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THEIR COPARTNERSHIP VENTURES AND 
ADVENTURES

BY MONTAGUE GLASS

ILLUSTRATED

GROSSET & DUNLAP PUBLISHERS ::  NEW YORK

Copyright, 1909, by The Curtis Publishing Company
Copyright, 1910, by Howard E. Altemus
Copyrighted 1911, by Doubleday, Page & Company.

The country life Press, garden city, N. Y.

Potash & Perlmutter

CHAPTER I

“No, siree, sir,” Abe Potash exclaimed as he drew a check to the order of his attorney for
a hundred and fifty dollars, “I would positively go it alone from now on till I die, 
Noblestone.  I got my stomach full with Pincus Vesell already, and if Andrew Carnegie 
would come to me and tell me he wants to go with me as partners together in the cloak 
and suit business, I would say ‘No,’ so sick and tired of partners I am.”

For the twentieth time he examined the dissolution agreement which had ended the firm
of Vesell & Potash, and then he sighed heavily and placed the document in his breast 
pocket.

“Cost me enough, Noblestone, I could assure you,” he said.

“A hundred and fifty ain’t much, Potash, for a big lawyer like Feldman,” Noblestone 
commented.

Abe flipped his fingers in a gesture of deprecation.

“That is the least, Noblestone,” he rejoined.  “First and last I bet you I am out five 
thousand dollars on Vesell.  That feller got an idee that there ain’t nothing to the cloak 
and suit business but auction pinochle and taking out-of-town customers to the 
theayter.  Hard work is something which he don’t know nothing about at all.  He should 
of been in the brokering business.”

11



“The brokering business ain’t such a cinch neither,” Noblestone retorted with some 
show of indignation.  “A feller what’s in the brokering business has got his troubles, too, 
Potash.  Here I’ve been trying to find an opening for a bright young feller with five 
thousand dollars cash, y’understand, and also there ain’t a better designer in the 
business, y’understand, and I couldn’t do a thing with the proposition.  Always 
everybody turns me down.  Either they got a partner already or they’re like yourself, 
Potash, they just got through with a partner which done ’em up good.”

“If you think Pincus Vesell done me up good, Noblestone,” Potash said, “you are 
mistaken.  I got better judgment as to let a lowlife like him get into me, Noblestone.  I 
lost money by him, y’understand, but at the same time he didn’t make nothing neither.  
Vesell is one of them fellers what you hear about which is nobody’s enemy but his own.”

“The way he talks to me, Potash,” Noblestone replied, “he ain’t such friends to you 
neither.”

“He hates me worser as poison,” Abe declared fervently, “but that ain’t neither here nor 
there, Noblestone.  I’m content he should be my enemy.  He’s the kind of feller what if 
we would part friends, he would come back every week and touch me for five dollars 
yet.  The feller ain’t got no money and he ain’t got no judgment neither.”
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Page 2
“But here is a young feller which he got lots of common sense and five thousand dollars 
cash,” Noblestone went on.  “Only one thing which he ain’t got.”

Abe nodded.

“I seen lots of them fellers in my time, Noblestone,” he said.  “Everything about ’em is all
right excepting one thing and that’s always a killer.”

“Well, this one thing ain’t a killer at all,” Noblestone rejoined, “he knows the cloak and 
suit business from A to Z, and he’s a first-class A number one feller for the inside, 
Potash, but he ain’t no salesman.”

“So long as he’s good on the inside, Noblestone,” Abe said, “it don’t do no harm if he 
ain’t a salesman, because there’s lots of fellers in the cloak and suit business which 
calls themselves drummers, y’understand Every week regular they turn in an expense 
account as big as a doctor’s bill already, and not only they ain’t salesmen, Noblestone, 
but they don’t know enough about the inside work to get a job as assistant shipping 
clerk.”

“Well, Harry Federmann ain’t that kind, Potash,” Noblestone went on.  “He’s been a 
cutter and a designer and everything you could think of in the cloak and suit business.  
Also the feller’s got good backing.  He’s married to old man Zudrowsky’s daughter and 
certainly them people would give him a whole lot of help.”

“What people do you mean?” Abe asked.

“Zudrowsky & Cohen,” Noblestone answered.  “Do you know ’em, Potash?”

Abe laughed raucously.

“Do I know ’em?” he said.  “A question!  Them people got a reputation among the trade 
which you wouldn’t believe at all.  Yes, Noblestone, if I would take it another partner, 
y’understand, I would as lief get a feller what’s got the backing of a couple of them cut-
throats up in Sing Sing, so much do I think of Zudrowsky & Cohen.”

“All I got to say to that, Potash, is that you don’t know them people, otherwise you 
wouldn’t talk that way.”

“Maybe I don’t know ’em as good as some concerns know ’em, Noblestone, but that’s 
because I was pretty lucky.  Leon Sammet tells me he wouldn’t trust ’em with the 
wrapping paper on a C. O. D. shipment of two dollars.”

Noblestone rose to his feet and assumed an attitude of what he believed to be injured 
dignity.
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“I hear enough from you, Potash,” he said, “and some day you will be sorry you talk that
way about a concern like Zudrowsky & Cohen.  If you couldn’t say nothing good about 
’em, you should shut up your mouth.”

“I could say one thing good about ’em, Noblestone,” Abe retorted, as the business 
broker opened the store door.  “They ain’t ashamed of a couple of good old-time names 
like Zudrowsky & Cohen.”

This was an allusion to the circumstance that Philip Noblestone had once been Pesach 
Edelstein, and the resounding bang with which the broker closed the door behind him, 
was gratifying evidence to Abe that his parting shot had found its target.
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Page 3
“Well, Noblestone,” Zudrowsky cried, as the broker entered the show-room of 
Zudrowsky & Cohen, “what did he say?”

“He says he wouldn’t consider it at all,” Noblestone answered.  “He ain’t in no condition 
to talk about it anyway, because he feels too sore about his old partner, Pincus Vesell.  
That feller done him up to the tune of ten thousand dollars.”

In Noblestone’s scheme of ethics, to multiply a fact by two was to speak the truth 
unadorned.

“S’enough, Noblestone,” Zudrowsky cried.  “If Potash lost so much money as all that, I 
wouldn’t consider him at all.  One thing you got to remember, Noblestone.  Me, I am 
putting up five thousand dollars for Harry Federmann, and what that feller don’t know 
about business, Noblestone, you could take it from me, would make even you a 
millionaire, if you would only got it in your head.”

Noblestone felt keenly the doubtfulness of Zudrowsky’s compliment, but for a lack of a 
suitable rejoinder he contented himself by nodding gravely.

“So I wouldn’t want him to tie up with a feller like Potash, what gets done up so easy for 
ten thousand dollars,” Zudrowsky went on.  “What I would like, Noblestone, is that Harry
should go as partners together with some decent, respectable feller which got it good 
experience in the cloak business and wouldn’t be careless with my five thousand 
dollars.  I needn’t to tell you, Noblestone, if I would let Harry get his hands on it, I might 
as well kiss myself good-by with that five thousand dollars.”

Noblestone waggled his head from side to side and made inarticulate expressions of 
sympathy through his nose.

“How could you marry off your daughter to a schafskopf like Federmann?” he asked.

“It was a love match, Noblestone,” Zudrowsky explained.  “She falls in love with him, 
and he falls in love with her.  So naturally he ain’t no business man, y’understand, 
because you know as well as I do, Noblestone, a business man ain’t got no time to fool 
away on such nonsense.”

“Sure, I know,” Noblestone agreed.  “But what makes Federmann so dumb?  He’s been 
in the cloak and suit business all his life, ain’t he?”

“What’s that got to do with it?” Zudrowsky exclaimed.  “Cohen and me got these here 
fixtures for fifteen years already, and you could more expect them tables and racks they 
should know the cloak and suit business as Harry Federmann.  They ain’t neither of ’em
got no brains, Noblestone, and that’s what I want you to get for Harry,—some young 
feller with brains, even though he ain’t worth much money.”
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“Believe me, Mr. Zudrowsky,” Noblestone replied.  “It ain’t such an easy matter these 
times to find a young feller with brains what ain’t got no money, Mr. Zudrowsky, and 
such young fellers don’t need no partners neither.  And, anyhow, Mr. Zudrowsky, what is
five thousand dollars for an inducement to a business man?  When I would go around 
and tell my clients I got a young feller with five thousand dollars what wants to go in the 
cloak and suit business, they laugh at me.  In the cloak and suit business five thousand 
dollars goes no ways.”
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Page 4
“Five thousand ain’t much if you are going to open up as a new beginner, Noblestone,” 
Zudrowsky replied, “but if you got a going concern, y’understand, five thousand dollars 
is always five thousand dollars.  There’s lots of business men what is short of money all 
the time, Noblestone.  Couldn’t you find it maybe a young feller which is already 
established in business, y’understand, and what needs doch a little money?”

Noblestone slapped his thigh.

“I got it!” he said.  “I’ll go around and see Sam Feder of the Kosciusko Bank.”

Half an hour later Noblestone sat in the first vice-president’s office at the Kosciusko 
Bank, and requested that executive officer to favor him with the names of a few good 
business men, who would appreciate a partner with five thousand dollars.

“I’ll tell you the truth, Noblestone,” Mr. Feder said, “we turn down so many people here 
every day, that it’s a pretty hard thing for me to remember any particular name.  Most of 
’em is good for nothing, either for your purpose or for ours, Noblestone.  The idee they 
got about business is that they should sell goods at any price.  In figuring the cost of the
output, they reckon labor, so much; material, so much; and they don’t take no account 
of rent, light, power, insurance and so forth.  The consequence is, they lose money all 
the time; and they put their competitors in bad too, because they make ’em meet their 
fool prices.  The whole trade is cut up by them fellers and sooner as recommend one for
a partner for your client, I’d advise him to take his money and play the ponies with it.”

At this juncture a boy entered and handed Mr. Feder a card.

“Tell him to come right in,” Feder said, and then he turned to Noblestone.  “You got to 
excuse me for a few minutes, Noblestone, and I’ll see you just as soon as I get 
through.”

As Noblestone left the first vice-president’s office, he encountered Feder’s visitor, who 
wore an air of furtive apprehension characteristic of a man making his initial visit to a 
pawn shop.  Noblestone waited on the bench outside for perhaps ten minutes, when Mr.
Feder’s visitor emerged, a trifle red in the face.

“That’s my terms, Mr. Perlmutter,” Feder said.

“Well, if I would got to accept such a proposition like that, Mr. Feder,” the visitor 
declared, “I would sooner bust up first.  That’s all I got to say.”

He jammed his hat down on his head and made for the door.

“Now, Mr. Noblestone, I am ready for you,” Feder cried, but his summons fell on deaf 
ears, for Noblestone was in quick pursuit of the vanishing Perlmutter.  Noblestone 
overtook him at the corner and touched his elbow.
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“How do you do, Mr. Perlmutter!” he exclaimed.

Perlmutter stopped short and wheeled around.

“Huh?” he said.

“This is Mr. Sol Perlmutter, ain’t it?” Noblestone asked.

“No, it ain’t,” Perlmutter replied.  “My name is Morris Perlmutter, and the pair of real gold
eye-glasses which you just picked up and would let me have as a bargain for fifty cents,
ain’t no use to me neither.”
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Page 5
“I ain’t picked up no eye-glasses,” Noblestone said.

“No?” Morris Perlmutter rejoined.  “Well, I don’t want to buy no blue white diamond ring 
neither, y’understand, so if it’s all the same to you I got business to attend to.”

“So do I,” Noblestone went on, “and this is what it is.  Also my name is there too.”

H e  s how e d  Mor ris  a  c a r d,  w hic h  r e a d  a s  follows: 
______________________________________________________
|                                                       |
|  Tele p hon e  con n e c tion          real  e s ta t e  & ins uranc e  |
|                                in  all it s  branc h e s     |
|                                                       |
|                  Philip  N o bles ton e                     |
|                   b u sin es s  bro k er                      |
|                                                       |
|                       G E  T  A                        |
|                     P  A R T N  E R                     |
|                                                       |
|  5 9 4  eas t  Ho u s to n  s tre e t                      n e w  York  |
|______________________________________________________|
e >

“Don’t discou n t  t h e m  good  a cco u n t s ,  Mr.
Pe rl m u t t er,” h e  a d d e d,  “it  a in’t
n ec es s a ry.”

“Who told  you  I w a n t  to  di scou n t  so m e  a ccou n t s?”
Mo r ris  a sk e d.

“If I s e e  a  felle r  in a  d e n tis t’s ch air,”
N o ble s to n e  a n s w e r e d,  “I do n’t  n e e d  to
b e  told  h e’s go t  t h e  too t h a c h e  al r e a dy.”

Afte r  t his  Mo r ri s  w a s  e a sily p e r s u a d e d  to  a cc e p t  N o bles ton e’s
invit a tion  to  d rink  a  cu p  of coffe e,  a n d  t h ey  r e ti r e d
im m e dia t ely to  a  n eig h bo ring  b a k e ry a n d  lunc h  roo m.

“Yes, Mr. N o ble s ton e,” Mor ris  s aid,  cons ul ting
t h e  c a r d.   “I give  you  rig h t  a bo u t  Fe d er. 
Tha t  felle r  is wo r s e r  a s  a  d e n tis t .   H e’s
a  bloods uck er.  Fift e e n  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  gilt-e d g e d
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a c co u n t s  I offe r  hi m  a s  s ec u ri ty for  t w elve  h u n d r e d,
a n d  w h e n  I g e t  t h ro u g h  wi th  p aying  DeWit t  C. Feinhol tz,
his  son-in-law, w h a t  is t h e  b a nk’s lawyer, t h e r e
wo uldn’t b e  e no u g h  left  fro m  t h a t  t w elve  h u n d r e d
dolla r s  to  p ay off my  op e r a to r s .”

“Th a t’s t h e  w ay it is w h e n  a  felle r’s
s ho r t  of m o n ey,” N o ble s ton e  s aid.   “Now,
if you  wo uld  go t  it  a  p a r t n e r  wi th  b a cking,  y’und e r s t a n d,
you  wo uld n’t  n ev e r  go t  to  b e  s ho r t  a g ain.”

With  t hi s  in t rod u c to ry s e n t e nc e ,  No ble s ton e  lau nc h e d
ou t  u po n  a  s e rie s  of p e r s u a sive  a r g u m e n t s,  w hich  only
e n d e d  w h e n  Mor ris  Pe rl m u t t e r  h a d  p ro mis e d  to  lunc h
wi th  Zud row sky, H a r ry  Fed e r m a n n  a n d  N o ble s ton e  a t
Wass e r b a u e r’s Cafe  a n d  Res t a u r a n t  t h e  following
af t e r noon  a t  on e  o’clock.

For  t h e  r e m ain d e r  of t h e  d ay, P hilip  N o ble s to n e  in t e rview e d
a s  m u c h  of t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  t r a d e  a s  h e  could  cover,
wi th  r e s p e c t  to  Mo r ris  Pe rl m u t t e r’s  a n t e c e d e n t s,
a n d  t h e  r e s ul t  w a s  e n ti r ely s a tisfac to ry.  H e
a s c e r t ain e d  t h a t  Mor ris  h a d  wo rk e d  his  w ay u p  fro m
s hip ping  cle rk,  t h ro u g h  t h e  va rious  g r a d e s,  u n til
h e  h a d  r e a c h e d  t h e  co m p a r a tive  e min e n c e  of h e a d  c u t t er,
a n d  hi s  only failing  w a s  t h a t  h e  h a d  e m b a r k e d  in b u sin e ss
wi th  les s  c a pi t al  t h a n  exp e rie nc e .   At fir s t  h e
h a d  m e t  wi t h  m o d e r a t e  s ucc e ss ,  b u t  a  d ull s e a so n  in
t h e  cloak  t r a d e  h a d  t e m po r a rily e m b a r r a s s e d  hi m,  a n d
t h e  cons e n s us  of opinion  a m o n g  his  co m p e ti to r s  w a s
t h a t  h e  h a d  a  g ro wing  b u sine s s  b u t  w a s  ove r-ext e n d e d.
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Thus  w h e n  N o ble s ton e  r e p ai r e d  to  t h e  office  of Zud row sky
& Coh e n  a t  closing  ti m e  t h a t  af t e r noon,  h e  fai rly
ou t did  hi ms elf ex tolling  Mor ris  Pe rl m u t t e r’s
m e ri t s ,  a n d  h e  p r e s e n t e d  so  high  colo r e d  a  pic t u r e
t h a t  Zu d ro wsky d e p r e c a t e d  t h e  b usin es s  b rok e r’s
e n t h u si a s m.

“S ay, looky h e r e ,  N o ble s to n e,” h e  s aid,
“e no u g h’s e no u g h.   All I w a n t  is a
p a r t n e r  for  my  son-in-law w hic h  wo uld  go t  co m m o n  s e n s e
a n d  a  lit tle  judg m e n t .   Tha t’s  all. 
I do n’t  exp ec t  no  mi r acl es,  y’und e r s t a n d,
a n d  t h e  w ay I u n d e r s t a n d  it  fro m  you, t his  felle r
Mo r ris  Pe rlm u t t e r  is go t  a  b usin e ss  h e a d  like  Andr e w
Ca r n e gie  al r e a dy a n d  a  s h a p e  like  John  Dr ew.”

“I n ev e r  m e n tion e d  his  n a m e  b e c a u s e  I do n’t
know t h a t  felle r  a t  a ll,” N o ble s ton e  p ro t e s t e d .  
“But  Pe rl m u t t e r  is a  fine  b u sin e ss  m a n ,  Mr.
Zud row sky, a n d  h e’s  a  s w ell d r e s s er, too.”

“A felle r  w h a t  go e s  to  a  b a nk  looking  for  a cco m mo d a tions,”
Zud row sky r e plied,  “na t u r ally don’t  p u t
on  his  oldes t  clot h e s ,  y’und e r s t a n d,  b u t  a nyhow,
N o ble s to n e,  if you  would  b e  a ro u n d  h e r e  a t  h alf p a s t
t w elve  to-m o r row, I will s e e  t h a t  H a r ry  g e t s  h e r e
too,  a n d  w e  will go  dow n  to  Wass e r b a u e r’s a n d
m e e t  t h e  feller.”

It  w a s  p r e cis ely on e  o’clock t h e  following  d ay
w h e n  Mor ris  Pe rlm u t t e r  s e a t e d  hi m s elf a t  a  t a bl e  in
t h e  r e a r  of Wass e r b a u e r’s Cafe  a n d  Res t a u r a n t .

“Yes, sir, r i gh t  a w ay!” Louis, t h e  w ai t er,
c ri ed,  a s  h e  d e posi t e d  a  pl a t e  of dill pickles  on
t h e  a djoining  t a bl e,  a t  w hich  s a t  a  s to u t  middle-a g e d
p e r so n  wi th  a  n a pkin  t ucke d  in his  n eck.

“Koe nigs b er g er  Klops  is good  to-d ay,
Mr. Pot a s h,” Louis  a n no u n c e d.
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“Pus hing  t h e  s ticke r s ,  Louis,  ain’t  it?”
t h e  m a n  a t  t h e  n ex t  t a bl e  s aid.   “You could n’t
g e t  m e  to  e a t  no  cho p p e d  m e a t  w hic h  cus to m e r s  left
on  t h ei r  pl a t e s  las t  w e ek  al r e a dy.  I n eve r  b elieve
in b uying  s e con d s,  Louis.  Give  m e  a  pi ec e  of
ro a s t  b e ef, w ell do n e,  a n d  a  b a k e d  po t a to.”

“Righ t  a w ay, Mr. Pota s h,” Louis  s aid,
a s  h e  p a s s e d  on  to  Pe rl m u t t e r’s  t a bl e.  
“Now, sir, w h a t  could  I do  for  you?”

“M e,  I a m  w ai ting  h e r e  for  so m e bo dy,”
Mo r ris  r e plied.   “Bring  m e  a  gl a s s  of w a t e r
a n d  w e  will give  ou r  o r d e r  la t er.”

“Righ t  a w ay!” s aid  Louis, a n d  h u s tl ed
off to  fill Abe  Pot a s h’s o r d er, w h e r e a t  Abe
s elec t e d  a  dill pickle  to  b e g uile  t h e  t e diu m  of w ai ting.  
H e  g r a s p e d  it  fir mly b e t w e e n  his  t h u m b  a n d  fing er,
a n d  n e a tly bis ec t e d  it  wi th  his  t e e t h.   Si m ul t a n eo usly
t h e  pickle  s q ui r t e d,  a n d  a bo u t  a  q u a r t e r  of a  pin t
of t h e  a cid  juice  s t r uck  Mo r ri s  Pe rl m u t t e r  in t h e  ri gh t
eye.

“Excus e  m e ,” Abe c rie d.   “Excus e
m e.”

“S’all r ig h t ,” Mo r ris  r e plied.  
“I s e e n  w h a t  you  w a s  doing  a n d  I s hould  of o r d e r e d
a n  u m b r ella  ins t e a d  of a  gla s s  of w a t e r  al r e a dy.”

Abe  laug h e d  u p ro a riously.

“Dill pickles  is u nc e r t ain  like  Pa ris  fas hions,”
h e  co m m e n t e d.   “You could  n eve r  t ell w h a t
t h ey wo uld  do  n ext .”

“I b e t  yer,” Mo r ris  r e plied.   “Las t
ye a r  p eo ple  w a s  b uying  silks  like  t h ey w a s  c r azy,
y’und e r s t a n d,  a n d  t his  ye a r  you  wo uld  t hink  silks
w a s  poison.   A b uye r  wo uld n’t  touc h  ’em
a t  all, a n d  t h a t’s  t h e  w ay it  go e s .”
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Abe ros e  wi t h  t h e  n a pkin  t uck e d  in hi s  n e ck, a n d  c a r rying
t h e  dis h  of dill pickles  wi th  him,  h e  s a t  dow n  a t
Mo r ris’ t a bl e,  to  w hich  Louis  b ro u g h t  t h e  ro a s t
b e ef a  m o m e n t  la t er.

“I s e e n  you  w a s  in t h e  cloak a n d  s ui t  b u sin e s s
a s  soon  a s  I looke d  a t  you,” Abe s aid.  
“I g u e s s  I’ll e a t  h e r e  till you r  fri en ds
co m e.”

“Go a h e a d,” Mo r ri s  r e plied.   “It’s
al r e a dy q u a r t e r  p a s t  on e,  a n d  if t h e m  felle r s  do n’t
co m e  soon,  I’m going  to  e a t ,  too.”

“Wh a t’s t h e  u s e  w ai ting?” Abe  s aid.  
“E a t  a nyhow.  This  ro a s t  b e ef is fine.  
Try so m e  of it  on  m e .”

“Why s ho uld  I s tick you  for  my  lunc h?”
Mo r ris  r ejoine d.   “I s e e  t h e m  s ucke r s  ain’t
going  to  s how  u p  a t  all, so  I g u e s s  I’ll t ak e
a  s a n d wich  a n d  a  cu p  of coffee.”

H e  m o tion e d  to  Louis.

“Righ t  a w ay!” Louis  c rie d.   “Yes,
sir, w e  go t  so m e  nice  Koe nigs b er g er  Klops  to-d ay
m i t  Kar tof f el Kloes .”

“Wh a t  d’ye  t ak e  t his  g e n tl e m a n  for, a nyw ay,
Louis?” Abe  a sk e d.   “A g a r b a g e  c a n?  
Give  hi m  a  nice  slice  of r o as t  b e ef w ell do n e  a n d  a
b ak e d  po t a to.   Also b ring  t wo  cu p s  of coffee  a n d
give  it t h e  c h e cks  to  m e .”

By a  q u a r t e r  to  two  Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  h a d  p a s s e d  fro m
b u sin es s  m a t t e r s  to  fa mily affai r s ,  a n d  af t e r  t h ey
h a d  exc h a n g e d  cig a r s  a n d  t h e  conve r s a tion  h a d  r e a c h e d
a  s t a g e  w h e r e  Mor ris  h a d  jus t  a cc e p t e d  a n  invita tion
to  din e  a t  Abe’s ho us e ,  No bles ton e  a n d  Zu d row sky
e n t e r e d,  wi t h  H a r ry  Fed e r m a n n  b rin gin g  u p  in t h e  r e ar. 
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H a r ry  w a s  evid e n tly in  disfavor, a n d  hi s  w e ak,  blon d
fac e  wo r e  t h e  c r e s tfallen  look of a  w hipp e d  child,
for  h e  h a d  b e e n  so  occu pied  wit h  his  billing  a n d  cooing
u p  tow n,  t h a t  h e  h a d  forgo t t e n  his  b u sin es s  e n g a g e m e n t .

“H allo, Mr. Pe rlm u t t er,” N o ble s ton e  c rie d,
a n d  t h e n  h e  c a u g h t  sig h t  of Mo r ris’ co m p a nion
a n d  t h e  r e m ains  of t h ei r  g e n e ro us  m e al.  “I
t hou g h t  you  w a s  going  to  t ak e  lunc h  wi th  u s .”

“Do I go t  to  s t a rve,  Mr. Who’s-t his—I
los t  you r  c a r d—jus t  b e c a u s e  I w a s  fool
e no u g h  to  t ak e  u p  you r  p ro posi tion  yes t e r d ay? 
I s hould  of know n  b e t t e r  in t h e  fir s t  pl ac e.”

“But  t his  h e r e  you n g  feller, Mr. Fe d e r m a n n,
go t  d e t ain e d  u p tow n,” Zud row sky explain e d.  
“His  wife  go t  took s u d d e nly sick.”

“Why, s h e  m ay  h ave  to  h ave  a n  op e r a tion,”
N o ble s to n e  s aid  in  a  s u d d e n  b u r s t  of im a gin a tive  e n t h u si a s m.

“You s ho uld  t ell you r  t rou ble s  to  a  doc tor,”
Abe  s aid,  r i sing  fro m  t h e  t a bl e.   “And b e sid es ,
N o ble s to n e,  Mr. Pe rl m u t t e r  do n’t  w a n t  no  p a r t n e r
jus t  now.”

“But,” Pe rl m u t t e r  b e g a n,  “bu t ,  Mr.
Pot a s h——”

“Th a t  is to  s ay,” Abe  in t e r r u p t e d,  “he
do n’t  w a n t  a  p a r t n e r  wi th  no  b u sin es s  exp e ri enc e.  
M e,  I go t  b u sine s s  exp e rie nc e ,  a s  you  know, Mr. N o ble s to n e,
a n d  so  w e  fixed  it u p  w e  wo uld  go  a s  p a r t n e r s  tog e t h er,
p rovide d  af t e r  w e  look e a c h  o th e r  u p  eve ryt hing  is
all r ig h t .”

H e  looke d  inq ui ringly a t  Pe rlm u t t er, w ho  no d d e d  in
r e ply.

“And if eve ryt hin g  is  a ll r ig h t ,”
Pe rl m u t t e r  s aid,  “we  will s t a r t  u p  n ex t  w e ek.”

“Und e r  t h e  fir m  n a m e,” Abe  a d d e d,  “of
Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t er.”
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CHAPTER II

In  les s  t h a n  t e n  d ays  t h e  n e w  fir m  of Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r
w e r e  doing  b u sin es s  in  Abe Pot a s h’s old  q u a r t e r s
on  Whit e  S t r e e t  wi th  t h e  a d di tion  of t h e  loft  on  t h e
s eco n d  floor.  Abe h a d  occu pied  t h e  g r a d e  floor
of a n  old-fas hion e d  b uilding,  a n d  a g r e e a ble  to  Mo r ri s’
s u g g e s tion  t h e  m a n ufac t u ring  a n d  cu t tin g  d e p a r t m e n t s
w e r e  t r a n sfe r r e d  to  t h e  s eco n d  floor, le aving  Abe’s
old  q u a r t e r s  for  s how-roo m,  office  a n d  s hipping  p u r pos es .  
I t  w a s  fu r t h e r  a r r a n g e d  t h a t  Abe’s s h a r e  of t h e
cop a r t n e r s hip  wo rk  s ho uld  b e  t h e  s elling  e n d  a n d  t h a t
Mo r ris  s ho uld  t ak e  ch a r g e  of t h e  m a n ufac t u ring.  
Both  p a r t n e r s  s u p e rvise d  t h e  a ccou n ting  a n d  c r e di t
d e p a r t m e n t  wi th  t h e  co m p e t e n t  a s sis t a nc e  of Miss  R.
Coh e n,  w ho  h a d  s e rve d  t h e  firm  of Vesell & Pot a s h
in t h e  s a m e  c a p a ci ty.

For  m o r e  t h a n  a  ye a r  Mo r ri s  a c t e d  a s  d e sig n er, a n d
wi th  on e  o r  two  u nfo r t u n a t e  exce p tions,  t h e  s tyles
h e  o rigina t e d  h a d  b e e n  e n ti r ely s a tisfac to ry to  Pot a s h
& Pe rl m u t t e r’s  g rowing  t r a d e .

The  on e  o r  t wo  u nfor t u n a t e  exc e p tions,  ho w ever, h a d
b e e n  a  sou rc e  of so m e  loss  to  t h e  firm.   Fi r s t ,
t h e r e  w e r e  t h e  tou ris t s’ co a t s  w hich  cos t  Pot a s h
& Pe rl m u t t e r  on e  t hou s a n d  dolla r s;  t h e n  c a m e  t h e  p u r ple
di r e c toi r e s ;  to t al, t wo  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  ch a r g e d  off
to  p rofi t  a n d  loss  on  t h e  firm’s books.

“No, M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid,  w h e n  his  p a r t n e r
s pok e  of a  n e w  m o d el, w hich  h e  t e r m e d  t h e  Long  Br a nc h
Coa t e e ,  “I do n’t like  t h a t  n a m e.   Anyhow,
M a w r u s s,  I go t  it in my min d  w e  s ho uld  hi r e  a  d e sign er. 
While  I figu r e  it  t h a t  you  do n’t cos t  u s  no t hing
ex t r a,  M a w r u s s ,  a  co u ple  of s ticke r s  like  t h e m  to u ris t s
a n d  t h a t  di r ec toi r e  m o d el  p u t s  u s  in t h e  hole  t wo  t hous a n d
dolla r s.   On  t h e  o t h e r  h a n d,  M a w r u s s,  if w e  g e t
a  good  d e sig n er, M a w r u s s,  a ll w e  p ay hi m  is t wo  t hou s a n d
a  ye a r  a n d  w e’r e  t h ro u g h.”
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“I know, Abe,” Mo r ri s  r e plied,  “bu t
d e sign e r s  c a n  t u r n  ou t  s ticke r s ,  too.”

“Su r e ,  t h ey c a n ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  w e n t  on,
“bu t  t h ey go t  a  job to  look ou t  for, M a w r u s s,
w hile  you  a r e  on e  of t h e  bos s e s  h e r e ,  w h e t h e r  you  t u r n
ou t  s ticke r s  o r  no t .   N o,  M a w r u s s,  I go t  e no u g h
of s ticke r s  al r e a dy.  I’m going  to  look
ou t  for  a  good,  live d e sig n er, a  s m a r t  youn g  felle r
like  Louis  Gros s m a n,  w h a t  wo rks  for  S a m m e t  Brot h e r s .  
I b e t  you t h ey don e  a n  inc r e a s e d  b u sin e ss  of t w e n ty
p e r  c e n t .  wi th  t h a t  you n g  felle r’s  d e sign s.  
I m e t  Ike  Got t h elf, b uye r  for  Ho rowitz & Fink elb ein,
a n d  h e  t ells  m e  h e  g ave  S a m m e t  Brot h e r s  a  two-t ho us a n d-dolla r
o r d e r  a  cou ple  of w e eks  a go,  including  a  h u n d r e d  a n d
t w e n ty-t wo  g a r m e n t s  of t h a t  n e w-s tyle  t h ey  go t  ou t ,
w hich  t h ey  c all t h e  Arve r n e  S ac q u e,  on e  of Louis  Gross m a n’s
n e w  m o d els.”

“Is t h a t  so?” s aid  Mor ris .  “Well,
you  know  w h a t  I would  do  if I w a s  you, Abe?  I’d
s e e  Louis  Gross m a n  a n d  offe r  hi m  t e n  dolla r s  a  w e e k
m o r e  t h a n  S a m m e t  Bro th e r s  p ays  hi m,  a n d  t h e  fi r s t
t hin g  you  know  h e’d b e  working  for  u s  a n d  no t
for  S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s .”

“You go t  a  g r e a t  h e a d,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r ejoine d
ironically.  “You go t  t h e  s a m e  ide e  all
of a  s u d d e n  w h a t  I t hink  a bo u t  a  w e ek  a go  al r e a dy. 
I s e e n  Louis  Gross m a n  yes t e r d ay, a n d  offe r e d  hi m  fift ee n,
no t  t e n.”
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“And w h a t  did  h e  s ay?”

“H e  s ays  h e’s wo rking  by S a m m e t  Bro th e r s
u n d e r  a  con t r a c t ,  M a w r u s s,  w h a t  do n’t expi r e
for  a  ye a r  ye t,  a n d  t h ey’re  holding  u p  a  q u a r t e r
of his  w a g e s  u n d e r  t h e  con t r a c t ,  w hich  h e  is to  forfei t
if h e  do n’t work  it  ou t .”

“Don’t you  b elieve  it, Abe,” Mo r ris
b rok e  in.  “H e’s s t a n ding  ou t  for
m o r e  m o n ey.”

“Is h e?” s aid  Abe  wi th  so m e  h e a t .  
“Well, I s e e n  t h e  con t r a c t,  M a w r u s s ,  so  ei t h e r
I’m a  lia r  o r  no t ,  M a w r u s s,  a in’t  i t?”

H e r e  t h ey  w e r e  in t e r r u p t e d  by  t h e  e n t r a nc e  of a  c us to m er,
Ike  H e rzog,  of t h e  Bon  Ton Cr e di t  Ou tfit ting  Co m p a ny.

“Ah, Mr. H e rzog!” Abe c rie d,  r i sing  to
his  fee t  a n d  ex t e n ding  bo t h  h a n d s  in g r e e tin g.  
“Glad  to  s e e  you.  Ain’t it a  fine
w e a t h e r?”

Mr. H e rzog  g r u n t e d  in r e ply.

“Pot a s h,” h e  s aid,  “w h e n  I give
you  t h a t  o r d e r  las t  w e ek,  I do n’t know  w h e t h e r
I didn’t  b uy a  big  lot  of you r  s tyle  fifty-nin e-t e n,
ain’t  it?”

“Yes, you  did,” s aid  Abe.

“Well,” s aid  H e rzog,  “I w a n t  to
c a n c el t h a t  p a r t  of t h e  o r d er.”

“Ca nc el  it!” Abe  c ri ed.   “Why,
w h a t’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi t h  t h e m  g a r m e n t s?   Ain’t
t h e  s a m ples  m a d e  u p  righ t?”

“Su r e ,  t h ey’r e  m a d e  u p  righ t ,” s aid
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H e rzog,  “only I s e e n  so m e t hin g  w h a t  I like  b e t t er. 
I t’s a bo u t  t h e  s a m e  s tyle, only m o r e  a t t r a c tive.  
I m e a n  S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s’ s tyle  for ty-on e-fifty—t h ei r
n e w  Arve r n e  S a c q u e.”

“Mr. H e rzog!” Abe  c rie d.

H e rzog  r ai s e d  a  p ro t e s ting  p al m.

“Now, Pot a s h,” h e  s aid,  “you  know
w h a t eve r  I b uy in s t a pl e s  you  g e t  t h e  p r efe r e nc e;
b u t  w h e n  a nybody’s go t  a  s p ecial ty like  t h a t
Arve r n e  S a c q u e,  w h a t’s t h e  u s e  of t alking?”

H e  s hook h a n d s  co r di ally.

“I’ll b e  a ro u n d  to  s e e  you  in a bo u t  a
w e e k,” h e  s aid,  a n d  t h e  n ex t  m o m e n t  t h e  doo r
clos e d  b e hind  hi m.

“Well, M a w r u s s ,  t h a t  s e t tl es  it,” s aid
Abe, p u t tin g  on  his  h a t .   “Wh e n  w e  lose
a  good  c us to m e r  like  Ike  H e rzog,  I g e t s  b u sy rig h t
a w ay.”

“Wh e r e  a r e  you going,  Abe?” Mor ris  a s k e d.

Abe  s t r u g gle d  in to  his  ove rco a t  a n d  s eize d  hi s  u m b r ella.

“Rou n d  to  S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s,” h e  r e plied.  
“I’m going  to  g e t  t h a t  youn g  felle r  a w ay
fro m  t h e m  if I go t  to  p ay ’em a  t ho us a n d  dolla r s
to  boo t.”

Leon  S a m m e t ,  h e a d  of t h e  cop a r t n e r s hip  of S a m m e t  Bro th e r s ,
s a t  in  t h e  fir m’s s a m ple  roo m  a n d  p uffed  gloo mily
a t  a  Wh e eling  s togy.  His  b ro t h er, Ba r n ey S a m m e t ,
s tood  b e sid e  hi m  r e a ding  alou d  fro m  a  le t t e r  w hich
h e  h eld  in hi s  h a n d.

“‘Gen t s,’” h e  s aid,  “’you r
s hip m e n t  of t h e  fou r t e e n t h  ins t a n t  to  h a n d,  a n d  in
r e ply will s ay w e  ain’t  s a tisfied  wi th  no t hing
b u t  s tyle  for ty-on e-fifty.  Ou r  Miss  Kenny is
a  p e rfec t  t hi r ty-six, a n d  s h e  c a n’t  b r e a t h e
in t h e m  E m pir e s  s tyle  3 0 2 2,  in  sizes  3 6,  3 8  o r  4 0.  
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Wh a t  is t h e  m a t t e r  wi t h  you, a nyw ay?  We a r e  r e t u r nin g
t h e m  via  E a gle  Disp a t c h.   We a r e  you r s  t r uly,
The  Bos ton  S to r e ,  Ho rowitz & Fink elb ein,  P rop rie to r s.’”

“Yes, Ba r n ey,” Leon  co m m e n t e d ,  “th a t’s
a  d e sign e r  for  you, t h a t  Louis  Gross m a n.   His
Arve r n e  S a c q u e s  is all r i gh t ,  Ba r n ey, b u t  t h e  r e s t
is nix.  H e’s  a  on e  g a r m e n t  m a n.   Tell
Miss  Aarons t a m m  to  b rin g  in h e r  book.  I w a n t
to  s e n d  t h e m  Boston  S to r e  p eo ple  a  le t t er.”
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A m o m e n t  la t e r  Miss  Aarons t a m m  e n t e r e d ,  a n d  s a t  dow n
a t  a  s a m ple  t a ble.

“Writ e  to  t h e  Bos ton  S to r e ,” Leon  S a m m e t
s aid.  “’Horowitz & Fink elbein,  P rop ri e to r s,
Ge n t s’—go t  t h a t?   ’We r e c eive d
your  favor  of t h e  eig h t e e n t h  ins t a n t ,  a n d  in r e ply
wo uld  s ay  w e  don’t  a cc e p t  no  s tyles  w h a t  you
r e t u r n .’  Got  t h a t ?   ’If you r  Miss
Kenny c a n’t  b r e a t h e  in t h e m  g a r m e n t s  t h a t  ain’t
ou r  faul t.   They w a s n’t  m a d e  to  b r e a t h e  in;
t h ey  w a s  m a d e  to  s ell.  You s ay s h e  is a  p e rfec t
t hi r ty-six.  H o w  do  w e  know t h a t?   We ain’t
n eve r  m e a s u r e d  h er, a n d  w e  do n’t  b elieve  you
h ave,  n ei t h er.  Anyw ay, w e  ain’t  t aking
b ack  no  goods  w h a t  w e  sold  onc e.   Yours  t r uly.’ 
Tha t’s  all, Miss  Aarons t a m m.   I g u e s s  t h a t’ll
fix ’em.  Wh a t ,  Ba r n ey?”

Bar n ey no d d e d  gloo mily.

“I t ell you, Ba r n ey,” Leon  w e n t  on,  “I
wish  I n eve r  s e e n  t h a t  Louis  Gros s m a n.   H e  c e r t ainly
go t  in to  u s  good  a n d  p ro p er.”

“I do n’t  know, Leon,” s aid  Ba r n ey. 
“Th a t  Arve r n e  S ac q u e  w a s  a  r e co r d  s eller.”

“Arve r n e  S a c q u e!” Leon  c rie d.   “Tha t’s
all eve rybody s ays.   We c a n’t  m a k e  a  million
dolla r s  ou t  of on e  g a r m e n t  alon e,  Ba r n ey.  We c a n’t
eve n  m a k e  exp e n s e s .   I’m af r aid  w e’ll
go  in t h e  hole  ove r  t e n  t hous a n d  dolla r s  if w e  do n’t
g e t  r id  of hi m.”

“But  w e  c a n’t  g e t  r id  of hi m,” s aid
Bar n ey.  “We go t  a  con t r ac t  wi th  hi m.”

“Don’t I know  it?” s aid  Leon,  s a dly. 
“Ain’t I p aid  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  a  h u n d r e d
dolla r s  for  d r a wing  it  u p?   H e’s go t  u s,
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Bar n ey.  Louis  Gross m a n’s go t  u s  a n d  no
mis t ak e.   Well, I go t  to  go  u p  to  t h e  c u t ting-roo m
a n d  s e e  w h a t  h e’s doing  now, Ba r n ey.  H e
c a n  s poil m o r e  piec e-goods  in a n  ho u r  t h a n  I c a n  b uy
in a  w e ek.”

H e  ros e  w e a rily to  his  fee t  a n d  w a s  h alf-w ay to  t h e
s t ai r s  in t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e  w h e n  Abe Pot a s h  e n t e r e d.

“H allo, Leon!” Abe  c alled.   “Don’t
b e  in a  r u s h .   I w a n t  to  t alk to  you.”

Leon  r e t u r n e d  to  t h e  s how-roo m  a n d  s hook h a n d s  limply
wi th  Abe.  I t  w a s  a  co m p e ti to r’s, no t  a
c us to m e r’s, s h a k e.

“Well, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “how’s
b u sin es s?”

“If w e  go t  a  good  d e sign e r  like  you  go t ,  Leon,”
Abe  r e plie d,  “w e  wo uld——”

“A good  d e sign e r!” Ba r n ey b roke  in. 
“Why——”

His  involun t a ry  discl ai m e r  e n d e d  al mos t  w h e r e  i t b e g a n
wi th  a  fu r tive,  t ho u g h  p ainful, kick  fro m  his  eld e r
b ro t h er.

“A good  d e sign er, Abe,” Leon  w e n t  on  h a s tily,
“is  a  big  a s s e t ,  a n d  Louis  Gros s m a n  is a  fi r s t-cla s s
A N u m b e r  O n e  d e sign er.  We do n e  a  t r e m e n do us  s p ring
b u sin es s  t h ro u g h  Louis.   I s u p pos e  you  h e a r d  a bo u t
ou r  s tyle  for ty-on e-fifty?”

Abe  no d d e d.

“The m  Arve r n e  S ac q u e s ,” h e  s aid.  
“Yes, I h e a r d  a bo u t  it fro m  eve rybody I m e e t .  
H e  m u s t  b e  a  gold-min e,  t h a t  Louis  Gross m a n.”

“H e  is,” Leon  co n tin u e d.   “Our
o th e r  s tyles,  too, h e  t u r n s  ou t  won d e rful.  Ou r
E m pi r e  m o d els  w h a t  h e  d e sig ns  for  u s ,  Abe, I a s s u r e
you  is al so  m a kin g  a  t r e m e n do us  s e n s a tion.   You
ou g h t  to  s e e  t h e  le t t e r  w e  go t  t his  m o r ning  fro m  H o rowitz
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& Fink elb ein.”

Bar n ey ble w  his  nos e  wi t h  a  loud  s no r t .
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“I g u e s s  I’ll go  u p s t ai r s ,  a n d  s e e  w h a t
t h e  boys  is doing  in t h e  c u t ting-roo m,  Leon,”
h e  s aid,  a n d  m a d e  a  h a s ty exi t.

“Not  t h a t  Louis  Gross m a n  ain’t  a  good
c u t ting-roo m  for e m a n,  too,  Abe,” s aid  Leon,
“bu t  w e’re  jus t  g e t ting  in  so m e  n e w  piec e-goods
a n d  Ba r n ey w a n t s  to  ch eck  ’em off.  Bu t
I ain’t  a sk e d  you  ye t  w h a t  w e  c a n  do  for  you? 
A r eco m m e n d a tion,  m ayb e?   Ou r  c r e di t  files  is op e n
to  you, Abe.”

Abe  p u s h e d  his  h a t  b a ck  fro m  his  for e h e a d  a n d  m o p p e d
his  b row.  The n  h e  s a t  do w n  a n d  lit  a  cigar.

“Leon,” h e  co m m e n c e d,  “wh a t’s
t h e  u s e  of m a king  a  lot  of t alk a bo u t  it.   I’m
going  to  t alk to  you  m a n  to  m a n,  Leon,  a n d  no  m o nk ey-b u sin e ss
a bo u t  it no r  no t hing.   I’m going  to  b e  pl ain
a n d  s t r aigh tfo rw a r d,  Leon,  a n d  t ell it  to  you  righ t
fro m  t h e  s t a r t  w h a t  I w a n t .   I do n’t b elieve
in no  b e a ting  b u s h e s  a ro u n d,  Leon,  a n d  w h e n  I s ay
a  t hin g  I m e a n  it.  I go t  to  t alk rig h t  ou t ,  Leon. 
Tha t’s t h e  kind  of m a n  I a m.”

“All r ig h t ,  Abe,” Leon  s aid.   “Don’t
s p rin g  it on  m e  too  s u d d e n,  t hou g h.”

“Well,” Abe  con tin u e d,  “it’s
t his  w ay.”

H e  g ave  on e  las t  p uff a t  his  cig ar.

“Leon,” h e  s aid,  “how m u c h  will
you  t ak e  for  Louis  Gross m a n?”

“Take!” Leon  s ho u t e d .   “Take!  
Why, Abe——”

H e  s to p p e d  s u d d e nly, a n d,  r e cove ring  his  co m pos u r e
jus t  in t h e  nick  of tim e,  r e m ain e d  sile n t.
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“I know, Leon,  h e’s a  valu a ble  m a n,”
Abe  s aid  e a r n e s tly, “bu t  I’m willing  to
b e  fair, Leon.   Of cou r s e  I a in’t  a  ho g,
a n d  I do n’t t hink  you  a r e .”

“No, I a in’t,” Leon  r e plied  q ui t e
c al mly; “I ain’t  a  ho g,  a n d  so  I s ay  I
wo uldn’t t ak e  no t hing  for  hi m,  Abe, b e c a u s e ,
Abe, if I told  you  w h a t  I w o uld  t ak e  for  hi m,
Abe, t h e n,  m ayb e,  you  mig h t  h ave  r e a so n  for  c alling
m e  a  ho g.”

“Oh, no,  I wo uldn’t, Leon,” Abe
p ro t e s t e d.   “I told  you  I know h e’s
a  valua ble  m a n,  so  I w a n t  you  s hould  n a m e  a  p rice.”

“I s ho uld  n a m e  a  p rice!” Leon  c rie d.  
“Why, Abe, I’m s u r p ri se d  a t  you. 
If I go  to  a  m a n  to  s ell so m e t hin g  w h a t  I like  to  g e t
rid  of it, a n d  h e  don’t  w a n t ,  t h e n  I n a m e  t h e
p ric e.   Bu t  if a  m a n  co m e s  to  m e  to  b uy so m e t hing
w h a t  I w a n t  to  ke e p,  a n d  w h a t  h e’s go t  to  h ave,
Abe, t h e n  h e  n a m e s  t h e  p rice.   Ain’t
it?”

Abe  looke d  c ri tic ally a t  t h e  e n d  of his  s mold e ring
cig ar.

“Well, Leon,” h e  s aid  a t  leng t h,  “if
I m u s t  n a m e  a  p ric e,  I s u p pos e  I m u s t .   N o w  I
know you  will t hink  m e  c r azy, Leon,  b u t  I w a n t  to  g e t
a  good  d e sig n e r  b a d,  Leon,  a n d  so  I s ay”—h e r e
h e  p a u s e d  to  no t e  t h e  effec t—“fiv e
h u n dr e d  dollars .”

Leon  h eld  ou t  his  h a n d.

“I g u e s s  you  go t  to  exc us e  m e ,  Abe,” h e
s aid.   “I’d like  it  fi r s t  r a t e  to
s t ay  h e r e  a n d  visi t  wi th  you  all m o r ning  b u t  I go t
wo rk  to  do,  a n d  so  I hop e  you’ll exc us e  m e .”

“S eve n  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty,” Abe s aid.

“Fift e e n  h u n d r e d  dolla r s,” Leon  r e plie d
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q ui t e  fir mly.

For  t w e n ty mi n u t e s  Abe’s figu r e  ro s e  a n d  Leon’s
fell u n til t h ey  finally m e t  a t  t e n  h u n d r e d  t hi r ty-t h r e e ,
t hi r ty-t h r e e .
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“H e’s wo r t h  it, Abe, b elieve  m e ,”
s aid  Leon, a s  t h ey s hook h a n d s  on  t h e  b a r g ain.  
“And now  le t’s fix it u p  rig h t  a w ay.”

H alf a n  ho u r  la t er, Abe, Louis  Gross m a n  a n d  Leon  S a m m e t
e n t e r e d  t h e  s p a cious  law office s  of H e n ry  D. Feld m a n,
w ho  b e a r s  t h e  s a m e  a dviso ry r el a tion  to  t h e  cloak
a n d  s ui t  t r a d e  a s  Judg e  Gary did  to  t h e  s t e el  a n d
iron  b usin e ss .

The  d r a win g  of t h e  n e c e ss a ry  p a p e r s  occ u pied  t h e  b e t t e r
p a r t  of t h e  d ay a n d  it w a s  no t  u n til t h r e e  o’clock
in t h e  af t e r noon  t h a t  t h e  t r a n s a c tion  w a s  co m ple t e.  
By it s  t e r m s  S a m m e t  Brot h e r s  in  consid e r a tion  of $ 1,03 3.3 3
p aid  by  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t er, r el e a s e d  Louis  Gross m a n
fro m  his  con t r a c t ,  a n d  Louis  e n t e r e d  in to  a  n e w  a g r e e m e n t
wi th  Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  a t  a n  a dva nc e  of a  t hou s a n d
a  ye a r  ove r  t h e  co m p e n s a tion  p aid  hi m  by S a m m e t  Bro th e r s .  
In  a d di tion  h e  w a s  to  r ec eive  fro m  Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r
five  p e r  c e n t .  of t h e  p rofi ts  of t h ei r  b u sin es s,  p aya ble
w e e kly, t h e  a r r a n g e m e n t  to  b e  in  forc e  for  on e  year,
d u ring  w hich  ti m e  n ei t h e r  e m ploye r  no r  e m ploye e  could
b e  rid  on e  of t h e  o th e r  s ave  by m u t u al  cons e n t .

“It  co m e s  high,  M a w r u s s,” Abe  s aid  to
his  p a r t n er, af t e r  h e  h a d  r e t u r n e d  to  t h e  s to r e,  “bu t
I g u e s s  Louis’s wo r t h  it.”

“I ho p e  so,” Mo r ris  r e plied.   “Now
w e  c a n  m a k e  u p  so m e  of t h e m  Arve r n e  S ac q u e s .”

“No, M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied,  “I’m
so r ry  to  s ay w e  c a n’t,  b e c a u s e ,  by  t h e  a g r e e m e n t
w h a t  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  d r e w  u p,  S a m m e t  Bro th e r s  h a s
t h e  sole  ri gh t  to  m a k e  u p  a n d  s ell t h e  Arve r n e  S a c q u e s;
b u t  I s e e n  to  it, M a w r u s s ,  t h a t  w e  go t  t h e  rig h t  to
m a k e  u p  a n d  s ell ev e ry o t h e r  g a r m e n t  w h a t  Louis  Gros s m a n
origin a t e d  for  t h e m  t his  s e a so n.”

H e  s miled  t ri u m p h a n tly a t  his  p a r t n er.
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“And,” h e  conclud e d,  “he’s
co ming  to  wo rk  Mo n d ay m o r ning.”

At t h e  e n d  of t h r e e  disillusionizing  w e eks  Abe  Pot a s h
a n d  Mo r ris  Pe rl m u t t e r  s a t  in t h e  s how-roo m  of t h ei r
pl ac e  of b u sin es s.   Abe’s h a t  w a s  til t ed
ove r  his  ey es  a n d  h e  w his tle d  a  t u n el es s  air. 
Mo r ris  w a s  bi ting  hi s  n ails.

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid  a t  leng t h,  “wh e n
w e’r e  s t uck  w e’r e  s t uck; ain’t  it? 
Wh a t’s t h e  u s e  of si t ting  h e r e  like  a  cou ple
of m u m mie s;  ain’t  i t?”

Mo r ris  c e a s e d  bi ting  his  n ails.

“Yes, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “ t e n  h u n d r e d
a n d  t hi r ty-t h r e e ,  t hi r ty-t h r e e  for  a  d e sign e r  w h a t
could n’t d e sign  p a p e r-b a g s  for  a  d elic a t e s s e n
s to r e.   I b elieve  h e  m u s t  h ave  took les sons  in
d e signing  fro m  a  co r r e s po n d e n c e  sc hool.”

“Believe  m e ,  M a w r u s s ,  h e  lea r n e d  it  by t el ep ho n e,”
Abe  r e plie d.   “But  c us sing  hi m  ou t  wo n’t
do  no  good,  M a w r u s s .   The  t hing  to  do  no w  is to
g e t  b u sy a n d  t u r n  ou t  so m e  g a r m e n t s  w h a t  w e  c a n  s ell. 
The m  m a s q u e r a d e  cos t u m e s  w h a t  h e  g e t s  u p  you  co uldn’t
s ell to  a  five-a n d-t e n-c e n t  s to r e .”

“All r ig h t ,” Mo r ri s  s aid.   “Le t’s
h ave  a no t h e r  d e sign e r  a n d  leave  Louis  to  do  t h e  c u t ting.”

“Anot h er  d e sign e r!” Abe exclaim e d.  
“No, M a w r u s s,  you’r e  a  good  e no u g h  d e sig n e r
for  m e .   I a lw ays  s aid  it,  M a w r u s s,  you’r e
a  fir s t-cl as s  A N u m b e r  On e  d e sign er.”
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Thus  e n co u r a g e d,  Mo r ri s  onc e  m o r e  took u p  t h e  wo rk
of t h e  firm’s d e sig nin g,  a n d  h e  labo r e d  wi th
t h e  e n e r gy of d e s p air, for  t h e  s e a so n  w a s  fa r  s p e n t .  
At len g t h  h e  evolved  fou r  m o d els  t h a t  m a d e  Abe’s
eye s  fai rly b ulg e.

“Th a t’s s n a p py s t uff, M a w r u s s ,”
h e  s aid,  a s  h e  ex a min e d  t h e  co m ple t e d  s a m ples  on e
m o r nin g.   “I b e t  ye r  t h ey  s ell like  ho t  c ak e s.”

Abe’s p ro p h ecy m o r e  t h a n  jus tified  it s elf, a n d
in t e n  d ays  t h ey w e r e  co m ple t ely s w a m p e d  wi t h  o rd e r s .  
Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  w e n t  a ro u n d  w e a ring  s miles  t h a t  only
r el axe d  w h e n  t h ey r e m e m b e r e d  Louis  Gross m a n  a n d  his
hid e-bo u n d  a g r e e m e n t ,  u n d e r  w hich  h e  d r e w  five p e r
c e n t .  of t h e  fi rm’s p rofi ts  a n d  sixty dolla r s
a  w e ek.

“Anyhow, M a w r u s s,  w e’ll g e t  so m e  r e t u r n
fro m  Louis  Gross m a n,” Abe  s aid.   “I
a dve r tise d  in t h e  Daily Cloak  a n d  S ui t  Reco r d  yes t e r d ay
t h e m  fou r  s tyles  of you r s  a s  t h e  fou r  b e s t  s elle r s
of t h e  s e a so n,  o rigin a t e d  by t h e  c r e a to r  of t h e  Arve r n e
S a c q u e.   Ike  H e rzog  w a s  in t h e  fir s t  t hing  t his
m o r nin g  a n d  bo u g h t  t wo  big  lots  of e a c h  on e  of t h e
m o d els.   Ike’s a  g r e a t  a d mi r e r  of Louis
Gross m a n,  M a w r u s s .   I b e t  ye r  w h e n  S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s
s a w  t h a t  a d  t h ey  w e n t  c r azy; ain’t  it?”

“But,” Mor ris  p ro t e s t e d ,  “why s hould
Louis  Gross m a n  g e t  t h e  c r e di t  for  my  wo rk?”

“Bec a u s e ,  M a w r u s s ,  you  know t h e m  Arve r n e  S a c q u e s
is t h e  b e s t  s elle r s  p u t  ou t  in  t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t
b u sin es s  t his  ye ar,” Abe r e plied.   “And
b e side s ,  M a w r u s s,  w e  m ay  b e  s uck e r s,  b u t  t h a t  ain’t
no  r e a so n  w hy S a m m e t  Brot h e r s  s hould  know  it.”

“Don’t wo r ry, Abe,” s aid  Mo r ri s;
“th ey know  t h ey s t uck  u s  good  a n d  ple n ty w h e n
t h ey r el e a s e d  Louis  Gross m a n.”
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“Do t h ey?” Abe  r ejoine d.   “Well,
t h ey  do n’t  know  it  u nl es s  you  told  ’em. 
Louis  Gross m a n  won’t  t ell ’em a n d  I didn’t
t ell ’em w h e n  I m e t  Leon  a n d  Ba r n ey a t  lunc h
to-d ay.”

“Wh a t  did  you  t ell ’em!” Mo r ris
a sk e d,  so m e w h a t  al a r m e d.

“I told  ’em, M a w r u s s,  t h a t  t h e  s e a so n
is co m p a r a t ively you n g  ye t ,  b u t  w e  al r e a dy m a d e  fro m
t e n  to  tw e n ty p e r  c e n t .  m o r e  s al e s  by  ou r  n e w  d e sign er. 
I told  Leon  t h e m  n e w  s tyles  w h a t  Louis  Gross m a n  go t
u p  for  u s  is s elling  so  big  w e  c a n’t  p u t  ’em
ou t  fas t  e no u g h.”

“And w h a t  did  Leon  s ay?” Mo r ri s  a sk e d.

“H e  didn’t s ay no t hin g,” Abe r e plied,
“bu t  h e  looke d  like  his  b e s t  c u s to m e r  h a d  b u s t e d
u p  on  hi m.   The n  I s how e d  hi m  t h e  o r d e r  w h a t  w e
go t  fro m  Ike  H e rzog,  a n d  h e  s t a r t e d  in  rig h t  a w ay
to  c all Ba r n ey dow n  for  goin g  ho m e  e a rly t h e  d ay b efor e .  
I t e ll you, M a w r u s s,  h e  w a s  all b rok e  u p .”

“I know, Abe,” Mo r ri s  co m m e n t e d,  “th a t’s
all r ig h t ,  too, b u t ,  a ll t h e  s a m e,  w e  ain’t
go t  m u c h  of a  lau g h  on  t h e m  t wo  boys,  so  long  a s  Louis
Gross m a n  loafs  a w ay u p s t ai r s  d r a wing  sixty dolla r s
a  w e ek  a n d  five p e r  ce n t .  of t h e  p rofits.”

“Well,” Abe  r e plie d,  “wh a t  a r e  you
going  to  do  a bo u t  it?  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  d r e w  u p
t h e  con t r a c t ,  a n d  you  know, M a w r u s s ,  con t r a c t s  w h a t
H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  m a k e s  no body c a n  b r e a k.”

“Ca n’t  t h ey?” Mor ris  c rie d.  
“Well, if H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  m a d e  it  c a n’t
H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  b r e a k  it?  Wh a t  good  is t h e  lawyer,
a nyhow, w h a t  c a n’t  g e t  u s  ou t  of t h e  con t r a c t
w h a t  h e  fixed  u p  hi ms elf?”
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Abe po n d e r e d  ove r  t h e  si t u a tion  for  five  min u t e s .

“You’re  rig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid
a t  len g t h;  “I’ll go  a n d  s e e  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n
t h e  fir s t  t hin g  to-m o r ro w  m o r nin g.”

The  n ext  m o r ning  Leon  S a m m e t  s a t  a t  his  r oll-top  d e sk
in hi s  p riva t e  office,  w hile  Ba r n ey w e n t  ove r  t h e
m o r nin g  m ail.

“H allo,” Ba rn ey c rie d,  “he r e’s
a  c h e ck  fro m  H o ro witz & Finkelbein  for  t h e  full a m o u n t
of t h ei r  bill, Leon.  I g u e s s  t h ey  t hou g h t  b e t t e r
of t h a t  r e t u r n  s hip m e n t  t h ey m a d e  of t h e m  b u m  g a r m e n t s
t h a t  Louis  Gros s m a n  d e sig n e d.   They ain’t
m a d e  no  d e d uc tion  on  a c cou n t  of it.”

“Bu m  g a r m e n t s ,  no t hin g,” Leon  co m m e n t e d.  
“The m  g a r m e n t s  w a s  all r i gh t,  Ba r n ey.  I
g u e s s  w e  didn’t know  how  to  t r e a t  Louis  Gross m a n
w h e n  h e  work e d  by u s .   Look a t  t h e  big  s ucc e ss
h e’s m a king  by Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t er.  I b e t
ye r  t h ey’re  five t hou s a n d  a h e a d  on  t h e  s e a so n’s
s al e s  al r e a dy.  We t ho u g h t  t h ey w a s  s uck e r s  w h e n
t h ey p aid  u s  t e n  t hi r ty-t h r e e ,  t hi r ty-t h r e e  for  hi m,
b u t  I g u e s s  t h e  s ho e  pinc h es  on  t h e  o t h e r  foot, Ba r n ey. 
I wis h  w e  h a d  hi m  b ack,  t h a t’s  all.  The m
four  n e w  d e signs  w h a t  h e  m a d e  for  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r
is t r e m e n do u s  s ucc es s e s.   Wh a t  did  h e  do n e  for
u s ,  Ba r n ey?  On e  g a r m e n t ,  t h e  Arve r n e  S a c q u e,  a n d
I b e t  ye r  t h e m  fou r  s tyles  will p u t  t h e  Arve r n e  S ac q u e
cle a n  ou t  of b u sin es s.”

“Well, Leon,” s aid  Ba r n ey, “you
t r a d e d  hi m  off so  s m a r t ,  w hy do n’t  you  g e t  hi m
b ack?  Why do n’t  you  s e e  hi m,  Leon?”

“I did  s e e  hi m,” s aid  Leon. 
“I c alled  a t  his  ho us e  las t  nigh t .”

“And w h a t  did  h e  s ay?” Ba r n ey a sk e d.
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“H e  s aid  h e’s u n d e r  con t r a c t ,  a s  you  know,
wi th  Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t er, a n d  t h a t  if w e  c a n  g e t  hi m
ou t  of it  h e’s only too  gl a d  to  co m e  b a ck  to
u s .   Bu t  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  d r e w  u p  t h a t  con t r ac t ,
Ba r n ey, a n d  you  know a s  w ell a s  I do,  Ba r n ey, t h a t
w h a t  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  d r a w s  u p  is d r a w n  u p  for  ke e p s ,
ain’t  it?”

“The r e’s loop hole s  in ev e ry con t r a c t ,
Leon,” s aid  Ba r n ey, “an d  a  s m a r t  lawye r
like  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  c a n  find  ’em ou t  q uick
e no u g h.   Why do n’t you go  rig h t  r o u n d  a n d
s e e  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n?   M ayb e  h e  c a n  fix it  so  a s
to  g e t  Louis  b a ck  h e r e .”

Leon  s h u t  dow n  hi s  roll-top  d e sk  a n d  s eize d  his  h a t .

“Th a t’s a  good  ide a,  Ba r n ey,” h e
s aid.   “I g u e s s  I’ll t ak e  you r  a dvice.”

It  is no t  so  m u c h  to  know  t h e  law, r a n  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n’s
m o t to,  p a r a p h r a sing  a  fa mo us  dic t u m  of Judg e  S h a r s wood,
a s  to  look, a c t  a n d  t alk a s  t ho u g h  you kn e w  it. 
To t his  e n d  Mr. Feld m a n  s eldo m  e m ploye d  a  wo r d  of
on e  syllable,  if i t h a d  a  synony m  of t h r e e  o r  fou r
syllables ,  a n d  s uc h  p h r a s e s  a s  re s  g e s tae ,
scie n t er , a n d  lex  fori d elic ti  w e r e
t h e  ve ry life of hi s  conve r s a tion  wi th  clien t s.

“The  info r m a tion  w hich  you  no w  disclos e,  Mr.
S a m m e t,” h e  s aid,  af t e r  Leon  h a d  m a d e  know n
his  p r e dic a m e n t ,  “is  all obi t er  dic ta .”

Leon  blus h e d.   H e  im a gin e d  t his  to  b e  so m e w h a t
h a r s h  c ri ticis m  of t h e  innoc e n t  s t a t e m e n t  t h a t  h e
t hou g h t  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  could  b e  bluffed  in to
r el e a sing  Louis  Gross m a n.
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“I m pri mis ,” Mr. Feld m a n  w e n t  on,
“I h ave  no t  b e e n  cons ul t e d  by Mr. Gross m a n  a bo u t
w h a t  h e  d e si r e s  do n e  in  t h e  m a t t er, b u t ,  s p e aking  e x
ca t h e dra , I a m  of t h e  opinion  t h a t  so m e  m e t ho d
mig h t  b e  d evis ed  for  r e scinding  t h e  con t r a c t .”

“You m e a n  w e  c a n  g e t  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r  to
r el e a s e  him?”

“P recis ely,” s aid  Mr. Feld m a n,  “a n d
in a  ve ry el e m e n t a ry a n d  efficacious  fas hion.”

“Well, I a in’t  p r e p a r e d  to  p ay so  m u c h
m o n ey a t  onc e,” s aid  Leon.

N ow, w h e n  it c a m e  to  m o n ey m a t t e r s ,  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n’s
lang u a g e  could  b e  colloquial to  t h e  poin t  of sl a n g.

“Wh a t’s bi ting  you  no w?” h e  s aid.  
“I ain’t  going  to  c h a r g e  you  too  m u c h.  
Le ave  it to  m e,  a n d  if I d elive r  t h e  goods  it  will
cos t  you  t wo  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s .”

Leon  sigh e d  h e avily, b u t  h e  in t e n d e d  g e t tin g  Louis
b ack  a t  all cos t s ,  no t ,  ho w ever, to  exc e e d  t e n  t hi r ty-t h r e e ,
t hi r ty-t h r e e .

“Well, I a in’t  kicking  no n e  if you  c a n
m a n a g e  it,” h e  r e plied.   “Tell u s
how  to  go  a bo u t  it.”

S t r aigh t w ay Mr. Feld m a n  u nfolde d  a  sc h e m e  w hic h,  s t rip p e d
of it s  t e c h nic al p h r a s eology, w a s  si m plici ty it s elf. 
H e  righ tly conjec t u r e d  t h a t  t h e  m o s t  b u r d e n so m e  fea t u r e
of t h e  con t r a c t ,  so  fa r  a s  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  w e r e
conc e r n e d,  w a s  t h e  five p e r  ce n t .  s h a r e  of t h e  p rofi ts
t h a t  fell to  Louis  Gross m a n  e a c h  w e ek.   H e  t h e r efo r e
s u g g e s t e d  t h a t  Louis  a p p ro a c h  Abe  Pota s h  a n d  r e q u e s t
t h a t ,  ins t e a d  of five  p e r  c e n t .  of t h e  p rofi ts,  h e
b e  p aid  a  d efini t e  s u m  e a c h  w e ek,  for  t h e  cloak  a n d
s ui t  b u sin e ss  h a s  it s  d ull s p ells  b e t w e e n  s e a so n s,
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w h e n  p rofit s  occ a sion ally t u r n  to  loss e s .   Thus
Louis  could  a dva nc e  a s  a  r e a so n  t h a t  h e  wo uld  feel
s afe r  if h e  b e  p aid,  s ay, t w e n ty dolla r s  a  w e ek  t h e
ye a r  ro u n d  in lieu  of hi s  u nc e r t ain  s h a r e  of t h e  p rofit s.

“Abe Pot a s h  will jum p  a t  t h a t ,” Leon  co m m e n t e d.

“I a n ticip a t e  t h a t  h e  will,” Mr. Feld m a n
w e n t  on,  “an d  t h e n,  af t e r  h e  h a s  p aid  Mr. Gross m a n
t h e  fir s t  w e ek’s ins t allm e n t  it  will cons ti t u t e
a  r e s cission  of t h e  old  con t r a c t  a n d  a  s u b s ti t u tion
of a  n e w  on e,  w hic h  will b e  a  con t r a c t  of hi ring  fro m
w e e k  to  w e e k.   At t h e  conclusion  of t h e  fi r s t
w e e k  t h ei r  co n t r a c t u al  r el a tions  c a n  b e  s eve r e d  a t
t h e  op tion  of ei t h e r  p a r ty.”

“But  I don’t  w a n t  t h e m  to  do  no t hing  like
t h a t ,” Leon  s aid.   “I jus t  w a n t  Louis
to  q ui t  his  job  wi th  Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  a n d  co m e  a n d
wo rk  by u s .”

“Look a-h e r e ,  S a m m e t ,” Feld m a n  b roke  in
imp a tie n tly.  “I c a n’t  w a s t e  a  w hole
m o r nin g  t alking  to  a  boob  t h a t  do n’t u n d e r s t a n d
t h e  E n glish  lan g u a g e.   You’re  wis e  to  t h e
p a r t  a bo u t  Louis  Gross m a n  a sking  for  t w e n ty dolla r s
a  w e ek  s t e a dy, ins t e a d  of his  s h a r e  of t h e  p roc e e d s,
ain’t  you?”

Leon  no d d e d.

“The n  if Pot a s h  falls  for  it,” Feld m a n
conclud e d,  “as  soon  a s  Gross m a n  g e t s  t h e  fir s t
t w e n ty ou t  of hi m  h e  c a n  t h ro w  u p  his  job  on  t h e  s po t .  
S e e?”

Leon  no d d e d  a g ain.

“The n  cle a r  ou t  of t his,” s aid  Feld m a n
a n d  p u s h e d  a  b u t ton  on  his  d e sk  to  info r m  t h e  office-boy
t h a t  h e  w a s  r e a dy for  t h e  n ex t  clien t .
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As Leon  p a s s e d  t h ro u g h  t h e  ou t e r  office  h e  e ncou n t e r e d
Ike  H e rzog  of t h e  Bon  Ton Cr e di t  Ou tfi t ting  Co m p a ny,
w ho  w a s  solacing  hi ms elf wi t h  t h e  Daily Cloak a n d
S ui t  Reco r d  in t h e  in t e rval of his  w ai ting.

“Good  m o r ning,  Mr. H e rzog,” Leon  exclai m e d.  
“So you  go t  you r  t rou bles,  too.”

“I ain’t  go t  no  t r ou ble s,  Leon,”
Ike  H e rzog  s aid,  “bu t  I go t  to  u s e  a  lawye r
in my b u sin e ss  onc e  in a w hile.   Jus t  now  I’m
e nla r gin g  my pl ac e,  a n d  I go t  con t r ac t s  to  m a k e  a n d
n e w  p e ople  to  hi r e .   I ho p e  you  ain’t
go t  no  law s ui t s  no r  no t hin g.”

“Law  s ui t s  ain’t  in  my line,  Mr. H e rzog,”
Leon  s aid.   “Onc e  in  a w hile  I ch a n g e  my
wo rking  p eo ple,  too.   Tha t’s  w hy I co m e  h e r e .”

“So m e tim e s  you  c h a n g e  ’em for  t h e  wo r s e ,
Leon,” H e rzog  co m m e n t e d,  indica ting  Abe Pota s h’s
effec tive  a d  wi th  a  s t u b by for efing er.  “You
c e r t ainly m a d e  a  mi s t ak e  w h e n  you  go t  r id  of Louis
Gross m a n.   H e’s t u r ning  ou t  so m e  el e g a n t
s t uff for  Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t er.”

Leon  no d d e d  gloo mily.

“Well, w e  all m a k e  mis t ak e s,  Mr. H e rzog,”
h e  s aid,  “a n d  t h a t’s  w hy w e  go t  to  co m e
h e r e .”

“Th a t’s so,” H e rzog  a g r e e d,  a s  Leon
op e n e d  t h e  door.  “I ho p e  I ain’t
m a king  no  mis t ak e  in w h a t  I’m  going  to
do.”

“I ho p e  no t ,” Leon  s aid  a s  h e  p a s s e d  ou t .  
“Good  m o r ning.”

Ike  H e rzog’s in t e rvie w wit h  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n
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w a s  s ho r t  a n d  ve ry m u c h  to  his  s a tisfac tion,  for  w h e n
h e  e m e r g e d  fro m  Feld m a n’s s a n c t u m,  to  find  Abe
Pot a s h  w ai ting  wi thou t ,  h e  could  no t  forb e a r  a  b ro a d
s mile.   Abe no d d e d  p e rfu nc to rily a n d  a  m o m e n t
la t e r  w a s  clos e t e d  wi th  t h e  o r a cle.

“Mr. Feld m a n,” h e  s aid,  “I co m e
to  a sk  you a n  a dvice,  a n d  a s  I’m p r e t ty  b u sy
t his  m o r ning,  do  m e  t h e  favor  a n d  leave  ou t  all t h e m
cav ea t  e m p tors .”

“Su r e  t hing,” Feld m a n  r e plied.   “Tell
m e  all a bo u t  it.”

“Well, t h e n ,  Mr. Feld m a n,” s aid  Abe, “I
w a n t  to  g e t  r i d  of Louis  Gross m a n.”

Mr. Feld m a n  al mos t  ju m p e d  ou t  of his  c h air.

“I w a n t  to  fi r e  Louis  Gross m a n,” Abe  r e p e a t e d.  
“You r e m e m b e r  t h a t  you d r e w  m e  u p  a  b u r gla r-p roof
con t r ac t  b e t w e e n  hi m  a n d  u s  a  few w e eks  a go,  a n d  no w
I w a n t  you  to  b e  t h e  b u r gla r  a n d  b u s t  i t u p  for  m e .”

Feld m a n  to uc h e d  t h e  b u t ton  on  his  d e sk.

“Bring  m e  t h e  d r af t  of t h e  co n t r ac t  b e t w e e n
Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  a n d  Louis  Gross m a n  t h a t  I dic t a t e d
las t  m o n t h ,” h e  s aid  to  t h e  boy w ho  a n s w e r e d.

In  a  few min u t e s  t h e  boy r e t u r n e d  wi t h  a  la r g e  e nvelop e.  
H e  w a s  ins t r uc t e d  n eve r  to  co m e  b ack  e m p ty-h a n d e d
w h e n  a sk e d  to  b ring  a ny thing,  a n d,  in  t his  ins t a n c e
t h e  e nvelop e  h eld  six s h e e t s  of folde d  leg al c a p,
so m e  of w hic h  con t ain e d  t h e  sco r e  of a  pinochle  g a m e,
pl aye d  af t e r  office  ho u r s  on  S a t u r d ay af t e r noon  b e t w e e n
t h e  m a n a gin g  cle rk  a n d  t h e  p roc e ss-s e rver.

Feld m a n  p u t  t h e  e nvelop e  in  his  pock e t  a n d  r e ti r e d
to  a  r e m o t e  co r n e r  of t h e  roo m.  The r e  h e  exa min e d
t h e  con t e n t s  of t h e  e nvelop e  a n d,  kni t ting  his  b row s
into  a n  im p r e s sive  frow n,  h e  took fro m  t h e  w ell-s tock e d
s h elves  t h a t  line d  t h e  w alls  book af t e r  book of dig e s t s
a n d  r e po r t s .   Occ a sion ally h e  m a d e  no t e s  on  t h e
b ack  of t h e  e nvelop e,  a n d  af t e r  t h e  s p a c e  of h alf

45



a n  ho u r  h e  r e t u r n e d  to  hi s  c h ai r  a n d  p r e p a r e d  to  d elive r
hi m s elf of a  w eigh ty opinion.
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“In t h e  fir s t  pl ac e,” h e  s aid,  “ this
m a n  Gross m a n  ain’t  inco m p e t e n t  in his  wo rk,
is h e?”

“Inco m p e t e n t!” Abe exclaim e d.   “Oh,
no,  h e  ain’t  inco m p e t e n t .   H e’s  co m p e t e n t
e no u g h  to  s u e  u s  for  five  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  af t e r  w e
fire  hi m,  if t h a t’s  w h a t  you  m e a n.”

“The n  I t ak e  it t h a t  you  do n’t w a n t  to
disch a r g e  hi m  for  inco m p e t e nc e  a n d  risk  a  law s ui t ,”
Mr. Feld m a n  w e n t  on.   “Now, b efor e  w e  go
on,  how  m u c h  do e s  his  s h a r e  of you r  p rofi ts  a m o u n t
to  e a c h  w e ek?”

“About  t hi r ty  dolla r s  in t h e  b u sy s e a so n,”
Abe  r e plie d.

“The n  h e r e’s  you r  sc h e m e,” s aid
Feld m a n.   “You go  to  Gros s m a n  a n d  s ay: 
’Look a-h e r e ,  Gross m a n,  t his  b u sin es s  of figu rin g
ou t  p rofi ts  e a c h  w e e k  is a  t r ou ble so m e  pi ec e  of bookke e ping.  
S u p pos e  w e  c all you r  s h a r e  of t h e  p rofits  for ty dolla r s
a  w e ek  a n d  le t  i t go  a t  t h a t .’  D’ye
s u p pos e  Gross m a n  would  t ak e  it?”

“Would  a  c a t  e a t  live r?” s aid  Abe.

“Well, t h e n ,” Feld m a n  no w  conclud e d,  “af t e r
Gross m a n  a cc e p t s  t h e  offer, a n d  you  p ay him  t h e  fir s t
ins t allm e n t  of for ty dolla r s  you’r e  s u b s ti t u ting
a  n e w  w e ekly con t r a c t  in pl ac e  of t h e  old  ye a rly on e,
a n d  you c a n  fir e  Gross m a n  jus t  a s  soon  a s  you h ave
a  min d  to.”

“But  s u p pos e  h e  s u e s  m e ,  a nyhow?” s aid
Abe.

“If h e  do e s,” Feld m a n  r e plied.   “I
wo n’t c h a r g e  you  a  ce n t;  o t h e r wis e  it’ll
b e  t wo  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s .”
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H e  touc h e d  t h e  b ell in toke n  of dis miss al.

“This  fellow, Gros s m a n,  is c e r t ainly a  big  m o n ey-m a k er,”
h e  s aid  to  hi m s elf, af t e r  Abe h a d  gon e,  “ for
m e .”

The  following  S a t u r d ay Abe s a t  in  t h e  s how-roo m  m a king
u p  t h e  w e ekly p ay roll, a n d  wi th  his  ow n  h a n d  h e  d r e w
a  c h e ck  to  t h e  o r d e r  of Louis  Gross m a n  for  for ty dolla r s .

“M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “do m e  t h e  favor
a n d  go  u p s t ai r s  to  Louis  Gros s m a n.   You know  w h a t
to  s ay  to  hi m.”

“Why s ho uld  I go,  Abe?” Mor ris
s aid.   “You know t h e  w hole  pl a n.   You
s a w  Feld m a n.”

“But  i t do n’t look w ell for  m e ,”
Abe  r ejoine d.   “Do m e  t h e  favor  a n d  go  you r s elf.”

Mo r ris  s h r u g g e d  his  s ho uld e r s  a n d  d e p a r t e d,  w hile
Abe  t u r n e d  to  t h e  p a g e s  of t h e  Daily Cloak a n d  S ui t
Reco r d  to  b rid g e  ove r  t h e  a nxious  p e riod  of Mo r ri s’
a b s e n c e.   The  fir s t  it e m  t h a t  s t r u ck  hi s  eye  a p p e a r e d
u n d e r  t h e  h e a ding,  “Alte r a tions  a n d  Im p rove m e n t s.”

“The  Bon  Ton Cr e dit  Ou tfi t ting  Co m p a ny, Isa a c
H e rzog,  P ro p ri e tor,” it  r e a d ,  “is a bo u t
to  op e n  a  m a n ufac t u rin g  d e p a r t m e n t ,  a n d  will, on  a n d
af t e r  Jun e  1,  do  all it s  ow n  m a n ufac t u rin g  a n d  al t e r a tions
in t h e  e nl a r g e d  s to r e  p r e mis es,  Nos.  5 9 4 0,  5 9 4 2  a n d
5 9 4 6  S e co n d  Avenu e.”

Abe  laid  dow n  t h e  p a p e r  wi t h  a  sigh.

“The r e’s w h e r e  w e  lose  a no t h e r  good  c us to m er,”
h e  s aid  a s  Mo r ri s  r e t u r n e d.   A wid e  g rin  w a s  s p r e a d
ove r  Mo r ris’ face.

“Well, M a w r u s s?” Abe  a sk e d.

“Yes, Abe,” Mo r ris  r e plied.   “Ten
h u n d r e d  a n d  t hi r ty-t h r e e ,  t hi r ty-t h r e e  you p aid  for
hi m.   And now  you  m u s t  p ay  hi m  for ty dolla r s  a
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w e e k.  I ain’t  so  g e n e ro u s,  Abe, b elieve
m e.   I s e t t l e d  wi th  hi m  for  t w e n ty-s eve n-fifty.”
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“Well, M a w r u s s ,  it’s only for  on e  w e e k,”
Abe  p ro t e s t e d .

“I know,” s aid  Mo r ris,  “bu t  w hy
s ho uld  h e  g e t  t h e  b e n efi t  of it?”

“Did you  h av e  m u c h  of a  tim e  g e t tin g  hi m  to
t ak e  it?” Abe a sk e d.

“It  w a s  like  t his,” Mo r ris  explaine d.  
“I told  hi m  w h a t  you  s aid  a bo u t  a  lu m p  s u m  in
plac e  of p rofits  a n d  a sk e d  hi m  to  n a m e  his  p ric e,  a n d
t h e  fir s t  t hin g  h e  s ays  w a s  t w e n ty-s eve n-fifty.”

“And you le t  hi m  h ave  it for  t h a t?” Abe
c ri ed.   “You’re  a  b u sin e ss  m a n,  M a w r u s s ,
I m u s t  s ay.  I b e t  ye r  h e  wo uld  h ave  took t w e n ty-five.”

H e  to r e  u p  t h e  c h e ck  for  for ty dolla r s  a n d  d r e w  a
n e w  on e  for  t w e n ty-s eve n-fifty.

“H e r e ,  M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “ tak e
it  u p  to  hi m  like  a  good  feller.”

It  w a s  p r e cis ely noon  w h e n  Mo r ri s  d elive r e d  t h e  c h e ck
to  Louis  Gros s m a n,  a n d  it w a s  on e  o’clock w h e n
Louis  w e n t  ou t  to  lunc h.

Th r e e  o’clock s t r uck  b efor e  Abe fir s t  no t e d
his  a b s e n c e .

“Ain’t t h a t  felle r  co m e  b a ck  fro m  his
din n e r  ye t ,  M a w r u s s?” h e  a sk e d.

“No,” Mo r ri s  r e plied.   “I wo n d e r
w h a t  c a n  b e  k e e pin g  hi m.   H e  g e n e r ally t ak e s  h alf
a n  ho u r  for  his  din n er.”

At t his  junc t u r e  t h e  t ele p ho n e  b ell r a n g  in  t h e  r e a r
of t h e  s to r e  a n d  Abe  a n s w e r e d  it.
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“H ello,” h e  s aid; “yes,  t hi s  is
Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t er.  Oh, h ello, Leon,  w h a t  c a n
w e  do  for  you?”

“I w a n t  to  s p e ak  to  Louis  Gross m a n.   Ca n
you  c all hi m  to  t h e  ’phon e?” Leon  s aid.

“Louis  ain’t  in,” Abe  s aid.  
“Do you  w a n t  to  leave  a  m e s s a g e  for  hi m?”

“Well,” Leon  h e si t a t e d,  “th e  fac t
is—w e  h a d  a n  a p poin t m e n t  wi th  hi m  for  t wo
o’clock ove r  h e r e ,  a n d  h e  ain’t  s how e d
u p  ye t .”

“Appoin t m e n t  wi t h  Louis!” Abe s aid.  
“Why, w h a t  s hould  you  h ave  a n  a p poin t m e n t  wi th
Louis  for, Leon?”

“Well,” Leon  s t a m m e r e d,  “I—no w—got
to  s e e  hi m—now—a bo u t  t h e m  Arve rn e
S a c q u e s .”

“Oh!” Abe  s aid.   “I u n d e r s t a n d.  
Well, h e  w e n t  to  lunc h  a bo u t  t w elve  o’clock,
a n d  h e  ain’t  co m e  b a ck  ye t.   Is  t h e r e  a nyt hing
w h a t  w e  c a n  do  for  you, Leon?”

But  S a m m e t  h a d  h u n g  u p  t h e  r ec eive r  wi tho u t  w ai ting
for  fu r t h e r  conve r s a tion.

At fou r  o’clock t h e  t ele p ho n e  r a n g  a g ain,  a n d
onc e  m o r e  Abe a n s w e r e d  it.

“H ello,” h e  s aid.   “Yes, t his
is Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t er.  Oh! h ello, Leon!  
Wh a t  c a n  w e  do  for  you  no w ?”

“Abe,” Leon  s aid,  “Louis  ain’t
s how e d  u p  ye t.   H a s  h e  s how e d  u p  a t  you r  pl ac e
ye t?”

“No, h e  ain’t, Leon,” Abe  r e plied.  
“You s e e m  mig h ty a nxious  to  s e e  hi m.   Why,
w h a t  for  s ho uld  I t ry  to  p r ev e n t  hi m  s p e a king  to  you? 
H e  ain’t  h e r e ,  I t ell you.  All r ig h t ,  Leon;
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t h e n  I’m a  liar.”

H e  h u n g  u p  t h e  r e c eive r  wit h  a  b a n g,  a n d  a n  ho u r  la t e r
w h e n  Mor ris  a n d  h e  locke d  u p  t h e  pl ac e,  Louis’
a b s e n c e  r e m ain e d  a  co m ple t e  mys t e ry to  his  e m ploye r s.

On  Mon d ay m o r ning  Abe  a n d  Mor ris  op e n e d  t h e  s to r e
a t  s eve n-t hi r ty, a n d  w hile  Mo r ris  exa min e d  t h e  m ail,
Abe  took u p  t h e  Daily Cloak  a n d  S ui t  Reco r d  a n d  sc a n n e d
t h e  b u sin es s-t rou ble  colu m n.   The r e  w e r e  no  failu r e s
of p e r son al o r  fir m  in t e r e s t  to  Abe, so  h e  p a s s e d  on
to  t h e  n e w-b u sin e s s  colu m n.   The  fir s t  it e m  c a us e d
hi m  to  g a s p,  a n d  h e  al mos t  s w allow e d  t h e  b u t t  of his
cig ar.  I t  r e a d:  
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A partnership has this day been formed between Isaac Herzog and Louis Grossman, to 
carry on the business of the Bon Ton Credit Outfitting Company, under the same firm 
name.  It is understood that Mr. Grossman will have charge of the designing and 
manufacturing end of the concern.
H e  h a n d e d  t h e  p a p e r  ove r  to  Mo r ri s  a n d  lit  a  fr e s h
cig ar.

“Anoth e r  s uck e r  for  Louis  Gross m a n,” h e
s aid,  “an d  I b e t  ye r  H e n ry D. Feld m a n  d r e w  u p
t h e  cop a r t n e r s hip  p a p e r s .”

CHAPTER III

Whe n  Mr. Si e g m u n d  Low e ns t ein,  p rop ri e to r  of t h e  O’Gor m a n-H e n d e r so n
Dry-Goods  Co m p a ny of Galves ton,  Texas,  e n t e r e d  Pota s h
& Pe rl m u t t e r’s  s how-roo m, h e  exp e c t e d  to  give
only a  s m all o r d er.  Mr. Low e ns t ein  u s u ally t r a n s a c t e d
his  b u sin es s  wi t h  Abe  Pot a s h,  w ho  w a s  r a t h e r  co ns e rva tive
in m a t t e r s  of c r e di t  ex t e n sion,  m o r e  e s p e cially sinc e
Mr. Low e n s t ein  w a s  r e p u t e d  to  pl ay a u c tion  pinochle
wi th  poo r  jud g m e n t  a n d  for  high  s t ak e s.

The r efo r e ,  Mr. Low e ns t ein  in t e n d e d  to  b uy a  few s t a pl e s,
s p eci al tie s  of Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t er, a n d  to  r e s e rve
t h e  b al a nc e  of his  s p rin g  o r d e r s  for  o t h e r  d e al e r s
w ho  e n t e r t ain e d  m o r e  libe r al  c r e di t  no tions  t h a n  did
Abe  Pot a s h.   M uc h  to  his  g r a tifica tion,  how ever,
h e  w a s  g r e e t e d  by  Mor ris  Pe rl m u t t er.

“Ah, Mr. Pe rl m u t t er,” h e  s aid; “glad
to  s e e  you.  Is  Mr. Pot a s h  in?”

“H e’s ho m e,  sick,  to-d ay,” Mo r ris
r e plied.

Mr. Low e n s t ein  cluck e d  sy m p a t h e tically.

“You do n’t s ay so,” h e  m u r m u r e d.  
“Th a t’s too  b a d.   Wh a t  s e e m s  to  b e
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t h e  t ro u ble?”

“H e’s b e e n  feeling  m e a n  all t h e  win t er,”
Mo r ris  r e plied.   “The  doc to r  s ays  h e  n e e d s
a  r e s t .”

“Th a t’s alw ays  t h e  w ay wi th  t h e m  h a r d-wo rking
felle r s,” Mr. Lowe ns t ein  w e n t  on.   “I’m
feeling  p r e t ty  sick mys elf, I a s s u r e  you, Mr. Pe rl m u t t er. 
I’ve b e e n  working  e a rly a n d  la t e  in my  s to r e .  
We n eve r  p u t  in s uc h  a  s e a son  b efo r e,  a n d  w e  do n e
a  p h e no m e n al  holiday b usine s s.   We took s tock
las t  w e ek  a n d  w e’r e  q ui t e  cle a n e d  ou t .   I
b e t  you  w e  ain’t  go t  s t uck  a  single  g a r m e n t
in a ny line—cloaks,  s ui t s,  clot hing  o r  fu r s.”

“I’m gla d  to  h e a r  it,” Mo r ris  s aid.

“And w e  exp ec t  t his  s e a so n  will b e  a  c r a ck e rj ack,
too,” h e  con tinu e d.   “I h a d  to  give
a  few e m e r g e ncy o r d e r s  to  jobb e r s  dow n  Sou t h  b efo r e
I left  Galves to n,  w e  h a d  s uc h  a n  e a rly r u s h  of s p rin g
t r a d e .”

“Is t h a t  so?” Mor ris  co m m e n t e d .   “I
wish  w e  co uld  s ay t h e  s a m e  in N e w  York.”

“You do n’t t ell m e!” Mr. Low e ns t ein
r ejoine d.   “Why, I w a s  ove r  by Ga rfu nk el
a n d  Levy jus t  now, a n d  Mr. Levy s ays  h e  is al mos t  too
b u sy.  I looked  ove r  t h ei r  line  a n d  I m ay pl ac e
a n  o r d e r  wit h  t h e m,  al t ho u g h  t h ey ain’t  go t
too  good  a n  a s so r t m e n t ,  Mr. Pe rl m u t t er.”

“Fa r  b e  it fro m  m e  to  knock a  co m p e ti to r’s
line,  Mr. Low e n s t ein,” Mo r ris  co m m e n t e d,  “bu t
I ho n e s tly t hink  t h ey g e t  t h ei r  d e sign e r s  off of Ellis
Islan d.”

“Well,” Mr. Lowe ns t ein  conc e d e d,  “of
cou r s e  I do n’t s ay  t h ey go t  so  good  a n  a s so r t m e n t
w h a t  you  h av e,  Mr. Pe rl m u t t er, b u t  t h ey go t  a  libe r al
c r e di t  policy.”
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“Why, w h a t’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi th  our
c r e di t  policy?” Mo r ris  a sk e d.

“Not hing,” Mr. Low e n s t ein  r e plied.  
“Only a  m e r c h a n t  like  m e ,  w h a t  w a n t s  to  e nl a r g e
his  b u sin es s,  n e e d s  a  lit tl e  b e t t e r  t e r m s  t h a n  t hi r ty
d ays.   Ain’t it?  I’m imp roving
my  d e p a r t m e n t s  all t h e  ti m e,  a n d  I go t  to  b uy m o r e
fixtu r e s ,  lay in a  b e t t e r  s tock  a n d  eve n  b uild  a  n e w
wing  to  my s to r e  b uilding.   All t his  cos t s  m o n ey,
Mr. Pe rlm u t t er, a s  you know, a n d  co n t r a c to r s  m u s t
b e  p aid  s t ric tly for  c a s h.   U n d e r  t h e  ci rc u m s t a nc e s ,
I n e e d  r e a dy m o n ey, a n d,  n a t u r ally, t h e  ho us e  w h a t
gives  m e  t h e  m o s t  g e n e ro u s  c r e di t  g e t s  my  big g e s t
o r d er.”

“Excus e  m e  for  a  m o m e n t ,” Mo r ri s  b roke
in, “I t hink  I h e a r  t h e  t ele p ho n e.”

H e  w alked  to  t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e ,  w h e r e  t h e  t el ep ho n e
b ell h a d  b e e n  t rilling  im p a tie n tly.

“H ello,” h e  s aid,  t aking  t h e  r e c eive r
off t h e  hook.

“H ello,” s aid  a  voice  fro m  t h e  o t h e r  e n d
of t h e  line.   “Is  t hi s  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r?”

“It  is,” s aid  Mo r ri s.

“Well, t hi s  is Ga rfunk el & Levy,” t h e
voice  w e n t  on.   “We u n d e r s t a n d  Mr. Low e n s t ein,
of Galves to n,  is in you r  s to r e.   Will you  pl e a s e
a n d  c all hi m  to  t h e  ’phon e  for  a  min u t e?”

“This  ain’t  no  p u blic p ay  s t a tion,”
Mo r ris  c ri ed.   “And b e side s ,  Mr. Low e ns t ein
jus t  left  h e r e .”

H e  b a n g e d  t h e  r ec eive r  on to  t h e  hook  a n d  r e t u r n e d
a t  onc e  to  t h e  fron t  of t h e  s to r e .
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“Now, Mr. Low e n s t ein,” h e  s aid,  “w h a t
c a n  I do  for  you?”

And t wo  ho u r s  la t e r  Mr. Low e ns t ein  left  t h e  s to r e
wi th  t h e  d u plica t e  of a  t w e n ty-fou r-h u n d r e d-dolla r
o r d e r  in his  pocke t ,  d elive ri es  to  co m m e n c e  wi t hin
five  d ays; t e r m s ,  nin e ty d ays  n e t .

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  s aid  t h e  n ex t  d ay
a s  his  p a r t n er, Abe Pot a s h,  e n t e r e d  t h e  s how-roo m,
“how a r e  you feeling  to-d ay?”

“M e a n,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e plied.   “I
feel m e a n.   The  doc to r  s ays  I n e e d  a  r e s t .  
H e  s ays  I go t  to  go  a w ay to  t h e  cou n t ry o r  I will m ay b e
b r e ak  do w n.”

“Is t ha t  so?” s aid  Mo r ri s,  d e e ply
conc e r n e d.   “Well, t h e n,  you’d b e t t e r
go  righ t  a w ay, b efo r e  you  g e t  r e al  s e rious  sick.  
Why no t  fix i t so  you  c a n  go  a w ay to-m o r ro w  ye t?”

“To-m o r ro w!” Abe exclai m e d.   “It
do n’t  go  so  q uick  a s  all t h a t ,  M a w r u s s .  
You c a n’t  b elieve  eve ryt hin g  t h e  doc to r s  t ell
you.  I a in’t  exac tly d e a d  ye t,  M a w r u s s .  
I’m like  t h e  felle r  w h a t  eve rybody s ays  is going
to  fail, M a w r u s s.   They give  hi m  till af t e r  Ch ris t m a s
to  b u s t  u p ,  a n d  t h e n  h e  do e s  a  fine  holid ay t r a d e,
a n d  t h e  fi r s t  t hing  you know, M a w r u s s ,  h e’s b uying
r e al  e s t a t e .   N o,  M a w r u s s ,  I feel p r e t ty  m e a n,
I a d mi t,  b u t  I t hink  a  good  t wo-t ho us a n d-dolla r  o rd e r
wo uld  p u t  m e  all r ig h t  a g ain,  a n d  so  long  a s  w e  wouldn’t
h ave  no  m o r e  t rou ble  wi th  d e sig n e r s,  M a w r u s s ,  I g u e s s
I would  s tay  r i gh t  too.”

“Well, if t h a t’s  t h e  c a s e ,” s aid
Mo r ris , b e a min g  all over, “I g u e s s  I c a n  fix
you  u p.   Sie g m u n d  Low e n s t ein,  of Galves ton,  w a s
in h e r e  yes t e r d ay, a n d  I sold  hi m  a  tw e n ty-fou r-h u n d r e d-dolla r
o r d er, includin g  t h e m  for ty-t w e n ty-t wo’s, a n d
you  know  a s  w ell a s  I do,  Abe, t h e m  for ty-t w e n ty-t wo’s
is s ticke r s .   We go t  ’em in s tock now  ove r
t wo  m o n t h s,  ev e r  sinc e  Abe  M a g n u s,  of N a s hville, t u r n e d
’em b ack  on  u s.”
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Abe’s r e c e p tion  of t h e  n e w s  w a s  so m e w h a t  dis a p poin tin g
to  Mor ris.   H e  s how e d  no  el a tion,  b u t  s el ec t e d
a  sligh tly-d a m a g e d  cig a r  fro m  t h e  K. to  O. fi r s t  a n d
s eco n d  c r e di t  c u s to m e r s’ box, a n d  li t i t  d elibe r a t ely
b efo r e  r e plying.

“How m u c h  w a s  t h a t  las t  o r d e r  h e  give  u s ,  M a w r u s s?”
h e  a sk e d.

“Fou r  h u n d r e d  dolla r s,” Mo r ris  r e plied.

“And w h a t  t e r m s?” Abe con tin u e d.

“Five  off, t hi r ty  d ays.”

“And w h a t  t e r m s  did  you  q uo t e  hi m  yes t e r d ay?”
a sk e d  Abe  inexo r a bly.

“Nine ty d ays,  n e t ,” Mo r ris  m u r m u r e d.

Abe  p uffe d  vigo ro usly a t  his  cig ar, a n d  t h e r e  w a s
a  long  a n d  significa n t  silenc e.

“I s ho uld  t hink,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  s aid  a t
len g t h,  “th e  doc to r  wo uldn’t le t  you s moke
cig a r s  if you  w a s  n e a rly b r e a king  do w n.”

“So long  a s  you  s ell tw e n ty-fou r  h u n d r e d  dolla r s
a t  nin e ty d ays  to  a  c rook  a n d  a  g a m ble r  like  Sie g m u n d
Low e ns t ein,  M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied,  “on e
cig a r  m o r e  o r  les s  won’t h u r t  m e .   If I c a n
s t a n d  a  piec e  of n e w s  like  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s,  I g u e s s
I c a n  s t a n d  a ny t hing.   Why did n’t you  give
hi m  t hi r ty d ays’ d a ting,  too,  M a w r u s s?”

At onc e  Mo r ris  plu n g e d  in to  a  long  a cco u n t  of t h e
ci rc u m s t a nc e s  a t t e n din g  t h e  giving  of Mr. Lowe ns t ein’s
o r d er, includin g  t h e  t el e p ho n e  m e s s a g e  fro m  Ga rfu nk el
& Levy, a n d  a t  it s  conclusion  Abe  g r e w  so m e w h a t  m ollified.

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “we  took
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t h e  o rd e r  a n d  I s u p pos e  w e  go t  to  s hip  it.  Whe n
you  d e al  wi th  a  g a m ble r  like  Low e n s t ein  you  go t  to
t ak e  a  g a m ble r’s c h a n c e.   Anyhow, I a in’t
going  to  wo r ry a bo u t  it,  M a w r u s s .   N ex t  w e ek  I’m
going  a w ay for  a  for t nigh t .”

“Wh e r e  a r e  you going,  Abe?” Mor ris  a s k e d.

“To Dotyville,  Pen n sylva nia,” Abe r e plied.  
“We leave  n ext  S a t u r d ay.  In  t h e  m e a n ti m e
I ain’t  going  to  wor ry, M a w r u s s .”

“Th a t’s r ig h t ,  Abe,” s aid  Mo r ri s.

“Su r e  it’s r ig h t ,” Abe r ejoine d.  
“I’m going  to  leave  yo u  to  do  t h e
wo r rying, a n d  in t h e  m e a n ti m e  I g u e s s  I’ll look
af t e r  g e t ting  ou t  t h e m  for ty-t w e n ty-t wo’s. 
The m  for ty-t w e n ty-t wo’s—t h e m  plu m-colo r
E m pi r e s  w a s  your  ide e,  M a w r u s s .   You s aid
t h ey’d m a k e  a  hi t  wi th  t h e  Sou t h e r n  t r a d e ,  M a w r u s s ,
a n d  I ho p e  t h ey  do,  M a w r u s s ,  for, if t h ey  don’t,
t h e r e  ain’t  m u c h  c h a nc e  of ou r  g e t ting  p aid
for  t h e m.”

A w e ek  la t e r  Abe Pot a s h  a n d  hi s  wife  left  for  Dotyville,
Pen nsylvania,  a n d  t wo  d ays  af t e r w a r d  Mo r ris  r ec eive d
t h e  following  le t t e r:  

DOTY’S
U NION  H OU SE,
Dotyville,
Pen nsylvania.

Dear M orris:How is things in the store?  We got here the day before yesterday and I 
have got enough already.  It is a dead town.  The food what they give us reminds me 
when Pincus Vesell & me was partners together as new beginners and I was making 
southern trips by dollar and a half a day houses American plan.  The man Doty what 
keeps the hotel also runs the general store also.  He says a fellow by the name of Levy 
used to run it but he couldnt make it go; he made a failure of it.  I tried to sell him a few
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garments but he claims to be overstocked at present and I believe him.  I seen some 
styles what he tries to get rid of it what me & Pincus Vesell made up in small lots way 
before the Spanish war already.  It is a dead town.  Me and Rosie leave tonight for 
Pittsburg and we are going to stay with Rosies brother in law Hyman Margolius.  Write 
us how things is going in the store to the Outlet Auction House Hyman Margolius prop 
2132 4 & 6 North Potter Ave Pittsburg Pa.  You should see that Miss Cohen billed them 
4022s on date we packed them as Goldman the shipping clerk forgot to give them to 
Arrow Dispatch when they called.  That ain’t our fault Morris.  Write and tell me how 
things is going in the store and dont forget to tell Miss Cohen about the bill to S. 
Lowenstein as above
                                          Yours Truly
A. POTASH.
P. S. H o w  is t hin gs  in t h e  s to r e?

Du ring  t h e  fir s t  t h r e e  d ays  of Abe  Pot a s h’s
vac a tion  h e  h a d  t r avele d  by local t r ain  on e  h u n d r e d
a n d  t w e n ty miles  to  Dotyville, a n d  u n p a ck e d  a n d  p ack e d
t wo t r u nks  u n d e r  t h e  s h rill a n d  c a p tious  s u p e rvision
of M rs .  Pota s h.   The n  follow e d  a  t i r e so m e  jou r n ey
to  Pit t s b u r g h  wi th  t wo  c h a n g e s  of c a r s,  a n d  finally,
on  t h e  m o r nin g  of t h e  fou r t h  d ay, a t  s eve n-t hi r ty
s h a r p,  h e  a cco m p a nied  Hy m a n  M a r golius  to  t h e  la t t e r’s
pl ac e  of b u sin es s.

The r e  h e  took off hi s  co a t  a n d  h elp e d  Hy m a n  a n d  his
s t aff of a s sis t a n t s  to  pile  u p  a n d  m a r k  for  a u c tion
a  la rg e  co nsig n m e n t  of clo thin g.   Afte r  t his,
h e  c alled  off t h e  lot  n u m b e r s  w hile  Hy m a n  c h eck e d  t h e m
in a  fir s t  d r af t  of a  p rin t e d  c a t alog u e,  a n d  a t  on e
o’clock, wi th  h a n d s  a n d  fac e  all g ri my fro m
con t ac t  wi th  t h e  ill-dye d  s a tin e t s  of w hich  t h e  clo thing
w a s  m a n ufac t u r e d,  h e  p a r took of a  s u b s t a n ti al  lunch eo n
a t  Bleis tif t’s Res t a u r a n t  a n d  Lunc h-Roo m.

“Well, Abe,” Hy m a n  s aid,  “how do
you  like  t h e  a u c tion  b usine s s  so  fa r  a s  you go n e  ye t?”

“It’s a  good,  live  b u sin es s,  Hy mie,”
Abe  r e plie d; “bu t ,  t h e  w ay it wo rks  ou t ,  it
a in’t  a lw ays  on  t h e  s q u a r e .   A fellow w h a t
w a n t s  to  do  his  c r e di to r s  b uys  goods  in  N e w  York,
w e’ll s ay, for  his  b u sin es s  in—Galves ton,
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w e’ll s ay, a n d  t h e n  w h e n  h e  g e t s  t h e  goods  h e
do n’t  ev e n  bo t h e r  to  u n p a ck  ’em, Hy mie,
b u t  s hips  ’em rig h t  a w ay to  you.  And you
exa min e  ’em, a n d  if t h ey’re  all O. K.,
w hy, you  s e n d  hi m  a  c h e ck  for  a bo u t  h alf w h a t  it  cos t s
to  m a n ufac t u r e  ’em.  The n  h e  pocke t s  t h e
c h e ck,  Hy mie,  a n d  t e n  d ays  la t e r  b u s t s  u p  on  t h e  poo r
s uck e r  w h a t  sold  hi m  t h e  goods  in  N e w  York a t  nin e ty
d ays.   Ain’t t h a t  r i gh t,  Hy mie?”

“Why, t h a t’s  t h e  fun nies t  t hin g  you  eve r
s e e n!” Hy m a n  exclai m e d.

“Wh a t’s t h e  funnie s t  t hing  I ev e r  s e e n ,
Hy mie?”

“You t alking  a bo u t  Galves ton,  for  ins t a n c e .”

Abe  t u r n e d  p al e  a n d  c hoke d  on  a  piec e  of ros brat e n .

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?” h e  g a s p e d.

“Why,” s aid  Hy m a n,  “I jus t  r ec eive d
a  consign m e n t  of g a r m e n t s  fro m  a  felle r  c alled  Lowe n s t ein
in Galves to n.   H e  w ro t e  m e  h e  w a s  ove r s tocke d.”
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“Ove r s tocke d?” Abe c ri e d.   “Over s tock e d?  
Wh a t  colo r  w a s  t h e m  g a r m e n t s?”

“Why, t h ey w a s  a  kind  of plu m  color,”
s aid  Hy m a n.

Abe  p u t  hi s  h a n d  to  his  t h ro a t  a n d  e a s e d  hi s  collar.

“And did  you  s e n d  hi m  a  c h e ck  for  ’em
yet?” h e  c ro ak e d.

“Not  ye t,” s aid  Hy m a n.

Abe  g r a b b e d  hi m  by t h e  collar.

“Co m e!” h e  s aid.   “Co m e  q uick
by a  lawye r!”

“Wh a t  for?” Hy m a n  a sk e d.   “You’r e
p ulling  t h a t  co a t  all ou t  of s h a p e  ye t .”

“I’ll b uy you  a no t h e r  on e ,” Abe
c ri ed.   “The m  plu m-colo r  g a r m e n t s  is mi n e,
a n d  I w a n t  to  g e t  ’em b a ck.”

Hy m a n  p aid  t h e  bill, a n d  on  t h ei r  w ay do w n  t h e  s t r e e t
t h ey  p a s s e d  a  t el e g r a p h  office.

“Wait,” Abe c rie d,  “I m u s t  s e n d
M a w r u s s  a  wi r e.”

H e  e n t e r e d  a n d  s eize d  a  t el eg r a p h  for m, w hich  h e  a d d r e s s e d
to  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t er.

“Don’t s hip  no  m o r e  goods  to  Low e n s t ein,
Mo r ris .  Will explain  by le t t e r  to-nig h t ,”
h e  w ro t e .

“Now, Hy mie,” h e  s aid  af t e r  h e  h a d  p aid
for  t h e  dis p a t c h,  “w e  go  by you r  lawyer.”
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Five  min u t e s  la t e r  t h ey  w e r e  clos e t e d  wi th  M ax M a r c us ,
s e nio r  m e m b e r  of t h e  fir m  of M a rc us ,  Weinsch e nck  &
Gr a b,  a n d  a  lodg e  b ro t h e r  of Hy mie  M a r golius.  
M ax m a d e  a  s p e cial ty of a m p u t a tion  c a s e s.   H e  w a s
a c c us to m e d  to  c a s hing  missin g  a r m s  a n d  legs  a t  a  t hou s a n d
dolla r s  a pi ec e  for  t h e  victi ms  of r olling-mill a n d
r ailw ay a ccid e n t s,  a n d  w h e n  t h e  sy m p a t h e t ic  ju ry b ro u g h t
in t h ei r  g e n e ro u s  ve r dic t  M ax p aid  t h e  exp e r t  wit n e s s e s
a n d  pocke t e d  t h e  n e t  p roc e e d s.   Thes e  r a r ely fell
b elow five t ho us a n d  dolla r s .

“Sit  dow n,  Hy mie.   Glad  to  s e e  you, Mr.
Pot a s h,” M ax s aid,  s t roking  a  s m all g r ay  m u s t a c h e
wi th  a  five-c a r a t  di a mo n d  ring.   “Wh a t  c a n
I do  for  you ?”

“I go t  so m e  goods  b elon ging  to  Mr. Pot a s h  w h a t
a  fellow c alled  Low e n s t ein  in Galves ton,  Texas,  s hipp e d
m e,” s aid  Hy mie,  “an d  Mr. Pot a s h  w a n t s
to  g e t  ’em b ack.”

“Replevin,  h ey?” M ax s aid.   “Tha t’s
a  li t tl e  ou t  of my  line,  b u t  I g u e s s  I c a n  fix you
u p.”  H e  r a n g  for  a  s t e nog r a p h er.  “Take
t his  dow n,” h e  s aid  to  h er, a n d  t u r n e d  to  Abe
Pot a s h.   “Now, t ell u s  t h e  fac t s .”

Abe  r e co u n t e d  t h e  t ale  Mr. Low e n s t ein  h a d  r ela t e d
to  Mor ris  Pe rl m u t t er, by  w hich  Lowe n s t ein  m a d e  it
a p p e a r  t h a t  h e  w a s  co m ple t ely ou t  of s tock.   N ex t,
Hy m a n  M a r golius  p rod uc e d  Sieg m u n d  Lowe n s t ein’s
le t t e r  w hich  d e cl a r e d  t h a t  Lowe n s t ein  w a s  dis posing
of t h e  E m pir e  cloaks  b e c a u s e  h e  w a s  ove r s tocke d.

“S’enou g h,” M ax d e cla r e d.   “Tell,
Mr. Weinsc h e nck  to  work  it  u p  in to  a n  affidavit,”
h e  con tin u e d  to  t h e  s t e no g r a p h er, “an d  b rin g
u s  in a  ju r a t .”

A m o m e n t  la t e r  s h e  r e t u r n e d  wi th  a  s h e e t  of leg al
c a p ,  on  t h e  top  of w hich  w a s  type w ri t t e n:   “Swo rn
to  b efor e  m e  t his  fi r s t  d ay  of April, 1 9 0 4.”

“Sign  opposi t e  t h e  b r a c e,” s aid  M ax, p u s hing
t h e  p a p e r  a t  Abe, a n d  Abe  sc r a wle d  his  n a m e  w h e r e
indica t e d .
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“Now, hold  u p  you r  rig h t  h a n d,” s aid  M ax,
a n d  Abe  ob eye d.

“Do you  sole m nly s w e a r  t h a t  t h e  affidavit  s u b sc ribe d
by you is t r u e?” M ax w e n t  on.
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“Wh a t  affidavit?” Abe  a sk e d.

“Why, t h e  on e  Weinsc h e nck  is going  to  d r a w  w h e n
h e  co m e s  b a ck  fro m  lunch,  of cou r s e ,” M ax r e plied.

“Su r e  it’s t r u e ,” s aid  Abe.

“All r ig h t ,” M ax conclu d e d  b ri skly.

“Now  give  m e  a  ch e ck  for  fifty dolla r s  for  my
fees,  five dolla r s  for  a  s u r e ty co m p a ny bo n d,  a n d
five  dolla r s  s h e riff’s fee s,  a n d  I’ll g e t
ou t  a  r e pl evin  o r d e r  on  t h e  s t r e n g t h  of t h a t  affidavit
in  h alf a n  ho ur, a n d  h ave  a  d e p u ty  a ro u n d  to  t h e  s to r e
a t  t h r e e  o’clock to  t r a n sfe r  t h e  goods  fro m
Hy mie  to  you.”

“Sixty dolla r s  is p r e t ty  hig h  for  a  lit tle  t hin g
like  t h a t ,  ain’t  it, M ax?” s aid  Hy mie.

“High?” M ax c rie d  indign a n tly.  “High?  
Why, if you w a s n’t  a  lodg e  b ro t h e r  of min e,
Hy mie,  I wo uldn’t h ave  s ti r r e d  a  h a n d  for  less
t h a n  a  h u n d r e d.”

Thus  r e b uk e d,  Abe p aid  ove r  t h e  sixty dolla r s,  a n d
Hy mie  a n d  h e  w e n t  b a ck  to  t h e  s to r e .   P r ecis ely
a t  t h r e e  a  d e p u ty s h e riff e n t e r e d  t h e  fron t  doo r  a n d
flas h e d  a  gold  b a d g e  a s  big  a s  a  dinn e r-pl a t e .  
His  s t ay w a s  b rief, a n d  in five mi n u t e s  h e  h a d  r elieved
Abe  of all hi s  s p a r e  cig a r s  a n d  d e p a r t e d,  le aving
only a  c e r tified  copy of t h e  r e plevin  o rd e r  a n d  a
s t ro n g  s m ell of w hisky to  sign alize  t h e  t r a n sfe r  of
t h e  E m pir e  gow ns  fro m  Hy mie  to  Abe.

H a r dly h a d  h e  b a n g e d  t h e  doo r  b e hind  hi m  w h e n  a  m e s s e n g e r
boy e n t e r e d  a n d  h a n d e d  a  t ele g r a m  to  Abe.

“Ain’t s hipp e d  no  goods  b u t  t h e  4 0 2 2’s,”
it  r e a d .   “H ave  wi r e d  Lowe ns t ein  to  r e t u r n
t h e  4 0 2 2s.   MORRIS.”
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“Fin e!   Fin e!” Abe exclaim e d.  
H e  tipp e d  t h e  boy a  di m e  a n d  w a s  a bo u t  to  a c q u ain t
Hy m a n  with  t h e  good  n e w s,  w h e n  a no t h e r  m e s s e n g e r  boy
e n t e r e d  a n d  d elive r e d  a  s e con d  t ele g r a m  to  Abe. 
I t  r e a d  a s  follows: 

“Lowe n s t ein  wi r e s  h e  insis t s  on  d elive ry e n ti r e
o r d e r  co m ple t e ,  o th e r wis e  h e  will s u e .   Wh a t  s h all
I wi r e  hi m?   MORRIS.”

Abe  s eized  hi s  h a t  a n d  d a s h e d  do w n  t h e  s t r e e t  to  t h e
t ele g r a p h  office.

“Gim m e  a  bl a nk,” h e  s aid  to  t h e  op e r a tor,
w ho  h a n d e d  hi m  a  w hole  p a dful.  For  t h e  n ext  t w e n ty
min u t e s  Abe sc ribbled  a n d  to r e  u p  by t u r n s  u n til h e
finally evolved  a  s a tisfac to ry mis sive.   This  h e
h a n d e d  to  t h e  op e r a tor, w ho  r e a d  it  wi th  a  b ro a d  g rin
a n d  p a s s e d  it b a ck  a t  onc e .

“Wot  d’ye  t ak e  m e  for?” h e  s aid.  
“A b u m ?   Der e’s ladie s  in  d e  m ain
office.”

Abe  gl a r e d  a t  t h e  op e r a to r  a n d  b e g a n  a g ain.

“H e r e ,” h e  s aid  to  t h e  op e r a to r  af t e r
a no t h e r  q u a r t e r  of a n  ho u r  of sc ribbling  a n d  t e a rin g
u p,  “se n d  t his .”

It  w a s  in t h e  following  for m: 

Don’t s e n d  no  m or e
goods  to  Lo w e n s t ein
        "
   "   "  "   wir e s   " no body
“Fou r t e e n  wo rd s ,” t h e  op e r a to r  s aid.  
“Fifty-fou r  ce n t s.”

“Wh a t’s t h a t?” Abe  c ried.   “Wh a t
ye r  t rying  to  do?   M ak e  m o n ey on  m e?   Tha t
ain’t  no  fou r t e e n  wo r d s .   Tha t’s  nin e
wo r d s.”

“It  is,  h ey?” t h e  op e r a to r  r ejoine d.  
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“Quit  ye r  kiddin’.  Da t’s fou r t e e n
wo r d s.   Dit to  m a r ks  do n’t go,  s e e?”

“You’re  a  fre s h  youn g  feller,” s aid
Abe, p aying  ove r  fifty-fou r  c e n t s,  “an d  I go t
a  good  mi n d  to  r e po r t  you  to  t h e  h e a d  office.”
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The  op e r a to r  lau g h e d  r a uco usly.

“G’wa n!” h e  s aid.   “Be a t
it, o r  I’ll sick  d e  cops  on t e r  yer.  I t’s
a gin  t h e  law to  c uss  in Pi t t s b u r g h,  ev e n  by t ele g r af t .”

Whe n  Abe  r e t u r n e d  to  t h e  Outle t  Auction  H o us e’s
s to r e  Hy m a n  w a s  b u sy s t a cking  u p  t h e  plu m-colo r  gow ns
in piles  conve nie n t  for  s hipping.

“Well, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “I t ho u g h t
you  w a s  h e r e  for  a  vac a tion.   You’re  doing
so m e  p r e t ty  t all h u s tling  for  a  sick  m a n,  I m u s t  s ay.”

“I’ll t ell you  t h e  t r u t h ,  Hy mie,”
Abe  r e plie d,  “I ain’t  go t  no  tim e  to  b e
sick.  I t  ain’t  h alf-p a s t  t h r e e  ye t ,  a n d
I g u e s s  I’ll t ak e  a  cou ple  of t h e m  g a r m e n t s
a n d  s e e  w h a t  I c a n  do  wi th  t h e  jobbing  a n d  r e t ail t r a d e
in t his  h e r e  tow n.”

“Don’t you  t hink  you’d b e t t e r  t ak e
it  e a sy for  a  w hile, Abe?” Hy m a n  s u g g e s t e d .

“I a m  t aking  it  e a sy,” s aid  Abe. 
“So long  a s  I a in’t  wo rking  I’m
r e s ting,  ain’t  it, Hy mie?   And you  know  a s
w ell a s  I do,  Hy mie,  s elling  goods  n eve r  w a s  work
to  m e .   I t’s a  pl e a s u r e ,  Hy mie,  I a s s u r e
you.”

H e  pl ac e d  t wo  of t h e  plu m-colo r e d  E m pi r e  gow n s  u n d e r
his  a r m,  a n d  t h r u s ting  hi s  h a t  fi r mly on  t h e  b a ck
of his  h e a d  m a d e  s t r aig h t  for  t h e  d ry-goods  di s t r ic t .  
Two ho u r s  la t e r  h e  r e t u r n e d,  w e a ring  a  b ro a d  s mile
t h a t  t h r e a t e n e d  to  e n g ulf his  s t u b by bl ack  m u s t ac h e
b e t w e e n  his  nos e  a n d  his  c hin.

“Hy mie,” h e  s aid,  “I’m so r ry
I go t  to  dis t u r b  t h a t  nic e  pile  you m a d e  of t h e m  g a r m e n t s .  
I’ll g e t  r i gh t  to  work  mys elf a n d  a s so r t  t h e
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size s.”

“Why, w h a t’s t h e  t r ou ble  now, Abe?”
Hy m a n  a sk e d.

“I dis pos e d  of ’em, Hy mie,” Abe
r e plied.   “Two h u n d r e d  to  H a m b u r g  a n d  Weiss.  
Th r e e  h u n d r e d  to  t h e  Ca pi tol C r e di t  Ou tfit ting  Co m p a ny,
a n d  five  h u n d r e d  to  Fein ro t h  a n d  Pea rl.”

“Hold  on  t h e r e ,  Abe!” Hy mie  exclai m e d.  
“You only go t  six h u n d r e d,  a n d  you  sold  a  t ho us a n d
g a r m e n t s .”

“I know, Hy mie,” s aid  Abe, “bu t
I’m going  ho m e  to-m o r row, a n d  I go t  a  m o n t h
in w hich  to  s hip  t h e  b al a nc e.”

“Going  ho m e?” Hy m a n  c rie d.

“Su r e ,” s aid  Abe.  “I h a d  a
good  long  vac a tion,  a n d  now  I go t  to  g e t  dow n  to  b u sin es s.”

On e  m o r ning,  two  w e eks  la t er, Abe s a t  wit h  hi s  fee t
cock e d  u p  on  his  d e sk  in t h e  s how-roo m  of Pot a s h  &
Pe rl m u t t e r’s  s p acious  cloak  a n d  s ui t  e s t a blish m e n t .  
Be t w e e n  his  t e e t h  h e  h eld  a  fine  Pi t t s b u r g h  c h e roo t
a t  a n  a n gle  of a bo u t  nin e ty-five  d e g r e e s  to  his  p ro t r u din g
u n d e r-lip, a n d  h e  p e r u s e d  wi th  r elish  t h e  b u sine s s-t ro u ble
colu m n  of t h e  Daily Cloak  a n d  S ui t  Reco r d.

“Now, w h a t  do  you  t hink  of t h a t?” h e  exclaim e d.

“Wh a t  do  I t hink  of w h a t ,  Abe?” Mo r ri s
inq ui r e d.

For  a n s w e r  Abe  t h r u s t  t h e  p a p e r  tow a r d  his  p a r t n e r
wi th  on e  h a n d,  a n d  indic a t e d  a  sc a r e  h e a dlin e  wit h
t h e  o t h er.
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“F r a u d ule n t  Ba nk r u p tcy in Galves ton,”
it  r e a d .   “A p e ti tion  in  b a nk r u p tcy w a s
filed  yes t e r d ay a g ain s t  Si e g m u n d  Low e ns t ein,  doing
b u sin es s  a s  t h e  O’Gor m a n-H e n d e r son  Dry-Goods
Co m p a ny, in Galves ton,  Texas.   Whe n  t h e  Fed e r al
r e c eive r  took c h a r g e  of t h e  b a nk r u p t’s p r e mis es
t h ey w e r e  a p p a r e n tly s w e p t  cle a n  of s tock  a n d  fixtu r e s .  
I t  is u n d e r s tood  t h a t  Low e n s t ein  h a s  fled  to  M a t a m o ros ,
M exico, w h e r e  hi s  wife  p r e c e d e d  hi m  so m e  t wo  w e eks
a go.  The  liabiliti e s  a r e  e s ti m a t e d  a t  fifty t hou s a n d
dolla r s,  a n d  t h e  only a s s e t  is t h e  s to r e  b uilding,
w hich  is valu e d  a t  t e n  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  a n d  is s u bjec t
to  m o r t g a g e s  a g g r e g a tin g  a bo u t  t h e  s a m e  a m o u n t .  
The  m ajo ri ty of t h e  c r e di to r s  a r e  in N e w  York City
a n d  Bos ton.”

Mo r ris  r e t u r n e d  t h e  p a p e r  to  his  p a r t n e r  wi thou t  co m m e n t .

“You s e e ,  M a w r u s s,” s aid  Abe, a s  h e  li t
a  fr e s h  ch e roo t .   “So m e ti m e s  it p ays  to
b e  sick.  Ain’t it?”

