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    The Damon Runyon Omnibus gathers three cornerstone collections of Damon Runyon’s short fiction—More Than Somewhat, Furthermore, and Take It Easy—into a single, continuous presentation of his Broadway cycle. The purpose of assembling these volumes together is to provide a coherent view of the author’s most celebrated narrative territory: the gamblers, chorus girls, fight handlers, racetrack regulars, and confidence artists who populate midtown Manhattan’s demimonde. Read as a whole, the omnibus displays the full span of Runyon’s method, from quick caper to tender vignette, while preserving the original story groupings that shaped his reputation as a master of American urban storytelling.

The works represented here are short stories, not novels or plays, and they were first known to readers through periodical publication before being collected. Their modes range from comic crime and romantic entanglement to sports yarns and domestic predicaments, all told with an exacting sense of scene and cadence. There are no essays, letters, diaries, or poems in this gathering; the emphasis is fiction crafted for the swift turn of plot and the slow reveal of character. Concision, momentum, and performance of voice are the constant genres-within-the-genre that organize the reading experience.

More Than Somewhat sets the stage. Its stories sketch a Broadway where a simple bet can become a saga and a nightclub table is a court of law and love. Breach of Promise follows the friction between obligation and reputation; Romance in the Roaring Forties glances at late romance under bright lights; Dream Street Rose and The Old Doll’s House frame yearning against hard circumstance. Blood Pressure and The Bloodhounds of Broadway weigh schemes against scruples, while Tobias the Terrible, The Snatching of Bookie Bob, and The Lily of St. Pierre turn on plots that hinge, as ever, on luck, loyalty, and quick thinking.

Elsewhere in More Than Somewhat, Hold ’em, Yale! sends gamblers to a college gridiron, Earthquake shakes up careful arrangements, and ‘Gentlemen, the King!’ lets pretensions collide with practicalities. A Nice Price and Broadway Financier inspect the value people place on goods and favors, and The Brain Goes Home brings a strategist back to first principles. Across this section, the recurring premise is simple: in a city of bright marquees and shadowed back rooms, a promise, a wager, or a rumor can reconfigure lives before dawn, and the outcome depends as much on character as on chance.

Furthermore deepens the milieu with many of Runyon’s best-known tales. Madame La Gimp considers dignity and reinvention under unexpected scrutiny; Dancing Dan’s Christmas offers holiday sentiment in an unlikely company; Sense of Humour, Lillian, and Little Miss Marker show how an innocent presence or a misread gesture can reorder a room. Pick the Winner and Undertaker Song tilt toward racing and ritual; Butch Minds the Baby finds a caretaker in an improbable corner. The Hottest Guy in the World, The Lemon Drop Kid, What, No Butler?, The Three Wise Guys, A Very Honourable Guy, Princess O’Hara, and Social Error complete a gallery of schemes and scruples.

In Furthermore, the comedy is edged with compassion. Characters who appear tough prove susceptible to affection or duty, and those who seem guileless learn the terms of a hard town. Runyon’s humor is dry and cumulative, built on exact diction, deliberate understatement, and the careful arrangement of cause and effect. Sentiment arrives without sentimentality; consequences land without melodrama. The premises are invitingly simple—a collateral gone awry, a Christmas errand, a mistaken identity—yet the narrative pleasure lies in the precise turns of voice, the ritualized etiquette of the street, and the way language itself distributes justice.

Take It Easy broadens the portfolio to include more explicit sports, labor, and neighborhood material while maintaining the Broadway heartbeat. Tight Shoes and Lonely Heart trace how a single item of apparel or a stray feeling can leverage an entire plan; The Brakeman’s Daughter and Cemetery Bait entwine work, risk, and family; It Comes Up Mud and The Big Umbrella weigh resilience against the weather of fortune. For a Pal and Big Shoulders test loyalty, while That Ever-Loving Wife of Hymie’s and Neat Strip gauge domestic negotiation. Bred for Battle, Too Much Pep, Baseball Hattie, Situation Wanted, A Piece of Pie, A Job for the Macarone, and All Horse Players Die Broke affirm that sport and speculation are twin dialects of hope.

