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  SURE I could not help admirin’ the magnificence of meself in me brand-new uniform. I was that pleased at the elegance of the fit of it.


  “Faith now,” thinks I, “I’ll be bound to be cuttin’ some figure upon the avenoo”; and bein’ that uplifted in spirit, I could not help indulgin’ in one of me native tunes.


  Indeed, it is me nature to be easy-goin’ at all times. It is that. And a little tune to meself on me beat this day I was havin’ when the female shrieks in the near vicinity drove all the music from me soul completely.


  Faith, I was that surprised, to be sure, I could not have been more so. I stood there petrified, I did, I know; the locomotion of me limbs froze entirely. Faith, I had not the imagination to imagine what might be happenin’ at all, at all!


  I just stood and—


  “Police!” I heard in me ear, and then “Murder!” and I felt me brand-new uniform bein’ tugged at by excited citizens in a manner both violent and disrespectful.


  I was that indignant, I was indeed; but rememberin’ me callin’, I took to me heels, landin’ exactly where I’d meant to and where I’d ought to; and may the divil claim the honest soul of me if the excitement wasn’t the worst within the history of me whole career.


  Human nature it is to hesitate in moments of peril such as these, but I must admit, in me uniform, it’s the brave man I am entirely.


  To be brief, it was Patrick Murphy lit up and staggerin’ disgraceful under the inflooence. Himself returnin’ was he from the annual picnic of the Dennis McCarthy Ward Association; and now, if you please, causin’ was he all the commotion upon the avenoo.


  Surprised I was at him, too, the weak inebriate.


  A mania of destruction havin’ seized him, he was amusin’ himself by the violent dissection of no less than plate-glass windies with the bricks he carried concealed in a little black sack. And I’m tellin’ yez, I was that ashamed of his stoopin’ to select a form of diversion so disturbin’ to the public peace.


  Bow then, as I passes along in me flight to lay hands upon this destructor of peace and property, it was me misfortune to be stumblin’ over the butcher, the baker, and the candy-stick maker, who, palefaced doubloons that they be, was sighin’ and cussin’ over the debris that his divilish capers had wrought, instead of havin’ the presence of mind to tie up the demon from accomplishin’ further demolition.


  It was the shriek of the childer and the women’s voices shrill with the fear and indignation, that caught me nimble ear.


  I found him posin’ in front of the beautiful five and ten cent store which is the pride of every citizen of Greensport. He had a brick in the fist of him as big as a pavin’ stone—faith, I’ll swear it was that—and the women a holdin’ of their breaths with the expectations to see the bricky-bracky fallin’ to the pavement any minute. ‘Twas then that I steps in to curtail his activities. An act of Providence, too, I’m thinkin’ it was that I had the recognized intelligence to jump upon the neck of him and avoid further calamity `“Drop the brick, Patrick Murphy,” I hissed, “and be subdued!”


  ’Twas but within two minutes, then, that we becomes surrounded by the clamorin’ multitude. And from every angle of them comes terrific yells of “Hold him!” “Murder him!” “Assassinate him!”


  I raised me club majestic then, I did. “Whist!” says I. “Retreat, and be convinced you are in the presence of the law!” says I. “Have the due consideration for the fulfillment of the law; the decency to recognize the dignity of an officer of the law!”


  The front ones, stunned at the magnificence of me presence, drops back considerable; but the rear ones yells language depictin’ revenge and blood at any price—language beneath me dignity to repeat at all, at all.


  But there was no fear within me soul whatever. No, not any. I walks through that crowd with me club upraised, I did indeed, a warnin’ to the left of me and a warnin’ to the right of me.


  “A whack on the bean to the first man of yez that disturbs the public peace,” says I. “Let,” says I, “the law, with the elegant, easy way it has, be takin’ its dignified course!”


  This speech issuin’ from the frame of me— the six feet three, two hundred and ninety pounds of me, to be exact—takes effect accordin’, and Patrick Murphy, which in the state of sobriety bein’ a relation of meself (his wife bein’ no less than me own cousin), staggers through the crowd unmolested, draggin’ along the little black sack, from which comes spillin’ the remainin’ damagin’ evidence.


  I blinks, but still holds up me club.


  When I had him alone I tries to discourse upon the ethics of the situation, but he was too drunk for any discourse whatever. So I hauls him, I did, over the tin cans and weeds of a dozen back lots to outwit the enraged mob, sneakin’ him into the rear room of Durgan’s saloon, where I drops him, helpless and exhausted, into a chair by the fire.


  Then, when I gives the intimate whistle, in walks Durgan immediate with the usual bracer which I partakes of daily to adjust the ill-attuned moments of mortal existence.


  “Durgan,” I says, pointin’ to Pat Murphy, which, bein’ succumbed to the heat of the fire, was snorin’ as no gentleman drunk or sober should, “that inanimate mass of drunken humanity is none other than Pat Murphy, which has behaved badly this day upon the avenoo, havin’ wrought wreckage to the extent of many windy-panes, to say nothin’ of the eatables which has been spoiled in the disparagin’ course of operations,” says I.


  “Bad cess to him, the red-headed son of a cinnamon-drop!” hissed Durgan between his teeth.


  “’Twas me own hand,” I continues, swallowin’ another drink, “that saved his hide from willful and deliberate assault.”


  “Ha!” echoes Durgan, pourin’ me another drink; with the gulpin’ of which I continues eloquent:


  “There is a price upon the head of him, judgin’ from the sentiments of the mob which dogged our heels,” says I. “ Indeed, I may say a mob of extreme dimensions, which I, with me impressive regal manner, drove back, intimidated entirely.”