CHAPTER IV

“N eve r  no  m o r e ,  M a w r u s s,” s aid  Abe  Pot a s h
to  his  p a r t n e r  a s  t h ey  s a t  in t h e  s how-roo m  of t h ei r
s p acious  cloak  a n d  s ui t  e s t a blish m e n t  on e  w e ek  af t e r
Abe’s r e t u r n  fro m  Pit t s b u r g h.   “N eve r
no  m o r e ,  M a w r u s s ,  b e c a u s e  it a in’t  good  policy. 
This  is s t ric tly a  w holes al e  b u sine s s,  a n d  if onc e
w e  s ell a  fri en d  on e  g a r m e n t  t h a t  frien d  b rin gs
a  frien d,  a n d  t h a t  frien d  b ring s  al so  a  fri en d,  a n d
t h e  fir s t  t hin g  you  know, M a w r u s s,  w e  a r e  doing  a
big  r e t ail b usin e ss  a t  a  n e t  loss  of fifty c e n t s  a
g a r m e n t .”

“But  t his  ain’t  a  fri en d,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  p ro t e s t e d.   “It’s my  wife’s
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s e rva n t-gi rl.  S h e  s e e n  on e  of t h e m  s a m ples,  s tyle
for ty-t w e n ty-t wo, t h e m  plu m-colo r  E m pi r e s  w h a t  I took
it  ho m e  to  s how  M. Ga rfunk el on  my w ay dow n  yes t e r d ay,
a n d  now  s h e’s c r azy to  h ave  on e.   If s h e
do n’t  g e t  on e  my Min nie  is af r aid  s h e’ll
le ave.”

“All r ig h t ,” Abe s aid,  “le t  h e r
leave.   If my  Rosie  c a n  cook h e r s elf a n d  w a s h
h e r s elf, M a w r u s s,  I g u e s s  it wo n’t h u r t  you r
Minnie.   Le t  h e r  t ry  doing  h e r  ow n  wo rk  for  a
w hile, M a w r u s s .   I g u e s s  it’ll do  h e r  good.”

“But,  a nyhow, Abe, I told  t h e  gi rl  to  co m e  do w n
t his  m o r ning  a n d  I’d give  h e r  on e  for  t wo  dolla r s ,
a n d  I g u e s s  s h e’ll b e  h e r e  m o s t  a ny tim e  now.”

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” s aid  Abe, “this
onc e  is all r ig h t ,  b u t  n eve r  no  m o r e .   We ain’t
doing  a  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sine s s  for  t h e  s e rva n t-gi rl
t r a d e .”

F u r t h e r  disc us sion  w a s  p r eve n t e d  by  t h e  e n t r a n c e  of
t h e  r e t ail c u s to m e r  h e r s elf.  Mo r ris  jum p e d  q uickly
to  his  fee t  a n d  con d uc t e d  h e r  to  t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e,
w hile  Abe  silen tly sou g h t  r efu g e  in  t h e  c u t ting-roo m
u p s t ai r s .

“Wh a t  size  do  you  t hink  you  w e ar, Lina?”
Mo r ris  a sk e d.

“Big,” Lina  r e plie d.   “Fa t.”

“Yes, I know,” Mo r ri s  s aid,  “bu t
w h a t  size?”

“Very fa t ,” Lina  r e plie d.   S h e  w a s
a  Lithu a nia n  a n d  h e r  g e n e ro u s  figu r e  h a d  n eve r  know n
t h e  r efining  influe nc e  of a  co r s e t  u n til s h e  h a d  land e d
a t  Ellis  Isla n d  t wo  ye a r s  b efo r e .

“Th a t’s t h e  big g e s t  I go t ,  Lina,”
Mo r ris  s aid,  p ro d ucin g  t h e  la r g e s t-size  g a r m e n t  in
s tock.  “M ayb e  if you  t ry i t on  ove r  you r
d r e s s  you’ll g e t  so m e  ide a  of w h e t h e r  i t’s
big  e no u g h.”
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Lina  s t r u g gle d  fee t  fi r s t  in to  t h e  go w n,  w hich  b u t to n e d
dow n  t h e  b a ck,  a n d  for  five  min u t e s  Mo r ri s  labo r e d
wi th  clenc h e d  t e e t h  to  fas t e n  it  for  h er.

“Th a t’s a  fine  fi t,” h e  s aid,  a s
h e  conclu d e d  his  t a sk.   H e  led  h e r  tow a r d  t h e
mi r ro r  in  t h e  fron t  of t h e  s how-roo m  jus t  a s  M. Ga rfu nk el
e n t e r e d  t h e  s to r e  door.

“H allo, M a w r u s s,” h e  c ri ed.   “Wh a t’s
t his?  A n e w  cloak  m o d el  you  go t?”

[Illus t r a tion:  WHAT’S THIS?  A N EW
CLOAK MODEL YOU GOT?]

Mo r ris  blu s h e d,  w hile  Lina  a n d  M. Ga rfu nk el bo t h  m a d e
a  c ri tic al exa min a tion  of t h e  g a r m e n t’s e cc e n t ric
fit.

“Why, t h a t’s  on e  of t h e m  for ty-t w e n ty-t wo’s
w h a t  I o r d e r e d  a  lot  of t his  m o r ning,  M a w r u s s.  
Ain’t it?”

Mo r ris  g az e d  r u efully a t  t h e  plu m-colo r  gow n  a n d  nod d e d.

“The n  do n’t s hip  t h a t  o rd e r  till you  h e a r
fro m  m e,” M.  Ga rfu nk el s aid.   “I g u e s s
I go t  to  h u s tle  r ig h t  alon g.”

“Don’t b e  in  a  h u r ry, Mr. Ga rfunk el,”
Mo r ris  c ri ed.   “You ain’t  co m e  in
t h e  s to r e  jus t  to  t ell m e  t h a t ,  h ave  you?”

“Yes, I h ave,” s aid  Garfunk el, hi s  eye
s till glu e d  to  Lina’s b ulging  figu r e .   “Th a t’s
all w h a t  I co m e  for.  I’ll w ri t e  you  t his
af t e r noon.”

H e  sla m m e d  t h e  doo r  b e hind  hi m  a n d  Mor ris  t u r n e d  to
t h e  u n b u t to nin g  of t h e  h alf-s mo t h e r e d  Lina.
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“Th a t’ll b e  t wo  dolla r s  for  you ,
Lina,” h e  s aid,  “an d  I g u e s s  it’ll
b e  a bo u t  fou r  h u n d r e d  for  u s .”

At s eve n  t h e  n ex t  m o r ning,  w h e n  Abe c a m e  dow n  t h e
s t r e e t  fro m  t h e  s u b w ay, a  b a r e h e a d e d  gi rl  s a t  on  t h e
s ho r t  fligh t  of s t e ps  lea ding  to  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r’s
s to r e  door.  As Abe  a p p ro a c h e d,  t h e  gi rl ro s e  a n d
no d d e d,  w h e r e a t  Abe scowle d.

“If a  job  you  w a n t  it,” h e  s aid,  “you
s ho uld  go  ro u n d  to  t h e  b a ck  doo r  a n d  w ai t  till t h e
fore m a n  co m e s.”

“M e  no  w a n t  job,” s h e  s aid.   “Me
coosin .”

“Cousin!” Abe c rie d.   “Whos e
cou sin?”

“Lina’s coosin,” s aid  t h e  gi rl. 
S h e  h eld  ou t  h e r  h a n d  a n d,  op e ning  it, di sclos e d  a
t wo-dolla r  bill a ll d a m p  a n d  w rinkled.   “M e
w a n t  d r e s s  like  Lina.”

“Wh a t!” Abe  c rie d.   “So soon
al r e a dy!”

“Lina  go t  nice  r e d  d r e s s .   S h e  s how  it  m e
las t  nigh t,” t h e  gi rl  s aid.   “Me  go t
on e,  too.”

S h e  s miled  affa bly, a n d  for  t h e  fir s t  ti m e  Abe no tice d
t h e  s moot h,  fai r  h air, t h e  oval fac e  a n d  t h e  sle n d er,
gi rlish  figu r e  t h a t  s e e m e d  m a d e  for  a n  E m pi r e  gow n.  
The n,  of cou r s e ,  t h e r e  w a s  t h e  t wo-dolla r  bill a n d
its  p ro mis e  of a  c a s h  s al e ,  w hich  alw ays  m a k e s  a  s t ron g
a p p e al  to  a  c r e di t-h a r ri ed  min d  like  Abe’s. 
“Oh, w ell,” h e  s aid  wi th  a  sigh,  le a din g
t h e  w ay to  t h e  r ack  of E m pi r e  gow n s  in t h e  r e a r  of
t h e  s to r e ,  “if I m u s t  I s u p pos e  I m u s t .”

H e  s elec t e d  t h e  s m alles t  gow n  in s tock a n d  h a n d e d
it  to  h er.

“If you  c a n  g e t  in to  t h a t  by you r  ow n  s elf you
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c a n  h ave  it  for  t wo  dolla r s,” h e  s aid,  pock e ting
t h e  c r u m ple d  bill.  “I do n’t  b u t ton
u p  no t hin g  for  no body.”

H e  g a t h e r e d  u p  t h e  m ail fro m  t h e  le t t e r-box a n d  c a r ri ed
it  to  t h e  s how-roo m.   The r e  w a s  a  g e n e ro u s  pile
of co r r e s po n d e nc e,  a n d  t h e  ve ry fir s t  le t t e r  t h a t
c a m e  to  his  h a n d  bo r e  t h e  leg e n d,  “The  Pa ris . 
Cloaks,  S ui t s  a n d  Milline ry.  M. Ga rfunk el, P rop.” 
Abe  m u m ble d  to  hi ms elf a s  h e  to r e  i t op e n.
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“I b e t  ye r  h e  claim s  a  s ho r t a g e  in  d elive ry,
w h e n  w e  ain’t  ev e n  s hipp e d  hi m  t h e  goods  ye t,”
h e  s aid,  a n d  co m m e n c e d  to  r e a d  t h e  le t t e r ;  “I
b e t  ye r  h e——”

H e  froze  in to  ho r rified  sile nc e  a s  his  p ro t r u din g
eye s  took in t h e  impor t  of M.  Ga rfunk el’s no t e.  
The n  h e  ju m p e d  fro m  his  ch ai r  a n d  r a n  in to  t h e  s to r e ,
w h e r e  t h e  n e w  r e t ail c u s to m e r  w a s  p ri m pin g  in fron t
of t h e  mi r ror.

“Ou t,” h e  yelled,  “ou t  of my  s to r e.”

S h e  t u r n e d  fro m  t h e  fascin a tin g  pic t u r e  in  t h e  looking-gla s s
to  b e hold  t h e  e n r a g e d  Abe  b r a n dis hing  t h e  le t t e r  like
a  missile, a n d  wi t h  on e  t e r rified  s h ri ek  s h e  m a d e
for  t h e  doo r  a n d  d a s h e d  wildly tow a r d  t h e  co r n er.

Mo r ris  w a s  s m oking  a n  af t e r-b r e akfa s t  cig a r  a s  h e
s t rolled  leisu r ely fro m  t h e  s u b w ay, a n d  w h e n  h e  t u r n e d
into  Whit e  S t r e e t  Abe  w a s  s till s t a n din g  on  t h e  doo r s t e p .

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r?” Mor ris  a sk e d.

“M a t t e r!” Abe c rie d.   “M a t t e r !
N o t hin g’s  t h e  m a t t er.  Eve ryt hin g’s
fine  a n d  d a n dy.  Jus t  look a t  t h a t  le t t er, M a w r u s s.  
Tha t’s  all.”

Mo r ris  took t h e  p roffe r e d  no t e  a n d  op e n e d  it  a t  onc e.

“Ge n t s,” it  r e a d .   “Your  Mr.
Pe rl m u t t e r  sold  u s  t h e m  plu m-colo r  E m pi r e s  t his  m o r ning,
a n d  h e  s aid  t h ey w a s  all t h e  t hing  on  Fif th  Avenu e.  
N ow, g e n t s,  w e  s ell to  t h e  Fi r s t  Avenu e  t r a d e ,  like
w h a t  w a s  in you r  s to r e  t his  af t e r noon  w h e n  ou r  Mr.
Garfunk el c alle d,  a n d  ou r  Mr. Ga rfunk el s e e n  e no u g h
al r e a dy.  Ple a s e  c a nc el  t h e  o r d er.  Your Mr.
Pe rl m u t t e r  will u n d e r s t a n d.   Truly you r s ,  The
Pa ris.   M. Ga rfunk el, P ro p.”
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M. Ga rfunk el lived  in a  s tylish  a p a r t m e n t  on  On e  H u n d r e d
a n d  Eig h t e e n t h  S t r e e t .   His  fa mily consis t e d  of
hi m s elf, M r s .  Ga rfunk el, t h r e e  c hild r e n  a n d  a  Lith u a ni a n
m aid  n a m e d  Anna,  a n d  it w a s  a  so u rc e  of won d e r  to
t h e  n eig h bo r s  t h a t  a  gi rl so  sligh t  in fra m e  could
p e rfo r m  t h e  m e ni al d u ti es  of so  la r g e  a  ho us e hold.  
S h e  cooke d,  w a s h e d  a n d  s e w e d  for  t h e  e n ti r e  fa mily
wi th  s uc h  ch e e rfulne s s  a n d  a p plic a tion  t h a t  M r s.  Ga rfu nkel
d e e m e d  h e r  a  t r e a s u r e  a n d  left  to  h e r  di sc r e tion  al mos t
eve ry do m e s tic  d e t ail.  Thus  Ann a  alw ays  ro s e
a t  six a n d  im m e di a t ely a w a k e n e d  Mr. Ga rfu nk el, for
M. Ga rfunk el’s b r e akfa s t  w a s  a n  im mova ble  fea s t ,
s c h e d ule d  for  h alf-p a s t  six.

But  on  t h e  m o r nin g  af t e r  h e  h a d  p u rc h a s e d  t h e  plu m-colo r
gow ns  fro m  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  i t w a s  n e a rly eigh t
b efo r e  h e  a wok e,  a n d  w h e n  h e  e n t e r e d  t h e  dining-roo m,
ins t e a d  of t h e  two  fried  e g g s,  t h e  s a u s a g e  a n d  t h e
coffee  w hic h  u s u ally g r e e t e d  hi m,  t h e r e  w e r e  s p r e a d
on  t h e  t a bl e  only t h e  ev e nin g  p a p e r s ,  a  b ri m ming  a s h-t r ay
a n d  a  to r n  e nv elop e  b e a ring  t h e  sco r e  of las t  nigh t’s
pinoc hle  g a m e.

H e  w a s  a bo u t  to  r e t u r n  to  t h e  b e d roo m  a n d  r e po r t  Anna’s
dis a p p e a r a n c e  w h e n  a  key r a t t l e d  in t h e  h all doo r
a n d  Ann a  h e r s elf e n t e r e d .   H e r  ch e eks  w e r e  flush e d
a n d  h e r  h ai r  w a s  blow n  a bo u t  h e r  fac e  in u n b e co min g
diso r d er.  N ev e r t h ele s s ,  s h e  s mile d  t h e  t r iu m p h a n t
s mile  of t h e  w ell-d r e s s e d .

“M e  la t e ,” s h e  s aid,  b u t  Ga rfu nk el forgo t
all a bo u t  hi s  los t  b r e akfa s t  ho u r  w h e n  h e  b e h eld  t h e
plu m-colo r  E m pi r e .
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“Why,” h e  g a s p e d,  “th a t’s
on e  of t h e m  for ty-t w e n ty-two’s I o r d e r e d  yes t e r d ay.”

Ann a  lifte d  bo t h  h e r  a r m s  t h e  b e t t e r  to  displ ay t h e
gow n’s p e rfec tion,  a n d  Garfunk el ex a min e d  it
wi th  t h e  eye  of a n  exp e r t .

“Le t’s s e e  t h e  b a ck,” h e  s aid.  
“Th a t  looks  g r e a t  on  you, Anna.”

H e  s p u n  h e r  r o u n d  a n d  ro u n d  in his  a nxie ty to  view
t h e  go w n  fro m  all a n gles .

“I m u s t  h ave  b e e n  c r azy to  c a nc el t h a t  o r d er,”
h e  w e n t  on.   “Wh e r e  did  you g e t  it,  Ann a?”

“M e  b uy fro m  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t er,” s h e
s aid.   “My coosin  Lina  wo rks  by Mr. Pe rlm u t t er. 
S h e  g e t s  on e  yes t e r d ay for  t wo  dollar.  M e  s e e
it  las t  nigh t  a n d  like  it.  So  m e  g e t  u p  five
o’clock t his  m o r nin g  a n d  go  dow n tow n  a n d  b uy
on e  for  t wo  dollar, too.”

M. Ga rfunk el m a d e  a  r a pid  m e n t al  c alcula tion,  w hile
Ann a  lef t  to  p r e p a r e  t h e  b el a t e d  b r e a kfas t .

H e  e s ti m a t e d  t h a t  Anna  h a d  p aid  a  lit tl e  less  for
h e r  r e t ail p u r c h a s e  t h a n  t h e  p ric e  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r
h a d  q uo t e d  to  hi m  for  h u n d r e d  lots .

“They’re  wo r t h  it, too,” h e  s aid
to  hi m s elf.  “Pota s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r  is a  co u ple
of p r e t ty  sof t  s uck e r s,  to  b e  s elling  goods  b elow cos t
to  s e rva n t-gi rls.  I a lw ays  t ho u g h t  Abe  Pot a s h
w a s  a  p r e t ty  h a r d  n u t ,  b u t  I g u e s s  I’ll b e  a bl e
to  do  b u sin e s s  wi th  ’em, af t e r  all.”

At h alf-p a s t  t e n  M. Ga rfu nk el e n t e r e d  t h e  s to r e  of
Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  a n d  g r e e t e d  Abe wit h  a  s mile  t h a t
bl e n d e d  a pology, frien dlines s  a n d  ing r a ti a tion  in
w h a t  M. Garfunk el d e e m e d  to  b e  jus t  t h e  rig h t  p ro po r tions.  
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Abe gl a r e d  in r e s po n s e.

“Well, Abe,” M.  Garfunk el c ri ed,  “ain’t
it  a  fine  w e a t h e r?”

“Is it?” Abe  r e plied.   “I do n’t
wo r ry  a bo u t  t h e  kind  of w e a t h e r  it is w h e n  I g e t s
c a n c ela tions,  Mr. Ga rfu nk el.  Wh a t  for  you  c a n c el
t h a t  o rd er, Mr. Ga rfunk el?”

M. Ga rfunk el r ais e d  a  p ro t e s tin g  p al m.

“Now, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “if you  w a s
to  go  in to a  ho us e  w h a t  you  bo u g h t  goods  off of a n d
s e e n  a  g a r m e n t  you  jus t  h e a r  is all t h e  r a g e  on  Fifth
Aven u e  b eing  t ri ed  on  by a  cow——”

“A cow!” Abe s aid.   “I w a n t
to  t ell you  so m e t hin g,  Mr. Ga rfu nk el.  Tha t  lady
w h a t  you  s e e  t rying  on  t h e m  E m pir e s  w a s  M a w r u s s’
gi rl w h a t  wo rks  by  hi s  wife, a n d  w hile  s h e  ain’t
no  Lillian  Rus s ell no r  no t hing  like  t h a t ,  y’und e r s t a n d,
if you  t hink  you  s ho uld  g e t  ou t  of t aking  t h e m  goods
by c alling  h e r  a  cow  you  a r e  mi s t ak e n.”

The  q u ali tie s  of ing r a ti a tion  a n d  frien dlines s  d e p a r t e d
fro m  M. Garfunk el’s s mile, le aving  it  w holly
a polog e tic.

“Well, Abe, a s  a  m a t t e r  of fac t,” h e  s aid,
“I ain’t  c a nc el e d  t h a t  o r d e r  al tog e t h e r
absolu t ely , y’und e r s t a n d.   M ayb e  if
you  m a k e  induc e m e n t s  I mig h t  r econ sid e r  it.”

“Ind uc e m e n t s!” Abe  c rie d.   “Ind uc e m e n t s
is nix.  The m  gow n s  cos t s  u s  t h r e e  dolla r s  a pi ec e ,
a n d  w e  give  ’em to  you for  t h r e e-t e n.   If
w e  m a k e  a ny ind uc e m e n t s  w e  land  in t h e  poo r hou s e .  
Ain’t it?”

“Oh, t h e  p ric e  is all r ig h t ,” M. Ga rfu nk el
p ro t e s t e d,  “bu t  t h e  t e r m s  is too  s t r ic t .  
I c a n’t  b uy all my  goods  a t  t e n  d ays.  
S a m m e t  Brot h e r s  gives  m e  a  line  a t  sixty a n d  nin e ty
d ays,  a n d  so  I do  m os t  of my  b u sin es s  wi t h  t h e m.  
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N o w  if I could  g e t  t h e  s a m e  t e r m s  by you , Abe,
I s hould  consid e r  you r  line  a h e a d  of S a m m e t  Brot h e r s’.”

78



Page 30

“Excus e  m e ,” Abe in t e r r u p t e d .  
“I t hink  I h e a r  t h e  t el e p ho n e  r inging.”

H e  w alked  to  t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e ,  w h e r e  t h e  t el ep ho n e
b ell w a s  jingling.

“Miss  Coh e n,” h e  s aid  to  t h e  bookke e p e r
a s  h e  p a s s e d  t h e  office,  “a ns w e r  t h e  ’phon e.  
I’m going  u p s t ai r s  to  s p e a k  to  Mr. Pe rlm u t t er.”

H e  p roc e e d e d  to  t h e  cu t tin g-roo m,  w h e r e  Mo r ris  w a s
s u p e rin t e n ding  t h e  u n p a cking  of pi ec e-goods.

“M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “M.  Ga rfu nk el
is dow n s t ai r s ,  a n d  h e  s ays  h e  will r econ sid e r  t h e
c a n c ela tion  a n d  give  it  u s  a  big  o r d e r  if w e  le t  hi m
h ave  b e t t e r  t e r m s.   Wh a t  d’ye  s ay, M a w r u s s?”

Mo r ris  r e m ain e d  silen t  for  a  min u t e .

“Take  a  ch a nc e,  Abe,” h e  s aid  a t  leng t h.  
“H e  c a n’t  b u s t  u p  on  u s  by  t h e  fi r s t  bill. 
Ca n  h e?”

“No,” Abe a g r e e d  h e si t a tingly, “bu t
h e  m i g h t , M a w r u s s?”

“Su r e  h e  mig h t ,” s aid  Mo r ri s,  “bu t
if w e  do n’t  t ak e  no  ch a nc e s ,  Abe, w e  mi g h t  a s
w ell go  ou t  of t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sine s s.   S ell
hi m  all h e  w a n t s,  Abe.”

“I’ll s ell hi m  all h e  c a n  p ay for, M a w r u s s,”
s aid  Abe, “an d  I g u e s s  t h a t  ain’t  ove r
a  t hou s a n d  dolla r s.”

H e  r e t u r n e d  to  t h e  fi r s t  floor, w h e r e  M. Ga rfu nk el
e a g e rly a w ai t e d  hi m,  a n d  p ro d uc e d  a  box of t h e  fir m’s
K. to  M.  fir s t  a n d  s eco n d  c r e di t  cu s to m e r s’
cig a r s .
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“H ave  a  s moke,  Mr. Ga rfu nk el,” h e  s aid.

M. Ga rfunk el s elec t e d  a  cig a r  wi t h  c a r e  a n d  s a t  dow n.

“Well, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “ th a t  w a s
a  long  t alk you h a d  ove r  t h e  t ele p ho n e.”

“Su r e  it w a s ,” Abe r e plied.   “The
c a s hie r  of t h e  Kosciusko Ba nk  on  Gra n d  S t r e e t  r a n g
m e  u p.   H e  discou n t s  so m e  of ou r  a cco u n t s  w h a t
w e  s ell r e s po n sible  p eople,  a n d  h e  a sks  m e  t h a t  in
fu tu r e  I g e t  r e g ula r  s t a t e m e n t s  fro m  all my  c us to m e r s—t hos e
t h a t  I w a n t  to  discou n t  t h ei r  a cco u n t s  in  p a r t icular.”

M. Ga rfunk el no d d e d  slowly.

“St a t e m e n t s—you s h all h ave  it, Abe,”
h e  s aid,  “bu t  I m ay  a s  w ell t ell you  t h a t  it’s
foolish  to  di scou n t  bills  w h a t  you  s ell m e . 
I so m e ti m e s  di scou n t  t h e m  mys elf.  I’ll
s e n d  you a  s t a t e m e n t ,  a nyhow.  N ow  le t’s
look a t  you r  line,  Abe.  I w a s t e d  e no u g h  ti m e
al r e a dy.”

For  t h e  n ex t  ho u r  M. Ga rfunk el p a w e d  ove r  Pot a s h  &
Pe rl m u t t e r’s  s tock,  a n d  w h e n  h e  finally took
leave  of Abe  h e  h a d  n e go tia t e d  a n  o r d e r  of a  t hou s a n d
dolla r s;  t e r m s ,  sixty d ays  n e t .

The  s t a t e m e n t  of M.  Ga rfu nk el’s fina ncial con di tion,
w hich  a r rive d  t h e  following  d ay, m o r e  t h a n  s a tisfied
Mo r ris  Pe rlm u t t e r  a n d,  h a d  it  no t  b e e n  q ui t e  so  glowing
in c h a r a c t er, it  mig h t  ev e n  h av e  s a tisfied  Abe Pota s h.

“I do n’t  know, M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid;
“so m e  t hin gs  looks  too  good  to  b e  t r u e ,  M a w r u s s ,
a n d  I g u e s s  t his  is on e  of t h e m.”

“Always  you m u s t  wo r ry, Abe,” Mo r ri s  r ejoin e d.  
“If Vand e r bil t  a n d  Asto r  w a s  p a r t n e r s  tog e t h e r
in t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sin es s,  a n d  you  sold  ’em
a  cou ple  of h u n d r e d  dolla r s’ goods,  Abe, you’d
wo r ry  you r s elf sick till you  go t  a  ch eck.  I b e t
ye r  Ga rfu nk el di scou n t s  his  bill a l r e a dy.”

Mo r ris’ p ro p h e cy p rove d  to  b e  t r u e ,  for  a t  t h e
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e n d  of fou r  w e eks  M. Ga rfunk el c alle d  a t  Pot a s h  &
Pe rl m u t t e r’s  s to r e  a n d  p aid  hi s  sixty-d ay a ccou n t
wi th  t h e  u s u al  discou n t  of t e n  p e r  c e n t .   Mo r eover,
h e  g ave  t h e m  a no t h e r  o r d e r  for  t wo  t hou s a n d  dolla r s’
wo r t h  of goods  a t  t h e  s a m e  t e r m s.

81



Page 31

In  t his  ins t a n c e ,  ho w ever, full fifty-nin e  d ays  el a ps e d
wi tho u t  wo r d  fro m  M. Ga rfunk el, a n d  on  t h e  m o r nin g
of t h e  sixtie t h  d ay Abe  e n t e r e d  t h e  s to r e  b e a ring
eve ry a p p e a r a n c e  of a nxie ty.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  c rie d,  “wh a t’s
t h e  m a t t e r  now?  You look like  you  w a s  wo r ri e d.”

“I b e t  ye r  I’m wo r rie d,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  r e plie d.

“Well, w h a t’s t h e  u s e  of wo r rying?”
h e  r ejoine d.   “M.  Ga rfunk el’s
a c co u n t  ain’t  d u e  till to-d ay.”

“Always  M. Garfunk el!” Abe c ri e d.  
“M.  Ga rfu nk el do n’t  wo r ry m e  m u c h,
M a w r u s s.   I’d like  to  s e e  a  c h eck  fro m  hi m,
too,  M a w r u s s,  b u t  I ain’t  w a s tin g  no  ti m e  on
hi m.  My Rosie  is sick.”

“Sick!” Mor ris  exclai m e d.   “Tha t’s
too  b a d,  Abe.  Wh a t  s e e m s  to  b e  t h e  t ro u ble?”

“Sh e  go t  t h e  r h e u m a tis m  in h e r  s ho uld er,”
Abe  r e plie d,  “a n d  s h e  t ri e s  to  g e t  a  gi rl  by
in t ellige n t  office s  to  h elp  h e r  ou t ,  b u t  i t a in’t
no  u s e .   I t  b r e aks  h e r  all u p  to  g e t  a  gi rl, M a w r u s s .  
Fif te e n  yea r s  al r e a dy s h e  cooks  h e r s elf a n d  w a s h e s
h e r s elf, a n d  now  s h e’s go t  to  g e t  a  gi rl, M a w r u s s,
b u t  s h e  c a n’t  g e t  on e .”

Mo r ris  clucke d  sy m p a t h e tically.

“M ayb e  t h a t  gi rl of you r s,  M a w r u s s,” Abe
w e n t  on  a s  t ho u g h  m a king  a n  innoc e n t  s u g g e s tion,  “w h a t
w e  s ell t h e  for ty-t w e n ty-t wo  to,  m ayb e  s h e  go t  a  sis t e r
o r  a  cousin  m ayb e,  w h a t  w a n t s  a  job,  M a w r u s s.”

“I’ll t ele p hon e  my Minnie  ri g h t  a w ay,”
Mo r ris  s aid,  a n d  a s  h e  t u r n e d  to  do  so  M.  Ga rfu nk el
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e n t e r e d.   Abe  a n d  Mor ris  r u s h e d  forw a r d  to  g r e e t
hi m.   E ac h  s eized  a  h a n d  a n d,  p a t ti ng  hi m  on  t h e
b ack,  e s co r t e d  hi m  to  t h e  s how-roo m.

“Fir s t  t hing,” M. Garfunk el s aid,  “he r e
is a  c h eck  for  t h e  cu r r e n t  bill.”

“No h u r ry,” Abe a n d  Mo r ris  exclai m e d,
wi th  w h a t  t h e  m u sic al c ri tics  c all s pl en did  a t t a ck.

“Now  t h a t  t h a t’s  ou t  of t h e  w ay,”
M. Ga rfunk el w e n t  on,  “I w a n t  to  give  you  a no t h e r
o r d er.  Only t hin g  is, M a w r u s s ,  you  know  a s  w ell
a s  I do  t h a t  in  t h e  ins t allm e n t  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b usine s s
a  felle r  n e e d s  a  lot  of c a pi t al.   Ain’t
it?”

Mo r ris  no d d e d.

“And if h e  b uys  goods  only for  c a s h  o r  t hi r ty
o r  sixty d ays,  Abe,” M. Ga rfunk el co n tin u e d,
“he  so m e ti m e s  g e t s  p r e t ty  c r a m p e d  for  m o n ey,
b ec a u s e  his  ow n  c us to m e r s  t ak e s  a  long  ti m e  to  p ay
u p.   Ain’t  it?”

Abe  no d d e d,  too.

“Well, t h e n ,” M. Ga rfunk el conclud e d,
“I’ll give  you  boys  a  fine  o r d er, b u t
t his  ti m e  it’s go t  to  b e  nin e ty d ays.”

Abe  p uffe d  h a r d  on  his  cig ar, a n d  Mo r ri s  loos e n e d
his  collar, w hich  h a d  b e co m e  s u d d e nly tigh t.

“I alw ays  p aid  p ro m p t  my bills.  Ain’t
it?” M.  Ga rfu nk el a sk e d.

“Su r e ,  Mr. Ga rfunk el,” Abe r e plied.  “T hat
you  did  do  it.  Bu t  nin e ty d ays  is t h r e e  m o n t hs ,
a n d  ou r s elves  w e  go t  to  p ay ou r  bills  in  t hi r ty d ays.”

“How ever,” Mor ris  b rok e  in, “ th a t
is n ei th e r  t h e r e  no r  h e r e .   A good  c us to m e r  is
a  good  c us to m er, Abe, a n d  so  I’m  a g r e e a ble.”

This  p u t  t h e  p ro posi tion  s q u a r ely u p  to  Abe, a n d  h e
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foun d  it a  difficul t  m a t t e r  to  r efu s e  c r e di t  to  a
c us to m e r  w hos e  c h e ck  for  t wo  t hou s a n d  dolla r s  w a s
eve n  t h e n  r e posing  in Abe’s w ais t co a t  pocke t .
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“All r ig h t ,” Abe s aid.   “Go
a h e a d  a n d  pick  ou t  you r  goods.”

For  t wo  solid  ho u r s  M.  Ga rfu nk el w e n t  ove r  Pot a s h
& Pe rl m u t t e r’s  line  a n d,  s elec ting  h u n d r e d  lots
of t h ei r  choice s t  s tyles,  bo u g h t  a  t h r e e-t ho us a n d-dolla r
o r d er.

“We ain’t  go t  b u t  h alf of t h e m  s tyle s
in s tock,” s aid  Mo r ri s, “bu t  w e  c a n  m a k e
’em u p  righ t  a w ay.”

“The n,  t h e m  goods  w h a t  you  go t  in s tock,  M a w r u s s,”
s aid  Ga rfu nk el, “I m u s t  h ave  p ro m p t  by  to-m o r row,
a n d  t h e  o t h e r s  in t e n  d ays.”

“Th a t’s all r i gh t ,” Mo r ris  r e plie d,
a n d  w h e n  M.  Ga rfu nk el left  t h e  s to r e  Abe  a n d  Mor ris
im m e dia t ely s e t  a bo u t  t h e  a s so r ting  of t h e  o r d e r e d
s tock.

“Look a-h e r e ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe  s aid,  “I
t hou g h t  you  w a s  going  to  s e e  a bo u t  t h a t  gi rl for  my
Rosie.”

“Why, so  I w a s,  Abe,” Mo r ris  r e plied;
“I’ll a t t e n d  to  it  r i gh t  a w ay.”

H e  w e n t  to  t h e  t el e p ho n e  a n d  r a n g  u p  his  wife,  a n d
five  min u t e s  la t e r  r e t u r n e d  to  t h e  fron t  of t h e  s to r e.

“Ain’t t h a t  t h e  funnie s t  t hing,  Abe,”
h e  s aid.   “My Min nie  s p e aks  to  t h e  gi rl,
a n d  t h e  gi rl s ays  s h e  go t  a  cousin  w h a t’s jus t
going  to  q ui t  h e r  job,  Abe.  S h e’ll b e  t h e
ve ry gi rl for  you r  Rosie.”

“I do n’t  know, M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied.  
“My Rosie  is a  p a r ticula r  wo m a n.   S h e  don’t
w a n t  no  gi rl w h a t’s go t  fir ed  for  b eing  di r ty
o r  so m e t hing  like  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s.   We fir s t  w a n t
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to  g e t  a  r e po r t  on  h e r  a n d  find  ou t  w h a t  s h e  g e t s
fir e d  for.”

“You’re  rig h t ,  Abe,” Mo r ris  s aid.  
“I’ll find  ou t  fro m  Lina  to-nigh t.”

Onc e  m o r e  t h ey fell to  t h ei r  t a sk  of a s so r tin g  a n d
p acking  t h e  m ajor  p a r t  of Ga rfunk el’s o rd er,
a n d  by six o’clock ove r  fift e e n  h u n d r e d  dolla r s’
wo r t h  of goods  w a s  r e a dy for  d elive ry.

“We’ll s hip  t h e m  to-m o r row,” Abe
s aid,  a s  t h ey  co m m e n c e d  to  lock u p  for  t h e  nig h t ,
“a n d  do n’t forg e t  a bo u t  t h a t  gi rl, M a w r u s s.”

On  hi s  w ay do w n tow n  t h e  n ext  m o r nin g  Abe m e t  Leon
S a m m e t,  s e nio r  m e m b e r  of t h e  fir m  of S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s.  
Be t w e e n  Abe a n d  Leon  exis t e d  t h e  no min al t r uc e  of
co m p e ti tion,  w hich  in t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  t r a d e  implies
t h a t  w hile  t h ey c h e e rfully exch a n g e d  c r e di t  infor m a tion
fro m  t h ei r  office  files  t h ey  m ain t ain e d  a  cons t a n t
g u e rilla  w a rfa r e  for  t h e  c a p t u r e  of e a c h  o t h e r’s
c us to m e r s .

N ow, M. Ga rfu nkel h a d  b e e n  a  p a r ticul a rly s t ro n g  c us to m e r
of S a m m e t  Brot h e r s ,  a n d  sinc e  Abe a s s u m e d  t h a t  M.
Garfunk el h a d  d rop p e d  S a m m e t  Brot h e r s  in favor  of
Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  his  m a n n e r  tow a r d  Leon  w a s  bl a n d
a n d  a polog e tic.

“Well, Leon,” h e  s aid,  “how’s
b u sin es s?”

Leon’s fac e  w rinkled  in to  a  s mile.

“It  co uld  b e  b e t t er, of cou r s e,  Abe,”
h e  s aid,  “bu t  w e  do n e  a  t r e m e n do us  s p rin g  t r a d e ,
a nyhow, ev e n  t ho u g h  w e  ain’t  go t  no  m o r e  t h a t
s uck e r  Louis  Gross m a n  wo rking  for  u s .   We s hip p e d
a  cou ple  of t h r e e-t hous a n d-dolla r  o r d e r s  las t  w e e k.  
On e  of ’em to  S t r a u s s ,  Kah n  & Bau m,  of F r e s no.”

The s e  w e r e  old  c us to m e r s  of Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t er, a n d
Abe  winc e d.

“They w a s  old  c us to m e r s  of ou r s,  Leon,”
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h e  s aid,  “bu t  t h ey  do n e  s uc h  a  c h e a p  cla s s  of
t r a d e  w e  could n’t  c u t  ou r  line  e no u g h  to  ple a s e
’em.”
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“Is t h a t  so?” Leon  r ejoine d.   “M ayb e
M. Ga rfunk el w a s  a n  old  c us to m e r  of you r s,  too, Abe.”

“M.  Ga rfu nk el?” Abe c ri ed.   “Was
M. Ga rfunk el t h e  o th e r?”

“H e  c e r t ainly w a s,” Leon  bo as t e d .  
“We s hipp e d  hi m  t h r e e  t hou s a n d  dolla r s.  
On e  of ou r  b e s t  cu s to m e r s ,  Abe.  Always p ays  to
t h e  d ay.”

For  t h e  r e m ain d e r  of t h e  s u b w ay jou r n ey Abe w a s  q ui t e
u n r e s po nsive  to  Leon’s jibes,  a  con di tion  w hich
Leon  a t t r ib u t e d  to  c h a g rin,  a n d  a s  t h ey p a r t e d  a t
Ca n al  S t r e e t  Leon  could  no t  forb e a r  a  final gloa t .

“I s u p pos e,  Abe, M.  Ga rfu nk el do e s  too  c h e a p
a  cla s s  of t r a d e  to  s ui t  you, al so.  Ain’t
it?” h e  s aid.

Abe  m a d e  no  r e ply, a n d  a s  h e  w alke d  sou t h  tow a r d  Whit e
S t r e e t  M ax Lapidus,  of Lapidus  & Ele n bo g e n,  a no t h e r
a n d  a  s m alle r  co m p e ti tor, b u m p e d  in to  hi m.

“H allo, Abe,” M ax s aid.   “Wh a t’s
t h a t  Leon  S a m m e t  w a s  s aying  jus t  no w  a bo u t  M.  Ga rfu nk el?”

“Oh, M. Ga rfu nk el is a  good  c us to m e r  of his,”
Abe  r e plie d  c a u tiously; “so h e  claims.”

“Don’t you  b elieve  it,” s aid  M ax. 
“M.  Ga rfu nk el told  m e  hi m s elf h e  u s e d  to
do  so m e  b u sin e s s  wi th  S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s ,  b u t  h e  do n’t
do  it no  m o r e .   We do n e  a  big  b u sin e s s  wi th  M.
Garfunk el ou r s elves.”

“So?” Abe co m m e n t e d .

“We sold  hi m  a  cou ple  of t hou s a n d  dolla r s  a t
nin e ty d ays  las t  w e ek,” Lapid us  w e n t  on.  
“H e’s el e g a n t  p ay, Abe.  We sold  hi m
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a  good-size  o r d e r  eve ry cou ple  of m o n t h s  t his  s e a so n,
a n d  h e  p ays  p ro m p t  to  t h e  d ay.  Onc e  h e  discou n t e d
his  bill.”

“Is t h a t  so?” Abe s aid,  a s  t h ey r e a c h e d
t h e  fron t  of Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r’s  s to r e.  
“Glad  to  h e a r  M. Ga rfu nk el is so  b usy.  Good-m o r nin g,
M ax.”

Mo r ris  Pe rlm u t t e r  m e t  hi m  a t  t h e  door.

“H allo, Abe,” h e  c rie d.   “Wh a t’s
t h e  m a t t e r?   You look p al e.   Is  Rosie  wo r s e?”

Abe  s hook his  h e a d.

“M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “did  you  s hip
t h e m  goods  to  M. Ga rfunk el ye t?”

“They’ll b e  ou t  in t e n  min u t e s ,”
Mo r ris  r e plied.

“Hold  ’em for  a  w hile  till I t el e p hon e
ove r  to  Kling e r  & Klein,” Abe  s aid.

“Wh a t  you  looking  for, Abe?” Mo r ris  a sk e d.  
“Mor e  info r m a tion?   You know  a s  w ell a s
I do,  Abe, t h a t  Kling e r  & Klein  is so  cons e rva tive
t h ey wo uld n’t s ell Andr e w  Ca r n e gie  u nle s s  t h ey
go t  a  ce r tified  ch e ck  in a dv a nc e.”

“Th a t’s all r i gh t ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe
r ejoine d.   “Mayb e  t h ey wo uldn’t s ell
Andr e w  Ca r n e gie,  b u t  if I a in’t  mis t ak e n  t h ey
did  s ell M. Garfunk el.  Eve rybody sold
hi m, eve n  Lapidus  & Ele n bo g e n.   So  I g u e s s  I’ll
t ele p ho n e  ’em.”

“Well, w ai t  a  bi t ,  Abe,” Mor ris  c ri ed.  
“My Minnie’s gi rl Lina  is h e r e  wi th  h e r
cou sin.   I b ro u g h t  ’em dow n  t his  m o r nin g
so  you  could  t alk to  h e r  you r s elf.”

“All r ig h t ,” Abe r e plied.   “Tell
’em to  co m e  in to  t h e  s how-roo m.”
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A m o m e n t  la t e r  Lina  a n d  h e r  cousin  Ann a  e n t e r e d  t h e
s how-roo m.  Bot h  w e r e  a r r aye d  in Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r’s
s tyle  for ty-t w e n ty-t wo,  b u t  w hile  Lina  wo r e  a  g r e e n
h a t  a p p roxim a ting  t h e  h u e  of e a rly s p rin g  foliag e,
Ann a’s h e a d-cove rin g  w a s  yellow wit h  jus t  a  few
c ri mson-lake  ro s e s—a bo u t  eigh t  la r g e  on es—on
t h e  sid e.
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“Close  t h e  window, M a w r u s s,” s aid  Abe. 
“The r e’s so  m u c h  nois e  co ming  fro m  ou t sid e
I c a n’t  h e a r  mys elf t hink.”

“The  win dow  is clos e d,  Abe,” Mo r ris  r e plied.  
“It’s you r  im a gin a tion.”

“Well, t h e n ,  w hich  on e  is w hich,  M a w r u s s?”
Abe  a sk e d.

“The  ros es  is Ann a,” Mo r ri s  s aid.  
“Anna,  you  w a n t  to  wo rk  by Mr. Pot a s h’s
lady?”

“Su r e  s h e  do e s,” Abe b roke  in.  “Only
I w a n t  to  a s k  you  a  few q u e s tions  b efor e  I hi r e  you. 
Who did  you  work  by b efor e ,  Ann a?”

Ann a  h u n g  h e r  h e a d  a n d  si m p e r e d.

“Mis t e r  M. Ga rfunk el,” s h e  m u r m u r e d.

“Is t h a t  so?” Mor ris  exclaim e d.   “Why,
h e’s a  good  cus to m e r  of ou r s .”

“Don’t b u t t  in, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid.  
“And w h a t  did  you  le ave  hi m  for, Anna?”

“M e  do n’t le ave  t h e m ,” Anna
r e plied.   “Mrs.  Ga rfunk el is fine  lady. 
Mis t e r  Ga rfu nk el, too.  They leave  m e . 
They goin’ a w ay n ext  m o n t h,  ou t  to  t h e  cou n t ry.”

“Moving  ou t  to  t h e  co u n t ry, h ey?” s aid
Abe.  H e  w a s  ou t w a r dly c al m,  b u t  his  eyes  gli t t e r e d.  
“Wh a t  cou n t ry?”

Ann a  t u r n e d  to  h e r  cousin  Lina  a n d  s poke  a  few wo r d s
of Lithu a ni a n.

“Sh e  s ay s h e  do n’t r e m e m b er,” Lina
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explaine d,  “bu t  s h e  s ay is so m e t hin g  sou n ds
like  ’can n e d  goods’.”

“Can n e d  goods?” Mo r ri s  m u r m u r e d.

Abe  bi t  t h e  e n d s  of his  m u s t a c h e  for  a  m o m e n t,  a n d
t h e n  h e  le ap e d  to  his  fee t .

“Canada!” h e  yelled,  a n d  Lina  no d d e d
vigo ro usly.

H e  d a r t e d  ou t  of t h e  s how-roo m  a n d  r a n  to  t h e  t ele p hon e.  
In  t e n  mi n u t e s  h e  r e t u r n e d,  hi s  face  b a t h e d  in  p e r s pi r a tion.

“Anna,” h e  c ro ak e d,  “you  co m e  to
wo rk  by m e.   Yes?  Ho w  m u c h  you g e t  by  t h a t—t h a t
M. Ga rfunk el?”

“Twe n ty dolla r s  a  m o n t h,” Ann a  r e plied.

“All r ig h t ,  w e’ll p ay you  t w e n ty-t wo,”
h e  s aid.   “You’re  c h e a p  a t  t h e  p rice.  
So  I exp ec t  you  t his  eve nin g.”

H e  t u r n e d  to  his  p a r t n e r  af t e r  t h e  gi rls  h a d  gon e.

“M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “pu t  t h e m  goods
for  M. Ga rfu nk el b a ck  in s tock.  I r u n g  u p  Kling e r
& Klein  a n d  t h ey sold  hi m  fou r  t ho us a n d.   I a l so
r u n g  u p  t h e  Pe rfec tion  Cloak a n d  S ui t  Co m p a ny—also
fou r  t ho us a n d;  M a r golius  & F rie d—t wo t ho us a n d;
Levy, M a r tin  & Co.—t h r e e  t hou s a n d,  a n d  so
on.   The  w ay I figu r e  it, h e  m u s t  of bo u g h t  a
h u n d r e d  t hou s a n d  dolla r s’ wo r t h  of goods,  all
in  t h e  las t  few d ays,  a n d  all a t  nin e ty d ays  n e t .  
H e  couldn’t  g e t  a  q u a r t e r  of t h e  goods  in t h a t
Fi r s t  Avenu e  b uilding  of his,  M a w r u s s ,  so  w h e r e  is
t h e  r e s t?   Auc tion  ho us e s,  M a w r u s s,  no r t h,  so u t h ,
e a s t  a n d  w e s t ,  a n d  I b e t  ye r  h e  go t  t h e  a dva nc e  c h ecks
for  e a c h  consign m e n t  d e posi t e d  in  Mon t r e al  r ig h t  now. 
I b e t  ye r  h e  didn’t  eve n  u n p a ck  t h e  c a s e s  b efor e
h e  r e s hipp e d.   Tell Miss  Coh e n  to  co m e  in a n d
b ring  h e r  book.”

Whe n  Miss  Coh e n  took h e r  s e a t  Abe ros e  a n d  cle a r e d
his  t h ro a t  for  a n  e pi s tl e  wo r t hy of t h e  occ asion.
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“The  Pa ris.  M. Ga rfu nk el, P ro p ri e tor,”
h e  s aid.   “Ge n t s:   Owing  to  ci rc u m s t a nc e s
w hich  h a s  a ro s e——No.  Wait  a
bi t .”
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H e  cle a r e d  his  t h ro a t  m o r e  vigorously.

“The  Pa ris.  M. Ga rfu nk el, P ro p ri e tor,”
h e  s aid.   “Ge n t s:   Owing  to  t h e  fac t
t h a t  t h e  U -ni t e d  S t a t e s  b a nk r u p t cy laws  do n’t
go  no w h e r e s  exc e p t  in  t h e  U -ni t e d  S t a t e s ,  w e
a r e  oblige d  to  c a nc el t h e  o r d e r  w h a t  you give  u s.  
Tha nking  you  for  p a s t  favors  a n d  ho ping  to  do  a  s t r ic tly-c a s h
b u sin es s  wi th  you  in t h e  fu tu r e ,  w e  a r e  t r uly you r s,
Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t er.”

Miss  Coh e n  s h u t  h e r  book a n d  a ro s e.

“Wait  a  bi t ,  Miss  Coh e n.   I a in’t
t h ro u g h  ye t,” Abe s aid.   H e  til t e d  b ackw a r d
a n d  forw a r d  on  his  to e s  for  a  m o m e n t .

“P.  S.,” h e  conclu d e d.   “We
ho p e  you’ll like  it  in  Ca n a d a.”

CHAPTER V

“Things  go es  p r e t ty  s moot h  for  u s  la t ely, M a w r u s s,”
Abe  Pot a s h  r e m a rk e d,  s ho r tly af t e r  M.  Ga rfu nk el’s
failu r e.   “I g u e s s  w e  a r e  d u e  for  a  sc hlag
so m e w h e r e s ,  a in’t  it?”

“Always  you go t  to  kick,” Mo r ris  c ri e d.  
“If you  would  only lis t e n  to  w h a t  I go t
to  s ay  onc e t  in a  w hile,  Abe, t hings  wo uld  alw ays  go
s m oo t h.”

Abe  e mit t e d  a  r a ucou s  laug h.

“Su r e ,  I know,” h e  s aid,  “like  t hi s
h e r e  t e n e m e n t  ho u s e  p ro posi tion  you  w a s  t alking  to
m e  a bo u t ,  M a w r u s s .   You ain’t  con t e n t  w e
s ho uld  h ave  ou r  t ro u ble s  in  t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sine s s,
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M a w r u s s,  you  go t  to  go  ou t side  ye t  a n d  find  ’em. 
You go t  to  go  in to t h e  r e al  e s t a t e  b usine s s  too.”

“Re al-e s t a t e r s  ain’t  go t  no  s uc h  t ro u ble
like  w e  go t  it, Abe,” Mo r ris  r e to r t e d .  
“The r e  ain’t  no  s e a so n s  in  r e al  e s t a t e ,
Abe.  A t e n e m e n t  ho us e  t hi s  ye a r  is like  a  t e n e m e n t
ho us e  las t  year, Abe, al so  t h e  ye a r  b efo r e .   They
ain’t  w e a ring  s t ripe s  in t e n e m e n t  ho us e s  on e
ye ar, Abe, a n d  solid  colo r s  t h e  n ex t .   All you
do  w h e n  you  go t  a  t e n e m e n t  ho us e,  Abe, is to  go  ro u n d
a n d  collec t  t h e  r e n t s ,  a n d  w h e n  you  go t  a  c us to m e r
for  i t you  do n’t  h ave  to  d r a w  no  r e po r t  on  hi m.  
S po t  c a s h,  h e  p ays  it, Abe, o r  el s e  you g e t  a  m o r t g a g e
a s  s ec u ri ty.”

“You t alk like  S c h e u e r  Blu m e nk ro h n,  M a w r u s s ,
w h e n  h e  co m e s  ro u n d  h e r e  las t  ye a r  a n d  w a n t s  to  s w a p
it  t wo  lot s  in  Ozon e  Grove, Long  Isla n d,  for  a  cou ple
of h u n d r e d  miss e s’ r e efe r s ,” Abe r e plied.  
“Wh e n  I s p e c ula t e ,  M a w r u s s,  I t ak e  a  h a n d  a t
a u c tion  pinochle.”

“This  ain’t  no  s p e c ula tion,  Abe,”
s aid  Mo r ris.   “This  is a n  inves t m e n t .  
I s e e n  t h e  ho us e,  Abe, six s to rie s  a n d  b a s e m e n t  s to r e s ,
a n d  you couldn’t g e t  a no t h e r  t e n a n t  in to  it
wi th  a  s ho e ho r n .   I t  b ring s  in a  fine  inco m e,
Abe.”

“Well, if t h a t’s  t h e  c a s e ,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  r ejoine d,  “why do e s  H a r ri s  Ra bin  w a n t  to
s ell it?  H o us e s  ain’t  like  cloaks  a n d  s ui t s,
M a w r u s s,  you  a d mi t  it  you r s elf.  We s ell goods
b ec a u s e  w e  do n’t  g e t  no  inco m e  by ke e pin’
’em.  If w e  h ave  ou r  s to r e  full wi th  cloaks,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  t h ey  b ro u g h t  in a  good  inco m e  w hile  t h ey
w a s  in h e r e ,  M a w r u s s,  I would n’t w a n t  to  s ell
’em, M a w r u s s;  I’d w a n t  to  ke e p  ’em.”

“Su r e ,” Mor ris  r e plied.   “But
if t h e  inco m e  w a s  only fou r  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s
a  m o n t h,  a n d  n ex t  m o n t h  you  go t  a  d a u g h t e r  w h a t  w a s
g e t tin g  m a r r i e d  to  Alec  Goldw as s er, d r u m m e r  for  Kling e r
& Klein, a n d  you  go t  to  give  Alec a  cou ple  of t hou s a n d
dolla r s  wi th  h er, b u t  you  do n’t h av e  no  r e a dy
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c a s h ,  t h e n , Abe, you’d s ell t h e m  cloaks,
a n d  so  t h a t’s  w hy H a r r is  R a bin  w a n t s  to  s ell
t h e  ho u s e .”
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“I w a n t  to  t ell you so m e t hin g,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  r e plie d.   “H a r ri s  Ra bin  could  s ell a
p ho nog r af t  to  a  d e ef-a n d-d u m my.  H e  could  s ell
m oving  pic t u r e s  to  a  ho m e  for  t h e  blind,  M a w r u s s .  
H e  could  al so  s ell a ny t hing  h e  w a n t e d  to  a nybody,
M a w r u s s,  for  you  know a s  w ell a s  I do,  M a w r u s s ,  H a r ri s
R a bin  is a  fir s t-cla s s,  A-n u m b e r-on e  s ale s m a n.  
And so,  if h e  w a n t s  to  s ell his  ho us e  so  ch e a p  t h e r e’s
lot s  of r e al-e s t a t e r s  w h a t  know  a  b a r g ain  in ho us es
w h e n  t h ey s e e  it.  We do n’t, M a w r u s s.  
We ain’t  r e al-e s t a t e r s .   We’re  in
t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sin e ss,  a n d  w hy s ho uld  H a r r is
R a bin  b e  looking  for  u s  to  b uy his  ho us e?”

“H e  ain’t  looking  for  u s,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  w e n t  on.   “Tha t’s jus t  t h e  poin t .  
I w a s  by  H a r ri s  Ra bin’s ho u s e  las t  nigh t ,  a n d
I s e e n  no  les s  t h a n  t h r e e  r e al-e s t a t e r s  t h e r e .  
They all w a n t  t h a t  ho us e,  Abe, a n d  if t h ey w a n t  i t,
w hy s ho uld n’t  w e?   Ike  M a g n u s  m a k e s  H a r ris
a n  offe r  of for ty-eig h t  t hou s a n d  five h u n d r e d  w hile
I w a s  si t ting  t h e r e  al r e a dy, b u t  H a r ri s  w a n t s  for ty-nin e
for  i t.  I b e t  yer, Abe, w e  could  g e t  it  for  for ty-eigh t
s eve n-fifty—t h r e e  t ho us a n d  c a s h  a bove  t h e
m o r t g a g e s.”

“I s u p pos e,  M a w r u s s,  you go t  t h r e e  t ho us a n d
lying  loos e  a ro u n d  you r  p a n t s’ pock e t .  
Wh a t?”

“Thr e e  t hous a n d  to  a  fir m  like  u s  is no t hing,
Abe.  I b e t  ye r  I could  go  in a n d  s e e  Fe d e r  of
t h e  Kosciusko Bank  a n d  g e t  it for  t h e  a sking.  
We ain’t  so  poor, Abe, b u t  w h a t  w e  c a n  b uy a
b a r g ain  w h e n  w e  s e e  i t.”

Abe  s h r u g g e d  hi s  s ho uld e r s .

“Well, M a w r u s s ,  if I go t  to  h e a r  a bo u t  H a r ris
R a bin’s ho us e  for  t h e  r e s t  of my  life, a ll r ig h t .  
I’m a g r e e a ble,  M a w r u s s;  only, do n’t a sk
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m e  to  go  to  no  lawyer s’ offices  no r  no t hin g,
M a w r u s s.   The r e’s e no u g h  to  do  in  t h e  s to r e ,
M a w r u s s,  wi thou t  bo t h  of u s  loafing  a ro u n d  lawye r s’
offices.”

A m o r e  g r u d gin g  a c q uie sc e nc e  t h a n  t his  would  h ave
s a tisfied  Mor ris , a n d,  wi thou t  p a u sing  for  a  cig ar,
h e  p u t  on  his  h a t  a n d  m a d e  s t r aig h t  for  H a r ris  Ra bin’s
pl ac e  of b u sin es s.   The  E q uinox Clothing  Co m p a ny
of w hich  H a r r is  R a bin  w a s  p r e sid e n t ,  bo a r d  of di r e c to r s
a n d  sole  s tockholder, occ u pie d  t h e  t hi rd  loft  of a
b uilding  on  Walke r  S t r e e t .   The r e  w a s  no  el eva tor,
a n d  a s  Mo r ri s  w alke d  u p s t ai r s  h e  e ncou n t e r e d  Ike  M a g n u s
a t  t h e  fi r s t  landing.

“H allo, M a w r u s s!” Ike  c rie d.   “Are
you  b uying  clo thin g  now?  I t ho u g h t  you  w a s  in
t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sin e ss.”

“Wh a t eve r  b u sin e ss  I’m in, Ike,”
Mo r ris  r e plied,  “I’m in my ow n  b u sine s s,
Ike; a n d  w h a t  is so m e bo dy el s e’s b u sine s s  ain’t
my  b u sin e ss ,  Ike.   Tha t’s t h e  w ay I feel
a bo u t  it.”

H e  plodd e d  slowly u p  t h e  n ex t  fligh t,  a n d  t h e r e  s tood
S a m u el Mich a elson,  a no t h e r  r e al-e s t a t e  op e r a tor.

“Ah, Mr. Pe rl m u t t e r!” S a m u el  exclaim e d.  
“You g e t  a ro u n d  to  s e e  t h e  clo t hin g  t r a d e  onc e
in a  w hile,  too.  Ain’t it?”

“I g e t  a ro u n d  to  s e e  all so r t s  of t r a d e ,  Mr.
Mich a elson,” Mo r ri s  r ejoine d.   “I
go t  to  g e t  a ro u n d  a n d  h u s tle  to  m a k e  a  living,  Mr.
Mich a elson,  b e c a u s e ,  Mr. Mich a el son,  I c a n’t
m a k e  no  living  by loafing  a ro u n d  s t r e e t  co r n e r s  a n d
b uildings,  Mr. Mich a elson.”
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“Don’t m e n tion  it,” s aid  Mr. Mich a el son
a s  Mor ris  s t a r t e d  u p  t h e  las t  fligh t .   Whe n  h e
e n t e r e d  t h e  E q uinox Clothing  Co m p a ny’s office
t h e  cl a n g  of t h e  b ell d ro w n e d  ou t  t h e  las t  wo r d s  of
M a rks  H e noc h s t ein’s s e n t e nc e .   Mr. H e noc h s t ein,
a no t h e r  m e m b e r  of t h e  r e al-e s t a t e  fr a t e r ni ty, w a s  in
in tim a t e  confe r e nc e  wi t h  H a r r is  R a bin.

“I t hink  w e  go t  hi m  going,” h e  w a s  s aying.  
“My wife  s e e n  M rs.  Pe rl m u t t e r  a t  a  Kaffe e kla t sch
yes t e r d ay, a n d  s h e  told  h e r  I m a d e  you  a n  offe r  of
for ty-eigh t  fou r-fifty for  t h e  ho us e .   Las t  nigh t
w h e n  h e  c a m e  a ro u n d  to  you r  pl ac e  I told  hi m  t h e  ho u s e
ain’t  no  b a r g ain  for  a ny on e  w h a t  ain’t
a  r e al-e s t a t er, y’und e r s t a n d,  a n d  h e  g e t s  q ui t e
m a d  a bo u t  it.  Also, I w a tc h e d  hi m  w h e n  Ike  M a g n u s
t ells  you h e  would  give  for ty-eigh t  five for  it, a n d
h e  t u r n e d  p al e.   If h e——”

At t his  junc t u r e  t h e  doo r b ell r a n g  a n d  Mor ris  e n t e r e d .

“No, si r_ee_, sir,” H a r ris  Ra bin  b a wle d.  
“For ty-nin e  t ho us a n d  is my  figu r e ,  a n d  t h a t
ain’t  for ty-eigh t  nin e  nin e ty-nin e  n ei th er.”

H e r e  h e  r e co g nized  Mo r ris  Pe rl m u t t e r  wi t h  a n  el a bo r a t e
s t a r t  a n d  ex t e n d e d  his  h a n d  in g r e e ting.

“H allo, M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid.   “The m
r e al-e s t a t e r s  p e s t e r  t h e  life ou t  of a  feller. 
’Tain’t  no  u s e  you r  h a n ging  a ro u n d  h e r e ,
H e noc hs t ein,” h e  c alled  in  s t e r n e r  ton e s.  
“Wh e n  I m a k e  u p  my mi n d  I m a k e  u p  my min d,  a n d
t h a t’s  all t h e r e  is to  it.”

H e noc hs t ein  t u r n e d  in c r e s tfallen  silenc e  a n d  p a s s e d
slowly ou t  of t h e  roo m.

“The m  s h a rks  ain’t  s a tisfied  t h a t  you’re
giving  a w ay a  ho u s e ,  M a w r u s s,” H a r ri s  w e n t  on.  
“They w a n t  it  you  s ho uld  le t  ’em h ave  cou po ns
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a n d  t r a din g  s t a m p s  wi th  i t.”

“How m u c h  did  h e  offe r  you?” Mo r ri s  a sk e d.

“For ty-eig h t  five-fifty,” H a r ris  R a bin
r e plied.   “Tha t  felle r’s  go t  a  n e rve
like  a  ho r s e .”

“Oh, I do n’t  know,” Mo r ri s  m u r m u r e d.  
“For ty-eig h t  five-fifty is a  good  p rice  for
t h e  ho u s e ,  H a r ri s.”

“Is it?” H a r r is  c ri ed.   “Well,
m ayb e  you  t hink  so,  b u t  you  ain’t  s uc h  a  grit e rion.”

Mo r ris  w a s  visibly offen d e d  a t  so  h a r s h  a  r ejoind er.

“I know I ain’t,  H a r ri s,” h e  s aid.  
“If I w a s  I wo uldn’t b e  h e r e ,  H a r ri s.  
I co m e  h e r e  like  a  frie n d,  no t  like  on e  of t h e m—t h e m—felle r s
w h a t  you  t alk a bo u t .   If it w a s n’t t h a t
my  Minnie  is s uc h  a  fri en d  to  you r  d a u g h t e r  Mi ria m
I s houldn’t bo t h e r  mys elf; b u t ,  knowing  Alec
Goldw a s s e r  a s  I do,  a n d  b eing  a  frien d  of you r s  alw ays
u p  to  now, H a r ris ,  I co m e  to  you  a n d  s ay  I will give
you  for ty-eig h t  six h u n d r e d  for  t h e  ho u s e ,  a n d  t h a t
is my  las t  wo r d.”

H a r r is  R a bin  lau g h e d  aloud.

“Joke s  you  a r e  m a kin g  it, M a w r u s s ,” h e
s aid.   “A joke  is a  joke,  b u t  w h e n  a  felle r
go t  all t h e  t ro u ble  w h a t  I go t  it, a s  you  know, M a w r u s s ,
h e  go t  a  h a r d  tim e  s e eing  a  joke,  M a w r u s s.”

“Th a t  ain’t  no  joke,  H a r ri s,” Mo r ris
r e plied.   “Tha t’s a n  offer, a n d  I
c a n  si t  r ig h t  dow n  now  a n d  m a k e  a  m e m o r a n d u m  if you
w a n t  it, a n d  p ay you  fifty dolla r s  a s  a  bin d er.”

“I’ll t ell you  w h a t  I’ll do,  M a w r u s s ,”
H a r r is  s aid.   “You r ais e d  H e noc hs t ein  fifty
dolla r s,  so  I’ll co m e  dow n  fifty dolla r s,  a n d
t h a t’ll b e  for ty-eig h t  t hou s a n d  nin e  h u n d r e d
a n d  fifty.”
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Page 38

H e  g r e w  s u d d e nly exci t e d  a n d  g r a b b e d  Mo r ris  by  t h e
a r m.

“Don’t le t’s w a s t e  no  tim e  a bo u t
it,” h e  c rie d.   “Wh a t’s t h e  u s e
of m e m o r a n d u m s?   We go  rig h t  a w ay by H e n ry  D.
Feld m a n  a n d  fix u p  t h e  con t r a c t .”

“Hold  on.”  Mo r ris  s aid  wi th  a  s t a r e
t h a t  ble n d e d  frigidi ty a n d  s u r p ris e  in jus t  t h e  ri gh t
p ro po r tions.   “I ain’t  s aid  no t hin g
a bo u t  for ty-eig h t  nin e-fifty.  Wh a t  I s aid  w a s
for ty-eigh t  six.”

“You do n’t m e a n  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s ,”
H a r r is  r e plied.   “You m e a n  for ty-eig h t  nin e .”

Mo r ris  s a w  t h a t  t h e  p sychological m o m e n t  h a d  a r r ive d.

“Look-y h e r e ,  now, H a r r is,” h e  s aid.  
“For ty-eig h t  six fro m  for ty-eigh t  nin e  is t h r e e
h u n d r e d.   Ain’t it?”

H a r r is  no d d e d.

“The n,” Mo r ri s  a n no u nc e d,  “w e’ll
s plit  t h e  diffe r e n c e  a n d  m a k e  it for ty-eig h t  s eve n-fifty.”

For  on e  t hou g h tful m o m e n t  H a r r is  r e m ain e d  silen t ,
a n d  t h e n  h e  cla p p e d  hi s  h a n d  in to  t h a t  of Mo r ris .

“Don e!” h e  c ri e d.

Twe n ty d ays  el a ps e d,  d u rin g  w hich  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r
took ti tle  to  H a r ri s  R a bin’s ho us e  a n d  p aid
t h e  b al a nc e  of t h e  p u r c h a s e  p rice,  m oie tie s  of w hich
foun d  t h ei r  w ay in to t h e  pock e t s  of M a g n u s,  Mich a el son
a n d  H e noc hs t ein.   At leng t h,  t h e  fi r s t  of t h e  m o n t h
a r rived  a n d  Abe a n d  Mo r ris  left  t h e  s to r e  e a rly so
t h a t  t h ey mig h t  collec t  t h e  r e n t s  of t h ei r  r e al  p ro p e r ty.
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“I s e e n  t h e  ho us e ,  Abe, a n d  you
s e e n  t h e  ho u s e ,” Mor ris  s aid  a s  t h ey t u r n e d
t h e  co r n e r  of t h e  c row d e d  E as t  Sid e  s t r e e t  on  w hich
t h ei r  p ro p e r ty fron t e d ,  “bu t  you c a n’t
t ell no t hin g  fro m  looking  a t  a  p rop e r ty, Abe. 
Whe n  you  g e t  t h e  r e n t s,  Abe, t ha t’s  w h e n
you  find  it  ou t  t h a t  you go t  a  fine  p rop e r ty, Abe.”

H e  led  t h e  w ay u p  t h e  fron t  s toop  of t h e  t e n e m e n t
a n d  knocke d  a t  t h e  fir s t  doo r  on  t h e  left-h a n d  sid e.  
The r e  w a s  no  r e s po ns e.

“They m u s t  b e  ou t .   Ain’t i t?”
Abe  s u g g e s t e d .

Mo r ris  fac e d  a bo u t  a n d  knock e d  on  t h e  opposi t e  door,
wi th  a  si mila r  lack  of r e s po ns e .

“I g u e s s  t h ey  go  ou t  to  wo rk  a n d  lock u p  t h ei r
roo m s,” Mo r ris  explaine d.   “We s hould
h ave  c a m e  h e r e  af t e r  s eve n  o’clock.”

They w alke d  to  t h e  e n d  of t h e  h all a n d  knock e d  on
t h e  doo r  of on e  of t h e  t wo  r e a r  a p a r t m e n t s.

“Co m e!” s aid  a  fe m ale  voice.

Mo r ris  op e n e d  t h e  doo r  a n d  t h ey e n t e r e d.

“We’ve co m e  for  t h e  r e n t ,” h e  s aid.  
“Him a n d  m e  is t h e  n e w  landlo rd s.”

The  t e n a n t  excus e d  h e r s elf w hile  s h e  r e ti r e d  to  on e
of t h e  inn e r  r oo m s  a n d  explo r e d  h e r  p e r so n  for  t h e
m o n ey.  The n  s h e  h a n d e d  Mo r ri s  t e n  g r e a sy on e-dolla r
bills.

“Wh a t’s t his?” Mo r ri s  c rie d.  
“I t hou g h t  t h e  r e a r  roo m s  w e r e  fou r t e e n  dolla r s
a  m o n t h.   I s a w  t h e  r e c eip t s  m a d e  ou t  las t  m o n t h.”

The  t e n a n t  g rin n e d  fien dis hly.

“Su r e  you  did,” s h e  r e plie d.   “We’ve
b e e n  g e t ting  all kinds  of r e c eip t s.   Onc e t  w e
go t  a  r e c eip t  for  eigh t e e n  dolla r s,  w h e n  d e r e  w a s  so m e

102



vac a ncie s  in d e  ho u s e ,  b u t  on e  of d e  syndica t e  s ays
h e’d  g e t  so m e  m o r e  of d e m  ‘profe ssion al’
t e n a n t s,  b e c a u s e  it did n’t  look so  good  to  a
felle r  w h a t  co m e s  s nooping  a ro u n d  for  to  b u y
t h e  ho u s e ,  to  s e e  s uc h  high  r e n t s .”
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Page 39

“Syndica t e?” Abe m u r m u r e d.   “Profession al
t e n a n t s?”

“Su r e ,” t h e  t e n a n t  r e plied.   “Der e
w a s  fou r  to  d e  syndica t e.   M a g n u s  w a s  on e.  
S u m pin  a bo u t  a  h e n  w a s  d e  o t h er, a n d  d e n  d e r e  w a s  di s
h e r e  R a bin  a n d  a  g uy c alled  Mich a elson.”

“And w h a t  is t his  a bo u t  p rofes sion al t e n a n t s?”
Mo r ris  c ro ak e d.

“Oh, d e r e  w a s  t w e n ty-fou r  fa milies  in d e  ho u s e ,
includin’ d e  ho u s ek e e p er,” t h e  t e n a n t
r e plied.   “Eigh t e e n  of ’em w a s  p rofession als,
a n d  w h e n  d e  syndica t e  sold  yous e  d e  ho u s e  d e  p rofes sion als
m ove d  u p  to  a  ho u s e  on  Fou r t’ S t r e e t  w h a t  d e
syn dica t e  ow ns.”

Abe  p ulled  his  h a t  ove r  hi s  eyes  a n d  t h r u s t  hi s  h a n d s
in to  his  t rou s e r s’ pock e t s.

“S’enou g h,  lady,” h e  s aid; “I
h e a r d  e no u g h  al r e a dy.”

H e  t u r n e d  to  Mor ris.

“Yes, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid  bi t t e rly. 
“You’re  rig h t .   The r e  ain’t  no
s e a so ns  in  r e al  e s t a t e  no r  in s uck e r s  n ei t h er, M a w r u s s .  
You c a n  c a t c h  ’em eve ry  d ay in t h e  ye ar, M a w r u s s .  
I’m going  ho m e,  b u t  if you  n e e d  a n  exp r e s s  w a go n
to  c a r ry a w ay t h e m  r e n t s,  M a w r u s s ,  t h e r e’s a
live ry s t a bl e  a ro u n d  t h e  co r n er.”

It  w a s  a t  le a s t  a  w e ek  b efo r e  Abe could  b ring  hi m s elf
to  a d d r e s s  his  p a r t n er, s ave  in t h e  g r uffes t  m o nosyllable s;
b u t  a n  u n u s u al r u s h  of s p rin g  c us to m e r s  b ro u g h t  a bo u t
a  r e concilia tion,  a n d  Abe  a n d  Mo r ris  forgo t  t h ei r
r e al-e s t a t e  ven t u r e  in t h e  r e c e p tion  of ou t-of-tow n
t r a d e .   In  t h e  con d uc t  of t h ei r  b u sin e ss  Mo r ris
d evot e d  hi m s elf to  m a n ufac t u rin g  a n d  s hipping  t h e
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goods,  w hile  Abe  a t t e n d e d  to  t h e  s elling  e n d.  
Twice  a  ye a r  Abe  m a d e  a  long  t ri p  to  t h e  Wes t  o r  So u t h,
wi th  s ho r t e r  t r ip s  dow n  E a s t  b e t w e e n  tim e s,  a n d  h e
n eve r  ti r e d  of r e min ding  his  p a r t n e r  how  ove r work e d
h e,  Abe, w a s.

“I go t  my  h a n d s  full, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,
af t e r  h e  h a d  g r e e t e d  h alf a  doze n  West e r n  c us to m e r s;
“I go t  e no u g h  to  do  h e r e ,  M a w r u s s ,  wi thou t  r u n ning
a ro u n d  t h e  cou n t ry.  We ou g h t  to  do  w h a t  o th e r
ho us es  do es ,  M a w r u s s.   We ou g h t  to  g e t  a  good
s al e s m a n.   We go t  t h r e e  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  to  t h row
a w ay on  r e al  e s t a t e ,  M a w r u s s;  w hy do n’t  w e  m a k e
a n  inves t m e n t  like  S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s  m a d e  it?  Why
do n’t  w e  inves t  in a  c r a ck e rjack,  A-n u m b e r-on e
s al e s m a n?”

“I ain’t  s top pin g  you, Abe,” Mo r ris
r e plied.   “Why do n’t  w e?   Kling e r
& Klein  h a s  a  good  boy, Alec Goldw a s s er.  H e  do n e
a  big  t r a d e  for  ’em, Abe, a n d  t h ey don’t
p ay hi m  m u c h,  n ei t h er.”

“Alec Goldw a s s e r !” Abe  c ri ed.   “I’m
s u r p ris e d  to  h e a r  you, M a w r u s s,  you  s hould  t alk t h a t
w ay.  We p aid  Alec  Goldw a s s e r  e no u g h  al r e a dy, M a w r u s s.  
We p aid  hi m  t h a t  t wo  t hou s a n d  dolla r s  w h a t  h e  go t  wi t h
Mi ria m  Ra bin.”

Mo r ris  looke d  g uil ty.

“Ain’t I told  you  ye t,  Abe?” h e
s aid.   “I t ho u g h t  I told  you.”

“You ain’t  told  m e  no t hing,” s aid
Abe.

“Why, Alec  Goldw a s s e r  a n d  Miria m  Ra bin  ain’t
e n g a g e d  no  long er.  The  w ay my Minnie  t ells  m e ,
R a bin  s ays  h e  do n’t  w a n t  his  d a u g h t e r  s ho uld
m a r ry  a  m a n  wi thou t  a  b u sin e ss  of his  ow n,  so  t h e
m a t c h  is off.”

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  co m m e n t e d ,  “you
c a n’t  m a k e  m e  feel b a d  by t elling  m e  t ha t . 
Bu t  a nyhow, I do n’t s e e  no  m e d als  on  Alec Goldw as s e r
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a s  a  s al e s m a n,  n ei th er.  H e  ain’t  s uc h  a
s al e s m a n  w h a t  w e  w a n t  it, M a w r u s s .”
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Page 40

“All r ig h t ,” Mo r ri s  r e plied.   “It’s
you  w h a t  go e s  on  t h e  ro a d,  no t  m e ,  a n d  you m e e t  all
t h e  d r u m m e r s .   S u g g e s t  so m e bo dy you r s elf.”

Abe  po n d e r e d  for  a  m o m e n t.

“The r e’s Louis  Min tz,” h e  s aid  finally. 
“H e  wo rks  by  S a m m e t  Brot h e r s .   H e’s
a  high-p ric e d  m a n,  M a w r u s s ,  b u t  h e’s wo r t h  it.”

“Su r e  h e’s  wo r t h  it,” Mor ris  r ejoine d,
“a n d  h e  knows  it, too.  I b e t  ye r  h e’s
m a king  five  t ho us a n d  a  yea r  by  S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s.”

“I know it,” s aid  Abe, “bu t  his
con t r ac t  expi r e s  in a  m o n t h  fro m  now, a n d  it a in’t
no  cinch  to  work  for  S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s ,  n ei th er, M a w r u s s.  
I b e t  ye r  Louis’ go t  t h ro a t  t ro u ble,  t alking
in to  a  c us to m e r  t h e m  g a r m e n t s  w h a t  Leon  S a m m e t  m a k e s
u p,  a n d  Louis’ p r e t ty  w ell like d  in t h e  t r a d e ,
too,  M a w r u s s.”

“Well, w hy do n’t you  s e e  hi m,  Abe?”

“I’ll t ell you  t h e  t r u t h ,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  r e plie d.   “I did  s e e  hi m.  
I offe r e d  hi m  all w h a t  S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s  gives  hi m,
a n d  I told  hi m  w e  m a k e  a  b e t t e r  line  for  t h e  p rice,
b u t  it ain’t  no  u s e .   Louis  s ays  a  s al e s m a n’s
go t  to  wo rk  h a r d  a nyhow, so  h e  m ay a s  w ell wo rk  a  lit tle
h a r d er, a n d  h e  s ays,  too,  it  s poils  a  m a n’s
t r a d e  w h e n  h e  m a k e s  c h a n g e s.”

H e r e  a  c us to m e r  e n t e r e d  t h e  s to r e  a n d  Abe w a s  b u sy
for  m o r e  t h a n  h alf a n  ho ur.  At t h e  e n d  of t h a t
ti m e  t h e  cu s to m e r  d e p a r t e d  a n d  Mor ris  r e t u r n e d  to
t h e  s how-roo m.

“Abe,” h e  s aid,  “I go t  a n  ide a.”

Abe  looke d  u p.
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“Mor e  r e al  e s t a t e?” h e  a s k e d.

“Not  m o r e  r e al  e s t a t e ,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  co r r ec t e d,
“bu t  t h e  sa m e  r e al  e s t a t e .   Wh e n
w e’r e  s t uck  w e’r e  s t uck,  Abe, ain’t
it?”

Abe  no d d e d.

“So I go t  a n  ide a ,” Mo r ri s  w e n t  on,  “th a t
w e  go  to  Louis  a n d  t ell hi m  w e  give  hi m  t h e  s a m e  m o n ey
w h a t  S a m m e t  Brot h e r s  give  him,  only w e  give  hi m  a
bo n u s.”

“A bo n us!” Abe c rie d.   “How
m u c h  of a  bo n u s?”

“A big  bo n u s,  Abe,” Mor ris  r e plied.  
“We’ll give  hi m  t h e  ho us e.”

Abe  r e m ain e d  silen t.

“It’ll look big,  a nyhow,” Mor ris
con tinu e d.

“Look big!” Abe exclai m e d.   “It
is big.   I t’s t h r e e  t ho us a n d  dolla r s.”

“Well, you  c a n’t  r e ckon  s ticke r s  by  w h a t
t h ey cos t ,” Mo r ri s  explain e d.   “It’s
w h a t  t h ey’ll s ell for.”

“You’re  rig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe co m m e n t e d
bi t t e rly.  “And t h a t  ho us e  wo uldn’t
s ell for  Confed e r a t e  m o n ey.  I’ll s e e  Louis
Min tz  to-nigh t .”

Abe  s a w  Louis  t h a t  ve ry eve ning,  a n d  t h ey m e t  by a p poin t m e n t
a t  t h e  s to r e  t e n  d ays  la t er.  In  t h e  m e a n ti m e
Louis  h a d  insp ec t e d  t h e  ho u s e,  a n d  w h e n  h e  e n t e r e d
Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r’s  s how-roo m  his  face  wor e
no n e  too  c h e e rful a n  exp r e s sion.

“Well, Louis,” Abe c ri ed,  “you  co m e
to  t ell u s  it’s all r i gh t .   Ain’t
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it?”

Louis  s hook  his  h e a d.

“Abe,” h e  s aid,  “ th e  old  s aying
is you  s hould  n eve r  look a t  a  ho r s e’s t e e t h
w h a t  so m e bo dy gives  you, b u t  t h a t  ho us e  is p r e t ty  n e a r
vac a n t .”

“Wh a t  of i t?” Abe a sk e d.   “It’s
a  fine  ho us e,  ain’t  it?”

“Su r e ,  it’s a  fine  ho us e,” Louis
a g r e e d.   “But  w h a t  good  is a  fine  ho us e
if you  c a n’t  r e n t  i t?  You c a n’t  e a t
it, c a n  you?”
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“No,” Mo r ri s  r e plied,  “bu t  you  c a n
s ell it.”

“Well,” Louis  a d mi t t e d,  “s elling
ho us es  ain’t  in  my line?   M ayb e  if I kn e w
e no u g h  a bo u t  it I could  s ell it.”

“But  t h e r e’s r e al-e s t a t e r s  w h a t  knows
all a bo u t  s elling  a  ho us e ,” Mor ris  b e g a n.

“You b e t  t h e r e  is,” Abe  in t e r r u p t e d  s av a g ely.

“And you could  g e t  a  r e al-e s t a t e r  to  s ell it
for  you,” Mo r ri s  conclud e d  wi th  m alevole n t  gl a nc e
a t  hi s  p a r t n er.

Louis  cons ul t e d  a  lis t  of t h e  t e n a n t s  w hich  h e  h a d
m a d e.

“I’ll t hink  it over,” h e  s aid,  “an d
le t  you know  to-m o r row.”

The  n ext  d ay  h e  g r e e t e d  Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  m o r e  co r di ally.

“I t hou g h t  it over, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “an d
I g u e s s  it’ll b e  all r ig h t .”

“Fin e!” Abe  c rie d.   “Le t’s
go  dow n  a n d  s e e  H e n ry D. Feld m a n  rig h t  a w ay.”

Jus t  a s  a  con g e ni t al  di sloc a tion  of t h e  hipbon e  s u g g e s t s
t h e  n a m e  of Docto r  Lore nz,  so  t h e  sligh t e s t  disloc a tion
of t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sine s s  im m e dia t ely c alls  for
H e n ry  D. Feld m a n.   N o  cloak a n d  s ui t  b a nk r u p tcy
wo uld  b e  co m ple t e  wi thou t  hi s  n a m e  a s  a t t o r n ey, ei t h e r
for  t h e  p e ti tioning  c r e di to r s  o r  t h e  b a nk r u p t ,  a n d
no  a c tion  for  b r e a c h  of con t r ac t  of e m ploym e n t  on
t h e  p a r t  of a  d e sig n e r  o r  a  s al es m a n  could  s ucc e s sfully
go  to  t h e  ju ry u nles s  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  w e p t  c rocodile
t e a r s  ove r  t h e  s u m min g  u p  of t h e  pl ain tiff’s
c a s e .
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In  t h e  a r t  of d r a wing  a g r e e m e n t s  r el a tive  to  t h e  cloak
a n d  s ui t  t r a d e  in  all i t s  p h a s e s  of b uying, s elling,
e m ploying  o r  r e n tin g,  h e  w a s  a  vir tuoso,  a n d  his  inco m e
w a s  t h a t  of six S u p r e m e  Cou r t  jud g e s  rolled  in to  on e.  
For  t h e  r e s t ,  h e  w a s  of imp r e s sive,  cle a n-s h ave n  a p p e a r a n c e ,
a n d  h e  w a s  of t h e  opinion  t h a t  a  libe r al s p rinkling
of La tin  p h r a s e s  r e n d e r e d  his  conve r s a tion  m o r e  pl e a sing
to  his  clie n t s.

Louis  a n d  Abe  w e r e  u s h e r e d  in to  hi s  office  only af t e r
h alf a n  ho u r’s w ai ting  a t  t h e  e n d  of a  line
of six clien t s,  a n d  t h ey  w a s t e d  no  tim e  in s t a tin g
t h ei r  b usin e ss .

“Mr. Feld m a n,” Abe  m u r m u r e d,  “this
is Mr. Louis  Min tz  w h a t  co m e s  to  work  by u s  a s  a  s al e s m a n.”

“Mr. Min tz,” Mr. Feld m a n  s aid,  “you
a r e  to  b e  con g r a t ula t e d .   Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r
h ave  a  r e p u t a tion  in t h e  t r a d e  n ulli s ec u n d u m ,
a n d  it  is g e n e r ally a d mi t t e d  t h a t  t h e  goods  t h ey p ro d uc e
a r e  s u m m a  c u m  laud e .”

“We m a k e  fall a n d  win t e r  goods,  too,”
Abe  explain e d.   “All kinds  of g a r m e n t s ,
Mr. Feld m a n.   I do n’t w a n t  to  give  Louis
no  w ro n g  im p r e s sion.   H e’s go t  to  h a n dle
ligh t w eig h t s  a s  w ell a s  h e avyw eigh t s,  too.”

Mr. Feld m a n  s t a r e d  bl a nkly a t  Abe  a n d  t h e n  con tin u e d:  
“No dou b t  you  h ave  q ui t e  s e t t l e d  on  t h e  t e r m s.”

“We’ve t alke d  it all over,” s aid
Louis,  “an d  t his  is w h a t  it is.”

H e  t h e n  s p e cified  t h e  s al a ry a n d  co m mission  to  b e
p aid,  a n d  e n g a g e d  Mr. Feld m a n  to  d r a w  t h e  d e e d  for
t h e  t e n e m e n t  ho u s e .

“And how  long  is t hi s  con t r a c t  to  las t?”
Feld m a n  a sk e d.

“For  five  yea r s,” Abe r e plied.

“Five  ye a r s  no t hin g,” s aid  Louis. 
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“I wouldn’t wo rk  for  no  on e  on  a  five
ye a r s’ con t r a c t .   On e  ye a r  is w h a t  I w a n t
it.”
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“On e  ye a r!” Abe c rie d.   “Why,
Louis,  t h a t  ain’t  no  w ay to  t alk.  In  on e
ye a r  you’d jus t  a bo u t  g e t  w ell e no u g h  a c q u ain t e d
wi th  ou r  t r a d e—of cou r s e ,  I’m only
talking , y’und e r s t a n d—to  cop
it  ou t  for  so m e  ot h e r  ho us e  w h a t  wo uld  p ay you  a  cou ple
of h u n d r e d  m o r e .   N o,  Louis,  I t hink  it ou g h t
to  b e  for  five  yea r s.”

“Of cou r s e ,  if you  t hink  I’m t h e  kind
w h a t  t ak e s  a  job  to  cop  ou t  t h e  fir m’s t r a d e,
Abe,” Louis  co m m e n c e d,  “why——”

“I’m only s aying  for  t h e  s ak e  of a r g u m e n t,”
Abe  h a s t e n e d  to  explain.   “I’ll t ell
you  w h a t  I’ll do,  Louis:  I’ll m a k e
it  t wo  ye a r s ,  a n d  a t  t h e  e n d  of t h a t  t im e  if you  w a n t
to  q ui t  you  c a n  do  it; only, you  s ho uld  a g r e e  no t
to  wo rk  a s  s ale s m a n  for  no  o t h e r  ho us e  for  t h e  s p a c e
of on e  ye a r  af t e r w a r d  o r  you  c a n  go  on  wo rking  for
u s  for  on e  ye a r  af t e r w a r d.   Ho w’s t h a t?”

“I t hink  t h a t’s  e min e n tly fair,”
Mr. Feld m a n  b rok e  in h u r ri e dly.  “You c a n’t
r efus e  t hos e  t e r m s ,  Mr. Min tz.  Mr. Pot a s h  will
sign  for  his  p a r t n er, I a p p r e h e n d,  a n d  t h e n  Mr. Pe rl m u t t e r
will b e  bo u n d  u n d e r  t h e  p rinciple  of q ui  f eci t
p er  aliu m  f eci t  p er  s e .”

N o  on e  could  s t a n d  u p  a g ains t  s uc h  a  flood of La tin,
a n d  Louis  no d d e d.

“All r ig h t ,” h e  s aid.   “Le t
h e r  go  t h a t  w ay.”

Mr. Feld m a n  im m e dia t ely r a n g  for  a  s t e no g r a p h er.

“Co m e  b a ck  to-m o r ro w  a t  fou r  o’clock,”
h e  s aid.   “I s h all s e n d  a  cle rk  wi t h  t h e
d e e d  to  b e  sign e d  by M r s.  Pot a s h  a n d  M r s.  Pe rl m u t t e r
to-nigh t .”
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The  n ext  af t e r noon,  a t  h alf a n  ho u r  af t e r  t h e  a p poin t e d
ti m e,  t h e  con t r ac t  w a s  exec u t e d  a n d  t h e  d e e d  d elive r e d
to  Louis  Min tz, a n d  on  t h e  fi r s t  of t h e  following
m o n t h  Louis  e n t e r e d  u po n  hi s  n e w  e m ploym e n t.

Louis’ fi r s t  s e a son  wi th  hi s  n e w  e m ploye r s  w a s
fra u g h t  wi th  good  r e s ul t s  for  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t er,
w ho  r e a p e d  la r g e  p rofi ts  fro m  Louis’ s al es m a n s hip;
b u t  for  Louis  i t h a d  b e e n  so m e w h a t  dis a p poin ting.

“I n ev e r  s e e  no t hin g  like  it,” h e  co m plaine d
to  Abe.  “Tha t  t e n e m e n t  ho us e  is like  a
s u m m e r  ho t el—p eo ple  co min g  a n d  goin g  all
t h e  tim e;  a n d  eve ry  tim e  a  t e n a n t  m ove s  ye t  I go t
to  p ay for  p ain ting  a n d  r e p a p e rin g  t h e  roo m s.  
You ce r t ainly s t uck  m e  good  on  t h a t  ho u s e .”

“St uck  you!” Abe  c ried.   “We
did n’t s t uck  you, Louis.  We jus t  give  you
t h e  ho u s e  a s  a  bo n u s.   If it  don’t  r e n t  w ell,
Louis,  you  ou g h t  to  s ell it.”

“Don’t I know  I ou g h t  to  s ell it?”
Louis  c rie d;  “bu t  w ho’s going  to  b uy it? 
Re al-e s t a t e r  af t e r  r e al-e s t a t e r  co m e s  to  look a t  it,
a n d  it  all a m o u n t s  to  nix.  They wo uld n’t
t ak e  t h e  ho u s e  for  t h e  m o r t g a g e s .”

For  n e a rly a  ye a r  a n d  a  h alf Louis  a n d  Abe r e p e a t e d
t his  conve r s a tion  eve ry ti m e  Louis  c a m e  b ack  fro m
t h e  ro a d,  a n d  on  t h e  d ays  w h e n  Louis  p aid  in t e r e s t
on  m o r t g a g e s  a n d  p r e miu m s  on  fir e  insu r a nc e  h e  g r e w
posi tively t e a rful.

“Why do n’t you  p ay m e  w h a t  I a m  s ho r t
fro m  p aying  c a r rying  c h a r g e s  on  t h a t  p rop e r ty?”
Louis  a sk e d  on e  d ay.  “And I’ll give
you  t h e  ho us e  b a ck.”

Abe  laug h e d.

“You s ho uld  m a k e  t h a t  p ro posi tion  to  t h e  felle r
w h a t  sold  u s  t h e  ho us e ,” Abe  s aid  jocula rly.
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“Any on e  w h a t  sold  t h a t  ho us e  onc e ,  Abe,”
Louis  r ejoine d,  “don’t w a n t  i t b ack  a g ain.”

At len g t h,  w h e n  Louis  w a s  a b s e n t  on  a  b u sine s s  t rip
so m e  t h r e e  m o n t hs  b efo r e  t h e  expir a tion  of hi s  con t r a c t ,
Abe  a p p ro a c h e d  Mo r ris  in t h e  s how-roo m  a n d  m oot e d
t h e  s u bjec t  of t aking  b a ck  t h e  ho u s e .

“Th a t  ho u s e  is a  s ticker, M a w r u s s ,” h e
s aid,  “an d  w e  c e r t ainly s ho uld n’t  le t
Louis  s uffe r  by it.  The  boy do n e  w ell by u s ,  a n d
w e  do n’t  w a n t  to  lose  hi m.”

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  r e plie d,  “th e
w ay I look a t  it, w e  s hould  w ai t  till his  tim e  is
p r e t ty  n e a r  u p .   M ayb e  h e  will r e n e w  t h e  con t r a c t
wi tho u t  ou r  t aking  b ack  t h e  ho us e,  Abe; b u t  if t h e
wo r s t  co m e s  to  t h e  wo r s t,  Abe, w e  give  hi m  w h a t  h e
s p e n t  on  t h e  ho u s e  a n d  t ak e  it b a ck, providing
h e  r e n e w s  t h e  con t r a c t  for  a  cou ple  of ye a r s .  
Ain’t it?”

Abe  no d d e d  dou b tfully.

“M ayb e  you’re  rig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” h e
s aid; “bu t  t h e  boy do n e  good  for  u s,  M a w r u s s.  
We m a d e  it a  big  p rofi t  by  hi m  t his  yea r  al r e a dy, a n d
I do n’t  w a n t  hi m  to  t hink  t h a t  w e  ain’t
doing  t h e  rig h t  t hing  by hi m.”

“Sinc e  w h e n  w a s  you  so  soft-h e a r t e d ,  Abe?”
Mo r ris  a sk e d  s a ti ric ally; a n d  w h e n  Louis  c a m e  b a ck
fro m  t h e  ro a d,  a  w e ek  la t er, no  m e n tion  w a s  m a d e  of
t h e  ho u s e  u n til Louis  him s elf b ro ac h e d  t h e  topic.

“Look’y h e r e ,  Abe,” Louis  s aid,
“w h a t  a r e  you  going  to  do  for  m e  a bo u t  t h a t
ho us e?   Cou n ting  t h e  r e n t  I collec t e d  a n d  t h e  m o n ey
I laid  ou t  for  c a r rying  c h a r g e s ,  I’m in t h e
hole  eig h t  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s  al r e a dy.”
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“Do for  you, Louis!” Mo r ris  r e plied.  
“Why, w h a t  c a n  w e  do  for  you?  Why do n’t
you  fix i t u p  like  t his,  Louis?   Why do n’t
you  m a k e  on e  las t  c a m p aig n  a m o n g  t h e  r e al-e s t a t e r s ,
a n d  t h e n  if you do n’t s ucc e e d  m ayb e  w e  c a n  do
so m e t hing.”

“Th a t’s r ig h t ,  Louis,” Abe s aid.  
“Jus t  t ry  it  a n d  s e e  w h a t  co m e s  of i t.”

The n  Abe h a n d e d  Louis  a  ciga r  a n d  dis miss e d  t h e  s u bjec t ,
w hich  n eve r  a g ain  a ros e  u n til Louis  w a s  on  hi s  final
t r ip.

“Ain’t it  funny, M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid,
t h e  m o r ning  of Louis’ exp e c t e d  r e t u r n—“ain’t
it  funny h e  ain’t  m e n tion e d  t h a t  ho us e  to  u s
since  w e  s poke  to  hi m  t h e  las t  ti m e  h e  w a s  ho m e?”

“I know it,” Mor ris  r e plied,  “bu t
you  n e e d n’t  wo r ry, Abe.  I t  s ays  in t h e
con t r ac t  t h a t  Louis  c a n’t  t ak e  a  job  a s  s al e s m a n
wi th  a ny o t h e r  ho us e  till on e  ye a r  is u p ,  a n d  t h e
boy c a n’t  affo rd  to  s t ay  loafing  a ro u n d  for
a  w hole  year.”

Abe  no d d e d,  a n d  a s  h e  t u r n e d  to  look u p  t h e  co n t r a c t
in  t h e  s afe  t h e  s to r e  doo r  op e n e d  a n d  Louis  hi m s elf
e n t e r e d.

“H allo, Louis,” Abe  c rie d.   “Glad
to  s e e  you, Louis.   Anoth e r  good  t r ip?”

Louis  no d d e d,  a n d  t h ey all p a s s e d  in to  t h e  s how-roo m.

“Well, you’re  going  to  m a k e  m a ny  m o r e
of t h e m  for  u s  b efo r e  you’re  t h ro u g h,  Louis,”
Abe  s aid.

Louis  g r u n t e d ,  a n d  Abe a n d  Mo r ris  exc h a n g e d  di sq uie ting
gla nc e s.

“You know, Louis,” Mo r ri s  s aid  in  t h e
d ulce t  a cc e n t s  of t h e  s ucking  dove,  “you r  con t r a c t
is u p  n ext  w e ek,  a n d  Abe a n d  m e  w a s  t alking  a bo u t
it  t h e  o t h e r  d ay, Louis, a n d  a bo u t  t h e  ho us e ,  too,
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a n d  w e  s ays  w e  s ho uld  do  so m e t hin g  a bo u t  t h a t  ho us e,
Louis,  a n d  so  w e’ll m a k e  a no t h e r  con t r a c t  for
a bo u t ,  s ay, t h r e e  ye a r s ,  a n d  w e’ll fix it  u p
a bo u t  t h e  ho us e  w h e n  w e  all sign  t h e  con t r a c t ,  Louis.  
We m e a n t  to  t ak e  b a ck  t h e  ho us e  all t h e  t im e,  Louis. 
We w a s  only kidding  you  along,  Louis,” h e  con tinu e d.
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“So you  w a s  only kiddin g  m e  along  w h e n  you told
m e  to  s e e  t h e m  r e al-e s t a t e r s,  h ey?” Louis  d e m a n d e d.

“Su r e ,” Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  r e plied.

“The n  you  w a s  t h e  on es  w h a t  go t  kidd e d,”
Louis  s aid,  “for  t h e  las t  tim e
I w a s  in  tow n  I took you r  a dvice.   Do you  know
a  felle r  c alled
Mich a elson?  And t wo  o th e r  felle r s  by t h e  n a m e
of H e noc hs t ein  a n d
M a g n u s?”

Abe  no d d e d.

“Well, t h e m  t h r e e  felle r s  took t h a t  ho u s e  off
of my  h a n d s  a n d  p aid  m e  six h u n d r e d  dolla r s  to  boo t,
ove r  a n d  a bove  t h e  s eve n  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty I s u nk
in it.”

Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  p uffed  vigorously a t  t h ei r  cig a r s .

“And w h a t’s m o r e,” Louis  w e n t  on,
“th ey in t rod uc e d  m e  to  H a r ris  Ra bin,  of t h e
E q uinox Clothin g  Co m p a ny.  I g u e s s  you  know  hi m,
too,  do n’t you?”

Mo r ris  a d mi t t e d  s ullenly t h a t  h e  did.

“H e’s go t  a  d a u g h t er, Miss  Miria m  R a bin,”
Louis  conclud e d.   “H e r  a n d  m e  is going  to
a n no u nc e  ou r  e n g a g e m e n t  in n ex t  S u n d ay’s H e r ald.”

H e  p a u s e d  a n d  w a tc h e d  Mo r ris  a n d  Abe, to  s e e  t h e  n e w s
sink in.

“And a s  soon  a s  w e’r e  m a r ri e d,”
h e  s aid,  “back  to  t h e  ro a d  for  min e ,  b u t  no t
wi th  Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t er.”

“I g u e s s  you’re  mi s t ak e n,  Louis,”
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Abe c rie d.   “I g u e s s  you  go t  a  con t r a c t
wi th  u s  w h a t  will s top  you  going  on  t h e  ro a d  for  a no t h e r
ye a r  ye t.”

“Back u p,  Abe,” Louis  s aid.   “Tha t
t h e r e  con t r a c t  s ays  I c a n’t  work  a s  a  sales m a n
for  a ny o t h e r  ho u s e  for  a  ye ar.  Bu t  Ra bin  a n d
m e  is going  a s  p a r t n e r s  to g e t h e r  in t h e  cloak  a n d
s ui t  b u sin e ss ,  a n d  if t h e r e’s a ny t hin g  in t h a t
con t r ac t  a bo u t  m e  no t  s elling  cloaks  a s  my ow n  boss
I’ll e a t  it.”

Abe  w e n t  to  t h e  s afe  for  t h e  con t r ac t .   At las t
h e  foun d  it,  a n d  af t e r  r e a din g  it  ove r  h e  h a n d e d  it
to  Mor ris.

“You  e a t  i t, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid.  
“Louis  is r i gh t.”

CHAPTER VI

“Afte r  all, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  d e cl a r e d  a s
h e  gl a nc e d  ove r  t h e  colu m n s  of t h e  Daily Cloak  a n d
S ui t  Reco r d,  “af t e r  all a  felle r  feels  m o r e  s a tisfied
w h e n  h e  could  s e e  t h e  c us to m e r s  hi m s elf a n d  find  ou t
jus t  exac tly ho w  t h ey do  b u sin e ss ,  y’un d e r s t a n d.  
M ayb e  t h e  w ay w e  los t  Louis  Min tz  w a s n’t  s uc h
a  b a d  t hin g  a nyhow, M a w r u s s .   I b e t  ye r  if Louis
wo uld  of b e e n  s elling  goods  for  u s ,  M a w r u s s,  w e  wo uld
of b e e n  in t h a t  Coh e n  & Sc ho n do rf b usin es s  too. 
M e,  I a m  diffe r e n t ,  M a w r u s s .   So  soon  a s  I w e n t
in t h a t  s to r e ,  M a w r u s s,  I could  s e e  t h a t  t h e m  felle r s
w a s  in b a d.   I’m ve ry fun ny t h a t  w ay, M a w r u s s .”

“You s ho uld n’t  t h ro w  no  bo u q u e t s  a t  you r s elf
b ec a u s e  you  go t  a  lit tle  luck, Abe,” Mor ris
co m m e n t e d .

“So m e  p eo ple  c alls  it luck, M a w r u s s ,  b u t  I c all
it  judg m e n t ,  y’un d e r s t a n d.”

“Su r e ,  I know,” Mo r ri s  con tin u e d,  “bu t
how  a bo u t  Hy mie  Kotzen,  Abe?  Always  you  s aid
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it  t h a t  felle r  go t  lot s  of judg m e n t,  Abe.”

“A felle r  could  go t  so  m u c h  judg m e n t  a s  Andr e w
Ca r n e gie,” Abe  r e to r t e d ,  “a n d  onc e t  in
a  w hile  h e  co uld  pl ay in h a r d  luck  too.  Yes, M a w r u s s ,
Hy mie  Kotze n  is c e r t ainly pl aying  in h a r d  luck.”
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“Is h e?” Mo r ris  Pe rl m u t t e r  r e plied.  
“Well, h e  don’t  look it  w h e n  I s e e n  hi m
in t h e  H a rl e m  Wint e r  Ga r d e n  las t  nigh t ,  Abe.  Hi m
a n d  M r s.  Kotze n  w a s  e a tin g  a  fa mily po r t e r ho u s e  b e t w e e n
’em wi th  t c h a m p a nye r  wine  yet .”

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid,  “he  n e e d s
it  t c h a m p a nye r  win e,  M a w r u s s.   Las t  m o n t h  I s e e n
it  h e  g e t s  s t u n g  t wo  t hou s a n d  by Coh e n  & S c hon do rf,
a n d  to-d ay h e’s c hief m o u r n e r  by t h e  Re a dy Pay
S to r e ,  Ba r n e t  Fisc h m a n  p ro p ri e tor.  Ba r n ey s t uck
hi m  for  fift e e n  h u n d r e d,  M a w r u s s ,  so  I g u e s s  h e  n e e d s
it  t c h a m p a nye r  win e  to  c h e e r  hi m  u p.”

“Well, m ayb e  h e  n e e d s  it  di a m o n d s  to  c h e e r  hi m
u p,  al so,  Abe,” Mor ris  a d d e d.   “Tha t
felle r  go t  dia mo n d s  on  hi m,  Abe, like  ’lec t ric
ligh t s  on  t h e  fron t  of a  m oving-pic t u r e  s how.”

“Dia mo n d s  n eve r  h a r m e d  no body’s c r e di t ,
M a w r u s s,” Abe r ejoine d.   “You c a n
g e t  you r  m o n ey ou t  of di a mo n ds  m os t  a ny ti m e,  M a w r u s s .  
I s e e  by t h e  p a p e r s  di a mo n ds  inc r e a s e  in p rice  t hi r ty
p e r  c e n t .  in six m o n t h s  al r e a dy.  Yes, M a w r u s s ,
di a mo n ds  go es  u p  eve ry d ay.”

“And so  do es  t h e  felle r  w h a t  w e a r s  ’em,
Abe,” Mo r ri s  w e n t  on.   “In  fac t,  t h e
w ay t h a t  Hy mie  Kotze n  do e s  b u sin es s  I s ho uld n’t
b e  s u r p ri s e d  if h e  go e s  u p  a ny d ay, too.  Andr e w
Ca r n e gie  couldn’t s t a n d  it  t h e  failu r e s  w h a t
t h a t  felle r  g e t s  in to,  Abe.”

“Th a t’s jus t  h a r d  luck,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  r e plie d; “a n d  if h e  w e a r s  it  di a mo n ds,  M a w r u s s,
h e  p aid  for  ’em hi m s elf, M a w r u s s ,  a n d  h e’s
go t  a  r igh t  to  w e a r  ’em.  So  fa r  w h a t  I
h e a r  it, M a w r u s s ,  h e  n eve r  s t uck  nobo dy for  a  c e n t .”

“Oh, Hy mie  ain’t  no  c rook, Abe,”
Mo r ris  a d mi t t e d,  “bu t  I a in’t  go t  no  u s e
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for  a  felle r  w e a ring  di a mo n ds.   Dia mo n d s  looks
good  on  wo m e n,  Abe, a n d  m ayb e  al so  on  a  ho t el-cle rk
o r  a  felle r  w h a t  r u n s  a  r e s t a u r a n t ,  Abe, b u t  a  b usin e ss
m a n  ain’t  go t  no  righ t  w e a rin g  di a mo n d s.”

“Of cou r s e ,  M a w r u s s ,  p eo ple’s go t  t h ei r
likes  a n d  dislike s,” Abe  s aid; “bu t  all
t h e  s a m e  I s e e n  it m a ny a  d e c e n t ,  r e s p ec t a ble  felle r
wi th  a  good  b u sin es s,  Abe, w h a t  w a n t s  a  lit tle  a cco m mo d a tion
a t  hi s  b a nk.   But  h e  g e t s  t u r n e d  do w n  jus t  b ec a u s e
h e  go e s  a ro u n d  looking  like  a  slob; w hile  a  felle r
w h a t  c a n’t  p ay  hi s  ow n  lau n d ry  bill, M a w r u s s,
h a s  no  t ro u ble  g e t ting  a  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  b e c a u s e
t h e  s econ d  vice-p r e sid e n t  is b uffaloe d  al r e a dy by
a  s tove pip e  h a t ,  a  P rinc e  Albe r t  coa t  a n d  a  fou r-c a r a t
s ton e  wi th  a  flaw in it.”

“Well, a  fou r-c a r a t  s ton e  wo uldn’t affec t
m e  no n e,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  s aid,  “a n d  b elieve
m e,  Abe, Hy mie  Kotze n’s di a mo n ds  don’t
wo r ry  m e  no n e,  n ei t h er.  All I’m t ro u bling
a bo u t  no w  is t h a t  I go t  a n  a p p e ti t e  like  a  ho r s e ,
so  I g u e s s  I’ll go  to  lunc h.”

Abe  jum p e d  to  his  fee t .   “Give  m e  a  c h a n c e
onc e t  in a  w hile,  M a w r u s s ,” h e  p ro t e s t e d.  
“Eve ry d ay co m e s  h alf-p a s t  t w elve  you  go t  to
go  to  you r  lunch.   Ain’t I go t  no  s to m a c h,
n ei t h er, M a w r u s s?”

“Oh, go  a h e a d  if you  w a n t  to,” Mor ris
g r u m ble d,  “only don’t  s t ay all d ay, Abe. 
Re m e m b e r  t h e r e’s o th e r  p eople  w a n t s  to  e a t ,  too,
Abe.”

“I g u e s s  t h e  s ho e  pinc h e s  on  t h e  o t h e r  foot
now, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e to r t e d  a s  h e  p u t  on  his
h a t .   “Wh e n  I g e t  t h ro u g h  e a tin g  I’ll
b e  b a ck.”
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H e  w alked  a c ros s  t h e  s t r e e t  to  Wass e r b a u e r’s
Cafe  a n d  Res t a u r a n t  a n d  s e a t e d  hi ms elf a t  his  favori t e
t a bl e.

“Well, Mr. Pot a s h ,” Louis,  t h e  w ai t er,
c ri ed,  d u s ting  off t h e  t a bl eclo th  wi th  a  r e d-a n d-w hi t e
tow el, “so m e  nice  M e t z els u p p e  to-d ay,
h u h?”

“No, Louis,” Abe  r e plie d  a s  h e  took a
dill pickle  fro m  a  dis hful on  t h e  t a bl e,  “I
g u e s s  I wo n’t  h ave  no  sou p  to-d ay.  Give
m e  so m e  g e da e m p f t e s  Kalbfleisch  m i t  Kartoff elkloes s e .”

“Righ t  a w ay q uick, Mr. Pot a s h,” s aid  Louis,
s t a r ting  to  h u r ry  a w ay.

“Ain’t I no body h e r e ,  Louis?” c rie d
a  b a s s  voice  a t  t h e  t a bl e  b e hind  Abe.  “Do
I si t  h e r e  all d ay?”

“Ex-c us e  m e ,  Mr. Kotze n,” Louis  exclaim e d.  
“So m e  nice  ro a s t  c hicke n  to-d ay, Mr. Kotze n?”

“I’ll t ell you  w h a t  I w a n t  it, Louis,
no t  you  m e,” Mr. Kotze n  g r u n t e d.   “If
I w a n t  to  e a t  it r o a s t  chicke n  I’ll s ay so. 
If I do n’t  I wo n’t.”

“Su r e ,  s u r e ,” Louis  c rie d,  r u b bing  his
h a n d s  in  a  p e rfec t  fr e nzy of a pology.

“Gim m e  a  S c h w eiz er kae s e  s a n d wich  a n d
a  c u p  of coffee,” Mr. Kotze n  conclud e d,  “a n d
if you  do n’t  t hink  you  c a n  b ring  it b a ck  h e r e
in h alf a n  ho ur, Louis,  le t  m e  know, t h a t’s
all, a n d  I’ll a sk  Wass e r b a u e r  if h e  c a n  h elp
you  ou t .”

Abe  h a d  s t a r t e d  on  his  s e con d  dill pickle,  a n d  h e
h eld  it  in his  h a n d  a s  h e  t u r n e d  a ro u n d  in hi s  ch air. 
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“H allo, Hy mie,” h e  s aid; “ain’t
you  feeling  good  to-d ay?”

“Oh, h allo, Abe,” Kotze n  c rie d,  gla ncing
ove r;  “w hy do n’t you  co m e  ove r  a n d  si t
a t  my  t a bl e?”

“I g u e s s  I will,” Abe r e plied.   H e
ros e  to  hi s  fee t  wi th  his  n a pkin  t uck e d  in to  his  colla r
a n d,  c a r rying  t h e  dis h  of dill pickles  wi th  hi m,  h e
m ove d  ove r  to  Kotze n’s t a ble.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t er, Hy mie?” Abe
a sk e d.   “You ain’t  sick,  a r e  you?”

“Th a t  d e p e n d s  w h a t  you  c all it sick,  Abe,”
Hy mie  r e plied.   “I do n’t go t  to  s e e
no  doc to r  exa c tly, Abe, if t h a t’s  w h a t  you  m e a n.  
Bu t  t h a t  S a m  Fe d e r  by  t h e  Kosciusko Bank,  I w a s  ove r
to  s e e  hi m  jus t  now, a n d  I b e t  you  h e  m a k e s  m e  sick.”

“I t hou g h t  you  alw ays  go t  alon g  p r e t ty  good
wi th  S a m,  Hy mie,” Abe  m u m ble d  t h ro u g h  a  m o u t hful
of dill pickle.

“So I do,” s aid  Hy mie; “bu t  h e  h e a r d
it  so m e t hing  a bo u t  t his  h e r e  Re a dy Pay S to r e  a n d  how
I’m in it for  fift e e n  h u n d r e d,  a n d  al so  t his
Coh e n  & Sc hon do rf s ticks  m e  al so,  a n d  h e’s  g e t ting
a nxious.   So,  ei t h e r  h e  w a n t s  m e  I s ho uld  give
hi m  ove r  a  cou ple  of a c co u n t s ,  o r  ei t h e r  I s ho uld  t ak e
u p  so m e  of my p a p er.  Well, you  know  Fe d er, Abe. 
H e  don’t  w a n t  no t hing  b u t  A N u m b e r  O n e  conc e r n s ,
a n d  t h e n  h e  go t  t h e  b a nk’s lawye r  w h a t  is his
so n-in-law, De  Wit t  C. Fein holz, t h a t  h e  s ho uld  d r a w
u p  t h e  p a p e r s;  a n d  so  it go e s.   I go t  it  bills
r e c eivable  d u e  t h e  fi r s t  of t h e  m o n t h,  five t ho us a n d
dolla r s  fro m  s uc h  p eo ple  like  H eller, Blu m e nk ro h n  &
Co., of Cincin n a ti,  a n d  The  E m po riu m,  Dulu t h,  all
gil t-e d g e  a ccou n t s,  Abe, a n d  w hy s hould  I lose  it
t w e n ty p e r  c e n t .  on  t h e m,  ain’t  i t?”

“Su r e ,” Abe  m u r m u r e d.

“Well, t h a t’s  w h a t  I told  Fed er,”
Hy mie  w e n t  on.   “If I go t  to  t ak e  u p  a  co u ple
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of t hous a n d  dolla r s  I’ll do  it.   But  r u n nin g
a  big  pl a n t  like  I go t  it, Abe, n a t u r ally it m a k e s
m e  a  li t tl e  s ho r t .”
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“N a t u r ally,” Abe  a g r e e d.   H e  sc e n t e d
w h a t  w a s  co ming.

“But  a nyhow, I s ays  to  Fed er, I go t  it lot s
of frien d s  in t h e  t r a d e ,  a n d  I ain’t  ex ac tly
b rok e  ye t,  n ei t h er, Abe.”

H e  lift e d  his  S wiss-c h e e s e  s a n d wich  in hi s  lef t  h a n d,
holding  ou t  t h e  t hi r d  fing e r  t h e  b e t t e r  to  dis play
a  five-c a r a t  s ton e,  w hile  Abe  d evo t e d  hi m s elf to  his
ve al.

“Of cou r s e ,  Abe,” Hy mie  con tin u e d,  “on
t h e  fir s t  of t h e  m o n t h—t h a t’s only
t wo  w e e ks  al r e a dy—t hings  will b e  r u n ning
e a sy for  m e .”

H e  looke d  a t  Abe for  e n co u r a g e m e n t,  b u t  Abe’s
facial exp r e s sion  w a s  co m ple t ely hidd e n  by ve al s t ew,
fra g m e n t s  of w hich  w e r e  clinging  to  his  eye b row s.

“But,  n a t u r ally, I’m a t  p r e s e n t  a  lit tle
s ho r t ,” Hy mie  c ro ak e d,  “an d  so  I t hou g h t
m ayb e  you  could  h elp  m e  ou t  wi th,  s ay  a  t hou s a n d  dolla r s
till t h e  fir s t  of t h e  m o n t h ,  s ay.”

Abe  laid  dow n  his  knife  a n d  fork  a n d  m a s s a g e d  his
fac e  wi th  hi s  n a pkin.

“For  my p a r t ,  Hy mie,” h e  s aid,  “you
s ho uld  h ave  it  in a  mi n u t e .   I know it you  a r e
good  a s  gold,  a n d  if you  s ay  t h a t  you  will p ay  on  t h e
fir s t  of t h e  m o n t h  a  U-ni t e d  S t a t e s  bo n d  ain’t
no  b e t t er.”

H e  p a u s e d  imp r e s sively a n d  laid  a  h a n d  on  Hy mie’s
kn e e.

“Only, Hy mie,” h e  conclu d e d,  “I
go t  it a  p a r t n er.  Ain’t it?  And you
know M a w r u s s  Pe rlm u t t er, Hy mie.   H e’s a
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p r e t ty  h a r d  c us to m er, Hy mie,  a n d  if I w a s  to  d r a w
you  t h e  fir m’s c h eck  for  a  t ho us a n d,  Hy mie,  t h a t
felle r  would  h ave  a  r ec eive r  by t h e  cou r t  to-m o r ro w
m o r nin g  al r e a dy.  H e’s a  holy t e r ror, Hy mie,
b elieve  m e .”

Hy mie  sipp e d  gloo mily a t  his  coffee.

“But  M a w r u s s  Pe rlm u t t e r  w a s  alw ays  a  p r e t ty
good  frie n d  of min e,  Abe,” h e  s aid.   “Why
s ho uld n’t  h e  b e  willing  to  give  it m e  if you
a r e  a g r e e a ble?   Ain’t it?  And, a nyhow,
Abe, it  c a n’t  do  no  h a r m  to  a sk  hi m.”

“Well, Hy mie,  h e’s  ove r  a t  t h e  s to r e  now,”
Abe  r e plie d.   “Go a h e a d  a n d  a sk  hi m.”

“I know it w h a t  h e’d s ay  if I a sk  hi m,
Abe.  H e’d  t ell m e  I s ho uld  s e e  you; b u t
you  s ay  I s ho uld  s e e  hi m,  a n d  t h e n  I’m u p  in
t h e  air.  Ain’t it?”

Abe  t r e a t e d  hi m s elf to  a  final r u b dow n  with  t h e  n a pkin
a n d  sc r a m ble d  to  hi s  fee t .

“All r ig h t ,  Hy mie,” h e  s aid.   “If
you  w a n t  m e  I s ho uld  a sk  hi m  I’ll a sk  hi m.”

“Re m e m b er, Abe,” Hy mie  s aid  a s  Abe t u r n e d
a w ay, “only till t h e  fir s t ,  so  s u r e  w h a t  I’m
si t ting  h e r e .   I’ll r i ng  you u p  in  a  q u a r t e r
of a n  ho ur.”

Whe n  Abe  e n t e r e d  t h e  fir m’s s how-roo m  five min u t e s
la t e r  h e  foun d  Mor ris  cons u ming  t h e  las t  of so m e  c r ulle r s
a n d  coffe e  b ro u g h t  in fro m  a  n e a r-by b a k e ry by  Jake,
t h e  s hipping  cle rk.

“Well, Abe, m ayb e  you  t hink  t h a t’s  a  joke
you  s ho uld  ke e p  m e  h e r e  a  cou ple  of ho u r s  al r e a dy,”
Mo r ris  s aid.

“M a ny a  ti m e  I go t  to  s ay t h a t  to  you  al r e a dy,
M a w r u s s,” Abe r ejoine d.   “But,  a nyhow,
I didn’t  e a t  it so  m u c h,  M a w r u s s.   It  w a s
Hy mie  Kotze n  w h a t  ke e p s  m e.”

127



“Hy mie  Kotze n!” Mo r ri s  c rie d.   “Wh a t
for  s ho uld  h e  ke e p  you, Abe?  Blows you  to  so m e
tc h a m p a nye r  wine ,  m ay b e?”
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“Tcha m p a nye r  h e  ain’t  d rinking  it to-d ay,
M a w r u s s,  I b e t  yer,” Abe  r e plie d.   “H e
w a n t s  to  lend  it  fro m  u s  a  t ho us a n d  dolla r s.”

Mo r ris  laug h e d  r a ucou sly.

“Wh a t  a  c h a n c e!” h e  s aid.

“Till t h e  fi r s t  of t h e  m o n t h ,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  con tinu e d,  “a n d  I t ho u g h t  m ayb e  w e  wo uld
le t  hi m  h av e  it.”

Mo r ris  c e a s e d  lau g hin g  a n d  gl a r e d  a t  Abe.

“Tcha m p a nye r  you m u s t  h ave  b e e n  d rinking  it,
Abe,” h e  co m m e n t e d.

“Why s ho uld n’t w e  le t  hi m  h ave  it, M a w r u s s?”
Abe  d e m a n d e d.   “Hymie’s a  good  feller,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  a  s m a r t  b u sin es s  m a n,  too.”

“Is h e?” Mo r ris  yelled.   “Well,
h e  ain’t  s m a r t  e no u g h  to  ke e p  ou t  of failu r e s
like  Ba r n ey Fisc h m a n’s a n d  Coh e n  & S c hon do r f’s,
Abe, b u t  h e’s too  s m a r t  to  len d  it u s  a  t hou s a n d
dolla r s,  s u p posing  w e  w a s  s ho r t  for  a  cou ple  of d ays.  
N o,  Abe, I h e a r d  it  e no u g h  a bo u t  Hy mie  Kotze n  al r e a dy. 
I would n’t posi tively no t  len d  hi m  no t hing,
Abe, a n d  t h a t’s  fla t .”

To e n d  t h e  di sc us sion  effec tu ally h e  w e n t  to  t h e  c u t tin g-roo m
u p s t ai r s  a n d  r e m ain e d  t h e r e  w h e n  Hy mie  r a n g  u p.

“It  a in’t  no  u s e ,  Hy mie,” Abe  s aid.  
“M a w r u s s  wo uld n’t  t hink  of it.   We’re
s ho r t  ou r s elves.   You’ve no  ide e  w h a t  t ro u ble
w e  go t  it wi th  so m e  of ou r  collec tions.”

“But,  Abe,” Hy mie  p ro t e s t e d,  “I
go t  to  h av e  t h e  m o n ey.  I p ro mis e d  Fed e r  I would
give  it hi m  t hi s  af t e r noo n.”
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Abe r e m ain e d  silen t.

“I t ell you  w h a t  I’ll do,  Abe,”
Hy mie  insis t e d;  “I’ll co m e  a ro u n d  a n d
s e e  you.”

“It  wo n’t b e  no  u s e,  Hy mie,” Abe
s aid,  b u t  Ce n t r al w a s  his  only a u di tor, for  Hy mie
h a d  h u n g  u p  t h e  r e c eiver.  Ind e e d,  Abe h a d  h a r dly
r e t u r n e d  to  t h e  s how-roo m  b efor e  Hy mie  e n t e r e d  t h e
s to r e  door.

“Wh e r e’s M a w r u s s?” h e  a sk e d.

“Up  in t h e  c u t ting-roo m,” Abe r e plied.

“Good!” Hy mie  c rie d.   “Now look’y
h e r e ,  Abe, I go t  a  p ro posi tion  to  m a k e  it to  you.”

H e  t u g g e d  a t  t h e  di a m o n d  ring  on  t h e  t hi rd  finge r
of his  lef t  h a n d  a n d  laid  it  on  a  s a m ple-t a ble.  
The n  fro m  his  s hi r t-boso m  h e  u n s c r e w e d  a  minia t u r e
loco motive  h e a dligh t ,  w hich  h e  d e posi t e d  b e sid e  t h e
ring.

“S e e  t h e m  s ton es ,  Abe?” h e  con tinu e d.  
“They cos t e d  it  m e  on e  t ho us a n d  t h r e e  h u n d r e d
dolla r s  d u rin g  t h e  p a nic  al r e a dy, a n d  to-d ay I wo uldn’t
t ak e  t wo  t hou s a n d  for  ’em.  N ow, Abe, you
si t  r ig h t  do w n  a n d  w ri t e  m e  ou t  a  ch eck  for  a  t ho us a n d
dolla r s,  a n d  so  h elp  m e  I s hould  n eve r  s ti r  ou t  of
t his  h e r e  office,  Abe, if I a in’t  on  t h e  s po t
wi th  a  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  in  h a n d  t wo  w e eks  fro m  to-d ay,
Abe, you c a n  ke e p  t h e m  s to n e s ,  s e t t ings  a n d  all.”

Abe’s eyes  fai rly b ulg e d  ou t  of his  h e a d  a s
h e  looke d  a t  t h e  bl azing  di a mo n d s.

“But,  Hy mie,” h e  exclaim e d,  “I do n’t
w a n t  you r  di a m o n d s.   If I h a d  it t h e  m o n ey mys elf,
Hy mie,  b elieve  m e ,  you a r e  w elco m e  to  it like  you  w a s
my  ow n  b ro t h er.”

“I know all a bo u t  t h a t ,  Abe,” Hy mie  r e plie d,
“bu t  you ain’t  M a w r u s s ,  a n d  if you  go t
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s uc h  a  r e g a r d  for  m e  w h a t  you  claim  you  h ave,  Abe,
go  u p s t ai r s  a n d  a sk  M a w r u s s  Pe rlm u t t e r  will h e  do
it  m e  t h e  favor  a n d  le t  m e  h ave  t h a t  t hou s a n d  dolla r s
wi th  t h e  s to n e s  a s  s ec u ri ty.”
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Withou t  fu r t h e r  p a rl ey Abe t u r n e d  a n d  left  t h e  s how-roo m.

