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Committee of One

of the side streets. The woman was walking
rapidly on the opposite sidewalk. Asshe drew
abreast, the Colonel got up heavily and went
into the store. Over his shoulder he saw the
. glass doof of the bank swing shut after her.

McCraw saw her pass the window of his
private office, facing the street. He, too, gotup
from his seat, a swivel chair that creaked even
under his slight weight. Opening the drawer of
the flat-top mahogany desk, with which his
brother directors had short-changed him in
lieu of a cherished roll-top of golden oak, the
vice-president of the First National bank of
Cardinal took from it a feather duster of home
manufacture and began to dust his collection
of big-horn mountain sheep and antelope
antlers that adorned the walls of his sanctum,
mounted on plaques of green and vermilion
velvet. )

At the knock on the door, he said: “Come
in,” then added: “Hello, Connie—have gz
couple of chairs.” This last with a flourish of
the duster.

The girl slipped into the nearest seat, re-
moved her hat and laid it on the desk. Mec-
Craw lifted it politely, dusted the desk under it
and put it down again.

“What's on your mind, Pop?” she asked.

“Just what you see,” McCraw grinned,
smoothing down the fringe of sparse white
hair that encircled his bald freckled head like a
slightly misplaced halo. He put the feather

duster back in the drawer and shut it. - “Syre :
glad to hear about Eddie. You and him will

be getting marrit right away, I reckon?”

The girl nodded.

“Y'd have waited for him until—his time was
up—even if he hadn’t been pardoned,” she
replied, her wide blue eyes brilliant with
emotion.

“Hump,” said McCraw. He had the sudden
notion that the name Constance was a i
cap to any girl. Carried obligations hard to
live up to. It wasn’t giving young ones a
square deal to hand out names like that, Yoy
never could tell what they might bump into in
life. ‘“Fifteen years was quite a spell, Connie,
Was Eddie willing for you to wait?”

The girl shook her head.

‘““He stopped answering my letters after the
first few months,”’ she replied in a low voice,

“That’s what I figured,” McCraw mused,
“Eddie wasn’t the sort to keep a girl wasting
her time” He dropped into the creaking
swivel chair. “About that there eighty acres
of grandma Hutchins’—I don’t know what to
say, Connie. Money is mighty tight these
days.” He dropped his eyes. They came to
rest upon the girl's shoes, which though
polished brave}iy, had that unmistakable
Toughness that desert sand imparts to leather
after long.continued wear. “How much would
You be wanting to borrow on it?”

The girl smiled faintly. -

“How much have you got, Pop?”

“’Bout six hundred thousand, I reckon,
counting the timber back of Mount ‘Whitney
and the borax plantation on the Armagosa,”
the old mian grinned. “All frozen assets,
though,” he added with a sigh. He liked the
term “frozen assets”” and peered owlishly at the
thermometer registering a hundred and seven
ltr;_the shade beside the fluttering window cur-

in,

“Let me have four of it,” said Connie, “1
mean four thousand.”

“1 was wondering,” McCraw chortled
drily, “what

you aim to do with that four

thousand?”

“Eddie will need it
replied.

The old man was
then he said: :

¥ Beats all how this town is hankering to give
Eddie a new start. Almost as enthusiastic as
they were in seeing his finish two year ago.
Marsh has offered him his old job back; Billy

for a new start,” she

silent for some minutes,

(Continued from page 16)

Dawn’s preparing a petition to the State to
to get him compensa?éon for false imprison-
ment; the city council is running in circles
trying to create a new post in the street de-
partment, and you want to hock your grand-
ma’s eighty. Looks to me like Eddie won’t
have no chance to show if he’s got any gump-
tion left in him.”
The girl leaned back in her seat wearily.

. .““When a man has spent two years In jail
it's no time to prate about gumption,” she
replied. “I had always thought you a friend
of Eddie’s!” she added with a spurt of vehe-
mence, :

“His grandpa and me was deported to-
gether,” McCraw replied with prideful remi-
niscence, “and so was your grandpa, Connie.
iisox: ?C’},randma Hutchins, these days? Spry

T

“Yes,” said the girl.

Tre

thin banker drummed the desk with his

t}xexge_rs. He g:d read somewhere ttﬁlat
TS 1n a quandary always drummed their
flat-top desks with their ﬁng};-tips. "Bout all
flat-tops were good forl Every time you let
g0 of a letter, it blew off unless you nailed it
down, and you never could find your chewing
to?‘a’,(x':o in the deep, dark drawers.
.S about all she’s got left—that there
elg‘Pty, ain’t it?* he asked.
Yes, but Eddie and I will work and pay it
;%.h ‘?se,s’ldes, she’s going to make her home

. “Meaning that you and Eddie are going to
ve in her house?”

: “Grgndina deeded The girl colored faintly.

the e
ago—when I was eig:'tee:.’?lghty three years

“I see,” said M “
she feel abot it_tiCraw. Hump! How does

money on it?” mean about you borrowing
You know how she’d fee], POp!”

yIcCraw' nodded

You got to admit, Connie, that Eddie was

. N . y 3y
]ﬁ;nd a—wild. If he hadn’t been, he'd never

ive got himself in a fix where he’d have an
alibi he couldn’t yse,”

E‘he glr!’s face turned scarlet. .

1 d'ont know what it was!” she cried,
and I'll never ask him!”
dis’!‘he old man regarded his thin hands with
interested concentration. Women were like
ostriches—always burying their heads in the
sand when there was something they didn’t
wa‘,{xt tolook at,

Just the same, I wouldn’t blame your
Ing 3 lot mores e, Eddie was drink
Bty B was good for him,” he said

“You're a fine one to be assing out advice
about drinking!” ghe bla.%ed—§ with your
Spring house full of hard liquor!”

cCraw’s white bushy eyebrows hitched
?‘mse_lvw into a frown.

ain’t passing out no advice about it, one
way or the other,” he replied slowly. “Drink-
Ing is a pussonel matter. There are men like
me who could drink enough to irrigate the
Mojave and still keep all four wheels on the
concrete, and then there are others like Eddie
with nerveg geared on steel springs. His
grandpa was like that. They ain’t got no

siness to monkey with it, nohow »

:{‘he; gitl made a gesture of futility.