  Durgan, not at all impressed with me elocution, was for scowlin’ darkly, lookin’ with contempt upon Pat Murphy by the fire.


  “The divil take him,” says he. “Put him in jail!”


  With the liquor dancin’ in me veins, I was feelin’ fine and comfortable stimulated.


  “What, Dennis Durgan,” interrogates I majestic, ignorin’ his late remark— “what, I ask you, shall be done with the likes of him?”


  “I says I have no love for the man,” repeats Durgan again. “Nor should he remain at large while there is jails for the protection of us.”


  “But,” says I, pointin’ me forefinger impressive, “ ’twas his first offense—his very first whatever,” says I.


  “Faith it may not be his last,” says Durgan—unmoved, however. “Take no chances, Micky O’Toole,” says he. “Do your dooty,” says he. “Incarcerate,” he says, “that inebriate son of a pumpkin-colored sea-cook, that cinnamon-headed nut!”


  “He is me friend,” says I, defendin’ him strongly.


  “He is not mine,” cried Dennis Durgan, vindictive— “not mine at all!”


  “Bein’ drunk,” says I, “he is not in mental fitness to judge the extent of his folly at all.”


  “Drunk, is he? Indeed!” says Durgan, blowin’ with rage. “The villain. Drunk? And sure he did not get it here, the buffoon!” says he. “And why should I be wastin’ the good sympathy upon the likes of him at all, at all,” says he, “when never once in me place of business neither has he so much as spent sufficient upon me elegant supply of foreign and domestic stock to derive the results which has been his undoin’ this day, and from the benefits of which he is at the present moment enjoyin’ an elegant sleep, so he is, bad cess to him completely; and I’m tellin’ yez,” says Durgan, stoppin’ for breath, “he has got the nerve, so he has, to snore out his contentment of such a jag at the very fireside where it was not acquired. Faith, it is too much entirely, is that now!”


  Says Dennis Durgan to me further, poundin’ the table with his fist: “Indeed, Micky O’Toole, and do yez mind tellin’ me now at all, at all, why it is then for any reason whatever that he should not be jailed?” the rage of him makin’ him very red in the face.


  `I scratched me red head forlornly; then boldly says I to him:


  `“Jailin’ me relation be marriage is beneath me dignity completely, it is indeed; and for another reason, too, there is his wife.”


  `“Yes, and a beauty she is, too,” snaps he, swingin’ round suddint, as if he had the intentions to strike me for the mere mention of herself, who bein’ no less than me own first cousin.


  “Sure I don’t deny that,” says I, me Irish up. “Have I not eyes meself to see?”


  “And for the life of me,” goes on Dennis Durgan, quite unconcerned, “I can’t understand indeed how she could have went and committed herself into the holy bonds of matrimony with that wheezened strawberry- colored shrimp; herself, magnificent, the picture of a saint, with the elegant form of an angel, the quintessence, to be sure, of sweetness, the acme of—”


  “Whist!” says I, losin’ me self-control. “Aisy, there, Dennis Durgan man, come to; and be introduced to the fact that yez have a wife.” “Indeed I am aware of it,” says he, tossin’ his head and settin’ his jaw in the manner of fightin’ men. “What of it? And when did yez suspect it might be news to me at all, Micky O’Toole?”


  “Indeed,” says I, “ ‘tis not news I’m breakin’ so much as a statement I’m makin’, beggin’ yer pardon,” says I.


  “A statement?” says he. “Beggin’ your pardon, to be sure,” says he, sarcastic.


  “Of the facts,” says I, “again beggin’ yours also,” says I fiercely, and me jaw snapped.


  Faith I was disgusted with Dennis Durgan, so I was. Him a married man a layin’ on so thick of the virtues of me own relation’s-be- marriage lawful wedded wife. It was not decent, and I was for tellin’ him so.


  Durgan was just as mad as meself—and tryin’ to get me goat, too, was he, it seemed to me.


  “O-ho!” laughs he right into me face—a thing I can’t abide at all, at all, at no time whatever.


  “O-ho!” says I, right back into his face. “And take it from me, I don’t like your manner whatever.”


  “Indeed,” then says he, “and would it be in the least askin’ too much to have yez explain your dislike concernin’ me manner?” says he, sarcastic.


  “Not at all,” says I, sarcastic, too. “Tis this then: Concernin’ the lady, there is a certain look within the eye of yez which for yourself’s future domestic peace you would better be endeavorin’ to be removin’, I’m tellin’ yez.”


  “What d’ye mean, look?” says he, squintin’ with the rage of him.


  “Just exactly only what I says, me friend,” I returns, standin’ me ground. He gives me one hard look then, and says he:


  “Ah, sure now, yez may be likin’ her yourself, you divil, for ’tis almost beyond belief, this kind, unselfish solicitude. Ha,” says he, “I’m from Missouri,” says he.


  “You’re from Ireland,” says I, “you pig- headed Mick, and yer impudence is terrific,” says I, sittin’ fast upon me hands to subdue me natural inclination to wallop him with the mighty fists of me.


  “Well,” says he, changin’ his tone to me, “’twas not me fault at all, at all, that I was misfortunate enough to become a married man before I knew that upon this earth there could be such a beauty which is the unfortunate wife of that pink-headed shrimp in yonder chair. Such happenin’s,” says Durgan with a sob in his speech, “may be termed to be the unrestricted pranks of fate.”


  “And in the mean time,” says I, bringin’ him back to earth, “as yez seem to be slumberin’ in that direction, yez may bear enlightenment upon the fact that Mrs. Norah Durgan has the divil’s own temper and the divil’s own tongue.”