Readers will recognize Runyon’s unmistakable style. The tales commonly unfold in the present tense, related by a first-person raconteur whose formal, contraction-free idiom elevates street argot into a ceremonious music. This voice, often called Runyonese, melds precise grammar with inventive slang, producing comedy by contrast as much as by content. Names, epithets, and place markers function as emblems; repeated phrases accrue the weight of refrain. Violence is frequently displaced into euphemism, and romance into negotiation, so that tone becomes a moral instrument: the way a story is told determines how we judge what is done.

The unifying themes are those of chance, obligation, and the ethics of unofficial communities. Debts—monetary, romantic, and filial—structure decision-making. A code prevails in which keeping one’s word confers status no less than winning a bet. Women often carry the story’s moral center, whether as chorus performers managing a fragile independence or as figures whose needs compel the men to reconsider bravado. Children and holidays appear not as sentiment for its own sake but as tests of character. The city’s tempo, at once hurried and ceremonious, forces characters to reveal priorities under pressure.

New York, and specifically the Broadway district, functions as more than a backdrop; it is the logic by which the stories operate. Cabaret tables become tribunals, racetracks are parliaments of hope, and side streets provide both sanctuary and stage. Prohibition-era atmospheres, without pedantry, lend the settings their closed-economy feel: entrances and exits are controlled, reputations travel faster than people, and information is a negotiable currency. The same geography fosters collisions between high society and backroom operators, giving Runyon the chance to test how manners, money, and muscle interact when confined in the same night.

The lasting significance of these stories is evident in their influence on American speech and on popular entertainment. Runyon’s idiom entered the national ear, and many of the tales named here have been adapted for stage and screen, among them Little Miss Marker, The Lemon Drop Kid, and Madame La Gimp. Yet the adaptations succeed in part because the prose is already theatrical: scenelike, dialogic, and timed to the beat of a punch line. The omnibus reveals the craft beneath the folklore, showing how carefully constructed sentences support the breezy surfaces readers have long enjoyed.

This gathering is not a complete works but a focused assembly of three classic collections presented as a sustained narrative of a city and its people. It aims to offer general readers an uninterrupted immersion and to give scholars a reliable context for tracing recurrent motifs, characters, and turns of phrase. Titles and internal ordering are preserved to maintain the cadence with which the stories originally spoke to their audiences. Read straight through or sampled by theme, the Damon Runyon Omnibus demonstrates how a distinctive voice can hold a whole world in view—and keep it talking until closing time.
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    Alfred Damon Runyon (1880–1946) was an American journalist and short‑story writer whose portraits of Broadway’s gamblers, chorus girls, and small‑time operators became a defining voice of urban American literature. Emerging from the newspaper world into fiction in the 1910s–1930s, he turned the talk of Times Square into highly stylized narratives that critics and readers quickly recognized as Runyonese. His stories, collected in volumes such as More Than Somewhat, Furthermore, and Take It Easy, balanced comic brio with compassion for characters on the make. They circulated widely in magazines, were reprinted in popular collections, and inspired a long‑running stream of stage and screen adaptations that extended his reach far beyond the printed page.

Runyon was born in Kansas and came of age in the American West, where he entered newsrooms as a teenager and learned the craft on city desks and sports beats. By the early twentieth century he was reporting in Colorado and then in New York for the Hearst papers, covering baseball, boxing, and the vivid theatre of the streets. The discipline of daily journalism shaped his precision with anecdote and ear for idiom. The proximity of Broadway, vaudeville, racetracks, and prize rings furnished a cast of voices he would recast in fiction, transforming the slang and ritual of those scenes into an idiom instantly recognizable as his own.

