester
bow-legged. In fact, Waldo folds right up on the floor.

Well, Miss Billy Perry lets out a screech you can hear clear to the Battery
and runs over to where Waldo Winchester lights, and falls on top of him
squalling very loud. All anybody can make out of what she says is that Dave the
Dude is a big bum, although Dave is not so big, at that, and that she loves
Waldo Winchester.

Dave walks over and starts to give Waldo Winchester the leather, which is
considered customary in such cases, but he seems to change his mind, and
instead of booting Waldo around, Dave turns and walks out of the joint looking
very black and mad, and the next anybody hears of him he is over in the Chicken
Club doing plenty of drinking.

This is regarded as a very bad sign indeed, because while everybody goes to
the Chicken Club now and then to give Tony Berzola, the owner, a friendly play,
very few people care to do any drinking there, because Tony's liquor is not
meant for anybody to drink except the customers.

Well, Miss Billy Perry gets Waldo Winchester on his pegs again, and wipes
his chin off with her handkerchief, and by and by he is all okay except for a
big lump on his chin. And all the time she is telling Waldo Winchester what a
big bum Dave the Dude is, although afterwards Miss Missouri Martin gets hold of
Miss Billy Perry and puts the blast on her plenty for chasing a two-handed
spender such as Dave the Dude out of the joint.

'You are nothing but a little sap,' Miss Missouri Martin tells Miss Billy
Perry. 'You cannot get the right time off this newspaper guy, while everybody
knows Dave the Dude is a very fast man with a dollar.'

'But I love Mr. Winchester,' says Miss Billy Perry. 'He is so romantic. He
is not a bootlegger and a gunman like Dave the Dude. He puts lovely pieces in
the paper about me, and he is a gentleman at all times.'

Now of course Miss Missouri Martin is not in a position to argue about
gentlemen, because she meets very few in the Sixteen Hundred Club and anyway,
she does not wish to make Waldo Winchester mad as he is apt to turn around and
put pieces in his paper that will be a knock to the joint, so she lets the
matter drop.

Miss Billy Perry and Waldo Winchester go on holding hands between her
numbers, and maybe kissing each other now and then, as young people are liable
to do, and Dave the Dude plays the chill for the Sixteen Hundred Club and
everything seems to be all right. Naturally we are all very glad there is no
more trouble over the proposition, because the best Dave can get is the worst
of it in a jam with a newspaper guy.

Personally, I figure Dave will soon find himself another doll and forget all
about Miss Billy Perry, because now that I take another peek at her, I can see
where she is just about the same as any other tap-dancer, except that she is
red-headed. Tap-dancers are generally blackheads, but I do not know why.

Moosh, the doorman at the Sixteen Hundred Club, tells me Miss Missouri
Martin keeps plugging for Dave the Dude with Miss Billy Perry in a quiet way,
because he says he hears Miss Missouri Martin make the following crack one
night to her: 'Well, I do not see any Simple Simon on your lean and
linger.'

This is Miss Missouri Martin's way of saying she sees no diamond on Miss
Billy Perry's finger, for Miss Missouri Martin is an old experienced doll, who
figures if a guy loves a doll he will prove it with diamonds. Miss Missouri
Martin has many diamonds herself, though how any guy can ever get himself
heated up enough about Miss Missouri Martin to give her diamonds is more than I
can see.

I am not a guy who goes around much, so I do not see Dave the Dude for a
couple of weeks, but late one Sunday afternoon little Johnny McGowan, who is
one of Dave's men, comes and says to me like this: 'What do you think? Dave
grabs the scribe a little while ago and is taking him out for an airing!'

Well, Johnny is so excited it is some time before I can get him cooled out
enough to explain. It seems that Dave the Dude gets his biggest car out of the
garage and sends his driver, Wop Joe, over to the Item office where Waldo
Winchester works, with a message that Miss Billy Perry wishes to see Waldo
right away at Miss Missouri Martin's apartment on Fifty-ninth Street.

Of course this message is nothing but the phonus bolonus, but Waldo drops in
for it and gets in the car. Then Wop Joe drives him up to Miss Missouri
Martin's apartment, and who gets in the car there but Dave the Dude. And away
they go.

Now this is very bad news indeed, because when Dave the Dude takes a guy out
for an airing the guy very often does not come back. What happens to him I
never ask, because the best a guy can get by asking questions in this man's
town is a bust in the nose.

But I am much worried over this proposition, because I like Dave the Dude,
and I know that taking a newspaper guy like Waldo Winchester out for an airing
is apt to cause talk, especially if he does not come back. The other guys that
Dave the Dude takes out for airings do not mean much in particular, but here is
a guy who may produce trouble, even if he is a sucker, on account of being
connected with a newspaper.

I know enough about newspapers to know that by and by the editor or somebody
will be around wishing to know where Waldo Winchester's pieces about Broadway
are, and if there are no pieces from Waldo Winchester, the editor will wish to
know why. Finally it will get around to where other people will wish to know,
and after a while many people will be running around saying: 'Where is Waldo
Winchester?'

And if enough people in this town get to running around saying where is
So-and-so, it becomes a great mystery and the newspapers hop on the cops and
the cops hop on everybody, and by and by there is so much heat in town that it
is no place for a guy to be.

But what is to be done about this situation I do not know. Personally, it
strikes me as very bad indeed, and while Johnny goes away to do a little
telephoning, I am trying to think up some place to go where people will see me,
and remember afterwards that I am there in case it is necessary for them to
remember.

Finally Johnny comes back, very excited, and says: 'Hey, the Dude is up at
the Woodcock Inn on the Pelham Parkway, and he is sending out the word for one
and all to come at once. Good Time Charley Bernstein just gets the wire and
tells me. Something is doing. The rest of the mob are on their way, so let us
be moving.'

But here is an invitation which does not strike me as a good thing at all.
The way I look at it, Dave the Dude is no company for a guy like me at this
time. The chances are he either does something to Waldo Winchester already, or
is getting ready to do something to him which I wish no part of.

Personally, I have nothing against newspaper guys, not even the ones who
write pieces about Broadway. If Dave the Dude wishes to do something to Waldo
Winchester, all right, but what is the sense of bringing outsiders into it? But
the next thing I know, I am in Johnny McGowan's roadster, and he is zipping
along very fast indeed, paying practically no attention to traffic lights or
anything else.

As we go busting out the Concourse, I get to thinking the situation over,
and I figure that Dave the Dude probably keeps thinking about Miss Billy Perry,
and drinking liquor such as they sell in the Chicken Club, until finally he
blows his topper. The way I look at it, only a guy who is off his nut will
think of taking a newspaper guy out for an airing over a doll, when dolls are a
dime a dozen in this man's town.

Still, I remember reading in the papers about a lot of different guys who
are considered very sensible until they get tangled up with a doll, and maybe
loving her, and the first thing anybody knows they hop out of windows, or shoot
themselves, or somebody else, and I can see where even a guy like Dave the Dude
may go daffy over a doll.

I can see that little Johnny McGowan is worried, too, but he does not say
much, and we pull up in front of the Woodcock Inn in no time whatever, to find
a lot of other cars there ahead of us, some of which I recognize as belonging
to different parties.

The Woodcock Inn is what is called a road house, and is run by Big Nig
Skolsky, a very nice man indeed, and a friend of everybody's. It stands back a
piece off the Pelham Parkway and is a very pleasant place to go to, what with
Nig having a good band and a floor show with a lot of fair-looking dolls, and
everything else a man can wish for a good time. It gets a nice play from nice
people, although Nig's liquor is nothing extra.

Personally, I never go there much, because I do not care for road houses,
but it is a great spot for Dave the Dude when he is pitching parties, or even
when he is only drinking single-handed. There is a lot of racket in the joint
as we drive up, and who comes out to meet us but Dave the Dude himself with a
big hello. His face is very red, and he seems heated up no little, but he does
not look like a guy who is meaning any harm to anybody, especially a newspaper
guy.

'Come in, guys!' Dave the Dude yells. 'Come right in!'

So we go in, and the place is full of people sitting at tables, or out on
the floor dancing, and I see Miss Missouri Martin with all her diamonds hanging
from her in different places, and Good Time Charley Bernstein, and Feet
Samuels, and Tony Bertazzola, and Skeets Boliver, and Nick the Greek, and
Rochester Red, and a lot of other guys and dolls from around and about.

In fact, it looks as if everybody from all the joints on Broadway are
present, including Miss Billy Perry, who is all dressed up in white and is
lugging a big bundle of orchids and so forth, and who is giggling and smiling
and shaking hands and going on generally. And finally I see Waldo Winchester,
the scribe, sitting at a ringside table all by himself, but there is nothing
wrong with him as far as I can see. I mean, he seems to be all in one piece so
far.

'Dave,' I say to Dave the Dude, very quiet, 'what is coming off here? You
know a guy cannot be too careful what he does around this town, and I will hate
to see you tangled up in anything right now.'

'Why,' Dave says, 'what are you talking about? Nothing is coming off here
but a wedding, and it is going to be the best wedding anybody on Broadway ever
sees. We are waiting for the preacher now.'

'You mean somebody is going to be married?' I ask, being now somewhat
confused.

'Certainly,' Dave the Dude says. 'What do you think? What is the idea of a
wedding, anyway?'

'Who is going to be married?' I ask.

'Nobody but Billy and the scribe,' Dave says. 'This is the greatest thing I
ever do in my life. I run into Billy the other night and she is crying her eyes
out because she loves this scribe and wishes to marry him, but it seems the
scribe has nothing he can use for money. So I tell Billy to leave it to me,
because you know I love her myself so much I wish to see her happy at all
times, even if she has to marry to be that way.

'So I frame this wedding party, and after they are married I am going to
stake them to a few G's so they can get a good running start,' Dave says. 'But
I do not tell the scribe and I do not let Billy tell him as I wish it to be a
big surprise to him. I kidnap him this afternoon and bring him out here and he
is scared half to death thinking I am going to scrag him.

'In fact,' Dave says, 'I never see a guy so scared. He is still so scared
nothing seems to cheer him up. Go over and tell him to shake himself together,
because nothing but happiness for him is coming off here.'

Well, I wish to say I am greatly relieved to think that Dave intends doing
nothing worse to Waldo Winchester than getting him married up, so I go over to
where Waldo is sitting. He certainly looks somewhat alarmed. He is all in a
huddle with himself, and he has what you call a vacant stare in his eyes. I can
see that he is indeed frightened, so I give him a jolly slap on the back and I
say: 'Congratulations, pal! Cheer up, the worst is yet to come!'

