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HERF was always
something dain; on
Officer Mike M Clos.
key's bert I it
wasn't the taaffi, o
was the kids the
Western Street gping.
And always it was
that little tough of a
Jimmy Casey at the
bottom of everything.
Tough'" Cascy was
what he liked 1o
be called, M'Claskey
knew. that,

It was queer, but
somehow M’ Closkey
knew, ton, the seceet desire of Jimmy's heart:
to have his picture published on the front page
of the newspapers with his full name under
it and “Tough' in parenthesis, the way they
do the regular stickoups,  Like this: “James
(Tough) Casey” Maybe Mike M'Closkey
knew about it because he had had pretty much
that kind of a secret fonging himself when he
wis Jimmy's ape.

Jimmy would hive been as surprised as any-
thing if he had known thit the cop on the
comer could dee right down into his mind like
that, for if there was anybody in all the world
that limmy Casey hated it was Cop M 'Closkey,
Sometimes, though, it was pretty hard for
‘Tough to remember he hated the hig man with
a sort of Mat crovked nose. It had been busted
with & bill bat when he was a kid, so he said.
Jimmy wondered how it could be done.  He
Yonged for a nose like M'Closkey's.

Remembering your hatred came hard when
ot saw M'Closkey standing there, a big burly
over-six footer in the midst of traffic rushing
this way, that way, in four directions. Some-
times Jimmy Casey's eyes pglistened as he
witched him at dusk behind the strect refuse
box on' the comer, Why, there wasn't any-
body that dast move until M'Closkey let “em!

Mike hated to run in that Casey kid, for he
knew that things wete getting pretty serious
for Jimmy down at the Juvenile Court. In fact
they would have been very serious long apo
had it not been for M'Closkey. He had seen
the Judge in his chambers befotehand and had
told him about Jimmy.

“His mother went off with another guy,
Yer Monor, six years ago when the kid was
only five, She was nothing but a Wop anyhow
and vou couldnt expect much

But you say his father is lrish?" asked the
Judge .
"Oh, sure, Yer Honor” admitted Mike
dq‘rt\.lhuply, “but one of them ;'\vnul hall and
slotimachine bums, sleepin’ off booze daytimes
and gone all night. If you wouldn't mind
tryin' the kid on probation, sit. He's not
bad kid if somebody could get aholt of him
night. | was kinda like him myself once.”

At the Judge's suggestion, one of the
Y M C A men and the Probation Officer
himself had tried to "get a-halt” of Jimmy in
every way They had called at the shack
Jimmy eeferred to as home.  Casey Sr. listened
ta them with o yawi, thanked them with a
‘|u|||.'.n,' unile, relented o his llrr]‘ ifection
for his son and his griel and surprise that
Yimmy had annoyved anybody

I I YHAT night when Ty joy usly -ﬂ-!‘(dlf\i
o pet suppet, with . couple of
i

omons. and o potato he had hlched. fiom

Jake's wapon and wwa b weak bone he
had towmpluntly onearthied fooim o garbage
dup, Casey St told o abogt the call, Wanted
b know why lie BWad 10 bring despise upan

the noble nume ol Case ul beat him until

there were raw welts on the skinpy lintle boyly

Jimmy hated is father, too, Buae iooa dif
ferenit wiy  from the hating of M Closkey
When, & few duys liter, somebady (rom the
shools cate o Bd oot why linany hadn't
shown up for almost 4 week, Timmy didnt
tell them about his back He sud that he
WAsD b COINING ANy nKMe 5 they went o

Ofticer M Closkoy

It was & warin evening in Llile Mav wher

it the behest of the schoal principal, Mike
M Clonkey dropped in b the sk somowhat
weanly to see if he vould get &-holt of Jioumy
A steamy fragrance blled the an Tmmy had
o pair of old khaki' pant roped around s
milldle, bait he was shietless and the soars on

his back were ted and sinister

Where'd ye pet them ?" demuanded M (o
key who knew without asking and
the Lnowing

Fiphtin arid LKt the other guy. Whad
dve poing to Jdo abat e now 1 row
nudder et 1

