
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.

Blood Pressure

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.

I get outside the door, but I do not go away at once as
anybody with any sense will do, but stand there listening
to what is going on inside, which seems to be nothing
more than a loud noise like ker-bump, ker-bump, ker-
bump. I am not afraid there will be any shooting, because
as far as Rusty Charley is concerned he is too smart to
shoot any coppers, which is the worst thing a guy can do
in this town, and the coppers are not likely to start any
blasting because they will not wish it to come out that
they are in a joint such as the Bohemian Club off duty. So
I figure they will all just take it out in pulling and hauling.

Finally the noise inside dies down, and by and by the door
opens and out comes Rusty Charley, dusting himself off
here and there with his hands and looking very much
pleased indeed, and through the door before it flies shut
again I catch a glimpse of a lot of guys stretched out on
the floor. Furthermore, I can still hear guys and dolls
hollering.

'Well, well,' Rusty Charley says, 'I am commencing to
think you take the wind on me, and am just about to get
mad at you, but here you are. Let us go away from this
joint, because they are making so much noise inside you
cannot hear yourself think. Let us go to my joint and
make my old woman cook us up some breakfast, and then



we can catch some sleep. A little ham and eggs will not be
bad to take right now.'

Well, naturally ham and eggs are appealing to me no little
at this time, but I do not care to go to Rusty Charley's
joint. As far as I am personally concerned, I have enough
of Rusty Charley to do me a long, long time, and I do not
care to enter into his home life to any extent whatever,
although to tell the truth I am somewhat surprised to
learn he has any such life. I believe I do once hear that
Rusty Charley marries one of the neighbours' children,
and that he lives somewhere over on Tenth Avenue in the
Forties, but nobody really knows much about this, and
everybody figures if it is true his wife must lead a terrible
dog's life.

But while I do not wish to go to Charley's joint, I cannot
very well refuse a civil invitation to eat ham and eggs,
especially as Charley is looking at me in a very much
surprised way because I do not seem so glad, and I can
see that it is not everyone that he invites to his joint. So I
thank him, and say there is nothing I will enjoy more than
ham and eggs such as his old woman will cook for us, and
by and by we are walking along Tenth Avenue up around
Forty-fifth Street.

It is still fairly early in the morning, and business guys are
opening up their joints for the day, and little children are
skipping along the sidewalks going to school and laughing
tee-hee, and old dolls are shaking bedclothes and one
thing and another out of the windows of the tenement
houses, but when they spot Rusty Charley and me
everybody becomes very quiet indeed, and I can see that
Charley is greatly respected in his own neighbourhood.
The business guys hurry into their joints, and the little
children stop skipping and tee-heeing and go tip-toeing
along, and the old dolls yank in their noodles, and a great
quiet comes to the street. In fact, about all you can hear is
the heels of Rusty Charley and me hitting on the sidewalk.



There is an ice wagon with a couple of horses hitched to it
standing in front of a store, and when he sees the horses
Rusty Charley seems to get a big idea. He stops and looks
the horses over very carefully, although as far as I can see
they are nothing but horses, and big and fat, and sleepy-
looking horses, at that. Finally Rusty Charley says to me
like this:

'When I am a young guy,' he says, 'I am a very good
puncher with my right hand, and often I hit a horse on the
skull with my fist and knock it down. I wonder,' he says,
'if I lose my punch. The last copper I hit back there gets
up twice on me.'

Then he steps up to one of the ice-wagon horses and hauls
off and biffs it right between the eyes with a right-hand
smack that does not travel more than four inches, and
down goes old Mister Horse to his knees looking very
much surprised indeed. I see many a hard puncher in my
day including Dempsey when he really can punch, but I
never see a harder punch than Rusty Charley gives this
horse.

