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OUGH TOM TOOEY stood in 
ring center and stuck out his chin. 
Willy Weaver danced and shot 
out a straight left. Tom allowed it 

to land upon his neck muscles and 
countered to the body. Willy, growling in 
his throat, roughed it up in close. 

metimes the Way to Gunnery School Leads Through the Prize Ring. . . . 

All the time Tough Tom wore a grin. 
He had blue eyes in a round face like a 
choir boy grown up and was apparently 
made of granite and steel. In there with the 
great Willy Weaver, contender for the 
middleweight crown, Tom should have 
been acquiescent if not frightened. He was 
a substitute, on a moment’s notice, an army 
boxer thrown to the sacrifice by Rigid 

Roger River, the Miami entrepreneur of 
fisticuffs for profit. He had no right to seem 
amused. 

Willy Weaver, slope-browed, swift, 
was good enough to be rated evens against 
Champion Jack Lugan. He was rough, 
mean, canny. He was managed by clever 
Tack Weaver, his brother, a sinister man 
with sideburns down his cheeks and a 
purple T-shirt strictly Broadway. 

In the press row Roger River, the Rigid, 
looked on with stiff-necked dismay. It was 
the fifth round and Tom’s grin had caught 
the fickle fancy of the fight fans. Willy, 
sensing the swing of opinion away from 
him, tied Tom in close and whispered 
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thickly, “Dive, you bum! If you don’t dive, 
I’ll take you the hard way!”  

Tom said, “I like it the hard way.” He 
hit Willy with an uppercut to the body, 
knocking him awry. 

A red-haired girl with artificial 
eyelashes bit her lip, which were thick with 
rouge and put an uncertain finger to her 
slightly pugged nose. She had hazel eyes, 
wide open now, staring. Willy moved to 
attack and she inhaled sharply. 

Willy scraped sharp laces across Tom’s 
pleasant face. The referee started forward, 
scowling, but Tom still grinned. Willy dug 
an elbow into Tom’s sun-browned ribs, 
stepped hard on Tom’s toe and shoved a 
right cross for the belt line reckless whether 
it landed fair or foul. 

Tough Tom stood in there and took it. 
His somewhat awkward left dashed against 
Willy’s snarling features. His right swept 
like a meat clover. Willy rolled desperately 
to avoid it, but the blow caught his ear. 
Willy went to the ropes, rubber-legged and 
the crowd, with one motion, swept to its 
feet, howling. 

The bell sounded with Willy still 
floundering among the hempen strands and 
Tom still grinning. . . . 

In Tom’s corner Joe and Jim seemed to 
have eight arms and a dozen legs. Joe and 
Jim were pick-ups, at ten bucks each, but 
their hearts were in their work. Joe talked. 
Jim handled towel, sponge, astringents. Joe 
waved his arms. Jim was silent, but good. 

Joe said, “The bum fouled us! You 
gotta moider a bum like that!”  

Tom said, “He is tough, huh? Very 
nice. Makes a good fight.” 

“You are nuts!” wailed Joe. “You croon 
like an amachoor!”  

They were nice boys, slightly simian, 
very much alike. Jim made Tom feel good 
and Joe’s patois was good to hear. Tom 
looked down at ringside and found the girl. 
She kept staring at him and he thought he 

could see freckles where the pancake 
make-up ended. She looked gaudy, but he 
had expected that. He had never lost 
complete track of her since Texas days. 
Since he had been assigned to Air Corps 
Special Services at Miami he had known he 
would see her again. 

Well, it was a long way back to the 
Dirty Shame, when Rigid Roger River had 
been keeper of that tiny Texas bistro. Tom 
was just out of high school when Kitty 
Mallory ran away with the honky tonk 
show. That’s why Tom took his football 
prowess to the pros instead of college, 
that’s why he became a boxer—only he 
called it fighting, not boxing. . . . 

