Saturday April 3rd, 1924


Another losing night at the tables. How can one man be so unlucky? I have almost lost count of the amount that I owe to that dreadful Dupres. I pray that my luck changes soon, otherwise I may be left with nothing to bet against my debt. 

My luck must change. It is not possible for such a losing streak to continue much longer.

Monday April 5th, 1924


Tonight I lost Amelia’s necklace at the tables. It was her mother’s, and I know how much it meant to her. I should never have sto borrowed it as a stake. Fortunately, Dupres has agreed to let me try to win it back from him tomorrow night, rather than make a gift of it to one of those whores who pander themselves to him. The mere idea of one of them wearing my sweet cousin’s necklace is obscene.

I only need to find something to bet against its value. Hopefully, I shall be able to pawn some of the silverware to raise the money.

Tuesday April 6th, 1924


Amelia asked me if I had seen her necklace. I told her that I have taken it to be cleaned for her, and apologized for worrying her.


Success at last!


I have reclaimed Amelia’s necklace, and more importantly, my losing streak has been broken. It will all come together now, I know it. It was such a joy to see the smug look removed from that black face as my debt to him dwindled.

Wednesday April 7th, 1924


Amelia was overjoyed to get her necklace back. I ought never have endangered something so precious to her. Her father entrusted her to me when he made me her guardian, and I have not been the best that I could be. In the future I shall do better, I swear it.



Another good night at the tables. Dupres is shooting me black looks. I think I might do well to find a new establishment once my debt is cleared; I believe that Dupres intends me some harm or other.

Thursday April 8th, 1924


Dupres questioned me about the necklace; asked me where I obtained it. I told him that it was my mother’s, and the Negro bastard had the temerity to lecture me about stealing from my mother. I told him that she gave it me, all the while knowing that I took it from my dear cousin, and lied to her about it. It galls me that a mere gangster’s boy can rouse such feelings of guilt in me.  I may have borrowed Amelia’s necklace, but I have never stolen, nor done any of the dire deeds that Dupres has committed.


He also asked me about my cousin, and I told him to mind his own business. I did not like the look of him when he asked that.


Once my debt is cleared, perhaps I should have a quiet word with inspector Sullivan about M. Dupres. I am sure that the Police would love an excuse to raid the Rising Sun, and Sully could keep my name out of matters. And of course, it would be sweet revenge for his lording over me these past few weeks.


Yes, M. Dupres. This worm is going to turn.

Friday April 9th, 1924


A bad night at the tables, but not a total loss. I will have to try harder tomorrow. 
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what to do.

Tuesday April 20th, 1924


That Negro bastard actually threatened me tonight. He actually dared to come to my house and threaten me. I should have had Job shoot the bastard while I had the chance.


I know now that I have to act. I have to do something. Perhaps Hamilton-Hunter can help me. I have heard that he helps people with problems, and I certainly qualify. With these blasted revenants shadowing my every move, and that criminal closing his grip around my finances and my poor, sweet cousin. He will not have Amelia, however much he wants her and however much I owe him. I’ll see him dead first; I’ll see all of us dead before I let him lay one black finger on her.