“M a w r u s s ,” h e  c alled  fro m  t h e  foot  of
t h e  s t ai r s ,  “co m e  do w n  h e r e  onc e.   I w a n t
to  s how  you  so m e t hing.”

In  t h e  m e a n ti m e  Hy mie  p ulle d  do w n  t h e  s h a d e s  a n d  t u r n e d
on  t h e  el ec t ric  ligh t s .   The n  h e  took a  s w a tc h
of bl ack  velve t e e n  fro m  his  pock e t  a n d  a r r a n g e d  it
ove r  t h e  s a m ple-t a ble  wi th  t h e  t wo  g e m s  in its  folds.

“Hy mie  Kotze n  is insid e  t h e  s how-roo m,”
Abe  explain e d  w h e n  Mor ris  a p p e a r e d  in a n s w e r  to  his
s u m m o n s.

“Well, w h a t  h av e  I go t  to  do  wi th  Hy mie  Kotze n?”
Mo r ris  d e m a n d e d.

“Co m e  inside  a n d  s p e a k  to  hi m,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  r ejoine d.   “H e  won’t  e a t  you.”

“M ayb e  you  t hink  I’m sc a r e d  to  t u r n  hi m
dow n,  Abe?” Mor ris  conclud e d  a s  h e  led  t h e  w ay
to  t h e  s how-roo m.   “Well, I’ll s how
you  diffe r e n t .”

“H allo, M a w r u s s,” Hy mie  c rie d.   “Wh a t’s
t h e  good  wo r d?”

Mo r ris  g r u n t e d  a n  ina r ticula t e  g r e e tin g.

“Wh a t  you  go t  all t h e  s h a d e s  do w n  for, Abe?”
h e  a sk e d.

“Don’t touc h  ’em,” Hy mie  s aid.  
“Jus t  you  h ave  a  look a t  t his  s a m ple-t a bl e  fir s t .”

Hy mie  s eize d  Mo r ris  by  t h e  a r m  a n d  t u r n e d  hi m  a ro u n d
u n til h e  face d  t h e  velve t e e n.

“Ain’t t h e m  p e a c h e s ,  M a w r u s s?” h e
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a sk e d.

Mo r ris  s t a r e d  a t  t h e  di a mo n ds,  al mos t  hyp no tized  by
t h ei r  b rilliancy.

“The m  s to n e s  b elong  to  you, M a w r u s s ,”
Hy mie  w e n t  on,  “if I do n’t p ay you  insid e
of t wo  w e e ks  t h e  t hou s a n d  dolla r s  w h a t  you’r e
going  to  lend  m e.”

“We ain’t  going  to  len d  you  no  t ho us a n d
dolla r s,  Hy mie,” Mo r ri s  s aid  a t  las t ,  “bec a u s e
w e  ain’t  go t  it to  len d.   We n e e d  it  in  ou r
ow n  b u sin es s,  Hy mie,  a n d,  b e sid es ,  you go t  t h e  w ro n g
ide e.   We ain’t  no  p a w n b roke r s ,  Hy mie; w e
a r e  in t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sin es s.”

“Hy mie  know s  it a ll a bo u t  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  b rok e  in, “a n d  h e  s hows  h e  ain’t  no
c rook, n ei th er.  If h e’s willing  to  t r u s t
you  wi th  t h e m  dia mo n d s,  M a w r u s s ,  w e  s hould  b e  willing
to  t r u s t  hi m  wit h  a  t ho us a n d  dolla r s.   Ain’t
it?”

“H e  co uld  t r u s t  m e  wi t h  t h e  di a m o n d s,  Abe, b e c a u s e
I ain’t  go t  no  u s e  for  di a m o n d s,” Mo r ris
r e plied.   “If a nyon e  gives  m e  di a mo n d s  t h a t
I s hould  t ak e  c a r e  of i t in to t h e  s afe  t h ey go. 
I a in’t  a  p e r so n  w h a t  s ticks  di a m o n d s  all ove r
mys elf, Abe, a n d  I do n’t b uy no  t c h a m p a nye r
win e  on e  d ay a n d  co m e  a ro u n d  t rying  to  lend  it  fro m
p eo ple  a  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  t h e  n ex t  d ay, Abe.”

“It  w a s  my wife’s bi r t h d ay,” Hy mie
explaine d;  “a n d  if I go t  to  s p e n d  it my  las t
c e n t ,  M a w r u s s,  I a lw ays  b uy t c h a m p a nye r  on  my wife’s
bi r t h d ay.”

“All r ig h t ,  Hy mie,” Mo r ri s  r e to r t e d;  “if
you  t hink  it  so  m u c h  of you r  wife,  len d  it fro m  h e r
a  t hou s a n d  dolla r s.”

“M ake  a n  e n d,  m a k e  a n  e n d,” Abe  c rie d;
“I h e a r  it e no u g h  al r e a dy.  P u t  t h e m  dia mo n ds
in t h e  s afe  a n d  w e  give  Hy mie  a  c h eck  for  a  t ho us a n d
dolla r s.”
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Mo r ris  s h r u g g e d  his  s ho uld e r s .

“All r ig h t ,  Abe,” h e  s aid.   “Do
w h a t  you  pl e a s e ,  b u t  r e m e m b e r  w h a t  I t ell it  you  now. 
I do n’t  know  no t hing  a bo u t  di a m o n d s  a n d  I don’t
c a r e  no t hin g  a bo u t  di a mo n d s,  a n d  if it  s hould  b e  t h a t
w e  go t  to  k e e p  it t h e  dia mo n d s  I do n’t  w a n t
no t hing  to  do  wi th  t h e m.   All I w a n t  it is my  s h a r e
of t h e  t ho us a n d  dolla r s.”
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H e  t u r n e d  on  his  h e el  a n d  b a n g e d  t h e  s how-roo m  doo r
b e hind  hi m,  w hile  Abe p ulled  u p  t h e  s h a d e s  a n d  Hy mie
t u r n e d  off t h e  ligh t s.

“Th a t’s a  fine  c r a nk  for  you, Abe,”
Hy mie  excl ai m e d.

Abe  s aid  no t hing,  b u t  s a t  dow n  a n d  w ro t e  ou t  a  c h e ck
for  a  t hou s a n d  dolla r s.

“I ho p e  t h e m  dia mo n d s  is wo r t h  it,” h e
m u r m u r e d,  h a n din g  t h e  c h e ck  to  Hy mie.

“If t h ey  ain’t,” Hy mie  r e plied  a s
h e  m a d e  for  t h e  door, “I’ll e a t  ’em,
Abe, a n d  I ain’t  go t  too  good  a  di-g e s tion,  n ei th er.”

At in t e rvals  of fift e e n  min u t e s  d u rin g  t h e  r e m aind e r
of t h e  af t e r noon  Mor ris  visi t e d  t h e  s afe  a n d  insp e c t e d
t h e  di a m o n d s  u n til Abe  w a s  m ove d  to  c ri ticise  his
p a r t n e r’s b e h avior.

“The m  dia m o n d s  ain’t  going  to  r u n  a w ay,
M a w r u s s.”

“M ayb e  t h ey will, Abe,” Mo r ris  r e plied,
“if w e  leave  t h e  s afe  op e n  a n d  p eo ple  co m e s
in a n d  ou t  all t h e  t im e.”

“So far, no bo dy ain’t  took no t hin g  ou t
of t h a t  s afe,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e to r t e d;  “bu t
if you  w a n t  to  lock t h e  s afe  I’m a g r e e a ble.”

“Wh a t  for  s ho uld  w e  lock t h e  s afe?” Mo r ris
a sk e d.   “We a r e  all t h e  t im e  g e t ting  t hings
ou t  of it  w h a t  w e  n e e d.   Ain’t it?  A
b e t t e r  ide e  I go t  it, Abe, is t h a t  you s ho uld  p u t
on  t h e  rin g  a n d  I will w e a r  t h e  pin,  o r  you  w e a r  t h e
pin  a n d  I will p u t  on  t h e  ring.”

“No, si r e e,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e plied.  
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“If I p u t  it on  a  big  pin  like  t h a t  a n d  I go t
to  t ak e  it off a g ain  in a  w e ek’s ti m e  mig h t  I
wo uld  c a t c h  a  cold  on  my ch e s t ,  m ay b e.   Besid es,
I a in’t  b uil t  for  di a mo n d s,  M a w r u s s .   So,
you  w e a r  ’em bo t h,  M a w r u s s .”

Mo r ris  force d  a  hollow lau g h.

“M e  w e a r  ’em, Abe!” h e  exclaim e d.  
“No, si r e e,  Abe, I’m no t  t h e  kind  w h a t
w e a r s  di a m o n d s.   I le ave  t h a t  to  s po r t s  like  Hy mie
Kotze n.”

N eve r t h el e s s,  h e  pl ac e d  t h e  rin g  on  t h e  t hi rd  fing e r
of his  lef t  h a n d,  wi t h  t h e  s ton e  t u r n e d  in, a n d  c a r efully
w r a p ping  u p  t h e  pin  in  tis s u e-p a p e r  h e  pl ac e d  it in
his  w ais tco a t  pock e t .   The  n ex t  d ay w a s  Wedn e s d ay,
a n d  h e  sc r e w e d  t h e  pin  in to  hi s  s hi r t-fron t  u n d e r n e a t h
a  fou r-in-h a n d  sc a rf.  On  Thu r s d ay h e  wo r e  t h e
ring  wi t h  t h e  s to n e  expos e d,  a n d  on  F rid ay h e  disc a r d e d
t h e  fou r-in-h a n d  sc a rf  for  a  bow  tie  a n d  s h a m ele ssly
flau n t e d  bo t h  ring  a n d  pin.

“M a w r u s s ,” Abe  co m m e n t e d  on  S a t u r d ay,
“m us t  you  s tick ou t  you r  lit tle  fing e r  w h e n
you  s mok e  it  a  ciga r?”

“H a bi t s  w h a t  I w a s  bo r n  wi th,  Abe,” Mor ris
r e plied.   “I c a n’t  h elp  it no n e.”

“M ayb e  you  w a s  bo r n  wi th  a  di a m o n d  rin g  on  you r
lit tle  fing er.  Wh a t?” Abe  jee r e d .

Mo r ris  gl a r e d  a t  hi s  p a r t n er.

“If you  t hink  t h a t  I e njoy it  w e a ring  t h a t  r in g,
Abe,” h e  d e cla r e d ,  “you  a r e  m u c h  mis t ak e n.  
You go t  u s  to  t a k e  t h e s e  h e r e  dia m o n d s,  Abe, a n d  if
t h ey  go t  s tole  on  u s,  Abe, w e  a r e  no t  only ou t  t h e
t hous a n d  dolla r s,  b u t  w e  wo uld  also  go t  to  p ay it
so  m u c h  m o r e  a s  Hy mie  Kotze n  would  s u e  u s  for  in  t h e
cou r t s .   I go t  to  w e a r  t his  h e r e  rin g,  Abe, a n d
t h a t’s  all t h e r e  is to  it.”

H e  w alked  a w ay to  t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e  wi th  t h e  ai r
of a  m a r tyr, w hile  Abe  g az e d  af t e r  hi m  in silen t  a d mi r a tion.
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Two w e eks  s p e d  q uickly by, d u rin g  w hich  Mor ris  s afe g u a r d e d
t h e  di a m o n d s  wi th  t h e  u t mos t  ze s t  a n d  e njoym e n t,  a n d
a t  len g t h  t h e  s e t tling  d ay a r rive d.   Mo r ri s  w a s
s u p e rin t e n ding  t h e  u n p a cking  of pi ec e  goods  in t h e
c u t ting-roo m  w h e n  Abe  d a r t e d  u p s t ai r s .

“M a w r u s s ,” h e  his s e d,  “Hymie  Kotze n
is dow n s t ai r s .”

By a  fea t  of leg e r d e m ain  t h a t  a  conju r e r  mig h t  h ave
e nvied,  Mor ris  t r a n sfe r r e d  t h e  pin  a n d  ring  to  his
w ais t co a t  pocke t  a n d  followe d  Abe  to  t h e  s how-roo m.

“Well, Hy mie,” Mo r ris  c rie d,  “w e
t hou g h t  you  wo uld  b e  p ro m p t  on  t h e  d ay.  Ain’t
it?”

Hy mie  s miled  a  sickly s mi rk  in w hich  t h e r e  w a s  a s
li t tle  mi r t h  a s  t h e r e  w a s  frie n dline ss.

“You go t  a no t h e r  t hink  co ming,” Hy mie
r e plied.

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?” Mor ris  exclai m e d.

“I’m u p  a g ain s t  it, boys,” Hy mie
explaine d.   “I exp ec t e d  to  g e t  it a  c h eck
for  t wo  t ho us a n d  fro m  H eller, Blu m e nk ro h n  t his  m o r nin g.”

“And did n’t  it  co m e?” Abe a sk e d.

“Su r e  it co m e,” Hy mie  r e plied,  “bu t
it  w a s  only sixt e e n  h u n d r e d  a n d  t w e n ty dolla r s.  
They claim  it t h r e e  h u n d r e d  a n d  eigh ty dolla r s  for
s ho r t a g e  in d elive ry, so  I r e t u r n e d  ’em t h e  c h eck.”

“You r e t u r n e d  ’em t h e  ch e ck, Hy mie?”
Mo r ris  c ri ed.   “And w e  go t  to  w ai t  for  ou r
t hous a n d  dolla r s  b e c a u s e  you  m a d e  it a  s ho r t a g e  in
d elive ry.”
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“I did n’t m a k e  no  s ho r t a g e  in d elive ry,”
Hy mie  d e cl a r e d .

“Well, Hy mie,” Abe  b roke  in, “you
s ay it you r s elf H eller, Blu m e nk ro h n  is gil t-e d g e,
A N u m b e r  O n e  p eo ple.   They ain’t  going  to
claim  no  s ho r t a g e  if t h e r e  w a s n’t  no n e,  Hy mie.”

“I g u e s s  you  don’t  know Louis  Blu m e nk ro h n,
Abe,” Hy mie  r e to r t e d.   “H e  claims
it  s ho r t a g e  b efo re  h e  u n p acks  t h e  goods  al r e a dy.”

“Well, w h a t  h a s  t h a t  go t  to  do  wi th  u s ,  Hy mie?”
Mo r ris  b u r s t  ou t .

“You s e e  how  it is,  boys,” Hy mie  explain e d;
“so I go t  to  a sk  it  you  a  cou ple  of w e e ks’
ex t e nsion.”

“A cou ple  of w e eks’ ex t e n sion  is nix,
Hy mie,” Abe s aid,  a n d  Mor ris  no d d e d  his  h e a d
in a p p roval.

“Eith e r  you  give  it u s  t h e  t ho us a n d,  Hy mie,”
w a s  Mo r ri s’ ul tim a t u m,  “or  ei t h e r  w e  ke e p
t h e  di a m o n d s,  a n d  t h a t’s  all t h e r e  is to  it.”

“Now, M a w r u s s ,” Hy mie  p ro t e s t e d ,  “you
ain’t  going  to  s h u t  dow n  on  m e  like  t h a t !  
M ak e  it t wo  w e eks  m o r e  a n d  I’ll give  you  a  h u n d r e d
dolla r s  bo n u s  a n d  in t e r e s t  a t  six p e r  c e n t .”

Abe  s hook his  h e a d.   “No, Hy mie,”
h e  s aid  fir mly, “w e  ain’t  no  loa n  s h a rks .  
If you  go t  to  g e t  t h a t  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  to-d ay you
will m a n a g e  it so m e how.  So  t h a t’s  t h e  w ay
it  s t a n d s.   We ke e p  op e n  h e r e  t ill six o’clock,
Hy mie,  a n d  t h e  dia m o n d s  will b e  w ai ting  for  you  a s
soon  so  you  b ring  u s  t h e  t ho us a n d  dolla r s.   Tha t’s
all.”

The r e  w a s  a  no t e  of finali ty in Abe’s ton e s
t h a t  m a d e  Hy mie  p u t  on  hi s  h a t  a n d  le ave  wi thou t  a no t h e r
wo r d.

“Yes, Abe,” Mo r ris  co m m e n t e d  a s  t h e  doo r
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clos e d  b e hind  Hy mie,  “so libe r al  you  m u s t  b e
wi th  my m o n ey.  Ain’t I told  you  fro m  t h e
ve ry s t a r t  t h a t  felle r  is a  lowlife?  Tcha m p a ny e r
h e  m u s t  d rink  it  on  his  wife’s bi r t h d ay, Abe,
a n d  also  h e  go t  to  w e a r  it di a mo n ds,  Abe, w h e n  h e  ain’t
go t  e no u g h  m o n ey to  p ay hi s  lau n d ry bill ye t .”
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“I ain’t  wor rying, M a w r u s s,” Abe
r e plied.   “H e  ain’t  going  to  le t  u s
k e e p  t h e m  dia mo n ds  for  a  t hou s a n d  dolla r s,  M a w r u s s.  
They’re  wor t h  a  w hole  lot  m o r e  a s  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s.”

“I do n’t  know how  m u c h  t h ey’re  wo r t h,
Abe,” Mo r ri s  g r u n t e d ,  p u t ting  on  his  h a t ,  “bu t
on e  t hing  I do  know; I’m going  a c ros s  t h e  s t r e e t
to  g e t  a  s h ave;  a n d  t h e n  I’m going  rig h t  dow n
to  Sig  Pollak  on  M aid e n  Lan e,  Abe, a n d  I’ll
find  ou t  jus t  ho w  m u c h  t h ey a r e  wo r t h.”

A m o m e n t  la t e r  h e  d e s c e n d e d  t h e  b a s e m e n t  s t e p s  in to
t h e  b a r b e r-s ho p  u n d e r  Wass e r b a u e r’s Cafe  a n d
Res t a u r a n t .

“H allo, M a w r u s s,” a  voice  c rie d  fro m  t h e
p ro p rie to r’s c h air.  “Ain’t it
a  ho t  w e a t h e r?”

It  w a s  S a m  Fed er, vice-p r e sid e n t  of t h e  Kosciusko
Bank, w ho  s poke.   H e  w a s  midw ay in t h e  divide d
e njoym e n t  of a  s h a m poo  a n d  a  la rg e  bl ack  cig ar, w hile
a n  el ec t ric  fan  oscilla t e d  ove r  hi s  h e a d.

“I b e t  ye r  it’s ho t ,  Mr. Fe d er,”
Mo r ris  a g r e e d,  t akin g  off his  co a t .

“Why do n’t you  t ak e  you r  ves t  off, too,
M a w r u s s?” S a m  Fe d e r  s u g g e s t e d.

“Th a t’s a  good  ide e ,” Mor ris  r e plied,
p e eling  off hi s  w ais tco a t .   H e  h u n g  it n ext  to
his  coa t  a n d  r el a p s e d  wi th  a  sigh  in to  t h e  n e a r e s t
vac a n t  c h air.

“Jus t  onc e  a ro u n d,  P hil,” h e  s aid  to  t h e
b a r b er, a n d  clos e d  his  eyes  for  a  s ho r t  n a p.

Whe n  h e  woke  u p  t e n  min u t e s  la t e r  P hil w a s  s p r aying
hi m  with  wi tc h-h az el w hile  t h e  p ro p rie to r  s tood  idly
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in  fron t  of t h e  mi r ro r  a n d  cu rl e d  his  flowing  bl ack
m u s t a c h e.

“Don’t t ak e  it so  p a r ticul ar, P hil,”
Mo r ris  e njoine d.   “I ain’t  go t  it
a ll d ay  to  si t  h e r e  in  t his  c h air.”

“All r ig h t ,  Mr. Pe rlm u t t er, all r ig h t ,”
P hil c ri ed,  a n d  in  les s  t h a n  t h r e e  mi n u t e s ,  pow d e r e d,
oiled  a n d  co m b e d,  Mo r ri s  climb e d  ou t  of t h e  c h air. 
His  co a t  w a s  in w ai ting,  h eld  by  a  di min u tive  It alia n
b r u s h boy, b u t  Mo r ris  w ave d  hi s  h a n d  imp a tie n tly.

“My ves t ,” h e  d e m a n d e d.   “I
do n’t  p u t  my  co a t  on  u n d e r  my ves t.”

The  b r u s h boy t u r n e d  to  t h e  vac a n t  r ow  of hooks.

“No go t t a  d a  ves t,” h e  s aid.

“Wh a t!” Mo r ris  g a s p e d.

“You didn’t h ave  no  ves t  on,  did  you,
Mr. Pe rlm u t t e r?” t h e  p rop rie to r  a sk e d.

“Su r e  I h a d  a  ves t ,” Mo r ris  c rie d.  
“Wh e r e  is it?”

On  t h e  w all h u n g  a  sign  w hic h  a dvise d  c us to m e r s  to
c h e ck  t h ei r  clo thin g  wi t h  t h e  c a s hie r  o r  no  r e s po nsibili ty
wo uld  b e  a s s u m e d  by t h e  m a n a g e m e n t,  a n d  it w a s  to
t his  no tice  t h a t  t h e  p ro p ri e to r  poin t e d  b efo r e  a n s w e rin g.

“I g u e s s  so m e bo dy m u s t  h ave  pinc h e d  it,”
h e  r e plie d  no nc h ala n tly.

It  w a s  no t  u n til t wo  ho u r s  af t e r  t h e  dis a p p e a r a n c e
of his  w ais t co a t  t h a t  Mor ris  r e t u r n e d  to  t h e  s to r e .  
In  t h e  m e a n ti m e  h e  h a d  b e e n  to  police  h e a d q u a r t e r s
a n d  h a d  ins e r t e d  a n  a dv e r tis e m e n t  in t h r e e  d aily n e w s p a p e r s .  
Mo r eove r  h e  h a d  cons ul t e d  a  lawyer, t h e  e min e n t  H e n ry
D. Feld m a n,  a n d  h a d  r ec eived  no  consola tion  ei th e r
on  t h e  sco r e  of t h e  b a r b e r’s liabili ty to  Pot a s h
& Pe rl m u t t e r  o r  of his  ow n  liabili ty to  Kotze n.
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“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid,  “how
m u c h  a r e  t h e m  dia mo n ds  wor t h?”
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The n  h e  looke d  u p  a n d  for  t h e  fi r s t  t im e  s a w  his  p a r t n e r’s
h a g g a r d  face.

“Holy s mok e s!” h e  c rie d.   “They’re
wind e r-gl a s s.”

Mo r ris  s hook hi s  h e a d.   “I wis h  t h ey w a s,”
h e  c ro ak e d.

“You wis h  t h ey  w a s!” Abe r e p e a t e d  in a cc e n t s
of a m az e m e n t.   “Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?”

“So m e bo dy pinc h e d  ’em on  m e,” Mo r ri s
r e plied.

“Wh a t!” Abe  s hou t e d .

“S-s h,” Mo r ris  his s e d  a s  t h e  doo r  op e n e d.  
I t  w a s  Hy mie  Kotze n  w ho  e n t e r e d .

“Well, boys,” h e  c rie d,  “eve ry cloud
is silve r-pl a t e d.   Ain’t it?  N o  soon e r
did  I g e t  b a ck  to  my s to r e  t h a n  I g e t  a  le t t e r  fro m
H e n ry D. Feld m a n  t h a t  Coh e n  & Sc ho n do rf w a n t  to  s e t tl e
for  for ty ce n t s  c a s h.   On  t h e  h e a d  of t h a t ,  min d
you, in  co m e s  Rudolph  H elle r  fro m  Cincinn a ti,  a n d
w h e n  I t ell hi m  a bo u t  t h e  c h eck  w h a t  t h ey  s e n t  i t m e
h e  fixes  it  u p  on  t h e  s po t .”

H e  b e a m e d  a t  Abe  a n d  Mor ris.

“So, b ring  ou t  t h e m  dia mo n d s,  boys,” h e
conclud e d,  “an d  w e’ll s e t t l e  u p  C. O.
D.”

H e  p ulled  a  roll of bills  fro m  his  pocke t  a n d  toye d
wi th  t h e m,  b u t  n ei t h e r  Abe no r  Mor ri s  s ti r r e d .

“Wh a t’s t h e  h u r ry, Hy mie?” Abe a sk e d
fee bly.
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“Wh a t’s t h e  h u r ry, Abe!” Hy mie  r e p e a t e d .  
“Well, ain’t  t h a t  a  fine  q u e s tion  for
you  to  a sk  it of m e!   Don’t si t  t h e r e  like
a  d u m my, Abe.  Ge t  t h e  di a m o n d s  a n d  w e’ll
fix it  u p.”

“But  wo uld n’t  to-m o r row  do  a s  w ell?”
Mo r ris  a sk e d.

Hy mie  s a t  b a ck  a n d  eye d  Mor ris  s u s piciously.

“Wh a t  a r e  you  t rying  to  do,  M a w r u s s?”
h e  a sk e d.   “M ak e  jokes  wi th  m e?”

“I ain’t  m a king  no  jokes,  Hy mie,”
Mo r ris  r e plied.   “The  fac t  is, Hy mie,  w e
go t  it t h e  di a mo n ds,  now—in ou r—no w—s afe ty-d e posi t
box, a n d  it  a in’t  conve nie n t  to  g e t  a t  it now.”

“Oh, it a in’t, a in’t  it?”
Hy mie  c ri ed.   “Well, it’s go t  to  b e
conve nie n t;  so,  Abe, you  g e t  a  m ove  on  you  a n d  go
dow n  to  t h e m  s afe ty-d e posi t  vaul t s  a n d  fe tc h  t h e m.”

“Let  M a w r u s s  fe tch  ’em,” Abe r e plied
w e a rily.  “The  s afe ty d e posi t  is his  ide e ,
Hy mie,  no t  min e.”

Hy mie  t u r n e d  to  Mo r ris.   “Go a h e a d,  M a w r u s s,”
h e  s aid,  “you  fe tc h  ’em.”

“I w a s  only s t r inging  you, Hy mie,” Mor ri s
c ro ak e d.   “We ain’t  go t  ’em in
no  s afe ty-d e posi t  vaul t  a t  a ll.”

“Th a t  s e t tl e s  i t,” Hy mie  c rie d,  ju m ping
to  his  fee t  a n d  ja m min g  his  h a t  dow n  with  bo t h  h a n d s.

“Wh e r e  you going,  Hy mie?” Abe c alled  af t e r
hi m.

“For  a  police m a n,” Hy mie  s aid.   “I
w a n t  t h e m  di a m o n d s  a n d  I’m going  to  h ave  ’em,
too.”

Mo r ris  r a n  to  t h e  s to r e  doo r  a n d  g r a b b e d  Hy mie  by
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t h e  coa t t ails.

“Wait  a  min u t e ,” h e  yelled.   “Hy mie,
I’m s u r p ris e d  a t  you t h a t  you s ho uld  a c t  t h a t
w ay.”

Hy mie  s to p p e d  s ho r t .

“I ain’t  a c ting,  M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid.  
“It’s you  w h a t’s a c ting.   All
I w a n t  it  is you  s ho uld  give  m e  my ring  a n d  pin,  a n d
I a m  s a tisfied  to  p ay you  t h e  t ho us a n d  dolla r s.”

They r e t u r n e d  to  t h e  s how-roo m  a n d  onc e  m o r e  s a t  dow n.

“I’ll t ell you  t h e  t r u t h ,  Hy mie,”
Mo r ris  s aid  a t  las t .   “I loa n e d  t h e m  dia mo n d s
to  so m e body, a n d  t h a t’s  t h e  w ay it is.”
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“You loan e d  ’em to  so m e bo dy!” Hy mie
c ri ed,  ju m ping  onc e  m o r e  to  his  fee t .   “My
dia mo n ds  you  loan e d  it,  M a w r u s s?   Well, a ll I go t
to  s ay  is ei t h e r  you  g e t  t h e m  dia m o n d s  b a ck  righ t
a w ay, o r  ei t h e r  I will c all a  police m a n  a n d  m a k e  you
a r r e s t e d .”

“M ake  m e  a r r e s t e d,  t h e n,  Hy mie,” Mo r ris
r e plied  r e sig n e dly, “bec a u s e  t h e  felle r  w h a t
I loa n e d  t h e m  dia mo n d s  to  wo n’t r e t u r n  ’em
for  t wo  w e eks  a nyhow.”

Hy mie  s a t  dow n  a g ain.

“For  t wo  w e e ks,  h ey?” h e  s aid.   H e
p a s s e d  his  h a n dk e rc hief ove r  his  face  a n d  looked  a t
Abe.

“Th a t’s a  fine,  n e rvy p a r t n e r  w h a t  you
go t  it,  Abe, I m u s t  s ay,” h e  co m m e n t e d .

“Well, Hy mie,” Abe  r e plie d,  “so
long  a s  you  c a n’t g e t  t h e m  dia mo n ds  b a ck  for
t wo  w e e ks  ke e p  t h e  t hous a n d  dolla r s  for  t wo  w e eks  a n d
w e  wo n’t c h a r g e  you  no  in t e r e s t  no r  no t hin g.”

“No, si r e e,” Hy mie  s aid; “ei th e r
I p ay  you  t h e  t hou s a n d  now, Abe, o r  I do n’t
p ay it you  for  t h r e e  m o n t h s ,  a n d  no  in t e r e s t  no r  no t hin g.”

Abe  looke d  a t  Mo r ri s,  w ho  nod d e d  hi s  h e a d  slowly.

“Wh a t  do  w e  c a r e ,  Abe,” h e  s aid,  “ two
w e e ks  o r  t h r e e  m o n t h s  is no  diffe r e nc e  now, ain’t
it?”

“I’m a g r e e a ble,  t h e n,  Hy mie,” Abe
d ecla r e d .

“All r ig h t ,” Hy mie  s aid  e a g e rly; “pu t
it  dow n  in w ri ting  a n d  sign  it,  a n d  I a m  s a ti sfied

146



you  s ho uld  ke e p  t h e  di a m o n d s  t h r e e  m o n t hs .”

Abe  s a t  dow n  a t  his  d e sk  a n d  sc r a t c h e d  a w ay for  five
min u t e s .

“H e r e  it is, Hy mie,” h e  s aid  a t  las t .  
“Hy m a n  Kotze n  a n d  Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  a g r e e s
it  t h a t  on e  t hous a n d  dolla r s  w h a t  h e  len t  it off of
t h e m  s ho uld  no t  b e  r e t u r n e d  for  t h r e e  m o n t h s  fro m  d a t e,
no  in t e r e s t  no r  no t hing.   And al so,  t h a t  Pot a s h
& Pe rl m u t t e r  s ho uld  no t  give  u p  t h e  di a mo n ds,  n ei t h er. 
POTASH & PERLMUTTER.”

“Th a t’s all r i gh t ,” Hy mie  s aid.  
H e  folde d  t h e  p a p e r  in to  his  pocke t book  a n d  t u r n e d
to  Mor ris.

“Also it  is u n d e r s tood,  M a w r u s s,  you  s houldn’t
len d  t h e m  dia mo n ds  to  no bo dy els e,” h e  conclud e d,
a n d  a  min u t e  la t e r  t h e  s to r e  doo r  close d  b e hin d  hi m.

Afte r  h e  h a d  go n e  t h e r e  w a s  a n  o mino us  silenc e  w hic h
Abe  w a s  t h e  firs t  to  b r e a k.

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “ain’t
t h a t  a  fine  m e s s  you  go t  u s  in to  i t?  M us t  you
wo r e  it t h e m  dia mo n d s,  M a w r u s s?   Why could n’t
you  le ave  ’em in t h e  s afe?”

Mo r ris  m a d e  no  a n s w er.

“Or  if you  h a d  to  lose  ’em, M a w r u s s,”
Abe  w e n t  on,  “w hy didn’t you  do n e  it  t h e
d ay w e  loa n e d  Hy mie  t h e  m o n ey?  The n  w e  could  of
s top p e d  ou r  c h e ck  by t h e  b a nk.   N ow  w e  c a n  do
no t hing.”

“I did n’t lose  t h e  di a mo n d s,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  p ro t e s t e d.   “I left  ’em in my
ves t  in t h e  b a r b e r-s hop  a n d  so m e bo dy took it  t h e  ves t .”

“Well, ain’t  you  go t  no  s u s picions,  M a w r u s s?”
Abe  a sk e d.   “Think, M a w r u s s ,  w ho  w a s  it
took t h e  ves t?”

Mo r ris  r ais e d  hi s  h e a d  a n d  w a s  a bo u t  to  r e ply w h e n
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t h e  s to r e  doo r  op e n e d  a n d  S a m  Fe d er, vice-p r e sid e n t
of t h e  Kosciusko Bank,  e n t e r e d  b e a rin g  a  b ro w n  p a p e r
p a r c el  u n d e r  his  a r m.

A p e r son al  visi t  fro m  so  w ell-know n  a  fina ncie r  cove r e d
Abe  wi th  e m b a r r a s s m e n t,  a n d  h e  jum p e d  to  his  fee t
a n d  r u s h e d  ou t  of t h e  s how-roo m  wit h  bo t h  a r m s  ou t s t r e t c h e d.
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“Mr. Fed er,” h e  excl aim e d,  “ain’t
t his  ind e e d  a  ple a s u r e?   Co m e  inside ,  Mr. Fe d er. 
Co m e  inside  in to  ou r  s how-roo m.”

H e  b ro u g h t  ou t  a  s e a t  for  t h e  vice-p r e sid e n t  a n d  d u s t e d
it  c a r efully.

“I ain’t  co m e  to  s e e  you, Abe,”
Mr. Fe d e r  s aid; “I co m e  to  s e e  t h a t  p a r t n e r
of you r s .”

H e  u n ti ed  t h e  s t r ing  t h a t  bo u n d  t h e  b ro w n  p a p e r  p a r c el
a n d  p ulled  ou t  it s  co n t e n t s .

“Why!” Mo r ris  g a s p e d.   “Tha t’s
my  ves t.”

“Su r e  it is,” Mr. Fed e r  r e plied,  “an d
it  jus t  fit s  m e ,  M a w r u s s .   In  fac t,  i t fit s  m e
so  good  t h a t  w h e n  I w e n t  to  t h e  b a r b e r-s hop  in a  t wo-piec e
s ui t  t his  m o r nin g,  M a w r u s s,  I co m e  a w ay wit h  a  t h r e e-piec e
s ui t  a n d  a  souve ni r  b e sid es .”

“A so uve ni r!” Abe c rie d.   “Wh a t
for  a  so uve ni r?”

Mr. Fe d e r  p u t  hi s  h a n d  in hi s  t ro us e r s  pock e t  a n d
t u m ble d  t h e  missing  ring  a n d  pin  on  to  a  b aize-cove r e d
s a m ple  t a bl e.

“Th a t  w a s  t h e  souve nir, Abe,” h e  s aid.  
“In fac t ,  t wo  souve ni r s.”

Mo r ris  a n d  Abe  s t a r e d  a t  t h e  di a m o n d s,  too  s t u n n e d
for  u t t e r a n c e .

“You’re  a  fine  feller, M a w r u s s ,”
Mr. Fe d e r  con tin u e d,  “to b e  c a r rying  a ro u n d
valu a ble  s ton es  like  t h e m  in you r  ves t  pock e t .  
Why, I s how e d  t h e m  s to n e s  to  a  felle r  w h a t  w a s  in
my  office  a n  ho u r  a go  a n d  h e  s ays  t h ey m u s t  b e  wo r t h
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p r e t ty  n e a r  five  h u n d r e d  dolla r s .”

H e  p a u s e d  a n d  looke d  a t  Mo r ris.

“And h e  w a s  a  p r e t ty  good  judg e  of di a mo n ds,
too,” h e  con tinu e d.

“Who w a s  t h e  feller, Mr. Fe d e r?” Abe  a sk e d.

“I g u e s s  you  know, Abe,” Mr. Fe d e r  r e plied.  
“His  n a m e  is Hy mie  Kotze n.”

CHAPTER VII

“M ax F ri e d,  of t h e  A La Mod e  S to r e ,  w a s  in h e r e
a  few min u t e s  sinc e,  M a w r u s s,” s aid  Abe Pot a s h,
to  his  p a r t n er, Mo r ris  Pe rl m u t t er, af t e r  t h e  la t t e r
h a d  r e t u r n e d  fro m  lunc h  on e  b usy Augus t  d ay, “a n d
bo u g h t  a  cou ple  of h u n d r e d  of t h e m  long  Trouvilles.  
H e  al so  w a n t e d  so m e t hin g  to  a sk  it of u s  a s  a  favor,
M a w r u s s.”

“Sixty d ays  is long  e no u g h,  Abe,” s aid
Mo r ris , on  t h e  p rinciple  of “onc e  bi t t e n,  twice
s hy.”  “For  a  m a n  w h a t  r u n s  a  li t tle
s to r e  like  t h e  A La Mo d e  on  M ain  S t r e e t ,  Buffalo,
Abe, M ax do n’t b uy too  few goods,  n ei th er. 
Ain’t it?”

“Don’t jum p  alw ays  for  conclusions,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  b rok e  in.  “This  ain’t  no  c r e di t
m a t t e r  w h a t  h e  a sks  it of u s .   His  wife  go t  a  sis t e r
w h a t  t h ey  w a n t e d  to  m a k e  fro m  h e r  a  t e a c h er, M a w r u s s ,
b u t  s h e  ain’t  go t  t h e  h e a d.   So,  M ax t hinks
w e  could  m ayb e  u s e  h e r  for  a  m o d el.  H e r  n a m e  is
Miss  Krei t m a n n  a n d  s h e’s a  p e rf ec t  t hi r ty-six,
M ax s ays,  only a  lit tl e  fa t.”

“And t h e n,  w h e n  s h e  t r i e s  on  a  g a r m e n t  for  a
c us to m er,” Mo r ri s  r ejoine d,  “th e  cu s to m e r
go es  a ro u n d  t elling  eve rybody t h a t  w e  c u t  ou r  s t uff
too  skim py.  Ain’t it?  N o,  Abe, w e  go t
alon g  so  fa r  good  wi th  t h e  m o d els  w h a t  w e  go t ,  a n d

150



I g u e s s  w e  c a n  k e e p  it u p.   Besid es,  if M ax is
so  a nxious  to  g e t  h e r  a  job, w hy do n’t  h e  t ak e
h e r  on  hi ms elf, Abe?”
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“Bec a u s e  s h e  lives  h e r e  in N e w  York wi th  h e r
m o t h er,” Abe explaine d;  “a n d  w h a t  c h a nc e
h a s  a  gi rl go t  in Buffalo, a nyw ay?  Tha t’s
w h a t  M ax s ays,  a n d  h e  also  told  it m e  t h a t  s h e  go t
a  ve ry fine  p e r so n ali ty, a n d  if w e  t hink  it ove r  m ayb e
h e  gives  u s  a n  in t rod uc tion  to  P hilip  H a h n,  of t h e
Flow e r  City Cr e di t  Outfit ting  Co m p a ny.  Tha t’s
a  million-dolla r  conc e r n,  M a w r u s s.   I b e t  ye r
t h ey’re  r a t e d  J to  K, fir s t  c r e di t ,  a n d  P hilip
H a h n’s  wife  is Miss  Krei t m a n n’s  m o t h e r’s
sis t er.  Leon  S a m m e t  will go  c r azy if h e  h e a r s
t h a t  w e  s ell t h e m  p eo ple.”

“Th a t’s all r i gh t ,  Abe,” s aid  Mo r ri s. 
“We ain’t  doing  b u sin es s  to  s pi t e  ou r
co m p e ti to r s;  w e’r e  doing  it  to  ple a s e  ou r  c us to m e r s
so  t h a t  t h ey’ll b uy goods  fro m  u s  a n d  m ayb e
t h ey’ll go  c r azy, too,  w h e n  t h ey s e e  h e r  fac e,
Abe.”

“M ax F ri e d  s ays  s h e  is a  good-looker.  No t hing
ex t r ao r din a ry, y’und e r s t a n d,  b u t  good,  s n a p py
s t uff a n d  u p  to  d a t e .”

“You t alk like  s h e  w a s  a  g a r m e n t ,  Abe,”
s aid  Mo r ris.

“Well, you  wouldn’t b uy no  g a r m e n t ,  M a w r u s s ,
jus t  b e c a u s e  so m e  on e  told  you  it  w a s  good.   Would
you?  So, M ax s ays  h e  wo uld  b ring  h e r  a ro u n d  t his
af t e r noon,  a n d  if w e  liked  h e r  H a h n  would  s top  in  a n d
s e e  u s  la t e r  in t h e  d ay.  H e  s ays  H a h n  picks  ou t
n eve r  less  t h a n  a  cou ple  of h u n d r e d  of on e  s tyle,
a n d  also  H a h n  is a  libe r al  b uyer, M a w r u s s .”

“Of cou r s e ,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  co m m e n c e d,  “if
w e’r e  doing  t his  to  oblige  P hilip  H a h n——”

“We’re  doing  it  to  oblige  P hilip H a h n
a n d  M ax F rie d  bo t h,  M a w r u s s,” Abe b rok e  in. 
“M ax s ays  h e  ain’t  go t  a  min u t e’s
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p e a c e  sinc e  Miss  Krei t m a n n  is old  e no u g h  to  g e t  m a r ri e d.”

“So!” Mo r ri s  c rie d.   “A m a t ri monial
a g e n cy w e’r e  r u n ning,  Abe.  Is  t h a t  t h e
ide a?”

“The  ide a  is t h a t  s h e  s ho uld  h av e  t h e  op po r t u ni ty
of m e e ting  by u s  a  b u sin es s  m a n,  M a w r u s s,  w h a t  c a n
give  h e r  a  good  ho m e  a n d  a  good  living,  too. 
M ax s ays  h e  is p r e t ty  n e a r  b rok e,  b uying  t r a n s po r t a tion
fro m  Buffalo to  N e w  York, M a w r u s s,  so  a s  h e  c a n  b u s t
u p  love  m a t c h e s  b e t w e e n  Miss  Krei t m a n n  a n d  so m e  good-looking
r e t ail s ale s m a n,  M a w r u s s,  w h a t  c a n  d a n c e  t h e  w al tz
A N u m b e r  O n e  a n d  could n’t  p ay  r e n t  for  ligh t
ho us ek e e pin g  on  Ch rys tie  S t r e e t .”

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  a g r e e d,  wi th  a  sigh
of r e sig n a tion,  “if w e  go t  to  hi r e  h e r  a s  a
con di tion  t h a t  P hilip  H a h n  gives  u s  a  cou ple  of good
or d e r s  a  s e a so n,  Abe, I’m a g r e e a ble.”

“N a t u r ally,” Abe  r e plied,  a n d  c a r efully
s elec ting  a  sligh tly-d a m a g e d  cig a r  fro m  t h e  M  to  P
firs t  a n d  s e co n d  c r e di t  cu s to m e r s’ box, h e  fell
to  a s so r tin g  t h e  s a m ple  line  a g ains t  P hilip  H a h n’s
co ming  t h a t  af t e r noo n.

His  t a sk  w a s  h a r dly b e g u n,  how ever, w h e n  t h e  s to r e
doo r  op e n e d  to  a d mi t  M ax F rie d  a n d  hi s  sis t e r-in-law. 
Abe  im m e di a t ely c e a s e d  his  s a m ple-a s so r ting  a n d  w alke d
forw a r d  to  g r e e t  t h e m.

“H ello, M ax,” h e  s aid.

M ax s top p e d  s ho r t ,  a n d  by t h e  si m ple  p roc e ss  of t h r u s ting
ou t  hi s  w ais t-line  a s s u m e d  a  dignity b efit ting  t h e
c e r e m o ny of in t ro d uc tion.

“Mr. Pot a s h,” h e  s aid  s eve r ely, “this
is Miss  Gussie  Krei t m a n n,  my  wife’s sis t er,
w h a t  I t alke d  to  you  a bo u t .”
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Abe g rin n e d  s hyly.

“All r ig h t ,” h e  s aid,  a n d  s hook  h a n d s
wi th  Miss  Krei t m a n n,  w ho  r e t u r n e d  hi s  g rin  wi th  a
d azzling  s mile.

“Mr. F rie d  t ells  m e  you  like  to  co m e  to  wo rk
by u s  a s  a  m o d el.  Ain’t it?” Abe
con tinu e d  in t h e  a cc e n t s  of t h e  s ucking  dove.  
“So, I g u e s s  you’d b e t t e r  go  ove r  to  Miss
Coh e n,  t h e  bookke e p er, a n d  s h e’ll s how  you  w h e r e
to  p u t  you r  h a t  a n d  co a t .”

“Oh, I a in’t  in no  h u r ry,” Miss
Krei t m a n n  r e plied.   “To-m o r ro w  m o r ning  will
do.”

“Su r e ,  s u r e ,” Abe m u r m u r e d.   H e  w a s
so m e w h a t  s hock e d  by Miss  Krei t m a n n’s  a p p e a r a n c e ,
for  w hile  M ax F ri e d’s r e s e rva tion,  “only
a  li t tl e  fa t,” h a d  give n  hi m  so m e  w a r ning,  h e
w a s  h a r dly p r e p a r e d  to  e m ploy so  p ro no u nc e d  a n  Amazon
a s  Miss  Krei t m a n n.   Tru e,  h e r  fea t u r e s ,  t ho u g h
la rg e ,  w e r e  q ui t e  r e g ular, a n d  s h e  h a d  fine  black
eye s  a n d  t h e  luxu rious  h ai r  t h a t  go es  wi th  t h e m;  b u t
a s  Abe g aze d  a t  t h e  convex line s  of h e r  g e n e ro us  figu r e
h e  could  no t  h elp  wo n d e ring  w h a t  hi s  p a r t n e r  wo uld
s ay w h e n  h e  s a w  h er.

As a  m a t t e r  of fac t,  a t  t h a t  p r e cise  m o m e n t  Mor ri s
w a s  t aking  in t h e  e n ti r e  si t u a tion  fro m  b e hin d  a  conve nie n t
r a ck  of r aincoa t s,  a n d  w a s  m e n t ally d e sig ning  a  n e w
line  of s a m ples  to  b e  c alled  The  P  & P  Sys t e m.  
H e  figu r e d  t h a t  h e  wo uld  lau nc h  it wi th  a  good,  live
a d  in  t h e  Daily Cloak  a n d  S uit  Reco r d,  to  b e  h e a d e d:  
Le t  ’Em All Co m e.   We Ca n  Fi t  Ev ery bo dy .
Larg e  Size s  a  S p e cial ty.

“Do you  t hink  you  will like  it  h e r e?”
Abe  h az a r d e d.
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“Oh, s u r e ,” M ax r e plied  for  his  sis t e r-in-law. 
“This  ain’t  t h e  fi r s t  tim e  s h e  wo rks  in
a  cloak  a n d  s ui t  ho u s e .   S h e  h elp s  m e  ou t  in t h e
s to r e  w h e n eve r  s h e  co m e s  to  Buffalo.  In  fac t,
s h e  know s  p a r t  of you r  line  al r e a dy, Abe, a n d  t h e
r e s t  s h e  lea r n s  p r e t ty  q uick.”

“You wo n’t find  m e  slow, Mr. Pot a s h,”
Miss  Krei t m a n n  b rok e  in.  “Mayb e  I ain’t
s uc h  a  good  m o d el  exce p t  for  la r g e  sizes,  b u t  I le a r n e d
to  s ell cloaks  by my b ro t h e r-in-law a n d  by my u n cle,
P hilip H a h n,  b efo r e  I could  t alk al r e a dy.  Wha t
I w a n t  to  do  no w  is to  m e e t  t h e  t r a d e  t h a t  co m e s  in to
t h e  s to r e .”

“Th a t’s w h a t  you’re  going  to  do,”
Abe  s aid.   “I will in t ro d uc e  you  to  eve rybody.”

The  t ho u g h t  t h a t  t his  wo uld  b e ,  p e r h a p s,  t h e  only
w ay to  g e t  r id  of h e r  len t  fe rvor  to  his  wo r d s,  a n d
M ax s hook  hi m  w a r mly by t h e  h a n d.

“I’m m u c h  oblige d,” h e  s aid.  
“M e  a n d  P hilip  H a h n  will b e  in s u r e  in  a  cou ple
of ho u r s ,  a n d  Gussie  co m e s  to  wo rk  to-m o r row  m o r nin g.”

Onc e  m o r e  Abe p roffe r e d  his  h a n d  to  hi s  n e w  m o d el,
a n d  a  m o m e n t  la t e r  t h e  doo r  sl a m m e d  b e hind  t h e m.

“So, t h a t’s  t h e  p a r ty, is it?” s aid
Mo r ris , e m e r gin g  fro m  his  hiding-plac e .   “Wh a t’s
s h e  looking  for  a  job  by  u s  for, Abe?  S h e  could
m a k e  it t wice  a s  m u c h  by a  ci rcus  sid es how  or  a  di m e
m u s e u m.”

“Philip  H a h n  will b e  h e r e  in a  cou ple  of ho u r s ,
M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied,  avoiding  t h e  t h r u s t .  
“I g u e s s  h e’s going  to  b uy a  big  bill of
goods,  M a w r u s s.”

“I ho p e  so,  Abe, b e c a u s e  it  n e e d s  q ui t e  a  few
big  bills  to  offse t  t h e  d a m a g e  a  m o d el  like  t his  h e r e
Miss  Krei t m a n n  c a n  do.  In  fac t ,  Abe,” h e
conclud e d,  “I’d b e  jus t  a s  w ell s a tisfied
if Miss  Krei t m a n n  could  give  u s  t h e  o r d e r s ,  a n d  w e
could  g e t  P hilip  H a h n  to  co m e  to  wo rk  by u s  a s  a  m o d el. 
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I a in’t  n eve r  s e e n  hi m,  Abe, b u t  I t hink  h e’s
go t  a  b e t t e r  s h a p e  for  t h e  line.”
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A sing ula r  d evo tion  to  d u ty m a r k e d  eve ry  a c tion  of
E m a n u el  Gubin,  s hip ping  cle rk  in t h e  w hole s ale  cloak
a n d  s ui t  e s t a blish m e n t  of Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t er. 
Tha t  is to  s ay, it h a d  m a rk e d  eve ry a c tion  u n til t h e
co m m e n c e m e n t  of Miss  Krei t m a n n’s  incu m b e n cy. 
In  t h e  ve ry ho u r  t h a t  E m a n u el  fi r s t  obs e rve d  t h e  lus t e r
of h e r  fine  bl ack  eyes  his  h e a r t  g ave  on e  bo u n d  a n d
n eve r  m o r e  r e g ain e d  it s  no r m al  g ai t .

As for  Miss  Krei t m a n n,  s h e  s a w  only a  s hipping  cle rk,
colla rl es s,  coa tl es s  a n d  wit h  all t h e  g ri m e  of his
c alling  u po n  hi m.   Two w e eks  el a p s e d,  ho w ever,
a n d  on e  eve nin g,  on  Lenox Avenu e,  s h e  e nco u n t e r e d
E m a n u el, fr e e d  fro m  t h e  ch rys alis  of his  e m ploy m e n t ,
a  n a t ty, lave n d e r-t ro us e r e d  b u t t e rfly of fas hion.  
The r e af t e r  s h e  c alled  hi m  M a n nie,  a n d  d u ring  b u sin es s
ho u r s  s h e  flas h e d  u po n  hi m  t hos e  s a m e  bl ack  ey es  wi th
r e s ul t s  dis a s t ro us  to  t h e  s hipping  e n d  of Pot a s h  &
Pe rl m u t t e r’s  b u sin e s s.

Packa g e s  in t e n d e d  for  t h e  af t e r noon  d elive ry of a
loc al exp r e s s  co m p a ny a r rived  in Flo rid a  t wo  w e e ks
la t er, w hile  t h e  ir a t e  b uye r  of a  Je r s ey City s to r e ,
w ho  imp a tie n tly a w ai t e d  a n  e m e r g e n cy s hip m e n t  of t e n
h e avy win t e r  g a r m e n t s ,  r ec eived  ins t e a d  h alf a  h u n d r e d
gos s a m e r  w r a p s  d e sig n e d  for  t h e  s u b-t ropic al w e a t h e r
of Palm Be ac h.

“I do n’t  know w h a t’s co m e  ove r  t h a t
fellow, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid  a t  las t .   “For m e rly
h e  w a s  a  c r a ck e rj ack—n eve r  m a d e  no  mis t ak e s
no r  no t hing;  a n d  now  I d a s s e n’t  t r u s t  him  a t
all, M a w r u s s .   Eve ryt hin g  w e  s hip  I go t  to  look
af t e r  it  mys elf, M a w r u s s .   We mig h t  a s  w ell h ave
no  s hipping  cle rk  a t  a ll.”

“You’re  rig h t ,  Abe,” Mo r ris  r e plied.  
“H e  g e t s  c a r el es s e r  eve ry d ay.  And w hy,
Abe?  Bec a u s e  of t h a t  Miss  Krei t m a n n.   S h e
b r e aks  u s  all u p ,  Abe.  I b e t  ye r  if t h a t  felle r
Gubin  h a s  took h e r  to  t h e  t h e ay t e r  onc e ,  Abe, h e  took
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h e r  fifty tim e s  al r e a dy.  H e  s p e n d s  eve ry c e n t
h e  m a k e s  on  h er, a n d  t h e  fir s t  t hing  you  know, Abe,
w e’ll b e  missin g  a  cou ple  of piec e s  of silk
fro m  t h e  c u t tin g-roo m.   Ain’t it?”

“H e  ain’t  no  t hief, M a w r u s s,” s aid
Abe, “an d,  b e sid e s,  you c a n’t  bl a m e  a
youn g  felle r  if h e  g e t s  s t uck  on  a  nice  gi rl like  Miss
Krei t m a n n,  M a w r u s s .   S h e’s a  s m a r t  gi rl,
M a w r u s s.   M e n d el  Im m e r glick, of Im m e r glick & F r a nk,
w a s  in h e r e  yes t e r d ay, M a w r u s s ,  a n d  s h e  s how e d  him
t h e  line,  M a w r u s s,  a n d  b elieve  m e ,  M a w r u s s,  Im m e r glick
s ays  to  m e  I could n’t  h ave  do n e  it  b e t t e r  mys elf.”

“H u h!” Mo r ri s  s no r t e d .   “A youn g
felle r  like  Im m e r glick, w h a t  b uys  it of u s  a  cou ple
of h u n d r e d  dolla r s  a t  a  t im e,  s h e  falls  all ove r  h e r s elf
to  ple a s e  hi m,  Abe.  And w hy?  Bec a u s e  Im m e r glick’s
go t  a  fine  m u s t a c h e  a n d  is a  s w ell d r e s s e r
a n d  h e  ain’t  m a r r ie d.   But  you  t ak e  it  a
good  cu s to m e r  like  Adolph  Roths t ein,  Abe, a n d  w h a t
do es  s h e  do?   At fi r s t  s h e  w a s  all s mile s  to  hi m,
b ec a u s e  Adolph  is a  good-looking  feller.  Bu t  t h e n
s h e  h e a r s  hi m  t elling  m e  a  h a r d-luck s to ry a bo u t  his
wife’s op e r a tion  a n d  ho w  his  eld e s t  boy S a m mie
is now  s eve n  al r e a dy a n d  ain’t  n ev e r  b e e n  sick
in hi s  life, a n d  las t  m o n t h  h e  g e t s  t h e  w hooping  cou g h
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a n d  all six of Adolph’s boys  g e t s  it  on e  af t e r
t h e  o t h er.  The n,  Abe, s h e  t r e a t s  Adolph  like
a  d a w g,  Abe, a n d  t h e  firs t  t hing  you know  h e  looks
a t  hi s  w a tc h  a n d  s ays  h e  go t  a n  a p poin t m e n t  a n d  h e’ll
b e  b a ck.   But  h e  do n’t  co m e  b a ck  a t  all,
Abe, a n d  t his  noon ti m e  I s e e n  Leon  S a m m e t  a n d  Adolph
in Wass e r b a u e r’s Res t a u r a n t .   They w a s  e a t ing
t h e  r e g ula r  din n e r  wi t h  c hic k e n , Abe, a n d  I
s e e n  Leon  p ay for  it.”

Abe  r e c eived  his  p a r t n e r’s h a r a n g u e  in  silenc e.  
His  eye s  g az e d  vac a n tly a t  t h e  s to r e  door, w hich  h a d
jus t  op e n e d  to  a d mi t  t h e  le t t e r-c a r ri er.

“Su p pos e  w e  do  lose  a  cou ple  of h u n d r e d  dolla r s
t r a d e ,” h e  s aid  a t  len g t h;  “one  cu s to m e r
like  P hilip  H a h n  will m a k e  it u p  t e n  tim e s,  M a w r u s s .”

“Well, you’ll lose  hi m,  too, Abe, if you
do n’t  look ou t ,” s aid  Mor ris,  w ho  h a d
conclud e d  t h e  r e a din g  of a  typ e w ri t t e n  le t t e r  wi t h
a  sc r a wle d  pos t sc rip t.   “Jus t  s e e  w h a t  h e
w ri t e s  u s.”

H e  h a n d e d  ove r  t h e  mi ssive,  w hich  r e a d  a s  follows: 

M ESSRS.  POTASH & PERLMUTTER.

Ge n t s: We a r e  r e q u e s t e d
by M r s.  Krei t m a n n  of you r  ci ty to  a sk
a bo u t  a  youn g  fellow w h a t  wo rks  for  you  by t h e
n a m e  of E m a n u el
Gubin.   H a s  h e  a ny fu tu r e ,  a n d  w h a t  is hi s
p ros p ec t s?   By doing  so
you  will g r e a tly oblige
Truly you r s,
THE FLOWER CITY CREDIT OUTFITTING CO.

Dic.  P H/K

P. S. I do n’t  like  s uc h
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m o nk ey b u sin es s.   I t ho u g h t  you  kn e w  it.   I
do n’t  w a n t  no  s ale s m a n.   Wh a t  is t h e
m a t t e r  wi th  you  a nyw ay?

P HILIP
HAHN.

Abe  folde d  u p  t h e  le t t er, a n d  his  m o u t h  b e c a m e  a  s t r aig h t
line  of d e t e r min a tion  u n d e r  his  s t u b by m u s t a c h e.

“I g u e s s  I fix t h a t  youn g  feller,” h e
c ri ed,  s eizing  a  p e n.   H e  w ro t e:  

FLOWER CITY CREDIT OUTFITTING
COMPANY.

Ge n t s: Your  favor  of t h e
1 4 t h  ins t.  r e c eive d  a n d  con t e n t s  no t e d
a n d  in r e ply wo uld  s ay t h e  youn g  fellow w h a t
you  inq ui r e  a bo u t
ain’t  go t  no  fu tu r e  wi th  u s  a n d  t h e  p ros p ec t s
is h e  g e t s  fir e d  on
S a t u r d ay.  We t r u s t  t his  is s a tisfac to ry. 
Truly you r s,
POTASH & PERLMUTTER.

On  S a t u r d ay af t e r noon  Mo r ris  Pe rl m u t t e r  w a s  p u t tin g
on  his  h a t  a n d  coa t  p r e p a r a to ry to  going  ho m e.  
H e  h a d  jus t  fir e d  M a n nie  Gubin  wi th  a  r elish  a n d  s a tisfac tion
s eco n d  only to  w h a t  would  h av e  b e e n  his  s e n s a tions
if t h e  op e r a tion  h a d  b e e n  di r e c t e d  tow a r d  Miss  Krei t m a n n.  
As h e  w a s  a bo u t  to  leave  t h e  s ho w-roo m  Abe  e n t e r e d .

“Oh, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  c rie d,  “you  ou g h t
to  s e e  Miss  Krei t m a n n.   S h e’s all b rok e
u p  a bo u t  M a n nie  Gubin,  a n d  s h e’s  c rying  so m e t hin g
t e r rible.”

“Is s h e?” Mo r ris  s aid,  p e e rin g  ove r  his
p a r t n e r’s s houlde r  a t  t h e  g rief-s t ricke n  m o d el,
w ho  w a s  giving  ve n t  to  h e r  e m o tions  in t h e  fa r  co r n e r
of t h e  s ale s roo m.   “Well, Abe, you  t ell h e r
to  co m e  a w ay fro m  t h e m  ligh t  goods  a n d  c ry ove r  t h e
blu e  s a tin e t s.   They do n’t s po t  so  b a d.”

Miss  Gussie  Krei t m a n n  evide n tly kn e w  how  to  conc e al
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a  s ec r e t  so r row, for  ou t w a r dly s h e  r e m ain e d  u n c h a n g e d.  
S h e  con tinu e d  to  scowl a t  t hos e  of h e r  e m ploye r s’
c us to m e r s  w ho  w e r e  m e n  of fa mily, a n d  b e a m e d  u po n  t h e
u n m a r ri e d  t r a d e  wi th  all t h e  p a r ti ali ty s h e  h a d  di spl aye d
d u ring  M a n nie  Gubin’s t e n u r e  of e m ploym e n t.  
Ind e e d,  h e r  a mia bili ty tow a r d  t h e  b a c h elo r s  w a s  if
a ny t hing  in t e nsified,  e s p e ci ally in t h e  c a s e  of M e n d el
Im m e r glick.
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M a ny ti m es  h e  h a d  s e t tl e d  lunc h  c h e cks  in t wo  figu r e s ,
for  Miss  Krei t m a n n’s a p p e ti t e  w a s  in  p ro po r tion
to  h e r  size.   Mo r eover, a  p ro min e n t  Broa d w ay floris t
w a s  t h r e a t e nin g  M e n d el  wi th  s ui t  for  flowe r s  s u p plied
Miss  Krei t m a n n  a t  his  r e q u e s t .   N o r  w e r e  t h e r e
lacking  o t h e r  sig ns,  s uc h  a s  t h e  b rilliancy of M e n d el’s
c r ava t s  a n d  t h e  c a r eful m a nic u ring  of his  n ails, to
indica t e  t h a t  h e  w a s  p aying  cou r t  to  Miss  Krei t m a n n.

“I t hink,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  s aid  finally, “we’r e
d u e  for  a n  inq ui ry fro m  t h e  Flow e r  City Co m p a ny a bo u t
Im m e r glick & F r a nk.”

“I ho p e  no t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe  r e plied.  
“I n ev e r  like d  t h e m  p eo ple,  M a w r u s s .   In
fac t,  la s t  w e ek  M e n d el Im m e r glick s t r uck  m e  for  n e w
t e r m s—nin e ty ins t e a d  of sixty d ays—a n d
h e  w a n t e d  to  give  m e  a  cou ple  of t hou s a n d  dolla r  o r d er. 
I t u r n e d  hi m  dow n  cold,  M a w r u s s .   People  w h a t  t h row
s uc h  a  bluff like  M e n d el  Im m e r glick do n’t give
m e  no  confide nc e,  M a w r u s s .   I’m willing
to  s ell him  u p  to  five  h u n d r e d  a t  sixty d ays,  b u t  t h a t’s
all.”

“Oh, I do n’t  know, Abe,” Mo r ri s
p ro t e s t e d.   “A cou ple  of b rig h t  boys  like
M e n d el  Im m e r glick a n d  Louis  F r a nk  c a n  wo rk  u p  a  nic e
b u sin es s  af t e r  a  w hile.”

“Ca n  t h ey?” Abe r ejoine d.   “Well,
m o r e  likely t h ey wo rk  u p  a  nic e  line  of c r e di t ,  M a w r u s s ,
a n d  t h e n,  lit tl e  by  lit tl e,  t h ey m a k e  it a  big  failu r e ,
M a w r u s s.   A felle r  w h a t  c u rls  hi s  m u s t a c h e  like
M e n d el  Im m e r glick ain’t  no  s t r a n g e r  to  a u c tion
ho us es ,  M a w r u s s .   I b e t  ye r  h e’s go t  it a ll
figu r e d  ou t  r i gh t  no w  w h e r e  h e  c a n  g e t  a dva nc e  ch e cks
on  consign m e n t s .”

“I t hink  you  do  t h e  felle r  a n  inju ry, Abe,”
s aid  Mo r ris.   “I t hink  h e  m e a n s  w ell, a n d
b e side s ,  Abe, b u sin e ss  p eo ple  is g e t ting  so  cons e rva tive
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t h a t  t h e r e  ain’t  no  m o r e  m o n ey in failu r e s .”

“I g u e s s  t h e r e’s e no u g h  for  M e n d el  Im m e r glick,”
Abe  s aid,  a n d  dis miss e d  t h e  s u bjec t.

Two w e eks  la t e r  t h e  a n ticipa t e d  le t t e r  a r rive d  in
t h e  following  for m: 

M ESSRS.  POTASH & PERLMUTTER.

Ge n t s: M r s .  Krei t m a n n  of
you r  ci ty r e q u e s t s  u s  to  a sk  you  a bo u t
on e  of you r  cus to m e r s  by  t h e  n a m e  of Mr. M e n d el
Im m e r glick, of
Im m e r glick & F r a nk.   We d r e w  a  r e po r t  on
hi m  by bo t h  co m m e rcial
a g e n cie s  a n d  a r e  fai rly w ell s a tisfied,  b u t  would
b e  oblige d  if
you  s ho uld  m a k e  inq ui ries  a m o n g s t  t h e  t r a d e  for
u s  a n d  g r e a tly
oblige
Yours  t r uly,
THE FLOWER CITY CREDIT OUTFITTING CO.

Dic.  P H/K

P. S. I h e a r  it  t his  fellow is
a  good  b righ t  youn g  fellow.  I will
b e  in N. Y. n ex t  m o n t h  a n d  exp e c t  to  lay in my
s p rin g  goods.  
P HILIP
HAHN.

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid,  a s  h e  finish e d
r e a din g  t h e  le t t er, “I’m so r ry to  g e t
t his  le t t er.  I don’t  know w h a t  I could  t ell
it  hi m  a bo u t  t his  fellow Im m e r glick.  N ow, if
it  w a s  a  r e s po n sible  conc e r n  like  H e n ry  Feige n b a u m,
of t h e  H.  F. Cloak  Co m p a ny, i t wo uld  b e  diffe r e n t .”

“H e n ry  Feig e n b a u m!” Mo r ris  exclaim e d.  
“Why, h e’s only go t  on e  eye.”

“I know it, M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied,  “bu t
h e’s go t  six s to r e s ,  a n d  t h ey’r e  all m a kin g
ou t  good.   Bu t ,  a nyhow, M a w r u s s ,  I ain’t
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going  to  do  no t hin g  in a  h u r ry.  I’ll m a k e
good  inqui ries  b efo r e  I a n s w e r  hi m.”
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“Wh a t’s t h e  u s e  of m a kin g  inq ui rie s?”
Mo r ris  p ro t e s t e d.   “Tell hi m  it’s
all r ig h t .   I go t  e no u g h  of t his  Miss  Krei t m a n n
al r e a dy, Abe.  S h e’s killed  e no u g h  t r a d e
for  u s .”

“Wh a t!” Abe  c rie d.   “Tell hi m
it’s all r i gh t ,  w h e n  for  all I know  M e n d el  Im m e r glick
is h e a d e d  s t r aigh t  for  t h e  b a nk r u p t cy cou r t s ,  M a w r u s s .  
You m u s t  b e  c r azy, M a w r u s s.   Ain’t H a h n
s aid  h e’s co ming  do w n  n ex t  m o n t h  to  b uy his
s p rin g  goods?   Wh a t  you  w a n t  to  do,  M a w r u s s?  
Th row  t h r e e  to  five t ho us a n d  dolla r s  in t h e  s t r e e t ,
M a w r u s s?”

“You t alk foolishn e s s ,  Abe,” Mo r ris  r ejoine d.  
“Onc e  a  m a n  g e t s  m a r ri e d,  his  wife’s fa mily
h a s  go t  to  s t a n d  for  hi m.   S u p pos e  h e  do es  b u s t
u p;  would  t h a t  b e  ou r  faul t ,  Abe?  The n  P hilip
H a h n  s e t s  hi m  u p  in b u sin es s  a g ain,  a n d  t h e  fir s t
t hin g  you  know, Abe, w e  go t  t wo  cus to m e r s  ins t e a d
of on e.   And I b e t  ye r  w e  could  g e t  P hilip  H a h n
to  g u a r a n t e e  t h e  a c co u n t  ye t.”

“The m  t h eo ri es  w h a t  you go t ,  M a w r u s s,  so u n ds
good,  b u t  m ayb e  h e  b u s t s  u p  b e fore  t h ey g e t
m a r r ie d,  a n d  t h e n ,  M a w r u s s ,  w e  los e  P hilip H a h n’s
b u sin es s  a n d  M ax F rie d’s b usin e ss ,  a n d  w e  a r e
al so  ou t  a  s t e rling  silve r  e n g a g e m e n t  p r e s e n t  for
Miss  Krei t m a n n.   Ain’t it?”

H e  p u t  on  hi s  h a t  a n d  co a t  a n d  li t a  cig ar.

“I g u e s s,  M a w r u s s,  I’ll go  rig h t  now,”
h e  conclu d e d,  “an d  s e e  w h a t  I c a n  find  ou t  a bo u t
hi m.”

In  t h r e e  ho u r s  h e  r e t u r n e d  a n d  e n t e r e d  t h e  s how-roo m.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  c rie d,  “wh a t
did  you  find  ou t?   Is  it all r i gh t?”
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Abe c a r efully s el ec t e d  a  fr es h  cig a r  a n d  s hook hi s
h e a d  sole m nly.

“Nix, M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid.   “M e n d el
Im m e r glick is nix for  a  nice  gi rl like  Miss  Krei t m a n n.”

H e  took p a p e r  ou t  of his  w ais tco a t  pock e t  for  t h e
p u r pos e  of r ef r e s hing  his  m e m o ry.

“Fir s t ,  I s e e n  Mo e  Klein,  of Kling e r  & Klein,”
h e  w e n t  on.   “Moe  s ays  h e  s e e n  M e n d el  Im m e r glick,
in  t h e  b a ck  of Wass e r b a u e r’s Cafe,  pl aying  a u c tion
pinoc hle  wi t h  a  cou ple  of loafe r  s ale s m e n  a t  t h r e e
o’clock in t h e  af t e r noon,  a n d  w hile  Mo e  w a s
s t a n din g  t h e r e  al r e a dy t h e m  t wo  low-lives  s e t  Im m e r glick
b ack  t h r e e  tim e s  on  fou r  h u n d r e d  h a n d s  a t  a  dolla r
a  h u n d r e d,  do u ble  dou ble .”

“And w h a t  w a s  Mo e  doing  t h e r e?” Mo r ri s
a sk e d.

“I w a s n’t  m a king  no  inves tig a tion  of Mo e,
M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied.   “Believe  m e,
I go t  e no u g h  to  do  to  find  ou t  a bo u t  Im m e r glick. 
Also, Mo e  t ells  m e  t h a t  Im m e r glick co m e s  in to  t h ei r
pl ac e  a n d  w a n t s  to  b uy off t h e m  t h r e e  t hous a n d  dolla r s
a t  nin e ty d ays.”

“And did  t h ey  s ell him?” Mor ris  a sk e d.

“Did t h ey  s ell h im?” Abe c ri e d.  
“If you  w a s  to  m e e t  a  b u r gl a r  co min g  in to  t h e
s to r e  a t  mid nig h t  wit h  a  jim my a n d  a  d a rk  lan t e r n,
M a w r u s s,  I s u p pos e  you’d volun t e e r  to  give  hi m
t h e  co m bin a tion  of t h e  s afe.   Wh a t?   N o,  M a w r u s s,
t h ey  didn’t  s ell hi m.   S uc h  c us to m e r s  is
for  s uck e r s  like  S a m m e t  Brot h e r s ,  M a w r u s s.   Leon
S a m m e t  s ays  t h ey sold  hi m  t h r e e  t hou s a n d  a t  fou r  m o n t hs .  
Also, Ele n bo g e n  sold  hi m  a  big  bill, s a m e  t e r m s ,  M a w r u s s .  
Bu t  big  ho us e s  like  Wechs el, Bau m  & Mille r  a n d  F r e d e rick
S t e t t e r m a n n  won’t s ell hi m  a t  a ny t e r m s,  M a w r u s s .”
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“If eve rybody w a s  so  cons e rva tive  like  Wechs el,
Bau m  & Miller,” s aid  Mo r ri s,  “ th e  r e t aile r s
mig h t  a s  w ell go  ou t  of b u sin es s.”

“Wait  a  bi t ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e plied.  
“Th a t  ain’t  all.  Louis  F r a nk’s
wife  is a  sis t e r  to  t h e  Tra d e r s’ a n d  M e r c h a n t s’
Ou tle t ,  of Louisville—you  know  t h a t  t hief,
M a rks  Les hinsky; a n d  Louis  F r a nk’s u ncle,  M a w r u s s,
is Elka n  F r a nk  & Co m p a ny, t h e m  big  s windle r s,  t h e m
a u c tion e e r s ,  ou t  in Chica go.”

Abe  s a t  dow n  a n d  dipp e d  his  p e n  in  t h e  inkw ell wi th
s uc h  forc e  t h a t  t h e  s po tle s s  s u rfac e  of Mo r ris’
s hi r t ,  w hich  h e  h a d  do n n e d  t h a t  m o r ning,  a s s u m e d  a
polka do t  p a t t e r n.   I t  w a s ,  t h e r efo r e,  so m e  mi n u t e s
b efo r e  Abe  could  d evo t e  hi m s elf to  hi s  t a sk  in silenc e.  
Fin ally, h e  evolved  t h e  following:  

THE FLOWER CITY CREDIT
OUTFITTING CO.

Ge n t s :  Your favor
of t h e  1 6 t h  ins t.  r e c eived  a n d  con t e n t s
no t e d ,  a n d  in r e ply wo uld  s ay ou r  Mr. Pot a s h
s e e n  t h e  t r a d e
ex t e nsively a n d  w e  a r e  so r ry  to  s ay  it  in t h e
s t ric t e s t
confide nc e  t h a t  w e  ain’t  go t  no  confide nc e
in t h e  p a r ty  you  n a m e.  
You s ho uld  on  no  conside r a tion  do  a ny thing  in
t h e  m a t t e r  a s  all
a c co u n t s  a r e  ve ry b a d.   We will t ell you r
Mr. H a h n  t h e  p a r ticula r s
w h e n  h e  is n ext  in ou r  ci ty. 
Yours  t r uly,
POTASH & PERLMUTTER.

“It  a in’t  no  m o r e  t h a n  h e  d e s e rve s,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  co m m e n t e d  af t e r  Mo r ris  h a d  r e a d  t h e  le t t er.
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“No,” Mo r ri s  a d mi t t e d,  “bu t  af t e r
t h e  w ay Miss  Krei t m a n n  go t  t h a t  felle r  Gubin  in t h e
hole  a n d  t h e  w ay s h e  t r e a t e d  Adolph  Roths t ein,  Abe,
it  a in’t  no  m o r e  t h a n  s h e  d e s e rves,  n ei t h er.”

For  s eve r al d ays  af t e r w a r d  Miss  Krei t m a n n  w e n t  a bo u t
h e r  work  wi t h  no t hing  b u t  scowls  for  Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r’s
c us to m e r s ,  m a r ri e d  a n d  u n m a r ri e d  alike.

“The  t hin g  go es  too  far, Abe,” Mo r ri s
p ro t e s t e d.   “Sh e  kills  ou r  e n ti r e  t r a d e .  
H a h n  o r  no  H a h n,  Abe, I s ay w e  s ho uld  fir e  h er.”

Abe  s hook his  h e a d.   “It  a in’t  n e c e s s a ry,
M a w r u s s,” h e  r e plied.

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?”

“The  gi rl g e t s  d e s p e r a t e ,  M a w r u s s .   S h e
fire s  h e r s elf.  S h e  told  m e  t his  m o r nin g  s h e  do n’t
s e e  no  fu t u r e  h e r e ,  so  s h e’s  going  to  leave  a t
t h e  e n d  of t h e  w e e k.   S h e  s ays  s h e  will m ayb e
t ak e  u p  t r ain e d  n u r sin g.   S h e  h e a r s  it  t h a t  t h e r e
a r e  lot s  of op e nings  for  a  youn g  wo m a n  t h a t  w ay.”

Mo r ris  s a t  dow n  a n d  fai rly b e a m e d  wi th  s a tisfac tion.

“Th a t’s t h e  b e s t  pi ec e  of n e w s  I h e a r
it  in a  long  tim e,  Abe,” h e  s aid.   “Now
w e  c a n  do  m ayb e  so m e  b u sine s s.”

“M ayb e  w e  c a n,” Abe  a d mi t t e d.   “But
no t  wit h  P hilip  H a h n.”

“Why no t?” Mo r ris  c rie d.   “We
do n e  ou r  b e s t  by him.   Ain’t w e?   Throu g h
hi m  w e  los t  it  a  good  c us to m er, a n d  w e  go t  to  le t
go  a  good  s hippin g  cle rk.”

“Not  a  good  s hipping  cle rk,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  co r r ec t e d .

“Well, h e  w a s  a  good  on e  till Miss  Krei t m a n n
co m e s.”

Abe  m a d e  no  r e ply.  H e  took r efug e  in t h e  colu m n s
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of t h e  Daily Cloak  a n d  S ui t  Reco r d  a n d  p e r u s e d  t h e
b u sin es s  t ro u ble s  it e m s.

“Was  it  ou r  faul t  t h a t  Im m e r glick is N. G.,
Abe?” Mor ris  w e n t  on.   “Is  i t——”
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“Ho-ly s moke s!” Abe  b rok e  in.  “Wh a t
d’ye  t hink  of t h a t?”

“Wh a t  do  I t hink  of w h a t?” Mor ris  a sk e d.

“Im m e r glick & F r a nk,” Abe  r e a d  aloud.  
“A p e ti tion  in b a nk r u p t cy w a s  t his  d ay  filed
a g ain s t  Im m e r glick & F r a nk,  doin g  b u sin es s  a s  t h e  ’Vienn a
S to r e .’  This  fir m  h a s  b e e n  a  h e avy p u rc h a s e r
t h ro u g ho u t  t h e  t r a d e  d u rin g  t h e  p a s t  t wo  m o n t h s,  b u t
w h e n  t h e  r ec eive r  took pos s e s sion  t h e r e  r e m ain e d  only
a  s m all s tock  of goods.   The  r e c eive r  h a s  r e t ain e d
cou ns el a n d  will ex a min e  Louis  F r a nk  u n d e r  S ec tion
2 1  A of t h e  Ba nk r u p tcy Act.  I t  is u n d e r s tood
t h a t  M e n d el  Im m e r glick, t h e  s e nio r  p a r t n er, s aile d
for  H a m b u r g  las t  w e ek  on  t h e  Kaise rin  Luis a  Victo ria
a n d  in t e n d s  to  r e m ain  in  Ge r m a ny for  a n  ind efini t e
ti m e.”

Abe  laid  dow n  t h e  p a p e r  wi t h  a  sigh  of r elief.

“If t h a t  don’t  m a k e  u s  solid  wi th  P hilip
H a h n,  M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid,  “no t hing  will.”

Miss  Krei t m a n n  lef t  a t  t h e  e n d  of t h e  w e ek,  a n d  Abe
a n d  Mo r ris  w a s t e d  no  tim e  in vain  r e g r e t s  ove r  h e r
d e p a r t u r e ,  b u t  p roc e e d e d  a t  onc e  to  a s so r t  a n d  m a k e
u p  a  n e w  line  of s a m ples  for  P hilip  H a h n’s ins p ec tion.  
For  t h r e e  d ays  t h ey ju m p e d  eve ry tim e  a  c us to m e r  e n t e r e d
t h e  s to r e ,  a n d  Abe wo r e  a  g e nial s mile  of s uc h  fixity
t h a t  his  fac e  fai rly a c h e d.

At len g t h,  on  t h e  Thu r s d ay following  Miss  Krei t m a n n’s
r e sig n a tion,  w hile  Abe w a s  flicking  a n  im a gin a ry g r ain
of d u s t  fro m  t h e  s po tle s s  a r r ay  of s a m ples,  t h e  s to r e
doo r  b u r s t  op e n  a n d  a  s ho r t ,  s tou t  p e r so n  e n t e r e d .  
Abe  looke d  u p  a n d,  e mi t tin g  a n  excla m a tion,  r u s h e d
forw a r d  wi th  bo t h  a r m s  ex te n d e d  in h e a r ty g r e e tin g.

“Mis t e r  H a h n,” h e  c ri ed,  “how
do  you  do?”
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The  n e w co m e r  d r e w  hi m s elf u p  h a u g h tily, a n d  hi s  s m all
m u s t a c h e  s e e m e d  to  s h e d  s p a rks  of indign a tion.

Abe  s top p e d  s ho r t  in h u r t  a s to nis h m e n t .

“Is t h-t h e r e  a-a nyt hing  t h e  m a t t e r ?” h e
fal te r e d.

“Is t h e r e  a ny t hing  t h e  m a t t e r !” Mr. H a h n
ro a r e d .   “Is  t h e r e  a ny t hin g  t h e  m a t t e r !  
Tha t’s a  fine  q u e s tion  for  you  to  a sk.”

“W-w-w hy?” Abe  s t u t t e r e d .   “Ain’t
eve ry thin g  all r i gh t?”

Mr. H a h n,  wi th  a n  effo r t  t h a t  b ulg e d  ev e ry vein  in
his  b ald  for e h e a d,  s u bsid e d  into  co m p a r a tive  c alm.

“Mr. Pot a s h,” h e  s aid,  “I bo u g h t
fro m  you  six bills  of goods  in t h e  las t  few m o n t h s.  
Ain’t it?”

Abe  no d d e d.

“And I n eve r  claim e d  no  s ho r t a g e s  a n d  n eve r
m a d e  no  kicks  no r  no t hing,  b u t  alw ays  p aid  u p  p ro m p t
on  t h e  d ay like  a  g e n tl e m a n.   Ain’t it?”

Abe  no d d e d  a g ain.

“And t his  is w h a t  I g e t  for  it,” Mr. H a h n
w e n t  on  bi t t e rly.  “My ow n  niec e  on  my wife’s
side,  I p u t  h e r  in you r  c a r e .   I a sk  you  to  t ak e
it  a n  in t e r e s t  in h er.  You p ro mis e  m e  you  will
do  you r  b e s t .   You t ell m e  a n d  M ax F ri ed  you  will
look af t e r  h e r”—h e  h e si t a t e d ,  al mos t
ove rco m e  by e m o tion—“like  a  fa th er. 
You s aid  t h a t  w h e n  I bo u g h t  t h e  s eco n d  bill. 
And w h a t  h a p p e n s?   The  only ch a n c e  s h e  g e t s  to
m a k e  a  d ec e n t  m a t c h ,  you  w ri t e  m e  t h e  felle r  ain’t
no  good.   N a t u r ally, I t hink  you  go t  so m e  s e n s e ,
a n d  so  I b us t s  t h e  affai r  u p.”
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“Well,” Abe  s aid,  “I did  w ri t e  you
h e  w a s n’t  no  good,  a n d  h e  w a s n’t no  good,
n ei t h er.  Ain’t h e  jus t  m a d e  it a  failu r e?”

Mr. H a h n  g r e w  onc e  m o r e  infu ria t e d.

“A failu r e!” h e  yelled.   “I
s ho uld  s ay h e  did  m a k e  a  failu r e .  W h at  a  failu r e
h e  m a d e!   Fool!  Donkey!  The  m a n  go t  a w ay
wi th  a  h u n d r e d  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  a n d  is living  like
a  p rinc e  in t h e  old  co u n t ry.  And poo r  Gussi e,
s h e  love d  hi m,  too!  S h e  c ri e s  nigh t  a n d  d ay.”

H e  s to p p e d  to  wip e  a  sy m p a t h e tic  t e ar.

“Sh e  c rie s  p r e t ty  e a sy,” Abe  s aid.  
“Sh e  c ried  w h e n  w e  fir e d  M a n nie  Gubin,  too.”

H a h n  b ri s tl ed  a g ain.

“You insul t  m e .   Wh a t?” h e  c rie d.  
“You t ry to  g e t  funny wi t h  m e .   H ey? 
All r ig h t .   I fix you.  So  fa r  w h a t  I c a n
h elp  it,  n ev e r  no  m o r e  do  you  s ell m e  o r  M ax o r  a nybody
w h a t  is fri en ds  of ou r s  a  b u t to n.   N o t  a  b u t to n!  
Y’und e r s t a n d?”

H e  w h e ele d  a bo u t  a n d  t h e  n ex t  m o m e n t  t h e  s to r e  doo r
b a n g e d  wi th  c a n no n-like  p e r c us sion.   Mo r ris  c a m e
fro m  b e hin d  a  r ack  of r ainco a t s  a n d  tip to e d  tow a r d
Abe.

“Well, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “you  p u t  you r
foot  in i t t h a t  ti m e.”

Abe  m o p p e d  t h e  p e r s pi r a tion  fro m  his  b ro w  a n d  bi t
t h e  e n d  off a  cig ar.

“We do n e  b u sin es s  b efor e  w e  h a d  P hilip  H a h n
for  a  c us to m er, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “an d
I g u e s s  w e’ll do  it a g ain.   Ain’t i t?”
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*       *       *       *  
    *

Six m o n t h s  la t e r  Abe w a s  sc a n ning  t h e  colu m n s  of t h e
Daily Cloak  a n d  S ui t  Reco r d  w hile  Mo r ris  ex a min e d
t h e  m o r ning  m ail.

“Yes, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid  a t  len g t h.  
“So m e  p eo ple  g e t  only w h a t  t h ey  d e s e rve.  
I a lw ays  s aid  it, so m e  d ay P hilip  H a h n  will b e  so r ry
h e  t r e a t e d  u s  t h e  w ay h e  did.   I b e t  ye r  h e’s
so r ry  now.”

“So fa r  w h a t  I h e ar, Abe,” Mo r ri s  r e plie d,
“he  ain’t  told  u s  no r  no bo dy els e  t h a t
h e’s so r ry.  In  fac t,  I s e e n  him  co ming  ou t
of S a m m e t  Brot h e r s’ yes t e r d ay, a n d  h e  looke d
a t  m e  like  h e  wo uld  t r e a t  u s  wor s e r  al r e a dy, if h e
could.   Wh a t  m a k e s  you t hink  h e’s so r ry,
Abe?”

“Well,” Abe  w e n t  on,  “if h e  ain’t
so r ry  h e  ou g h t  to  b e .”

H e  h a n d e d  t h e  Daily Cloak  a n d  S ui t  Reco r d  to  Mo r ris
a n d  indica t e d  t h e  N e w  Busine ss  colu m n  with  his  t h u m b.

“Roc h e s t er, N. Y.,” i t r e a d .   “Philip
H a h n,  doing  b u sin e s s  h e r e  a s  t h e  Flow e r  City Cr e dit
Ou tfi t ting  Co m p a ny, a n no u nc e s  t h a t  h e  h a s  t ak e n  in to
p a r t n e r s hip  E m a n u el  Gubin,  w ho  r ec e n tly m a r ri e d  Mr.
H a h n’s  ni ec e .   The  b usin e ss  will b e  con d uc t e d
u n d e r  t h e  old  fir m  s tyle.”

Mo r ris  h a n d e d  b ack  t h e  p a p e r  wit h  a  s mile.

“I s e e n  Leon  S a m m e t  on  t h e  s u b w ay t his  m o r nin g
a n d  h e  told  m e  all a bo u t  it,” h e  co m m e n t e d .  
“H e  s ays  Gubin  elop e d  wi t h  h er.”

Abe  s hook his  h e a d.

“You go t  it  w ro n g,  M a w r u s s .   You m u s t  b e
mis t ak e n,” h e  conclud e d.  “S h e  e lop e d
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with  Gubin.”

CHAPTER VIII

“You c a r ry  a  fine  s tock, Mr. S h ei tlis,”
Abe  Pot a s h  exclai m e d  a s  h e  gl a nc e d  a ro u n d  t h e  w ell-filled
s h elves  of t h e  S uffolk Cr e di t  Ou tfi t ting  Co m p a ny.
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“Th a t  ain’t  all t h e  s tock  I c a r ry,”
Mr. S h ei tlis,  t h e  p rop ri e tor, excl ai m e d.   “I
go t  also  a no t h e r  s tock  w hich  I a m  a nxious  to  dis pos e
of it, Mr. Pota s h,  a n d  you  could  h elp  m e  ou t ,  m ayb e.”

Abe  s miled  wit h  s uc h  force d  a mi a bili ty t h a t  his  m u s t a c h e
w a s  co m ple t ely e n g ulfed  b e t w e e n  his  nos e  a n d  hi s  low e r
lip.

“I ain’t  b uying  no  cloaks,  Mr. S h ei tlis,”
h e  s aid.   “I’m s elling  ’em.”

“Not  a  s tock  fro m  cloaks,  Mr. Pota s h,”
Mr. S h ei tlis  explaine d;  “bu t  a  s tock  fro m  gold
a n d  silver.”

“I ain’t  in t h e  jew el ry b u sin es s,  n ei t h er,”
Abe  s aid.

“Th a t  ain’t  t h e  s tock w h a t  I m e a n,”
Mr. S h ei tlis  c rie d.   “Wait  a  bi t  a n d  I’ll
s how  you.”

H e  w e n t  to  t h e  s afe  in hi s  p riva t e  office  a n d  r e t u r n e d
wi th  a  c risp  p a r c h m e n t-p a p e r  c e r tifica t e  b e a rin g  in
gil t  c h a r a c t e r s  t h e  leg e n d,  Texas-N eva d a  Gold  a n d
Silve r  Mining  Cor po r a tion.

“This  is w h a t  I m e a n  it,” h e  s aid; “s tock
fro m  s tock exc h a n g e s.   I p aid  on e  dolla r  a  s h a r e
for  t his  h u n d r e d  s h a r e s .”

Abe  took t h e  c e r tifica t e  a n d  g az e d  a t  it  e a r n e s tly
wi th  u n s e ein g  eyes.   Mr. S h ei tlis  h a d  jus t  p u r c h a s e d
a  libe r al o r d e r  of cloaks  a n d  s ui t s  fro m  Pot a s h  &
Pe rl m u t t er, a n d  it  w a s ,  t h e r efo r e,  a  difficul t  m a t t e r
for  Abe  to  t u r n  dow n  t his  s tock  p roposi tion  wi thou t
offending  a  good  c us to m er.

“Well, Mr. S h ei tlis,” h e  co m m e n c e d,  “m e
a n d  M a w r u s s  Pe rl m u t t e r  w e  do  b u sine s s  u n d e r  a  cop a r t n e r s hip
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a g r e e m e n t ,  a n d  it  s ays  w e  ain’t  s u p pos e d  to
b uy no  s tocks  fro m  s tock  exch a n g e s ,  a n d——”

“I ain’t  a sking  you  to  b uy it,”
Mr. S h ei tlis  b rok e  in.  “I only w a n t  you
to  do  m e  so m e t hing  for  a  favor.  You b elon g  in
N e w  York w h e r e  all t h e m  s tock b rok e r s  is, so  I w a n t
you  s ho uld  b e  so  kind  a n d  t ak e  t hi s  h e r e  s tock  to
on e  of t h e m  s tock b rok e r s  a n d  s e e  w h a t  I c a n  g e t  for
it.  M ayb e  I could  g e t  a  p rofit  for  it, a n d  t h e n,
of cou r s e ,  I s ho uld  p ay you  so m e t hing  for  you r  t rou ble.”

“Pay m e  so m e t hing!” Abe exclaim e d  in a c c e n t s
of r elief.  “Why, Mr. S h ei tlis,  w h a t  a n
ide a!   M e  a n d  M a w r u s s  wo uld  b e  only too  gl a d,  Mr.
S h ei tlis,  to  t ry  a n d  s ell it for  you, a n d  t h e  m o r e
w e  g e t  it  for  t h e  s tock t h e  gl a d d e r  w e  wo uld  b e  for
you r  s ak e .   I wouldn’t t ak e  a  p e n ny for
s elling  it  if you  s ho uld  m a k e  a  million  ou t  of it.”

“A million  I wo n’t m a k e  it,” Mr.
S h ei tlis  r e plied,  dis missing  t h e  s u bjec t .   “I’ll
b e  s a tisfied  if I g e t  t e n  dolla r s  for  it.”

H e  w alked  tow a r d  t h e  fron t  doo r  of his  s to r e  wi th
Abe.

“Wh a t  is t h e  indica tions  for  s p rin g  b usin es s
in t h e  w hole s al e  t r a d e ,  Mr. Pot a s h,” h e  a s k e d
bla n dly.

Abe  s hook his  h e a d.

“It  s ho uld  b e  good,  m ayb e,” h e  r e plie d;
“only, you  c a n’t  t ell no t hing  a bo u t  i t. 
Silks  is t h e  t ro u ble.”

“Silks?” Mr. S h ei tlis  r ejoin e d.   “Why,
silks  m a k e s  goods  s ell high,  Mr. Pot a s h.   Ain’t
it?  Ce r t ainly, I a d mi t  it you  go t  to  p ay m o r e
for  silk pi ec e  goods  a s  for  co t to n  pi ec e  goods,  b u t
you  t ak e  t h e  s a m e  p e r  c e n t .  p rofi t  on  t h e  p ric e  of
t h e  silk a s  on  t h e  p rice  of t h e  co t ton,  a n d  so  you
m a k e  m o r e  in  t h e  e n d.   Ain’t it?”
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“If silk piec e  goods  is low o r  mid dling,  Mr.
S h ei tlis,” Abe  r e plied  s a dly, “th e r e  is
a  good  d e al  in w h a t  you  s ay.  But  silk is hig h
t his  ye ar, Mr. S h ei tlis,  so  high  you  wo uld n’t
b elieve  m e  if I t ell you  w e  go t  to  p ay t wice t  a s  m u c h
t his  ye a r  a s  t h r e e  ye a r s  a go  al r e a dy.”

Mr. S h ei tlis  clucke d  sy m p a t h e tic ally.

“And if w e  ch a r g e  t h e  r e t ail e r  t wic e t  a s  m u c h
for  a  g a r m e n t  n ext  yea r  w h a t  h e  p ays  t h r e e  yea r s  a go
al r e a dy, Mr. S h ei tlis,” Abe w e n t  on,  “we
wo n’t do  no  b u sin e ss .   Ain’t it? 
So  w e  go t  to  c u t  ou r  p rofi ts,  a n d  t h a t’s  t h e
w ay it go e s  in  t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sine s s.   You
do n’t  know w h e r e  you  a r e  a t  no  m o r e  t h a n  w h e n
you  go t  s tocks  fro m  s tock  exc h a n g e s .”

“Well, Mr. Pot a s h ,” S h ei tlis  r e plied  e n cou r a gin gly,
“next  s e a so n  is n ext  s e a so n,  b u t  no w  is t hi s
s e a so n,  a n d  fro m  t h e  p rice s  w h a t  you  q uo t e d  it  m e ,
Mr. Pot a s h,  you  ain’t  going  to  t h e  poo r ho us e
jus t  ye t  a  w hile.”

“I only hop e  it t h a t  you  m a k e  m o r e  p rofit  on
t h e  s tock  t h a n  w e  m a k e  it on  t h e  o rd e r  you  jus t  give
u s ,” Abe r ejoine d  a s  h e  s hook  his  c us to m e r’s
h a n d  in tok e n  of fa r e w ell.  “Good-by, Mr.
S h ei tlis,  a n d  a s  soon  a s  I g e t  b a ck  in N e w  York I’ll
le t  you know  all a bo u t  it.”

Two d ays  af t e r  Abe’s r e t u r n  to  N e w  York h e  s a t
in  Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r’s  s how-roo m,  going  ove r
n ex t  ye a r’s m o d els  a s  p u blish e d  in  t h e  Daily
Cloak  a n d  S ui t  Reco r d.   His  p a r t n er, Mo r ris  Pe rlm u t t er,
p uffed  disconsola t ely a t  a  ciga r  w hich  a  co m p e ti to r
h a d  give n  hi m  in exc h a n g e  for  c r e di t  info r m a tion.

“The m  ciga r s  w h a t  Kling e r  & Klein  h a n d s  ou t ,”
h e  s aid  to  his  p a r t n er, “h as  a s b e s tos  w r a p p e r s
a n d  exc elsio r  fille r s ,  I b e t  yer.  I’d a s
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lief s mok e  a  ke ros e n e  la m p.”

“You go t  you r  wo r ri e s,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e plied.  
“Jus t  look a t  t h e m  n ex t  ye a r’s m o d els,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  a  li t tl e  t hin g  like  ciga r s  wouldn’t
t r ou ble  you  a t  all.  Silk, so u t ac h e  a n d  b u t to ns
t h ey go t  it, M a w r u s s.   I g u e s s  p r e t ty  soon  t h e m
Pa ris  p eo ple  will b e  g e t tin g  ou t  g a r m e n t s  t r i m m e d  with
solit ai r e  di a m o n d s.”

Mo r ris  s eize d  t h e  p a p e r  a n d  exa min e d  t h e  h alf-ton e
c u t s  wi th  a  c ri tic al eye.

“You’re  rig h t ,  Abe,” h e  s aid.  
“We’ll h ave  ou r  t ro u ble s  n ext  s e a so n,  b u t
w e  t ak e  ou r  p rofi t  on  silk goods,  Abe, t h e  s a m e  a s
w e  do  on  cot ton  goods.”

Abe  w a s  a bo u t  to  r e to r t  w h e n  a  w ave  of r e collec tion
c a m e  ove r  hi m,  a n d  h e  clu tc h e d  wildly a t  his  b r e a s t
pocke t .

“Ho-ly s moke s!” h e  c rie d.   “I
forgo t  all a bo u t  it.”

“Forgo t  all a bo u t  w h a t?” Mor ris  a sk e d.

“B.  S h ei tlis,  of t h e  S uffolk Cr e di t  Ou tfit ting
Co m p a ny,” Abe  r e plied.   “H e  give  m e
a  s tock in  Pi t t s b u r g  las t  w e ek,  a n d  I forgo t  all a bo u t
it.”

“A s tock!” Mor ris  exclaim e d.   “Wh a t
for  a  s tock?”

“A s tock  fro m  t h e  s tock  exch a n g e,” Abe
r e plied;  “a  s tock  fro m  gold  a n d  silve r  min e s .  
H e  w a n t e d  m e  I s ho uld  do  it  a  favor  for  hi m  a n d  s e e
a  s tock b rok e r  h e r e  a n d  s ell it  for  hi m.”

“Well, t h a t’s  p r e t ty  e a sy,” Mo r ri s
r ejoine d.   “The r e’s  lot s  of s tock
b rok e r s  in N e w  York, Abe.  The r e’s p r e t ty
n e a r  a s  m a ny s tock  b roke r s  a s  t h e r e  is s uck e r s ,  Abe.”
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“M ayb e  t h e r e  is, M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied,
“bu t  I do n’t know  a ny of t h e m.”

“No?” Mor ris  s aid.   “Well, Sol
Klinger, of Klinge r  & Klein, co uld  t ell you, I g u e s s.  
I s e e n  hi m  in t h e  s u b w ay t hi s  m o r nin g,  a n d  h e  w a s  p r e t ty
n e a r  h aving  a  fit  ove r  t h e  fina ncial p a g e  of t h e  S u n.  
I a sk e d  hi m  if h e  s e e n  a  failu r e  t h e r e ,  a n d  h e  s ays
no,  b u t  S t e el h a s  w e n t  u p  to  s eve n ty, m ayb e  it  w a s
eig h ty.  So  I s ays  to  hi m  h e  s hould  le t  Andr e w
Ca r n e gie  wo r ry a bo u t  t h a t ,  a n d  h e  s ays  if h e  wo uld
of bou g h t  it  a t  for ty h e  wo uld  h ave  b e e n  in t hi r ty
t hous a n d  dolla r s  al r e a dy.”

“Who?” Abe a sk e d.   “Andr e w  Ca r n e gie?”

“No,” Mo r ri s  s aid; “Sol Kling er. 
So  I s ays  to  hi m  I could  g e t  all t h e  exci t e m e n t  I
w a n t e d  ou t  of a u c tion  pinoc hle  a n d  h e  s ays——”

“S’enou g h,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe b roke  in. 
“I h e a r d  e no u g h  al r e a dy.  I’ll r i ng
hi m  u p  a n d  a sk  hi m  t h e  n a m e  of t h e  b roke r  w h a t  do e s
his  b u sin es s.”

H e  w e n t  to  t h e  t el e p ho n e  in t h e  b a ck  of t h e  s to r e
a n d  r e t u r n e d  a  m o m e n t  la t e r  a n d  p u t  on  hi s  h a t  a n d
co a t .

“I r u n g  u p  Sol, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “a n d
Sol t ells  m e  t h a t  a  good  b rok e r  is Guns t  & Bau m er. 
They go t  a  b r a n c h  office  ove r  Hill, Arkw rig h t  & Tho m p so n,
t h e  a uc tion e e r s ,  M a w r u s s.   H e  s ays  a  youn g  felle r
by t h e  n a m e  Milton  Fie dle r  is m a n a g er, a n d  if h e  c a n’t
s ell t h a t  s tock,  M a w r u s s ,  Sol s ays  no bo dy c a n .  
So  I g u e s s  I’ll go  rig h t  ove r  a n d  s e e  hi m  w hile
I go t  i t in  my min d.”

Milton  Fie dle r  h a d  s e rve d  a n  a r d uo u s  a p p r e n tice s hip
b efo r e  h e  a t t ain e d  t h e  posi tion  of b r a n c h  m a n a g e r
for  Guns t  & Bau m e r  in t h e  d ry-goods  dis t r ic t .  

179



Du ring  t h e  t hi r ty  od d  yea r s  of hi s  life h e  h a d  b e e n
in t u r n  s tockboy, clot hing  s al es m a n,  book m ak e r’s
cle rk,  fa ro  d e al er, pool roo m  c a s hie r  a n d,  finally,
b u ck e t s ho p  p ro p ri e tor.  Whe n  t h e  police  close d
hi m  u p  h e  sou g h t  e m ploym e n t  wi th  Guns t  & Bau m er, w hos e
exc h a n g e  affilia tions  p r eclu d e d  a ny s us picion  of b uck e ting,
b u t  w ho, n eve r t h el e s s,  did  a  t h riving  b u sin e ss  in
c u r b  s ec u ri ti es  of t h e  c a t-a n d-do g  va rie ty, a n d  it
w a s  in t his  p a r tic ula r  b r a n c h  of t h e  s cie nc e  of inves t m e n t
a n d  s p e c ula tion  t h a t  Mil ton  exc elled.   Des pit e
his  exp e r t  knowle d g e,  how ever, h e  w a s  sligh tly s t u m p e d,
a s  t h e  ve r n a c ula r  h a s  it,  w h e n  Abe  Pot a s h  p ro d uc e d
B. S h ei tlis’ s tock,  for  in all his  b uck e t s hop
a n d  c u r b  exp e rie nc e  h e  h a d  n ev e r  eve n  h e a r d  of t h e
Texas-N eva d a  Gold  a n d  Silve r  Mining  Corpo r a tion.

“This  is on e  of t hos e  s m alle r  mi n e s,  Mr. Pota s h ,”
h e  explain e d,  “which  so m e tim e s  g e t  to  b e  p h e no m e n al
p rofit-m a k e r s .   Of cou r s e ,  I c a n’t  t ell
you  offha n d  w h a t  t h e  valu e  of t h e  s tock is, b u t  I’ll
m a k e  inq ui rie s  a t  onc e .   The  insid e  m a rk e t  a t
p r e s e n t  is ve ry s t ro n g,  a s  you  know.”

Abe  no d d e d,  a s  h e  t hou g h t  w a s  exp ec t e d  of hi m,  al t hou g h
“inside” a n d  “ou t side”  m a r k e t s
w e r e  all on e  to  hi m.

“And c u r b  s e c u ri tie s  n a t u r ally feel t h e  influe nc e
of t h e  b ullish  s e n ti m e n t ,” Fie dle r  con tinu e d.  
“It  isn’t  t h e  b u sin es s  of a  b rok e r  to  t ry
to  influe nc e  a  c us to m e r’s choic e,  b u t  I’d
like  you to  s t e p  ou t sid e”—t h ey w e r e
in t h e  m a n a g e r’s p riva t e  office—“a n d
look a t  t h e  q uo t a tion  bo a r d  for  a  m o m e n t .   In t e r s t a t e
Copp e r  is r e m a rk a bly a c tive  t his  m o r nin g.”
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H e  led  Abe in to a n  a djoining  roo m  w h e r e  a  t all you t h
w a s  t aking  g r e e n  c a r d bo a r d  n u m b e r s  fro m  a  gi r dle  w hich
h e  wo r e ,  a n d  s ticking  t h e m  on  t h e  q uo t a tion  bo a r d .

“H ello!” Fi e dle r  exclaim e d  a s  t h e  you t h
affixed  a  n e w  n u m b er.  “In t e r s t a t e  Cop p e r
h a s  a dv a n c e d  a  w hole  poin t  sinc e  t wo  d ays  a go.  
I t’s no w  t wo  a n d  a n  eig h t h.”

Si m ul t a n eo usly, a  you n g  m a n  in t h e  b a ck  of t h e  roo m
exclaim e d  alou d  in wo eful p rofa ni ty.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi th  hi m?” Abe
a sk e d.

“They pl ay ’em bo t h  w ays—a-h e m!”
Fie dle r  co r r e c t e d  hi m s elf in t im e.   “Occ asion ally
w e  h ave  a  c us to m e r  w ho  s ells  s ho r t  of t h e  m a rk e t ,  a n d
t h e n,  of cou r s e,  if t h e  m a rk e t  go e s  u p  h e  g e t s  s t u n g—e r—h e
s us t ains  a  loss.”

H e r e  t h e  doo r  op e n e d  a n d  Sol Kling e r  e n t e r e d .  
His  b ulging  eyes  fell on  t h e  q uo t a tion  bo a r d,  a n d
a t  onc e  hi s  face  s p r e a d  in to  a  b ro a d  s mile.

“H ello, Sol!” Abe  c rie d.   “You
look like  you  sold  a  big  bill of goods.”

“I ho p e  I look b e t t e r  t h a n  t h a t ,  Abe,”
Sol r e plied.   “I m a k e  it m o r e  on  t h a t  In t e r s t a t e
Copp e r  in t wo  d ays  w h a t  I could  m a k e  it on  t e n  big
bills  of goods.   Tha t’s  a  g r e a t  p rop e r ty,
Abe.”

“I t hink  Mr. Kling e r  will h ave  r e a so n  to  con g r a t ul a t e
hi m s elf s till m o r e  by  to-m o r row, Mr. Pot a s h ,”
Fie dle r  b roke  in.  “In t e r s t a t e  Cop p e r  is
a  s tock  wi th  a n  im m e dia t e  fu tu r e .”

“You b e t ,” Sol a g r e e d.   “I’m
going  to  hold  on  to  min e.   I t’ll go  u p  to
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five  inside  of a  w e e k.”

The  you n g  m a n  fro m  t h e  r e a r  of t h e  roo m  took t h e  two
row s  of c h ai r s  a t  a  ju m p.

“Fie dler,” h e  s aid,  “I’m going
to  cove r  r ig h t  a w ay.  Buy m e  a  t hou s a n d  In t e r s t a t e
a t  t h e  m a r k e t .”

Sol n u d g e d  Abe, a n d  af t e r  t h e  you n g  m a n  a n d  Fiedle r
h a d  dis a p p e a r e d  in to t h e  la t t e r’s  p riva t e  office
Sol imp a r t e d  in ho a r s e  w hisp e r s  to  Abe  t h a t  t h e  you n g
m a n  w a s  r e po r t e d  to  h ave  infor m a tion  fro m  t h e  g ro u n d-floor
c row d  a bo u t  In t e r s t a t e  Copp er.

“Well, if t h a t’s  so,” Abe  r e plied,
“w hy do e s  h e  lose  m o n ey on  it?”

“Bec a u s e ,” Sol explaine d,  “he’s
go t  a n  ide e  t h a t  if you  a c t  jus t  con t r a r iwis e  to  t h e
insid e  info r m a tion  w h a t  you  g e t  i t, w hy t h e n  you  co m e
ou t  r i gh t .”

Abe  s hook his  h e a d  ho p ele s sly.

“Pinochle,  I u n d e r s t a n d  it,” h e  s aid,
“a n d  sk a t  a  lit tle  al so.  Bu t  t hi s  h e r e
s tocks  fro m  s tock  exc h a n g e s  is wor s e r  t h a n  ch e s t  w h a t
t h ey pl ay it in coffee-ho us e s.”

“You do n’t n e e d  to  u n d e r s t a n d  it, Abe,”
Sol r e plied.   “All you do  is to  b uy a  t ho us a n d
In t e r s t a t e  Copp e r  to-d ay o r  to-m o r row  a t  a ny p ric e
u p  to  t wo  a n d  a  h alf, Abe, a n d  I give  you  a  g u a r a n t e e
t h a t  you  m a k e  t w e n ty-five h u n d r e d  dolla r s  by n ext
w e e k.”

Whe n  Abe  r e t u r n e d  to  hi s  pl ac e  of b u sine s s  t h a t  d ay
h e  h a d  d evelop e d  a  typic al c a s e  of s tock-g a m bling
fever, wit h  w hic h  h e  p roc e e d e d  to  inocula t e  Mo r ris
a s  soon  a s  t h e  la t t e r  c a m e  b a ck  fro m  lunc h.   Abe
a t  onc e  r ecou n t e d  all hi s  exp e ri e nc e s  of t h e  m o r nin g
a n d  d w el t  p a r ticul a rly on  t h e  p h e no m e n al  r i s e  of In t e r s t a t e
Copp er.
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“Sol s ays  h e  g u a r a n t e e s  t h a t  w e  dou ble  ou r  m o n ey
in a  w e ek,” h e  conclud e d.
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“Did h e  s ay  h e  wo uld  p u t  i t in w ri ting?”
Mo r ris  a sk e d.

Abe  gl a r e d  a t  Mo r ris  for  a n  ins t a n t .

“Do you  t hink  I a m  m a king  jokes?” h e  r ejoine d.  
“H e  do n’t go t  to  p u t  it  in  w ri ting,  M a w r u s s.  
I t’s a s  pl ain  a s  t h e  nos e  on  you r  face.  
We p ay t w e n ty-five h u n d r e d  dolla r s  for  a  t ho us a n d
s h a r e s  a t  two  a n d  a  h alf to-d ay, a n d  n ex t  w e ek  it
go es  u p  to  five  a n d  w e  s ell it  a n d  m a k e  it t w e n ty-five
h u n d r e d  dolla r s.   Ain’t i t?”

“Who do  w e  s ell it to?” Mo r ris  a sk e d.

Abe  po n d e r e d  for  a  m o m e n t,  t h e n  his  fac e  b rig h t e n e d
u p.

“Why, to  t h e  s tock exch a n g e,  c e r t ainly,”
h e  r e plie d.

“M u s t  t h ey b uy it fro m  u s ,  Abe?”
Mo r ris  inqui r e d.

“Su r e  t h ey  m u s t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid.  
“Ain’t Sol Kling e r  alw ays  s elling  his
s tocks  to  t h e m  p eo ple?”

“Well, Sol Kling e r  go t  his  cus to m e r s ,  Abe, a n d
w e  go t  ou r s,” Mo r ri s  r e plie d  do u b tfully. 
“M ayb e  t h e m  p eo ple  would  b uy it fro m  Sol a n d
wo uldn’t b uy it fro m  u s .”

For  t h e  r e s t  of t h e  af t e r noon  Mor ris  plied  Abe wi th
q u e s tions  a bo u t  t h e  t ec h nic ali ties  of t h e  s tock  m a r k e t
u n til Abe  took r efu g e  in fligh t  a n d  w e n t  ho m e  a t  h alf-p a s t
five.  The  n ex t  m o r nin g  Mo r ris  r e s u m e d  hi s  q uiz
u n til Abe’s r e plies  g r e w  p e r so n al  in ch a r a c t er.

“Wh a t’s t h e  u s e  of t rying  to  explain  so m e t hin g
to  no bo dy w h a t  do n’t u n d e r s t a n d  no t hin g?”
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h e  exclaim e d.

“M ayb e  I do n’t u n d e r s t a n d  it,” Mo r ris
a d mi t t e d,  “bu t  al so  you  do n’t  u n d e r s t a n d
it, too, m ayb e.   Ain’t  it?”

“I u n d e r s t a n d  t hi s  m u c h,  M a w r u s s,” Abe
c ri ed—“I u n d e r s t a n d,  M a w r u s s ,  t h a t
if Sol Klinge r  t ells  m e  h e  g u a r a n t e e s  it  I m a k e  t w e n ty-five
h u n d r e d  dolla r s,  a n d  t his  h e r e  Milton  Fie dler, too,
h e  also  s ays  i t, a n d  a  youn g  felle r  a c t u ally wi t h
my  ow n  eye s  I s e e  i t b uys  t his  s tock  b e c a u s e  h e’s
go t  infor m a tion  fro m  inside  p eo ple,  w hy s ho uld n’t
w e  b uy it a n d  m a k e  m o n ey on  it?  Ain’t
it?”

Mo r ris  w a s  a bo u t  to  r e ply w h e n  t h e  le t t e r  c a r ri e r
e n t e r e d  wi t h  t h e  m o r nin g  m ail.  Abe took t h e  b u n dle
of e nvelop e s,  a n d  on  t h e  top  of t h e  pile  w a s  a  mis sive
fro m  Guns t  & Bau m er.  Abe to r e  op e n  t h e  e nvelop e
a n d  looke d  a t  t h e  le t t e r  h u r ri edly.  “You
s e e ,  M a w r u s s,” h e  c ri ed,  “al r e a dy it  go e s
u p  a  sixt e e n t h .”  H e  h a n d e d  t h e  le t t e r  to
Mo r ris .  I t  r e a d  a s  follows: 

Ge n tl e m e n:
For  you r  infor m a tion  w e  b e g  to
a dvise  you  t h a t  In t e r s t a t e  Cop p e r
a dva nc e d  a  sixt e e n t h  a t  t h e  close  of t h e  m a r k e t
yes t e r d ay.  S ho uld
you  d e si r e  u s  to  exe c u t e  a  b uying  o r d e r  in t h e s e
s ec u ri ti es,  w e
u r g e  you  to  le t  u s  know  b efor e  t e n  o’clock
to-m o r ro w  m o r ning,  a s
w e  b elieve  t h a t  a  s h a r p  a dv a nc e  will follow t h e
op e nin g  of t h e
m a r k e t .  
Truly you r s,
GUN ST & BAUMER,
Milton  Fie dler,
M gr.

“Well,” Abe  s aid,  “w h a t  do  you t hink,
M a w r u s s?”

“Think!” Mor ris  c rie d.   “Why,
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I t hink  t h a t  h e  ain’t  s aid  no t hing  to  u s  a bo u t
t h e m  gold  a n d  silve r  s tocks  of B. S h ei tlis’,
Abe, so  I g u e s s  h e  ain’t  sold  ’em yet .  
If h e  c a n’t  s ell a  s tock  fro m  gold  a n d  silve r
al r e a dy, Abe, w h a t  s how  do  w e  s t a n d  wi th  a  s tock  fro m
cop p e r?”
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“Th a t  S h ei tlis s tock  is only a  s m all i t e m,  M a w r u s s.”

“Well, m ayb e  it  is,” Mo r ris  a d mi t t e d,
“bu t  jus t  you  ring  u p  a n d  a sk  hi m.   The n,
if w e  find  t h a t  h e  sold  t h a t  gold  a n d  silve r  s tock
w e  t ak e  a  ch a nc e  on  t h e  cop p er.”

Abe  h a s t e n e d  to  t h e  t el e p hon e  in t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e .

“Lis t e n,  Abe,” Mo r ris  c alle d  af t e r  him,
“t ell hi m  it s ho uld  b e  no  d a ting  o r  discou n t ,
s t r ic tly n e t  c a s h .”

In  les s  t h a n  a  mi n u t e ,  Abe  w a s  conve r sin g  wi t h  Fi e dler.

“Mr. Fi e dle r!” h e  s aid.   “H ello,
Mr. Fie dle r!   Is  t his  you?  Yes.  Well,
m e  a n d  M a w r u s s  is a bo u t  d ecide d  to  b uy a  t hou s a n d
of t h e m  s tocks  w h a t  you  s how e d  m e  dow n  a t  you r  s to r e—a t
you r  office  yes t e r d ay, only, M a w r u s s  s ays,  w hy s ho uld
w e  b uy t h e m  goods—t h e m  s tocks  if you  ain’t
sold  t h a t  o th e r  s tocks  al r e a dy.  Fi r s t ,  h e  s ays,
you  s ho uld  s ell t h e m  s tocks  fro m  gold  a n d  silver,
Mr. Fie dler, a n d  t h e n  w e  b uy t h e m  cop p e r  on e s .”

Mr. Fie dler, a t  t h e  o t h e r  e n d  of t h e  ’phon e,
h e si t a t e d  b efo r e  r e plying.   The  Texas-N ev a d a  Gold
a n d  Silve r  Mining  Cor po r a tion  w a s  a  p a p e r  min e  t h a t
h a d  long  sinc e  fad e d  fro m  t h e  m e m o ry of eve ry b u ck e t s hop
m a n a g e r  h e  kn ew, a n d  it s  s tock  w a s  wor t h  a b solu t ely
no t hing.   Yet Guns t  & Bau m er, a s  t h e  p ro mot e r s
of In t e r s t a t e  Copp er, wo uld  cle a r  a t  le as t  two  t ho us a n d
dolla r s  by  t h e  s al e  of t h e  s tock  to  Abe  a n d  Mor ris;
h e n c e,  Fie dle r  took a  g a m ble r’s c h a nc e.

“Why, Mr. Pot a s h ,” h e  s aid,  “a  boy
is al r e a dy on  t h e  w ay to  you r  s to r e  wi th  a  ch e ck  for
t h a t  ve ry s tock.  I sold  it  for  t h r e e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s
a n d  I s e n t  you  a  c h eck  for  two  h u n d r e d  a n d  s eve n ty-five
dolla r s.   Twen ty-five dolla r s  is ou r  u s u al  c h a r g e
for  s elling  a  h u n d r e d  s h a r e s  of s tock  t h a t  ain’t
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q uo t e d  on  t h e  c u r b.”

“M uc h  oblige d,  Mr. Fie dler,” Abe  s aid.  
“I’ll b e  dow n  t h e r e  wi t h  a  c h e ck  for  tw e n ty-five
h u n d r e d.”

“All r ig h t ,” Mr. Fi e dle r  r e plied.  
“I’ll go  a h e a d  a n d  b uy t h e  s tock for  you r
a c co u n t .”

“Well,” Abe  s aid,  “don’t  do
t h a t  u n til I co m e  dow n.   I go t  to  fix it  u p  wi th
my  p a r t n e r  fi rs t ,  Mr. Fie dler, a n d  jus t  a s  soon  a s
I c a n  g e t  t h e r e  I’ll b rin g  you  t h e  ch e ck.”

Twe n ty min u t e s  af t e r  Abe h a d  r u n g  off a  m e s s e n g e r
a r rived  wi th  a  c h eck  for  t wo  h u n d r e d  a n d  s eve n ty-five
dolla r s,  a n d  Mor ris  includ e d  it  in  t h e  m o r nin g  d e posi t s
w hich  h e  w a s  a bo u t  to  s e n d  ove r  to  t h e  Kosciusko Bank.

“While  you’re  doing  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  s aid,  “you  mi g h t  a s  w ell d r a w  a  c h eck  for
t w e n ty-five  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  for  t h a t  s tock.”

Mo r ris  g r u n t e d.

“Th a t’s going  to  b rin g  dow n  ou r  b al a nc e
a  w hole  lot,  Abe,” h e  s aid.

“Only for  a  w e e k,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  co r r e c t e d ,
“a n d  t h e n  w e’ll s ell it  a g ain.”

“Whos e  o rd e r  do  I w ri t e  it  to,  Abe?” Mo r ris
inq ui r e d.

“I forgo t  to  a sk  t h a t ,” Abe  r e plied.

“Guns t  & Bau m e r?” Mo r ris  a sk e d.

“They ain’t  t h e  ow n e r s  of it, M a w r u s s ,”
s aid  Abe.  “They’r e  only t h e  b roke r s .”

“M ayb e  Sol Kling e r  is s elling  it  to  t h e  s tock-exch a n g e
p eo ple  a n d  t h ey’re  s elling  it to  u s ,”
Mo r ris  s u g g e s t e d .
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“Sol Kling e r  ain’t  going  to  s ell his.  
H e’s  going  to  h a n g  on  to  it.   M ayb e  it’s
t his  you n g  felle r  w h a t  I s e e  t h e r e ,  M a w r u s s ,  only I
do n’t  know his  n a m e.”

“Well, t h e n ,  I’ll m a k e  it ou t  to  Pot a s h
& Pe rl m u t t er, a n d  you  c a n  indo r s e  it w h e n  you  g e t
t h e r e ,” s aid  Mo r ris .

At t his  junc t u r e  a  cu s to m e r  e n t e r e d,  a n d  Abe  took
hi m  in to  t h e  s ho w-roo m,  w hile  Mo r ris  w ro t e  ou t  t h e
c h e ck.   For  al mos t  a n  ho u r  a n d  a  h alf Abe  dis pl ayed
t h e  firm’s line,  fro m  w hich  t h e  cus to m e r  s elec t e d
a  g e n e ro us  o r d er, a n d  w h e n  a t  las t  Abe w a s  fr e e  to
go  dow n  to  Guns t  & Bau m e r’s  it w a s  n e a rly t w elve
o’clock.  H e  p u t  on  his  h a t  a n d  co a t ,  a n d
jum p e d  on  a  p a s sing  c ar, a n d  it  w a s  no t  u n til h e  h a d
t r av ele d  two  blocks  t h a t  h e  r e m e m b e r e d  t h e  ch e ck. 
H e  r a n  all t h e  w ay b a ck  to  t h e  s to r e  a n d,  t e a ring
t h e  ch e ck  ou t  of t h e  c h e ckbook w h e r e  Mor ris  h a d  left
it, h e  d a s h e d  ou t  a g ain  a n d  onc e  m o r e  bo a r d e d  a  Bro a d w ay
c ar.  In  fron t  of Guns t  & Ba u m e r’s office s
h e  lea p e d  wildly fro m  t h e  c a r  to  t h e  s t r e e t ,  a n d,
e sc a ping  a n  im min e n t  fir e  e n gin e  a n d  a  hos e c a r t ,  h e
r a n  in to  t h e  doo r w ay a n d  took t h e  s t ai r s  t h r e e  a t
a  jum p.

On  t h e  s e con d  floor  of t h e  b uilding  w a s  Hill, Arkw rig h t
& Tho m pson’s s al e s roo m,  w h e r e  a  t r a d e  s al e  w a s
in p rog r e s s ,  a n d  t h e  t h ro n g  of b uye r s  collec t e d  t h e r e
ove rflow e d  on to  t h e  lan ding,  b u t  Abe elbow e d  his  w ay
t h ro u g h  t h e  c row d  a n d  m a d e  t h e  las t  fligh t  in t wo  s e con d s.

“Is Mr. Fi e dle r  in?” h e  g a s p e d  a s  h e  b u r s t
in to  t h e  m a n a g e r’s office  of Guns t  & Bau m e r’s
s ui t e .

“Mr. Fi e dle r  w e n t  ou t  to  lunc h,” t h e  office-boy
r e plied.   “H e  s ays  you  s hould  si t  dow n  a n d
w ai t,  a n d  h e’ll b e  b a ck  in t e n  min u t e s.”
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But  Abe  w a s  too  n e rvous  for  si t ting  do w n,  a n d  t h e
t hou g h t  of t h e  c us to m e r s’ roo m  with  it s  q uo t a tion
bo a r d  only a gi t a t e d  hi m  t h e  m o r e .

“I g u e s s  I’ll go  dow n s t ai r s  to  Hill, Arkw righ t
& Tho m pson’s,” h e  s aid,  “an d  give
a  look a ro u n d.   I’ll b e  b a ck  in  t e n  mi n u t e s .”

H e  d e sc e n d e d  t h e  s t ai r s  leisu r ely a n d  a g ain  elbow e d
his  w ay t h rou g h  t h e  c row d  in to  t h e  s ale s roo m  of Hill,
Arkw righ t  & Tho m p son.   Mr. Arkw rig h t  w a s  on  t h e
ros t r u m,  a n d  a s  Abe e n t e r e d  h e  w a s  a n no u n cin g  t h e  n ex t
lot.

“Look a t  t h e m  c a r efully, g e n tl e m e n,” h e
s aid.   “An oppo r t u ni ty like  t his  s eldo m
a ris e s.   They a r e  all fr e s h  goods,  wove n  t his  s e a son
for  n ext  s e a so n’s b u sin es s—foula r d
silks  of exc e p tion ally good  d e sig n  a n d  q u ali ty.”