He had, he admitted, become quite a 
character. Fighting all those toughies on the 
Coast, and beating them too, and then 
enlisting after Pearl Harbor and learning 
that his football knee put him in Special 
Services . . . when he only wanted to shoot 
the guns. . . . 

Well, that had worked out to a certain 
point. Colonel Manning of Dallas was his 
superior officer here at Miami. If he could 
take a friendlier exam. . . . And Kitty was 
here, and Rigid Roger, who had eagerly 
signed him to this bout knowing that all 
boys from Live Oak County were fighters. . 
. . 

The whistle blew and Joe pleaded. “Lay 
it to him, Texas! Make him walk that chalk 
line or he’ll foul you off!” 

T
 
OM got up, waiting for the bell. He 
was very calm, surveying Willy 

Weaver, the master boxer. At the bell he 
went out, favoring his bum knee, and Willy 
went around and around, very clever, 
lancing that long left which was to give 
Jack Lugan trouble some day, people said. 
Tom accepted that left. He took it upon the 
seeming innocence of his countenance and 
countered short rights to Willy’s aching 
body. He was patient under a butt which 
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did not quite come off. However, although 
rancor was foreign to his nature, he began 
to dislike Willy Weaver. . . .  

He bounced a left off Willy’s skull. He 
lowered his sights and pummeled Willy’s 
ribs with both hands. He took more 
punches to the face, rolling with them, 
stoically seeking an opening for his 
counters. 

Willy was dirty. But he was a fighter, a 
winner. He had clawed his way to the top 
and he meant to remain there. He would cut 
the throat of his favorite aunt to get a shot 
at the title, and right on, Tom knew, Willy 
was a top-flight pugilist. 

Tom swung under with his right. Willy, 
coming in, saw his chance. Tom saw the 
left hook exploding too late. 

Tom hit Willy with the right. Willy hit 
Tom with the left. Both seemed 
immediately to don roller skates and go 
backwards. 

Each struck the ropes. Each came 
forward as from a giant bow. In mid-ring 
they crossed blind, atavistic ringing 
wallops. Both landed, smack on the chin. 

Tom fell to the right. Willy fell to the 
left. They sprawled on the canvas and even 
the cynical eye of Rigid Roger glazed with 
excitement at the spectacle. No spectator 
was in his seat. Yells ascended to the 
Florida skies and even the banshees in 
Ireland trembled with envy, and gulls 
fluttered frightened to the sea. 

At nine Tom rolled over. Willy pushed 
against the floor with his hands, unable, 
however, to raise his face from the canvas. 

The referee’s turn poised for the fatal 
ten count. Tom came erect and saw Joe 
motioning to him like an automatic signal 
gone mad. He walked straight ahead to the 
corner and leaned there. 

Finally he turned. Through a haze he 
saw Willy. The game battler was walking 
in a small circle. But he was on his feet. 

Tom sighed. It had been a hell of an affray. 
. . . 

The bell ended it. Through the 
remaining rounds they butted heads and 
swung. But that other bell had tolled the 
story. They mitted briefly, went to their 
corners and it was over. 

The referee stood in ring center. He 
crossed his arms, uncrossed them amidst 
the applause for the contestants. He pointed 
a dramatic finger at each fighter. No one 
heard him pronounce the bout a draw, but 
no one doubted the decision except Tack 
Weaver, who was screaming to the world 
his objections. . . . 

 
N THE dressing room, Joe, the second, 
was raving. What a deal, pal! Now you 

kin fight a dozen bums and make a lotta 
dough. If on’y that bum Rigid Roger was 
not the promoter here and did not have 
himself tied with this Weaver you could 
mebbe get the Champ, even. You ain’t got 
style, pal, but you got zoomph!”  

Jim did not speak. He glowed. He 
rubbed Tom down with loving care. Joe 
prattled, “Now, I got a scheme, see? 
Tomorrow I will see you and we will see 
Sooley Morgan. . . .” 

