


Contents

The Cop and the Anthem I
The Gift of the Magi 8
The Love-Philtre of Ikey Schoenstein 14
Springtime 4 la Carte 20
An Unfinished Story 27
The Furnished Room 34
The Trimmed Lamp 42
The Pendulum 55
Brickdust Row 61
The Making of a New Yorker 70
The Last Leaf 76
The Count and the Wedding Guest 83
A Lickpenny Lover 90
Dougherty’s Eye-Opener 97
The Defeat of the City 103
Squaring the Circle 110
Transients in Arcadia 115
The Memento 121
Roads of Destiny 131
A Retrieved Reformation 156
The Whirligig of Life 165



Contents

A Blackjack Bargainer

One Dollar’s Worth

A Chaparral Christmas Gift
Out of Nazareth

Hearts and Hands

172
188
196
202

217



The Cop and the Anthem

On his bench in Madison Square Soapy moved uneasily. When wild
geese honk high of nights, and when women without sealskin coats
grow kind to their husbands, and when Soapy moves uneasily on
his bench in the park, you may know that winter is near at hand.

A dead leaf fell in Soapy’s lap. That was Jack Frost’s card. Jack
is kind to the regular denizens of Madison Square, and gives fair
warning of his annual call. At the corners of four streets he hands
his pasteboard to the North Wind, footman of the mansion of All
Outdoors, so that the inhabitants thereof may make ready.

Soapy’s mind became cognizant of the fact that the time had
come for him to resolve himself into a singular Committee of
Ways and Means to provide against the coming rigor. And there-
fore he moved uneasily on his bench.

The hibernatorial ambitions of Soapy were not of the highest.
In them were no considerations of Mediterranean cruises, of
soporific Southern skies or drifting in the Vesuvian Bay. Three
months on the Island was what his soul craved. Three months of
assured board and bed and congenial company, safe from Boreas
and bluecoats, seemed to Soapy the essence of things desirable.

For years the hospitable Blackwell’s had been his winter quar-
ters. Just as his more fortunate fellow New Yorkers had bought
their tickets to Palm Beach and the Riviera each winter, so Soapy
had made his humble arrangements for his annual hegira to the
Island. And now the time was come. On the previous night three
Sabbath newspapers, distributed beneath his coat, about his ankles
and over his lap, had failed to repulse the cold as he slept on his
bench near the spurting fountain in the ancient square. So the
Island loomed big and timely in Soapy’s mind. He scorned the
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provisions made in the name of charity for the city’s dependants.
In Soapy’s opinion the Law was more benign than Philanthropy.
There was an endless round of institutions, municipal and elee-
mosynary, on which he might set out and receive lodging and
food accordant with the simple life. But to one of Soapy’s proud
spirit the gifts of charity are encumbered. If not in coin you must
pay in humiliation of spirit for every benefit received at the hands
of philanthropy. As Caesar had his Brutus, every bed of charity
must have its toll of a bath, every loaf of bread its compensation
of a private and personal inquisition. Wherefore it is better to be a
guest of the law, which, though conducted by rules, does not
meddle unduly with a gentleman’s private affairs.

Soapy, having decided to go to the Island, at once set about
accomplishing his desire. There were many easy ways of doing
this. The pleasantest was to dine luxuriously at some expensive
restaurant; and then, after declaring insolvency, be handed over
quietly and without uproar to a policeman. An accommodating
magistrate would do the rest.

Soapy left his bench and strolled out of the square and across
the level sea of asphalt, where Broadway and Fifth Avenue flow
together. Up Broadway he turned, and halted at a glittering café,
where are gathered together nightly the choicest products of the
grape, the silkworm, and the protoplasm.