At t h e  wo r d  silks  Abe  s t a r t e d  a n d  m a d e  a t  onc e  for
t h e  t a bl es  on  w hich  t h e  goods  w e r e  piled.   H e
exa min e d  t h e m  c ri tic ally, a n d  a s  h e  did  so  his  min d
r eve r t e d  to  t h e  h alf-to n e  c u t s  in t h e  Daily Cloak  a n d
S ui t  Reco r d.   H e r e  w a s  a  r a r e  c h a n c e  to  lay in
a  s tock of piec e  goods  t h a t  mig h t  no t  r e c u r  for  s eve r al
ye a r s ,  c e r t ainly no t  b efo r e  n ext  s e a so n  h a d  p a s s e d .

“It’s to  close  a n  e s t a t e ,  g e n tle m e n,”
Mr. Arkw righ t  co n tin u e d.   “The  p ro p ri e to r
of t h e  mills di e d  r e c e n tly, a n d  hi s  exec u to r s  h ave
d ecide d  to  wind  u p  t h e  b u sine s s.   All t h e s e  silk
foula r d s  will b e  offe r e d  a s  on e  lot.   Wh a t  is
t h e  bid?”
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Im m e dia t ely co m p e ti tion  b e c a m e  fas t  a n d  fu rious,  a n d
Abe  e n t e r e d  in to  it  wi th  a  ze s t  a n d  excit e m e n t  t h a t
co m ple t ely e clips e d  all t hou g h t  of s tock  exch a n g e s
o r  cop p e r  s h a r e s .   The  bids  ro s e  by  le a ps  a n d  bo u n d s,
a n d  w h e n,  h alf a n  ho u r  la t er, Abe e m e r g e d  fro m  t h e
fray his  colla r  w a s  m el t e d  to  t h e  consis t e ncy of a
pocke t  h a n dk e rc hief, b u t  t h e  ligh t  of vic to ry s ho n e
t h ro u g h  his  p e r s pi r a tion.   H e  w a s  t h e  p u r c h a s e r
of t h e  e n ti r e  lot,  a n d  by tok e n  of his  ow n e r s hip  h e
indo r s e d  t h e  t w e n ty-five-h u n d r e d-dolla r  c h eck  to  t h e
o r d e r  of Hill, Arkw righ t  & Tho m p son.

The  glow of b a t tl e  co n tin u e d  wit h  Abe  u n til h e  r e a c h e d
t h e  s how-roo m  of his  ow n  pl ac e  of b u sin es s  a t  t wo
o’clock.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  c rie d,  “did
you  b uy t h e  s tock?”

“H u h?” Abe exclaim e d,  a n d  t h e n,  for  t h e
fir s t  t im e  sinc e  h e  s a w  t h e  silk foula r d s ,  h e  r e m e m b e r e d
In t e r s t a t e  Copp er.

“I w a s  to  Wass e r b a u e r’s  Res t a u r a n t  for
lunc h,” Mo r ris  con tinu e d,  “an d  in t h e
c afe  I s e e n  t h a t  t hing  w h a t  t h e  b a s e b all co m e s  ou t
of it, Abe.”

“The  tickler,” Abe c ro ak e d.

“Th a t’s it,” Mor ris  w e n t  on.  
“Also, Sol Klinge r  w a s  looking  a t  it,  a n d  h e
told  m e  In t e r s t a t e  Copp e r  w a s  u p  to  t h r e e  al r e a dy.”

Abe  s a t  dow n  in a  c h ai r  a n d  p a s s e d  his  h a n d  ove r  his
for e h e a d.

“Th a t’s t h e  on e  ti m e  w h e n  you  give  it
u s  good  a dvice,  Abe,” s aid  Mor ris .  “Sol
s ays  w e  m ay  m a k e  it t h r e e  t hou s a n d  dolla r s  ye t.”

191



Abe no d d e d.   H e  licke d  hi s  d ry lips  a n d  e s s aye d
to  s p e ak,  b u t  t h e  wo r ds  of confes sion  wo uld  no t  co m e.

“It  w a s  a  lucky d ay for  u s ,  Abe, w h e n  you  s e e n
B. S h ei tlis,” Mor ris  con tinu e d.   “Of
cou r s e ,  I ain’t  s aying  it  w a s  all luck,  Abe,
b ec a u s e  it  w a s n’t.   If you  h a d n’t
s e e n  t h e  op po r t u ni ty, Abe, a n d  p r ac tic ally m a d e  m e
go  in to  it,  I wo uldn’t  of do n e  no t hing,  Abe.”

Abe  no d d e d  a g ain.   If t h e  g uil t  h e  fel t  inw a r dly
h a d  exp r e s s e d  it s elf in hi s  face  t h e r e  wo uld  h ave
b e e n  no  n e e d  of confe ssion.   At len g t h  h e  b r a c e d
hi m s elf to  t ell i t a ll; b u t  jus t  a s  h e  cle a r e d  hi s
t h ro a t  by w ay of p r elud e  Mo r ris  w a s  s u m m o n e d  to  t h e
c u t ting-roo m  a n d  r e m ain e d  t h e r e  u n til closing-ti m e.  
Thus,  w h e n  Abe  w e n t  ho m e  his  s ec r e t  r e m ain e d  locke d
u p  wi thin  hi s  b r e a s t ,  no r  did  h e  find  it a  co mfor t a bl e
b u r d e n,  for  w h e n  h e  looke d  a t  t h e  q uo t a tions  of c u r b
s ec u ri ti es  in t h e  eve ning  p a p e r  h e  foun d  t h a t  In t e r s t a t e
Copp e r  h a d  clos e d  a t  fou r  a n d  a  h alf, af t e r  a  to t al
d ay’s b u sine s s  of sixty t ho us a n d  s h a r e s .

The  n ext  m o r ning  Abe  r e a c h e d  hi s  s to r e  m o r e  t h a n  t wo
ho u r s  af t e r  his  u s u al  ho ur.  H e  h a d  rolled  on
his  pillow all nig h t ,  a n d  it w as  al mos t  d ay  b efor e
h e  could  sle e p.

“Why, Abe,” Mor ris  c rie d  w h e n  h e  s a w  hi m,
“you  look sick.  Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r?”

“I feel m e a n,  M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied.  
“I g u e s s  I e a t  so m e t hing  w h a t  dis a g r e e s  wi th
m e.”

Or din a rily, Mor ris  wo uld  h ave  m a d e  r ejoind e r  to  t h e
effec t  t h a t  w h e n  a  m a n  r e a c h e d  Abe’s a g e  h e
ou g h t  to  know  e no u g h  to  t ak e  c a r e  of his  s to m a c h;
b u t  Mor ri s  h a d  d evo te d  hi ms elf to  t h e  fina ncial colu m n
of a  m o r ning  n e w s p a p e r  on  his  w ay do w n tow n,  a n d  his
feelings  tow a r d  his  p a r t n e r  w e r e  m ollified  in p ro po r tion.
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“Th a t’s too  b a d,  Abe,” h e  s aid.  
“Why do n’t you  s e e  a  doc to r?”

Abe  s hook his  h e a d  a n d  w a s  a bo u t  to  r e ply w h e n  t h e
t ele p ho n e  b ell r a n g.

“Th a t’s Sol Kling er,” Mo r ris  exclai m e d.  
“H e  s aid  h e  wo uld  le t  m e  know  a t  t e n  o’clock
w h a t  t his  In t e r s t a t e  Cop p e r  op e n e d  a t .”

H e  d a r t e d  for  t h e  t ele p ho n e  in t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e ,
a n d  w h e n  h e  r e t u r n e d  hi s  face  w a s  w r e a t h e d  in s miles.

“It  h a s  co m e  u p  to  five  al r e a dy,” h e  c rie d.  
“We m a k e  it  t w e n ty-five h u n d r e d  dolla r s.”

While  Mo r ris  w a s  t alking  ove r  t h e  ’phon e  Abe
h a d  b e e n  t rying  to  b ring  his  cou r a g e  to  t h e  s ticking
poin t ,  a n d  t h e  confe ssion  w a s  on  t h e  ve ry tip  of his
ton g u e  w h e n  t h e  n e w s  w hich  Mo r ris  b ro u g h t  forc e d  it
b ack  a g ain.   H e  ro s e  w e a rily to  his  fee t .

“I g u e s s  you  t hink  w e’r e  g e t ti ng  ric h
q uick,  M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  a n d  r e p ai r e d  to  t h e
bookk e e p e r’s d e sk  in t h e  fir m’s p riva t e
office.   For  t h e  n ext  t wo  ho u r s  a n d  a  h alf h e
dod g e d  a bo u t ,  wi th  on e  eye  on  Mo r ri s  a n d  t h e  o th e r
on  t h e  r e a r  e n t r a n c e  to  t h e  s to r e.   H e  exp ec t e d
t h e  silk to  a r r ive  a t  a ny m o m e n t,  a n d  h e  kn e w  t h a t
w h e n  it did  t h e  jig wo uld  b e  u p.   I t  w a s  wi th
a  sig h  of r eli ef t h a t  h e  s a w  Mor ris  go  ou t  to  lunc h
a t  h alf-p a s t  tw elve,  a n d  al mos t  im m e dia t ely af t e r w a r d
Hill, Arkw righ t  & Tho m pson’s t r uck m a n  a r r ive d
wi th  t h e  goods.   Abe  s u p e rin t e n d e d  t h e  di spos al
of t h e  p a cking  c a s e s  in  t h e  c u t ting-roo m,  a n d  h e  w as
e n g a g e d  in op e nin g  t h e m  w h e n  Miss  Coh e n,  t h e  bookk e e p er,
e n t e r e d.

“Mr. Pot a s h,” s h e  s aid,  “Mr. Pe rl m u t t e r
w a n t s  to  s e e  you  in t h e  s how-roo m.”
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“Did h e  co m e  b a ck  fro m  lunc h  so  soon?”
Abe  a sk e d.

“H e  c a m e  in rig h t  af t e r  h e  w e n t  ou t ,”
s h e  r e plied.   “I g u e s s  h e  m u s t  b e  sick. 
H e  looks  sick.”

Abe  t u r n e d  p al e.

“I g u e s s  h e  foun d  it  ou t ,” h e  s aid  to
hi m s elf a s  h e  d e sc e n d e d  t h e  s t ai r s  a n d  m a d e  for  t h e
s how-roo m.  Wh e n  h e  e n t e r e d  h e  foun d  Mo r ri s  s e a t e d
in a  ch ai r  wi th  t h e  fir s t  e di tion  of a n  eve nin g  p a p e r
clu tc h e d  in his  h a n d.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t er, M a w r u s s?” Abe
s aid.

Mo r ris  g ulp e d  onc e  o r  t wice  a n d  m a d e  a  fee ble  a t t e m p t
to  b r a n dis h  t h e  p a p er.

“M a t t e r?” h e  c ro ak e d.   “Not hin g’s
t h e  m a t t er.  Only, w e  a r e  ou t  tw e n ty-five h u n d r e d
dolla r s.   Tha t’s all.”

“No, w e  ain’t,  M a w r u s s,” Abe p ro t e s t e d.  
“Wh a t  w e  a r e  ou t  in on e  w ay w e  m a k e  in a no t h er.”

Mo r ris  so u g h t  to  co n t rol him s elf, b u t  his  p e n t-u p
e m o tions  g ave  t h e m s elves  ven t .

“We do,  h ey?” h e  ro a r e d .   “Well,
m ayb e  you  t hink  b e c a u s e  I took you r  fool a dvice  t his
onc e t  t h a t  I’ll do  it a g ain?”

H e  g r e w  r e d  in t h e  fac e.

“Ga m ble r!” h e  yelled.   “Fool! 
You s h e d  my blood!  Wh a t?   You w a n t  to  r uin
m e!   H ey?”

Abe  h a d  exp e c t e d  a  t i r a d e ,  b u t  no t hin g  h alf a s  violen t
a s  t his.

“M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid  soo t hin gly, “don’t
t ak e  it  so  p a r tic ular.”
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H e  mig h t  a s  w ell h ave  t ri e d  to  s t e m  Ni a g a r a  wi th  a
s hovel.

“Ain’t t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b usine s s  good
e no u g h  for  you?” Mo r ri s  w e n t  on.   “Mus t
you  go  t h ro wing  a w ay m o n ey on  s tocks  fro m  s tock exch a n g e s?”
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Abe sc r a t c h e d  his  h e a d.   Thes e  r h e to rical q u e s tions
h a r dly fit t e d  t h e  si t u a tion,  e s p e ci ally t h e  on e  a bo u t
t h rowing  a w ay m o n ey.

“Look-y h e r e ,  M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “if
you  t hink  you  sc a r e  m e  by t his  t h e ayt e r  a c ting  you’re
mis t ak e n.   Jus t  c alm  you r s elf, M a w r u s s ,  a n d  t ell
m e  w h a t  you  h e a r d  it.  I ain’t  h e a r d  no t hin g.”

For  a n s w e r  Mo r ris  h a n d e d  hi m  t h e  eve nin g  p a p er.

“S e ns a tion al Failu r e  in Wall S t r e e t ,”
w a s  t h e  r e d-le t t e r  leg e n d  on  t h e  fron t  p a g e.  
With  b ulging  eyes  Abe  took in t h e  impor t  of t h e  le ad e d
typ e  w hich  di sclos e d  t h e  n e w s  t h a t  Guns t  & Bau m er,
p ro m ot e r s  of In t e r s t a t e  Cop p er, h aving  boos t e d  it s
p ric e  to  five,  w e r e  ove r w h el m e d  by a  flood of p rofit-t aking.  
To s u p po r t  t h ei r  s tock  Guns t  & Bau m e r  w e r e  oblige d
to  b uy in all t h e  In t e r s t a t e  offe r e d  a t  five, a n d
w h e n  a t  leng t h  t h ei r  r e so u rc e s  g ave  ou t  t h ey  a n no u nc e d
t h ei r  s u s p e n sion.   In t e r s t a t e  im m e dia t ely collaps e d
a n d  sold  dow n  in les s  t h a n  a  q u a r t e r  of a n  ho u r  fro m
five  bid,  five a n d  a  t hi r ty-s e con d  a sk e d,  to  a  q u a r t e r
bid,  t h r e e-eig h t h s  a sk e d.

Abe  h a n d e d  b a ck  t h e  p a p e r  to  Mo r ri s  a n d  lit a  cig ar.

“For  a  m a n  w h a t  h a s  jus t  playe d  hi s  p a r t n e r
for  a  s uck er, Abe,” Mo r ri s  s aid,  “you
t ak e  it  nice  a n d  q uie t .”

Abe  p uffe d  slowly b efo r e  r e plying.

“Afte r  all, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “I
w a s  r igh t .”

“You w a s  righ t?” Mo r ri s  exclaim e d.  
“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?”

“I m e a n,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe w e n t  on,  “I
figu r e d  it ou t  r igh t .   I s ays  to  mys elf w h e n  I
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go t  t h a t  c h eck  for  tw e n ty-five  h u n d r e d  dolla r s:  
If I b uy t his  h e r e  s tock fro m  s tock exch a n g e s  a n d
w e  m a k e  m o n ey M a w r u s s  will go  p r e t ty  n e a r  c r azy. 
H e’ll w a n t  to  b uy it  t h e  w hole  s tock exc h a n g e
full fro m  s tocks,  a n d  in t h e  e n d  it  will b u s t  u s .  
On  t h e  o t h e r  h a n d,  M a w r u s s,  I figu r e d  it  ou t  t h a t
if w e  bo u g h t  t his  h e r e  s tock a n d  los e  m o n ey on  it,
t h e n  M a w r u s s’ll go  c r azy al so,  a n d  w a n t  to  m u r d e r
m e  o r  so m e t hin g.”

H e  p a u s e d  a n d  p uffed  a g ain  a t  his  cig ar.

“So, M a w r u s s,” h e  conclud e d,  “I
w e n t  do w n  to  Guns t  & Bau m e r’s b uilding,  M a w r u s s;
b u t  ins t e a d  of going  to  Guns t  & Bau m er, M a w r u s s ,  I
w e n t  on e  fligh t  low e r  dow n  to  Hill, Arkw rig h t  & Tho m p son’s,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  I did n’t  b uy it  In t e r s t a t e  Cop p er,
M a w r u s s,  b u t  I bo u g h t  it  ins t e a d  silk foula r d s,  M a w r u s s—s eve n ty-five
h u n d r e d  dolla r s’ wo r t h  for  t w e n ty-five  h u n d r e d
dolla r s,  a n d  it’s laying  rig h t  now  u p  in t h e
c u t ting-roo m.”

H e  lea n e d  b ack  in  his  c h ai r  a n d  t r iu m p h a n tly s u rveye d
his  p a r t n er, w ho  h a d  collaps e d  in to  a  c r u s h e d  a n d
p e r s pi ring  h e a p.

“So, M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid,  “I a m  a
g a m bler.  H ey?  I s h e d  you r  blood?  Wh a t?  
I r uin  you  wi th  my fool a dvice?   Ain’t it?”

Mo r ris  r ais e d  a  p ro t e s ting  h a n d.

“Abe,” h e  m u r m u r e d  h u skily, “I do n e
you  a n  inju ry.  I t’s m e  w h a t’s t h e
fool.  I w a s  c a r ri e d  a w ay by B. S h ei tlis’
m a king  his  m o n ey so  e a sy.”

Abe  jum p e d  to  his  fee t .

“Ho-ly s moke s!” h e  c rie d  a n d  d a s h e d  ou t
of t h e  s ho w-roo m  to  t h e  t ele p ho n e  in t h e  r e a r  of t h e
s to r e.   H e  r e t u r n e d  a  m o m e n t  la t e r  wit h  hi s  ciga r
a t  a  r akis h  a n gle  to  his  ju t ting  low e r  lip.
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“It’s all r ig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid.  
“I r u n g  u p  t h e  Kosciusko Bank  a n d  t h e  t wo-h u n d r e d-a n d-s eve n ty-five-dolla r
c h e ck  w e n t  t h ro u g h  all r i gh t .”

“Su r e  it did,” Mo r ris  r e plied,  his  d rooping
s pi ri t s  onc e  m o r e  r evived.   “I d e posi t e d
it  a t  e l eve n  o’clock yes t e r d ay m o r nin g.  
I do n’t  t ak e  no  c h a n c es  on  g e t ting  s t uck, Abe,
a n d  I only ho p e  you didn’t g e t  s t uck  on  t h e m
foula r d s,  n ei t h er.”

Abe  g rin n e d  b ro a dly.

“You n e e d n’t  wo r ry  a bo u t  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s ,”
h e  r e plie d.   “Stocks  fro m  s tock  exch a n g e s
m ayb e  I don’t  know  it, M a w r u s s;  b u t  s tocks  fro m
silk foula r d s  I do  know it, M a w r u s s,  a n d  do n’t
you  forg e t  it.”

CHAPTER IX

“Sol Kling e r  m u s t  t hink  h e  ain’t  t aking
c h a n c e s  e no u g h  in t h e s e  h e r e  s tocks,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  Pot a s h  r e m a rk e d  a  w e e k  af t e r  t h e  slu m p  in In t e r s t a t e
Copp er.  “H e  go t  to  hi r e  a  d r u m m e r  by t h e
n a m e  Walsh  ye t.   Tha t  felle r’s ide e  of e n t e r t aining
a  c us to m e r  is to  go  in to  Wass e r b a u e r’s  a n d  to
d rink  all t h e  s ch n a p p s  in s tock.   I b e t  ye r  w h e n
Walsh  g e t s  t h rou g h,  h e  do n’t  know w hich  is t h e
c us to m e r  a n d  w hich  is t h e  b a r t e n d e r  al r e a dy.”

“You go t  to  t r e a t  a  cus to m e r  rig h t ,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  co m m e n t e d ,  “bec a u s e  no w a d ays  w e  a r e  u p
a g ain s t  so m e  s tiff co m p e ti tion.   You t ak e  t hi s
h e r e  n e w  conc e r n ,  Abe, t h e  S m all Drygoods  Co m p a ny
of Walla  Walla, Washing ton,  Abe, a n d  Kling e r  & Klein
ain’t  los t  no  tim e.   Sol t ells  m e  t his  m o r ning
t h a t  t h e m  S m all p eo ple  s t a r t  in wi th  a  h u n d r e d  t ho us a n d
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c a pi t al  a ll p aid  in.  Sol s ays  al so  t h ei r  b uye r
Jam e s  Burke  w hich  t h ey s e n d  it E a s t  co m e s  fro m  t h e
s a m e  pl ac e  in t h e  old  cou n t ry a s  t his  h e r e  F r a nk  Walsh,
a n d  I g u e s s  w e  go t  to  h u s tle  if w e  w a n t  to  g e t  his
t r a d e ,  ain’t  i t?”

“Bec a u s e  a  c us to m e r  is a  Lan d s m a n n  of
m i n e , M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied,  “ain’t
no  r e a so n  w hy I s h all s ell hi m  goods,  M a w r u s s.  
If I could  s ell all my  Lan d sle u t e  w h a t  is in
t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sin e ss,  M a w r u s s ,  w e  wo uld  b e
doing  a  million-dolla r  b u sin e s s  a  m o n t h,  ain’t
it?”

At t his  junc t u r e  Mo r ri s  d r e w  on  hi s  im a gin a tion.  
“I h e a r  it a l so, Abe,” h e  hin t e d  d a rkly,
“th a t  t his  h e r e  Jam e s  Bourk e,  w h a t  t h e  S m all
Drygoods  Co m p a ny s e n ds  E a s t ,  is r el a t e d  by m a r r i a g e
to  t his  h e r e  Walsh’s wife.”

“Wives’ r ela tions  is nix, M a w r u s s,”
Abe  r e plie d.   “I go t  e no u g h  wi th  wives’
r el a tions.   Whe n  m e  a n d  my Rosie  g e t s  m a r ri e d  h e r
m o t h e r  w a s  old  m a n  S m olinski’s a  widow. 
H e  m a d e  a n  ho n e s t  failu r e  of it in t h e  c us to m e r  p e d dle r
b u sin es s  in  eigh t e e n  eigh ty-five, a n d  t h e  lodg e  m o n ey
w a s  p r e t ty  n e a r  go n e  w h e n  I go t  in to  t h e  fa mily. 
The n  my  wife’s m o t h e r  gives  my  wife’s
b ro t h er, Sc h e u e r  S m olinski, t e n  dolla r s  to  go  ou t  a n d
b uy so m e  sc h n a p p s  for  t h e  w e d din g,  a n d  t h a t’s
t h e  las t  w e  s e e  of hi m , M a w r u s s.   Bu t  Rosie
a n d  m e  g e t s  m a r ri e d,  a nyhow, a n d  t ak e s  t h e  old  lady
to  live  wi th  u s,  a n d  t h e  fir s t  t hin g  you  know, M a w r u s s,
s h e  g e t s  sick on  u s  a n d  die s,  wi th  a  p rofe sso r  a n d
t wo t r ain e d  n u r s e s  a t  my  exp e n s e,  a n d  t h a t’s
t h e  w ay it  go e s,  M a w r u s s .”
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H e  ros e  to  hi s  fee t  a n d  h elp e d  hi m s elf to  a  cig a r
fro m  t h e  L to  N  fir s t  a n d  s econ d  c r e di t  c u s to m e r s’
box.

“No, M a w r u s s,” h e  conclud e d,  “if
you  c a n’t s ell a  m a n  goods  on  t h ei r  m e ri t s ,
M a w r u s s,  you’ll n eve r  g e t  hi m  to  t ak e  t h e m  b e c a u s e
you r  wife  is r el a t e d  by m a r r i a g e  to  his  wife. 
Ain’t it?  We go t  a  good  line,  M a w r u s s,
a n d  w e  s t a n d  a  s how  to  s ell ou r  goods  wi thou t  no  t h e ay t e r s
no r  dinn e r s  no r  no t hing.”

Mo r ris  s h r u g g e d  his  s ho uld e r s .   “All r i gh t,
Abe,” h e  s aid,  “you  c a n  do  w h a t  you  like
a bo u t  it, b u t  I al r e a dy bo u g h t  i t t wo  ticke t s  for  S a t u r d ay
nig h t .”

“Of cou r s e ,  if you  lik e  to  go  to  s how s,
M a w r u s s,” Abe d ecl a r e d  a s  h e  ro s e  to  his  fee t ,
“I c a n’t  s top  you.  Only on e  t hing
I go t  to  s ay it, M a w r u s s—if you  t hink  you
s ho uld  c h a r g e  t h a t  u p  to  t h e  fir m’s exp e n s e
a c co u n t ,  all I go t  to  s ay  is you’r e  mis t ak e n,
t h a t’s  all.”

Abe  s t rod e  ou t  of t h e  s ho w-roo m  b efor e  a  r e to r t  could
for m ula t e  it s elf, so  Mo r ris  s t r u g gle d  in to  his  ove rco a t
ins t e a d  a n d  m a d e  for  t h e  s to r e  door.  As h e  r e a c h e d
it  hi s  eye  fell on  t h e  clock ove r  Wass e r b a u e r’s
Cafe  on  t h e  o t h e r  sid e  of t h e  s t r e e t .   The  h a n d s
poin t e d  to  t wo  o’clock, a n d  h e  b rok e  in to  a
r u n,  for  t h e  Sou t h w e s t e r n  Flye r  w hich  bo r e  t h e  p e r son
of Jam e s  Burke  w a s  d u e  a t  t h e  Gra n d  Ce n t r al  S t a tion
a t  t wo-t e n.   Fift e e n  min u t e s  la t e r  Mo r ris  d a r t e d
ou t  of t h e  s u b w ay exi t  a t  For ty-s eco n d  S t r e e t  a n d
im min e n tly avoide d  b eing  r u n  dow n  by a  h a n so m.  
Ind e e d,  t h e  vehicle  c a m e  to  a  h al t  so  s u d d e nly t h a t
t h e  ho r s e  r e a r e d  on  it s  h a u nc h e s ,  w hile  a  flood of
p rofa ni ty fro m  t h e  d rive r  t e s tified  to  t h e  n e a r n e s s
of Mo r ris’ e s c a p e.   Fa r  fro m  b eing  g r a t eful,
how ever, Mo r ris  p a u s e d  on  t h e  c u r b  a n d  w a s  a bo u t  to
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r e t ali a t e  in  kind  w h e n  on e  of t h e  t wo  m al e  occ u p a n t s
of t h e  h a n so m  le a n e d  forw a r d  a n d  pok e d  a  d e risive
fing e r  a t  hi m.

“Wh a t’s t h e  h u r ry, Mo r ris?” s aid
t h e  p a s s e n g er.

Mo r ris  looke d  u p  a n d  g a s p e d,  for  in t h a t  flee tin g
m o m e n t  h e  r ecog nize d  his  to r m e n tor.  I t  w a s  F r a nk
Walsh,  a n d  al thou g h  Mo r ris  s a w  only t h e  fea t u r e s  of
his  co m p e ti to r  it  n e e d e d  no  S h e rlock H ol m e s  to  d e d u c e
t h a t  F r a nk’s fellow-p a s s e n g e r  w a s  no n e  o t h e r
t h a n  Ja m e s  Burk e,  b uye r  for  t h e  S m all Drygoods  Co m p a ny.

Two ho u r s  la t e r  h e  r e t u r n e d  to  t h e  s to r e ,  for  h e  h a d
s eize d  t h e  oppo r t u ni ty of visiting  so m e  of t h e  fir m’s
r e t ail t r a d e  w hile  u p tow n,  a n d  w h e n  h e  c a m e  in h e
foun d  Abe  so r tin g  a  pile  of miss e s’ r e efe r s .

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  c rie d,  “you
look wo r rie d.”

“I b e t  you  I’m wo r ri e d,  Abe,” h e
s aid.   “You a n d  you r  wife’s r ela tions
do n e  it.   Two t ho us a n d  dolla r s  t h ro w n  a w ay in t h e
s t r e e t .   I go t  to  t h e  Gr a n d  Ce n t r al S t a tion  jus t
in  ti m e  to  g e t  t h e r e  too  la t e ,  Abe.  This h e r e
Walsh  w a s  a h e a d  of m e  al r e a dy, a n d  h e  took Burke  a w ay
in a  h a n so m.   Wh e n  I co m e  ou t  of t h e  s u b w ay t h ey
p r e t ty  n e a r  r u n  ove r  m e ,  Abe.”

“A co m p e ti to r  will do  a nyt hing,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  s aid  sy m p a t h e tic ally.  “But  do n’t
you  wo r ry.  The r e’s jus t  a s  big  fish  s wi m ming
in t h e  s e a  a s  w h a t  t h ey  s ell by fish  m a r k e t s ,  M a w r u s s .  
Bigg e r  eve n.   We ain’t  going  to  fail ye t
a  w hile  jus t  b e c a u s e  w e  los e  t h e  S m all Drygoods  Co m p a ny
for  a  c us to m er.”
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“We ain’t  los t  ’em ye t,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  r ejoine d,  a n d  wi thou t  t aking  off his  coa t  h e
r e p ai r e d  to  Wass e r b a u e r’s Res t a u r a n t  a n d  Cafe
for  a  b el a t e d  lunc h.   As h e  e n t e r e d  h e  e ncou n t e r e d
F r a nk  Walsh,  w ho  h a d  b e e n  con g r a t ul a ting  hi m s elf a t
t h e  b ar.

“H ello, Mor ris ,” h e  c ri e d.   “I
c u t  you ou t ,  didn’t I?”

“You c u t  m e  ou t?” Mo r ri s  r e plie d  s tiffly. 
“I do n’t  know w h a t  you  m e a n.”

“Of cou r s e  you  do n’t,” Walsh  b rok e
in h e a r tily.  “I s u p pos e  you  w a s  h u s tling
to  t h e  Gr a n d  Ce n t r al  S t a tion  jus t  b ec a u s e  you  w a n t e d
to  w a tc h  t h e  e n gin e s.   Well, I won’t  c row
ove r  you, Mo r ri s.  Be t t e r  luck  n ex t  ti m e!”

His  wor ds  fell on  u n h e e ding  e a r s ,  for  Mo r ris  w a s  b u sily
e n g a g e d  in looking  a ro u n d  hi m.   H e  so u g h t  fea t u r e s
t h a t  mi g h t  possibly b elon g  to  Ja m e s  Burk e,  b u t  F r a nk
s e e m e d  to  b e  t h e  only r e p r e s e n t a tive  of t h e  E m e r ald
Isle  p r e s e n t ,  a n d  Mo r ris  p roc e e d e d  to  t h e  r e s t a u r a n t
in t h e  r e ar.

“I s u p pos e  h e  t u r n e d  hi m  ove r  to  Klinger,”
h e  s aid  to  hi m s elf, w hile  fro m  t h e  va n t a g e  of his
t a bl e  h e  s a w  F r a nk  Walsh  b uy cig a r s  a n d  p a s s  ou t  in to
t h e  s t r e e t  in co m p a ny wi t h  a no t h e r  d r u m m e r  no t
of Irish  ex t r ac tion.

H e  finish e d  his  lunc h  wi t ho u t  a p p e ti t e,  a n d  w h e n  h e
r e e n t e r e d  t h e  s to r e  Abe w alke d  forw a r d  to  g r e e t  hi m.

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “I s e e n
Sol Klinge r  co ming  dow n  t h e  s t r e e t  a  few mi n u t e s  a go,
so  I kind e r  n a t u r ally jus t  s tood  ou t  on  t h e  sid e w alk
till h e  co m e s  p a s t ,  M a w r u s s .   I s a w  h e  ain’t
looking  a ny too  pl e a s e d,  so  I a sk e d  him  w h a t’s
t h e  t ro u ble; a n d  h e  s ays,  no t hin g,  only t h a t  F r a nk
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Walsh, w h a t  t h ey  go t  i t for  a  d r u m m er, e a t s  ’em
u p  with  exp e n s es .   So  I s ays,  H ow  so?   And
h e  s ays,  t his  h e r e  Walsh  h a s  a  c us to m e r  by  t h e  n a m e
of Burke  co m e  to  tow n,  a n d  t h e  fir s t  t hin g  you  know,
h e  s p e n d s  it  t h r e e  dolla r s  for  a  c a b  for  Burke,  a n d
five  dolla r s  for  lunc h  for  Burk e,  a n d  also  t e n  dolla r s
for  t wo  ticke t s  for  a  s how  for  Burk e,  b efo r e  t his  h e r e
Burk e  is in tow n  t wo  ho u r s  al r e a dy.  Klinge r  looke d
p r e t ty  so r e  a bo u t  it, M a w r u s s .”

“Wh a t  s how  is h e  t aking  Burke  to?” Mo r ri s
a sk e d.

“It  a in’t  a  s how  exac tly,” Abe r e plied
h a s tily; “it’s a  p rize-figh t .”

“A figh t!” Mo r ris  c rie d.   “Tha t’s
a n  ide a ,  ain’t  i t?—to  t ak e  a  c us to m e r
to  a  figh t .”

“I know it, M a w r u s s,” Abe r ejoin e d,  “bu t
you  go t  to  r e m e m b e r  t h a t  t h e  c us to m e r’s n a m e
is al so  Burke.   Wh a t  for  a  s how  did  you  b uy it
ticke t s  for?”

Mo r ris  blu s h e d.   “Tr avvy-ay ter,” h e
m u r m u r e d.

“Tr avvy-ay t e r!” Abe  r e plied.   “Why,
t h a t’s  a n  op e r a ,  a in’t  it?”

Mo r ris  no d d e d.   H e  h a d  in t e n d e d  to  co m bin e  b u sin es s
wi th  ple a s u r e  by  t aking  Burk e  to  h e a r  Tet r azzini.

“Well, you  go t  you r  ide e s,  too,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  con tinu e d;  “a n d  I do n’t  know  t h a t
t h ey’re  m u c h  b e t t e r  a s  t his  h e r e  Walsh’s
ide e s.”

“Ain’t t h ey, Abe?” Mo r ris  r e plied.  
“Well, m ayb e  t h ey ain’t, Abe.  Bu t
jus t  b e c a u s e  I go t  a  loafe r  for  a  c us to m e r  ain’t
no  r e a so n  w hy I s ho uld  b e  a  loafe r  mys elf, Abe.”

“M us t  you  t ak e  a  cus to m e r  to  a  s how, M a w r u s s?”
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Abe r ejoine d.   “Is  t h e r e  a  law co m p elling
it, M a w r u s s?”
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Mo r ris  s h r u g g e d  his  s ho uld e r s .

“Anyhow, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “I do n’t
s e e  t h a t  yo u  go t  a ny kick  co ming,  b e c a u s e  I’m
going  to  give  t h e m  ticke t s  to  you  a n d  Rosie,  Abe, a n d
yous e  t wo  c a n  t a k e  in t h e  s how.”

“And w h e r e  a r e  you  going,  M a w r u s s?”

“M e?” Mo r ris  r e plied.   “I’m
going  to  a  p rize-figh ting,  Abe.  I do n’t
give  u p  so  e a sy  a s  all t h a t .”

On  hi s  w ay ho m e  t h a t  nig h t  Mor ris  cons ul t e d  a n  eve ning
p a p er, a n d  w h e n  h e  t u r n e d  to  t h e  s po r ting  p a g e  h e
foun d  t h e  u p p e r  h alves  of s eve n  colu m n s  effac e d  by
a  h u g e  illus t r a tion  exec u t e d  in t h e  b e s t  s tyle  of
Jig, t h e  S po r ting  Ca r toonis t .   In  t h e  left-h a n d
co r n e r  c rouc h e d  Slogg e r  Atkins,  t h e  E n glish  ligh tw eigh t ,
w hile  opposi t e  to  hi m  in t h e  rig h t-h a n d  co r n e r  s tood
Young  Kilrain,  pois e d  in a n  a t t i t u d e  of d efe ns e .  
U n d e r n e a t h  w a s  t h e  leg e n d,  “The  Con t e s t a n t s
in Tomor row  Nigh t’s Ba t tl e.”  By r efe r e n c e
to  Jig’s colu m n  Mo r ri s  a s c e r t ain e d  t h a t  t h e  sc e n e
of t h e  figh t  would  b e  a t  t h e  Polygon  Club’s
n e w  a r e n a  in t h e  vicini ty of H a rl e m  Bridg e,  a n d  a t
h alf p a s t  eigh t  S a t u r d ay nigh t  h e  aligh t e d  fro m  a  Third
Aven u e  L t r ain  a t  On e  H u n d r e d  a n d  Twen ty-nin t h  S t r e e t
a n d  follow e d  t h e  c row d  t h a t  po u r e d  ove r  t h e  b rid g e.

It  w a s  nin e  o’clock b efo r e  Mor ris  g ain e d  a d mission
to  t h e  h u g e  fra m e  s t r uc t u r e  t h a t  ho us e d  t h e  a r e n a
of t h e  Polygon  Club.  H aving  jus t  p aid  five dolla r s
a s  a  con di tion  p r e c e d e n t  to  m e m b e r s hip  in good  s t a n din g,
h e  took hi s  s e a t  a mid  a  d e n s e  fog  of tob acco  s mok e
a n d  p e e r e d  a ro u n d  hi m  for  F r a nk  Walsh  a n d  his  c us to m er. 
At len g t h  h e  disc e r n e d  Walsh’s s t alw a r t  figu r e
a t  t h e  rig h t  h a n d  of a  ve ri t a bl e  gi a n t ,  w hos e  s q u a r e
jaw a n d  tip-til t e d  nos e  wo uld  h ave  p roclaim e d  t h e
c us to m er, eve n  t hou g h  Walsh  h a d  no t  a s sid uou sly plied
hi m  with  ciga r s  a n d  e n g a g e d  hi m  con tin u ally in  a ni m a t e d
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conve r s a tion.   They w e r e  s e a t e d  w ell dow n  tow a r d
t h e  rin g,  w hile  Mo r ris  foun d  a  pl ac e  di r ec tly op posi t e
t h e m  a n d  w a tc h e d  t h ei r  eve ry m ove m e n t .   Whe n  t h ey
laug h e d  Mor ris  scowled,  a n d  onc e  w h e n  t h e  big  m a n
sla p p e d  his  t high  in u p ro a rious  a p p r eci a tion  of on e
of Walsh’s s to rie s  Mo r ris  fai rly t u r n e d  g r e e n
wi th  e nvy.

Mo r ris  w a tc h e d  wit h  a  jau n dice d  eye  t h e  m a n n e r  in
w hich  F r a nk  Walsh  r a di a t e d  good  h u m or.  N o t  only
did  Walsh  h a n d  ou t  cig a r s  to  t h e  big  m a n,  b u t  al so
h e  p roffe r e d  t h e m  to  t h e  p e r son  w ho  s a t  n ex t  to  him
on  t h e  o t h e r  sid e.   This m a n  Mo r ri s  r ecog nize d
a s  t h e  d r u m m e r  w ho  h a d  b e e n  in  Wass e r b a u e r’s
wi th  F r a nk  on  t h e  p r evious  d ay.

“Le t ting  hi m  in on  it, too,” Mor ris  s aid
to  hi m s elf.  “Wh a t  s how  do  I s t a n d?”

The  firs t  of t h e  p r elimin a ry  bo u t s  b e g a n.   The
co m b a t a n t s  w e r e  a n no u n c e d  a s  Pig  Fla n a g a n  a n d  Tom
Eva n s,  t h e  Welsh  co al-mi n er.  I t  s e e m e d  to  Mo r ris
t h a t  h e  h a d  s e e n  Eva ns  so m e w h e r e  b efor e ,  b u t  a s  t his
w a s  his  ini ti a tion  in to  t h e  r e al m s  of p u gilis m  h e
conclud e d  t h a t  i t w a s  m e r ely a  c h a n c e  r e s e m bla nc e
a n d  dis miss e d  t h e  m a t t e r  fro m  his  min d.

The  op e nin g  bo u t  m o r e  t h a n  r e alize d  Mo r ri s’
conc e p tion  of t h e  s po r t’s  b r u t ali ty, for  Pig
Fl a n a g a n  w a s  w h a t  t h e  cog nosc e n ti  c all a  good
ble e d er, a n d  d u rin g  t h e  fir s t  s e con d  of t h e  figh t  h e
fulfilled  hi s  r e p u t a tion  a t  t h e  ins t a nc e  of a  ligh t
t a p  fro m  his  oppo n e n t’s left .   The r e  a r e
so m e  p eo ple  w ho  c a n no t  s t a n d  t h e  sigh t  of blood;  Mo r ri s
w a s  on e  of t h e m,  a n d  t h e  d r u m m e r  on  F r a nk  Walsh’s
righ t  w a s  a no t h er.  Bot h  h e  a n d  Mo r ris  t u r n e d
p ale,  b u t  t h e  big  m a n  on  Walsh’s left  r o a r e d
his  a p p rob a tion.
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“E a t  hi m  u p!” h e  b ellow e d,  a n d  a t  eve ry
fre s h  h e m o r r h a g e  fro m  Mr. Fl a n a g a n  h e  rocke d  a n d  s w aye d
in a n  e c s t a sy of e njoym e n t .   Fo r  t h r e e  c rim so n
ro u n d s  Pig  Fla n a g a n  a n d  Tom Eva ns  con tin u e d  t h ei r  con t e s t ,
b u t  eve n  a  good  bl e e d e r  m u s t  r u n  d ry  eve n t u ally, a n d
in t h e  fi r s t  h alf of t h e  fou r t h  ro u n d  Pig  took t h e
cou n t .

By t his  ti m e  t h e  a r e n a  w a s  s wi m ming  in Mo r ris’
n a u s e a t e d  vision,  w hile,  a s  for  t h e  d r u m m e r  on  F r a nk’s
righ t ,  h e  clos e d  his  eyes  a n d  wip e d  a  cla m my p e r s pi r a tion
fro m  his  for e h e a d.   The  club  m e e tin g  p roc e e d e d,
how ever, d e s pit e  t h e  s to m a c h s  of it s  w e ak e r  m e m b e r s ,
a n d  t h e  n ex t  bou t  co m m e n c e d  wi t h  a  r u s h .   I t  w a s
a dve r tise d  in a dv a nc e  by Mo r ris’ n eig h bo ring
s e a t holde r s  a s  a  scie n tific con t e s t ,  b u t  in p u gilis m,
a s  in s u r g e ry, scie nc e  is of t e n  go ry.  In  t his
ins t a nc e  a  scie n tific w hi t e  m a n  hi t  a  colo r e d  s av a n t
s q u a r ely on  t h e  nos e,  wi t h  t h e  inevit a ble  s a n g uin a ry
r e s ul t ,  a n d  a s  t ho u g h  by a  p r e a r r a n g e d  sign al  Mo r ri s
a n d  t h e  d r u m m e r  on  Walsh’s r igh t  s t a r t e d  for
t h e  door.  In  vain  did  Walsh  s eize  his  n eig h bo r
by t h e  coa t-t ail.  The  la t t e r  s hook hi ms elf loos e,
a n d  h e  a n d  Mo r ri s  r e a c h e d  t h e  side w alk  tog e t h er.

“T’phooie!” s aid  t h e  d r u m m er. 
“Th a t’s a n  a m u s e m e n t  for  five dolla r s.”

Mo r ris  wip e d  hi s  face  a n d  g a s p e d  like  a  land e d  fish.  
At len g t h  h e  r e cove r e d  his  co m pos u r e .   “I
s e e n  you  si t ting  n ex t  to  Walsh,” h e  s aid.

The  d r u m m e r  nod d e d.   “H e  didn’t  w a n t
m e  to  go,” h e  r e plied.   “He  s aid  w e
co m e  tog e t h e r  a n d  w e  s hould  go  tog e t h er, b u t  I told
hi m  I wo uld  w ai t  for  hi m  till it  w a s  over.  Hi m
a n d  t h a t  o t h e r  fellow s e e m  to  e njoy it.”

“So m e  p eo ple  h a s  go t  fun ny ide e s  of a  good  tim e,”
Mo r ris  co m m e n t e d .
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“T hat’s  a n  ide e  for  a  loafer,”
s aid  t h e  d r u m m er.  “For  my p a r t  I like  i t
m o r e  r efin e d.”

“I b elieve  you,” Mo r ris  r e plied.  
“Migh t  you  wo uld  co m e  a n d  t ak e  a  c u p  of coffee
wi th  m e ,  m ayb e?”

H e  indica t e d  a  b a t h b rick  d ai ry r e s t a u r a n t  on  t h e  opposi t e
side  of t h e  s t r e e t .

“M uc h  oblige d,” t h e  d r u m m e r  r e plied,  “bu t
I go t  to  go  ou t  of tow n  to-m o r row, a n d  coffee  ke e p s
m e  a w ak e.   I t hink  I’ll w ai t  h e r e  for  a bo u t
h alf a n  ho ur, a n d  if Walsh  a n d  his  fri en ds  do n’t
co m e  ou t  by t h e n  I g u e s s  I’ll go  ho m e.”

Mo r ris  h e si t a t e d.   A s e ns e  of d u ty d e m a n d e d  t h a t
h e  s t ay a n d  s e e  t h e  m a t t e r  t h ro u g h,  sinc e  hi s  n e wly-m a d e
a c q u ain t a n c e  wi th  t h e  t e r tiu m  q uid  of Walsh’s
li t tle  p a r ty mig h t  lea d  to  a n  in t rod uc tion  to  t h e  big
m a n ,  a n d  for  t h e  r e s t  Mo r ris  t r u s t e d  to  hi s  ow n  s ale s m a n s hip.  
Bu t  t h e  d r u m m e r  s e t tl e d  t h e  m a t t e r  for  hi m.

“On s econ d  t ho u g h t ,” h e  s aid,  “I
g u e s s  I wo n’t  w ai t .   Why s ho uld  I bo t h e r
wi th  a  cou ple  like  t h e m?   If you’re  going
dow ntow n  on  t h e  L I’ll go  wi t h  you.”

Toge t h e r  t h ey w alke d  to  t h e  M a n h a t t a n  t e r min al of
t h e  Thi rd  Aven u e  ro a d  a n d  discus s e d  t h e  fea t u r e s  of
t h e  dis g us tin g  s p e c t acl e  t h ey  h a d  jus t  wi t n e s s e d.  
In  going  ove r  it s  d e t ails  t h ey foun d  s ufficien t  conve r s a tion
to  cove r  t h e  jou r n ey to  On e  H u n d r e d  a n d  Sixt e e n t h  S t r e e t ,
w h e r e  Mo r ri s  aligh t e d .   Whe n  h e  d e sc e n d e d  to  t h e
s t r e e t  it  occ u r r e d  to  hi m  for  t h e  fir s t  t im e  t h a t
h e  h a d  o mit t e d  to  lea r n  bo t h  t h e  n a m e  a n d  line  of
b u sin es s  of his  n e w-foun d  frien d.
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In  t h e  m e a n ti m e  F r a nk  Walsh  a n d  hi s  co m p a nion  w a t c h e d
t h e  w hi t e  scien tis t  a n d  t h e  colo r e d  s ava n t  conclud e
t h ei r  exhibi tion  a n d  c h e e r e d  t h e m s elves  ho a r s e  ove r
t h e  piec e  d e  re sis tanc e  w hich  follow e d  im m e dia t ely. 
At len g t h  Slogg e r  Atkins  di spos e d  of Young  Kilr ain
wi th  a  w ell-di r ec t e d  p u n c h  in t h e  sola r  pl exus,  a n d
Walsh  a n d  hi s  co m p a nion  ro s e  to  go.

“Wh a t  b eco m e  of ye r  frien d?” t h e  big  m a n
a sk e d.

“H e  h a d  to  go  ou t ,  Jim,” F r a nk  r e plied.  
“H e  co uldn’t s t a n d  t h e  sigh t  of t h e  blood.”

“Is t h a t  so?” t h e  big  m a n  co m m e n t e d.  
“It  b e a t s  all, t h e  q u e e r  ide a s  so m e  p eo ple  h a s .”

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  c rie d  a s  h e  g r e e t e d
his  p a r t n e r  on  Mo n d ay m o r ning,  “how did  it  w e n t?”

“How did  w h a t  w e n t?” Mo r ri s  a s k e d.

“The  p rize-figh ting.”

Mo r ris  s hook hi s  h e a d.   “Not  for  all t h e
cloak  a n d  s ui t  t r a d e  on  t h e  Pacific slop e,”
h e  s aid  finally, “would  I go  to  on e  of t h e m  t hin gs
a g ain.   Fi r s t ,  a  fa t  Eye t alian  by  t h e  n a m e  Fla n a g a n
figh t s  wit h  a  you n g  feller, Tom Eva ns,  t h e  Welsh  co al-min er,
a n d  you n eve r  s e e n  no t hing  like  it, Abe, ou t side  a
sla u g h t e r-ho us e.”

“Fla n a g a n  do n’t s e e m  m u c h  like  a n  Eye t alia n,
M a w r u s s,” Abe co m m e n t e d.

“I know it,” Mor ris  r e plied;  “bu t
t h a t  wo uld n’t  s u r p ri se  you  m u c h  if you  could
s e e n  t h e  on e  w h a t  t h ey  c all Tom Eva ns,  t h e  Welsh  coal-min er.”

“Why no t?” Abe  a sk e d.
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“Well, you  r e m e m b e r  Hy m a n  Fein silver, w h a t  wo rk e d
by u s  a s  a  s hip ping  cle rk  w hile  Jake  w a s  sick?”

“Su r e  I do,” Abe r e plied.   “Co m e s
fro m  ve ry d ec e n t ,  r e s p e c t a ble  p eo ple  in  t h e  old  cou n t ry. 
His  fa th e r  w a s  a  r a b bi.”

“Don’t m a k e  no  diffe r e nc e  a bo u t  hi s  fa t h er,
Abe,” Mo r ri s  w e n t  on.   “Tha t  Tom Eva n s,
t h e  Welsh  co al-min er, is Hy m a n  Feinsilve r  w h a t  wo rk e d
by u s ,  a n d  t h e  w ay h e  t r e a t e d  t h a t  poo r  Eye t alia n
youn g  felle r  w a s  a  s h a m e  for  t h e  p eo ple.   I t  m a k e s
m e  sick to  t hink  of it.”

“Don’t t hink  of it, t h e n ,” Abe  r e plie d,
“bec a u s e  it  won’t  do  you no  good,  M a w r u s s.  
I s e e n  Sol Kling e r  in  t h e  s u b w ay t his  m o r ning,  a n d
h e  s ays  t h a t  las t  S a t u r d ay m o r ning  al r e a dy Ja m e s  Burke
w a s  in t h ei r  pl ac e  a n d  picke d  ou t  e no u g h  goods  to
s tock t h e  big g e s t  s ui t  d e p a r t m e n t  in  t h e  cou n t ry. 
Sol s ays  Burke  w e n t  to  P hilad elp hia  yes t e r d ay to  m e e t
Sidn ey S m all, t h e  p r e sid e n t  of t h e  co nc e r n,  a n d  t h ey’r e
co ming  ove r  to  Klinge r  & Klein’s t his  m o r ning
a n d  clos e  t h e  d e al.”

Mo r ris  s a t  dow n  a n d  li t a  cigar.  “Yes,
Abe, t h a t’s  t h e  w ay it  go e s,” h e  s aid
bi t t e rly.  “You si t  h e r e  a n d  t ell m e  a  long
s to ry a bo u t  you r  wife’s r el a tions,  a n d  t h e  fir s t
t hin g  you  know, Abe, I mis s  t h e  t r ain  a n d  F r a nk  Walsh
t ak e s  a w ay my t r a d e .   Wh a t  do  I c a r e  a bo u t  you r
wife’s r el a tions ,  Abe?”

“Th a t’s w h a t  I told  you, M a w r u s s.  
Wife’s r el a tions  do n’t do  no bo dy no  good,”
Abe  r e plie d.

“Joke s!” Mo r ri s  exclaim e d  a s  h e  m ove d
off to  t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e .   “Jokes  h e
is m a kin g  it, a n d  t wo  t hou s a n d  dolla r s  t h row n  in to
t h e  s t r e e t .”
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For  t h e  r e s t  of t h e  m o r ning  Mo r ris  s ulke d  in t h e  c u t ting-roo m
u p s t ai r s ,  w hile  Abe  b u sie d  hi ms elf in a s so r tin g  hi s
s a m ples  for  a  for t hco min g  N e w  E n gla n d  t rip.   At
t w elve  o’clock a  cus to m e r  c a m e  in, a n d  w h e n  h e
lef t  a t  h alf-p a s t  t w elve  Abe  e sco r t e d  hi m  to  t h e  s to r e
doo r  a n d  linge r e d  t h e r e  a  few min u t e s  to  g e t  a  b r e a t h
of fre s h  air.  As h e  w a s  a bo u t  to  r e e n t e r  t h e
s to r e  h e  disce r n e d  t h e  co r p ule n t  figu r e  of F r a nk  Walsh
m a king  his  w ay dow n  t h e  op posi t e  side w alk tow a r d  Wass e r b a u e r’s
Cafe.   With  hi m  w e r e  t wo  o th e r  m e n,  on e  of t h e m
a bo u t  a s  big  a s  F r a nk  hi m s elf, t h e  o th e r  a  sligh t ,
d a rk  p e r so n.

Abe  d a r t e d  to  t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e.   “M a w r u s s ,”
h e  c alled,  “co m e  q uick!  H e r e  is t his  Walsh
felle r  wi t h  S m all a n d  Burke.”

Mo r ris  took t h e  fir s t  few s t ai r s  a t  a  le a p,  a n d  h a d
his  p a r t n e r  no t  c a u g h t  hi m  h e  wo uld  h ave  land e d  in
a  h e a p  a t  t h e  bo t to m  of t h e  fligh t .   They cove r e d
t h e  dis t a nc e  fro m  t h e  s t ai rw ay to  t h e  s to r e  doo r  so
r a pidly t h a t  w h e n  t h ey r e a c h e d  t h e  sid e w alk F r a nk
a n d  hi s  cu s to m e r s  h a d  no t  ye t  a r r ive d  in fron t  of
Wass e r b a u e r’s.

“The  li t tl e  feller,” Mo r ris  his s e d,  “is
t h e  s a m e  on e  w h a t  w a s  u p  to  t h e  figh tin g.   I g u e s s
h e’s a  d r u m m er.”

“Him?” Abe  r e plied.   “He  ain’t
no  d r u m m er, M a w r u s s.   H e’s Jacob  Be rkowitz,
w h a t  u s e d  to  r u n  t h e  U p-to-Da t e  S to r e  in S e a t tl e.  
I sold  hi m  goods  w h e n  m e  a n d  Pinc us  Vesell w a s  p a r t n e r s
tog e t h er, w ay b efor e  t h e  S p a nis h  War  al r e a dy. 
Who’s t h e  o t h e r  felle r?”

At t h a t  m o m e n t  t h e  s u bjec t  of Abe’s inq ui ry
looke d  a c ross  t h e  s t r e e t  a n d  for  t h e  fi r s t  tim e  no tic ed
Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  s t a n ding  on  t h e  side w alk.   H e  s top p e d
s ho r t  a n d  s t a r e d  a t  Abe u n til his  b ulging  eyes  c a u g h t
t h e  sig n  a bove  t h e  s to r e .   For  on e  b rief m o m e n t
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h e  h e si t a t e d  a n d  t h e n  h e  lea p e d  fro m  t h e  cu r b  to  t h e
g u t t e r  a n d  plu n g e d  a c ros s  t h e  ro a d w ay, wi th  Jacob
Berkowitz a n d  F r a nk  Walsh  in clos e  p u r s ui t .   H e
s eize d  Abe by bo t h  h a n d s  a n d  s hook t h e m  u p  a n d  dow n.

“Abe Pot a s h!” h e  c rie d.   “So
s u r e  a s  you  live.”

“Th a t’s r ig h t ,” Abe  a d mi t t e d;  “th a t’s
my  n a m e.”

“You do n’t r e m e m b e r  m e ,  Abe?” h e
w e n t  on.

“I r e m e m b e r  Mr. Be rkowitz h e r e ,” Abe  s aid,
s miling  a t  t h e  s m alle r  m a n.  
“I u s e d  to  s ell hi m  goods  onc e t  w h e n  h e  r a n
t h e  U p-to-Da t e  S to r e  in
S e a t tl e .   Ain’t t h a t  so,  Mr. Be rkowitz?”

The  s m alle r  m a n  no d d e d  in a n  e m b a r r a s s e d  fas hion,
w hile  F r a nk  Walsh  g r e w  r e d  a n d  w hi t e  by t u r n s  a n d
looke d  fir s t  a t  Abe  a n d  t h e n  a t  t h e  o th e r s  in  bl a nk
a m az e m e n t.

“But,” Abe w e n t  on,  “you  go t  to
exc us e  m e ,  Mis t e r—Mist e r——”

“S m all,” s aid  t h e  la r g e r  m a n,  w h e r e a t
Mo r ris  fai rly s t a g g e r e d .

“Mis t e r  S m all,” Abe  con tin u e d.   “You
go t  to  excus e  m e.   I don’t  r e m e m b e r  you r
n a m e.   Won’t you  co m e  inside?”

“Hold  on!” F r a nk  Walsh  c ri ed.   “Thes e
g e n tl e m e n  a r e  going  to  lunc h  wi t h  m e .”

S m all t u r n e d  a n d  fixed  Walsh  wi t h  a  gl a r e .   “I
a m  going  to  do  w h a t  I ple a s e ,  Mr. Walsh,” h e
s aid  coldly.  “If I w a n t  to  go  to  lunc h  I
go  to  lunc h;  if I do n’t t h a t’s  so m e t hin g
els e  a g ain.”
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“Oh, I’ve go t  lot s  of ti m e,” Walsh
explaine d.   “I w a s  jus t  r e min din g  you, t h a t’s
all.  Wass e r b a u e r’s go t  a  few good  s p e cial ti es
on  his  bill-of-fa r e  t h a t  don’t  imp rove  wi th
w ai ting.”

“All r ig h t ,” Mr. S m all s aid.   “If
t h a t’s  t h e  c a s e  go  a h e a d  a n d  h ave  you r  lunc h.  
I won’t  d e t ain  you  no n e.”

H e  p u t  his  h a n d  on  Abe’s s ho uld er, a n d  t h e  li t tl e
p roc e s sion  p a s s e d  in to  t h e  s to r e  wi t h  Abe  a n d  Mr.
S m all in t h e  van,  w hile  F r a nk  Walsh  cons ti t u t e d  a
solit a ry r e a r-g u a r d .   H e  s a t  di sconsola t ely on
a  pile  of pi ec e  goods  a s  t h e  fou r  o t h e r s  w e n t  in to
t h e  s how-roo m.

“Sit  dow n,  Mr. S m all,” Abe  s aid  g e nially. 
“Mr. Be rkowitz, t ak e  t h a t  e a sy  ch air.”

The n  Mor ris  p ro d uc e d  t h e  “gilt-e d g e d”
cig a r s  fro m  t h e  s afe,  a n d  t h ey all lit  u p .

“Fir s t  t hing,  Mr. S m all,” Abe  w e n t  on,
“I s ho uld  like  to  know w h e r e  I s e e n  you  b efor e .  
Of cou r s e,  I know  you’re  r u n nin g  a  big  b u sin es s
in Walla  Walla, Washing ton,  a n d  c e r t ainly, too,  I
know you r  fac e .”

“Su r e  you  know my face,  Abe,” Mr. S m all
r e plied.   “But  my na m e  a in’t
fa miliar.  The  las t  tim e  you  s e e n  my face,  Abe,
w a s  so m e  t w e n ty ye a r s  sinc e.”

“Twe n ty ye a r s  is a  long  tim e,” Abe  co m m e n t e d.  
“I s e e n  lot s  of t r a d e  in  tw e n ty ye a r s .”

“Tr a d e  you  s e e n  it, yes,” Mr. S m all s aid,
“bu t  I w a s n’t  t r a d e .”

H e  p a u s e d  a n d  looke d  s t r aigh t  a t  Abe.  “Think,
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Abe,” h e  s aid.   “Wh e n  did  you  s e e n
m e  las t?”

Abe  g aze d  a t  hi m  e a r n e s tly a n d  t h e n  s hook his  h e a d.  
“I give  it u p ,” h e  s aid.

“Well, Abe,” Mr. S m all m u r m u r e d,  “th e
las t  t im e  you  s e e n  m e  I w e n t  ou t  to  b uy t e n  dolla r s’
wo r t h  of sc h n a p p s.”

“Wh a t!” Abe  c rie d.

“But  t h a t  af t e r noon  t h e r e  w a s  a  s u r e-t hin g  m a r e
going  to  s t a r t  ove r  to  Gut t e n b e r g  jus t  a s  I h a p p e n e d
to  b e  p a s sin g  Butch  Tho m p so n’s old  pl ac e,  a n d
I no  m o r e  t h a n  go t  t h e  t e n  dolla r s  dow n  t h a n  s h e  bl ew
u p  in t h e  s t r e t c h .   So  I bo a r d e d  a  freigh t  ove r
to  Wes t  Thi r ti e t h  S t r e e t  a n d  fe tch e d  u p  in Walla  Walla,
Washing ton.”

“Look a-h e r e!” Abe  g a s p e d.   “You
ain’t  S c h e u e r  S molinski, a r e  you?”

Mr. S m all nod d e d.

“Th a t’s m e ,” h e  s aid.   “I’m
Sc h e u e r  S m olinski o r  Sid n ey S m all, w hic h eve r  you like.  
Whe n  m e  a n d  Jake  Be rkowitz s t a r t e d  t hi s  h e r e  S m all
Drygoods  Co m p a ny w e  d e cid e d  t h a t  S m olinski a n d  Be rkowitz
w a s  too  big  a  m o u t hful for  t h e  Pacific Slop e,  so  w e
slipp e d  t h e  ‘inski’ a n d  t h e  ‘owitz.’ 
Sc h e u e r  S m all a n d  Jacob  Burk e  didn’t sou n d  so
w ell, n ei t h er.  Ain’t it?  So,  sinc e
t h e r e  ain’t  no  h a r m  in it,  w e  jus t  c h a n g e d  ou r
fron t  n a m e s,  too, a n d  m e  a n d  hi m  is Sid n ey S m all a n d
Jam e s  Burke.”

Abe  s a t  b a ck  in his  c h ai r  too  s t u n n e d  for  wo r ds ,  w hile
Mo r ris  po n d e r e d  bi t t e rly on  t h e  eve n t s  of S a t u r d ay
nig h t .   The n  t h e  p rize  w a s  w ell wi thin  hi s  g r a s p ,
for  ev e n  a t  t h a t  la t e  ho u r  h e  could  h av e  p e r s u a d e d
Mr. Burk e  to  r e co nside r  his  d e cision  a n d  to  b ring
Mr. S m all ove r  to  s e e  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r’s
line  fir s t .   But  no w  it  w a s  too  la t e ,  Mo r ri s  r eflec t e d,
for  Mr. S m all h a d  visi t ed  Kling e r  & Klein’s
e s t a blis h m e n t  a n d  h a d  no  do u b t  given  t h e  o r d er.
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“S ay, my  frie n ds,” F r a nk  Walsh  c ri ed,
poking  his  h e a d  in t h e  door, “fa r  fro m  m e  to
b e  b u t tin’ in, b u t  w h e n eve r  you’re  r e a dy
for  lunc h  jus t  le t  m e  know.”

Mr. S m all ju m p e d  to  his  fee t .   “I’ll
le t  you know,” h e  s aid—“I’ll
le t  you know  rig h t  now.  H alf a n  ho u r  sinc e  al r e a dy
I told  Mr. Kling e r  I would  m a k e  u p  my  min d  t his  af t e r noon
a bo u t  giving  hi m  t h e  o r d e r  for  t h e m  goods  w h a t  Mr.
Burk e  picke d  ou t .   Well, you go  b a ck  a n d  t ell him
I m a d e  u p  my min d  al r e a dy, soon e r  t h a n  I exp e c t e d .  
I a in’t  going  to  give  hi m  t h e  o r d e r  a t  a ll.”

Walsh’s r e d  fac e  g r e w  p u r ple.   At fi r s t
h e  g u r gled  incoh e r e n tly, b u t  finally r e cove r e d  s ufficien tly
to  e n u n cia t e;  a n d  for  t e n  mi n u t e s  h e  d e no u n c e d  Mr.
S m all a n d  Mr. Bu rk e,  t h ei r  con d u c t  a n d  a n t ec e d e n t s .  
I t  w a s  a  s ple n did  exhibi tion  of p rofa n e  invec tive,
a n d  w h e n  h e  conclud e d  h e  w a s  al mos t  b r e a t hle s s.

“Yah!” h e  jee r e d ,  “five-dolla r  t icke t s
for  a  p rize-figh t  for  t h e  likes  of yous e!”

H e  fixed  Mo r ris  a n d  Mr. Bu rk e  wit h  a  final gl a r e .

“Pe a rls  b efo r e  s win e!” h e  b ellow e d,  a n d
b a n g e d  t h e  s how-roo m  doo r  b e hind  hi m.

Mr. Burk e  looke d  a t  Mor ris.   “Tha t’s
a  lowlife  for  you,” h e  s aid.   “A r e s p e c t a ble
conc e r n  s ho uld  h av e  a  s al e s m a n  like  hi m!   Ain’t
it  a  s h a m e  a n d  a  disg r ac e?”

Mo r ris  no d d e d.

“H e  t ak e s  m e  to  a  pl ac e  w h e r e  no t hin g  b u t  loafe r s
is,” Mr. Bu rke  con tinu e d,  “a n d  for  t wo
ho u r s  I go t  to  si t  a n d  h e a r  him  a n d  his  frien d  t h e r e ,
t h a t  big  felle r—I g u e s s  you  s e e n  hi m,  Mr.
Pe rl m u t t e r—h e  told  m e  h e  ke e ps  a  b e e r  s aloon—a no t h e r
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lowlife—for  t wo  ho u r s  I go t  to  lis t e n  to
t h e m  loafe r s  c us sing  to g e t h er, a n d  t h e n  h e  g e t s  m a d
t h a t  I do n’t e njoy mys elf ye t.”

Mr. S m all s h r u g g e d  hi s  s ho uld e r s .

“Le t’s forg e t  all a bo u t  it,” h e
s aid.   “Co m e,  Abe, I w a n t  to  look ove r  you r
line,  a n d  you  a n d  m e  will do  b u sin e s s  rig h t  a w ay.”

Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  s p e n t  t h e  n ex t  t wo  ho u r s  dis playing
t h ei r  line,  w hile  Mr. S m all a n d  Mr. Bu rke  s el ec t e d
h u n d r e d  lots  of eve ry  s tyle.   Fin ally, Abe  a n d
Mr. S m all r e ti r e d  to  t h e  office  to  fill ou t  t h e  o r d er,
leaving  Mo r ri s  to  r e pl ac e  t h e  s a m ples .   H e  work e d
wi th  a  will a n d  w his tl ed  a  c h e e rful m elody by w ay
of a c co m p a ni m e n t.

“Mis t e r  Pe rlm u t t er,” Jam e s  Burk e  in t e r r u p t e d ,
“th a t  t u n e  w h a t  you a r e  w his tling  it, ain’t
t h a t  t h e  d r inking  son g  fro m  Travvy-a t e r  al r e a dy?”

Mo r ris  c e a s e d  his  w his tling.   “Tha t’s
righ t ,” h e  r e plied.

“I t hou g h t  it w a s,” Mr. Bu rk e  s aid.  
“I w a s  going  to  s e e  t h a t  op e r a  las t  S a t u r d ay
nig h t  if t h a t  lowlife  Walsh  wo uld n’t h ave  took
m e  to  t h e  p rize-figh t .”

H e  p a u s e d  a n d  h elp e d  hi m s elf to  a  fr e s h  cig a r  fro m
t h e  “gil t-e d g e d” box.

“For  a nybody els e  b u t  a  loafer,” h e  conclud e d,
“p rize-figh ting  is nix.  Op e r a ,  Mr. Pe rl m u t t er,
t h a t’s  a n  a m u s e m e n t  for  a  g e n tl e m a n.”

Mo r ris  no d d e d  a  vigo ro us  a c q uies c e nc e .   H e  h a d
n e a rly conclud e d  his  t a sk  w h e n  Abe  a n d  his  n e w-foun d
b ro t h e r-in-law r e t u r n e d.

“Well, g e n tl e m e n,” Mr. S m all a n no u nc e d,
“w e  figu r e d  it u p  a n d  it co m e s  to  t w e n ty-five
h u n d r e d  dolla r s.   Tha t  ain’t  b a d  for  a  s t a r t er.”
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“You b e t ,” Abe  a g r e e d  fe rve n tly.

Mr. Bu rk e  s miled.   “You go t  a  good  line,
Mr. Pot a s h,” h e  s aid.   “Eve r  so  m u c h
b e t t e r  t h a n  Kling e r  & Klein’s.”

“Th a t’s w h a t  t h ey  h ave,” Mr. S m all
a g r e e d.   “But  it do n’t m a k e  no  diffe r e nc e ,
a nyhow.  I’d give  t h e m  t h e  o r d e r  if t h e  line
w a s n’t  n ear  so  good.”

H e  p u t  his  a r m  a ro u n d  Abe’s s houlder.  “It
s t a n ds  in t h e  Talm u d,  a n  old  s aying, b u t  a  t r u e  on e,”
h e  s aid—“‘Blood  is r e d d e r  t h a n
w a t er.’”

CHAPTER X

The  S m all Drygoods  Co m p a ny’s o r d e r  w a s  t h e  for e r u n n e r
of a  b u sy s e a so n  t h a t  t axe d  t h e  e n e r gie s  of no t  only
Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  b u t  of t h ei r  e n ti r e  b u sin e ss  s t aff
a s  w ell, a n d  w h e n  t h e  ho t  w e a t h e r  s e t  in, Mo r ri s  could
no t  h elp  no ticing  t h e  fag g e d-ou t  a p p e a r a nc e  of Miss
Coh e n  t h e  bookke e p er.

“We s hould  give  t h a t  gi rl a  vac a tion,  Abe,”
h e  s aid.   “S h e  work e d  h a r d  a n d  w e  ou g h t
to  s how  h e r  a  lit tl e  consid e r a tion.”

“I know, M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied;  “bu t
s h e  ain’t  t h e  only p e r so n  w h a t  works  h a r d  a ro u n d
h e r e ,  M a w r u s s.   I wo rk  h a r d ,  too,  M a w r u s s ,  b u t
I ain’t  g e t ti ng  no  vac a tion.   Th a t’s
a  n e w  ide e  w h a t  you  go t ,  M a w r u s s .”

“Eve rybody gives  it  t h ei r  bookke e p e r  a  vac a tion,
Abe,” Mo r ri s  p ro t e s t e d.
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“Do t h ey?” Abe  r ejoine d.   “Well,
if bookke e p e r s  g e t s  vac a tions,  M a w r u s s,  w h e r e  a r e
w e  going  to  s top?   Fi r s t  t hin g  you  know, M a w r u s s,
w e’ll b e  giving  cu t t e r s  vac a tions,  a n d  op e r a to r s
vac a tions,  a n d  b efo r e  w e  g e t  t h ro u g h  w e  go t  ou r  wo rk roo m
h alf e m p ty  ye t  a n d  p aying  for  full tim e  al r e a dy. 
If s h e  w a n t s  a  vac a tion  for  t wo  w e eks  I ain’t
go t  no  objec tions,  M a w r u s s ,  only w e  don’t  p ay
h e r  no  w a g e s  w hile  s h e’s go n e.”

“You c a n’t  do  t h a t ,  Abe,” Mo r ris
s aid.   “Tha t  wo uld  b e  laying  h e r  off, Abe;
t h a t  wo uld n’t  b e  no  vac a tion.”

“But  w e  go t  to  h av e  so m e bo dy h e r e  to  k e e p  ou r
books  w hile  s h e’s a w ay, M a w r u s s ,” Abe
c ri ed.   “We go t  to  m a k e  it a  living,  M a w r u s s.  
We c a n’t s h u t  dow n  jus t  b e c a u s e  Miss  Coh e n  g e t s
a  vac a tion.   And so  it s t a n d s ,  M a w r u s s,  w e  go t
to  p ay Miss  Coh e n  w a g e s  for  doing  no t hin g , M a w r u s s ,
a n d  also  w e  go t  to  p ay it w a g e s  to  so m e bo dy els e  for
doing  so m e t hin g  w h a t  Miss  Coh e n  s hould  b e  doing  w h e n
s h e  ain’t,  a in’t  it?”

“Su r e ,  w e  go t  to  g e t  a  s u bs ti t u t e  for  h e r  w hile
s h e’s  a w ay,” Mo r ri s  a g r e e d;  “bu t
I g u e s s  it  won’t  b r e ak  u s.”

“All r ig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied;  “if
I go t  to  h e a r  i t a ll s u m m e r  a bo u t  t his  h e r e  vac a tion
b u sin es s  I’m s a tisfied.   I go t  e no u g h  to
do  in t h e  s to r e  wi thou t  wo r rying  a bo u t  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s.  
Only on e  t hin g  I go t  to  s ay  it, M a w r u s s:   w e  go t
to  h ave  a  bookk e e p e r  to  t ak e  h e r  plac e  w hile  s h e’s
a w ay, a n d  you  go t  to  a t t e n d  to  t ha t , M a w r u s s .  
Tha t’s  all I go t  to  s ay.”

Mo r ris  no d d e d  a n d  h a s t e n e d  to  b r e a k  t h e  good  n e w s
to  Miss  Coh e n,  w ho  for  t h e  r e m ain d e r  of t h e  w e ek  divide d
h e r  t im e  b e t w e e n  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r’s  a ccou n t s
a n d  a  doze n  m ul ticolo r e d  r ail roa d  folde r s .

“Look a t  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid  a s  h e
g az e d  t h ro u g h  t h e  gl a s s  p a n eling  of t h e  s how-roo m
tow a r d  t h e  bookke e p e r’s d e sk.   “Tha t
gi rl a in’t  do n e  it a  s t roke  of wo rk  sinc e  w e
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told  h e r  s h e  could  go  al r e a dy.  Wh a t  a r e  w e  r u n nin g
h e r e ,  a nyw ay:  a  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sin es s  o r  a  cu t-r a t e
ticke t  office?”
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“Don’t you  wo r ry  a bo u t  h er , Abe,”
Mo r ris  r e plied.   “Sh e’s go t  h e r  c a s h book
a n d  d aybook pos t e d  a n d  s h e  al so  go t  it  a  s u b s ti t u t e .  
H e’s  co min g  t hi s  af t e r noon.”

“H e’s  co min g?” Abe s aid.  
“So s h e  go t  it a  youn g  f eller , M a w r u s s?”

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  r e plie d,  “wh a t
h a r m  is t h e r e  in t h a t?   H e’s a  d e c e n t ,  r e s p ec t a ble
youn g  felle r  by t h e  n a m e  Tuch m a n,  w h a t  wo rks  a s  bookk e e p e r
by t h e  Kosciusko Bank.   They give  hi m  a  t wo  w e eks’
vac a tion  a n d  h e  co m e s  to  wo rk  by u s,  Abe.”

“Th a t’s a  fine  w ay to  s p e n d  a  vac a tion,
M a w r u s s,” Abe co m m e n t e d.   “Why do n’t
h e  go  u p  to  Tann e r sville  o r  so?”

“Bec a u s e  h e’s  go t  to  h elp  his  fa t h e r  ou t
nig h t s  in his  cig a r  s to r e  w h a t  h e  ke e ps  it on  Avenu e
B,” Mo r ris  a n s w e r e d.   “His  fa th e r  is
M ax Tuc h m a n’s  b ro t h er.  You know  M ax Tuc h m a n,
d r u m m e r  for  Lapidus  & Ele n bo g e n?”

“Su r e  I know hi m—a  loud-m o u t h  feller,
M a w r u s s;  go t  a  w hole  lot  to  s ay  for  hi ms elf. 
A s po r t  a n d  a  g a m bler, too,” Abe  s aid.   “He’d
soon e r  pl ay a uc tion  pinoc hle  t h a n  e a t ,  M a w r u s s .  
I b e t  you h e  t u r n s  in  a n  exp e n s e  a c co u n t  like  h e  w a s
on  a  ho n ey moon  eve ry t rip.   The  las t  ti m e  I s e e n
t his  h e r e  M ax Tuch m a n  w a s  u p  in Dulu t h.   H e  w a s
riding  in a  b u g gy wi th  t h e  lady b uye r  fro m  Mo e  Ger s c h el’s
cloak  d e p a r t m e n t .”

“Well, I s u p pos e  h e  sold  h e r  a  big  bill of goods,
too,  Abe, ain’t  i t?” Mo r ris  r ejoine d.  
“H e’s a n  u p-to-d a t e  feller, Abe.  If
a nybody w a n t s  to  s ell goods  to  lady b uye r s  t h ey go t
to  b e  u p-to-d a t e ,  a in’t  it?  And so  fa r
w h a t  I h e a r  i t nobo dy told  i t m e  you m a d e  s uc h  a  big
s ucc e s s  wi th  lady b uye r s,  n ei th er, Abe.”
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Abe s h r u g g e d  hi s  s ho uld e r s .

“Th a t  ain’t  h e r e  no r  t h e r e ,  M a w r u s s ,”
h e  g r u n t e d .   “The  t hing  is t his:   if
t his  you n g  felle r  by  t h e  n a m e  of Tuc h m a n  do e s  Miss
Coh e n’s work  a s  good  a s  Miss  Coh e n  do es  i t I’m
s a tisfied.”

The r e  w a s  no  n e e d  for  a p p r e h e n sion  on  t h a t  sco r e ,
how ever, for  w h e n  t h e  s u b s ti t u t e  bookke e p e r  a r rived
h e  p rove d  to  b e  a n  a cc u r a t e  a n d  ind us t rious  you n g
fellow, a n d  d e s pi t e  Miss  Coh e n’s a b s e n c e  t h e
wo rk  of Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r’s  office  p roc e e d e d
wi th  o r d e rly di sp a t c h.

“Th a t’s a  fine  you n g  feller, M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  co m m e n t e d  a s  h e  a n d  his  p a r t n e r  s a t  in t h e  fir m’s
s how-roo m  on  t h e  s e con d  d ay of Miss  Coh e n’s
vac a tion.

“Who’s t his  you’r e  t alking  a bo u t?”
Mo r ris  a sk e d.

“This  h e r e  bookke e p er,” Abe  r e plied.  
“Wh a t’s hi s  fi r s t  n a m e,  now, M a w r u s s?”

“Ralph,” Mo r ri s  s aid.

“Ralph!” Abe c ri ed.   “Tha t’s
a  n a m e  I co uldn’t  r e m e m b e r  it  in a  million  ye a r s,
M a w r u s s.”

“Why no t ,  Abe?” Mor ris  r e plied.   “Ralph
ain’t  no  h a r d e r  t h a n  Mo e  o r  Jake,  Abe. 
For  my p a r t ,  I a in’t  go t  no  t rou ble  in  r e m e m b e ring
t h a t  n a m e;  a n d  a nyhow, Abe, w hy s ho uld  a n  u p-to-d a t e
fa mily like  t h e  Tuc h m a n s  give  t h ei r  boys  s uc h  b ack-n u m b e r
n a m e s  like  Jake  o r  Mo e?”

“Jacob  a n d  Mos e s  w a s  d e c e n t ,  r e s p e c t a ble  p eo ple
in t h e  old  cou n t ry, M a w r u s s,” Abe co r r e c t e d
sole m nly.

“I know it, Abe,” Mo r ri s  r ejoine d;  “bu t
t h a t  w a s  long  sinc e  m a ny  yea r s  a go  al r e a dy. N o w
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is a no t h e r  tim e  e n ti r ely in N e w  York City; a n d  a nyhow,
wi th  s uc h  n a m e s  w h a t  w e  go t  it  in ou r  books,  Abe, you
s ho uld n’t  h av e  no  t rou ble  r e m e m b e ring  R alp h.”
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“Su r e  no t ,” Abe a g r e e d,  dis missing  t h e
s u bjec t.   “So, I’ll c all hi m  Ike.  
For  t wo  w e eks  h e  wo uld n’t  min d  it.”

Mo r ris  s h r u g g e d.   “For  my  p a r t ,  you  c a n
c all hi m  Andr e w  Ca r n e gie,” h e  s aid; “only,
le t’s  no t  s t a n d  h e r e  t alking  a bo u t  it  a ll d ay,
Abe.  I s e e  by t h e  p a p e r  t his  m o r nin g  t h a t  M a rc u s
Bra m so n,  fro m  Syr a c u s e ,  is a t  t h e  P rinc e  Willia m  H o t el,
Abe, a n d  you  s ays  you  w a s  going  u p  to  s e e  hi m.  
Tha t’s you r  s tyle, Abe:  a n  old-fas hion  felle r
like  M a r c us  Br a m so n.   If you  could n’t s ell
hi m  a  bill of goods,  Abe, you  couldn’t
s ell no bo dy .  H e  ain’t  no  lady b uyer,
Abe.”

Abe  gl a r e d  indign a n tly a t  his  p a r t n er.  “Well,
M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid,  “if you  ain’t
s a tisfied  wi th  t h e  w ay w h a t  I s ell goods  you  know  w h a t
you  c a n  do.  I’ll do  t h e  inside  wo rk  a n d
you  c a n  go  ou t  on  t h e  ro a d.   I t’s a  d a w g’s
life, M a w r u s s ,  a ny w ay you  look a t  it; a n d  m ayb e,  M a w r u s s,
you  wo uld  h ave  a  good  tim e  t akin g  b u g gy rid e s  wit h
lady b uye r s .   For  my p a r t ,  M a w r u s s ,  I go t  so m e t hing
b e t t e r  to  do  wi th  my ti m e.”

H e  s eized  hi s  h a t ,  s till gl a rin g  a t  Mo r ris,  w ho  r e m ain e d
q ui t e  u n m ove d  by hi s  p a r t n e r’s indign a tion.

“I h e a r d  it w h a t  you  t ell m e  no w  s eve r al  t im e s
b efo r e  al r e a dy, Abe,” h e  s aid; “a n d  if
you  w a n t  it t h a t  M ax Tuc h m a n  or  Kling e r  & Klein o r
so m e  of t h e m  o t h e r  felle r s  s ho uld  cop  ou t  a  good  c us to m e r
of ou r s  like  M a rc u s  Bra m son,  Abe, m ayb e  you’ll
h a n g  a ro u n d  h e r e  a  lit tl e  long er.”

Abe  r e to r t e d  by b a n ging  t h e  s how-roo m  doo r  b e hin d
hi m, a n d  a s  h e  di s a p p e a r e d  in to  t h e  s t r e e t  Mo r ris
ind ulg e d  in  a  b ro a d,  t riu m p h a n t  g rin.

Whe n  Abe  r e t u r n e d  a n  ho u r  la t e r  h e  foun d  Mor ris  going
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ove r  t h e  m o n t hly s t a t e m e n t s  wi th  R alp h  Tuc h m a n.  
Mo r ris  looke d  u p  a s  Abe  e n t e r e d .

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t er, Abe?” h e  c rie d.  
“You look wo r ri ed.”

“Wor ri e d!” Abe  r e plie d.   “I
ain’t  wo r rie d,  M a w r u s s.”

“Did you  s e e n  M a r c u s  Br a m so n?” Mo r ri s
a sk e d.

“Su r e  I s e e n  hi m,” s aid  Abe; “he’s
co ming  dow n  h e r e  a t  h alf-p a s t  t h r e e  o’clock
t his  af t e r noon.   You n e e d n’t  t ro u ble  you r s elf
a bo u t  hi m , M a w r u s s .”

Abe  h u n g  u p  his  h a t ,  w hile  Mo r ri s  a n d  Ralph  Tuch m a n
onc e  m o r e  fell to  t h e  wo rk  of co m p a ring  t h e  s t a t e m e n t s.

“Look a-h e r e ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe  s aid  a t  leng t h:  
“w ho  d’ye  t hink  I s e e n  it u p  a t  t h e  P rinc e
Willia m  H o t el?”

“I ain’t  no  min d  r e a d er, Abe,” Mor ris
r e plied.   “Who did  you  s e e n  it?”

“Miss  Atkinson,  cloak  b uye r  for  t h e  E m po riu m,
Dulu t h,” Abe r e plied.   “Tha t’s
Mo e  Ger s c h el’s s to r e .”

Mo r ris  s top p e d  co m p a rin g  t h e  s t a t e m e n t s ,  w hile  R alp h
Tuc h m a n  con tin u e d  his  w ri ting.

“Sh e’s jus t  co m e  in fro m  t h e  West,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  w e n t  on.   “Sh e  ain’t  r e gis t e r e d
ye t  w h e n  I w a s  going  ou t ,  a n d  s h e  wo n’t  b e  in
t h e  Arrival of Buye r s  till to-m o r row  m o r nin g.”

“Did you  s p e ak  to  h e r ?” Mo r ri s  a sk e d.

“Su r e  I s pok e  to  h er,” Abe  s aid.  
“I s ays  good-m o r ning,  a n d  s h e  r e co g nize d  m e
righ t  a w ay.  I a sk e d  af t e r  Mo e,  a n d  s h e  s ays  h e’s
w ell; a n d  I s ays  if s h e  co m e s  dow n  h e r e  for  fall goods;
a n d  s h e  s ays  s h e  ain’t  going  to  t alk no  b u sin es s
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for  a  cou ple  of d ays,  a s  it’s a  long  tim e  al r e a dy
since  s h e  w a s  in  N e w  York a n d  s h e  w a n t s  to  look a ro u n d
h er.  The n  I s ays  it’s a  fine  w e a t h e r  for
d riving  jus t  now.”
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H e  p a u s e d  for  a  m o m e n t  a n d  looke d  a t  Mo r ris.

“Yes,” Mor ris  s aid,  “an d  w h a t  did
s h e  s ay?”

“Sh e  s ays  s u r e  it  is,” Abe con tin u e d,
“only, s h e  s ays  s h e  go t  t h row n  ou t  of a  w a go n
las t  fall, a n d  so  s h e’s kind  of so u r  on  ho r s e s .  
S h e  s ays  no w a d ays  s h e  do n’t go  ou t  exc e p t  in
oit e r m o biles.”

“Oit e r m o bile s!” Mor ris  exclaim e d,  a n d
R alp h  Tuch m a n,  w hos e  p ro t r u ding  e a r s ,  s h a r p-poin t e d
nos e  a n d  gold  s p e c t acle s  did  no t  b elie  his  inq uisi tive
dis posi tion,  c e a s e d  w ri ting  to  lis t e n  m o r e  clos ely
to  Abe’s s to ry.

“Th a t’s w h a t  s h e  s aid,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  r e plie d; “a n d  so  I s ays  for  my  p a r t ,  I like d
it  b e t t e r  oi t e r m o biles  a s  ho r s e s .”

“Why, Abe,” Mor ris  c rie d,  “you  ain’t
n eve r  ro d e  in a n  oi t e r m o bile  in all you r  life.”

“Su r e  no t ,  M a w r u s s ,  I’m lucky if I g e t
to  a  fun e r al  onc e t  in a  w hile.   Ike,” h e
b rok e  off s u d d e nly, “you  b e t t e r  g e t  t h e m  s t a t e m e n t s
m aile d.”

R alp h  Tuch m a n  ros e  s a dly a n d  r e p ai r e d  to  t h e  office.

“Th a t’s a  s m a r t  youn g  feller, M a w r u s s,”
Abe  co m m e n t e d,  “an d  w hile  you  c a n’t  t ell
m u c h  a bo u t  a  felle r  fro m  his  fac e,  M a w r u s s ,  I n eve r
s e e n  t h e m  long  e a r s  on  a nyon e  t h a t  min d e d  hi s  ow n
b u sin es s,  y’und e r s t a n d?   And b e side s,  I
ain’t  t akin g  no  c h a n c e s  on  his  U ncle  M ax Tuch m a n
g e t tin g  a dva nc e  infor m a tion  a bo u t  t his  h e r e  Mo e  Ge r sc h el’s
b uyer.”

Mo r ris  no d d e d.   “M ayb e  you’r e  r igh t ,
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Abe,” h e  m u r m u r e d.

“You w a s  t elling  m e  w h a t  t his  Miss  Abr a h a m s o n
s aid,  Abe.”

“Miss  Atkinson,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  co r r ec t e d,
“no t  Abra h a m so n.”

“Well, w h a t  did  s h e  s ay?” Mo r ri s  a sk e d.

“So s h e  a sks  m e  if I eve r  w e n t  it  oit e r m o biling,”
Abe  w e n t  on,  “a n d  I s ays  s u r e  I did,  a n d  rig h t
a w ay q uick  I s e e n  it  w h a t  s h e  m e a n s;  a n d  I s ays  how
a bo u t  going  t his  af t e r noon;  a n d  s h e  s ays  s h e’s
a g r e e a ble.   So  I s ays,  M a w r u s s,  a ll r i gh t ,  I s ays,
w e’ll mix b u sin e s s  wi th  pl e a s u r e ,  I s ays.  
I told  h e r  w e’ll go  in a n  oi t e r mo bile  to  t h e
Bronix al r e a dy, a n d  w h e n  w e  co m e  b ack  to  t h e  s to r e
a t  a bo u t ,  s ay, five  o’clock w e’ll look
ove r  t h e  line.   The n  af t e r  t h a t  w e’ll go
to  din n er, a n d  af t e r  din n e r  w e  go  to  t h e ay t er. 
H ow’s t h a t ,  M a w r u s s?”

“I h e a r d  it wo r s e  ide e s  t h a n  t h a t ,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  r e plied; “bec a us e  if you  g e t  t his  h e r e
Miss  Aaronson  dow n  h e r e  in  t h e  s to r e ,  n a t u r ally, s h e
t hinks  if s h e  gives  u s  t h e  o r d e r  s h e  g e t s  b e t t e r  t r e a t m e n t
a t  t h e  din n e r  a n d  a t  t h e  t h e ayt e r  af t e r w a r d .”

“Th a t’s t h e  w ay I figu r e d  it ou t ,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  a g r e e d;  “a n d  al so, I s ays  to  mys elf, M a w r u s s
will e njoy it  a  good  oi t e r m o bile  r i d e.”

“M e! ” Mo r ris  c ri ed.   “Wh a t
h ave  I go t  to  do  wi t h  t his  h e r e  oi t e r m o bile  r i d e,
Abe?”

“Wh a t  h ave  you  go t  to  do  wi t h  it, M a w r u s s?”
Abe  r e p e a t e d .   “Why, M a w r u s s,  I’m
s u r p ris e d  to  h e a r  you, you  s ho uld  t alk t h a t  w ay. 
You go t  eve ry thin g  to  do  wi th  it.  I’m a
b ack  n u m b er, M a w r u s s;  I do n’t know no t hin g  a bo u t
s elling  goods  to  lady b uye r s ,  ain’t  it? 
You s ay  it  you r s elf, a  felle r  h a s  go t  to  b e  u p-to-d a t e
to  s ell goods  to  lady b uye r s .   So,  n a t u r ally,
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you  b eing  t h e  u p-to-d a t e  m e m b e r  of t his  conc e r n ,  you
go t  to  t ak e  Miss  Atkinson  ou t  in t h e  oi t e r mo bile.”
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“But,  Abe,” Mor ri s  p ro t e s t e d ,  “I
ain’t  n eve r  ro d e  in a n  oi t e r m o bile, a n d  t h e r e
wo uldn’t b e  no  pl e a s u r e  in it  for  m e ,  Abe. 
Why do n’t  yo u  go,  Abe?  You s ay  it
you r s elf you  lea d  it a  d a w g’s life  on  t h e  ro a d.  
N ow, h e r e’s  a  c h a nc e  for  you  to  e njoy you r s elf,
Abe, a n d  yo u  s ho uld  go.   Besid es,  Abe,
you  go t  co m m e r cial t r avele r s’ a ccid e n t  ins u r a n c e ,
a n d  I ain’t.”

“The  oi t e r m o bile  ain’t  co ming  till h alf-p a s t
on e,  M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied;  “be tw e e n  now
a n d  t h e n  you could  g e t  it  a  h u n dr e d  policie s
of a c cide n t  ins u r a n c e .   N o,  M a w r u s s,  t his  h e r e
lady-b uye r  b u sin e ss  is u p  to  you.  I go t  a  poin t e r
fro m  Sol Klinge r  to  rin g  u p  a  conc e r n  on  For ty-sixth
S t r e e t ,  w hich  I do n e  so,  a n d  fift e e n  dolla r s  it  cos t e d
m e.   Tha t  oi t e r m o bile  is co min g  h e r e  for  you  a t
h alf-p a s t  on e ,  a n d  af t e r  t h a t  all you  go t  to  do  is
to  go  u p  to  t h e  P rinc e  Willia m  H o t el a n d  a sk  for  Miss
Atkinson.”

“But,  Abe,” Mor ri s  p ro t e s t e d ,  “I
do n’t  ev e n  know  t hi s  h e r e  Miss  Isa acson.”

“N o t  Is a a cson,” Abe r e p e a t e d;  “Atkinson.  
You’d b e t t e r  w ri t e  t h a t  n a m e  dow n,  M a w r u s s,
b efo r e  you  forg e t  it.”

“N eve r  min d,  Abe,” Mor ris  r ejoine d.  
“I do n’t  n e e d  to  w ri t e  do w n  t hin gs  to
r e m e m b e r  ’em.  I do n’t h av e  to  c all
a  youn g  felle r  ou t  of hi s  n a m e  jus t  b e c a u s e  my m e m o ry
is b a d ,  Abe.  The  n a m e  I’ll r e m e m b e r  good
e no u g h  w h e n  it co m e s  righ t  do w n  to  it . 
Only, w hy s ho uld  I go  ou t  oi t e r m o biling  riding  wi th
t his  Miss  Atkinson,  Abe?  I’m t h e  inside
p a r t n er, a in’t  it?  And you’r e  t h e
ou t sid e  m a n.   Do you  know  w h a t  I t hink,  Abe? 
I t hink  you’r e  sc a r e d  to  ri d e  in a n  oi t e r m o bile.”
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“M e  sc a r e d!” Abe c rie d.   “Why
s ho uld  I b e  sc a r e d,  M a w r u s s?   A lit tle  t hing  like
a  b rok e n  leg  o r  a  b roke n  a r m,  M a w r u s s ,  do n’t
sc a r e  m e .   I ain’t  going  b e c a u s e  it a in’t
my  b u sin e ss  to  go.   I t’s you r  ide e ,  t his
lady-b uye r  b u sin e ss ,  a n d  if you  don’t  w a n t  to
go  w e’ll c h a r g e  t h e  fift ee n  dolla r s  w h a t  I p aid
ou t  to  p rofi t  a n d  loss  a n d  c all t h e  w hole  t hing  off.”

H e  ros e  to  hi s  fee t ,  t h r u s t  ou t  his  w ais t-line  a n d
m a d e  a  dig nified  exit  by w ay of closing  t h e  disc us sion.  
A m o m e n t  la t er, how ever, h e  r e t u r n e d  wi th  less  dig ni ty
t h a n  h a s t e .

“M a w r u s s ,” h e  his s e d,  “th a t  youn g
felle r—t h a t—t h a t—now,
Ike—is t el ep ho nin g.”

“Well,” Mo r ris  r e plie d,  “on e  t el e p hon e
m e s s a g e  ain’t  going  to  p u t  u s  in to  b a nk r u p t cy,
Abe.”

“Ba nk r u p tcy, no t hing!” Abe exclaim e d.  
“H e’s t el e p honing  to  his  U ncle  M ax Tuch m a n.”

Mo r ris  ju m p e d  to  his  fee t,  a n d  on  t h e  t ip s  of t h ei r
toe s  t h ey  d a r t e d  to  t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e.

“All r ig h t ,  U ncle  M ax,” t h ey h e a r d  Ralph
Tuc h m a n  s ay.  “I’ll s e e  you  to-nig h t .  
Good-by.”

Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  exch a n g e d  significa n t  gl a nc e s,  w hile
R alp h  slu nk  g uiltily a w ay to  Miss  Coh e n’s d e sk.

“Le t’s fir e  hi m  on  t h e  s po t,” Abe
s aid.

Mo r ris  s hook hi s  h e a d.   “Wh a t  good  will
t ha t  do,  Abe?” Mor ris  r e plied.   “We
ain’t  c e r t ain  t h a t  h e  told  M ax Tuc h m a n  no t hin g,
Abe.  For  all you  a n d  m e  know, M ax m ay  of r u n g
hi m  u p  a bo u t  so m e t hin g  q ui t e  diffe r e n t  al r e a dy.”

230



Page 89

“I b elieve  it, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid  ironically. 
“But,  a nyhow, I’m going  to  rin g  u p  t h a t
oi t e r m o bile  conc e r n  on  For ty-sixth  S t r e e t  a n d  t ell
’em to  s e n d  it  a ro u n d  h e r e  a t  t w elve  o’clock. 
The n  you  c a n  go  u p  t h e r e  to  t h e  ho t el,  a n d  if t h a t
Miss  Atkinson  ain’t  h a d  h e r  lunc h  ye t  b uy it
for  h er, M a w r u s s,  for  so  s u r e  a s  you  s t a n d  t h e r e  I
b e t  ye r  t h a t  youn g  feller, Ike,  h a s  r u n g  u p  t his  h e r e
M ax Tuc h m a n  a n d  told  hi m  all a bo u t  u s  going  u p  t h e r e
to  t ak e  h e r  ou t  in a n  oi t e r m o bile.  I b e t  ye r  M ax
will g e t  t h e  big g e s t  oi t e r m o bile  h e  c a n  find  u p  t h e r e
righ t  a w ay, a n d  h e’s  going  to  s t e al  h e r  a w ay
fro m  u s ,  s u r e ,  if w e  do n’t  h u s tl e.”

“Dre a m s  you  go t  it, Abe,” Mo r ri s  s aid.  
“How s ho uld  t his  h e r e  you n g  feller, Ralph  Tuc h m a n,
know t h a t  Miss  Aaronson  w a s  a  c us to m e r  of hi s  U ncle
M ax Tuc h m a n,  Abe?”

Abe  looke d  a t  Mo r ri s  m o r e  in so r row  t h a n  in a n g er. 
“M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “do m e  t h e  favor
onc e  a n d  w ri t e  t h a t  n a m e  dow n.   A-T a t ,  K-I-N  kin,
S-O-N  so n,  Atkinson—no t  Aaronso n.”

“Th a t’s w h a t  I s aid—Atkinson—Abe,”
Mo r ris  p ro t e s t e d;  “an d  if you’r e  so  sc a r e d
w e’r e  going  to  lose  h er, Abe, go  a h e a d  a n d  ’phon e.  
We go t  to  s ell goods  to  lady b uye r s  so m e  ti m e ,
Abe, a n d  w e  m ay  a s  w ell m a k e  t h e  b r e ak  no w .”

Abe  w ai t e d  to  h e a r  no  m o r e ,  b u t  h a s t e n e d  to  t h e  ’phon e,
a n d  w h e n  h e  r e t u r n e d  a  few mi n u t e s  la t e r  h e  foun d
t h a t  Mo r ris  h a d  go n e  to  t h e  b a r b e r  s ho p  a c ros s  t h e
s t r e e t .   Twen ty min u t e s  af t e r w a r d  a  sixty-ho r s e pow e r
m a c hin e  a r r ive d  a t  t h e  s to r e  doo r  jus t  a s  Mo r ris  c a m e
u p  t h e  s t e p s  of t h e  b a r b e r  s hop  u n d e r n e a t h  Wass e r b a u e r’s
Cafe  a n d  Res t a u r a n t .   H e  al mos t  b u m p e d  in to  P hilip
Plotkin,  of Kleinb e r g  & Plotkin,  w ho  w a s  licking  t h e
r ef r ac to ry w r a p p e r  of a  Wh e eling  s togy, wi th  on e  eye
fixed  on  t h e  a u to mo bile  in fron t  of his  co m p e ti to r s’
s to r e.
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“H allo, M a w r u s s,” P hilip  c ri ed.   “Pr e t ty
hig h-ton e d  c us to m e r s  you  m u s t  go t  it w h e n  t h ey co m e
dow n  to  t h e  s to r e  in oi t e r m o biles,  a in’t  it?”

Mo r ris  flas h e d  hi s  gold  fillings  in a  s mile  of t riu m p h a n t
s u p e rio ri ty.  “Th a t  ain’t  no  c us to m e r’s
oi t e r m o bile, P hilip,” h e  s aid.   “Tha t’s
for  u s  a n  oi t e r m o bile,  w h a t  w e  t ak e  it ou t
ou r  c us to m e r s  riding  in.”

“Why do n’t you  t ak e  it ou t  c r e di t  m e n
fro m  co m mission  ho u s e s  riding,  M a w r u s s?” P hilip
r ejoine d  a s  Mor ris  s t e p p e d  fro m  t h e  c u r b  to  c ro ss  t h e
s t r e e t .   This w a s  a n  allusion  to  t h e  w ell-know n
ci rc u m s t a nc e  t h a t  wi th  c r e di t  m e n  a  cus to m e r’s
a u to m obile-riding  inspi r e s  a s  m u c h  confide nc e  a s  his
b e t tin g  on  t h e  ho r s e  r a c e s ,  a n d  w h e n  Mo r ri s  climb e d
into  t h e  to n n e a u  h e  p aid  lit tl e  a t t e n tion  to  Abe’s
ins t r uc tions,  so  b u sy w a s  h e  gl a ncing  a ro u n d  hi m  for
p rying  c r e di t  m e n.   At leng t h,  wi th  a  final ja r
a n d  je rk  t h e  m a c hin e  s p r a n g  forw a r d,  a n d  for  t h e  r e s t
of t h e  jou r n ey Mor ris’ mi nd  w a s  e m p tie d  of eve ry
o th e r  a p p r e h e n sion  s ave  t h a t  e n g e n d e r e d  of p a s sing
t r ucks  o r  s t r e e t  c a r s .   Fin ally, t h e  m a c hin e  d r e w
u p  in fron t  of t h e  P rinc e  Willia m  a n d  Mor ris  sc r a m ble d
ou t,  t r e m bling  in ev e ry limb.  H e  m a d e  a t  onc e
for  t h e  cle rk’s d e sk.
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“Ple as e  s e n d  t his  to  Miss  Is a a cso n,” h e
s aid,  h a n din g  ou t  a  fir m  c a r d .

The  cle rk  cons ul t e d  a n  ind ex a n d  s hook hi s  h e a d.  
“No Miss  Isa ac son  r e gi s t e r e d  h e r e ,” h e
s aid.

“Oh, s u r e  no t ,” Mo r ris  c ri e d,  s miling
a polog e tically.  “I m e a n  Miss  Aaronson.”

Onc e  m o r e  t h e  cle rk  p a w e d  ove r  hi s  c a r d  ind ex. 
“You’ve go t  t h e  w ro n g  ho t el,” h e
d ecla r e d .   “I do n’t  s e e  a ny Miss  Aaronson
h e r e ,  e i t h er.”

Mo r ris  sc r a t c h e d  his  h e a d.   H e  m e n t ally p a s s e d
in r eview Jacobson,  Abra h a m so n,  a n d  ev e ry o t h e r  Biblical
p ro p e r  n a m e  co m bin e d  wit h  t h e  s uffix “son,”
b u t  r ejec t e d  t h e m  all.

“The  lady w h a t  I w a n t  to  s e e  it  is b uye r  for
a  d e p a r t m e n t  s to r e  in  Dulu t h,  w h a t  a r rive d  h e r e  t his
m o r nin g,” Mo r ris  explain e d.

“Le t  m e  s e e ,” t h e  cle rk  m u s e d;  “buyer,
h ey?  Wh a t  w a s  s h e  a  b uye r  of?”

“Cloaks  a n d  s ui t s ,” Mo r ri s  a n s w e r e d.

“Sui t s,  h ey?” t h e  cle rk  co m m e n t e d .  
“Le t  m e  s e e—b uye r  of s ui t s .   Was
t h a t  t h e  lady t h a t  w a s  exp ec tin g  so m e bo dy wi th  a n
a u to m obile?”

Mo r ris  no d d e d  e m p h a tically.

“Well, t h a t  p a r ty c alle d  for  h e r  a n d  t h ey left
h e r e  a bo u t  t e n  min u t e s  a go,” t h e  cle rk  r e plied.

“Wh a t!” Mo r ris  g a s p e d.
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“M ayb e  it  w a s  five min u t e s  a go,” t h e  cle rk
con tinu e d.   “A g e n tle m a n  wi th  a  r e d  ti e
a n d  a  fine  di a m o n d  pin.   His  n a m e  w a s  Tucke r  o r
Tuck e r to n  o r——”

“Tuch m a n,” Mo r ri s  c ri ed.

“Th a t’s r ig h t ,” s aid  t h e  cle rk;
“he  w a s  a——”

But  Mo r ris  t u r n e d  on  his  h e el  a n d  d a r t e d  wildly tow a r d
t h e  e n t r a n c e .

“S ay!” h e  c rie d,  h ailing  t h e  c a r ri a g e
a g e n t ,  “did  you s e e n  it a  lady a n d  a  g e n t  in
a n  oi t e r m o bile  leave  h e r e  five  min u t e s  a go?”

“Ladie s  a n d  g e n t s  leave  h e r e  in a u to mo biles
on  a n  av e r a g e  of eve ry t h r e e  min u t e s ,” s aid
t h e  c a r ri a g e  a g e n t .

“Su r e ,  I know,” Mo r ri s  con tin u e d,  “bu t
t h e  g e n t  wo r e  it  a  r e d  ti e  wi th  a  big  di a mo n d.”

“Red  ti e  wi th  a  big  dia mo n d,” t h e  c a r ri a g e
a g e n t  r e p e a t e d.   “Oh, yeh—I r e m e m b e r
now.  The  lady w a n t e d  to  know  w h e r e  t h ey  w a s  going,
a n d  t h e  r e d  n eck tie  s ays  u p  to  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn
a n d  so m e t hing  a bo u t  g e t tin g  b a ck  to  hi s  s to r e  af t e r w a r d .”

Mo r ris  no d d e d  vigorously.

“So I g u e s s  t h ey  w e n t  u p  to  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m
Inn,” t h e  c a r ri a g e  a g e n t  s aid.

Onc e  m o r e  Mo r ri s  d a r t e d  a w ay wi thou t  w ai ting  to  t h a nk
his  infor m a n t ,  a n d  a g ain  h e  clim b e d  in to t h e  ton n e a u
of t h e  m a c hin e.

“Do you  know  w h e r e  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn  is?”
h e  a sk e d  t h e  c h a uffeur.

“Wh a t  you  t ryin’ to  do?” t h e  c h a uffe u r
co m m e n t e d .   “Kid m e?”

“I ain’t  t rying  to  do  no t hing ,”
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Mo r ris  explaine d.   “I a sk  it you  a  sim ple
q u e s tion:   Do you  know w h e r e  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn
is?”

“S ay! do  you  know w h e r e  Baxt e r  S t r e e t  is?”
t h e  ch a uffeu r  a sk e d,  a n d  t h e n  wi thou t  w ai ting  for
a n  a n s w e r  h e  op e n e d  t h e  t h ro t tl e  a n d  t h ey glide d  a ro u n d
t h e  co r n e r  in to  Fifth  Avenu e.   I t  w a s  b a r ely h alf-p a s t
t w elve  a n d  t h e  tid e  of fas hion a ble  t r affic h a d  no t
ye t  s e t  in.  H e nc e  t h e  m o to r  c a r  m a d e  good  p ro g r e s s,
no r  w a s  it  u n til Fiftie t h  S t r e e t  w a s  r e a c h e d  t h a t
a  block of t r affic c a u s e d  t h e m  to  h al t .   An a u to mo bile
h a d  collided  wi th  a  d elive ry w a go n,  a n d  a  wo r dy con t e s t
w a s  w a ging  b e t w e e n  t h e  d rive r  of t h e  w a go n,  t h e  c h a uffeur,
on e  of t h e  occ u p a n t s  of t h e  a u to mo bile  a n d  a  t r affic-s q u a d
police m a n.
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“You do n’t know you r  b u sine s s,”
a  loud  voice  p rocl ai m e d,  a d d r e s sing  t h e  police m a n.  
“If you  did  you  wo uldn’t b e  si t ting  u p
t h e r e  like  a  d u m my al r e a dy.  This  h e r e  d rive r
r u n  in to u s .  We did n’t  r u n  in to  hi m.”

It  w a s  t h e  m ale  occu p a n t  of t h e  a u to m obile  t h a t  s poke,
a n d  in vain  did  hi s  fai r  co m p a nion  clu t ch  a t  t h e  t ails
of t h e  line n  d u s t e r  t h a t  h e  wo r e;  h e  w a s  in t h e  full
tid e  of eloq u e nc e  a n d  t ho ro u g hly e njoying  hi m s elf.

The  m o u n t e d  police m a n  m ain t ain e d  his  co m pos u r e—t h e
c al m  of a  volca no  b efor e  it s  e r u p tion,  t h e  o mino us
lull t h a t  p r ec e d e s  t h e  to r n a do.

“And fu r t h e r m o r e ,” con tin u e d  t h e  p a s s e n g er,
t h rowing  ou t  his  c h e s t ,  w h e r eo n  s p a rkle d  a  la r g e  di a mo n d
e nfolde d  in c ri m son  silk—“a n d  fu r t h e r mo r e ,
I’ll s e e  to  i t t h a t  t h e m  s u p e rio r s  of you r s  dow n
b elow h e a r s  of i t.”

The  m o u n t e d  police m a n  jum p e d  ni m bly fro m  his  ho r s e,
a n d  a s  Mo r ri s  r o s e  in t h e  ton n e a u  of hi s  a u to mo bile
h e  s a w  M ax Tuch m a n  b ein g  je rke d  bodily to  t h e  s t r e e t ,
w hile  hi s  fai r  co m p a nion  s h ri ek e d  hys t e ric ally.

Mo r ris  op e n e d  t h e  doo r  a n d  s p r a n g  ou t.   With  u n u s u al
e n e r gy h e  wor m e d  his  w ay t h ro u g h  t h e  c row d  t h a t  s u r ro u n d e d
t h e  police m a n  a n d  a p p ro ac h e d  t h e  sid e  of t h e  a u to mo bile.

“Lady, lady,” h e  c rie d,  “I do n’t
r e m e m b e r  you r  n a m e,  b u t  I’m a  frien d  of M ax
Tuc h m a n  h e r e ,  a n d  I’ll g e t  you  ou t  of t his  h e r e
c row d  in a  mi n u t e .”

H e  op e n e d  t h e  doo r  op posi t e  to  t h e  sid e  ou t  of w hich
Tuc h m a n  h a d  m a d e  his  e nfo rc e d  exit,  a n d  offe r e d  his
h a n d  to  M ax’s t r e m bling  co m p a nion.

The  lady h e si t a t e d  a  b rief m o m e n t .   Any po r t  in
a  s to r m,  s h e  a r g u e d  to  h e r s elf, a n d  a  m o m e n t  la t e r
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s h e  w a s  s e a t e d  b e sid e  Mo r ri s  in t h e  la t t e r’s
c ar, w hich  w a s  m oving  u p  t h e  Aven u e  a t  a  good  t w e n ty-mile
g ai t .   The  c h a uffeu r  took a dv a n t a g e  of t h e  t r affic
police m a n’s  p rofe ssion al  e n g a g e m e n t  wi th  M ax
Tuc h m a n,  a n d  it w a s  no t  u n til t h e  n ex t  m o u n t e d  office r
hove  in to  view t h a t  h e  b ro u g h t  hi s  c a r  dow n  to  it s
lawful g ai t .

“If you’re  a  frie n d  of Mr. Tuch m a n’s,”
s aid  t h e  lady a t  leng t h,  “why did n’t  you
go  wi th  hi m  to  t h e  police  s t a tion  a n d  b ail hi m  ou t?”

Mo r ris  g rinn e d.   “I g u e s s  you’ll know
w h e n  I t ell it you  t h a t  my  n a m e  is Mr. Pe rlm u t t er,”
h e  a n no u nc e d,  “of Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t er.”

The  lady t u r n e d  a ro u n d  a n d  gl a nc e d  u n e a sily a t  Mo r ris.  
“Is  t h a t  so?” s h e  s aid.   “Well,
I’m ple a s e d  to  m e e t  you, Mr. Pe rl m u t t er.”

“So, n a t u r ally, I do n’t feel so  b a d  a s
I mig h t  a bo u t  it,” Mo r ris  w e n t  on.

“N a t u r ally?” t h e  lady co m m e n t e d.  
S h e  looke d  a bo u t  h e r  a p p r e h e n sively.  “Pe r h a p s
w e’d b e t t e r  go  b ack  to  t h e  P rinc e  Willia m.  
Don’t you  t hink  so?”

“Why, you  w a s  going  u p  to  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn
wi th  M ax Tuch m a n,  w a s n’t  you?” Mo r ris
s aid.

“How did  you  find  t ha t  ou t?” s h e
a sk e d.

“A s m all-size  bi rd  told  it  m e,” Mo r ri s
r e plied  jocula rly.  “But,  a nyhow, no  jokes
no r  no t hing,  w hy s houldn’t w e  go  u p  a n d  h av e
lunc h  a t  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn?  And t h e n  you  c a n
co m e  dow n  a n d  look a t  ou r  line,  a nyhow.”

237



Page 92

“Well,” s aid  t h e  lady, “if you  c a n
s how  m e  t hos e  s ui t s  a s  w ell a s  Mr. Tuch m a n  could,
I s u p pos e  it  r e ally wo n’t  m a k e  a ny diffe r e nc e.”

“I c a n  s how  ’em to  you b e t t er  t h a n
Mr. Tuch m a n  could,” Mo r ri s  s aid; “an d
now  so  long  a s  you  a r e  con t e n t  to  co m e  dow n tow n  w e
wo n’t t alk b u sin es s  no  m o r e  till w e  g e t  t h e r e .”

They h a d  a n  exc ellen t  lunc h  a t  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn,
a n d  m a ny  a  h e a r ty  lau g h  fro m  t h e  lady t e s tified  to
h e r  a p p r e ci a tion  of Mor ris’ n aive  conve r s a tion.  
The  ho u r  p a s s e d  pl e a s a n tly for  Mo r ris ,  too,  sinc e  t h e
lady’s u n affec t e d  sim plicity s e t  him  e n ti r ely
a t  hi s  e a s e .   To b e  s u r e ,  s h e  w a s  n ei t h e r  you n g
no r  h a n d so m e,  b u t  s h e  h a d  all t h e  c h a r m  t h a t  s elf-r elia nc e
a n d  a bili ty give  to  a  wo m a n.

“A good,  s m a r t ,  b u sin es s  h e a d  s h e’s go t
it,” Mo r ris  s aid  to  hi m s elf, “an d  I wis h
I could  r e m e m b e r  t h a t  n a m e.”

H a d  h e  no t  fea r e d  t h a t  his  co m p a nion  mig h t  t hink  it
s t r a n g e,  h e  wo uld  h av e  a sk e d  h e r  n a m e  ou t rig h t .  
Onc e  h e  c alled  h e r  Miss  Aaronson,  b u t  t h e  look of
a m az e m e n t  wi th  w hic h  s h e  favor e d  hi m  effec t u ally di scou r a g e d
hi m  fro m  fu r t h e r  exp e rim e n t  in t h a t  di r ec tion.  
The nc efor t h  h e  c alled  h e r  “lady,” a  ti tle
w hich  m a d e  h e r  s mile  a n d  s e e m e d  to  ke e p  h e r  in exc elle n t
h u m or.

At len g t h  t h ey  conclud e d  t h ei r  m e al—q ui t e
a  m o d e s t  r e p a s t  a n d  co m p a r a tively r e a so n a ble  in  p rice—a n d
a s  t h ey  ro s e  to  leave  Mo r ris  looke d  tow a r d  t h e  doo r
a n d  g a s p e d  involun t a rily.  H e  could  h a r dly b elieve
his  s e n s e s ,  for  t h e r e  blocking  t h e  e n t r a nc e  s tood  a
fa milia r  b e a r d e d  figu r e .   I t  w a s  M a r c u s  Br a m son—t h e
con s e rv a tive,  b a ck-n u m b e r  M a rc u s  Bra m son—a n d
a g ain s t  hi m  lea n e d  a  t all, s tou t  p e r so n  no t  q ui t e  a s
youn g  a s  h e r  clo th es  a n d  w e a ring  a  la r g e  pic t u r e  h a t .  
Obviously t his  w a s  no t  M r s .  Bra m so n,  a n d  t h e  blus h

238



with  w hich  M a r c us  Bra m so n  r e cog nize d  Mo r ri s  only confi r m e d
t h e  la t t e r’s  s u s picions.

Mr. Br a m so n  m u r m u r e d  a  few wo r d s  to  t h e  you t hfully-d r e s s e d
p e r so n  a t  his  sid e,  a n d  s h e  gl a r e d  veno mo usly a t  Mor ris,
w ho  p r e cipi t a t ely follow e d  his  co m p a nion  to  t h e  a u to mo bile.  
Five  min u t e s  af t e r w a r d  h e  w a s  c h a t ti ng  wi th  t h e  lady
a s  t h ey  s p e d  alon g  Rive r sid e  Drive.

“Dulu t h  m u s t  b e  a  fine  tow n,” h e  s u g g e s t e d .

“It  is ind e e d,” t h e  lady a g r e e d.  
“I h ave  so m e  r el a tives  living  t h e r e .”

“Th a t  s ho uld  m a k e  it  pl e a s a n t  for  you, lady,”
Mo r ris  w e n t  on,  a n d  t h e r e af t e r  t h e  conve r s a tion  touc h e d
on  r el a tives,  w h e r e u po n  Mo r ri s  favor e d  hi s  co m p a nion
wi th  a  few in tim a t e  d e t ails  of hi s  fa mily life  t h a t
c a u s e d  h e r  to  laug h  u n til s h e  w a s  co m ple t ely ou t  of
b r e a t h.   To b e  s u r e,  Mor ris  could  s e e  no t hing
r e m a rk a bly h u m o ro u s  a bo u t  it  hi m s elf, a n d  w h e n  on e
o r  t wo  a n e c do t e s  in t e n d e d  to  b e  p a t h e tic  w e r e  r ec eive d
wi th  t e a r s  of mi r t h  r a t h e r  t h a n  sy m p a t hy h e  fel t  so m e w h a t
a n noye d.   N ev e r t h el e s s,  h e  hid  his  ch a g rin,  a n d
it  w a s  no t  long  b efor e  t h e  fa milia r  sign  of Wass e r b a u e r’s
Cafe  a n d  Res t a u r a n t  w a r n e d  Mo r ri s  t h a t  t h ey h a d  r e a c h e d
t h ei r  d e s tin a tion.   H e  a s sis t e d  hi s  co m p a nion  to
aligh t  a n d  u s h e r e d  h e r  in to  t h e  s how-roo m.
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“Jus t  a  mi n u t e ,  lady,” h e  s aid,  “a n d
I’ll b rin g  Mr. Pot a s h  h e r e .”

“But,” t h e  lady p ro t e s t e d,  “I t hou g h t
Mr. Lapid us  w a s  t h e  g e n tl e m a n  w ho  h a d  c h a r g e  of it.”

“T hat’s  all ri gh t ,” Mo r ris
s aid,  “you  jus t  w ai t  a n d  I’ll b rin g  Mr.
Pot a s h  h e r e .”

H e  took t h e  s t ai r s  to  t h e  c u t tin g-roo m  t h r e e  a t  a
jum p.   “Abe,” h e  c ri ed,  “Miss
Aaronso n  is do w n s t ai r s .”

Abe’s face,  w hich  wo r e  a  wo r ri e d  frow n,  g r e w
d a rk e r  s till a s  h e  r e g a r d e d  his  p a r t n e r  m alevolen tly. 
“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi th  you, M a w r u s s?”
h e  s aid.   “Ca n’t you  r e m e m b e r  a  si m ple
n a m e  like  Atkinson?”

“Atkinson!” Mo r ris  c ri ed.   “Th a t’s
it—At kinso n .  I’ve b e e n
t rying  to  r e m e m b e r  it  t h a t  n a m e  for  fou r  ho u r s  al r e a dy. 
Bu t,  a nyhow, s h e’s dow ns t ai r s ,  Abe.”

Abe  ros e  fro m  his  t a sk  a n d  m a d e  a t  onc e  for  t h e  s t ai r s ,
wi th  Mo r ris  following  a t  hi s  h e el s.   In  fou r  s t r id e s
h e  h a d  r e a c h e d  t h e  s how-roo m,  b u t  no  soon e r  h a d  h e
c ross e d  t h e  t h r e s hold  t h a n  h e  s t a r t e d  b ack  violen tly,
t h e r e by knocking  t h e  b r e a t h  ou t  of Mor ris ,  w ho  w a s
n e a rly p r e cipi t a t e d  to  t h e  floor.

“Mor ris,” h e  hi s s e d,  “who  is t h a t
t h e r e  lady?”

“Why,” Mo r ris  a n s w e r e d,  “th a t’s
Miss  Aaronson—I m e a n  Atkinson—ain’t
it?”

“Atkinson!” Abe  yelled.   “Tha t
ain’t  Miss  Atkinson.”
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“The n  w ho  is  s h e?” Mo r ris  a s k e d.

“Who is  s h e?” Abe r e p e a t e d.  
“Th a t’s a  fine  q u e s tion  for  you  to  a sk
m e .  You t ak e  a  lady for  a  fift e e n-dolla r
oi t e r m o bile  r i d e,  a n d  s p e n d  it a s  m u c h  m o r e  for  lunc h
in h er, an d  you  don’t  e v e n  k no w  h er  na m e !”

A cold  p e r s pi r a tion  b rok e  ou t  on  Mo r ris  a n d  h e  fai rly
s t a g g e r e d  in to  t h e  s how-roo m.   “La dy,”
h e  c ro ak e d,  “do m e  a  favo r  a n d  t ell m e  w h a t  is
you r  n a m e,  ple a s e .”

The  lady lau g h e d.   “Well, Mr. Pe rl m u t t er,”
s h e  s aid,  “I’m s u r e  t his  is m os t  ext r ao r din a ry. 
Of cou r s e,  t h e r e  is s uc h  a  t hing  a s  co m bining  b u sin es s
a n d  pl e a s u r e ;  b u t ,  a s  I told  Mr. Tuc h m a n  w h e n  h e  insis t e d
on  t a kin g  m e  u p  to  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn,  t h e  Boa r d
of Trus t e e s  con t rol t h e  pl acing  of t h e  o r d e r s.  
I h ave  only a  p e rfunc to ry d u ty to  p e rfo r m  w h e n  I ex a min e
t h e  finish e d  clo thin g.”

“Boa r d  of Trus t e e s!” Mor ri s  exclaim e d.

“Yes, t h e  Boa r d  of Trus t e e s  of t h e  H o m e  for
Fe m ale  Orp h a n s  of Vete r a n s,  a t  Oce a n h u r s t ,  Long  Islan d.  
I a m  t h e  s u p e rin t e n d e n t—Miss  Taylo r—a n d
I h a d  a n  a p poin t m e n t  a t  Lapid us  & Ele n bog e n’s
to  ins p e c t  a  t hous a n d  blu e-s e r g e  s ui t s .   Lapidu s
& Ele n bo g e n  w e r e  t h e  s ucc e s sful bid d e r s,  you  know. 
And t h e r e  w a s  r e ally no  r e a so n  for  Mr. Tuc h m a n’s
hos pi t ali ty, sinc e  I h a d  no t hin g  w h a t eve r  to  do  wi th
t h ei r  r e c eiving  t h e  con t r a c t ,  no r  co uld  I possibly
influe nc e  t h e  pl acing  of a ny fu t u r e  o r d e r s .”

Mo r ris  no d d e d  slowly.  “So you ain’t
Miss  Atkinson,  t h e n ,  lady?” h e  s aid.

The  lady lau g h e d  a g ain.   “I’m ve ry
so r ry  if I’m t h e  innoc e n t  r e cipie n t  u n d e r  fals e
p r e t e n s e s  of a  lunc h  a n d  a n  a u to mobile  r i de ,”
s h e  s aid,  r i sing.   “And you’ll excus e
m e  if I m u s t  h u r ry  a w ay to  ke e p  my a p poin t m e n t  a t
Lapidus  & Elen bo g e n’s?  I h ave  to  c a tc h  a
t r ain  b a ck  to  Oce a n h u r s t  a t  five o’clock, too.”
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S h e  h eld  ou t  h e r  h a n d  a n d  Mo r ris  took it s h e e pis hly.

“I ho p e  you’ll forgive  m e,” s h e
s aid.

“I c a n’t  bla m e  yo u , lady,”
Mo r ris  r e plied  a s  t h ey  w e n t  tow a r d  t h e  fron t  door. 
“It  a in’t  your  faul t ,  lady.”

H e  h eld  t h e  doo r  op e n  for  h er.  “And a s
for  t h a t  M ax Tuch m a n,” h e  s aid,
“I ho p e  t h ey s e n d  hi m  u p  for  life.”

