As | stood looking at the 225 pound of bone and muscle of police man Bryant Norton of the Patchogue
force as he stood in his blue uniform on the corner of Ocean Avenue and Main Street , my memo
turned back to the days when I knew him as a kid, carrying a pale of milk from his father s (Desk S;

memory — is of cop Howard Davis, who usually stood in front of my fathers st
time on Ocean Avenue and Main Street, as he chewed tobacco or peanuts. There w
to do in those days . Once in a while some derelict , on his way to the fish facto

of the peaces office, which is now with our chi ] e and his tall straight
lieutenant, Charles Mc Neil, who for some rgéso used to call Charlie F.
when he was a youngster. And desk Sgt. Egink Nort [ d the dozen other smartly
those who rather rob then work.

And who can forget who is old enough to remem ays, Mr. Miller the old night watch-
ith which he used to pound the pave-

e went from stefe door to door, trying their locks and often
finding them open. Mr. Miller f@wa ried the keys to Roe’s and the Central Hotel, and often
when Horsewhip Charlie, as [ him, would drive into town after the hotel had closed
for the night (11:30 p.

department, alon

rres until his
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