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When the Gotham dicks got a clear-cut case against a babe that bumped her boss, only 
a whack like Hawkshaw Hinkey would put the blame elsewhere and near get slain to 

prove it. 
 
Mr. Louis Garfunkle, Sgt. 
APO 870  
c/o Postmaster, San Francisco 

 
EAR LOUIE: 

tha
backfield. A

You get changed around more 
n the football in a Notre Dame 
re you in the U. S. Army or on 

a Cook’s tour? First Japan, then Guam, 
and now Korea, wherever that is, 
cementing relations with Russians. 

Hambone says to thank you for the 
hari-kiri ceremonial robe you sent. He give 
it to his mother-in-law. He says it fits her 
swell, but to send along the sword, too. 
Also some poisoned wine. 

The crooks around these parts still 
have to be shown every day that crime 

don’t pay. Me and Hambone got mixed up 
in the darndest case a week ago. Hambone, 
as usual, got hasty and pinched the wrong 
culprit, only later on I find out he was 
almost right. Let me give you the whole 
works. 

There is an old babe found defunct in a 
brownstone house on West Fourteenth. Me 
and Hambone hurry there and take over. 
When alive and breathing, the old chick 
was known as Wisteria Hopp, and was 
called an eccentric. Louie, when a citizen, 
who has a million bucks, cuts out paper 
dolls, that is what they call them. Be broke 
and do it and you are a screwball and end 
up quick in a loon loft. 

The house is full of furniture that was 
antique when the U. S. made the Louisiana 
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Purchase. Wisteria is reclining at the top 
of the first flight of stairs. One gander tells 
us she hit her noggin too hard when it 
came in contact with the heavy glass vase 
that is lying a few feet away. Apparently it 
was used by the intruder. 

“Git out your handkerchief and pick it 
up, Alvin,” Hambone says. “Be careful 
you don’t wash away no fingerprints. How 
often do I have to tell you?”  

“Huh,” I sniff, “nowadays crooks 
never forget their gloves.” I pick up the 
vase very gingerly, Louie, and set it on the 
table. It must have weighed ten pounds. 

“Now the motive has to be robbery, 
Alvin. These secluses generally carry ten 
or fifty grand about with them in a pocket 
of a spare petticoat.”  

“Why, you cad,” I says. “Don’t you 
dare search the corpse without first calling 
a police matron.” 

“Aw, I wasn’t going to,” Hambone 
says. “Let’s see if any safes or dressers 
was robbed. She must of just come out of 
that room right there when she was 
bopped.  

We go into Wisteria’s boudoir, which 
is a place where Betsy Ross would feel 
right at home. We search it thoroughly. 
Finally a cop says, “Here is a safe in the 
wall behind the window drapes. It is open 
and empty.”  

“I told you it was robbery, Alvin,” 
Hambone” exclaims. “Yeah, it is as empty 
as an ax-murderess’s hope chest. I bet she 
had a barrel of hair looms.” 

 
E GO back downstairs, where the 
cops are grilling a little character 

with a goatee. One of the finest says, “This 
is Rene Immerbloom who runs the French 
laundry next door, Noonan. He can give 
you some dope on the old babe’s daily 
routine.”  

“She ever have nobody workin’ for 
her?” Hambone asks. 

“Once in awhile, my fran. But they 
always left her as she was a heller on 
spiked wheels,” the laundryman says. “She 
live alone most of the time with a big dog 
and an angora cat. Sometimes it is weeks 
before she come out to get her some air.”  

I says. “A dog and a cat, huh? Well, 
where are—”  

“I’m in charge here. Alvin Hinkey,” 
Noonan says. “I’ll attend to the elementals 
here.” 

“Let’s see,” Immerbloom says and 
scratches his bald noggin. “Seems like I 
hear the dog barking two or three hours 
ago, Buddy. Maybe he run out somewhere. 
Dogs get scared when they sniff a stiff.”  

