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HACKING NEW YORK

I CAME TO NEW YORK

I camne to New York just to see the sights,
particularly Greenwich Village, and I made
some friends in the Village. About that time
my money ran low and [ thought [ had bet-
ter get something to do to live on. Hack driv-
ing secmed to be & very handy way to ses
New York and eat at the same time, so 1

talked to hack drivers about the business of

getting a licenge. Following their instructions
I hrst got a chauffeur’s Heense from the
State, Then I went over to the taxi License

Bureau and got an application.

In the application I was supposed to put
down the names of my employers for the
past five years. My emplpyers for the pre-
vious five years were scattered all over the
United States and I had forgotten how many
there were, 50 I got out a newspaper and




turned to the legal notices and picked out the
names of five bankrupt firms,

I had to declare whether 1 had ever been
in jail or not and if so when, where, and how.
I had been in jail once out in California along
with another fellow, but we had slipped the
jailer two dollars and he had locked us in a
cell that some yegps had cccupied previously
and they had dynamited a hole in the floor
and dig a tunncl out along the sewer pipes,
80 we got out and caught the next train. As
this keft no record, T felt no uneasiness in an-
swering the question with a “No.®

The application required me to have two
men in New York who owned their own busi-
ness make out vouchers for me, stating they
had known me so long and 1 was thoroughly
honest and reliable, ete., and swear to them
before a notary public. T went into the deli-
catessen store amd bought about a dollar’s
worth of provisions and got the delicatessen
dealer to make one out without having it
sworn. 1 went into the cigar store next door,
bonght a carton of Camels, and got him to Al
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out the other one, Then I had to get my last
previous employer to sign another voucher
for me, swearing that 1 was of unblemished
character and that he was eager to hire me
again. 1 had one of the Greenwich Villagers
swear he had employed me as chauffenr.
Then I went hack to the License Burean, and
there are a lot of notary publics located
around there who will swear to anything for
a quarter apiece, As [ remember it, there was
a dollar's worth of swearing to be done.
Mext the hack drivers told me I would
have to stand an examination as to knowl-
edge of the City, all the piers, hotels, out of
the way streets, ete. T would have to be finger
printed and would have to leave photographs
of myself, which would be investigated by
the Police Department for ten days to see if
I had any police record. But they also in-
formed me that by slipping a certain man in
the office ten dollars T could avoid all these
formalitics and get a license right away.
They told me how to pick him out. T went in
and spotted him all right, called him over to
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one side, introduced myself, and shook hands
with him, with a ten in my palm. He said
“Have they got anything on you”

I said, “Nope.”

“Come back at two o'clock.™

1 went back at two o'clock and he had the

book and badge and everything all ready for
me.

Abast five years later when T was in there
I heard them examining some applicants as to
their knowledge of the City. They asked them
the location of some places T don't know yet.

BREAKING INTO THE TAXI
GAME

When I got my license I already had a job
in sight, so I went to work the same day for
a fellow who had one cab, He drove it hime-
self in the daytime and hired me as night
driver. He had a stand-in with the private
cops at Grand Central and told me how io
worlk it there, so I made my start in the height
of the rush hour at Grand Central. Luckily
my first call was to Penn Station, and 1 knew
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where that was anyway, but I didn’t know
where cars were supposed to drive in 5o T set
him off on Eighth Avenue. Apparently he
didn't know any better, either, and 1 got just
as good a tip as one might expect.

The next call was downtown somewhere,
T hadn't a notion where it was so I started
off in the direction I was headed in and after
going a block and a half T turned and said,
“Well, now, where is that place, anyway?”
They didn’t want to get out after having
gone that far, so they told me bhow to get
there and [ made out all right. I worked that
scheme right along and didn’t have any
trouble, though T got futo some terrible mix-
ups making theatre calls—1 did get some
awinl bawlings out from the cops in the thea-
tre district—in fact, I made more in & way
than I made after I knew the City. I got a
call to Coney Island and rambled all over
Brooklyn, ran up about twelve dollars on the
clock and got it with a substantial tip with-
out a whimper. I never would have the nerve
to pull anything as rough as that if 1 had
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known how to get there, | never have got as
mich since for a trip to Coney Tsland.

At first | was always viclating traffic reg-
ulations. 1 tried telling the cops that T was
new at the business as an excuse for getting
tangled up, but T found that dido't do any
good at all. They said, “Ab, that's what they
all say.”

During the first two or three months I
got about all the different kinds of sum-
manses there are, However, I became pretty
good at talking them out of it If 2 taxi
:lri\'rr tells a cop that he didn't know about
it or it wasn't his fault, he is sunk, he'll get
a ticket sure. But if you admit that you pulled
a boner or that you didn't think he was look-
ing or something of that sort, they are very
apt to let you off, becanse they know that we
make our living on the streets day and night
in all weather just the same as they do.

I got caught passing the street ear on the
wrong side on East Broadway and got a
summons for the eight foot law, which car-

]

ries 2 minimum fine of twenty dollars. The

L oop says, "What's the matter # You ought to

know better than that.'”

I said, “Well, we have been passing those
ears on the wrong side right along; it's the
only way to get by them; and I didn’t know
they had a cop here.”

When I appeared in Traffic Court the cop
had about a dozen truck drivers that he had
given summonses to for not keeping close
encugh to the curb. This viclation carries a
gmall fine. He lined me right up with the
truck drivers and the clerk of the court read
off the one charge for the whole outfit, then
went through the papers and said to every-
ane, "How do you plead?™ and we all said,
HGuilty, guilty, guilty” down the line. The
Judge zaid, “Twa dollars apiece,” so we filed
past the cashier and handed in our two bucks.

There is an ordinance that taxis are not
alloved to stand except at designated hack
stands. This ordinance is enforced only on
special occasions in case the property owners
complain or there is some particular reason.

7




—

I uged to stand down in front of the Customs
House, which is forbidden territory, and got
good business there in the daytime. The cops
used to merely chase me out once in a while,
One day the cop came along with a man in
plain clothes, He told the oo to give me g
summons for standing there, The cap stalled
around and said he theught T hadn't been
there very long and asked e what T was
standing' there for, T told him 1 had had a
eall down there and had stopped to light a
cigarctte. The eop was going to let me off,
but the other fellow insisted on his giving
me a SUmMmoms,

When we got up in Traffic Court the eop
sabd, “Say anything you want when you get
up there. I tore up your record,” { The Courts
keep a full record of every taxicab chayf-
feur's summonges amd disposition made of
them, and it is supposed to be laid before the
Judge along with each pew summong. ) T told
the Judge the same story T had told the e,
The cop said T had been there anly a minute
or two. 5o the Judpe let me off with a dollar

fine.

g

Some hack drivers have a terrible grouch
against cops, but they are usually the kind of
men who never could be in the wrong, such
4 thing just couldn't happen. T have run into
some pretty low skunks among the cops, but
take them all in all, T think they are 2 very
decent bunch of men,

The Traffic Court magistrates are very
rough on taxi drivers, but I think after all
they have to be. It certainly is true that a
taxi driver {sn't in 2 position to plead ignor-
ance,

I was up in the Traffic Court for a second-
offense speeding, the fine for which is fifty
dollars, which I could il afford to pay. I
thought of trying to talk them out of it, but
watcling the cases ahead of me, it ssemed ag
though the ones who talked got charged for
it. Cme fellow told about how he had eght
children to support and couldn't spare the
money. The Judge said, “T will take all that
intn consideration in your case and make it
as easy as I ean for you. Fifiy dollars or ten
days.” T thought I might just as well keep
my mouth shot. The cop safd if T wanted to
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plead guilty and pay the fine, T could go be-
l‘arel.-mulher Judge and get it over quick, so
I _fcumd the procession through the Judpe's
private rooms,
The clerk at the door kept mumbling
“How do yon plead " I
The defendants, “Guilty, gul i
Y ¥, guilty, guilty,™
they went by, g
E: Judge, “Fifty dollars apicce.”
cashier took in the me
ndd
receipts. mgalk o
Well, a.fhcr all, I knew I was speeding and
was figuring on not getting eaught. And [
expect the man with the eight children knew
he was speeding too and he probably knew
he had the cight children; that is, if he did
actually have them,

: I found a summons in the mail ¢ne morn-
m.g to appear before the Commissioner of
Licenses on the complaint of the New York
Central. T dicin’t know just what it was afl
about. There had been about half a dozen of
us who had been slipping the special cop at

(=]

the entratice on Vanderbilt Avenue fifty cents
a night to ook the other way and give
s a chance to pick up calls there. That en-
france is intended for private cars and inde-
pendeit taxicabs to discharge passengers. In
spite of the fact that the company cabs have
a private entrance down on the level where
the trains come in, where they have starters
and signs, everything to direct the people
where to get the cabs, a ot of passengers
come up to that Vanderbilt Ave. entramce,
g0 there is good business there, and they are
usually good calls. On that account the com-
pany has to put a special cop there to chase
the taxicabs out, because cabs discharging
passengers will linger as long a3 possible in
the hope of pidking up one, thos preventing
other cars from coming in. Our understand-
ing with the cop was that we were to linger
only so long and if we didn't get anything,
we were to cruise around the block, then
dodge in again. We all knew when the trains
were breaking and how to manage it.

