
I h« little old lady wanted to give thousand-dollar bills to strangers, 
1 

and the plain-clothes cop was assigned to guard her. Here’s the story of 

A Short Story 

WJVTever in all my life,” says Dan 
1 l McGarry, the plain-clothes cop, “do 

I see folding money with so many ciphers on 
it. It’s enough to take a guy's breath away.” 

“But not his appetite,” says his mouse 

Kitty, who is sitting across the table from 
him in Wurtzenburger’s restaurant. 

Dan cuts into his medium-rare steak. “I 
got to get my strength back,” he says. “When 
I see those thousand-dollar bills this momirtgV 
my knees wobble. I am strictly a sawbuck 
type of guy, and the sight of that high- 
powered lettuce leaves me pale as a ghost.” 

“Stop eating, ghost,” says Kitty, "and 
give with it.” 

Well, Dan tells her, it all happens today 
when he’s on temporary duty in the office of 
the police Property Clerk, who’s the official 
custodian of all confiscated and found prop- 
erty. It’s an easy assignment, with nothing 
much to do but sit around and play the hot 
roulette wheels and slot machines the cops 
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pick up. But at exactly eleven-thirty-two 
this morning something happens. 

A little old dame totters in. She’s a frail, 
black-silk-dress type of old dame. Her eyes 
are deep-set and blue, and she’s no bigger 
than half-sized as she stands there bobbing 
her head at Dan. Then she reaches out and 
puts a large brown envelope on the desk. 
"I found this in a taxi,” she chirps in a thin 
voice. 

The envelope is unsealed, and Lieutenant 
Hudson, the Property Clerk, looks inside and 
whistles. Then he lets Dan peek. “Have a 

look,” he says, “but don’t touch it. You’ll 
burn your fingers. This is hot dough, if ever 
I saw any.” 

“I didn't bother to count it,” the old dame 
pipes up. “I can’t see so well any more.” 

Hudson does the counting for her. “One- 
thousand dollar bills,” he says. “An even 

twenty of them. This,” he tells Dan, "is one 
for the Inspector.” 

So they march the old dame into the In- 
spector s office and sit her down, and she 
starts talking. Her name is Mrs. Martha 
Dusenberry, and she lives alone in a room in 
the Hotel St. Cloud ever since she gives up 
her little house in the suburbs last summer. 
She doesn’t go out much any more, because 
her old friend Dr. McFinney, who takes care 
of her, says she isn’t strong enough. But she 
manages once a month to go to St. John’s 
Cemetery, which is where they bury her 
grandson Tommy last July. She was all 
Tommy had, and he was all she had. so things 
are a lot different for her since last July. 

She’s coming back from the cemetery this 
morning when she finds the envelope. It’s 
on the floor of the taxi she climbs into, and 
she brings it here to Headquarters to turn it 
in. “And I hope the poor man who lost it 
will come and claim it,” she finishes. “He was 

very careless to lose so much cash.” 
“Lady,” says the Inspector, "the poor man 

who lost this is probably some big-time rack- 
eteer. Chances are he won’t come to claim it. 
It’s undoubtedly gambling or bootleg or 

hijack money. This much cash always is. 
The owner can’t afford to show himself be- 
cause he knows we’ll check on him and tail 
him from here out, and sooner or later we’ll 
pin a rap on him and make it stick.” 

“Gracious goodness!” sighs the old dame, 

who doesn’t know what the Inspector is talk- 
ing about. “Perhaps we should advertise in 
the papers.’’ 

“The owner won’t try to get his money 
back,” explains the Inspector patiently. Then 
he smiles at her happily — he has a nice sur- 

prise for her. “Do you know what will happen 
three months from today?" 

She looks at the big calendar on the wall, 
which shows it is September 24th. “Well,” 
she says, "three months from today will be 
Christmas Eve, and I suppose there will be 
the usual Christmas doings, though person- 
ally I don’t expect much to happen to me.” 

“More than that,” says the Inspector. 
“Three months from today this money, if it 
is not claimed, will be turned back to you. 
That’s the law. The finder of unclaimed lost 
property has a legal right to it after that 
length of time.” 

Mrs. Dusenberry gives with a smile that 
lights up her tired face and makes her look 
about a century younger. “Glory be, glory 
be!” she cries, wagging her head. “Do you 
mean you re going to give me twenty one- 
thousand dollar bills on Christmas Eve?” 

“All for yourself,” nods the Inspector. 
“And there’s no woman I’d rather see get it, 
unless it is my own dear wife.” 

The old dame now chortles like a pleased 
kid. ‘Think of it!” she chirps. “That will be 
fun on Christmas Eve, won’t it?” 

“Madam,” says the Inspector, "that sort 
of spinach wduld be fun any day of the year.” 

"Oh,” says Mrs. Dusenberry, “I mean it 
will be fun giving it away on Christmas Eve.” 

“Giving it away?” yells the Inspector. 

“Why not?” she asks him pleasantly. “I 
won’t be needing it myself. That old fake 
McFinney isn’t fooling me with his cheery 
bedside manner. I know what’s what. So I’ll 
give it away while I can. My annuity takes 
care of all I’ll ever need.” 

“Maybe you’d better think it over,” says 
the Inspector. “After all, your relatives — 

“What relatives? I haven’t anyone now. 
And I’ve always thought it would be fun to 
give away money on Christmas Eve.” She 
bobs her head happily again. “Just to hand 
it out to anybody, you know, and watch the 
look that comes into their faces. It’s been a 

crazy idea I've had — only with one-dollar 

bills instead of thousands — ever since I was 
a little girl.” 

The Inspector clears his throat. “It might 
be wiser,” he says, “to contribute to some 
charitable organization like — well, the Police 
Pension Fund.” 

She laughs gaily. “It might be wiser, but 
not nearly as much fun. It’s been a long time 
since I’ve had any fun. I remember what 
happened to me once on Christmas Eve. I 
hadn’t been able to afford really nice presents 
for my husband and little daughter. And this 
old gentleman stopped me on the street. He 
was a complete stranger, but he said, ‘Merry 
Christmas, young woman. Here’s a ten-dollar 
bill for you, and God bless you!’ 

“There are always a few screwballs loose 
on Christmas Eve,” says the Inspector. “But 
they are usually five-dollar limit guys.” 

“I followed after him and watched,” says 
Mrs. Dusenberry, not even listening. “Every 
few minutes he’d stop somebody and give 