Did you send for me to tell me—that?”’
she demanded bitterly,

The old man regarded her in silence for a
long time, His keen old eyes saw a girl—a
young and very pretty girl with blue serious
eyes, and light brown hair which the desert
Sun was turning tawny; he saw a rebellious
mouth that somehow reminded him: of pictures
he had seen of early martyrs; in his mind, he
also saw something else—the eternal woman
eager to sacrifice herself. He didn’t doubt but
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that she cared for Edward Carr. He mer.eli'
wondered how much of it was love—the kin
his own Indian wife had felt for him, wklcal
was something more profoundly biclogi
than immolation,

“Well, no,” he replied, ‘“there was someé-
thing else.”” He paused. “I had a letter fIr{Ol,n
Eddie day-before-yesterday, Connie. es
coming straight here from the train.

“Here?” the girl , ,ejaculated.
bank? To your office? .

McCraw}i'nclined his head. The girl drooped
in her chair. : .

“I—1I don’t understand,” she Sa’lyd in a low
voice, “what’s he coming here for?”’ he old

“Because I axed him to.” Again i?f n
man paused. ‘““The train pulls in in ha 2
hour,” he said, “don’t go to_the depot 2
make a show of yoursebl’{, Connie.

e recoiled as at a blow.

§111\'Ia.ke a show—! I—I don’t lgnowd?ah;:
you mean! What would he think if I di
meet him?”’ i L

“He won’t think nothing. Him and 1:_1% :
been sort ’a corresponding for the last yea
so. I told him you’d meet him here. s her

The girl ran a small white hand acros
eyes.
y“sYou told him—! What would people sa¥y
if T didn’t meet him?”’ she stammered. ¢ im-

McCraw’s gray eyes narrowed z_zlmOSn ¢
perceptibly and his bony hand r.estmgl:( o ' los
arm of the swivel chair closed until the knu was
showed white, but when he spoke his voice

entle.
8 ‘“Caring about Eddie the way you dot’hi):ﬁiu
don’t have to worry about what people 4
Connie.”

The girl shot him a frightened, breathless

lance. _

“You said that you and he had been :?rre
sponding? About what?’’ she asked fzﬂn sz;ne

“His grandpa and me were from t.% poa
town—back East,” the old man replied eva
sively. “I was sorta interested in seE}n&ail v
he got alonhg down there to San Quentin jatl

Connie shuddered. .

“It must have been two horrible y}e)arse\f,gll:
him,” she whispered; ‘“why didn’t ? o
write to me?” Then without waiting i),l'u be
answer, said: “T’ll make it up to him!
the best wife, ever, Pop!”

«“To the

HER eyes were luminous with the P"Oggec;t
of sacrifice. Edward Carr would Comlf3 rning,
broken in spirit and health. The tanre l:.h the
to his cheeks would be her accolade. “l’l ! the
breathless imagination of the woman in °‘f’ or-
conjured up a thousand little pictures O '?her
sonal sacrifice. The going to church t%&e or-
under the stares of curious eyes. The whisp
ings of their enemies. In fancy, she c"“%‘m w
herself in a hundred ways, while MIF aking
sat looking at her with his gray unbli 1ne
eyes, wondering what she would assay on
al test. . .
“It ain’t going to be no cinch living }g'th a
man who’s been convicted of highway rob er{l']e
he said, addressing himself rather than pe
girl. “There’s them that don’t think mucd
Black Bert’s confession, governor’s pardon,
kit tknow! Shull and his crowd!” the glg
cried contemptuously; “they want him electe
to district attorney again!” 't blame
“T reckon. Still and all, you can’t blam
people, Connie.”
Tears were in the girl's eyes. .
“You don’t believe he did it, Pop!
leaded. . .
P “I wouldn’t have bothered keeping a line on
him at Sax} Qu:(rllt}n if I gad.”
onnie leaned forward. .
SDid be tell you what that—that alibi
was?’’ she asked in a small fa.ipt voice.
McCraw’s eyes were expressionless.

she
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(Continued from page 41) .

“I stopped off here to see if you were willing
to throw your luck in with me, Connie—not
here in Cardinal, where T won’t have a show
because everybody wants to give me one. 'm
a free man, once more, and unless you have
been where I have for two years, you don’t
know what freedom tastes like. I want my
woman to look up to me—not down.”

Old Pop McCraw watching the girl’s face
while Eddie spoke, saw her bitterness and

“What gives who until when?”

“Mailin’ that letter gives us til then. Tt
don’t git collected ’til tonight at ten o’clock
an’ the p’lice won'’t receive it until mawn-
in)‘!’

© “What’s that got to do with anything?”

“Heaps, Dumbhead. An’ while Ise talkin’,
you keep still.”

“T is still.”

- “You ain’t. You is shakin’ like an aspirin.”

Mr. Johnson made a gesture of resignation.
“You is the nervous one, Brother Slappey.
You ain’t sore at me, is you?”

“Oh, no—1I ain't sore at you. Right fum the
fust you has been wantin’ to git us into the
Big Rock—an’ heah you has gone an’ done jt—
unless.”

“Unless which?”

“Unless my idea wuks.”

S];la.sm leaned forward. “Has you schum
a scheme?”

“I ain't done nothin’ else. Now listen:
them p’lice ain’t gwine git yo’ letter until
tomorrow mawnin’, is they?”