'You bet it is,' Waldo Winchester says, his voice so solemn I am greatly
surprised.

'You are a fine-looking bridegroom,' I say. 'You look as if you are at a
funeral instead of a wedding. Why do you not laugh ha-ha, and maybe take a dram
or two and go to cutting up some?'

'Mister,' says Waldo Winchester, 'my wife is not going to care for me
getting married to Miss Billy Perry.'

'Your wife?' I say, much astonished. 'What is this you are speaking of? How
can you have any wife except Miss Billy Perry? This is great foolishness.'

'I know,' Waldo says, very sad. 'I know. But I got a wife just the same, and
she is going to be very nervous when she hears about this. My wife is very
strict with me. My wife does not allow me to go around marrying people. My wife
is Lola Sapola, of the Rolling Sapolas, the acrobats, and I am married to her
for five years. She is the strong lady who juggles the other four people in the
act. My wife just gets back from a year's tour of the Interstate time, and she
is at the Marx Hotel right this minute. I am upset by this proposition.'

'Does Miss Billy Perry know about this wife?' I ask.

'No,' he says. 'No. She thinks I am single-o.'

'But why do you not tell Dave the Dude you are already married when he
brings you out here to marry you off to Miss Billy Perry?' I ask. 'It seems to
me a newspaper guy must know it is against the law for a guy to marry several
different dolls unless he is a Turk, or some such.'

'Well,' Waldo says, 'if I tell Dave the Dude I am married after taking his
doll away from him, I am quite sure Dave will be very much excited, and maybe
do something harmful to my health.'

Now there is much in what the guy says, to be sure. I am inclined to think,
myself, that Dave will be somewhat disturbed when he learns of this situation,
especially when Miss Billy Perry starts in being unhappy about it. But what is
to be done I do not know, except maybe to let the wedding go on, and then when
Waldo is out of reach of Dave, to put in a claim that he is insane, and that
the marriage does not count. It is a sure thing I do not wish to be around when
Dave the Dude hears Waldo is already married.

I am thinking that maybe I better take it on the lam out of here, when there
is a great row at the door and I hear Dave the Dude yelling that the preacher
arrives. He is a very nice-looking preacher, at that, though he seems somewhat
surprised by the goings-on, especially when Miss Missouri Martin steps up and
takes charge of him. Miss Missouri Martin tells him she is fond of preachers,
and is quite used to them, because she is twice married by preachers, and twice
by justices of the peace, and once by a ship's captain at sea.

By this time one and all present, except maybe myself and Waldo Winchester,
and the preacher and maybe Miss Billy Perry, are somewhat corned. Waldo is
still sitting at his table looking very sad and saying 'Yes' and 'No' to Miss
Billy Perry whenever she skips past him, for Miss Billy Perry is too much
pleasured up with happiness to stay long in one spot.

Dave the Dude is more corned than anybody else, because he has two or three
days' running start on everybody. And when Dave the Dude is corned I wish to
say that he is a very unreliable guy as to temper, and he is apt to explode
right in your face any minute. But he seems to be getting a great bang out of
the doings.

Well, by and by Nig Skolsky has the dance floor cleared, and then he moves
out on the floor a sort of arch of very beautiful flowers. The idea seems to be
that Miss Billy Perry and Waldo Winchester are to be married under this arch. I
can see that Dave the Dude must put in several days planning this whole
proposition, and it must cost him plenty of the old do-re-mi, especially as I
see him showing Miss Missouri Martin a diamond ring as big as a cough drop.

'It is for the bride,' Dave the Dude says. 'The poor loogan she is marrying
will never have enough dough to buy her such a rock, and she always wishes a
big one. I get it off a guy who brings it in from Los Angeles. I am going to
give the bride away myself in person, so how do I act, Mizzoo? I want Billy to
have everything according to the book.'

Well, while Miss Missouri Martin is trying to remember back to one of her
weddings to tell him, I take another peek at Waldo Winchester to see how he is
making out. I once see two guys go to the old warm squativoo up in Sing Sing,
and I wish to say both are laughing heartily compared to Waldo Winchester at
this moment.

Miss Billy Perry is sitting with him and the orchestra leader is calling his
men dirty names because none of them can think of how 'Oh, Promise Me' goes,
when Dave the Dude yells: 'Well, we are all set! Let the happy couple step
forward!'

Miss Billy Perry bounces up and grabs Waldo Winchester by the arm and pulls
him up out of his chair. After a peek at his face I am willing to lay 6 to 5 he
does not make the arch. But he finally gets there with everybody laughing and
clapping their hands, and the preacher comes forward, and Dave the Dude looks
happier than I ever see him look before in his life as they all get together
under the arch of flowers.

Well, all of a sudden there is a terrible racket at the front door of the
Woodcock Inn, with some doll doing a lot of hollering in a deep voice that
sounds like a man's, and naturally everybody turns and looks that way. The
doorman, a guy by the name of Slugsy Sachs, who is a very hard man indeed,
seems to be trying to keep somebody out, but pretty soon there is a heavy bump
and Slugsy Sachs falls down, and in comes a doll about four feet high and five
feet wide.

In fact, I never see such a wide doll. She looks all hammered down. Her face
is almost as wide as her shoulders, and makes me think of a great big full
moon. She comes in bounding-like, and I can see that she is all churned up
about something. As she bounces in, I hear a gurgle, and I look around to see
Waldo Winchester slumping down to the floor, almost dragging Miss Billy Perry
with him.

Well, the wide doll walks right up to the bunch under the arch and says in a
large bass voice: 'Which one is Dave the Dude?'

'I am Dave the Dude,' says Dave the Dude, stepping up. 'What do you mean by
busting in here like a walrus and gumming up our wedding?'

'So you are the guy who kidnaps my ever-loving husband to marry him off to
this little red-headed pancake here, are you?' the wide doll says, looking at
Dave the Dude, but pointing at Miss Billy Perry.

Well now, calling Miss Billy Perry a pancake to Dave the Dude is a very
serious proposition, and Dave the Dude gets very angry. He is usually rather
polite to dolls, but you can see he does not care for the wide doll's manner
whatever.

'Say, listen here,' Dave the Dude says, 'you better take a walk before
somebody clips you. You must be drunk,' he says. 'Or daffy,' he says. 'What are
you talking about, anyway?'

'You will see what I am talking about,' the wide doll yells. 'The guy on the
floor there is my lawful husband. You probably frighten him to death, the poor
dear. You kidnap him to marry this red-headed thing, and I am going to get you
arrested as sure as my name is Lola Sapola, you simple-looking tramp!'

Naturally, everybody is greatly horrified at a doll using such language to
Dave the Dude, because Dave is known to shoot guys for much less, but instead
of doing something to the wide doll at once, Dave says: 'What is this talk I
hear? Who is married to who? Get out of here!' Dave says, grabbing the wide
doll's arm.

Well, she makes out as if she is going to slap Dave in the face with her
left hand, and Dave naturally pulls his kisser out of the way. But instead of
doing anything with her left, Lola Sapola suddenly drives her right fist
smack-dab into Dave the Dude's stomach, which naturally comes forward as his
face goes back.

I wish to say I see many a body punch delivered in my life, but I never see
a prettier one than this. What is more, Lola Sapola steps in with the punch, so
there is plenty on it.

Now a guy who eats and drinks like Dave the Dude does cannot take them so
good in the stomach, so Dave goes 'oof,' and sits down very hard on the dance
floor, and as he is sitting there he is fumbling in his pants pocket for the
old equalizer, so everybody around tears for cover except Lola Sapola, and Miss
Billy Perry, and Waldo Winchester.

But before he can get his pistol out, Lola Sapola reaches down and grabs
Dave by the collar and hoists him to his feet. She lets go her hold on him,
leaving Dave standing on his pins, but teetering around somewhat, and then she
drives her right hand to Dave's stomach a second time.

The punch drops Dave again, and Lola steps up to him as if she is going to
give him the foot. But she only gathers up Waldo Winchester from off the floor
and slings him across her shoulder like he is a sack of oats, and starts for
the door. Dave the Dude sits up on the floor again and by this time he has the
old equalizer in his duke.

'Only for me being a gentleman I will fill you full of slugs,' he yells.

Lola Sapola never even looks back, because by this time she is petting Waldo
Winchester's head and calling him loving names and saying what a shame it is
for bad characters like Dave the Dude to be abusing her precious one. It all
sounds to me as if Lola Sapola thinks well of Waldo Winchester.

Well, after she gets out of sight, Dave the Dude gets up off the floor and
stands there looking at Miss Billy Perry, who is out to break all crying
records. The rest of us come out from under cover, including the preacher, and
we are wondering how mad Dave the Dude is going to be about the wedding being
ruined. But Dave the Dude seems only disappointed and sad.

'Billy,' he says to Miss Billy Perry, 'I am mighty sorry you do not get your
wedding. All I wish for is your happiness, but I do not believe you can ever be
happy with this scribe if he also has to have his lion tamer around. As Cupid I
am a total bust. This is the only nice thing I ever try to do in my whole life,
and it is too bad it does not come off. Maybe if you wait until we can drown
her, or something--'

'Dave,' says Miss Billy Perry, dropping so many tears that she seems to
finally wash herself right into Dave the Dude's arms, 'I will never, never be
happy with such a guy as Waldo Winchester. I can see now you are the only man
for me.'

'Well, well, well,' Dave the Dude says, cheering right up. 'Where is the
preacher? Bring on the preacher and let us have our wedding anyway.'

I see Mr. and Mrs. Dave the Dude the other day, and they seem very happy.
But you never can tell about married people, so of course I am never going to
let on to Dave the Dude that I am the one who telephones Lola Sapola at the
Marx Hotel, because maybe I do not do Dave any too much of a favour, at
that.
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Of an early evening when there is nothing much doing anywhere else, I go
around to Good Time Charley's little speak in West Forty-seventh Street that he
calls the Gingham Shoppe, and play a little klob with Charley, because business
is quiet in the Gingham Shoppe at such an hour, and Charley gets very
lonesome.

He once has a much livelier spot in Forty-eighth Street that he calls the
Crystal Room, but one night a bunch of G-guys step into the joint and bust it
wide open, besides confiscating all of Charley's stock of merchandise. It seems
that these G-guys are members of a squad that comes on from Washington, and
being strangers in the city they do not know that Good Time Charley's joint is
not supposed to be busted up, so they go ahead and bust it, just the same as if
it is any other joint.

