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Harry Hornroot was not drunk. He was... inebriated. The difference was pleasurable. He strolled with no purpose. His heels scratched the sidewalk. He felt good. Happy to be on dry land, away from the sea. 

“Get your filthy hand off me!”

A woman’s voice sliced through the night. Harry’s lopsided smile vanished. His head turned, isolating the sounds of a scuffle. Anger rose in his breast. Rage for a woman in danger. His face grim, he remembered his father’s words – never raise a hand to a woman, or back down from a coward that does.

For Harry, to think was to act. His feet carried him into the alley. There was no thought for his safety. There was a woman who needed protection. That was all. He unbuttoned his peacoat and tossed it aside. 

“If you know what’s good, you’ll come along peacefully!” a man’s voice drifted the length of the alley. “The Boss said he wants to see you. So, he’s gonna see you. How many lumps he sees on you is entirely up to you.”

Harry’s eyes adjusted to the shadows of the alley. A woman stood at the dead-end. Instinct had put her back to the wall to make her stand. Three goons faced towards her. Harry knew their kind. Harry grinned without humor. He liked violence.

“’Scuse me, pally.” Harry tapped the smallest one on the shoulder. “You got a light?”

The man jumped at Harry’s voice. Too intent on evil to watch his back. Or too stupid. He turned towards Harry. One hand disappeared under his jacket. 

The goon’s heat was left on ice. Harry’s right hand swung hard. It connected with an audible thwack to the man’s temple. A single blow sent the goon’s hand looking over his shoulder. He slumped as his knees buckled. Harry remembered his father’s advice again – You don’t stop fighting until they’re down and don’t get up.

A furious left to his solar plexus stole the goon’s breath. Then a right uppercut to the point of the chin. His bell was rung. He collapsed in a heap.

It was a single step over his inert body to the next goon. Faster than his sleeping friend, a revolver appeared in the thug’s hand. The element of surprise was gone. A lesser man would have frozen. Harry’s veins carried the blood of kings and warriors. He stepped forward. The initiative was still his.

“Ah, pally, that’s no fair,” he said. “I didn’t bring any toys. Just my buddies, Doom and Destruction.”

“I don’t care who the fuck you brought with you,” the man snarled. “I got a bullet for each one of you fucks.”

A barnstorming backswing knocked the gun aside. Harry’s knuckles landed squarely against the man’s thumb. The man gasped as his hand went numb. The gun swung wide and dropped. A rabbit-quick right jab caught him in the center of the chest. The crack of a broken bone signaled his downfall.

“That was Doom,” Harry said. 

The goon grabbed at his chest. He sank to his knees, sucking air. He still held the gun. It trembled as he brought it around. Harry’s natural fighting instinct took over. He waded inside the man’s reach. Balanced on the balls of his feet. His left hand came crashing in an overhand blow to the thug’s jaw. Another crack of a broken bone sent the man to dreamland.

“That’s Destruction,” Harry told him. “Remember them, pally.”

“Jesus Christ!” The last man standing was the one who threatened the woman. Harry remembered the voice. He was the one that threatened the woman. His voice had drawn Harry down the alley. A nickel-plated Special glittered in his hand. Harry walked towards him anyway. “You got to be the dumbest asshole in town, coming at an armed man with just his fists.”

“Pally, holding a gun and picking on a skirty don’t make you a man.” Harry kept his voice calm and low. “You think I’m stupid? Step up and be someone, pally. Let’s play tag. We’ll both see who walks away.”

The man stared at Harry in disbelief. He shook his head. The gun in his hand was steady. A bead held on the center of Harry’s forehead.

“You ain’t walking away,” he said. “You dumb son-of-a- OW!”

Harry smiled. The man made a common mistake. Never turn your back on a threat. The woman wasn’t helpless after all. A trash bin lid remained in her hand. The blow was spot on. It wasn’t enough to drop the thug. He was tough. 
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