The cop got hungry and let a whole lot




mare in on the racket, and there got to be so
many of us there was scarcely enough basi-
ness for us and cverybody was inclined to
stall longer,

I went down to the License Burean at the
time specified in the summons. There was a
whole crowd of hackmen who worked around
Grand Central.

The Commissioner called us all into his of-
fice, closed and locked the door. “Now,” he
said, “you are all old timers and [ can speak
frankly. I know the situation there at Grand
Central. We trisd to have the Vanderbilt
Ave. entrance declared a public hack stand
and protect your rights there. We even went
to court with it, bt the Railroad Company
owns the property, and we lost. Now, you've
got me into a jam. The President of the New
York Central tried to drive in there in his
limsousine Monday and there were 20 dammned
many faxicabs in there stalling that he
couldn’t get in and had to get out in the mid-
dle of the street and walk in. There has been
a lot of pressure put on me to make an exam-
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ple of you fellows, but I'm not going to do it.
I brought you up here to serve notice on you
that if any of you fellows get eaught stalling
in there again, 1l break you. And don't come
up here with any letter from any politician
or with any hard luck story. This is fair
warning.”

TWO WOMEN AND BENNY
LEONARD

1 had a call to Grand Central. As T let the
party out T knew there was a train breaking
right then. The cop was after us, chasing
the empty cabs out. I stalled, putting the
money in my pocket, closing the cab door, put-
ting the flag up, and still the people weren't
coming out from the train. Just then a cab
cut in in front of me, so that held me for a
while. The cop tried to make me back up and
get out, and while T was monkeying around,
1 managed to stall the motor, so [ had to get
out and erank it. The cop was frothing at the
mouth, By the time T got back on the cab,
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two middle-aged women came out and wanted
a tasd, so I opened the door for them, and the
cop was fit 1o be tied. They got in. They
wanted to tell me right there all about where
they were going but I told them T would drive
odtside and they conld tell me then

I got out and pulled up at the curb and
they gave me an address away up in the
Bronx. They said they were going to visit
their niece, who was teaching school in New
York. T knew from their accent they came
from the Middle West, the same as T did
They might have been my own aunts, Well,
T got them clear up in the Brone, and I found
there wasn't any such number. Tt was away
after dark: business places were closed. I
tried to hunt up the woman's name in the
telephone book, It wasn't there. 1 tried look-
ing for the same number on streets that had
similar names. Couldn't find it. Finally I
ealled wp the Board of Education. I didn't
expect to find anybody there, bat T did and
they hunted up this woman's address from
their records, so T drove to that address. The
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" Jandlady said she had moved, but she had her

address. [ took that address, chased it down,
and by golly, it was right; she was really
there, Well, the two women were too pleased
and grateful for anything, and one of them
gaid, “And it's only four fifty. Isn't that rea-
sonable” She handed me five dollars and they
both thanked me. Well, sir, 1 just simply
didn't have the heart to break the sad news
to them that it was fourteen fifty on the clock.
1 took the five spot and thanked them, drove
off, and kicked myself all the way downtown.
1 says to myseli, “I'l certainly have to go
like hell to-night to make up that ten bucks
for the boss.”

1 ran along and ran along, picking up short
calls, and figuring T would have to turn in an
I 0. U. Finally T made the breaks at the
fight at the Garden, and T picked up Beany
TLeomard and four other pugs. T took them up
tor 114th Street and Seventh Ave, There was
two forty on the clock. Benniy 515, “How
mnch s it?" and T says, “Three eighty.”
Benny hands me four bills, Three of them

15




were ones and one was a ten, T thanked him
bait started in second.,

SCOTCHMAN

You know there is something in this stuff
about the peculiarities of races and nations,

I picked up a guy at goth and Amsterdam
last night and he says, “Tek me to the Cale-
donia Club,"

“Where the hell's the Caledonia Club®* T
says,

“Dinna ye ken the Caledonin Club? It's
Fefty-fefth Street and Seventh Ave,™

I says, “All right. Get in.”" I opensd the
door and he climbed in.

I took a look back to sec how traffic was
for a quick turn-around and he says, “God
have mercy. There's fefteen cents already.”

BUCKERS
Outsiders never seem to understand what
hack drivers mean by buckers. T have never
seen the term properly used in any of the
newspaper articles I have read on the subject.
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The newspaper reporters call them “hack-
ers.” “backers,” etc. As | understand it, the
term came info use in this way. In the early
days there were only a few places where one
had a chance to get passengers, the hotels,
railroad terminals, and steamer plers. There
wasn't enough business to offer any good
chanee to pick up calls cruising. The hotel
owmers, ete., claimed the right to dictate who
should solicit business at their doors and sold
to companies the privilege of standing for
calls at their doors, and for a time got
away with it. The few places that were not
so controlled were worked by independents,
who formed groups and kept outsiders from
working those stands by slugging them. Quite
naturally the best fighters gravitated to the
stands, and the less capable fighters were left
out. These tail enders then formed the Twen-
tieth Century Brown & White Taxicab Owm-
ers Association and cut the rate from the
previous forty cents a mile for two passen-
gers and sixty cents for more than two to a
straight thirty cents a mile. They painted
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their cabs brown and white so as to make
them casily distinguishable. These low rate
cabs were 80 much in demand that they could
get more business cruising the streets than
the others could get on the best stands. Now,
playing a line had become known as bucking
a line, probably because it involved consider-
able troulle—aotic had to be able to fight, and
other cab drivers were always attempting to
crash (cut in in front of you)—so when
cruising became profitable, the old timers,
who stuck to the high rate and played the
lines, became known as buckers,

Although a great many of the old closed
lines have been broken up and are at present
worked by low rate eabs, the term is =till in
use to designate the old timers who run at as
high a rate as possible and who get the busi-
ness more or less by fighting for it. They play
the water front more than anything elss mow,
Most of them belong to an association and
they awn their own insurance company for
bonding their own cars,

The Brown and White Taxicab Associa-
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tion registered their color scheme as a trade
mark and fought the imitators through the
eourts for several years, clear up to the Su-
preme Court, and lost. Up to the time they
lost, a membership in the organization was
worth over two hundred dollars, but as soon
as they lost, everybody painted brown and
white, and a membership was worth nothing.
The Taxi License Bureau kept the buckers
with the high-rate clocks from using the
brown and white color simply by refusing to
Heense them, although they hadn't a vestige
of legal authority. At this time over half of
the taxicabs were Fords and most of the re-
mainder were old second-hand cars of good
makes, Packards, Renaults, Lancias, De-
loney-Bellvilles, etc. A hackman with a nice
new Ford was at the top of the heap.

TJust as the Brown and Whites had almost
wiped out the buckers, the Yellow Cab Com-
pany came into New York with a fleet of
brand mew Yellow cabs, and they took the
business away from everybody eclse almost
over night. Then everybody went to painting
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yellow in imitation, and a great many sold
their old cars and bought new YVellows, as the
Company operating the cabs was independent
of the manufacturers.

When about half the hack drivers in the
City were paying installments on new Yellow
cabs, the Mogul Checker Manufacturing
Company came into the City and started sev-
eral fleets. Their cabs were designated by a
checker stripe. They took the business away
from the Yellows just about as quick as the
Yellows had taken it away from the Brown
and Whites. I understand that that summer
the Yellow Cab Company took back over two
thousand cabs whose owners were unable to
make payments, and I know of a number
of owners who ran for five or six months
without paying any notes, simply becanse the
Company apparently didn't have a plice to
put the cabs if they seized them.

Well, the Mogul Checkers had everything
all their own way for the best part of two
years, and fisally they had sold eabs to about
half the independents in town, when the old
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Twentieth Century Association was revived
and again cut the rate, this time to twenty
cents a mile. This time they painted their
cabs a bright red with a stripe of white, black,
and gold, Tmmediately they took the business
away from everybody else. Mogul Gucher
flect owners were going broke in every di-
rection.

Just before the Twentisth Century cut the
rate, another cutfit had invaded the fiekd—the
Lusors. They went into the hands of the re-
ceivers soon after the Twenticth Century
came out.

The Twentieth Century, of courss, was un-
alile to keep imitators from using their color,
and in a very short time there were nmcirrni-
fations on the street than there were genuine
Twentieth Centuries. More money was being
made at twenty cents 2 mile than had been
made previously under the high mates, and
there were so many of them on the street
that those who didn't follow suit were starved
out in short order; even the Yellow Cab
Company had to come to it
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Due to the lack of a successful trade mark,
the Twenticth Century would have lost out
if they hadn't organized their own insurance
company, which has been very successful, has
kept the insurance rates down for their own
members and has forced the insurance com-
panics to lower their rates,

I doabt if there is any business in which
there is greater uncerfainty and any more
ruthless competition.

$7,000.00

There used to be an old fellow who played
the MeAlpin line. He was always talking
about finding seven thousand dollars in the
cab and retiring. The other drivers woald
say, “Well, did you find that seven thousand
dollars yet "'

Adter every call he would search the cab.
If he didn’t the rest of us wouold, and at times
pretend we had found it. ' We always had a
lot of fun with him. He maintained that it
could happen all right, big suns of money
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had been left in cabs, and if he got his hooks
on that seven thonsand, he would buy a little
farm and retire from business,

Omne day after he had returned from a call
and we were asking him if he had found the
seven thousand dollars yet, the house detec-
tive came out and =aid, *Who took that last
call ¥

We told him. He asked where the cab was,
and we pointed to the end of the line. The
detective walked down there, reached in, and
fetched out a wallet. He gave us the name of
the man who had left it and said he had called
up the hotel about it. After a few minutes the
man who had lost the wallet arrived in an-
other cab. He sald, “There was seven thou-
sand dollars in that wallet.” He gave the de-
tective one hundred dollars and the driver
fifty dollars.”