The door opened and Rigid Roger 
entered. He said tightly, “Throw these 
bums out, Tom. I must see you alone.”  

Tom dug down for twenty dollars 
apiece, instead of the ten. At the door he 
whispered, “See you tomorrow, at the 
Post.”  

He went back and Rigid Roger said, 
“You made a nice fight.”  

“But you didn’t like it,” nodded Tom. 
Rigid Rover said, “I’m a Texan. You’re 

a Texan. I gave you the chance. Now 
you’ve got to square me.”  

Tom said, “Well, I dunno. My colonel’s 
the boss.” 

“You’ve got to fight him again,” said 
Rigid Roger. “I’m committed. I’ve got 

I
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Lugan promised to meet Weaver. But 
Lugan ain’t signed. And this draw decision. 
. . .” 

Tom said, “He fights dirty. I need my 
eyes to be a gunner. Supposin’ he butts my 
eye?”  

Rigid Roger said, “We’re both from 
Live Oak County, Tom. Texans stick 
together. Remember when you used to 
hang around the Dirty Shame?” 

“My mother remembers,” said Tom 
drily. “She put the name on your joint. Said 
it was a dirty shame for kids like us to hang 
out there.” 

“I worked for your dad,” said Rigid 
Roger emotionally. “And remember Kitty 
Mallory? Why—she’s here. You ought to 
see her!”  

Tom said calmly, “Kitty, the redhead? 
Here?”  

“Singing star!” said Roger 
enthusiastically. “At the Silver Spoon. We 
will go see her right now.” 

“Well, well,” murmured Tom. “Do tell! 
Kitty Mallory!”  

He allowed Rigid Roger to lead him to 
the place as though he had never been 
there. It was a smallish night club filled 
with people who seemed to be spending too 
much money. 

Willy Weaver and his brother Tack 
came in and sat at a ringside table. Tack’s 
white dinner jacket appeared to be wearing 
its owner and Willy sported a fine shanty 
over his left eye. . . . The lights dimmed 
and Kitty came out and sang, “I‘ll Get By.”  

She certainly did not look much like 
Dad Mallory’s tomboy daughter. She had 
been away five years and it showed on her. 
But somehow she still looked mighty fine 
to Tom. 

Always she had been showing off, 
singing, dancing and acting up, different 
from other girls. Dad was a widower and 
not much on keeping up with young folks. 

Her voice still was not much, Tom 

thought. She got a big hand from the 
people and immediately began an encore, 
but it was the way she used those fake 
eyelashes and the fine Texas body peeping 
from the diaphanous gown, Tom thought. 
She kept gliding around now, and he could 
see her legs. It would make Dad mad to be 
there, but she sure had mighty fine legs. . . . 

Then he realized she was singing 
“Honeysuckle Rose” and that she was 
standing above him, finishing the piece and 
he got up awkwardly and someone 
recognized him and there was a great round 
of drunken applause. Then the house lights 
came on and she sat down and said calmly, 
“Hello, Tom, you old horned toad.”  

He said, “Hiya, Kitty? How’s tricks?”  
Rigid Roger said, “Tack’s calling me. . 

. .” He went over to Weaver’s table and 
Tack was still bellering about being robbed 
and demanding things and making quite a 
fuss. Tom heard them out of one ear. The 
other he reserved for Kitty. 

She said, “I am doing fine. This is a 
good job, and then I open in New York, at 
the Princes and maybe I will get a show. 
Yes, I am doing fine.”  

Tom said, “You like it, huh?”  
“It is my career,” she said with dignity. 

“Always I have to think of my voice. It is a 
long way back to the Dirty Shame, Tom.”  

“Honeysuckle Rose,” said Tom. ‘You 
sang it there. For me.”  

“You got mad,” she said. “You went to 
Dallas. You were always getting mad about 
something.”  

Tom said, “When I came back you 
were gone. Rigid Roger was gone, too. 
They ran him out, but you went on your 
own.”  