“Yeah.” Noonan says. “Search the 
house, men. Look for that dog and cat. 
Most likely the killer got chased by the 
pooch and didn’t have time to put the vase 
back and rub off his prints. How big was 
the dog, pal?”  

Immerbloom shrugs. “You ever see a 
new-born horse, my fran? He is just as big. 
One time it almost gets away from the old 
dame and I go halfway up a telegraph 
pole. If it ever got off that leech—”  

We comb the brownstone, Louie, and 
find the cat perched on the steam pipes in 
the cellar. It looks scared out of eight of its 
lives and spits at Noonan. It catches 
Hambone with a right hook and puts a 
tick-tack-toe design on the bridge of his 
nose. I stoop over and pick up a handful of 
fur. “It is moltin’,” I says. 

‘‘Well, the pooch has run away or is 
still chasin’ the criminal, Alvin.” 
Hambone says. “I wonder where we could 
get bloodhounds to track him.”  

“You would try and lasso a rattler with 
a hoopsnake?” I asks Hambone. “That 
seems silly.”  

Well, we take a lot of pictures, and 
make notes, then take the vase and leave 
the brownstone. The good-by-forever 
buggy removes Wisteria to the nearest 
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undertaker and we go downtown. 
Hambone has the boys in the lab 
photograph the fingerprints on the vase. 
When they are developed, we are called in. 

“Only one set of smears on it, 
Noonan,” a guy says. “Better check ‘em 
with the files, huh?”  

“Most likely the old babe’s,” I says 
wearily. “Unless a dog or a cat was trained 
to dust around that house.”  

“You can’t never take chances, Alvin.” 
Just twenty minutes later, me and 

Hambone discover that the prints belong 
to a doll known at one time as Kay Okum, 
and who did a stretch at the Elmira clink 
reserved for dishonest members of the 
distaff side. Kay got caught driving a 
jalopy away from the scene of a jewelry 
store holdup in Yonkers.  

“Three years she was away, huh?” 
Hambone says, quite elated. “Well, Alvin, 
I don’t know of anybody solving murders 
faster than me, do you?” 

“Sherlock was pretty good,” I sniff. 
“Let’s go and find out from 

Immerbloom if Wisteria Hopp had a hired 
girl the last couple weeks,” Hambone says. 
“Never let no trail go cold no matter how 
late in the day, Alvin.”  

We go to Immerbloom’s. Rene says he 
does not remember nobody working for 
Wisteria the last three months. 

“Just my luck,” Noonan moans. 
“How’ll we ever find Kay Okum? She 
would have used a dozen names since 
Elmira. Just when I thought everything 
was in the old satchel an’—”  

“Pardon me, buddy,” the laundryman 
says. “Three blocks from here is an 
employment agency. Maybe that old rip 
used it. Now if I was a detective—”  

“Ha!” Hambone laughs. “Listen to 
him, Alvin. Tellin’ us how to run our 
business. Do I tell you how to iron shirts?”  

“I just make a suggestion,” Rene says. 
“How do you like that? Awright, don’t ask 

me no more never.”  
“Let’s go to that agency,” Noonan 

says. 
 
HE place is about to close. A blonde 
shifts gears on her spearmint and eyes 

us irritably. “No wonder you crumbs are 
out of work. If you’d git to employment 
agencies on time—no dishwashin’ or 
counterman jobs here anyway. Excuse me 
if I close up, huh?”  

“Wait a minute, sister,” Noonan says. 
“We happen to be employed. We are 
detectives.” 

The blonde laughs. “And I’m Lana 
Lake in an awful hurry to git to a beauty 
parlor. Let’s stop the kiddin’ as—”  

We show her our badges. Finally she 
believes us. “Now, let’s dig into the files, 
babe, and see who you sent to work for 
Wisteria Hopp the last couple years,” 
Hambone says sternly. 

