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HE missus begins to get in her work 
shortly after we’re married. I wouldn’t 
say that she rubbed it in, but a man 

wouldn’t have to be no Arthur Duffy to catch 
the drift; I get what she’s drivin’ at easy 
enough. 
 So finally one day I says to her: 
 “Well, I see now why you married 
me.” 
 “What d’ye mean?” she asts. 
 “To reform me,” I says. 
 “No, but look, Joe,” she says, “you 
know yourself there ain’t no nice people 
mixed up in the fight game, except once in a 
while a slummin’ party, and I wisht you’d get 
out of it! You’ve got the brains and the—
now—everythin’ to make good at somethin’ 
else, and—I wisht you’d do it! Honest, Joe, 
managin’ fighters ain’t no business for a 
gentleman, and—” 
 “Who’s been slanderin’ me to you?” I 
inquires. 
 “How d’ye mean?” she asts. 
 “Where d’ye get that gentleman 
noise?” I says. 
 “Wrong party!” she says. “The wires 
was crossed.” And exits slammin’ the 
portieres. 
 I guess it was just as well she went 

when she did; maybe if she had stayed we 
would of had a regular brawl. Women is all 
right in their place; the only difficulty is to 
find the place. And believe me, maybe they’ve 
went to the right show, but they’re occupyin’ 
the wrong seat when they attempt to dictate to 
a man about your business! Nice people! 
Don’t make me laugh! You can take it from 
me, nowadays, what with the war and 
everythin’, any little way to beat them same 
identical nice people to a dollar, without 
gettin’ the cops after you, is the right little 
way for me! And just now the fight game’s 
goin’ good. 
 Where did the missus get that nice 
people stuff, anyways? Why—but never mind. 
What? Switch my game with the price of 
every little thing jacked up till you can’t 
breathe, and a man can’t smoke your cigar 
without gettin’ that guilty feelin’ because—
think of it—for the price of three El 
Cabbagerios you could get you an egg? I 
should say not! Very little doing! And that 
settles it. 
 The missus must be crazy. 
 But listen! If this here is only a case of 
temporary insanity, believe me, after a while it 
begins to look like the missus won’t have to 
hold out more than a couple of more days to 
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grab the record. She doesn’t get over it worth 
a cent. She doesn’t say nothin’, I’ll have to 
hand it to her for that, though maybe it might 
of been better for the both of us if we had 
went right to the mat about this little thing and 
fi’t it out. But just the same, it’s as plain as the 
nose on your face that somethin’ has came 
between us, and you wouldn’t have to be no 
professional guesser to guess what. 
 Very well, then; and believe me, I can 
be just as crazy as her—if that’s what you call 
it. If it was a—now—mule, a good way is to 
start a fire under it. And right here is where we 
see which of us is who’s who in this here 
family—you can take it from me! 
 Well, and so then, one day I’m passin’ 
by a place—you know what I mean—there s 
only one kind of “place” —when the swingin’ 
doors functions like they had been hit from 
behind by the big wind and here comes a guy 
travelin’ head first and two miles a minute and 
does a hook-slide to the fire-hydrant at the 
curb. 
 “Safe!” I yells, holdin’ out my arms 
horizontal and squattin’ like a member of the 
Cabinet goin’ through these here settin’-up 
exercises. I know a lot of other guys which 
them settin’-up exercises would do good. 
Take, now, Harry Lauder— 
 But anyways, whilst I wait—it looks 
like maybe some time there might be 
somethin’ stirrin’ round about here—this guy 
picks himself up, gets the direction, throws off 
his coat and—charges right back into the 
thirstery! Over the top! I had to hand it to him. 
 Say, listen. You remember that one 
about the—now-—King of France? The one 
that marched up a hill with I forget how many 
men and then turned round and marched right 
down again? Well— 
 In just about two ordinary seconds 
here comes this same bird marchin’ out again 
on his left ear, and double-quick wasn’t no 
name for it. This time he misses the hydrant 
and skates clean out into the middle of the 