The poor old fellow stood there, looking
down at the fifty in his hand, broken-hearted.
He said, “I'll never get my seven thousand
dollars now. A chance like that won't come
twrice.”
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THE LUSH

1 stopped in at a Coffee Pot on Third Ave.
and ran into Joe Lockwood. Joe says, “Jesus,
1 had a hot one the other night. I picked up
a lush in Brooklyn for one of them swell
apartment houses on Park Ave. aboot two
o'elock in the morning. Well, when be gets
there, he's passed out; coubdn’t wake him up.
Well, T went through him. He didn't have
such : none of them have any money. Beings
I had two forty on the clock, I puts back in
his pocket three bucks to pay the fare with.
Then T goes in to see if [ can get the door
man to help get him out of the cab soas to
have a witness and all that, and there was no
door man on the job. Just then in comes a
big swell-locking bird in a high hat, soup
and fish, and T asks him if he knows the man
in the cab, so he goes out, takes a look at
him, and says, “Why he lives here” T says,
AWill you help me to get him out of the eab®
and he says, “Yon'd better go to the cormer
and see if you can get a cop, 50 I goes up
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1o the corner. Mo cop. Then T looks back and
I sec the lush has come to and is climbing
out the cab, and the swell bird is helping him.
I walks back. They are talking together and
the lush knows him all right. The lush says,
Well, what do I owe you, driver? and I
says, “Two-sixty.! He sticks his hands in his
pants pockets, and don't get nothing; then he
goes into his coat pockets, and don't get noth-
ing; then he goes into his vest pockets, and
1 think, ‘Now you got the right idea.’ He
turns his vest pockets out and the three bucks
is gone. Well, I couldn't believe my own eyes.
He says, ‘Tf you will give me your name and
address, T will send you a check to-morrow if
that's all right with you.' T says, “It's all night
with me,’ and I give him me name and ad-
dress, And T did get a check, for a pound.”

THE PARK

1 had been working since early morning
until about nine o'clock at might in the rain.
Business had been good all day but 1 was
about played out and was just going to turn
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in when another eab pulled up alongside of
me with a flat. The driver says, “Do you
want a good call,” Well, T thought T would
take one¢ more, Nothing like pgetting the
money when you got the chance So we
opened the doors, and the couple climbed over
into my cab.

The driver said, “Drive up to Central Park
and drive around the Park. Go up some dark
street.”

I cut over to Ninth Ave. and up to soth
Street, into the Park and siarted around the
Park.

T could hear them arguning back there and
T thought to myseli, “Keep it up old girl The
longer the argument, the more T make."

Well, T drove around the Park, and drove
around again. They kept right on arguing,
didn't say anything to me, so I kept on go-
ing around and around. It got mighty tire-
some, with the rain drizzling down and the
lights shining on the wet pavement. There
was a knock in the motor that kept sounding
louder and louder in the quiet of the Park. 1
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tried going around the other way for a
change. 1 drove around and aroand, around
and around, and the motor kept sounding
worse and worse and worse, and the lights
flashed by shining ¢n the pavement, harder
and harder on my eyes. Then [ tried doing
figure eights, cutting acrcss the middle of
the Park. 1 did figure eights and figure
eights. Then 1 started to do fgure eighits the
other way, Still they kept on arguing. The
knock in the maotor got on my nerves until it
felt like the whole machine was going to fall
apart any minute. I got to thinking, “For
God's sake quit arguing and let's get this
over with."

Finally he gave it up, opened the fromt
window and gave me an address downtoan,

When we got down there, he said good-
bye to the girl. She went in.

There was cighteen dollars and ten cenis
on the clock. After poing through all his
pockets, all he could raise was seventeen
sixty, 50 I took seventeen fifty and left him
a dime for carfare.
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JERRY

I was going up Fifth Ave. in the theatre
rush and picked up a call for downtown. I
saw a chance for a turn-around, so [ stepped
an it, but I didn’t quite make it. Some bird
cut me off and T got stuck half-way, and by
the time 1 got straightened out, the cop had
spotted me. He motioned me over to the corb.
I pulled over. He started giving me a grand
bawling out, and I figured 1 was sure in for
a ticket, but I thought T would try talking to
him, and I says, “Well, Jerry, it was this
way."

“T ain't Jerry,” he sys. “Jerry was pro-
mobed "

“Why, that's right, you ain't him. You
resemble him a lot, though. So Jerry is pro-
mated. Well, he had it coming to him all
right. He's a good scout.”

So he says, “Well, go ahead now and
watch your step.”

EIGHTH AVENUE

I was cruising down Eighth Ave late at
night in the winter. A touring car in front
of me ran over a man, so I pulled up at the
curb like the rest of them to watch the show.
There happened to be a cop right there, and
they carried the fellow into the drug store on
the corner. Quite a little crowd gathered out-
side. Then some gorilla in the crowd socked
a guy and stretched him out cold in the
street. Well, the crowd all drew back from
him, and after he had lain there a minate or
two I thought it was a darn shame to leave
him lying there on a bitter cold night, so I
says to another fellow, “Let’'s carry lim in
out of the weather.,” He takes him by the
heels and I takes him by the shoulders, and
we carried him into the drog store and we
laid him down alongside the other fellow.

The cop looked up from his notes and says,
“WHAT! Another one! Where'd he come
from "

The young fellow that was responsible for
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the accident rushed at me and grabbed me
by the shoulders and says, “You think you're
a wisge guy, hunh? You're going to run an-
other one in en me? Do you think you can
get away with that suff 7

And the Jewish proprietor of the store runs
up and grabs me by the arm on the other
side and says, “T'll have you understand this
ain't no morgue, this is a business, and if
you get any more, you take them somewhere
else.'”

T thought T had better get out of there
while T was all in one piece, so T hacked out
the door and on to the cab, and decided to
try Third Ave. for a while,

THE OLD COUPLE

While I was standing down at the City
Hall, a man came along and said, “Take me
over to the gin mill across from the Criminal

Courts Building. You know the place.” And
I did.

Je

He was a middle-aged man, quite pros-
perous and intelligent looking.

When we got over there he asked m:_to
come in and have a drink, so 1 went in with
him, on into the back room. There wn.s a
woman there who looked to be about sixty,

i —thin and gray
very fat—soflt pasty fat—thin a .
straggling hair. She had evidently boen q:mk-
ing a good deal. The man said, ““This is my
wife—my swectheart.”

We sat down with her and he ordered
whiskey for three, g

#We have been married thirteen years,
he explained, “and we are having a little cele-
bration.” ;

She said, “He is the best husband in the
world, only he makes too msch n-m::jr.’.'

Jusi then the waiter came with the drinks.
The man picked up bis, held it op, and said,
Well, let's go” 24 :

As T drank mine, the woman said, “T don’t
fike that ‘Let's go.” That's a dirty word, that
.l.-ﬂ'f ga-l‘ 1]

The man said, "She had me arrested yes-
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terday. What do you think of that? But she
didn’t appear against me so the case was dis-
missed. Of eourse, if she had appeared
against me, the Court would have looked at
her, and I would have been disidssed.”

She said, “When I came home kst night
the door was locked and I eouldn’t get in and
he had some woman in there."

Bye and bye we went uptown, stopped at
another gin mill in the Forties, and then we
stopped at another one on East Twelfth
Street. It was a macaroni factory, and we
went back through all the machinery that
wasn't working, and there was a gin mill in
the rear. We had several drinks, and the
man introdueed us to the talian proprietor.
The woman put out her hand to shake hands
with him, but ke drew back and said, “I no
maka da shake wid da lady. T maka da shake
wid da man.” They seemed quite put out, and
the man explained that she was his wife. The
proprictor gaid, “Oh yes, vera sweet girl"

The man bought a couple of quarts of
whiskey at two fifty a quart, and they de-

Jz

cided then to go home, 50 I drove them to
their place down on the Bowery. The man
went on up the stairs, and the woman tried
to climb the stairs by pulling herself hand
over hand up the banister, but she couldn't
make it. Then 1 pushed her from behind and
she hauled as hard as she could, so0 we finally
got up the three flights of stairs, and the
mian had the door open.

They had one large three-cornered room
with windows on two sides. It was crowded
with old-fashioned furniture. There was an
enormdis black cut and a canary bird.

The woman sat down in the rocking chair,
picked the cat up and said to me, “This is my

The man poured out the whiskey for all
three of us again. The woman started to cry.
He said, “Don't cry, Mama,” and he started
the phonograph going, playing, 0 Sol Mio."
He put his hands up to his moath and pre-
tended to be producing the nmsic on a mouth
organ, rocked back and forth, and put all
kinds of expression into it.
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The woman rocked back and forth, pettingr
the cat, and wept into her whiskey, When the
song was finished, she said, “You must pay
the chauffenr, John, because he's tooken such
good care of us"

He jammed his hand down into his packet,
fetched out the roll, and handed it to me.
There was about six dollars on the chock, 5o
T peeled off seven and handed the rest back.