Well, the ice-wagon driver comes busting out of the store
all heated up over what happens to his horse, but he cools
out the minute he sees Rusty Charley, and goes on back
into the store leaving the horse still taking a count, while
Rusty Charley and I keep walking. Finally we come to the
entrance of a tenement house that Rusty Charley says is
where he lives, and in front of this house is a wop with a
push-cart loaded with fruit and vegetables and one thing
and another, which Rusty Charley tips over as we go into
the house, leaving the wop yelling very loud, and maybe
cussing us in wop for all I know. I am very glad,
personally, we finally get somewhere, because I can feel
that my blood pressure is getting worse every minute I am
with Rusty Charley.

We climb two flights of stairs, and then Charley opens a
door and we step into a room where there is a pretty little



red-headed doll about knee high to a flivver, who looks as
if she may just get out of the hay, because her red hair is
flying around every which way on her head, and her eyes
seem still gummed up with sleep. At first I think she is a
very cute sight indeed, and then I see something in her
eyes that tells me this doll, whoever she is, is feeling very
hostile to one and all.

'Hello, tootsie,' Rusty Charley says. 'How about some ham
and eggs for me and my pal here? We are all tired out
going around and about.'

Well, the little red-headed doll just looks at him without
saying a word. She is standing in the middle of the floor
with one hand behind her, and all of a sudden she brings
this hand around, and what does she have in it but a
young baseball bat, such as kids play ball with, and which
cost maybe two bits; and the next thing I know I hear
something go ker-bap, and I can see she smacks Rusty
Charley on the side of the noggin with the bat.

Naturally I am greatly horrified at this business, and
figure Rusty Charley will kill her at once, and then I will
be in a jam for witnessing the murder and will be held in
jail several years like all witnesses to anything in this
man's town; but Rusty Charley only falls into a big
rocking-chair in a corner of the room and sits there with
one hand to his head, saying, 'Now hold on, tootsie,' and
'Wait a minute there, honey.' I recollect hearing him say,
'We have company for breakfast,' and then the little red-
headed doll turns on me and gives me a look such as I will
always remember, although I smile at her very pleasant
and mention it is a nice morning.

Finally she says to me like this: 'So you are the trambo
who keeps my husband out all night, are you, you
trambo?' she says, and with this she starts for me, and I
start for the door; and by this time my blood pressure is
all out of whack, because I can see Mrs. Rusty Charley is
excited more than somewhat. I get my hand on the knob



and just then something hits me alongside the noggin,
which I afterward figure must be the baseball bat,
although I remember having a sneaking idea the roof
caves in on me.

How I get the door open I do not know, because I am very
dizzy in the head and my legs are wobbling, but when I
think back over the situation I remember going down a lot
of steps very fast, and by and by the fresh air strikes me,
and I figure I am in the clear. But all of a sudden I feel
another strange sensation back of my head and something
goes plop against my noggin, and I figure at first that
maybe my blood pressure runs up so high that it squirts
out the top of my bean. Then I peek around over my
shoulder just once to see that Mrs. Rusty Charley is
standing beside the wop peddler's cart snatching fruit and
vegetables of one kind and another off the cart and
chucking them at me.

But what she hits me with back of the head is not an
apple, or a peach, or a rutabaga, or a cabbage, or even a
casaba melon, but a brickbat that the wop has on his cart
to weight down the paper sacks in which he sells his
goods. It is this brickbat which makes a lump on the back
of my head so big that Doc Brennan thinks it is a tumour
when I go to him the next day about my stomach, and I
never tell him any different.

'But,' Doc Brennan says, when he takes my blood pressure
again, 'your pressure is down below normal now, and as
far as it is concerned you are in no danger whatever. It
only goes to show what just a little bit of quiet living will
do for a guy,' Doc Brennan says. 'Ten bucks, please,' he
says.

The Bloodhounds of Broadway

One morning along about four bells, I am standing in
front of Mindy's restaurant on Broadway with a guy by
the name of Regret, who has this name because it seems
he wins a very large bet the year the Whitney filly, Regret,