Soapy had confidence in himself from the lowest button of his
vest upward. He was shaven, and his coat was decent and his neat
black, ready-tied four-in-hand had been presented to him by a lady
missionary on Thanksgiving Day. If he could reach a table in the
restaurant unsuspected success would be his. The portion of him
that would show above the table would raise no doubt in the wait-
er’s mind. A roasted mallard duck, thought Soapy, would be about
the thing — with a bottle of Chablis, and then Camembert, a demi-
tasse and a cigar. One dollar for the cigar would be enough. The
total would not be so high as to call forth any supreme manifest-
ation of revenge from the café management; and yet the meat
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would leave him filled and happy for the journey to his winter
refuge.

But as Soapy set foot inside the restaurant door the head wait-
er’s eye fell upon his frayed trousers and decadent shoes. Strong
and ready hands turned him about and conveyed him in silence
and haste to the sidewalk and averted the ignoble fate of the
menaced mallard.

Soapy turned oftf Broadway. It seemed that his route to the
coveted Island was not to be an epicurean one. Some other way
of entering limbo must be thought of.

At a corner of Sixth Avenue electric lights and cunningly
displayed wares behind plate-glass made a shop window con-
spicuous. Soapy took a cobblestone and dashed it through the
glass. People came running around the corner, a policeman in
the lead. Soapy stood still, with his hands in his pockets, and
smiled at the sight of brass buttons.

‘Where’s the man that done that?” inquired the officer,
excitedly.

‘Don’t you figure out that I might have had something to do
with it?” said Soapy, not without sarcasm, but friendly, as one
greets good fortune.

The policeman’s mind refused to accept Soapy even as a clue.
Men who smash windows do not remain to parley with the law’s
minions. They take to their heels. The policeman saw a man half-
way down the block running to catch a car. With drawn club he
joined in the pursuit. Soapy, with disgust in his heart, loafed
along, twice unsuccessful.

On the opposite side of the street was a restaurant of no great
pretensions. It catered to large appetites and modest purses. Its
crockery and atmosphere were thick; its soup and napery thin.
Into this place Soapy took his accusive shoes and telltale trousers
without challenge. At a table he sat and consumed beefsteak,
flapjacks, doughnuts and pie. And then to the waiter he betrayed
the fact that the minutest coin and himself were strangers.
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‘Now, get busy and call a cop,” said Soapy. And don’t keep a
gentleman waiting.’

‘No cop for youse,” said the waiter, with a voice like butter
cakes and an eye like the cherry in a Manhattan cocktail. ‘Hey,
Con!’

Neatly upon his left ear on the callous pavement two waiters
pitched Soapy. He arose joint by joint, as a carpenter’s rule opens,
and beat the dust from his clothes. Arrest seemed but a rosy
dream. The Island seemed very far away. A policeman who stood
before a drug store two doors away laughed and walked down
the street.

Five blocks Soapy traveled before his courage permitted him
to woo capture again. This time the opportunity presented what
he fatuously termed to himself a ‘cinch.” A young woman of a
modest and pleasing guise was standing before a shop window
gazing with sprightly interest at its display of shaving mugs and
inkstands, and two yards from the window a large policeman of
severe demeanor leaned against a water plug.

It was Soapy’s design to assume the role of the despicable and
execrated ‘masher.” The refined and elegant appearance of his
victim and the contiguity of the conscientious cop encouraged
him to believe that he would soon feel the pleasant official clutch
upon his arm that would insure his winter quarters on the right
little, tight little isle.

Soapy straightened the lady missionary’s ready-made tie,
dragged his shrinking cuffs into the open, set his hat at a killing
cant and sidled toward the young woman. He made eyes at her,
was taken with sudden coughs and ‘hems,” smiled, smirked and
went brazenly through the impudent and contemptible litany of
the ‘masher.” With half an eye Soapy saw that the policeman was
watching him fixedly. The young woman moved away a few
steps, and again bestowed her absorbed attention upon the shav-
ing mugs. Soapy followed, boldly stepping to her side, raised his
hat and said:
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‘Ah there, Bedelia! Don’t you want to come and play in my
yard?’