  Then Durgan leans against the billiard-table and laughs outright, answerin’ me most philosophic.


  “Tongue?” says he. “Of course, bein’ a woman; and temper?” says he— “well, Micky O’Toole, we might put that down as only the natural outcome of the tie that binds.”


  Me quick-trained ear registers a feminine rustle.


  “Whist!” says I. “The ‘tie that binds’ is approachin’ audible!”


  “Wurra!” returns Durgan, slippin’ into the bar; “I feel the need of a drink.”


  ’Twas then I was left alone to observe that Mrs. Norah Durgan was in no mood at all, at all, to go mad over. Faith, I could tell that by the ungentle rustle of the petticoats of her and the voice of her layin’ down the law to the childer without.


  I was just drainin’ the last drop in me glass, which act catches her eye, and she swoops down upon me with the language which might be misleadin’ any listenin’ pessimist to be supposin’ that I was indulgin’ in the willful neglect of me dooty.


  “What,” says she, standin’ with arms akimbo in the saucy way of her, and emphasizin’ every word with a jerk of her black head— “what, Micky O’Toole, with the avenoo filled with indignant citizens and you harborin’ a criminal beneath me very roof, and absorbin’ liquid nourishment in unlawful quantities, you are an elegant example, are you, of an officer of the law!”


  Now, over this disrespectful reference to me conduct while in me uniform I didn’t at all lose me temper, as most men indeed would have been riled concernin’ such a statement denouncin’ themselves.


  But good-natured says I to her:


  “Come now, Norah Durgan dear, ’tis just this: That Patrick Murphy must not be jailed. He is a peaceful citizen betimes is he, and his offense to-day was merely due to unrestricted indulgence via the picnic of the Dennis McCarthy Ward Association, and—”


  “What?” cries she, comin’ round to the fire to look into the face of him. “Is it possible to be Patrick Murphy then, him the spirit of peace and harmony? Surprisin’ it is, too; the fine little gentleman he always was, to be sure. Ah, ’tis misfortunate! Faith,” says she, “he must be got home immediate, he must; and what with his beautiful angel of a wife sobbin’ her eyes out— faith,” says she, with the tear in her eye, “it would just be breakin’ her heart entirely, so it would, if he went to the electric chair!”


  It was a tender heart she had, after all. Heaven bless her!


  And through the entire proceedin’ Patrick Murphy snores along unconscious. What with the folks upon the avenoo itchin’ to skin him alive, and Durgan and me gettin’ into all kinds of argyments concernin’ ’m, he sleeps on and on.


  In the face of this, then, ’tis remarkable that folks will be tellin’ yez how liquor is man’s worst foe! Faith, I’ve yet to be convinced.


  Mrs. Durgan was after dryin’ her eyes upon the hem of her newly starched apron, when she suddint calls into the bar:


  “Dennis, come here!” Then says she to him:


  “’Tis up to you now, Dennis me man, to see home Pat Murphy.”


  Immediate he was up in arms—not sparin’ the language was he, neither.


  “The divil a bit is it, then!” he bursts out. “And what d’ye take me for at all, at all? Me a politician of social eminence to be the escort of that snub-nosed, freckle-faced idiot, that nightmare of Satan, that entirely insignificant slant-headed—”


  “That will be quite sufficient now then, Dennis Durgan,” says she, poundin’ the billiard- table with the good, strong fist of her.


  Dennis Durgan breathed hard.


  “Am I to believe,” says he— “am I, that you are that overcome with the beauty of the creature that you are blind to all reasoning?”


  “Shame upon yez, Dennis Durgan,” says she. “”Tis of the angel of a wife of his I am thinkin’ this minute. Her that must be a cryin’ out of her eyes for fear of him in danger of the electric chair because of the damage which he has this day committed through the instigations of Satan himself workin’ through him!”


  To all of which Durgan says nothin’—not one word at all.


  “Now,” says she, movin’ toward the door, “I’ll be after gettin’ a calico wrapper of me own, and, what with a bonnet and a Paisley shawl, he’ll be dressed in sufficient taste to disguise himself.”


  When she disappears Durgan was for fightin’ me outright.


  “I hope I may eat tacks upon the judgment day,” says he, “if this is not an outrage! Behold me, Dennis Durgan,” says he, “landowner and taxpayer, and the keeper of the best saloon in the town of Greensport,” says he, “havin’ to walk along the public thoroughfare with the unelegant form of that rusty-headed ragamuffin, swingin’ drunkenly to me arm.” says he, “and a holdin’ up of him that’s sure to be fallin’ over every crack and straight line in the pavement!” “’Twill not be far that ye’ll have to be walkin’,” I encourages, soothin’.


  “’Tis not far that I will walk,” snaps Durgan; “and, in fact,” says he suddint, “’twill not be any walkin’ at all that I will do this night with Patrick Murphy. ’Tis the buggy that will be hitched up, and him tucked within any way at all.”


  “I would take him home meself in the disguise, but me uniform prevents it. Besides, it is now dark, and—”


  “’Tis true,” sputters Durgan, madder than ever, “that yez have dumped him onto me; but for her sake I will endeavor to conduct meself with propriety.”


  “Yer mean for his wife’s?” says I with scorn.


  “Whist!” says he, as in comes Mrs. Durgan with the disguise.


  “’Twas hard to locate the things,” says she. “And now, Dennis Durgan, you will please wake up Pat Murphy and help him into the things.”