street, fetchin’ up against one o’ them big 
movin’ vans, shakin’ the structure to its core 
and causin’ a bill for breakage of the entire 
contents. Oh, boy! 
 Believe me, the well-known Mr. 
Finnegan has nothin’ on this bird! Maybe this 
time he’s just a little slower gettin’ good; and 
organized, but— 
 In again! 
 A moment passes. 
 Out again! 
 On the level, it would of begin to get 
monotonous if—well, if that third time he 
hadn’t brung up against me! I guess it must of 
been the left-hand English, or somethin’. 
Anyways, I fail to side-step in time; he crashes 
into me, and the two of us takes the count. 
Talk about fieldin’ averages and famous stops 
and all this and that! Believe me, right there 
was the greatest little old stop ever made—and 
I made it! 
 And you wouldn’t believe it, but when 
I come to I see where this bird is just gettin’ 
shaped up to go over the top again, it strikes 
me that the situation is rapidly descendin’ 
from the sublime to the ridiculous. This guy 
ain’t no ordinary mere repeater; he’s an 
automatic. I admit he’s some actor, but what 
he needs is some new stuff. It looks to me like 
he lacks—now—versatility. 
 “Here!” I says, gettin’ onto my feet by 
a miracle and grabbin’ him by the shoulder, 
“what’s the great big idea?” 
 “Lay off of me!” he raves. “I gotta 
go!” 
 “And come!” I says. “Listen! What 
seems to be the trouble?” 
 “There’s a guy in there,” he chatters, 
“that says he can throw me out!” 
 Can you beat it? 
 “Well,” I says, “what more do you 
want? Do you wanna be relayed to the home 
plate? What d’ye call throwed out?” 
 “I ain’t throwed out till I stay throwed 
out!” he insists. 
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 “Prove it to the ump!” I tell him. “Who 
is this guy? Is he bigger than you?” 
 “Not so much,” he says. “He might 
weigh a couple of hundred.” 
 And listen! If this bird eats regular for 
three months and avoids exercise, he might 
shade Benny Leonard an ounce. 
 Well, maybe you might of heard that 
my business is managin’ boxers—though 
there ain’t no nice people in it. Anyways, I 
give this human medicine-ball the professional 
all over, and it looks to me like he’s there. As 
for his havin’ the right spirit—could you 
doubt it? 
 And so then I says: “Let’s go.” 
 I guess maybe he’s beginnin’ to cool 
off a little, because he appears to take some 
interest. 
 “What d’ye mean, let’s go?” he asts. 
 “Any place where I and you can talk 
business,” I says. “Listen! Maybe I’m all 
wrong, but in three weeks’ time, after I’ve 
showed you the finer points of the game, I 
betcha I and you can bust the Hindenburg 
line!” 
 “Who’s this guy Hindenburg, and 
what’s his line?” he asts. “Cloaks and suits?” 
 “Nothin’ like that,” I says. “Alibis 
and—now—strategic retreats.” 
 “Where d’ye get that stuff?” he says. 
 “Berlin, stupid,” I says. “Via wireless. 
Come on!” 
 And so that was how I come to meet 
up with Kid Harris. Well, the Kid is game to 
give the box-fightin’ business a play, and, 
believe me, he’s a comer right from the bell. 
Three speeds forward and not a darned one 
back—that’s Kid Harris! He’s a bear! In, say, 
four months’ time the city hospitals is so all 
filled up with second and third rate fighters 
which has felt the iron hand of Kid Harris that 
the regular trade hasn’t got a look in; that’s 
straight! And as for me—listen! Right here is 
where we get square—I and Bill Russell; 
includin’ and not forgettin’ nor omittin’, 