The policeman was still looking. The persecuted young
woman had but to beckon a finger and Soapy would be practic-
ally en route for his insular haven. Already he imagined he could
feel the cozy warmth of the stationhouse. The young woman
faced him and, stretching out a hand, caught Soapy’s coat sleeve.

“Sure, Mike,” she said, joyfully, ‘if you’ll blow me to a pail of
suds. I'd have spoke to you sooner, but the cop was watching.’

With the young woman playing the clinging ivy to his oak
Soapy walked past the policeman overcome with gloom. He
seemed doomed to liberty.

At the next corner he shook off his companion and ran. He
halted in the district where by night are found the lightest streets,
hearts, vows and librettos. Women in furs and men in greatcoats
moved gaily in the wintry air. A sudden fear seized Soapy that
some dreadful enchantment had rendered him immune to arrest.
The thought brought a little of panic upon it, and when he came
upon another policeman lounging grandly in front of a trans-
plendent theater he caught at the immediate straw of ‘disorderly
conduct.’

On the sidewalk Soapy began to yell drunken gibberish at the
top of his harsh voice. He danced, howled, raved, and otherwise
distributed the welkin.

The policeman twirled his club, turned his back to Soapy and
remarked to a citizen:

“’Tis one of them Yale lads celebratin’ the goose egg they give
to the Hartford College. Noisy; but no harm. We've instructions
to lave them be.’

Disconsolate, Soapy ceased his unavailing racket. Would never
a policeman lay hands on him? In his fancy the Island seemed an
unattainable Arcadia. He buttoned his thin coat against the chill-
ing wind.

In a cigar store he saw a well-dressed man lighting a cigar at a



O. Henry

swinging light. His silk umbrella he had set by the door on enter-
ing. Soapy stepped inside, secured the umbrella and sauntered
off with it slowly. The man at the cigar light followed hastily.

‘My umbrella,” he said, sternly.

‘Oh, is it?” sneered Soapy, adding insult to petit larceny. “Well,
why don’t you call a policeman? I took it. Your umbrella! Why
don’t you call a cop? There stands one on the corner.”

The umbrella owner slowed his steps. Soapy did likewise, with
a presentiment that luck would again run against him. The
policeman looked at the two curiously.

‘Of course,’ said the umbrella man - ‘that is — well, you know
how these mistakes occur — I —if it’s your umbrella I hope you’ll
excuse me — I picked it up this morning in a restaurant — If you
recognize it as yours, why — I hope you’ll -

‘Of course it’s mine,” said Soapy, viciously.

The ex-umbrella man retreated. The policeman hurried to
assist a tall blonde in an opera cloak across the street in front of a
street car that was approaching two blocks away.

Soapy walked eastward through a street damaged by improve-
ments. He hurled the umbrella wrathfully into an excavation. He
muttered against the men who wear helmets and carry clubs.
Because he wanted to fall into their clutches, they seemed to
regard him as a king who could do no wrong.

At length Soapy reached one of the avenues to the east where
the glitter and turmoil was but faint. He set his face down this
toward Madison Square, for the homing instinct survives even
when the home is a park bench.

But on an unusually quiet corner Soapy came to a standstill.
Here was an old church, quaint and rambling and gabled. Through
one violet-stained window a soft light glowed, where, no doubt,
the organist loitered over the keys, making sure of his mastery of
the coming Sabbath anthem. For there drifted out to Soapy’s ears
sweet music that caught and held him transfixed against the con-
volutions of the iron fence.
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The moon was above, lustrous and serene; vehicles and pedes-
trians were few; sparrows twittered sleepily in the eaves — for a
little while the scene might have been a country church-yard.
And the anthem that the organist played cemented Soapy to the
iron fence, for he had known it well in the days when his life con-
tained such things as mothers and roses and ambitions and friends
and immaculate thoughts and collars.

The conjunction of Soapy’s receptive state of mind and the
influences about the old church wrought a sudden and wonder-
ful change in his soul. He viewed with swift horror the pit into
which he had tumbled, the degraded days, unworthy desires,
dead hopes, wrecked faculties and base motives that made up his
existence.