In fiction, Runyon crafted a narrative manner that sounds formal and courtly yet brims with argot, often told in the present tense by a nameless observer who rarely uses contractions and scrupulously records what a certain party says. The effect is comic, ironic, and humane. His Broadway is a moral ecosystem with its own codes, where a guy who is a very honorable fellow may still be a bookmaker or bootlegger. The setting is usually the Prohibition and immediate post‑Prohibition era, but the tales avoid topical politics; their pulse comes from wagers, romances, and scrapes that test loyalty, nerve, and luck more than any official law.

More Than Somewhat gathered many of the pieces that first defined this world. The Bloodhounds of Broadway captures the spectacle of celebrity fever seen through touts and torch singers. Hold ’em, Yale! sends collegians and gamblers into farcical collision. Stories such as Breach of Promise, Tobias the Terrible, and The Snatching of Bookie Bob showcase the comic ingenuity with which small errors mushroom into capers. Dream Street Rose and The Old Doll’s House reveal Runyon’s tenderness for strivers. Elsewhere, A Nice Price and Broadway Financier anatomize the math of a hustle, while Gentlemen, the King! and Blood Pressure turn on the rituals of honor among unlikely gentlemen.

Furthermore broadened the gallery with pieces that later became film favorites. Little Miss Marker, Butch Minds the Baby, and The Lemon Drop Kid display his knack for placing hard men in situations that awaken reluctant decency. Madame La Gimp blends pathos and showmanship, while The Three Wise Guys and A Very Honourable Guy refine his theme of eccentric ethics. Dancing Dan’s Christmas offers seasonal sweetness without sentimentality. Princess O’Hara, Social Error, and What, No Butler? lampoon status and self‑invention. Sense of Humour, Lillian, Pick the Winner, and Undertaker Song demonstrate his light touch with romance and fatalism, always filtered through that courteous, poker‑faced narrative voice.

Take It Easy gathers later stories that tilt toward the track, the fight game, and the workplace, spheres Runyon knew from the press box. All Horse Players Die Broke is a classic meditation on bettors’ eternal optimism. Tight Shoes, Neat Strip, and Bred for Battle draw comedy from sartorial pride and pugilistic grit. Baseball Hattie and Situation Wanted fold occupational hazards into Broadway logic. The Brakeman’s Daughter, Cemetery Bait, For a Pal, and Big Shoulders sketch working‑class loyalties; Lonely Heart and A Piece of Pie find rueful romance; It Comes Up Mud, The Big Umbrella, Too Much Pep, and A Job for the Macarone keep the caper machinery humming.

In later years Runyon continued newspaper columns even as ill health curtailed his voice; he died in 1946. Posthumous collections and reprints ensured the tales stayed in print, and their idiom passed into American speech. A foundation established in his name soon after his death has supported scientific research, cementing a memorial beyond literature. The Broadway he chronicled has vanished, yet his influence endures in the work of journalists, crime novelists, and dramatists who prize voice, velocity, and sympathy for the hustler. Read today, stories from More Than Somewhat, Furthermore, and Take It Easy remain brisk, funny, and unexpectedly tender portraits of aspiration in the American city.
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    Damon Runyon’s career spans the high tide of urban modernity in the United States, from his move to New York in 1910 as a Hearst sportswriter to his celebrated fiction of the 1920s and 1930s. The Damon Runyon Omnibus brings together three key collections—More Than Somewhat, Furthermore, and Take It Easy—gathering magazine stories that crystallize the Broadway demimonde. Written as Prohibition waned and the Great Depression deepened, these pieces convert reportage into art: gamblers, chorus girls, touts, bookmakers, and small-time operators speak in Runyon’s unmistakable idiom. The result is a composite portrait of Times Square and its orbit during decades of legal experiment, economic convulsion, and mass amusements.

The Volstead Act (1920) and national Prohibition are the dominant historical forces shadowing much of Runyon’s Broadway. Speakeasies, bootleggers, and the criminal syndicates they nourished provided structure for social life and risk. Stories such as The Bloodhounds of Broadway, Tobias the Terrible, and A Very Honourable Guy reflect a world where alcohol is both commodity and catalyst, regardless of legality. Even when the repeal of Prohibition arrives in 1933, the habits, networks, and codes forged in the dry years persist. Runyon’s fictional Manhattan keeps the rhythms of the night trade, with cops, fixers, and patrons negotiating a new, but hardly innocent, normal.

