HOLDUP
Trading butter for a gun.
A traveller coming out of a bus station was accosted by a hold-up man threatening him with a gun and muttering something about demanding money.
Ignoring the gun and the muttering, the traveller said, calmly, “It's cold. Why don't you take my jacket?” The assailant fumbled, and the traveller continued his expression of concern, “I was just going for something to eat. Why don't you join me?”
Later, he even offered the hold-up man some money, but the relationship by now was so well established that the money was refused.
See Safe Passage on City Streets (Samuel), pp. 89-90.