It takes us over an hour to get what we 
want. We take a gander at a card that a 
dame filled out. The Dame is Robina 
Kilroy. Age twenty-nine. White. Address, 
1367 West Nineteenth Street. Domestic. 

“Kilroy was here,” I says. “So she was 
there, too. At Wisteria Hopp’s,”  

“A phony name awright, Alvin. Well, 
thanks, sister. Uh-er-what’s the telephone 
number here, huh? Maybe sometime we 
can—”  

“Beat it, lemonhead.”  
“Come on, Alvin. We are makin’ an 

arrest.”  
“And if her prints match the ones on 

the vase, she is Kay Okum and knocked 
off the old babe,” I says. 

“Every day you improve, Alvin,” 
Noonan says. “It is only a block or two 
away from here where the murderess lives 
with honest people. She took a key with 
her when she left or was fired. It all adds 
up.”  

“It seems too easy,” I says. “I wonder 
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has she been treated anywheres for dog-
bite.” 

“Now remember what you told me 
about searching the old babe, Alvin,” 
Hambone says. 

“I wonder where the dog is,” I 
mumble. 

 
E ENTER a rooming house and are 
told by a landlady that she has a 

Robina Kilroy living with her. She has the 
front room on the third floor. 

“The babe give you any trouble?” 
Hambone asks. 

“Her? Why she is a sweet thing,” the 
fat doll says, huffed. “Teaches Sunday 
School every—”  

“Quite a blind, Alvin,” Noonan scoffs. 
“Leave it to a slick operator like that moll 
to put on the old act. Let’s get her.”  

We go up and knock on the door. A 
doll with honey-colored hair opens up and 
peers out at us. Louie, I wish right then I 
was calling to pick her up to go to a movie 
instead of the hoosegow. Like a notion 
store she has everything.  

“Well?” Hambone shoves the wren 
aside and walks in. “Let’s not have no 
prelim, babe. You know why we’re here 
and that we ain’t brush salesmen. We are 
cops, and we are takin’ you down town for 
the murder of Wisteria Hopp.”  

“What?”  
“You ain’t deef, sister. Your prints 

were on the vase that kissed her adoo. 
Only yours, Kay Okum!”  

The doll gulps and does a little two-
step. 

“Toushay, huh?” Hambone says. “So 
you went to work for Wisteria as Robina 
Kilroy. You bided your time, then went 
back, bumped her off, and emptied her 
jewel safe. How much hay did you remove 
from her—ah—bustle?”  

The babe recovered fast, Louie. She 
admits she was once Kay Okum but is 

reformed. She says she didn’t rub out the 
eccentric. She worked for Wisteria Hopp 
just two days. 

“I would of murdered the old zombie if 
I’d stayed the third day,” Robina says. 
“But I tell you I didn’t do it. Sure, my 
prints were on that vase. Most likely 
nobody has touched it since I dusted it off 
and put it back on the little table where—”  

“Alvin, let us search this room,” 
Noonan says. 

We turn it upside down but come up 
with nothing more expensive than a 
costume bracelet. Hambone makes Robina 
fork over her handbag. All he finds in it is 
a five dollar bill and two one-buck notes. 

“Most likely hid it somewheres,” 
Noonan says. “Or give it to an accomplish. 
Come clean, Robina. You got a record that 
sounds like no Dinah Shore disc. Where 
was you last night between the hours of 
nine and twelve, ha?”  

“Sure,” I say. “Tell him. Maybe we got 
the wrong house, Robina.”  

“You keep out of this, Alvin,” 
Hambone says. “And stop talkin’ so sweet 
to crooks.”  

“I’ll tell you where I—no, I won’t!” 
Robina says. “Go ahead and lock me up, 
you slab-footed ape. Try and prove I 
knocked off that old frump!”  

“See there, Alvin?”  
I nods to the fathead, Louie. But I feel 

sorry for the babe. 
“Git your wraps,” Hambone says. 

