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The kid couldn’t understand why his father received a second insignia, nor did he know 

why it happened to have ribbons on it! 
 

Y FATHER wanted his gun. 
He’s been after mother to give it 
to him for days—ever since he 

came home more than three weeks ago so 
badly hurt that he had to stay in bed. I 
wondered why a man who was sick 
wanted a gun. 
 But mother said he’d get the gun 
over her dead body, and I thought that was 

funny because the gun was easy to find. 
She’d hidden it in the cellar on a rafter 
where she used to keep a little extra 
money sometimes. 
 “Joey,” mother said to me, “don’t 
you ever let your father know where the 
gun is. Do you understand?” 
 I said I did, but I guess maybe I 
didn’t because later on I gave father the 
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gun. I told him where it was hidden. But 
that was much later. Maybe three days. 
 The afternoon before it happened, I 
saw mother peeking out of the window the 
way she always did when Mrs. Connor 
had a new hat or some new neighbors 
were moving in and mother wanted to see 
what they had in the way of furniture. 
 That afternoon I heard her give a 
little sob, something like I do when things 
don’t go quite right. She came away from 
the window and hustled me into my room. 
Then she did a strange thing. She hurried 
to father’s room and helped him get out of 
bed. I saw it all because I peeked, too. 
 Father couldn’t walk very fast and 
he had to lean on mother. I saw how his 
shoulder and side were all bandaged, and 
that was the first time I knew he was hurt 
and not plain sick. Mother took him down 
to the cellar. I thought she was going to 
show him where the gun was hidden. 
 But I was wrong, because father 
said, “Madge, where in heaven’s name did 
you put the gun? Do you want them to 
take me without a fight?” 
 They won’t take you,” mother said. 
“And there won’t be any fight.” 
 She came up from the cellar all 
alone, rubbing her hands against her 
apron. They were pretty dirty and I knew 
she’d opened the door of the old vegetable 
cellar, because my hands always got dirty 
when I did that too. 
 I thought it was funny that the two 
men didn’t knock. They just walked in and 
mother came out of the kitchen with flour 
on her hands, just as if she’d been baking. 
They were very big men. They looked 
mean. 
 One of them said, “Where is he, 
Mrs. Crenshaw? He was wounded and he 
wasn’t taken to any hospital. Where is 
he?” 
 Mother dabbed the side of her hand 

at her eyes. “They didn’t tell me. I haven’t 
seen him. He isn’t here. I tell you.” 
 The biggest of the two men told the 
other one to watch mother and he went 
around looking in all the rooms. He scared 
me so much that I slid under the bed and 
held my breath while he came into the 
room. I could see his feet. They had big, 
square-toed shoes. He went away after 
awhile, but I didn’t come out from under 
the bed until mother called me. 
 She was crying. Her eyes were all 
red. She told me I’d been a good boy to 
hide and I wondered about that, because 
when a boy hides it shows he’s afraid and 
mother always used to tell me not to be 
afraid. 
 Pretty soon she came up from the 
cellar and father was leaning on her even 
harder. His face was very white and angry-
looking. Mother put him back to bed. I 
noticed then that all the curtains in the 
house had been pulled all the way down. 
 Mother went to the living room 
and I could hear her telephoning, but I 
didn’t know what she said because I was 
so worried about father. He just lay there, 
looking up at the ceiling and saying 
nothing. 
 
SOON father went to sleep and mother 
seemed to be happy about that. Every once 
in awhile she’d tiptoe to the window, pull 
the shade away an inch and peek out. Once 
I followed her and she didn’t know it and I 
was able to peek out too. 
 Right across the street, in the 
doorway of the candy store, I saw a man 
standing and there was enough light so 
that I could see his badge and brass 
buttons shine. 
 “Why is the policeman there, 
Mother?” I asked. 
 “Hush, Joey,” she said. “Don’t ask 
questions. And you’re not to tell your 
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father there is a policeman across the 
street. Is that clear?” 
 I nodded my head. I knew I 
mustn’t tell father, but I didn’t know why. 
But when mother wasn’t looking, I’d peek 
out of the window again and the 
policeman was always there. She caught 
me the last time I did it and she made me 
go to bed. 
 Father woke up when the telephone 
rang. 1 heard mother answer it and then go 
to father’s room. Mother said, “Mike, it’s 
my sister Kathleen. She’s been taken sick 
and I’ve got to go over. That is, I should 
go over, but I won’t. I won’t leave you for 
a second, Mike!” 
 Father growled like a bear. He 
said, “Madge, for heaven’s sake, I can take 
care of myself. Go to Kathleen. She’ll 
need you, what with her brood of four and 
that weak-kneed husband of hers. Go on! 
I’ll be all right.” 
 “But they might come back—” 
mother said. 
 “Why? They searched the place 
today, didn’t they? Maybe they’ll plant 
somebody outside to watch and see if I do 
come home, but they won’t enter the 
house again.” 
 I wondered why mother didn’t tell 
him there was a policeman watching the 
house all the time. She didn’t though, and 
after a lot more talking she finally agreed 
to go to Aunt Kathleen’s house. 
 After she was gone, I tried to sleep 
but I wasn’t tired. So I got up and then I 
heard somebody moving softly toward my 
room. I was getting ready to hide under the 
bed again when the door opened and it 
was father. He came over and sat on my 
bed. 
 “Joey,” he said, “do you have a lot 
of faith in your old man?” 
 I wasn’t sure what he meant, but I 
said I did. He said, “Joey, your mother hid 