Fightin’ Dick Kinney! 
 Y’understand this combination? Bill 
Russell, the well-known manager, and 
Fightin’ Dick Kinney, the celebrated battler, 
has in times past throwed me for a loss as 
often as I’ve went up against them, which was 
several. And I’ll tell the world that as far as 
Bill Russell is concerned—well, the missus is 
right, there ain’t no nice people in the fight 
game! 
 Now, you might get the idea that I’m a 
hard loser; but you’re all wrong. Believe me, I 
can take what’s comin’ to me without puttin’ 
up no moan just as good as the next guy. But 
when they run out on you—when they run out 
on you—take it from me, that’s a flivver of a 
different make! Get me? More than once I’ve 
been all set to get this here Bill Russell good, 
with a kid that could take Fightin’ Dick 
Kinney the best day of his life, and—they run 
out on me! See? And when they don’t—I lose. 
 But this time things is gonna be 
different—if I can put it over. And what d’ye 
know? I do that little thing. I get this here Bill 
Russell when he ain’t lookin’ and we signs up 
for a ten-round brawl between Kid Harris and 
Fightin’ Dick Kinney, thirty days from date, 
on a seventy-thirty basis, the Columbia 
Sportin’ Club offerin’ a very fair price for 
the—now—attraction. And listen! Leave it to 
me, there’s a forfeit of five hundred—count 
’em—five hundred fish, or dollars, as you 
might say, for the non-appearance of either 
battler! And we posts the money. 
 And so I guess this is one time when 
this here Bill Russell won’t pull no sprint on 
me! And as for the Kid, believe me, when I 
say he’ll hand Fightin’ Dick Kinney the record 
pastin’ of the well-known century! Yes, sir, it 
looks like things is lookin’ up—way up! 
 Anyways, I feel like I had ought to 
celebrate, because, believe me, any time you 
can put one over on this here Bill Russell—
well, you got a right to call it a legal holiday 
which had ought to be observed with 
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appropriate ceremonies—and so on the way 
home I side-step to the box-office window of 
the—now—George M. Belasco and allow the 
tired-to-death business guy which is dealin’ 
the ducats to tear me off for a couple of 
orchestra seats for the evenin’s performance, I 
and the missus, and six dollars. Right in there 
with the upper classes! 
 Well, maybe I ain’t nice people, but I 
notice where the missus doesn’t make no 
bones about occupyin’ seat 8, row E, 
orchestra, alongside of me; and I’m willin’ to 
admit it’s some show, though, to be perfectly 
frank about it, I guess maybe if I hadn’t been 
buyin’ fur the missus, too, I would probably of 
went to the—now—frivolities, or maybe some 
kind of a garden, or perhaps a grove. I was 
born and brung up in the country, 
y’understand, and so these garden and grove 
things kind of appeal to me; though, at that, 
there’s a sort of difference. Still— 
 But, anyways, it seems this show is 
straight stuff; and it’s all about a guy that’s in, 
as they say, love with a dame. I saw another 
play once with the same idea in it. At that, 
there’s a kind of twist to it. Y’see, this dame—
well, if brains was a poker hand this dame 
would hold a mixed foursome. Get me? She’s 
one card shy and the rest don’t amount to 
nothin’. It’s either that or, if she  has got a 
little mind all her own, she don’t know it—she 
can’t make it up. In a word, she can’t decide 
whether to take a chance on this bird or not. 
 So you can see easy enough where the 
guy is right up against it, and no knowin’ how 
things would of turned out if a friend of his 
hadn’t went and declared himself in on the 
deal. 
 “Look!” this friend says. “What this 
dame needs is a little of the regular old rough 
stuff! Believe me, she’s strong enough for 
you; but the trouble is, you’re handlin’ her 
with kid gloves, whereas,” this friend says. “if 
you was to swing on her with a couple or 
more six-ounce gloves, take it from me you 