Then I bid them good-bye and went back to
work.

THE DEAD MAN

Early one morning I was passing the Polo
Grounds on the 155th Street viaduct. My cap
blew off and blew down into that lot along-
side the Polo Grounds, so I drove on to where
there iz a stairway that leads down there, left
the car, and walked down to get the hat,

Just at the bottom of that rocky cliff by
the speedway there is a shallow pool of
water. When I got down very close I saw
there was a man lying in the water, 5o I
went over to sce what it was all about,
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He was dead. An old man, a little old man
with grey hair. He had put up a fight for it
because his knuckles were all skinned up, He
had a big jagged gash in his forehead that
wetit elear through, and his nose was broken.

I got to wondering how it had happened.
He had evidently been carried there by peo-
ple whi thought the pool was deeper than it
was because it was only deep enough to about
half cover him. He must have been laid there
by loving hands because he was laid out nice
and straight with ks hands folded over his
breast, and his hat set up on a rock nearby.
He was dressed in perfectly sound clothes—
not old nor patched—but they were very
cheap and unpressed. His shoes were old,
had been soled, and had been polished at
home.

He had one of those retreating chins,
which is nevertheless very determined; his
teeth turned in, the kind of mouth people
have who are afraid to step out and fight in
the open but who secretly by hook or by
crook are determined to have their own way.
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He eouldn’t have been killed by profes-
sional eriminals, They would have done a bet-
ter job of it. He didn't look prosperous
enough to attract robbers anyway. 1 imag-
ine he was one of those litthe home tyrants
whose slaves came to the end of their en-
durance at last, and then carried him out and
left him with what respect they could.

GUN MEN

I was hanging out down at 4th Street and
Sixth Avenve. Some very tough looking
birds came over and wanbed to know if T
was looking for a job. I said, “Yes." They
said they were watching a party who had
copped one of their girls; if they came out
and took a cab, they wanted to follow them,
so0 I said 1 would hang around.

In a litthe bit the other party came out,
grabbed a cab on the other side of the street,
My party piled in and said, “Don't let them
get away, and we'll make it right with yon.”

The other cab started up Sixth Avenue,
with me after them. I followed them over to
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some third-rate hotel on the East Side. The
eab stopped and T pulled up abont one hun-
dred yards behind them. My party all piled
out and got behind my cab, peeking out, all
with their hands to their hip pockets. The
party in the lead spotted us then and they got
in fromt of their cab with their hands at their
hips. It left us drivers in a very unforfunate
position.

Nothing happened.

The first party jumped back into their cab
and started off again and me after them.
They ste on the gas and [ stepped on the
gas. Over to First Avenug, down to 17th,
west on 17th to Third, up to 1gth, west on
19th to Broadway, down to 15th, across 15th
tv Sixth, down Sixth to gth, West Broad-
way to Houston, Houston to Greenwich, up
Greenwich to 1st, over to the water front,
down the water front to Desbrosses, going
hell bent for election. They finally pulled up
at another third-rate hotel on the West Side.
My gang jumped out and got behind the car;
the other gang jumped out and got in front
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of their car. Finally they all piled in and we
started off apain,

Over to Tenth, up Tenth wide open.

Crossed over to the Park and started around
the Park, taking the turns on two wheels, Te
wits about two o'clock in the morning and we
had it all to cursclves. We looped the loop
arcund the Park a couple of times, then out,
up Lenox and clear into the Bronx, up South-
ern Boulevard, crossed over to St Ann's
and up, back and forth around the Bronx.
Finally, back down Willis and First Avenue
to Greenwich Village. Stopped at another
third-class hotel. Both parties jumped out
again, then piled in. We started off once
more.
We finally wound up at a Black and Tan
cabaret on 137th Strect near Seventh. The
first party paid their cab driver off and went
into the cabharet, so my outfit paid me off,

I rolled up alongside the first cab and said,
“Well, we had a nice ride, huh?"

“¥eh," he said. “What do you say we go
have a cup of coffes?™

a8

We pulled up to a one-arm lanch, went in
and got a cop of coffee.

He said, “By God, I was afraid I had lost
you there a couple of times."”

THE ADDICT

I picked up a couple one night and when I
got them to their destintion, they handed me
the money but hesitated about getting out.
They were rather poor-looking people, about
thirty, apparently husband and wife. Then
the man stammered a bit and asked me if T
knew where a person could go to fake the
drug core. T told him I didn't know but I un-
derstood the City ran a kind of place where
they put people throngh a cure. He went on
to explain he had got started taking drogs
and the woman chipped in and helped along.
1 finally got it clear that he had become ad-
dicted to drugs through taking stuff for in-
somnia and now was in a pretty bad way, and
it took so much to keep him going, he couldn't
make both ends meet any more, and he

39




wanted to get over it some way. I suggested
the best thing to do would be to call up the
Board of Health and they cught to give him
the information. They wanted to know if
they could hire me the next morning if I
would attend to it for them, o I said T would.

1 called and got the man the next morn-
ing. His wife had gone to work apparently.
The man looked to be in very bad shape. He
said he had been off the stuff for a day and
wasn't going to buy any more. [ called up
the Board of Health. Some girl answered the
phonie and T told her I wanted to find out
about getting a man sent to the City institu-
tion for drug addicts, She said, *You will
have to come down and see the Health Com-
mission."

I drove down to the Health Department
building near City Hall, left the man in the
car, went up to the office and told the girl at
the desk my business. She told me to sit down
and wait; she would tell the Commissioner.
I sat down and waited and waited. After
about an hour the Commissioner came out.
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A woman who had come in in the meantime
rushed up and started talking to him. I
thought, “Well, T will wait until she gets
through instead of raising a disturbance.”
Bye and bye she got through and the Com-
missioner turned and started to po back into
his office. 1 jumped up and said, “Hey, do
you realize 1 have been waiting over an hour
to talk to you "

Well, why don’t you say what you want

So 1 told him the story.

“Why, we have nothing to do with that
business,” be explained. “You will have to
go see the Board of Narcotic Control.”

“Where can I find them?” 1 asked.

“The girl will look up their address for
you."

%o the girl went through some papers in
her desk and told me to go to 148 Bowery, 1
think. T drove over to the Bowery, went up
to a dingy office with a lot of benches aroimd
for people to sit on, and a shabby old man
at the desk, T told him the story.

He said, “You will have to wait until Mrs.
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—— comes in. She attends to that. Sit down.,
She will be in preity soon"

I was getting worried about the poor devil
in the cab. He looked pretty bad. I was afraid
he might pass out on me, so I went down,
helped him up the steps, and put him on a
bench, so I could have him where I conld
watch him.

We waited and we waited and waited.

Finally I went up to the desk again and
said, “What's the idea? When is this woman
going to get in anyway '

Well, T can't make her come in. You will
have to be patient. You should realize you are
getting all of this service for nothing and
appreciate it.”"

Yes, and it seems to be worth it.”

I sat down and we waited. Finally the
woman came in and after fussing around at
her desk for fifteen or twenty minutes, she
asked me what I wanted and T told her the
shory.

She pot out a blank and said, “Now, what's
your name:"
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I told her.

“How long have you been addicted i

I explained courteously I wasn't addicted.

She continped, “How many members of
your family are addicted

“My family hasn't got anything to do with
it. This fellow wants to take the cure and I
want to get him through it.”

She said, “Well, you will have to give me
all the facts if we are going to do anything
for you. We want to do all we can for you
but we must know the facts."

I said, “If you want to take down this
man's name and have him committed, all
right. If you don't, say so.”

She grumbled a little bit and wrote the
man's name and address down. Then she
wanted to know how many members of his
family were addicted. I told her T didn't
know and I didn’t care. Then she went on to
explain about how whole families get to tak-
ing the stuff, it's so terrible, and so on and
s0 on, what a time they have helping them.
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Finally I asked, “Well, what do you do
next?”

She looked at her watch and looked at the
calendar and said, “It’s too late for us to do
anything to-day, but maybe if you go up to
the other office on 125th Street they will be
able to take care of you. You had better go
up to see them, I don't think I will be able
to do anything for you." She gave me the ad-
dress on 1251h Street.

I lugged the poor devil back to the cab,
and we rolled up to 125th Street, 1 left him
in the cab and went upstairs, told the woman
in charge there I had a man I wanted to have
committed as a drug addict.

She got out a blank and put down my name
and address. I told her I didn't enter into it;
the other fellow wanted to be committed. But
she insisted on taking it down.

“How long have you been addicted i she
asked,

I told her T wasn't addicted. I had a fellow
out in the cab I wanted to get committed.

Finally she put down his name and ad-

++

dress. Then she said, “How many other mem-
bers of your family are addicted to the use of
narcotics I

I explained over again I wasn't addicted,
my family had nothing to do with it, and I
knew nothing about the other fellow’s family.

She said, “Now, are you sure you are not
taking it yourself "

I said, “Well, for God's sake, let’s get some
action. That poor devil's likely to pass out on
me down there.”

“Well, we can't do anything about it to-
day.”

*Can't you send him o a hospital or some-
thing ™ 1 asked.