She stared at him. “Does Dad—did 
people say—that I ran away with Roger?” 

“They tried to,” said Tom. “But Dad 
got out his old Colt’s. I had to fight the 
King brothers. Both of ‘em. That’s what 
gave me the idea I was a fighter. . . . Then 
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nobody talked any more.”  
She said, “They believed that! Why—

he’s old enough to—I admit he’s been 
around. He’s helped me.” 

“He makes passes at you,” nodded 
Tom. “But you don’t go for them. Why 
don’t you chuck it, Kitty? Dad’s always 
trainin’ a new pinto for you. Remember 
how you liked paint ponies, always? Dad 
has done good. His ranch is fine. He wants 
you home again.” 

Her mouth grew firm. She said, “I’ll 
never go back.”  

“That show in New York,” Tom said. 
“Is Roger going to back it with his 
promotion money from here? If he makes 
any?”  

She said, “Now wait, Tom. . . . If you 
begin believing that stuff . . .” 

“I never said. . .” he began. 
“You—you horrible-minded Texas 

farmer!” she said. Her red hair seemed to 
bristle. “I might have known! Dad sent 
you! You’re after me! Trying to take me 
away from my career and drag me back to 
the brush!”  

Tom said, “I never—it’s only that Dad 
is gettin’ old. . . .” 

“You know what you can do?” she 
pronounced firmly. “You can go back to 
Texas and tell them all that Kitty Mallory 
will never return until she has reached the 
pinnacle of success, until she . . .” 

“Such talk!” Tom said mildly. “How 
can I go back? I’m in the Air Corps. I’m a 
poor guy queer for B17s—into the big blue 
yonder. They only let me box and instruct 
and I want guns. . . .” 

“Bah!” she cried. “You’re a dumb 
Texan! You’ve always torn me down. You 
hate my singing. . . .”  

She knocked her chair over getting 
away from him. She flounced over to the 
table where Rigid Roger connived with the 
Weavers. She became all smiles, greeting 
them, sitting with them, accepting a 

highball. Her white shoulder turned against 
Tom Tooey. 

He got up and went out. The fresh night 
was gorgeous and the yellow ball of a 
moon over Biscayne was like a stage prop. 
The inky water lay deep and calm, but 
imparted to him nothing of its 
peacefulness. Kitty Mallory had always 
been like that. . . . 

 
OLONEL HARRY MANNING was a 
sportsman, a Texan of the first water 

and an admirer of such characters as Tough 
Tom Tooey. He said, “The General is 
coming down and he is sports nutty. Our 
football team kind of stinks. . . . You did 
not do us any harm with that draw. . . . But 
do you dare fight Weaver again?”  

Tom said, “Sir, if I have your 
permission to train for it.”  

The Colonel said, “Train? Of course—
anything you like. But can you whip a man 
like Weaver?”  

“Sir,” said Tom, “have I your 
permission to take another examination for 
gunnery school?”  

Colonel Manning said, “You’re a 
persistent cuss. You go ahead and try.” 

Tom saluted and went out. At the gate 
the two similar seconds were waiting. With 
them was an older man—who wore 
spectacles and cauliflower ears. Joe said, 
“Sooley Morgan hisself!”  

Tom looked curiously at the ex-welter 
king. One of the great boxers of all time, 
Sooley wore no marks but the bat ears, 
gained in slipping and rolling punches 
which might have scrambled his features 
and his brain. Sooley said, “I have a barn, 
over west on the edge of Miami. Should we 
proceed?”  

They drove in a rattletrap flivver. 
Sooley Morgan had the precise manners of 
an old school dancing master. He spoke 
like a college professor. The barn was 
empty, with wide doors and windows to let 

C
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in air and sunlight. In the center a ring had 
been set up. 

Tom began to enjoy himself. He 
stripped and put on the pillows. Sooley 
stripped and his body was as young as 
Tom’s. They sparred. 