might get somewhere! Take my advice,” this 
friend says, “back to the cave for yours!” 
 “How do you mean?” the guy asts him. 
“Grab her off!” says this friend. “Kidnap her! 
Ask her once more, very polite, will she marry 
you, and then if she sidesteps—go to it! Pick 
your route and take her with you—right by the 
hair if necessary. Be a caveman! Believe me, 
before you’re half-way to the—now—bureau 
of marriages you’ll have to go some to keep 
up! You won’t have to drag her! Yes, sir,” this 
friend says, “you can take it from me those old 
cave boys had the right idea, and if you pull 
some o’ that stuff on her—you win! Nothin’ 
to it.” 
 Well, the guy falls for it, and—of 
course1 there was complications and 
everythin’, three acts of ’em—and what d’ye 
know? In the end it works out; yes, sir, it 
works out! This caveman stuff works like a 
charm; and—well, it’s some show but—I 
wisht I hadn’t went! 
 It might of been a week later when I 
notice where the Kid is fallin’ off in his work. 
I didn’t say nothin’ for a day or so, but the Kid 
keeps goin’ back, and so finally I says: 
 “Listen, Kid, what’s your trouble?” 
 “What d’ye mean, trouble?” he says. 
 “You know what I mean—trouble,” I 
says. “You’ve slowed up to a walk and you hit 
like a man wavin’ a flag—that’s what I 
mean—trouble! And you due to go up against 
Fightin’ Dick Kinney in three weeks! Fine 
business! And I want to know all about it—get 
me?” 
 Well, you might know, the Kid stalls 
me off; but I keep right after him till finally I 
get him into a corner, and it comes out. 
 It’s a skirt! 
 Say, what d’ye know! Here I got 
things all shaped up for a killin’ and now this 
female thing has to blow into the picture and 
spill the beans! Believe me— 
 “Who is she?” I says. “And whoever 
she is, what of it? What I mean—why should 
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you go and let her get your goat?” 
 “Listen, Joe,” says the Kid. “I didn’t 
have no more control over that goat than 
Heinie Zimmerman in the World’s Serious. 
She went and took it!” 
 “How d’ye mean?” I asts him. 
 “She keeps me guessin’,” he says. 
“And there’s a couple of more guys all the 
while hangin’ round, and—” 
 “Let’s get this dame straight,” I says. 
“Not that I give a darn, but it looks like she’s 
took a hand in the game and so I suppose 
she’ll have to be considered. Who is the 
lady?” 
 “Her?” he says. “Why, she’s—” 
 Well, after a while I gather from the 
Kid that she’s one of the ladylike waitresses at 
the White House Restaurant and Cafe; a—
now—Miss Cleo Burke. 
 “How long’s this been goin’ on?” I 
asts him. 
 “Not so long,” he says. “She only just 
started workin’ there—well, maybe a month 
ago.” 
 “I get you,” I says. “And before that 
she was a regular lady with a piano in the 
parlor, only father lost his money and so—” 
 “Search me,” says the Kid. “She’s a 
mystery.” 
 “What d’ye mean, mystery?” I asts 
him. 
 “She won’t say nothin’ about her past 
life,” says the Kid. “Only, believe me, she 
don’t belong in no restaurant! Take it from 
me, Joe, she’s the class! Honest, Joe, She’s—” 
 “Sure!” I says. “Compared to her the 
head looker of the Ziegfeld dollies is a—
now—mummy! Forget it! And you say she 
keeps you guessin’?” 
 “Yeh,” he says. “Y’know, Joe, I got an 
idea she’s strong for me! On the level! But the 
trouble is, she won’t admit it to herself let 
alone me. D’ye see? And there’s a couple of 
more guys all the while hangin’ round, and I’ll 
tell the world, Joe, it’s—” 

 “Yeh,” I says, “somethin’ like that, 
maybe—only don’t you go and get the idea 
that you got my sympathy! Not unless a pain 
in the neck is one o’ the symptoms. When 
would I be apt to find this here mysterious 
beauty on the job?” 
 “Why,” he says, “ ’most any time. But 
what’s the idea? Listen here! Don’t you—” 
 “Save your speed,” I says. “Don’t 
worry! But d’ye suppose I’m gonna let 
anybody gum up my game, like this beauty o’ 
the beanery, without even bein’ acquainted 
with ’em by sight? I should say not! I’m 
gonna allow myself the extreme pleasure of 
givin’ this lovely mystery the once-over right 
away!” 
 I dunno; maybe the big idea had begin 
to dawn on me already. 
 But anyways, I get Miss Cleo Burke’s 
number from the Kid, so’s won’t get my 
mysteries mixed, and takes it on the lam to the 
White House Restaurant, not forgettin’ the 
cafe. And there she was. And—well, I’m 
forced to admit that the Kid shows fairly good 
taste. Not so bad! Even to a married man like 
I, which was long ago stripped of all his 
illusions and most of his money, Miss Cleo 
Burke—but let it go. Beyond that, all I got to 
say is, she’s maybe a shade bigger than most, 
and—yeh—maybe a trifle healthier lookin’. 
And she looks like there wasn’t no more 
nonsense about her than necessary. On the 
whole, I guess the Kid could do a whole lot 
worse; but—believe me, he picks a nice time 
for it! 
 And things doesn’t get no better; if 
anythin’, they get worse. The Kid doesn’t take 
no more interest in his work than I do in how 
to say, “Here’s luck!” in German, and what 
with the missus still nursin’ her grouch, and 
all this and that, you can take it from me, it’s a 
tough old world! 
 And age doesn’t seem to improve it. 
What I mean—it gets so the battle with 
Fightin’ Dick Kinney is only four days off—
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and believe me, this time, if it hadn’t of been 
for them five hundred iron boys, it would of 
been me that ran out, and I was a fool to of 
allowed this here Bill Russell to of ever put 
any such deal over on me—and Miss Burke 
still has Mr. Kid Harris guessin’. Not to 
mention me. 
 Now, in the meantime, I had been kind 
of thinkin’ over somethin’ which had occurred 
to me, and so finally, when it seems like 
there’s no other way out, I let it go to the kid. 
 “Listen, Kid,” I says. “Suppose I was 
to show you how you could get good and 
married to this mysterious Miss Burke, would 
you promise me not to go crazy and elope to 
Niagara Falls, or Atlantic City, or somewhere 
till after the battle with Fightin’ Dick, and take 
some interest in your work, and bust the 
daylights outa this Kinney bird?” 
 “Would I!” he says. “Would I!” 
 “Listen, then,” I says. “Take it from 
me, you’re goin’ after this dame all wrong—
all wrong! There’s some dames which you can 
win them by—now—diplomacy; and then 
again there’s others where you need an ax. 
And take it from me, Miss Cleo Burke is one 
o’ the last! You gotta show your authority—
see, Kid! Some dames falls for the smooth 
work and others only responds to the rough 
stuff—get me? And what this Miss Burke 
needs— Be a Caveman, Kid! Be a caveman!” 
 “What d’ye mean, caveman?” he asts. 
 “Search me!” I says. “But I seen the 
idea worked out in a play, and, believe me, it’s 
a winner!” 
 And so then I go on to explain all 
about this caveman stuff to the Kid, and 
before we get through with it we get it all 
fixed up to give this little—now—theory a 
try—out this very night. 
 Y’understand, the Kid says where he’s 
willin’ to try anythin’ once, and, believe him, 
he’s more than much obliged to me for my 
kind advice; and, believe him, he’ll show up 
them cavemen at their own game, and all this 

