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T WAS a tough little, tight little gang, 
this gang of Nubbin the Sneezer’s. 
Each of the five was an under-sized 
river rat, and would cheerfully have 

poisoned the water supply of an orphanage 
for half a dollar—provided, that is, he had 
fair reason to believe he wouldn’t be 
caught. So far, none of them had been 
caught at much of anything. The police 
knew. Very well they knew. But proof is 
necessary to conviction. That diabolically 
cunning gang held forth in a lower New 
Orleans river front section, and robbing 
warehouses was its business, its sport, and 
its hobby. 

The five had their quarters in the rear 
room of a ramshackle and deserted old 
store building. The one window was 
covered with boards; all cracks were 
stuffed with paper. Usually it was stifling 
in there, but so far they had found the place 
safe. Nubbin the Sneezer—so nicknamed 
because he was built stockily and suffered 
periodical attacks of hay fever—always did 
his heavy thinking over a solitaire layout 
on a box that served in lieu of a table, in 

the flickering yellow light of a tallowdip. 
Midnight had just struck. Nubbin had 

been at solitaire since half past eight. “I got 
it!” he exclaimed suddenly, facing about 
with dirty cap low over his small, dark 
eyes. “I got it, Rocky!”  

Rocky sat up on his patchwork bed. So 
did Jaybird, Mudhead, and Ponch Jimmy. 
They blinked, then stared. 

“What’s that you got, Nub?” asked 
Mudhead. 

The Sneezer set his gaze upon Ponch 
Jimmy, the new man, who had that day 
been taken on in the place of a member that 
had passed too soon—drowned in the old 
Big Muddy nearby—because he’d been 
suspected of planning a sell-out to the 
police. 

“I guess you don’t know much about it, 
Ponch,” the Sneezer said, voice low. 
“They’s a new cop on this beat now. He’s 
young and keen. From up Nawth, I think. 
Boston, mebbe. Name’s Shamus O’Brien. I 
ain’t sure, but I think he’s Irish. Keen? 
He’s got eyes in the back o’ his head! Had 
us queered for a week, and us with a peach 

I 



SHORT STORIES 2

of a job ready to pull off. You, Mudhead. I 
got a way to git rid o’ Shamus O’Brien 
long enough to pull off that job, that’s 
‘zackly what I got!”  

“How?” inquired Jaybird and Rocky, in 
a breath.  

“What’s the job?” whined Ponch 
Jimmy. He was smaller and more ratlike, 
even, than the others. Always he whined 
when he talked. 

Nubbin the Sneezer sneezed. “Fourth 
warehouse above here stays half full o’ 
cigarets and fine cigars. It’s square in the 
middle o’ that new cop’s beat. I know 
where we can git a big truck. We can run it 
up to the warehouse door, throw the load 
into it, and git away before O’Brien comes 
back. Them fine cigars and them cigarets 
can be bootlegged at a third o’ the reg’lar 
price and’ll bring us a fortune. Git me, 
don’t you, Ponch?”  

“Before O’Brien comes back?’“ echoed 
Ponch Jimmy. “Back from where? And 
what about the watchman at the 
warehouse?”  

Again the Sneezer sneezed. His little 
eyes shone like wet beads in the light of the 
tallowdip. He displayed a blackjack. 
Kerchoo! 

“This,” said he, “will pe’suade that 
watchman to lay down and keep quiet, hour 
or so. Why not let it pe’suade the cop to lay 
down, too, says you, huh? I told you that 
cop had eyes in the back o’ his head, didn’t 
I? Now you listen close, Ponch: 

“Me, I been snoopin’ around. O’Brien 
has got him a skirt, and she’s purtier’n a 
speckled pup. Sure is. Name’s Mary 
Randolph. Her and her old man runs a little 
grocery store, and lives in the back end o’ 
the place; it’s three blocks off o’ Shamus 
O’Brien’s beat. Clean bughouse over that 
skirt, O’Brien is. They’re goin’ to marry. 
You’re new here, Ponch, and the cop don’t 
know you. You’ll somehow manage to git 
thick with Shamus, so he’ll believe what 

you say. Then, some night, you’ll run to 
Shamus all excited and tell him Mary 
Randolph has just been hit by a truck, and 
is dyin’, and is caIlin’ for him. He’ll go. 
Betcher life he’ll go. And we’ll have them 
cigars and cigarets loaded and be gone 
when he gits back.”  