  There was no use to antagonize Durgan further, I was thinkin’, so I commences to undertake the job meself by shakin’ Mr. Murphy with the violence which naturally vibrates through the two hundred and ninety pounds of me—but to no avail; in fact, none whatever. Faith, it was stickin’ me club into the slattery ribs of him that finally coaxes him into semiconsciousness; semi, and that was all.


  Then into the wrapper I sticks the unbeautiful bean-pole legs of him, and about the string-bean form of him I drapes the Paisley shawl, and what with the bonnet tied neatly beneath the chin he looks like his own grandmother, so he did, landed green and fresh from the County Cork.


  ’Twas not at all too gentle that Durgan jumps into the shay, draggin’ along Pat Murphy, the mainspring of the conveyance, shriekin’ its displeasure at the performance as meself and Mrs. Durgan t’gether sees them off.


  I give them a good half-hour’s start, then meself starts up the avenoo to observe the atmosphere of things in general. Surprised I was to find things so calm.


  Two urchins was sittin’ upon the curbstone. Says one:


  “Sure he is to be hung o’ Monday if he is found guilty of murder. He is now in the jail, two of us havin’ been to his house to see, and he gone.”


  “’Tis little ye know at all,” returns the other; “’tis to electrocution he will be sentenced if he is found guilty of murder. Faith, ’tis long ago that hangin’ has went out of date.”


  Then it was that I saw all the pane-less shops had been well boarded over, and it comes to me then that the damage must be made good, and, thinks I to meself, I’ll just draw out a few of the dollars from the bank and have me cousin, Rose Murphy, to negotiate with the citizens to repay the damage, advisin’ her to keep under cover Pat Murphy until the public sentiments against him would be subsided.


  So with this in mind, then I makes me way across to the Murphy estate, bein’ a cottage upon two lots, goin: through the back gate on account of me uniform to be less conspicuous. To me intense amazement the door was locked up completely, no sign of life stirrin’ within at all.


  “What is the meanin’ of this?” thinks I. Presently I observes a letter, pinned right upon the door-panel it was, just like they does in them movin’-picture shows; and, bein’ unsealed, I takes the liberty of course, to peruse its contents meself, the act takin’ away me breath completely:


  
    
      To PAT MURPHY, which has went to that Drinkin’ Picnic without me consent at all:
    


    
      For my part, Pat Murphy, yez can drink up the Atlantic Ocean, and jump into the same with both feet (bad ‘cess to yez), for I have gone home to me mother indefinite.
    


    
      Yours truly,
    


    
      ROSE MURPHY.
    

  


  I wipes the perspiration hard from me brow, I did. I was that perplexed. Me plans was quite upset, and it comes to me suddint: Where was Durgan with Pat Murphy?


  I walks up and down frantic for some minutes, I did, gettin’ more panic-struck by the minute from the exercise. I feels the chill goin’ down me spine, wonderin’ where in the divil was Durgan with Pat Murphy.


  I runs to the front of the house; then to the back. No one in sight.


  They should have got here this good while, thinks I, takin’ out me watch to see; and, jumpin’ Jehoshaphat, wasn’t it twenty minutes to the hour when I reports nightly to headquarters!


  Twenty minutes it was to eight; eight o’clock, the call of me uniform. At fifteen minutes to the hour me report must be in—it was the rule!


  Runnin’ hard, I could make it: and make it I must, says I to meself, for it would be the humiliation of me lifetime, me, the pride of the avenoo, to be late for me appearance before me superior officer at the precinct station-house. That would not do at all, at all, would that now?


  I made it by the skin of me teeth, as the sayin’ is. Puffin’ and blowin’ was I as I bounces acrost the threshold of headquarters.


  Faith, I was overcome with the sight before me, for, leanin’ up forninst the rail of justice, if you please, was Pat Murphy, still in the calico wrapper, although without the bonnet upon his head; and Durgan was there, too, scowlin’ fiercer than usual; and also Jerry O’Grady, me assistant upon me beat—me Nemesis, in fact—a gossoon of fresh tendencies, who I can’t abide at all, at all.


  This last mentioned appeared to be holdin’ the floor; indeed, pourin’ into the ears of the “cap” was he concernin’ the shortcoming of the pair of ’em. So this, thinks I, is the result of all me trouble. Wurra, wurra!


  And O’Grady was sayin’:


  “Sure, yer honor, I found them engaged in a battle to the finish, I did. It starts within the buggy that the one was drivin’, and I warns them sufficient, I did. But it had no effect whatever, it didn’t. For out upon the sidewalk they needs must come to finish their argymint, makin’ willful assault one upon the other, and-”


  “He bit me in the leg!” yells Durgan, interruptin’.


  “A tough leg entirely,” says Pat Murphy, makin’ a lurch at him.


  The cap knocks for order, makin’ threats as to contempt, et cetera. Me bone-headed assistant continues:


  “One is masqueradin’ in women’s clothes, as yer honor sees, and—”


  “I was threw into it by force!” bursts out Pat Murphy. “’Twas Durgan!”


  “’Tis a d——d lie!” shouts Durgan, shakin’ his head.


  At which point the cap warns them again, whereupon me brilliant assistant—which is too smart to be livin’, anyway, and jealous, too, of me job—continues:


  “I have all the witnesses here to prove that at 5 P.M. this day the regular officer upon the beat had in custody Pat Murphy.”


  Whereupon he calls the names, he did, of the keepers of the shops without no windy- panes to their front.


  “And these witnesses,” shouts he with an air of importance, which gets me goat completely, “can testify that this officer, who should have went and locked him up, has plotted to protect him on account bein’ his relation.”