“Then I’ll show you the rap I’m goin’ to 
give you, Kay. Ha! It is a good thing I did 
not send my assistant here to pick you up 
alone. Alvin, never git soft in this racket 
as—”  

“I’m not his assistant,” I said hotly. 
“And I resent your remarks, Hambone 
Noonan. From now on you go your way 
and I go mine. Anyways, nobody is guilty 
in my book unless they are proved 
innocent. I mean—” I was so mad with 

W 



THE VAGABOND PRINTS 5

Noonan I couldn’t talk straight. 
“Okay,” Hambone says. “You are 

through on this case. You’ll never make 
no detective. I wash my hands of you.”  

“You ain’t anythin’ antiseptic either,” I 
retort and walk out of the joint. 

 
HILE Hambone is on his way 
downtown with Robina, I says to 

myself I will go over to the undertaker’s 
where they took Wisteria. Most female 
eccentrics keep most of their belongings 
on their persons, maybe that is where the 
jewels are. Not that I don’t trust morticians 
as mostly they are dead on the level. Ten 
minutes later I walk into the place and 
quiz a citizen named J. Perley Gates. 

“Yes, I have the late Miss Hopp’s 
clothes,” Gates says. “We went through 
them very thoroughly. Seems to me the 
police should have done it before they 
brought her here.” 

“They were bashful,” I says. “What 
did you find?”  

“Two hundred dollars cash, a lot of tax 
receipts, an old cameo brooch, and twelve 
pawn tickets.”  

“Huh? I will take over,” I says. 
When I go into the back room with 

Gates there is one or two cadavers keeping 
company with the old doll. “Leave us get 
over this business quick,” I gulp. “Where 
is the stuff?”  

There is also a wrist watch with a 
broken crystal. Gates says the recluse wore 
long tight sleeves, so we couldn’t have 
seen it when we picked her up. The ticker 
is stopped at nine forty-three.  

“Pawn tickets,” I says. “Maybe the old 
girl was not rich and most of her principle 
et up by taxes, as look at the receipts 
here.”  

“If you don’t mind, Mr. Hinkey. I have 
work to do here,” the mortician says. 

“I certainly don’t,” I sniff, pick up the 
stuff, and sprint out of the embalming 

emporium. 
At eleven p.m. I buy a tabloid and go 

into a beanery to relax. The story of 
Noonan’s pinch is on page three, and is 
illustrated with a picture of Kay Okum, 
alias Robina Kilroy. The reporter alleges 
that Robina knocked off Wisteria Hopp as 
she has no alibi. He says Noonan has 
turned in a nifty piece of fast police work 
and should be rewarded by the 
commissioner. 

There is another story on the same 
page and has to do with hijacking. It says 
the cops found a truck loaded with 
Oriental rugs in back of an empty garage 
near the Yonkers line. It belonged to the 
Goliath Trucking Company. It looked to 
the cops like the driver put it there to be 
hijacked but something apparently delayed 
the crooks who were to pick up the load. 
The stuff was supposed to be worth 
seventy grand. Officials of the trucking 
company were withholding the name of 
the driver. 

Hijacking is being done all over, 
Louie. It looks funny to me that dishonest 
characters would be late in picking up 
seventy G’s. Maybe, I said to myself, there 
was also foul play somewheres. 

Then three sticks of news hits me right 
in the solar plexus and I nearly strangle on 
a cruller. They say that a citizen was found 
unconscious in his laundry and dry-
cleaning establishment on West 
Fourteenth and that his name is 
Immerbloom. The cops found him right 
inside his door with a great bruise on the 
front of his pate. There was no evidence 
that Immerbloom’s till had been tapped. It 
appeared to be an assault case. The 
laundryman was taken to a West Side 
healing hacienda. 

