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Carefully I rearranged strands of my unruly brunette hair into little finger curls, avoiding the large

plume of feathers atop of my head. Humming a messy tune, I inspected my reflection. Even though

Mary was a tramp, she always told me ‘Those baby blues you got certainly bring those boys to you.’

It was true; rich ringed eyes, poisonously scarlet lips, and my dress an inch below my knees,

overlapping stockings by a faint fraction. The dress twirled down into shocks of midnight blue with

whispering silver beading hidden amongst the indigo. It reminded me of stars peeping through

broken slits of the sky. Underneath, my satin slip dress brushed against my skin. I always loved

dressing up; it was my armour. This particular dress reminded me of the first time my mother

witnessed me wearing something that didn’t hang ghoulishly at my ankles. She spent countless

evenings barking at me, demanding I put my corset back on. She would remark on how my stylish

dresses made me look like a dumb Dora. It didn’t take long for her efforts to be debilitated, and she

soon realised just how stubborn I had become.

There was now approximately ten minutes before I had to leave. You see, timing is everything.

Knocking on my dresser, I practised the ritual one final time before tucking the perfect beige

envelope into my brassiere.

I arrived at the speakeasy, Chumley’s, situated on 86 Bedford street,. Greeting me was a discreetly

dull building, the sort you would walk past and not even acknowledge. On approaching, my black

heels pattered on the wet pavement, making it a challenge to be inaudible. A mixture of the mild

summer breeze and excitement exposed goosebumps on my bare arms. I had forgotten to bring my

shawl, and this was anticipated to be the coldest evening of summer so far. Although my timing was

always impeccable, the seasons were never in my favour.

After a short rather uneventful hunt for the hidden entrance, I recited the secret knock on the metal

door. Each beat pumped adrenaline through my body. A sallow man opened the door. He was tall,

roundish, and moved with ungainly restlessness, and placed on his neck was a face that was a chore

to look at.



‘Tell me, what’s a babe like you doing out here by yourself, what with all those goons around?’

The plain man asked with unnerving alertness in his eyes.

‘Perhaps you should mind your business sweetie’ I winked waving the letter from my brassiere in

the saps face. A hesitant mishmash of words clung to the back of his throat, and after scrutinising

me for a couple of seconds too long, he stepped aside.

‘So you're the babe who works for Joseph, not what I expected - a bit of a bearcat aren’t you?

Frank’s already in there.’ Not what I expected was my least favourite sentence. Men would be

informed that a woman would be doing the job, and just like that their expectations would be

lowered inadequately. Slipping the letter back into place, I choose to ignore the godawful man.

Even though this was my first time at Chumley’s, this was certainly not my first time at a

speakeasy. This one had a different feel to it, however. Only a brave few people dared to dance, and

the rest were pinned to their tables for fear of actually having fun. Everyone clones of each other.

The stiffness of the atmosphere made my shoulders tense. On each table, various genders drank and

glared at the stage. It was occupied by a band consisting of a cornet, trombone, clarinet, pianist,

banjo and a jolly man belting out don’t forget to mess around. Behind the loud music, there was

quiet conversation. Since when did it become so difficult to laugh? It seemed taboo to smile.

Somehow this worked in my favour; the lack of dancing and excitement made it easier for me to

find Frank.

‘Two gin rickey’s please, one for me and one for this gentleman.’ Both Frank and the man behind

the bar gaped in disbelief. Frank was undoubtedly a sheikh. He was a tall, suave man, with an olive

complexion and dark features. His black hair was slicked back apart from one strand that fell to his

forehead.

‘Shouldn’t I be the one buying you a drink?’

‘Well go on, then.’



I knew perfectly well it was unusual for a guy like Frank to be bossed about by a woman. I also

knew this was exactly what he liked, a powerful gal. The man behind the bar sheepishly placed the

two drinks in front of us. Without breaking eye contact with Frank, I downed the glass in one large

gulp and demanded another one.

‘What is your name?’

‘Mary. And your name is?’ My name was not Mary, and I knew his name was Frank Raymond

Goodwin jr.

‘Frank, my name is Frank.’ Something about Frank made him hard to read. An elbow rested on the

bar. His only movement was his regular blinking and his chest moving in and out with each breath.

He was fixated on my face, trapped in an intense daydream. What was he thinking?

‘Thank god for blind pigs! This darn prohibition, wouldn’t know what I would do without my

weekly giggle juice fix.’ Right on cue, the bartender placed my next drink in front of me. I wiped

the side of the glass, watching it fizz. Frank’s first drink still sat half full. It was hard to

communicate with him. He was more a spectator than a conversationalist—an occasional smirk

escaped from his mouth, a weak attempt at a response. If I did not get him talking soon, I would be

in great trouble with Joseph. In the background, a rendition of Charlestonette started. Ever since its

release in 1925, I had always passionately hated it.

‘Charlestonette, my favourite song! Come dance with me, Frank.’ Grabbing one of his hands, I

allowed him to down the rest of his drink while leading him to the dance floor. We were the fifth

couple to brave the dance floor.

‘Oh, I don’t know, I am not a dancer.’ His voice was drowned by the various instruments. Ignoring

the comment, I swung my legs out in rhythm to the music.

‘How about you loosen up a bit, Frank, it is legal to have fun you know?’ Frank watched as my

hair bounced increasingly with every beat. Unsure, he timidly moved his arms. As the night

progressed and too many drinks were downed, he eventually began to look as if he may be enjoying



himself. He was no longer scared of the dance floor. We danced together for hours until we were the

only ones left dancing. The music swirling around us like thread on a spindle. He was visibly more

content. ‘So tell me more about yourself, Frank.’ I swung my glass around, the contents of it

splashed down my hand.

‘I want to know about Mary first.’ Mary who? For a split second, the drinks muffled my memory. I

have had an infinite number of childhoods; my parents were happy, fighting, abusive or dead. I was

sad, lonely or jovial.

‘Well, I lost my father in the war. He was a brave soldier.’

‘I am sorry to hear about that, Mary.’

This was the truth. I had never told the truth before in circumstances such as this, something about

the way Frank looked at me made my heart beat so fast my brain could not catch up with it. The

plan would never work if I continued telling the truth. Joseph would not hesitate to kill me. Frank

was a mere pawn in the checkmate, but he was an important piece.

‘Don’t be sorry, it was long ago now, and I was a young gal at the time. My mother, she’s the one

who has never recovered from it.’ I ordered another two gin rickety. Why was I telling him this

information? It was as if a gate had been open and suddenly all the sheep were running free.

‘Tell you, how bouts we get out of here.’ Frank and I downed our drinks in unison. It was a

splendid idea except we could not leave; he had to be at Chumley’s.

‘Wait, you still haven’t told me about yourself.’ I blurted out, putting my arm on his shoulder, my

composure slowly slipping.

‘I am Frank.’ He was impossible to extract information from. I swallowed my growing anger with

each mouthful of the drink, yet something about the way he spoke and looked at me calmed me

down. ‘You’re the bee's knees, Mary, thank you for an enjoyable evening.’ Our lips briefly touched,

I wanted to pull him back for more, but I resisted.

It was a real shame that in approximately forty-two minutes he was going to be dead.