Sooley hit Tom a thousand light 
punches in two minutes. Then Tom got the 
range and led down the alley. He got 
Sooley on the button and the old man sat 
down, blinking. Tom said, “Hey! I’m 
sorry!”  

Sooley arose and removed the gloves. 
He said, “No style! None at all! No 
rhythm! Tut, tut!”  

Joe cried, “Let him try Jim! Give the 
boy a chance.”  

Jim took off his shirt. The silent lad had 
more muscles than Sandow in his prime, 
than Atlas in his magazine pictures. Tom’s 
eyes bugged. He put up his hands. 

Jim stood not upon ceremony. He 
began belting from the bell. He slugged 
Tom around the ring with blows which in 
lighter gloves would have cut Tom to 
ribbons. He made Willy Weaver seem like 
a cream-puff puncher. 

Tom said, “Hey! Who the hell is the 
fighter in here!” He spread his legs, 
smothered a straight right. He dug in, 
clouting with a hook. It grazed the tip of 
Jim’s chin. 

Jim collapsed like a pricked soap 
bubble. Joe leaned forward and said 
mournfully, “Ain’t it pitiful? The best in 
the woild. Nobody could touch him. On’y 
one thing wrong. Glass jaw!”  

Jim got up and looked sad. Tom said, 
“Now, what the hell?”  

Sooley Morgan said, “Eyes. Vision. 
Reflexes. It is wholly remarkable.”  

Tom said, “That’s why I will make a 
good gunner. I got Texas eyes.”  

Sooley said, “I will endeavor to teach 
you. You are, I perceive, a counter 
puncher, which is because of your good 

eyes. Now you must learn to attack. Style. 
Champions must have style.”  

“I just want to make a good impression 
on the General,” Tom said patiently. “And 
I do not love this Weaver. He fouls a lot.”  

Joe said, “You should lissen to Sooley, 
pal. In all the woild you could not hear 
more about boxin’. Looka Jim! If it was not 
for the glass button, Jim would moider 
Lugan!” 

Tom said, “Okay. I will listen, I will 
work. You have convinced me. But I only 
want to be a gunner. . . .” 

 
HERE were to be days of it, in the big, 
open barn. He went into town and 

talked to Rigid Roger. He said that he 
would fight Willy Weaver, but he said it 
had to be on the fifteenth. Rigid Roger 
said, “I can’t do it! That is not my fight 
night.” 

Willy and Tack were present. Tack 
screamed, “Any night! Any place! But 
quick! This bum has got to be beat!”  

Willy said, “I was robbed once, bum. 
This time I will kill you to pieces!”  

“Sure,” said Tom. “On the fifteenth. 
Okay?”  

He went over to the Silver Spoon. Kitty 
came out and sang “I’ll Get By” and then 
she sang “People Will Say We’re in Love.” 
No “Honeysuckle Rose.” 

But she stopped by his table and sat 
down. She said, “No use to squabble. I hear 
you are going to fight Weaver again.”  

He said, “Yeah. I’m training with 
Sooley Morgan in an old barn over west of 
town. I will be ready for Willy this time.”  

She said, “Tricks? You will beat him 
with tricks?” The indirect lighting played 
with the planes of her face. She had high 
cheekbones and her eyes were deep and 
clouded. Her voice dropped and she said, 
“Tom, do you know what you’re doing?”  

He said deliberately, “Rigid Roger is 
betting about four to one around town that I 

T
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will get licked. He has not got any sock of 
money to put on that show, and he is under 
investigation here for his tactics in 
promoting fights. Ask him if he knows 
what he is doing. If I win—no show.”  

She said, “No show? My show?” 
“You heard me,” said Tom stonily. 
“Roger has always been decent to me,” 

she said. She seemed to debate with 
herself. “He has encouraged me. He has 
never really tried to take advantage . . . 
when things were rugged.”  

Tom said, “What kind of girl are you 
now, Kitty?”  