And also in a moment his heart responded thrillingly to this
novel mood. An instantaneous and strong impulse moved him to
battle with his desperate fate. He would pull himself out of the
mire; he would make a man of himself again; he would conquer
the evil that had taken possession of him. There was time; he was
comparatively young yet: he would resurrect his old eager ambi-
tions and pursue them without faltering. Those solemn but sweet
organ notes had set up a revolution in him. To-morrow he would
go into the roaring downtown district and find work. A fur
importer had once offered him a place as driver. He would find
him to-morrow and ask for the position. He would be somebody
in the world. He would -

Soapy felt a hand laid on his arm. He looked quickly around
into the broad face of a policeman.

“What are you doin” here?” asked the officer.

‘Nothin’,” said Soapy.

“Then come along,” said the policeman.

“Three months on the Island,” said the Magistrate in the Police
Court the next morning.



The Gift of the Magi

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents
of it was in pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bull-
dozing the grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until
one’s cheeks burned with the silent imputation of parsimony
that such close dealing implied. Three times Della counted it.
One dollar and eighty-seven cents. And the next day would be
Christmas.

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby
little couch and howl. So Della did it. Which instigates the moral
reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with
sniffles predominating.

While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from
the first stage to the second, take a look at the home. A furnished
flat at $8 per week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it
certainly had that word on the lookout for the mendicancy squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter
would go, and an electric button from which no mortal finger
could coax a ring. Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing
the name ‘Mr James Dillingham Young.’

The ‘Dillingham’ had been flung to the breeze during a former
period of prosperity when its possessor was being paid s3o0 per
week. Now, when the income was shrunk to $20, the letters of
‘Dillingham’ looked blurred, as though they were thinking ser-
iously of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But whenever
Mr James Dillingham Young came home and reached his flat above
he was called Jim’ and greatly hugged by Mrs James Dillingham
Young, already introduced to you as Della. Which is all very good.

Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the
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powder rag. She stood by the window and looked out dully at a
gray cat walking a gray fence in a gray backyard. To-morrow
would be Christmas Day and she had only $1.87 with which to
buy Jim a present. She had been saving every penny she could for
months, with this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn’t go far.
Expenses had been greater than she had calculated. They always
are. Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy
hour she had spent planning for something nice for him. Some-
thing fine and rare and sterling — something just a little bit near to
being worthy of the honor of being owned by Jim.

There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Per-
haps you have seen a pier-glass in an $8 flat. A very thin and very
agile person may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence
of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his
looks. Della, being slender, had mastered the art.

Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the
glass. Her eyes were shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its
color within twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair
and let it fall to its full length.

Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham
Youngs in which they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim’s
gold watch that had been his father’s and his grandfather’s. The
other was Della’s hair. Had the Queen of Sheba lived in the flat
across the airshaft, Della would have let her hair hang out the
window some day to dry just to depreciate Her Majesty’s jewels
and gifts. Had King Solomon been the janitor, with all his treas-
ures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his
watch every time he passed, just to see him pluck at his beard
from envy.

So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her rippling and shin-
ing like a cascade of brown waters. It reached below her knee and
made itself almost a garment for her. And then she did it up again
nervously and quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood
still while a tear or two splashed on the worn red carpet.
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On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat.
With a whirl of skirts and with the brilliant sparkle still in her
eyes, she fluttered out the door and down the stairs to the street.

Where she stopped the sign read: ‘Mme. Sofronie. Hair Goods
of All Kinds.” One flight up Della ran, and collected herself, pant-
ing. Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the “Sofronie.’

‘Will you buy my hair?” asked Della.

‘Tbuy hair,” said Madame. "Take yer hat off let’s have a sight at
the looks of it.”

Down rippled the brown cascade.

“Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the mass with a prac-
ticed hand.

‘Give it to me quick,” said Della.

Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget
the hashed metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim’s
present.