“And me,” whined Ponch Jimmy, “I’ll 
have to burn the wind back to Ponchartrain 
and keep hid.” 

“Sure,” Nubbin the Sneezer agreed 
quickly. “But only for a few days, because 
Shamus O’Brien will be fired off o’ the 
force on account o’ him leavin’ his beat 
while the warehouse was robbed. Git me?”  

“Say, that’s right, ain’t it?” said 
Mudhead, admiringly. “Nub, you’d ort to 
been a cong’essman.”  

The Sneezer glowed. Flattery was wine 
to him. Kerchoo! 

 
OUNG Officer O’Brien was tall, 
black-haired and blue-eyed, and quite 

good-looking. He had swept pretty Mary 
Randolph off her feet, and she’d swept him 
off his. He was so happy about it now that 
he sang under his breath as he went poking 
around the warehouses in the darkness. He 
joked lingeringly with every watchman he 
saw. An Irishman in love is apt to be very 
big-hearted and sympathetic, of course. 
When the ragged and pitifully forlorn little 
Ponch Jimmy asked Shamus for a dime, 
Shamus gave him sixty cents. 

“Give yourself a feed, kid,” said 
O’Brien, “and then come back here to me. 
Maybe we can work out somethin’ for you. 
A job, or somethin’.”  

Jimmy was profuse in his thanks. 
Nubbin the Sneezer had drilled him well. 
An hour later, the rat from the Ponchartrain 
side of the city crept back through the 
lower river front darkness and to O’Brien. 

“I sure feel better,” he told the cop. 
“Say, I won’t never forget you bein’ so 
good to me. I been used to bein’ kicked 
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around all my life. No daddy, no mammy, 
no brother, no sister, no friends, no nothin’. 
Sleepin’ in empty boxes and barrels. 
Starvin’. Never had no clothes ‘cept them I 
begged or dug out o’ rubbish heaps. Sick a 
lot, too. Chills and fever, mostly.”  

“Too rotten bad,” quickly said Shamus 
O’Brien. “Kid, if I had ten million dollars, 
I’d spend it all on down-and-outers like 
you. I’d give ‘em a chance to make 
somethin’ o’ themselves. Did you know 
it’d be a swell investment? People are 
always investin’ in everything but 
humanity, ain’t they? What did you say 
your name was, kid?” 

“I didn’t tell you,” Ponch Jimmy 
whined, “because you didn’t ast me. My 
name’s Patrick O’Sheehan O’Grady.”  

Yes, Nubbin the Sneezer and his gang 
were cunning. The cop whistled. He 
groaned. He swore. He struck the palm of 
his left hand with his right fist. 

“Why, kid, you’re as Irish as me! Don’t 
talk it, but neither do I. Born over here, I 
guess, the same as I was. Now listen to this 
that I’m goin’ to tell you, little Patrick—
any time things go wrong for you hereafter, 
you remember it—an Irishman may be 
broke, starved, shot, drowned, burnt at the 
stake, or even hung, but he’s never licked. 
You can’t lick the Irish!”  

“No, you sure cain’t,” agreed Ponch 
Jimmy, with a sly wink at himself.  

 
’BRIEN went on: “I notice you got a 
whine, kid. Snap out o’ that. Talk like 

a man. While you was gone, I was thinkin’. 
Do you happen to know where old John 
Randolph’s little grocery store is?”  

The other nodded in the gloom. “Yeh. 
Three blocks from here. Over that way.” 
He pointed.  

“Correct,” said O’Brien. “Well, you go 
to old John tomorrow, and tell him that I 
sent you to him, and maybe he’ll give you 
he a job workin’ around the store. I’m 

vouchin’ for you, tell him. I’ll stand for 
anybody that’s named Patrick O’Sheehan 
O’Grady!”  

Ponch Jimmy professed undying 
gratitude. He seemed most pathetic. He 
reported his success to Nubbin the Sneezer, 
Rocky, Jaybird and Mudhead, and there 
was subdued laughter in the rats’ den.  

But old John Randolph knew more of 
river underworld life than Shamus O’Brien 
knew, and he saw Ponch Jimmy by 
daylight, and he refused to give the would-
be little double-crosser a job in and around 
his store. The winsome Mary was on the 
verge of tears in her pleading for “Patrick 
O’Sheehan O’Grady,” to no avail. Once 
more the under-sized rat winked at himself. 
It didn’t matter at all. When he told the cop 
about this, the cop only shrugged and 
became the more sympathetic. 