The 1929 stock market crash and the ensuing Depression reshape Runyon’s underworld as surely as repeal reshaped its barrooms. Money is tight, credit is personal, and cunning becomes a survival skill. Broadway Financier, A Nice Price, A Piece of Pie, Situation Wanted, and For a Pal trace an economy of favors, wagers, and short-term schemes that mirrors the precariousness of the era. While breadlines and relief rarely occupy center stage, the stories register financial desperation in comic keys: pawn tickets, side bets, and quick hustles. This is Depression culture refracted through gallows humor—resourceful, unsentimental, and always attuned to the cost of luck.

Gambling culture—legal and illegal—anchors the Omnibus. Before and after repeal, horse racing and bookmaking bind Runyon’s characters into quasi-professional communities. All Horse Players Die Broke, Pick the Winner, The Lemon Drop Kid, and The Snatching of Bookie Bob pivot on betting systems, the “wire,” and the choreography of touts, runners, and bettors. The racetrack doubles as a public square and a statistics laboratory, where odds, tips, and hunches stand in for the rationality of a scarcer wage. These tales capture the national spread of wagering in the interwar years, from backroom books to grandstands, and the porous boundary between sport and speculation.

The period’s explosion of mass sport—college football, professional baseball, and championship boxing—threads through the collection. Hold ’em, Yale! and Baseball Hattie present athletics as both civic ritual and commercial spectacle, ripe for promotion and peripheral grift. Radio broadcasts, tabloid headlines, and rising stadium culture magnify results and rumors, enlarging the stakes for bettors and boosters alike. Public anxieties about fixes, already stoked by earlier scandals, form an ambient backdrop that Runyon exploits for comedy and suspense without moral sermonizing. In his Broadway, the scoreboard is never the full story; it is a market, a theater, and a scoreboard all at once.

Runyon’s Manhattan is a crossroads of immigration and internal migration, where names, accents, and culinary habits mark neighborhoods and loyalties. Stories such as A Job for the Macarone, Princess O’Hara, Big Shoulders, and For a Pal acknowledge Italian, Irish, Jewish, and Midwestern presences that shaped New York street life and small enterprise. While the portraits are stylized, the social facts are firm: tenement economies, family obligations, and clubby ethnic associations structure opportunity. The comic frictions of dialect and custom are familiar from vaudeville and tabloid features, but Runyon folds them into an ethic of mutual reliance that allows for both rivalry and solidarity.

Gender roles shift with the expanding public presence of women in the 1920s and 1930s. Madame La Gimp, Lillian, Princess O’Hara, Baseball Hattie, and The Old Doll’s House place showgirls, mothers, and strivers at the center of Broadway’s informal welfare state. The vote, office work, and stage work widened possibilities; the Depression narrowed them. Runyon’s women often negotiate male networks of credit and threat with their own currencies—reputation, wit, and careful alliances. The stories reflect the reality that nightlife economies relied on women’s labor and charisma while exposing the constraints, bargains, and risks that came with that visibility.

Runyon frequently mobilizes sentiment—children, holidays, and ritual—to humanize his racketeers. Little Miss Marker, Butch Minds the Baby, Dancing Dan’s Christmas, and Undertaker Song tap interwar traditions of charity drives and Christmas relief while sidestepping sermon. These were decades when civic groups and newspapers mounted public benevolence campaigns; Runyon’s characters improvise their own versions, often with comic misdirection. The presence of children in adult precincts underscores the tight quarters of urban life, where domestic and commercial spheres blur. The sentimental notes are not escapist; they convert hard times into episodes of limited grace that neither absolve nor condemn.

The transition from bootleg hierarchies to diversified rackets appears against evolving law enforcement. After repeal, prosecutors and reformers intensified campaigns against gambling syndicates and protection rackets, culminating in high-profile crackdowns in the mid-1930s. The Brain Goes Home and Tobias the Terrible stage the waning glamour of the old bosses and the routinization of their trades. Without invoking specific cases, Runyon registers the changing temperature: the swagger of the gunman yields to the caution of the bookkeeper, and the police shift from liquor raids to the slower work of surveillance, indictments, and tax prosecutions.