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one
else. There was no other like it in any of the stores, and she had
turned all of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple
and chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value by substance
alone and not by meretricious ornamentation — as all good things
should do. It was even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it
she knew that it must be Jim’s. It was like him. Quietness and
value — the description applied to both. Twenty-one dollars they
took from her for it, and she hurried home with the 87 cents. With
that chain on his watch Jim might be properly anxious about the
time in any company. Grand as the watch was, he sometimes
looked at it on the sly on account of the old leather strap that he
used in place of a chain.

When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a little to
prudence and reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted the
gas and went to work repairing the ravages made by generosity
added to love. Which is always a tremendous task, dear friends —a
mammoth task.

I0
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Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-
lying curls that made her look wonderfully like a truant schoolboy.
She looked at her reflection in the mirror long, carefully, and
critically.

‘If Jim doesn’t kill me,” she said to herself, ‘before he takes a
second look at me, he’ll say Ilook like a Coney Island chorus girl.
But what could I do — oh! what could I do with a dollar and
eighty-seven cents?’

At7 o’clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the
back of the stove hot and ready to cook the chops.

Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and
sat on the corner of the table near the door that he always
entered. Then she heard his step on the stair away down on the
first flight, and she turned white for just a moment. She had a
habit of saying little silent prayers about the simplest everyday
things, and now she whispered: ‘Please God, make him think I
am still pretty.’

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked
thin and very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two — and
to be burdened with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he
was without gloves.

Jim stepped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the
scent of quail. His eyes were fixed upon Della, and there was an
expression in them that she could not read, and it terrified her. It
was not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any
of the sentiments that she had been prepared for. He simply
stared at her fixedly with that peculiar expression on his face.

Della wriggled off the table and went for him.

Jim, darling,” she cried, ‘don’t look at me that way. I had my hair
cut off and sold it because I couldn’t have lived through Christmas
without giving you a present. It’ll grow out again — you won’t mind,
will you? I just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say “Merry
Christmas!” Jim, and let’s be happy. You don't know what a nice —
what a beautiful, nice gift I've got for you.’

II
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“You've cut off your hair?” asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had
not arrived at that patent fact yet even after the hardest mental
labor.

‘Cut it off and sold it,” said Della. ‘Don’t you like me just as
well, anyhow? I'm me without my hair, ain't I?’

Jim looked about the room curiously.

“You say your hair is gone? he said, with an air almost of
idiocy.

“You needn’t look for it,” said Della. ‘It’s sold, I tell you — sold
and gone, too. It’s Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went
for you. Maybe the hairs on my head were numbered,” she went
on with a sudden serious sweetness, ‘but nobody could ever
count my love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?’

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his
Della. For ten seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny some
inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight dollars a
week or a million a year — what is the difference? A mathemat-
ician or a wit would give you the wrong answer. The magi
brought valuable gifts, but that was not among them. This dark
assertion will be illuminated later on.

Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it
upon the table.

‘Don’t make any mistake, Dell,” he said, ‘about me. I don’t
think there’s anything in the way of a haircut or a shave or a sham-
poo that could make me like my girl any less. But if you’ll unwrap
that package you may see why you had me going a while at first.”

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And
then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick feminine
change to hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate
employment of all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat.

For there lay The Combs — the set of combs, side and back, that
Della had worshipped for long in a Broadway window. Beautiful
combs, pure tortoise shell, with jeweled rims — just the shade to
wear in the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs,

I2
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she knew, and her heart had simply craved and yearned over them
without the least hope of possession. And now, they were hers,
but the tresses that should have adorned the coveted adornments
were gone.

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able
to look up with dim eyes and a smile and say: ‘My hair grows so
fast, Jim!’

And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried,
‘Oh, oh!’

Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to
him eagerly upon her open palm. The dull precious metal seemed
to flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit.

Tsn’t it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You'll
have to look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give me your
watch. I want to see how it looks on it.”

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put
his hands under the back of his head and smiled.