“No,” she explained. “The hospitals won't
accept anything but ambulance cases, and he
isn't an ambulance case as long as he is in a
taxicab, No," she continued, “all you can do
i& to take him down to the other office on the
Bowery at nine o'clock Thursday morning.
That's the office for receiving.”

Well," I said, “from the way it looks to
me this guy will be dead before that time."™
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“Then you had better get him some of the
stuff to tide him over until Thursday morn-
ing.”

“Where can I get some of it?"

She opened her mouth to answer, then
changed her mind. Finally she sald, "“Well,
you ought to be able to get some of it. There
are plenty of places."

I went down to see how the passenger was
getting along, and he was about gone. He
had been throwing up green stuff and had
straightened out as stiff as a board in the
cab. I couldn’t bend his arms or his legs. Hig
face had turned a kind of a yellowish green.
I managed to get out of him where we could
get some of the stuff, so I drove over there,
got a small bottle of it for five bucks, He
took a small shot and commenced to feel bet-
ter right away, so I took him home and ar-
ranged to call for him Thursday morning.

When I got over there for him Thursday
morning he was in pretty good shape. The
supply had lasted him, I tock him down to
the Bowery. We waited from nine until about
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quarter past ten, and the woman hada’t
showed up yet. Finally she came in in a great
rush and said, “Oh, you are here. Well, now,
Jet’s see. I have a great deal to attend to to-
day. T don't believe I will be able to go over
with you, but you can go over there yourseli.
It's 301 Mott Street, and they will tell you
where you go there."

I felt right at home, then, because 301 Mott
Street is the Traffic Court, where [ have been
g0 often and spent so much good jack.

1 drove right over there and asked one of
the cops where you go to get a drug addict
committed. He gave me the number of the
room, and, by jinks, it was the same old room
where 1 had been three or four times pre-
viously, where T with a number of others had
pleaded guilty and were fined in a bunch.

We went into the room and T said to the
clerk, “1 have been sent here by the Board
of Marcotic Control. T have a man here o
take the drug cure. The Board of Narcotic
Control told me—"

"We don't care anything about that,” he
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interrupted. “All you got to do is give his
name. Anybody can come in here and be
commtied to take the cure that wants to.”
That's all there was to it. The man signed
his name. The clerk took it into the Judge
and he signed it. And we were through.

THE TRUE JOY OF LIVING

He wanted me to stay with him for a while
and having gone that far with it I thought
I might as well see it through. We waited in
the room with the court clerk while the rest
of the addicts were being signed wp. About
a dozen accumulated there. One man objected
to the terms of the paper they all had to sign.
He said he wasn't going to aceept such eon-
ditions; he was no common criminal. The
clerk said, “Don't sign it then. T don’t grive
a damm if you sign it or not.”

There was an in-drawing of breaths
among the addicts and indignant murnmwrs.
One said, “He's got no heart. He wouldn't
care if a man died.”
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The clerk zaid, *"Of course not. An addict
is no pood o0 himself or anybody else. An
addict is yellow. The sooner you're dead the
better. You can walk out of here any time
wou want to. No one is holding you."

They all subsided and looked kind of dis-
appointed. The man signed the paper. Pres-
ently a cop came along and told us to follow
him. He led us down to a barred room in the
cellar, The addicts were all indignation again.
They said, “They treat you like a dog."

“Cpanmeon eriminals."”

fCee, the windows are barred.”

The cop =zaid, “Till the wagon comes you
got to stay here. You can beat it then if you
want to. There'll be no one to guard you and
the back of the wagon is open.”

They all looked disappointed agnin. A big
wop said to me, “Is this your first cure®*

My addict said, “He ain't taking the cure;
he's just riding out with me."”

“I took the cure ten or twelve times,” said
the wop, “This cure is no good. The best
cure I ever took was the Riverside. That was
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when Copeland was commissicner. Ah, he
was 2 fine man. He was the friend of the
hop-heads. We had fine rooms and books and
pianos, They couldn’t keep it up. These guys
don't appreciate them things. They tore up
the books and ripped the pianos apart. They
had to close it down, but it was a fine core:
Dr. Copeland is a fine man, T cught to know;
I took all the cures.”

They had all taken the cure several times.
It scemed that they keep needing more and
mare till they can't make enough to buy it
and so they take the cure so as to be able to
start over again, It was agreed that sooner
or later you take to using the needle; you get
the best kick out of it that way. The big wop
got out his outfit and said he might as well
have a shot. He had the outfit wrapped up in
a handkerchief, a bottle of the stufl, a hypo-
dermic, a spoon with the handle cut off and
a candle with which to heat the solution in
the spoon. They all had a shot and several
offered me some. They said T might as well
use it as it wounld all be taken away from
them when they got to the island.

i

Then the cop came and unlocked the door
amd we all went out and climbed into the
wagon, a bus, and started for Blackwell’s
Island. It seemed to me that the addicts eyed
the open rear door of the bus rather resent-
fully.

There was a little fellow  there named
Thompson. He got to talking to my man,
He said he did house work, beating rugs and
cleaning and so on for a living. He said he
was getting along all right but he got a bot-
tle of the stufl that was no good. It was just
mille sugar or something, He didn't have any
more money and he nearly went crazy that
night and he had a terrible time working the
next day to get money to buy some more.
Then none of the people he knew had any of
the siuff and he want chasing all over Brook-
Iyn trying to find some. He finally got a bot-
tle but it was so diluted so0 it was hardly any
good 50 he decided to take the cure,

He was a Christian, and my man, who was
an atheist, got into a hot argoment with him
over religion. Thompson said he believed in
God and Jesus and expected to go to heaven,
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My man said, “You must get all that stuff
out of your head. Read Nietzsche, read
Schopenhaper, read his “Studies in Pessi-
mism." Until you get this Christ stuff out of
your head you'll mever be able to appreciate
the true joy of living."

I' got off at the Island and went back and
went to work.

HOT WHAT I USED TO BE

Driving a taxi is pretty wearing on a man;
locking and looking all the time all zet to
Jump for a call. There is no exercise about it
to keep you in trim. After about seven years
of hacking I commenced to find that T wasn't
what I used to be. I picked up a man at a
hospital who was taking his wife home after
an operation. When [ got them to their place
in the Bronx the woman discovered that she
wasn't as well as she thought she was. She
couldn't get out of the cab. The man was
elderly and be didn't know what he was go-
ing to do. He said they lived four flights up.

L1

Without stopping to think 1 said, “Why, I'll
earry her up.”

When I lifted her out of the cab, I com-
menced to wonder if I had made a mistake.
She weighed about a hundred and fifty
potifids and by the time I had climbed two
flights of ztairs I was so far gone I nearly
dropped her. I had to back up against the
wall and rest her on one knes while T got my
breath before I could make the last two
flight=.

THE FORD AND CHATHAM
SOUARE

I bought a Ford taxi painted brown and
white and made much better money for a
time cruising for business at the then low
rate of thirty cents a mile than [ had made
before bucking the lines, but as time went on
more and more cabs were painted brown and
white, a lot of the cab stands were aban-
doned, and there got to be more cabs cruis-
ing than there was business, so I tried play-
ing some of old deserted stands again.
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I picked out one on Seventh Avenve and
did pretty well there, but the others who saw
me standing there took to playing the stand
too, so pretty soon there were cight or ten
cabs on the stand. Then some of the old time
buckers came back on the stand with high-
rate clocks, They claimed that the stand was
an old buckers’ stand and it rightly belonged
to them, One by ene they managed to chase
the low-rate men off the stand, and finally T
wis the only one left. As long as [ played the
stand, I naturally got the preference with
a low-rate clock, and the buckers, of course,
didn't like that, so I inally decided I couldn't

hold the thing down all by myself.
I went to another one of the old time aban-

doned stands. The same thing happened there.

Finally I tried standing at Chatham Square
at the corner of Mott Street, which is China-
towen, [ did well there for quite a while as the
drivers of low-rate cabs weren't so quick to
line up belind me on the stand because the
neighborhood has a very bad reputation.

I found the Chinese to be very good cus-
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I didn't overcharge them, and they
appreciated the fact and gave me lots of good

Dassiness.

It was quite an interesting location. There
18 supposed to be a cop on post there all the
time, and the cops and plain clothes men were

| passing all the time. In spite of this fact, a

couple of pickpockets used to hang out on
the corner there in front of the cigar store,
I got quite well acquainted with them. They
dlidn’t seem to be at all reticent about the
business. The little thin one who did the real
work showed up in a nice new suit one day
and 1 spoke about it. He said, “Yes, T have
been needing a suit for a long time, but busi-
ness has been terrible. You have no idea, T
ordered this suit made quite a while ago, paid
a deposit on it, but conldn’t get it out. 1 prom-
isec the tailor to get it out yesterday. T got
up in the morning and I just had carfare.
Well, coming down on the car I got a guy
for sixteen dollars. The conny (econductor)
was one of these fifty-fifty guys. T told him
I only got six and gave him these, T should
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pm————

give him eight. What did he do to earn it?
That give me thirteen, and I owed thirty-five
on the suit. Well, I changed to another car
and got another guy for ten. By the time I
got down here I had encugh to get the snit
out, and now I'm broke again."”