Well, this action causes great indignation in many quarters, and a lot of
citizens advise Charley to see somebody about it. But Charley says no. Charley
says if this is the way the government is going to treat him after the way he
walks himself bow-legged over in France with the Rainbow Division, making the
Germans hard to catch, why, all right. But he is not going to holler copper
about it, although Charley says he has his own opinion of Mr. Hoover, at
that.

Personally, I greatly admire Charley for taking the disaster so calmly,
especially as it catches him with very few potatoes. Charley is a great hand
for playing the horses with any dough he makes out of the Crystal Room, and
this particular season the guys who play the horses are being murdered by the
bookies all over the country, and are in terrible distress.

So I know if Charley is not plumb broke that he has a terrible crack across
his belly, and I am not surprised that I do not see him for a couple of weeks
after the government guys knock off the Crystal Room. I hear rumours that he is
at home reading the newspapers very carefully every day, especially the
obituary notices, for it seems that Charley figures that some of the G-guys may
be tempted to take a belt or two at the merchandise they confiscate, and
Charley says if they do, he is even for life.

Finally I hear that Charley is seen buying a bolt of gingham in
Bloomington's one day, so I know he will be in action again very soon, for all
Charley needs to go into action is a bolt of gingham and a few bottles of
Golden Wedding. In fact, I know Charley to go into action without the gingham,
but as a rule he likes to drape a place of business with gingham to make it
seem more homelike to his customers, and I wish to say that when it comes to
draping gingham, Charley can make a sucker of Joseph Urban, or anybody
else.

Well, when I arrive at the Gingham Shoppe this night I am talking about,
which is around ten o'clock, I find Charley in a very indignant state of mind,
because an old tomato by the name of Dream Street Rose comes in and tracks up
his floor, just after Charley gets through mopping it up, for Charley does his
mopping in person, not being able as yet to afford any help.

Rose is sitting at a table in a corner, paying no attention to Charley's
remarks about wiping her feet on the Welcome mat at the door before she comes
in, because Rose knows there is no Welcome mat at Charley's door, anyway, but I
can see where Charley has a right to a few beefs, at that, as she leaves a
trail of black hoofprints across the clean floor as if she is walking around in
mud somewhere before she comes in, although I do not seem to remember that it
is raining when I arrive.

Now this Dream Street Rose is an old doll of maybe fifty-odd, and is a very
well-known character around and about, as she is wandering through the Forties
for many a year, and especially through West Forty-seventh Street between Sixth
and Seventh Avenues, and this block is called Dream Street. And the reason it
is called Dream Street is because in this block are many characters of one kind
and another who always seem to be dreaming of different matters.

In Dream Street there are many theatrical hotels, and rooming houses, and
restaurants, and speaks, including Good Time Charley's Gingham Shoppe, and in
the summer time the characters I mention sit on the stoops or lean against the
railings along Dream Street, and the gab you hear sometimes sounds very dreamy
indeed. In fact, it sometimes sounds very pipe-dreamy.

Many actors, male and female, and especially vaudeville actors, live in the
hotels and rooming houses, and vaudeville actors, both male and female, are
great hands for sitting around dreaming out loud about how they will
practically assassinate the public in the Palace if ever they get a chance.

Furthermore, in Dream Street are always many hand-bookies and horse players,
who sit on the church steps on the cool side of Dream Street in the summer and
dream about big killings on the races, and there are also nearly always many
fight managers, and sometimes fighters, hanging out in front of the
restaurants, picking their teeth and dreaming about winning championships of
the world, although up to this time no champion of the world has yet come out
of Dream Street.

In this street you see burlesque dolls, and hoofers, and guys who write
songs, and saxophone players, and newsboys, and newspaper scribes, and taxi
drivers, and blind guys, and midgets, and blondes with Pomeranian pooches, or
maybe French poodles, and guys with whiskers, and night-club entertainers, and
I do not know what all else. And all of these characters are interesting to
look at, and some of them are very interesting to talk to, although if you
listen to several I know long enough, you may get the idea that they are
somewhat daffy, especially the horse players.

But personally I consider all horse players more or less daffy anyway. In
fact, the way I look at it, if a guy is not daffy he will not be playing the
horses.

Now this Dream Street Rose is a short, thick-set, square-looking old doll,
with a square pan, and square shoulders, and she has heavy iron-grey hair that
she wears in a square bob, and she stands very square on her feet. In fact,
Rose is the squarest-looking doll I ever see, and she is as strong and lively
as Jim Londos, the wrestler. In fact, Jim Londos will never be any better than
6 to 5 in my line over Dream Street Rose, if she is in any kind of shape.

Nobody in this town wishes any truck with Rose if she has a few shots of
grog in her, and especially Good Time Charley's grog, for she can fight like
the dickens when she is grogged up. In fact, Rose holds many a decision in this
town, especially over coppers, because if there is one thing she hates and
despises more than somewhat it is a copper, as coppers are always heaving her
into the old can when they find her jerking citizens around and cutting up
other didoes.

For many years Rose works in the different hotels along Dream Street as a
chambermaid. She never works in any one hotel very long, because the minute she
gets a few bobs together she likes to go out and enjoy a little recreation,
such as visiting around the speaks, although she is about as welcome in most
speaks as a G-guy with a search warrant. You see, nobody can ever tell when
Rose may feel like taking the speak apart, and also the customers.

She never has any trouble getting a job back in any hotel she ever works in,
for Rose is a wonderful hand for making up beds, although several times, when
she is in a hurry to get off, I hear she makes up beds with guests still in
them, which causes a few mild beefs to the management, but does not bother
Rose. I speak of this matter only to show you that she is a very quaint
character indeed, and full of zest.

Well, I sit down to play klob with Good Time Charley, but about this time
several customers come into the Gingham Shoppe, so Charley has to go and take
care of them, leaving me alone. And while I am sitting there alone I hear Dream
Street Rose mumbling to herself over in the corner, but I pay no attention to
her, although I wish to say I am by no means unfriendly with Rose.

In fact, I say hello to her at all times, and am always very courteous to
her, as I do not wish to have her bawling me out in public, and maybe
circulating rumours about me, as she is apt to do, if she feels I am snubbing
her.

Finally I notice her motioning to me to come over to her table, and I go
over at once and sit down, because I can see that Rose is well grogged up at
this time, and I do not care to have her attracting my attention by chucking a
cuspidor at me. She offers me a drink when I sit down, but of course I never
drink anything that is sold in Good Time Charley's, as a personal favour to
Charley. He says he wishes to retain my friendship.

So I just sit there saying nothing much whatever, and Rose keeps on mumbling
to herself, and I am not able to make much of her mumbling, until finally she
looks at me and says to me like this:

'I am now going to tell you about my friend,' Rose says.

'Well, Rose,' I say, 'personally I do not care to hear about your friend,
although,' I say, 'I have no doubt that what you wish to tell me about this
friend is very interesting. But I am here to play a little klob with Good Time
Charley, and I do not have time to hear about your friend.'

'Charley is busy selling his poison to the suckers,' Rose says. 'I am now
going to tell you about my friend. It is quite a story,' she says. 'You will
listen.'

So I listen.

It is a matter of thirty-five years ago [Dream Street Rose says] and the
spot is a town in Colorado by the name of Pueblo, where there are smelters and
one thing and another. My friend is at this time maybe sixteen or seventeen
years old, and a first-class looker in every respect. Her papa is dead, and her
mamma runs a boarding-house for the guys who work in the smelters, and who are
very hearty eaters. My friend deals them off the arm for the guys in her
mamma's boarding-house to save her mamma the expense of a waitress.

Now among the boarders in this boarding-house are many guys who are always
doing a little pitching to my friend, and trying to make dates with her to take
her places, but my friend never gives them much of a tumble, because after she
gets through dealing them off the arm all day her feet generally pain her too
much to go anywhere on them except to the hay.

Finally, however, along comes a tall, skinny young guy from the East by the
name of Frank something, who has things to say to my friend that are much more
interesting than anything that has been said to her by a guy before, including
such things as love and marriage, which are always very interesting subjects to
any young doll.

This Frank is maybe twenty-five years old, and he comes from the East with
the idea of making his fortune in the West, and while it is true that fortunes
are being made in the West at this time, there is little chance that Frank is
going to make any part of a fortune, as he does not care to work very hard. In
fact, he does not care to work at all, being much more partial to playing a
little poker, or shooting a few craps, or maybe hustling a sucker around Mike's
pool room on Santa Fe Avenue, for Frank is an excellent pool player, especially
when he is playing a sucker.

Now my friend is at this time a very innocent young doll, and a good doll in
every respect, and her idea of love includes a nice little home, and children
running here and there and around and about, and she never has a wrong thought
in her life, and believes that everybody else in the world is like herself. And
the chances are if this Frank does not happen along, my friend will marry a
young guy in Pueblo by the name of Higginbottom, who is very fond of her
indeed, and who is a decent young guy and afterwards makes plenty of potatoes
in the grocery dodge.

But my friend goes very daffy over Frank and cannot see anybody but him, and
the upshot of it all is she runs away with him one day to Denver, being dumb
enough to believe that he means it when he tells her that he loves her and is
going to marry her. Why Frank ever bothers with such a doll as my friend in the
first place is always a great mystery to one and all, and the only way anybody
can explain it is that she is young and fresh, and he is a heel at heart.

'Well, Rose,' I say, 'I am now commencing to see the finish of this story
about your friend, and,' I say, 'it is such a story as anybody can hear in a
speak at any time in this town, except,' I say, 'maybe your story is longer
than somewhat. So I will now thank you, and excuse myself, and play a little
klob with Good Time Charley.'

'You will listen,' Dream Street Rose says, looking me slap-dab in the
eye.

So I listen.

Moreover, I notice now that Good Time Charley is standing behind me, bending
in an ear, as it seems that his customers take the wind after a couple of slams
of Good Time Charley's merchandise, a couple of slams being about all that even
a very hardy customer can stand at one session.

Of course [Rose goes on] the chances are Frank never intends marrying my
friend at all, and she never knows until long afterward that the reason he
leads her to the parson is that the young guy from Pueblo by the name of
Higginbottom catches up with them at the old Windsor Hotel where they are
stopping and privately pokes a six-pistol against Frank's ribs and promises
faithfully to come back and blow a hole in Frank you can throw a watermelon
through if Frank tries any phenagling around with my friend.