  I could restrain meself no longer. The beautiful nerve of him, anyway, plottin’ me downfall! Bad ’cess to him. Anyway, I was for relying upon Durgan to protect me in this misfortunate affair. So I steps forward to try and fix things up. At the sight of me, however, Durgan yells, aimin’ for me neck:


  “Here is the scoundrel which got me into this!”


  The two officers pulls him back unceremonious.


  “Yer honor—” I begins.


  “That will do,” says the cap, curtailin’ me plea. “I have all the facts, and do not need the assistance of yourself.”


  And, turnin’ to Durgan, he says: “I find you guilty of disturbin’ the public peace, but will let you off this time with a warnin’ against a repetition of the offense and a fine of ten dollars.


  “But you, Pat Murphy, ten dollars for disorderly conduct, and ten dollars for masqueradin’ in female make-up, and ten dollars and ten days at hard labor for willful and deliberate assault upon the leg of Dennis Durgan here—”


  “It should be a lifetime; he bit me hard,” interrupts Durgan.


  “Faith, ’tis a hard leg to bite,” says Pat Murphy. “’Tis meself should be paid for the attempt.”


  Somebody in the back laughs. “Silence!” shouts the cap.


  “And six months at hard labor for the willful destruction of property unless some one will go bail for yez in the sum of five hundred dollars in the mornin’.”


  “Wurra, wurra!” groans Pat Murphy, sinkin’ hopeless against the rail. Mr. Durgan’s expressive countenance lighted up with satisfaction.


  “And,” continues me superior officer, concentratin’ his attention upon me exclusive, “as for yerself, Micky O’Toole, if by the proof of these witnesses you be found guilty of the shieldin’ of a criminal for the reason of relationship, then ’tis yerself, regardless of the fact you has been hitherto the pride of the avenoo, will be suspended immediate for ninety lays for willful and malicious neglect of dooty; after which you will report or dooty no more upon the avenoo, ait indeed you will please parade yer elegant self, you will, direct to the Third Precinct, which, as you know, bein’ the backwoods of Greensport, where the rabbits runnin’ acrost yer eet won’t disturb yer high tendencies to moral decency.”


  Upon the conclusion of which it seems that all the Micks in that police-court room was beamin’ with joy because of me downfall.


  Meself, I was too limp with the disgrace I’m tellin’ yez to protest. Faith, he blow could not have been more hard if I was hung then and there.


  Then all at wunst the old clock upon the station-house tolls the hour.


  “Eight o’clock,” says the cap. “Court’s adjourned.”


  “Eight o’clock,” says I to meself— “eight o’clock, and me Waterloo!”
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  BLESS me soul if all the kids in the neighborhood didn’t come runnin’ excited to tell me the news as I’m

  rubberin’ up at the poster in front of the movie place to be gettin’ an eyeful of the latest thriller!

  Well, needless to say I was takin’ me official form down immediate for to be overlookin’ what kind of a felly was himself, annyway, and, faith, I’m thinkin’ he had a good nerve, so he did, to be pickin’ out the choicest spot on me beat without not so much as a “By yer leave,” nor nothin’.

  Begorry, right beneath the big evergreen- tree it was I found him planted—me favorite spot I’ll have yez know at anny season of the year, and ‘twas with indignation I approached himself to be puttin’ him wise to beat it while he still had his health.

  Faith, when the felly lamps me two hundred and ninety pounds of official personage come struttin’ by with impressive leisure, begorry, I see him commence to be shakin’ somethin’ terrible in his shoes, he did! Arrah, touched me, did that now; and on the strength of it I had not the heart at all to be chasin’ him away, him that small and skinny, annyway, alongside of meself’s magnificent six feet three. Whisht, I give him the glad hand then in so manny words, I did.

  “Hello, wop!” I shouts at him jovial, “and

  what may the baptisms name of yer funny small self be, anny way?” says I, standin’ dignified in front of his peanut-and-banany stand and smilin’ condescendin’.

  Faith, ‘twas plain the felly was overcome at such an elegant cordial greetin’ from a legal light of me dignity and bearin’.

  “Cherubini Giovanni Angelo Botonelli,” he answers fluent, doublin’ up his five feet nothin’ in a sweepin’ bow.

  “More power to yez with a handle like that,” says I; and what may the short of all that be supposin’ yer in a hurry, for instance?” says I, which he shrugs his shoulders and produces his license to be provin’ to me the city is aware he is pushin’ a cart.

  “Well, well,” says I good-natoored, seein’ the felly is scared stiff at me official presence, “yez don’t have to be afraid,” says I; “yez can be stayin’ here the rest of yer natooral life, so yez can, if yer behavin’ yerself with decorum and is not committin’ no noosance,” says I, grabbin’ a handful of peanuts just to show there is no hard feelin’s.

  The wop’s eyes is openin’ with wonder at me act.

  “Ver’ gooda peanut,” says he, watchin’ me drop the same in me pants-pocket.

  “Sure, I’ll let yer know about that after havin’ took a small taste of a sample,” says I.

  “Only five centa beega bag,” he is tellin’

  me then for information purposes, I suppose. “Sure, they’re wonderful cheap!” says I,

  passin’ along.

  Well, the felly might as well get used to the fact that I’m boss of this beat, so next mornin’ as I’m passin’:

  “Hello, wop!” says I, reachin’ over deliberate for another handful of peanuts, which the felly says again:

  “Ver’ gooda peanut.”

  “Foine!” says I, for I can’t be denyin’ them peanuts is good; indeed, hot and nice and done to a turn, with never no fault concernin’ the same.