“Not hahdly.”

“They won't. So what we gwine do is
simple. Maybe it’ll wuk an’ maybe it won’t,
but it’s our on’iest chance.”

.. “Splain, Brother—an’ splain tho’ough.
What at is you drivin’?”

“Just this. Right now we go to yo’ bo’din
house an’ git them jools. Tomorrow mawnin’
we hang aroun’ p’lice headquarters until we
see they has got their mail. Then we walk in,
straduce ourselfs to who is in charge an’ say—
‘Mistuh, we is them two fellers which written
you—an’ heah is the jools’” Suddenly
Florian’s eyes narrowed: ““Did you mention it

. was Yodel Harris which stold ’em?”’

“Nossuh: I was skeered to do that.”

“Thank goodness you had some sense.”
Mr. Slappey rose and reached for his coat, ““Le’s
go git that bag of d’monds. You ain’t to be
trusted no mo’—even with yo’se’f.”

They climbed into Flotian’s modest coupé
and drove across town. En route Mr. Johnson
became almost tearful—endeavoring to as-
suage Florian’s anger. He was Ppathetically
eager to have Florian understand that he had
only done what he thought was best—that he
had cracked under an impossible strain, and
that he was prepared to go to any lengths to
make amends.

Mr. Slappey gave dignified ear to the pro-
testations of his giant friend, but vouchsafed
Do encouragement. As a matter of fact, Mr.

lappey was severely frightened. From the
unfortunate moment when the stolen gems had
been flung into their laps in a storm-swept
alley, Florian had worried. Even his most
exalted moments had not been untinctured by
pessimism—and now all that he dreaded had
come to pass.

He rolled up to the curb in front of Spasm’s
boarding house and alighted. Mr. Johnson
followed. The two men entered the house and
moved toward the rear, where Spasm occupied
a dingy room adjoining the kitchen.

They entered this room and Florian waved
a limp and languid hand.

“Fetch them jools to me, Spasm.”

Mr. Johnson disconsolate) y approached
his trunk and placed a hand thereon, Then he
started back with eyes distended. He uttered

apathy drop from her like 2 mantle as the boy
went on. She seemed to sway forward, her
eyes fastened on his face, as if drawn toward
him by a power over which she had no control.
At times she seemed almost to rise in her chair
at his homely eloquence.

The ,0ld man grasped the doorknob with
a determiaed air.

“I'm going to file this here letter—* he
insisted for the third time, then forgetting
himself, crumpled it up and threw it in the

Crash and Carry
. (Continued from page 22)

an exclamation of terror, Florian leaped
forward. :

“What’s the matter, Spasm?”

) ‘;'E,lv’ythingl Ev'ything, Florian. Us is
ost!”

. Spasm said no more. He flung back the
lid of his trunk and the bad news commenced
to penetrate—for Mr. Slappey observed that
the lock was broken. He could see the marks
of a chisel. . , .

Feverishly—and with most awful groans
—Spasm probed. The interior of the trunk,
beneath the tray, was in horrid disarray.
Spasm dr ped to his knees and sent garments
flying in all directions. Then he rose, faced
glitc)lzan, swayed slightly and spread his arms

“Th.e jools is gone!”
Florian shuddered. “T knowed it.”
“You knowed what?”

*“That ev’thing would g0 wrong, the minute
you started attendin’. Ap’ besides, I could
seeMthe lJock had been busted.”

. Mr. Johnson rocked with grief. “Th
a,m"t nothin’ us can do. .“.n.” griel i

‘ V'Vl,lo says there ain’t? Where at has yo’
ﬁg‘}‘xtm sperrit fled? Is you a man or a fish?”
w fish,” confessed Mr., Johnson sadly—

Just a po’ tripe.” '

Faced by this disaster, Mr. Slappey’s

Taln commenced to click. He spoke with
staccato sharpness,

“Yodel Harris stold them o 1
:: Co'se he did » em jools off you!

OW come he gotte ici
yo;had e gotten suspicious that

or a single fleeting instant Mr. Johnson
had a disturbing recollection of his mlal with
r. at Bud Peaglar’s Barbecue Lunch
Room & Billiard Parlor. He had an intuitive
flash ﬂ:!at perhaps he hadn’t been com letely
subtle in that conversation—and so decided
he had better not tell Florian about it. )

I dunno ., " phe answered. “’Cept I
bas thought he was suspicious ever since he

tooken that job with ys, Tha’s how he come
to do such.”

“Well, he’s got ’em. That makes our next
move clear.”

“Meanin’ what? .

‘:Us 80€s an’ gits ’em off him.”

:‘ w Florian. , , ,»

Come along, Mis’able! You has th’owed
me in the ocean bad enough a’ready. I ain’t
gwlne stan’ fo’ no mo’ fumadiddles.”

Sadly Mr. Johnson climbed into the little
car beside the .dynamic and determined Mr.

Ppey. Florian bent over the wheel and
ta.l‘l‘:ed decisively:

Fum now on—you obey orders. Tomorrow
mawnin’ the p'lice git yo’ note, an’ we got to
have the jools—else we’s in a terrible fix, sho’
nuff. We is headed fo’ Yodel Harris’s house,
an’ if he’s there, . ., .»

Yodel Harris was there. At any rate, his car,
with its damning license tag, was parked at the
curb. Florian pulled over and stopped his own
car a quarter of a block behind the spot where

“the Harris vehicle was parked.

“Now,” he snapped—*Go git him!”

Spasm felt distinctly disinclined. “I cain’t
g0 after that feller: he’s pizen.”