Well, in practically no time whatever, love's young dream is over as far as
my friend is concerned. This Frank turns out to be a most repulsive character
indeed, especially if you are figuring him as an ever-loving husband. In fact,
he is no good. He mistreats my friend in every way any guy ever thought of
mistreating a doll, and besides the old established ways of mistreating a doll,
Frank thinks up quite a number of new ways, being really quite ingenious in
this respect.

Yes, this Frank is one hundred per cent heel.

It is not so much that he gives her a thumping now and then, because, after
all, a thumping wears off, and hurts heal up, even when they are such hurts as
a broken nose and fractured ribs, and once an ankle cracked by a kick. It is
what he does to her heart, and to her innocence. He is by no means a good
husband, and does not know how to treat an ever-loving wife with any respect,
especially as he winds up by taking my friend to San Francisco and hiring her
out to a very loose character there by the name of Black Emanuel, who has a
dance joint on the Barbary Coast, which, at the time I am talking about, is
hotter than a stove. In this joint my friend has to dance with the customers,
and get them to buy beer for her and one thing and another, and this occupation
is most distasteful to my friend, as she never cares for beer.

It is there Frank leaves her for good after giving her an extra big thumping
for a keepsake, and when my friend tries to leave Black Emanuel's to go looking
for her ever-loving husband, she is somewhat surprised to hear Black Emanuel
state that he pays Frank three C's for her to remain there and continue
working. Furthermore, Black Emanuel resumes the thumpings where Frank leaves
off, and by and by my friend is much bewildered and downhearted and does not
care what happens to her.

Well, there is nothing much of interest in my friend's life for the next
thirty-odd years, except that she finally gets so she does not mind the beer so
much, and, in fact, takes quite a fondness for it, and also for light wines and
Bourbon whisky, and that she comes to realize that Frank does not love her
after all, in spite of what he says. Furthermore, in later years, after she
drifts around the country quite some, in and out of different joints, she
realises that the chances are she will never have a nice little home, with
children running here and there, and she often thinks what a disagreeable
influence Frank has on her life.

In fact, this Frank is always on her mind more than somewhat. In fact, she
thinks of him night and day, and says many a prayer that he will do well. She
manages to keep track of him, which is not hard to do, at that, as Frank is in
New York, and is becoming quite a guy in business, and is often in the
newspapers. Maybe his success is due to my friend's prayers, but the chances
are it is more because he connects up with some guy who has an invention for
doing something very interesting in steel, and by grabbing an interest in this
invention Frank gets a shove toward plenty of potatoes. Furthermore, he is
married, and is raising up a family.

About ten or twelve years ago my friend comes to New York, and by this time
she is getting a little faded around the edges. She is not so old, at that, but
the air of the Western and Southern joints is bad on the complexion, and beer
is no good for the figure. In fact, my friend is now quite a haybag, and she
does not get any better-looking in the years she spends in New York as she is
practically all out of the old sex appeal, and has to do a little heavy lifting
to keep eating. But she never forgets to keep praying that Frank will continue
to do well, and Frank certainly does this, as he is finally spoken of
everywhere very respectfully as a millionaire and a high-class guy.

In all the years she is in New York my friend never runs into Frank, as
Frank is by no means accustomed to visiting the spots where my friend hangs
out, but my friend goes to a lot of bother to get acquainted with a doll who is
a maid for some time in Frank's town house in East Seventy-fourth Street, and
through this doll my friend keeps a pretty fair line on the way Frank lives. In
fact, one day when Frank and his family are absent, my friend goes to Frank's
house with her friend, just to see what it looks like, and after an hour there
my friend has the joint pretty well cased.

So now my friend knows through her friend that on very hot nights such as
to-night Frank's family is bound to be at their country place at Port
Washington, but that Frank himself is spending the night at his town house,
because he wishes to work on a lot of papers of some kind. My friend knows
through her friend that all of Frank's servants are at Port Washington, too,
except my friend's friend, who is in charge of the town house, and Frank's
valet, a guy by the name of Sloggins.

Furthermore, my friend knows through her friend that both her friend and
Sloggins have a date to go to a movie at 8.30 o'clock, to be gone a couple of
hours, as it seems Frank is very big-hearted about giving his servants time off
for such a purpose when he is at home alone; although one night he squawks no
little when my friend is out with her friend drinking a little beer, and my
friend's friend loses her door key and has to ring the bell to the servants'
entrance, and rousts Frank out of a sound sleep.

Naturally, my friend's friend will be greatly astonished if she ever learns
that it is with this key that my friend steps into Frank's house along about
nine o'clock to-night. An electric light hangs over the servants' entrance, and
my friend locates the button that controls this light just inside the door and
turns it off, as my friend figures that maybe Frank and his family will not
care to have any of their high-class neighbours, or anyone else, see an old
doll who has no better hat than she is wearing, entering or leaving their house
at such an hour.

It is an old-fashioned sort of house, four or five stories high, with the
library on the third floor in the rear, looking out through French windows over
a nice little garden, and my friend finds Frank in the library where she
expects to find him, because she is smart enough to figure that a guy who is
working on papers is not apt to be doing his work in the cellar.

But Frank is not working on anything when my friend moves in on him. He is
dozing in a chair by the window, and, looking at him, after all these years,
she finds something of a change, indeed. He is much heavier than he is
thirty-five years back, and his hair is white, but he looks pretty well to my
friend, at that, as she stands there for maybe five minutes watching him. Then
he seems to realize somebody is in the room, as sleeping guys will do, for his
regular breathing stops with a snort, and he opens his eyes, and looks into my
friend's eyes, but without hardly stirring. And finally my friend speaks to
Frank as follows:

'Well, Frank,' she says, 'do you know me?'

'Yes,' he says, after a while, 'I know you. At first I think maybe you are a
ghost, as I once hear something about your being dead. But,' he says, 'I see
now the report is a canard. You are too fat to be a ghost.'

Well, of course, this is a most insulting crack, indeed, but my friend
passes it off as she does not wish to get in any arguments with Frank at this
time. She can see that he is upset more than somewhat and he keeps looking
around the room as if he hopes he can see somebody else he can cut in on the
conversation. In fact, he acts as if my friend is by no means a welcome
visitor.

'Well, Frank,' my friend says, very pleasant, 'there you are, and here I am.
I understand you are now a wealthy and prominent citizen of this town. I am
glad to know this, Frank,' she says. 'You will be surprised to hear that for
years and years I pray that you will do well for yourself and become a big guy
in every respect, with a nice family, and everything else. I judge my prayers
are answered,' she says. 'I see by the papers that you have two sons at Yale,
and a daughter in Vassar, and that your ever-loving wife is getting to be very
high mucky-mucky in society. Well, Frank,' she says, 'I am very glad. I pray
something like all this will happen to you.'

Now, at such a speech, Frank naturally figures that my friend is all right,
at that, and the chances are he also figures that she still has a mighty soft
spot in her heart for him, just as she has in the days when she deals them off
the arm to keep him in gambling and drinking money. In fact, Frank brightens up
somewhat, and he says to my friend like this:

'You pray for my success?' he says. 'Why, this is very thoughtful of you,
indeed. Well,' he says, 'I am sitting on top of the world. I have everything to
live for.'

'Yes,' my friend says, 'and this is exactly where I pray I will find you. On
top of the world,' she says, 'and with everything to live for. It is where I am
when you take my life. It is where I am when you kill me as surely as if you
strangle me with your hands. I always pray you will not become a bum,' my
friend says, 'because a bum has nothing to live for, anyway. I want to find you
liking to live, so you will hate so much to die.'

Naturally, this does not sound so good to Frank, and he begins all of a
sudden to shake and shiver and to stutter somewhat.

'Why,' he says, 'what do you mean? Are you going to kill me?'

'Well,' my friend says, 'that remains to be seen. Personally,' she says, 'I
will be much obliged if you will kill yourself, but it can be arranged one way
or the other. However, I will explain the disadvantages of me killing you.

'The chances are,' my friend says, 'if I kill you I will be caught and a
very great scandal will result, because,' she says, 'I have on my person the
certificate of my marriage to you in Denver, and something tells me you never
think to get a divorce. So,' she says, 'you are a bigamist.'

'I can pay,' Frank says. 'I can pay plenty.'

'Furthermore,' my friend says, paying no attention to his remark, 'I have a
sworn statement from Black Emanuel about your transaction with him, for Black
Emanuel gets religion before he dies from being shivved by Johnny Mizzoo, and
he tries to round himself up by confessing all the sins he can think of, which
are quite a lot. It is a very interesting statement,' my friend says.

'Now then,' she says, 'if you knock yourself off you will leave an
unsullied, respected name. If I kill you, all the years and effort you have
devoted to building up your reputation will go for nothing. You are past
sixty,' my friend says, 'and any way you figure it, you do not have so very far
to go. If I kill you,' she says, 'you will go in horrible disgrace, and
everybody around you will feel the disgrace, no matter how much dough you leave
them. Your children will hang their heads in shame. Your ever-loving wife will
not like it,' my friend says.

'I wait on you a long time, Frank,' my friend says. 'A dozen times in the
past twenty years I figure I may as well call on you and close up my case with
you, but,' she says, 'then I always persuade myself to wait a little longer so
you would rise higher and higher and life will be a bit sweeter to you. And
there you are, Frank,' she says, 'and here I am.'

Well, Frank sits there as if he is knocked plumb out, and he does not answer
a word; so finally my friend outs with a large John Roscoe which she is packing
in the bosom of her dress, and tosses it in his lap, and speaks as follows:

'Frank,' she says, 'do not think it will do you any good to pot me in the
back when I turn around, because,' she says, 'you will be worse off than ever.
I leave plenty of letters scattered around in case anything happens to me. And
remember,' she says, 'if you do not do this job yourself, I will be back.
Sooner or later, I will be back.'

So [Dream Street Rose says] my friend goes out of the library and down the
stairs, leaving Frank sprawled out in his chair, and when she reaches the first
floor she hears what may be a shot in the upper part of the house, and then
again maybe only a door slamming. My friend never knows for sure what it is,
because a little later as she nears the servants' entrance she hears quite a
commotion outside, and a guy cussing a blue streak, and a doll tee-heeing, and
pretty soon my friend's friend, the maid, and Sloggins, the valet, come walking
in.

Well, my friend just has time to scroonch herself back in a dark corner, and
they go upstairs, the guy still cussing and the doll still giggling, and my
friend cannot make out what it is all about except that they come home earlier
than she figures. So my friend goes tippy-toe out of the servants' entrance, to
grab a taxi not far from the house and get away from this neighbourhood, and
now you will soon hear of the suicide of a guy who is a millionaire, and it
will be all even with my friend.