I says, “How is it about getting caught?
Have much trouble that way"

“Oh,"” he says, “It's bad now. It ain't what
it used to be. It used to be that if you got a
stretch the Warden would let vou out if he
knew you, and all you had to do was to show
up when he peeded you, when the inspectors
were around or something like that and turn
him o a bat every day. Bul that's no good any
more, A lot of crooks pot into the game and
didn't show up when he told them to and got
him inte & jam. You can't blame him; he's
got to protect himself.”

"FRISKING

I was standing at Chatham Square one
Saturday afternoon and picked up a young
man who had evidently just got his week's
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pay and was starting out on a gay time. He
had me drive him over to Brooklyn, stopped
at a gin mill. Bye and bye he came out and
had me drive him to another gin mill. After
about six of these stops, he appeared to be
in & bad way and told me to drive back to
Chatham Square. Before he got there he
changed the address; before T got to that ad-
dress, he had changed it again, and then he
fell asteep. I tried to wake him but didn't get
anything out of him. I didn't know where he
lived or what to do with him. T commenced
1o wondeér if he had any moneg left to pay
the fare with, so I pulled up at a quiet spot
and went through him. He had about forty
dollars on him. T said to myself, “He's poing
to lose this sure; I might as well have it as
somebody else,” so T put ten back, figuring
that would pay the fare and leave a little
something. It was a wonder to me he had
anything left by that time.

I thought probably he lived somewhere in
the neighborhood of Chatham Square, so I
decided to go back there and then wake him
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up to see if T could get his address out of
him. I drove back to the same old corner, tried
to wake him up, but couldn’t get a thing out
of him. Then I walked up to the corner to
see if I could get a cop to take him in charge.
Just as I got to the corner I saw one of my
pickpocket friends walking toward the cab.
I thought of the ten and hustled back. He
just opened the cab door and closed it again,
0 [ knew everything was all right, but I
stood close by the cab and waited for a cop
to come along. Finally one showed up and 1
told him about the fellow, that I couldn't
wake him up, and we drove over to the police
station.

The sergeant told the cops to take him into
the back room and wake him up and then
bring him out and search him. It seems there
iz a rule that a prisoneér is not supposed to
be searched except in front of geant’s
desk.

They threw water on him, twisted his ears,
slapped his face, and banped him around.
Still he didn't come to, so they started search-

58

g hiii. The cop fourd about hfty cents in
change in his watch pocket. The ten was
gone,

When the cop found the fifty cents, the
colored porter looked at the cop. The cop
looked at the porter. The porter looked at
me. The cop looked at me. The porter said,
“Put it back; put it back. You won't get it.
Somebody will get it, but you won't get it."

They put everything back in his pockets
and started trying to bring him to, throwing
water, twisting his cars, slapping him around,
and finally he came to.

They stood him up in front of the sergeant
then and he eried and sobbed and said he had
been misused. They searched him over again
and put everything he had on the desk.

The sergeant asked me how much T had on
the clack. T had about four dellars. He ashed
the man if he had any relatives who would
be able to pay the fare if I took him home,
and the man said, “No," °

“Well,” said the sergeant, “do you want
me to lock this man ap?™”
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T said, "Why, no. If he hasn't got the
money, he hasa't got it. It will be no consola-
tion to me to have him held in jail"™

“Well," said the sergeant, “you can have
this fifty cents anyway."”

Oh," 1 said, “he needs some carfare, If
I'm going to lose it, I might as well lose it.
Fifty cents won't do me any particular good.”

The sergeant then gave him a long lecture
on what a decent fellow I was and how he
should appreciate all T was doing for him.

I offered to ride him in the cab over to the
subway, but his appetite for riding in taxis
was gone. He turned down the offer.

THE POWER OF MONEY

I was driving down William Strect one
day and a man started walking across in
front of me, and T put on the brake. Then he
started to run, and as there was plenty of
room, I let the brake off. Then he stopped
running before e got out of the way, and 1
had to slap the brake on short and eut to one
side to keep from hitting him. Then he made
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a last frightened jump for it after T was al-
ready clear of him. I drove on and thought
no more of it, but 1T got held up in trafbc
down the block a ways, and the first thing
you know this man comes along with a cop
and tells the cop, “Here's that smart taxi
driver who nearly ran over me."”

The cop seemed reluctant to join in. He
said to me, “"Well, what about it

1 said, ““Why this bird goes skipping across
William Street, then stops short in front of
me. My idea is if be would look where he's
going, he would keep out of trouble,”

The man said, "I will teach you a lesson,"
and to the cap, “T want this man arrested."”

The cop zaid, “I can't arrest him. I didn’t
see it, and have no anthority for making the
arrest. But if you want to arrest him, all
right, go ahead.”"

The man insisted that the cop arrest me.
Finally the cop said,-“If you want to drive
over to the station house, let's drive over and
get this over.”

1 zaid, “T'll take you over but be can either
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walk or get another cab. I'll be damned if he
is going o get in my cab."

He got another cab. We drove over to the
same station house where I had taken the
drunk in the previous story.

The man aid to the desk-gerpeant, I want
this man locked up for reckless driving. He
came through William Street at about thirty
miles an hour and would have run over me
if I hadn't been quick enough to jump out of
the way."

While he was talking, the cop pulled me
off to one side and said, “This bird is 2 big
man in Wall Street and he can make a lot of
trouble for you, and for us too. Now I would
advise you to go easy and get out of it."”

I zaid, ““To hell with him. I wish T had run
over him."”

“Well," the cop advised, “go as casy as
yOU can.”

The sergeant called me over and wanted to
know what I had to say.

“Why," I said, “this bird comes skipping
across the street like a fairy, I slowed down
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for him, then he started running so T let the
brake off; then he stopped again right in
fromt of me. Let him make all the charges he
wants. He didn’t get hit. I wasn't going fast.
My word's as good as his, or better.”

The sergeant got down behind the desk and
took me over to one side and said, “Now, this
man has got a lot of influence in the financial
district. He's a big man and can make a lot
of trouble for you and for me too, and I
would advise you to go slow. Now, if you
will say you are sorry that will give me an
excuse for refusing to go through with it."”

“Sorry bell. The only thing I'm sorry for
i% that I didn’t pet the

(1

“Wow, now. Keep your temper. Don't fly
off the handle like that," the sergeant said
and climbed back on his seat behind the desk,
turned to the man and said, “Now, I think
this young man realizes that he has made a
mistake and will be more careful in the fu-
ture. [ am going to make a report of this case
to turn in and if anything of the sort hap-
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pens in the futwre, it will go hard with him."

The man said, “If it weren't for my re-
spect for the law I would teach him a lesson
with my own hands."

I turned on him. “Well, you can have an
opportunity any time you want it."

The sergeant said, “There, there now.
That's enough of that,” as he handed me my
book and badge and motioned me out.

£5,000 IN CHINKS

While I was standing at Chatham Square
3 white man came along and said he needed
four cabs and wonld T get three more for
him and drive to Mo 8 Pell Strect. 1 got three
more cabs and led the procession around to
Pell Street, The man brought out a crowd of
Chinamen and loaded them up, five in each
" cab. Then he told me that he wanted to take
them all up to Grand Central. He said these
men were sailors on a British ship and in
order to be allowed ashore the ship owners
had to put up a thousand dellars with the
Government for each man to guarantee their
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" return to the ship, He was taking them up to
- Boston to go out on another ship belonging
to the same company,

When T got to Grand Central one of the
eabs with his five thonsand dollars’ worth
of Chinamen wasn't there. We waited and
watched and the white man got more and

" more excited. Finally it showed up and the

driver said we drove too fast for him.

THE MISSIONARY

The United States Army recruiting office
used to keep a sargeant stationed at Chatham
Square with an advertising sign to get re-
eruits. While I was standing there I got to
talking to him. A missionary for one of the
Bowery missions came along lmn.ding ot
tracts. He gave each of us ane.

I looked at the sargeant and said, “I'm
afraid you can’t do much business here; you
picked out a couple of pretty hard customers.”

The missionary was a big, thick set, red-
faced Scandinavian. He looked at us and,
abandoning the sanctified air for a moment,
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said, “Well, I'll tell you. T useed to be a ear-
penter and I worked hard all the time, T used
to come down here om the Bowery on pay
day, spend all my money in gin mills. T never
kad anything. And then I got religion at the
Bowery Mission." As he continued his voice
gradually increased in volume to the true
camp meeting boom, “Now I got three
houses; Praise the Lord. I got three square
meals in a day: Bress Hig Deag Name. I
got plenty of money and nothing to worry
about; GLORY BE TO GOD." He smiled
very triumphantly as he walked off,

The sargeant said, “By God, you know,
he's got the right idea after all.”

THROGGS NECK

I got home late for supper and told my
wife that I had had a call to Throgps Neck
and didn't want to turn it down.

She said, "Where "

“Throggs Neck.”

Where ™

“Throggs Neck."
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' Necd'I”

“T can't tell what you're talking about,”
she said. “It sounds just like ‘“Throggs

CANADA BY NINE IN THE
MORNING

I stopped in at a restaurant late one night
and Charliz Mack came in. He i3 one of the
old timers that I met when I was playing
the buckers' lines, He looked very prosper-
ous. I remarked on it

He says, “Yeh, I fell into it. I'd just pulled
into the garage for the night when a guy
comes in and says he wants a cab to go to
Canada, He wants to get there by nine o'clock
the next morning. He says he'll pay well for
it. Just joking T said T would get him there
by nine o'clock for five hundred dollars, He
pulled cut a roll of yellow bills that would
choke a horse, on the level, it would choke a
horse, and pealed off five hundred, T got kind
of leary then because T couldnt make Canada
by nine o'clock in the morning, ¢o T says I
would have to have somebody go along with
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me. Jack was just pulling in and he said he
would come along. The guy give him fifty."