Media modernity saturates the Omnibus. Runyon wrote for mass-circulation papers that transformed crime, sport, and celebrity into daily serials, and his stories draw on the same feedback loop of rumor and print. Broadway Financier, A Nice Price, The Brain Goes Home, and The Lemon Drop Kid unfold in a city where tips travel by telephone, racing results ride private wires, and reputations are made in inches of type. The porous boundary between newsroom and speakeasy—source, subject, and spectator—structures many plots. In a tabloid age, truth is less a verdict than a headline that hustlers learn to anticipate or manipulate.

Technological and infrastructural changes—automobiles, subways, telephones, electric signage—shape the speed and scale of Runyon’s city. The Brakeman’s Daughter invokes railroads as arteries of opportunity and escape, while Earthquake reminds readers how abruptly modern life can be disrupted. Tight Shoes and Neat Strip nod to fashion and consumption in an age of mass-produced style and advertising. Cemeteries, boarding houses, hotels, and all-night restaurants map a metropolis that never fully sleeps. These stories do not moralize about technology; they record how new devices compress distance, accelerate rumor, and give small-time operators larger stages—and faster falls.

Runyon’s criminals are defined less by vice than by codes. A Very Honourable Guy and Sense of Humour distill an ethic of keeping one’s word, even when the promise is ill-advised or absurd. This quasi-chivalric language grows in the cracks between law and livelihood, where formal rules prove either toothless or capricious. The result is a civic morality distinct from Prohibition-era moralism: loyal to friends, suspicious of institutions, and attentive to the social mathematics of favors repaid. Stories such as A Job for the Macarone and A Nice Price observe how obligations accumulate interest, binding neighborhoods as tightly as contracts do.

Theater and show business—the Broadway of marquees, vaudeville holdovers, and musical revues—provide both setting and occupation. Dream Street Rose, Romance in the Roaring Forties, and Princess O’Hara trace the backstage economies of agents, chorines, and producers. The decline of vaudeville and the consolidation of the musical stage coincide with radio’s rise and Hollywood’s pull, a realignment Runyon’s characters sense in their hustles for bookings and backers. Entertainment is not mere backdrop; it is the city’s alternative currency, a steady supply of spectacle that keeps the crowds moving and the headlines ready—an industry as precarious as any game of chance.

Runyon’s distinctive idiom—often called “Runyonese”—is integral historical evidence. Present tense narration, formal diction without contractions, and ornate euphemism create a hybrid of legalese and street talk shaped by the newsroom and the theater. This style mirrors a modern, polyglot metropolis, translating slang into a ceremonial register and lending dignity—sometimes irony—to the hustlers’ world. It also aligns with interwar experiments that mixed high and low culture, from jazz rhythms to tabloid narrative pace. By making language itself a performance, Runyon captures an era when image, pitch, and timing governed fortunes as surely as law or luck did.

Runyon’s Broadway leapt quickly to stage and screen, and those adaptations help fix historical context. Early 1930s films drew on Little Miss Marker, A Very Honourable Guy, and Madame La Gimp (adapted as Lady for a Day), while later decades revisited The Lemon Drop Kid and The Bloodhounds of Broadway. The Production Code, enforced from 1934, required euphemism and moral closure, reshaping how vice and violence could be shown. Mid-century audiences met the “Runyonland” of Guys and Dolls, whose world of bettors and missionaries distilled these stories’ archetypes. The Omnibus thus documents source material later filtered by censorship and nostalgia.