my gun. I think you know where it is. I 
want the gun, Joey. I want it right now 
before your mother comes back.” 
 I didn’t say anything because I’d 
promised my mother not to tell. Father 
looked at me for a long minute and then 
put a hand on my shoulder. 
 “Joey,” he said, “I know mother 
probably made you promise not to tell 
because she doesn’t want me to have it. 
But I must. Joey, if I don’t get that gun in 
my hands, you may never see me again!” 
 “Will you go away?” I asked him. 
 “They’ll probably take me away—
if they don’t finish the job right here. I 
can’t waste time. They’ll begin watching 
the house at any minute.” 
 I had promised not to tell about the 
policeman outside, but I thought father 
ought to know. “There’s a policeman in 
Mr. Billing’s candy store across the 
street.” 
 Father said, “Blazes!” and a lot of 
other words under his breath. He got up as 
if he wasn’t sick at all, but he stumbled 
once and almost fell. I felt awfully sorry 
for father. He was always big and strong 
and never afraid. But he was afraid now. 
Just like I’d been when those big men 
came this afternoon and I hid under the 
bed. 
 Father went to the window and 
peeked out just like mother did. He said 
some more of those words under his breath 
and turned to me. He shook me a little. 
 “Joey, the gun. I’ve got to have 
that gun! If you made a promise, you can 
take it back because if I don’t have the 
gun, neither you nor your mother will ever 
see me again.” 
 I didn’t like that because father 
was always a lot of fun. I guessed maybe 
he wanted to sell the gun and pay some of 
the bills mother was always talking about. 
I knew if father said I could break the 
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promise, it was all right. So I took him 
down cellar and showed him where the 
gun was. 
 He took it down off the rafter and 
broke it open. He let the bullets fall into 
his hand and then he got a rag and some 
oil and cleaned the gun. He worked awful 
fast, and when he was putting the bullets 
back in two of them fell out of his hands. 
He was shaking and looked awful scared, 
but somehow I didn’t think he really was. 
 
FATHER carried the gun upstairs and put 
on his clothes. He slipped the gun into his 
side coat pocket and patted it like he 
wanted to be sure it was there. 
 Then he said, “Joey, I’ve got to go 
out. Stay here, and when mother comes 
back tell her it wasn’t your fault. Tell her I 
can’t lie in bed waiting for them to come. 
Like I was nothing but a clay pigeon.” 
 I didn’t know what he meant by 
saying he was like a clay pigeon. I’d never 
heard of a pigeon being made of clay. 
 Father took me in his arms, like the 
time he was going away last year. He 
kissed me and I thought that was funny, 
because father said us men shouldn’t 
ought to kiss one another. That was for 
women. 
 He said, “If that policeman comes, 
don’t tell him anything. Not one thing, 
Joey!” 
 I said I wouldn’t. Father went out 
by the back door. I watched from the 
kitchen window and I saw him fall once. 
He got up and he looked awful sick again, 
but he kept going. I thought that mother 
wouldn’t like it if I let father go out alone 
this way. He might fall down again. 
 So I put on my football helmet 
instead of a hat, and then I went out the 
back door too. 
 When I reached the back street, 
father wasn’t in sight. Then he came out of 