“Well," 1 said, “what did you do#"

“Oh," he said, “when we got up to Os-
sining he wanted to get out for a minute, and
as s00n as he is out T stepped on the gas and
we came on back again. Huh, Canada by nine
o'clock in the morning.*

GOT IT LEGITIMATE

I got to talking to another hack driver ina
restaurant the other night. He said he wasn't
doing very well, had kind of lost his nerve,
he'd run over a woman and killed her last
week, T didn't feel upset at the time," he
said, “but it's kind of got me now. She didn't
die right away. I put her in the cab and took
her over to the hospital and went from there
to the station house to make the report. T
wasn't feeling upset. T walked in, threw my
coat open, handed him my badge, and book,
and stuff. But you know I carried a rod
under my left arm and when T threw my coat
open, the cops, of course, saw the thing; they
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" thought they had me but I got a license to

carry it. T flashed that and it was all right.

| 1 got the license legitimate,” he explained. T
" msed to drive a truck, running booze for a

bootlegger and the boss got it for me”
“Well, what happened to the woman#” 1
asked.
“Why," he said, “they discharged her from
the hospital the next day and the day after
that she died. The police were going to break
my license for it but my old boss squared
that ™

S0LD THE FORD

I finally clecided that I had better sell my
Ford taxi and buy a new one bot I thought
it a good idea to work for other people and
try out the vartous makes of cars at some-
bady else’s expense before T made a decision
a3 to what to get.

Harry Day, the owner of the Day Taxi
Corporation had recently bonght five hun-
dred Yellow cabs and had obtained the con-
cession at Grand Ceniral and Penn Station.
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I went over to their garage on 4oth Street
and applied for a job. I was sent out with
another applicant and a mechanic for a try-
out. While I had driven plenty of gearshift
cars years before, I had been driving that one
Ford for zo long that T had potten so it was
a part of me, like my own hands and feet. I
didn't have to think about anything any
more. I just thought “stop” and T stopped;
T thowight “start™ and I started. When I took
the wheel on the Yellow cab, I was all at sea.
I shoved the clutch in expecting the car to
go ahead in low. Nothing happened. Then I
had to think about shifting gears. When 1
wanted to give it more gas, I would siart
scratching around under the steering whesl
for the throttle, and there wasn't any, Then
it wonld occur to me I had to step on it. So
I didn't make a very good showing. The other
felbowr, bowever, made out all right as he had
been driving a Shaw previously,

We all went back to the employment office
and the mechanic told the employment office
man something in private and went out. Then
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the employment manager took down my name
and address, keense numbers, ete, and gave

" me a badge, and I was all set to go to work,

and he told me to report at the 25th Street
garage. Then he turned to the other fellow
and said, “I am afraid you haven't had
enough experience ; you had better go to work
for somebody else for a while and then come
back.”

1 saw the employment manager had got us
mixed, When the other fellow started in to
explain that he had been driving a Yellow
right along and knew all about them, the cm-
ployment manager canght on he had made a

. mistake, but he didn't want to admit it, so0

J backed on out the door. I knew the ather
fellow could come back the next day and get
a job if he wanted to and T also knew that
with a few hours’ practice T wounld be per-
fectly familiar with the Yellow.,

WORKING FOR DAY

I reported at the 25th Street garage that
evening ready to go to work on the night
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line, It was an interesting bunch of men wait-
ing for the cars to come in.

Harry Day had been brought up in Hell's
Kitchen and had been a taxi driver, playing
closed lines on the water fromt. When pro-
hibition came along, he got into the bootleg-
ging game and made rapid strides. Possibly
his success was due to the fact that he al-
ready knew the best of the gunmen and go-
rillas in MNew York that were necessary to
the business. When he was at the high tide
of his success, he bought five hundred Yellow
cabs at a crack, got concessions at Grand
Central and Penn Station and put all the go-
rillas in Hell's Kitchen to work driving them.
When a West Side gunman got out of Sing
Sing, Harry was there to meet him and gave
him a job. Most of the drivers were gorillas.
The mechanics were gorillas, The checkers
were gorillas, The garage superintendent was
an ex-heavyweight prize fighter of consider-
able ability. Even the bookkeepers in his of-
fice en Times Square were gorillas.

T went very carefully about breaking in on
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the job, Whenever anyone spoke it had the
effect of a threat. One of the drivers asked
the superintendent if his car badn't come in
yet and the superintendent said, “How long
have you been working around here? Did you
ever get a poke in the nose#' I gave my name
and waited quictly until my name was called.
I pot on the car and got out of the garage
wery carcfully.

I made out very well that night and pulled
i about two o'clock in the morning and dis-
covered that we were expected to line up the
€ars in a certain way outside to drive into the
garage. A man at the door would holler out,
“All right there” when there was room for
another cab to come in.

When you got inside you took gasoline.
Then some one said, “Pull up" as though it
would be vour last moment if you dida’t. You
then pulled up to the wash stand and some-
body said, “Stop.”” Then a man came around
with a box with coins in it which he shook
and said, “Put something in the kitty, coffee
money for the boys.” Nobody dared refuse.
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The second night I took a chance and said,
“I don't think you bovs ought to drink so
much coffee; it's bad for you," and didn't
put anything in the kitty. Nothing happened,
I think, probably because they were so sur-
prised they didn't know what to make of it.

That same night T reported that the rear
end didn’t sound guite right, for having
driven my own cab I knew it was better to
take care of those things first rather than
Inst. I made the report to the head mechanic.,
He said, “What? What did you say?” I
thought my last moment had come. But I
stuck to it, so he jacked the rear end up and
gave it a tryout, and great was my relief
when he did hear something wrong in it.

One night the superintendent knocked five
drivers cold, one right after ancther, for not
pulling up and stopping their cars just to suit
him.

There were certain great advantages in
working for Day. For one thing he squashed
all summonses. If you got a summons for
anything, you turned it into the office and
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paid no more attention to it. He had to cof
that out after a while for his own protection
because the drivers got to going so wild they
smashed up all the cars. Along about two
o'clock in the morning they used to come west
on 49th Street and on 25th Street to the two
garages in a more or less steady stream and
crossed Winth and Tenth Avenses so reck=
Iessly that it became customary for the street
car motorman on those Avenues to stop at
40th Street and 25th Street while the con-
ductor went ahead to see if the coast was
clear,

Now there were lots of closed lines at that
time, a closed line being a hack stand held
down by a bunch of good fighters who beat
up any driver who dares to get a call in that
immediate neighborhood. But Harry kept a
big Packard car, loaded full of gorillas, stand-
ing by the Pennsylvania Hotel, and if a Day
driver got beat up for chizelling a call on any
one of those closed lines, he could telephone
the office. I was down at South Ferry once
when one of Day's drivers got beat up. In a
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little while the big Packard appeared. Its oc-
cupants came down and each one hired a eab.
Then they all drove up somewhere on Green-
wich Strest, The passengers got out and from
then on you couldn’t hear anything but erack,
bang, sock. There wasn't anybody able to
work the South Ferry line for several days.

After a few of these events word got
passed around and Day drivers went unmo-
lested although the buckers who used to work
the West Shore Ferry line dared to try cut-
ting tires on Day cabs when they worked
there. Day's gorillas came down one night
and cleaned them up so thoroughly that their
cars were left standing there all the next
day. Even their friends were afraid to come
down and drive their cars away.

There had been a particularly tough bunch
in a line on West 4th Street. One of Day's
drivers picked up a call near there one night,
and one of the members of the line threat-
ened him. The Day man stepped down off his
cab and the other fellow hit him. The Day
mian kinocked the bucker down and just then
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a cop came up and was going to pat the Day
driver under arrest for assault. The rest of
the line rushed up then and told the cop that
it was only their own man's fault, that he
started it; and they gave their own member
warning that if he ever slugged any Day
drivers around there, he could get the hell off
the line.

THE BENEVOLENT AUTOCRAT

I went up to the office the next week to
get my pay. Another driver there said, “Say,
Harry, I want to borrow fifteen dollars.”

Harry said, “What do you want with fif-
teen dollars#*

*T want to get a dress for the wife"

Harry said, “Go on. How can you get a
dress for the wife with fifteen dollars ¥ and
pushed him in the face,

The driver said, “Well, T got twenty-five
and with fifteen more I can get her a decent
dress.”

Harry called out 1o the cashier, "Give him
fifteen dollars.”
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1 found that Harry took care of the fam-
ilies of many of the men who were taken
sick, sent their sick children to the country,
paid their doctor bills. On the other hand, if
a driver was caught riding stick up (carry-
ing a passenger with the flag up so the meter
wouldn't register 5o as to keep the fare) the
gorillas would pick him up at night and give
him the finest shellacking you ever saw.

In spite of all Day's generosity and all the
beatings that were handed out, the drivers
kept right on riding stick up. I think they
cheated Day more than any other cab owner
in town.