She stared directly into his eyes. “I’m a 
show girl. I’m the product of show 
business. Texas is in the past. Don’t forget 
that and you’ll know more about me, Tom. 
I’m not falling for that con talk about pinto 
ponies. . . .”  

He said, “Remember Clown, your first 
one?” 

“Yes, damn you!” she stormed 
suddenly at him. “I remember. Now will 
you get out of here and leave me alone? 
Get out!” 

“Sure,” said Tom. “Who wants to be in 
this rat hole?” And he went out. 

Every day he worked out with Sooley 
and Jim. Before the big open windows he 
practiced shifts, counters. He developed a 
sort of imitation of Sooley’s gliding, shifty 
style. He boxed, dancing. 

He worked out a shift behind a long 
left, worked on it every day. It looked very 
fine, but synthetic. It was not Tough Tom 
Tooey, not any part of it. . . . 

 
HE fifteenth came very quickly, it 
seemed. Only Joe was excited. Joe 

kept talking all the time. “It’s gotta woik, 
see? Because this Weaver, he is strictly a 
smartie pants. Nobody ever beats Willy 
twice. And with what he knows about you . 
. .” 

Sooley said only, “You have a fine 

body. Protect your eyes.” 
They went inside the ampitheatre. 

Sooley had a ringside seat. Jim and Joe 
entered the dressing room. Tom lingered 
outside. 

After awhile she came, a hooded cape 
over her Silver Spoon costume. Tom said, 
“Hello, Kitty! How’s tricks?”  

She came close to him. She said, “Tom, 
maybe it was the pony. Maybe that was it. 
You knew I’d come, didn’t you, Tom?”  

He said, “Yeah. You tipped them about 
the barn, huh?”  

She said, “you even knew that!”  
“Who could miss that stiff-necked 

Rigid Roger with field glasses, lookin’ 
through the windows of the barn?” asked 
Tom. “Him and that Tack and Willy, all 
gawkin’.” 

She said, “I told them. I wanted to be in 
that show so bad. I thought I did. Then you 
came with your talk about Clown. 
Remember how he used to play dead and 
wink at us all the time he was doing it?”  

Tom said, “You’ve been with those 
characters so long. They are not our kind of 
people, Kitty. They are wise guys.” 

“All these years,” she said. “Chasing 
after something 1 didn’t need. Just a little 
horse talk. . . . Tom, can you win? I want 
you to win. It would wipe it all out, Tom. It 
would make me feel clean. I squealed on 
you, Tom. If you lose, it’ll kill me!” 

Tom said, “You want to see it? I got an 
extra seat, alongside Sooley, just in case.” 

“Yes,” she said, “I’ll see it. If you get 
beat, it will be my punishment.” 

Tom said, “After it’s over, come back 
here. Will you?” 

“Win, lose or draw,” she whispered. 
“I’ll be here.” 

All the hard veneer was gone from her. 
She had lost it in the lonely night hours, 
thinking of Texas and a paint pony and 
Dad and a younger Tom Tooey. He led her 
inside and an usher took her in charge. He 
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rubbed his jaw hard and went into the 
dressing room. 

 
T RINGSIDE the army and the navy 
was howling for him. Tom looked for 

Colonel Manning. The General was with 
the party, and a slope-shouldered civilian 
with a scarred face and some young 
officers from the post. Tom sighed with 
relief.  

Willy looked sharper than last time. He 
sat on his stool and listened to Tack, who 
was nervous, but belligerent. They went 
out for instructions and the referee 
cautioned Willy against fouling and Tack 
made a squawk. Joe said, “Aw, nuts!” and 
led Tom away. 

. Sooley Morgan and the girl sat 
touching shoulders. Sooley looked studious 
and calm, but Kitty tore at a tiny 
handkerchief. Tom stood up, tried the 
ropes, looked down at Joe and Jim. The 
bell rang simply and loudly. 

Tom went out with the long left 
extended. He boxed. Willy slid about, 
jabbing. Tom dropped the left on Willy, 
and shifted. 