 
E’LL pull it off tonight,” decreed 
Nubbin the Sneezer, after Ponch 

Jimmy had returned to the gang’s quarters. 
“Ain’t no use a-waitin’. Ponch, you can tell 
O’Brien you went back to Randolph’s to 
ast for the job ag’in; it’ll be a help to the 
story you got to tell him.”  

“Okay, Nub,” whined Jimmy. 
The Sneezer sneezed and cursed 

himself for it as he led the gang out of the 
ramshackle old store building. Stealing a 
truck was not difficult. They rolled it a 
block down a dark street before they started 
the motor. They parked the truck in a black 
alleyway just off Shamus O’Brien’s beat, 
then went skulking to the warehouse that 
they meant to rob. 

Slugging the watchman was a simple 
task for the stockily-built little Nubbin. He 
knew just how much strength to put into 
the blow. The five picked up the limp 
figure and placed it behind a tall stack of 
boxes. Then, using the watchman’s 
flashlight, they set about locating the stock 
of cigarets and fine cigars. This required 
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little time. 
“All right, Ponch,” hoarsely whispered 

Nubbin. “You know what to do. Mudhead, 
you trail Ponch, and bring the truck to the 
door when O’Brien’s gone. Hustle! 
Jaybird, Rocky, we’ll be movin’ the stuff to 
the door there, and have it ready—easy 
now—no noise!”  

Mudhead and Ponch Jimmy had 
vanished. 

Shamus O’Brien was swinging his 
night stick and humming a snatch of 
“Mother Machree” under his breath when 
the smallest of the rats raced across the 
gloomy, rubbish-littered street and seized 
his arm. 

“What is it, little Patrick?”  
“Quick!” panted Jimmy. “Mary—a 

truck just run over her—she’s dyin’, 
Shamus, and callin’ for you—I’d went to 
see old Randolph about the job ag’in—seen 
the truck hit her—callin’ for you—hurry, 
hurry!”  

He wasn’t a bad actor. His whine was 
almost dramatic. O’Brien stiffened, gasped, 
“You sure, little Patrick—?”  

“I’m sure,” half wept Ponch Jimmy. 
“Hurry, Shamus, if you want to see Mary 
alive!” 

Shamus O’Brien wheeled and was 
gone, his heavy shoes beating a swift tattoo 
as he melted into the darkness. The would-
be double-crosser grinned and hastened to 
Mudhead, who was waiting behind a 
telephone pole. 

“Go git the truck!” whispered Ponch 
Jimmy. 

 
UBBIN THE SNEEZER and his gang 
worked like Trojans fighting fire. 

Cases of cigars and cigarets fairly rained 
into the truck. A thousand dollars’ worth. 
Two. Three. Nubbin kept grinning his evil 

grin. What a surprise package it would be 
for that smart young cop! Can’t lick the 
Irish; eh? Ha, ha, ha, ha! And he’d be fired 
off the force, too. Nothing could prevent 
that. Leaving his beat while a warehouse 
was robbed!  

“This is enough.” The Sneezer’s voice 
was only a little above a whisper. “Pile in, 
everybody. Git at the wheel and give her 
the gun, Mudhead.”  

The five of them crowded into the big 
cab. Mudhead’s right foot was feeling for 
the starter when the dazzling white beam of 
an electric torch filled their rodent faces—a 
big hand gripping a double-action Colt 
revolver appeared in the smaller end of the 
wedge of light—the rich bass voice of 
Shamus O’Brien was barking: 

“Don’t move a dirty finger or I’ll shoot 
everyone o’ you full o’ holes! So it’s the 
Sneezer gang. This is a feather in my hat! 
Never could get anything on you before; 
eh?” 

Although the gun disappeared for a 
moment—while O’Brien’s whistle was 
screeching thrice—none of the five moved 
a finger. The cop whose beat joined 
O’Brien’s upriverward came hotfoot, and 
soon was calling for the wagon. The 
watchman came to before the wagon 
arrived. As the Sneezer gang was being 
thrown into the iron cage on wheels, 
Officer O’Brien said to the now much 
crestfallen Ponch Jimmy: 

“Little Patrick O’Sheehan O’Grady; 
eh? It had got hard for me to swallow that. 
But this ain’t all you stumbled on, kid. You 
see, I happened to know that Mary 
Randolph shipped out early in the evenin’ 
on the Memphis Belle to visit her 
grandmother in Vicksburg. Kid, I’m tellin’ 
you again that you can’t lick the Irish!” 
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