and that, but— 
 “Listen, Joe,” he says, “you gotta go 
along with me and stand back of me if there’s 
any trouble.” 
 Well, I ain’t so clear about that, but 
finally I says all right, and if there’s any 
trouble—though, of course, there won’t be, 
and I betcha the mysterious Miss Burke falls 
for the caveman stuff so easy there won’t be 
nothin’ to it, because nine out o’ ten blondes 
or brunettes comes right along without no 
struggle as soon as they know that a man 
means business—if there’s any trouble I’ll see 
that the Kid don’t lose nothin’. 
 The facts is, this isn’t no time to strain 
at a—now—-gnat and swallow a—now—
camel. And, besides, I’m kind of interested in 
seein’ how things turns out. And not only that, 
but I’ll come in handy as a witness at the 
weddin’. 
 So that night, about 7.15 P.M., I and 
the Kid draws up in a taxi at the side door of 
the White House Restaurant, not to say Cafe. 
 “Wait, Kid,” I says before we unloads, 
“let’s go over this thing once more and see 
that you get it right. From here we go right 
round to the front entrance. We blow in and 
grab a table near the door. This here Miss 
Burke is due to go off duty promptly at seven-
thirty. 
 “Well, as soon as you see her go into 
the cloak-room, which this side entrance leads 
into, you chase right after her—see? The 
foodery will be all crowded up with people, 
and nobody won’t notice. 
 “Now, listen, Kid. You gotta take a 
chance on there bein’ somebody else in the 
cloak-room; but if there ain’t, you walk right 
up to this here lady with the dark secret and 
grab her right by the wrist very savage. 
 “ ‘What does this mean!’ she says, 
highly insulted. ‘What d’ye mean?’ 
 “ ‘What do I mean? What does this 
mean?’ you say. ‘It means I and you is gonna 
get married!’ you say, clampin’ right down on 
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that—now—wrist, and givin’ her’ the 
glitterin’ eye. 
 “ ‘Unhandle muh, you cur!’ she hisses. 
 “ ‘Not so you would notice it!’ you 
say. ‘Come hither!’ 
 “And you take it on the lam out the 
side entrance bringin’ her right along with 
you—and I and the taxi ’ll be there to meet 
you. And, listen, Kid! I betcha we haven’t 
more than turned the corner before she’s 
sittin’ in your—now—lap, and I have to ride 
with the driver to keep from blushin’ myself 
to death! Believe me, this caveman stuff is the 
goods! D’ye get it?” 
 “Sure,” says the Kid, “I get it.” 
 “Let’s go,” I says. 
 And so—well, everythin’ goes strictly 
accordin’ to the scenario up to the point where 
the Kid disappears into the cloakroom, 
followin’ the Burke dame; and I’m just gettin’ 
up from the table to beat it round to the side 
entrance and meet the happy couple when—it 
begins to look like somethin’ had went wrong! 
 Anyways, though the management 
doesn’t advertise no cabaret, it looks like the 
patrons—and, believe me it’s a full house—is 
gonna be treated, right here and now, to a 
pleasant surprise. Somethin’ extra special for 
this evenin’ only! Because, after a fierce crash 
in the cloak-room, the door crashes open and 
here comes Miss Cleo Burke and Kid Harris, 
the well-known battler, in a—now—dance 
number which, believe me, is absolutely 
unique, not to say outrageous! 
 You might say it was a sort of cross 
between the Brazilian polka, the Australian 
crawl and the—now—Indian dervish whirl, 
not to mention the Swedish half-nelson and 
the most revoltin’ features of the French 
apache thing—a sort of dance of all nations, 
illustratin’ at a guess the fightin’ methods of 
each and every well-known country of the 
globe, and the Kid is gettin’ the worst of it! 
 Right away Miss Burke and Mr. Harris 
collides with a table occupied by four people 