Abe  s tood  in t h e  s how-roo m  doo r w ay a s  Mo r ris  r e t u r n e d
fro m  t h e  fron t  of t h e  s to r e  a n d  fixed  his  p a r t n e r
wi th  a  t e r rible  gl a r e .   “Yes, M a w r u s s ,”
h e  s aid,  “you’re  a  fine  piec e  of wo rk,
I m u s t  s ay.”

Mo r ris  s h r u g g e d  his  s ho uld e r s  a n d  s a t  do w n.   “Th a t’s
w h a t  co m e s  of no t  min ding  you r  ow n  b u sin e ss ,”
h e  r e to r t e d.   “I’m t h e  insid e,  Abe,
a n d  you’r e  t h e  ou t side,  a n d  it’s you r
b u sin es s  to  look af t e r  t h e  ou t-of-tow n  t r a d e .  
I told  you  I do n’t  know  no t hin g  a bo u t  t his  h e r e
lady-b uye r  b u sin e ss .   You o r d e r e d  t h e  oi t e r m o bile.  
I a in’t  go t  no t hing  to  do  wi th  it, a n d,  a nyhow,
I do n’t  w a n t  to  h e a r  no  m o r e  a bo u t  i t.”

A p uls e  w a s  b e a ting  in Abe’s c h e e ks  a s  h e  p a c e d
u p  a n d  dow n  b efo r e  r e plying.

“You  do n’t  w a n t  to  h e a r  no  m o r e
a bo u t  it, M a w r u s s ,  I know,” h e  s aid; “bu t
I w a n t  to  h e a r  a bo u t  it.  I go t  a  righ t
to  h e a r  a bo u t  it, M a w r u s s .   I go t  a  r ig h t  to  h e a r
it  how  a  m a n  could  m a k e  s uc h  a  fool ou t  of hi ms elf. 
Tell m e ,  M a w r u s s,  w h a t  n a m e  did  you  a sk  it  for  w h e n
you  w e n t  to  t h e  cle rk  a t  t h e  P rinc e  Willia m  Ho t el?”

Mo r ris  ju m p e d  to  his  fee t.   “Lillian  Russ ell!”
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h e  ro a r e d,  a n d  b a n g e d  t h e  s how-roo m  doo r  b e hind  hi m.

For  t h e  r e m ain d e r  of t h e  d ay Mor ris  a n d  Abe avoid e d
e a c h  o t h er, a n d  it w a s  no t  u n til t h e  n ext  m o r ning
t h a t  Mo r ris  ven t u r e d  to  a d d r e s s  hi s  p a r t n er.

“Did you  g e t  it  a ny wor d  fro m  M a r c us  Br a m so n?”
h e  a sk e d.

“I ain’t  s e e n  no r  h e a r d  no t hing,”
Abe  r e plie d.   “I c a n’t  u n d e r s t a n d  it,
M a w r u s s;  t h e  m a n  p ro mis e d  m e,  mi n d  you, h e  wo uld  b e
h e r e  s u r e.   M ayb e  you  s e e n  hi m  u p  to  t h e  ho t el,
M a w r u s s?”

“I s e e n  hi m,” Mo r ris  r e plied,  “bu t
no t  a t  t h e  ho t el, Abe.  I s e e n  hi m  u p  a t  t h a t
H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn,  Abe—with  a  lady.”

“With  a  lady?” Abe c ri ed.   “Are
you  s u r e  it  w a s  a  lady, M a w r u s s?   M ayb e  s h e  w a s
a  r el a tion.”

“Rela tions  you  do n’t t ak e  it  to  exp e n sive
plac e s  like  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn, Abe,” Mo r ri s
r e plied.   “And, a nyhow, t hi s  w a s n’t
no  r el a tion,  Abe; t his  w a s  a  lady.  Why s ho uld
a  m a n  blu s h  for  a  r el a tion,  ain’t  it?”

“Did h e  blus h?” Abe a s k e d;  b u t  t h e  q u e s tion
r e m ain e d  u n a n s w e r e d,  for  a s  Mo r ris  w a s  a bo u t  to  r e ply
t h e  s to r e  doo r  op e n e d  a n d  M a rc us  Br a m son  e n t e r e d.

“Ah, Mr. Br a m so n,” Abe  c rie d,  “ain’t
it  a  b e a u tiful w e a t h e r?”

H e  s eized  t h e  n e wco m e r  by t h e  h a n d  a n d  s hook it  u p
a n d  dow n.   Mr. Bra m so n  r e c eived  t h e  g r e e tin g  sole m nly.

“Abe,” h e  s aid,  “I a m  a  m a n  of my
wo r d,  ain’t  it?  And so  I co m e  h e r e  to  b uy
goods; b u t ,  a ll t h e  s a m e,  I t ell you  t h e  t r u t h:  
I w a s  p r e t ty  n e a r  going  to  Lapidu s  & Ele n bog e n’s.”

“Lapid us  & Ele n bog e n’s!” Abe c rie d.  
“Why so?”
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At t his  junc t u r e  Mo r ri s  a p p e a r e d  a t  t h e  s how-roo m
doo r  a n d  b e a m e d  a t  Mr. Bra m s on,  w ho  looke d  s t r aig h t
ove r  his  h e a d  in cold  indiffe r e n c e;  w h e r e u po n  Mor ris
foun d  so m e  b u sine s s  to  a t t e n d  to  in t h e  r e a r  of t h e
s to r e.

“Th a t’s w h a t  I s aid,” Mr. Br a m so n
r e plied,  “Lapid us  & Ele n bog e n’s; a n d  you
wo uld  of d e s e rve d  it.”

“Mr. Br a m so n,” Abe p ro t e s t e d,  “did
I eve r  do n e  you  so m e t hing  t h a t  you  s hould  t alk t h a t
w ay?”

“M e  you  n eve r  don e  no t hin g  to,  Abe,”
s aid  Mr. Bra m so n,  “bu t  to  t r e a t  a  lady w h a t
is  a  lady, Abe, like  a  d a w g,  Abe, I m u s t  s ay
it  I’m s u r p ris e d.

“I n eve r  t r e a t e d  no  lady like  a  d a w g,
Mr. Br a m so n,” Abe  r e plied.   “You m u s t
b e  mis t ak e n.”

“Well, m ayb e  it  w a s n’t  you, Abe,”
Mr. Br a m so n  w e n t  on; “bu t  if it  w a s n’t
you  it w a s  you r  p a r t n e r  t h e r e ,  t h a t  M a w r u s s  Pe rl m u t t er. 
Yest e r d ay I s e e n  hi m  u p  to  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn, Abe,
a n d  I a s s u r e  you, Abe, I w a s  n eve r  b efo r e  in  my life
in s uc h  a  hig h-p ric e  pl ac e—coffee  a n d  c ak e,
Abe, b elieve  m e ,  on e  dolla r  a n d  a  q u a r t er.”

H e  p a u s e d  to  le t  t h e  infor m a tion  sink  in.  “But
w h a t  could  I do?” h e  a sk e d.   “I w a s
w alking  t h ro u g h  t h e  sid e  e n t r a nc e  of t h e  P rinc e  Willia m
H ot el  yes t e r d ay, Abe, jus t  on  my w ay do w n  to  s e e  you,
w h e n  I s e e n  it  a  lady si t ting  on  a  b e nc h,  looking
like  s h e  wo uld  like  to  c ry only for  s h a m e  for  t h e
p eo ple.   Well, Abe, I looke d  a g ain,  Abe, a n d  wo uld
you  b elieve  it, Abe, i t w a s  Miss  Atkinson,  w h a t  u s e d
to  wo rk  for  m e  a s  s ale s wo m a n  a n d  go t  a  job  by  The
Golde n  Rule  S to r e ,  Elmir a,  a s  a s sis t a n t  b uyer, a n d
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is now  b uye r  by  Mo e  Ger sc h el, The  E m po riu m,  Dulu t h.”

Abe  no d d e d;  h e  kn e w  w h a t  w a s  co ming.

“So, n a t u r ally, I a sks  h e r  w h a t  it is t h e  m a t t e r
wi th  h er, a n d  s h e  s ays  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r  h a d  a n
a p poin t m e n t  to  t ak e  h e r  ou t  in a n  oit e r m o bile  a t  t wo
o’clock, a n d  h e r e  i t w a s  t h r e e  o’clock
al r e a dy a n d  t h ey ain’t  s how e d  u p  ye t.   Pot a s h
& Pe rl m u t t e r  is frie n ds  of min e,  Miss  Atkinson,  I
s ays,  a n d  I’m s u r e  so m e t hin g  m u s t  h ave  h a p p e n e d,
o r  o th e r wis e  t h ey wo uld  no t  of failed  to  b e  h e r e .  
So  I s ays  for  h e r  to  r in g  you  u p,  Abe, a n d  find  ou t .  
Bu t  s h e  s ays  s h e  would  s e e  you  firs t  in—s h e
wo uldn’t r in g  you  u p  for  all t h e  oi te r m o bile s
in N e w  York.  So  I s ays,  w ell, I s ays,  if you
do n’t  w a n t  to  rin g  ’em u p  I’ll
ri ng  ’em u p;  a n d  s h e  s ays  I s ho uld  min d  my ow n
b u sin es s.   So  t h e n  I s ays,  if you  wo uldn’t
ring  ’em u p  a n d  I wo uldn’t r i ng
’em u p  I’ll do  t his  for  you, Miss
Atkinson:  You a n d  m e  will go  for  a n  oi t e r m o bile
ride ,  I s ays,  a n d  w e’ll h ave  jus t  so  good  a
ti m e  a s  if Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r  w a s  p aying  for  i t. 
And so  w e  did,  Abe.  I took Miss  Atkinson  u p  to
t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn,  a n d  it cos t e d  m e  t hi r ty dolla r s,
Abe, including  a  cig ar, w hich  I wo uldn’t c h a r g e
you  no t hin g  for.”

“Ch a r g e  m e  no t hin g!” Abe  c rie d.  
“Of cou r s e  you  wo uldn’t c h a r g e  m e  no t hing.  
You wo uld n’t c h a r g e  m e  no t hing,  Mr. Br a m s on,
b ec a u s e  I wo uld n’t  pay  you  no t hin g.  
I didn’t  a s k  you  to  t ak e  Miss  Atkinson  ou t  in
a n  oi t e r m o bile.”
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“I know you  didn’t,  Abe,” Mr. Bra m son
r e plied  fir mly, “bu t  ei t h e r  you will p ay  for
it  o r  I will go  ove r  to  Lapidus  & Ele n bo g e n’s
a n d  t h e y  will p ay for  it.   They’ll
b e  only too  gl a d  to  p ay for  i t, Abe, b e c a u s e  I b e t
ye r  Miss  Atkinson  s h e  give  ’em a  p r e t ty  big  o r d e r
al r e a dy, Abe.”

Abe  frow n e d  a n d  t h e n  s h r u g g e d.   “All r ig h t ,”
h e  s aid; “if I m u s t  I m u s t .   So  co m e  on
now, Mr. Br a m so n,  a n d  look ove r  t h e  line.”

In  t h e  m e a n ti m e  Mor ris  h a d  r e p ai r e d  to  t h e  bookke e p e r’s
d e sk  a n d  w a s  looking  ove r  t h e  d aybook wi th  a n  u n s e eing
eye.   His  min d  w a s  occ u pie d  wi t h  bi t t e r  r eflec tions
w h e n  Ralph  Tuch m a n  in t e r r u p t e d  hi m.

“Mr. Pe rl m u t t er,” h e  s aid,  “I’m
going  to  leave.”

“Going  to  leave?” Mor ris  c rie d.   “Wh a t
for?”

“Well, in t h e  fir s t  pl ac e,  I do n’t like
it  to  b e  c alled  ou t  of my  n a m e,” h e  con tin u e d.  
“Mr. Pot a s h  c alls  m e  Ike,  a n d  my n a m e  is R alp h.  
If a  m a n’s n a m e  is R alph,  Mr. Pe rl m u t t er, h e
n a t u r ally do n’t like  it  to  b e  c alled  Ike.”

“I know it,” Mor ris  a g r e e d,  “bu t
so m e  p eo ple  ain’t  go t  a  good  m e m o ry for  n a m e s,
R alp h.   Eve n  mys elf I forg e t  it n a m e s,  too,  onc e t
in  a  w hile,  occ a sion ally.”

“But  t h a t  ain’t  all, Mr. Pe rl m u t t er,”
R alp h  w e n t  on.   “Yes t e r d ay, w hile  you  w a s
ou t,  Mr. Pot a s h  a cc u s e s  m e  so m e t hing  t e r rible.”

“Accus e  you?” Mo r ris  s aid.   “Wh a t
do es  h e  a cc u s e  you  for?”
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“H e  a c c u s e  m e  t h a t  I r ing  u p  my U ncle  M ax Tuch m a n
a n d  t ell hi m  a bo u t  a  Miss  Atkinson  a t  t h e  P rince  Willia m
H ot el,” Ralph  con tinu e d.   “I didn’t
do  it, Mr. Pe rl m u t t e r ;  b elieve  m e .   U ncle  M ax r u n g
m e  u p,  a n d  I w a s  going  to  t ell you  a n d  Mr. Pot a s h
w h a t  h e  r u n g  m e  u p  for  if you  did n’t looke d
a t  m e  like  I w a s  a  pickpock e t  w h e n  I w a s  co ming  a w ay
fro m  t h e  ’phon e  yes t e r d ay.”

“I did n’t look a t  you  like  a  pickpocke t ,
R alp h,” Mo r ris  s aid.   “Wh a t  did  you r
U ncle  M ax rin g  you  u p  for?”

“Why, h e  w a n t e d  m e  to  t ell you  t h a t  so  long
a s  you  w a s  so  kind  a n d  gives  m e  t his  h e r e  vaca tion
job I s ho uld  do  you  a  good  t u r n,  too.  H e  s ays
t h a t  Miss  Atkinson  t ells  hi m  yes t e r d ay s h e  w a s  going
ou t  oi t e r m o bile  r i ding  wi th  you, a n d  so  h e  s ays  I
s ho uld  t ell you  no t  to  go  to  a ny exp e ns e  by Miss  Atkinson,
on  a cco u n t  t h a t  s h e  al r e a dy bo u g h t  h e r  fall line  fro m
U ncle  M ax w h e n  h e  w a s  in Dulu t h  t h r e e  w e e ks  a go  al r e a dy;
a n d  t h a t  s h e  is no w  in N e w  York s t ric tly on  h e r  vac a tion
only, a n d  no t  to  b uy goods.”

Mo r ris  no d d e d  slowly.

“Well, Ralph,” h e  s aid,  “you’re
a  good,  s m a r t  boy, a n d  I w a n t  you  to  s t ay u n til Miss
Coh e n  co m e s  b a ck  a n d  m ayb e  w e’ll r ais e  you  a
cou ple  of dolla r s  a  w e e k  till t h e n .”

H e  bi t  t h e  e n d  off a  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn  cigar. 
“Wh e n  a  m a n  g e t s  pl aye d  it  good  for  a  s ucke r
like  w e  w a s,” h e  m u s e d,  “a  cou ple  of dolla r s
m o r e  o r  less  wo n’t  h a r m  hi m  no n e.”

“Th a t’s w h a t  my  U ncle  M ax s ays  w h e n  h e
s e e n  you  u p  a t  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn  yes t e r d ay,”
R alp h  co m m e n t e d.

“H e  s e e n  m e  u p  a t  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn!”
Mo r ris  c ri ed.   “How s ho uld  h e  s e e n  m e  u p
a t  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn?   I t ho u g h t  h e  w a s  m a d e
it  a r r e s t e d .”

247



Page 97

“Su r e  h e  w a s  m a d e  it  a r r e s t e d ,” Ralph
s aid.   “But  h e  fixed  it  u p  all r ig h t  a t
t h e  s t a tion-ho us e ,  a n d  t h e  s e r g e a n t  le t s  hi m  ou t .  
So  h e  go es  u p  to  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn  b e c a u s e  w h e n
h e  w e n t  r ig h t  b a ck  to  t h e  ho t el to  s e e  af t e r  t h a t
Miss  Taylor  t h e  c a r ri a g e  a g e n t  t ells  hi m  a  felle r  c h a s e s
hi m  u p  in a n  oi t e r m o bile  to  t h e  H e a t h e r bloo m  Inn. 
Bu t  w h e n  U ncle  M ax g e t s  u p  t h e r e  you look like  you
w a s  h aving  s uc h  a  good  ti m e  al r e a dy h e  h a t e s  to  in t e r r u p t
you, so  h e  go e s  b a ck  to  t h e  s to r e  a g ain.”

Mo r ris  p uffed  violen tly a t  his  cig ar.

“Th a t’s a  fine  pi ec e  of wo rk,” h e
s aid,  “th a t  M ax Tuc h m a n  is.”

R alp h  no d d e d.

“Su r e  h e  is,” h e  r e plied.   “Uncle
M ax is a n  u p-to-d a t e  feller.”

CHAPTER XI

“The  t rou ble  is wi th  u s,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe
Pot a s h  d ecla r e d  on e  af t e r noon  in S e p t e m b er, “ th a t
w e  ain’t  in a n  u p-to-d a t e  n eigh bo r hood.  
We s hould  g e t  i t a  loft  in on e  of t h e m  b uildings  u p
in S eve n t e e n t h ,  Eigh t e e n t h  o r  Nin e t e e n t h  S t r e e t ,  M a w r u s s.  
All t h e  t r a d e  is u p  in t h a t  n eigh bo r hood.”

“I ain’t  go t  s uc h  a  good  h e a d  for  figu r e s
like  you go t  it, Abe,” Mo r ris  Pe rl m u t t e r  r e plied,
“a n d  so  I a m  con t e n t  w e  s hould  s t ay w h e r e  w e
a r e .   We do n e  it  alw ays  a  fai r  b u sin es s  h e r e ,
Abe.  Ain’t i t?”

“Su r e ,  I know,” Abe w e n t  on,  “bu t
t h e  w ay it  is wi t h  ou t-of-tow n  b uye r s,  M a w r u s s,  t h ey
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go es  w h e r e  t h e  c row d  is, a n d  t h ey ain’t  going
to  b e  bo t h e r e d  to  co m e  w ay dow n tow n  for  u s ,  M a w r u s s.”

“Well, ho w  a bo u t  Kling e r  & Klein, Lapid us  &
Ele n bo g e n,  a n d  all t h e m  p eo ple,  Abe?” Mor ris
a sk e d.   “Ain’t t h e m  ou t-of-tow n  b uye r s
going  to  b uy goods  off of t h e m  n ei t h e r?”

“Kling e r  & Klein  al r e a dy hi r e  it a  fine  loft
on  Nin e t e e n t h  S t r e e t ,” Abe  in t e r pos e d.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  r ejoine d,  “Kling e r
& Klein, like  a  w hole  lot  of p eo ple  w h a t  I know, a c t s
like  m o nk eys,  Abe.  They s e e  so m e bo dy doing  so m e t hing
a n d  t h ey go t  to  do  it too.”

“If w e  could  do  t h e  b usine s s  w h a t  Klinge r  &
Klein  do n e  it,  M a w r u s s ,  I a m  willing  I s ho uld  a c t
like  a  m o nk ey.”

“Anoth e r  t hin g,  Abe,” Mor ris  w e n t  on,
“Kling e r  & Klein  s e n d s  t h ei r  wo rk  ou t  by con t r ac to r s .  
We go t  it op e r a to r s  a n d  m a c hin e s,  Abe, a n d  you  c a n’t
h ave  a  s how-roo m,  c u t ting-roo m  a n d  m a c hin es  all in
on e  loft.  Ain’t it?”

“Well, t h e n  w e  g e t  it t wo  lofts,  M a w r u s s,  a n d
t h e n  w e  could  p u t  ou r  wo rk roo m s  u p s t ai r s  a n d  ou r  s how-roo m
a n d  office s  dow n s t ai r s .”

“And dou ble  ou r  exp e n s e s ,  too,  Abe,” Mo r ris
a d d e d.   “No, Abe, I do n’t  w a n t  to
wo rk  for  no  landlo rd  all my  life.”

“But  I s e e n  M a rks  H e noc hs t ein  yes t e r d ay, M a w r u s s,
a n d  h e  told  i t m e  Kling e r  & Klein  ain’t  p aying
h alf t h e  r e n t  w h a t  t h ey p ay do w n  h e r e .   So,  if
w e  could  g e t  it t wo  floor s  w e  wouldn’t inc r e a s e
ou r  exp e n s es ,  M a w r u s s ,  a n d  could  do  it  m ayb e  t wice t
t h e  b u sin es s .”

“M a rks  H e noc h s t ein  is a  r e al-e s t a t er, Abe,”
Mo r ris  r e plied,  “an d  w h e n  a  r e al-e s t a t e r  t ells
you  so m e t hin g,  you  go t  to  m a k e  allow a n c e s  fifty p e r
c e n t .  for  fac t s .”
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“I know,” Abe c ri ed;  “bu t  w e  do n’t
h ave  to  hi r e  no  loft  w h a t  w e  don’t  w a n t  to,
M a w r u s s.   H e noc h s t ein  c a n’t  co m p el  you to
p ay t wice t  a s  m u c h  w h a t  w e’r e  p aying  now. 
Ain’t it?  So  w h a t  is t h e  h a r m  if w e  s hould
m ayb e  a sk  hi m  to  find  a  cou ple  of lofts  for  u s?  
Ain’t it?”

“All r ig h t ,  Abe,” Mo r ris  conclud e d,  “if
I m u s t  go  c r azy lis t e ning  to  you  t alking  a bo u t  it
I soon e r  m ove  fir s t .   So  go  a h e a d  a n d  do  w h a t  you
like.”

“Well, t h e  fac t  is,” s aid  Abe, “I
told  M a rks  H e noc h s t ein  h e  s hould  find  it  a  cou ple
loft s  for  u s  t hi s  m o r nin g,  M a w r u s s ,  a g r e eing  s t ric tly
t h a t  w e  s hould  no t  p ay  hi m  no t hing,  a s  h e  g e t s  a  co m mission
fro m  t h e  landlo r d  al r e a dy.”

Mo r ris  r ec eived  t hi s  a d mission  wi t h  a  scowl.

“For  a  felle r  w h a t’s go t  s uc h  a  n e rve
like  you go t  it, Abe,” h e  d ecl a r e d,  “I
a m  s u r p ris e d  you s ho uld  m a k e  it s uc h  a  poo r  s ale s m a n.”

“Wh e n  a  m a n’s go t  it a  b a ck-n u m b e r  p a r t n er,
M a w r u s s,  his  h a n d s  is full inside  a n d  ou t sid e  t h e
s to r e,  a n d  so  n a t u r ally h e  los es  it  a  few c us to m e r s
onc e t  in a  w hile,” Abe  r e plied.   “But,
so m e bo dy’s go t  to  h ave  n e rve  in a  b usin e ss ,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  if I w ai t e d  for  you to  m a k e  s u g g e s tions
w e  wo uld  n eve r  g e t  no w h e r e .”

Mo r ris  s e a r c h e d  hi s  min d  for  a n  a p p ro p ri a t e  r ejoind er,
a n d  h a d  jus t  for m ula t e d  a  p a r ticula rly bi t t e r  jibe
w h e n  t h e  s to r e  doo r  op e n e d  to  a d mi t  two  s h a b bily-d r e s s e d
fe m ale s.

“H e r e ,  you,” Abe c alled,  “ope r a to r s
go es  a ro u n d  t h e  alley.”
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The  elde r  of t h e  two  fe m ale s  d r e w  h e r s elf u p  h a u g h tily.

“Op e r a to r s!” s h e  s aid  wi th  a  sco r nful
ri sing  inflec tion.

“Finish e r s ,  a lso,” Abe con tinu e d.  
“This  h e r e  doo r  is for  cus to m e r s .”

“You do n’t know m e,  Pot a s h,” s h e
r e to r t e d.   “Migh t  you do n’t know  t his
lady n ei t h er, m ayb e?”

S h e  indica t e d  h e r  co m p a nion, w ho  t u r n e d  a  m o u r nful
g az e  u po n  t h e  a s to nish e d  Abe.

“But  w e  know you, Pot a s h,” s h e  w e n t  on.  
“We know  you  al r e a dy w h e n  you  did n’t  h ave
it  so  m u c h  m o n ey w h a t  you  go t  now.”

H e r  co m p a nion  no d d e d  s a dly.

“So, Pot a s h,” s h e  conclud e d,  “you r
ow n  wife’s p eo ple  is op e r a to r s  a n d  finish e r s;
w h a t?”

Abe  looke d  a t  Mo r ri s,  w ho  s tood  g rin nin g  b ro a dly in
t h e  s how-roo m  doo r w ay.

“Give m e  a n  in t ro d uc tion  onc e,  Abe,” Mo r ris
s aid.

“H e  do n’t h ave  to  give  u s  no  in t ro d uc tion,”
t h e  eld e r  fe m ale  exclai m e d.   “Me,  I a m  M r s.
S a r a h  M a s hkowitz, a n d  t his  h e r e  lady is my  sis t er,
M r s .  Bloo m a  S h eik m a n,  g e bor n  S m olinski.”

“Th a t  ain’t  my  fault  t h a t  you go t  t h e m
n a m e s,” Abe  s aid.   “I s e e  it  now  t h a t
you’r e  my wife’s fa t h e r’s b ro t h e r’s
d a u g h t er, a in’t  it?  So  if you’re
going  to  m a k e  a  touc h,  m a k e  it.  I go t  b u sin es s
to  a t t e n d  to.”

“We ain’t  going  to  m a k e  no  touc h,  Pot a s h,”
M r s.  M a s hkowitz d ecl a r e d.   “We would  r a t h e r
di e  firs t .”
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“All r ig h t ,” Abe r e plied  h e a r tl es sly. 
“Die  if you  go t  to.  You c a n’t  m a k e
m e  m a d.”

M r s.  M a s hkowitz igno r e d  Abe’s r e p a r t e e .

“We do n’t a s k  no t hin g  for  ou r s elves,  Pot a s h ,”
s h e  s aid,  “bu t  w e  go t  i t a  sis t er, you r  wife’s
ow n  cousin,  Mi ria m  S molinski.  S h e  w a n t s  to  g e t
m a r r ie d.”
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“I’m a g r e e a ble,” Abe  m u r m u r e d,  “a n d
I’m s u r e  my Rosie  ain’t  go t  no  objec tions
n ei t h er.”

M r s.  S h eik m a n  favor e d  hi m  with  a  look of con t e m p t.

“Wh a t  ch a nc e  h a s  a  poo r  gi rl go t  it  to  g e t  m a r ri e d?”
s h e  a sk e d.

“Wh e n  s h e  ain’t  go t  a  dolla r  in t h e  world,”
M r s.  M a s hkowitz a d d e d.   “And h e r  ow n  r el a tives
fro m  h e r  ow n  blood  is millionai r e s  al r e a dy.”

“If you  m e a n  m e,” Abe  r e plie d,  “I
ain’t  no  million ai r e ,  I c a n  a s s u r e  you. 
Fa r  fro m  it.”

“Ple n ty of m o n ey you  go t  i t, Pot a s h,”
M r s.  M a s hkowitz s aid.   “Five  h u n d r e d  dolla r s
to  you  is to  m e  like  t e n  ce n t s .”

“H e  do n’t t hink  no  m o r e  of five h u n d r e d
dolla r s  t h a n  you  do  of you r  life, lady,” Mo r ri s
b rok e  in wi th  a  r a u co us  lau g h.

“Do m e  t h e  favor, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  c rie d,
“a n d  t e n d  to  you r  ow n  b u sin es s .”

“Su r e ,” Mor ris  r e plied,  a s  h e  t u r n e d  to
go.  “I t ho u g h t  I w a s  h elping  you ou t ,  Abe,
t h a t’s  all.”

H e  r e p ai r e d  to  t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e ,  w hile  Abe pilot e d
his  two  visi to r s  in to  t h e  s how-roo m.

“Now  w h a t  is it  you  w a n t  fro m  m e?” h e
a sk e d.

“Not  a  p e n ny s h e  go t  it,” M r s .  M a s hkowitz
d ecla r e d ,  b r e a king  in to  t e a r s .   “And s h e
go t  a  fine  you n g  felle r  w h a t  is willing  to  m a r ry  h e r
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a n d  w a n t s  it only five h u n d r e d  dolla r s.”

“Only five h u n d r e d  dolla r s,” M r s.  S h eik m a n
m o a n e d.   “Only five  h u n d r e d  dolla r s.  Ai
vai!”

“Five  h u n d r e d  dolla r s!” Abe  exclai m e d.  
“If you  t hink  you  s hould  c ry till you  g e t  five
h u n d r e d  dolla r s  ou t  of m e ,  you  go t  a  long  w e t  s p ell
a h e a d  of you.  Tha t’s all I go t  to  s ay.”

“Migh t  h e  would  t ak e  t wo  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s,
m ayb e,” M r s .  S h eik m a n  s u g g e s t e d  ho p efully t h ro u g h
h e r  t e a r s.

“Don’t le t  hi m  do  no  favor s  on  my a cco u n t ,”
Abe  s aid; “bec a u s e ,  if it  w a s  t wo  h u n d r e d  a n d
fifty b u t tons  it wo uld n’t  m a k e  no  diffe r e n c e
to  m e .”

“A fine  youn g  feller,” M r s .  M a s hkowitz
sob b e d.   “He  go t  six m a c hin e s  a n d  two  h u n d r e d
dolla r s  s ave d  u p  a n d  w a n t s  to  go  in to  t h e  cloak  a n d
s ui t  con t r a c ting  b u sin e ss .”

“Only a  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  if t h e  poo r  gi rl h a d
it,” M r s.  S h eik m a n  b u r s t  for t h  a g ain; “m ayb e
h e  wo uld  b e  s a tisfied.”

“S’enou g h!” Abe ro a r e d .   “I
h e a r d  e no u g h  al r e a dy.”

H e  b a n g e d  a  s a m ple  t a bl e  wi th  his  fis t  a n d  M r s.  S h eik m a n
jum p e d  in h e r  s e a t .

“Th a t’s a  h e a r t  w h a t  you  go t  it,”
s h e  s aid  bi t t e rly, “like  H a m a n.”

“H a m a n  w a s  a  p r e t ty  good  felle r  al r e a dy co m p a r e d
to  m e ,” Abe  d e cl a r e d;  “an d  al so  I go t
b u sin es s  to  a t t e n d  to.”

“Co m e,  S a r a h ,” M r s.  S h eik m a n  c rie d.  
“Wh a t’s t h e  u s e  t alking  to  a  bloods uck e r
like  hi m!”
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“Wait!” M r s .  M a s hkowitz ple a d e d;  “I
w a n t  to  a s k  hi m  on e  t hin g  m o r e .   If Miri a m  go t
it  t his  you n g  felle r  for  a  h u s b a n d,  mig h t  you  would
give  hi m  so m e  of you r  wo rk,  m ayb e?”

“Bloods uck e r s  do n’t give  no  wo rk  to  nobo dy,”
Abe  r e plie d  firmly.  “And al so  will you
g e t  ou t  of my  s to r e ,  o r  will you  b e  p u t  ou t?”

H e  t u r n e d  on  his  h e el  wit ho u t  w ai ting  for  a n  a n s w e r
a n d  joine d  Mo r ris  in t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s to r e.
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Ten mi n u t e s  la t e r  h e  w a s  a p p ro ac h e d  by Jake,  t h e  s hip ping-cle rk.

“Mr. Pot a s h,” Jake  s aid,  “ th e m  two
ladies  in t h e  s how-roo m  w a n t s  to  know  if you  wo uld
m ayb e  give  t h a t  p a r ty t h ey  w a s  t alking  a bo u t  a  r e co m m e n d a tion
to  t h e  P r e sid e n t  of t h e  Kosciusko Bank?”

“Tell ’em,” Abe s aid,  “I’ll
give  ’em a  r e co m m e n d a tion  to  a  police m a n  if
t h ey  do n’t  g e t  r ig h t  ou t  of h e r e .   The  only
w ay w h a t  a  felle r  s hould  d e al  wi th  a  n e rvy p ro posi tion
like  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s ,  is to  s q u a s h  it  in  t h e  b u d.”

In  m a t t e r s  p e r t aining  to  r e al  e s t a t e  M a rks  H e noc h s t ein
h eld  hi ms elf to  b e  a  vir t uoso.

“If a nyon e  c a n  p u t  it t h ro u g h,  I c a n,”
w a s  his  m o t to,  a n d  h e  t ackle d  t h e  job of p roc u ring
a n  u p tow n  loft  for  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  wi th  t h e  u t mos t
confide nc e .

“In t h e  fir s t  pl ac e,” h e  s aid  w h e n  h e
c alle d  t h e  n ext  d ay, “you  boys  h a s  go t  too  m u c h
roo m.”

“Boys!” Mo r ris  exclaim e d.   “Sinc e
w h e n  did  w e  go  to  sc hool tog e t h er, H e noc hs t ein?”

“Anyhow, you  go t  too  m u c h  roo m, ain’t
ye r?” H e noc hs t ein  con tin u e d,  his  confide nc e
so m e w h a t  diminish e d  by t h e  r e b uff.  “You
could  g e t  you r  wo rk roo m s  a n d  s ho w-roo m s  all on  on e
floor, a n d  b e side s——”

Mo r ris  r ais e d  hi s  h a n d  like  a  t r affic police m a n  h al ting
a n  obs t r e p e ro us  t r uck m a n.

“S’enou g h,  H e noc hs t ein,” h e  s aid.  
“S’enou g h  a bo u t  t h a t .   We ain’t
giving  you no  poin t e r s  in t h e  r e al-e s t a t e  b usine s s,
a n d  w e  don’t  w a n t  no  s u g g e s tions  a bo u t  t h e  cloak
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a n d  s ui t  b u sin e ss  n ei th er.  We a sk e d  it  you  to
g e t  u s  t wo  lofts  on  S eve n t e e n t h,  Eigh t e e n t h  o r  Nin e t e e n t h
S t r e e t ,  t h e  s a m e  size  a s  h e r e  a n d  for  t h e  s a m e  w h a t
w e  p ay it h e r e  r e n t .   If you  c a n’t  do  it
le t  u s  know, t h a t’s  all, a n d  w e  g e t  so m e bo dy
els e  to  do  it.  Y’und e r s t a n d?”

“Oh, I c a n  do  it a ll r ig h t .”

“Su r e  h e  c a n  do  it,” Abe s aid  e nco u r a gingly.

“And I’ll b ring  you  a  lis t  a s  big  a s  t h e
t ele p ho n e  di r ec to ry to-m o r row,” H e noc hs t ein
a d d e d  a s  h e  w e n t  ou t .   “But  all t h e  s a m e,
boys—I m e a n  Mr. Pe rlm u t t e r—I
do n’t  t hink  you  n e e d  it  a ll t h a t  s p a c e .”

“Th a t’s a  fr es h  r e al-e s t a t e r  for  you,
Abe,” Mo r ri s  s aid  af t e r  H e noc h s t ein  left.  
“Want s  to  t ell it u s  ou r  b u sin es s  a n d  c alls  u s
boys  ye t,  like  w e  w a s  frien ds  fro m  t h e  old  cou n t ry
al r e a dy.”

“Oh, I do n’t  know, M a w r u s s,” Abe
r e plied.   “H e  m e a n s  it  good,  I g u e s s;  a n d
a nyw ay, M a w r u s s ,  w e  give  so  m u c h  of ou r  wo rk  ou t  by
con t r ac to r s ,  w e  mig h t  a s  w ell give  t h e  w hole  t hing
ou t  a n d  b e  don e  wi th  it.  We mig h t  a s  w ell h ave
on e  loft  wit h  t h e  c u t ti ng-roo m  in t h e  b ack  a n d  a  r a ck
for  pi ec e  goods.   The n  t h e  w hole  fron t  w e  could
fit it u p  a s  a n  office  a n d  s how-roo m  ye t ,  a n d  w e  wo uld
h ave  no  nois e  of t h e  m a c hin e s  a n d  no  m o r e  t ro u ble
wi th  g a r m e n t-m a k e r s’ u nions  no r  no t hing.  
I t hink  it’s a  good  ide e  s e n din g  ou t  all t h e
wo rk.”

“The m  con t r a c to r s  m a k e s  e no u g h  al r e a dy on  w h a t
w e  give  t h e m,  Abe,” Mo r ris  r e plied.   “I
b e t  ye r  S a tins t ein  b uys  r e al  e s t a t e  on  w h a t  h e  m a k e s
fro m  u s ,  Abe, a n d  Ginsb u r g  & Kapla n  also.”

“Well, t h e  fac t  is, M a w r u s s,” Abe w e n t
on,  “I ain’t  a t  a ll s a tisfied  wi th  t h e
w ay w h a t  S a tins t ein  t r e a t s  u s ,  M a w r u s s,  no r  Gins b u r g
& Kapla n  n ei th er.  I go t  a n  ide e ,  M a w r u s s:  
w e  s ho uld  give  all ou r  wo rk  to  a  d e c e n t ,  r e s p e c t a ble
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youn g  felle r  w h a t  is going  to  m a r ry  a  cousin  of my
wife,  by  t h e  n a m e  Mi ri a m  S molinski.”
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Mo r ris  looke d  long  a n d  h a r d  a t  Abe b efor e  r e plying.

“So, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “you  s q u a s h e d
it  in t h e  b u d!”

“Well, t h e m  t wo  wo m e n  go e s  rig h t  u p  a n d  s e e s
my  Rosie  yes t e r d ay, M a w r u s s,” Abe  a d mi t t e d;
“a n d  so  my Rosie  t hinks  it wo uld n’t  do
u s  no  h a r m  t h a t  w e  s ho uld  m ayb e  give  t h e  youn g  felle r
a  s how.”

“Is you r  wife  Rosie  r u n nin g  t his  b u sine s s,  Abe,
o r  a r e  w e?” Mor ris  a s k e d.

“It  a in’t  a  q u e s tion  w h a t  Rosie  t hinks,
M a w r u s s,” Abe explaine d;  “it’s w h a t
I t hink,  too.  I t hink  w e  s ho uld  give  t h e  you n g
felle r  a  s how.  H e’s a  d ec e n t ,  r e s p e c t a ble
youn g  feller, M a w r u s s .”

“How do  I know t h a t ,  Abe?” Mo r ri s  r e plied.  
“I ain’t  n eve r  s e e n  hi m,  Abe; I don’t
eve n  know  his  n a m e.”

“Wh a t  diffe r e n c e  do e s  t h a t  m a k e  it, M a w r u s s?”
s aid  Abe.  “I ain’t  n eve r  s e e n  hi m
n ei t h er, M a w r u s s ,  a n d  I do n’t know  his  n a m e,
too; b u t  h e  could  m a k e  u p  ou r  line  jus t  a s  good,  w h e t h e r
his  n a m e  w a s  Tho m a s s h effsky o r  M u r p hy.  Also,
w h a t  good  wo uld  it  do  u s  if w e  did  s e e  hi m  fir s t?  
I’m s u r e ,  M a w r u s s,  w e  ain’t  giving  ou t
ou r  wo rk  to  S a tins t ein  b e c a u s e  h e’s a  good-looking
feller, a n d  Gins b u r g  & Kapla n  ain’t  no  John  Dr e w s
n ei t h er, so  fa r  w h a t  I h e a r  i t, M a w r u s s.”

“Th a t  ain’t  t h e  ide e ,  Abe,” Mo r ris
b rok e  in; “th e  ide e  is t h a t  w e  go t  to  give  u p
doing  ou r  work  in ou r  ow n  s ho p  a n d  s e n d  it  ou t  by  a
con t r ac to r  jus t  s t a r tin g  in a s  a  n e w  b e gin n e r  al r e a dy—a
youn g  felle r  w h a t  you  don’t  know a n d  I do n’t
know, Abe—a n d  all t his  w e  go t  to  do  jus t

259



b ec a u s e  you  w a n t  it, Abe.  M e,  I a m  no t hin g  h e r e ,
Abe, a n d  you  a r e  eve ry t hing.   You a r e  t h e  d a w g
a n d  I a m  t h e  t ail.  You a r e  t h e  oi t e r m o bile  a n d
I a m  t h e  s m ell, a n d  t h a t’s  t h e  w ay it go e s.”

“Who s ays  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s?” Abe  in t e r pos e d.  
“I did n’t s ay it.”

“You didn’t s ay it, Abe,” Mor ris
w e n t  on,  “bu t  you  t hink  it  jus t  t h e  s a m e,  a n d
I’m going  to  s how  you  diffe r e n c ely.  I a m
con t e n t  t h a t  w e  m ove,  Abe, only w e  ain’t  going
to  m ove  u nle ss  w e  c a n  find  it t wo  loft s  for  t h e  s a m e
r e n t  w h a t  w e  p ay it h e r e .   And w e  ain’t  going
to  h ave  less  roo m  t h a n  w e  go t  i t h e r e  n ei th er, Abe,
b ec a u s e  if w e  m ove  w e’r e  going  to  do  ou r  ow n
b u sin es s  jus t  t h e  s a m e  like  w e  do  it h e r e ,  a n d  t h a t’s
fla t .”

For  t h e  r e m ain d e r  of t h e  d ay Abe avoide d  a ny r ef e r e n c e
to  t h ei r  imp e n ding  r e m oval, a n d  it w a s  no t  u n til H e noc hs t ein
e n t e r e d  t h e  s how-roo m  t h e  following  m o r ning  t h a t  t h e
discus sion  w a s  r e n e w e d.

“Well, boys,” h e  s aid  in  g r e e ting,  “I
go t  it a  fine  loft  for  you  on  Nin e t e e n t h  S t r e e t  wi th
t wic e t  a s  m u c h  floor  s p a c e  w h a t  you  go t  h e r e .”

“A loft!” Mo r ris  c rie d.

“A loft,” H e noc hs t ein  r e p e a t e d.

“On e  loft?” Mor ris  a s k e d.

“Th a t’s w h a t  I s aid,” H e noc hs t ein
r e plied,  “on e  loft  wi th  t wice t  a s  m u c h  floor
s p ac e ,  a n d  it’s go t  ligh t  on  all——”

Mo r ris  w ave d  hi s  h a n d  for  sile nc e .

“Abe,” h e  s aid,  “ this  h e r e  H e noc hs t ein
is a  frien d  of you r s;  ain’t  it?”

Abe  no d d e d  s ulkily.
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“Well, t ak e  hi m  ou t  of h e r e ,” Mo r ris  a dvise d,
“befor e  I kick hi m  ou t.”
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H e  b a n g e d  t h e  s how-roo m  doo r  b e hind  hi m  a n d  r e p ai r e d
to  Wass e r b a u e r’s Cafe  a n d  Res t a u r a n t  a c ro ss
t h e  s t r e e t  to  a w ai t  H e noc hs t ein’s d e p a r t u r e .

“M a w r u s s  is r ig h t ,” Abe d ecl a r e d .  
“You w a s  told  di s tinc tively w e  w a n t e d  it  t wo
loft s, no t  on e ,  a n d  h e r e  you  co m e  b a ck  wi t h  a  on e-loft
p ro posi tion.”

H e noc hs t ein  ro s e  to  leave.

“If you  t hink  it  you could  g e t  t wo  u p-to-d a t e
loft s  on  S eve n t e e n t h ,  Eigh t e e n t h  o r  Nin e t e e n t h  S t r e e t ,
Abe, for  w h a t  you  p ay it  h e r e  in t hi s  dinky pl ac e,”
h e  s aid,  “you  go t  a no t h e r  t hink  co ming.”

H e  op e n e d  t h e  s how-roo m  door.

“And al so,  Abe,” h e  conclud e d,  “if
I go t  i t a  p a r t n e r  w h a t  m a d e  it  a  slave  of m e ,  like
Pe rl m u t t e r  do es  you, I’d go  it a lon e ,  t h a t’s
all I go t  to  s ay.”

Afte r  H e noc hs t ein  left ,  Abe w a s  a  p r ey  to  bi t t e r  r eflec tions,
w hich  w e r e  only in t e r r u p t e d  by hi s  p a r t n e r’s
r e t u r n  to  t h e  s how-roo m  a  q u a r t e r  of a n  ho u r  la t er.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  c rie d,  “you
go t  you r  t u r n  a t  t his  h e r e  m oving  b usin e ss;  le t  m e
t ry  a  h a n d  a t  it onc e.”

“Go a h e a d,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid  w e a rily. 
“You alw ays  g e t  you r  ow n  w ay, a nyhow.  You
s ay I a m  t h e  d a w g,  M a w r u s s ,  a n d  you  a r e  t h e  t ail, b u t
I g u e s s  you  go t  it  t h e  w ro n g  w ay ro u n d.   I g u e s s
t h e  t ail is on  t h e  o t h e r  foot.”

Mo r ris  s h r u g g e d.

“Th a t’s so m e t hing  w h a t  is p a s t  al r e a dy,
Abe,” h e  r e plie d.   “I w a s  jus t  t a lking
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to  Wass e r b a u er, a n d  h e  s ays  h e  go t  it  a  fri en d  w h a t
is a  so r t  of a  r e al-e s t a t er, a  s m a r t  you n g  felle r
by t h e  n a m e  S a m  Slotkin.   H e  s ays  if Slo tkin  couldn’t
find  it u s  a  cou ple  of lofts,  nobo dy couldn’t.”

“I’m s a tisfied,  M a w r u s s,” Abe  s aid.  
“If Slo tkin  c a n  g e t  u s  lofts  w e  m ove,  o t h e r wis e
w e  s t ay h e r e .   So  fa r  w e  m a d e  it  a lw ays  a  living
h e r e ,  M a w r u s s,  a n d  I g u e s s  w e  ain’t  going  to
los e  all ou r  c us to m e r s  eve n  if w e  do n’t  m ove;
a n d  t h a t’s  all t h e r e  is to  it.”

Mr. S a m  Slotkin  w a s  dou b tle s s  hi s  ow n  ide al of a  w ell-d r e s s e d
m a n .   All t h e  con t e s t a n t s  in a  ch e s s  tou r n a m e n t
could  h ave  pl aye d  on  his  clo th es  a t  on e  tim e,  a n d
t h e  ox-blood  s t ri pe s  on  his  s hi r t  ex ac tly m a t c h e d  t h e
colo r  of his  n eck tie  a n d  socks.   H e  h a d  conclud e d
his  in t e rview  wit h  Mor ris  on  t h e  m o r nin g  following
H e noc hs t ein’s fiasco,  b efo r e  Abe’s a r rival
a t  t h e  office,  a n d  h e  w a s  jus t  leaving  a s  Abe c a m e
in.

“Who’s t h a t ,  M a w r u s s?” Abe  a s k e d,
s t a rin g  af t e r  t h e  d e p a r tin g  figu r e.

“Th a t’s S a m  Slotkin,” Mo r ri s  r e plied.  
“H e  looks  like  a  b righ t  youn g  feller.”

“I b e t  ye r  h e  looks  b rig h t ,” Abe  co m m e n t e d .  
“H e  looks  so  b rig h t  in  t h e m  va u d eville  clo th e s
t h a t  it a l mos t  gives  m e  ey e-s t r ain.   I s u p pos e
h e  s ays  h e  c a n  g e t  u s  t h e  lofts.”

“Su r e ,” Mor ris  a n s w e r e d;  “he  s ays
h e  c a n  fix u s  u p  all r i gh t .”

“I ho p e  so,” Abe  s aid  ske p tic ally, a n d
a t  onc e  r e p ai r e d  to  t h e  office.   I t  w a s  t h e  t ail-e n d
of a  b u sy s e a so n  a n d  Abe a n d  Mo r ris  foun d  no  ti m e  to
r e n e w  t h e  topic of t h ei r  for t hco ming  r e m oval u n til
t wo  d ays  la t e r  w h e n  S a m  Slotkin  a g ain  in t e rview e d
Mo r ris .  The  r e s ul t  w a s  co m m u nic a t e d  to  Abe by
Mo r ris  af t e r  Slo tkin’s d e p a r t u r e .
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“H e  s ays,  Abe, t h a t  h e  t hinks  h e’s go t
t h e  ve ry pl ac e  for  u s ,” Mor ris  s aid.

“H e  t hinks  h e  go t  i t, M a w r u s s,” Abe exclaim e d.  
“Well, w e  c a n’t r i p  ou t  ou r  s to r e  h e r e
on  t h e  s t r e n g t h  of a  t hink,  M a w r u s s.   Wh e n  will
h e  know  if h e’s  go t  it?”

“To-m o r ro w  m o r ning,” Mor ris  r e plied,  a n d
w e n t  u p s t ai r s  to  t h e  work roo m,  w h e r e  t h e  h u m min g  of
m a ny  m a c hin e s  t e s tified  to  t h e  las t  r u s h  of t h e  s e a so n’s
wo rk.   Abe joine d  hi m  t h e r e  a  few mi n u t e s  la t er.

“Believe  m e ,  M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “I’ll
b e  gl a d  w h e n  t hi s  h e r e  o rd e r  for  t h e  Fas hion  S to r e
is ou t.”

“It  t ak e s  a  w e e k  ye t,  Gold m a n  t ells  m e ,”
Mo r ris  r e plied,  “an d  I g u e s s  w e  mig h t  h ave  to
wo rk  nigh t s  if t h ey  do n’t  m a k e  it  a  h u r ry-u p.”

“Well, w e’r e  p r e t ty  la t e  wit h  t h a t  Fas hion
S to r e  d elive ry a s  it is,  M a w r u s s,” Abe  r e plied.  
“It  wo uld n’t  h u r t  no n e  if w e  did  work  nigh t s,
M a w r u s s.   We ou g h t  to  g e t  t h a t  o r d e r  ou t  by t h e
d ay af t e r  to-m o r ro w  ye t.”

“You s p e a k  to  ’em, Abe,” Mo r ri s
r e to r t e d,  indic a ting  t h e  working  forc e  by  a  w ave  of
his  h a n d.

“Wh a t  h ave  I go t  to  do  wit h  it?” Abe a sk e d.  
“You’re  t h e  insid e  m a n ,  M a w r u s s.”

“To my so r row, Abe,” s aid  Mo r ri s,  “a n d
if you  w a s  t h e  inside  m a n  you  wo uld  know  it  t h a t  if
I told  ’em t h ey w a s  wo rkin g  on  a  r u s h  o r d e r  t h ey’d
s t rike  for  m o r e  m o n ey al r e a dy.”

“And ye t,  M a w r u s s,  you  ain’t  in favor
of giving  ou t  ou r  wo rk  by con t r a c to r s,” Abe
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c ri ed  a s  h e  w alke d  a w ay.

The  n ext  m o r ning  S a m  Slotkin  w a s  w ai ting  in t h e  s how-roo m
b efo r e  Abe  o r  Mor ris  a r rived.   Wh e n  t h ey e n t e r e d
h e  a dv a nc e d  to  m e e t  t h e m  wi th  a  confide n t  s mile.

“I go t  it t h e  ve ry t hin g  w h a t  you  w a n t ,  Mr.
Pe rl m u t t er,” h e  s aid.   “A fine  loft
on  Nin e t e e n t h  S t r e e t .”

“A loft!” Abe  exclaim e d.

“A fine  loft,” Slo tkin  co r r e c t e d .

“How big  a  loft?” Mor ris  a s k e d.

“Well, it is m ayb e  t wice t  a s  big  a s  t his  h e r e ,”
Slotkin  r e plie d.   “You could  g e t  in to  it
a ll you r  m a c hin e s  a n d  h ave  a  c u t ting-roo m  a n d  s how-roo m
a n d  office  b e side s.”

“Th a t  sou n d s  p r e t ty  good,  Abe,” Mo r ris
co m m e n t e d .   “Don’t you  t hink  so,  Abe?”

Abe  p ulled  off hi s  co a t  wi th  s uc h  force  t h a t  h e  ri pp e d
t h e  sl eeve-lining.

“Wh a t  a r e  you  doing,” h e  d e m a n d e d,  “m aking
jokes  wi t h  m e?”

“And it’s only t w e n ty dolla r s  m o r e  a  m o n t h
a s  you’re  p aying  h e r e ,” Slo tkin  conclud e d.

“Twe n ty dolla r s  a  m o n t h  wo n’t  m a k e  u s
o r  b r e ak  u s ,  Abe,” Mo r ris  s aid.

“It  wo n’t, h ey?” Abe  ro a r e d .  
“Well, t h a t  do n’t m a k e  no  diffe r e nc e ,
M a w r u s s.   You s aid  you  w a n t e d  it  t wo  lofts , a n d
w e  go t  to  h ave  it t wo  loft s.   Ho w  do  you  t hink
w e’r e  going  to  s ell goods  a n d  ke e p  ou r  books,
M a w r u s s,  if w e  h ave  all t h e m  m a c hin e s  kicking  u p  a
r a ck e t  on  t h e  s a m e  floor?”

“Well, Abe, mig h t  w e  could  s e n d  ou r  work  ou t
by con t r a c to r s ,  m ayb e,” Mor ris  a n s w e r e d  wi th
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all t h e  vivaci ty of a  m a n  s u g g e s tin g  a  n e w  a n d  b rillian t
ide a.

Abe  s t a r e d  a t  his  p a r t n e r  for  a  min u t e .

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi th  you, Mor ris,  a nyw ay?”
h e  a sk e d  a t  leng t h.   “Fir s t  you  s ay  it  w e
m u s t  h ave  t wo  lofts  a n d  k e e p  ou r  wo rk  in ou r  ow n  s ho p,
a n d  now  you  t u r n  righ t  a ro u n d  a g ain.”
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“I go t  to  t alking  it  ove r  wi t h  Minnie  las t  nigh t ,”
Mo r ris  r e plied,  “an d  s h e  t hinks  m ayb e  if w e
give  ou r  wo rk  ou t  by con t r ac to r s  w e  wouldn’t
n e e d  it to  s t ay dow n  so  la t e ,  a n d  t h e n  I would n’t
k e e p  t h e  dinn e r  w ai ting  a n  ho u r  o r  so  eve ry  o t h e r
nig h t .   We lose  it  t wo  good  gi rls  al r e a dy by it
in  six m o n t h s.”

“Who is r u n nin g  t his  b usine s s,  M a w r u s s?”
Abe  ro a r e d.   “Minnie  o r  u s?”

S a m  Slotkin  lis t e n e d  wi th  a  sligh tly bo r e d  air.

“Ge n tle m e n,  g e n tl e m e n,” h e  s aid,  “w h a t’s
t h e  u s e  of it you  m a k e  all t his  dis t u r b a n c e?  
The  loft  is ligh t  on  all fou r  side s,  wi t h  t wo  el eva to r s.  
Also, it is a l r e a dy big  e no u g h  for——”

“Wh a t  a r e  you  b u t tin g  in for?” Abe  s ho u t e d .  
“Wh a t  b u sine s s  is i t of you r s,  a nyhow?”

“I a m  t h e  b roker,” S a m  Slotkin  r e plied
wi th  sim ple  dig ni ty.  “And al so  you’r e
going  to  t ak e  t h a t  loft.  Ot h e r wis e  I los e  it  t h r e e
h u n d r e d  dolla r s’ co m mission,  a n d  b e sid e s——”

“My p a r t n e r  is r i gh t ,” Mo r ris  int e r r u p t e d.  
“You ain’t  go t  no  b u sine s s  to  s ay  w h a t
w e  will o r  will no t  do.   If w e  w a n t  to  t ak e  it
w e  will t ak e  it, o th e r wis e  no t .”

“Don’t wo r ry,” S a m  Slotkin  c ri e d,
“you  will t ak e  it  all r igh t  a n d  I’ll b e
b ack  t hi s  af t e r noo n  for  a n  a n s w er.”

H e  p u t  on  hi s  h a t  a n d  left  wi t ho u t  a no t h e r  wo r d ,  w hile
Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  looke d  a t  e a c h  o t h e r  in bl a nk  a m az e m e n t .

“Th a t’s a  r e al-e s t a t e r  for  you,”
Abe  s aid.   “H e noc hs t ein’s go t  it p r e t ty
good  n e rve,  M a w r u s s,  b u t  t his  felle r  a c t s  so  ind e p e n d e n t
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like  a  doc to r  o r  a  lawyer.”

Mo r ris  no d d e d  a n d  s t a r t e d  to  h a n g  u p  hi s  h a t  a n d  co a t ,
b u t  eve n  a s  hi s  h a n d  w a s  poise d  h alf-w ay to  t h e  hook
it  b e c a m e  p a r alyze d.   Si m ul t a n eo usly Abe  looke d
u p  fro m  t h e  colu m n  of t h e  Daily Cloak a n d  S ui t  Reco r d
a n d  Miss  Coh e n,  t h e  bookk e e p er, s top p e d  w ri ting;  for
t h e  h u m  of s e wing  m a c hin e s,  w hich  w as  a s  m u c h  a  p a r t
of t h ei r  w e e k d ay lives  a s  t h e  b e a ting  of t h ei r  ow n
h e a r t s ,  h a d  s u d d e nly ce a s e d.

Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  took t h e  s t ai r s  lea din g  to  t h e  u p p e r
floor  t h r e e  a t  a  ju m p,  a n d  a r r ived  b r e a t hl es sly in
t h e  wo rk roo m  jus t  a s  fifty-odd  e m ployee s  w e r e  p u t ting
on  t h ei r  coa t s  p r e p a r a to ry to  leaving.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r?” Abe g a s p e d.

“St rike,” Gold m a n,  t h e  for e m a n,  r e plied.

“A s t rike!” Mor ris  c rie d.   “Wh a t
for  a  s t r ike?”

Gold m a n  s h r u g g e d  his  s ho ulde r s .

“Co m e s  a  w alking  d el e g a t e  by  t h e  op posi t e  side
of t h e  s t r e e t  a n d  m a k e s  wit h  his  h a n d s  m o tions,”
h e  explain e d.   “So t h ey go e s  ou t  on  s t rike.”

Fe w  of t h e  s t r iking  op e r a to r s  could  s p e ak  E n glish,
b u t  t hos e  t h a t  did  nod d e d  t h ei r  co r ro bo r a tion.

“For  w h a t  you s t rike?” Mor ris  a s k e d  t h e m.

“Moos t  s t r ike,” on e  of t h e m  r e plied.  
“Ven va rking  d ele g a t e  s ay m oos t  s t rike,  ve  m oos t
s t rike.”

S a dly Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  w a tc h e d  t h ei r  e m ploye e s  leave
t h e  b uilding,  a n d  t h e n  t h ey  r e p ai r e d  to  t h e  s how-roo m.

“The r e  go es  t wo  t ho us a n d  dolla r s ,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  s aid.   “For  so  s u r e  a s  you  live,  M a w r u s s,
if w e  do n’t  m a k e  t h a t  d elive ry to  t h e  Fas hion
S to r e  inside  of a  w e ek  w e  g e t  a  c a nc el a tion  by t h e
n ex t  d ay’s m ail; a in’t  i t?”
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Mo r ris  no d d e d  gloo mily, a n d  t h ey bo t h  r e m ain e d  silen t
for  a  few mi n u t e s .

“M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid  a t  las t ,  “wh e r e
is t h a t  loft  w h a t  Slo tkin  gives  u s?”

“Wh a t  do  you  w a n t  to  know  for?”

“I’m going  rig h t  u p  to  h ave  a  look a t
it,” Abe r e plied.   “I’m sick
a n d  ti r e d  of t his  h e r e  s t r ike  b u sin e ss .”

Mo r ris  h e ave d  a  g r e a t  sigh.

“I b elieve  you, Abe,” h e  s aid.   “The
w ay I feel i t now  w e  will s ell for  junk  eve ry m a c hin e
w h a t  w e  go t .”

For t h with  Abe bo a r d e d  a  c a r  for  u p tow n,  a n d  w h e n  h e
r e t u r n e d  t wo  ho u r s  la t e r  h e  foun d  Gold m a n  discus sing
w ays  a n d  m e a n s  wit h  Mo r ris  in t h e  s how-roo m.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  c rie d,  “wh a t
for  a  loft  you  s e e n  it?”

Abe  h u n g  u p  his  h a t  d elib e r a t ely.

“I t ell you  t h e  t r u t h ,  M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid,
t u r ning  a ro u n d,  “th e  loft  a in’t  b a d .  
I t’s a  good-looking  loft, M a w r u s s,  only it’s
c e r t ain  s u r e  w e  couldn’t h av e  no  m a c hin es  in
t h a t  loft.”

“Ai vai!” Gold m a n  exclaim e d,  r ocking
to  a n d  fro in  his  c h ai r  a n d  s t riking  his  h e a d  wit h
his  cle nc h e d  fis t.

“N u  Gold m a n?” Mo r ris  a sk e d.  
“Wh a t’s t h e  t ro u ble  wit h  you?”

“Trou ble s  e no u g h  h e  go t  i t, M a w r u s s,”
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Abe s aid,  a s  h e  w a t c h e d  Gold m a n’s evolu tions
of wo e.   “If w e  do  a w ay wi t h  ou r  m a c hin e s
h e  lose s  his  job; ain’t  it?”

Sy m p a t hy s e e m e d  only to  in t e nsify Gold m a n’s
dis t r e s s .

“Be t t e r  t h a n  t h a t  h e  s ho uld  m a k e  m e  dizzy a t
my  s to m a c h  to  w a tc h  hi m,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  s aid.  
“I go t  a  s u g g e s tion.”

Gold m a n  c e a s e d  rocking  a n d  looke d  u p.

“I go t  a  s u g g e s tion,  Abe,” Mo r ris  w e n t
on,  “th a t  w e  s ell i t ou r  m a c hin e s  on  long  t e r m s
of c r e di t  to  Gold m a n,  a n d  h e  s ho uld  go  in to  t h e  co n t r a c tin g
b u sin es s;  ain’t  it?”

“Ai vai!” Gold m a n  c rie d  a g ain,
a n d  co m m e n c e d  to  rock  a n ew.

“Stop  it, Gold m a n,” Abe yelled.   “Wh a t’s
t h e  t ro u ble  now?”

“Wh a t  s how  do e s  a  felle r  go t  i t w h a t  s t a r t s
a s  a  n e w  b e gin n e r  in cloak  con t r a c ting  al r e a dy?”
Gold m a n  w ailed.

“Well,” Abe  r e plie d,  “you  could
g e t  ou r  wo rk.”

Mo r ris  s eize d  on  t his  a s  a  h a p py co m p ro mis e  b e t w e e n
his  ow n  a dvoc acy of Gins b u r g  & Kaplan  a n d  t h e  rival
claim s  of Abe’s wife’s r el a tions.

“Su r e ,” h e  a g r e e d.   “We will
give  hi m  t h e  wo rk  w h a t  w e  give  now  to  S a tins t ein  a n d
Gins b u r g  & Kapla n.”

Gold m a n’s face  s p r e a d  in to  a  t ho us a n d  w rinkle s
of joy.

“You s ave  my life!” h e  exclai m e d.

“Only h e  go t  to  a g r e e  by  a  lawye r  h e  s ho uld
m a k e  it u p  ou r  wo rk  a  w hole  lot  ch e a p e r  a s  t h ey  did,”
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Mo r ris  conclud e d.

Gold m a n  no d d e d  vigorously.

“Su r e ,  s u r e ,” h e  s aid.

“And al so  h e  go t  to  h elp  u s  c all off t his  h e r e
s t rike,” Abe  a d d e d.

“I do  my b e s t e s t ,” Gold m a n  r e plied.  
“Only w e  go t  to  s e e  it t h e  va rking  d ele g a t e
fir s t  a n d  fix it  u p  wi t h  hi m.”

“Who is t his  w alking  d el e g a t e,  a nyhow?”
Mo r ris  a sk e d.

Gold m a n  sc r a t c h e d  his  h e a d  to  aid  his  m e m o ry.

“I r e m e m b e r  i t now,” h e  s aid  a t  las t .  
“It’s a  felle r  by t h e  n a m e  S a m  Slotkin.”
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Whe n  Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  r e cove r e d  fro m  t h e  s hock of Gold m a n’s
disclosu r e  t h ey  vied  wit h  e a c h  o th e r  in t h e  s t r e n g t h
of t h ei r  r e solu tions  no t  to  m ove  in to  S a m  Slotkin’s
loft.   “I wo uldn’t p ay  it no t  on e  c e n t
bl ack m ail n ei th er,” Abe  d e cl a r e d ,  “not
if t h ey  ke p t  it u p  t h e  s t rike  for  a  ye ar.”

“Be t t e r  a s  w e  s hould  le t  t h a t  s ucke r  do  u s,
Abe,” Mo r ri s  d e cla r e d,  “I wo uld  go  ou t
of t h e  b u sin es s  fir s t;  a in’t  it?”

Abe  no d d e d  a n d,  af t e r  a  few m o r e  d efian t  s e n ti m e n t s,
t h ey  w e n t  u p s t ai r s  wi t h  Gold m a n  to  e s ti m a t e  t h e  a m o u n t
of wo rk  u n do n e  on  t h e  Fas hion  S to r e  o r d er.

“The m  Fas hion  p eo ple  w a s  alw ays  good  c us to m e r s
of ou r s ,  too,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe co m m e n t e d ,  “an d
w e  couldn’t s e n d  t h e  wo rk  ou t  by con t r ac to r s
in t his  s h a p e.   It  wo uld  r uin  t h e  w hole  job.”

Mo r ris  no d d e d  s a dly.

“If w e  could  only g e t  t h e m  d evils of op e r a to r s
to  finish  u p ,” h e  s aid,  “ th ey could  s t r ike
till t h ey w a s  blu e  in t h e  face  ye t.”

“But  I wouldn’t p ay  on e  c e n t  to  t h a t  s uck er,
Slo tkin,  M a w r u s s,” Abe a d d e d.

“Su r e  no t ,” Mor ris  a g r e e d.

“Migh t  you  wo uldn’t h ave  to  p ay hi m  no t hin g,
m ayb e,” Gold m a n  s u g g e s t e d .

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?” Abe c rie d.

“Migh t  if you  wo uld  t ak e  it  t h e  loft  h e  wo uld
c all off t h e  s t rike,” s aid  Gold m a n.

“Th a t’s so,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  m u r m u r e d,
a s  t ho u g h  t his  p h a s e  of t h e  m a t t e r  h a d  jus t  occu r r e d
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to  hi m  for  t h e  fir s t  tim e.

“M ayb e  Gold m a n  is r i gh t,  Abe,” Mo r ri s
r e plied.   “M ayb e  if w e  took it t h e  loft
Slo tkin  wo uld  c all off t h e  s t r ike.”

“Afte r  all, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid,  “th e
loft  ain’t  a  b a d  loft, M a w r u s s .   If it  w a s n’t
s uc h  a  good  loft, M a w r u s s ,  I wo uld  s ay  it no,  M a w r u s s ,
w e  s ho uldn’t t ak e  t h e  loft; b u t  t h e  loft  is
a  fir s t-cl as s  A N u m b e r  On e  loft.”

“S’enou g h,  Abe,” Mo r ris  r e plied.  
“You do n’t h av e  to  t ell it  m e  a  h u n d r e d
ti m es  al r e a dy.  I a in’t  dis p u ting  it’s
a  good  loft; a n d  so  if Slo tkin  c alls  off t h e  s t rike
w e  t ak e  t h e  loft.”

At t his  junc t u r e  t h e  s to r e  doo r  op e n e d  a n d  Slo tkin
hi m s elf e n t e r e d.

“Good  af t e r noon,  g e n t s ,” h e  s aid.

Mo r ris  a n d  Abe  g r e e t e d  hi m  with  a  s cowl.

“I s u p pos e  you  co m e  for  a n  a n s w e r  a bo u t  t h a t
loft,  h u h?” Mo r ri s  s no r t e d.

Slo tkin  s t a r e d  a t  Abe indign a n tly.

“Excus e  m e,  Mr. Pe rlm u t t er,” h e  s aid,
“I ain’t  h e r e  a s  b rok er.  I’ll
s e e  you la t e r  a bo u t  t h a t  al r e a dy.  I co m e  h e r e
now  a s  va rking  d ele g a t e .”

“Su r e ,  I know,” Abe r e plied.   “Whe n
you  c all it a  s t rike  on  u s  t his  m o r ning,  t h a t  ain’t
go t  no t hin g  to  do  wit h  ou r  t aking  t h e  loft.   We
b elieve  t h a t ,  Slo tkin; so  go  a h e a d  a n d  t ell u s  so m e t hing
els e.”

“It  m a k e s  m e  no  diffe r e nc e  w h e t h e r  you  b elieve
it  o r  you  do n’t b elieve  it,  Mr. Pot a s h,”
Slotkin  w e n t  on.   “All I go t  to  s ay  is t h a t
you  sign e d  it  a n  a g r e e m e n t  wi th  t h e  u nion; ain’t
it?”
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“Su r e ,  w e  sign e d  it,” s aid  Abe, “an d
w e  ke p t  it, too.  We p ay ’em alw ays  u nion
p ric e s  a n d  w e  ke e p  it  u nion  ho u r s .”

“P rice s  a n d  ho u r s  is all r i gh t ,” Slo tkin
s aid,  “bu t  in  t h e  a g r e e m e n t  s t a n d s  it you  s hould
give  ’em a  p ro p e r  pl ac e  to  wo rk  in i t.”
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“Well,” Mo r ris  c rie d,  “ain’t
it  a  p ro p e r  pl ac e  h e r e  to  wo rk  in i t?”

Slotkin  s hook his  h e a d.

“As va rking  d el e g a t e  I s e e n  it a l r e a dy. 
I s e e n  it  you r  s ho p  w h e r e  you r  op e r a to r s  wo rk,”
h e  co m m e n c e d,  “a n d——”

“Why, you  ain’t  n eve r  b e e n  insid e  ou r
s hop,” Gold m a n  c rie d.

“I s e e n  it  fro m  t h e  ou t side—fro m
t h e  s t r e e t  al r e a dy—a n d  a s  va rking  d el e g a t e
it  is my  d u ty to  c all on  you  a  s t rike,” Slo tkin
conclud e d.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi th  t h e  wo rk roo m?”
Abe  a sk e d.

“Well, t h e  n eigh bo r hood  ain’t  r i gh t,”
Slotkin  explain e d.   “I t’s a  n a r row
s t r e e t  al r e a dy.  I t  s hould  b e  on  a  wid e r  s t r e e t
like  Nin e t e e n t h  S t r e e t .”

H e  p a u s e d  to  no t e  t h e  effec t  a n d  Mo r ris  g r u n t e d  involun t a rily.

“Also,” Slo tkin  co n tin u e d,  “it  n e e d s
it  ligh t  on  fou r  side s,  a n d  t wo  el eva to r s.”

“And I s u p pos e  if w e  hi r e  it  s uc h  a  loft,  Slo tkin,”
Abe  b rok e  in, “you  will c all off t h e  s t rike.”

“Su r e  I will c all i t off t h e  s t rike,”
h e  d e cl a r e d.   “It  wo uld  b e  my  d u ty a s  va rking
d eleg a t e .   I m oos t  c all it  off t h e  s t rike.”

“All r ig h t ,  t h e n,” Abe s aid; “call
off t h e  s t r ike.   We m a d e  u p  ou r  min d  w e  will t ak e
t h e  loft.”
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“You m e a n  you  will t ak e  s uc h  a  loft  w h a t  t h e
u nion  a g r e e m e n t  c alls  for  a n d  w hich  I jus t  d e sc rib e d
it  to  you,” Slo tkin  co r r e c t e d  in  his  q u ali ty
of w alking  d el e g a t e .

“Th a t’s w h a t  w e  m e a n,” Abe r e plied.

“Why, t h e n ,  t h a t  loft  w h a t  I c alled  to  you r
a t t e n tion,  a s  b roker, t his  m o r ning  would  b e  ex ac tly
w h a t  you  wo uld  n e e d  it!” Slo tkin  excl aim e d,  in
t h e  h e a r ty ton e s  of a  co nscie n tious  m a n,  gl a d  t h a t
for  onc e  t h e  p e rfo r m a nc e  of his  official d u ty r e do u n d e d
to  cle a n-h a n d e d  p e r son al  p rofit.

“Su r e ,” Abe  g r u n t e d .

“The n,  a s  b roker, I t ell it  you t h a t  t h e  lea s e s
is r e a dy dow n  a t  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n’s office,”
Slotkin  r e plie d,  “a n d  a s  soon  a s  t h ey  a r e  sig n e d
t h e  s t rike  is off.”

A w e ek  la t e r  t h e  Fas hion  S to r e’s o r d e r  w a s  finish e d,
p ack e d  a n d  s hipp e d;  a n d  on  t h e  s a m e  d ay t h a t  Gold m a n,
t h e  for e m a n,  dis miss e d  t h e  h a n d s  h e  w e n t  dow n  to  H e n ry
D. Feld m a n’s office.   The r e  h e  sign e d  a n
a g r e e m e n t  wi t h  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r  to  m a k e  u p  all t h ei r
g a r m e n t s  in t h e  con t r ac tin g  s ho p  w hich  h e  p ro pos e d
to  op e n  t h e  fir s t  of t h e  following  m o n t h.

“Wh e r e  a r e  you going  to  h ave  it  you r  s ho p,  Gold m a n?”
Mo r ris  a sk e d,  af t e r  t h ey h a d  r e t u r n e d  fro m  Feld m a n’s.

“Th a t  I co uldn’t t ell it  you  jus t  ye t,”
Gold m a n  r e plied.   “We ain’t  q ui t e
d ecide d  ye t .”

“We!” Abe  c rie d  exci t e dly.  “Who’s
w e?”

“Well, I exp ec t  to  g e t  i t a  p a r t n e r  wi th  a  cou ple
of h u n d r e d  dolla r s,” Gold m a n  s aid; “bu t ,
a nyhow, Mr. Pot a s h,  I g e t  so m e  c a r d s  p rin t e d  n ex t
w e e k  a n d  I s e n d  you  on e.”

“All r ig h t ,” Abe r e plied.   “Only
le t  m e  give  it  you a  pi ec e  of a dvice,  Gold m a n:  
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If you  g e t  it  a  p a r t n er, do n’t m a k e  no  mis t ak e
a n d  h ave  so m e  felle r  w h a t  w a n t s  to  r u n  you  a n d  t h e
b u sin es s  a n d  eve rybody el s e,  Gold m a n.”

The  t h r u s t  w e n t  ho m e  a n d  Mo r ri s  s t a r e d  fie rc ely a t
his  p a r t n er.
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“And you s ho uld  s e e  i t a lso  t h a t  hi s  wife  ain’t
go t  no  r ela tions,  Gold m a n,” h e  a d d e d,  “oth e r wise
h e’ll w a n t  you  to  s h a r e  t h e  p rofit s  of t h e  b u sin e s s
wi th  t h e m.”

Gold m a n  no d d e d.

“Oh, I go t  a  good,  s m a r t  felle r  picke d  ou t ,
a n d  hi s  wife’s r el a tions  will b e  all r i gh t ,
too,” h e  s aid,  a s  h e  s t a r t e d  to  leave.   “But,
a nyhow, Mr. Pe rlm u t t er, I le t  you know  n ex t  w e ek.”

Abou t  t e n  d ays  af t e r w a r d ,  w hile  Mor ris  a n d  Abe w e r e
in t h e  t h ro e s  of p a cking,  p rio r  to  t h e  r e m ov al of
t h ei r  b usin e ss ,  t h e  le t t e r-c a r ri e r  e n t e r e d  wi th  a
b a t c h  of m ail, a n d  Mo r ris  im m e dia t ely took it in to
t h e  s how-roo m.

“H e r e ,  Abe,” h e  s aid,  a s  h e  gl a nc e d  a t
t h e  fir s t  e nvelop e,  “this  is for  you.”

The n  h e  p roc e e d e d  to  go  t h ro u g h  t h e  r e m aind e r  of t h e
pile.

“Holy s mok e s!” h e  c rie d,  a s  h e  op e n e d
t h e  n ex t  e nvelop e.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r?” Abe a s k e d.  
“Is it a  failu r e?” H e  h a d  r e a d  hi s  ow n
let t e r  a n d  h eld  it  b e t w e e n  t r e m bling  fing e r s  a s  h e
inq ui r e d.

“Look a t  t his ,” Mor ris  s aid,  h a n ding  hi m
a  c a r d.

It  w a s  a  fra g m e n t  of c h e a p  p a s t e bo a r d  a n d  bo r e  t h e
following  leg e n d:  

P HILIP GOLDMAN                
      SAM SLOTKIN
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          N EW YORK

Abe r e a d  t h e  c a r d  a n d  h a n d e d  it b ack  in silenc e.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  c rie d,  “th a t’s
a  fine  pi ec e  of b u sin es s.   We no t  only go t  to
t ak e  it  t h e  loft  w h a t  Slo tkin  picks  ou t  for  u s,  b u t
w e  al so  go t  to  give  Slo tkin  ou r  wo rk  also.”

Abe  s h r u g g e d  hi s  s ho uld e r s  in a n  indiffe r e n t  m a n n er.

“You alw ays  go t  to  r u n  t hings  you r  w ay, M a w r u s s ,”
h e  s aid.   “If you  le t  m e  do  it my  w ay, M a w r u s s ,
w e  wo uldn’t of h a d  no  s t rike  no r  t r ou ble  no r
no t hing,  a n d  it  wo uld  of b e e n  t h e  s a m e  in t h e  e n d.”

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?” Mor ris  exclai m e d.

“Look a t  t his  h e r e ,” Abe r e plied,  h a n ding
hi m  t h e  le t t er.  I t  w a s  p rin t e d  in sc rip t  on  h e avily-co a t e d
p a p e r  a n d  r e a d  a s  follows: 

MRS. SARAH MAS HKOWITZ & MRS.
BLOOMA
S H EIKMAN
SISTERS OF THE BRIDE
REQUEST THE HO NOR OF YOUR CO. 
AT THE MARRIAGE OF THEIR SISTER
MISS MIRIAM S MOLINSKI
TO
SAM SLOTKIN
O N  S U NDAY OCT 3  1 9 0 7  a t  7  P  M  S HARP
N EW RIGA HALL              ALLEN STREET

BRIDE’S RESIDE NCE
CARE OF ROTHMAN’S CORSET STORE
4 0 2 5  MADISO N  AVE
N  Y CITY
LADIES AND GENTS WARDROBE CHECK 5 0C
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CHAPTER XII

“Yes, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  Pot a s h  s aid  to  hi s
p a r t n e r  a s  t h ey  s tood  tog e t h e r  a n d  s u rveye d  t h e  wild
diso r d e r  of t h ei r  b u sin es s  p r e mis es ,  “one  r e m oval
is wo r s e r  a s  a  fi r e .”

“Su r e  it is,” Mor ris  Pe rl m u t t e r  a g r e e d.  
“A fir e  you  c a n  ins u r e  it, Abe, b u t  a  r e m oval
is a  r i sk  w h a t  you  go t  to  t ak e  you r s elf; a n d  you’r e
bo u n d  to  m a k e  it a  loss.”

“Not  if you  go t  a  lit tl e  sys t e m,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  w e n t  on.   “The  t ro u ble  wi th  u s  is, M a w r u s s ,
w e  ain’t  go t  no  sys t e m.   In  less  t h a n  t h r e e
w e e ks  al r e a dy w e  go t  to  m ove  in to  t h e  loft  on  Nin e t e e n t h
S t r e e t ,  M a w r u s s ,  a n d  w e  ain’t  eve n  m a d e  u p  ou r
min d s  a bo u t  t h e  fixtu r e s  ye t.”

280



Page 109

“The  fixtu r e s!” Mo r ri s  c rie d.   “For
w hy s ho uld  w e  m a k e  u p  ou r  mi n ds  a bo u t  t h e  fixtu r e s,
Abe?”

“We n e e d  to  h av e  fixtu r e s,  M a w r u s s ,  a in’t
it?”

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi th  t h e  fixtu r e s  w h a t
w e  go t  it h e r e ,  Abe?” Mo r ris  a s k e d.

“The m  ain’t  fixtu r e s  w h a t  w e  go t  it  h e r e ,
M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied.   “Junk  is w h a t
w e  go t  it h e r e ,  M a w r u s s,  no t  fixtu r e s.   If w e  w a s
to  m ove  t h e m  b u m-looking  r a cks  a n d  t a bl e s  u p  to  Nin e t e e n t h
S t r e e t ,  M a w r u s s ,  it  wo uld  b e  like  a n  insul t  to  ou r
c us to m e r s .”

“Would  it?” Mo r ri s  r e plied.   “Well,
w e  ain’t  a sking  ’em to  b uy t h e  fixtu r e s ,
Abe; w e  only s ell ’em t h e  g a r m e n t s.   Anyhow,
if ou r  c us to m e r s  w a s  so  touc hy, Abe, t h ey wo uld  of
b e e n  ins ult e d  long  sinc e  a go.  For  w e  go t  t h e m
fixtu r e s  six ye a r s  al r e a dy, a n d  b efo re  w e  h a d  ’em
yet,  Abe, Pinc us  Vesell bo u g h t  ’em, w ay b efor e
t h e  S p a nis h  War, fro m  Kupfe r m a n  & Daich e s,  a n d  t h e n
Kupfe r m a n  & Daich e s——”

“S’enou g h,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe p ro t e s t e d.  
“I ain’t  a sk e d  you  you  s hould  t ell m e
t h e  fa mily his to ry of t h e m  fixtu r e s ,  M a w r u s s.  
I know  it  a s  w ell a s  you  do, M a w r u s s,  t h e m  fixtu r e s
is old-e s t a blish e d  b a ck  n u m b e r s ,  a n d  I wo uld n’t
h ave  ’em in t h e  s to r e  eve n  if w e  w a s  going  to
s t ay  h e r e  ye t.”

“You wo uldn’t  h av e  ’em in t h e  s to r e,”
Mo r ris  b rok e  in; “bu t  ho w  a bo u t  m e ?   Ain’t
I no bo dy h e r e ,  Abe?  I t hink  I go t  so m e t hing  to
s ay, too,  Abe.  So  I m a d e  u p  my min d  w e’r e
going  to  ke e p  t h e m  fixtu r e s  a n d  m ove  ’em u p
to  t h e  n e w  s to r e .   We do n e  it  a lw ays  a  good  b u sin e ss
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with  t h e m  fixtu r e s,  Abe.”

“Yes, M a w r u s s ,  a n d  w e  al so  lose  i t a  good  c us to m e r
by ’em, too,” Abe r ejoine d.   “You
know a s  w ell a s  I do  t h a t  af t e r  on e-eye  Feige n b a u m,
of t h e  H.  F. Cloak  Co m p a ny, r u n  in to  t h a t  big  r a ck
ove r  by  t h e  doo r  a n d  b u s t e d  his  nos e  w e  couldn’t
s ell hi m  no  m o r e  goods.”

“Was  it  t h e  r a ck’s faul t  t h a t  H e n ry  Feige n b a u m
only go t  on e  eye,  Abe?” Mo r ris  c rie d.   “Anyhow,
Abe, w h e n  a  felle r  go t  a  nos e  like  H e n ry  Feig e n b a u m,
Abe, h e’s liable  to  knock  it  a g ain s t  m o s t  a ny
t hin g,  Abe; so  you  could n’t  bl a m e  it on  t h e
fixtu r e s .”

“I do n’t  know w ho  w a s  to  bl a m e,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  s aid,  “bu t  I do  know t h a t  h e  b uys  it  alw ays
a  big  bill of goods  fro m  H.  Rifkin,  w h a t’s go t
t h a t  loft  on  t h e  n ex t  floor  a bove  w h e r e  w e  took it
on  Nin e t e e n t h  S t r e e t ,  a n d  Rifkin  do e s  a  big  b u sin es s
by hi m.   I b e t  ye r  Feige n b a u m’s a ccou n t  is
e a sy wo r t h  t wo  t ho us a n d  a  ye a r  n e t  to  Rifkin, M a w r u s s.”

“M ayb e  it  is a n d  m ayb e  it  ain’t,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  r ejoine d,  “bu t  t h a t  ain’t  h e r e
no r  t h e r e .   Ins t e a d  you  s ho uld  b e  e s tim a tin g  Rifkin’s
p rofit s,  Abe, you  s hould  b e t t e r  b e  going  u p  to  Nin e t e e n t h
S t r e e t  a n d  s e e  if t h e m  p e ople  g e t s  t h ro u g h  p ain ting
a n d  cle a ning  u p.   I go t  it  my  h a n d s  full dow n
h e r e .”

Abe  r e a c h e d  for  hi s  h a t .

“I b e t  ye r  you  go t  you r  h a n d s  full, M a w r u s s ,”
h e  g r u m ble d.   “The  w ay it looks,  now, M a w r u s s,
you  go t  ou r  s a m ple  line s  so  mixe d  u p  it’ll b e
ou t  of d a t e  b efo r e  you  g e t  it so r t e d  ou t  a g ain.”

“All r ig h t ,” Mo r ri s  r e to r t e d,  “we’ll
g e t  ou t  a  n e w  on e.   We don’t  c a r e  no t hing
a bo u t  t h e  exp e n s e s,  Abe.  If t h e  old  fixtu r e s  ain’t
good  e no u g h  ou r  s a m ple  line  ain’t  good  e no u g h,
n ei t h er.  Ain’t it?  Wh a t  do  w e  c a r e
a bo u t  m o n ey, Abe?”
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Page 110

H e  p a u s e d  to  e m p h a size  t h e  irony.

“No, Abe,” h e  conclud e d,  “don’t
you  wo r ry a bo u t  t h e m  s a m ples,  no r  t h e m  fixtu r e s ,  n ei t h er. 
You go t  wo r ry  e no u g h  if you  t e n d  to  you r  ow n  b u sin e ss ,
Abe.  I’ll s e e  t h a t  t h e m  s a m ple s  g e t s  u p
to  Nin e t e e n t h  S t r e e t  in  good  s h a p e.”

Abe  s h r u g g e d  hi s  s ho uld e r s  a n d  m a d e  for  t h e  door.

“And t h e m  fixtu r e s  al so,  Abe,” Mo r ris
s ho u t e d  af t e r  hi m.

The  loft  b uilding  on  Nin e t e e n t h  S t r e e t  in to w hich
Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  p ro pos e d  to  m ove  w a s  a n  imposing
fift ee n-s to ry s t r u c t u r e .   Bu r nis h e d  m e t al  signs
of it s  occ u p a n t s  flanke d  it s  wid e  doo r w ay, a n d  t h e
e n t r a n c e  h all gle a m e d  wi th  gold  leaf a n d  pl a s t e r  po r p hy ry,
w hile  t h e  u nifo r m  of e a c h  eleva to r  a t t e n d a n t  would
h ave  g r a c e d  t h e  high  a d mi r al of a  Sou t h  Ame ric a n  N avy.

So  imp r e s s e d  w a s  Abe  wi t h  t h e  m a g nifice nc e  of his
s u r ro u n dings  t h a t  h e  forgo t  to  c all hi s  floor  w h e n
h e  e n t e r e d  on e  of t h e  eleva to r s,  a n d  ins t e a d  of aligh tin g
a t  t h e  fifth  s to ry h e  w a s  c a r ri ed  u p  to  t h e  sixth
floor  b efo r e  t h e  c a r  s top p e d.

S eve n  o r  eig h t  m e n  s t e p p e d  ou t  wi th  hi m  a n d  p a s s e d
t h ro u g h  t h e  doo r  of H.  Rifkin’s loft, w hile
Abe  so u g h t  t h e  s t ai r s  le a ding  to  t h e  floor  b elow. 
H e  w alked  to  t h e  w es t e rly e n d  of t h e  h all, only to
find  t h a t  t h e  s t ai rc a s e  w a s  a t  t h e  ext r e m e  e a s t e rly
e n d,  a n d  a s  h e  r e t r a c e d  his  foot s t e p s  a  you n g  m a n
w ho m  h e  r e co g nize d  a s  a  cle rk  in t h e  office  of H e n ry
D. Feld m a n,  t h e  p ro min e n t  cloak  a n d  s ui t  a t t o r n ey,
w a s  p a s tin g  a  la rg e  s h e e t  of p a p e r  on  H.  Rifkin’s
door.

It  bo r e  t h e  following  leg e n d:  

CLOSED
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Abe  s top p e d  s ho r t  a n d  s hook t h e  s ticky h a n d  of t h e
bill-pos t er.

“How d’ye  do,  Mr. Feins t ein?” h e
s aid.

“Ah, good  m o r ning,  Mr. Pot a s h,” Feins t ein
c ri ed  in hi s  e m ploye r’s b e s t  ton e  a n d  m a n n er.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r?   Is  Rifkin  in
t rou ble?”

“Oh, no,” Feins t ein  r e plied  ironically. 
“Rifkin ain’t  in t rou ble;  his  c r e di to r s
is in t rou ble,  Mr. Pot a s h.   The  Fe d e r al  Textile
Co m p a ny, t e n  t ho us a n d  fou r  h u n d r e d  a n d  eig h ty-t wo
dolla r s;  Miller, Fi eld  & Sim pson,  t h r e e  t ho us a n d  dolla r s;
t h e  Kosciusko Bank,  two  t hous a n d  a n d  fifty.”

Abe  w his tl e d  his  a s to nis h m e n t .

“I alw ays  t hou g h t  h e  don e  it s uc h  a  fine  b usin e ss ,”
h e  co m m e n t e d.

“Su r e  h e  do n e  it a  fine  b u sin e s s,” t h e
law cle rk  s aid.   “I s ho uld  s ay  h e  did  do n e
it  a  fine  b u sin e s s.   If h e  go t  a w ay wi th  a  ce n t
h e  go t  a w ay wi t h  fifty t hou s a n d  dolla r s.”

“Don’t no bo dy know w h e r e  h e  skipp e d  to?”

“Only his  wife,” Feins t ein  r e plied,  “an d
s h e  lef t  ho m e  yes t e r d ay.  So m e  s ays  s h e  w e n t  to
Ca n a d a  a n d  so m e  s ays  to  M exico; b u t  t h ey  m os tly go es
to  Brooklyn, a n d  w ho  in blaze s  could  find  h e r  t h e r e?”

Abe  no d d e d  sole m nly.

“But  co m e  insid e  a n d  give  a  look a ro u n d,”
Feins t ein  s aid  hos pi t a bly.  “M ayb e  t h e r e’s
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so m e t hing  you wo uld  like  to  b uy a t  t h e  r ec eive r’s
s al e  n ex t  w e ek.”
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Page 111

Abe h a n d e d  Feins t ein  a  cigar, a n d  tog e t h e r  t h ey  w e n t
in to  Rifkin’s loft.

“H e’s go t  so m e  fine  fixtu r e s ,  a in’t
it?” Abe s aid  a s  h e  g az e d  u po n  t h e  m a ho g a ny
a n d  pl a t e-gla s s  fu r nishings  of Rifkin’s office.

“Su r e  h e  h a s ,” Feins t ein  r e plied  no nc h ala n tly,
sc r a t c hin g  a  p a rlo r  m a t c h  on  t h e  ven e e r e d  s h elf u n d e r
t h e  c a s hie r’s  window.  The  fir s t  a t t e m p t
miss e d  fir e,  a n d  a g ain  h e  d r e w  a  m a t c h  a c ros s  t h e  lowe r
p a r t  of t h e  p a r ti tion,  le aving  a  g r e a t  s c a r  on  it s
polish e d  s u rfac e.

“Ain’t you af r aid  you  s poil t h e m  fixtu r e s?”
Abe  a sk e d.

“They would n’t b ring  no t hing  a t  t h e  r e c eive r’s
s al e ,  a nyhow,” Feins t ein  r e plied,  “eve n
t hou g h  t h ey a r e  p r e t ty  n e a r  n ew.”

“They m u s t  h ave  cos t  hi m  a  p r e t ty  big  s u m,  ain’t
it?” Abe s aid.

“They didn’t  cos t  hi m  a  c e n t ,” Feins t ein
a n s w e r e d,  “bec a u s e  h e  ain’t  p aid  a  c e n t
for  ’em.  Fl a u m  & Bingle r  sold  ’em
to  hi m,  a n d  t h ey’re  on e  of t h e  p e ti tioning  c r e di to r s .  
Twe n ty-on e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  t h ey go t  s t u n g  for, a n d
t h ey ain’t  go t  no  c h a t t el  m o r t g a g e  no r  no t hin g.  
Look a t  t h e m  r a cks  t h e r e  a n d  all t h e m  mi r ro r s  a n d
t a bles!   Good  e no u g h  for  a  s aloon.  I b e t
ye r  t h e m  g r e e n  b aize  doo r s ,  w h a t  h e  p u t  inside  t h e
r e g ul a r  door, is wo r t h  p r e t ty  n e a r  a  h u n d r e d  dolla r s.”

Abe  no d d e d  a g ain.

“And I b e t  t h e  w hole  s hoo ting-m a t c h  do n’t
fe tc h  five h u n d r e d  dolla r s  a t  t h e  r e c eive r’s
s al e ,” Feins t ein  s aid.
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“Why, I’d give  t h a t  m u c h  for  it  mys elf,”
Abe  c rie d.

Feins t ein  p uffed  a w ay a t  his  ciga r  for  a  min u t e .

“Do you  ho n e s tly m e a n  you’d like  to  b uy
t h e m  fixtu r e s?” h e  s aid  a t  las t .

“Su r e  I’d like  to  b uy t h e m,” Abe
r e plied.   “Whe n  is t h e  r e c eive r’s s al e
going  to  b e?”

“N ext  w e e k,  r ig h t  af t e r  t h e  o r d e r  of a djudica tion
is sign e d.   Bu t  t h a t  won’t  do  you  no  good.  
The  d e al e r s  would  bid  ’em u p  on  you, a n d  you
wo uldn’t s t a n d  no  s how  a t  all.  Wh a t  you
w a n t  to  do  is to  b uy ’em fro m  t h e  r e c eive r  a t
p riva t e  s al e.”

“So?” Abe co m m e n t e d .   “Well,
how  wo uld  I go  a bo u t  t h a t?”

Feins t ein  p ulled  his  h a t  ove r  hi s  eyes  a n d,  r e s tin g
his  cig a r  on  t h e  top  of Rifkin’s d e sk  wi th  t h e
ligh t e d  e n d  n ext  to  t h e  wood,  h e  d r e w  Abe  tow a r d  t h e
r e a r  of t h e  office.

“Le ave  t h a t  to  m e,” h e  s aid  mys t e riously. 
“Of cou r s e ,  you  could n’t  exp e c t  to  g e t
t h e m  fixtu r e s  m u c h  u n d e r  six h u n d r e d  dolla r s  a t  p riva t e
s al e ,  b ec a u s e  it’s go t  to  b e  do n e  u n d e r  t h e  di r ec tion
of t h e  cou r t;  b u t  for  fifty dolla r s  I could  u n d e r t ak e
to  le t  you  in on  ’em for, s ay, five h u n d r e d
a n d  s eve n ty-five dolla r s.   H ow’s t h a t?”

Abe  p uffe d  a t  his  cig a r  b efo r e  r e plying.

“I go t  to  s e e  i t my  p a r t n e r  fir s t ,” h e
s aid.

“Th a t’s all r i gh t ,  too,” Feins t ein
r ejoine d;  “bu t  t h e r e  w a s  on e  d e ale r  in h e r e
t his  m o r ning  al r e a dy.  As soon  a s  t h e  r e s t  of ’em
g e t  on  to  t hi s  h e r e  failu r e  t h ey’ll b e  b uzzing
a ro u n d  t h e m  fixtu r e s  like  flies  in a  m e a t  m a rk e t ,
a n d  m ay b e  I wo n’t  b e  a bl e  to  p u t  it  t h ro u g h  for
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you  a t  all.”

“I t ell you  w h a t  I’ll do,” Abe  s aid.  
“I’ll go  righ t  do w n  to  t h e  s to r e  a n d  I’ll
b e  b a ck  h e r e  a t  two  o’clock.”
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Page 112

“You’ve go t  to  h u s tl e  if you  w a n t  t h e m
fixtu r e s ,” h e  s aid.

“I b e t  ye r  I go t  to  h u s tl e,” Abe s aid,
his  eyes  fixed  on  t h e  m a r r e d  s u rfac e  of t h e  d e sk,
“for  if you’re  going  to  s moke  m a ny m o r e
cig a r s  a ro u n d  h e r e  t h e m  fixtu r e s  wo n’t b e  no
m o r e  good  to  no bo dy.”

“Th a t  do n’t  h a r m  ’em no n e,”
Feins t ein  r e plied.   “A c a bin e t m ak e r  co uld
fix t h a t  u p  wi th  a  pi ec e  of p u t ty a n d  so m e  s h ellac
so  a s  you  wouldn’t know  it fro m  n ew.”

“But  if I b uy it  t h e m  fixtu r e s,” Abe conclud e d,
a s  h e  t u r n e d  tow a r d  t h e  door, “I’d a s
lief h ave  ’em withou t  p u t ty, if it’s all
t h e  s a m e  to  you.”

“Su r e ,” Feins t ein  r e plied,  a n d  no  soon e r
h a d  Abe  dis a p p e a r e d  in to  t h e  h all t h a n  h e  d r e w  a  m o r nin g
p a p e r  fro m  his  pocke t  a n d  s e t tl ed  dow n  to  hi s  d u ti es
a s  ke e p e r  for  t h e  Fe d e r al  r e c eive r  by s elec ting  t h e
m os t  co mfor t a bl e  c h ai r  in t h e  roo m  a n d  cocking  u p
his  fee t  a g ains t  t h e  sid e  of Rifkin’s d e sk.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  c rie d  a s  hi s  p a r t n e r
e n t e r e d  t h e  s to r e  h alf a n  ho u r  la t er, “I give
you  rig h t .”

“You give  m e  rig h t?” Abe r e p e a t e d.  
“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?”

“About  t h e m  fixtu r e s ,” Mo r ri s  explain e d.  
“I give  you  rig h t .   The m  fixtu r e s  is no t hin g
b u t  junk, a n d  w e  go t  to  g e t  so m e  n e w  on es .”

“Su r e  w e  go t  to  g e t  so m e  n e w  on e s ,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  a g r e e d,  “a n d  I s e e n  it t h e  ve ry t hin g  w h a t
w e  w a n t  u p  a t  H.  Rifkin’s pl ac e .”
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“H.  Rifkin’s pl ac e,” Mor ris
exclaim e d.

“Th a t’s w h a t  I s aid,” Abe  r e plied.  
“I go t  a n  ide e ,  M a w r u s s,  w e  s ho uld  b uy t h e m
fixtu r e s  w h a t  H.  Rifkin  go t .”

“Is t h a t  so?” Mor ris  r e to r t e d .   “Well,
w hy s ho uld  w e  b uy it  fixtu r e s  w h a t  H.  Rifkin  t h row s
ou t?”

“H e  do n’t t h row  ’em ou t,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  s aid.   “H e  ain’t  go t  no  m o r e  u s e
for  ’em, M a w r u s s .   H e  b u s t e d  u p  t his  m o r ning.”

“You c a n’t  m a k e  m e  feel b a d  by t elling
m e  t h a t ,  Abe,” Mo r ris  r ejoine d.   “A
s uck e r  w h a t  t ak es  fro m  u s  a  good  c us to m e r  like  H e n ry
Feige n b a u m  s hould  of b u s t e d  u p  long  sinc e  al r e a dy. 
Bu t  t h a t  ain’t  t h e  poin t ,  Abe.  If w e’r e
going  to  g e t  it  fixtu r e s ,  w e  do n’t  w a n t  no  s e con d-h a n d
a r t icles.”

“They ain’t  no  s eco n d-h a n d  a r ticle s,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  explain e d.   “They’re  p r e t ty  n e a r
b r a n d-n ew, a n d  I go t  a  p a r t icul a r  r e a so n  w hy w e  s ho uld
b uy t h e m  fixtu r e s ,  M a w r u s s .”

H e  p a u s e d  for  so m e  exp r e s sion  of c u riosi ty fro m  his
p a r t n er, b u t  M a w r u s s  m e r ely p u r s e d  hi s  lips  a n d  looke d
bo r e d.

“Yes, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  w e n t  on,  “I
go t  it a  p a r ticula r  r e a so n  w hy w e  s hould  b uy t h e m
fixtu r e s ,  M a w r u s s .   You s e e,  t his  h e r e  Rifkin go t
it  t h e  loft  r igh t  u p s t ai r s  on e  fligh t  fro m  u s,  M a w r u s s,
a n d  n a t u r ally h e’s go t  it  lot s  of ou t-of-tow n
t r a d e  w h a t  do n’t know  h e’s  b u s t e d  ye t ,
M a w r u s s.”

“No?” Mor ris  vouc hs afe d.

“So t h e s e  h e r e  ou t-of-tow n  c us to m e r s  co m e s  u p
to  s e e  Rifkin.  They g e t s  in  t h e  el eva to r  a n d
t h ey s ays  ‘Sixth,’ s e e?   And t h e  el eva to r
m a n  t hinks  t h ey s ays  ‘Fifth,’ a n d  h e  le t s
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’em off a t  ou r  floor  b e c a u s e  t h e r e  ain’t
no body on  t h e  sixth  floor.  Well, M a w r u s s ,  w e  leave
ou r  s to r e  doo r  op e n,  a n d  t h e  c us to m e r  s e e s  Rifkin’s
fixtu r e s  inside,  so  h e  w alks  in  a n d  t hinks  h e’s
in Rifkin’s pl ac e.   Befor e  h e  finds  ou t  h e
ain’t,  M a w r u s s,  w e  s ell hi m  a  bill of goods
ou r s elves.”
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Mo r ris  s t a r e d  a t  Abe in silen t  con t e m p t .

“Of cou r s e ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  w e n t  on,  “I’m
only s aying  t h ey mig h t  do  t his,  y’und e r s t a n d,
a n d  c e r t ainly it wo uld  only b e  for  t h e  fir s t  w e ek  o r
so  w h a t  w e  a r e  t h e r e ,  a in’t  i t?  Bu t  if
w e  s ho uld  only g e t  it  on e  o r  t wo  c us to m e r s  t h a t  w ay,
M a w r u s s,  t h e m  fixtu r e s  would  p ay for  t h e m s elves .”

“Dre a m s  you  go t  it, Abe,” Mo r ri s  c ri ed.  
“You t hink  t h e m  cus to m e r s  wo uld  b e  blind,  Abe? 
Ain’t t h ey  go t  ey es  in t h ei r  h e a d?   Sinc e
w h e n  would  t h ey  mis t ak e  a  b ack  n u m b e r  like  you  for
a n  u p-to-d a t e  felle r  like  Rifkin, Abe?”

“M ayb e  I a m  a  b a ck  n u m b er, M a w r u s s ,” Abe
r e plied,  “bu t  I know  a  b a r g ain  w h e n  I s e e  it. 
The m  fixtu r e s  is p r a c tic ally t his  s e a so n’s goods
al r e a dy.  Why, H.  Rifkin  ain’t  eve n  p aid
for  t h e m  ye t .”

“The r e  ain’t  no  s e a so n s  in  fixtu r e s ,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  r e plied,  “an d  b e sid e s,  a  felle r  like
Rifkin  could  h ave  it  fixtu r e s  for  t e n  ye a r s  wi tho u t
p aying  for  ’em.  H e  could  g e t  ’em
on  t h e  ins t allm e n t  pla n  a n d  give  b ack  a  ch a t t el  m o r t g a g e ,
Abe.  You couldn’t t ell m e  no t hin g  a bo u t
fixtu r e s ,  Abe, b ec a u s e  I know  all a bo u t  it.”

“You do n’t s e e m  to  know  m u c h  a bo u t  it
t his  m o r ning  w h e n  I s pok e  to  you, M a w r u s s,”
Abe  r e to r t e d .

“Su r e  no t ,” Mor ris  s aid,  “bu t  I
lea r n e d  it  a  w hole  lot  since .   I go t  to  t hinking
it  ove r  af t e r  you  left.   So  I r in gs  u p  a  felle r
by t h e  n a m e  Flac h s m a n,  w h a t  is co r r e s po n din g  s ec r e t a ry
in t h e  Dis t ric t  Gr a n d  Lodg e  of t h e  Ind e p e n d e n t  Or d e r
M a t t ai  Aaron,  w hich  I b elon g  it.  This  h e r e  Fl ac hs m a n
go t  a  fixtu r e  b u sin es s  ove r  on  West  Broa d w ay.”
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Abe no d d e d.   H e  li t a  fr e s h  cig a r  to  s u s t ain  hi m s elf
a g ain s t  imp e n din g  b a d  n e w s.

“And t his  h e r e  Fl ac hs m a n  co m e s  a ro u n d  h e r e  h alf
a n  ho u r  a go  a n d  s how s  m e  pic t u r e s  fro m  fixtu r e s ,  Abe;
a n d  h e  go t  it  s uc h  el e g a n t  fixtu r e s  like  a  b a nk  o r
a  s aloon,  w hich  h e  could  p u t  it in for  u s  for  t wo  t hou s a n d
dolla r s.”

“Two t ho us a n d  dolla r s!” Abe  c rie d.

“Well, tw e n ty-t wo  fifty,” Mo r ris  a m e n d e d.  
“Co m e s  to  a bo u t  t h e  s a m e  with  c a s h  discou n t .  
Fl ac hs m a n  t ells  m e  h e  s e e n  t h e  kind  of loft  w e  go t
a n d  knows  it  a lso  t h e  m e a s u r e m e n t s;  so  I t hink  to
mys elf w h a t’s t h e  u s e  w ai ting.   Abe w a n t s
it  w e  s hould  b uy t h e  fixtu r e s,  a n d  w e  ain’t  go t
no  tim e  to  lose.   So  I sig n e d  t h e  con t r a c t .”

Abe  s a t  dow n  h e avily in t h e  n e a r e s t  ch ai r  a n d  p u s h e d
his  h a t  b a ck  fro m  his  for e h e a d.

“Yes, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid  bi t t e rly, “ th a t’s
t h e  w ay it  go e s  w h e n  a  felle r’s go t  a  p a r t n e r
w h a t  is c h a n g e a ble  like  Pa ris  fas hions .   You a r e
all plain  on e  mi n u t e ,  a n d  t h e  n ex t  you  a r e  all so u t a c h e
a n d  b u t ton s.   This  m o r ning  you  wo uld n’t
b uy no  fixtu r e s ,  no t  if you  could  g e t  ’em for
nix, a n d  a  cou ple  ho u r s  la t e r  you  t h ro w  it a w ay t wo
t hous a n d  dolla r s  in t h e  s t r e e t s .”

Mo r ris  gl a r e d  indign a n tly a t  his  p a r t n er.

“You a r e  t h e  c h a n g e a ble  on e,  Abe,” h e
c ri ed,  “not  m e .   This  m o r nin g  old  fixtu r e s
to  you  is junk.  Ain’t it?  You go t  to
h ave  n e w  fixtu r e s  a n d  t h a t’s  all t h e r e  is to
it.  Bu t  now, Abe, n e w  fixtu r e s  is poison  to  you,
a n d  you go t  to  h ave  s e con d-h a n d  fixtu r e s .   Wh a t’s
t h e  m a t t e r  wi t h  you, a nyw ay, Abe?”
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“I told  it  you  a  doze n  tim e s  al r e a dy, M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  r e plie d,  “th e m  ain’t  no  ex ac tly s econ d-h a n d
fixtu r e s  w h a t  Rifkin  go t  it.  The m  fixtu r e s  is
like  n e w—fine  m a ho g a ny p a r ti tions  a n d  pl a t e d
gla ss .”

“Th a t’s w h a t  w e  bo u g h t  i t, Abe,”
Mo r ris  s aid,  “fine  m a ho g a ny p a r ti tions  wi th
pla t e d  gl a s s.   If you  wo uld n’t  ju m p  so  m u c h
ove r  m e ,  I wo uld  of told  you  a bo u t  it.”

Abe  s h r u g g e d  d e s p ai ringly.

“Go a h e a d,” h e  s aid.   “I ain’t
jum ping  ove r  you.”

“Well, in t h e  fir s t  pl ac e,  Abe,” Mo r ris
w e n t  on,  “th e r e’s a  cou ple  of s win ging
doo rs  insid e  t h e  h all door.”

“Jus t  like  Rifkin’s,” Abe  in t e r r u p t e d.

“Be t t e r  a s  Rifkin’s,” Mo r ris  exclaim e d.  
“The m  doo r s  is cove r e d  wi th  goods,  Abe, a n d
hole s  in  e a c h  doo r  wi th  gl a s s  in to  it.”

“Su r e ,  I know,” Abe r e plied.   “Rifkin’s
doo rs  go t  g r e e n  c a s h m e r e  on to  ’em like  a  pool
t a bl e.”

“Only n ew, no t  s e con d-h a n d,” Mo r ris  a d d e d.  
“The n,  w h e n  you  g e t  t h ro u g h  t h e m  doo r s,  on  t h e
lef t  side  is t h e  office  wi t h  m a ho g a ny p a r ti tions  a n d
pla t e d  gl a s s,  wi th  a  hole  in to  it like  a  b a nk  al r e a dy.”

“Su r e!   The  s a m e  w h a t  I s e e n  it  u p  a t  Rifkin’s,
M a w r u s s,” Abe b rok e  in  a g ain.

Mo r ris  d r e w  hi m s elf u p  a n d  scowle d  a t  Abe.

“How m a ny tim e s  s ho uld  I t ell it you, Abe,”
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h e  c rie d,  “th e m  fixtu r e s  w h a t  Fl achs m a n  s ells
it  u s  is n ew, a n d  no t  like  Rifkin’s.”

“Go a h e a d,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e plie d.  
“Le t’s h e a r  it.”

“Ove r  t h e  hole  is a  sig n,  Ca s hier,” Mor ris
con tinu e d.

Abe  w a s  a bo u t  to  nod  a g ain,  b u t  a t  a  w a r ning  gl a nc e
fro m  Mo r ris  h e  t ho u g h t  b e t t e r  of it.

“But  I told  it  Fl ac h s m a n  w e  ain’t  go t
no  c a s hier, only a  bookke e p er,” Mo r ri s  s aid,
“a n d  so  h e  s ays  h e  could  p u t  it Bookke e p e r  ove r
t h e  hole.   Inside  t h e  office  is two  d e s ks,  on e
for  you  a n d  m e,  a n d  a  high  on e  for  t h e  bookke e p e r
b e hind  t h e  hole.   On  t h e  rig h t-h a n d  side  a s  you
go  inside  t h e m  pool-t a bl e  doo r s  is a no t h e r  m a ho g a ny
p a r t i tion,  a n d  b a ck  of t h a t  is t h e  cu t tin g-roo m  al r e a dy. 
The n  you  w alk righ t  s t r aig h t  a h e a d,  a n d  b e t w e e n  t h e m
t wo p a r ti tions  is like  a  h all-w ay, w h a t  lea d s  to  t h e
fron t  of t h e  loft,  a n d  t h e r e  is t h e  s how-roo m  with
s howc a s e s ,  r a cks  a n d  t a bl e s  like  w h a t  I go t  it  a  lis t
h e r e .”

“And t h e  w hole  b usine s s  will cos t  it u s  t wo
t hous a n d  dolla r s,  M a w r u s s,” Abe  co m m e n t e d.

“Two t ho us a n d  two  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty,”
Mo r ris  s aid.

“Well, all I go t  to  s ay is w e  wo uld  g e t  it  t h e
posi tively s a m e  ide n tic al t hing  by H.  Rifkin’s
pl ac e  for  six h u n d r e d  dolla r s,” Abe  conclud e d.

H e  ros e  to  hi s  fee t  a n d  took off hi s  h a t  a n d  coa t .

“Wh a t  did  you  s ay t his  h e r e  felle r  Fl ach s m a n
w a s  in t h e  dis t ric t  lodg e  of t h e  I. O. M.  A., M a w r u s s?”
h e  inq ui r e d.

“Cor r e s pon ding  s e c r e t a ry,” Mor ris  r e plied.  
“Wh a t  for  you  a sk,  Abe?”

“Oh, no t hin g,” Abe r e plied  a s  h e  t u r n e d
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a w ay.  “Only, I w a s  wo n d e ring  w h a t  h e  wo uld
so ak  u s  for  t h e m  fixtu r e s ,  M a w r u s s ,  if h e  would  of
b e e n  Gr a n d  M a s t er.”

Ten d ays  af t e r w a r d  t h e  r e c eive r  in b a nk r u p tcy sold
Rifkin’s s tock  a n d  fixtu r e s  a t  a uc tion,  a n d
w h e n  Abe a n d  Mo r ris  took poss e s sion  of t h ei r  n e w  b usin e ss
p r e mis es  on  t h e  fir s t  of t h e  following  m o n t h  t h e  topic
of H.  Rifkin’s failu r e  h a d  c e a s e d  to  b e  of in t e r e s t
to  t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  t r a d e .   Mor ris  alon e  h a r p e d
u po n  it.
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“Well, Abe,” h e  s aid  for  t h e  t w e n tie t h
ti m e,  g azing  p ro u dly a ro u n d  hi m,  “wh a t’s
t h e  m a t t e r  wi t h  t h e m  fixtu r e s  w h a t  w e  go t  i t? 
H u h?   Ain’t t h e m  fixtu r e s  go t  H.  Rifkin
skinn e d  to  d e a t h?”

Abe  s hook his  h e a d  sole m nly.

“Mind  you, M a w r u s s,” h e  b e g a n,  “I
ain’t  s aying  t h e m  fixtu r e s  w h a t  w e  go t  it ain’t
good  fixtu r e s ,  y’un d e r s t a n d;  b u t  t h ey ain’t
on e,  t wo,  six wi th  H.  Rifkin’s fixtu r e s .”

“Th a t’s w h a t  you  s ay, Abe,” Mo r ri s
r e to r t e d,  “bu t  Fl achs m a n  s ays  diffe r e n t .  
I s e e n  hi m  a t  t h e  lodg e  las t  nigh t ,  a n d  h e  t ells  m e
t h e m  fixtu r e s  w h a t  H.  Rifkin go t  it  w a s  s eco n d  q u ali ty,
Abe.  Fl ac hs m a n  s ays  t h ey wo uld n’t  of s tood
b ein g  took dow n  a n d  p u t  u p  a g ain.   H e  s ays  h e
wo uldn’t s ell t h e m  fixtu r e s  a s  s eco n d-h a n d  to
a n  E as t  Bro a d w ay conc e r n ,  wi thou t  b ein g  af r aid  for
a  co m e b ack.”

“Flac hs m a n  do n’t know  w h a t  h e’s
t alking  a bo u t ,” Abe d ecl a r e d  ho tly.  “The m
fixtu r e s  w a s  A N u m b e r  On e.   I n eve r  s e e n  no t hin g
like  ’em b efor e  o r  sinc e.”

“Bluffs you a r e  m a kin g  it, Abe,” Mo r ri s
r e plied.   “You s e e n  t h e m  fixtu r e s  for  t e n
min u t e s ,  m ay b e,  Abe, a n d  in s uc h  a  s ho r t  tim e  you  could n’t
t ell no t hin g  a t  all a bo u t  ’em.”

“Couldn’t  I, M a w r u s s?” Abe s aid.  
“Well, t h e m  fixtu r e s  w a s  t h e  kind  w h a t  you  wo uldn’t
forg e t  it if you  s e e n  ’em for  only five  min u t e s.  
I b e t  ye r  I would  know  t h e m  a nyw h e r e ,  M a w r u s s ,  if
I s e e n  t h e m  a g ain,  a n d  w h a t  w e  go t  it h e r e  fro m  Flac hs m a n
is a  w e a k  imit a tion,  M a w r u s s.   Tha t’s  all.”

At t his  junc t u r e  a  cu s to m e r  e n t e r e d,  a n d  for  h alf
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a n  ho u r  Mo r ri s  b u sie d  hi ms elf di spl aying  t h e  line.  
In  t h e  m e a n ti m e  Abe w e n t  ou t  to  lunc h,  a n d  w h e n  h e
e n t e r e d  t h e  b uilding  on  his  r e t u r n  a  fa miliar, b ulky
figu r e  p r e c e d e d  hi m  in to  t h e  doo rw ay.

“H allo!” Abe c ri ed,  a n d  t h e  b ulky figu r e
s top p e d  a n d  t u r n e d  a ro u n d.

“H allo you r s elf!” h e  s aid.

“You do n’t know m e,  Mr. Feige n b a u m,”
Abe  w e n t  on.

“Why, ho w  d’ye  do,  Mr. Pot a s h?”
Feige n b a u m  exclai m e d.   “Wh a t  b rin gs  you
w ay u p tow n  h e r e?”

“We m——” Abe co m m e nc e d—“th a t
is to  s ay, I co m e  u p  h e r e  to  s e e  a  p a r ty.  I b e t
ye r  w e’r e  going  to  t h e  s a m e  pl ac e,  Mr. Feig e n b a u m.”

“M ayb e,” Mr. Feig e n b a u m  g r u n t e d .

“Sixth  floor, h ey?” Abe  c rie d  jocula rly,
sla p pin g  Mr. Feig e n b a u m  on  t h e  s ho uld er.

Mr. Feig e n b a u m’s rig h t  ey e  a s s u m e d  t h e  gl as sy
s t a r e  w hich  w a s  p e r m a n e n t  in his  left.

“Wh a t  b u sine s s  is t h a t  fro m  you r s,  Pota s h?”
h e  a sk e d.

“Excus e  m e,  Mr. Feige n b a u m,” Abe s aid
wi th  les s  jocula ri ty, “I didn’t  m e a n  it
no  h a r m.”

Toge t h e r  t h ey e n t e r e d  t h e  el eva tor, a n d  Abe c r e a t e d
a  dive r sion  by h a n din g  Mr. Feig e n b a u m  a  la r g e ,  bl ack
cig a r  wi th  a  wid e  r e d-a n d-gold  b a n d  on  it.  While
Feige n b a u m  w a s  m u r m u ring  hi s  t h a nks  t h e  el eva to r  m a n
s top p e d  t h e  c a r  a t  t h e  fifth  floor.

“H e r e  w e  a r e!” Abe  c rie d,  a n d  h u s tle d
ou t  of t h e  el eva to r  a h e a d  of Mr. Feige n b a u m.  
H e  op e n e d  t h e  ou t e r  doo r  of Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r’s
loft  wi th  s uc h  r a pidi ty t h a t  t h e r e  w a s  no  ti m e  for
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Feige n b a u m  to  d e cip h e r  t h e  sign  on  it s  g ro u n d-glas s
p a n el, a n d  t h e  n ex t  m o m e n t  t h ey s tood  b efor e  t h e  g r e e n-b aize
s win ging  doo r s.
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“Afte r  you, Mr. Feig e n b a u m,” Abe  s aid.  
H e  follow e d  his  la t e  c us to m e r  u p  t h e  p a s s a g e w ay b e t w e e n
t h e  m a ho g a ny p a r ti tions,  in to  t h e  s how-roo m.

“Take  a  ch air, Mr. Feig e n b a u m,” Abe  c rie d,
d r a g ging  forw a r d  a  co mfor t a ble,  p a d d e d  s e a t ,  in to
w hich  Feige n b a u m  s a nk  wi th  a  sig h.

“I wis h  w e  could  g e t  it fu r ni tu r e  like  t his
u p  in Bridg e tow n,” Feige n b a u m  s aid.   “A
on e-ho r s e  pl ac e  like  Bridg e tow n  you c a n’t g e t
no t hing  t h e r e .   Eve ryt hing  you go t  to  co m e  to  N e w
York for.  We a r e  d e a d  on e s  in Bridg e tow n.  
We don’t  know  no t hing  a n d  w e  do n’t le a r n
no t hing.”

“Th a t’s r ig h t ,  Mr. Feige n b a u m,”
Abe  s aid.   “You go t  to  co m e  to  N e w  York
to  g e t  t h e  la t e s t  w rinkle s  a bo u t  eve ryt hin g.”

With  on e  co m p r e h e n sive  m o tion  h e  d r e w  forw a r d  a  c h ai r
for  hi m s elf a n d  w ave d  a  w a r nin g  to  Mo r ri s, w ho  d uck e d
b e hind  a  r a ck  of cloaks  in t h e  r e a r  of t h e  s how-roo m.

“You m a k e  you r s elf to  ho m e  h e r e ,  Pot a s h,  I m u s t
s ay,” Feige n b a u m  obs e rve d.

Abe  g r u n t e d  ina r ticula t ely a n d  h a n d e d  a  m a tc h  to  Feige n b a u m,
w ho  lit  his  cig ar, a  fine  impo r t e d  on e,  a n d  bl ew  ou t
g r e a t  clou ds  of s mok e  wit h  ev e ry evide nc e  of a p p r eci a tive
e njoym e n t.

“Wh e r e’s Rifkin?” h e  inq ui r e d  b e t w e e n
p uffs.

Abe  s hook his  h e a d  a n d  s miled.

“You go t  to  a s k  m e  so m e t hin g  e a sie r  t h a n  t h a t ,
Mr. Feig e n b a u m,” h e  m u r m u r e d.

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?” Feige n b a u m  c rie d,
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jum ping  to  his  fee t.

“Ain’t you h e a r d  it ye t?” Abe  a sk e d.

“I ain’t  h e a r d  no t hing,” Feige n b a u m
exclaim e d.

“The n  si t  do w n  a n d  I’ll t ell you  all a bo u t
it,” Abe s aid.

Feige n b a u m  s a t  dow n  a g ain.

“You m e a n  to  t ell m e  you ain’t  h e a r d  it
no t hing  a bo u t  Rifkin?” Abe w e n t  on.

“Do m e  t h e  favor, Pota s h,  a n d  s pi t  it ou t ,”
Feige n b a u m  b rok e  in imp a ti e n tly.

“Well, Rifkin r u n  a w ay,” Abe a n no u n c e d.

“Run  a w ay!”

“Th a t’s w h a t  I s aid,” Abe  w e n t  on.  
“H e  m a d e  it a  big  failu r e  a n d  skipp e d  to  t h e
old  cou n t ry.”

“You do n’t t ell m e!” Feige n b a u m
s aid.   “Why, I u s e d  to  b uy it  a ll my  goods
fro m  Rifkin.”

Abe  le a n e d  forw a r d  a n d  pl ac e d  his  h a n d  on  Feig e n b a u m’s
kn e e s .

“I know it,” h e  m u r m u r e d,  “a n d  onc e t
you  u s e d  to  b uy it a ll you r  goods  fro m  u s ,  Mr. Feige n b a u m.  
I a s s u r e  you, Mr. Feige n b a u m,  I do n’t  w a n t  to
m a k e  no  bluffs no r  no t hing,  b u t  b elieve  m e ,  t h e  line
of g a r m e n t s  w h a t  w e  c a r ry  a n d  t h e  line  of g a r m e n t s
w h a t  H.  Rifkin  c a r ri e d,  t h e r e  ain’t  no  co m p a rison.  
M e rc h a n dis e  w h a t  H.  Rifkin go t  in  his  pl ac e  a s  le a d e r s
al r e a dy, I wo uldn’t give  ’em junk  roo m.”

Mr. Feig e n b a u m  no d d e d.

“Well, t h e  fixtu r e s  w h a t  you  w a s  c a r rying  a t
on e  ti m e,  Pot a s h,  I wo uld n’t  give  ’em
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junk  roo m  n ei th er,” Feig e n b a u m  d e cla r e d.  
“You’re  lucky I did n’t s u e  you in
t h e  cou r t s  ye t  for  b u s ting  my  nos e  a g ain s t  t h a t  high
r a ck  of you r s .   I a in’t  n eve r  r e cove r e d  fro m
t h a t  a ccid e n t  w h a t  I h a d  in you r  pl ac e,  Pot a s h .  
I go t  i t c a t a r r h  yet ,  I a s s u r e  you.”

“Accide n t s  could  h a p p e n  wi th  t h e  b e s t  r e g ula tions,
Mr. Feig e n b a u m,” Abe c ri e d,  “an d  you  s e e
t h a t  h e r e  w e  go t  it  a  fine  n e w  line  of fixtu r e s .”
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Page 117

“Not  so  good  a s  w h a t  Rifkin  c a r ri e d,”
Feige n b a u m  s aid.

“Rifkin c a r ri e d  fine  fixtu r e s,  Mr. Feige n b a u m,”
Abe  a d mi t t e d ,  “bu t  no t  so  fine  a s  w h a t  w e  go t .  
We go t  it eve ry thing  u p  to  d a t e .   You could n’t
b u m p  you r  nos e  h e r e ,  no t  if you w as  to  g e t  dow n  on
your  h a n d s  a n d  kn e e s  a n d  t ry.”

“I wouldn’t do  it,” Mr. Feig e n b a u m
s aid  sole m nly.

“Su r e  no t ,” Abe a g r e e d.   “But
co m e  a n d  look a ro u n d  ou r  loft.  We jus t  m ove d
in h e r e ,  a n d  eve ryt hing  w e  go t  i t is n e w—fixtu r e s
a n d  g a r m e n t s  a s  w ell.”

“I g u e s s  you  m u s t  exc us e  m e .   I a in’t
go t  m u c h  ti m e  to  s p a r e ,” Mr. Feige n b a u m  d e cla r e d.  
“I go t  to  g e t  alon g  a n d  b uy my  s t uff.”

Abe  s p r a n g  to  hi s  fee t .