'Well, Rose: I say, 'it is a nice long story, and full of romance and all
this and that, and,' I say, 'of course I will never be ungentlemanly enough to
call a lady a liar, but,' I say, 'if it is not a lie, it will do until a lie
comes along.'

'All right,' Rose says. 'Anyway, I tell you about my friend. Now,' she says,
'I am going where the liquor is better, which can be any other place in town,
because,' she says, 'there is no chance of liquor anywhere being any
worse.'

So she goes out, making more tracks on Good Time Charley's floor, and
Charley speaks most impolitely of her after she goes, and gets out his mop to
clean the floor, for one thing about Charley, he is as neat as a pin, and maybe
neater.

Well, along toward one o'clock I hear a newsboy in the street outside
yelling something I cannot make out, because he is yelling as if he has a
mouthful of mush, as newsboys are bound to do. But I am anxious to see what
goes in the first race at Belmont, on account of having a first-class tip, so I
poke my noggin outside Good Time Charley's and buy a paper, and across the
front page, in large letters, it states that the wealthy Mr. Frank
Billingsworth McQuiggan knocks himself off by putting a slug through his own
noggin.

It says Mr. McQuiggan is found in a chair in his library as dead as a
door-nail with the pistol in his lap with which he knocks himself off, and the
paper states that nobody can figure what causes Mr. McQuiggan to do such a
thing to himself as he is in good health and has plenty of potatoes and is at
the peak of his career. Then there is a lot about his history.

When Mr. McQuiggan is a young fellow returning from a visit to the Pacific
Coast with about two hundred dollars in his pocket after paying his railroad
fare, he meets in the train Jonas Calloway, famous inventor of the Calloway
steel process. Calloway, also then young, is desperately in need of funds and
he offers Mr. McQuiggan a third interest in his invention for what now seems
the paltry sum of one hundred dollars. Mr. McQuiggan accepts the offer and thus
paves the way to his own fortune.

I am telling all this to Good Time Charley while he is mopping away at the
floor, and finally I come on a paragraph down near the finish which goes like
this: 'The body was discovered by Mr. McQuiggan's faithful valet, Thomas
Sloggins, at eleven o'clock. Mr. McQuiggan was then apparently dead a couple of
hours. Sloggins returned home shortly before ten o'clock with another servant
after changing his mind about going to a movie. Instead of going to see his
employer at once, as is his usual custom, Sloggins went to his own quarters and
changed his clothes.

'The light over the servants' entrance was out when I returned home,' the
valet said, 'and in the darkness I stumbled over some scaffolding and other
material left near this entrance by workmen who are to regravel the roof of the
house to-morrow, upsetting all over the entranceway a large bucket of tar, much
of which got on my apparel when I fell, making a change necessary before going
to see Mr. McQuiggan.'

Well, Good Time Charley keeps on mopping harder than ever, though finally he
stops a minute and speaks to me as follows:

'Listen,' Charley says, 'understand I do not say the guy does not deserve
what he gets, and I am by no means hollering copper, but,' Charley says, 'if he
knocks himself off, how does it come the rod is still in his lap where Dream
Street Rose says her friend tosses it? Well, never mind,' Charley says, 'but
can you think of something that will remove tar from a wood floor? It
positively will not mop off.'

The Old Doll's House
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Now it seems that one cold winter night, a party of residents of Brooklyn
comes across the Manhattan Bridge in an automobile wishing to pay a call on a
guy by the name of Lance McGowan, who is well known to one and all along
Broadway as a coming guy in the business world.

In fact, it is generally conceded that, barring accident, Lance will someday
be one of the biggest guys in this country as an importer, and especially as an
importer of such merchandise as fine liquors, because he is very bright, and
has many good connections throughout the United States and Canada.

Furthermore, Lance McGowan is a nice-looking young guy and he has plenty of
ticker, although some citizens say he does not show very sound business
judgment in trying to move in on Angie the Ox over in Brooklyn, as Angie the Ox
is an importer himself, besides enjoying a splendid trade in other lines,
including artichokes and extortion.

Of course Lance McGowan is not interested in artichokes at all, and very
little in extortion, but he does not see any reason why he shall not place his
imports in a thriving territory such as Brooklyn, especially as his line of
merchandise is much superior to anything handled by Angie the Ox.

Anyway, Angie is one of the residents of Brooklyn in the party that wishes
to call on Lance McGowan, and besides Angie the party includes a guy by the
name of Mockie Max, who is a very prominent character in Brooklyn, and another
guy by the name of The Louse Kid, who is not so prominent, but who is
considered a very promising young guy in many respects, although personally I
think The Louse Kid has a very weak face.

He is supposed to be a wonderful hand with a burlap bag when anybody wishes
to put somebody in such a bag, which is considered a great practical joke in
Brooklyn, and in fact The Louse Kid has a burlap bag with him on the night in
question, and they are figuring on putting Lance McGowan in the bag when they
call on him, just for the laugh. Personally, I consider this a very crude form
of humour, but then Angie the Ox and the other members of his party are very
crude characters, anyway.

Well, it seems they have Lance McGowan pretty well cased, and they know that
of an evening along toward ten o'clock he nearly always strolls through West
Fifty-fourth street on his way to a certain spot on Park Avenue that is called
the Humming Bird Club, which has a very high-toned clientele, and the reason
Lance goes there is because he has a piece of the joint, and furthermore he
loves to show off his shape in a tuxedo to the swell dolls.

So these residents of Brooklyn drive in their automobile along this route,
and as they roll past Lance McGowan, Angie the Ox and Mockie Max let fly at
Lance with a couple of sawed-offs, while The Louse Kid holds the burlap bag,
figuring for all I know that Lance will be startled by the sawed-offs and will
hop into the bag like a rabbit.

But Lance is by no means a sucker, and when the first blast of slugs from
the sawed-offs breezes past him without hitting him, what does he do but hop
over a brick wall alongside him and drop into a yard on the other side. So
Angie the Ox, and Mockie Max and The Louse Kid get out of their automobile and
run up close to the wall themselves because they commence figuring that if
Lance McGowan starts popping at them from behind this wall, they will be taking
plenty the worst of it, for of course they cannot figure Lance to be strolling
about without being rodded up somewhat.

But Lance is by no means rodded up, because a rod is apt to create a bump in
his shape when he has his tuxedo on, so the story really begins with Lance
McGowan behind the brick wall, practically defenceless, and the reason I know
this story is because Lance McGowan tells most of it to me, as Lance knows that
I know his real name is Lancelot, and he feels under great obligation to me
because I never mention the matter publicly.

Now, the brick wall Lance hops over is a wall around a pretty fair-sized
yard, and the yard belongs to an old two-story stone house, and this house is
well known to one and all in this man's town as a house of great mystery, and
it is pointed out as such by the drivers of sightseeing buses.

This house belongs to an old doll by the name of Miss Abigail Ardsley, and
anybody who ever reads the newspapers will tell you that Miss Abigail Ardsley
has so many potatoes that it is really painful to think of, especially to
people who have no potatoes whatever. In fact, Miss Abigail Ardsley has
practically all the potatoes in the world, except maybe a few left over for
general circulation.

These potatoes are left to her by her papa, old Waldo Ardsley, who
accumulates same in the early days of this town by buying corner real estate
very cheap before people realize this real estate will be quite valuable later
on for fruit-juice stands and cigar stores.

It seems that Waldo is a most eccentric old bloke, and is very strict with
his daughter, and will never let her marry, or even as much as look as if she
wishes to marry, until finally she is so old she does not care a cuss about
marrying, or anything else, and becomes very eccentric herself.

In fact, Miss Abigail Ardsley becomes so eccentric that she cuts herself off
from everybody, and especially from a lot of relatives who are wishing to live
off her, and any time anybody cuts themselves off from such characters they are
considered very eccentric, indeed, especially by the relatives. She lives in
the big house all alone, except for a couple of old servants, and it is very
seldom that anybody sees her around and about, and many strange stories are
told of her.

Well, no sooner is he in the yard than Lance McGowan begins looking for a
way to get out, and one way he does not wish to get out is over the wall again,
because he figures Angie the Ox and his sawed-offs are bound to be waiting for
him in Fifty-fourth Street. So Lance looks around to see if there is some way
out of the yard in another direction, but it seems there is no such way, and
pretty soon he sees the snozzle of a sawed-off come poking over the wall, with
the ugly kisser of Angie the Ox behind it, looking for him, and there is Lance
McGowan all cornered up in the yard, and not feeling so good, at that.

Then Lance happens to try a door on one side of the house, and the door
opens at once and Lance McGowan hastens in to find himself in the living-room
of the house. It is a very large living-room with very nice furniture standing
around and about, and oil paintings on the walls, and a big old grandfather's
clock as high as the ceiling, and statuary here and there. In fact, it is such
a nice, comfortable-looking room that Lance McGowan is greatly surprised, as he
is expecting to find a regular mystery-house room such as you see in the
movies, with cobwebs here and there, and everything all rotted up, and maybe
Boris Karloff wandering about making strange noises.

But the only person in this room seems to be a little old doll all dressed
in soft white, who is sitting in a low rocking-chair by an open fireplace in
which a bright fire is going, doing some tatting.

Well, naturally Lance McGowan is somewhat startled by this scene, and he is
figuring that the best thing he can do is to guzzle the old doll before she can
commence yelling for the gendarmes, when she looks up at him and gives him a
soft smile, and speaks to him in a soft voice, as follows:

'Good evening,' the old doll says.

Well, Lance cannot think of any reply to make to this at once, as it is
certainly not a good evening for him, and he stands there looking at the old
doll, somewhat dazed, when she smiles again and tells him to sit down.

So the next thing Lance knows, he is sitting there in a chair in front of
the fireplace chewing the fat with the old doll as pleasant as you please, and
of course the old doll is nobody but Miss Abigail Ardsley. Furthermore, she
does not seem at all alarmed, or even much surprised, at seeing Lance in her
house, but then Lance is never such a looking guy as is apt to scare old dolls,
or young dolls either, especially when he is all slicked up.

Of course Lance knows who Miss Abigail Ardsley is, because he often reads
stories in the newspapers about her the same as everybody else, and he always
figures such a character must be slightly daffy to cut herself off from
everybody when she has all the potatoes in the world, and there is so much fun
going on, but he is very courteous to her, because after all he is a guest in
her home.