*“You got us into this mess, ” asserted Florian
grimly: “You git us out.”
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.waste basket, as Connie got up and flung her-

arms about the boy’s neck. .
“Take me awayyfrom here, quick, Eddie
she sobbed. . .
McCraw closed the door behind him.
“Beats all how them silver-tongued spell-
binders can bust up all of a woman’s pre-ror-
gatives and get away with it!”’ he muttered.
“Here she was all set to burn herself at the
stake, and he comes along and stomps the ’ﬁ,re
out and starts a conflagaration of his own!

l’)

- ”

“S-s-s-s’posin’ you come along with me.

“Ise gwine stay right heah.”

“B-b-but Florian—" A

“Ise doin’ my part. Ev’y job you ever
heard tell of has got an inside man an’ an
outside man. Ise them latter.” .

Spasm protested with passionate vehemenc 4
but Florian’s will was iron, and he falrly'drol‘)’
Mr. Johnson toward the residence occupied by
Mr. Yodel Harris.

“Ise gwine see him,” mourned §pasmr;
“But Ise got a hunch that one of us is S_O‘:er
gwine be patronizin’ the Over the I'{twb .
Buryin’ Sassiety, an’ his fust name won
Yodel.” ] Mr

Florian climbed back in his car asThen.
Johnson disappeared inside the house. g
to make assurance doubly sure, Mr. Slappey
depressed his starter button al}d was rewar e
by the hum of the motor. If it became m:lcno
sary to make a quick getaway, Florian ha g
intention of standing on the order of his
parture.

He was really sorry for Spasm. _Y‘i'de,}
Harris was a dangerous man. ‘‘Litt I‘;{l ¢
soliloquized Flc()lria.n anent Mr. Harris—
so is a stick of amite.” .

Mr. Slappey f}g:md his vigil rather t‘lll?rve
racking. He imagined all sorts of dire bmglsé
most of them having to do with the proba s
decease of his friend, Mr. Johnson. He }‘;V b
sorry for the big man, but after all, Spasl{l an
brought this on himself, and certainly Flort
could see no virtue in a double demise.

ONCE he fancied he heard a shout. Then

“suddenly a figure emerged from the house: @

small, lithe, slender figure.

Yodel Harris dashed from the cottage 3‘1‘_3
leaped into his car. Without a bacsz i
glance, he started the motor, whipped the ge
into low and shot down the street. ht.

Mr. Slappey had no time for thOang i
Briefly he surveyed the situation and re: lfta
that his worst fears were justified. He czv.ugd che
mental picture of Spasm’s entrance, of Yo ehe
venomous resentment, of an attack . . Mr
hoped with a weapon not entirely lethal. h.n:
Slappey visioned the large figure of Mr. J ohile
son lying prostrate inside that house W
Yodel Harris eloped with the jewels. ¢ his

Florian acted by instinct. The motor o F
car was running and Florian found hlmcslgd
pursuing Yodel’s car even before he had deci d

t pursuit was a good idea. He was gla
inddeed that Mr. I-ll’larris did not realize some-
body was chasing him. .

Mr. Slappey didn’t know what he intended
to do, but %e did realize that the entire l?i:
sponsibility had somehow devolved upon
own slender shoulders. Yodel Harris :acsl
escaping with the jewels; Spasm Johnson ha 4
notified the police that he and Florian ha
them . . . now indeed Florian knew that
they’d have no part of an alibi. ed

The two cars sped up Cliff Road, dropp
down on the far side of Red Mountain, shot
across Shades Valley and thence to the crest
of a second mountain beyond. "The road was
of good dirt and Florian was pleased to see
that Yodel's car kicked up a dust screen.
Small chance now of recognizing Florian, even
if Yodel did happen to look around.







44

Conlinued from page 43) - =
devastatiné punch had turned the scales in his
favor. Mr. Slappey—understanding for the
first time the adage about the cornered rat—
put up his hands and accepted combat. .

Ordinarily, Florian might have been a fair

adversary for the other man, but Yodel’s -

initial assault had robbed Mr. Slappey of wind
xd a:j)ition. Furthermore, it had inspired

in Mr. Slappey a profound respect for Yodel’s'

punching power. .

Had there been any avenue of escape, Florian
would have used it with enormous enthusiasm,
But he now had his back to a cliff and his only
out blocked by a vindictive little man who
alreal(]ly had half-paralyzed him with a

unch. .

P Florian did his pitiful best. He fought with
desperate courage, but he took two blows for
every one he landed—and he sensed that his
own punches lacked force. Once he considered
arbitrating the matter, but found he had no
breath to waste—and besides, when he opened
his lips Mr. Harris inserted a brutal fist in the
aperture. Mr. Slappey decided immediately

at he had better keep his teeth clenched.

They struggled back and forth across the

et of pine needles; they rained blows on
23 other—but mostly on Florian—and
suddenly Yodel’s right fist crashed against Mr.
Slappey’s jaw and the world dissolved into a
thousand brilliant lights . . . and then became
dark. -

Half an hour later Mr. Slappey opened one
eye—the other being entirely closed—and was
pleased to discover that he was at least pattially
alive. From head to waist, he was a flame

of agony. His right fist was swollen, his clothes -

were torn . . . but in the face of this disaster
he smiled a twisted smile as he looked around
and “observed “that Yodel Harris had dis-
appeared. :

With many groans and grunts, Florian sat up
and probed his own anatomy. No bones
broken, but he couldn't find a square inch of
flesh which wasn’t throbbing. He rose to his
feet and stumbled weakly against a tree. He
stared across the valley and refused to become
enthusiastic over the view. Mr. Slappey’s
mood of the moment was not one of artistic
appreciation.

He approached his automobile: then stopped
short. The canny Mr. Harris meticulously
had deflated all four tires. Florian determined
to ride in on the airless casings, but when he
clambered into the seat and depressed the

starter, he was rewarded by a total absence of.
response.  Painful investigation disclosed the
fact that Mr. Harris had ripped loose 2 handful
of electric wiring.