‘Dell,” said he, let’s put our Christmas presents away and keep
’em a while. They’re too nice to use just at present. I sold the
watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now suppose
you put the chops on.’

The magi, as you know, were wise men — wonderfully wise
men — who brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented
the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were
no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in
case of duplication. And here I have lamely related to you the
uneventful chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most
unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of their
house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that
of all who give gifts these two were the wisest. Of all who give and
receive gifts, such as they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest.
They are the magi.



The Love-Philtre of Ikey Schoenstein

The Blue Light Drug Store is downtown, between the Bowery
and First Avenue, where the distance between the two streets is
the shortest. The Blue Light does not consider that pharmacy is
a thing of bric-a-brac, scent and ice-cream soda. If you ask it for
pain-killer it will not give you a bonbon.

The Blue Light scorns the labor-saving arts of modern phar-
macy. It macerates its opium and percolates its own laudanum
and paregoric. To this day pills are made behind its tall prescrip-
tion desk — pills rolled out on its own pill-tile, divided with a
spatula, rolled with the finger and thumb, dusted with calcined
magnesia and delivered in little round pasteboard pill-boxes. The
store is on a corner about which coveys of ragged-plumed, hilari-
ous children play and become candidates for the cough drops and
soothing syrups that wait for them inside.

Ikey Schoenstein was the night clerk of the Blue Light and the
friend of his customers. Thus it is on the East Side, where the heart
of pharmacy is not glacé. There, as it should be, the druggist is a
counsellor, a confessor, an adviser, an able and willing missionary
and mentor whose learning is respected, whose occult wisdom is
venerated and whose medicine is often poured, untasted, into the
gutter. Therefore Ikey’s corniform, be-spectacled nose and narrow,
knowledge-bowed figure was well known in the vicinity of the
Blue Light, and his advice and notice were much desired.

Ikey roomed and breakfasted at Mrs Riddle’s two squares away.
Mrs Riddle had a daughter named Rosy. The circumlocution has
been in vain — you must have guessed it — Ikey adored Rosy. She
tinctured all his thoughts; she was the compound extract of all that
was chemically pure and officinal — the dispensary contained

14
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nothing equal to her. But Ikey was timid, and his hopes remained
insoluble in the menstruum of his backwardness and fears. Behind
his counter he was a superior being, calmly conscious of special
knowledge and worth; outside he was a weak-kneed, purblind,
motorman-cursed rambler, with ill-fitting clothes stained with
chemicals and smelling of socotrine aloes and valerianate of
ammonia.

The fly in Ikey’s ointment (thrice welcome, pat trope!) was
Chunk McGowan.

Mr McGowan was also striving to catch the bright smiles
tossed about by Rosy. But he was no out-fielder as Ikey was; he
picked them off the bat. At the same time he was Ikey’s friend
and customer, and often dropped in at the Blue Light Drug Store
to have a bruise painted with iodine or get a cut rubber-plastered
after a pleasant evening spent along the Bowery.

One afternoon McGowan drifted in in his silent, easy way,
and sat, comely, smooth-faced, hard, indomitable, good-natured,
upon a stool.

‘Tkey,” said he, when his friend had fetched his mortar and sat
opposite, grinding gum benzoin to a powder, ‘get busy with your
ear. It’s drugs for me if you've got the line I need.’

Ikey scanned the countenance of Mr McGowan for the usual
evidence of conflict, but found none.

“Take your coat off,” he ordered. ‘T guess already that you have
been stuck in the ribs with a knife. I have many times told you
those Dagoes would do you up.’

Mr McGowan smiled. ‘Not them,” he said. ‘Not any Dagoes.
But you've located the diagnosis all right enough — it’s under my
coat, near the ribs. Say! Ikey — Rosy and me are goin’ to run away
and get married to-night.”

Ikey’s left forefinger was doubled over the edge of the mortar,
holding it steady. He gave it a wild rap with the pestle, but felt it
not. Meanwhile Mr McGowan’s smile faded to a look of per-
plexed gloom.