a doorway and moved down the street. 
Every now and then he ducked into 
another doorway and he always kept his 
hand in the pocket where I’d seen him put 
his gun. 
 He didn’t fall any more, but he 
stopped to rest in those dark doorways. 
Then he went into a place where they sell 
whisky and I couldn’t follow him there, 
but through the window I saw him stand at 
the bar and take a drink. He kept looking 
around and always had his hand in his 
pocket where the gun was. 
 He went to another place where 
they sold liquor, but he didn’t see me. I 
followed him and looked in again. This 
time he took the drink and poured it on the 
floor when nobody watched him. I thought 
that was funny, but I don’t understand 
things grownups do all the time. 
 Father was getting sick again. I 
could tell by the way he was walking, but 
he kept on. I was afraid now, because this 
was a dark part of the city and there 
weren’t many people on the street. I 
thought then that I’d made a mistake in 
giving father the gun. I was going to be 
spanked when I got home, but I didn’t 
mind. 
 I wanted to go home, but I didn’t 
dare leave father. 
 Once he leaned against a light pole 
as if he was very tired. I was tired too and 
I didn’t blame him, but now I knew that 
even if I didn’t mind leaving father I 
couldn’t get back, because I was lost. Of 
course I could have found a policeman and 
asked him how to get home. Mother 
always told me to be sure and do that, but 
then I might have to tell how father 
sneaked out on the policeman in front of 
our house. 
 Father didn’t seem to notice the car 
that came around the corner. He was 
clinging to the lamp post, all bent over, 
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and I knew he was sick again. The car 
began to move faster and I thought it was 
going to climb onto the sidewalk and hit 
father. 
 So I started to run. I had to wake 
him up so he could get out of the way. I 
ran into the road and forgot all about 
mother telling me never to do that. I guess 
the man who was driving that car got 
scared when he saw me because the car 
twisted around just like my toy auto used 
to do when one front wheel locked. 
 Just as it started to twist that way, I 
heard a gun go off. It was in the car and I 
saw flame come from the car window. But 
the car made such a crazy twist that the 
man with the gun must have got awful 
mad, because he yelled like father yells 
when he gets mad. 
 The car went past me and I didn’t 
move at all. I was too scared to move. It 
stopped and a man got out. He was 
holding a gun that looked like father’s. 
Father had his back against the lamp post 
now, and he was holding his gun too. 
 Father shouted, “Down, Joey! Fall 
down!” 
It was some kind of a game, and I did like 
father said. I fell down. The guns went off 
again and the man who got out of the car 
fell down too. I guess he was in the game 
just like me. The driver got out and he had 
a gun, but he threw it away and lifted his 
arms as high as he could get them. 
 Father still leaned against the lamp 
post and he had his gun pointed at the 
driver. Then I heard sirens and I knew 
policemen were coming. When they got 
there, I ran to my father and he took me in 
his arms and squeezed me so tight it hurt 
me. The policemen put me in a radio car 
and drove me home. Father went off in 
another car with two policemen holding 
his arms, but they didn’t take him home. 
 

ALL mother told me, the next day, was 
that father was sick again and in the 
hospital. We went there that night and a 
big policeman was standing outside the 
door. He was a nice policeman, and he 
played with me after I went in and kissed 
father. 
 Later—I guess it was a couple of 
weeks—mother took me to a great big 
room. She said it was called the Academy. 
I didn’t know what Academy meant, but it 
was awful big and there were a lot of 
policemen standing in line and not moving 
or saying a word. 
 Father came in and when I started 
to run toward him, mother caught me up in 
her arms. She was crying a little while a 
man read from a paper. 
 He said a lot of things I didn’t 
understand. Like, “bravery above the call 
of duty ... wounded in a gun battle with a 
desperado whose brother was killed and 
who swore vengeance ... even though 
recuperating from wounds, Crenshaw 
refused to accept protection, although he 
knew this dangerous criminal was bound 
to try and kill him. Proof of this 
desperado’s intentions was made clear 
when he and one of his men visited the 
Crenshaw home and Mrs. Crenshaw 
concealed her husband. 
 “Crenshaw evaded a guard, 
exposed himself in places where this 
desperado had friends, and walked the 
streets in a weakened condition just to 
force this killer to come for him. Force 
him out of his hiding place for a 
showdown, and when it happened 
Crenshaw shot and killed the desperado 
and captured his driver. This killer would 
have shot it out if cornered and might have 
killed several men before we got him. 
Crenshaw knew this and brought the man 
out from under cover.” 
 I wanted to ask mother to explain 
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what all that meant, but she was too busy 
with her handkerchief. Then I saw the man 
who talked so much step up to father and 
pin a badge on him. Anyway, it looked 
like a badge except that it had ribbons on 
it. 
 I had to say something. I looked up 

at mother. “Why did they put that badge 
on father’s uniform when he’s got one 
there already, Mother?” 
 She didn’t answer me. But then, 
after father came home again, I didn’t get 
spanked either, so that was all right too! 

 