Staggering, groaning—and frequently paus-
ing to rest—Mr. Slappey commenced his
melancholy journey toward the city of Bir-
mingham. Night was falling, but it loomed no
darker than the future. Of course, Florian
was faintly grateful that he was alive, but aside
from that, life held no savor. His courage had
brought no results, his pursuit of Yodel Harris
had yielded a dividend of bodily torture . . .
and now Mr. Harris was speeding blithely into
the distance, safely in command of the bag of
jewels,

At seven o’clock a truck rolled along the
highway and the colored driver permitted
Florian to ride. He was kindly and solicitous,
and even paused for a few minutes beside a
limpid branch to permit Florian to lave his
worst hurts. Eventually they crossed Red
Mountain and dropped down into the city.
Florian alighted at Avenue F, offered the

Ver some money—which was refused—and
lurched down the street toward Sis Callie

Flukers's imminently respectable boarding-
house.

MR. SLAPPEY was wallowing the deepest
slough of d&iiond as he entered the house and
commenced the laborious climb to the second
floor. He sneered at the sign which leered at
him: TeE Sun & Moon We NEVER SLEEP
DETECTIVE AGENCY. Grim jest, indeed. He
visioned Spasm Johnson in a hospital some-
where—if indeed he was still alive—himself
battereq and discredited; both facing jail L . .
and their quarry riding happily away.

. Mr. Slappey” opened the door and found
himself blinking. The room was flooded with
light, and Florian’s eyes narrowed and he shook

head—as though refusing to credit the
evidence of his senses,

At the center table sat Mr. Spasm Johnson—
and it was instantly apparent that Mr. John-
son was in perfect hea.ltg and excellent spirits,
For a fleeting moment, Florian experienced a
sense of resentment which was, however, in-
stantly swallowed up by wonder,

Spread out on the table before Mr. Johnson
were many beautiful twenty-dollar  bills.
Florian stared and Spasm made a gesture—

“Five hund’ed dollars, Brother Slappey—an’

alf of it is yours.”
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Florian sank into a chair, forgetting for the
moment his physical agony.
“Five hung’e{l dollars!”S he ec}gf)ed weakly.
“Where at did you git it, Spasm?
“Fum the pglice." h}vll-_ ]%ohnson was ob-
viously quite proud of himself. e
“W)l,l-?vhat ?'ou mean: fum thep h;e? i e
“Shuh! Tlorian—you know atggfem
good an’ well what I mean. 1 too o’ tol
di'monds down to the station ho’li‘slf asenta
’em about the letter I had wrote. 1 tet{r an
man to the post-office, got the letter, ait
gimme the money just 125 soon as Jasp
Void identifried the jools.” . f
Mr. Slappey was frankly bewildered. ‘bzflilt'
Spasm—TI heah what you is remarkin’, git
don’t make no sense.  Where at did you
3 » 3
thf.‘r:r[l gggll:?’em off Yodel Harris like you tol
me to.” . R e
Mr. Slappey grimaced. “An’ ‘,Vh‘l"" heeco;ll,
downstairs fum that beardin’ 31‘515 A1l the
started off in his car, you had the jo
time?” . im
*“Sho’ly, Florian; sho’ly. I just gr ‘:gb;de_lyl,‘
by the th’oat an’ made him give 'em e they
“But the p’lice, Spasm? How c?ﬁnowin’
give you that reward money withou Harris?”
you was tellin’ the truth ’bout Yodel da mb.”
““Golla, Florian—I ain’t tl’f‘ltTot gn'y I
Spasm made a modest gesture. I made hi
tooken them jools off Yodel, but o. 1 took
write a confession befo’ I left hxmn,g' they has
that confession to the p’lice, al lices to be
telegraphed ev’ywhere fo' other pli
on_the watchout fo’ Mistuh Harris. happY;
Florian knew that he should f eleltvefi:Ie oould
but somehow his joy was mcomll)li e e.ursuit
not forget that the agony of his Hﬁc beating
been unnecessary and that the terrl tless
he had suffered was entirely poin s kindly
from a great distance he heard Spasm ;
ice: r
vo“c‘e[ou look kind of bung‘;q, up, Brothe
Slappey. Where has you been? He
Fplgn');n’s pride was not e"t"elydgozeﬁeroic
opened his one good1 eye and ma
eﬁglitxsg,sa&l::%;c:s :aa;é, » he answered vaguely:
* “Tell me about it.” m—
Mr. Slappey shrugged. ‘‘No use, Spas
you is too dumb to undgl(’isctiagdr'neekly.
And Mr. Johnson nodde :
“In{eckol;l {?s,n%%orian—but, gosh! ev'ybody
can’t be smart like you.”
Tue EnNp

His Touch Was Death

repudiation of Fisk’s gold purchases, running
high into the millions, Calling up-a judge that
he carried on his payroll, Gould ordered him
to come to the apartment of Josie Mansfield,
Fisk’s mistress, and when the eminent jurist
had duly reported, commanded him to issue
an injunction preventing the enforcement of
any contract against Fisk. As a consequence,
the brokers who executed the orders were left
holding the bag, bankruptcy their only refuge.

Gould’s gold conspiracy was a scandal that
shook the country, and Congress, forced to
action, appointed a committee of investiga-

again in safety.

Turning back to Erie with renewed zest,
Gould now entered upon a series of operations
that were to bring him back into even greater
Jeopardy than the sinister activities of Black
Friday.” “Boss” Tweed, New York’s political
boss, and Peter Sweeney, his right-hand man,
were put on the board of directors, and $64,-
000,000 of watered stock was issued, presum-
ably for improvements, although not one dollar

(Continued from page 27)

ever went for any such purpose. Enormous
sums were spent in Albany and other state
capitals, and Gould, put on the stand at a
later day, smilingly explained that the money
came from what was called “the india-rubber
account.”