'You are young,' the old doll says to Lance McGowan, looking him in the
kisser. 'It is many years since a young man comes through yonder door. 'Ah,
yes,' she says, 'so many years.'

And with this she lets out a big sigh, and looks so very sad that Lance
McGowan's heart is touched. 'Forty-five years now,' the old doll says in a low
voice, as if she is talking to herself. 'So young, so handsome, and so
good.'

And although Lance is in no mood to listen to reminiscences at this time,
the next thing he knows he is hearing a very pathetic love story, because it
seems that Miss Abigail Ardsley is once all hotted up over a young guy who is
nothing but a clerk in her papa's office.

It seems from what Lance McGowan gathers that there is nothing wrong with
the young guy that a million bobs will not cure, but Miss Abigail Ardsley's
papa is a mean old waffle, and he will never listen to her having any truck
with a poor guy, so they dast not let him know how much they love each
other.

But it seems that Miss Abigail Ardsley's ever-loving young guy has plenty of
moxie, and every night he comes to see her after her papa goes to the hay, and
she lets him in through the same side-door Lance McGowan comes through, and
they sit by the fire and hold hands, and talk in low tones, and plan what they
will do when the young guy makes a scratch.

Then one night it seems Miss Abigail Ardsley's papa has the stomach ache, or
some such, and cannot sleep a wink, so he comes wandering downstairs looking
for the Jamaica ginger, and catches Miss Abigail Ardsley and her ever-loving
guy in a clutch that will win the title for any wrestler that can ever learn
it.

Well, this scene is so repulsive to Miss Abigail Ardsley's papa that he is
practically speechless for a minute, and then he orders the young guy out of
his life in every respect, and tells him never to darken his door again,
especially the side-door. But it seems that by this time a great storm is
raging outside, and Miss Abigail Ardsley begs and pleads with her papa to let
the young guy at least remain until the storm subsides, but between being all
sored up at the clutching scene he witnesses, and his stomach ache, Mr. Ardsley
is very hard-hearted, indeed, and he makes the young guy take the wind.

The next morning the poor young guy is found at the side-door frozen as
stiff as a board, because it seems that the storm that is raging is the
blizzard of 1888, which is a very famous event in the history of New York,
although up to this time Lance McGowan never hears of it before, and does not
believe it until he looks the matter up afterwards. It seems from what Miss
Abigail Ardsley says that as near as anyone can make out, the young guy must
return to the door seeking shelter after wandering about in the storm a while,
but of course by this time her papa has the door all bolted up, and nobody
hears the young guy.

'And,' Miss Abigail Ardsley says to Lance McGowan, after giving him all
these details, 'I never speak to my papa again as long as he lives, and no
other man ever comes in or out of yonder door, or any other door of this house,
until your appearance to-night, although,' she says, 'this side-door is never
locked in case such a young man comes seeking shelter.'

Then she looks at Lance McGowan in such a way that he wonders if Miss
Abigail Ardsley hears the sawed-offs going when Angie the Ox and Mockie Max are
tossing slugs at him, but he is too polite to ask.

Well, all these old-time memories seem to make Miss Abigail Ardsley feel
very tough, and by and by she starts to weep, and if there is one thing Lance
McGowan cannot stand it is a doll weeping, even if she is nothing but an old
doll. So he starts in to cheer Miss Abigail Ardsley up, and he pats her on the
arm, and says to her like this:

'Why,' Lance says, 'I am greatly surprised to hear your statement about the
doors around here being so little used. Why, Sweetheart,' Lance says, 'if I
know there is a doll as good-looking as you in the neighbourhood, and a door
unlocked, I will be busting in myself every night. Come, come, come,' Lance
says, 'let us talk things over and maybe have a few laughs, because I may have
to stick around here a while. Listen, Sweetheart,' he says, 'do you happen to
have a drink in the joint?'

Well, at this Miss Abigail Ardsley dries her eyes, and smiles again, and
then she pulls a sort of rope near her, and in comes a guy who seems about
ninety years old, and who seems greatly surprised to see Lance there. In fact,
he is so surprised that he is practically tottering when he leaves the room
after hearing Miss Abigail Ardsley tell him to bring some wine and
sandwiches.

And the wine he brings is such wine that Lance McGowan has half a mind to
send some of the lads around afterwards to see if there is any more of it in
the joint, especially when he thinks of the unlocked side-door, because he can
sell this kind of wine by the carat.

Well, Lance sits there with Miss Abigail Ardsley sipping wine and eating
sandwiches, and all the time he is telling her stories of one kind and another,
some of which he cleans up a little when he figures they may be a little too
snappy for her, and by and by he has her laughing quite heartily indeed.

Finally he figures there is no chance of Angie and his sawed-offs being
outside waiting for him, so he says he guesses he will be going, and Miss
Abigail Ardsley personally sees him to the door, and this time it is the front
door, and as Lance is leaving he thinks of something he once sees a guy do on
the stage, and he takes Miss Abigail Ardsley's hand and raises it to his lips
and gives it a large kiss, all of which is very surprising to Miss Abigail
Ardsley, but more so to Lance McGowan when he gets to thinking about it
afterwards.

Just as he figures, there is no one in sight when he gets out in the street,
so he goes on over to the Humming Bird Club, where he learns that many citizens
are greatly disturbed by his absence, and are wondering if he is in The Louse
Kid's burlap bag, for by this time it is pretty well known that Angie the Ox
and his fellow citizens of Brooklyn are around and about.

In fact, somebody tells Lance that Angie is at the moment over in Good Time
Charley's little speak in West Forty-ninth Street, buying drinks for one and
all, and telling how he makes Lance McGowan hop a brick wall, which of course
sounds most disparaging of Lance.

Well, while Angie is still buying these drinks, and still speaking of making
Lance a brick-wall hopper, all of a sudden the door of Good Time Charley's
speak opens and in comes a guy with a Betsy in his hand and this guy throws
four slugs into Angie the Ox before anybody can say hello.

Furthermore, the guy throws one slug into Mockie Max, and one slug into The
Louse Kid, who are still with Angie the Ox, so the next thing anybody knows
there is Angie as dead as a door-nail, and there is Mockie Max even deader than
Angie, and there is The Louse making a terrible fuss over a slug in his leg,
and nobody can remember what the guy who plugs them looks like, except a couple
of stool pigeons who state that the guy looks very much like Lance McGowan.

So what happens but early the next morning Johnny Brannigan, the
plain-clothes copper, puts the arm on Lance McGowan for plugging Angie the Ox,
and Mockie Max and The Louse Kid, and there is great rejoicing in copper
circles generally because at this time the newspapers are weighing in the sacks
on the coppers quite some, claiming there is too much lawlessness going on
around and about and asking why somebody is not arrested for something.

So the collar of Lance McGowan is water on the wheel of one and all because
Lance is so prominent, and anybody will tell you that it looks as if it is a
sure thing that Lance will be very severely punished, and maybe sent to the
electric chair, although he hires Judge Goldstein, who is one of the
surest-footed lawyers in this town, to defend him. But even Judge Goldstein
admits that Lance is in a tough spot, especially as the newspapers are
demanding justice, and printing long stories about Lance, and pictures of him,
and calling him some very uncouth names.

Finally Lance himself commences to worry about his predicament, although up
to this time a little thing like being charged with murder in the first degree
never bothers Lance very much. And in fact he will not be bothering very much
about this particular charge if he does not find the D. A. very fussy about
letting him out on bail. In fact, it is nearly two weeks before he lets Lance
out on bail, and all this time Lance is in the sneezer, which is a most
mortifying situation to a guy as sensitive as Lance.

Well, by the time Lance's trial comes up, you can get 3 to 1 anywhere that
he will be convicted, and the price goes up to 5 when the prosecution gets
through with its case, and proves by the stool pigeons that at exactly twelve
o'clock on the night of January 5th, Lance McGowan steps into Good Time
Charley's little speak and plugs Angie the Ox, Mockie Max and The Louse
Kid.

Furthermore, several other witnesses who claim they know Lance McGowan by
sight testify that they see Lance in the neighbourhood of Good Time Charley's
around twelve o'clock, so by the time it comes Judge Goldstein's turn to put on
the defence, many citizens are saying that if he can do no more than beat the
chair for Lance he will be doing a wonderful job.

Well, it is late in the afternoon when Judge Goldstein gets up and looks all
around the courtroom, and without making any opening statement to the jury for
the defence, as these mouthpieces usually do, he says like this:

'Call Miss Abigail Ardsley,' he says.

At first nobody quite realizes just who Judge Goldstein is calling for,
although the name sounds familiar to one and all present who read the
newspapers, when in comes a little old doll in a black silk dress that almost
reaches the floor, and a black bonnet that makes a sort of a frame for her
white hair and face.

Afterwards I read in one of the newspapers that she looks like she steps
down out of an old-fashioned ivory miniature and that she is practically
beautiful, but of course Miss Abigail Ardsley has so many potatoes that no
newspaper dast to say she looks like an old chromo.

Anyway, she comes into the courtroom surrounded by so many old guys you will
think it must be recess at the Old Men's Home, except they are all dressed up
in claw-hammer coat tails, and high collars, and afterwards it turns out that
they are the biggest lawyers in this town, and they all represent Miss Abigail
Ardsley one way or another, and they are present to see that her interests are
protected, especially from each other.

Nobody ever sees so much bowing and scraping before in a courtroom. In fact,
even the judge bows, and although I am only a spectator I find myself bowing
too, because the way I look at it, anybody with as many potatoes as Miss
Abigail Ardsley is entitled to a general bowing. When she takes the
witness-stand, her lawyers grab chairs and move up as close to her as possible,
and in the street outside there is practically a riot as word goes around that
Miss Abigail Ardsley is in the court, and citizens come running from every
which way, hoping to get a peek at the richest old doll in the world.

Well, when all hands finally get settled down a little, Judge Goldstein
speaks to Miss Abigail Ardsley as follows:

'Miss Ardsley,' he says, 'I am going to ask you just two or three questions.
Kindly look at this defendant,' Judge Goldstein says, pointing at Lance
McGowan, and giving Lance the office to stand up. 'Do you recognize him?'

Well, the little old doll takes a gander at Lance, and nods her head yes,
and Lance gives her a large smile, and Judge Goldstein says:

'Is he a caller in your home on the night of January fifth?' Judge Goldstein
asks.

'He is,' Miss Abigail Ardsley says.

'Is there a clock in the living-room in which you receive this defendant?'
Judge Goldstein says.