  Faith, every day ’tis the same thing: Me little friend tellin’ me how elegant is them peanuts, and meself, as I’m reachin’ for me handful, agreein’ good- natoored to the same, which I was thinkin’ ’tis the foine business man he was entirely, him that concerned in his wares sootin’ the public taste like that.

  ’Tis the truth; I had never no suspicions concernin’ the treachery of that wop till wan day if the black little divil—bad cess to him completely—isn’t sayin’ right deliberate into the surprised expression of meself as I’m steppin’ up to the stand:

  “Peanut too mucha dear these day to geeve

  ’way. Poor Italiano two centa more paya wholesale,” says he,

  slippin’ into a flow of his native lingo that violent it might be invitin’ the curse of the saints down upon me honest head for all I’m knowin’, and shruggin’ his insignificant shoulders like he felt sorry for himself.

  Wurra, I stood there stunned.

  Faith, I could not believe me ears that anny hooman be’n’ could be stoop-in’ that low to begrudge me a few peanuts—me, the boss of the beat! The impudence of him, annyway! Faith, the surprise of meself turned into a terrible rage, so it did!

  “Is that so?” I yells then, drawin’ me club. “Begorry, wop,” says I, speakin’ plain, “as

  nice as I’ve been to the low foreign likes of yez, sure I can have yerself and yer whole outfit pulled immediate and yerself drove complete off me elegant beat and back to yer native neighborhood where the rotten business ye’ll be doin’ won’t bring ye wan red penny, yer miserable foreign spalpeen!” says I in a towerin’ rage of righteous indignation, I did.

  Begorry, I was shakin’ all over, I was that mad.

  Arrah, it has come to a beautiful turn, thinks I, when an insignificant five feet of Eyetalian wop can be droppin’ anny hints at me regardin’ to me own official business and how I’m supposed to be conductin’ it—meself with five years of elegant record on the force, and never in the least once caught at nothin’.

  Faith, no sooner the felly is seein’ me that dangerous mad, he grabs immediate two big fistfuls of hot peanuts, and, explodin’ into his own foreign jabber, he is pressin’ me excited to be takin’ the same as a peace ofterin’, I’m thinkin’.

  Wurra, me blood was boilin’ at his act, so it was.

  “Graft!” I yells, insulted. “you think I’d be stoopin’ to that, yer do, yer cheap Eyetalian veg’table?” says I. “’Tis yerself should be apprehended immediate for insinooatin’ like that to the law. Wurra!” I shriek, incensed.

  Faith, narry a word says the wop to that, narry a word at all; but whether accidental or on purpose, sure I never could account how it come to be happenin’; ’tis the truth, I could not. Indeed, all I’m recollectin’ is that, regardless of me wrath, the felly is holdin’ the two big fistfuls right beneath the very nose of meself, and, once I get an overpowerin’ whiff of the lovely roastin’ smell of the same, glory be to goodness if me mouth doesn’t be waterin’ immediate for a small taste; and, begorry, as much as I’m fightin’ to uphold the dignity of me uniform, faith, I find meself succumbin’ to me weak, hooman cravin’ for

  them peanuts.

  Wurra, ’tis the divil how hooman natoor don’t seem to be takin’ no notice of uniforms nor dignity nor nothin’. Sure, I can’t understand it at all, at all.

  Well, annyway, that I fell for them things

  ’twas bad enough, was that now; but never in the world could I be affordin’ to be lettin’ on to that wop felly I’m wantin’ the things even the very least bit. Sure, I had to be maintainin’ me official standin’ in the community at all costs, I did. So, droppin’ the peanuts in me pocket:

  “Wop,” says I, “peanuts or no peanuts, dooty first,” says I with sharp authority, I did. “And ye’ll please be understandin’,” says I, “that whatever happens I’m the boss of this beat, I am, and under the circumstances I hope ye’ll be appreciatin’ the big favor I’m doin’ yez to be takin’ these; and don’t hand me no back talk, neither,” says I, thumpin’ his place of business with me club and walkin’ down the street like I owned the earth.

  No sooner I am out of the foreign sight of himself, I’m eatin’ up them peanuts with quick despatch, I am. Begorry, they was lovely tastin’!—indeed, I can’t say no different.

  Well, the next day as I’m after turnin’ the corney to visit me little Eyetalian wop, the toone upon me lips is suddint changed to a whistle of keen surprise, for glory be to heavens, no matter in which direction I’m lookin’, the little felly is not nowhere in sight; and as manny the trips as I’m makin’ to the place after that, upon me livin’ word, his spot stays empty!

  Arrah, I didn’t know what to be makin’ of it at all, at all, I did not! Faith, I stood there, starin’ incredulous at his nerve for leavin’ me beat without no notice; and then when I get to thinkin’ it over, faith, I got mad with rage, I did.

  “Wurra, the miserable spalpeen!” says I to

  meself; “him that stingy over a few peanuts he had to be changin’ his place of location.” For

  ’twas plain this act was did by him for a personal insult to meself, him knowin’ I would feel his absence somethin’ terrible.

  “The black, deceitful foreigner!” says I; “bad cess to him all his born days,” which it was divilish annoyin’ havin’ me handful cut off so suddint.

  Well, along comes O’Moore in the middle of me rage, and then as I’m standin’ there, talkin’ over the disappearance of the peanut felly with him, wurra, I feel meself suddint get a stingin’ pinch in the leg that makes me yell blue murder right out loud, it did.

  “Ouch!” I hollers; “who done it?”

  I turns around to be seein’ who the divil could be committin’ such an outrageous liberty upon an honored leg of the law, and, faith, who was it but one of them dark Eyetalian wop urchins, which, lookin’ down, I’m locatin’ seven inches below me official belt.