It was his day of greatest power, but Fate,
tired of waiting on the law, suddenly took a
hand in the game. “Jubilee Jim” Fisk, the
boastful Don Juan of hotel lobbies and bar-
rooms, was assassinated in 1871 by “Ed”
Stokes as the result of a quarrel over Josie
Mansfield’s favor. Worse still, fiery Samuel

- Tilden began his reform crusade, not only

ty - bringing about the arrest of “Boss” Tweed,

but forcing the impeachment of the corrupt
judges who had been Tweed’s chief instru-
ments in the loot of city and state.

As if these two blows were not enough, the
English owners of Erie stock now came for-
ward to contest Gould’s control. In 1872,
borrowing a leaf out of his own book, they
took the law in their hands, elected a new board
of directors, and seized possession of the
records and offices by physical force. Gould
secured court orders, and attacked the usur-
pers with some half-hundred policemen, but
even as it seemed he might win, an old treach-
ery turned up to defeat him.

. H art-
One Henry N. Smith, aforetime senior p d
ner in the l;?okerage firm of Smlthi dGi;uE 3:,-
Martin, had been rooked by Gou by way of
ticularly shameless fashion, and g'ow came
securing revenge, the ruined man showed the
forward with some old books that have lifted
smart little president of Erie to a single
$12,000,000 out of the treasury in reed to
lump. Gould, facing indictment, ai de it in
make restitution, but as always, he ondsome
such manner as to insure him 2 13 return
profit. By announcing that he wou Erie, he
the $12,000,000 and withdraw from LD, T
sent the stock up, and then iollovméﬁ ouTse,
denial that he contemplated any 5;]1 t at the
sent the stock down. By selling s l‘l’r ‘made &
high price, and covering at the low, ell bam-
goodly sum, and on top of this, actua ty
boozled the Erie on his final settlement.

) 3 tumed
UT of Erie, Jay Gould’s darting eye

9 the Union Pacific, apparently a,II%m°gr?$f:
had been thoroughly squeezed. The lved &
Mobilier, the notorious graft that vaoﬁ s
Vice-President and many members md o f:ious:
looted the line of $23,000,000, an d&yition al
other manipulations had milked a
millions. The road was still a valuable prop-
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that men can’t become engine drivers or steam-
ship captains without first proving their quali-
fications. If I invited you to go up in an air-
plane with me, I rather imagine you’d want to
know whether or not I was a licensed pilot.
If I said I hadn’t yet passed the tests, but knew
all about flying, anyway, you'd probably re-
member quite suddenly that you had a pressing
engagement elsewhere. But if I offered to
drive you in my car to keep that engagement,
the chances are you'd accept at once, without
bothering to find out whether or not I was
qualified to drive. .

The motor car is so familiar an object to-day
that a lot of people take it for granted that
anyone is competent to handle one. That
this is a mistaken belief is shown by the acci-
dent records, which reveal that go per cent of
our motor mishaps are traceable to failure of
the human factor. While it is
perhaps true that all men are
created equal so far as concerns
their right to life, liberty and the
pursuit of happiness, it is far from l
true that they are created equal
in mental and physical equip-
ment. That is so obvious as to
be a pretty dull statement. But
seemingly it is not obvious to the
legislators in fully half of our
states, where no effort is made to
determine who is and who is not
capable of driving an automobile
safely.

To be a good driver a person
must have many qualities in com-
bination. Among the first of i
these are eyesight and hearing ”
that measure up
standard, intelligence enough to
learn the highway regulations
and understand their applica-
tion, the ability to reason from
cause to effect and to apply this
reasoning quickly in cases of
emergency. And that is not all.
To be a safe driver a person
must also have self-control and
‘a sense of responsibility.

That seems like a good many
qualifications; but could you dis-
card any of them as unessential?
And do you think that all the
men and women in your community possess
them in equal degree? I doubt it. Do you
think that every boy and girl over fourteen
possesses them in equal degree? Well, hardly.

IS IT fair to the persons who do possess the
necessary qualifications to drive well, and who
want to drive carefully, to give the unfit the
same privileges of the road? Is it right that
you, for instance, should be exposed to the
danger created by the fancy driving of some
irresponsible schoolboy, the mistakes of some
dull-witted adult, or the antics of a driver
under the influence of liquor or drugs? Doesn’t
it seem reasonable to suppose that keeping the
unfit out of the driver’s seat might make condi-
tions more pleasant and safer for the majority?

It is objected in certain quarters that de-
priving some persons of the privilege of driving
is an infringement of their natural rights,
In one large state, incredible though it may
seem, that silly argument actually prevailed
against the enactment of an operators’ license
law. Incidentally, that particular state is one
of the worst, from the standpoint of accident
rates. Results are what count. The states
which have been testing and licensing drivers
over a period of years have reduced motor
accidents 29 per cent as compared with the
rates of increase before they adopted license
laws. Translated into other terms, that means
a saving of approximately 20,000 human lives,

The only valid objection to the testing and
licensing of drivers is that the tests are not in
every case conclusive. They show whether
or not a person is physically fit to drive and
knows how to manipulate the pedals and
levers, and also, by oral examination, reveal

to a certain /’ I ‘

his knowledge and understanding of the regula-
tions. They do not, as yet, show to what
extent he is responsible and to be trusted to
do the right thing in a moment of stress. In
Massachusetts and Connecticut the authori-
ties are working with psychologists in an at-
tempt to devise tests that will be more com-
pletely revealing. In both states particular
attention is being paid to the education and
treatment of persons whose records show them
to be “accident repeaters,” with a view to

*—And remember, children,.kee?

your ailerons level and don’t

iry to bank until you gain fly-
ing speed”

helping them overcome their faults. Mean-
while, granting that operators’ tests are not all
that they might be, there remains the power of
the license, which is very great. The testing of
a driver may not prevent him from driving
recklessly, but the revocation of his license
can do so very effectively. .