'There is,' Miss Abigail Ardsley says. 'A large clock,' she says. 'A
grandfather's clock.'

'Do you happen to notice,' Judge Goldstein says, 'and do you now recall the
hour indicated by this clock when the defendant leaves your home?'

'Yes,' Miss Abigail Ardsley says, 'I do happen to notice. It is just twelve
o'clock by my clock,' she says. 'Exactly twelve o'clock,' she says.

Well, this statement creates a large sensation in the courtroom, because if
it is twelve o'clock when Lance McGowan leaves Miss Abigail Ardsley's house in
West Fifty-fourth Street, anybody can see that there is no way he can be in
Good Time Charley's little speak over five blocks away at the same minute
unless he is a magician, and the judge begins peeking over his specs at the
coppers in the courtroom very severe, and the cops begin scowling at the stool
pigeons, and I am willing to lay plenty of 6 to 5 that the stools will wish
they are never born before they hear the last of this matter from the
gendarmes.

Furthermore, the guys from the D. A.'s office who are handling the
prosecution are looking much embarrassed, and the jurors are muttering to each
other, and right away Judge Goldstein says he moves that the case against his
client be dismissed, and the judge says he is in favour of the motion, and he
also says he thinks it is high time the gendarmes in this town learn to be a
little careful who they are arresting for murder, and the guys from the D. A.'s
office do not seem to be able to think of anything whatever to say.

So there is Lance as free as anybody, and as he starts to leave the
courtroom he stops by Miss Abigail Ardsley, who is still sitting in the
witness-chair surrounded by her mouthpieces, and he shakes her hand and thanks
her, and while I do not hear it myself, somebody tells me afterwards that Miss
Abigail Ardsley says to Lance in a low voice, like this:

'I will be expecting you again some night, young man,' she says.

'Some night, Sweetheart,' Lance says, 'at twelve o'clock.'

And then he goes on about his business, and Miss Abigail Ardsley goes on
about hers; and everybody says it is certainly a wonderful thing that a doll as
rich as Miss Abigail Ardsley comes forward in the interests of justice to save
a guy like Lance McGowan from a wrong rap.

But of course it is just as well for Lance that Miss Abigail Ardsley does
not explain to the court that when she recovers from the shock of the finding
of her ever-loving young guy frozen to death, she stops all the clocks in her
house at the hour she sees him last, so for forty-five years it is always
twelve o'clock in her house.
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It is maybe eleven-thirty of a Wednesday night, and I am standing at the
corner of Forty-eighth Street and Seventh Avenue, thinking about my blood
pressure, which is a proposition I never before think much about.

In fact, I never hear of my blood pressure before this Wednesday afternoon
when I go around to see Doc Brennan about my stomach, and he puts a gag on my
arm and tells me that my blood pressure is higher than a cat's back, and the
idea is for me to be careful about what I eat, and to avoid excitement, or I
may pop off all of a sudden when I am least expecting it.

'A nervous man such as you with a blood pressure away up in the paint cards
must live quietly,' Doc Brennan says. 'Ten bucks, please,' he says.

Well, I am standing there thinking it is not going to be so tough to avoid
excitement the way things are around this town right now, and wishing I have my
ten bucks back to bet it on Sun Beau in the fourth race at Pimlico the next
day, when all of a sudden I look up, and who is in front of me but Rusty
Charley.

Now if I have any idea Rusty Charley is coming my way, you can go and bet
all the coffee in Java I will be somewhere else at once, for Rusty Charley is
not a guy I wish to have any truck with whatever. In fact, I wish no part of
him. Furthermore, nobody else in this town wishes to have any part of Rusty
Charley, for he is a hard guy indeed. In fact, there is no harder guy anywhere
in the world. He is a big wide guy with two large hard hands and a great deal
of very bad disposition, and he thinks nothing of knocking people down and
stepping on their kissers if he feels like it.

In fact, this Rusty Charley is what is called a gorill, because he is known
to often carry a gun in his pants pocket, and sometimes to shoot people down as
dead as door-nails with it if he does not like the way they wear their
hats--and Rusty Charley is very critical of hats. The chances are Rusty Charley
shoots many a guy in this man's town, and those he does not shoot he sticks
with his shiv--which is a knife--and the only reason he is not in jail is
because he just gets out of it, and the law does not have time to think up
something to put him back in again for.

Anyway, the first thing I know about Rusty Charley being in my neighbourhood
is when I hear him saying: 'Well, well, well, here we are!'

Then he grabs me by the collar, so it is no use of me thinking of taking it
on the lam away from there, although I greatly wish to do so.

'Hello, Rusty,' I say, very pleasant. 'What is the score?'

'Everything is about even,' Rusty says. 'I am glad to see you, because I am
looking for company. I am over in Philadelphia for three days on business.'

'I hope and trust that you do all right for yourself in Philly, Rusty,' I
say; but his news makes me very nervous, because I am a great hand for reading
the papers and I have a pretty good idea what Rusty's business in Philly is. It
is only the day before that I see a little item from Philly in the papers about
how Gloomy Gus Smallwood, who is a very large operator in the alcohol business
there, is guzzled right at his front door.

Of course, I do not know that Rusty Charley is the party who guzzles Gloomy
Gus Smallwood, but Rusty Charley is in Philly when Gus is guzzled, and I can
put two and two together as well as anybody. It is the same thing as if there
is a bank robbery in Cleveland, Ohio, and Rusty Charley is in Cleveland, Ohio,
or near there. So I am very nervous, and I figure it is a sure thing my blood
pressure is going up every second.

'How much dough do you have on you?' Rusty says. 'I am plumb broke.'

'I do not have more than a couple of bobs, Rusty,' I say. 'I pay a doctor
ten bucks to-day to find out my blood pressure is very bad. But of course you
are welcome to what I have.'

'Well, a couple of bobs is no good to high-class guys like you and me.'
Rusty says. 'Let us go to Nathan Detroit's crap game and win some money.'

Now, of course, I do not wish to go to Nathan Detroit's crap game; and if I
do wish to go there I do not wish to go with Rusty Charley, because a guy is
sometimes judged by the company he keeps, especially around crap games, and
Rusty Charley is apt to be considered bad company. Anyway, I do not have any
dough to shoot craps with, and if I do have dough to shoot craps with, I will
not shoot craps with it at all, but will bet it on Sun Beau, or maybe take it
home and pay off some of the overhead around my joint, such as rent.

Furthermore, I remember what Doc Brennan tells me about avoiding excitement,
and I know there is apt to be excitement around Nathan Detroit's crap game if
Rusty Charley goes there, and maybe run my blood pressure up and cause me to
pop off very unexpected. In fact, I already feel my blood jumping more than
somewhat inside me, but naturally I am not going to give Rusty Charley any
argument, so we go to Nathan Detroit's crap game.

This crap game is over a garage in Fifty-second Street this particular
night, though sometimes it is over a restaurant in Forty-seventh Street, or in
back of a cigar store in Forty-fourth Street. In fact, Nathan Detroit's crap
game is apt to be anywhere, because it moves around every night, as there is no
sense in a crap game staying in one spot until the coppers find out where it
is.

So Nathan Detroit moves his crap game from spot to spot, and citizens
wishing to do business with him have to ask where he is every night; and of
course almost everybody on Broadway knows this, as Nathan Detroit has guys
walking up and down, and around and about, telling the public his address, and
giving out the password for the evening.

Well, Jack the Beefer is sitting in an automobile outside the garage in
Fifty-second Street when Rusty Charley and I come along, and he says 'Kansas
City,' very low, as we pass, this being the password for the evening; but we do
not have to use any password whatever when we climb the stairs over the garage,
because the minute Solid John, the doorman, peeks out through his peep-hole
when we knock, and sees Rusty Charley with me, he opens up very quick indeed,
and gives us a big castor-oil smile, for nobody in this town is keeping doors
shut on Rusty Charley very long.

It is a very dirty room over the garage, and full of smoke, and the crap
game is on an old pool table; and around the table, and packed in so close you
cannot get a knitting-needle between any two guys with a mawl, are all the high
shots in town, for there is plenty of money around at this time, and many
citizens are very prosperous. Furthermore, I wish to say there are some very
tough guys around the table, too, including guys who will shoot you in the
head, or maybe the stomach, and think nothing whatever about the matter.

In fact, when I see such guys as Harry the Horse, from Brooklyn, and
Sleepout Sam Levinsky, and Lone Louie, from Harlem, I know this is a bad place
for my blood pressure, for these are very tough guys indeed, and are known as
such to one and all in this town.

But there they are wedged up against the table with Nick the Greek, Big Nig,
Grey John, Okay Okun, and many other high shots, and they all have big coarse G
notes in their hands which they are tossing around back and forth as if these G
notes are nothing but pieces of waste paper.

On the outside of the mob at the table are a lot of small operators who are
trying to cram their fists in between the high shots now and then to get down a
bet, and there are also guys present who are called Shylocks, because they will
lend you dough when you go broke at the table, on watches or rings, or maybe
cuff-links, at very good interest.

Well, as I say, there is no room at the table for as many as one more very
thin guy when we walk into the joint, but Rusty Charley lets out a big hello as
we enter, and the guys all look around, and the next minute there is space at
the table big enough not only for Rusty Charley but for me, too. It really is
quite magical the way there is suddenly room for us when there is no room
whatever for anybody when we come in.

'Who is the gunner?' Rusty Charley asks, looking all around.

'Why, you are, Charley,' Big Nig, the stick man in the game, says very
quick, handing Charley a pair of dice, although afterward I hear that his pal
is right in the middle of a roll trying to make nine when we step up to the
table. Everybody is very quiet, just looking at Charley. Nobody pays any
attention to me, because I am known to one and all as a guy who is just around,
and nobody figures me in on any part of Charley, although Harry the Horse looks
at me once in a way that I know is no good for my blood pressure, or for
anybody else's blood pressure as far as this goes.

Well, Charley takes the dice and turns to a little guy in a derby hat who is
standing next to him, scrooching back so Charley will not notice him, and
Charley lifts the derby hat off the little guy's head, and rattles the dice in
his hand and chucks them into the hat and goes 'Hah!' like crap shooters always
do when they are rolling the dice. Then Charley peeks into the hat and says
'Ten,' although he does not let anybody else look in the hat, not even me, so
nobody knows if Charley throws a ten, or what.

But, of course, nobody around is going to up and doubt that Rusty Charley
throws a ten, because Charley may figure it is the same thing as calling him a
liar, and Charley is such a guy as is apt to hate being called a liar.