and a lot of crockery and everythin’, ruinin’ 
the entire outfit, From here they caroms 
swiftly to an adjoinin’ table; leavin’ a cross-
section of Belgium in their wake; they pass to, 
under and over three more elaborate dinner 
layouts—layouts bein’ the exact term. By 
increasin’ degree’s a barrage fire of various 
missiles fills the air, comprisin’ most 
everythin’ from soup tureens and casseroles 
down to these here now demitassies, which is 
comparatively harmless. And mingled with 
these is the cries of the multitude. 
 At about this point I notice where Miss 
Burke is industriously demolishin’ a series of 
expensive chandeliers which hangs low-down 
from the ceilin’, by the simple means of 
swingin’ the Kid by the left ankle—like an 
Indian club. And it looks to me like I had 
ought to interfere. But another guy gets the 
same idea, and the only result is we interferes 
with each other. We interferes all over the 
place makin’ a specialty of mirrors which, it 
seems, has been neglected by Miss Burke and 
pardner. I know for fact where smash this bird 
into m at least six of them nice, long, 
expensive lookin’-glasses, and I’m willin’ to 
admit that I guess he must of shoved me 
through as many more. 
 In the meanwhile six or eight more 
people has chosen their pardner and went to 
it—believe me, this dancin’ stuff is 
contagious! And from the results—
afterwards—I should judge that every couple 
has a different grudge against some kind of—
now—restaurant fixture. Anyways— 
 But, anyhow, just about the time I 
succeeded in puttin’ my man out—well, a sort 
of hush comes over the place and hostilities 
gradually ceases. And before I can find the 
Kid, amongst the other—now—casualties, I 
get the reason: Miss Cleo Burke, which was 
the original cause of the war, has went away 
from there. And things naturally quiets down. 
 As for the Kid—well, I finally dig him 
out from underneath the ruins of what was 
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once a regular dinner-party, and he’s a wreck! 
One look—without goin’ into the details 
which is too numerous and painful to 
mention—one look at the Kid and I see where 
it’s all off! Two weeks in a hospital for his—
not a day less! And as for me—Bill Russell 
drags down that forfeit money, five hundred—
count ’em—regular old round iron men! 
 Oh, well— 
 And not only that, but I’ve promised to 
stand back of the Kid in this here thing, and— 
 
 It might of been three hours later when 
I showed up at home. It took most of that time 
to get my—now—personal injuries 
camouflaged. But now I’m feelin’—oh, as 
good as could be expected. 
 The missus was still up. 
 “Listen, Elsie,” I says, “I got some 
good news for you! Look! Y’know, I’ve been 
thinkin’ over what you told me about there not 
bein’ no nice people in the fight game, and 
everythin’, and I thought maybe it would 
please you, and I guess maybe you’re right 
about it, and so—” 

 “What, Joe?” asts the missus. “What?” 
 “I bought me a restaurant!” I says. 
 And the missus falls on my neck with 
a glad cry. 
 And what’s more, it wasn’t nothin’ but 
the truth. Believe me, it was cheaper to buy 
that beanery than pay the damage! And me 
already set back five hundred by this evenin’s 
work, and, believe me, this caveman stuff—
but let it go! 
 At that, maybe I and the Kid would of 
win out if we had only went to the trouble of 
lookin’ up that past history of the mysterious 
Miss Cleo Burke; we had ought to of been 
sure of that before we went ahead. Because, 
y’know, as we find out a little later, when 
she’s workin’ at her regular trade, and not 
doin’ most anythin’ to get along in the off-
season, like workin’ in a restaurant, for 
instance— 
 Well, she’s billed as “Cleo—the 
Strong Lady”! 
 And far be it from I and the Kid to 
doubt her! 

 


