
     Running off the Biddies 

By Bill Baber 

 

Colleen McCarthy, twenty-two, had worked as a waitress at Reilly’s Diner on 83rd Street since the day 

after she arrived from County Cork five years prior. She hated everything about the job, the 

hardscrabble men who ogled her at every opportunity, the greasy smell of fried food and the skimpy pay 

envelope Mike Reilly wordlessly handed her on Friday’s at closing time. 

But the thing she hated most was Wednesdays. Every Wednesday, just after noon mass let out at St. 

Brendan’s two blocks away the old biddies arrived. You could set your watch by them. They were old, 

miserable and worst of all, cheap.  

There were usually four of them, sometimes one or two more-sometimes just three. No matter how 

many of them there were, they took up a table for two hours ordering nothing but cups of tea and 

constantly asking for more hot water. They would each wring out their tea bags until there wasn’t a 

flush of color left and even then, they would continue to sit and chatter like a murder of old crows. Tea 

cost a dime and between the entire crew they might sometimes leave a nickel tip. Colleen often thought 

if she had a nickel for every time she heard the phrase “And then she said…” she sure as hell wouldn’t be 

working at a miserable diner. 

Colleen was a stout lass with bright red hair and piercing blue eyes. She was attractive but sassy, never 

afraid to offer an opinion. Occasionally, after a bit of whiskey, one of the neighborhood boys would try 

to flirt with her. They got nowhere. What they didn’t know was that her father’s fondness for the drink 

was the reason she left Ireland. She thought drinking in any amount to be common and below her and 

she had no qualms about letting the fellows know her thoughts on the subject. Mike Reilly once told her 

attitude was bad for business, that men sometimes came to a diner for the sole purpose of flirting with a 

waitress. She thought they sure as hell aren’t coming to this joint for the cooking. 

It all came to a head on a raw March Wednesday just after Saint Patrick’s Day. Wind whistled down the 

street and intermittent snow flurries fell, stinging raw flesh like bird shot. It had been slow all morning 

and it seemed that there would be no lunch crowd. Colleen tried to keep herself busy to fight off the 

boredom that could overtake her on days like this at the diner, a deep melancholy feeling that made her 

wish she hadn’t left Ireland. She almost forgot what day it was until she heard the bells that signaled the 

end of noon mass at St. Brendan’s. Every customer passing through the door left a wet trail of grime and 

she was weary of mopping the floor. Now here came six old bats in galoshes really making a mess.  

They took their usual table and grew impatient while she cleaned up after them but she would be 

damned if she was going to end up slipping on her butt hurrying to get their tea. Mrs. Carmichael noted 

that she seemed to be in a sour mood. Colleen just glared at her. 



They started with the banter. Which neighborhood husband was on the drink, which one lost his job and 

the hot topic of the day involved Jimmy Riordan being arrested for making book. After filling their cups 

for a second time she had about had it. It was one too many “And then she said’s” That pushed her over 

the edge. 

The fact they had just come from church and immediately began dishing dirt on people was lost on 

them. She told them so, told them what evil wenches they were and that they could take their business 

elsewhere. Hurriedly, they left in a huff. 

An hour later Mike Reilly entered the diner, she had never seen him smile and now he was grinning from 

ear to ear. He told her he had wanted to run the biddy’s off for a long while but never had the guts. Told 

her they were bad for business. And best of all, he told her she was getting a five dollar a week raise. 

After that day, she had a lot better outlook about working at the diner. And Wednesdays became the 

best day of the week. The diner was packed and the tips were great, she even engaged in a bit of flirting. 

Mike Reilly began flirting with her, and after promising he would never touch a drop of whiskey again, 

they were married. She never gave him another reason to think she was bad for business. 

 

 

 