  “What are yez wantin’, annyway, yer miserable little black imp? Bad cess to yez,” says I. “And ’tis a divil of a way to be attractin’ attention to yerself by takin’ pinchin’ liberties with the law like that, so it is,” says I, which the small divil isn’t makin’ no sound whatever in anny language, but hands up to me very businesslike a dirty envelope and runs away with the speed of a banshee down the street, and is disappearin’ before the pair of us can be gettin’ our breath.

  O’Moore and me stares one at the other blank.

  “What d’ye think of that now?” says I to him, turnin’ over the letter in terror, which it had no writin’ upon the envelope whatever. “What d’ye think it can be at all?” says I, holdin’ the thing away from meself like it was a bomb, I did.

  “The best way to be findin’ out.” says

  O’Moore philosophic, “would be to be lookin’

  upon the inside of the same immediate,” says he.

  Faith, I did it, I did; and, merciful St. Michael, I let the paper be fallin’ from me hands instant, turnin’ white as a ghost with the fright of meself when I see the thing was not wrote in no English language of anny kind, but was all over itself in some heathen, unreadable lingo.

  “Glory be to the saints, Danny,” says I to O’Moore as he’s pickin’ up the note and starin’ in alarm at the same, he was, “if it isn’t one of them blackhand threats now on account, perhaps, of that missin’ Eyetalian wop!” says I, for me brilliant, common intelligence was tellin’ that to me the minute I give it the wunst over.

  Faith, I want yez to know me breath was comin’ all in gasps, and me heart action was in a dangerous condition. Begorry, if I didn’t feel the cold chill of death be creepin’ right down upon me very soul!

  “Wurra!” says O’Moore, still staring blank at the contents of the note, how it was plain to him, too, that me life was in perilous danger.

  Sure, he wasn’t sayin’ nothin’, was O’Moore; but ’twas the troubled expression of him was convincin’ me own self that anny minute I could hope to be assassinated.

  Wurra, I mopped up the cold sweat of me brow with me handkycheef, which it was a terrible feelin’ to be havin’ to be cut down like this at the height of me brilliant career.

  ’Twas O’Moore broke in onto me black, hopeless thoughts.

  “Ye’ll be havin’ to have a bodyguard, that is all, Micky O’Toole,” says he with the quiet control himself. “Ye’ll have to be guarded day and night, so ye will, till the desperate gang of rough-neck cutthroats is tracked down to the ground,” says he.

  “Begorry, yer right,” says I “Not that I have anny fear at all,” says I with the brave smile on me lips the while me heart’s beatin’

  with dread, “but it might be just as well to have a couple of them body-guards,” says I, sensible.

  “Sure,” says O’Moore, “ye’d best be seein’ the cap to get his permission,” says he, “ And, what’s more,” says he, “how do we know what’s wrote in the note? Faith, it might be sayin’ somethin’ about a ransom, a price upon yer life, and where to be leavin’ it, so we could trap that spaghetti vermin in the act of puttin’ a bullet through yer back.”

  “Wurra!” says I, shudderin’ at the thought of the same, I did.

  “Which,” says O’Moore, “it would be much wiser to know what’s wrote in the note.” “Faith,” says I, “I’d best be havin’ it interrupted then by one of them smart language interrupters,” says I. “Do yer know

  what them is, O’Moore?” says I.

  “Indeed I do that,” says O’Moore, “ for I have saw it did profuse at the Ellis Island immigrant place when I come over, I did; but I don’t know in Greensport,” says he, “who is a felly like that.”

  “Andy Harrigan,” says I, “is a felly like that.”

  “Since when?” asks O’Moore in surprise. “Since forever,” says I.

  “Can he do Eyetalian, too?” says he.

  “Faith, he can do all them dead languages,” says I. “Sure, in the station-house wanst didn’t I hear him interrupt the Hebrew- speaking language of Mrs. Markowitz into the English-speakin’ language of the cap so that the plain feelin’s of the one was exchanged for the plain feelin’s of the other? And he done it that perfect, too,” says I, “it made them both madder upon learnin’ the worst, it did.”

  “Begorry,” says O’Moore, which he was impressed at hearin’ the same, “don’t some fellys be wonderful bright with talent like that!”

  So it was us for the station-house to be reportin’ the same to the cap, who tellin’ us

  that Andy Harrigan is away on a fishin’-trip for the next three days. Faith, I felt like dyin’ upon hearin’ that, I did; and the cap is tellin’ me he can’t make nothin’ out of the note himself, but that it looks dangerous and I’d best be havin’ the body-guards and keep on offerin’ up prayers not to be blew into the next life until Harrigan comes back from enjoyin’ himself.

  Faith, with Harrigan away like that on the briny deep there was nothin’ to do but wait. Wurra, ’twas a beautiful thing to be lookin’ forward to three days of mortal terror and the prospect of bein’ killed before that.

  Begorry, I was blessin’ Harrigan, so I was, for havin’ no more respect than that for hooman life!

  Well, I goes around to the swell trainin’ academy, where they’re turnin’ out young prize-fighters, to be gettin’ me guards, and I’m pleased to be relatin’ that luck was favorin’ me in the pick of two lovely specimens, the like of which I never laid eyes on in me life. Faith, just like they was made for me purpose, indeed.

  Hercules Dooly and Sampson Ginnigan was them, with muscles somethin’ wonderful. Begorry, you couldn’t be findin’ two hooman be’n’ fellys no bigger annywhere than the pair of ’em; and for fifty cents and their table board they’re swearin’ to folly me to the end of the earth.