15
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“That is,” he continued, ‘if she keeps in the notion until the
time comes. We've been layin’ pipes for the gateway for two
weeks. One day she says she will; the same evenin’ she says nixy.
We've agreed on to-night, and Rosy’s stuck to the affirmative this
time for two whole days. But it’s five hours yet till the time, and
I'm afraid she’ll stand me up when it comes to the scratch.’

“You said you wanted drugs,” remarked Ikey.

Mr McGowan looked ill at ease and harassed — a condition
opposed to his usual line of demeanor. He made a patent-
medicine almanac into a roll and fitted it with unprofitable
carefulness about his finger.

‘T wouldn’t have this double handicap make a false start to-
night for a million,” he said. T've got a little flat up in Harlem all
ready, with chrysanthemums on the table and a kettle ready to
boil. And I've engaged a pulpit pounder to be ready at his house
for us at 9:30. It’s got to come off. And if Rosy don’t change her
mind again!” — Mr McGowan ceased, a prey to his doubts.

Tdon't see then yet,” said Ikey, shortly, “‘what makes it that you
talk of drugs, or what I can be doing about it.”

‘Old man Riddle don't like me a little bit,” went on the uneasy
suitor, bent upon marshalling his arguments. ‘For a week he
hasn’t let Rosy step outside the door with me. If it wasn’t for
losin” a boarder they’d have bounced me long ago. I'm makin’
§ dollar; 20 a week and she’ll never regret flyin’ the coop with
Chunk McGowan.’

“You will excuse me, Chunk,” said Ikey. Tmust make a prescrip-
tion that is to be called for soon.’

‘Say,” said McGowan, looking up suddenly, ‘say, Ikey, ain’t there
a drug of some kind — some kind of powders that’ll make a girl
like you better if you give ‘em to her?’

Ikey’s lip beneath his nose curled with the scorn of superior
enlightenment; but before he could answer, McGowan continued:

“Tim Lacy told me he got some once from a croaker uptown
and fed 'em to his girl in soda water. From the very first dose he

16



The Love-Philtre of Ikey Schoenstein

was ace-high and everybody else looked like thirty cents to her.
They was married in less than two weeks.’

Strong and simple was Chunk McGowan. A better reader of
men than Ikey was could have seen that his tough frame was
strung upon fine wires. Like a good general who was about to
invade the enemy’s territory he was seeking to guard every point
against possible failure.

T thought,” went on Chunk, hopefully, ‘that if I had one of
them powders to give Rosy when I see her at supper to-night it
might brace her up and keep her from reneging on the propos-
ition to skip. I guess she don’t need a mule team to drag her away,
but women are better at coaching than they are at running bases.
If the stuff’ll work just for a couple of hours it’ll do the trick.’

‘When is this foolishness of running away to be happening?’
asked Ikey

‘Nine o’clock,” said Mr McGowan. ‘Supper’s at seven. At eight
Rosy goes to bed with a headache, at nine old Parvenzano lets me
through to his backyard, where there’s a board off Riddle’s fence,
next door. I go under her window and help her down the fire-
escape. We've got to make it early on the preacher’s account. It’s
all dead easy if Rosy don't balk when the flag drops. Can you fix
me one of them powders, Ikey?’

Ikey Schoenstein rubbed his nose slowly.

‘Chunk,” said he, ‘it is of drugs of that nature that pharma-
ceutists must have much carefulness. To you alone of my
acquaintance would I intrust a powder like that. But for you
I shall make it, and you shall see how it makes Rosy to think
of you.’

Ikey went behind the prescription desk. There he crushed to a
powder two soluble tablets, each containing a quarter of a grain
of morphia. To them he added a little sugar of milk to increase
the bulk, and folded the mixture neatly in a white paper. Taken
by an adult this powder would insure several hours of heavy
slumber without danger to the sleeper. This he handed to Chunk
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