“Buy it  h e r e !” h e  c rie d.   H e  s eize d
Feige n b a u m  by t h e  a r m  a n d  p rop elled  hi m  ove r  to  t h e
s a m ple  line  of ski r t s ,  b e hin d  w hich  Mor ris  cow e r e d.

“Look a t  t h e m  goods,” Abe s aid.   “On e
o r  t wo  of t h e m  s tyle s  wo uld  b e  lea d e r s  for  H.  Rifkin. 
For  u s,  a ll t h e m  diffe r e n t  s tyles  is ou r  o rdin a ry
line.”

In  t u r n ,  h e  dis playe d  t h e  r e s t  of t h e  firm’s
line  a n d  ex e rcis e d  his  facul ti es  of p e r s u a sion,  a r g u m e n t
a n d  fla t t e ry to  s uc h  good  p u r pos e  t h a t  in les s  t h a n
a n  ho u r  Feig e n b a u m  h a d  bou g h t  t h r e e  t ho us a n d  dolla r s’
wo r t h  of g a r m e n t s ,  d elive rie s  to  b e  m a d e  wit hin  t e n
d ays.

“And now, Mr. Feig e n b a u m,” Abe s aid,  “I
w a n t  you  to  look a ro u n d  ou r  pl ac e .   M a w r u s s  is
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in  t h e  office,  a n d  h e  wo uld  b e  d eligh t e d,  I know, to
s e e  you.”

H e  con d u c t e d  his  r e di scove r e d  c us to m e r  to  t h e  office,
w h e r e  Mo r ri s  w a s  s e a t e d  a t  t h e  roll-top  m a h o g a ny d e sk.

“Ah, Mr. Feig e n b a u m,” Mor ris  c rie d,  effusively
s eizing  t h e  n e w co m e r  by bo t h  h a n d s,  “ain’t
it  a  ple a s u r e  to  s e e  you  a g ain!   Take  a  s e a t .”

H e  t h r u s t  Feige n b a u m  in to  t h e  r evolving  c h ai r  t h a t
h e  h a d  jus t  vac a t e d ,  a n d  took t h e  box of gilt-e d g e
c us to m e r s’ cig a r s  ou t  of t h e  s afe.

“Throw a w ay t h a t  b u t t  a n d  t ak e  a  fre s h  cig ar,”
h e  excl aim e d,  h a n ding  Feige n b a u m  a  s a tiny Invincible
wi th  t h e  b ro a d  b a n d  of t h e  b e s t  H ava n a  m a k e r  on  it.  
Feige n b a u m  r e c eived  it wi th  a  s mile,  for  h e  w a s  now
co m ple t ely t h a w e d  ou t .

“You go t  a  fine  pl ac e  h e r e ,  M a w r u s s,”
h e  s aid.   “Fixtu r e s  a n d  eve ry thing  A N u m b e r
On e,  jus t  like  Rifkin’s.”

“Be t t e r  a s  Rifkin’s,” Mo r ris  d e cl a r e d .

“Well, m ayb e  it  is b e t t e r  in q u ali ty,”
Feige n b a u m  a d mi t t e d;  “bu t ,  I m e a n,  in a r r a n g e m e n t
a n d  colo r  it is jus t  t h e  s a m e.   Why, w h e n  I co m e
in h e r e  wi th  Abe, a n  ho u r  a go,  I a s s u r e  you  I t ho u g h t
I w a s  in  Rifkin’s old  pl ac e .   In  fac t ,  I
could  al mos t  s w e a r  t hi s  d e sk  is t h e  s a m e  d e sk  w h a t
Rifkin  h a d  it.”

H e  ros e  to  hi s  fee t  a n d  p a s s e d  his  h a n d  ove r  t h e  top
of t h e  d e sk  wi th  t h e  to uc h  of a  con noiss e ur.

“No,” h e  s aid  a t  las t .   “It
ain’t  t h e  s a m e  a s  Rifkin’s.  Rifkin’s
d e sk  w a s  a  fine  pi ec e  of Cos t a  Rica  m a ho g a ny wi thou t
a  flaw.  I u s e d  to  b e  in t h e  fu rni t u r e  b usin e ss
onc e t ,  you  know, M a w r u s s,  a n d  so  I c a n  t ell.”

Abe  flas h e d  a  t r iu m p h a n t  g rin  on  Mor ris,  w ho  frow n e d
in r e ply.
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“But  ain’t  t his  h e r e  d e sk  t h a t—now—w h a t-ye r-c all-i t
m a h o g a ny, too,  Mr. Feige n b a u m?” Mo r ris  a sk e d.

“Well, it’s Cos t a  Rica  m a ho g a ny, all r ig h t ,”
Feige n b a u m  s aid,  “bu t  it’s go t  a  flaw
into  it.”

“A flaw?” Mor ris  a n d  Abe exclaim e d  wi t h
on e  voice.

[Illus t r a tion:  LOOK AT THEM  GOODS.]

“Su r e ,” Mr. Feige n b a u m  con tinu e d.  
“It  looks  to  m e  like  so m e bo dy laid  a  ciga r  on
to  it  a n d  b u r n e d  a  hole  t h e r e .   The n  so m e  c a bin e t m a k e r
fixed  it u p  ye t  wit h  colo r e d  p u t ty a n d  s h ellac.  
N o bo dy wo uld  no tice  no t hin g  exc e p t  a n  exp e r t  like
m e,  t hou g h.”

Feige n b a u m  looke d  a t  Mo r ri s’ glu m  cou n t e n a n c e
wi th  s ec r e t  e njoym e n t,  b u t  w h e n  h e  t u r n e d  to  Abe h e
w a s  s t a r tl e d  in to  a n  excla m a tion,  for  Abe’s
fac e  w a s  a s h e n  a n d  la r g e  b e a d s  of p e r s pi r a tion  s tood
ou t  on  his  for e h e a d.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t er, Abe?” Feig e n b a u m
c ri ed.   “Are  you  sick?”

“My s t u m mick,” Abe  m u r m u r e d.   “I’ll
b e  all r ig h t  in a  mi n u t e!”

Feige n b a u m  took his  h a t  a n d  co a t  p r e p a r a to ry to  le aving.

“Well, boys,” h e  s aid  g e nially, “you
go t  to  excus e  m e.   I m u s t  b e  m oving  on.”

“Wait  jus t  a  min u t e ,” Abe  s aid.   “I
w a n t  you  to  look a t  so m e t hing.”

H e  led  Feige n b a u m  ou t  of t h e  office  a n d  dow n  t h e  p a s s a g e w ay
b e t w e e n  t h e  m a h o g a ny p a r ti tions.   In  fron t  of
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t h e  lit tle  c a s hie r’s  window Abe s top p e d  a n d
poin t e d  to  t h e  s h elf a n d  p a n el b e n e a t h.

“Mr. Feige n b a u m,” h e  s aid  in  s h aking  ton es ,
“do you  s e e  so m e t hing  do w n  t h e r e?”

Mr. Feig e n b a u m  ex a min e d  t h e  wood work  clos ely.

“Yes, Abe,” h e  a n s w e r e d.   “I
s e e  i t t h a t  so m e  loafe r  h a s  b e e n  s t riking  m a t c h e s
on  it,  b u t  it’s b e e n  all fixed  u p  so  t h a t  you
wo uldn’t no tice  no t hing.”

“S’enou g h,” Abe  c ri ed.   “I’m
m u c h  oblige d  to  you.”

In  sile nc e  Abe  a n d  Mor ris  u s h e r e d  Mr. Feige n b a u m  to
t h e  ou t e r  door, a n d  a s  soon  a s  it  clos e d  b e hind  hi m
t h e  t wo  p a r t n e r s  face d  e a c h  o th er.

“Wh a t  diffe r e n c e  do e s  it  m a k e,  Abe?” Mor ris
s aid.   “A lit tl e  hole  a n d  a  li t tle  sc r a t c h
do n’t  a m o u n t  to  no t hing.”

Abe  g ulp e d  onc e  o r  twice  b efo r e  h e  could  e n u n cia t e .

“It  do n’t a m o u n t  to  no t hin g,  M a w r u s s,”
h e  c ro ak e d.   “Oh, no,  it  don’t  a m o u n t
to  no t hing,  b u t  sixt e e n  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s.”

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?” Mor ris  exclai m e d.

“I m e a n  t his ,” Abe  t h u n d e r e d:   “I
m e a n,  w e  p aid  t w e n ty-two  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s
for  w h a t  w e  co uld  of bo u g h t  for  six h u n d r e d  dolla r s .  
The m  fixtu r e s  w h a t  w e  bo u g h t  it  fro m  Flac hs m a n,  h e
bo u g h t  it  fro m  Rifkin’s b a nk r u p tcy s ale .  
I m e a n  t h a t  t h e s e  h e r e  fixtu r e s  a r e  t h e  posi tively
s a m e  ide n tic al fixtu r e s  w h a t  I s e e n  it u p s t ai r s  in
H.  Rifkin’s loft.”

It  w a s  now  Mo r ri s’ t u r n  to  c h a n g e  color, a n d
his  face  a s s u m e d  a  sickly h u e  of g r e e n .

“How do  you  know t h a t?” h e  g a s p e d.

306



“Bec a u s e  I w a s  in Rifkin’s old  pl ac e  w h e n
t h a t  lowlife  Feins t ein,  w h a t  wo rks  for  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n,
h a d  c h a r g e  of it  af t e r  t h e  failu r e;  a n d  I s e e n  Feins t ein
s t rike  t h e m  m a t c h e s  a n d  p u t  his  s e e g a r  on  t h e  top  fro m
t h e  d e s k.”
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H e  led  t h e  w ay b a ck  to  t h e  office  a n d  onc e  m o r e  ex a min e d
t h e  flaw in t h e  m a ho g a ny.

“Yes, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “ two t hous a n d
t wo h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s  w e  go t  to  p ay it for
t his  h e r e  junk.  Twe n ty-t wo  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s ,
M a w r u s s,  you  t h row  it  in to  t h e  s t r e e t  for  d a m a g e d,
s eco n d-h a n d  s t uff w h a t  ain’t  wo r t h  t wo  h u n d r e d.”

“Why, you  s ay it  you r s elf you  w a n t e d  to  p ay
six h u n d r e d  for  i t, Abe,” Mo r ri s  p ro t e s t e d,
“a n d  you  s aid  it w a s  firs t-clas s,  A N u m b e r  On e
fixtu r e s .”

“M e,  M a w r u s s!” Abe  exclaim e d.   “I’m
s u r p ris e d  to  h e a r  you  s hould  t alk t h a t  w ay, M a w r u s s.  
I kn e w  all t h e  ti m e  t h a t  t h e m  fixtu r e s  w a s  b u m  s t uff. 
I only w a n t e d  to  b uy ’em b e c a u s e  I t ho u g h t  t h a t
t h ey  wo uld  b r ing  u s  so m e  of Rifkin’s old  c us to m e r s ,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  I w a s  righ t.”

“You’re  alw ays  rig h t ,  Abe,” Mo r ri s
r e to r t e d.   “M ayb e  you  w a s  righ t  w h e n  you
s aid  Feins t ein  m a d e  t h e m  m a rks ,  Abe, a n d  m ayb e  you
w a s n’t.   Feins t ein  ain’t  t h e  only
on e  w h a t  sc r a t c h e s  m a t c h e s  a n d  s moke s  s e e g a r s ,  Abe. 
You s mok e,  too, Abe.”

“All r ig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid.   “I
sc r a t c h e d  t h e m  m a t c h e s  a n d  b u r n t  t h a t  hole,  if you
t hink so; b u t  jus t  t h e  s a m e,  M a w r u s s ,  if I did  o r  if
I didn’t,  Ike  Flac hs m a n  do n e  u s,  a nyhow.”

“How d’ye  know t h a t ,  Abe?” Mor ris
blu r t e d  ou t .   “I do n’t b elieve  t h e m
fixtu r e s  is Rifkin’s fixtu r e s  a t  a ll, a n d  I do n’t
b elieve  t h a t  Fl ac h s m a n  bo u g h t  ’em a t  Rifkin’s
s al e .   Wh a t’s m o r e ,  Abe, I’m going
to  g e t  Feins t ein  on  t h e  ’phon e  righ t  a w ay a n d
find  ou t  w ho  did  b uy ’em.”
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H e  w e n t  to  t h e  t el e p ho n e  im m e dia t ely a n d  r a n g  u p  H e n ry
D. Feld m a n’s office.

“H allo, Mr. Feins t ein,” h e  s aid,  af t e r
t h e  con n e c tion  h a d  b e e n  m a d e.   “This  is
M a w r u s s  Pe rlm u t t er, of Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t er.  You
know t h e m  fixtu r e s  w h a t  H.  Rifkin  h a d  it?”

“I s u r e  do,” Feins t ein  r e plied.

“Well, w ho  bou g h t  it  t h e m  fixtu r e s  a t  t h e  r e c eive r’s
s al e?”

“I go t  to  look it  u p ,” Feins t ein  s aid.  
“Hold  t h e  wi r e  for  a  mi n u t e .”

A m o m e n t  la t e r  h e  r e t u r n e d  to  t h e  ’phon e.

“H allo, Mr. Pe rlm u t t er,” h e  s aid.  
“They sold  for  t h r e e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  to  a  d e al e r
by t h e  n a m e  Isa ac  Flac hs m a n.”

CHAPTER XIII

“S ay, looky h e r e ,  Abe,” Mo r ris  c ri ed  on e
r ainy M a r c h  m o r ning,  “we  go t  to  g e t  so m e  m o r e
ins u r a n c e .”

“Wh a t  do  you  m e a n,  ins u r a n c e?” Abe a sk e d.  
“We go t  e no u g h  ins u r a n c e ,  M a w r u s s.   The m
Rifkin  fixtu r e s  ain’t  so  valu a ble  a s  all t h a t ,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  eve n  if w e  wo uld n’t  al r e a dy go t
it  for  t w e n ty t ho us a n d  dolla r s  ins u r a n c e ,  M a w r u s s ,
t h e  b uilding  is a nyhow fire p roof.  In  a  fi r e p roof
b uilding  you  do n’t go t  to  h ave  so  m u c h  ins u r a nc e.”

“Is t h a t  so?” Mor ris  r e plie d.   “Well,
Pink el Bro t h e r s’ b uilding  w h e r e  t h ey  go t  i t
a  loft  is fi r e p roof, a n d  t h ey go t  it  a lso  oi t e r m a tic
s p rinkle r s,  Abe, a n d  t h ey so m e ho w  g e t  b u r n e d  ou t  a nyhow.”

“You couldn’t p rove  to  m e  no t hing  by Pinkel
Bro t h e r s,  M a w r u s s,” Abe  r ejoine d.   “The m
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p eo ple  h a s  al r e a dy go t  a  h u n d r e d  op e r a to r s  a n d  w e  ain’t
go t  on e ,  M a w r u s s ,  a n d  eve ry  op e r a to r  s mok e s  ye t  a  ciga r e t t el,
a n d  you know  w h a t  t h e m  cig a r e t t els  is, M a w r u s s .  
They p r a c tically s mok es  t h e m s elves.   So,  if a n
op e r a to r  t h row s  on e  of t h e m  ciga r e t t els  in a  bin  fro m
clippings,  M a w r u s s,  t h a t  cig a r e t t el  would  b u r n  u p  t h e m
clippings  c e r t ain  s u r e .   For  my p a r t ,  I wouldn’t
h ave  a  ciga r e t t el  in t h e  pl ac e;  a n d  so,  M a w r u s s,  w e
wo uldn’t h av e  no  fir e,  n ei th er.”
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“I know, Abe,” Mo r ri s  p ro t e s t e d;  “bu t
t h e  loft  u p s t ai r s  is vac a n t  a n d  t h e  loft  dow n s t ai r s
is vac a n t ,  a n d  eve rybody ain’t  so  g ro uc hy a bo u t
cig a r e t t el s  like  you a r e ,  Abe.  Migh t  on e  of t h e m
loft s  wo uld  b e  t ak e n  by a  felle r  w h a t  is al r e a dy a
cig a r e t t el  fien d,  Abe.  And fir e s  c a n  s t a r t  by
o th e r  c a u s e s ,  too; a n d  t h e n  w h e r e  wo uld  w e  b e  wi t h
ou r  t w e n ty t ho us a n d  insu r a n c e  a n d  all t h e m  piec e  goods
w h a t  w e  go t  it?”

“But  t h e  b uilding  is fi r e p roof, M a w r u s s.”

“Su r e  I know,” Mo r ri s  r e plied;  “fir e p roof
b uildings  is like  t h e m  gil t-e d g e,  A N u m b e r  On e  conc e r n s
w h a t  you  s ell goods  to  for  t e n  yea r s,  m ayb e,  a n d  t h e n
all of a  s u d d e n  w h e n  you  do n’t exp ec t  i t on e
of ’em b u s t s  u p  on  you.  And t h a t’s
t h e  w ay it  is wi t h  fir e p roof b uildings,  Abe. 
They’re  fir ep roof so  long  a s  no bo dy h a s  a  fir e
in ’em.”

Abe  s h r u g g e d  hi s  s ho uld e r s  a n d  lit  a  fr e s h  cig ar.

“All r ig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid; “I’m
s a tisfied.   If you  w a n t  to  g e t  so m e  m o r e  ins u r a nc e ,
go  a h e a d.   I go t  wo r ry  e no u g h  I s ho uld  bo t h e r  my
h e a d  a bo u t  t rifles.   A lit tle  m o n ey for  ins u r a nc e
w e  c a n  affor d  to  s p e n d  it,  M a w r u s s ,  so  long  a s  w e
p r a c tic ally t h row  it in t h e  s t r e e t s  o t h e r wis e.”

“Ot h e r wis e?” Mo r ri s  r e p e a t e d .   “Wh a t
do  you  m e a n  w e  t h ro w  it a w ay o t h e r wis e,  Abe?”

“I m e a n  t h a t  n e w  s tyle  t hi r ty-t w e n ty-eigh t  w h a t
you  s ho w e d  it m e  t his  m o r ning,  M a w r u s s,” Abe
r e plied.   “For  a  pop ula r-p rice  line,  M a w r u s s ,
t h e m  n e w  c a p e s  h a s  go t  e no u g h  b u t to ns  a n d  sou t a c h e
on  to  ’em to  s ell for  t w e n ty dolla r s  al r e a dy
ins t e a d  of t w elve-fifty.”

“Th a t’s w h e r e  you t alk wi thou t  knowing
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no t hing  w h a t  you  s ay, Abe,” Mor ris  r e plie d.  
“Th a t  g a r m e n t  w h a t  you s e e n  it is t h e  wind e r
s a m ple  w h a t  I m a d e  it u p  for  Louis  Feinholz’s
u p tow n  s to r e .   Louis  give  m e  a  big  o r d e r  w hile
you  w a s  in  Bos ton  las t  w e ek,  a  s p e ci al line  of c a p e s
w h a t  I go t  u p  for  hi m  to  r e t ail a t  e ig h t e e n-fifty. 
Bu t  h e  al so  w a n t e d  m e  to  m a k e  u p  for  hi m  a  win d e r
s a m ple,  jus t  on e  g a r m e n t  to  h a n g  in t h e  wind e r  w h a t
wo uld  look like  t h e m  s p e ci al c a p e s ,  Abe, y’und e r s t a n d,
so m e t hing  like  a  di a mo n d  looks  like  a  r hin e s ton e.  
The n,  w h e n  a  lady s e e s  t h a t  c a p e  in t h e  wind er, s h e
w a n t s  to  b uy on e  jus t  like  it, so  s h e  go e s  in to Louis’
s to r e  a n d  t h ey s how  h e r  on e  jus t  like  it,  only t h r e e
inch es  s ho r t er, a  ya r d  less  goods  in to  it,  a bo u t  h alf
t h e  sou t ac h e  on  to  it a n d  a  doze n  b u t tons  s ho r t ,  Abe;
b ec a u s e  t h a t  wind e r  g a r m e n t  w h a t  w e  m a k e  for  Louis
cos t s  u s  ou r s elves  t w e n ty-five dolla r s,  a n d  Louis  r e t ails
t h e  g a r m e n t  w h a t  h e  s ells  t h a t  lady for  eig h t e e n-fifty. 
And t h a t’s  t h e  w ay it go es .”

“Th a t’s a  fine  c rook, t h a t  Louis  Fein holz,”
Abe  c rie d  vir tuo usly.  “I wo n d e r  t h a t  you
wo uld  s ell p eople  like  t h a t  goods  a t  a ll, M a w r u s s.  
Tha t  felle r  ain’t  no  good,  M a w r u s s.   I s e e n
hi m  go  b a ck  t h r e e  tim e s  on  fou r  h u n d r e d  h a n d s  u p  a t
M ax Geig e r m a n’s ho us e  las t  w e ek,  a  dolla r  a  h u n d r e d
do u ble-do u ble.   H e’s a  g a m bler, too.”

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  a n s w e r e d,  “a
felle r  w h a t  r u n s  a  c h a n c e  on  a u c tion  pinochle  ain’t
n e a r  t h e  g a m ble r  like  a  felle r  w h a t  is willing  to  r u n
a  c h a nc e  on  hi s  b usin e ss  b u r nin g  ou t  a n d  do n’t
c a r ry  no  ins u r a nc e ,  Abe.”
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“Who is willing  to  r u n  a  c h a n c e,  M a w r u s s?”
Abe  c rie d.   “Jus t  to  s how  you  I ain’t
willing  to  r u n  a  c h a n c e  I will go  rig h t  dow n  to  J.
Bla us t ein  a n d  t ak e  ou t  a  t e n-t ho us a n d-dolla r  policy,
M a w r u s s.”

Mo r ris  colo r e d  sligh tly.

“Why s ho uld  w e  give  it Bla us t ein  all ou r  b u sin e ss ,
Abe?” h e  s aid.   “Th a t  felle r  m u s t
go t  it a  t hou s a n d  cus to m e r s  to  Ru dy Feinholz’s
on e.”

“Whos e  on e?” Abe a sk e d.

“Rudy Feinholz’s,” s aid  Mo r ri s. 
“I t hou g h t  I told  i t you t h a t  Louis  Feinholz’s
n e p h e w  go t  a n  insu r a n c e  b u sin e s s  on  Lenox Avenu e,  a n d
I p ro mis e d  Louis  I would  give  t h e  you n g  felle r  a  s how.”

“You p ro mis e d  you  would  give  hi m  a  s how, M a w r u s s?”
Abe  r e p e a t e d .   “You p ro mis e d  Louis  you  wo uld
give  t h a t  kid  n e p h e w  of hi s  w h a t  u s e d  to  r u n  Louis’
books  a  s how?”

“Th a t’s w h a t  I s aid,  Abe,” Mo r ris
a n s w e r e d.

“Well, all I c a n  s ay, M a w r u s s,” Abe  d e cl a r e d
a s  h e  p u t  on  his  h a t ,  “is t h a t  I wo uld n’t
ins u r e  it  a  pinc h  of s n uff by  t h a t  feller, M a w r u s s .  
So  if you  t ak e  ou t  a ny policies  fro m  hi m  you  c a n  p ay
for  ’em you rs elf, M a w r u s s ,  b e c a u s e  I wo n’t.”

H e  favor e d  Mor ris  wi th  a  final gl a r e  a n d  b a n g e d  t h e
doo r  b e hin d  hi m.

Two ho u r s  la t e r  w h e n  Abe  r e e n t e r e d  t h e  s how-roo m  his
fac e  w a s  flush e d  wi th  t ri u m p h  a n d  h e  s mok e d  on e  of
J. Blaus t ein’s impor t e d  cig a r s .
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“You s e e ,  M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid,  flou ris hing
a  folde d  policy, “wh e n  you d e al  wi th  felle r s
like  Blaus t ein  it  go es  q uick.  I go t  it h e r e  a
t e n-t hous a n d-dolla r  insu r a n c e  by  a  fi r s t-cla s s,  A N u m b e r
On e  co m p a ny.”

Mo r ris  s eize d  t h e  policy a n d  s p r e a d  it ou t  on  t h e
t a ble.   For  t e n  min u t e s  h e  ex a min e d  it clos ely
a n d  t h e n  h a n d e d  it  b a ck  in silenc e .

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  inq ui r e d  a nxiously,
“ain’t  t h a t  policy all r ig h t?”

Mo r ris  s hook hi s  h e a d.

“In t h e  fir s t  pl ac e,  Abe,” h e  s aid,  “why
s ho uld  w e  ins u r e  it  a  loft  on  Nin e t e e n t h  S t r e e t ,  N e w
York, in t h e  M a n c h e s t er, S h effield  a n d  Lincolns hi r e
Ins u r a n c e  Co m p a ny, of M a n c h e s t er, E n gla n d?   Are
w e  E n glish  o r  a r e  w e  Ame rica n,  Abe?”

This  w a s  a  pos er, a n d  Abe r e m ain e d  silen t .

“And t h e n  a g ain,  Abe,” Mo r ris  w e n t  on,
“sup posing  w e  s ho uld—m ayb e,  I a m
only s aying—h ave  a  fir e,  Abe, t h e n  w e  m u s t
go t  to  go  all t h e  w ay to  M a n c h e s t er, E n gla n d,  al r e a dy
to  collec t  ou r  m o n ey.  Ain’t i t?”

Abe  s t a r e d  a t  his  fee t  a n d  m a d e  no  r e ply, w hile  Mor ris
a g ain  ex a min e d  t h e  folde d  policy.

“Jus t  lis t e n  h e r e  to  t h e s e  h e r e  n a m e s  of t h e
p eo ple  w h a t  r u n  t h e  co m p a ny, Abe,” h e  s aid.  
“Ch ai r m a n,  t h e  r u t t  ho n n  E a rl  of War ring to n.”

Abe  looke d  u p  s u d d e nly.

“Wh a t  kind  of Chine s e  t alk is t h a t ,  M a w r u s s?”
h e  s aid.   “Rut t  ho n n?”

“Th a t’s no  Chin e s e  t alk, Abe,” Mo r ris
r e plied.   “Tha t’s p rin t e d  rig h t  h e r e
on  t h e  policy.  Tha t  r u t t  ho n n  E a rl  of War ring ton
is p r e sid e n t  of t h e  bo a r d  of di r ec to r s ,  Abe; a n d  s u p posing
w e  s ho uld  m ayb e  for  ex a m ple  h av e  a  fir e ,  Abe, w h a t
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s how  wo uld  w e  s t a n d  it wi t h  t his  h e r e  r u t t  ho n n  E a rl
of War ring to n?”
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Abe g r a b b e d  t h e  policy, w hich  bo r e  on  its  r eve r s e
side  t h e  lis t  of di r ec to r s  h e a d e d  by t h e  n a m e  of t h a t
dis ting uish e d  s t a t e s m a n  a n d  Ca bin e t  minis t er, t h e
Rt.   H o n.  E a rl  of War ring ton.

“J.  Blaus t ein  wo uld  fix i t for  u s ,”
Abe  r e plie d.

“J.  Blaus t ein,” Mo r ris  jee r e d .  
“I s u p pos e,  Abe, hi m  a n d  t h e  r u t t  ho n n  E a rl
of War ring to n  d rinks  coffe e  tog e t h e r  eve ry  af t e r noon
w h e n  J. Blaus t ein  m a k e s  a  t rip  to  M a n c h e s t er, E n gla n d.  
Ain’t it?  No,  Abe, you  a r e  u p  a g ains t  a
poo r  p roposi tion,  a n d  I ho p e  you ain’t  p aid  for
t h a t  policy, Abe.”

“J.  Blaus t ein  ain’t  in no  h u r ry,”
Abe  s aid.   “We n eve r  p ay hi m  insid e  of sixty
d ays,  a nyw ay.”

“Well, w e  ain’t  goin g  to  p ay hi m  for  t h a t
policy inside  of sixty d ays  o r  six h u n d r e d  a n d  sixty
d ays,  n ei th er, Abe.  We’re  going  to  fir e
t h a t  policy b a ck  on  hi m,  Abe, b ec a u s e  I go t  it  h e r e
a  policy for  t e n  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  w hich  Rudy Feinholz
jus t  b ro u g h t  it  m e ,  Abe, a n d  w e  a r e  insu r e d  in  a  good
Ame rica n  co m p a ny, Abe, t h e  Fa r m e r s  a n d  R a nc h e r s’
Ins u r a n c e  Co m p a ny, of Arizon a.”

Abe  s h r u g g e d  hi s  s ho uld e r s .

“Why s ho uld  w e  ins u r e  it  a  s tock  of cloaks  a n d
s ui ts  by fa r m e r s  a n d  r a n c h e r s ,  M a w r u s s?” h e
a sk e d.

“Ain’t it  b e t t e r  w e  s ho uld  ins u r e  ou r
goods  by  fa r m e r s  a n d  r a nc h e r s  a s  by  so m e body w h a t
w e  do n’t  know w h a t  h e  do e s  for  a  living,  like
t h e  r u t t  ho n n  E a rl of War ring to n?” Mor ris  r e to r t e d.

“But  w h e n  it  co m e s  rig h t  do w n  to  it,  M a w r u s s,”
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Abe s aid,  “how a r e  w e  b e t t e r  off, s u p posin g
w e  go t  to  go  all t h e  w ay to  Arizon a  to  collec t  ou r
m o n ey?”

“Th a t’s w h a t  I told  it  you n g  Fein holz,”
Mo r ris  r e plied,  “an d  h e  s ays  s u p posing  w e  s ho uld,
so  to  s p e ak,  h ave  a  fir e,  h e  g u a r a n t e e s  it  w e  would
collec t  ou r  m o n ey eve ry ce n t  of it  r ig h t  h e r e  in N e w
York.  And a nyhow, Abe, a ny objec tions  w h a t  you
go t  to  t his  h e r e  Fa r m e r s  a n d  Ra nc h e r s’ policy
wo uldn’t b e  no  u s e  a nyhow.”

“No?” Abe s aid.   “Why no t?”

“Bec a u s e  I jus t  s e n t  it Ru dy Feinholz a  c h eck
for  t h e  p r e miu m,” Mo r ris  s aid,  a n d  w alke d  ou t
of t h e  s ho w-roo m  b efor e  Abe could  e n u n cia t e  all t h e
p rofa ni ty t h a t  r os e  to  hi s  lips.

Louis  Fein holz’s o rd e r  w a s  s hipp e d  t h e  following
w e e k,  a n d  wi th  it w e n t  t h e  c a p e  for  his  s how  win dow. 
Abe  hi m s elf s u p e rin t e n d e d  t h e  p a cking,  for  b u sin es s
w a s  d ull in t h e  fi r m’s s ho w-roo m.   A p a r ticula rly
w a r m  M a r c h  h a d  give n  w ay to  a  frigid,  r ainy April,
a n d  now  t h a t  t h e  p ro mis e  of a n  e a rly s p rin g  h a d  failed
of fulfillm e n t  c a nc el a tions  w e r e  co min g  in t hick  a n d
fas t .   H e n c e,  Abe  took r a t h e r  a  p e s si mis tic  view
of t hin gs.

“I b e t  ye r  Fein holz will h av e  ye t  so m e  kicks
a bo u t  t h e m  goods,  M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid.   “Wh e n
I co m e  dow n  Fein holz’s s t r e e t  t his  m o r ning,  M a w r u s s ,
it  looke d  like  Johns tow n  af t e r  t h e  flood.  I b e t
ye r  Fein holz ain’t  m a king  e no u g h  in t h a t  s to r e
jus t  now  to  p ay el ec t ric-ligh t  bills.”

“I do n’t  know a bo u t  t h a t ,  Abe,”
s aid  Mo r ris.   “Louis  c a r ri e s  a  mig h ty a t t r a c tive
line  in hi s  win d e r s .   The m  s m all Fifth  Avenu e  s to r e s
ain’t  go t  no t hin g  on  hi m  w h e n  it  co m e s  to  t h e
line  of s a m ple  g a r m e n t s  h e  c a r ri e s  in hi s  s how  wind e r s ,
Abe.”
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“Su r e  I know,” Abe r ejoine d;  “bu t
h e  ain’t  go t  no t hing  on  on e  of t h e m  pike r  s to r e s
w h e n  it co m e s  righ t  dow n  to  t h e  s tock h e  c a r ri e s  on
t h e  insid e,  M a w r u s s.   Yes, M a w r u s s,  w h e n  I s ell
goods  to  a  felle r  like  Feinholz, M a w r u s s ,  I’m
af r aid  for  my  life  u n til I g e t  my  m o n ey.”

“Well, you  n e e d n’t  b e  af r aid  for  Fein holz,
Abe,” s aid  Mor ris,  “bec a u s e ,  in t h e  fi r s t
pl ac e,  t h e  felle r  h a s  go t  a  fine  r a ti ng;  a n d  t h e n  a g ain,
h e  couldn’t fir e  t h e m  goods  b a ck  on  u s  b e c a u s e ,
for  t h e  p rice,  t h e r e  ain’t  a  b e t t e r-m a d e  line
in t h e  cou n t ry.”

“I ho p e  you’re  rig h t ,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  r e plie d  a s  h e  r a n g  t h e  b ell for  t h e  freigh t  eleva tor. 
“It  wo uld  b e  a  fine  co m e b ack  if h e  s ho uld  r e t u r n
t h e m  goods  on  u s  af t e r  w e  give  hi s  n e p h e w  t h e  ins u r a nc e
w e  did.”

Again  h e  p r e s s e d  t h e  el eva to r  b ell.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi th  t h a t  el eva tor,
M a w r u s s?” h e  s aid.   “It  t ak e s  a  ye a r
to  g e t  a  p a ck a g e  on  to  t h e  sid e w alk.”

“Th a t’s on  a ccou n t  of so m e bo dy m ove s  in
dow ns t ai r s ,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  a n s w e r e d.   “Kaskel
Sc h w a r tz, w h a t  u s e d  to  b e  for e m a n  for  Pinkel Brot h e r s ,
hi m  a n d  Mo e  Feigel go e s  a s  p a r t n e r s  tog e t h e r  in ski r t s .”

“Is t h a t  so?” Abe s aid,  ja m ming  his  t h u m b
on  t h e  el eva to r  b ell.  “I ho p e  h e  do n’t
go t  t h e  cig a r e t t el  h a bi t .”

At len g t h  t h e  el eva to r  a r r ive d,  a n d  Jake,  t h e  s hippin g
cle rk,  c a r ri e d  ou t  t h e  b row n  p a p e r  p a r c els  co m p rising
Feinholz’s s hip m e n t .

“If t h a t’s  t h e  las t  I s e e n  of t h e m  g a r m e n t s ,”
Abe  s aid  a s  h e  r e t u r n e d  to  t h e  s how-roo m,  “I’m
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a  lucky m a n.”

“Always  you’r e  b e efing  a bo u t  so m e t hing
h a p p e nin g  w h a t  ain’t  going  to  h a p p e n,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  r e to r t e d .   “Jus t  a  few mi n u t e s  since
you  ho p e d  Kaskel Sc h w a r tz  ain’t  going  to  b e
c a r el es s  a bo u t  ciga r e t t els , a n d  now  you’re  im a gining
t hin gs  a bo u t  Feinholz s e n ding  b a ck  t h e  goods.”

“N eve r  min d,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e plie d; “in
t wo  d ays’ ti m e  I s h all b r e a t h e  e a si e r  ye t.”

For  t h e  r e s t  of t h e  d ay it r ain e d  in  a  s t e a dy, t ropical
dow n po ur, a n d  w h e n  Abe  c a m e  dow n tow n  t h e  n ex t  m o r nin g
t h e  w e a t h e r  h a d  m o d e r a t e d  only sligh tly.

“Yes, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid  a s  h e  e n t e r e d ,
“th a t’s  a  fine  w e a t h e r  for  a  cloak  b u sine s s,
M a w r u s s;  a n d  I b e t  yer, M a w r u s s,  if w e  w a s  m a king
c r ave n e t t e s  a n d  u m b r ella s  ye t  w e  wo uld  b e  h aving  a
long  d ry s p ell.”

H e  h e ave d  a  g r e a t  sigh  a n d  a p p ro a c h e d  t h e  bookke e p e r’s
d e sk,  w h e r e  Mo r ris  h a d  laid  t h e  m o r ning  m ail.

“Did you  h e a r  fro m  t hos e  s uck e r s  ou t  in Kans a s
City w h a t  m a d e  t h e  kick a bo u t  t h e m  Londo n  S mok e s,
M a w r u s s?” h e  a sk e d.

“Su r e  I did,” Mo r ris  r e plie d; “th ey
s ays  t h ey d e cid e d  to  ke e p  t h e  goods.”

“I g u e s s  it lef t  off r ainin g  in Kans a s  City,”
Abe  co m m e n t e d.   “The m  s uck e r s  only m a d e
t h a t  kick b e c a u s e  t h ey  t ho u g h t  t h ey  couldn’t
s ell no t hin g  in w e t  w e a t h er.  Any ot h e r  kicks,
M a w r u s s?”

“Yes,” Mor ris  r e plie d  s ho r tly.

Abe  looke d  u p.

“Louis  Feinholz!” h e  g a s p e d.

Mo r ris  no d d e d  a n d  h a n d e d  Abe  a  le t t er.  I t  r e a d
a s  follows: 
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GENTS:  Your s hip m e n t  of t his
d a t e  a r rive d  a n d  w e  m u s t  s ay w e
a r e  s u r p ris e d  a t  t h e  goods  w hich  you  s e n t  u s .  
They a r e  in no
r e s p e c t  u p  to  s a m ple  w hich  w e  ke e p  p e n ding  a
s e t tl e m e n t  of
a ny diffe r e nc e s  w hic h  w e  mi g h t  h ave  in r e s p e c t s
to  t his  m a t t er. 
Yours  t r uly,           
    L. F EIN HOLZ. 
Dic LF to  RC

“Wh a t  do e s  t h a t  s uck e r  m e a n,  M a w r u s s?”
Abe  a sk e d.   “We ain’t  s e n t  hi m  no
s a m ple  of t h e m  c a p e s ,  M a w r u s s.   We m a d e  ’em
u p  a cco r din g  to  his  ins t r uc tions,  M a w r u s s .   Ain’t
it?”

Mo r ris  no d d e d  sole m nly a n d  a g ain  Abe r e a d  t h e  le t t er.

This  ti m e  h e  d a s h e d  t h e  no t e  to  t h e  floor  a n d  g r e w
p u r ple  wi th  r a g e .

“Why,” h e  chok e d,  “th a t  s ucke r  m u s t
m e a n  it  t h e  wind e r  s a m ple.”

Again  Mo r ris  nod d e d  sole m nly.

“But  a  t e n-ye a r-old  c hild  could  t ell t h a t  t h e m
g a r m e n t s  ain’t  like  t h a t  wind e r  s a m ple,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  w e n t  on.

“Su r e  I know,” Mo r ri s  r e plied  s a dly, “an d
a  dis t ric t  co u r t  judg e  could  t ell i t, too.  Also,
a  ju ry by t h e  ci ty cou r t  could  t ell it, Abe; a n d  al so,
I r u n g  u p  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  a n d  a sk e d  hi m  if h e  could
t ak e  a  c a s e  for  u s  a g ains t  Louis  Fein holz, a n d  Feld m a n
s ays  t h a t  Fein holz is s uc h  a n  old  clie n t  t h a t  h e  could n’t
do  it.  And t h a t’s  t h e  w ay it  go e s .”

“But  t h e m  c a p e s  w a s  n eve r  in t e n d e d  to  b e  t h e
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s a m e  like  t h a t  s a m ple,  M a w r u s s,” Abe c ri e d.

“Th a t’s w h a t  I told  Louis  Fein holz w h e n
I r u n g  hi m  u p  af t e r  I s poke  to  Feld m a n,  a n d  Fein holz
s ays  h e  go t  t h e  goods  a n d  h e  go t  t h e  s a m ple,  a n d  t h a t’s
all h e  knows  a bo u t  i t.  The n  I a s k e d  hi m  if h e
did n’t s ay it dis tinc tly w e  s ho uld  m a k e  u p  a
fir s t-cla s s,  exp e n sive  wind e r  s a m ple  a n d  s hip  it a lon g
wi th  t h e  o rd er, a n d  h e  s ays  h e  don’t  r e m e m b e r
it  a n d  t h a t  I s hould  s ho w  hi m  a  w ri ting.”

“Ain’t you go t  it  a  w ri ting?” Abe
a sk e d.

“I ain’t  go t  no  w ri ting  a bo u t  t h e  wind e r
s a m ple,  Abe,” Mor ris  r e plie d.   “I
only go t  it a  w ri ting  a bo u t  t h e  o r d er.”

“But  ain’t  you  go t  no  wi tn e ss e s,  M a w r u s s?”
Abe  a sk e d.

“Witn e ss e s  I go t  i t ple n ty, Abe,” Mo r ris
a n s w e r e d.   “And so  h a s  Fein holz go t  it wi t n e s s e s .  
Wh a t’s t h e  u s e  wi t n e s s e s  w h e n  all Feinholz h a s
go t  to  do  is to  g e t  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n  to  m a k e  t h e ay t e r
a c ting  ove r  t h a t  s a m ple?   Fo r  you  know  a s  w ell
a s  I do,  Abe, a nyon e  would  s e e  t h a t  t h e m  g a r m e n t s
is doc h , a nyw ay, a  c h e a p  imit a tion  of t h a t  wind e r
s a m ple,  Abe.”

At t his  junc t u r e  Jake,  t h e  s hip ping  cle rk,  e n t e r e d .

“Mr. Pot a s h,” h e  s aid,  “he r e  co m e s
M a r g ulies’ H a rl e m  Expr e s s  wi th  t h e m  p a ck a g e s
w h a t  w e  s hip p e d  it  t h e  Longc h a m p s  S to r e  yes t e r d ay. 
S ho uld  I t ak e  ’em in?”

Abe  jum p e d  to  his  fee t .

“Did M a r g ulie s  b rin g  ’em u p?” h e
a sk e d.

“H e  h a d  ’em jus t  no w  on  t h e  el eva tor,”
Jake  r e plied.

“Wait, I go  wi th  you,” Abe  s aid.  
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Toge t h e r  t h ey w alke d  r a pidly tow a r d  t h e  fr eigh t  el eva tor,
w hich  op e n e d  in to  t h e  cu t tin g-roo m, b u t  b efo r e  t h ey
r e a c h e d  t h e  doo r  a  s h rill ou t c ry ro s e  fro m  t h e  floor
b elow.

The  E a s t  Sid e  slog a n  of wo e,  “Oi g e w al t ,”
bl e n d e d  wi th  wo m e n’s s h ri eks,  a n d  a t  leng t h
c a m e  t h e  c ry:  “Fie-u r r!   Fi e-u r r !”
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Si m ul t a n eo usly Miss  Coh e n,  t h e  bookke e p er, lifte d
u p  h e r  voice  in s t r id e n t  d e s p ai r  w hile  a  g r e a t  cloud
of bl ack  s mok e  p uffed  fro m  t h e  eleva to r  s h aft ,  a n d
t h e  n ex t  m o m e n t  Abe, Mo r ri s, Jake  a n d  t h e  h alf-doz e n
c u t t e r s  w e r e  p u s hing  t h ei r  w ay do w n s t ai r s ,  e lbow e d
by a  fre nzied  m o b  of op e r a to r s,  m ale  a n d  fe m ale.  
Whe n  t h ey a r rive d  a t  t h e  g ro u n d  floor  t h e  e n gin e s
w e r e  cla n gin g  a ro u n d  t h e  co r n er, a n d  Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s
r a n  a c ross  t h e  s t r e e t  to  t h e  op posi t e  side w alk. 
S u d d e nly a n  ina r ticula t e  c ry e s c a p e d  Abe a n d  h e  s a nk
on to  a  conve nie n t  d ry-goods  box.

“Wh a t’s t h e  t ro u ble,  Abe?” Mor ris
a sk e d.   “Are you  sick?”

“The  policie s!” Abe c ro ak e d,  a n d  clos e d
his  eyes.   Whe n  h e  op e n e d  t h e m  a  min u t e  la t e r
his  p a r t n e r  g rin n e d  a t  him  r e a s s u rin gly.

“I go t  ’em in my b r e a s t  pocke t ,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  s aid.   “As soon  a s  I s e e n  t h e  s m ok e
I g r a b b e d  ’em, a n d  I locke d  u p  t h e  s afe  wi th
t h e  books  inside.”

Abe  r evived  im m e dia t ely.

“Th a t  r e mind s  m e ,  M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid  a s
h e  took a  cig a r  fro m  his  w ais tcoa t  pock e t:   “Wh a t
b eco m e  of Miss  Coh e n?”

Twe n ty min u t e s  la t e r  t h e  fir e  w a s  ex ting uish e d,  a n d
Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  r e t u r n e d  to  t h ei r  loft.   The  fir s t
p e r so n  to  g r e e t  t h e m  w a s  Miss  Coh e n,  a n d,  a sid e  fro m
a  sligh t  c a r e e nin g  of h e r  po m p a do ur, s h e  s e e m e d  no n e
t h e  wo r s e  for  h e r  d a n g e ro us  exp e rie nc e.

“Mr. Pot a s h,” s h e  s aid  in  b u sin e sslike
ton e s ,  “ th e  Longc h a m p s  S to r e  jus t  r u n g  u p  a n d
s ays  a bo u t  t h e m  g a r m e n t s  w h a t  t h ey  r e t u r n e d  t h a t  it
w a s  all a  mis t ak e ,  a n d  t h a t  t h ey w a s  all r ig h t  a n d
you  s ho uld  r e s hip  ’em righ t  a w ay.”
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The  s ho w-roo m  w a s  flood e d  wit h  s u nligh t  a n d  a  mild
s p rin g  b r e ez e  h a d  al mos t  dis sip a t e d  t h e  a c rid  s m ell
of s m ok e.

“Wh a t  did  I t ell you, M a w r u s s?” Abe  s aid.  
“Fein holz is like  t h e m  s uck e r s  in Kans a s  City. 
H e  w a s  sc a r e d  h e  could n’t  s ell t h e m  c a p e s  in
w e t  w e a t h er, a n d  now  it’s cle a r e d  u p  fine  h e
w a n t s  ’em b a d,  M a w r u s s .   I’ll go  a n d
s e e  w h a t  h a p p e n e d  to  ’em.”

H e  h u s tle d  off tow a r d  t h e  r e a r  of t h e  loft  w hile  Mo r ri s
t u r n e d  to  Miss  Coh e n.

“Well, Miss  Coh e n,” h e  s aid,  “how
did  you  m a k e  ou t  by  t h e  fi r e  jus t  now?”

Miss  Coh e n  blus h e d  a n d  p a t t e d  h e r  po m p a do ur.

“Oh, Mr. Pe rlm u t t er,” s h e  s aid,  “I
w a s  sc a r e d  s tiff, a n d  Mr. M a r g ulies,  t h e  exp r e s s m a n,
p r e t ty  n e a r  c a r ri e d  m e  u p  to  t h e  roof a n d  w e  s t ays
t h e r e  till t h e  fi r e m a n  s ays  w e  s ho uld  co m e  dow n.”

“And w h e r e’s M a r g ulie s?” Mo r ris
a sk e d.

“H e’s go n e  b a ck  to  t h e  cu t ting-roo m,”
Miss  Coh e n  r e plied.   “Wh e n  h e  s e e n  t h e  s mok e
co ming  u p  h e  s h u t s  q uick  t h e  iron  doo r  on  t h e  fr eigh t
el eva to r  a n d  eve ryt hing’s all r i gh t  in t h e  c u t ting-roo m,
only a  lit tle  w a t e r  by  t h e  el eva to r  s h af t .”

“And how  a bo u t  t h e  p a ck a g e s  fro m  Feinholz?”
Mo r ris  con tinu e d.   Bu t  b efo r e  Miss  Coh e n  could
r e ply Abe b u r s t  in to  t h e  s how-roo m  wit h  a  b ro a d  g rin
on  his  fac e.

“Th a t’s a  good  joke  on  Feinholz, M a w r u s s ,”
h e  s aid.   “All t h e  fi r e  w a s  in  t h e  el eva to r
s h af t  a n d  t h e m  g a r m e n t s  w h a t  h e  r e t u r n e d  it u s  is no t hing
b u t  a s h e s.”
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“But,  Abe,” Mor ri s  b e g a n,  w h e n  t h e  t el ep ho n e
b ell t r illed  imp a tie n tly.  Abe took u p  t h e  r e c eiver.

“H allo!” h e  s aid.   “Yes, t his
is Pot a s h.   Oh,  h allo, Feinholz!”

“S ay, Pot a s h,” Feinholz s aid  a t  t h e  o th e r
e n d  of t h e  wi r e ,  “w e  go t  t h e  s to r e  full of p eo ple
h e r e .   Could n’t  you  s e n d  u p  t h e m  c a p e s  ri gh t
a w ay?”

Abe  p u t  hi s  h a n d  ove r  t h e  m o u t h piec e  of t h e  ’phon e.

“It’s Feinholz,” h e  s aid  to  Mo r ris.  
“H e  w a n t s  t h e m  c a p e s  rig h t  a w ay.  Wh a t  s h all
I t e ll hi m?”

“Tell hi m  no t hing,” Mo r ris  c rie d.  
“The  fir s t  t hin g  you  know  you will s ay  so m e t hin g
to  t h a t  feller, a n d  h e  s u e s  u s  ye t  for  d a m a g e s  b e c a u s e
w e  did n’t  d elive r  t h e  goods.”

Abe  h e si t a t e d  for  a  min u t e .

“You t alk to  hi m,” h e  s aid  a t  leng t h.

Mo r ris  s eize d  t h e  r ec eive r  fro m  his  p a r t n er.

“H allo, Feinholz,” h e  yelled.   “We
do n’t  w a n t  no t hing  to  s ay  to  you  a t  all. 
We a r e  t h ro u g h  wi th  you.  Tha t’s all. 
Good-by.”

H e  h u n g  u p  t h e  r e c eive r  a n d  t u r n e d  to  Abe.

“Wh e n  I d e al  wi th  a  c rook like  Fein holz,”
h e  s aid,  “I’m af r aid  for  my  life.”

Ten mi n u t e s  la t e r  h e  w e n t  ou t  to  lunc h  a n d  w h e n  h e
r e t u r n e d  h e  b r a n dis h e d  t h e  e a rly e di tion  of a n  eve nin g
p a p er.

326



“Wh a t  you  t hink  it  s ays  h e r e ,  Abe?” h e
c ri ed.   “It  s ays  t h e  fir e  dow n s t ai r s  w a s
c a u s e d  by a n  op e r a to r  t h rowin g  a  ciga r e t t el  in t h e
clipping  bin.   Ain’t t h a t  a  q uincid e nc e,
Abe?”

“I b e t  ye r  t h a t’s  a  q uincide nc e,”
Abe  r e plie d.   “A cou ple  m o r e  of t h e m  q uincide nc es ,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  w e  go t  to  p ay do u ble  for  ou r  ins u r a nc e.  
I only wis h  w e  would  b e  finish e d  collec ting  on  ou r
policie s  for  t his  h e r e  q uincide nc e,  M a w r u s s .”

Mo r ris  s h r u g g e d  his  s ho uld e r s  a n d  w a s  a bo u t  to  m a k e
a  r e a s s u ring  a n s w e r  w h e n  t h e  doo r  op e n e d  a n d  t wo  m e n
e n t e r e d.

On e  of t h e m  w a s  S a m u el  Fe d er, vice-p r e side n t  of t h e
Kosciusko Ba nk, a n d  t h e  o t h e r  w a s  Louis  Feinholz,
p ro p rie to r  of t h e  Longc h a m p s  S to r e .

“Well, Abe,” Fe d e r  c rie d,  “wh a t’s
t his  I h e a r  a bo u t  t h e  fir e?”

“Co m e  in to  t h e  office,  Mr. Fed er,” Abe
c ri ed,  w hile  Mo r ris  g r e e t e d  Feinholz.  “Mor ris
will b e  t h ro u g h  soon.”

“S ay, M a w r u s s ,” Feinholz s aid.   “Wh a t’s
t h e  m a t t e r  wi t h  you boys?  H e r e  I go t  to  co m e
dow ntow n  a bo u t  t h e m  c a p e s ,  a n d  my  w hole  s to r e’s
full of p eo ple.   Why did n’t  you s hip  t h e m
c a p e s  b a ck  to  m e  like  I told  you?”

“Look a-h e r e ,  Feinholz,” Mor ris  excl aim e d
in ton e s  s ufficien tly loud  for  Fe d e r  to  ove r h e ar,
“w h a t  d’ye  t ak e  u s  for, a nyhow?  Gre e n ho r n s?  
Do you  t hink  you  c a n  w ri t e  u s  a  di r ty  le t t e r  like
t h a t  a n d  t h e n  co m e  do w n  a n d  g e t  t h e m  c a p e s  jus t  for
t h e  a s king?”

“Ain’t you g e t ting  touc hy all of a  s u d d e n,
M a w r u s s?” Feinholz c rie d  exci t e dly.  “You
h a d  no  b u sin e ss  to  d elive r  t h e m  goods  in s uc h  ro t t e n
w e a t h er.  You know  a s  w ell a s  I do  t h a t  I couldn’t
u s e  t h e m  goods  till fine  w e a t h e r  s e t s  in, a n d  now
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I w a n t  ’em, a n d  I w a n t  ’em b a d.”

“Is t h a t  so?” Mor ris  r e plie d.   “Why,
I t ho u g h t  t h e m  g a r m e n t s  w a s  no  good,  Feinholz. 
I t ho u g h t  t h e m  c a p e s  w a s n’t  u p  to  s a m ple.”
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“Wh a t  a r e  you  t alking  a bo u t?” Feinholz
s ho u t e d.   “The m  goods  w a s  all r i gh t  a n d
t h e  s a m ple’s all r ig h t ,  too.  All I w a n t
now  is you  s ho uld  s hip  ’em righ t  a w ay. 
I c a n  s ell t h e  lot  t his  af t e r noon  if you  only g e t
’em u p  to  my s to r e  in t im e.”

Mo r ris  w ave d  hi s  h a n d  d e p r e c a tin gly.

“S’enou g h,  Feinholz,” h e  s aid; “you
go t  a s  m u c h  s how  of g e t ti ng  t h e m  goods  a s  t hou g h  you
n eve r  o rd e r e d  ’em.”

“Why no t?” Feinholz c rie d.

“Bec a u s e  t h e m  goods  go t  b u r n e d  u p  on  ou r  freig h t
el eva to r  t his  m o r ning,” Mor ris  r e plied.

“Wh a t!” Feinholz g a s p e d.

“Th a t’s w h a t  I s aid,” Mo r ris  conclud e d;
“a n d  if you  exc us e  m e  I go t  so m e  b u sine s s  to
a t t e n d  to.”

Feinholz t u r n e d  a n d  al mos t  s t a g g e r e d  fro m  t h e  s to r e ,
w hile  Mo r ris  joine d  hi s  p a r t n e r  a n d  S a m  Fed e r  in  t h e
fir m’s office.   Fe d e r  h a d  ove r h e a r d  t h e
e n ti r e  conve r s a tion  a n d  g r e e t e d  Mo r ris  wi th  a  s mile.

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “it  s e rves
t h a t  s uck e r  r i gh t.   A felle r  w h a t  confe ss e s  ri gh t
u p  a n d  dow n  t h a t  t h e  goods  w a s  all r i gh t  a n d  t h e n  h e
fire s  t h e m  b a ck  a t  you jus t  b e c a u s e  t h e  w e a t h e r  w a s
ro t t e n  ou g h t  to  b e  s u e d  ye t.”

“Wh a t  do  w e  c a r e?” Abe r e plied.   “We
go t  ’em ins u r e d,  a n d  so  long  a s  w e  g e t  ou r  m o n ey
ou t  of ’em w e  would  r a t h e r  no t  b e  bo t h e r e d  wi t h
hi m.”

“Did you  h av e  a ny o th e r  d a m a g e s ,  boys?”
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Fe d e r  a sk e d,  wit h  a  solicit u d e  e n g e n d e r e d  of a  t e n-t ho us a n d-dolla r
a c co m m o d a tion  to  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r’s  d e bi t
on  t h e  books  of t h e  Kosciusko Bank.

“Ot h e r wis e,  eve ryt hing  is O. K.,” Mor ri s
r e plied  c h e e rfully.  Toge t h e r  t h ey con d uc t e d  Fed e r
on  a  tou r  of t h ei r  p r e mis es  a n d,  af t e r  h e  w a s  q ui t e
r e a s s u r e d ,  t h ey p r e s e n t e d  hi m  wit h  a  good  cig a r  a n d
u s h e r e d  hi m  in to t h e  el eva tor.

“I g u e s s  you  p u t  you r  foot  in it wi th  Feinholz,
M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid  af t e r  Fed e r  h a d  d e p a r t e d .  
“How c a n  w e  go  to  t h a t  kid  n e p h e w  of hi s  now
a n d  a sk  hi m  to  a djus t  t h e  loss,  M a w r u s s?”

Mo r ris  a r c h e d  his  eye b ro w s  a n d  s t a r e d  a t  hi s  p a r t n er.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi th  you, a nyw ay, Abe?”
h e  a sk e d.   “Ain’t J. Blaus t ein  good
e no u g h  for  you?  Ain’t J. Blaus t ein  alw ays
do n e  it ou r  ins u r a nc e  b u sine s s  u p  to  now  all O. K.,
Abe?  And now  t h a t  w e  go t  it ou r  ve ry firs t  fi r e ,
w hy s ho uld  you w a n t  to  t h row  Blaus t ein  dow n?”

Abe  p u t  on  hi s  h a t  t ho rou g hly a b a s h e d.

“I t hou g h t  w e  go t  to  g e t  Rudy Fein holz to  a dju s t
it  t h e  loss,” h e  s aid.   “Oth e r wis e,
I would n’t of s u g g e s t e d  it.  Bu t,  a nyw ay,
I will go  righ t  dow n  to  Blaus t ein  a n d  s e e  w h a t  h e
s ays.”

Mo r ris  ju m p e d  to  his  fee t.

“Wait,” h e  s aid; “I’ll go
wi th  you.”

H alf a n  ho u r  af t e r w a r d  Abe  a n d  Mor ris  w e r e  s e a t e d
in J. Bla us t ein’s office  on  Pin e  S t r e e t ,  r ecou n tin g
t h e  d e t ails  of t h e  fir e .

“How m a ny g a r m e n t s  w a s  t h e r e?” Blaus t ein
a sk e d.

“For ty-eig h t ,  a n d  w e  figu r e d  it u p  t h e  loss
a t  t w elve-fifty a pi ec e ,” Mo r ris  explaine d.  
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“Th a t’s w h a t  w e  billed  ’em to  Feinholz
for.”

Bla us t ein  frow n e d.

“But  look a-h e r e ,  Pe rl m u t t er,” h e  s aid: 
“th e m  insu r a n c e  co m p a nie s  wo n’t  p ay  you
w h a t  you  w e r e  going  to  s ell t h e m  g a r m e n t s  for. 
They’ll only p ay you  w h a t  t h ey  cos t  to  m a k e
u p.   They’ll figu r e  it:  so  m u c h  clo t h—s ay,
fifty dolla r s;  so  m u c h  t ri m min gs—s ay, for ty
dolla r s;  so  m u c h  labo r—s ay, t hi r ty dolla r s;
a n d  t h a t’s  t h e  w ay it go es .”
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Page 128

“But  how  could  w e  p rove  t h a t  to  t h e  co m p a ny,
Mr. Blaus t ein?” Abe  p ro t e s t e d .   “The r e
ain’t  e no u g h  left  of t h e m  g a r m e n t s  to  s how  eve n
w h a t  colo r  t h ey w a s.”

Bla us t ein  ro s e  to  hi s  fee t .

“Well, g e n tl e m e n,” h e  s aid,  “we’ll
discus s  t h a t  la t er.  The  fir s t  t hing  w e  m u s t  do
is to  go  u p  a n d  s e e  youn g  Feinholz.  Tha t  Fa r m e r s
a n d  R a nc h e r s’ Ins u r a n c e  Co m p a ny is a  p r e t ty
clos e  co r po r a tion.   Louis  Fein holz’s b ro t h e r
ou t  in Arizon a  is t h e  p r e sid e n t ,  a n d  t h ey  go t  s uc h
a  bo a r d  of di r ec to r s  t h a t  if t h ey p rin t e d  t h e  n a m e s
on  t h e  b a ck  of t h e  policy it wo uld  look like  t h e  ro s t e r
of a n  E as t  Side  fre e-b u ri al socie ty.  Also, t hi s
h e r e  Rudy Fein holz w h a t  a c t e d  a s  you r  b rok e r  is also
g e n e r al  a g e n t ,  a djus t e r  a n d  office  m a n a g e r  for  t h e
M e t ro poli t a n  Dis t ric t;  a n d,  t aking  it by a n d  la rg e ,
yous e  g e n tle m e n  is lucky you co m e  to  m e  ins t e a d  of
hi m  to  a dju s t  t his  loss.”

Rudy Fein holz’s insu r a n c e  b u sin e s s  occ u pie d
w h a t  h a d  onc e  b e e n  t h e  fron t  p a rlo r  of a  high-s toop
b row n-s ton e  r e sid e nc e .   Si mila rly t h e  b a s e m e n t
dining-roo m  h a d  b e e n  conve r t e d  in to  a  d elica t e s s e n
s to r e,  a n d  t h e  s moke d  m e a t s ,  pickle s,  c h e e s e  a n d  s pice s
wi th  w hich  it w a s  s tocke d  p rovide d  r a t h e r  a  s t r a n g e
a t m os p h e r e  for  t h e  M e t ro polit a n  Agency of t h e  Fa r m e r s
a n d  R a nc h e r s’ Ins u r a n c e  Co m p a ny.  Mor eover,
t h e  It alia n  b a r b e r  w ho  r e n t e d  t h e  q uo n d a m  b a ck  p a rlo r
w a s  give n  to  p r a c ticing  on  t h e  m a n dolin; a n d  w h e n
Abe, Mo r ris  a n d  J. Blaus t ein  e n t e r e d  t h e  M e t ro poli t a n
Age ncy a  ve ry imp e rfec t  r e n di tion  of S a n t a  Lucia  c a m e
t h ro u g h  t h e  p a r ti tion  a n d  m a d e  conve r s a tion  difficul t
for  t h e  M e t ro polit a n  a g e n t .

“Wh a t  d’ye  s ay  if w e  all go  ro u n d  to  t h e
Longc h a m p s,” h e  s aid,  “an d  t alk t hings
over.”
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“I’m a g r e e a ble,” Mo r ri s  s aid,  looking
a t  hi s  p a r t n er.

“Su r e  t hing,” Blaus t ein  r e plied.  
“Th a t  d elica t e s s e n  s to r e  s m ell is so  t hick  a ro u n d
h e r e  t h a t  I’m g e t ting  p to m ain e  poisoning.”

“But,” Abe p ro t e s t e d,  “m ayb e  Louis
Feinholz do n’t  w a n t  u s  ro u n d  t h e r e .   We
ain’t  on  t h e  b e s t  of t e r m s  wi th  Louis.”

“Th a t’s all r i gh t ,” Rudy Feinholz
s aid.   “I a r r a n g e d  wi t h  hi m  to  b ring  you
ro u n d  t h e r e .   U ncle  Louis  is a  h e avy s tock hold e r
in t h e  Fa r m e r s  a n d  R a nc h e r s’, a n d——”

“S’enou g h!” Mor ris  c ri e d.   “I
h e a r  e no u g h  a bo u t  t h e  fa mily hi s to ry of t his  h e r e
Fa r m e r s  a n d  R a nc h e r s .   I t  would n’t  m a k e  no
diffe r e nc e  to  m e  if you r  m o t h e r  w a s  t h e  vice-p r e sid e n t
a n d  you r  sis t e r  t h e  s ec r e t a ry.  All I w a n t  is
w e  s ho uld  s e t tl e  t his  t hin g  u p.”

“Well, co m e  along,  t h e n ,” Rudy c ri ed,
a n d  t h e  t wo  b rok e r s  a n d  t h ei r  clien t s  r e p ai r e d  to
Feinholz’s s to r e .   Abe a n d  Mo r ris  e n t e r e d
no t  wit ho u t  t r e pid a tion,  b u t  Louis  r e c eived  t h e m  with
u n affec t e d  a mia bili ty.

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “ th a t’s
too  b a d  you  go t  a  fir e  in you r  pl ac e.”

“We c a n  s t a n d  it,” Mo r ris  r e plie d.  
“We w a s  ins u r e d .”

Feinholz r ejoine d:   “Yes, you  w a s  ins u r e d
by you r  loft, b u t  you w a s n’t insu r e d  by you r
freigh t  el eva tor.”

“But  by t h e  r ul e s  of t h e  Fi r e  Ins u r a nc e  Exch a n g e,”
Bla us t ein  in t e r r u p t e d ,  “wh e n  a  policy r e a d s——”
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Page 129

“Wh a t  do  w e  c a r e  a bo u t  t h e  Fi r e  Ins u r a n c e  Exch a n g e?”
Feinholz b rok e  in.  “The  Fa r m e r s  a n d  R a nc h e r s’
ain’t  m e m b e r s  of t h e  Fi r e  Ins u r a n c e  Exch a n g e.  
We go t  a  lice ns e  to  do  b u sine s s  fro m  t h e  S u p e rin t e n d e n t
of Ins u r a n c e,  a n d  w e  don’t  give  a  c e n t  for  t h e
Fi r e  Ins u r a nc e  Exch a n g e.   We ins u r e d  it  t h e  loft,
a n d  t h e  goods  w a s  b u r n t  in  t h e  freigh t  el eva tor.”

Abe  jum p e d  to  his  fee t .

“Do you  m e a n,” h e  c ri ed,  “th a t  you
ain’t  going  to  p ay u s  no t hin g  for  ou r  fi r e?”

“Th a t’s w h a t  I m e a n,” Fein holz d e cla r e d .

Mo r ris  t u r n e d  to  Abe.

“Co m e,  Abe,” h e  s aid,  “we’ll
t ak e  Fed e r’s a dvice.”

“Fed e r’s a dvice?” Feinholz r e p e a t e d .  
“You m e a n  t h a t  felle r  w h a t  I s e e n  it  in  you r
s to r e  t his  m o r nin g?”

“Th a t’s w h a t  I m e a n,” Mo r ri s  r e plied.  
“Fed e r  s ays  to  u s  w e  s hould  t ak e  it  hi s  lawye r s,
M cM a s t er, Ped dle  & Cr a n e,  a n d  h e  would  s e e  to  it  t h a t
t h ey  wo uld n’t c h a r g e  u s  m u c h.”

Feinholz s miled.

“But  t h e  Fa r m e r s  a n d  Ra nc h e r s’ Ins u r a nc e
Co m p a ny go t  al so  a  good  lawyer,” h e  s aid  t ri u m p h a n tly.

“M ayb e  t h ey h ave,” Mo r ris  a d mit t e d,  “bu t
w e  ain’t  go t  no t hing  to  do  wi t h  t h e  Fa r m e r s
a n d  R a nc h e r s’ Ins u r a n c e  Co m p a ny now.  We
t ak e  it  Fe d e r’s lawye r s  a n d  s u e  you, Feinholz. 
Fe d e r  h e a r s  it  a ll w h a t  you  go t  to  s ay, a n d  h e  is
willing  to  go  on  t h e  s t a n d  a n d  s w e a r  t h a t  you  s ays
t h a t  t h e  goods  w a s  all r i gh t  a n d  t h e  s a m ple  w a s  all
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ri gh t .   I g u e s s  w h e n  a  b a nk e r  a n d  a  g e n tl e m a n
like  Fe d e r  s w e a r s  so m e t hing  you  could  g e t  all t h e  H e n ry
D. Feld m a n s  in  t h e  wo rld  a n d  it  wo uld n’t  m a k e
no  diffe r e nc e.”

Feinholz p a s s e d  his  h a n d  ove r  his  for e h e a d  a n d  b r e a t h e d
h a r d.

“M ayb e  w e  could  s e t tl e  t h e  m a t t er, Rudy,”
h e  s aid  to  his  n e p h ew, “if t h e  o t h e r  co m p a nie s
w h a t  t h ey  a r e  ins u r e d  by wo uld  con t ribu t e  t h ei r  s h a r e .”

“The  o th e r  co m p a nie s,” Mo r ris  a n no u nc e d,
“is  go t  no t hing  to  do  wi th  it.   You fir e d
t h e m  goods  b a ck  a t  u s ,  a n d  t h a t’s  t h e  r e a so n
w hy t h ey go t  d a m a g e d.   So,  w e  would n’t a sk
for  a  c e n t  fro m  t h e  o t h e r  co m p a nie s.”

“The n  it  is posi tively all off,” c ri e d
Feinholz a s  on e  of his  s al e s wo m e n  e n t e r e d.   S h e
h eld  a  fa milia r  g a r m e n t  in  h e r  h a n d,  a n d  in t h e  di m
ligh t  of Fein holz’s p riva t e  office  t h e  b u t tons
a n d  so u t a c h e  wi th  w hich  t h e  c a p e  w a s  a do r n e d  s p a rkl ed
like  b u r ni s h e d  gold.

“Mr. Feinholz,” s h e  s aid,  “a  lady
s a w  t his  on  on e  of t h e  r a cks  a n d  s h e  w a n t s  to  know
how  m u c h  it  cos t s .”

Mo r ris  eye d  t h e  c a p e  for  on e  h e si t a tin g  m o m e n t,  a n d
t h e n  h e  s p r a n g  to  his  fee t  a n d  s n a t c h e d  it  fro m  t h e
a s tonish e d  s ale s wo m a n.

“You t ell t h e  c us to m er,” h e  s aid,  “ th a t
t his  h e r e  c a p e  ain’t  for  s ale .”

H e  rolled  it in to  a  tig h t  b u n dle  a n d  t h r u s t  it  u n d e r
his  coa t .

“Now, Fein holz,” h e  d ecl a r e d  c almly, “I
go t  you  jus t  w h e r e  I w a n t  you.  Fe d e r  is willing
to  go  on  t h e  s t a n d  a n d  s w e a r  t h a t  you  s aid  t h e m  goods
w a s  u p  to  s a m ple,  a n d  t his  h e r e  is t h e  s a m ple.  
Any felle r  w h a t  know s  a ny t hing  a bo u t  t h e  cloak  a n d
s ui t  t r a d e  could  t ell in a  min u t e  t h a t  t h e s e  h e r e
s a m ples  cos t e d  t w e n ty-five dolla r s  to  m a k e  u p.  
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For ty-eig h t  ti m es  t w e n ty-five  is t w elve  h u n d r e d  dolla r s,
a n d  so  s u r e  a s  you  a r e  si t ting  t h e r e ,  Feinholz, Abe
a n d  m e  will co m m e n c e  s ui t  a g ains t  you for  t w elve  h u n d r e d
dolla r s  t h e  fi r s t  t hing  to-m o r row  m o r ning,  u nle s s  w e
g e t  it a  c e r tified  c h eck  fro m  t h e  Fa r m e r s  a n d  Ra nc h e r s’
Ins u r a n c e  Co m p a ny for  six h u n d r e d  dolla r s,  w hich  is
t h e  p rice  w h a t  you  a g r e e d  to  p ay u s  for  t h e  g a r m e n t s .”
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Page 130

A m o m e n t  la t e r  Blaus t ein  a n d  Abe  follow e d  hi m  to  t h e
side w alk.

“Well, Blaus t ein,” Mo r ris  a sk e d  a s  t h ey
w alke d  to  t h e  el eva t e d  r ail roa d,  on  t h ei r  w ay ho m e,
“w h a t  do  you  t hink  of i t a ll?  H u h?”

“I t hink  it’s a  good  bluff you  a r e  m a king,”
Bla us t ein  r e plied,  “bu t  i t m ay wo rk.   So,
if you  co m e  righ t  dow n  to  my office  I’ll fix
u p  you r  p roof of loss  a n d  s e n d  it  u p  to  hi m  t his  af t e r noon.”

The  n ext  m o r ning  Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  r e ac h e d  t h ei r  loft
a  good  ho u r  a h e a d  of t h e  le t t e r-c a r ri er, a n d  w h e n
h e  e n t e r e d  t h ey  bo t h  m a d e  a  g r a b  for  t h e  m ail w hic h
h e  h a n d e d  t h e m.   Mo r ri s  wo n  ou t ,  a n d  a s  h e  s h uffled
t h e  le t t e r s  wi th  t h e  d eft n e s s  of long  pinoc hle  exp e ri e nc e
h e  e mi t t e d  a  c ry.

“Wh a t  is it?” Abe  a sk e d.

For  a n s w e r  Mo r ris  to r e  op e n  a  long  yellow e nvelope
a n d  flicke d  it  u p  a n d  dow n  b e t w e e n  his  t h u m b  a n d  fing e r
u n til a  s m all pi ec e  of p a p e r  flu t t e r e d  to  t h e  c a r p e t .  
Abe  s woop e d  dow n  on  it im m e dia t ely a n d  r a n  to  t h e  office,
h u g ging  it  to  his  b r e a s t .   I t  w a s  a  c e r tified  ch e ck
for  six h u n d r e d  dolla r s.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  s aid  a s  h e  filled
ou t  a  d e posi t  slip  of t h e  Kosciusko Bank, “th e r e’s
on e  felle r  co m e s  ou t  of t his  d e al  p r e t ty  lucky, all
con sid e ring.”

“Who’s t h a t ,  M a w r u s s?” Abe  a s k e d.

“The  r u t t  ho n n  E a rl of War rin g ton,” Mo r ris
r e plied.
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CHAPTER XIV

Abe Pot a s h  e n t e r e d  t h e  fir m’s p riva t e  office
on e  m o r ning  in mid-S e p t e m b e r  a n d  d elibe r a t ely r e m ove d
his  h a t  a n d  co a t.   As h e  did  so  h e  e mit t e d  g ro a n s
c alcula t e d  to  m el t  t h e  h e a r t  of t h e  m os t  h a r d e n e d  m e dical
p r a c ti tion er, b u t  Mor ris  Pe rl m u t t e r  r e m ain e d  e n ti r ely
u n m ove d.

“Well, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “you’ve
b e e n  m a kin g  a  hog  of you r s elf a g ain.   Ain’t
it?  Sol Kling e r  s ays  h e  s e e n  you  ove r  to  t h e  H a rl e m
Wint e r  Ga r d e n,  a n d  I s u p pos e  you bo u g h t  i t s uc h  a
fine  s u p p e r  you  could n’t  sl ee p  a  wink  all nigh t .  
Wh a t?”

Abe  s t a r t e d  to  d r a w  hi m s elf u p  to  hi s  full five  fee t
t h r e e ,  b u t  lu m b a go  b rooks  no  h a u t e ur, a n d  h e  s u b sid e d
into  t h e  n e a r e s t  c h ai r  wi th  a  low, exp r e s sive  “Oo-e e!”

“Th a t’s a  h e a r t  you  go t  it, M a w r u s s ,”
h e  d e cl a r e d  bi t t e rly, “like  a  s ton e.   I
d r u nk  it  no t hin g  b u t  lithia  w a t e r  a n d  so m e  d ry to a s t ,
w hich  t h e m  s uck e r s  go t  t h e  n e rve  to  ch a r g e  m e  fifty
c e n t s  for.”

“Well, w hy do n’t you  s e e n  it a  doc tor,
Abe?” Mor ris  s aid.   “You could  m o nk ey
wi th  you r s elf a  w hole  life tim e,  Abe, a n d  it wo uld  n ev e r
do  you  no  good; w hils t  if you  s e e n  it a  doc tor, Abe,
h e  gives  you  a  li t tl e  pinc h  of pow d er, y’un d e r s t a n d,
a n d  in five  min u t e s  you  a r e  a  w ell m a n.”

Abe  sig h e d  h e avily.

“It  do n’t go  so  q uick, M a w r u s s,”
h e  r e plie d.   “I s e e n  a  doc to r  t his  m o r nin g
a n d  h e  s ays  I a m  full fro m  r h e u m a tis m.  I d a s s e n’t
do  no t hin g,  M a w r u s s,  I d a s s e n’t  touc h  coffee
o r  sc h n a p p s.   I d a s s e n’t  e a t  no  m e a t  b u t
la m b  c hops  a n d  c hicke n.”

“I t a s t e d  wo r s e r  t hin gs  al r e a dy a s  la m b  c hops
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a n d  c hicke n,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  r e to r t e d.

“And t h e  wo r s t e s t  t hing  of all, M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  conclud e d,  “th e  doc to r  s ays  h e  wo uldn’t
b e  r e s po nsible  for  my  life  al r e a dy if I go  ou t  on
t h e  ro a d.”
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Page 131

“Wh a t?” Mo r ris  exclaim e d.   In  les s
t h a n  t wo  w e eks  Abe  w a s  d u e  to  leave  on  his  Wes t e r n
t rip,  a n d  for  t h e  p a s t  few d ays  Mo r ris  h a d  b e e n  in
t h e  t h ro e s  of p r e p a ring  t h e  s a m ple  line.

“This  is a  fine  ti m e  for  you  to  g e t  sick, Abe,”
h e  c rie d.

“Could  I h elp  it, M a w r u s s?” Abe  p ro t e s t e d .  
“You t alk like  I go t  t h e  r h e u m a tis m  to  s pi t e
you, M a w r u s s .   Believe  m e ,  M a w r u s s ,  I a in’t
so  s t uck  on  s t aying  in t h e  s to r e  h e r e  wi th  you, M a w r u s s.  
I could  p r ef e r  it  a  million  ti m e s  to  b e  ou t  on  t h e
ro a d.”

H e  ros e  to  hi s  fee t  wi th  a no t h e r  hollow g ro a n.

“But,  a nyw ay, M a w r u s s,  it  wo n’t  h elp  m a t t e r s
no n e  if w e  si t  a ro u n d  h e r e  all t h e  m o r nin g.   We
go t  to  g e t  it so m e bo dy to  s ell ou r  line,  b e c a u s e  eve n
if, to  h e a r  you  t alk, t h e  goods  do  s ell t h e m s elves
w h e n  I go  ou t  wi th  t h e m,  M a w r u s s ,  w e  could n’t
t ak e  no  c h a nc e s  on  so m e  kid  s ale s m a n.   We go t
to  g e t  it  a  fi r s t-cla s s  A N u m b e r  On e  felle r  w h a t  wo uld n’t
fool a w ay his  ti m e.”

“Well, w hy do n’t you  p u t  it a n  a d  in t h e
Daily Cloak  a n d  S ui t  Reco r d,  Abe?” Mo r ri s  a sk e d.

“I p u t  it in las t  nigh t  al r e a dy,” Abe
r e plied,  “an d  I b e t  ye r  w e  g e t  it  a  million
a n s w e r s  by t h e  fir s t  m ail t hi s  af t e r noon.”

For  t h e  r e m ain d e r  of t h e  m o r nin g  Mo r ri s  b u sie d  hi m s elf
wi th  t h e  s a m ple  line,  w hile  Abe m ove d  slowly a bo u t
t h e  s how-roo m,  w ell wit hin  t h e  h e a ring  of his  p a r t n er,
a n d  m o a n e d  pi t eou sly a t  fr e q u e n t  in t e rv als.  Eve ry
h alf-ho u r  h e  cle a r e d  hi s  t h ro a t  wi th  a  r a s pin g  nois e
a n d,  w h e n  h e  h a d  s ec u r e d  Mo r ris’ a t t e n tion,
os t e n t a tiously sw allow e d  a  la rg e  g el a tin e  c a p s ule
a n d  rolled  his  eyes  u p w a r d  in w h a t  h e  conc eived  to
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b e  a n  exp r e s sion  of a c u t e  a go ny.  At len g t h  Mo r ris
could  s t a n d  it  no  long er.

“Wh a t  a r e  w e  r u n ning  h e r e ,  a nyw ay, Abe?”
h e  a sk e d.   “A cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sin es s  o r
a  hos pi t al?  If you  a r e  s uc h  a  sick  m a n,  Abe, w hy
do n’t  you  go  ho m e?”

“M us t  I go t  to  g e t  you r  p e r mission  to  b e  sick,
M a w r u s s?” Abe  a sk e d.   “Could n’t
I t ak e  it m ayb e  a  bi t  of m e dicin e  onc e t  in  a  w hile
if I w a n t  to,  M a w r u s s?”

H e  s no r t e d  indign a n tly, b u t  fu r t h e r  disc ussion  w a s
p r eve n t e d  by t h e  e n t r a n c e  of t h e  le t t e r-c a r rier, a n d
im m e dia t ely Abe a n d  Mo r ris  forgo t  t h ei r  diffe r e nc es
in a n  exa min a tion  of t h e  n u m e ro us  le t t e r s  t h a t  w e r e
t h e  frui t  of t h e  a dve r tise m e n t .

“Don’t le t’s w a s t e  no  tim e  ove r
felle r s  w e  do n’t know no t hin g  a bo u t ,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  s u g g e s t e d  a s  h e  tos s e d  on e  e nvelop e  in to  t h e
w a s t e-p a p e r  b a sk e t .   “He r e’s a  felle r
c alle d  Ru t h e rfo rd  B. H.  Ho rowitz, w h a t  s ays  h e  u s e d
to  b e  a  s ui t-b uye r  in  India n a polis.  Eve r  h e a r
of hi m,  Abe?”

“We do n’t w a n t  no  felle r s  w h a t  u s e d  to
b e  b uye r s,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e to r t e d .   “Wh a t
w e  w a n t  is felle r s  w h a t  is cloak  a n d  s ui t  s ale s m e n.  
Ain’t it?”

“Well, h e r e’s a  felle r  by t h e  n a m e  Arth u r
Katze n,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  w e n t  on.   “Did
y’eve r  h e a r  of hi m,  Abe?”
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“Su r e  I know hi m, M a w r u s s ,” Abe r e plied.  
“You know  hi m, too, M a w r u s s .   Tha t’s
a  felle r  by t h e  n a m e  Os h e r  Katze n elen bo g e n,  w h a t  u s e d
to  wo rk  for  u s  a s  b u t ton hole-m a k e r  w h e n  w e  w a s  n e w
b e gin n e r s  al r e a dy.  Two yea r s  a go, I m e t  t h a t
felle r  in t h e  Yates  H o us e  a n d  I s ays  to  hi m:  ‘Hallo,’
I s ays,  ‘ain’t  you  Os h e r  Katze n ele n bo g e n?’
And h e  s ays:  ‘Excus e  m e ,’ h e  s ays,
‘you go t  t h e  a dva n t a g e  fro m  m e,’ h e  s ays.  
‘My n a m e  is Arth u r  Katze n,’ h e  s ays; a n d
I a s s u r e  you, M a w r u s s,  t h e  b u sin e ss  t h a t  felle r  w a s
doing,  M a w r u s s,  w a s  t h e  sole  topic  w h a t  eve rybody
w a s  t alking  a bo u t .”

Mo r ris  w ave d  hi s  h a n d  d e p r e c a tin gly.

“I s e e n  lot s  of t h e m  topics  in my tim e  al r e a dy,
Abe,” h e  co m m e n t e d.   “Topics  w h a t
w e n t  u p  wi th  r e d  fir e  al r e a dy a n d  co m e  dow n  like  s ticks.  
Tha t’s  t h e  w ay it go e s  in  t his  b u sin es s,  Abe. 
A felle r  g e t s  a  lit tle  s t r e ak  of luck,  a n d  eve rybody
go es  to  wo rk  a n d  p a t s  hi m  on  t h e  b a ck  a n d  t ells  hi m
h e’s a  g r e a t  s ale s m a n.”

“But  min d  you, M a w r u s s ,  Arth u r  Katze n  w a s  a
good  s ale s m a n  t h e n  a n d  is a  good  s ale s m a n  to-d ay ye t.  
The  only t ro u ble  wit h  hi m  is t h a t  h e’s a  g a m bler,
M a w r u s s.   Tha t  felle r  wo uld  soon e r  pl ay a u c tion
pinoc hle  t h a n  e a t ,  a n d  t h a t’s  t h e  r e a s on  w hy
h e  could  n eve r  hold  it  a  job.”

“Why s ho uld n’t h e  hold  a  job, Abe?”
Mo r ris  a sk e d.   “If I wo uld  h ave  a  c r ack e rj ack
d r u m m er, for  my  p a r t  h e  could  pl ay t h e  w hole  book  of
H oyle,  fro m  klabbias  to  s t u s s , a n d  it
wo uldn’t affec t  m e  no n e  so  long  a s  h e  sold  t h e
goods.”

“M ayb e  you’re  rig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe
a d mi t t e d.   “But  w h e n  a  felle r  fools  a w ay
his  tim e  a t  a u c tion  pinochle  his  b u sin es s  is bo u n d
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to  s uffer.”

“Well, t h e n ,  h e r e’s a  felle r  a n s w e r s  by
t h e  n a m e  Moz a r t  R a bin er,” Mo r ri s  con tinu e d.  
“Did y’eve r  h e a r  of hi m,  Abe?”

“If you  m e a n  Mo e  R a bin er, M a w r u s s ,” Abe
r e plied.   “I n eve r  kn e w  his  n a m e  w a s  Moza r t
b efo r e,  M a w r u s s,  b u t  t h e r e  w a s  a  felle r  by t h e  n a m e
Mo e  R a bin e r  w h a t  u s e d  to  work  for  S a m m e t  Brot h e r s ,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  t h a t  felle r  could  m a k e  t h e  pia n n e r  fai rly
t alk, M a w r u s s .   If h e  co uld  only g e t  a  lady b uye r
u p  a g ains t  a  pi a n n er, M a w r u s s ,  h e  could  s ell h e r  eve ry
ti m e.”

Mo r ris  to r e  u p  Moz a r t’s  a p plica tion.

“So long  a s  a  felle r  fools a w ay his  ti m e,  Abe,”
h e  s aid,  “it  do n’t m a k e  no  diffe r e n c e
ei t h e r  h e  pl ays  a u c tion  pinoc hle  o r  ei t h e r  h e  pl ays
t h e  pi a n n er.  Ain’t  it?”

H e  op e n e d  a no t h e r  e nvelop e  a n d  sc a n n e d  t h e  e n clos e d
missive.

“This  so u n d s  good  to  m e ,  Abe,” h e  s aid,
a n d  h a n d e d  t h e  le t t e r  to  his  p a r t n er.  I t  r e a d
a s  follows: 

                              4 0 4 2
PROSPECT AVE., S e p t e m b e r  1 8/08.  
     M ESSRS POTASH & PERLMUTTER,
Gents:—Seeing your ad in to days Record and in reply would beg
to state am a first class, womans outer garment salesman selling
only to the high class trade.  Was for three years with one of the
largest concerns in the trade traveling to the coast and making
Tooson, Denver, Shyenne and Butte, selling the
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best houses in
Frisco, Portland, Seattle, Los Angles, Fresno &c &c &c. Am all
for business and can give A 1 references. At present am
unnattached but expect quick action as am neggotiating with one
of the largest speciality houses in the trade. Ask no favors of
nobody but results will show.

          
                                                          Yours truly

                                            MARKS PASINSKY.
“By jim miny!” Abe  c rie d  af t e r  h e  h a d  finish e d
r e a din g  t h e  le t t er.  “Tha t’s t h e  felle r
w e  w a n t  to  hi r e  i t, M a w r u s s.   Let’s w ri t e
hi m  to  c all.”

It  would  h a r dly b e  viola ting  M a rks  Pasin sky’s
confide nc e  to  disclos e  t h a t  h e  h eld  hi m s elf to  b e
a  forceful m a n.   H e  n eve r  s poke  s ave  in it alics,
a n d  w h e n  h e  s hook h a n d s  wi th  a nyon e  t h e  r e cipie n t  of
t h e  ho no r  fel t  it for  t h e  r e s t  of t h e  d ay.  Abe
w a t c h e d  Mo r ris  u n d e r go  t h e  o r d e al  a n d  plu n g e d  his
h a n d s  in  his  t rou s e r s’ pocke t s.

“And t his  is Mr. Pot a s h,” Pasinsky c ri ed,
r el e a sing  his  g rip  on  Mo r ri s  a n d  ex t e n ding  his  h a n d
tow a r d  Abe.

“How d’ye  do?” Abe  s aid  wi thou t
r e m oving  his  h a n d s.   “I t hink  I s e e n  you
onc e t  b efo r e  al r e a dy in M a n dle b e r g e r  Bro t h e r s  & Co.,
in  Chic a go.”

“I p r e s u m e  you did,” M a rks  Pasinsky r e plied.  
“Ed  M a n dle b e r g e r  a n d  m e  m a r r i e d  cousins.  
Tha t  is to  s ay, my  wife’s m o t h e r’s  sis t e r
is a  sis t e r-in-law to  a  b ro t h e r  of E d  M a n dleb e r g e r’s
wife’s m o t h er.”

“H u h,  h u h,” Abe m u r m u r e d.   “Do
you  know  Simon  Kuhn er, b uye r  for  t h ei r  cloak d e p a r t m e n t?”
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M a rks  Pasinsky s a t  dow n  a n d  fixed  Abe  wi th  a n  inc r e d ulous
s mile.

“A q u e s tion!” h e  excl aim e d.   “Do
I know  hi m?  Eve ry af t e r noon,  w h e n  I a m  in Chic a go,
Si mon  a n d  m e  d rinks  coffee  to g e t h er.”

Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  looke d  a t  e a c h  o t h e r  wi th  gl a nc e s  of
mixed  won d e r  a n d  d eligh t .

“I’ll t ell you  a no t h e r  felle r  I’m
intim a t e  wit h,  too,” h e  s aid.   “Do
you  know  Ch a rle s  I. Fich t er, cloak  b uye r  for  Ga r d n er,
Bau m  & Miller, in S e a t tl e?”

Abe  no d d e d.   H e  h a d  b e e n  vainly t rying  to  s ell
Fich t e r  a  bill of goods  sinc e  1 8 9 8.

“Well, Ch a rli e  a n d  m e  w a s  d el e g a t e s  to  t h e  N a tion al
Gr a n d  Lodg e  of t h e  Ind e p e n d e n t  Ord e r  M a t t ai  Aaron,
a n d  I no min a t e d  Ch a rlie  for  Gr a n d  Sc ribe .   The
w ay it co m e  a bo u t  w a s  t his,  if you’d c a r e  to
h e a r  a bo u t  it.”

“Th a t’s all r i gh t ,” Mo r ris  in t e r r u p t e d.  
“We t ak e  you r  wo r d  for  it.   The  poin t  is,
could  you  s ell i t hi m  a  big  bill of goods,  m ay b e?”

M a rks  Pasinsky lea n e d  b ack  in his  c h ai r  a n d  lau g h e d
u p ro a riously.

“Why, Mr. Pe rl m u t t er,” h e  s aid,  a ll ou t
of b r e a t h  fro m  his  mi r t h,  “ th a t  felle r  is a c t u ally
p u t ti ng  his  job  in d a n g e r  b e c a u s e  h e’s  holding
off in hi s  fall b uying  u n til I g e t  to  S e a t tl e.  
Fich t e r  wo uldn’t b uy no t  a  dolla r’s  wo r t h
of goods  fro m  no bo dy els e  b u t  m e ,  no t  if you w a s  to
m a k e  hi m  a  p r e s e n t  of t h e m  for  no t hin g.”

H e  g ave  m a ny m o r e  ins t a nc e s  of his  frien d s hip  wi th
cloak  a n d  s ui t  b uye r s .   For  exa m ple,  i t a p p e a r e d
t h a t  h e  kn e w  Rudolph  Ros e n w a t er, b uye r  for  Feig e n son
& S c hiffer, of S a n  F r a n cisco,  to  t h e  ex t e n t  of a n  a n ec do t e
con t aining  a  long,  in tim a t e  di alog u e  w h e r ein  Ros e n w a t e r
co m m e n c e d  all hi s  s p e e c h e s  wit h:  “Well,
M a rkie.”
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“And so  I s ays  to  hi m,” Pasinsky conclud e d,
“‘Rudie,  you  a r e  all r i gh t ,’ I s ays,
‘but  you  c a n’t  con  m e.’”

H e  looke d  fro m  Abe to  Mor ris  a n d  b e a m e d  wi th  s a tisfac tion.  
They w e r e  in a  con di tion  of p a r ti al  hyp no tis m,  w hich
b ec a m e  co m ple t e  af t e r  Pasinsky h a d  conclu d e d  a  t e n-min u t e s’
discou r s e  on  cloak  a n d  s ui t  affai r s.   H e  s poke
wi th  a  flue ncy a n d  e m p h a si s  t h a t  left  Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s
li t e r ally g a s pin g  like  land e d  fish,  al t ho u g h,  to  b e
s u r e ,  t h e  m a n n e r  of his  discou r s e  fa r  ou t s ho n e  t h e
m a t t er.

Bu t  hi s  a u di to r s  w e r e  m u c h  too  d aze d  to  b e  c ri tic al. 
They w e r e  cog niza n t  of only on e  ci rcu m s t a nc e:  
If t his  h u g e  p e r so n a g e  wi th  hi s  won d e rful m a g n e tis m
a n d  a d d r e s s  could n’t  s ell goods,  no body could.

Pasinsky ro s e  to  his  fee t.   H e  w a s  six fee t  in
h eig h t ,  a n d  w eig h e d  ove r  t wo  h u n d r e d  po u n d s.

“Well, g e n tl e m e n,” h e  s aid,  tow e rin g  ove r
his  p ro pos e d  e m ploye r s,  “ think  it ove r  a n d  s e e
if you  w a n t  m e .   I’ll b e  b a ck  a t  noo n.”

“Hold  on  a  mi n u t e ,” Abe c rie d.   “You
ain’t  told  u s  no t hing  a bo u t  w ho  you  wo rk e d  for
las t .   Wh a t  w e r e  all t h e m  r efe r e nc e s  you  w a s  t elling
u s  a bo u t?”

Pasinsky r e g a r d e d  Abe wit h  a  s mile  of a m u s e m e n t.

“I’ll t ell you, Mr. Pot a s h,  it’s
like  t his,” h e  explain e d.   “Of cou r s e
you  w a n t  to  know w ho  I work e d  for  a n d  all a bo u t  it.”

Abe  no d d e d.

“But  t h e  w ay I feel a bo u t  i t,” M a rks  Pasinsky
w e n t  on,  “is  t h a t  if you  a dv a nc e  my exp e n s es
for  t wo  w e eks,  u n d e r s t a n d  m e,  a n d  I go  ou t  wi th  you r
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s a m ple  line,  u n d e r s t a n d  m e,  if you  do n’t  ow e
m e  a  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  co m missions  a t  t h e  e n d  of t h a t
ti m e,  t h e n  I do n’t w a n t  to  wo rk  for  you  a t  all.”

Mo r ris’ jaw d rop p e d  a n d  h e  wip e d  b e a d s  of p e r s pi r a tion
fro m  his  for e h e a d.

“But  w ho  did  you s ell goods  for?” Abe
insis t e d.

M a rks  Pasinsky b e n t  dow n  a n d  pl ac e d  his  h a n d  on  Abe’s
s ho uld er.

“B.  Ga n s,” h e  w hisp e r e d .

“Le t  m e  in on  t his,  too,  Abe,” Mo r ris
exclaim e d.

“H e  s ays  h e  wo rk e d  for  B. Gans,” Abe  r e plie d.

“Th a t’s a n  A N u m b e r  On e  conc e r n,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  s aid.

“A A  N u m b e r  On e,” Pasinsky co r r e c t e d .  
“B.  Ga n s  ain’t  go t  a  g a r m e n t  in  his
e n ti r e  line  t h a t  r e t ails  for  les s  t h a n  a  h u n d r e d  dolla r s.”

“Well, w e  ain’t  so  tony a s  all t h a t ,”
Mo r ris  co m m e n t e d .   “We go t  it  on e  o r  t wo
g a r m e n t s ,  Mr. Pasinsky—jus t  on e  o r  t wo,
y’und e r s t a n d—w hich  r e t ails  for  nin e ty-nin e
dolla r s  a n d  nin e ty-eig h t  c e n t s ,  y’un d e r s t a n d.  
So, n a t u r ally, you  couldn’t exp ec t  to  s ell t h e
s a m e  cla s s  of t r a d e  for  u s  a s  you  sold  it  for  B. Ga ns.”

“N a t u r ally,” Pasinsky a g r e e d  loftily,
“bu t  w h e n  a  s al e s m a n  is a  s ale s m a n,  Mr. Pe rlm u t t er,
h e  ain’t  con t e n t  to  s ell a  line  of goods  w hich
s ells  t h e m s elves,  so  to  s p e ak,  like  B. Gans’
line.   H e  w a n t s  to  h a n dle  s uc h  a  line  like  you
go t  it,  Mr. Pe rl m u t t er, w hich  is go t  to  b e  p u s h e d
a n d  p u s h e d  good  a n d  ple n ty.  If I would n’t
h a n dle  a n  infe rio r  line  onc e t  in a  w hile, Mr. Pe rl m u t t er,
I would  q uick  g e t  ou t  of p r a c tic e.”
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Mo r ris  s no r t e d.

“If ou r  line  do n’t  s ui t  you, Mr. Pasinsky,”
h e  b e g a n,  w h e n  Abe in t e r r u p t e d  wi th  a  w ave  of his
h a n d.

“Pasinsky is r igh t ,  M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid.  
“You alw ays  go t  it  a n  ide e  you m a d e  u p  a  line
of goods  w h a t  p r a tic ally sold  t h e m s elves,  a n d  I alw ays
told  you  diffe r e n c ely.  You wo uldn’t mi nd
it  if I w e n t  a ro u n d  to  s e e  B. Ga ns,  Mr. Pasinsky.”

Pasinsky s t a r e d  s u p e r ciliously a t  Abe.

“Go a s  fa r  a s  you like,” h e  s aid.  
“Ga ns  wo uldn’t t ell you  no t hing  b u t  good
of m e .   Bu t  if I wo uld  wo rk  for  you  on e  w e ek,  Mr.
Pot a s h,  you  wo uld  know  t h a t  wi t h  m e  r eco m m e n d a tions
is nix a n d  r e s ul t s  eve ry thing.”

H e  ble w  his  nos e  like  a  c h allen g e  a n d  cla p p e d  hi s
silk h a t  on  his  flowing  bl ack  c u rls .  The n  h e
bow e d  to  Mo r ri s,  a n d  t h e  n ex t  m o m e n t  t h e  el eva to r
doo r  cla n g e d  b e hind  hi m.

B. Ga ns  g uid e d  hi m s elf by t h e  m axim:  “In
b u sin es s  you  co uldn’t t r u s t  nobo dy to  do  no t hing,”
a n d  alb ei t  h e  e m ploye d  ove r  a  h u n d r e d  wo rk m e n  h e  g ave
p r a c tic al d e m o ns t r a tions  of t h ei r  d u tie s  to  all of
t h e m.   Thus,  on  t h e  las t  of t h e  m o n t h  h e  m a d e
ou t  s t a t e m e n t s  in  t h e  office,  a n d  w h e n  t h e  s hip ping
d e p a r t m e n t  w a s  b usy h e  h elp e d  ti e  u p  p a ck a g e s .  
Occ asion ally h e  wo uld  b e  foun d  wielding  a  p r e s sing
iron,  a n d  w h e n  Abe  Pot a s h  e n t e r e d  to  inq ui r e  a bo u t
Pasinsky’s q u alifica tions  B. Ga ns  h a d  jus t  s m a s h e d
his  t h u m b  in t h e  p roc es s  of s howing  a  s hippin g  cle rk
p r e cis ely how  a  p acking-c a s e  oug h t  to  b e  n ailed.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t er, Ga n s?” Abe  a sk e d.

“Couldn’t  you affo rd  it to  hi r e  s hip ping
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cle rk s  no  m o r e?”

“I w a n t  to  t ell you so m e t hin g,  Pota s h,”
Gans  r e plied.   “Jay Vand e r bilt  a in’t
go t  m o n ey e no u g h  to  hi r e  it  a  good  s hippin g  cle rk,
b ec a u s e  for  t h e  sim ple  r e a so n  t h e r e  ain’t  no
good  s hippin g  cle rk s.   A s hippin g  cle rk  ain’t
no  good,  o th e r wise  h e  wo uldn’t b e  a  s hipping
cle rk.”

“How a bo u t  d r u m m e r s?” Abe  a sk e d.  
“I ain’t  co m e  to  a sk  you a bo u t  s hipping
cle rk s,  Ga ns;  I co m e  to  a sk  you  a bo u t  a  d r u m m er.”

“Wh a t  s ho uld  you  a sk  m e  a bo u t  d r u m m e r s  for,
Pot a s h?” Ga ns  r e plied.   “You know
a s  w ell a s  I do  w h a t  d r u m m e r s  is, Pot a s h.   Dr u m m e r s
is bluffs.  I wo uldn’t  give  a  pinc h  of s n uff
for  t h e  b e s t  d r u m m e r s  living.   The  w ay d r u m m e r s
figu r e  it ou t  now a d ays,  Pot a s h,  t h e r e  ain’t  no
m o r e  m o n ey in co m missions.   All t h e  m o n ey is in
t h e  exp e n s e  a c cou n t .”

Abe  laug h e d.

“I g u e s s  you  go t  a  t al e  of wo e  to  t ell a bo u t
d e sign e r s  a n d  m o d els,  too, Gans,” h e  s aid; “bu t
wi th  m e ,  Gans,  so  long  a s  a  s al es m a n  could  s ell goods
I do n’t  t ak e  it so  p a r ticul a r  w h e n  it  co m e s  rig h t
dow n  to  t h e  exp e n s e  a c cou n t .”

“Oh, if t h ey  s ell goods,  Pot a s h,” Gans
a g r e e d,  “th e n  t h a t’s  so m e t hing  els e  a g ain.  
Bu t  t h e  w ay b u sin e ss  is to-d ay, Pot a s h,  s al es m e n  do n’t
s ell goods  no  m o r e .   For m e r  tim e s  a  s ale s m a n  w a s n’t
con sid e r e d  a  s ale s m a n  u nle ss  h e  could  s ell a  c u s to m e r
goods  w h a t  t h e  cus to m e r  didn’t w a n t;  b u t  now a d ays
it  don’t  m a k e  no  diffe r e nc e  w h a t  kind  of s al e s m a n
you  hi r e  it,  Pot a s h,  t h e  goods  is go t  to  s ell t h e m s elves,
o th e r wise  t h e  s al e s m a n  c a n’t  do  no  b u sin es s.  
Ain’t it?”
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“But  t ak e  a  s al e s m a n  like  M a rks  Pasinsky, for
ins t a nc e,” Abe  s aid.   “The r e’s
a  felle r  w h a t  c a n  s ell goods.   Ain’t it?”

B. Ga ns  looke d  u p  s h a r ply.

“Did M a rks  Pasinsky s e n d  you  h e r e?” h e
a sk e d.

“Well, h e  give  you  a s  a  r ef e r e nc e ,” Abe
r e plied.

“All r ig h t ,” B. Ga ns  con tin u e d.   “You
t ell M a rks  Pasin sky fro m  m e  t h a t  I s ays  h e’s
a  good  s al e s m a n  a n d  t h a t  w hy h e  left  m e  w a s  by  m u t u al
con s e n t .”

“Su r e ,” Abe  s aid,  “bu t  I w a n t e d
to  a sk  you m o r e  a bo u t  Pasinsky.  You s e e ,  Pasinsky
w a n t s  to  co m e  to  wo rk  by u s  a s  s al e s m a n,  a n d  I w a n t
to  find  ou t  a  few t hin gs  a bo u t  hi m  fir s t .”

“Well, I’m jus t  t elling  you, ain’t
I?” Gans  r e plied.   “I s aid  M a rks  Pasinsky
w a s  a  good  s al es m a n  a n d  t h e  r e a so n  w hy h e  lef t  m e  w a s
by m u t u al  cons e n t;  a n d  you  t ell Pasinsky t h a t  t h a t’s
w h a t  I s aid  it, a n d  if you’ll excus e  m e  I go t
b u sin es s  to  a t t e n d  to.”

H e  t u r n e d  a w ay a n d  fai rly r a n  tow a r d  t h e  r e a r  of t h e
loft,  w hile  Abe, no w  t ho ro u g hly mys tified,  r e t u r n e d
to  his  pl ac e  of b u sin es s.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  c rie d  a s  hi s  p a r t n e r
e n t e r e d.   “Wh a t  for  a  r efe r e nc e  did  you
g e t  it fro m  B. Ga ns?”

“The  r efe r e n c e  is all r i gh t ,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  r e plie d.   “B.  Gans  s ays  t h a t  Pasin sky
is a  good  s al es m a n  a n d  t h a t  t h e  r e a son  h e  left  w a s
by m u t u al  cons e n t .”
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“M ut u al cons e n t?” Mor ris  excl aim e d.  
“Wh a t  kind  of r e a so ns  is t h a t  for  firing  a  felle r?”

“Ga ns  did n’t  fir e  hi m,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  s aid.   “H e  left  by  m u t u al  cons e n t .”

“I know, Abe,” Mo r ri s  r ejoine d,  “bu t
w h e n  a  felle r  q ui t s  by m u t u al  cons e n t  you know  a s
w ell a s  I do,  Abe, w h a t  t h a t  m e a n s.   I t  m e a n s  t h a t
if I s ho uld  s ay  to  Jake,  t h e  s hippin g  cle rk,  ’Jake,
you  a r e  a  ro t t e n  s hip ping  cle rk  a n d  I do n’t
w a n t  you  no  m o r e ,  a n d  if you  do n’t g e t  r ig h t
ou t  of h e r e  I will kick  you  ou t ,’ a n d  t h e n  Jake
s ays  to  m e ,  ’In t h a t  c a s e  you  could  t ak e  you r
di r ty  job a n d  give  it to  so m e  poo r  s uck e r  w h a t  w a n t s
it  m o r e  a s  I do,’ t h e n  Jake  q ui t s  by  m u t u al  cons e n t .  
Ain’t it?”

Abe  s t a r e d  indign a n tly a t  hi s  p a r t n er.

“I’m s u r p ri s e d  to  h e a r  you  you  s ho uld
t alk t h a t  w ay, M a w r u s s ,  a bo u t  a  d e c e n t ,  r e s p e c t a ble
youn g  felle r  w h a t  works  so  h a r d  like  Jake  do e s ,”
h e  s aid.   “Tha t  only go es  to  s how  w h a t  a
judg e  you  a r e .   If you  could n’t  t ell it
a  good  s hip ping  cle rk  w h e n  you  s e e  on e,  how  s ho uld
you  know  a nyt hing  a bo u t  s al e s m e n?   B. Gans  s ays
t h a t  Pasin sky is a  good  s ale s m a n,  M a w r u s s ,  a n d  you
c a n  do  w h a t  you  like  a bo u t  it; I’m going  to  hi r e
hi m,  M a w r u s s ,  w h e n  h e  co m e s  b a ck  h e r e .”

“Go a h e a d,  Abe,” Mor ris  r e to r t e d.  
“Only, if t hings  s ho uld n’t t u r n  ou t  O.
K. you  s ho uldn’t bl a m e  m e.   Tha t’s
all.”

“I wouldn’t bla m e  you, M a w r u s s,”
Abe  s aid.   “All I wo uld  bl a m e  you  is if
you  wo uld n’t  h ave  ou r  s a m ple  line  in good  s h a p e
by n ex t  w e ek,  b e c a u s e  I w a n t  Pasinsky to  le ave  h e r e
by Mon d ay s u r e.”

“Don’t you  wo r ry  a bo u t  t h e m  s a m ples,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  c ri ed.
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“The m  s a m ples  is good  e no u g h  to  s ell t h e m s elves;
a n d  t h e  w ay I figu r e  it  ou t ,  t h ey go t  to  s ell t h e m s elves,
Abe, b e c a u s e  I do n’t b elieve  Pasin sky could
s ell no t hin g  to  no body.”
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“You do n’t b elieve  no t hing,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  conclud e d  a s  h e  m a d e  for  t h e  c u t ting-roo m; “you’r e
a  r e g ula r  a m e t hys t.”

“With  a  felle r  like  Kuhn er,” M a rks  Pasinsky
d ecla r e d  on  t h e  following  Mon d ay, “you  could n’t
b e  a  c h e a p  sk a t e ,  Mr. Pot a s h.”

“I alw ays  sold  it  Kuhn er, too,” Abe r e plied;
“bu t  I n eve r  s p e n t  i t so  m u c h  a s  t h r e e  h u n d r e d
dolla r s  in  on e  w e ek  in Chic a go.”

“Su r e ,  I know,” Pasinsky a g r e e d,  “bu t
how  m u c h  did  you  s ell Kuhn e r?   A t ho us a n d  o r  t wo
t hous a n d  a t  t h e  ou t sid e.   With  m e ,  Mr. Pot a s h,
I would n’t bo t h e r  mys elf to  s to p  off in Chica go
a t  all if I couldn’t land  a t  le a s t  a  five-t hou s a n d-dolla r
o r d e r  fro m  Si mon  Kuhn er, of M a n dle b e r g e r  Brot h e r s
& Co., a n d  w e  will s ay  fou r  t hou s a n d  wi th  Ch e s t e r  P ros n a u er,
of t h e  Arca d e  M e rc a n til e  Co m p a ny.”

It  lacke d  h alf a n  ho u r  of M a rks  Pasinsky’s t r ain-tim e,
a n d,  in a d di tion,  Abe  h a d  g ro w n  a  li t tle  w e a ry  of
his  p a r tin g  ins t r uc tions  to  hi s  n e wly-hi r e d  s al es m a n.  
Ind e e d,  t h e  in t e rview  h a d  las t e d  all t h e  for e noon,
a n d  it  wo uld  h ave  b e e n  difficul t  to  d e cide  w ho  w a s
doing  t h e  ins t r uc ting.

“S’enou g h,” Abe  c ri ed.   “Le t’s
m a k e  a n  e n d.   I’ll s p e ak  to  my p a r t n e r  a bo u t
it, a n d  if h e  s ays  i t’s all r igh t  I’m a g r e e a ble.”

H e  r e p ai r e d  to  t h e  cu t ting-roo m,  w h e r e  Mo r ri s  c h afe d
a t  t h e  d elay in Pasinsky’s d e p a r t u r e .

“Ain’t t h a t  felle r  go n e  yet ,  Abe?”
h e  a sk e d.

“I’m jus t  giving  hi m  a  few las t  a dvices ,”
Abe  r e plie d.
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“Well, I ho p e  you’re  m o r e  s ucc e s sful a s
I w a s,  Abe,” Mo r ris  r ejoine d.   “Tha t
felle r’s  go t  so  m u c h  to  s ay  for  hi ms elf I couldn’t
g e t  a  wo r d  in side w ays.”

Abe  no d d e d.

“H e’s a  good  t alker,” h e  s aid,  “only
h e’s too  a m bi tious,  M a w r u s s .”

“H e  s ho uld n’t  g e t  a m bi tious  a ro u n d  m e,
Abe,” Mo r ri s  r e to r t e d,  “bec a u s e  I wo uld n’t
s t a n d  for  i t.  Wh a t’s h e  g e t ting  a m bi tious
wi th  you a bo u t?”

“Well, h e  w a n t s  it t h r e e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  for
exp e n s e s  on e  w e ek  in Chica go  al r e a dy,” Abe  a n s w e r e d.

“Wh a t!” Mo r ris  c rie d.

“H e  s ays  h e  go t  to  do  so m e  t all e n t e r t aining,
M a w r u s s,” Abe w e n t  on,  “bec a u s e  h e  exp ec t s
to  s ell Si mo n  Kuhn e r  a  five-t ho us a n d-dolla r s  bill of
goods,  a n d  t h e  Arca d e  M e rc a n til e  Co m p a ny al so  five
t hous a n d.”

“S ay, looky h e r e ,  Abe:  I w a n t  to  t ell you
so m e t hing,” Mor ri s  b roke  in.  “Of
cou r s e ,  t his  ain’t  my  affai r  no r  no t hing,  b e c a u s e
you  go t  t h e  r h e u m a ti s m  a n d  it’s you r  fun e r al. 
Also, I a m  only a  p a r t n e r  h e r e ,  y’un d e r s t a n d,
a n d  w h a t  I s ays  go e s  for  nix.  But  t h e  w ay it  looks
to  m e  now, Abe, if t his  h e r e  Pasinsky s ells  all t h e
goods  h e  t alks  a bo u t ,  Abe, w e  will go t  to  h ave  fou r
ti m es  m o r e  c a pi t al  a s  w e  a r e  working  wit h  now. 
And if h e  s p e n d s  it  t h r e e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  in eve ry
tow n  h e  m a k e s  w e  wouldn’t h ave  no  c a pi t al  left
a t  a ll.  And t h a t’s  t h e  w ay it go es .”

H e  t u r n e d  a n d  s t rod e  a n g rily a w ay, w hile  Abe  w e n t
b ack  to  t h e  s how-roo m.

“Well, Pasinsky,” h e  s aid,  “I d e cid e d
I would  t ak e  a  c h a nc e  a n d  a dva nc e  you  t h e  t h r e e  h u n d r e d;
b u t  you  go t  to  do  t h e  b u sine s s,  Pasinsky, o t h e r wis e
it  is a ll off.”
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Pasinsky no d d e d  a n d  t uck e d  a w ay t h e  yellowb acks  w hich
Abe  g av e  hi m.

“All you’ve go t  to  do,  Mr. Pot a s h,  is
to  fill t h e  o r d e r s,” h e  s aid,  ex t e n din g  his
h a n d  to  Abe, “a n d  I will do  t h e  r e s t .   And
now  good-by a n d  good  luck to  you.”

H e  s q u e ez e d  Abe’s h a n d  u n til i t w a s  co m ple t ely
n u m b,  a n d  wi th  a  p a r ti ng  no d  to  Miss  Coh e n,  t h e  bookke e p er,
h e  s t a r t e d  on  hi s  jou r n ey for  t h e  West.

“You wo uld  t hou g h t ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid
af t e r w a r d ,  “th a t  h e  w a s  s t aying  ho m e  a n d  t h a t
it  w a s  m e  w h a t  go e s  a w ay on  t h e  t r ip.”

“I wis h  you  w a s,  Abe,” Mo r ris  r e plied
fe rve n tly.  “I ain’t  go t  no  confide nc e
in t h a t  felle r  a t  a ll.”

“I wouldn’t knock  t h e  felle r  u n til I s e e n
w h a t  h e  could  do,  M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid.   “H e
p ro mis e d  m e  w e  s ho uld  h e a r  fro m  hi m  so  soon  a s  h e  g e t s
t h e r e .”

Fou r  d ays  la t e r  t h e  exp e c t e d  m ail a r r ived.   Abe
r e c eived  t h e  le t t e r  fro m  t h e  c a r ri e r  a n d  b u r s t  it
op e n  wi th  his  t h u m b.   The n  h e  d r e w  for t h  t h e  co n t e n t s
of t h e  e nvelop e  a n d  s hook t h e  folde d  s h e e t ,  b u t  no
o r d e r  slip  fell ou t.   H e  sig h e d  h e avily a n d  p e r u s e d
t h e  le t t er, w hich  r e a d  a s  follows: 

CHICAGO,
ILL., SEP. ’08.

M ESS  POTASH & PERLMUTTER
Gents:—Arrived here this A M and things look very promising.  Am informed by 
everybody that business is good on the coast and prospects of big orders also very 
promising.  Sales have been slow here on a/c weather is very hot.  Miss Schimpfer asst 
buyer millinary dept Mandleberger Bros & Co says things look very promising and 
expects to do a big fall business.  Was two hours late getting in to Chicago on a/c freight
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wreck and missed seeing Kuhner his sister’s daughter gets married and Kuhner goes to
the wedding.  Will see Kuhner to morrow A M and let you know results.  Have 
appointment with Chester Prosnauer to morrow A M and things look very promising 
there.  Will write you to morrow.  Regards to Mr. Perlmutter.  Hoping things is all right in 
the store, I am,
                                           MARKS PASINSKY.
Abe finish e d  r e a din g  t h e  le t t e r  a n d  h a n d e d  it in silenc e
to  Mor ris,  w ho  ex a min e d  it closely.

“Th a t’s a  ve ry p ro mising  le t t er, Abe,”
h e  s aid.   “I’d like  to  know  w h a t  t h a t
felle r  don e  all d ay in Chica go.  I b e t  ye r  t h a t
a s si s t a n t  milline ry b uye r  e a t s  a  good  lunc h  on  u s ,
Abe, if s h e  did n’t al so  s e e  it a  t h e ay t e r  on
u s,  too.  Wh a t  do e s  h e  t hink  h e’s  s elling,
a nyw ay, Abe, milline ry o r  cloaks?”

“Give t h e  felle r  a  s how, M a w r u s s ,” Abe
r e plied.   “H e  ain’t  b e e n  in  Chica go
for ty-eigh t  ho u r s  ye t .   We’ll w ai t  till w e
g e t  it a no t h e r  le t t e r  fro m  hi m, M a w r u s s ,  b efo r e  w e
s t a r t  to  kick.”

Anot h e r  d ay el a ps e d,  b u t  no  fu r t h e r  e pis tl e  c a m e  fro m
M a rks  Pasinsky, a n d  w h e n  t h e  las t  m ail a r rived  wi thou t
a ny wor d  fro m  Chica go  Mo r ris  g r e w  wo r ri e d.

“Not  ev e n  a  w e a t h e r  r e po r t ,  Abe,” h e  s aid.  
“If h e  could n’t  s ell no  goods,  Abe, a t
lea s t  h e  could  w ri t e  u s  a  le t t er.”

“M ayb e  h e’s too  b u sy, M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  s u g g e s t e d .
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“Busy t aking  a s sis t a n t  milline ry b uye r s  to  lunc h,
Abe,” Mo r ri s  r e plied.   “The  w ay t h a t
felle r  a c t s ,  Abe, h e  ain’t  no  s t r a n g e r  to  a u c tion
pinoc hle,  n ei t h er, I b e t  yer.”

Abe  p u t  on  hi s  h a t  a n d  co a t  p r e p a r a to ry to  going  ho m e.

“Wh a t’s t h e  u s e  knocking  hi m  ye t  a  w hile,
M a w r u s s?” h e  s aid.   “A diffe r e n t  t u n e
you  will sin g  it w h e n  w e  g e t  a  cou ple  of o r d e r s  fro m
hi m  to-m o r row  m o r ning.”

But  t h e  n ext  for e noo n’s m ail w a s  b a r r e n  of r e s ul t ,
a n d  w h e n  Abe w e n t  ou t  to  lunc h  t h a t  d ay h e  h a d  lit tle
a p p e ti t e  for  his  food.  Acco rdingly h e  so u g h t
a n  e n a m ele d-b rick  d ai ry r e s t a u r a n t ,  a n d  h e  w a s  mi dw ay
in t h e  cons u m p tion  of a  bo wl of milk to a s t  w h e n  Leon
S a m m e t,  s e nio r  p a r t n e r  of S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s ,  e n t e r e d .

“Well, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “do you  go t
to  die t ,  too?”

“Got t  s ei  dan k , it  a in’t  so  b a d
a s  all t h a t ,  Leon,” Abe r e plied.   “No,
Leon,  I a in’t  going  to  di e  jus t  ye t  a  w hile,
al t ho u g h  t h a t’s  a  t e r rible  sickn e s s,  t h e  r h e u m a tis m.  
The  doc to r  s ays  I could  only e a t  i t c e r t ain  t hin gs
like  c hicke n  a n d  c hops  a n d  milk to a s t .”

“Well, you  wouldn’t s t a rve,  a nyhow,”
Leon  co m m e n t e d.

“No, I would n’t  s t a rve,” Abe  a d mi t t e d ,
“bu t  I al so  couldn’t go  ou t  on  t h e  ro a d,
n ei t h er.  The  doc to r  would n’t  le t  m e ,  so
w e  go t  to  hi r e  a  felle r  to  t ak e  c a r e  of ou r  West e r n
t r a d e .   I g u e s s  h e’s a  p r e t ty  good  s ale s m a n,
too.  His  n a m e  is M a rks  Pasinsky.  Do you know
hi m?”

“Su r e  I know hi m,” Leon  S a m m e t  r e plied.  
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“H e  u s e d  to  wo rk  by B. Ga ns,  a n d  h e’s
a  ve ry clos e  frie n d  of a  felle r  w h a t  u s e d  to  work  for
u s  by  t h e  n a m e  Moz a r t  R a bin er.”

“You m e a n  t h a t  m u sic al felle r?” Abe  s aid.

“Th a t’s t h e  on e,” Leon  a n s w e r e d.  
“I b e t  ye r  h e  w a s  m u sic al.  Tha t  felle r
go t  t h e  a r ti s tic  t e m p e r a t u r e  all r ig h t ,  Abe.  H e
did n’t give  a  d a m n  ho w  m u c h  of ou r  m o n ey h e
s p e n t  i t.  Eve ry tow n  h e  m a k e s  h e  go t  to  h ave  a
pia n n e r  s e n t  u p  to  t h e  ho t el.  Cos t s  u s  eve ry tim e
t h r e e  dolla r s  for  t h e  pia n n e r  a n d  five dolla r s  for
t r ucking.   We go t  it  a  d e c e n t  s ale s m a n  now, Abe. 
We hi r e d  hi m  a  co u ple  of w e e ks  sinc e.”

“Wh a t’s hi s  n a m e?” Abe  a sk e d.

“Arth u r  Katze n,” Leon  S a m m e t  r e plied.  
“H e  h a d  a  big  w e ek  las t  w e ek  in Buffalo, E rie ,
Clevela n d  a n d  Det roi t .   H e’s in Chica go  t his
w e e k.”

“Is t h a t  so?” Abe co m m e n t e d.

“H e  t u r n e d  u s  in a  fine  o r d e r  to-d ay,”
Leon  con tin u e d,  “fro m  Si mo n  Kuhn er, of M a n dle b e r g e r
Bro t h e r s  & Co.”

“Wh a t?” Abe  g a s p e d.

“Su r e ,” S a m m e t  w e n t  on,  “a n d  t h e
funny t hing  a bo u t  it  is t h a t  Kuhn e r  n eve r  bo u g h t  ou r
line  b efo r e,  a n d  I g u e s s  h e  wo uldn’t of bou g h t
it  now, b u t  t his  h e r e  Arth u r  Katze n,  Abe, h e  is s u r e
a  won d er.  Tha t  felle r  a c t u ally book e d  a  five-t ho us a n d-dolla r
o r d e r  fro m  s a m ple  g a r m e n t s  w hich  did n’t  b elon g
to  ou r  line  a t  a ll.  They’re  so m e  s a m ples
w hich  I u n d e r s t a n d  Kuhn e r  h a d  m a d e  u p  al r e a dy.”

“Th a t’s so m e t hing  w h a t  I n eve r  h e a r d  it
b efo r e,” Abe exclaim e d.

“M e  n ei th er,” Leon  s aid; “bu t  Kuhn e r
gives  hi m  t h e  p rivileg e  to  s e n d  u s  t h e  g a r m e n t s  h e r e ,
a n d  w e  a r e  to  m a k e  u p  s a m ple  g a r m e n t s  of ou r  ow n  so
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soon  a s  w e  c a n  copy t h e  s tyles;  a n d  af t e r  w e  s hip  ou r
s a m ples  a n d  Kuhn e r’s s a m ples  b a ck  to  Kuhn er,
Kuhn e r  s e n d s  u s  a  confi r m a tion.   We exp ec t  Kuhn e r
will s hip  u s  his  s a m ples  to-m o r row.”
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Abe ros e  w e a rily fro m  his  s e a t .

“Well, Leon,” h e  conclud e d,  “you
c e r t ainly go t  i t m o r e  luck  wi t h  you r  s al e s m a n  a s  w e
go t  it wi th  ou r s .   So  fa r  h e  ain’t  s e n t  u s
a  single,  solit a ry  o r d er.”

H e  p a s s e d  do w n  t h e  ai sle  to  t h e  c a s hie r’s  d e sk
a n d  h a d  al mos t  r e a c h e d  t h e  doo r  w h e n  a  r e s t r aining
h a n d  pluck e d  a t  his  coa t  t ails.

“H allo, Abe!” a  voice  c ried.   I t  w a s
Sol Klinger, w hos e  m a n n e r  of e a t ing  c r ulle r s  a n d  coffee
r e c eived  a n d  m e ri t e d  t h e  u nfavor a ble  a t t e n tion  of
eve rybody s e a t e d  a t  his  t a bl e.   “Sit  do w n
a n d  h ave  a  cu p  of coffee.”

“I h a d  it  my  lunc h  al r e a dy,” Abe  r e plied.

“Sit  dow n  a n d  h ave  a  c u p  of coffee,  a nyhow,”
Sol Klinge r  co axe d.

“I wouldn’t h ave  no  coffe e,” Abe
s aid  a s  h e  took t h e  vac a n t  c h ai r  n ext  to  Sol. 
“I’ll h ave  a  c u p  of c hocola t e .   To
a  m a n  in my co n di tions,  Sol, coffee  is poison  al r e a dy.”