  “Come on then,” says I, “for yer may have to be goin’ even farther than that,” says I, marchin’ out with the same into the street to be givin’ them instructions how to be walkin’ fore and aft meself as life-preservers.

  Well, the first two days went by without no trouble from no Eyetalian gang nor nothin’ approachin’ near us at anny time. Faith, ’twas meself was thinkin’, annyway, that wan look by one of them small wop fellys at me noble giants, all over themselves with brawn like they was, would be makin’ the most darin’ of

  their treach’rous race be hesitatin’ to be throwin’ anny bombs in me direction.

  Sure, I was thankin’ me stars when the third day come along to be endin’ me ordeal with Harrigan returnin’ the next day, and the whole force turnin’ out to be layin’ low for them murd’rous blackhanders after we find out from the note where I’m supposed to be leavin’ the ransom.

  Faith, in the afternoon as I’m walkin’ all safe between me two gallant guards, rejoicin’ like I was that me suspense would soon be ended, begorry, just as we’re passin’ beneath where they is puttin’ up a new buildin’, somethin’ suddint comes whizzin’ through the air, strikin’ me upon the lid, and crashes like an earthquake at me feet.

  Sure, I shrieks out instant.

  “A bomb!” I hollers; “I’m killed!” I yells, droppin’ over, I did.

  The next I know I’m starin’ into a lot of faces, meself comin’ back to life.

  “Did it hurt yez much?” says Gilhuly, the boss foreman of the buildin’, helpin’ me up.

  “Did it?” I says, sarcastic, rubbin’ the spot. “What was it?”

  “A brick that fell accidental from out of one of the hods,” says he.

  “Wurra,” says I, “I considered meself assassinated,” says I, shakin’ the dust off me clothes; “and where are me noble life- preservers, the fellys I’m payin’ handsome to be lookin’ after me health?” I demands in a rage, discoverin’ the pair nowhere in sight.

  “Is they two big slobs,” asks a kid, “what was wid yez before?”

  “Yes,” says I; “where is they?”

  “Sure,” says the kid, “they run up the street when you let out the yell, and I come over to see what’s hurt in’ yez.”

  “Wurra,” says I, “the cowards, and the Lord givin’ them two physiques like that!” says I. “Begorry, I’ll arrest them, I will, the deceivin’ gossoons!” says I, in a towerin’

  rage; “I’ll never rest till I—I—

  “O’Toole, O’Toole!” I hear some one yellin’ at me back, and it was Danny O’Moore, which he is bringin’ breathless Andy Harrigan all did up in his fisherman’s togs just fresh from his pleasure-trip, and with no time to be changin’ his clothes yet at all, had he.

  Faith, I run up to be meetin’ the pair, I did, meself all excited the same as O’Moore to be knowin’ what was in the note.

  “Sure, I heard all about it,” says Harrigan; “and now let’s get down to the original,” says he. “Hand it over in a hurry, O’Toole, and let’s be gettin’ this blackhand mystery over with,” says he.

  “Well, come on into the back room of Durgan’s then,” says I, “where we all can have a bracer to be fortifyin’ our spirits against hearin’ the worst,” says I.

  Faith, I took me little drink with a tremblin’ hand, I’ll have yez know, as I’m handin’ over the note to Andy Harrigan.

  He must have just barely laid his eyes on the thing when me and O’Moore nearly collapses with surprise to be hearing him be burstin’ forth into a roar of the hearty laughter, the like of which I’ve yet to be hearin’ from anny one person alone by himself.

  Sure, ye’d ’a’ thought he’d never be gettin’ through, the way he carries on, every inch of the fat self of him shakin’ like a jelly and the tears rollin’ from his half-shut eyes in streams down his funny moon face.

  “What’s the joke, for the love of Mike?” says O’Moore, which couldn’t stand the strain anny longer. “Can’t yez see O’Toole is desperate?” says he.

  Faith, I sailed into him meself then I did, losin’ patience.

  “Divil a bit, Harrigan!” says I “what is it at all,” says I, “with me life in grave danger and you actin’ like the whole thing is terrible funny?” says I.

  “Faith, ’tis funnier than that,” hollers

  Harrigan, goin’ right off into another shriek.

  “It is,” I yells, makin’ a lurch at him acrost the table, “and me goin’ through three days of purgatory till yerself is returnin’ from a deep- sea pleasure-trip! Begorry,” says I, “it is an outrage!” says I.

  “Sure it is,” agrees Harrigan, with the laughin’ fit upon him still; “you poor innocent spalpeens, the pair of yez!” says he. “Now listen,” says he, “to yer black-hand note which has paralyzed yer heart-throbs with terror, and I’ll read it right off like it was wrote in the English language itself.”

  And with that he starts readin’ from the note:


  
    
      “With humble respect, I am addressing this plea to the magnificent big Irish policeman with the love for peanuts that have been raised two cents on the wholesale price—”
    

  


  “What the divil can that mean?” says O’Moore, which I’m squirmin’ uneasy with me heart in me mouth. Harrigan goes on then:


  
    
      “Sickness in the stomach of my little Dodo Guglielmo Botonelli keeps me this week off your honored beat, but in returning next week I throw myself upon the mercy of the grand, magnificent, big policeman making the request that instead of always every day the expensive peanuts, he will sometimes be pleased to take perhaps once in a while a fine ripe banana instead.”
    

  


  O’Moore’s eyes was glued to the ceilin’, the mouth of him twitchin’ like he was dyin’ to laugh.

  As for meself, I just sat there grippin’ the table and wishin’ like everythin’ the brick that struck me lid had killed me dead!
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