It was a damn hot day. Private Detective Dick Ramsey pulled the window open, for all the good it did. The sweltering air from the street pooled into the office, and ruffled the papers on his desk. The groans of traffic drifted in and the sounds of Manhattan, of people shouting and fighting and living, came up from the streets. 

There was a knock at the door. “Come in” he growled “it’s open!”

A mail boy popped his head in the door, eyes wide with excitement. “Letter for you, Mister Ramsey!” He held out an elegant white envelope in a shaking hand. Ramsey snatched the delivery and tore it open. He began to scan the lines of typed text when he noticed the kid was still standing there, and threw him a nickel.

“Thank you Mister Ramsey! It’s an honor to meet you, Sir! Just last week the papers printed how you and the Brooklyn Busboys bust up the Order of Magentine Swallows over in Queens, and…” Ramsey rolled his eyes to heaven and cut him off.

“Get away from, kid, you bother me” he snarled, and slammed the door. It was hard enough keeping the streets of Manhattan clean, without these damn kids thinking he was some kind of hero.

Ramsey read the letter. Then he read it again: 

Dear Mr. Ramsey,


It is only under the greatest protest that I write to you. You may not be aware, but a murderer is at loose in the city of Berlin fear. The coward has been poisoning those youths of our city who attend these American-style Jazz clubs that have sprung up – particularly the Blue Cat. It is my belief that soon the killer will be apprehended. However, against my wishes, I have been ordered to ask for your assistance. I am certain it is not needed, but I am required to offer you a generous daily paycheck and expenses if you accept. I sincerely hope you do not. I do not believe that the grand city of Berlin requires the brash presence of the “great investigator” that your American papers brag of so proudly.

Ernst Geffler

Polizeihauptkommissar Ernst Geffler,

Kriminalpolizei,

Berlin

This was a big job. Something he couldn’t do on his own. Maybe even too big for him and the Busboys. He’d have to call in some favours. The Doc was good for it – he owed Ramsey big time and he was always happy to help. And though he hated to admit it, Ramsey would have to call in on Lilly LeLay. Yeah… it was time to get the whole team together. Time for:

OPERATION RAMROD!

in

           “Punch Drunk in Paradise”

         a Dick Ramsey and the Brooklyn Busboys adventure
Dick Ramsey – Two-Fisted Detective

[image: image1.jpg]



You are Dick Ramsey, the best damn detective in New York. You know this city better than anyone else, and you do your best to keep it safe from scum and criminals. And your best is pretty damn good.

You were born and raised in Brooklyn, and hung out with the street gangs there as you grew up. But the crime you saw on the streets always disgusted you, and you knew that for the city you loved to thrive, someone had to deal with the scum. So you fought hard and worked hard, and made your way into the police force. But the stiffs in the upper brass didn’t appreciate your rough and ready approach to law enforcement. So now you’re a Private Detective, and you rub the cops faces in it every time you solve a case they’ve fumbled.

The papers love you. Stories about “Dick Ramsey – the Great Investigator” appear all the time. It makes your job hard as hell… people know you from a mile away these days. That’s why you’ve decided to take on this Berlin job. At least over there, no one will run when they see you coming.

The letter from Berlin isn’t completely out of the blue. You lived there for two years after the end of the Great War. You were one of the proud Americans who joined the fight in 1917, and you stayed in Berlin afterwards. Why? Because you liked seeing the enemies of the good ol’ USA ground into the dirt, that’s why. Hey, no one ever said you was a nice guy.

The other members of OPERATION RAMROD:

The Brooklyn Busboys: The Busboys are the only people you still have time for from your street gang days. Mickey Hannigan is a little Irish guy, and Manny Calavera is tall, smooth Mexican. You grew up with these guys. They’re not as honest as you… you know for a fact that they run a few scams on the side, but it’s nothing worth getting in a lather over. You cut them some slack for being old friends, and they’re always ready to pitch in and help you when the going gets tough. You’ve fought side by side many times over the years.

Professor Herbert “Doc” Thaqueray: You pulled the Docs hide out of the bacon fat a few years back, when a female student tried to blackmail him with false sexual harrasment charges. Ever since, the old boy has claimed he owes you big time, and has been delighted to help you whenever he can. You get the feeling it’s more because he likes the excitement of getting out of the University and joining you on your adventures.

Letitia “Lilly” LeLay: Lilly is the shadiest of your allies. She’s the youngest brothel owner in the city of Manhattan, and you’d feel tempted to shut her operation down if it wasn’t for two things. First, she treats her girls good; they’re safe, clean and better off than they would be on the streets. Second, she’s got a lot of contacts in New Yorks criminal underworld. She’s helped you out more than once, and in return you’ve occasionally gotten rough with people who’ve tried to muscle in on her business. Word on the street is there used to be something between you two… but you ain’t saying nothing.
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Hindrances:

Code of Honor (Major) – you have an unbreakable devotion to truth and justice. You don’t lie, you don’t cheat and you don’t steal. You’ve been known to turn a blind eye to your comrades shady doings, but if you see them doing something illegal, you have to challenge them.

Edges:

Two-fisted – you may make a second unarmed attack per round, at a –2 roll

It’s the Ramrod for you, pally! – Ramseys trademark move, the Ramrod, is a straight shot to the jaw of some poor mook. You may declare a “Ramrod” once per combat (by shouting the above phrase) – you get +2 to the attack roll and +2 to damage.

Inventory:

Extremely crumpled suit, trilby, cigarettes

Fists (Str)

Notepad and pencil
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