Much valuable accident prevention work is
being carried on with the help of the National
Safety Council and other agencies among
drivers of trucks, taxis and buses. Its results
are significant ~because they demonstrate
beyond question that drivers educated in the
principles of safety, and determined to apply
them, can consistently avoid accidents. Owners
of fleets of trucks who impress on their men
that there is no such thing as an ‘“‘unavoidable
accident,” so far as they are concerned, and
that it is up to them to keep out of trouble,
find that they can do it if they try. Investiga-
tion into the basic causes of mishaps reveals
the importance of the personal element, for
example:

John Doe applied for a position as chauf-
feur with a taxi company. His references were
excellent. Inquiry showed him to be a steady
young married man of exemplary character.
Tests indicated him to be physically fit,
mentally alert and a skilful driver. He was
employed and for some weeks had an un-
blemished record. Then he became involved in
a succession of minor collisions, which brought
him to the attention of the personnel director.
Why had this man, originally a safe driver,
suddenly gone haywire, so to speak?

Questioning brought out a very simple ex-
planation. John Doe’s father owned a cigar
store, but had been taken ill. During the day-
time, therefore, the young man had been tend-
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ing store himself. Driving a cab at night after

a full day’s work in the store, had left him in-
sufficient time for sleep. Fatigue had slowed
up his reactions, so that though he knew what
to do in emergencies, he couldn’t do it quickly
enough.

Because employers are insisting on the exer-
cise of care and are keeping checks on their
drivers’ records, the commercial vehicle acci-
dent rate is being materially reduced. When
all states adopt similar methods with respect
to the operators of private passenger cars, then
the accident rate in general will also be reduced.

Next comes enforcement, without which the
most sensible regulations are valueless. As
things now stand, the enforcement of traffic
laws throughout this country is in a sadly dis-
organized condition. For this there
are several reasons: the existence
of ill-conceived and out-of-date
regulations that cannot be en-
forced; the lack of police in suffi-
cient numbers detailed exclusively
to traffic duty; and the lack of
facilities for the swift and just
handling of motor-vehicle cases.

There are two classes of traffic-
law violations: minor and major.
As the National Safety Council
points out, the first class consists of
acts which affect principally the
convenience of motorists, The sec-
ond class are infractions of rules
essential to safety. Minor viola-
tions, such as overtime parking,
failure to stop on signal of an
officer, driving with defective lights, and a host
of others, are misdemeanors. These are pun-
ishable through the medium of small fines,
except in the cases of habitual ‘offenders.
The major violations, on the other hand, such
as reckless driving, driving when intoxicated,
leaving the scene of an accident, are felonies
punishable by large fines, jail sentences, or both.

THE increasing number of violations of both
classes makes it absolutely necessary that the
distinction between them be taken into ac-
count and that they be dealt with separately.
The driver guilty of a misdemeanor should not
be treated as a felon. He should be penalized
for his offense, of course, but the process should
not involve the wasting of hours of his time,
and that of the officer who has given him a
ticket. Wherever minor violators and traffic
officers are forced to spend hours in crowded
courts, simply to ensure the payment of a
trivial fine, enforcement is lax. To escape
going to court the motorist says to the cop:
‘“See, here, can’t this little thing be fixed up?”’
And the cop, equally anxious to avoid going to
court, says: “Well, maybe, if nobody’s
looking.” ~The result is not only that the
motorist thinks he can get away with the same
offense, or other offenses, in future, but that he
actually can do so. He comes to disrespect the
traffic laws; and at the same time seriously
impairs the morale of the police.

To do away with this situation there has
been evolved an institution known as a *“Traf-
fic Violations Bureau?’ This is a clerical office,
organized as an adjunct to a court, or to police
headquarters, to which minor violators are
summoned. They can go there, sign a card on
which they plead guilty to the offenses charged,
pay the prescribed penalty and leave—all
within a few minutes. The presence of the
arresting officer is not required. The records of
offenses of all ﬁgersons appearing at the bureau
are kept on file there, however, and after a
certain number of violations the motorist is
haled to court.

Wherever, as in Akron, Los Angeles, Chicago,
Dayton, Indianapolis, Detroit, and a scattering
of other cities, these Traffic Violations Bu-
reaus have been set up—whether known by
that or some other name—the result has been
to relieve congestion in the courts and to effect
a tightening of law enforcement. Even in
small communities, where the establishment of

(Continued on page 48)
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What Twelve Things Are Wrong With This Picture?

(Answers will be found.on page 52)
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was choice of his grain sack as a pillow for his
bunk. He could not keep the sack under his
eye when he was doing his spell of duty, but
the risk wasn’t great. The law of the river was
to mind one’s own business. A worker’s bunk
was his own. Besides, this big man looked like
a fighter. The half-million was unguessed and
unmolested.

Seager took his pay at St. Louis. He had
been Jim Roberts on the boat. In St. Louis
and thenceforth he called himself Tom Magee.
He bought himself good black garments, fine
boots, linen, and a black felt hat. The coat was
long-skirted, double-breasted, and square-cut
at the bottom. It would have suited either a
minister or a gambler. He was, in fact, out-
fitted as a conventional river-boat gambler.
He had selected his vocation. Acutely, too, for
the gaming table not only would allow him to
put his bills into circulation, but let him change
big bills for smaller ones and get him currency
that would be safe for spending elsewhere. He
feared for a while that the numbers of the bills
might have been listed and an alarm raised
for them. There was no number list. He need
not have worried, and did not very long.