I sit there and put two and two 
together. First, Wisteria Hopp succumbs 
after a bash on the noggin. Coincidence 
can’t be that silly, I muse. I look back over 
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the last twenty-four hours, Louie, and 
wonder where the late Miss Hopp’s pooch 
is. I think of the pawn tickets I turned in 
and convince myself that it was not 
robbery that happened to the old babe. In 
the morning, I says, I will go and call on 
Rene Immerbloom if he is still among the 
quick. 

 
AMBONE NOONAN calls me at my 
rooming house at seven-thirty the 

next morning. “Hello, Alvin,” Noonan 
says. “You still sore at me?”  

“I have not been lookin’ at platinum 
watches for your birthday,” I counter. 
“What you want? And hurry up.”  

“We went to Honest John’s place on 
Bleeker,” Hambone says. “The guy says 
Wisteria Hopp paid him ten visits during 
the last year and hocked a lot of jewelry. I 
don’t git it, Alvin. Where was the cash she 
got for it? I still says this Kilroy babe has 
got some dough stashed somewheres she 
stole from—”  

“Nuts,” I says. “I hope you noticed 
Wisteria’s watch stopped at nine forty-
three which means that was when she was 
knocked off. Never overlook the littlest 
detail, huh, Hambone? If she had been 
holding a halibut in her hand you wouldn’t 
have seen it, would you?”  

“Don’t you talk that way to me, Alvin 
Hinkey!”  

“Oke,” I says and hang up on the 
lunkhead. 

You can easily see why crime pays 
once in awhile here, Louie. 

At ten a.m. I am sitting beside a bed in 
a West Side hospital. On the bed is Rene 
Immerbloom, now partly in possession of 
most of his marbles. The citizen’s noggin 
is bandaged like a sheik’s and his eyes 
keep trying to cross every few seconds. 

“Who slugged you, pal?” I ask. 
Immerbloom groans. “Nobody, 

Hinkey. Look, I am standing there in my 

shop stacking up bundles of shirts when I 
hear something. I turn around. I can’t 
believe it. There is a dog, Hinkey, the 
biggest I ever saw. Like a baby cow, yet. 
There is a leech dragging from its collar. 
The old rip’s pooch, I says, and quick get 
hold of the leech.” 

“Then what?”  
“Hinkey, nex’ thing I know that pooch 

takes off. Like a jet bomb. I am streaming 
out behind like a ribbon, also I am 
screaming. I 1et go of the leech just as the 
dog goes through the door of my shop and 
hit my head against the door jamb. If I’d 
gone through a winder, I would have 
landed over on Fifth Avenue. I have a 
contussion of the brain, Hinkey.”  

Louie, I started thinking. I think of the 
late Wisteria’s angora liver punisher, and 
the fur I picked off the floor at the old 
babe’s chateau. I see where Noonan is in 
for a slight stroke at least. 

“Thanks, M’sewer,” I says to the 
proprietor of the French laundry. “Maybe 
you’d like some comic books or 
something, huh?”  

Immerbloom says he doesn’t but 
would be my pal for life if I’d go out and 
fill the pooch with buckshot.  

 
 GO downtown afterward. Hambone is 
just coming out of the grill room. 

“Hello, Alvin,” he says, and wipes sweat 
from his silly pan. “That dame won’t own 
up.”  

“Maybe she is innocent,” I suggest. 
“With them prints on that vase? And 

no alibi? We went over and searched her 
room again and got nothin’ but a memo 
book with some addresses in it. Mostly 
guys. We check seven of the phone 
numbers and they are all theatrical agents, 
so we figure the other four are. I got the 
li’l book here, Alvin. She most likely was 
trying to get in show business.” 

“Hey, Noonan,” an assistant D.A. calls 
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from a door. “I got to see you a minute.”  
“Be right back, Alvin,” Hambone says, 

and hands me the little book. 
I have time to copy down the four 

numbers Noonan did not try. “Nothin’ 
here,” I says when Hambone returns, and 
toes him the memo book. I do not ask him 
if he reads about Immerbloom. 