This e ve'te g 100 be  sent
MUlinkey  toared Tell yout story to il
lidpe voussell, He'll give ye full time sl
nu ey Then | anfled  uxuriously
Even on a hot mght that staff in the rusty

old kettle smelled great.  Fonny kid—cooking
s mieal with the tempetatuee like it was

Cop M Closkey told the ludge the w hole
thing in the moming while limmy lstened —
defant, surly, but with o stange. prideful
gleam in his eves a8 he hedrd MCloskey re-
porting everything.  Fven eutiously enough,
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about his cooking. And the Judge sentenced
James (Tough) Cisey to the luvenile Deten-
tion Farm. Then he proceeded to show Jimmy
that everything he had done was just sneaking
and sly and cowardly, He showed how
M'Closkey had always been on the square with
him but he was too big & man to bother with
4 lile mosquito like Jimmy any longer.

WHEN Jimmy  Casey, brighteyed and
clearskinned, returned to Western street,
school was about to begin
he might as well go

He hadn't forgotten M Closkey
for ‘him' fust thing

Jimmy opined that

He asked
M'Clinkey hadn't been
on duty for about & week, the gang told him
Nobody knew why, Then, rather apologetically,
they told Jimmy about the Shillelagh Club,
M Closkey had formed it about u month before.

It sounded good but Jimmy's eyes narrowed
and he didn't say so

Who's the Kink >

"Mike, Mike M'Closkey hissell, It's peesic
dent he s He wouldn't like to hear you call
lwm a kink.  He don't believe in kinks,”

You gotta pass ¢ exam to get in,” ventored
Fray. fearfully
examn 1o get your shillalay

Then you gottn pass anothier
With eliborate
cantitness he twirled & wooden cudgel depend-
g from his wiist by 4 leather thong which
might have been a logeers hootlace

Humph!™  Tough's mouth curled but s
eves shone with envy Where'd vou get ¢!

Mike had “eém made ter us it was
skinny the Swede
Oinly the

We've exch pol one
othets left thers t home “cept me
wiyl Leey

Cause you thought I'd take ‘em sway from

Bul Mike «d
Flow'd you get this "Mike' suff?

Well, he told us 10 call him “Mike o the
Fhats one of the rules.  First pames.”
Tough assumes!
1 show you o few things

Hepdd over o shillalay
ciiteal an usiaal
Finally ey swallowed hard and took upon
Have a heart,
Yo can't join You
You got the wolks and you're

Kimsell the job al spokesman
Tenigh,” he whined

m't ellygibble

spuallyheed
When vou boen  sent Uy Skinny  the
Suede ewplaingd you re ot Ysee, we'te
MAMTE asuslant (ops We gotta Lre'._‘ ordet
At tis keep order, we gotts shaw ‘em what
order 15, When you get i trouble yourself

it shows you're not tough enough 1o stand the
eaft

ete lzzy came into the discussion
with & geeat teitl of his srk And the
Shillalar that rikes the gaft the best all week

tehed nowe
and went to
the Mirnesota North Woods when bwi a child. She

the comer

stands by Mike jn the middle of the street
directin’ traffic and helpin’ spot stolen can
the next Sattidy night.”

Jimmy made it clear that he wouldn't join
their old club if they gave him a million.
Then he decided to begin on M'Closkey. He
knew where Pap kept his gun and he knew
where M'Closkey lived. If the cop was laying
off for a spell, be would probably be home
sbout dusk,

OUGH Casey neated the M'Closkey bun.

galow. He felt somewlat nervously of
The Thing in his pocket that made it bulge.
The Thing was cold to the touch but it would
spit fire.  Pap wouldn’t miss it for a while.
The fellows next door said Pap was out at the
works for nincty days.

Tough Casey's hund shook a little as it
hoveted over the door bell.  Before he had
pressed the button, M Closkey's door flew open
suddenly, Tough staggered back & step and all
but lost his balance,  The anxiousdooking
youngish man carrying & blick bag looked for
a moment as startled as Tough himself

“For the love of Pete! " he exclaimed. "What
do you want, Kid

"l owanta see Cop M Clinkey,” Tough told
|l|l"| in hem tones, _|'|‘l'r‘l||‘}: hl. !:ll“,

Then you will have to kezp on wanting
for 4 while Tonper, my boy,” the mun rold
him Offiier M Cloakey and his wile are
both down with flu.  There's nobady  with
them,  Dve sent Lot 2 nune

I gotta see him,” petsisted Tough des
I gotta see lum qui lo—now !