The collection’s ethnic and social portraits bear the marks of their time. Runyon’s sympathy for marginal figures—immigrants, small-time gamblers, working women—coexists with stereotypes and exclusions shaped by interwar popular culture and segregated institutions. Black and Latino characters appear seldom and briefly; class ascent is often comic rather than structural. Later readers have interrogated these limits while acknowledging the stories’ empathy and restraint in depicting violence. The Broadway he chronicles is a white-ethnic, male-mediated marketplace that makes room—unevenly—for others. Understanding those constraints clarifies both the appeal and the blind spots of this enduring urban mythology.

Across More Than Somewhat, Furthermore, and Take It Easy, the Damon Runyon Omnibus functions as both social document and fable set of the Prohibition-to-Depression transition. It records how policy experiments, technological change, and economic shocks reconfigured leisure, work, and law, while insisting on the small solidarities that survive regulation and crisis. Later readers encounter a stylized Manhattan that shapes, and is shaped by, adaptation and memory—a city of wisecracks, odds, and improvised honor. Read historically, the collection offers not just colorful lore but a map of the interwar city’s informal systems, where official rules falter and human ties keep the night in motion.
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    More Than Somewhat: Broadway Schemes and Hardboiled Heart
These early Broadway tales track gamblers, touts, and showfolk as they angle for advantage only to collide with conscience or chance, establishing Runyon’s present-tense, deadpan voice and ornate street argot. In Breach of Promise, Romance in the Roaring Forties, Dream Street Rose, The Old Doll's House, Blood Pressure, The Bloodhounds of Broadway, Tobias the Terrible, and The Snatching of Bookie Bob, schemes around love, money, and reputation spark capers that turn comic while revealing a stubborn, unexpected sentiment beneath the hard shell.
More Than Somewhat: High Stakes, Higher Society
High society, campus pride, and outright calamity meet Broadway’s wise guys in a suite that tests status games and the price of a bluff. The Lily of St. Pierre, Hold 'em, Yale!, Earthquake, 'Gentlemen, the King!', A Nice Price, Broadway Financier, and The Brain Goes Home play with imposture, sudden reversals, and the illusions of class, keeping the patter brisk and the stakes personal even when the setting grows grand.
Furthermore: Benchwarmer Saints and Holiday Hustles
Runyon’s most tender comic streak surfaces in holiday-and-family pieces where small-time operators stage big-hearted rescues without losing their edge. Madame La Gimp, Dancing Dan's Christmas, Little Miss Marker, Butch Minds the Baby, and The Three Wise Guys pivot on improvised generosity and face-saving rituals, balancing streetwise skepticism with warmth.
Furthermore: Rogues with Codes
Rogues with rules navigate romance, rivalry, and the fine print of luck, as dignity and loyalty are weighed against the quick buck. Sense of Humour, Lillian, Pick the Winner, Undertaker Song, The Hottest Guy in the World, The Lemon Drop Kid, What, No Butler?, A Very Honourable Guy, Princess O'Hara, and Social Error showcase hardboiled wit, precise slang, and twisty outcomes driven more by character than gunplay.
Take It Easy: Work, Graft, and Getting By
In later stories of the everyday hustle, work and domestic life become as tricky as any heist, and the city’s patter turns toward rueful observation. Tight Shoes, Lonely Heart, The Brakeman's Daughter, Cemetery Bait, It Comes Up Mud, The Big Umbrella, For a Pal, Big Shoulders, That Ever-Loving Wife of Hymie's, and Neat Strip chart favors, fixes, and romantic scrapes where obligations tangle with pride.
Take It Easy: Sports, Odds, and Other Long Shots
Sports and side bets foreground the rituals of risk and the arithmetic of hope, with trainers, tipsters, and dreamers chasing that one good turn. Bred for Battle, Too Much Pep, Baseball Hattie, Situation Wanted, A Piece of Pie, A Job for the Macarone, and All Horse Players Die Broke blend locker-room bravado with bittersweet comedy, affirming that in Runyon’s world the action is in the odds as much as the outcome.
The End
A coda that tips the fedora to the passing parade, The End gathers the collection’s abiding notes of chance, loyalty, and saving face. It leaves the talk crisp, the sentiment understated, and the fade-out earned rather than emphatic.
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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[1q]." 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[2q].'

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
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