Fifteen minutes later, in my cubbyhole 
down the hall, I check with the public 
utility. Ten minutes after that I discover 
that one of the phone numbers belongs to 
the Goliath Trucking Company. I am on 
my way out when Hambone stops me. 

“Well, we have her ready for 
indictment for first degree murder, Alvin. 
She’ll need some lawyer, that babe.”  

“I guess she’s the one, all right,” I says 
and keep on going. 

Louie, I go up to the trucking 
company, and tell a guy there that there 
could be a connection with the abandoned 
truck. “That Kilroy dame has a record and 
she’s been calling up a guy here. Maybe 
the driver who left that truck of rugs in the 
alley, huh?” 

“You maybe got somethin’, Hinkey,” 
the guy says. “The guy who took that heap 
out is named Olie Glick. We ain’t seen 
him since. Here is where he lived.”  

I am handed an address on East 
Ninety-seventh Street. I lose no time going 
there. I am walking up the steps of the 
crumby looking house when I hear tires 
squeal. Somebody yelps, “Let the punk 
have it!”  

You’ve been in a war, Louie. You 
know how machine guns sound. Brup-
bup-bup-bup! They ain’t nice, are they! 
The slugs kick chunks of stone out of the 
stair railing as I flatten. One goes through 
the crown of my skimmer and another 
removes all of the heel from one of my 
shoes. The cab whizzes away. I says to 
myself those punks think they got me. A 
cop comes running, also some roomers out 

of the old pueblo. 
‘‘Why, it is Olie Glick,” a fat babe 

says. “No, it ain’t. But don’t he look 
something like him?”  

“I do?” I yelp, shaking all over like a 
nineteen-twenty flivver. “That would be 
my luck. I am a detective and was coming 
to look over this Glick’s room.”  

The landlady says something no lady 
should when she sees what slugs have 
done to her no vacancies sign. 

I am shown up to Olie’s room. “If you 
don’t mind, I will case this joint in 
private,” I says to the old doll. She sniffs 
and goes back downstairs. I snap on a light 
and then it happens. The ceiling falls in 
and I know nothing for some time. 

 
HEN I sit up and shake the fog out 
of my lamps, I see a character 

sitting on the bed training a Betsy at me. 
He does look something like me. 

“I suppose Jocko Tribo sent you to rub 
me out,” Glick says nastily. “What was 
that noise out there?”  

“It was me getting shot at instead of 
you,” I says, and shows him my badge. 
‘‘The landlady says you weren’t here, 
Olie.” 

“I sneaked in last night and been 
hidin.’ So you’re a cop.”  

“Yeah. Why did you desert the load of 
rugs, Olie? Why did a doll named Robina 
Kilroy call you at Goliath at odd times? I 
guess you know she’s got a murder rap 
hung on her, huh? Evidence is all against 
her. Fingerprints an’ all.”  

“What?” Olie gulps. ‘‘Look, pal, I 
been hidin’ out until Robina could get a 
car and lam with me. Jocko’s gorillas 
started looking for me when that truck 
never got to Yonkers at ten p.m. last 
Wednesday night. Sure, I was goin’ to let 
them hijack it, but Robina—”  

“Huh?” I am kind of atomized, Louie. 
“Yeah, I met her a couple of months 
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ago. We both got hit by the love bug so 
quick we didn’t know what happened. She 
tells me about her being at Elmira,” Olie 
says. “Then I tell her about the stretch I 
did in Ohio once. We was startin’ clean 
with each other. I get a job with Goliath, 
then a punk I was in the clink with in Ohio 
spotted me. I needed a job to marry 
Robina. Goliath would fire me if—”  

“Yeah,” I says. “The old story, Olie. 
You had to go crooked again to cover, 
huh?” 

“You ain’t just whistlin’,” Olie says, 
and puts his Roscoe away. “Well, I go and 
tell Robina what the score is. She pleads 
with me. I says I will let the hijackers get 
somebody else to do their dirty work. I 
will quit Goliath that very night. Robina 
kisses me.” 

