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Petite Pretty Pays Punk Pugilistic Prize As

The Loser Gets The Works

I don’t want never to hear any guy say

that I ever threw a fight for a few
measly bucks. I got as much pride in my
work as a doc’s got in his.

“Now I'm not saying that I never let
some lily floor me; I'm saying that I
never lost a fight in the ring in order to
fill my pockets. Inside the ring I'm out
to hammer the other guy as hard as I
can. Outside, it’s a different story. Ya
gotta use yer head. Sometimes it’s better
to take a fall, and other times it pays to
swing with everything ya got. Of course,
this don’t make much sense the way I'm
telling it now, but stick around awhile
and listen. Who knows, ya might find
yerself in the same fix.

“It was about two weeks ago last Satur-
day. I had just come from the south side
of town where a character named Little
Joe and myself entertained, for a short
time, a crowd of about eight hundred
fans. I say ‘for a short time’ because
Little Joe was really little, and T put him
to sleep in less time than it took him to
get ready for the fight. I was feeling
pretty flush with the fifty rubles that I
had won, so naturally I came back here
to Harry’s place for a couple of short
ones.

“Now Harry is the type that takes
great pride in knowing his customers and
all about them. That night like about
every other night, he and I were talking
over old times and anything else that
came into our minds.

“l guess we had just ended a long
argument about whether or not Ranky
Myers was ever going to make anything
of himself, when Harry leans over the bar
and asks me in a low voice if I had
noticed the beautiful hunk of woman in
one of the corner booths. I takes a gan-
der in the mirror, and sure enough there
is a babe that would make even old man
Durffy take a few extra looks.

“Ya could tell from the way she was
dressed that she wasn’t from around this
neighborhood. Her clothes were real
flashy, but they weren’t the kind ya could
pick up for a song at Woolworth’s. I
mean she was class from the tip of her
black, shiny-leather shoes to the tip of her
small hat, which was nothing more than
a bent piece of cloth with a few cherries
on it. Don’t get the idea that it was one
of them five-dollar hats ya see sometimes
in the window next door. It was more
like those ya see in the movies where

10

several dames walk around on a stage and
people look at ’em. I mean real high class
stuff. And as for -looks, this babe didn’t
get hers out of any jar—brother, she was
born with them!

“Well, Harry and I talked it over a
while, and finally decided that she was
just in this part of town to see how the
other half lives. Naturally Harry didn’t
mind because she was ordering the high-
priced stuff, and as for me, I like to see
new faces once-in-awhile.

“It must have been almost an hour later
—and I had almost forgotten that this
doll was still in the place—when someone
star’s talking to me in a low, sweet voice.
I turns around and there’s the same dame
asking me if I minded a little company.
A ten year old kid could have knocked
me out for the count of twenty, I was so
surprised. Mind vyou, I've taken out
plen‘y of good looking babes, but she was
different. She just didn’'t look like the
lonely type that wanted a quick friend-
ship.

“Now I ask you, what could I do? She
didn’t even wait for an answer; she moved
in and sat right next to me.

“Now that I look back on what she
said, I realize what a shrewd cookie she
was. At first she did most of the talking,
which was nothing more than a couple
of light jabs to feel me out. Once she
found out what kind of a guy I was, she
started delivering some pretty heavy
punches.

“It seems that she was writing some

sort of book about a fighter, and was’

stuck because she didn’t know the techni-
cal fight terms. I'm not the type that
would stop any advancement in culture,
so when she asked me to help with the
book, I give her my OK.

Three tourists were standing on
a street corner in North Africa.
There was an Englishman, an Arab,
and an American. Just then a
beautiful woman walked by.

The Englishman said, “By Jove!”

“By the prophet,” murmured the
Arab.

The American just shifted his
chewing gum and said, “By mid-
night!”

by Stan Winslow

“Well, sir, I had hardly said ‘yes,” when
she grabs me by the arm and makes for
the door. We went out of this place so
fast that the only thing I saw was Harry’s
worried look, which he gets every time he
thinks I'm gonna take a fall in some
second-rate fight.

“It was one fast ride across the city
that we took in her convertible. For a
skinny dame she could certainly wheel
that buggy. In no time at all we were
out of lower Manhattan and cruising
across the Fifty-Ninth Street Bridge go-
ing toward Sunset Boulevard. Actually I
know those streets pretty gocd because I
used to go ¢ith a maid in one of them
fancy homes in the lower part of Long
Island.

“Well, it wns not long before I was
entirely out of the parts that I knew.
Ya should have seen that pile of bricks
we finally stopped at. Big! T'll tell the
world. Ya could have put the ring that I
had fought in over on the south side of
town, and all the fans, in one room of
that house, and still had space enough
left to have a seven-day bicycle race.

“She sure enough lived there because
she just walked in without ringing or any-
thing. Ya can imagine how I felt when
she told me to help myself to a drink, and
then left for the upstairs or some other
part of the house. '

“Being left entirely on my own, I felt
like a mouse in an empty fight arena
after all the people had gone home. Not
wishing to dct like some mug that had
never Been in such a swell palace before,
I made myself at home in one of them
chairs that makes ya feel like you're on a
down trip in an elevator.

“Mind you, by this time I kind of felt
that there was something funny in this
whole deal. What the hell would a nice
babe be doing down in lower Manhattan,
and what was this story about her being
a writer and wanting me to help her with
the technical lingo of the fight game?

*As I said before, she certainly didn’t
look like no writer. I had just about
talked myself into leaving the joint when
she comes back. And brother, what an
entrance! Minsky’s girls couldn’t have
done better. I don’t mean she came in the
room dancing and throwing her legs in
the air—she just kind of floated in. The
name of the thing she was wearing slips

(Continued on Page 18)
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