The doctor hesitated

Tell him limmy's voice quivered for
his body was on fire as he fingered the told
secl Tell him it's Tough Casey !

The doctor woakened o he saw Tough's
I'H el him. and see what he
says,  Come in!

|~('.Jlr!l

while [ale
hmmy lopked around.  Golden oak funi-
e, radio, and 4 picture of M Closkey with
his hale slik and his wile all dolled wp in
white with fowers on her, Throweh that door,
the Kitchen!  Think of cooking on o white
stove hike that' But a coffec pot and other

things were sitting around on the M Closkey
stove a8 if they'd been feft an a hurry. Jimmy
hid forgotim ot The Thing in his
nocker  His eyes were shining,  He whitled
t a4 sound behind him
Mike s the doctor was smiling ot

“that he will let you see him en
one condition. Seems he remembers the smell
of & kind of soup you were muaking one night

T
when he called 2t vour house.  Sips he and

Toueh Casey
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‘Nobody that carries ® gun can
carry a shillelagh. 8o I thought I'd
make ye an even trade fer it.”

nis wile haven't had anything to eat for two
days. Wants you to go shead and make some
of that soup. The grocery will let you have
anything you need. But—don't show up until
you have that soup ready. Jump i my car
if you like and I'll run you over to the
Rgrocery.”

Tough Casey's hand clused convulsively over
The Thing in his pocket. Think of M'Clos-
key's remembering.  You couldn’t bump off &
sick man anyhow. That was mosquito stuff.

“Sure! I'll chisel a ride,” he said to the
doctar.  On the way he spoke only once: "I
can make a lot sweller soup now. The Wop
cook learned me at the Farm. Takes longer
though.  Guess 1l stick to the kind Mike
said.”

“Good idea,” agreed the doctor, smiling.
"And don't forget to strain it.  I've written it
on the chart for the nurse so it will get by.”

He glanced now and then at the tense little
face beside him. Think of that kid's taking
an interest in cooking! Only thing—Mike
told him this had been the report from the
Farm—which had seemed to hold him at all.
Got hold of recipe books and pored over them,
They had taught him arithmetic through these
books-—and spelling and grammar. The physi.
cian Had been all against letting Mike bother
with him now, sick as he was, but Mike had
pleaded so hard,

“It's my chanct, Doc—he’s the toughest kid
I've ever run acrost. He's a kid like myself
wis, and it's my chanct to get a-holt of him,
Tell him' about my remembering the soup.”

In order to realize fully that he van't
weakening, limmy reminded himsell pretty
often that they always gave the guys they were
going to hang & good meal before they bumped
em off. With this as a precedent, he could
let himsell go.

Slowly the aroma of the steaming vegetables
filled the house. It was the best soup limmy
had ever made,

And then suddenly his heart tumncd over
A thumping came from above, a loud thump,
ing a8 if it weee made by a heavy stick. The

nurse hodn't lome. What had he Letter do?
He thist hus hand in his pocket and laid
Par's gun on the table.  Then he hesitated.
S e nurse should come in ana see it?
He pocketed it again and mounted the stairs
slow v

“Hello, Jimmy Cascy Mike's voice was
hoatse.  “"Mary wiants some ice water.  And
do you think ye could fix some for her?
There's cubes in the refrigerator.” He ges
tuted with the small shillelagh in his hand.

LL THE way up the stairs the frostad
crystal cubes linkled cheerily 10 a green
glass pitchee which he had eved sdminngly
when he first weat into the kitchen As Jimmy
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set it on the table by Mike's bed as he was
requested to do, the strangest thing of ull
happened. It started with Mike's wanting to
know how soon the soup would be done and
saying that he couldn't stand waiting for ot
much longer. At that, something in Jimmy s
breast seemed to swell and his eyes dropr-d
to the shillelagh which lay alongside of him
on the bed.

"Come here, Kid." The hoarse soice way
very kind but the keen eyes were boring
through Jimmy. Abashed, Jimmy obeyed, his
hand gripping the chill, hard Thing that ke
wished he had left downstaies. “T'll offer ye
a trade,” the voice went on, so low that even
Mary in the other bed paid no attention to it,
“I'll trade ye this shillelagh for what ye pot
in your pocket there . . . No, the other one,
where your hand is, How about it?"