Willy came in like a thunderbolt, 
throwing both hands to meet the expected 
tactic. Tom took it in the middle, bending 
under the blows. They thudded against his 
belly and he wavered a bit, like a tree in a 
gale. The armed forces groaned in dismay. 

A right came in and Tom folded over it, 
his belly all ache. Willy danced, ferocious, 
swinging short ones, never letting Tom get 
set. Tom tried to box. It was pathetic. Willy 
had it on him at that game every which way 
from the bell. 

At the bell Willy threw a right. It was 
aimed for the head. Tom rolled away at the 
last second. It was a kayo punch had it 
landed and it came from nowhere. Willy 
was sharp, all right. 

In his corner, Joe said, “Look, mebbe 
we have made a mistake. Look, mebbe you 

had better fight him the old way. Look—”  
Joe was full of advice, mostly bad. Jim 

wielded the sponge and grinned silently. 
Rigid Roger was triumphant, stiff-necked, 
his fingers clutching a little black book 
which meant his fortune if all those bets 
were collected. 

Kitty used up the hanky and started 
chewing her program. 

The General looked mortified. They 
had given him this sports program and he 
believed in it. He wanted victories to prove 
his efficiency. Colonel Manning looked 
sleepy. . . . 

In the second it started the same. Tom 
boxed, on his toes. Willy countered at will. 
Tom’s body began to show red splotches. 
His adherents began to wince as the 
punches sunk into him. A body beating is a 
sad thing to witness. Tough Tom took it. 

Willy danced with glee. His tight face 
set. He clinched briefly, staring down at the 
General’s party. Then he shoved Tom 
briskly away and sparred off. His heels 
were down and he was set for a quick 
finish. It would erase the memory of that 
draw and put him back on top. He was a 
workman with a task at hand and he was 
superbly equipped to deal with a raw 
upstart from Texas. . . . 

He swung under Tom’s left. He brought 
both hands up, seeking Tom’s face, seeking 
an eye to decorate, to blind for the work 
ahead. He butted a little, trying to get that 
eye. 

Tom’s head turned. A gash appeared on 
his cheek as Willy’s hard head came 
against it. He speared once more with the 
left. Willy came confidently in to beat the 
shift. 

Tom did not shift. His left leg 
straightened, his right seemed to grow 
longer. He swung from his hip. It was a 
hook, with all the authority of a hook. It 
wound against Willy’s skull. It was high, 
Tom knew instantly. It was too high. . . . 

A 
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Willy went sideways like a crab, 
gasping for air. Tom moved forward, his 
hands poised before him, crouching a little. 
Willy spun off the ropes. His eyes cleared. 

Tom pursued him. Tom was flatfooted, 
now. His head leaned a little forward. He 
said past his mouthpiece, “Can’t take it, 
huh, Willy? Just can’t take a punch, glass 
jaw!” 

He stuck out his own jaw. He made it a 
perfect target, and with his left glove he 
beckoned Willy in. 

It was the exact antithesis of his 
previous style. It was the old Tough Tom 
Tooey, standing in there with his dumb 
puss stuck out, daring the world to sock 
him. It was Tough Tom’s way, in the ring, 
or with a girl. . . . 

Willy reacted beautifully. He slung 
them both, one and two. They were quick, 
accurate punches, good enough to drop any 
man. 

Tom took his jaw away. He countered 
with a short right. He caught Willy’s right 
on his glove and threw a left. He stabbed 
Willy into a corner and straightened him 
up. 

Willy fought. He came out swinging. 
Tom countered him with lefts. Willy tried 
to fall in close. 

 
OM stepped back. Willy was coming 
forward. Tom dropped his right hand 

below his hip. His left hand dropped on 
Willy’s head. His right uppercut swung in a 
short but lovely arc. 