“Why, w h a t’s t h e  m a t t er, Abe?” Sol
a sk e d.

“I’m a  sick  feller, Sol,” Abe  w e n t
on.   “The  r h e u m a tis m  I go t  i t a ll ove r  my
body.  I a s s u r e  you  I couldn’t go  ou t  on
t h e  ro a d  t his  fall.  I h a d  to  hi r e  i t a  s al e s m a n.”

“Is t h a t  so?” Sol Kling e r  r e plied.  
“Well, w e  h a d  to  hi r e  i t a  n e w  s ale s m a n,  too—a
youn g  felle r  by t h e  n a m e  Mo e  R a bin er.  Do you  know
hi m?”

“I h e a r d  a bo u t  hi m  al r e a dy,” Abe s aid.  
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“How is h e  doing?”

“Well, in Buffalo, las t  w e ek,  h e  ain’t
do n e  h a r dly no t hing,” s aid  Sol; “bu t  h e’s
in Chic a go  t his  w e ek  a n d  h e  do n e  a  li t tle  b e t t er. 
H e  s e n t  u s  a  nice  o r d e r  t his  m o r nin g,  I b e t  yer. 
Fou r  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  fro m  t h e  Arca d e  M e rc a n til e  Co m p a ny.”

Abe  w a s  s w allowing  a  h u g e  m o u t hful of coco a,  a n d  w h e n
Sol vouchs afe d  t hi s  las t  pi ec e  of infor m a tion  t h e
coco a  foun d  it s  w ay to  Abe’s p h a rynx, w h e nc e
it  w a s  violen tly ej ec t e d  in to  t h e  face  of a  mild-m a n n e r e d
e r r a n d-boy si t ting  opposi t e .   The  e r r a n d-boy wipe d
his  face  w hile  Sol sla p p e d  Abe  on  t h e  b a ck.

“Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t er, Abe?” Sol a s k e d
solici tously.  “Do you  go t  b ro nc hi ti s,  too,
a s  w ell a s  r h e u m a ti s m?”

“Go a h e a d,  Sol,” Abe g a s p e d.   “Tell
m e  a bo u t  t hi s  h e r e  o rd er.”

“The r e  ain’t  m u c h  to  t ell, Abe,”
Sol w e n t  on,  “exc e p t  t h a t  t his  h e r e  Ra bin e r
do es  so m e t hing  I n eve r  h e a r d  a bo u t  b efo r e  in all my
exp e ri e nc e  in t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sine s s.”

“No?” Abe c ro ak e d.   “Wh a t  w a s
t h a t?”

“Why, t hi s  h e r e  R a bin e r  g e t s  a n  o rd e r  fro m  P ros n a u er,
of t h e  Arca d e  M e rc a n til e  Co m p a ny, for  g a r m e n t s  w h a t
w e  ain’t  go t  in ou r  line  a t  all,” Sol
Klinge r  explaine d;  “a n d  P ros n a u e r  fu r nis h e s  u s
t h e  s a m ple  g a r m e n t s ,  w hich  w e  a r e  to  r e t u r n  to  hi m
jus t  so  soon  a s  w e  c a n  copy t h e m,  a n d  t h e n——”

“S’enou g h,” Abe  c ri ed.   “I
h e a r d  e no u g h,  Sol.  Don’t r u b  it  in.”

“Why, w h a t  do  you m e a n,  Abe?” Sol a sk e d.

“I m e a n  I go t  it  a  s ale s m a n  in Chica go,  Sol,”
Abe  w e n t  on,  “w h a t  ain’t  s e n t  u s  so  m u c h
a s  a  s m ell of a n  o rd er.  I g u e s s  t h e r e’s
only on e  t hing  for  m e  to  do,  Sol, a n d  t h a t’s
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to  go  mys elf to  Chic a go  a n d  s e e  w h a t  h e’s u p
to.”

362



Page 141

Sol looke d  s hock e d.

“Don’t you  do  it,  Abe,” h e  s aid.  
“Klein  go t  a  b ro t h e r-in-law w h a t  go t  t h e  r h e u m a ti s m
like  you go t  it, Abe, a n d  t h e  felle r  insis t e d  on  going
to  Bos ton.   The  r ail roa d  t r ip  finish e d  hi m,  I
b e t  yer.”

“Did h e  die?” Abe a sk e d.

“Well, no,  h e  did n’t  die  exac tly,”
Klinge r  r e plied;  “bu t  on  t h e  t r ain  t h e  r h e u m a tis m
w e n t  to  hi s  h e a d,  a n d  t h a t  poor, sick  youn g  felle r
took a  w hole  t h e ay t e r  t rou p e  in to  t h e  c afe  c a r  a n d
blows  ’em to  t c h a m p a nye r  win e  ye t.   Two
h u n d r e d  dolla r s  it cos t e d  hi m.”

“Th a t’s all r i gh t ,  Sol,” Abe  r e plie d.  
“I could  s t a n d  it  if it s tood  m e  in t h r e e  h u n d r e d
dolla r s,  so  long  a s  I could  s top  M a rks  Pasinsky m a king
a no t h e r  tow n.”

H e  ros e  to  hi s  fee t  wi th  s u r p rising  al ac ri ty for  a
r h e u m a tic  p a t ie n t ,  a n d  r e t u r n e d  to  his  office,  w h e r e
no  co m m u nic a tion  h a d  b e e n  r e c eived  fro m  M a rks  Pasinsky.

“Th a t  s e t tl e s  i t, M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid  a s
h e  ja m m e d  his  h a t  fa r t h e r  dow n  on  his  h e a d.

“Wh e r e  a r e  you going  now?” Mo r ri s  a sk e d.

“I’m going  ho m e  to  p a ck  my g rip,”
Abe  a n no u nc e d,  “an d  I’ll g e t  t h a t  six
o’clock t r ain  to  Chica go,  s u r e .”

“But,  Abe,” Mor ri s  p ro t e s t e d ,  “I
t hou g h t  t h e  doc to r  s ays  if you  w e n t  ou t  on  t h e  ro a d
h e  wo uld n’t  b e  r e s po n sible  for  you.”

“I know h e  did,” Abe conclud e d  a s  h e  p a s s e d
ou t,  “bu t  w ho  will b e  r e s po n sible  for  M a rks
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Pasinsky, M a w r u s s?”

Whe n  Abe  r e a c h e d  Chic a go  t h e  following  af t e r noo n  h e
r e p ai r e d  a t  onc e  to  t h e  ho t el a t  w hich  M a rks  Pasinsky
w a s  s t aying.

“Mr. Pasinsky ain’t  in  his  roo m. 
Wh a t?” h e  s aid  to  t h e  cle rk.

“Mr. Pasinsky w e n t  ou t  a bo u t  on e  o’clock
a n d  h a s n’t  b e e n  b a ck  sinc e,” t h e  cle rk
r e plied  a s  h e  h a n d e d  Abe ove r  to  a  b ell-boy.  Fift e e n
min u t e s  la t e r  Abe d e s c e n d e d  fro m  his  r oo m  wit h  t h e
m a r ks  of t r avel al mos t  efface d,  a n d  a g ain  inqui r e d
for  M a rks  Pasinsky.

“H e  ain’t  b e e n  b a ck  sinc e,  Mr. Pot a s h ,”
s aid  t h e  cle rk.

“H e  didn’t go  ou t  wi th  no body.  N o?”
Abe  a sk e d.

“I t hink  h e  w e n t  ou t  wit h  a  s ho r t ,  d a rk  g e n tle m a n,”
t h e  cle rk  a n s w e r e d.

Abe  po n d e r e d  for  a  m o m e n t.   Si mon  Kuhn e r  s tood
full six fee t  t all a n d  w a s  a  d e cide d  blond,  w hile
Ch es t e r  P ros n a u er, w ho m  h e  kn e w  by sigh t  only, w a s
a s  la r g e  a s  M a rks  Pasinsky hi m s elf.

“Who could  t h a t  b e ,  I wo n d e r?” Abe m u r m u r e d.

“It  w a s  a  g e n tle m a n  s t aying  ove r  a t  t h e  Alt ring h a m,”
t h e  cle rk  s aid.

“The n  it  could n’t  b e  t h e m,” Abe
conclud e d.   “If Pasinsky co m e s  b a ck  you
s ho uld  ple a s e  t ell hi m  to  w ai t .   I will b e  b a ck
h e r e  a t  six, s u r e .”

H e  m a d e  im m e dia t ely for  t h e  b usin e ss  p r e mis e s  of M a n dle b e r g e r
Bro t h e r s  & Co., w h e r e  h e  foun d  Si mon  Kuhn e r  h a r d  a t
wo rk  in hi s  office.

“H allo, Abe!” Kuhn e r  c rie d  a s  Abe  e n t e r e d .  
“They told  m e  you  w a s  a  fit s u bjec t  for  c r u t c h e s
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w h e n  I a sk e d  for  you  t h e  o t h e r  d ay.”

“Who told  you?” Abe  s aid  wi tho u t  fu r t h e r
p r efac e .   “M a rks  Pasinsky?”

“M a rks  Pasinsky?” Kuhn e r  r e p e a t e d.  
“Why, no.   H e  didn’t m e n tion  you r
n a m e,  Abe.  Do you  know  M a rks  Pasin sky, too?”

365



Page 142

“Do I know  hi m,  too?” Abe  al mos t  s h ri eke d.  
“A q u e s tion!  Ain’t h e  s elling  goods
for  m e?”

“Is h e?” Kuhn e r  s aid.

“Is h e!” Abe c rie d.   “Why, you
do n’t  m e a n  to  t ell m e  t h a t  felle r  ain’t
b e e n  in h e r e  ye t?”

“Su r e  h e  w a s  in  h e r e ,” Kuhn e r  r e plied,
“bu t  h e  didn’t s ay no t hin g  a bo u t  s elling
goods  for  you.  In  fac t,  h e  go t  a  fine  o r d e r  fro m
m e,  Abe, for  a  conc e r n  w hich  I n eve r  do n e  b u sin es s
wi th  b efor e .   People  by t h e  n a m e  S a m m e t  Bro t h e r s.  
Wh a t’s t h e  m a t t er, Abe?  Are  you  sick?”

Abe  g u r gle d  onc e  o r  t wic e  a n d  clu t c h e d  a t  hi s  collar.

“Did you  go t  t h e  s a m ples  h e r e  w h a t  h e  s hows
you?” h e  m a n a g e d  to  g a s p.

“Why, Abe, w h a t’s t rou bling  you?”
Kuhn e r  s aid.   “A sick m a n  like  you  s ho uldn’t
b e  a t t e n ding  to  b u sin e ss  a t  a ll.”

“N eve r  min d  m e,” Abe c ri ed.   “Wh a t
a bo u t  t h e m  s a m ples,  Kuhn e r?”

“H e  lef t  so m e  s a m ples  wi th  m e ,  a n d  I w a s  to
s hip  ’em to  S a m m e t  Brot h e r s .”

“Did you  s hip  ’em ye t?” Abe  exclaim e d.

“Why, w h a t’s t h e  m a t t er, Abe?” Kuhn e r
co m m e n c e d  soo thingly.

“The  m a t t e r  is,” Abe  s ho u t e d ,  “th e m
s a m ples  is my  s a m ples,  a n d  t h e r e’s so m e  m o nk ey
b u sin es s  h e r e .”
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“Monkey b u sin e ss!” Kuhn e r  s aid.   “Wh a t
so r t  of m o nk ey b u sin es s?”

“I do n’t  know,” Abe r e plied,  “bu t
I’m going  to  find  ou t  r i gh t  a w ay.  P ro mis e
m e  you  wo uld n’t s hip  t h e m  s a m ples  till I co m e
b ack.”

“Su r e  I will p ro mis e  you, Abe,” Kuhn e r
d ecla r e d .   “Wh e n  will you  b e  b a ck?”

“To-m o r ro w  m o r ning  so m e  ti m e,” Abe  conclu d e d
a s  h e  ro s e  to  le ave.   “I go t  to  s e e  a  lawye r
a n d  m a k e  t his  h e r e  felle r  Pasinsky a r r e s t e d.”

“Don’t do  no t hing  r a s h,  Abe,” Kuhn e r
a dvise d.

“I won’t  do  no t hing  r a s h,” Abe  p ro mis e d.  
“I’ll kill him,  t h a t’s  w h a t  I’ll
do.”

H e  took t h e  s t ai r s  t h r e e  a t  a  jum p  a n d  fai rly r a n
to  t h e  d ry-goods  s to r e  of t h e  Arca d e  M e rc a n tile  Co m p a ny.

“Mr. P ros n a u er,” h e  c ried  a s  h e  b u r s t
in to  P ros n a u e r’s office  in t h e  cloak d e p a r t m e n t ,
“my n a m e  is Mr. Pot a s h,  of Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t er,
fro m  N e w  York.  Did you  s e e n  it  my  s al es m a n,  M a rks
Pasinsky?”

“Sit  dow n,  Mr. Pot a s h,” P ros n a u e r  s aid,
“a n d  do n’t exci t e  you r s elf.”

“I ain’t  exci ting  mys elf,” Abe exclaim e d.  
“I do n’t  go t  to  exci t e  mys elf, Mr. P ros n a u er. 
I a m  excit e d  e no u g h  al r e a dy w h e n  I t hink  to  mys elf
t h a t  t h a t  lowlife  Pasinsky t ak e s  my  s a m ples  ou t  of
my  s to r e  a n d  co m e s  h e r e  wi th  my  m o n ey a n d  g e t s  a n
o r d e r  fro m  you for  fou r  t hou s a n d  dolla r s  for  Kling e r
& Klein.”

“Not  so  fas t ,  Mr. Pot a s h,” P ros n a u e r  b e g a n.  
“I’ve know n  M a rks  Pasin sky for  a  n u m b e r
of ye a r s .   H e  a n d  I pl ay a u c tion  pinoc hle  tog e t h e r
eve ry S a t u r d ay nigh t  w h e n  h e  is in Chica go,  a n d——”
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“Auction  pinoc hle!” Abe in t e r r u p t e d ,  t h rowing
u p  his  h a n d s.  “Das f e hl t  n ur  noc h !”

“As I w a s  s aying,  Mr. Pot a s h,” P ros n a u e r
w e n t  on  wi t h  a  wi th e rin g  gl a nc e  a t  Abe, “thos e
s a m ples  a r e  ou t sid e,  a n d  Pasinsky h a s  a sk e d  m e  to  s hip
t h e m  to  Klinge r  & Klein, a n d——”
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“Ship  ’em!” Abe  c rie d.   “You
s ho uld n’t  s hip  no t hing.   The m  s a m ples  b elon gs
to  m e .”

“How do  I know t h a t?” P ros n a u e r  a sk e d.  
“Is you r  n a m e  e n g r ave d  on  ’em?”

“All r ig h t ,” Abe c ri ed,  jum ping  to  his
fee t.   “All r ig h t ,  Mr. P ros n a u er.  If
you  a r e  going  to  m a k e  jokes  wit h  m e  I go t  no t hing  to
s ay, b u t  I give  you w a r ning  t h a t  you  s hould  do  a b solu t ely
no t hing  wi th  t h e m  s a m ples  t ill I s e n d  a  s h e riff ro u n d
for  t h e m.”

“Now  you’re  m a king  t h r e a t s ,” s aid
P ros n a u er.

“With  p eo ple  like  M a rks  Pasinsky,” Abe
r e to r t e d  a s  h e  p a u s e d  a t  t h e  door, “I don’t
go t  to  m a k e  no  t h r e a t s .   I know  w ho  I a m  d e aling
wi th,  Mr. P ros n a u er, a n d  so,  ins t e a d  I s ho uld  m a k e
t h r e a t s  I go  rig h t  a w ay a n d  s e e  a  lawyer, a n d  h e  will
d elive r  t h e  goods.   Tha t’s  all I go t  to  s ay.”

“Hold  on  t h e r e ,  Mr. Pota s h ,” P ros n a u e r
c ri ed.   “It  a in’t  n e c e s s a ry  for  you
to  s e e  a  lawyer.  P rove  to  m e  t h a t  you ow n  t h e
s a m ples  a n d  you c a n  h ave  ’em.”

Abe  h e si t a t e d .

“Well,” h e  s aid,  “if you  would  hold
it  t h e m  s a m ple s  t ill to-m o r row  noo n,  Mr. P ros n a u er,
I’ll give  you all t h e  p roofs  you  w a n t .”

“Very w ell,” P ros n a u e r  s aid,  “I’ll
hold  t h e m.   Wh e n  will you b e  b a ck?”

“Befor e  t w elve  to-m o r row,” Abe r e plied.  
“Believe  m e ,  Mr. P ros n a u er, I a in’t  so
s t uck  on  p aying  lawye r s .   If I c a n  s e t tl e  t his
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t hin g  u p  nice  a n d  fri en dly I wo uld  do  so.”

They s hook  h a n d s,  a n d  Abe  r e t r ac e d  his  s t e p s  to  t h e
ho t el, w h e r e  h e  a g ain  inq ui r e d  for  M a rks  Pasinsky.

“H e  h a s n’t  co m e  b a ck  ye t ,  Mr. Pot a s h,”
t h e  cle rk  s aid,  a n d  Abe  r e ti r e d  to  t h e  w ri ting-roo m
a n d  s m ok e d  a  cig a r  by w ay of a  s e d a tive.

F ro m  six o’clock t h a t  eve nin g  u n til mid nigh t
h e  s mok e d  so  m a ny s e d a tive  cig a r s  a n d  m a d e  so  m a ny
frui tl es s  inq ui ries  a t  t h e  d e sk  for  M a rks  Pasinsky,
t h a t  his  ow n  n e rve s  a s  w ell a s  t h e  nig h t  cle rk’s
w e r e  co m ple t ely s h a t t e r e d .   Befor e  Abe r e ti r e d
h e  p aid  a  fa r e w ell visi t  to  t h e  d e sk,  a n d  bo t h  h e
a n d  t h e  cle rk  g ave  ven t  to  t h ei r  e m o tions  in a  g r e a t
d e al  of s pi ri t e d  p rofa ni ty.

The r e  w a s  no  r e s t  for  Abe  t h a t  nigh t ,  a n d  w h e n  a t
len g t h  h e  fell a sl e e p  it  w a s  al mos t  d ayligh t .  
H e  a wok e  a t  nin e  a n d,  d r e s sing  hi ms elf fir e m a n  fas hion,
h e  h u r ri e d  to  t h e  d e sk.

“Wh a t  tim e  did  M a rks  Pasinsky co m e  in?”
h e  a sk e d  t h e  cle rk.

“Why, Mr. Pasinsky didn’t co m e  in a t  all,”
t h e  cle rk  r e plie d.

Abe  p u s h e d  his  h a t  b a ck  fro m  his  for e h e a d.

“S ay, you n g  feller,” h e  s aid,  “do
you  go t  t h e  g all to  t ell m e  t h a t  M a rks  Pasinsky ain’t
co m e  b a ck  since  h e  w e n t  ove r  to  t h e  Alt ring h a m  wit h
t h a t  s ho r t ,  d a rk  felle r  yes t e r d ay af t e r noo n?”

“Call m e  a  liar, w hy do n’t you?”
t h e  cle rk  r e to r t e d .

“You’re  a  fre s h  youn g  felle r!” Abe
exclaim e d.   “Couldn’t you  a n s w e r  a
civil q u e s tion?”

“Ah, do n’t b e  wo r rying  m e  wi th  you r  t rou bles!”
t h e  cle rk  s n a rl e d.   “Go ove r  to  t h e  Alt ring h a m
your s elf, if you  t hink  I’m s t rin ging  you.”
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Abe t u r n e d  wi thou t  a no t h e r  wo r d  a n d  h u s tle d  ove r  to
t h e  Alt ring h a m.
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“Do you  know  a  felle r  by t h e  n a m e  M a rks  Pasin sky?”
h e  a sk e d  t h e  cle rk.

“Is h e  a  g u e s t  of t h e  ho us e?” t h e  cle rk
s aid.

“H e’s a  big  felle r  wi th  a  s tove pip e  h a t
a n d  c u rly h air,” Abe  r e plied,  “an d  h e
c a m e  in h e r e  yes t e r d ay af t e r noon  wi th  a  s ho r t ,  d a rk
felle r  w h a t  is s top pin g  h e r e .   This  h e r e  Pasinsky
is s top ping  w h e r e  I a m,  b u t  h e  ain’t  s how e d
u p  all nig h t ,  a n d  I g u e s s  h e’s s t aye d  h e r e  wi t h
t h a t  s ho r t ,  d a rk  feller.”

The  cle rk  touc h e d  a  b ell.

“F ro n t ,” h e  s aid,  “show  t his  g e n tl e m a n
u p  to  eig h ty-nin e.”

“Eigh ty-nin e?” Abe  c rie d.   “Who’s
u p  in eig h ty-nin e?”

[Illus t r a tion:  YOU’RE A FRES H  YOUNG F ELLER!]

“Tall, c u rly-h ai r e d  g e n tle m a n  c a m e  in h e r e  yes t e r d ay
af t e r noon  wi t h  a  s ho r t,  d a rk  g e n tle m a n  n a m e  of Katze n
a n d——”

Abe clap p e d  his  h a n d  to  his  for e h e a d.

“Arth u r  Katze n!” h e  c ri ed.

The  cle rk  no d d e d.

“Shor t ,  d a rk  feller,” Abe m u r m u r e d  a s
h e  follow e d  t h e  b ell-boy.  “Why didn’t
I t hink  of Arth u r  Katze n  b efor e?”

H e  e n t e r e d  t h e  eleva tor, feeling  a s  t hou g h  h e  w e r e
w alking  in his  sl ee p;  no r  did  t h e  jolt  wi th  w hich
h e  w a s  s ho t  u p  to  t h e  eigh t h  floor  a w ak e n  hi m.  
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His  con d uc to r  led  hi m  dow n  t h e  co r rido r  a n d  w a s  a bo u t
to  knock a t  r oo m  eig h ty-nin e  w h e n  Abe s eize d  hi m  by
t h e  a r m.

“Hold  on,” Abe  w his p e r e d .   “The
doo r  is op e n.”

They tip to e d  u p  to  t h e  h alf-op e n  doo r  a n d,  holding
hi m s elf w ell wi t hin  t h e  s h a dow  of t h e  co r ridor, Abe
p e e p e d  in.  I t  w a s  t e n  o’clock of a  s u n ny
fall d ay, b u t  t h e  d a rk  s h a d e s  of roo m  eig h ty-nin e  w e r e
d r a w n  a n d  t h e  elec t ric  ligh t s  w e r e  bl azing  a w ay a s
t hou g h  it w e r e  s till mid nig h t .   Be n e a t h  t h e  ligh t s
w a s  a  s m all, oblong  t a ble  a t  w hich  s a t  t h r e e  m e n,
a n d  in fron t  of e a c h  of t h e m  s tood  a  s m all pile  of
c hip s.   M a rks  Pasinsky w a s  d e aling.

“A-a h,  Katze n,  you  r uin e d  t h a t  h a n d,”
M a rks  Pasinsky s aid  a s  h e  flipp e d  ou t  t h e  c a r d s  t h r e e
a t  a  ti m e.   “Why did n’t  you le ad  it
ou t  t h e  a c e  of S c h u e p p e  r i gh t  a t  t h e  s t a r t?  
Wh a t  did  you exp ec t  to  do  wi th  i t?  E a t  i t?”

Katze n  no d d e d  sl ee pily.

“The  w ay I feel now, Pasinsky, I could  e a t  m o s t
a ny t hing,” h e  r e to r t e d .   “I could
e a t  a  r o u n d  t rip,  if I h a d  a  c u p  of coffee  wi t h  it,
so  h u n g ry  I a m.   Le t’s h av e  so m e  s u p p er.”

“Su p p e r!” Pasin sky c ri e d.   “Wh a t
do  you  w a n t  s u p p e r  for?  The  g a m e  is you n g  ye t.”

“Sh all I t ell you  so m e t hin g?” t h e  t hi r d
h a n d—a  s t r a n g e r  to  Abe—s aid.  
“You bo t h  pl aye d  t h a t  h a n d  like  S trohsc h n eid ers . 
Pa sinsky si t s  t h e r e  wi th  two  nin e s  of t r u m p  in his
h a n d  a n d  do n’t le a d  ’em t h ro u g h  m e.  
You could  h ave  b e a t  m e  by a  million  ve ry e a sy.”

H e  w ave d  his  h a n d  wi th  t h e  p al m  ou t w a r d  a n d  flap p e d
his  fou r  fing e r s  d e risively.

“You c all you r s elf a  pinoc hle  playe r!”
h e  jee r e d ,  a n d  fell to  t wis ting  hi s  h u g e  r e d  m u s t a c h e
wi th  hi s  fing e r s .

373



Abe no d d e d  a n  involun t a ry  a p p roval, a n d  t h e n  a s  sile n tly
a s  t h ey  h a d  a r r ive d  h e  a n d  t h e  b ell-boy r e t r e a t e d
tow a r d  t h e  el eva to r  s h af t .
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“De m  g uys  is c a r d  fien ds  all r ig h t ,” t h e
b ell-boy co m m e n t e d.   “Dey s t a r t e d  in  a t
five  o’clock las t  nigh t .”

As t h ey w ai t e d  for  t h e  el eva to r  t h e  s t r ain s  of a  pi a no
c a m e  fro m  t h e  floor  b elow.

“Wh a t’s t h a t?” Abe  exclaim e d.

“Da t’s a n u d d e r  m e m b e r  of d e  g a n g,”
t h e  b ell-boy r e plied.   “Da t’s Mr.
R a bin er.  H e  q ui t  a  big  lose r  a bo u t  on e  o’clock
dis  m o r nin’.”

Abe  h a n d e d  his  info r m a n t  a  dim e.

“Take  m e  to  hi s  roo m,” h e  s aid.

The  b ell-boy led  t h e  w ay to  t h e  s eve n t h  floor  a n d
con d uc t e d  Abe  to  t h e  doo r  of R a bin e r’s roo m.

“Da t’s a  p r e t ty  s aid  s pi el d a t  g uy is
t e a rin’ off,” h e  co m m e n t e d.   “It
m a k e s  m e  tink  of a  d a go  fun e r al.”

Abe  no d d e d.   H e  knocke d  a t  t h e  door, a n d  Lisz t’s
t r a n s c rip tion  of t h e  Lieb e s tod  c e a s e d  im m e dia t ely.

“Well?” Moz a r t  Ra bin e r  c ri ed  a n d,  for
a n s w er, Abe op e n e d  t h e  door.

“H allo, Mo e!” h e  s aid.   “You
do n’t  know m e.   Wh a t?   I’m Abe
Pot a s h.”

“Oh, h ello, Pot a s h!” Ra bin e r  s aid,  r i sing
fro m  t h e  pi a no  s tool.

“Th a t’s so m e  p r e t ty  m o u r nful m u sic you
w a s  giving  u s ,  Mo e,” Abe  w e n t  on.   “Sou n ds
like  b u sin es s  w a s  poo r  al r e a dy.  Ain’t you
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wo rking  no  m o r e?”

“I a m  a n d  I ain’t,” Moza r t  r e plied.  
“I’m s u p pos e d  to  b e  s elling  goods  for
Klinge r  & Klein, b u t  sinc e  I only sold  it  on e  bill
in  t wo  w e e ks  I ain’t  go t  m u c h  ho p es  t h a t  I’ll
g e t  e no u g h  m o r e  m o n ey ou t  of ’em to  m ove  m e
ou t  of tow n.”

“Wh a t  do  you  m a k e  n ext ,  Mo e?” Abe a s k e d.

“St.  Paul a n d  Min n e a polis,” Moz a r t  r e plied.

Abe  h a n d e d  hi m  a  la r g e  cig a r  a n d,  ligh ting  t h e  m a t e
to  it, p uffed  a w ay co m plac e n tly.

“Th a t  w a s  a  p r e t ty  good  o r d e r  you  go t  it fro m
P ros n a u e r  w hic h  Sol Kling e r  t ells  m e  a bo u t ,”
h e  s aid.

Moza r t  no d d e d  s a dly.

“Looky h e r e ,  Mo e,” Abe  w e n t  on,  “how
m u c h  m o n ey do  you  n e e d  to  m ove  you?”

Moza r t  lift e d  hi s  eye b row s  a n d  s h r u g g e d  ho p eles sly.

“Mor e  a s  you  would  lend  m e,  Pot a s h,” h e
s aid.   “So w h a t’s t h e  u s e  t alking
a bo u t  it?”

“Well, I w a s  going  to  s ay,” Abe con tinu e d,
“if it w a s  so m e t hing  w h a t  you  mig h t  c all wi thin
r e a son,  Mo e,  I mi g h t  a dva nc e  it if——”

“If w h a t?” Mo e  inqui r e d .

“If you  would  t ell m e  t h e  inside s  of jus t  how
you  go t  it  t h a t  o r d e r  fro m  P ros n a u er.”

Moza r t  g ave  a  d e p r e c a to ry w ave  of his  r i gh t  h a n d.

“You do n’t go t  to  b ribe  m e  to  t ell you
t h a t ,  Pot a s h,” h e  s aid,  “bec a u s e  I ain’t
go t  no  conc e r n  in t h a t  o r d e r  no  long er.  I give
u p  my co m mission  t h e r e  to  a  felle r  by  t h e  n a m e  Ign a tz
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Kres nick.”

“A w hi t e-fac e d  felle r  wi th  a  big  r e d  m u s t a c h e?”
Abe  a sk e d.

“Th a t’s hi m,” Moza r t  r e plied.  
“The  luck t h a t  felle r  Kres nick  go t  it  is so m e t hin g
you  wo uld n’t  b elieve  a t  all.  H e  could  fall
dow n  a  s e w e r  m a n hole  a n d  co m e  u p  in a  d r e s s  s ui t  a n d
a  cle a n  s h ave  al r e a dy.  H e  cle a n s  m e  ou t  las t
nig h t  t wo  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  a n d  t h e  co m mission  on  t h a t
P ros n a u e r  o r d er.”

“But  you  did n’t  g e t  t h a t  o rd e r  in t h e
fir s t  pl ac e,  Mo e,” Abe s aid.   “M a rks
Pasinsky go t  t h e  o rd er.”
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“Su r e ,  I know,” Moz a r t  r e plied,  “bu t
h e  go t  s e t  b a ck  a  cou ple  of fou r  h u n d r e d  h a n d s  las t
Tue s d ay nigh t  wi th  Katze n  a n d  m e  in t h e  g a m e,  a n d
t h e  w ay h e  s e t tl e s  u p  hi s  losing  is t h a t  Katze n  a n d
m e  s ho uld  t ak e  his  co m missions  on  a  cou ple  of o r d e r s
w hich  h e  s ays  h e  is going  to  g e t  fro m  Si mo n  Kuhn er,
of M a n dle b e r g e r  Bro th e r s  & Co., a n d  Ch es t e r  P ros n a u er,
of t h e  Arca d e  M e rc a n til e  Co m p a ny.  S u r e  e no u g h,
h e  g e t s  t h e  o r d e r s  fro m  bo t h  of ’em t h e  ve ry
n ex t  m o r nin g.   Th a t’s t h e  kind  of s al e s m a n
h e  is.”

“But  w hy didn’t Pasinsky s e n d  u s  alon g
t h e  o rd e r s ,  Mo e,” Abe  p ro t e s t e d,  “an d
w e  could  fix u p  a bo u t  t h e  co m missions  la t e r?   Why
s ho uld  h e  s e n t  it t h e  o r d e r s  to  Kling e r  & Klein  a n d
S a m m e t  Brot h e r s?”

“Well, you  s e e ,  b u sin e s s  w a s  poo r  wi th  m e  a n d
I w a n t e d  to  m a k e  good,  b ein g  a s  t his  w a s  my fir s t
t r ip  wi t h  t h e  conc e r n;  so,  a s  a  favor  to  m e  Pasinsky
t u r n s  ove r  t h e  w hole  o r d e r  to  m e ,” Moz a r t  explain e d;
“a n d  t h e n,  w h e n  Katze n  s e e s  t h a t ,  h e  w a n t s  t h e
o th e r  o r d e r  s e n t  to  hi s  conc e r n,  too.”

“But  t his  w a s  Pasinsky’s fir s t  t r ip  by
u s,  al so,” Abe c rie d.

“I know it,” Moza r t  s aid,  “bu t  Pasinsky
s ays  t h a t  h e  did n’t  c a r e ,  b e c a u s e  a  good  s al e s m a n
like  hi m  could  alw ays  find  it a n  op e nin g  so m e w h e r e ,
a n d  a nyw ay h e  w a s n’t  s t uck  on  working  for  a  pike r
conc e r n  like  you r s.”

Abe  ros e  wi t h  hi s  eyes  a bl aze.

“Th a t  s e t tl e s  i t,” h e  s aid,  ja m min g  his
h a t  on  hi s  h e a d.   “I’m going  for  a
police m a n.   I’ll t e a c h  t h a t  s ucke r  to  s t e al
my  o rd e r s!”

378



H e  bou nc e d  ou t  of t h e  roo m  a n d,  a s  h e  r a n g  for  t h e
el eva tor, Isolde’s la m e n t  onc e  m o r e  issu e d  fro m
b e n e a t h .   Moza r t  Ra bine r’s fing e r s:  

Mild  u n d  leise  wi e  e r  laec h el t
    Wi e  das  Au g e  hold  er  oef fn e t
While  fro m  t h e  floor  a bove  c a m e  t h e  full, r o u n d  ton e s
of t h e  s ale s m a n,  M a rks  Pasinsky.

“Sixty q u e e n s,” h e  s aid.

Abe  r a n  ou t  of t h e  ho t el  lobby s t r aig h t  into  t h e  a r m s
of a  s ho r t ,  s to u t  p e r so n.

“Excus e  m e,” Abe  exclai m e d.

“I’ll excus e  you, Pot a s h,” s aid
t h e  s ho r t ,  s to u t  p e r so n,  “bu t  I wo uld n’t
r u n  like  t h a t  if I go t  it t h e  r h e u m a ti s m  so  b a d.”

Abe  looke d  a t  t h e  s p e a k e r  a n d  g a s p e d.   I t  w a s
B. Ga ns.

“Wh a t  a r e  you  doing  in  Chica go, Pota s h?”
Gans  a s k e d.

“You s ho uld  a sk  m e  t h a t ,” Abe  s no r t e d
indign a n tly.  “If it wo uld n’t  b e  for
you  I wo uldn’t  n eve r  go t  to  leave  N e w  York.”

“Wh a t  do  you  m e a n?” Ga ns  a sk e d.

“I m e a n  you  gives  m e  a  good  r ef e r e n c e  for  t his
felle r  M a rks  Pasinsky,” Abe  s hou t e d.   “And
eve n  no w  I a m  on  my w ay ou t  for  a  police m a n  to  m a k e
t his  h e r e  Pasinsky a r r e s t e d .”

B. Ga ns  w his tl ed.   H e  s u r r e n d e r e d  to  a  b ell-boy
t h e  s m all valise  h e  c a r ri e d  a n d  clu t c h e d  Abe’s
a r m.

“I wouldn’t do  t h a t ,” h e  s aid.  
“Co m e  inside  t h e  c afe  a n d  t ell m e  all a bo u t
it.”

Abe  s hook hi m s elf fr e e .
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“Why s ho uld n’t I m a k e  hi m  a r r e s t e d?”
h e  insis t e d.   “H e’s a  t hief.  H e
s tole  my  s a m ples.”

“Well, h e  s tole  my s a m ples ,  too,  onc e t ,”
B. Ga ns  r e plied.   “Com e  inside  t h e  c afe
a n d  I’ll give  you  a  lit tle  s a d  s to ry w h a t  I go t,
too.”
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A m o m e n t  la t e r  t h ey  w e r e  s e a t e d  a t  a  m a r ble-to p  t a ble.

“Yes, Abe,” B. Ga n s  w e n t  on  af t e r  t h ey
h a d  give n  t h e  o r d er, “Ma rks  Pasin sky s tole  my
s a m ples ,  too.  Le t’s h e a r  you r  s to ry fir s t .”

S t r aigh t w ay Abe u nfolde d  to  B. Ga ns  t h e  t al e  of M a rks
Pasinsky’s a dve n t u r e  wi th  Moza r t  Ra bin e r  a n d
Arth u r  Katze n,  a n d  al so  told  hi m  how  t h e  o r d e r s  b a s e d
on  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r’s  s a m ple  line  h a d  foun d
t h ei r  w ay into  t h e  r e s p e c tive  e s t a blish m e n t s  of S a m m e t
Bro t h e r s  a n d  Kling e r  & Klein.

“Well, by jim miny!” B. Ga n s  co m m e n t e d,
“th a t’s  jus t  t h e  s to ry I go t  to  t ell it
you.  This felle r  do es  t h e  s elfs a m e  funny b u sin es s
wi th  my s a m ples.   H e  g e t s  o r d e r s  fro m  a  cou ple
of big  conc e r n s  in S t .  Louis  a n d  t h e n  h e  g a m bles  t h e m
a w ay to  a  felle r  c alle d  Levy.  So  w h a t  do  I do,
Pot a s h?   H e  go e s  to  work  a n d  h a s  ’em bo t h
a r r e s t e d ,  a n d  t h e n  t h e m  t wo  felle r s  t u r n s  a ro u n d  a n d
fixes  u p  a  s to ry a n d  t h e  fir s t  t hing  you  know t h e
police  judg e  le t s  ’em go.  Well, Pot a s h,
t h e m  two  felle r s  go e s  dow n  to  N e w  York a n d  hi r e s  a
lawyer, by t h e  n a m e  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n,  a n d  s u e  m e  in
t h e  cou r t s  ye t  t h a t  I m a d e  t h e m  false  a r r e s t e d .  
Cos t  m e  a  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  to  s e t t l e  i t, a n d  I al so
go t  to  a g r e e  t h a t  if a nybody inqui r e s  a bo u t  Pasinsky
I s hould  s ay  only t h a t  h e  is a  good  s ale s m a n—w hich
is t h e  t r u t h,  Pot a s h,  b e c a u s e  h e  is a  good  s al e s m a n—a n d
t h a t  t h e  r e a son  h e  left  m e  is by m u t u al  cons e n t ,  y’un d e r s t a n d?”

Abe  no d d e d.

“Th a t’s a  fine  pi ec e  of wo rk,  t h a t  M a rks
Pasinsky,” h e  co m m e n t e d.   “I wis h
I h a d  n eve r  s e e n  hi m  al r e a dy.  Wh a t  s h all I do,
Gans?   I a m  in a  fine  m e s s .”

“No, you  ain’t  ye t ,” B. Ga ns  r e plied.  
“P ros n a u e r  a n d  Kuhn e r  knows  m e,  Pot a s h ,  a n d
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I a m  willing,  a s  long  a s  I go t  you  in to  t hi s, I will
g e t  you  ou t  of it.   I will go  wi th  you  mys elf,
Pot a s h,  a n d  I t hink  I go t  influe nc e  e no u g h  in t h e
t r a d e  t h a t  I could  e a sy  g e t  t h e m  to  give  you  b a ck
t h e m  s a m ples .”

“I know you  c a n,” Abe s aid  e n t h u si as tic ally,
“a n d  if you  would  p u t  i t to  ’em s t ron g
e no u g h  I t hink  w e  could  s wing  b a ck  to  u s  t h e m  or d e r s
fro m  S a m m e t  Brot h e r s  a n d  Kling e r  & Klein.”

“Th a t  I will do  for  you, also,” B. Ga ns
a g r e e d.   “But  now, Pot a s h,  I go t  t rou bles
a h e a d  of m e ,  too.”

“How’s t h a t?” Abe  inqui r e d,  m u c h
int e r e s t e d .

“I go t  it a  lowlife  w h a t  I hi r e d  for  a  s ale s m a n,
al so,” h e  r e plied,  “a n d  t h r e e  w e e ks  a go
t h a t  felle r  lef t  my  plac e  wi th  my s a m ples  a n d  I ain’t
h e a r d  a  wo r d  fro m  hi m  sinc e .   If I go t  to  s e a r c h
eve ry g a m bling ho us e  in  Chica go  I will find  t h a t  loafe r;
a n d  w h e n  I do  find  hi m,  Pot a s h,  I will c r ack  hi s  n e ck
for  hi m.”

“I wouldn’t do  no t hin g  r a s h ,  Ga ns,”
Abe  a dvise d.   “Wh a t  for  a  looking  felle r
is t his  s al e s m a n  of you r s?”

“H e’s a  t all, w hi t e-fac e d  loafe r  wi th
a  big  r e d  m u s t a c h e,” Gans  r e plied,  “an d
his  n a m e  is Ign a tz  Kres nick.”

Abe  jum p e d  to  his  fee t .

“Co m e  with  m e,” h e  c ri ed.   Toge t h e r
t h ey took t h e  el eva to r  to  t h e  eig h t h  floor  a n d,  a s
Ign a tz  Kres nick d e al t  t h e  c a r d s  for  t h e  five-h u n d r e d t h
ti m e  in t h a t  g a m e,  all u n con scious  of his  fas t-a p p ro a c hing
N e m e sis,  Moza r t  Ra bin e r  pl aye d  t h e  concluding  m e a s u r e s
of t h e  Lieb e s tod  sof tly, slowly, like  a  b e n e dic tion: 
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Ertrinken— Versinken— Unbewusst— Hoechste Lust.

CHAPTER XV

“Who do  you  t hink  I s e e n  it in H a m m e r s mi t h’s
jus t  now, M a w r u s s?” Abe Pot a s h  s ho u t e d  a s  h e
b u r s t  in to  t h e  s how-roo m  on e  S a t u r d ay af t e r noo n  in
April.

“I ain’t  d e af, Abe,” Mo r ris  r e plied.  
“Who did  you  s e e n  it?”

“J.  E dw a r d  Klee b a u m  fro m  Minn e a polis,”
Abe  a n s w e r e d.

Mo r ris  s h r u g g e d.

“Wh a t  d’ye  w a n t  m e  to  do,  Abe?”
h e  a sk e d.

Abe  igno r e d  t h e  q u e s tion.

“H e  p ro mis e d  h e  would  co m e  in a t  two  o’clock
a n d  look ove r  t h e  line,” h e  a n no u nc e d  t ri u m p h a n tly.

“Ple n ty c rooks  looke d  ove r  ou r  line  al r e a dy,
Abe,” Mo r ri s  co m m e n t e d,  “a n d  so  fa r  a s
I’m conc e r n e d,  t h ey  could  look ove r  i t a ll t h ey
w a n t  to,  Abe, so  long  a s  t h ey  s ho uld n’t  b uy
no t hing  fro m  u s.”

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?   Crooks?” Abe
c ri ed.   “The  w ay Klee b a u m  t alks  h e  wo uld
give  u s  a n  o r d e r  for  a  t hous a n d  dolla r s  goods,  m ayb e,
M a w r u s s.   H e  ain’t  no  c rook.”

“Ain’t h e?” Mo r ris  r e plied.  
“Wh a t’s t h e  r e a so n  h e  ain’t, Abe? 
The  w ay I look a t  i t, Abe, w h e n  a  felle r  m a k e s  it
a  di r ty  failu r e  like  t h a t  felle r  m a d e  it in Milw a uk e e,

383



Abe, a n d  t h e n  go e s  to  Clevela n d,  Abe, a n d  op e n s  u p
a s  t h e  bo n  m a r c h,  Abe, a n d  do e s  a no t h e r  b u s t  u p,  Abe,
a n d  t h e n  h e  go e s  to——”

“S’enou g h,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe in t e r r u p t e d .  
“The m  t hings  is fro m  old  ti m e s  al r e a dy. 
To-d ay is so m e t hing  els e  a g ain.   Tha t  felle r  do n e
a  t r e m e n do us  b u sin e ss  las t  s p ring,  M a w r u s s ,  a n d  t his
s e a so n  eve rybody is falling  ove r  t h e m s elves  to  s ell
hi m  goods.”

“Looky h e r e ,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  b roke  in, “you
t hink t h e  felle r  ain’t  a  c rook, a n d  you’r e
e n ti tl ed  to  t hink  all you  w a n t  to,  Abe, b u t  I s e e n
it  Sol Kling e r  yes t e r d ay, a n d  w h a t  d’ye  t hink
h e  told  m e?”

“I do n’t  know w h a t  h e  told  you, M a w r u s s,”
Abe  r e plie d,  “bu t  it  wo uld n’t  b e  t h e  fi r s t
ti m e,  M a w r u s s,  t h a t  a  felle r  t ells  lie s  a bo u t  a  conc e r n
t h a t  h e  could n’t  s ell goods  to,  M a w r u s s.  
I t’s t h e  old  s to ry of t h e  d a w g  a n d  t h e  g r a p e s .”

Mo r ris  looke d  h u r t .

“I’m s u r p ri s e d  you  s hould  c all a  d ec e n t ,
r e s p e c t a ble  felle r  like  Sol Kling e r  a  d a w g,  Abe,”
h e  s aid.   “Tha t  felle r  h a s  alw ays  b e e n  a
good  frie n d  of ou r s,  Abe, a n d  ev e n  if h e  wo uldn’t
b e,  Abe, t h a t  ain’t  no  w ay to  t alk a bo u t  a  conc e r n
w h a t  do e s  a  b u sin es s  like  Kling e r  & Klein.”

“Don’t m a k e  no  s p e ec h e s ,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  r e to r t e d .   “Go a h e a d  a n d  t ell m e  w h a t
Sol Klinge r  told  it  you a bo u t  J. E d w a r d  Klee b a u m.”

“Why, Sol Kling e r  s ays  t h a t  h e  h e a r s  i t on  good
a u t ho ri ty, Abe, t h a t  t h a t  lowlife  go t  it  t wo  oi t e r mo biles,
Abe.  Wh a t  d’ye  t hink  for  a  c rook  like  t h a t?”

“So fa r  w h a t  I h e a r  it, M a w r u s s ,  it  a in’t
s uc h  a  t e r rible  c rim e  t h a t  a  felle r  s hould  go t  it
t wo  oi t e r mo biles.   In  t h a t  c a s e ,  M a w r u s s ,  Andr e w
Ca r n e gie  wo uld  b e  a  m u r d e r e r  ye t.   I b e t  ye r  h e
go t  al r e a dy fif ty  oi t e r m o biles.”
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“S’all r ig h t ,  Abe,” Mo r ris  c ri ed.  
“Andr e w  Ca r n e gie  ain’t  looking  to  b uy
off u s  goods,  Abe, a n d  eve n  so,  Abe, h e  n ev e r  m a d e
it  a  cou ple  of failu r e s  like  Klee b a u m,  Abe.”
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“Well, M a w r u s s ,  is t h a t  all you  go t  a g ain s t
hi m  t h a t  h e  ow n s  a n  oi t e r m o bile?  M ayb e  h e  pl ays
golluf, too,  M a w r u s s .”

“Golluf I do n’t  know  no t hing  a bo u t ,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  r e plied,  “bu t  a u c tion  pinoc hle  h e  do e s
play it, Abe.  Sol Klinge r  s ays  t h a t  ou t  in Minn e a polis
Klee b a u m  h a n g s  ou t  wi th  a  b u n c h  of loafe r s  w h a t  conside r s
a  dolla r  a  h u n d r e d  c hicke n  feed  al r e a dy.”

Abe  ros e  to  his  fee t .

“Le t  m e  t ell you  so m e t hing,  M a w r u s s,”
h e  s aid.   “I go t  ove r  t h e m  old  fas hion e d
ide e s  t h a t  a  felle r  s ho uld n’t  s p e n d  t h e  m o n ey
h e  m a k e s  in t h e  w ay w h a t  h e  w a n t s  to.   If Klee b a u m
w a n t s  to  b uy oi t e r mo bile s,  t h a t’s  his  b u sin e s s,
no t  mi n e,  M a w r u s s,  a n d  for  my  p a r t ,  M a w r u s s,  if t h a t
felle r  w a s  to  co m e  in h e r e  a n d  b uy fro m  u s  a  t hous a n d
dolla r s  goods,  M a w r u s s,  I a m  in favor  w e  s ho uld  s ell
hi m.”

“You could  do  w h a t  you  pl e a s e ,  Abe,” Mo r ris
d ecla r e d  a s  h e  p u t  on  his  h a t .   “Only on e
t hin g  I b e g  of you, Abe, do n’t  n eve r  p u t  it  u p
to  m e ,  Abe, t h a t  I w a s  in favor  of t h e  felle r  fro m
t h e  s t a r t .”

“Su r e  no t ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e plied,  “bec a u s e
you  wo uld n’t  n ev e r  le t  m e  forg e t  it.   Whe r e
a r e  you  going  now, M a w r u s s?”

“I told  you yes t e r d ay w h e r e  I w a s  going,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  s aid  imp a ti en tly.  “M e  a n d  Min nie
is goin g  ou t  to  Johnson h u r s t  to  s e e  h e r  cousin  Mo e
Fixm a n.”

“Moe  Fixm a n,” Abe  r e p e a t e d.   “Ain’t
t h a t  t h e  s a m e  Fixm a n  w h a t  w a s  p a r t n e r s  tog e t h e r  wi th
M ax Gud ek u ns t?”
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Mo r ris  no d d e d.

“Well, you  w a n t  to  ke e p  you r  h a n d  on  you r  pocke t book,
M a w r u s s,” Abe w e n t  on,  “bec a u s e  I h e a r
it  on  good  a u t ho ri ty t h a t  felle r  ain’t  a bove
s elling  t h e  milk fro m  his  b a by’s bo t tl e.”

Mo r ris  p a u s e d  wit h  hi s  h a n d  on  t h e  doo r  kno b.

“Th a t’s t h e  fir s t  I h e a r  a bo u t  it,  Abe,”
h e  s aid.   “Ce r t ainly, w h e n  a  felle r  g e t s
tog e t h e r  a  li t tle  m o n ey, y’un d e r s t a n d,  alw ays
t h e r e  is so m e bo dy w h a t  knocks  hi m,  Abe.  Who told
you  all t his  a bo u t  Fixm a n,  Abe?”

“A felle r  by t h e  n a m e  Sol Kling er, M a w r u s s,”
Abe  r e plie d,  “a n d  if you  do n’t  b elieve
m e  you  could——”

But  Mo r ris  c u t  off fu r t h e r  co m m e n t  by b a n gin g  t h e
doo r  b e hin d  hi m  a n d  Abe  t u r n e d  to  his  t a sk  of p r e p a rin g
t h e  s a m ple  line  for  his  p ro s p ec tive  c us to m e r’s
ins p ec tion.   A h alf a n  ho u r  la t e r  J. E d w a r d  Kleeb a u m
e n t e r e d  t h e  s how-roo m  a n d  ex t e n d e d  his  h a n d  to  Abe.

“H allo, Pot a s h,” h e  s aid.   “You
go t  to  excus e  m e  I’m a  lit tle  la t e  on  a ccou n t
I h a d  to  look a t  a  m a c hin e  u p  on  Fifti e t h  S t r e e t .”

“Th a t’s a  s a m ple  I s u p pos e,  ain’t
it?” Abe s aid.

“No,” Klee b a u m  r e plied,  “it’s
on e  of t h ei r  s tock  m a c hin e s ,  a  Pfings t ,  nin e t e e n-nin e
m o d el.”

“Pfings t!” Abe exclaim e d,  “th a t’s
a  n e w  on e  on  m e.   Ce r t ainly, I b elieve  a  felle r
s ho uld  b uy t h e  m a c hin e s  w h a t  s ui t s  hi s  p u r pos e,  b u t
wi th  M a w r u s s  a n d  m e,  w h e n  w e  w a s  r u n ning  ou r  ow n  s ho p
w e  bo u g h t  no t hing  b u t  s t a n d a r d  m a k es  like  Keele r  a n d
Silcox a n d  t h e m  ot h e r  m a c hin e s.”

At t his  junc t u r e  Klee b a u m  b roke  in to  a  h e a r ty lau g h.

“This  m a c hin e  is all r i gh t  for  w h a t  I wo uld
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w a n t  it,” h e  s aid.   “In  fac t ,  I go t
it  r i gh t  dow n  in fron t  of t h e  doo r  now.  I t’s
a  nin e t e e n-nin e  Pfings t ,  six cylind e r  ro a d s t e r  u p
to  d a t e  a n d  r u n s  like  a  c h ro no m e t e r  al r e a dy.”
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“Oh, a n  oi te r mo bile!” Abe  c rie d.  
“Excus e  m e,  Mr. Klee b a u m.   Oit e r mo biles
ain’t  in my  line,  Mr. Klee b a u m.   I’m
s a tisfied  I s hould  know  so m e t hing  a bo u t  t h e  cloak
a n d  s ui t  b u sin e ss,  Mr. Klee b a u m.   N ow, h e r e  is
a  g a r m e n t  w hich  m e  a n d  M a w r u s s  don’t  conside r
on e  of ou r  lea d e r s  a t  all, Mr. Klee b a u m.   Bu t
I b e t  ye r  t h a t  if a no t h e r  conc e r n  a s  u s  would  p u t  ou t
a  g a r m e n t  like  t h a t ,  Mr. Klee b a u m,  t h ey wo uld  m a k e
s uc h  a  holle r  a bo u t  it t h a t  you  wo uld  t hink  no body
els e  knows  how  to  m a k e  g a r m e n t s  b u t  t h e m.”

“Wh e n  a  felle r’s go t  t h e  goods,  Pot a s h,”
Klee b a u m  r e plied,  a s  h e  lit  on e  of Abe’s “gilt-e d g e d”
cig a r s ,  “he’s go t  a  r i gh t  to  holler. 
N o w  you  t ak e  t his  h e r e  Pfings t  c ar.  I t  is m a d e
by t h e  Pfings t  M a n ufac t u ring  Co m p a ny, a  million ai r e
conc e r n ,  a n d  t h e m  p eo ple  a dve r tis e  it to  b e a t  t h e  b a n d.  
And w hy s ho uldn’t t h ey  a dve r tis e  it?  The m
p eo ple  go t  a  c a r  t h e r e  w hich  it is a  won d er, Pot a s h.  
H ow  t h ey could  s ell a  c a r  like  t h a t  for  t w e n ty-five
h u n d r e d  dolla r s  I do n’t know.  The  bo dy alon e
m u s t  cos t  t h e m  p eo ple  a  cou ple  of t hou s a n d  dolla r s.”

“Th a t’s alw ays  t h e  w ay, Mr. Kleeb a u m,”
Abe  b rok e  in h u r ri e dly.  “Now, you  t ak e
t his  h e r e  g a r m e n t,  Mr. Kleeb a u m,  p eo ple  would  s ay,
’How is i t pos sible  t h a t  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r
could  t u r n  ou t  a  g a r m e n t  like  t his  for  eig h t e e n  dolla r s?’
And c e r t ainly, Mr. Klee b a u m,  I do n’t s ay  w e  los e
m o n ey on  it, y’und e r s t a n d,  only w e  go t——”

“But  t his  h e r e  c ar, Pot a s h ,  h a s  s elec tive  t r a n s mission,
s h af t  d rive  a n d——”

“S ay, lookyhe r e ,  Klee b a u m,” Abe  c rie d,
“a m  I t rying  to  s ell you so m e  cloaks  o r  a r e
you  t rying  to  s ell m e  a n  oi te r m o bile?  Bec a u s e
if you  a r e ,  I’m so r ry I go t  to  t ell you I ain’t
in  t h e  m a rk e t  for  a n  oi t e r m o bile  jus t  a t  p r e s e n t .  
On  t h e  o t h e r  h a n d,  Mr. Klee b a u m,  I go t  a  line  of g a r m e n t s
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h e r e  w hich  it  is a  pl e a s u r e  for  m e  to  s ho w  you, ev e n
if you  wo uld n’t  b uy so  m u c h  a s  a  b u t ton.”

“Go a h e a d,  Pot a s h,” Klee b a u m  s aid,  “a n d
w e’ll t alk a bo u t  t h e  c a r  af t e r  you  g e t  t h rou g h.”

For  ove r  t wo  ho u r s  Abe dis playe d  t h e  fir m’s
s a m ple  line  a n d  his  effo r t s  w e r e  a t  las t  r e w a r d e d
by a  g e n e ro u s  o r d e r  fro m  Klee b a u m.

“Th a t  m a k e s  in all t w e n ty-on e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s’
wo r t h  of goods,” Klee b a u m  a n no u nc e d,  “an d
if you  t hink  you  co uld  s t a n d  t h e  p r e s s u r e ,  Pot a s h ,
I could  s mok e  a no t h e r  ciga r  on  you  al r e a dy.”

“Excus e  m e,  Mr. Klee b a u m!” Abe c ri ed,
p ro d ucing  a no t h e r  of his  b e s t  ciga r s .

“M uc h  oblige d,” Klee b a u m  m u m ble d  a s  h e
lit u p.   “And now, Abe, af t e r  b usin e ss  co m e s
wi th  m e  ple a s u r e.   Wh a t  d’ye  s ay to  a  lit tle
s pin  u p tow n  in t his  h e r e  Pfings t  c a r  w hich  I go t  it
w ai ting  for  m e  dow ns t ai r s .”

Abe  w ave d  his  h a n d  wi th  t h e  p al m  ou t .

“You could  go  a s  fa r  a s  you  like,  Mr. Klee b a u m,”
h e  r e plie d,  “bu t  w h e n  it  co m e s  to  oi t e r mo biles,
Mr. Klee b a u m,  you  go t  to  exc us e  m e .   I ain’t
n eve r  ro d e  in on e  of t h e m  t hin gs  ye t,  a n d  I g u e s s  you
could n’t le a r n  it a n  old  d a w g  h e  s hould  s t u dy
n e w  t ricks.   Ain’t i t?”

“D’ye m e a n  to  t ell m e  you  ain’t
n eve r  ro d e  in a n  oi t e r m o bile  ye t?” Kleeb a u m
exclaim e d.
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“You go t  it  r ig h t ,” Abe s aid,  “a n d
w h a t’s m o r e  I ain’t  n eve r  going  to  n ei t h er.”

“Wh a t  you  t rying  to  give  m e ?” Klee b a u m
a sk e d.   “You m e a n  to  s ay if I wo uld  a s k
you  you  s ho uld  co m e  riding  wi th  m e  now, you  would  t u r n
m e  dow n?”

“I b e t  ye r  I wo uld,” Abe d e cl a r e d .  
“An u p-to-d a t e  felle r  like  you, Kleeb a u m,  is
diffe r e n t  al r e a dy fro m  a n  old-tim e r  like  m e .   I
go t  a  wife, Klee b a u m,  a n d  al so  I do n’t c a r ry
a  w hole  lot  of ins u r a n c e  n ei th er, y’und e r s t a n d.”

“Co m e  off, Pot a s h!” Klee b a u m  c rie d.  
“I r o d e  mys elf in  oi t e r m o biles  al r e a dy millions
of ti m es  a n d  I ain’t  n eve r  b e e n  h u r t e d  ye t .”

“So m e  p eo ple’s go t  all t h e  luck,  Klee b a u m,”
Abe  r e plie d.   “With  m e  I b e t  ye r  if I wo uld
ride  in  a n  oi te r m o bile  onc e,  y’un d e r s t a n d,  t h e
lea s t  t h a t  would  h a p p e n  to  m e  is I s ho uld  b r e ak  my
n eck.”

“How co uld  you  b r e a k  you r  n e ck  in  a  b r a n d  n e w
c a r  like  t h a t  Pfings t  c a r  do w n s t ai r s?” Klee b a u m
insis t e d.

“N eve r  min d,” Abe a n s w e r e d,  “if
t hin gs  is going  to  t u r n  ou t  t h a t  w ay, Mr. Kleeb a u m,
you  could  b r e a k  you r  n eck  in a  b a by c a r ria g e  ye t.”

“Well, do n’t g e t  m a d  a bo u t  it, Pot a s h,”
Klee b a u m  s aid.

“M e,  I do n’t g e t  m a d  so  e a sy,” Abe
d ecla r e d .   “Wouldn’t you  co m e  dow ns t ai r s
to  H a m m e r s mi t h’s a n d  t ak e  a  cu p  coffee  o r  so m e t hing?”

Toge t h e r  t h ey d e s c e n d e d  to  t h e  side w alk w h e r e  t h ey
w e r e  s alu t e d  by a  t r e m e n do us  c h u g gin g  fro m  t h e  Pfings t
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ro a d s t er.

“S ay, my  frie n d,” t h e  d e m o ns t r a ting  c h a uffe u r
c ri ed  a s  h e  c a u g h t  sigh t  of Klee b a u m,  “wh a t
d’ye  t hink  I’m r u n nin g  a nyw ay?  A t axica b?”

“You s ho uld n’t  g e t  fr e s h,  youn g  feller,”
Klee b a u m  r e to r t e d ,  “unless  you wo uld  w a n t  to
los e  you r  job.”

“Aw, q ui t  you r  s t alling,” t h e  c h a uffeu r
p ro t e s t e d.   “Is  t his  t h e  g uy you w a s  t elling
m e  a bo u t?”

Klee b a u m  frow n e d  a n d  con to r t e d  on e  side  of his  fac e
wi th  el ec t ric al r a pidi ty.

“S ay, my  frie n d,” t h e  ch a uffeu r  r e plie d
e n ti r ely u n move d,  “th e m  g e s t u r e s  do n’t
go  dow n  with  m e .   Is  t his  t h e  g uy you  w a s  t elling
t h e  boss  you  wo uld  jolly in to  b uying  a  c ar, b e c a u s e——”

Klee b a u m  t u r n e d  to  Abe a n d  el a bo r a t ely a s s u m e d  a n
exp r e s sion  of a mi a ble  d e p r e c a tion.

“Th a t’s a  s ale s m a n  for  you,” h e
exclaim e d.

Abe  s u rveye d  Klee b a u m  wit h  a  p uzzle d  s t a r e .

“S ay, lookyhe r e ,  Klee b a u m,” h e  s aid,  “if
you  t ho u g h t  you  wo uld  g e t  m e  to  b uy a n  oi t e r mo bile
by giving  m e  t his  h e r e  o r d er, Klee b a u m,  I’m s a tisfied
you  s ho uld  c a nc el it.  Bec a u s e  a g ain  I go t  to  t ell
it  you, Klee b a u m,  I ain’t  in t h e  m a rk e t  for
oi t e r m o biles  jus t  ye t  a w hile.”

Klee b a u m  cl ap p e d  Abe on  t h e  s houlder.

“The  felle r  do n’t  know  w h a t  h e’s
t alking  a bo u t ,  Pot a s h,” h e  d ecl a r e d.  
“H e’s t hinking  of so m e bo dy q ui t e  diffe r e n t
a s  you.  Tha t  o r d e r  s t a n d s ,
Pot a s h,  a n d  now  if you  will exc us e  m e  joining  you
in t h a t  c u p  coffe e,
Pot a s h,  I go t  to  s ay good-by.”
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H e  w r u n g  Abe’s h a n d  in fa r e w ell a n d  ju m p e d  in to
t h e  s e a t  b e sid e  t h e  c h a uffeu r  w hile  Abe s tood  on  t h e
side w alk a n d  w a tc h e d  t h e m  dis a p p e a r  dow n  t h e  s t r e e t .
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Page 152

“I b e t  ye r  t h a t  o r d e r  s t a n d s,” h e  m u s e d.  
“It  s t a n d s  in my s to r e  u n til I g e t  a  cou ple
of good  r e po r t s  on  t h a t  feller.”

“Wh a t  a  ho us e  t h a t  felle r  Fixm a n  go t  it, Abe,”
Mo r ris  Pe rlm u t t e r  exclaim e d  on  Mon d ay m o r ning.  
“A r e g ula r  p al ac e,  a n d  mi n d  you, Abe, h e  do n’t
p ay t e n  dolla r s  m o r e  a  m o n t h  a s  I do  u p  in a  H u n d r e d
a n d  Eig h t e e n t h  S t r e e t .   And w h a t  a  diffe r e n c e
t h e r e  is in t h e  ya r d,  Abe.  M e,  I look ou t  on
a  b u n c h  of fi r e  e s c a p e s ,  w hile  Fixm a n  go t  a  fine  g a r d e n
wi th  t r e e s  a n d  flow e r s  p r e t ty  n e a r  a s  good  a s  a  c e m e t e ry.”

“Well, w hy do n’t you  m ove  to  Johnson h u r s t ,
too,  M a w r u s s,” Abe Pot a s h  s aid.   “It’s
a n  el e g a n t  n eig h bo r hood,  M a w r u s s .   M e  a n d  Rosie
w a s  ove r  to  Johnson h u r s t  on e  d ay las t  s u m m e r  a n d  it
took u s  t h r e e  ho u r s  to  g e t  ou t  t h e r e  a n d  t h r e e  ho u r s
to  g e t  b ack.   Six cig a r s  I b u s t e d  in my ves t  pocke t s
a t  t h e  b rid g e  ye t  a n d  Rosie  p r e t ty  n e a r  fain t e d  in
t h e  c row d.   Yes, M a w r u s s ,  it’s a n  el e g a n t
n eig h bo r hood,  I b e t  yer.”

“Th a t  w a s  on  S u n d ay a n d  t h e  s u m m e r  ti m e,  Abe,
b u t  Fixm a n  s ays  if h e  leaves  his  ho us e  a t  s eve n  o’clock,
h e  is in  his  office  a t  a  q u a r t e r  to  eig h t .”

“I b elieve  it, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  co m m e n t e d
ironically.  “Th a t  felle r  Fixm a n  n eve r  go t
dow n tow n  in his  life  b efo r e  nin e  o’clock. 
H e  s houldn’t t ell m e  no t hin g  like  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s ,
b ec a u s e  I know Fixm a n  sinc e  w ay b efo r e  t h e  S p a nis h
w a r  al r e a dy, a n d  t h a t  felle r  w a s  alw ays  a  big  bluff,
y’und e r s t a n d.   Sol Kling e r  t ells  m e  h e’s
go t  also  a n  oi t e r m o bile.”

“Sol Kling e r  could  t alk all h e  w a n t s ,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  r e plied.   “Fixm a n  told  it  m e  t h a t
if h e  h a d  t h e  m o n ey w h a t  Kling e r  sinks  in on e  s tock
al r e a dy, Abe, h e  could  r u n  a  doze n  oi t e r m o biles.  
S u r e,  Fixm a n’s go t  a n  oi t e r mo bile.   With
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t h e  m o n ey t h a t  felle r  m a k e s ,  Abe, h e’s go t  a
righ t  to  go t  on  oi t e r m o bile.  Kling e r  s hould  b e
c a r eful w h a t  h e  t ells  a bo u t  p eo ple,  Abe.  The
felle r  will g e t  him s elf in to  s e rious  t rou ble  so m e  d ay. 
H e’s  all t h e  t im e  knocking  so m e bo dy.  Ain’t
it?”

“Is t h a t  so?” Abe s aid.   “I
t hou g h t  Kling e r  w a s  s uc h  a  good  frie n d  to  u s,  M a w r u s s .  
Also, M a w r u s s ,  you  s ay you r s elf on  S a t u r d ay t h a t  a
felle r  w h a t’s go t  a n  oi t e r m o bile  is a  c rook
ye t.”

“M e!” Mo r ris  c ri ed  indig n a n tly.  “I
n eve r  s aid  no  s uc h  t hing,  Abe.  Always  you  go t
to  t wis t  a ro u n d  w h a t  I s ay, Abe.  Wh a t  I told  you
w a s——”

“S’all r ig h t ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe s aid.  
“I’ll t ak e  you r  wo r d  for  it.  Wh a t
I w a n t  to  t alk to  you  a bo u t  now  is t his  h e r e  J. E d w a r d
Klee b a u m.   H e  gives  u s  a n  o rd e r  for  t w e n ty-on e
h u n d r e d  dolla r s,  M a w r u s s.”

“Good!” Mo r ri s  exclaim e d.

“Good?” Abe r e p e a t e d  wi t h  a  r i sing  inflec tion.  
“S ay, M a w r u s s ,  w h a t’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi th
you  to-d ay, a nyw ay?”

“Not hing’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi th  m e ,
Abe.  Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?”

“I m e a n  t h a t  on  S a t u r d ay you wo uld n’t
s ell Klee b a u m  no t  a  dolla r’s  wo r t h  of goods,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  eve n  mys elf I w a s  only willing  w e  s hould
go  a  t hou s a n d  dolla r s  on  t h e  feller, a n d  now  to-d ay
w h e n  I t ell it you  h e  gives  u s  a n  o r d e r  for  t w e n ty-on e
h u n d r e d  dolla r s,  M a w r u s s,  you  s ay, ’good’.”
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“Su r e ,  I s ay, ’good’,” Mor ris
r e plied.   “Why no t?   Jus t  b ec a u s e  a  s uck e r
like  Sol Klinge r  knocks  a  feller, Abe, t h a t  ain’t
s aying  t h e  felle r’s  N. G. F u r t h e r m o r e ,  Abe,
s u p pos e  a  felle r  do es  r u n  a  cou ple  of oi te r m o bile s,
y’und e r s t a n d,  Abe, do e s  t h a t  s ay  h e’s going
to  b u s t  u p  righ t  a w ay?  Tha t’s a n  ide e  w h a t
a  b a ck  n u m b e r  like  Kling e r  go t  i t, Abe, b u t  wi th  m e
I t hink  diffe r e n tly.  The r e’s wo r s e r  t hings
a s  oi t e r mo biles  to  rid e  in, Abe, b elieve  m e.  
Fixm a n  t ak e s  ou t  his  wife  a n d  Min nie  a n d  m e  on  S a t u r d ay
af t e r noon,  a n d  w e  h a d  a  fine  tim e.   We w e n t  p r e t ty
n e a r  to  Bos ton,  I b e t  yer.”

“To Bos ton!” Abe  exclaim e d.

“Well, w e  s e e n  t h e  Bos ton  bo a t s  going  ou t ,  a n d
a  fine  view of t h e  City Colleg e  also, a n d  a  g a s  fac to ry
a n d  N o r t h  Be ac h,  too.   Eve ryt hing  w e n t  off b e a u tiful,
Abe, a n d  I a s s u r e  you Min nie  a n d  m e  w e  co m e  ho m e  feeling
fine.   I t ell you, Abe, a  felle r  h a s  go t  to  r i d e
in on e  of t h e m  t hin gs  to  a p p r e ci a t e  ’em.”

“S’all r ig h t ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe c ried.  
“I t ak e  you r  wo r d  for  i t.  Wh a t  I a m  wo r rying
a bo u t  now, M a w r u s s,  is t his  h e r e  Klee b a u m.”

“Klee b a u m  is A N u m b e r  On e,  Abe,” Mo r ris
s aid.   “I w a s  t alking  to  Fixm a n  a bo u t  hi m
a n d  Fixm a n  s ays  t h a t  t h e r e  ain’t  a  b e t t e r  judg e
of a n  oi t e r m o bile  b e t w e e n  Chica go  a n d  t h e  Pacific
Coas t .”

“S ay, lookyhe r e ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe a sk e d,
“a r e  w e  in t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sin e ss  o r  a r e
w e  in t h e  oi t e r mo bile  b u sin e ss?   Klee b a u m  b uys
fro m  u s  cloaks ,  no t  oi t e r m o biles.   And w hile  I
ain’t  go t  s uc h  good  judg m e n t  w h e n  it  co m e s  to
oit e r m o biles,  I t hink  I know so m e t hin g  a bo u t  t h e  cloak
a n d  s ui t  b u sin e ss,  a n d  I go t  a n  ide a  t h a t  felle r  is
ou t  to  do  u s .”
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“Why, Abe, you  don’t  know t h e  felle r  a t
all,” Mo r ri s  p ro t e s t e d.   “Why do n’t
you  m a k e  so m e  inves tiga tions  a bo u t  t h e  feller, Abe?”

“Inves tiga tions  is nix, M a w r u s s,” Abe
r e plied  imp a tie n tly.  “Wh e n  a  felle r  is
a  c rook, M a w r u s s,  h e  could  fool eve rybody, M a w r u s s .  
H e  could  fix t hings  so  t h e  m e r c h a n tile  a g e n cie s  wo uld
only find  ou t  good  t hings  a bo u t  hi m,  a n d  h e  b uffaloes
c r e di t  m e n  so  t h a t  to  h e a r  ’em t alk you  wo uld
t hink h e  w a s  a  million ai r e  al r e a dy.  N o,  M a w r u s s,
w h e n  you  a r e  d e aling  wi th  a  c rook, inves tig a tions
is nix.  You go t  to  d e p e n d  on  you r  ow n  judg m e n t .”

“But,  Abe,” Mor ri s  c rie d,  “you  go t
a  w ro n g  ide e  a bo u t  t h a t  feller.  Fixm a n  t ells
m e  Klee b a u m  do e s  a  fine  b u sin e ss  in Minn e a polis. 
H e  h a s  a n  el e g a n t  t r a d e  t h e r e  a n d  h e’s go t  a
sys t e m  of oi t e r m o bile  d elive ry w hich  Fixm a n  s ays  is
g r e a t .   H e’s go t  t h r e e  ligh t  r u n a bo u t s  fixed
u p  wi th  r e m ova ble  ton n e a u s,  t hi r ty  ho r s e-pow er, t wo
cylind e r  e n gin e s  a n d——”

At t his  junc t u r e  Abe ro s e  to  hi s  fee t  a n d  h u r ri e d
indign a n tly tow a r d  t h e  cu t tin g-roo m, w h e r e  Mo r ris
joine d  him  five  min u t e s  la t er.

“S ay, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “while  m e  a n d
Minnie  w a s  ou t  wi th  Fixm a n  on  S a t u r d ay I go t  a  fine
ide e  for  a n  oit e r m o bile  w r a p.”

Abe  t u r n e d  a n d  fixed  hi s  p a r t n e r  wi th  a  t e r rible  gl a r e .

“Tell it  to  Klee b a u m,” h e  ro a r e d .

“I did,” Mor ris  s aid  g e nially, “a n d
h e  t ho u g h t  it  would  m a k e  a  big  hi t  in  t h e  t r a d e .”
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“Why, w h e n  did  you  s e e n  it,  Kleeb a u m?”
Abe  a sk e d.

“This  m o r ning  on  my  w ay ove r  to  Lenox Avenu e.  
I m e t  Sol Klinge r  a n d  a s  hi m  a n d  m e  w a s  b uying  p a p e r s
n e a r  t h e  s u b w ay s t a tion,  co m e s  a  big  oi t e r mo bile  by
t h e  cu r b  a n d  Klee b a u m  is si t ting  wi th  a no t h e r  felle r
in  t h e  fron t  s e a t ,  w h a t  t h ey  c all a  c h a uffeur, a n d
Klee b a u m  s ays,  ’Get  in  a n d  I’ll t ak e  you
dow n  tow n,’ so  w e  g e t  in a n d  I b e t  ye r  w e  co m e
dow ntow n  in fift e e n  min u t e s.”

“Ain’t Klinge r  sc a r e d  to  r id e  in on e  of
t h e m  t hings,  M a w r u s s?” Abe  a sk e d.

“Sca r e d ,  Abe?  Why s ho uld  t h e  felle r  b e
sc a r e d?   N o t  only h e  w a s n’t  s c a r e d  ye t,
Abe, b u t  h e  took u p  Kleeb a u m’s offe r  for  a  r id e
dow n  to  Con ey Islan d  yet .   Kleeb a u m  s aid  t h ey’d
b e  b a ck  by t e n  o’clock a n d  so  Kling e r  a sks  m e
to  t ele p ho n e  ove r  to  Klein t h a t  h e  wo uld  b e  a  lit tl e
la t e  t his  m o r nin g.”

“Th a t’s a  fine  w ay for  a  felle r  to  n e glec t
his  b u sin es s,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  co m m e n t e d.

Mo r ris  no d d e d  wit ho u t  e n t h u si a s m.

“By t h e  w ay, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “m e
a n d  Minnie  a bo u t  d e cid e d  w e  wo uld  r e n t  t h e  ho us e  n ex t
doo r  to  Fixm a n’s dow n  in Johnson h u r s t ,  so  I g u e s s
w e  will go  dow n  t h e r e  a g ain  t hi s  af t e r noon  a t  t h r e e
o’clock.”

“At t h r e e  o’clock!” Abe  c rie d.  
“S ay, lookyhe r e ,  M a w r u s s ,  w h a t  do  you  t hink
t his  h e r e  is a nyw ay?  A b a nk?”

“M us t  I a sk  you , Abe, if I w a n t  to  leave
e a rly onc e t  in a w hile?”
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“Onc e t  in  a w hile  is all r ig h t ,  M a w r u s s ,  b u t
w h e n  a  felle r  do e s  it  eve ry d ay t h a t’s  so m e t hin g
els e  a g ain.”

“Wh e n  did  I do n e  it  eve ry d ay, Abe?” Mo r ris
d e m a n d e d.   “S a t u r d ay is t h e  fir s t  ti m e  I
leave  h e r e  e a rly in a  ye a r  al r e a dy, w hile  p r e t ty  n e a r
eve ry af t e r noo n,  Abe, you  go t  a n  excus e  you s ho uld
s e e  a  cu s to m e r  u p  in Broa d w ay a n d  Twe n ty-nin t h  S t r e e t .”

“Sh all I t ell you  so m e t hin g,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  c rie d  s u d d e nly.  “You a r e  going  for
a n  oi t e r m o bile  r ide  wi t h  J. E d w a r d  Klee b a u m.”

Mo r ris  flus h e d  vividly.

“Su p posin g  I a m,  Abe,” h e  r e plied.  
“Ain’t Klee b a u m  a  c us to m e r  fro m  ou r s?  
And how  could  I t u r n  dow n  a  cus to m er, Abe?”

“M a y b e  h e’s a  cus to m er, M a w r u s s ,
b u t  I wo uld n’t  b e  c e r t ain  of it b ec a u s e  you
could  go  oi te r mo bile  r iding  wi th  hi m  if you  w a n t  to,
M a w r u s s,  b u t  m e,  I a m  going  to  do  so m e t hin g  diffe r e n t .  
I a m  going  to  look t h a t  felle r  u p,  M a w r u s s,  a n d  I
b e t  ye r  w h e n  I g e t  t h rou g h,  M a w r u s s ,  w e  would  soon e r
b e  s elling  goods  to  so m e  of t h e m  cu t-t h ro a t s  u p  in
Sing  Sing  al r e a dy.”

At t h r e e  o’clock Min nie  e n t e r e d  s w a t h e d  in veils
a n d  a  h u g e  fu r  co a t .

“Well, Abe,” s h e  s aid,  “did  you
h e a r  t h e  la t e s t?   We a r e  going  to  m ove  to  Johnson h u r s t .”

“I wis h  you  joy,” Abe g r u n t e d .

“We go t  a  s w ell pl ac e  dow n  t h e r e ,” s h e
w e n t  on.   “Five  b e d roo m s,  a  p a rlo r  a n d  a
lib r a ry wit h  a  g r e a t  big  ki tch e n  a n d  a  g a r a g e.”

“A w h a t?” Abe c ri e d.

“A plac e  w h a t  you p u t  oi t e r m o biles  in to  it,”
Mo r ris  explaine d.
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“Is t h a t  so?” Abe s aid  a s  h e  ja m m e d  hi s
h a t  on  wi t h  bo t h  h a n d s.   “Well, t h a t  do n’t
do  no  h a r m,  M a w r u s s ,  b e c a u s e  you  could  also  u s e  it
for  a  d a w g  ho us e .”
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H e  sla m m e d  t h e  doo r  b e hind  hi m  a n d  five  mi n u t e s  la t e r
h e  e n t e r e d  t h e  b u sin es s  p r e mis es  of Kling e r  & Klein. 
The r e  h e  foun d  t h e  s e nio r  m e m b e r  of t h e  fi r m  b usy
ove r  t h e  s a m ple  line.

“H allo, Sol!” h e  c ri ed.   “I
jus t  s e e n  it Mr. Br a dy, c r e di t  m a n  for  t h e  M a n h a t t a n
Mills, a n d  h e  s ays  h e  co m e  a c ros s  you  riding  in a n
oit e r m o bile  n e a r  Con ey Islan d  a t  nin e  o’clock
t his  m o r ning  al r e a dy.  H e  s ays  h e  alw ays  t hou g h t
you  a n d  Klein  w as  p r e t ty  s t e a dy p eople,  b u t  I s ays
now a d ays  you couldn’t n eve r  t ell no t hing  a bo u t
no body.  ’Bec a us e  a  felle r  is a  t al m u dis t
al r e a dy, Mr. Br a dy,’ I s ays,  ’tha t  don’t
s ay h e  ain’t  blowing  in hi s  m o n ey on  t h e  ho r s e
r a c e s  ye t.’”

Klinge r  t u r n e d  p al e.

“Ain’t t h a t  a  fine  t hing,” h e  exclaim e d,
“th a t  a  felle r  wi th  a  r e s pon sible  posi tion  like
Bra dy s ho uld  b e  fooling  a w ay his  ti m e  a t  Con ey Isla n d
in b u sin e ss  ho u r s.”

Abe  laug h e d  a n d  cla p p e d  Sol Klinge r  on  t h e  b ack.

“As a  m a t t e r  of fac t ,  Sol,” h e  s aid,  “I
ain’t  s e e n  Bra dy in a  m o n t h,  y’un d e r s t a n d,
b u t  s u p posing  Br a dy s ho uld  co m e  a c ros s  you  in
a n  oi t e r m o bile  dow n  a t  Con ey Isla n d  a t  nin e  o’clock
in t h e  m o r ning,  y’und e r s t a n d.   I b e t  ye r
h e  wo uld  c all for  a  n e w  s t a t e m e n t  fro m  you  a n d  Klein
t h e  ve ry n ex t  d ay, Sol, a n d  m a k e  you  s w e a r  to  it  on
a  t r u ck  loa d  of Bible s  al r e a dy.  A felle r  s ho uld n’t
t ak e  no  c h a nc e s ,  Sol.”

“I w a s  in good  co m p a ny a nyhow, Abe,” Sol
d ecla r e d .   “I w a s  wi th  J. E d w a r d  Klee b a u m,
b u t  I s u p pos e  M a w r u s s  Pe rl m u t t e r  told  it  you. 
Ain’t it?”

401



“Su r e ,  h e  did,” Abe s aid,  “an d  h e
al so  told  it  m e  las t  w e ek  t h a t  you s ays  J. E d w a r d
Klee b a u m  w a s  a  c rook  b e c a u s e  h e  r u n s  a  cou ple  of oi te r m o bile s
ou t  in Minn e a polis.”

“I m a d e  a  mi s t ak e  a bo u t  Kleeb a u m,  Abe,”
Klinge r  in t e r r u p t e d .   “I ch a n g e d  my mi n d
a bo u t  hi m.”

“Th a t’s all r i gh t ,  Sol,” Abe  s aid,
“bu t  if Klee b a u m  w a s  a  c rook las t  w e e k,  Sol,
a n d  a  g e n tl e m a n  t his  w e ek,  w h a t  I wo uld  like  to  know
is, w h a t  h e  will b e  n ex t  w e ek,  b e c a u s e  I go t  for  t w e n ty-on e
h u n d r e d  dolla r s  a n  o r d e r  fro m  t h a t  felle r  a n d  I go t
to  s hip  it  n ex t  w e ek.   So  if you  go t  a ny infor m a tion
a bo u t  Klee b a u m,  Sol, you  wo uld  b e  doing  m e  a  favor
if you  wo uld  le t  m e  know  all a bo u t  i t.”

“All I know a bo u t  hi m  is t his , Abe,” Kling e r
r e plied.   “We d r e w  on  hi m  t wo  r e po r t s  a n d
bo t h  of ’em gives  hi m  fifty to  s eve n ty-five  t ho us a n d
c r e di t  good.   H e’s  e n g a g e d  to  b e  m a r ri e d
to  Miss  Julia  Pfings t ,  w ho  is Jose p h  Pfings t’s
a  d a u g h t er.”

“Jos e p h  Pfings t ,” Abe r e p e a t e d .   “I
do n’t  know a s  I ev e r  h e a r  t h a t  n a m e  b efor e.”

“It  u s e d  to  b e  Pfings t  & Gus t h al er,” Kling e r
w e n t  on,  “in t h e  r u b b e r  goods  b u sin e ss  on  Woos te r
S t r e e t .   Fi r s t  t h ey m a d e  it r ainco a t s,  a n d  t h e n
t h ey w e n t  in to r u b b e r  boo t s,  a n d  jus t  n a t u r ally t h ey
go t  in to  bicycle  t i r e s,  a n d  t h e n  co m e s  t h e  oi t e r m o bile
c r aze ,  a n d  Gus t h al e r  di e s,  a n d  so  Pfings t  s ells  oi t e r mo bile
ti r e s ,  a n d  now  h e’s in t h e  oi t e r m o bile  b u sine s s.”

“Ce r t ainly, h e  go t  t h e r e  g r a d u ally,” Abe
co m m e n t e d .

“M ayb e  h e  did,  Abe,” Kling e r  s aid,  “bu t
h e  also  go t  p r e t ty  n e a r  a  million  dolla r s ,  a n d  you
know a s  w ell a s  I do,  Abe, a  felle r  w h a t’s a
millionai r e  al r e a dy do n’t go t  to  m a r ry  off his
d a u g h t e r  to  a  c rook, y’und e r s t a n d.   N o,
Abe, I c h a n g e d  my mi n d  a bo u t  t h a t  feller.  I t hink
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Klee b a u m’s a  p r e t ty  d e c e n t  feller, a n d  ou r s elves
w e  sold  hi m  goods  for  t w e n ty-five  h u n d r e d  dolla r s.”
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Abe p uffe d  h a r d  on  his  cig a r  for  a  m o m e n t.

“Couldn’t  you g e t  fro m  t h e  old  m a n  a  g u a r a n t e e
of t h e  a ccou n t  m ayb e?” h e  a sk e d.

“I s e n t  Klein  a ro u n d  t h e r e  t his  m o r nin g,  Abe,”
Klinge r  a n s w e r e d,  “an d  Pfings t  s ays  if Klee b a u m
is good  e no u g h  to  m a r ry  hi s  d a u g h t er, h e’s good
e no u g h  for  u s  to  s ell goods  to,  a n d  c e r t ainly, Abe,
you  couldn’t bl a m e  t h e  old  m a n  n ei th er.”

Abe  no d d e d,  a n d  a  m o m e n t  la t e r  h e  ro s e  to  leave.

“You s ho uld n’t  look so  wo r ri e d  a bo u t  i t,
Abe,” Sol Kling e r  s aid.   “Eve rybody
is s elling  t h a t  felle r  t his  ye ar.”

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  c rie d  on  Tue s d ay
m o r nin g,  “I go t  to  confe ss  t h a t  I a in’t
lea r n e d  no t hin g  n e w  a bo u t  t h a t  felle r  Klee b a u m.  
Eve rybody w h a t  I s e e n  it  s p e a ks  ve ry hig hly of hi m,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  t h e  w ay I figu r e  i t, h e  bo u g h t  goods
for  fifty t ho us a n d  dolla r s  in  t h e  las t  fou r  d ays.  
Klinge r  & Klein  sold  hi m,  S a m m e t  Brot h e r s  sold  him,
a n d  eve n  Lapidu s  & Elen bog e n  ain’t  left  ou t.  
I could n’t u n d e r s t a n d  it  a t  a ll.”

“Couldn’t  you?” Mo r ris  r e to r t e d .  
“Well, I could,  Abe.  Tha t  felle r  is inc r e a sin g
his  b u sin es s,  Abe, b ec a u s e  h e’s go t  good  b a cking,
y’und e r s t a n d.   H e’s e n g a g e d  to  b e  m a r ri e d
to  Julie  Pfings t  a n d  h e r  fa t h e r  Jose p h  Pfings t  is
a  million ai r e .”

“Su r e ,  I know, M a w r u s s,  I s e e n  lot s  of t h e m
millionai r e s  in my tim e  al r e a dy.  Million ai r e s
w hich  ev e ryon e  t hinks  is million ai r e s  u n til t h e  fir s t
m e e ting  of c r e di to r s,  a n d  t h e n,  M a w r u s s,  t h ey  m a k e
a  co m posi tion  for  tw e n ty c e n t s  c a s h  a n d  t hi r ty  c e n t s
no t e s  a t  t h r e e ,  six a n d  nin e  m o n t h s.   M ul ti-millionai r e s
so m e ti m e s  p ay t w e n ty-five c e n t s  c a s h,  b u t  o th e r wis e
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t h e  no t e s  is t h e  s a m e  like  million ai r e s ,  t h r e e ,  six
a n d  nin e  m o n t h s ,  a n d  you  could  w r a p  u p  dill pickles
in ’em for  all t h e  good  t h ey’ll do  you.”

“Wh a t  a r e  you  t alking  no n s e n s e ,  Abe?  This
feller, Pfings t ,  is a  million ai r e .   H e’s
go t  a  big  oi t e r m o bile  b u sin e ss  a n d  s ells  t e n  c a r s  a
w e e k  a t  t w e n ty-five  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  a pi ec e.   H e r e
it  is only Tues d ay, Abe, a n d  t h a t  felle r  sold  two
oit e r m o biles  al r e a dy.”

“Did you  cou n t  ’em, M a w r u s s?” Abe
a sk e d.

“Su r e ,  I cou n t e d  ’em,” Mor ris  r e plied.  
H e  looke d  boldly in to  Abe’s eye s  a s  h e  s poke.  
“On e  of ’em h e  sold  to  Sol Kling e r  a n d
t h e  o t h e r  h e  sold  to  m e .”

If Mo r ris  a n ticip a t e d  m a king  a  s e n s a tion  h e  w a s  no t
dis a p poin t e d.   For  t e n  min u t e s  Abe s t r u g gle d  to
so r t  ou t  a  few e n u n cia ble  oa t h s  fro m  t h e  m a s s  of p rofa ni ty
t h a t  s u r g e d  t h ro u g h  hi s  b r ain  a n d  a t  len g t h  h e  s ucc e e d e d.

“I alw ays  t hou g h t  you  w a s  c r azy, M a w r u s s ,”
h e  s aid  af t e r  t h e  firs t  p a roxys m  h a d  exh a u s t e d  it s elf,
“a n d  now  I know it.”

“Why a m  I c r azy?” Mo r ris  a s k e d.   “Wh e n
a  felle r  lives  ou t  in  Johnson h u r s t  you  m u s t  p r a c tic ally
go t  to  h av e  a n  oi t e r mo bile, o t h e r wis e  you  a r e  a  d e a d
on e.   And a nyhow, Abe, could n’t  I s p e n d  my
m o n ey t h e  w ay I w a n t  to?”

“Su r e ,  you  could,” Abe s aid.   “But
you  didn’t  s p e n d  it t h e  w ay you  w a n t e d
to,  M a w r u s s.   Klee b a u m  go t  you  to  b uy t h e  oi t e r mo bile.  
Ain’t it?”
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“Su p pos e  h e  did,  Abe?  Klee b a u m  is a  c us to m e r
of ou r s .   Ain’t it?  And h e  go t  m e  also
a  s p e cial p rice  on  t h e  c ar.  Twe n ty-on e  h u n d r e d
dolla r s  h e  will g e t  m e  t h e  c a r  for, Abe, a n d  Fixm a n
looke d  ove r  t h e  c a r  a n d  h e  s ays  i t’s a  g r e a t
pi ec e  of wo rk,  Abe.  H e  ain’t  go t  t h e  sligh t e s t
ide e  w h a t  I a m  p aying  for  t h e  c a r  a n d  h e  s ays  it is
w ell wor t h  t w e n ty-five  h u n d r e d  dolla r s.”

Abe  s h r u g g e d  hi s  s ho uld e r s .

“All r ig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid.   “It’s
you r  fun e r al.  Go a h e a d  a n d  b uy t h e  oi t e r m o bile;
only I t ell you rig h t  now, M a w r u s s,  you  a r e  sinking
t w e n ty-on e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  c a s h .”

“Not  c a s h ,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  co r r ec t e d.  
“Pfings t  is willing  to  t ak e  a  six m o n t h s’
no t e  p rovide d  it is indo r s e d  by Pota s h  & Pe rl m u t t er.”

It  s e e m e d  h a r dly possible  to  Mo r ris  t h a t  m o r e  poig n a n t
e m o tion  could  b e  di spl aye d  t h a n  in Abe’s fi r s t
r e c e p tion  of his  n e w s,  b u t  t his  las t  s u g g e s tion  al mos t
finish e d  Abe.  For  fifte e n  min u t e s  h e  foug h t  off
a po plexy a n d  t h e n  t h e  s to r m  b u r s t .

“S ay, lookyhe r e ,  Abe,” Mo r ris  p ro t e s t e d
a t  t h e  fi r s t  lull, “you’ll m a k e  you r s elf
sick.”

But  Abe  p a u s e d  only to  r e g ain  hi s  b r e a t h,  a n d  it  w a s
a t  le a s t  five  min u t e s  m o r e  b efo r e  hi s  voc a b ula ry b e c a m e
exh a u s t e d.   The n  h e  s a t  do w n  in a  c h ai r  a n d  m o p p e d
his  b row, w hile  Mor ris  h a s t e n e d  off to  t h e  c u t ting-roo m
fro m  w h e n c e  h e  w a s  r ec alled  a  min u t e  la t e r  by a  s ho u t
fro m  Abe.

“By jim miny, M a w r u s s!” h e  c rie d  sla p ping
his  kn e e .   “I go t  a n  ide e .   Go a h e a d
a n d  b uy you r  oi te r m o bile  fro m  Pfings t  a n d  I will a g r e e
t h a t  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  s ho uld  e n do r s e  t h e  no t e ,
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y’und e r s t a n d,  only on e  t hin g  b e sid es .   Pfings t
h a s  go t  to  g u a r a n t e e  to  u s  Klee b a u m’s a c cou n t
of t w e n ty-on e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s.”

“I’m af r aid  h e  wo uldn’t do  it, Abe,”
Mo r ris  s aid.

“All r ig h t ,  t h e n  I would n’t  do  it n ei th er,”
Abe  d e cl a r e d .   “But  a nyhow, M a w r u s s ,  it
wo uldn’t do  no  h a r m  to  a sk  hi m.   Ain’t
it?  Wh e r e  is t his  h e r e  felle r  Pfings t?”

“At Fiftie t h  S t r e e t  a n d  Broa d w ay,” Mor ris
s aid.

“Well, lookyhe r e ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe a n no u nc e d
jum ping  to  his  fee t,  “I’m going  rig h t
a w ay a n d  fill ou t  on e  of t h e m  g u a r a n t e e s  w h a t  H e n ry
D. Feld m a n  fixes  u p  for  u s ,  a n d  also  I will w ri t e
ou t  a  no t e  a t  six m o n t h s  for  t w e n ty-on e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s
a n d  indo r s e  it  wi th  t h e  fir m’s n a m e.   The n
if h e  w a n t s  to  you  could  exc h a n g e  t h e  no t e  for  t h e
g u a r a n t e e ,  M a w r u s s ,  a n d  w e  could  s hip  t h e  goods  righ t
a w ay.”

Mo r ris  s hook hi s  h e a d  do u b tfully, w hile  Abe w e n t  in to
t h e  firm’s p riva t e  office.   H e  r e t u r n e d
five  min u t e s  af t e r w a r d  flou ris hing  t h e  g u a r a n t e e .

It  r e a d  a s  follows: 
In consideration of one dollar and other good and valuable considerations I do hereby 
agree to pay to Potash & Perlmutter Twenty-one hundred dollars ($2100) being the 
amount of a purchase made by J. Edward Kleebaum from them, if he fails to pay said 
twenty-one hundred dollars ($2100) on May 21st, 1909.  I hereby waive notice of 
Kleebaum’s default and Potash & Perlmutter shall not be required to exhaust their 
remedy against the said Kleebaum before recourse is had to me.  If a petition in 
bankruptcy be filed by or against said Kleebaum in consideration aforesaid I promise to 
pay to Potash & Perlmutter on demand the said sum of twenty-one hundred dollars.
“If h e  sig ns  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid,
“you  a r e  s afe  in  giving  him  t h e  no t e.”
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Mo r ris  p u t  on  his  h a t  a n d  lit  a  cigar.

“I will do  t his  t hin g  to  s a tisfy you, Abe,”
h e  s aid,  “bu t  I t ell you righ t  now, Abe, it
a in’t  n e c e ss a ry, b e c a u s e  Klee b a u m  is a s  good
a s  gold,  y’und e r s t a n d,  a n d  if you  don’t
w a n t  to  s hip  hi m  t h e  goods  you  do n’t  h ave  to.”

Abe  g rin n e d  ironically.

“How co uld  you  t alk like  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s ,  w h e n
t h e  felle r  is doing  you  a  favor  by s elling  you  t h a t
oi t e r m o bile  for  t w e n ty-on e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s!”
h e  s aid.   “And b e sid e s,  M a w r u s s,  if w e  s hip
hi m  t h e  goods  a n d  h e  do e s  b u s t  u p  on  u s,  Pfings t  is
go t  to  p ay t h e  t w e n ty-on e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s,  a n d  h e
could n’t m a k e  no  claims  for  s ho r t a g e s  o r  ex t r a
discou n t s  n ei t h er.”

“The  ide e  is all r i gh t ,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  r e plie d
a s  h e  op e n e d  t h e  s how-roo m  door, “if t h e  felle r
wo uld  sig n  it, w hich  I do n’t  t hink  h e  would.”

With  t hi s  ul tim a t u m  h e  h a s t e n e d  u p tow n  to  Pfings t’s
w a r e roo m s,  w h e r e  h e  a s s u r e d  t h e  a u to m o bile  d e al e r
t h a t  u nle s s  t h e  g u a r a n t e e  w a s  sig n e d,  t h e r e  wo uld
b e  no  s al e  of t h e  c ar, for  h e  fla tly d e cline d  to  p ay
c a s h  a n d  Pfings t  r efu s e d  to  a cc e p t  t h e  p u rc h a s e r’s
no t e  wi t ho u t  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r’s  indo r s e m e n t.  
Afte r  a  leng t hy disc ussion  Pfings t  r e c e d e d  fro m  his
posi tion  a n d  sign e d  t h e  g u a r a n t e e ,  w h e r e u po n  Mo r ri s
s u r r e n d e r e d  t h e  no t e  a n d  r e t u r n e d  to  his  pl ac e  of
b u sin es s.

On  April 2 1 s t  Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t e r  s hipp e d  Klee b a u m’s
o r d er, a n d  on e  w e ek  la t e r  Mo r ris  m ove d  ou t  to  Johnso n h u r s t .  
Five  d ays  af t e r  his  mig r a tion  to  t h a t  g a r d e n  s po t
of Gr e a t e r  N e w  York h e  e n t e r e d  t h e  fi rm’s s how-roo m
a t  a  q u a r t e r  p a s t  t e n.

“We go t  blocke d  a t  Fl a t b u s h  Avenu e  t hi s  m o r ning,”
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h e  s aid  to  Abe, “an d——”

But  Abe  w a s  p aying  no  a t t e n tion  to  his  p a r t n e r’s
exc us e s .   Ins t e a d  h e  t h r u s t  a  m o r nin g  p a p e r  a t
Mo r ris  a n d  wit h  a  t r e m bling  for efing e r  indica t e d  t h e
following  sc a r e h e a d:  

RICH GIRL WEDS
OWN  CHAUF FEUR
P FINGST FAMILY S HOCKED BY
JULIA’S ELOPEME NT
PAIR REPORTED IN SOUTH
H EIRESS WAS ABOUT TO
WED WEALTHY M ERCHANT
BEFORE FLIGHT OCCURRED

“Wh at  d’ye  t hink  of t h a t ,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  c rie d.

Mo r ris  r e a d  t h e  s to ry c a r efully b efor e  r e plying.

“Th a t’s a  h a r d  blow to  Klee b a u m  a n d  old
m a n  Pfings t ,  Abe,” h e  s aid.

“I b e t  yer,” Abe  r e plie d,  “bu t  it
a in’t  n e a r  t h e  h a r d  blow it’s going  to
b e  to  a  cou ple  of conc e r n s  w h a t  you  a n d  m e  know, M a w r u s s .  
Klinge r  told  m e  only yes t e r d ay t h a t  Klee b a u m  would
g e t  t w e n ty t hou s a n d  wi th  t h a t  gi rl, M a w r u s s ,  a n d  I
g u e s s  h e  n e e d e d  it, M a w r u s s.   Mo e  Ra bin e r  s ays
t h a t  t h ey go t  w e a t h e r  like  Jan u a ry  al r e a dy ou t  in
Minn e so t a,  a n d  eve ry r e t ail d ry-goods  conc e r n  is kicking
t h a t  t h ey ain’t  s e e n  a  dolla r’s wo r t h  of
b u sin es s  t his  s p ring.”

“But  Klee b a u m’s go t  a  t r e m e n do us  following
in Minn e a polis, Abe,” Mo r ri s  s aid.   “H e’s
go t  a n  oi te r m o bile  d elive ry sys t e m.”

“Don’t p ull t h a t  on  m e  a g ain,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  b rok e  in.  “Wom e n  ain’t  b uying
s u m m e r  g a r m e n t s  in  cold  w e a t h e r  jus t  for  t h e  pl e a s u r e
of s e ein g  t h e  goods  d elive r e d  in a n  oi t e r mo bile,  w hic h
r e min ds  m e ,  M a w r u s s:   Did Pfings t  d elive r  you
his  oi t e r mo bile  ye t?”
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Mo r ris  blu s h e d.

“It  w a s  d elive r e d  yes t e r d ay, Abe,” h e
r e plied.   “But  t h e  fac t  is, Abe, I kind e r
c h a n g e d  my min d  a bo u t  t h a t  oi t e r mo bile.  With  oi t e r m o biles
I a m  a  n e w  b e gin n e r  al r e a dy, so  I figu r e  it  ou t  t his
w ay.  Why s ho uld  I go  to  wo rk  a n d  t ry exp e ri m e n t s
wi th  a  hig h  p ric e  c a r  like  t h a t  Pfings t  c a r?  
Ain’t it?  Now, you  t ak e  a  felle r  like  Fixm a n
w ho  is al r e a dy a n  exp e r t ,  y’und e r s t a n d,  a n d
t h a t’s  so m e t hin g  els e  a g ain.   Fixm a n  t ri e d
ou t  t h e  c a r  las t  nigh t,  Abe, a n d  h e  t hinks  it’s
a n  el e g a n t  c ar.  So  I m a d e  a n  a r r a n g e m e n t  wi th
hi m  t h a t  h e  s ho uld  p ay m e  fift e e n  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  c a s h
a n d  I wo uld  s w a p  t h e  Pfings t  c a r  for  a  1 9 0 7  m o d el,
Appalac hia n  r u n a bo u t .   Tha t’s a  fine  oi t e r mo bile,
Abe, t h a t  App alac hia n  r u n a bo u t .   In  t h e  fir s t
pl ac e,  it’s go t  a  d e t a c h a ble  ton n e a u  a n d  holds
jus t  a s  m a ny p eo ple  a s  t h e  Pfings t  c a r  al r e a dy, only
it  a in’t  so  co m plic a t e d.   Ins t e a d  of a  six
cylind e r  e n gin e,  Abe, it’s only go t  a  t wo  cylind e r
e n gin e.”

“Two is e no u g h  for  a  s t a r t ,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  co m m e n t e d.

“Su r e ,” Mor ris  a g r e e d,  “a n d  t h e n
a g ain  ins t e a d  of a  do u ble  ch ain  d rive  it s  only go t
a  single  c h ain  d rive,  y’und e r s t a n d.”

Abe  no d d e d.   To him  pla n e t a ry  a n d  s elec tive  t r a n s mission
w e r e  eve n  a s  conic s e c tions.

“Also it’s go t  d ry b a t t e ry  igni tion,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  conclud e d  t r iu m p h a n tly, “ins t e a d  of on e
of t h e m—now—m a g n e to  a r r a n g e m e n t s ,
w hich  I ain’t  go t  no  confide nc e  in a t  all.”

Abe  no d d e d  a g ain.

“I n ev e r  h a d  no  confide nc e  in d a go e s  n ei t h er,”
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h e  s aid.   “Felle r s  w hich  couldn’t
s p e a k  t h e  E n glis h  lang u a g e  p ro p e rly, y’und e r s t a n d,
is bo u n d  to  do  you  soon e r  o r  la t er.”

“So Fixm a n  a n d  m e  go es  a ro u n d  las t  nigh t  to
s e e  a  felle r  w h a t  lives  ou t  in  Johnson h u r s t  by t h e
n a m e  Ele aze r  Levy w hic h  Fixm a n  go t  i t for  a  lawyer,
a n d  w e  d r e w  a  bill of s al e  t h e n  a n d  t h e r e ,  Abe, a n d
Fixm a n  give  m e  a  c h eck  for  fift e e n  h u n d r e d  dolla r s
on  t h e  Kosciusko Ba nk.”

“Was  it  c e r tified?” Abe a sk e d.

“Well, it w a s n’t ,” Mor ris
r e plied,  “bu t  I s top p e d  off a t  t h e  Kosciusko
Bank  t his  m o r ning  a n d——”

“You do n e  rig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe in t e r r u p t e d .  
“The  fir s t  t hin g  you  know  Fixm a n  would  clai m
t h a t  t h e  oi t e r mo bile  ain’t  t h e  s a m e  s h a d e  of
r e d  like  t h e  s a m ple,  M a w r u s s ,  a n d  s tops  t h e  c h e ck.”

“Fixm a n  ain’t  t h a t  kind,  Abe,” Mo r ris
r e to r t e d.   “The  only r e a so n  I c e r tified
t h e  ch e ck  w a s  t h a t  I h a p p e n e d  to  b e  in  t h e  n eigh bo r hood
of t h e  b a nk,  b e c a u s e  w h e n  you  a r e  a t  t h e  Bridg e,  Abe,
all you  go t  to  do  is to  t ak e  a  Third  Aven u e  c a r  u p
Pa rk  Row to  t h e  Bow e ry a n d  t r a n sfe r  to  Gra n d  S t r e e t .  
The n  you  r id e  ove r  t e n  blocks  a n d  g e t  ou t  a t  Clin ton
S t r e e t ,  y’und e r s t a n d,  a n d  w alk fou r  blocks  over. 
So  long  a s  it’s so  conve nie n t ,  Abe, I jus t  s top p e d
in a n d  go t  it  c e r tified.”

“A lit tl e  jou r n ey like  t h a t  I wo uld  t hink  conve nie n t ,
too,  if I wo uld  go t  to  t r avel to  Johnson h u r s t  eve ry
d ay, M a w r u s s,” Abe co m m e n t e d ,  “an d  a nyhow,
M a w r u s s,  in a  s w a p  on e  of t h e  felle r s  is alw ays  go t
a n  ide e  h e’s  s t uck.”
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“Well, it a in’t  m e,  Abe,” Mo r ri s
p ro t e s t e d,  “a n d  jus t  to  s how  you, Abe, m e  a n d
Minnie  w a n t s  you  a n d  Rosie  you  s ho uld  co m e  ou t  a n d
t ak e  din n e r  wi th  u s  on  S u n d ay, a n d  af t e r w a r d s  w e  could
go  ou t  for  a  r ide  in t h e  r u n a bo u t .”

“Got t  soll h u e t e n ,” Abe r e plied
piously.

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n!” Mo r ris  c rie d.  
“You wo uldn’t  co m e  ou t  a n d  h ave  dinn e r
wi th  u s?”

“Su r e ,  w e  will co m e  to  din n er, M a w r u s s,”
Abe  s aid,  “bu t  if w e  w a n t  to  go  for  a  r i de ,
M a w r u s s,  a  t rolley c a r  is good  e no u g h  for  Rosie  a n d
m e.”

N eve r t h el e s s  t h e  following  S u n d ay foun d  Abe a n d  Rosie
s n u gly e n clos e d  in t h e  d e t ac h a ble  to n n e a u  of t h e  Appalac hia n
r u n a bo u t ,  w hile  Mo r ri s  s a t  a t  t h e  tille r  wi th  Min nie
by his  side  a n d  n e go tia t e d  t h e  e a sy  g r a d e s  of r u r al
Long  Isla n d  a t  t h e  d e c e n t  s p e e d  of t e n  miles  a n  ho ur.

“Ain’t it  wo n d e rful,” Abe  exclaim e d,
“w h a t  ch a n g e s  co m e s  a bo u t  in a  cou ple  of ye a r s
al r e a dy!  For m e r  ti m e s  w h e n  a  lodg e  b ro t h e r  di ed,
I u s e d  to  t hink  t h e  rid e  ou t  to  Cyp r e s s  Hills  w a s
a  pl e a s u r e  al r e a dy, M a w r u s s,  b u t  w h e n  I t hink  how
ro t t e n  t h e  ro a d s  w a s  a n d  w h a t  poo r  a cco m m o d a tions
t h e m  c a r ri a g e s  w a s  co m p a r e d  to  t his,  M a w r u s s,  I’m
s u r p ris e d  t h a t  I could  h ave  e njoyed  mys elf a t  a ll. 
This  h e r e  oi t e r m o bile  r iding  is so m e t hin g  w h a t  you
wo uld  c all r e ally co mfor t a bl e,  M a w r u s s.”

But  Abe’s obs e rva tions  w e r e  ill-tim e d,  for  h a r dly
h a d  h e  finish e d  s p e akin g  w h e n  t h e  r u n a bo u t  slow e d
dow n  to  t h e  a cco m p a ni m e n t  of loud  explosions  in t h e
m uffler.  Rosie’s s h rieks  min gle d  wi t h  Abe’s
excla m a tions,  a n d  w h e n  a t  leng t h  t h e  c a r  c a m e  to  a
s t a n d-s till a n d  t h e  explosions  ce a s e d  Abe sc r a m ble d
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dow n  a n d  h elp e d  ou t  t h e  h alf-fain ting  Rosie.

“Any c a r  is liable  to  do  t h a t ,” Mo r ris
explaine d  a s  Min nie  s e a r c h e d  for  a  bo t tl e  of liquid
r e s to r a tive.   “I could  fix i t in five  min u t e s.”

At len g t h  Minnie  foun d  t h e  bo t tl e  in t h e  t i r e  box,
w hich  con t ain e d,  ins t e a d  of a  ti r e ,  two  doze n  s a n d wich e s,
eig h t  cold  fra nkfu r t e r s ,  so m e  dill pickle s  a n d  a  ring k u c h e n ,
for  t h ey  did  no t  con t e m pla t e  r e t u r ning  to  Johnson h u r s t
u n til long  p a s t  s u p p e r  t im e.

Mo r ris’ e s tim a t e  of t h e  r e p ai r  job’s d u r a tion
p rove d  sligh tly inacc u r a t e .   H e  m e s s e d  a ro u n d
wi th  hi s  tool b a g  a n d  explo r e d  t h e  c a r b u r e t t e r  a g ain
a n d  a g ain  u n til t wo  ho u r s  h a d  el a ps e d  wi tho u t  r e s ul t .  
Du ring  t his  p e r iod  only a  few m o to r  c a r s  h a d  p a s s e d ,
for  t h e  ro a d  w a s  no t  a  pop ula r  a u to mo bile  t ho rou g hfa r e.  
At len g t h  a  la rg e  r e d  c a r  bo r e  do w n  on  t h e m,  a n d  a s
it  c a m e  within  a  h u n d r e d  ya r d s  it  slow e d  dow n  a n d
c a m e  to  a  s top  b e sid e  t h e  App alachia n  r u n a bo u t .

“Well, w ell,” c rie d  a  fa milia r  voice,
“if t his  ain’t  t h e  w hole  fi rm  of Pot a s h
& Pe rl m u t t er.”

Abe  looke d  u p.

“H allo, Kleeb a u m,” h e  excl aim e d,  “I
t hou g h t  you  w a s  ho m e  in Min n e a polis.  Wh a t  a r e
you  doing  in N e w  York?”

“This  ain’t  N e w  York by a bo u t  for ty mile s,”
Klee b a u m  r e plied.   H e  w a s  s e a t e d  a t  t h e  side  of
a  s q u a r e-jaw e d  p rofe ssion al  ch a uffeu r  w ho  eye d  wi th
ill-conc e al e d  mi r t h  Mo r ris’ ve ry u n p rofession al
h a n dling  of a u to mo bile  tools.
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“Le m m e  look a t  it,” t h e  ch a uffeu r  s aid,
a s  h e  clim b e d  fro m  his  s e a t .   H e  g ave  a  h a s ty
gla nc e  a t  t h e  d ry b a t t e ry  ignition  a n d  laug h e d  u p ro a riously.

“You’se  g uys  will s t ay h e r e  till Ch ris t m a s
if you  exp ec t  to  g e t  t h a t  c a r  in to  r u n nin g  con di tion,”
h e  s aid.   “The  only t hin g  for  you’se
to  do  is to  le t  m e  give  you a  tow  in to  Ja m aica.  
They’ll fix you  u p  a t  t h e  g a r a g e  t h e r e .”

“I’m m u c h  oblige d  to  you,” Mo r ris
r e plied.

“Don’t m e n tion  it,” t h e  c h a uffeu r
w e n t  on.   “I wo n’t c h a r g e  you  u n r e a so n a ble.  
Ten dolla r s  is my  figu r e .”

“Wh a t!” Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  c rie d  wi t h  on e
voice.

“Why, you  wo uldn’t c h a r g e  t h e s e  g e n tle m e n
no t hing,” Klee b a u m  s aid  wi th  a  violen t  wink. 
“They’re  frie n ds  of mi n e.”

“I know t h ey w a s  frien d s  of you r s,” t h e
c h a uffeu r  r e plied,  “an d  t h a t’s  w hy I m a d e
it  t e n  dolla r s .   Anyon e  els e  I’d s ay  t w e n ty.”

For  al mos t  h alf a n  ho u r  Abe a n d  Mo r ris  h a g gle d  wi t h
t h e  ch a uffeur.  They w e r e  vigorously s u p po r t e d
by Klee b a u m,  w ho  p u n c t u a t e d  hi s  sc a t hing  con d e m n a tion
of t h e  ch a uffeu r’s g r e e d  wi th  a  s e rie s  of s u r r e p ti tious
winks  w hich  e ncou r a g e d  t h e  la t t e r  to  r e m ain  firm  in
his  d e m a n d.   Fin ally Mo r ri s  p e el e d  off t wo  five-dolla r
bills  a n d  a n  ho u r  la t e r  t h e  App alac hia n  r u n a bo u t  w a s
igno miniously h a ule d  in to  a  Jam aic a  g a r a g e .

The  ch a uffeu r  aligh t e d  fro m  his  c a r  a n d  d r e w  t h e  p ro p rie to r
of t h e  g a r a g e  a side  in to  hi s  p riva t e  office.

“Billy,” h e  s aid  in a  ho a r s e  w hisp er,
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“this  h e r e  b a by c a r ri a g e  is go t  t h e  oldes t  b r a n d
of d ry b a t t e ry igni tion  a n d  on e  of t h e  wi r e s  h a s  co m e
loos e  fro m  t h e  binding  sc r ew.  I t’ll t ak e
a bo u t  a  mi n u t e  a n d  a  h alf to  fix.”

The  p ro p ri e to r  no d d e d  a n d  p a s s e d  ove r  a  dolla r  bill. 
The n  h e  s p r a n g  ou t  on to  t h e  floor  of t h e  g a r a g e.

“Rya n,” h e  b ellow e d  to  his  for e m a n,  “ge t
t h e  big  jack,  a n d  t ell Sc h w a r tz  to  s t a r t  u p  t h e  m o to r
la th e.”

The n  h e  t u r n e d  to  Abe  a n d  M a w r u s s .

“This  h e r e’ll b e  a  t wo  ho u r s’ job,
g e n t s,” h e  s aid,  “a n d  I a dvis e  you  to
g e t  you r  s u p p e r  a t  t h e  ho t el a c ros s t  t h e  s t r e e t .”

“But  how  m u c h  is it goin g  to  cos t  u s?”
Mo r ris  a sk e d.

For  five min u t e s  t h e  p ro p ri e to r  figu r e d  on  t h e  b a ck
of a n  e nv elop e.

“Fift e e n  dolla r s  a n d  t w e n ty-t wo  c e n t s ,”
h e  s aid,  a n d  Abe  a n d  Mo r ri s  s t a g g e r e d  to  t h e  s t r e e t ,
follow e d  by t h ei r  wives.

Twe n ty min u t e s  la t e r  Klee b a u m  a n d  t h e  ch a uffe u r  d r e w
u p  in fron t  of a  ro a d  ho u s e .

“Your  blow,” t h e  c h a uffeu r  c rie d.

Klee b a u m  no d d e d.

“Co m e  a c ros s  wi t h  t h a t  five fir s t ,” h e
s aid,  a n d  af t e r  t h e  t r a n sfe r  h a d  b e e n  m a d e  t h ey dis a p p e a r e d
in to  t h e  s a b b a tic al e n t r a n c e .

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  exclaim e d  w h e n  Mo r ri s
e n t e r e d  t h e  s how-roo m  a t  t e n  o’clock t h e  n ext
m o r nin g.   “Wh a t  did  I told  you  las t  w e ek!  
Wasn’t I r ig h t?”

“I know you  told  m e  t h a t  on e  p a r ty  to  a  s w a p
w a s  p r a c tic ally bo u n d  to  g e t  s t uck,  Abe,” Mo r ri s
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a d mi t t e d,  “bu t  wi t h  a n  oi t e r m o bile——”

“Again  oit e r m o bile!” Abe c ri ed.   “You
go t  oi t e r m o bile  on  t h e  b r ain,  M a w r u s s.   Wh e n ev e r
I op e n  my m o u t h ,  M a w r u s s,  you  go t  a n  ide e  I’m
going  to  t alk a bo u t  oi t e r m o biles.   This is so m e t hin g
els e  a g ain.   Didn’t  you  g e t  a  m o r nin g  p a p er,
M a w r u s s?”
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Mo r ris  s h r u g g e d.

“Wh e n  a  felle r  lives  ou t  in a  pl ac e  c alled  Johnso n h u r s t ,
Abe,” h e  r e plie d  s a dly, “he  is lucky if
h e  could  g e t  a  c u p  of coffe e  b efo r e  h e  leaves  t h e
ho us e.   Ou r  r a n g e  is b u s t e d .”

“So m e t hing  el s e  is b u s t e d ,  too, M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  s aid  a s  h e  h a n d e d  t h e  m o r ning  p a p e r  to  Mo r ri s. 
The  p a g e  w hich  con t ain e d  t h e  “Busin es s  Trou ble s”
colu m n  w a s  folde d  a t  t h e  following  n e w s  ite m:  
J. EDWARD KLEEBAUM, Minneapolis, Minn.  The Wonder Cloak and Suit Store, J. 
Edward Kleebaum, Proprietor, was closed up by the sheriff under an execution in favor 
of Joseph Pfingst, who recovered a judgment yesterday in the Supreme Court for 
$5800, money loaned.  Kleebaum is supposed to be in New York trying to make some 
arrangements with his creditors.  Later in the day a petition in bankruptcy was filed 
against him by Kugler, Jacobi and Henck representing the following New York creditors:
—Klinger & Klein, $2500; Sammet Brothers, $1800; Lapidus & Elenbogen, $750.
Mo r ris  h a n d e d  t h e  p a p e r  b a ck  to  his  p a r t n er.

“Well, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “wh a t  a r e
w e  going  to  do  a bo u t  it?”

“We al r e a dy do n e  it, M a w r u s s ,” Abe r e plied.  
“I s e n t  dow n  Pfings t’s  g u a r a n t e e  to  H e n ry
D. Feld m a n  a t  nin e  o’clock al r e a dy, a n d  I told
hi m  h e  s ho uld n’t  w ai t ,  b u t  if Pfings t  wouldn’t
p ay u p  to-d ay ye t  to  s u e  hi m  in t h e  co u r t s .”

Mo r ris  s h r u g g e d  his  s ho uld e r s .

“We s hould n’t  b e  in s uc h  a  h u r ry, Abe,”
h e  s aid.   “Pfings t  t r e a t e d  u s  rig h t ,  a n d
w hy s ho uld n’t  w e  give  hi m  a  c h a n c e  to  m a k e  good?”

“Bec a u s e  h e  do n’t  d e s e rve  it, M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  r ejoine d  a s  h e  s t a r t e d  off for  t h e  s how-roo m.  
“If h e  wo uld  of took b e t t e r  c a r e  of hi s  d a u g h t e r
s h e  wo uldn’t of r u n  off wi th  t hi s  h e r e  c h a uffeur,
a n d  Kleeb a u m  would n’t  go t  to  fail.  Also,
M a w r u s s,  you  s houldn’t t alk t h a t  w ay n ei th er,
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b ec a u s e  if it  wo uld n’t  b e  for  Pfings t  you  wo uldn’t
go t  s t uck  wi th  t h a t  oi t e r mo bile  w hich  w e  ro d e  in  it
yes t e r d ay.”

“Well, I a in’t  ou t  m u c h  on  it, Abe.”

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n  you  ain’t  ou t  m u c h
on  it?” Abe  exclai m e d.   “It  s t a n d s
you  in six h u n d r e d  dolla r s,  a in’t  it?”

“Su r e ,  I know,” Mo r ri s  r e plied,  “bu t
t his  m o r ning  I co m e  dow n tow n  with  t h e  felle r  w h a t
r e n t s  u s  t h e  ho u s e  ou t  in  Johnson h u r s t  a n d  you  n eve r
s e e n  a  felle r  so  c r azy a bo u t  oi t e r m o biles  in all you r
life, Abe.”

“Exce p t  you, M a w r u s s ,” Abe b rok e  in.

“M e,  I a in’t  so  c r azy a bo u t  ’em
no  long er,” Mor ris  d ecla r e d.   “So I
fixed  it u p  wi th  t his  felle r  t h a t  h e  s hould  t ak e  t h e
Appalac hia n  r u n a bo u t  off my  h a n d s  for  fou r  h u n d r e d
dolla r s  a n d  h e  s hould  also  give  m e  a  c a nc ela tion  of
t h e  lea s e  w hich  w e  go t  of his  ho us e .   F u r t h e r m o r e,
Abe, h e  p ays  ou r  m oving  exp e ns e s  b ack  to  a  H u n d r e d
a n d  Eig h t e e n t h  S t r e e t .”

Abe  s a t  dow n  in t h e  n e a r e s t  c h air.

“So you’r e  going  to  m ove  b a ck  to  a  H u n d r e d
a n d  Eig h t e e n t h  S t r e e t ,  M a w r u s s ,” h e  excl aim e d.  
“Why, w h a t’s t h e  m a t t e r  wi th  Johnso n h u r s t ,
M a w r u s s?   I t hou g h t  you  told  it  m e  Johnso n h u r s t
w a s  s uc h  a  fine  pl ac e .”
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“So it  is, Abe,” Mor ris  a d mi t t e d.  
“The  ai r  is g r e a t  ou t  t h e r e ,  Abe, b u t  a t  t h e
s a m e  ti m e,  Abe, t h e  ai r  a in’t  so  ro t t e n  on  a
H u n d r e d  a n d  Eigh t e e n t h  S t r e e t  n ei t h er, y’und e r s t a n d,
a n d  t h e  t r ain  s e rvice  is a  w hole  lot  b e t t er.”

“You’re  rig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid,
“a n d  wi th  all t h e s e  oi t e r m o bile  r i d e s  a n d  t hings
you  w a s t e  too  m u c h  tim e  al r e a dy.  A felle r  s hould
alw ays  consid e r  b u sine s s  a h e a d  of pl e a s u r e .”

Mo r ris  looke d  a t  his  b r ui s e d  a n d  oil s t aine d  h a n d s.

“Oit e r m o bile  r iding!” h e  c ri ed.   “Th a t’s
a  pl e a s u r e ,  Abe.  Believe  m e  I’d a s  lief
wo rk  in a  r olling  mill.”