“But you weakened, Olie.”  
“Yeah, I took the truck out that night.”  
“Robina figured you might, huh? How 

did she catch up with you and make you 
ditch the rugs?” I ask him. 

“I told her once I always stopped off at 
a beanery for coffee near the end of the 
subway line,” Olie says. “When I was in 
there sippin’ java, she blows in. All is off, 
she says, if I don’t get rid of the truck and 
fast.”  

“What time was you in that joint?” I 
am all goose bumps, Louie. 

“Nine-forty,” Olie says. “I had to 
watch the time close as I was supposed to 
be in Yonkers at—”  

“Then Robina is innocent, Olie. You 
got to alibi for her,” I yelps. “She 
clammed to save your job for you. I s’pose 
if you’d hid out another three months she 
would’ve been fried and—”  

“I never knew she got in a jam,” Olie 
choked out. “Awright, copper, let’s go and 
see the D.A.” 

 
E DO. Olie Glick spills the works 
with a stenog standing by. While he 

is talking Hambone Noonan comes in. “He 
has Robina’s alibi,” I says in sort of a 
voice. “She was in a beanery uptown when 
Wisteria left this vale of tears, Noonan.”  

Hambone’s lower jaw drops and starts 
trembling like aspens in the breeze. He 
listens for awhile, then shakes his head. “It 
ain’t possible, Alvin. That doll, Kilroy, 
worked for the old babe. She left prints on 
a vase. She’s an ex-con. She—”  

“Sure, this all ties up,” the D.A. says. 
“But, but, Hinkey. Like Noonan says—”  

“You didn’t read what happened to the 
French hand-laundryman, huh?” I tosses at 
Hambone. “Immerbloom is in the hospital 
after getting slammed on the noggin. It is 
lucky for him his bean was much harder 
than Wisteria’s. That big pooch come into 
his store. He picked up the leash it was 
dragging. Bikini! 

“So let me reconstruct the crime and 
tell you the murderer. Wisteria is coming 
out of her boudoir with that bone crusher 
on a leash. It sees the angora which he 
don’t like. Zowie, he takes off after her 
fish punisher. He yanks Wisteria off her 
buttoned shoes. The old doll dives into the 
marble stairpost which is harder than her 
noggin. A table is close to the post and the 
big vase is tipped off. The prints were on it 
because Robina worked there once. The 
pooch will burn if we get him, Hambone.”  

Hambone Noonan groans. 
“If you’d kept callin’ all them phone 

numbers of Robina’s, pal,” I says, “you 
might have did what I did, and maybe 
even got killed by Jocko Tribo’s gorillas. 
Why don’t you stop overlookin’ the 
slightest details, Hambone?” 

The D.A. continues with the case the 
next a.m. He has the counterman from the 
uptown beanery there. The fat boy 
identifies Robina as the dame who came in 
to brief Olie Glick. “Yeah, it was between 
nine-thirty an’ ten awright, as always I 
listen to a radio program, and it was on W 
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while the doll was pulling this guy by the 
sleeve to git him out. I says for them to 
shut up as I wanted to listen.”  

“Well, Robina, you deserve a break, 
and you’ll get it,” the D.A. says. 
“Sacrificing maybe your life to shield 
Glick’s past, not caring what happened to 
you. Noonan, for heaven’s sake, will you 
ever stop trying to drag innocent people to 
the chair?”  

The doll gets up, grabs me, and kisses 
me, and not on the cheek or on the ear. 

Olie says for her to save him a couple. It is 
a touching scene. 

I hear a crash outside and hurry out. 
Noonan is on his hands and knees rubbing 
his big fat head. There is a banana peel on 
the floor. 

“Always trippin’ up on the little 
details,” I gibe and start running as 
Hambone reaches for the fire-ax. 

Well, good luck to you, Louie. 
Your pal, 

Alvin  
 