Willy’s face was between the two 
punches. They seemed to crack him like a 
walnut. He fell forward, his nose digging 
into the canvas. His feet twisted once, then 
drummed the floor. 

Tom looked one moment, then walked 
to a neutral corner. The referee lifted his 
arm to begin the count. Tom looked over, 
not at Kitty, but at Colonel Manning. He 
closed one eye and his lips moved and the 

Colonel could understand, all right. He 
said, “And that’s all, brother!”  

In the dressing room there was some 
confusion and Kitty seemed a bit 
frightened, especially when the General 
came in. But Tom kept his arm around her 
and explained, “It was Sooley Morgan’s 
idea, sir. We trained once for them and 
once for ourselves. It’s my eyesight, sir. 
They thought I’d quit counter-punching, 
but Sooley says I’ll never be a boxer, just a 
quick hitter. They thought Sooley would 
make me into a boxer, but not good 
enough. My eyesight, sir, is unusual. On 
those guns. . . .”  

The civilian came forward and took his 
hand. He said, “You’re all right, Tooey. I’ll 
be glad to meet you next month.”  

“Hully Chee!” stuttered Joe. “It’s the 
Champ! It’s Jack Lugan!”  

Tom said, “Thanks, Champ. Well, I 
knew you’d be here the 15th, with the 
General. . . . I hoped I could put on a show. 
. . . Sooley Morgan, now, he used to be the 
promoter here until Rigid Roger moved 
him out. . . . Roger got that stiff neck 
working for my father. . . . Stole a hoss and 
they almost hung him. . . . I wouldn’t want 
to fight for Rigid Roger any more. . . .” He 
felt he was talking too much, but Joe and 
Jim were palpitating with excitement and 
he had to put it over. He said, “I don’t care 
about the title. . . . I just want a chance at 
the guns. . . .” 

Colonel Manning said, “Of course, 
Tooey. It’ll all work out. Who arc these 
two—ahem—gentlemen?” 

“Joe and Jim?” said Tom. “Oh—
they’re Sooley Morgan’s twin sons. But 
they can’t fight, which hurts Sooley. . . .”  

Colonel Manning said, “You seem to 
have combined to ruin Mr. Rigid Roger, all 
right. I received word today that the 
Commission is lifting his license. Some 
irregularities. . . .” 

“Yes, sir,” said Tom virtuously, “Once 

T 
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a horse thief, always a rustler, we say in 
Texas. . . .” He remembered Manning was 
a Texan and just grinned. 

That seemed to break the ice, all right. 
Jim took Rigid Roger to the door and then 
pitched him out. The General shook hands, 
very pleased, with everybody. The party 
broke up. . . . 

They were alone. Kitty said, “Is it all 
right, Tom? You’re not mad with me? I did 
wrong, Tom.”  

He said, “Look. . . . I do not want you 
like this. I would rather have you show that 
temper.”  

“You’re the one with the temper!” she 
flashed. “You ran away to Dallas and left 
me and that show came along and . . .”  

He held her tight. He said, “That’s my 
Kitty!”  

She said, “Has Dad really got me a 
pinto?” 

“He ain’t missin’!” said Tom. “Spent 
my last leave breakin’ him. . . . And you 
got to break a hoss for me. After I get me 
some people lined up in those guns and this 
thing is over I’ll need a hoss. . . .”  

She said, “Take your shower. Hurry!”  
“Why?” he said. “What’s the rush?”  
“My show!” she said. “I’ve got to 

finish my show!” 
“You’re going home!” he said. 
“I know,” she nodded seriously, “but 

you wouldn’t want me in bad with Equity, 
would you? A girl has to quit in good 
standing, doesn’t she? Besides, I feel like 
singing tonight! I’ll wow them!”  

He went into the showers. He wondered 
if she would ever get over it. Showing off. 
Dancing around out there right now, 
humming “Honeysuckle Rose.” . . . 

He hoped she did not get over it. She 
was, he decided, kind of cute, just the way 
she was. . . . 

 