Now Nathan Detroit's crap game is what is called a head-and-head game,
although some guys call it a fading game, because the guys bet against each
other rather than against the bank, or house. It is just the same kind of game
as when two guys get together and start shooting craps against each other, and
Nathan Detroit does not have to bother with a regular crap table and layout
such as they have in gambling houses. In fact, about all Nathan Detroit has to
do with the game is to find a spot, furnish the dice and take his percentage,
which is by no means bad.

In such a game as this there is no real action until a guy is out on a
point, and then the guys around commence to bet he makes this point, or that he
does not make this point, and the odds in any country in the world that a guy
does not make a ten with a pair of dice before he rolls seven, is 2 to 1.

Well, when Charley says he rolls ten in the derby hat nobody opens their
trap, and Charley looks all around the table, and all of a sudden he sees Jew
Louie at one end, although Jew Louie seems to be trying to shrink himself up
when Charley's eyes light on him.

'I will take the odds for five C's,' Charley says, 'and Louie, you get
it'--meaning he is letting Louie bet him $1000 to $500 that he does not make
his ten.

Now Jew Louie is a small operator at all times and more of a Shylock than he
is a player, and the only reason he is up there against the table at all at
this moment is because he moves up to lend Nick the Greek some dough; and
ordinarily there is no more chance of Jew Louie betting a thousand to five
hundred on any proposition whatever than there is of him giving his dough to
the Salvation Army, which is no chance at all. It is a sure thing he will never
think of betting a thousand to five hundred a guy will not make ten with the
dice, and when Rusty Charley tells Louie he has such a bet, Louie starts
trembling all over.

The others around the table do not say a word, and so Charley rattles the
dice again in his duke, blows on them, and chucks them into the derby hat and
says 'Hah!' But, of course, nobody can see in the derby hat except Charley, and
he peeks in at the dice and says 'Five.' He rattles the dice once more and
chucks them into the derby and says 'Hah!' and then after peeking into the hat
at the dice he says 'Eight.' I am commencing to sweat for fear he may heave a
seven in the hat and blow his bet, and I know Charley has no five C's to payoff
with, although, of course, I also know Charley has no idea of paying off, no
matter what he heaves.

On the next chuck, Charley yells 'Money!'--meaning he finally makes his ten,
although nobody sees it but him; and he reaches out his hand to Jew Louie, and
Jew Louie hands him a big fat G note, very, very slow. In all my life I never
see a sadder-looking guy than Louie when he is parting with his dough. If Louie
has any idea of asking Charley to let him see the dice in the hat to make sure
about the ten, he does not speak about the matter, and as Charley does not seem
to wish to show the ten around, nobody else says anything either, probably
figuring Rusty Charley isn't a guy who is apt to let anybody question his word,
especially over such a small matter as a ten.

'Well,' Charley says, putting Louie's G note in his pocket, 'I think this is
enough for me to-night,' and he hands the derby hat back to the little guy who
owns it and motions me to come on, which I am glad to do, as the silence in the
joint is making my stomach go up and down inside me, and I know this is bad for
my blood pressure. Nobody as much as opens his face from the time we go in
until we start out, and you will be surprised how nervous it makes you to be in
a big crowd with everybody dead still, especially when you figure it a spot
that is liable to get hot any minute. It is only just as we get to the door
that anybody speaks, and who is it but Jew Louie, who pipes up and says to
Rusty Charley like this:

'Charley,' he says, 'do you make it the hard way?'

Well, everybody laughs, and we go on out, but I never hear myself whether
Charley makes his ten with a six and a four, or with two fives--which is the
hard way to make a ten with the dice--although I often wonder about the matter
afterward.

I am hoping that I can now get away from Rusty Charley and go on home,
because I can see he is the last guy in the world to have around a blood
pressure, and, furthermore, that people may get the wrong idea of me if I stick
around with him, but when I suggest going to Charley, he seems to be hurt.

'Why,' Charley says, 'you are a fine guy to be talking of quitting a pal
just as we are starting out. You will certainly stay with me because I like
company, and we will go down to Ikey the Pig's and play stuss. Ikey is an old
friend of mine, and I owe him a complimentary play.'

Now, of course, I do not wish to go to Ikey the Pig's, because it is a place
away downtown, and I do not wish to play stuss, because this is a game which I
am never able to figure out myself, and, furthermore, I remember Doc Brennan
says I ought to get a little sleep now and then; but I see no use in hurting
Charley's feelings, especially as he is apt to do something drastic to me if I
do not go.

So he calls a taxi, and we start downtown for Ikey the Pig's, and the jockey
who is driving the short goes so fast that it makes my blood pressure go up a
foot to a foot and a half from the way I feel inside, although Rusty Charley
pays no attention to the speed. Finally I stick my head out of the window and
ask the jockey to please take it a little easy, as I wish to get where I am
going all in one piece, but the guy only keeps busting along.

We are at the corner of Nineteenth and Broadway when all of a sudden Rusty
Charley yells at the jockey to pull up a minute, which the guy does. Then
Charley steps out of the cab and says to the jockey like this:

'When a customer asks you to take it easy, why do you not be nice and take
it easy? Now see what you get.'

And Rusty Charley hauls off and clips the jockey a punch on the chin that
knocks the poor guy right off the seat into the street, and then Charley climbs
into the seat himself and away we go with Charley driving, leaving the guy
stretched out as stiff as a board. Now Rusty Charley once drives a short for a
living himself, until the coppers get an idea that he is not always delivering
his customers to the right address, especially such as may happen to be drunk
when he gets them, and he is a pretty fair driver, but he only looks one way,
which is straight ahead.

Personally, I never wish to ride with Charley in a taxicab under any
circumstances, especially if he is driving, because he certainly drives very
fast. He pulls up a block from Ikey the Pig's, and says we will leave the short
there until somebody finds it and turns it in, but just as we are walking away
from the short up steps a copper in uniform and claims we cannot park the short
in this spot without a driver.

Well, Rusty Charley just naturally hates to have coppers give him any
advice, so what does he do but peek up and down the street to see if anybody is
looking, and then haul off and clout the copper on the chin, knocking him
bow-legged. I wish to say I never see a more accurate puncher than Rusty
Charley, because he always connects with that old button. As the copper
tumbles, Rusty Charley grabs me by the arm and starts me running up a side
street, and after we go about a block we dodge into Ikey the Pig's.

It is what is called a stuss house, and many prominent citizens of the
neighbourhood are present playing stuss. Nobody seems any too glad to see Rusty
Charley, although Ikey the Pig lets on he is tickled half to death. This Ikey
the Pig is a short fat-necked guy who will look very natural at New Year's,
undressed, and with an apple in his mouth, but it seems he and Rusty Charley
are really old-time friends, and think fairly well of each other in spots.

But I can see that Ikey the Pig is not so tickled when he finds Charley is
there to gamble, although Charley flashes his G note at once, and says he does
not mind losing a little dough to Ikey just for old time's sake. But I judge
Ikey the Pig knows he is never going to handle Charley's G note, because
Charley puts it back in his pocket and it never comes out again even though
Charley gets off loser playing stuss right away.

Well, at five o'clock in the morning, Charley is stuck one hundred and
thirty G's, which is plenty of money even when a guy is playing on his muscle,
and of course Ikey the Pig knows there is no chance of getting one hundred and
thirty cents off of Rusty Charley, let alone that many thousands. Everybody
else is gone by this time and Ikey wishes to close up. He is willing to take
Charley's marker for a million if necessary to get Charley out, but the trouble
is in stuss a guy is entitled to get back a percentage of what he loses, and
Ikey figures Charley is sure to wish this percentage even if he gives a marker,
and the percentage will wreck Ikey's joint.

Furthermore, Rusty Charley says he will not quit loser under such
circumstances because Ikey is his friend, so what happens but Ikey finally
sends out and hires a cheater by the name of Dopey Goldberg, who takes to
dealing the game and in no time he has Rusty Charley even by cheating in Rusty
Charley's favour.

Personally, I do not pay much attention to the play, but grab myself a few
winks of sleep in a chair in a corner, and the rest seems to help my blood
pressure no little. In fact, I am not noticing my blood pressure at all when
Rusty Charley and I get out of Ikey the Pig's, because I figure Charley will
let me go home and I can go to bed. But although it is six o'clock, and coming
on broad daylight when we leave Ikey's, Charley is still full of zing, and
nothing will do him but we must go to a joint that is called the Bohemian
Club.

Well, this idea starts my blood pressure going again, because the Bohemian
Club is nothing but a deadfall where guys and dolls go when there is positively
no other place in town open, and it is run by a guy by the name of Knife
O'Halloran, who comes from down around Greenwich Village and is considered a
very bad character. It is well known to one and all that a guy is apt to lose
his life in Knife O'Halloran's any night, even if he does nothing more than
drink Knife O'Halloran's liquor.

But Rusty Charley insists on going there, so naturally I go with him; and at
first everything is very quiet and peaceful, except that a lot of guys and
dolls in evening clothes, who wind up there after being in night clubs all
night, are yelling in one corner of the joint. Rusty Charley and Knife
O'Halloran are having a drink together out of a bottle which Knife carries in
his pocket, so as not to get it mixed up with the liquor he sells his
customers, and are cutting up old touches of the time when they run with the
Hudson Dusters together, when all of a sudden in comes four coppers in plain
clothes.

Now these coppers are off duty and are meaning no harm to anybody, and are
only wishing to have a dram or two before going home, and the chances are they
will pay no attention to Rusty Charley if he minds his own business, although
of course they know who he is very well indeed and will take great pleasure in
putting the old sleeve on him if they only have a few charges against him,
which they do not. So they do not give him a tumble. But if there is one thing
Rusty Charley hates it is a copper, and he starts eyeing them from the minute
they sit down at a table, and by and by I hear him say to Knife O'Halloran like
this:

'Knife,' Charley says, 'what is the most beautiful sight in the world?' 'I
do not know, Charley,' Knife says. 'What is the most beautiful sight in the
world?' 'Four dead coppers in a row,' Charley says.

Well, at this I personally ease myself over toward the door, because I never
wish to have any trouble with coppers and especially with four coppers, so I do
not see everything that comes off. All I see is Rusty Charley grabbing at the
big foot which one of the coppers kicks at him, and then everybody seems to go
into a huddle, and the guys and dolls in evening dress start squawking, and my
blood pressure goes up to maybe a million.
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