CHAPTER XVI

Mo r ris  Pe rlm u t t e r’s  fron t  p a rlo r  r e p r e s e n t e d
a n  e clec tic  t a s t e ,  a n d  t h e  fine  a r t s  h a d  b e e n  libe r ally
p a t ro nize d  in it s  d e co r a tion.   On  t h e  w all h u n g
va rious  s u bjec t s  in oil, including  s till life, landsc a p e s,
m a rin e  sc e n e s  a n d  figu r e s,  a ll of w hich  h a d  b e e n  billed
to  Mor ris  by  a  Fou r t e e n t h  S t r e e t  d e al e r  a s:  

    8 /12  doz e n  a s so r t e d  oil p ain ting s
     @ $ 9 6   $ 6 4
    8/12  doz e n  s h a dow  boxes  for
p ain tin gs   @  1 2     8
                                                  ___

                                        $ 7 2

But  it  w a s  no t  a t  t h e  oil p ain tings  t h a t  B. R as hkin
g az e d.   His  eye s  sou g h t  ins t e a d  t h e  fra m e d  a n d
glaze d  c e r tifica t e  of m e m b e r s hip  of Mo r ris  Pe rl m u t t e r
in H a r m o ny Lodg e  4 1,  Ind e p e n d e n t  Ord e r  M a t t ai  Aaron.
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“The m  ve ry p eo ple  hold  t h e  m o r t g a g e,  Mr. Pe rl m u t t er,”
R as hkin  s aid,  “a n d  wi t h  t h e  influe nc e  w h a t  you
go t  it in t h e  o r d er, w hy——”

“Lookyh e r e ,  R as hkin,” Pe rl m u t t e r  in t e r r u p t e d,
“you’r e  a  r e al  e s t a t er, a n d  if you  do n’t
g e t  u p  a t  eigh t  o’clock t h e n  you  g e t  u p  a t  nin e ,
a n d  it’s all t h e  s a m e;  b u t  m e ,  I a m  in t h e  cloak
b u sin es s,  a n d  I go t  to  g e t  do w n tow n  a t  s eve n  o’clock,
a n d  so  I’m going  to  t ell you  a g ain  w h a t  I told
it  you b efo r e.   Go a n d  s e e  Abe to-m o r row, a n d  p u t
t his  p ro posi tion  u p  to  hi m  like  i t w a s  so m e t hin g  you
n eve r  told  m e  no t hin g  a bo u t ,  y’un d e r s t a n d?  
The n  if h e  m a k e s  t h e  s u g g e s tion  to  m e ,  R as hkin,  I wo uld
s ay all r i gh t .   Bec a u s e  if it s ho uld  b e  m e  w h a t
wo uld  m a k e  t h e  s u g g e s tion  to  hi m,  y’un d e r s t a n d,
h e  wo uld n’t  h ave  no t hin g  to  do  wi t h  it. 
And eve n  if h e  s ho uld  cons e n t  to  go  in to  it,  a n d  if
w e  los t  m o n ey on  t h e  d e al, Ras hkin,  I wo uld n’t
n eve r  h e a r  t h e  e n d  of it.”

R as hkin  no d d e d  a n d  s eize d  his  h a t .

“All r ig h t ,” h e  s aid,  “I will do
w h a t  you  s ay, Mr. Pe rlm u t t er.  Bu t  wi th  t h e m  t h r e e
lot s  it’s like  t his:  t h ey’re  ow n e d
by——”

Mo r ris  yaw n e d  wi th  a  nois e  like  a  p e rfo r min g  s e a  lion.

“Tell it  to  Pot a s h  to-m o r row, R as hkin,”
h e  s aid,  a n d  led  t h e  w ay to  t h e  h all door.

Accor din gly t h e  n ex t  m o r nin g  Ra s hkin  e n t e r e d  t h e  s ale s roo m
of Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t er, w h e r e  Abe w a s  sc a n ning  t h e
“Arrival of Buye r s” colu m n  in t h e  Daily
Cloak  a n d  S ui t  Reco r d.

“Good  m o r ning,  Mr. Pot a s h,” B. Ras hkin
s aid.   “Ain’t it  a  fine  w e a t h e r?”

“Oh, good  m o r ning,” Abe c rie d.
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“You do n’t know my fac e,  do  you?”
R as hkin  s aid.

“I know you r  face ,” Abe  s aid,  “bu t
you r  n a m e  ain’t  fa miliar.  I g u e s s  I s e e n
you  in S e a t tl e,  ain’t  i t?”

B. Ra s hkin  no d d e d.   H e  h a d  n ev e r  b e e n  fa r t h e r
West  t h a n  Je r s ey City H eig h t s.

“Well, ho w  is t hin gs  in S e a t tl e,  Mis t e r—e r——”

“Ras hkin,” B. R as hkin  s u p plied.

“Ras hkin?” Abe  w e n t  on,  a n d  t h e n  h e  p a u s e d,
b u t  no t  for  a n  a n s w er.  “Ras hkin—w hy,
I do n’t  know  no  on e  fro m  t h a t  n a m e  in S e a t tl e .”

“No?” R as hkin  r e plie d.   “Well,
t h e  fac t  is, Mr. Pot a s h,  I ain’t  co m e  to  s e e
you  a bo u t  S e a t tl e.   I co m e  to  s e e  you  a bo u t  t h r e e
lot s  u p  in Two H u n d r e d  a n d  Sixty-fou r t h  S t r e e t .”

The  u r b a n e  s mile  fad e d  a t  onc e  fro m  Abe’s fac e
a n d  g ave  pl ac e  to  a  d a rk  scowl.

“Oh!” h e  exclaim e d,  “a  r e al  e s t a t er. 
I a in’t  go t  no  ti m e  to  fool a w ay wi th  r e al  e s t a t e r s .”

“This  ain’t  fooling  a w ay you r  tim e,  Mr.
Pot a s h,” Ra s hkin  s aid.   “Le t  m e  explain
t h e  p ro posi tion  to  you.”

Withou t  w ai ting  for  p e r mission  h e  a t  onc e  divulg e d
t h e  objec t  of his  visi t,  w hile  Abe lis t e n e d  wi th  t h e
bo r e d  ai r  of a n  u n e m ployed  le ading  m a n  a t  a  p rofe ssion al
m a tin e e.

“Yes, Mr. Pot a s h ,” B. R as hkin  conclud e d,
af t e r  h alf a n  ho u r’s conve r s a tion,  “I
s e e n  it b a r g ain s  in my tim e,  b u t  t h e s e  h e r e  lot s  is
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t h e  bigg e s t  b a r g ain s  ye t .”

“Vaca n t  lot s  ain’t  n eve r  b a r g ains ,  R as hkin,”
Abe  co m m e n t e d.   “Wh a t’s t h e  u s e  fro m
vac a n t  lots ,  a nyw ay?  A felle r  w h a t’s go t
vac a n t  lots  is like  I wo uld  s ay  I a m  in t h e  cloak
b u sin es s  if I only g e t  it a n  e m p ty s to r e  wi th  no t hin g
in it.”

Abe  gl a nc e d  p ro u dly a ro u n d  hi m  a t  t h e  w ell-s tocke d
r a cks,  w h e r e  t h e  n e w  s e a so n’s goods  w e r e  n e a tly
a r r a n g e d  for  p ro s p e c tive  b uye r s .

“But  t h e  r e al-e s t a t e  b u sin e ss  ain’t  like
t h e  cloak  b u sin es s,  Mr. Pota s h,” B. R a s hkin
s aid.

“Re al e s t a t e!” Abe in t e r r u p t e d.   “Vac a n t
lot s  ain’t  no  r e al  e s t a t e ,  R as hkin.   Vaca n t
lot s  is jus t  imit a tion  r e al  e s t a t e .   You co uldn’t
s ay you  go t  i t r e al  e s t a t e  w h e n  you only go t  vac a n t
lot s,  no  m o r e  a s  a  felle r  w h a t  b uys  a  gold  s e t ting
could  s ay h e’s  go t  it  a  di a mo n d  rin g.”

“Dia mo n d s  is so m e t hin g  el s e  a g ain,” s aid
B. Ra s hkin.   “I ain’t  no  judg e  of
di a mo n ds,  Mr. Pota s h,  b u t  a bo u t  r e al  e s t a t e ,  Mr. Pot a s h,
I ain’t  no  fool n ei t h er, y’und e r s t a n d,
a n d  t h es e  h e r e  t h r e e  lot s  w h a t  I t a lk to  you  a bo u t
is t h e  only t h r e e  vac a n t  lot s  in t h e  n eig h bo r hood.”

“Migh t  you  t hink  t h a t’s  a  r e co m m e n d a tion,
m ayb e,  Ra s hkin,” Abe  r e plie d,  “bu t  I do n’t. 
You co m e  a ro u n d  h e r e  to  t ry  to  s ell it  m e  a  cou ple
of lot s,  a n d  you  go t  to  a d mit  you r s elf t h ey’r e
s ticke r s .”

“They ain’t  s ticke r s ,  Mr. Pot a s h,”
B. Ra s hkin  p ro t e s t e d .

“No?” Abe s aid.   “Wh a t’s
t h e  r e a so n  t h ey ain’t  s ticke r s ,  R as hkin?  
If t h ey  ain’t  s ticke r s  w hy ain’t  so m e bo dy
b uil t  on  ’em?”
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“You do n’t u n d e r s t a n d,” B. Ras hkin
explaine d.   “The m  lot s  is a n  e s t a t e  t h a t
w a s  in litiga tion,  a n d  it’s only jus t  b e e n  s e t tl ed
u p;  so  t h a t  t h ey  could n’t  s ell ’em no
m a t t e r  w ho  would  w a n t  to  b uy ’em.  N ow  I
go t  ’em to  e n t e r t ain  a n  offe r  of eig h ty-t h r e e
t hi r ty-t h r e e  a pi ec e,  o r  t w e n ty-five  t ho us a n d  for  t h e
t h r e e  lot s,  a ll c a s h  a bove  a  bl a nk e t  m o r t g a g e  of t e n
t hous a n d  dolla r s  h eld  by  t h e  Ind e p e n d e n t  Ord e r  M a t t ai
Aaron.   I s e e n  it  a lso  Mil ton  M. S u g a r m a n,  t h e
a t to r n ey for  t h e  I. O. M. A., a n d  h e  t ells  m e  t h a t
t h ey  wo uld  p ro b a bly b e  a g r e e a ble  to  m a k e  a  b uilding
loa n  on  t h e m  lots  of tw e n ty-five t hou s a n d  on  e a c h
t hi r ty-s eve n  six fron t .”

“Th a t  do n’t  in t e r e s t  m e  no n e  n ei t h er,”
Abe  r e plie d,  “bec a u s e  I ain’t  in t h e  b uilding
b u sin es s,  R as hkin; I a m  in t h e  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sin es s.”

“Su r e ,  I know,” s aid  R a s hkin; “bu t
t his  is a n  oppo r t u ni ty w hich  it  wo uldn’t occ u r
a g ain  onc e t  in t w e n ty ye a r s .”

“Don’t limi t  you r s elf, Ra s hkin,”
Abe  r e to r t e d .   “M ak e  it fifty yea r s.  
I t’s all t h e  s a m e  to  m e ,  b e c a u s e  I wo uldn’t
touc h  it, Ra s hkin.”

“But,  Mr. Pot a s h,” R as hkin  b roke  in, “if
you r  p a r t n er, Mr. Pe rl m u t t er, wo uld  b e  a g r e e a ble,
wo uldn’ you  conside r  it?”

“Wh a t’s t h e  u s e  a sking  m e  hypoc ri tic al
q u e s tions,  R as hkin?” Abe r e plied.   “M a w r u s s
wo uld  no  m o r e  touc h  it a s  I wo uld.   You do n’t
know w h a t  a  c r a nk  I go t  it for  a  p a r t n er, R as hkin.  
If I would  jus t  hin t  t h a t  I w a n t e d  to  b uy r e al  e s t a t e ,
y’und e r s t a n d,  t h a t  felle r  would  go  all u p  in
t h e  air.  And eve n  if h e  would  b uy it  wi th  m e
ye t,  a n d  w e  s ho uld  lose  m ayb e  a  lit tl e  m o n ey, I wo uld
n eve r  h e a r  t h e  e n d  of it.  Tha t’s  t h e  w ay
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it  go e s  wi th  a  felle r  like  M a w r u s s  Pe rl m u t t er, R as hkin.”

B. Ra s hkin  p u t  on  hi s  h a t  a n d  ro s e  s a dly.

“Well, Mr. Pot a s h ,” h e  conclud e d,  “all
I c a n  s ay is you  los t  a  s pl e n did  op po r t u ni ty. 
Why, if I could  only g e t  it  a  felle r  to  t ak e  ove r  on e
of t h e m  t hi r ty-s eve n  six p a r c els, I wo uld  b uy t h e
o th e r  on e  mys elf a n d  p u t  u p  a  fine  b uilding  t h e r e?”

“I’m s u r e  I a in’t  s top pin g  you,
R as hkin,” Abe s aid.   “Go a h e a d  a n d
b uild, a n d  I wis h  you  all t h e  luck  you  could  w a n t;
a n d  if you s ho uld  g e t  so m e bo dy els e  to  t a k e  t h e  o th e r
on e  a n d  a  h alf lot s,  I wis h  hi m  t h e  s a m e  a n d  m a ny
of ’em.  Also, Ra s hkin,  if I w a s  a  r e al  e s t a t e r
I would  b e  gl a d  to  fool a w ay my ti m e  wi th  you, R a s hkin,
b u t  b eing  a s  I a m  in t h e  cloak  b usin es s  I—you
ain’t  going,  R as hkin,  a r e  you?”

R as hkin  a n s w e r e d  by b a n gin g  t h e  doo r  b e hind  hi m  a n d
Abe  r e p ai r e d  to  t h e  cu t tin g-roo m,  w h e r e  Mo r ris  Pe rl m u t t e r
w a s  s u p e rin t e n ding  t h e  r e c e p tion  a n d  dis pos al  of pi ec e
goods.

“Who w a s  t h a t  s ale s m a n  you  w a s  t alking  to  a
w hile  a go,  Abe?” h e  a sk e d  innoc e n tly.

“Th a t  w a s n’t no  s ale s m a n,  M a w r u s s;  t h a t
w a s  a  loafer,” Abe r e plied.

“A loafe r!” Mo r ris  s aid.   “H e
did n’t look like  a  loafer, Abe.  H e  looke d
like  a  r e al  e s t a t er.”

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” s aid  Abe, “to m e
a  r e al  e s t a t e r  looks  like  a  loafer, e s p e cially, M a w r u s s ,
w h e n  h e  co m e s  a ro u n d  wi th  a  b u m  p ro posi tion  like  h e
go t  it.”
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“Wh a t  for  a  p ro posi tion  w a s  it, Abe?”
Mo r ris  a sk e d.

“Ask m e!” Abe exclaim e d.   “Tha t
r e al  e s t a t e r  gives  m e  a  long  s to ry a bo u t  so m e  vac a n t
lot s,  a n d  a n  e s t a t e ,  a n d  t h e  Ind e p e n d e n t  Ord e r  M a t t ai
Aaron,  a n d  a  lot  m o r e  s t uff w h a t  I do n’t b elieve
t h e  felle r  u n d e r s t a n ds  a bo u t  hi ms elf.”

“But  t h e r e  you  w a s  t alking  to  t h a t  r e al  e s t a t e r
p r e t ty  n e a r  a n  ho ur, Abe, a n d  you  couldn’t ev e n
t ell it m e  w h a t  h e  w a n t s  a t  a ll,” Mo r ri s  p ro t e s t e d.

“To t ell you  t h e  t r u t h,  M a w r u s s,” Abe
r e plied,  “I ain’t  in t e r e s t e d  in  w h a t  r e al
e s t a t e r s  s ays.   Re al e s t a t e r s ,  ins u r a nc e  c a nva ss e r s
a n d  book a g e n t s ,  M a w r u s s,  is all t h e  s a m e  to  m e .  
They go  in by on e  e a r  a n d  co m e  ou t  by  t h e  o t h er.”

“Why, for  all you  know, Abe, t h e  felle r  wo uld
h ave  m ay b e  so m e  big  b a r g ains.”

“If you  a r e  looking  for  b a r g ain s  like  t h a t  felle r
go t  it,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e to r t e d ,  “you  co uld
find  pl e n ty of ’em by g r e e n-goods  m e n.   If
you  give  m e  my  choice  b e t w e e n  gold  b ricks  a n d  vac a n t
lot s,  M a w r u s s,  I wo uld  s ay  gold  b ricks.”

Mo r ris  t u r n e d  a w ay imp a ti e n tly.

“Wh a t  do  you  know a bo u t  r e al  e s t a t e ,  Abe?”
h e  c rie d.

“Not  m u c h,  M a w r u s s,” Abe a d mi t t e d,  “bu t
I know  on e  t hing  a bo u t  gold  b ricks,  M a w r u s s:  
you  do n’t  go t  to  p ay no  t axes  on  ’em.”

Tha t  eve nin g  B. Ra s hkin  a g ain  p r e s e n t e d  hi m s elf a t
t h e  On e  H u n d r e d  a n d  Eig h t e e n t h  S t r e e t  r e side nc e  of
Mo r ris  Pe rlm u t t er, a n d  wi th  hi m  c a m e  Isa a c  Pinsky,
of t h e  firm  of Pinsky & Gubin,  a r c hi t ec t s .   Mr.

425



Pinsky h a d  a  roll of blu e-p rin t s  u n d e r  his  a r m  a n d
a  s t ro n g  line  of convincing  a r g u m e n t  a t  t h e  tip  of
his  to n g u e,  a n d  t h e  co m bin a tion  p rove d  too  m u c h  for
Mo r ris .  Before  R as hkin  a n d  Pinsky lef t  t h a t  eve ning,
Mo r ris  h a d  u n d e r t ak e n  to  p u r c h a s e  a  plo t  t hi r ty-s eve n
fee t  six inch es  by on e  h u n d r e d  fee t,  a dj ac e n t  to  a
si mila r  plo t  to  b e  p u rc h a s e d  by R a s hkin.   Mo r eover,
h e  a n d  Ras hkin  e n g a g e d  t h e m s elves  to  e r e c t  two  ho u s e s ,
on e  on  e a c h  lot, fro m  t h e  pl a n s  a n d  s p ecifica tions
t h a t  Pinsky h eld  u n d e r  hi s  a r m.   E ac h  ho us e  w a s
to  b e  iden tical wit h  t h e  o t h e r  in  d e sign,  cons t r u c tion
a n d  m a t e ri al,  a n d  a n  a p poin t m e n t  w a s  t h e n  a n d  t h e r e
m a d e  for  noon  t h e  n ext  d ay  a t  t h e  office  of H e n ry
D. Feld m a n,  a t t o r n ey a t  law, for  t h e  p u r pos e  of m o r e
for m ally cons u m m a tin g  t h e  d e al.

Thus,  w h e n  Mo r ris  e n t e r e d  t h e  s how-roo m  t h e  n ex t  m o r nin g
it  b e c a m e  his  d u ty to  b r e ak  t h e  n e w s  to  his  p a r t n er,
a n d  h e  a p p ro a c h e d  Abe  wi th  a  no w-for-it a ir. 
“Well, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “you  w a s  w ro n g.”

“Su r e ,  I w a s,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  r e plie d  a mi a bly. 
“With  you  I a m  alw ays  w ro n g.   Wh a t’s
t h e  m a t t e r  now?”

“You w a s  w ro n g  a bo u t  t h a t  felle r  R as hkin,”
Mo r ris  explaine d.   “H e  w a s  u p  to  my ho u s e
las t  nigh t,  a n d  p u t  t h e  s a m e  p ro posi tion  u p  to  m e  w h a t
h e  told  it you  yes t e r d ay, a n d  t h e  w ay I figu r e  i t,
Abe, w e  would  m a k e  m o n ey on  t h e  d e al.”

“I ain’t  so  good  on  figu r e s  w h a t  you a r e ,
M a w r u s s,” Abe r e plied.   “All I c a n
figu r e  is I go t  e no u g h  to  do  to  a t t e n d  to  my ow n  b u sin es s,
M a w r u s s,  wi thou t  going  in to  t h e  b uilding  b u sin e s s.”
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“But  w e  wo uld n’t  go t  to  go  in to  t h e  b uilding
b u sin es s,  Abe,” Mo r ris  p ro t e s t e d.   “All
w e  go t  to  do  is to  p u t  dow n  eig h t  t ho us a n d  dolla r s
for  t h e  lot.   The n  t h e  I. O. M. A. m a k es  u s  a
b uilding  loa n  of t w e n ty-five  t ho us a n d  dolla r s.  
R as hkin’s go t  pl a ns  a n d  s p ecifica tions  d r a w n
by Pinsky & Gubin,  a  fi r s t-cla s s,  A N u m b e r  On e  a r c hy-t eck
conc e r n ,  for  w hich  h e  wo uld n’t  ch a r g e  u s  no t hing,
a n d  t h e n,  Abe——”

H e  p a u s e d  to  fix Abe’s a t t e n tion  b efor e  finishing
his  explan a tion.

“And t h e n,  Abe,” h e  con tin u e d,  “we
hi r e  my Minnie’s b ro t h er, Fe r dy, w h a t  know s
t h e  b uilding  b u sine s s  fro m  A to  Z, to  b uild  it t h e
ho us e  for  u s .   All w e  wo uld  go t  to  do  is to  p u t
u p  t h e  fou r  t ho us a n d  a piec e,  Abe, a n d  w h e n  t h e  ho us e
is finish e d  Ra s hkin  s ays  w e  could  s ell it  like  a  flash.”

“I n ev e r  sold  a  flas h,  M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid;
“a n d,  a nyhow, M a w r u s s ,  w hile  I a in’t  s aying
no t hing  a bo u t  you r  Minnie’s family, y’und e r s t a n d,
if I wo uld  go t  to  go  in to  a  d e al  wit h  a  ho r s e-t hief
like  Fe rdy Roths c hild,  y’un d e r s t a n d,  I would
t ak e  my m o n ey fir s t  a n d  d e posi t  i t for  s afe ty wit h
so m e  of t h e m  felle r s  u p  in  Sing  Sin g.   S uc h  a  s how
I s hould  h ave  of g e t tin g  it  b ack,  M a w r u s s .”

“Lookyh e r e ,  Abe,” Mo r ri s  s aid,  “befor e
you  wo uld  m a k e  so m e  c r a cks  a bo u t  my Minnie’s
fa mily, how  a bo u t  you r  Rosie’s b ro t h er, t h e  on e
w h a t——”

“S’all r ig h t ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe b rok e
in.  “I ain’t  s aying  my wife’s
b ro t h e r  is so  m u c h,  n ei th er.  This  is t h e  w ay
I feel a bo u t  a  felle r’s  wife’s b ro t h e r:  
If h e  go t  a  li t tl e  m o n ey t h e n  h e  t r e a t s  you  like  a
d a w g,  M a w r u s s ,  a n d  if h e’s b rok e,  y’und e r s t a n d,
t h e n  you r  wife  gives  hi m  all you r  ciga r s  a n d  ti e s,
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a n d  if you s ho uld  h a p p e n  to  h ave  t h e  s a m e  size  n e ck,
M a w r u s s,  t h e n  all you r  life you  a r e  b uying  colla r s
a n d  s hi r t s  for  t wo.  No,  M a w r u s s,  I a in’t
go t  no  confide nc e  in a nybody’s wife’s b ro t h er,
e s p e cially, M a w r u s s,  if a  felle r  s ho uld  m a k e  it a  di r ty
failu r e  like  Fe r dy Rothsc hild did  a n d  t h e n  t ak e s  all
t h e  m o n ey a n d  blow s  it in  on  t h e  ho r s e-r a c e s .”

“Th a t’s fro m  old  ti m es  al r e a dy,”
Mo r ris  p ro t e s t e d.   “To-d ay h e’s a
d ec e n t ,  h a r d-working  feller, Abe, a n d  for  t wo  ye a r s
h e’s b e e n  working  for  t h e  Rh eingold  Building
a n d  Cons t r uc tion  Co m p a ny.  Wh a t  h e  do n’t
know a bo u t  p u t ting  u p  t e n e m e n t  ho us e s,  Abe, ain’t
wo r t h  knowing.”

“And w h a t  I do n’t know  a bo u t  p u t tin g  u p
t e n e m e n t  ho us es ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe  s aid,  “would
fill on e  of t h e m  Ca r n e gie  Lib r a rie s,  M a w r u s s; a n d  also,
fu r t h e r mo r e ,  M a w r u s s ,  I do n’t w a n t  to  know  no t hing
a bo u t  it, n ei th er.  And also, M a w r u s s,  if you
s ho uld  s t a n d  t h e r e  a n d  t alk to  m e  all d ay  it  wouldn’t
m a k e  no  diffe r e nc e .   If you  w a n t  to  b uild t e n e m e n t
ho us es ,  M a w r u s s ,  you  go t  my  p e r mission; b u t  you could
leave  m e  ou t .   I go t  my  ow n  t ro u bles  wi th  cloaks.”

Mo r ris  r o s e .

“All r ig h t ,  Abe,” h e  s aid.   “I
give  you  you r  ch a nc e,  Abe, a n d  you  would n’t
t ak e  it.”

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n,  M a w r u s s?” Abe  a sk e d.

“I m e a n,  Abe, t h a t  I will go  in to  t his  alon e
by mys elf, a n d  only on e  t hing  I b e g  of you, Abe: 
do n’t  co m e  to  m e  in six m o n t hs’ ti m e  a n d
claim  t h a t  I wo uldn’t le t  you in on  a  good  t hin g.  
I h ave  do n e  my b e s t .”
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The  ai r  of sim ple  dig ni ty wi t h  w hich  Mo r ris  d elive r e d
his  ul ti m a t u m  w a s  m a r r e d  to  so m e  ex t e n t  by  a  r a ucou s
laug h  fro m  Abe.

“Don’t do  m e  no  favors,  M a w r u s s,”
h e  jee r e d .   “All I go t  to  s ay  is t h a t  if
I w a s  you, M a w r u s s ,  I wo uld  g e t  t his  h e r e  a r c hy-t e ck
a n d  B. Ra s hkin,  a n d  also  you r  b ro t h e r-in-law, Fe r dy,
tog e t h er, a n d  I wo uld  m a k e  ’em a n  offe r  of s e t tl e m e n t
for, s ay, t h r e e  t ho us a n d  dolla r s,  M a w r u s s .   Bec a u s e
t h e  w ay I figu r e  it  ou t ,  t his  t hing  would  s t a n d  you
in a s  m u c h  m o n ey a s  t h a t  a n d  a  w hole  lot  of wo r ry,
too.”

“You s ho uld n’t  b e  so  g e n e ro u s  wi th  you r
a dvice,  Abe,” Mor ris  r e to r t e d.

“Oh, I do n’t  c h a r g e  you  no t hin g  for  it,
M a w r u s s,” Abe s aid,  a s  h e  t u r n e d  to  t h e  “Arrival
of Buye r s”  colu m n,  a n d,  for  lack  of a p p ro p ri a t e
r ejoind er, Mor ris  s no r t e d  indign a n tly a n d  b a n g e d  t h e
s how-roo m  doo r  b e hind  hi m.

For  t h e  r e m ain d e r  of t h e  af t e r noo n  Abe’s face
wo r e  a  m alicious  g rin.   I t  w a s  t h e r e  w h e n  Mo r ris
lef t  to  ke e p  his  a p poin t m e n t  a t  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n’s
office,  a n d  w h e n  h e  r e t u r n e d  fou r  ho u r s  la t e r  t h e  m alice,
if a ny thing,  h a d  in t e nsified.

“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  c rie d,  “I s u p pos e
you  fixed  it  a ll u p?”

“It  do n’t go  so  q uick, Abe,” Mor ris
r e plied.   His  m a n n e r  w a s  a s  c h e e rful a s  only t h a t
of a  m a n  w ho  h a s  s t r u g gle d  h a r d  to  r e p r e s s  a  fit  of
violen t  p rofa ni ty c a n  b e—for  t h e  m e e ting
a t  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n’s office  h a d  b e e n  fra u g h t
wi th  m a ny  n e rve-r a ckin g  incide n t s .  I m pri mis ,
t h e r e  h a d  b e e n  Feld m a n’s r e t ain er, a  g e n e ro us
on e,  a n d  t h e n  h a d  co m e  t h e  discus sion  of t h e  b uilding-loa n
a g r e e m e n t  wi t h  Mil ton  M. S u g a r m a n,  a t to r n ey for  t h e
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I. O. M.  A.

Feld m a n  a s s u r e d  Mo r ris  t h a t  it w a s  c us to m a ry for  t h e
bo r row e r  to  p ay t h e  fee s  of t h e  a t to r n ey for  t h e  lend er,
incid e n t al  to  d r a win g  a n d  r e co r din g  t h e  n e c e s s a ry
p a p e r s ,  a n d  Mor ris  h a d  al so  lea r n e d  t h a t  t h e  hig h  p r e miu m s
of ins u r a n c e  for  t h e  b uilding  to  b e  e r e c t e d  wo uld  co m e
ou t  of hi s  pocke t .   Mo r eover, h e  h a d  s e e n  B. Ra s hkin
c r e di t e d  wi th  co m missions  for  b r inging  a bo u t  Mo r ris’
p u rc h a s e  of t h e  lot,  a n d  for  t h e  fir s t  ti m e  h e  h a d
a s c e r t ain e d  t h a t  h e  al so  ow e d  B. Ra s hkin  t wo  h u n d r e d
a n d  fifty dolla r s  co m mission  for  p roc u ring  a  b uilding
loa n  fro m  t h e  I. O. M. A.

So  fa r  h e  r e ckon e d  t h a t  his  inves t m e n t  exce e d e d  B.
R as hkin’s by  a  t ho us a n d  dolla r s,  a n d  w h e n  h e
con sid e r e d  t h a t  B. R as hkin  would  b e  his  ow n  s u p e rin t e n d e n t
of cons t r uc tion,  w hile  h e ,  Mo r ri s, wo uld  b e  oblige d
to  hi r e  Fe r dy Rot hsc hild,  a t  a  co m p e n s a tion  of s eve n
h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s,  to  p e rfo r m  t h a t  s a m e  office
for  hi m,  Abe’s a dvice  a p p e a r e d  too  sou n d  to
b e  pl e a s a n t .

“No, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “it  do n’t
go  so  q uick.  I go t  a no t h e r  a p poin t m e n t  for  n ext
w e e k.”

Abe  g r u n t e d.

“All I go t  to  s ay, M a w r u s s,” h e  co m m e n t e d ,
“you  s houldn’t forg e t  you  a r e  a  p a r t n e r
in a  cloak  a n d  s ui t  b u sin e ss.”

“Don’t wo r ry,” Mo r ris  r e plied; “you
wo uldn’t le t  m e  forg e t  t h a t ,  Abe.” 
H e  s t ro d e  off tow a r d  t h e  cu t tin g-roo m  a n d  onc e  m o r e
Abe  r e s u m e d  his  fixed  g rin.
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It  m u s t  b e  confe ss e d  t h a t  t h ro u g h  t h e  e n ti r e  six m o n t h s
of his  b uilding  op e r a tions  Mo r ris  m ain t ain e d  a  s toic
c al m  t h a t  effec tu ally hid  t h e  s to r m  r a gin g  wi thin
his  b r e a s t .   All t h e  a n noya nc e s  incide n t al  to  b uilding
a  ho us e  w e r e  h e a p e d  on  Mo r ris,  a n d  bo t h  h e  a n d  R as hkin,
e q u ally, s uffe r e d  p e t ty  bl ack m ail a t  t h e  h a n d s  of
t h e  a t to r n ey a n d  t h e  a r c hi t ec t  for  t h e  b uilding-loa n
m o r t g a g e e.

In  t h e  m e a n ti m e  Abe’s g rin  g ain e d  in b r e a d t h
a n d  m alice,  a n d  on  m o r e  t h a n  on e  occ asion  Mor ri s  h a d
fore go n e  t h e  pl e a s u r e  of a s s a ul ting  hi s  p a r t n e r  only
by t h e  exe rcis e  of r e m a rk a ble  s elf-con t rol.

“Do m e  t h e  favor, Abe,” h e  s aid  a t  leng t h,
“a n d  le t  m e  in on  t hi s  joke.”

“It  a in’t  no  joke,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe
r e plied.   “I t ho u g h t  you foun d  t h a t  ou t
al r e a dy.”

“If you  m e a n  t h e  ho u s e ,  Abe,” Mo r ris  a n s w e r e d,
“all I go t  to  s ay  is t h a t ,  if t h e r e  s hould  b e
a ny joke  a bo u t  it,  Abe, t h e  joke  is on  you, for  t h a t
ho us e  is p r e t ty  n e a r  finish e d.”

“I’m gla d  to  h e a r  it,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  s aid.   “I s u p pos e  Fe r dy Rot hsc hild  did
it  a  good  job on  t h e  ho u s e .”

“Su r e ,  h e  did,” Mo r ris  s aid.

“H e  didn’t g e t  no  r ak e-offs fro m  m a t e ri al
m e n  o r  no t hing,  M a w r u s s.   Wh a t?” Abe a sk e d.

“Rak e-offs!” Mor ris  c rie d.   “Wh a t
d’ye  m e a n  by t h a t ?”

“I m e a n  I s e e n  it Guss a row, t h e  gl a s s  m a n,  on
t h e  s u b w ay las t  nig h t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe explain e d,
“a n d  h e  s ays  t h a t  for  ev e ry p a n e  of gl a s s  w h a t
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w e n t  in to  you r  ho u s e ,  M a w r u s s ,  Fe r dy Rothsc hild g e t s
his  r ak e-off.”

“Well, w h a t  do  I c a r e?” Mo r ri s  r e to r t e d.  
“If Gus s a row  could  s t a n d  it,  Abe, I c a n .”

“Gus s a ro w  c a n  s t a n d  it a ll r i gh t,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  s aid  r e a s s u rin gly.  “All h e’s
go t  to  do  is to  p u t  it  on  t h e  bill.”

“Well, if h e  p u t  it on  my bill, Abe,”
Mo r ris  r e plied,  “he  al so  p u t  it on  R as hkin’s
bill, b e c a u s e  hi m  a n d  m e  bo u g h t  t h e  s a m e  b uilding  m a t e ri al
all t h e  w ay t h ro u g h,  a n d  I wouldn’t p ay  no  bills
till I s a w  t h a t  R as hkin  do n’t  g e t  c h a r g e d  less
a s  I do.”

This  w a s  conclusive,  a n d  Abe’s g rin  r el axe d
for  s eve r al  inch e s,  no r  did  it r e s u m e  its  no r m al  wid t h
u n til so m e  d ays  la t e r  w h e n  Mor ris  b e g a n  to  n e go tia t e
for  hi s  p e r m a n e n t  m o r t g a g e  loan.   Onc e  Mo r ris  r e m o n s t r a t e d
wi th  hi m  for  his  levi ty.

“M us t  you  go  a ro u n d  looking  like  a  c r azy idiot,
Abe?”

“I m u s t  go t  to  lau g h,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe p ro t e s t e d,
“w h e n  I s e e n  it S a m  Fed er, of t h e  Kosciusko
Bank, t his  m o r ning,  a n d  h e  t ells  it m e  you  go t  a  p e r m a n e n t
m o r t g a g e  fro m  t h e  I. O. M. A. H e  s ays  Mil ton  M. S u g a r m a n
told  hi m  you  go t  it a h e a d  of Ra s hkin,  b e c a u s e  you
go t  influe nc e  a s  a  lodg e  b ro t h e r  of S u g a r m a n.”

“Su r e ,  I did,” Mo r ris  a d mi t t e d .

“And t h e n,  M a w r u s s,” Abe w e n t  on,  “Ras hkin
h e a r s  t h a t  t h e  I. O. M. A. is going  to  m a k e  you  a
p e r m a n e n t  loa n,  so  h e  go es  to  s e e  S u g a r m a n  too.”

“Th a t’s r ig h t ,” Mo r ri s  a g r e e d.

“And h e  s ays  to  S u g a r m a n  t h a t  so  long  a s  S u g a r m a n
is go t  to  s e a r c h  t h e  t i tl e  to  you r  ho us e  h e  wo uldn’t
h ave  to  s e a r c h  t h e  ti tle  to  Ras hkin’s ho u s e ,
b ec a u s e  bo t h  ho u s e s  s t a n d s  on  t h e  s a m e  pi ec e  of p ro p e r ty. 
So  h e  m a k e s  a  p ro posi tion  t h a t  if S u g a r m a n  would  ch a r g e
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hi m  only a  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  h e  wo uld  p u t  in a n  a p plica tion
by t h e  I. O. M. A. for  a  p e r m a n e n t  loa n.   Oth e r wis e
h e  wo uld  g e t  it fro m  a  life-ins u r a n c e  co m p a ny.”
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Mo r ris  no d d e d  ironically.

“And S u g a r m a n  s ays  h e  wo uld  do  it, I s u p pos e ,”
h e  b roke  in.  “No, Abe, S u g a r m a n  ain’t
b uil t  t h a t  w ay.  I t  cos t s  m e  five h u n d r e d  dolla r s
for  t h a t  loa n,  Abe.”

“I know it did,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe  s aid,  “an d
Fe d e r  s ays  t h a t  S u g a r m a n  told  hi m  h e  c h a r g e s  you  five
h u n d r e d  dolla r s,  a n d  so  h e  do n’t w a n t  to  b e  a
ho g,  M a w r u s s ,  a n d,  t h e r efo r e,  h e  close s  wi th  Ra s hkin
for  a  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty.”

Mo r ris’ jaw d rop p e d  a n d  h e  s t a r e d  a t  Abe.

“F u r t h e r mo r e ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe w e n t  on,  “Ra s hkin
co m e s  in  to  s e e  Fed e r  t h e  o th e r  d ay  a n d  t ells  Fed e r
h e  wo uld  b e  gl a d  to  m a k e  a  q uick  t u r n .   And h e
t ells  Fe d e r  t h a t  ho u s e  s t a n d s  hi m  in eigh t  t ho us a n d
dolla r s  c a s h  a n d  h e  would  b e  gl a d  to  s ell it for  for ty-fou r
five, all c a s h  a bove  t h e  n e w  fir s t  m o r t g a g e  of t hi r ty-t h r e e
t hous a n d.”

Mo r ris  no d d e d.

“But,  Abe,” h e  c ro ak e d,  “how could
h e  do  t h a t?   Reckonin g  all t h e  m o r t g a g e s  a n d  eve ryt hin g,
a n d  w h a t  I inves t e d  a n d  p aid  ou t  for  b uilding  m a t e ri al
ove r  a n d  a bove  t h e  b uilding  loan,  t h a t  ho u s e  s t a n d s
m e  in jus t  el eve n  t ho us a n d  t wo  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s
c a s h .   If I wo uld  co m e  ou t  eve n  on  t h a t  ho us e
I go t  to  s ell it for  for ty-five  s eve n-fifty, a n d  I
r e cko n e d  on  for ty-s eve n  t hou s a n d  a s  a  fair  p ric e  for
t h e  ho u s e .”

“Su r e ,  you  did,” Abe s aid  c h e e rfully.

“And how  t h a t  feller, Ra s hkin,  could  claim  t h a t
his  ho u s e  s t a n ds  him  in eigh t  t ho us a n d  dolla r s  c a s h
is m o r e  a s  I could  u n d e r s t a n d,  Abe,” Mor ris
s aid.   “Bec a us e  w hile  I know it I s p e n t  for
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co m missions  a n d  for  Fe r dy Rot hsc hild a  cou ple  t hou s a n d
m o r e  a s  R as hkin,  Abe, ou r  b uilding  m a t e ri al  cos t  t h e
s a m e,  Abe.”

“Su r e  it did—on  t h e  bills, M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  r e plie d; “bu t  Guss a row  s ays  t h a t  of cou r s e
h e  do n’t know  no t hin g  a bo u t  t h e  o t h e r  m a t e r ial
m e n,  b u t  w h e n  h e  s e n d s  t h e  bill to  you  h e  al so  s e n ds
t h e  s a m e  bill to  Ra s hkin,  a n d  w h e n  you  s e n d  hi m  a
c h e ck  for  you r  bill, Fe r dy Rot hsc hild  g e t s  five p e r
c e n t .   Also Ras hkin  s e n d s  Guss a row  a  c h eck  for
his  bill wi th  five p e r  c e n t .  discou n t ,  a n d  Fe r dy Rot hsc hild
sc h miers  R as hkin  a  t w e n ty-dolla r  no t e ,  a n d
t h a t’s  t h e  w ay it go e s.”

Mo r ris  s a t  dow n  in t h e  n e a r e s t  c h ai r  a n d  blinke d  h elples sly
a t  Abe.

“Wh a t  do  you  t hink  for  a  cou ple  of c rooks  like
t h a t ,  Abe?” h e  c ro ak e d.

“Wh a t  do  I t hink,  M a w r u s s?” Abe  r e p e a t e d.  
“I t hink  t h a t  on e  of ’em is a  b ro t h e r-in-law,
M a w r u s s,  a n d  t h e  o th e r  is a  r e al  e s t a t er, M a w r u s s,
a n d  t h a t’s  a  b a d  co m bin a tion.”

“But  I could  m a k e  ’em a r r e s t e d ,  Abe?”
Mo r ris  d ecl a r e d ,  “an d,  by  jim miny, I will do
it, too.”

Abe  s h r u g g e d.

“You couldn’t do  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s,”
h e  s aid,  “bec a u s e  in t h e  fi r s t  pl ac e,  M a w r u s s,
you r  Minnie  wo uld n’t  s t a n d  for  it; a n d  in t h e
s eco n d  pl ac e,  t h e m  t wo  felle r s  would  fix u p  a  fine
s to ry b e t w e e n  ’em a n d  t h e  judg e  wo uld  le t  ’em
go.  And t h e n,  M a w r u s s,  t h ey wo uld  t u r n  a ro u n d
a n d  go  to  work  a n d  s u e  you for  fals e  a r r e s ti ng;  a n d
t h e  fir s t  t hin g  you  know, M a w r u s s,  i t would  s t a n d
you  in a  co u ple  of t hous a n d  dolla r s  m o r e .”
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Mo r ris  no d d e d  s a dly.

“I b elieve  you’re  rig h t ,  Abe,” h e
m u r m u r e d.

“Su r e ,  I’m rig h t ,  M a w r u s s ,” Abe
s aid; “a n d  al so, M a w r u s s ,  w hile  I wo uld n’t
w a n t  to  s ay  no t hing  to  m a k e  you  feel wo r s e  al r e a dy,
I go t  to  s ay, M a w r u s s ,  t h a t  if you  would  b elieve  I
w a s  r igh t  six m o n t h s  a go  yet ,  you  wo uld n’t go t
to  b elieve  I w a s  righ t  now.”

Mo r ris  no d d e d  a g ain.   H e  w a s  t ho rou g hly c r u s h e d,
a n d  h e  looke d  so  a p p e alingly a t  hi s  p a r t n e r  t h a t  Abe
w a s  u n a ble  to  wi th hold  his  co mfor t  a n d  a dvice.

“Lookyh e r e ,  M a w r u s s,” h e  s aid,  “a
felle r’s  go t  to  m a k e  a  mis t ak e  so m e ti m e s.  
Ain’t it?  And if h e  didn’t  g e t  s t uck
for  a  cou ple  of t ho us a n d  dolla r s  onc e t  in a  w hile
h e  wo uld n’t  know t h e  value  of his  m o n ey. 
Ain’t it?  Bu t  a s  t his  t hin g  s t a n d s  now,
M a w r u s s,  I go t  a n  ide e  you ain’t  s t uck  so  b a d
a s  w h a t  you  t hink.”

“No?” Mor ris  s aid.   “Why ain’t
I, Abe?”

“Well, M a w r u s s ,  I’ll t ell you,”
Abe  b e g a n,  wi th  no  cle a r  conc e p tion  of ho w  h e  would
finish.   “You know m e,  M a w r u s s;  I a in’t
a  felle r  w h a t’s go t  a  w hole  lot  to  s ay for  mys elf,
b u t  I a in’t  go t  s uc h  b a d  judg m e n t ,  n ei t h er,
M a w r u s s.”

“I s e e n  felle r s  wi th  wo r s e r  judg m e n t  a s  you,
Abe,” Mo r ri s  s aid.

Abe  could  no t  forb e a r  a  s t a r e  of a s tonis h m e n t  a t  t his
g r u d ging  a d mission.
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“At las t  you go t  to  a d mi t  it,  M a w r u s s,”
h e  c rie d;  “bu t  a nyhow, M a w r u s s ,  go  a h e a d  a n d
finish  u p  t his  h e r e  p e r m a n e n t-m o r t g a g e-loa n  b u sin es s,
a n d  t h e n,  M a w r u s s,  I will do  all I c a n  to  h elp  you
ou t.”

Mo r ris  r o s e  to  hi s  fee t .

“Well, Abe,” h e  b e g a n  in s h aking  ton e s ,
“I m u s t  go t  to  s ay t h a t  I——”

“Lookyh e r e ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe b rok e  in  s ava g ely,
“ain’t  w e  foole d  a w ay e no u g h  tim e  h e r e
t his  m o r ning?  Jus t  b e c a u s e  you  go t  you r  t ro u ble s
wi th  t his  h e r e  b uilding,  M a w r u s s,  a in’t  no  r e a so n
w hy w e  s ho uldn’t a t t e n d  to  b u sin es s,  M a w r u s s .”

H e  h a n d e d  Mo r ris  a  bl ack  cigar, a n d  a s  t h ey  s t a r t e d
for  t h e  c u t ting-roo m  t h ey g ave  ve n t  to  t h ei r  p e n t-u p
e m o tions  in  g r e a t  clou ds  of co mfor ting  s mok e.

The  n ext  for t nigh t  w a s  fr a u g h t  wi th  so  m a ny dis a g r e e a ble
exp e ri e nc e s  for  Mo r ris  t h a t  h e  a p p e a r e d  to  a g e  visibly,
a n d  onc e  m o r e  Abe  w a s  m ove d  to  exp r e s s  his  sy m p a t hy.

“You s ho uld n’t  t ak e  on  so,  M a w r u s s ,”
h e  s aid,  t h e  m o r ning  af t e r  t h e  p e r m a n e n t  loa n  w a s
clos e d.   “The  fir s t  t hing  you know, M a w r u s s ,
you  will b e  g e t ting  a  n e rvous  b r e ak-u p,  al r e a dy.”

“I b e t  ye r  I wo uld  g e t  a  n e rvous  b r e ak-u p,  Abe,”
Mo r ris  a g r e e d.   “If you  would  b e  m e ,  Abe,
you  wo uld  g e t  a  n e rvous  b r e ak-u p,  too.  In  t h e
fir s t  pl ac e,  Abe, I go t  to  p ay t h e m  s ucke r s—t h e m
a r c hy-t ecks,  Pinsky & Gubin,  a  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  b efo r e
t h ey wo uld  give  it m e  t h ei r  final c e r tifica t e ,  a n d
t h e n,  Abe, I go t  to  sc h mi er  it  a  felle r  in t h e
t e n e m e n t-ho us e  d e p a r t m e n t  a no t h e r  h u n d r e d  dolla r s.  
And t h e n,  Abe, I told  it t h e m  ot h e r  t wo  c rooks  w h a t
I t ho u g h t  of ’em, Abe, a n d  you ou g h t  to  h e a r
t h e  w ay t h a t  ho r s e-t hief t a lks  b ack  to  m e ,  al r e a dy.”

“Hors e-t hief!” Abe  s aid.   “Which
on e,  M a w r u s s?”
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“Th a t  Fe r dy Rothsc hild,  Abe,” Mor ris  con tinu e d.  
“So s u r e  a s  I s t a n d  h e r e ,  Abe, if t h a t  felle r
wo uldn’t b e  my wife’s b ro t h er, I would
m a k e  for  hi m  a  cou ple  blu e  eyes  h e  would n’t
forgo t  so  q uick.”

“With  a  felle r  like  t h a t ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe
s aid,  “you  s ho uldn’t bo t h e r  you r s elf a t
all.  If you  m a k e  a  lowlife  b u m  a  cou ple  blu e  eyes ,
h e  will m a k e  you also  a  co u ple  blue  eye s,  m ayb e,  a n d
t h a t’s  all t h e r e  is to  it, M a w r u s s .   Bu t
w h e n  you  m a k e  it a  c rook like  Fe r dy Roths c hild a  cou ple
blu e  eyes ,  t h e n  t h a t’s  so m e t hin g  el s e  a g ain.  
S uc h  a  sc h win dler  like  hi m,  M a w r u s s ,  would
t u r n  rig h t  a ro u n d  a n d  s u e  you  in t h e  cou r t s  ye t  for
d a m a g e s,  a n d  t h e  fir s t  t hin g  you  know you  a r e  s t uck
for  a  cou ple  t hous a n d  dolla r s .”

“Well, I a m  t h ro u g h  wit h  hi m,  a nyhow,”
Mo r ris  r e plied,  “so w e  wo uld n’t  t a lk no
m o r e  a bo u t  hi m.   A di r ty  d a w g  like  hi m,  Abe, ain’t
wo r t h  a—a——” H e
w a s  s e a r c hing  his  mi n d  for  a  s ufficien tly t r ivial s t a n d a r d
of co m p a ri son  w h e n  Abe  in t e r r u p t e d  hi m.

“I t hou g h t  you  w a s n’t  going  to  t alk a bo u t
hi m,  M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid; “an d,  a nyhow,
M a w r u s s,  w h a t’s t h e  u s e  t alking  a bo u t  t hing s
w h a t  is p a s t  al r e a dy?  Wh a t  w e  go t  to  do  now,
M a w r u s s,  is to  s ell t h a t  ho us e.”

“I know it, Abe,” Mo r ri s  r e plied  r u efully,
“bu t  how  a r e  w e  going  to  s ell t h a t  ho us e  wi th
B. Ra s hkin  going  a ro u n d  offe ring  to  s ell t h e  ide n tical
s a m e  ho us e  for  for ty-fou r  five?  If I wo uld  b e
lucky e no u g h  to  g e t  for ty-five s eve n-fifty for  min e,
Abe, I would  s till b e  ou t  s eve r al h u n d r e d  dolla r s.”

“You t alk foolish,  M a w r u s s;  you wo uld  g e t  for ty-s eve n
t hous a n d,  s u r e ,  for  t h a t  ho us e .”
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“Would  I?” Mo r ris  c ri ed.   “How
wo uld  I do  t h a t?”

“Le ave  t h a t  to  m e,” Abe  r e plied.

H e  p u t  on  hi s  h a t  a n d  co a t .

“Wh e r e  a r e  you going,  Abe?” Mor ris  a s k e d.

Abe  w a g gled  hi s  h e a d  sole m nly.

“You s ho uld n’t  a sk  m e ,  M a w r u s s,”
h e  s aid.   “I go t  a n  ide e.”

It  w a s  a  q u a r t e r  to  t w elve  w h e n  Abe  left  t h e  loft
b uilding  on  Nin e t e e n t h  S t r e e t ,  a n d  h e  r e p ai r e d  im m e dia t ely
to  t h e  r e al-e s t a t e  s ale s roo m  on  Vesey S t r e e t ,  w h e r e
a u c tion  s al es  of r e al  e s t a t e  a r e  h eld  a t  noon  d aily. 
To t his  c e n t e r  of r e al-e s t a t e  a c tivity co m e s  eve ry
r e al-e s t a t e  b rok e r  of t h e  E as t  Sid e,  tog e t h e r  wi th
his  b ro t h e r s  fro m  H a rl e m  a n d  t h e  Bronx, a n d  Abe fel t
r e a son a bly s u r e  t h a t  B. R a s hkin  wo uld  b e  on  h a n d.

Ind e e d,  h e  h a d  h a r dly e n t e r e d  t h e  s al e s roo m  w h e n  h e
d e sc ri e d  B. R as hkin  s t a n ding  on  t h e  ou t ski r t s  of a
li t tle  t h ro n g  t h a t  s u r ro u n d e d  t h e  ro s t r u m  of a  pop ula r
a u c tion e er.

“Now, g e n tl e m e n,” s aid  t h e  a u c tion e er,
“w h a t  a m  I offe r e d  for  t his  six-s to ry, fou r-fa mily
ho us e.   Re m e m b er, g e n tl e m e n,  i t is p r a c tic ally
n e w  a n d  s t a n d s  on  a  lot  for ty by  a  h u n d r e d.”

“For ty t hou s a n d,” s aid  a  voice  a t  Abe’s
elbow.

“Co m e,  g e n tle m e n,” t h e  a u c tion e e r  c ri ed,
“w e  ain’t  m a king  you a  p r e s e n t  of t his
ho us e,  exac tly.  Do I h e a r  for ty-on e?   Tha nk
you, sir.  At for ty-on e—a t  for ty-on e—a t——”

Abe sidle d  u p  to  B. Ras hkin  a n d  in fir m  to n e s  h e  m a d e
t h e  n ex t  bid.
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“For ty-on e  five,” h e  s aid.

“For ty-on e  five,” t h e  a u c tion e e r  r e p e a t e d ,
a n d  B. Ra s hkin  t u r n e d  to  look a t  t h e  bidd er. 
H e  s t a r t e d  visibly a s  h e  r e cog nize d  Abe, w ho  bow e d
coldly.

“Why, h allo, Mr. Pot a s h,” R as hkin  exclaim e d.  
“I did n’t know  you  w a s  in  t h e  m a rk e t  for
p ro p e r ty.”

“Why no t?” Abe  s aid.

“Well, on  a c cou n t  you  go t  a  p a r t n e r  w ho——”

“You do n’t go t  to  r u b  it  in, Mr. R as hkin,”
Abe  in t e r r u p t e d.   “If my  p a r t n e r  did  know
a  good  t hing  w h e n  h e  s e e n  it, Mr. Ra s hkin,  I do n’t
n e e d  to  b e  r e min d e d  of it.”

“A good  t hin g!” R as hkin  s aid  in p uzzled
a c c e n t s.   “Why, I ain’t——”

H e  s to p p e d  in tim e  a n d  force d  hi ms elf to  s mile  a mi a bly.

“Yes, Mr. R as hkin,” Abe w e n t  on,  a s  h e
imp e rc e p tibly e d g e d  a w ay fro m  t h e  c row d.   “Would
you  b elieve  it, t h a t  felle r  t ells  m e  t his  m o r ning  h e’s
go t  al r e a dy a  fine  offe r  for  t h e  ho u s e?”

“You do n’t t ell m e ,” R as hkin  s aid
a s  t h ey  a p p ro a c h e d  on e  of t h e  s ale s roo m  doo r s.  
H e  too  w a s  e d gin g  a w ay fro m  t h e  c row d  a n d  con g r a t ul a t e d
hi m s elf t h a t  Abe h a d  m a d e  no  fu r t h e r  bid.   “I’m
gla d  h e  s ho uld  g e t  it.  For  m ei n  p a r t ,
Mr. Pot a s h,  I wo uld  b e  gl a d  to  s ell my  ho u s e ,  too.”

H e r e  h e  m a d e  a  r a pid  m e n t al c alcula tion  a n d  a r rive d
a p p roxim a t ely a t  t h e  p rice  t h a t  wo uld  yield  Mor ris
a  p rofi t.
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“I h a d  mys elf a n  offe r  of for ty-six s eve n-fifty
for  my ho us e ,  Mr. Pota s h,” h e  h az a r d e d.

Abe  w a s  os t e n t a tiously s u r p ri s e d.

“So!” h e  s aid,  wi th  a n  el a bo r a t e  a s s u m p tion
of r e cove ring  his  co m pos u r e .

“Yes, Mr. Pot a s h ,” Ra s hkin  w e n t  on.  
H e  w a s  b e gin nin g  to  feel t h a t  t h e  figu r e  w a s  too  low. 
“Th a t’s t h e  offe r  I r ec eive d  a n d  I wo uld n’t
t ak e  a  ce n t  less  t h a n  for ty-eig h t .”

“Let  m e  s e e ,” Abe m u s e d,  a s  t h ey  p a u s e d
in fron t  of a  b ak e ry  a n d  lunc h roo m  a  few doo r s  dow n
t h e  s t r e e t .   “You go t  a  fir s t  m o r t g a g e  t hi r ty-t h r e e
t hous a n d  dolla r s,  a n d  t h a t  wo uld  give  you  a  p r e t ty
big  e q ui ty t h e r e ,  Mr. Ra s hkin.”

“Wouldn’t  you  co m e  insid e  a n d  t ak e  m ayb e
a  c u p  of coffee,  Mr. Pot a s h?” R as hkin  s u g g e s t e d .

“I s ho uldn’t mi n d  if I will,” Abe
s aid; a n d  t h ey e n t e r e d  t h e  b ak e ry tog e t h er.  “Would
you  w a n t  all c a s h  a bove  t h e  m o r t g a g e,  Mr. R as hkin?”

“Jus t  now, Mr. Pota s h,” R as hkin  r e plie d,
“I w a n t  a  li t tl e  so m e t hin g  to  e a t .   Give
m e  a  piec e  of s tollen  a n d  a  c u p  of coffee.”

“Milk s e p a r a t e?” t h e  w ai t r e s s  a sk e d.

B. Ra s hkin  no d d e d  h a u g h tily a n d  t h e n  t u r n e d  to  Abe.

“Wh a t  will you  h ave,  Mr. Pot a s h?” h e  a s k e d.

“Give m e  al so  a  cu p  of coffe e  a n d  a  ton g u e  s a n d wic h,”
h e  a n no u nc e d  to  t h e  w ai t r e s s .

“Whit e  o r  rye  b r e a d?” s aid  t h e  w ai t r e s s .

“Rye  b r e a d,” Abe  r e plie d.

“We ain’t  go t  no  rye  b r e a d;  I could  give
you  a  roll s a n d wich,” s h e  d e cla r e d  sole m nly.
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“All r ig h t ,  give  m e  a  roll to n g u e  s a n d wich,”
Abe  conclud e d,  a n d  onc e  m o r e  a d d r e s s e d  B. Ra s hkin.

“Of cou r s e  you  wo uld  t ak e  b ack  a  s econ d  m o r t g a g e,
Mr. Ras hkin,” h e  s aid.
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“Well, I mig h t  t a k e  two  o r  t h r e e  t ho us a n d  dolla r s,
a  p u r c h a s e-m o n ey m o r t g a g e,  b u t  no  m o r e ,” R as hkin
r e plied,  a s  t h e  w ai t r e s s  r e t u r n e d  e m p ty-h a n d e d.

“Rolls  is all ou t ,” s h e  s aid.   “I’ll
h ave  to  give  you w hi t e  b r e a d .”

“All r ig h t ,” Abe r e plied.

“Did you  s ay  S wiss  c h e e s e  o r  s to r e  c h e e s e?”
s h e  inqui r e d  mildly.

“Tong u e!” Abe a n d  B. Ra s hkin  ro a r e d  wi t h
on e  voice.

“Well, do n’t g e t  m a d  a bo u t  it,”
t h e  w ai t r e s s  c rie d,  a s  s h e  w hiske d  a w ay tow a r d  t h e
coffee  u r n s .

“I’ll t ell you  t h e  t r u t h ,  Mr. Pot a s h,”
B. Ra s hkin  con tin u e d.   “I give  t h a t  ho u s e
to  a  n u m b e r  of r e al  e s t a t e r s ,  a l r e a dy, a n d  I’m
con sid e ring  a  good  offe r  fro m  a  felle r  w h a t  Fe r dy
Rothsc hild b rings  m e .   The  felle r  m a k e s  m e  a  fine
offer, Mr. Pota s h,  only h e  w a n t s  m e  to  t ak e  b a ck  a
s eco n d  m o r t g a g e  of five t ho us a n d  dolla r s;  a n d  I told
Fe r dy Rothsc hild  if h e  co uld  g e t  his  c us to m e r  to  m a k e
it  a ll c a s h  a bove  a  s e con d  m o r t g a g e  of t h r e e  t ho us a n d
dolla r s  I wo uld  conside r  i t.  Fe r dy s ays  h e  exp ec t s
his  cus to m e r  in to  s e e  hi m  t his  af t e r noon,  al r e a dy,
a n d  h e  will le t  m e  know  b efo r e  I go  ho m e  to-nig h t .”

In  t his  r a r e  ins t a nc e  B. R as hkin  w a s  u n d e r going  t h e
novel exp e ri e nc e  of s p e akin g  t h e  t r u t h  only sligh tly
m o dified,  for  t h a t  ve ry m o r nin g  Fe r dy Rothsc hild h a d
p ro d uc e d  a  p u rc h a s e r  w ho  w a s  willing  to  p ay for ty-six
t hous a n d  dolla r s  for  R a s hkin’s ho us e.   This
d e al  t h e  p u r c h a s e r  p ro pos e d  to  cons u m m a t e  by  t akin g
t h e  p ro p e r ty s u bjec t  to  a  fi r s t  m o r t g a g e  of t hi r ty-t h r e e
t hous a n d  dolla r s,  by exec u tin g  a  s eco n d  m o r t g a g e  of
s eve n  t hou s a n d  dolla r s,  a n d  by p aying  t h e  six t hou s a n d
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b al a nc e  of t h e  p u rc h a s e  p rice  in  c a s h.

B. Ra s hkin  h a d  told  Fe r dy t h a t  if t h e  c us to m e r  wo uld
a g r e e  to  p ay eig h t  t hou s a n d  five h u n d r e d  dolla r s  in
c a s h  a n d  to  r e d u c e  t h e  s eco n d  m o r t g a g e  p ropo r tion a t ely,
t h e  d e al  wo uld  b e  clos e d;  a n d  Fe r dy h a d  p ro mis e d  to
le t  hi m  know  d u rin g  t h e  af t e r noo n.

“Lookyh e r e ,  R as hkin,” Abe s aid  a t  len g t h,
“w h a t’s t h e  u s e  b e a tin g  b u s h e s  a ro u n d?  
You know  a s  w ell a s  I do  t h a t  m e  a n d  my p a r t n e r  do n’t
g e t  alon g  w ell tog e t h er, a n d  I would  like  to  t e a c h
t h a t  s uck e r  a  lesson  t h a t  h e  s houldn’t m o nk ey
no  m o r e  wi th  r e al  e s t a t e ,  y’un d e r s t a n d.  
I’ll t ell you righ t  now, R as hkin,  I would  b e
willing  to  lose  m ay b e  a  cou ple  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  if
I could  g e t  t h a t  ho u s e  fro m  you a n d  s ell it  to  t h e
felle r  w h a t  m a k e s  t h e  offe r  to  M a w r u s s  Pe rl m u t t er.”

“You a n d  Pe rl m u t t e r  m u s t  b e  p r e t ty  good  frie n ds
tog e t h er,” R as hkin  co m m e n t e d.   “But,
a nyhow, I a m  p e rfec tly willing  to  h elp  you  all I c a n ,
b ec a u s e  w h e n  a  felle r  p r ac tically c alls  you  a  bloods ucke r
a n d  a  ho r s e-t hief, Mr. Pot a s h,  n a t u r ally you  do n’t
feel too  frien dly tow a r d  hi m.   Bu t  on e  t hing  I
go t  to  s ay, Mr. Pot a s h,  a n d  t h a t  is I couldn’t
s ell my  ho u s e  for  a  p e n ny les s  t h a n  for ty-eig h t  t hou s a n d
dolla r s.”

Abe  p u t  dow n  his  c u p  of coffee  a n d  s t a r e d  a t  R a s hkin.

“Th a t’s a  lot  of m o n ey, Mr. R as hkin,”
Abe  s aid,  “an d  t h a t  wo uld  m e a n  p r e t ty  n e a r  t w elve
t hous a n d  c a s h.”
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B. Ra s hkin  no d d e d  c al mly a n d  Abe  po n d e r e d  for  a  m o m e n t.

“Well, Ras hkin,” Abe  s aid,  “I a m
willing  I s ho uld  s p e n d  so m e  m o n ey, y’und e r s t a n d,
a n d  so  I would  m a k e  you  t his  offe r:   Would  you
give  m e  a n  op tion  on  t h e  ho us e  a t  for ty-eig h t  t hou s a n d
for  t wo  w e eks,  s u p posing  I p aid  you, w e  will s ay,
t wo  h u n d r e d  dolla r s?”

R as hkin  s hook his  h e a d.

“We will s ay  t h e n  t wo  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s,”
Abe  s aid; b u t  R a s hkin  d e cline d.

Im m e dia t ely t h ey co m m e n c e d  to  b a r g ain  vigo ro usly,
a n d  a t  in t e rvals  of five min u t e s  e a c h  m o dified  his
p ric e  for  t h e  op tion,  u n til h alf a n  ho u r  h a d  expi r e d,
w h e n  t h ey m e t  a t  fou r  h u n d r e d  dolla r s .

“All r ig h t ,” B. R as hkin  c ri ed,  “le t
u s  go  a n d  s e e  Mil ton  M. S u g a r m a n  a n d  d r a w  u p  t h e  op tion.”

“I a m  a g r e e a ble,” Abe s aid; “a ny
lawye r  co uld  d r a w  it  u p,  so  fa r  a s  I a m  conc e r n e d.”

They ro s e  fro m  t h e  t a bl e  wi thou t  leaving  t h e  c us to m a ry
nickel for  t h e  w ai t r e s s  a n d,  a s  t h ey  p a s s e d  ou t  of
t h e  door, s h e  gla r e d  af t e r  t h e m  a n d  indign a n tly a djus t e d
h e r  po m p a do u r  wi t h  bo t h  h a n d s.

“Pipe  t h e m  t wo  hig h-live r s,” s h e  hi ss e d
to  t h e  w ai t r e s s  a t  t h e  n ex t  t a bl e.   “I kn e w
t h e m  g uys  w a s  goin g  to  p a s s  m e  u p  a s  soon  a s  I laid
m e  eye s  on  ’em.”

S h e  h e ave d  a  t r e m e n do us  sig h.

“Y’or t e r  h e a r d  t h e  ro a r  t h ey  p u t  u p  a bo u t
a  ton g u e  s a n d wich,” s h e  s aid.   “Ain’t
it  funny, Kit ty, how  tigh t w a d s  is alw ays  fussy a bo u t
t h ei r  feed?”
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Whe n  Abe  r e t u r n e d  to  hi s  pl ac e  of b u sine s s  a  cou ple
of ho u r s  la t er, h e  foun d  Mo r ris  a d ding  u p  figu r e s
on  t h e  b a ck  of a n  e nvelop e.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  c rie d,  “wh a t’s
n e w  a bo u t  t h e  ho us e?”

“I’ll t ell you  w h a t’s n ew, M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  r e plie d.   “Jus t  a d d  fou r  h u n d r e d  dolla r s
to  t h e m  figu r e s  on  t h a t  e nvelop e,  a n d  you’ll
find  ou t  w h a t  t h a t  ho u s e  cos t s  you  u p  to  d a t e .”

“Wh a t  do  you  m e a n?”

“N eve r  min d  w h a t  I m e a n,  M a w r u s s,” Abe
s aid.   “I’ll t ell you  la t e r  w h a t  I
m e a n.   The  t hing  is now, M a w r u s s ,  I go t  to  know
on e  t hing  a n d  I go t  to  know  it  q uick.  Whe r e  could
I find  t his  h e r e  lowlife  b ro t h e r-in-law of you r s?”

“Let  m e  s e e ,” s aid  Mo r ri s.  “It’s
al r e a dy t wo  o’clock, so  I g u e s s,  Abe, you  wo uld
b e  liable  to  g e t  hi m  in t h e  b ack  roo m  of Wass e r b a u e r’s
Cafe.   Hi m  a n d  a  felle r  by  t h e  n a m e  Feinson  a n d
t h a t  lowlife  R a bin e r  pl ays  t h e r e  a uc tion  pinoc hle
tog e t h er.”

“But  ain’t  h e  go t  no  office,  M a w r u s s?”
Abe  a sk e d.

“Su r e ,  h e’s  go t  a n  office,” Mor ris
r e plied.   “H e’s go t  it  d e sk-roo m  wit h
a  cou ple  of r e al  e s t a t e r s  on  Libe r ty S t r e e t ,  Abe. 
Look hi m  u p  in t h e  t el ep ho n e  book.  H e’s
go t  a  p ho n e  p u t  in too,  Abe, wi th  my m o n ey, I b e t
yer.”

Abe  cons ul t e d  t h e  t el ep ho n e  book a n d  a g ain  p u t  on
his  h a t .

“Wh e r e  a r e  you going  now, Abe?” Mor ris
a sk e d.

“I’m going  dow n  to  Fe r dy Rothsc hild’s
office,” Abe r e plied.
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“But  you  wo uldn’t find  hi m  in, Abe,”
Mo r ris  p ro t e s t e d.

“I ho p e  no t ,” Abe  r e plied;  a n d  for  t h e
s eco n d  tim e  t h a t  d ay  h e  lef t  his  pl ac e  of b u sin e ss
a n d  bo a r d e d  a  do w n tow n  L t r ain.
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Fe r dy Rothsc hild’s office  w a s  t uck e d  a w ay in
a n  obsc u r e  co r n e r  of a  s m all office  b uilding  on  Libe r ty
S t r e e t ,  a n d  a s  Abe plod d e d  w e a rily u p  t h r e e  fligh t s
of s t ai r s  h e  ove r took a  s ho r t ,  s tou t  g e n tl e m a n  h e a d e d
in t h e  s a m e  di r ec tion.

“A felle r  w h a t’s go t  his  office  on  t h e
top  floor  of a  b a ck-n u m b e r  b uilding  like  t hi s,”
s aid  t h e  exh a u s t e d  t r aveler, “should  ke e p  it
ai r s hips  for  his  c us to m e r s .”

“I b e t  yer,” Abe  g a s p e d,  a s  t h ey r e a c h e d
t h e  lan ding  tog e t h er, a n d  t h e n  in silenc e  t h ey  bo t h
w alke d  sid e  by side  to  t h e  office  of Fe r dy Roths c hild.

Abe  op e n e d  t h e  doo r  a n d  m o tion e d  his  co m p a nion  to
e n t e r  fir s t ,  w h e r e a t  t h e  s t r a n g e r  no d d e d  poli t ely
a n d  w alked  in to  t h e  office.

“Is Mr. Rot hsc hild  in?” h e  s aid  to  t h e
office-boy, w ho  w a s  t h e  sole  occ u p a n t  of t h e  roo m.

“Mr. Rot hsc hild,  now, t el ep ho n e d,” t h e
boy r e plied,  “an d  h e  s ays,  now, t h a t  if a  g uy
co m e s  in  by  t h e  n a m e  of M a rks  to  t ell hi m  h e  s ho uld
w ai t .”

“Did h e  s ay  h e  wo uld  b e  rig h t  in?” Mr.
M a rks  a s k e d.

“No,” t h e  boy a n s w e r e d,  “bu t  h e’ll
b e  in soon,  all r i gh t .”

“How do  you  know t h a t?” Abe a sk e d.

“Bec a u s e ,  now, I h e a r d  hi m  t ell t h e  o t h e r  boys
t h a t  h e  wouldn’t s e t  no  long e r  ti m e  limit,”
t h e  boy r e plied; “bu t  h e  s ays  h e’d  play
fou r  m o r e  d e als  a n d  t h e n  h e’d  q ui t .   S e e?”

Mr. M a rks  looked  a t  Abe a n d  b rok e  in to  a  lau g h.
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“Th a t’s a  fine  lowlife  for  you,”
h e  s aid.   “Tha t  felle r  t ells  m e  I s ho uld
b e  h e r e  a t  t h r e e  o’clock s h a r p  a n d  h e  fools a w ay
my  ti m e  like  t his.”

Abe  no d d e d.

“Wh a t  could  you  exp ec t  fro m  a  felle r  like  t h a t?”
Abe  co m m e n c e d,  a n d  t h e n  b rok e  off s u d d e nly—“bu t
exc us e  m e .   H e  m ay b e  a  frien d  of you r s.”

“Got t  soll h u e t e n ,” Mr. M a rks  r e plied
piously.  “All I go t  to  do  wi th  hi m  is t h a t
h e  b rin gs  m e  a  p ro posi tion  I s ho uld  b uy a  pi ec e  of
p ro p e r ty w hich  h e  go t  it  to  s ell.”

“Th a t’s a  fun ny t hing,” Abe  s aid.  
“I c a m e  h e r e  mys elf a bo u t  a  piec e  of p ro p e r ty
w h a t  I jus t  bo u g h t ,  a n d  I u n d e r s t a n d  h e  t ri e d  to  s ell
t h e  p ro p e r ty for  t h e  felle r  w h a t  I bo u g h t  it fro m.”

Abe  took t h e  op tion  fro m  his  b r e a s t  pock e t  a n d  op e n e d
it  on  his  kn e e,  w hile  Mr. M a rks  gl a nc e d  a t  it  fu r tively,
no t  u n no tice d  by Abe, w ho  aid e d  his  co m p a nion’s
ins p ec tion  by  s p r e a din g  ou t  t h e  p a p e r  u n til it s  con t e n t s
w e r e  pl ainly visible.

“Why!” Mr. M a rks  c rie d.   “Why,
t h a t  is t h e  ho u s e  w h a t  t his  h e r e  Rothsc hild s aid  h e
wo uld  s ell it m e .”

Abe  looke d  u p  s h a r ply.

“You do n’t s ay so?” h e  s aid.  
“How co uld  h e  s ell you  t h a t  ho u s e  w h e n  I go t
t his  h e r e  op tion  on  it t his  m o r nin g  for  for ty-eig h t
t hous a n d  dolla r s?”

“For ty-eig h t  t hou s a n d  dolla r s!” Mr. M a rks
exclaim e d.   “Why, h e  s ays  I could  b uy it
for  for ty-six t ho us a n d  dolla r s.”

Abe  laug h e d  wi t h  force d  polit e n es s.

“Well, if you  could  of go t  it for  for ty-six

449



t hous a n d  you  s ho uld  of took it,” h e  s aid.  
“I w a n t  for ty-nin e  t ho us a n d  for  it.”

It  w a s  now  Mr. M a rks’ t u r n  to  lau g h.
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“You couldn’t g e t  for ty-nin e  t hou s a n d
for  t h a t  ho u s e ,” h e  s aid,  “if t h e  window-p a n e s
w a s  di a mo n ds  al r e a dy.”

“No?” Abe r e to r t e d.   “Well,
t h e n,  I’ll ke e p  it,  Mis t e r——”

“M a rks,” s u g g e s t e d  Mr. M a rks.

“M a rks,” Abe  w e n t  on.   “I’ll
k e e p  it, Mr. M a rks ,  u n til I c a n  g e t  it, so  s u r e  a s
my  n a m e  is Abe Pot a s h.”

“Of Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r?” Mr. M a rks  a sk e d.

“Th a t’s my  n a m e,” Abe s aid.

“Why, t h e n ,  you r  p a r t n e r  ow ns  ye t  t h e  ho us e
n ex t  doo r!” Mr. M a rks  c rie d.

“Th a t  ain’t  no  n e w s  to  m e ,  Mr. M a rks ,”
Abe  s aid.   “In  fac t,  h e  b uilt  t h a t  ho us e ,
Mr. M a rks,  a n d  I go t  so  ti r e d  h e a rin g  a bo u t  t h e  w ay
t h a t  ho u s e  r e n t s  a n d  ho w  m u c h  m o n ey h e  is going  to
g e t  ou t  of it  t h a t  I bo u g h t  t h e  pl ac e  n ex t  doo r  mys elf.”

“But  ain’t  t h a t  a  fun ny t hing  t h a t  on e
p a r t n e r  s hould  b uild  a  ho us e  a n d  t h e  o t h e r  p a r t n e r
s ho uld n’t  h av e  no t hin g  to  do  wi th  it?”
Mr. M a rks  co m m e n t e d .

“We w a s  p a r t n e r s  in cloaks,  Mr. M a rks ,  no t  in
ho us es ,” Abe explain e d.   “And I h a d
my  c h a nc e  to  go  in wi t h  hi m  a n d  I w a s  a  big  fool I
did n’t took it.”

Mr. M a rks  ro s e  to  his  fee t.

“Well, all I c a n  s ay is,” h e  r ejoine d,
“if I go t  it a  p a r t n e r  a n d  w e  w a s  to  consid e r
a  p roposi tion  of b uilding,  Mr. Pot a s h,  w e  wo uld  go
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it  tog e t h er, no t  s e p a r a t e .”

“Yes, Mr. M a rks ,” Abe a g r e e d,  “if
you  h a d  it a  p a r t n er, Mr. M a rks,  t h a t  wo uld  b e  so m e t hin g
els e  a g ain,  b u t  t h e  p a r t n e r  w h a t  I go t  i t, Mr.
M a rks ,  you  go t  no  ide e  w h a t  a n  ind e p e n d e n t  felle r  t h a t
is.  I c a n  a s s u r e  you, Mr. M a rks,  t h a t  felle r
do n’t  le t  m e  know  no t hing  w h a t  h e  is doing  ou t sid e
of ou r  b u sin e ss .   For  all I wo uld  know, h e  mig h t
of sold  his  ho u s e  al r e a dy.”

“You do n’t m e a n  to  s ay  t h a t  hi s  ho u s e
is on  t h e  m a rk e t ,  do  you?” M a rks  s aid  s h a r ply.

“I do n’t  m e a n  to  s ay  no t hin g,” Abe
r e plied,  a s  h e  s t a r t e d  to  leave.   “All I
m e a n  to  s ay  is t h a t  I a m  ti r e d  of w ai ting  for  t h a t
lowlife  Rothsc hild, a n d  I m u s t  g e t  b a ck  to  my s to r e .”

“Wait  a  bi t; I’ll go  do w ns t ai r s  wi th  you,”
M a rks  b rok e  in.

As t h ey w alke d  do w n  to  t h e  el eva t e d  ro a d  t h ey  exc h a n g e d
fur t h e r  confide nc e s ,  by  w hich  it a p p e a r e d  t h a t  Mr.
M a rks  w a s  in t h e  fu rni tu r e  b u sin es s  on  Third  Aven u e,
a n d  t h a t  h e  lived  on  Lenox Avenu e  n e a r  On e  H u n d r e d
a n d  Sixt e e n t h  S t r e e t .

“Why, you  a r e  p r a c tic ally a  n eigh bo r  of M a w r u s s
Pe rl m u t t er,” Abe c rie d.

“Is t h a t  so?” Mr. M a rks  s aid,  a s  t h ey
r e a c h e d  t h e  el eva t e d  r ailw ay.

“Yes,” Abe  w e n t  on,  “he  lives  on
a  H u n d r e d  a n d  Eigh t e e n t h  S t r e e t  a n d  Lenox Avenu e.”

“You do n’t s ay so?” Mr. M a rks  r e plied.  
“Well, Mr. Pot a s h ,  I g u e s s  I go t  to  le ave  you
h e r e .”

They s hook  h a n d s,  a n d  af t e r  Abe  h a d  p roc e e d e d  h alf-w ay
u p  t h e  s t e p s  to  t h e  s t a tion  pl a tfo r m  h e  p a u s e d  to
obs e rve  Mr. M a rks  p e n ciling  a n  a d d r e s s  in his  m e m o r a n d u m
book.
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Whe n  h e  a g ain  e n t e r e d  hi s  s how-roo m  Mor ris  h a d  jus t
h u n g  u p  t h e  t el e p ho n e  r ec eiver.

“Yes, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “you’ve
go n e  a n d  s t uck  you r  fee t  in it  a ll r ig h t .”
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“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?” Abe a sk e d.

“Fe r dy Rothsc hild jus t  r u n g  m e  u p,” Mo r ris
explaine d,  “an d  h e  s ays  you  w e n t  do w n  to  his
office  w hile  h e  w a s  ou t ,  a n d  you  s e e n  it t h e r e  a  felle r
w h a t  h e  w a s  going  to  s ell Ra s hkin’s ho u s e  to,
a n d  you w e n t  a n d  b rok e  u p  t h e  d e al, a n d  t h a t  h e  will
s u e  you  ye t  in  t h e  cou r t s .”

“Let  hi m  s u e  u s ,” Abe s aid.   “All
h e  knows  a bo u t  is w h a t  t h e  office-boy t ells  hi m.  
I didn’t  b r e a k  u p  no  d e al, b ec a u s e  t h e r e  w a s n’t
no  d e al  to  b u s t  u p,  M a w r u s s.”

“Why no t?” Mo r ris  a sk e d.

“Bec a u s e  if t h e  d e al  w a s  to  s ell Ras hkin’s
ho us e,” Abe  explain e d,  “Roths c hild ain’t
in  it  a t  a ll, b e c a u s e  I mys elf is t h e  only p e r so n  w h a t
could  s ell t h a t  ho us e.”

H e  d r e w  t h e  op tion  fro m  his  b r e a s t  pocke t  a n d  h a n d e d
it  to  Mo r ri s,  w ho  r e a d  it  ove r  c a r efully.

“Well, Abe,” Mo r ris  co m m e n t e d,  “th a t’s
only t h rowing  a w ay good  m o n ey wi th  b a d,  b ec a u s e  you
could n’t do  no t hing  wi th  t h a t  ho us e  in t wo  w e eks
o r  in t wo  ye a r s ,  n ei t h er.”

“I know it,” Abe s aid  confide n tly, “bu t
so  long  a s  I go t  a n  op tion  on  t h a t  ho us e  no bo dy els e
could n’t do  no t hing  wi th  it,  n ei th er.  And
so  long  a s  Ras hkin  ain’t  a ble  to  u n d e r s ell you,
M a w r u s s,  you  go t  a  c h a n c e  to  g e t  r id  of you r  ho us e
a n d  to  co m e  ou t  eve n,  M a w r u s s.   My a dvice  to  you
is, M a w r u s s ,  t h a t  you  s hould  g e t  a  h u s tl e  on  you  a n d
s ell t h a t  ho us e  for  t h e  b e s t  p ric e  you  could.  
For  so  s u r e  a s  I si t  h e r e ,  af t e r  t his  op tion  expi r e s ,
a n d  R as hkin  is a g ain  offe ring  his  ho u s e  a t  for ty-five
t hous a n d,  you  wo uld  b e  posi tively s t uck.”
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“I b e t  ye r  I wo uld  b e  s t uck, Abe,” Mor ris
a g r e e d.   “But  I a in’t  going  to  le t
no  g r a s s  g row  on  m e,  Abe.  I will p u t  in a n  a d .
in  eve ry p a p e r  in N e w  York t his  af t e r noon,  a n d  I’ll
k e e p  it  u p  till I s ell t h e  ho u s e.”

“M ayb e  t h a t  wo uld n’t  b e  n e c e s s a ry, M a w r u s s,”
Abe  s aid,  wi th  a  t winkle  in hi s  eye.

“Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n?” Mor ris  a s k e d.

Whe r e u po n,  Abe  u nfold e d  a t  g r e a t  leng t h  his  a dv e n t u r e s
of t h e  d ay, b e gin ning  wi th  his  m e e tin g  B. R as hkin
a t  t h e  Re al-Es t a t e  Exch a n g e,  a n d  concluding  wi th  Mr.
M a rks’ p e n cile d  m e m o r a n d u m  of Mo r ri s’ a d d r e s s .

“And now, M a w r u s s,” Abe conclud e d,  “you
s e e n  t h e  posi tion  w h a t  I took it, a n d  w h e n  t h a t  felle r
M a rks  c alls  a t  you r  ho u s e  to-nigh t  you  s hould  b e  c a r eful
a n d  no t  m a k e  no  c r a cks.   Re m e m b er, M a w r u s s,  you
go t  to  t ell hi m  t h a t  a s  a  p a r t n e r  I a m  a  c r a nk  a n d
a  r e g ula r  hig h bin d er.  Also, M a w r u s s,  you  go t
to  t ell hi m  t h a t  if I w a s n’t h eld  by  a  cop a r t n e r s hip
a g r e e m e n t  I would  do  you  for  you r  s hi r t ,  y’und e r s t a n d?”

Mo r ris  no d d e d.

“I know you  s hould,  Abe,” h e  s aid.

“Wh a t!” Abe  ro a r e d.

“I m e a n  I know  I s ho uld,” Mo r ri s  explaine d;
“I know I s hould  t ell t his  h e r e  M a rks  w h a t  you
s ay.”

Abe  g r e w  c al m  im m e dia t ely, b u t  h e  left  fu r t h e r  t ac tics
to  Mor ris’ disc r e tion; a n d  w h e n  Mr. M a rks  c alled
a t  t h e  la t t e r’s  ho u s e  t h a t  eve nin g  Mo r ris  s how e d
t h a t  h e  poss es s e d  t h a t  disc r e tion  to  a  d e g r e e  h a r dly
e q u ale d  by hi s  p a r t n er.

“Yes, Mr. M a rks ,” h e  s aid,  af t e r  h e  h a d
s e a t e d  his  visi to r  in t h e  e a sie s t  c h ai r  in t h e  fron t
p a rlo r  a n d  h a d  s u p plied  hi m  with  a  good  cigar, “it
is t r u e  t h a t  I go t  it  a  ho us e  a n d  t h a t  t h e  ho us e  is
on  t h e  m a rk e t  for  s al e.”
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H e  p a u s e d  a n d  no d d e d  s a dly.

“But  I a l so  go t  it a  p a r t n er, Mr. M a rks,  a n d
no  do u b t  you  h e a r d  al r e a dy w h a t  a  cu t t h ro a t  t h a t  felle r
is.  I a s s u r e  you, Mr. M a rks,  t h a t  felle r  go e s
to  wo rk  a n d  g e t s  a n  op tion  on  t h e  ho u s e  n ex t  doo r  w hich
you  know  is ide n tical t h e  s a m e  like  my ho u s e  is. 
Yes, Mr. M a rks,  h e  g e t s  a n  op tion  on  t h a t  ho us e  for
for ty-s eve n  t ho us a n d  five  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  fro m  t h e
felle r  w h a t  ow ns  it, w h e n  h e  knows  I a m  al r e a dy n e go tia ting
to  s ell my  ho us e  for  for ty-s eve n  s eve n-fifty.”

This  willful miss t a t e m e n t  of t h e  a m o u n t  of t h e  op tion
p ro d uc e d  t h e  d e si r e d  r e s ul t .

“Did you  s e e n  it t h e  op tion?” M a rks  a sk e d
c a u tiously.

“Well, no,  I a in’t  s e e n  it,  b u t  I h e a r d
it  on  good  a u t ho ri ty, Mr. M a rks,” h e  s aid,  a n d
allow e d  hi m s elf t wo  b a r s’ r e s t ,  a s  t h e  m u sicia ns
s ay, for  t h e  p h r a s e  to  sink  in.

“Yes, Mr. M a rks ,  on  good  a u t ho ri ty I h e a r d  it
t h a t  Pot a s h  p ays  five h u n d r e d  dolla r s  for  a  t wo-w e eks’
op tion  a t  for ty-s eve n  t hou s a n d  five h u n d r e d  dolla r s.”

“For ty-s eve n  t hous a n d  five h u n d r e d  dolla r s?”
M a rks  s aid  wit h  a  r i sing  inflec tion.

“For ty-s eve n  t hous a n d  five h u n d r e d,” Mo r ris
r e plied  bl a n dly, “a n d  I g u e s s  h e  go t  a  p r e t ty
c h e a p  ho us e,  too.”

“Well, I a in’t  go t  t h e  s a m e  opinion  w h a t
you  go t ,” M a rks  r e to r t e d .   “I go t
a n  opinion, Mr. Pe rlm u t t er, t h a t  you r  p a r t n e r  p ays
a  t hou s a n d  dolla r s  too  m u c h  for  his  ho us e .”

“Is t h a t  so?” Mor ris  r e plie d,  a n d  t h e n
a n d  t h e r e  b e g a n  a  t h r e e-ho u r s’ s e s sion  w hich
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t e r min a t e d  w h e n  t h ey s t r u ck  a  b a r g ain  a t  for ty-s eve n
t hous a n d  dolla r s.   Ten mi n u t e s  la t e r  M a rks  lef t
wi th  a  w ri t t e n  m e m o r a n d u m  of t h e  t e r m s  of s ale  on
his  p e r so n  w hile  Mo r ris  pocke t e d  a  simila r  m e m o r a n d u m
a n d  fifty dolla r s  e a r n e s t  m o n ey.

The  n ext  m o r ning  a n  exec u to ry con t r a c t  of s al e  w a s
sign e d  in H e n ry  D. Feld m a n’s office,  a n d  p r e cis ely
t wo  w e e ks  la t e r  Mr. M a rks  took ti tl e  to  Mo r ris’
p ro p e r ty w hich,  af t e r  d e d u c ting  all exp e n di t u r e s ,  n e t t e d
its  b uilde r  a  p rofit  of al mos t  t wo  t ho us a n d  dolla r s.  
This  s u m  Mo r ris  d e posi t e d  to  t h e  c r e di t  of t h e  fi rm
a c co u n t  of Pot a s h  & Pe rlm u t t er, a n d  h a r dly h a d  t h e
c e r tified  c h eck  b e e n  dis p a tc h e d  to  t h e  Kosciusko Ba nk
w h e n  t h e  doo r  op e n e d  a n d  R a s hkin  a n d  Fe r dy Rothsc hild
b u r s t  in to  t h e  s how-roo m.

“Bloods uck e r!” R as hkin  c ri ed,  s h akin g
his  fis t  u n d e r  Abe’s nos e .   “Wh a t
for  you  did n’t  t ak e  u p  you r  op tion?”

Abe  s t e p p e d  b a ck  h u r ri e dly a n d  p u t  a  s a m ple  t a ble
b e t w e e n  hi m s elf a n d  B. R as hkin.

“M us t  I t ak e  it  u p  t h e  op tion?” h e  s aid
c al mly.  “Could n’t  I le t  you  ke e p
it  t h e  fou r  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  if I w a n t e d  to?”

R as hkin  looke d  a t  Fe r dy Roth sc hild.

“Th a t’s a  fine  m u r d e r e r  for  you. 
Wh a t?” h e  excl aim e d.

“Him, I a in’t  s u r p ri s e d  a bo u t ,”
Fe r dy Rothsc hild  r e plied,  “bu t  w h e n  a  felle r
s ho uld  do  his  ow n  wife’s b ro t h e r  ou t  of a  co m mission
of fou r  h u n d r e d  a n d  sixty-five dolla r s,  R as hkin,  w h a t
a  h e a r t  h e  m u s t  h ave  it.  Like  a  piec e  of s t e el.”

“Don’t t alk t h a t  w ay, Fe r dy,” Mor ris
co m m e n t e d ,  wi thou t  e m o tion.   “You m a k e  m e
feel b a d .   I go t  lot s  of conside r a tion  for  you,
Fe r dy, af t e r  t h e  w ay you t r e a t e d  m e  al r e a dy. 
Yes, Fe r dy, I t hink  a  w hole  lot  of you, Fe r dy. 
You could  co m e  to  m e  wi th  you r  ton g u e  h a n ging  ou t  fro m
h u n g e r  ye t,  a n d  I wouldn’t lift a  lit tl e  fing er.”
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Fe r dy t u r n e d  a n d  a p p e ale d  to  B. R a s hkin.

“Ain’t t h e m  fine  wo r d s  to  h e a r  fro m  my
ow n  b ro t h e r-in-law?” h e  s aid.

“Nobody co m p els  you  to  s t ay h e r e  a n d  lis t e n
to  ’em, Rothsc hild,” Abe in t e r r u p t e d .  
“And, a nyhow, Rot hsc hild, you  could  m a k e  it  m o r e
m o n ey if ins t e a d  you  s t aye d  h e r e  you wo uld  go  dow n tow n
to  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n’s  office  a n d  s u e  t his  h e r e
R as hkin  in t h e  cou r t s  for  you r  co m mission.   I
w a s  t elling  Feld m a n  all a bo u t  it t his  m o r nin g,  a n d
h e  s ays  you  go t  i t a  good  c as e.”

“Rothsc hild,” R as hkin  c ri ed  ple a din gly,
“w h e r e  a r e  you  going?”

“You s ho uld n’t  t alk to  m e ,” Rot hsc hild
a n s w e r e d.   “Pota s h  is r ig h t .   I b ro u g h t
t his  h e r e  M a rks  to  you  a n d  h e  w a s  r e a dy a n d  willing
to  p u rc h a s e  a t  you r  t e r m s,  a n d  so,  t h e r efo r e ,  you
ow e  m e  a  co m mission  of fou r  h u n d r e d  a n d  sixty-five
dolla r s.”

The  n ext  m o m e n t  h e  b a n g e d  t h e  doo r  b e hin d  hi m  a n d
five  min u t e s  la t e r  h e  w a s  follow e d  by B. Ra s hkin,
w ho  h a d  filled  t h a t  s ho r t  s p a c e  of tim e  wi th  a n  exh a u s tive
a n d  p rofa n e  d e n u n cia tion  of Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t er, individu ally
a n d  a s  cop a r t n e r s .

Five  d ays  af t e r w a r d  Mo r ris  exa min e d  t h e  lis t  of r e al-e s t a t e
conveya nc e s  in t h e  m o r ning  p a p er, af t e r  t h e  fas hion
of t h e  r efo r m e d  r a c e-t r a ck  g a m ble r  w ho  occ a sion ally
con s ul t s  t h e  p a s t  p e rfo r m a n c e s  of t h e  d ay’s
e n t ri e s.

H e  h a n d e d  t h e  p a p e r  to  Abe  a n d  poin t e d  his  fing e r
to  t h e  following  it e m:  

     2 6 4 t h  S t.  2 0 4 4  E a s t
3 7 .6  x 1 0 0.1 0;  Ba r uc h  Ra s hkin  to  t h e  Royal
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     Picc a dilly Re alty Co.
(mt g  $ 3 3,00 0), $ 1 0 0.

“Th a t’s only a  fake,” Abe s aid.  
“I s e e n  in t h e  p a p e r  yes t e r d ay t h a t  R a s hkin
inco r po r a t e d  t h e  Royal Picca dilly Re al ty Co m p a ny wi t h
his  wife, Goldie  Ra s hkin,  a s  p r e sid e n t;  a n d  I g u e s s
h e  do n e  it  b e c a u s e  h e  go t  sc a r e d  t h a t  Rothsc hild wo uld
g e t  a  judg m e n t  a g ain s t  hi m.   And so  h e  t r a n sfe r s
t h e  ho u s e  to  t h e  co r po r a tion.”

“But  if h e  do e s  t h a t ,  Abe,” Mor ris  c ri ed
gle efully, “Fe r dy Rothsc hild wo uld  n ev e r  collec t
on  t h a t  judg m e n t,  b e c a u s e  t h a t  ho us e  is all t h e  p rop e r ty
R as hkin’s go t .”

“I ho p e  you  do n’t  feel b a d  a bo u t  it,  M a w r u s s,”
Abe  s aid.

“I b e t  ye r  I feel t e r rible,  Abe,” Mo r ri s
s aid  ironically.  “But  w hy did  R as hkin  c all
it  t h e  Royal Picc a dilly Re al ty Co m p a ny, Abe?”

“For  t h e  s ak e  of old  t im e s  ye t ,” Abe  a n s w e r e d.  
“I h e a r  it fro m  Sol Kling e r  t h a t  b efo r e  Ra s hkin
b u s t e d  u p  in t h e  w ais t  b u sin es s  h e  u s e d  to  m a k e  u p
a  g a r m e n t  c alle d  t h e  Royal Picc a dilly.”

“Is t h a t  so?” Mor ris  co m m e n t e d .   “I
n eve r  h e a r d  h e  b u s t e d  u p  in t h e  w ais t  b u sin e ss ,  Abe. 
Why couldn’t h e  m a k e  a  go  of i t, Abe?”

“Well, M a w r u s s ,  it  w a s  t h e  s a m e  t ro u ble  wi th
hi m  like  wi th  so m e  o th e r  p eople,  I know,” Abe
r e plied  significa n tly.  “H e  w a s  a  good  m a n ufac t u r e r
b u t  a  poo r  s ale s m a n;  a n d  you  know a s  w ell a s  I do,
M a w r u s s,  a ny fool could  m a k e  u p  a n  a r ticle,  M a w r u s s ,
b u t  it t ak e s  a  felle r  wi t h  judg m e n t  to  s ell it.”

CHAPTER XVII

“Did t h e  s po n g e r  s e n d  u p  t h e m  doc to r s  ye t?”
s aid  Mo r ris  wi th  a  fa r-a w ay look in his  bloods ho t
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eye s,  a s  h e  e n t e r e d  his  pl ac e  of b u sin e ss  a t  h alf
p a s t  s eve n  on e  m o r nin g  in M a rc h.
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“Docto r s?” Abe r e p e a t e d .   “Wh a t
a r e  you  t alking  a bo u t—docto r s?”

Mo r ris  s n a p p e d  hi s  finge r s  imp a tie n tly.

“Docto r s!   H e a r  m e  t alk!” h e  c ri ed.  
“I m e a n t  ke r s eys.”

“Lis t e n  h e r e ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe  s u g g e s t e d .  
“Wh a t’s t h e  u s e  you  m o nk eying  wi th  b u sin e ss
to-d ay?  Why do n’t  you  go  ho m e?”

“M e,  I do n’t t ak e  t hin gs  so  p a r tic ular,
Abe,” Mo r ri s  r e plied.   “Time  e no u g h
w h e n  I go t  to  go  ho m e,  t h e n  I will go  ho m e.”

“You could  do  w h a t  you  pl e a s e ,  M a w r u s s ,”
Abe  d e cl a r e d .   “We ain’t  so  b u sy no w
t h a t  you  could n’t b e  s p a r e d,  y’und e r s t a n d.  
With  s p ring  w e a t h e r  like  w e  go t  it now, M a w r u s s ,  w e
could  b e t t e r  s ell a r c tic  ove r s ho es  a n d  r ainco a t s  a s
t ry  to  g e t  r id  of ou r  line  al r e a dy.  I t ell you
t h e  t r u t h,  M a w r u s s ,  I a in’t  s e e n  b u sin e s s  so
sc hlech t  since  w ay b efo r e  t h e  S p a nis h  War  al r e a dy.”

“We could  alw ays  find  so m e t hin g  to  do,
Abe,” s aid  Mor ris.   “Why do n’t
you  t ell Miss  Coh e n  to  g e t  ou t  t h e m  s t a t e m e n t s  w hich
you  w a s  t alking  a bo u t?”

“Th a t’s a  good  ide e ,  M a w r u s s,” Abe
a g r e e d.   “H alf t h e  tim e  w e  don’t  know
w h e r e  w e  a r e  a t  a t  a ll.  Big conc e r n s  g e t  ou t  w h a t
t h ey c all a  b al a ncing  s h e e t  eve ry d ay ye t ,  a n d  w e
a r e  lucky if w e  do  it  onc e t  a  ye a r  al r e a dy.  Ho w
long  do  you  t hink  it  wo uld  t ak e  h e r  to  finish  ’em
u p,  M a w r u s s?”

The  fa r-a w ay look r e t u r n e d  to  Mo r ris’ eye s  a s
h e  r e plie d.   “I a m  w ai ting  for  a  t el e p hon e
eve ry mi n u t e ,  Abe,” h e  s aid.
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Abe s t a r e d  indign a n tly a t  hi s  p a r t n er, t h e n  h e  took
a  cig a r  ou t  of hi s  w ais tco a t  pock e t  a n d  h a n d e d  it
to  Mor ris.

“Go a n d  si t  dow n  a n d  s m ok e  t his, M a w r u s s ,”
h e  s aid.   “Leon  S a m m e t  gives  it to  m e  in
t h e  s u b w ay t his  m o r nin g,  a n d  if it’s a ny t hin g
like  t h e m  so uve ni r s  w hich  h e  h a n d s  it  ou t  to  his  c us to m e r s ,
it’ll m a k e  you  forg e t  you r  t ro u bles,  M a w r u s s.  
The  las t  ti m e  I s mok e d  on e,  I couldn’t r e m e m b e r
no t hing  for  a  w e ek.”

Mo r ris  c a r efully cu t  off t h e  e n d  of Abe’s gift
wi th  a  p e nk nife,  b u t  w h e n  h e  s t r uck  a  m a t c h  t h e  t el ep ho n e
b ell r a n g  s h a r ply.  Im m e dia t ely h e  t h r e w  t h e  ciga r
a n d  t h e  ligh t e d  m a t c h  to  t h e  floor  a n d  d a s h e d  wildly
to  t h e  fir m’s office.

“Do you  go t  to  b u r n  t h e  pl ac e  u p  ye t?”
Abe  c rie d,  a n d  af t e r  h e  h a d  exting uis h e d  t h e  m a tc h
wi th  hi s  foot,  h e  follow e d  his  p a r t n e r  to  t h e  office
in ti m e  to  view Mor ris’ co a t  t ails  di s a p p e a ring
in to  t h e  el eva tor.  For  two  min u t e s  h e  s tood  s till
a n d  s hook hi s  h e a d  slowly.

“Miss  Coh e n,” h e  s aid  a t  leng t h,  “ge t
ou t  t h e m  s t a t e m e n t s  w hich  I told  it you  yes t e r d ay,
a n d  so  soon  you  go t  t h e  d r a wing  a ccou n t  finish e d,  le t
m e  h ave  it.  I do n’t  t hink  Mr. Pe rlm u t t e r
will b e  b a ck  to-d ay, so  you  would  h ave  lot s  of t im e
to  do  it  in.”

It  w a s  al mos t  t wo  o’clock b efor e  Miss  Coh e n
h a n d e d  Abe  t h e  s t a t e m e n t  of t h e  fir m’s d r a wing
a c co u n t ,  a n d  Abe  t h r u s t  i t in to  hi s  b r e a s t  pocke t .

“I’m going  ou t  for  a  bi t e,  Miss  Coh e n,”
h e  s aid.   “If a nybody w a n t s  m e ,  I a m  ove r
a t  H a m m e r s mit h’s a n d  you  could  s e n d  Jake  a c ross
for  m e .”

H e  sig h e d  h e avily a s  h e  r ais e d  hi s  u m b r ella  a n d  plun g e d
ou t  in to a  h e avy M a r c h  dow n po ur.  I t  h a d  b e e n
r aining  s t e a dily for  a bo u t  a  w e ek  to  t h e  co m ple t e
discou r a g e m e n t  of g a r m e n t  b uye r s ,  a n d  H a m m e r s mi t h’s
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r e a r  c afe  s h el t e r e d  a  p ro po r tion a t ely gloo my a s s e m bl a g e
of cloak  a n d  s ui t  m a n ufac t u r e r s.   Abe  gl a nc e d
a ro u n d  hi m  w h e n  h e  e n t e r e d  a n d  s elec t e d  a  t a ble  a t
w hich  s a t  Sol Kling er, w ho  w a s  scowling  a t  a  po r tion
of S alisbu ry  s t e ak.
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“H allo, Sol,” Abe c ri e d.   “Wh a t’s
t h e  t ro u ble.   Ain’t t h e  oi t e r mo bile  r u n ning
a g ain?”

“Do m e  t h e  favor, Abe,” Sol r e plied,  “an d
c u t  ou t  t h e m  so  c alled  all eg e d  jokes .”

H e  t u r n e d  tow a r d  a  w ai t e r  w ho  w a s  d u s ting  off t h e
t a bleclo th  in  fron t  of Abe.

“M ax,” h e  s aid,  s t a b bin g  a t  t h e  s t e a k
wi th  a  fork  h eld  a t  a r m’s  len g t h  a n d  lea ning
b ack  in his  c h ai r  a s  t hou g h  to  avoid  con t a gion.  
“Wh a t  d’ye  c all t his  h e r e  m e s s  a nyw ay?”

The  w ai t e r  exa min e d  t h e  di sh  c ri tic ally a n d  no d d e d
his  h e a d.

“S ally’s-b u ry  s t e a k,  Mr. Kling er,”
h e  m u r m u r e d.   “Very nic e  to-d ay.”

“Is t h a t  so?” Sol Kling e r  r ejoine d.  
“Well, lookyhe r e  M ax, if I wo uld  go t  it  a  d a w g
w hich  I w a n t e d  to  g e t  r id  of b a d ,  y’un d e r s t a n d,
I would  fee d  hi m  t h a t  m e s s .   Bu t  m e ,  I ain’t
r e a dy to  di e  jus t  ye t  a w hile,  y’und e r s t a n d,
eve n  t ho u g h  b usin e ss  is  r o t t e n,  so  you could
t ak e  t h a t  t hing  b a ck  to  t h e  cook a n d  b rin g  m e  a  slice
of ro a s t  b e ef; a n d  if you  t hink  I go t  all d ay to  si t
h e r e ,  M ax, a n d  fool a w ay my tim e——”

“Righ t  a w ay, Mr. Klinger, r i gh t  a w ay,”
M ax c rie d  a s  h e  h u r ri e d  off t h e  offen ding  di sh,  a n d
onc e  m o r e  Sol s u bsid e d  in to  a  m ela nc holy silenc e.

“Don’t t ak e  it so  h a r d ,  Sol,” Abe
s aid.   “We go t  b a d  w e a t h e r  like  t his  sc ho n
lot s  of ti m e s  ye t,  a n d  no n e  of u s  b u s t e d  u p.   Ain’t
it?”

“The  w e a t h e r  is nix, Abe,” Sol r e plied.  
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“If it’s w e t  to-d ay t h e n  it’s fine
to-m o r row, a n d  if a  conc e r n  ain’t  b uying  goods
now—all r i gh t .   They’ll b uy ’em
la t e r  on.   Ain’t it? B u t , Abe, t h e
p a r t n e r  w hich  you go t  it  to-d ay, Abe, t h a t’s
t h e  s a m e  p a r t n e r  w hich  you  go t  it to-m o r row, a n d  t h a t
s uck e r  Klein, Abe, h e  e a t s  m e  u p  wi th  exp e n s e s.  
Wh a t  t h a t  felle r  do es  wi th  his  m o n ey, Abe, I don’t
know.”

“M ayb e  h e  b uys  oi t e r m o biles,  Sol,” Abe
s u g g e s t e d .

“Su p posin g  I did  b uy las t  s p rin g  a n  oi t e r mo bile,
Abe,” Sol r e to r t e d.   “Th a t  is t h e
lea s t.   I b e t  ye r  t h a t  felle r  Klein  s p e n d s  e no u g h
on  t axica b  rid e s  for  c us to m e r s ,  a n d  al so  on e  o r  t wo
of ’em w hich  s h e  ain’t  c u s to m e r s ,  a s  h e
could  b uy a  doz e n  oit e r m o biles  al r e a dy. 
N o,  Abe, t h a t  ain’t  t h e  poin t.   The  fir s t
ye a r  Klein  a n d  m e  go e s  a s  p a r t n e r s  tog e t h er, h e  ove r d r a w s
m e  t wo  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty dolla r s.  S c ho n  g u t .
If t h e  felle r  is a  lit tle  ex t r ava g e n t ,  y’und e r s t a n d,
h e’s go t  to  m a k e  it  u p  n ex t  ye ar.”

Sol p a u s e d  to  inves tig a t e  t h e  ro a s t  b e ef w hich  M ax
h a d  b ro u g h t ,  a n d  b ein g  a p p a r e n tly s a tisfied,  h e  p roc e e d e d
wi th  hi s  n a r r a tive.

“N ext  year, Abe,” h e  con tinu e d,  “Klein
no t  only ain’t  m a d e  u p  t h e  t wo  h u n d r e d  a n d  fifty,
Abe, b u t  h e  g e t s  in to  m e  t h r e e  h u n d r e d  dolla r s  m o r e .  
Well, b u sin e s s  is good,  y’und e r s t a n d,  a n d  so
I do n’t  kick  a n d  t h a t’s  w h e r e  I a m  a  g r e a t
big  fool, Abe, b e c a u s e  eve ry  ye a r  sinc e  t h e n,  Abe,
t h a t  s uck e r  go es  on  a n d  on,  u n til to-d ay ou r  b al a nc e
s h e e t  s how s  I go t  five  t ho us a n d  m o r e  inves t e d  in t h e
b u sin es s  a s  Klein  go t  it.   And if I wo uld  t ell
hi m  w e  a r e  no  long e r  e q u al  p a r t n e r s ,  Abe, h e  would
go  righ t  do w n  to  H e n ry  D. Feld m a n,  a n d  to-m o r row  m o r ning
t h e r e  wo uld  b e  a  r e c eive r  in  t h e  s to r e .”
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Sol plu n g e d  his  fork  in to  t h e  slice  of ro a s t  b e ef
a s  t ho u g h  it  w e r e  Klein  hi m s elf, a n d  h e  h a ck e d  a t
it  so  viciously t h a t  t h e  g r avy flew in eve ry  di r e c tion.

“M ax,” h e  ro a r e d,  cla p ping  his  h a n dk e r c hief
to  his  face,  “wh a t  t h e  d evil you  a r e  b ringin g
m e  h e r e—sou p?”

It  w a s  a t  le a s t  five  min u t e s  b efo r e  Sol h a d  exh a u s t e d
his  s tock  of p rofa ni ty, a n d  w h e n  a t  leng t h  t h e  t a bleclo t h
w a s  c h a n g e d  a n d  Abe  h a d  minis t e r e d  to  t h e  fron t  of
his  coa t  wit h  a  n a pkin  dipp e d  in w a t er, Sol c e a s e d
to  u p b r aid  t h e  w ai t e r  a n d  r e s u m e d  hi s  ti r a d e  a g ain s t
his  p a r t n er.

“Yes, Abe,” h e  s aid,  “you  a r e  in
luck.  You go t  a  p a r t n er, y’un d e r s t a n d,
w hich  h e  is a  d e c e n t  r e s p ec t a ble  feller.  I b e t
ye r  M a w r u s s  wo uld  no  m o r e  d r e a m  of ove r d r a win g  you,
t h a n  h e  wo uld  fly in t h e  air.”

“Wait  till t h ey g e t s  to  b e  po p ular, Sol,”
Abe  r e plie d.   “You co uld  t ak e  it fro m  m e,
Sol, M a w r u s s  wo uld  b e  t h e  fi r s t  on e  to  b uy on e  of t h e m
ai rypla n e s,  jus t  t h e  s a m e  like  h e  bo u g h t  t h a t  oi t e r m o bile
ye t.”

“Th a t’s all r i gh t ,” Sol s aid.  
“M a w r u s s  is a  good  live  p a r t n er.  H e  s e e s
p eo ple  ro u n d  hi m—good,  d e c e n t ,  r e s p ec t a ble
p eo ple,  min d  you—is b uying  oi t e r mo biles,
Abe, a n d  so  h e  t hinks  h e  could  b uy on e,  too.  The r e
ain’t  no  h a r m  in t h a t ,  Abe, so  long  a s  h e  ke e p s
insid e  his  d r a win g  a ccou n t ,  b u t  so  soon  a s  on e  p a r t n e r
s t a r t s  to  t ak e  m o r e  a s  t h e  o t h e r  m o n ey ou t  of t h e
b u sin es s,  Abe, t h e n  t h e r e  is r ig h t  a w ay t rou ble.  
Bu t  c e r t ainly, Abe, M a w r u s s  wo uld n’t do  no t hing
like  t h a t .”

“Su r e  no t ,” Abe r e plied,  “bec a u s e
in t h e  fi r s t  pl ac e ,  Sol, h e  know s  I wouldn’t
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s t a n d  for  i t, a n d  in  t h e  s e co n d  pl ac e ,  M a w r u s s  ain’t
ou t  to  do  m e,  y’und e r s t a n d.   I will s ay
for  M a w r u s s  t hi s, Sol.  Of cou r s e  a  p a r t n e r  is
a  p a r t n er, Sol, a n d  t h e  b e s t  of p a r t n e r s  b e h ave s  like
c u t-t h ro a t s  a t  ti m e s,  b u t  M a w r u s s  w a s  alw ays  w hi t e
wi th  m e ,  Sol, a n d  c e r t ainly I t hink  a  w hole  lot  of
t h a t  feller.  Jus t  to  s how  you, Sol, I go t  Miss
Coh e n  to  fix it  u p  for  u s  a  s t a t e m e n t  of ou r  d r a win g
a c co u n t  w hich  I go t  i t r i gh t  h e r e  in my  b r e a s t  pocke t ,
a n d  I ain’t  eve n  looke d  a t  it  a t  a ll, so  s u r e
I a m  t h a t  eve ryt hing  is all O. K.”

“I b e t  ye r  you  ove r d r e w  hi m  ye t ,”
Sol obs e rve d.

“M e,  I a in’t  s uc h  a  big  s p e n d er, Sol,”
Abe  r e plie d  a s  h e  u nfolde d  t h e  s t a t e m e n t.   “I
do n’t  ev e n  go t  to  look a t  t h e  s t a t e m e n t ,  b ec a u s e
I know  w e  d r e w  jus t  t h e  s a m e  a m o u n t .   Yes,—h e r e
it  is Sol.  M e,  I d r e w  six t hou s a n d  two  h u n d r e d
dolla r s,  a n d  M a w r u s s  d r e w—six t ho us a n d  t wo
h u n d r e d  a n d——. Well, w h a t  do  you
t hin k  for a s uc k er  lik e  t ha t?”

“Why, w h a t’s t h e  m a t t er, Abe?” Sol
c ri ed.

Abe’s face  h a d  g ro w n  w hi t e  a n d  hi s  eye s  gli t t e r e d
wi th  a n g er.

“Th a t’s a  loafe r  for  you!” h e  w e n t
on.   “Th a t  felle r  a c t u ally pocke t e d  fifty-t wo
dolla r s  of my  m o n ey.”

“Fifty-t wo  dolla r s?” Sol r e p e a t e d.  
“Wh a t  a r e  you  m a king  s uc h  a  fuss  a bo u t  fifty-t wo
dolla r s  for?”

“With  you  I s u p pos e  fifty-t wo  dolla r s  is no t hin g,
Sol?” Abe r e to r t e d.   “I s u p pos e  you
could  pick  u p  fifty-t wo  dolla r s  in  t h e  s t r e e t s ,  Sol. 
Wh a t?   Wait  till I s e e  t h a t  r o b b e r  to-m o r row. 
I’ll fix hi m.   Actu ally, I t hou g h t  t h a t
felle r  w a s  a bove  s uc h  t hin gs,  Sol.”
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“Don’t exci t e  you r s elf, Abe,” Sol
b e g a n.

“I ain’t  exci t e d,  Sol,” Abe  r e plied.  
“I ain’t  a  bi t  exci t e d.   All I wo uld
do  is I will go  b a ck  to  t h e  s to r e  a n d  d r a w  a  c h e ck
for  fifty-t wo  dolla r s .   I wo uldn’t le t  t h a t
b e a t  g e t  a h e a d  of m e  no t  for  on e  c e n t ,  Sol.  If
I would  si t  dow n  wi th  my eyes  clos e d  for  five  mi n u t e s ,
Sol, t h a t  loafe r  wo uld  do  m e  for  my  s hi r t .   I
m u s t  b e  on  t h e  job  all t h e  ti m e,  Sol, o th e r wis e  t h a t
felle r  would  h ave  m e  on  t h e  s t r e e t s  ye t.”

For  a  q u a r t e r  of a n  ho u r  long e r  Abe r eviled  Mo r ris,
u n til Sol w a s  m ove d  to  p ro t e s t .

“If I t hou g h t  t h a t  w ay a bo u t  my p a r t n er, Abe,”
h e  s aid,  “I’d go  rig h t  dow n  a n d  s e e  Feld m a n
a n d  h ave  a  dis solu tion  ye t.”

“Th a t’s w h a t  I will do,  Sol,” Abe
d ecla r e d .   “Why s ho uld  I ti e  mys elf u p  a ny
long e r  wi th  a  c u t t h ro a t  like  t h a t?   I t ell you
w h a t  w e’ll do,  Sol.  We’ll go  ove r
to  t h e  s to r e  a n d  s e e  w h a t  el s e  Miss  Coh e n  foun d  it
ou t.   I b e t  you  h e  ring s  in  a  w hole  lot  of it e m s
on  m e  wi th  t h e  p e t ty  c a s h  w hile  I w a s  a w ay on  t h e
ro a d.”

Toge t h e r  t h ey lef t  H a m m e r s mi t h’s a n d  r e p ai r e d
a t  onc e  to  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r’s  pl ac e  of b usine s s.  
As t h ey e n t e r e d  t h e  s how-roo m  Miss  Coh e n  e m e r g e d  fro m
h e r  office  wi th  a  s h e e t  of p a p e r  in h e r  h a n d.

“Mr. Pot a s h,” s h e  s aid,  “w h e n  you
w e r e  in Chica go  las t  fall you  d r e w  on  t h e  firm  for
a  h u n d r e d  dolla r s ,  a n d  by mis t ak e  I c r e di t e d  it to
you  on  you r  exp e n s e  a c co u n t .   I t  oug h t  to  h av e
b e e n  ch a r g e d  on  you r  d r a win g  a c cou n t .   So  t h a t
m a k e s  you r  to t al  d r a wing  a cco u n t  sixty-t h r e e  h u n d r e d
dolla r s.”
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Abe s top p e d  s ho r t  a n d  looke d  a t  Sol.

“Wh a t  w a s  t h a t  you s aid,  Miss  Coh e n?”
h e  a sk e d.

“I s aid  t h a t  I m a d e  a  mis t ak e  in t h a t  s t a t e m e n t,
a n d  you’r e  ove r d r a w n  on  Mr. Pe rl m u t t e r  for ty-eig h t
dolla r s,” Miss  Coh e n  conclu d e d.

“The n  h u r ry  u p  q uick, Miss  Coh e n,” Abe
c ri ed,  “an d  d r a w  a  ch e ck  in my p e r son al  c h eck
book on  t h e  Kosciusko Bank  to  Pot a s h  & Pe rl m u t t e r  for
for ty-eigh t  dolla r s  a n d  s e e  t h a t  it’s d e posi t e d
t h e  fir s t  t hin g  to-m o r ro w  m o r nin g.”

H e  h a n d e d  Sol a  cigar.

“Yes, Sol,” h e  s aid,  “if M a w r u s s
wo uld  find  it  ou t  t h a t  I a m  ove r d r a w n  on  him  for ty-eigh t
dolla r s,  h e  wo uld  a b u s e  m e  like  a  pickpocke t .  
Tha t  felle r  n eve r  gives  m e  c r e di t  for  b eing  s q u a r e
a t  all, Sol.  I wo uld  b e  af r aid  for  my  life  if
h e  wo uld  g e t  on  to  t h a t  for ty-eig h t  dolla r s .   Why,
t h e  ve ry fir s t  t hin g  you  know, Sol, h e  would  b e  going
a ro u n d  t elling  eve rybody I w a s  a  c rook a n d  a  cu t t h ro a t .  
Tha t’s  t h e  kind  of felle r  M a w r u s s  is, Sol. 
I could  t r e a t  hi m  alw ays  like  a  g e n tl e m a n,  Sol, a n d
if t h e  s m alles t  li t tl e  t hing  h a p p e n s  to  u s,  ‘sucke r’
is t h e  lea s t  w h a t  h e  c alls  m e .”

At t his  junc t u r e  t h e  g r e e n  b aize  doo rs  lea din g  in to
t h e  h all b u r s t  op e n  a n d  Mo r ri s  hi m s elf le a p e d  in to
t h e  s how-roo m.   His  n e ck tie  w a s  p e r c h e d  r a kis hly
u n d e r n e a t h  hi s  r ig h t  e ar, a n d  hi s  colla r  w a s  of t h e
m ois t u r e  a n d  consis t e ncy of a  u s e d  w a s h  r a g .  
His  clo th es  w e r e  d rippin g,  for  h e  c a r ri e d  no  u m b r ella,
a n d  hi s  h ai r  h u n g  in d a m p  s t r a n d s  ove r  his  for e h e a d.  
N eve r t h el e s s  h e  w a s  g rinning  b ro a dly, a s  wi thou t  a
wo r d  h e  r a n  u p  to  Abe  a n d  s eize d  his  h a n d.   For
t wo  mi n u t e s  Mo r ri s  s hook it u p  a n d  dow n  a n d  t h e n  h e
collaps e d  in to  t h e  n e a r e s t  c h air.
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“Well, M a w r u s s ,” Abe  c rie d,  “wh a t’s
t h e  m a t t e r?   Couldn’t you  s ay  no t hin g?  
Wh a t  did  you co m e  do w n tow n  a g ain  for?  You s ho uld
h ave  s t aye d  u p tow n  wit h  Min nie.”

“S’all r ig h t ,  Abe,” Mo r ris  g a s p e d.  
“S’all over, too.  The  doc to r  s ays
ins t e a d  I s hould  b e  m a kin g  a  n uis a nc e  of mys elf u p tow n,
I would  b e  b e t t e r  off in t h e  s to r e  h e r e .   H e  w a s
t h e r e  b efo r e  I could  g e t  ho m e.”

“Who w a s  t h e r e?” Abe a sk e d.   “The
doc to r?”

“N o t  t h e  doc tor,” Mo r ris  w e n t  on.  
“The  boy w a s  t h e r e .   Min nie  is doing  fine.  
The  doc to r  s aid  eve ry thing  wo uld  b e  all r ig h t .”

“Th a t’s good.   Tha t’s good,”
Abe  m u r m u r e d.

“Y’oug h t e r  s e e n  hi m,  Abe.  H e  w eig h e d
t e n  po u n d s,” Mo r ri s  con tin u e d.   “I
b e t  ye r  h e  could  holler, too,—like  a n  a u c tion e e r
al r e a dy.  Minnie  s ays  also  I s houldn’t forg e t
to  t ell you  w h a t  w e  a g r e e d  u po n.”

“Wh a t  w e  a g r e e d  u po n?” Abe r e p e a t e d.  
“Why w e  ain’t  a g r e e d  u po n  no t hin g,  so
fa r  w h a t  I h e ar, M a w r u s s .   Wh a t  d’ye  m e a n—w h a t
w e  a g r e e d  u po n?”

“Not  you  a n d  m e,  Abe,” Mor ris  c rie d.
“H er  a n d  m e.   We a g r e e d  t h a t  if it
w a s  a  boy w e’d  c all hi m  Abr a h a m  P. Pe rl m u t t e r
al r e a dy.”

H e  sla p p e d  Abe  on  t h e  b ack  a n d  lau g h e d  u p ro a riously,
w hile  Abe  looke d  g uil ty a n d  blus h e d  a  d e e p  c ri m so n.

“Abra h a m  Pota s h  Pe rl m u t t er,” Mo r ri s  r ei t e r a t e d.  
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“Th a t’s on e  fine  n a m e,  Sol.”

It  w a s  now  Sol’s t u r n  to  t ak e  Mo r ris’
h a n d  a n d  h e  s q u e eze d  it h a r d .

“I con g r a d ul a t e  you for  t h e  boy a n d  for  t h e
n a m e  bo t h,” h e  s aid.

Onc e  m o r e  Abe s eize d  his  p a r t n e r’s h a n d  a n d
s hook it r hy t h mic ally u p  a n d  dow n  a s  t ho u g h  it  w e r e
a  p a t e n t  exe rcis er.

“M a w r u s s ,” h e  s aid,  “ this  is c e r t ainly
so m e t hing  w hich  I didn’t exp e c t  a t  a ll, a n d
all I could  s ay  is t h a t  I go t  to  t ell you  you  wo uld
n eve r  b e  so r ry for  it.  Jus t  a  few mi n u t e s  sinc e
in H a m m e r s mi t h’s I w a s  t elling  Sol I go t  a  p a r t n e r
w hich  it  is a  c r e di t  a n d  a n  ho no r  for  a  felle r  to
know h e  could  alw ays  t r u s t  s uc h  a  p a r t n e r  to  do  w h a t
is r igh t  a n d  s q u a r e  a n d  al so,  M a w r u s s,  I——Miss
Coh e n,” h e  b rok e  off s u d d e nly, “you  s ho uld
d r a w  rig h t  a w ay a no t h e r  c h e ck  in my p e r so n al  book for
a  h u n d r e d  dolla r s .”

“To w hos e  o r d e r?” Miss  Coh e n  a s k e d.

Abe  cle a r e d  hi s  t h ro a t  a n d  blinke d  a w ay a  sligh t  m ois t u r e
b efo r e  r e plying.

“M ake  it  to  t h e  o r d e r  of Abra h a m  P. Pe rl m u t t er,”
h e  s aid,  “a n d  w e  will d e posi t  it  in  a  s avings
b a nk,  M a w r u s s,  a n d  w h e n  h e  co m e s  t w e n ty-on e  ye a r s
old,  M a w r u s s,  w e  will d r a w  it  ou t  wi th  a ny t hing  els e
w h a t  you  p u t  in t h e r e  for  hi m,  M a w r u s s ,  a n d  w e  will
d e posi t  it in ou r  ow n  b a nk  to  t h e  c r e di t  of Potas h,
Perl m u t t er  & S o n .”

Sol Klinge r’s face  s p r e a d  in to  a n  a mia ble  g rin.

“You could  p u t  m e  do w n  t e n  dolla r s  on  t h a t  s avings
b a nk  a cco u n t ,  too,  boys,” h e  s aid  a s  h e  r e a c h e d
for  hi s  h a t .   “I’ve go t  to  b e  going
now.”

“Don’t forg e t  you  s ho uld  t ell Klein it’s
a  boy,” Mo r ri s  c alled  to  hi m.

471



“I wouldn’t forg e t ,” Sol r e plied.  
“Klein’ll b e  gl a d  to  h e a r  i t.  You
know, M a w r u s s,  Klein ain’t  s uc h  a  g ro uc h  a s  m os t
p eo ple  t hink  h e  is.  In  fac t,  t aking  hi m  all a ro u n d,
Klein  is a  p r e t ty  d e c e n t  feller.”
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Page 186

As h e  t u r n e d  to  le ave,  hi s  ey e  m e t  Abe’s, a n d
bo t h  of t h e m  s miled  g uil tily.

“Afte r  all, Abe,” Sol conclud e d,  “it
ain’t  w h a t  p a r t n e r s  s ays  a bo u t  e a c h  o t h er, Abe,
b u t  ho w  t h ey act s  w hich  cou n t s.   Ain’t
it?”

Abe  no d d e d  e m p h a tic ally.

“An old  s aying  b u t  a  t r u e  on e,” Mor ris
d ecla r e d .   “Actions  t alk loud e r  a s  wo r d s.”

THE E ND.
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