Jimmy turned suddenly sick. "I don't know
what ye mean,” he said with the old sullen
look returning to his eyes,

“And don't ye now?" quizzed the other,
“"Maybé ye haven't heard, ther, about the
Shillelagh Club that's acting as my assistant on
the beat?"

"Sure—". nervously—"I heard sbout ‘em
soon as [ got back.”

“Well, then, ye don't need me tellin’ ye
what this shillelagh means. But nobody that
carries a gun can carry a shillelagh. So |
thought I'd make ye an even trade fer it."

"But Trzzy—he said I wasn't ellygibble "count
of the Farm." The tone as well as the words
told Mike M'Closkey preciscly what he wanted
0 know,

"And does that surprise me!” murmured
the man. “Why, with the report that they
gave me from the Farm I've got ye headin'
my list. Yer last offence of childishness was
before the club started so that can’t keep ye
out, if ye care to make the trade”

It was a beautiful shillelagh, smooth wood
with a new thong and would twirl grand.

"It b'longs to Pap,” as he drew The Thing
out slowly and laid it on the bed beside
M Closkey,

"Sure," said M'Closkey, smiling. "If Pap
ever wants it, you tell him to ask me fer it.”
And he slipped it under his pillow as Jimmy
lifted the shillelagh with shining eyes. "Don't
je suppose that soup is done by now? [Inever
sniffed such & geand smell in me life.”

By the time the soup was ready and Jimmy
had leamed to twirl the shillelagh from his
wrist, the nurse had come. She let him steain
the soup himself. Then all he had to do was
to watch Mike and Mary propped up in bed,
enjoying every mouthful and praising it. Mary
smiled at Jimmy and told him she conld never
hope to make 2 soup like that

"Td like to ask a favor of ye, Jim Casey,”
Officer M'Closkey was saying, man to man, as
the nurse took away the trays at last. "The
doctor says I've got to be careful for a long
time and I'm sort of dreading the Saturday
evening traffic. D'ye think, now, ye could
manage to help me out the first Saturday I'm
back on the job? I'd like a lift on spotting
them cars, 1 could give ye the numbers of the
stolen ones.  But ye'd have to keep yer cyes
peeled.”

A breathless, dizzying sensation swept over
Jimmy, Out there in the dusk alongside Big
M Closkey—helping him spot the stolen cars,

Jimmy gulped and gripped both hands on
the shillelagh until his muscles were white.
Something kept coming up in his throat,

"Sure,” he said, casually, swallowing hard,
Vsute—1'd be glad to—to take 2 night off and
help you—any time—Mike!"

B UT THE reason I'm comin’ to you about
it, Judge—" Mike M'Closkey was again
his strong and butly self as he leaned over
the dusk in the chambers of the Judge of the
Juvenile Court, “is because you know him and
me and how it is. 1 t'ought maybe you could
give me a character when 1 take it un lagally,
It will be grand for Mary, Yer Honor," Mike
went on. 'Ye ought to hear ‘em together in
the kitchen. And last Sarueday night on traffic
doty, Yer Horor—| could not help thinking
how foine it would be if it wis my son stand-
ing thete slongside.  Yeu'd be surprised, Yer
Honor, how he's changed since 1 got a-holt of
him."

No, M'Closkey, | wouldn't be surprised at
all”" The Judge made a note on his tab, "There
is, s you know, a probationary period. Plenty
of time to channe your minds, either of you.
Then 1 can heln vou with the details of the
adoption.  Heve yau spoken to the lad about
it?

Mike nodded, his head turned away

“SWhat did he say?”

“He looked kind of wild at first; as if he
wasn't hearing straight. Then says he, 'Gee,
Mike, do you mean it?  And then—" Mike
brushed an spologetic hand acros his eyes—
"1 mever see a kid cry 30 hard in all my life
Honest, Yer Honor, 1 was scairt.  1—1 t'ought
he'd tear his insides aut. But Mary, she
seemed to sort of know what to do. So | left
e and tought T'd come down and talk with
you about fixin’ it up and all."
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