He ran back and forth on the river palaces
between St. Louis and New Orleans for more

a year, living generously, drinking wines
instead of whisky, gambling excitingly, win-
ning sometimes, losing more often. He didn’t
seem to mind. Gamblers and passengers liked
to play with him. He was a river figure. Half a
dozen chiefs of police along the shores called
him Tom. Beyond growing a heavy mustache
he made no attempt at physical disguise. He
needed none, for his way of life had so softened
him that he bore no resemblance to the farmer
James Seager. Hard brown hands had become
delicate and white. His face had lost its tan
and was thinner and sharper. He looked more
Southerner than Northerner.

The pillow-case had been transformed into
a plump sofa cushion. The original feathers
had been removed and the bills stuffed in. It
did not look like a comfortable cushion, being
at once too large and too hard, but it was the
apple of the gambler’s eye. He said it had
been given to him by his best girl and that it
was his lucky piece. A gambler’s superstitions
are respected by other members of the cult.
The cushion, with that aura about it, was safer
than if it had been behind steel walls. Up and
down the river it traveled, tossed from berth to
chair, slept upon, sat on, pummeled, tenderly
regarded.

The new Tom Magee worried, of course.
The tension showed in the lines of his face, but
those who pass their nights betting on the fall
of the cards are expected to display some signs
of strain. He was unusually marked by his
nervousness.

‘When there was neédhe entered his bank by
ripping a seam, resewing it with care. He
became a good thread-and-needle man. After
the first year, the cushion was a little less bulky.
His luck began to run against him, casting a
shadow on the saying that a gambler who can
afford to lose wins easiest. Having been secure
for a year, he was lighter of heart, and more
reckless. He gained and relished the reputation
of beéing at the call of any big game. He be-
came, too, more of a target for the sharpsters—
a perambulating treasure-chest for them.

One night he was cheated too crudely.- The
winner laid down four kings, when Magee had
discarded a side king to draw for the fourth
queen, which also he had gotten. He had
backed the four queens until $15,000 was in the
center of the table. When he reached for the
discard to find the king and prove the cheat,
the crooked player shot him in the shoulder,
claiming that he mistook the movement for an
attempt to seize the pot. He apologized con-
tritely. In the confusion the cards were pushed
off the table onto the floor. When the deck
was recovered and sorted there were only four
kings in it. The sleight-of-hand trickster had
retrieved the evidence and got rid of it. He
kept the pot. Magee's accusation was not
believed, and never would have been had not
the cheater been caught, months later, trying
the trick in a gambling house ashore.

1T is doubtful if Magee ever heard. His river
days were ended. He had been shot as the
boat was nearing New Orleans, and a shore
doctor gave him spwdy treatment. Though
the injury was serious he refused to go to a
hospital, and he was taken to private lodgings.
His cushion, he said, was the most comfortable
rest for his damaged shoulder. He and the
cushion were carried together on the stretcher
on which he was taken from the boat. When
he was able to sit in a chair the precious
belonging bolstered his back. .

Up to this time, Seager, or Magee, as we will
continue to call him, had spent about $75,000
of the half million and had been engaged a
year and a half in doing so. He had not been
under suspicion from his associates or the police
of the river cities for a single hour. No one
had his secret. While he had not kept women
at a distance he had not surrendered his
liberty to any one of them. .

The country was safe enough for him but he
thought that there might be more pleasure
to be found in other lands. River gamblers had
told him that Havana was a delightful city,
and that the Spaniards welcomed free spenders.
So, when his wound was healed, he traveled,
cushion under arm, to the West Indies. He
found the surroundings as agreeable as he had

anticipated; in fact more so. Spanish women
of respectable families were closely guarded
and beyond his acquaintance. . There were
others, not demure, handsome creatures of the
half-world, nightly--to be. met around the
gambling tables of the casinos, as eager forthe
excitement of play as he. One of the most
luxury-loving smiled on Magee. That is, after
she had assured herself that he was unusually

wealthy. - - .

She called herself Donna Felice de Moncade,
and claimed to be the widow of a Spaniard
who had possessed large estates in Mexico.
She said she had been deprived of her property
by her husband’s relatives. She spoke of
Mexico as a paradise, urged Magee to take her
back there, and advanced a plan for the pur-
chase of a great ranch where they could live
as lord and lady.

The picture she painted appealed to him.
An estate would bring a perpetual revenue,
whereas if he continued to spend cash at the
rate it was going, even his hundreds of thou-
sands would roll away in a few years. The City
of Mexico would be near enough to afford
diversion whenever they tired of the country.
The Mexican capital, she said, was gayer even
than Havana.

Donna Felice had her way. The pair went to
Mexico. Magee guarded the cushion as well
as she guarded him. His luck would be out,
he told her, if he ever lost it. She also had a
weakness for amulets.and charms and his story
was satisfactory to her. She was equal warden
of the cushion thereafter. One might expect
that some day she would notice a badly sewn
seam and in repairing it would happen upon
the heart of-the mystery, and so rob her cava-
lier. Nothing of the sort occurred.

HER device for getting Magee’s money was
more complicated, more in keeping with her
temperament as a plotter. The ranch, several
thousand acres of grazing land radiating away
from a commodious manor-house, was selected
and bought. Herds of cattle, droves of horses,
a village and the %eople on the land, all were
included. Donna Felice seemed to know just
where to find the ranch. She also did the bar-
gaining. Magee signed his name in the indi-
cated places after she had read the papers
naming him as the new proprietor. He was
learning Spanish, but slowly. The legal jargon
was beyond him. Everyone bowed to him, and
addressed him as a magnificent personage. He
expanded his chest and strutted.

‘The cushion was a lot slimmer after he took
out the sum necessary to buy the ranch. He
stuffed in cotton to bring it back to its former

shape. There was some trouble, too, about the

(Continued on page 50)






















