One driver had been sick a couple of
months and his family had been sick. Day
had supported them, sent them all to the coun-
try, kept the family there a long time. And
after all that they got him riding stick up one
night. When the gorillas got through with
him, he was a sight to behold.

I rode stick up on him myself, made a flat
rate to the Bronx one night. I got up to 125th
Street when I gpotted Harry and the gorillas
in the big Packard. T put the flag down real
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quick and they pulled wp alongside of me.
He says, “Got a good call ¥

I said, “Yeh, Bronx."

One of the gorillas got out and looked over
the seals on the clock, but he didn't look to
see what the clock registered. If he had seen
there was only twenty cents on it, my goose
wiould have been cooked.

When Day had been running the cabs a
year he gave a dinner, for all drivers who
hasd been with him over ten months, at the
Pennsylvania Hotel, gave them all gold
badges, took them up to the Follies in taxi-
cabs. Under the excitement of the occasion
the gorillas socked all the buckers playing the
big Pennsylvania Flotel line and put Day cabs
on the line in their place.

Ome of the drivers was held up one night
by five men, who got about thirty-five dol-
lars off of him and took the cab. He went up
to the office and told Harry about it, described
the men. Harry made good the money he had
lost and told him not to say anything to the
police about it

In the meantime the five men had had an
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accident with the car and the police had
picked them up, found the driver had no hack
license, and knew the car was stolen. The po-
lice tried 1o get Day and the driver to appear
against them, but Day refused so the police
had to turn them loose, which might seem
very generous, but the gorillas picked them

up about as soon as they got out and beat hell
out of them.

THE MASTER OF HELL'S
KITCHEN

I picked wp four young toughs on Ninth
Avenue one night. T would have passed them
up if I hadn't been working for Day, because
from the looks of them it was to be expected
that they would hold me up or refuse to pay
the fare or beat me up for the fun of it or
something of the sort. They were apparently
making arrangements for a dance, and we
made a number of stops in Hell's Kitchen
while they talked to people, principally at gin
mills. Then we rolled over to the East Side,
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all around there, stopping at gin mills while
they talked to other rough necks. Finally they
had me drive them to 38th Street between
Tenth amd Eleventh Avenues. They said they
would be right back. They hadn't said that
before so 1 took that to mean they would run
out on me, but there wasn't anything 1 could
do about it. They went into one of the tene-
ments and after a minute or two I followed
them. One of them was pretty drunk and
could hardly walk. I heard the other three in
the dark talking about what they would do
with him. One said, “We can get away all
right, but what are we going to do with him?
He's helpless.”

I went back to the cab and drove up to the
office on Broadway at 45th Street. Jimmy
O'Donnell was in the office with a couple of
others. He is an old time gunman grown
somewhat conservative, T tobd him all about
it, what they looked like and where T had
taken them. He said to the other men, “Well,
we will go get that dough in the morning,
The lazt time 1 went over there to collect a
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lousy three dollars, there was lead, yeh, soft
lead. We'll go in the morning.”

Just then Tommy OF'Neil came in. He is,
I guess, about the most feared one in the
whole outfit, a small slender, quiet young fel-
low, rather unhealthy looking. If it weren't
for his eyes, you would never suspect there
is anything extraordinary about him at all.
He asked me what it was and 1 told him some
guys gave me a ride, what they looked like
and where 1 took them.

He says, “I know who they are. I get it
You go ahead and hack and by the time you
turn in I'll have the dotgh at the garage for
ou”

When [ turned in that night the cashier
said, “Here's something O'Neil left for you."
It was an envelope contaming the amount of
the fare plus a very handsome tip,

RICH UNCLE
While T was driving for Harry Day I
picked up a young fellow downtown late one
night who said to drive to 38th Street and
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Tenth Avenue. On the way he sat on one of
the front seats so he could talk to me.

He said, “I'm going to see my uncle. I
never knew [ had an uncle till last week. 1
thought all my folks were dead. I was born
and raised over there in Hell's Kitchen. I'm
married mow ; got three kids, We live way out
in Brooklyn. My uncle doesn’t look like much
bt he's there. He's stronp. Anybody can
find it out that goes against him. He's a Fed-
eral prohibition agent. That's why I picked
a Day cab. He's in with Day. He said, ‘Never
hire anything but a Day taxi.” Oh, he's well
fixed. He owns houses over there, Buys an-
other ene every week or so. I'm glad I found
him. Tt aint 30 good being alone with no
relatives.”

We reached 38th Street and Tenth Ave-
nue and drove east until we came to the No
Name Club, where he had me stop. In that
region at all hours of the night there are al-
wilys & number of young men standing
around in doorways., They seldom speak to
each other and then very low. They always
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stand with their backs to something, on the
balls of their feet, their eyes alert, and their
hands near their belts. Some of them came
over to look us over. The young fellow told
them he was locking for John Ford., They
said he had been to the club that night but
thought he had gone to the Milk Dairy, so we
drove around into 37th Steeet to a dairy,
And there some of the young toughs stepped
over to look us over, At the mention of Ford's
name they too seemed to accept us as all right.
They said we might wait for him, that he
was likely to come around. They retired to
their places.

We waited and the young man continued
his tallk about his uncle and himself, He said
he was working as an electrician and made
good pay, that a family was a big obligation,
that it was nice to have relatives. He seemed
thin and overworked and pathetic, not at all
like the rest of Hell's Kitchen.

Two cops came along walking in the mid-
dle of the street. He said, “That’s ne good.
They can get them easy off the roofs.”
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Adter a while one of the toughs suggested
another place we might find Ford., After
much driving around and waiting we found
him at & gin mill on Ninth Avenue, He was
a plump little sharp-eyed man. He received
his nephew very cordially, but it seemed a lt-
tle forced. He told me what a fine man Day
was and that be did lots of business with him.
He set up whiskey for us, which the proprie-
tor refused to take pay for. He got out his
gold badge and showed us his credentials as
a Federal prohibition agent. The young fel-
low ran on about how glad he was to see him.

They got into the cab and we visited sev-
eral other gin mills, where the uncle was re-
ceived with marked respect and introduced us
to the owners. We had more whiskey, and
they fell into an argument as to which are the
best, the Jews or the Irish.

“The Jews are the best people in the
world,” the uncle said, “the Turkeys are no
good.”

The nephew said, “Where do you get that
stulf? Ain't we both Irish?”
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The uncle said, “Wever mind. The Turkeys
are no good."”

And on and on

At last the uncle gaid, “Well, T tell ye now,
I'm right. A Jew will come across but a Tur-
key will go to the station house,”

The uncle at last persuaded the young fel-
low that it was time to go home. He got me
off to one side, and I hoped he was going to
pay the fare for the boy, but he said, “Treat
him right. Don't overcharge him too much;
he's just a workin' feller.,” So I tock the
nephew over to the subway and really felt
sorry there was so much on the clock.

A WESTERN UNION MES-
SENGER

I was going through Hell's Kitchen one
night and saw a Western Union messenger
delivering a message. Later on when T was
standing over on Fifth Avenue the same mes-
senger came along. I zaid, “How do you like
delivering messages over in that district?”

He stopped, smiled, and said, “Oh all right.
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I'll never forget the first one T took over
there. T had a telegram for some fellow named
Conners on 38th Street west of Ninth Awve-
nue. [ found the number. It was a tenement
house, but there weren't any names on the
befls in the vestibule, so T went inside and
looked for names on the doors. There weren't
any names on the doors on the first floor so T
went up to the seoond floor, and there weren't
any pames there, so I thought I would knock
on a door and ask if anybody knew where
this guy lived. 1 knocked on one. The door
opened just a erack and T saw a man with a
big club. He locked at me and sald, ‘Oh, it's
Western Union." I asked him if Conners lived
there, He thought a mingte and said, o, I
said, ‘Do you know where he does live? ‘No,
I don’t know of anybody by that name in this
house.” T said, “Well, I'll try upstairs.” He
said, ‘Listen buddy, don't you go up them
stairs quiet or you're Hable to be knocked in
the head. You'd better call out Western
Union as you go up them stairs’ So that's
Jjust what I did. T hollered Western Union all
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the way up the stairs. I found the man and
got a good tip. I don’t mind it any more, and
I get the best tips over there that I get any-
where. It's those skinflints on Park Avenue
that I don't lile.”

“Yeh, that's my experience about tips,” T
said. “The doorman on one of those big
apartment houses just off Park Avenue
called me last night and a man came out help-
ing an ofd woman with a cane. He and the
door man nursed her along and helped her in
the cab. I drove them around about three
blocks away. There was twenty cents on the
clock. T put the meter on non-recording as
soon as we got there so the clock wouldn't
register another nickel on waiting time and
cause an argument. The man and the door-
man nursed the old lady out of the cab. It
seemed like it took a quarter of an hour to get
her out. And the man gave me a quarter and
said, "Thank you very much.” ™

I turmed into Park Avenue and started
doventown again and the doorman at the same
apartment house called me again. I thought,
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“"Well, I'll try one more.! It was another
wealthy looking man with another crippled
old woman dressed up like 2 million deilars.
I thought they would never get her into the
cab. If T was going to work that kind of
tracle all the time I'd get a cab with a derrick
on it. And they went about three blocks too
—twenty cents on the clock. I thought to my-
self, “Well, by jinks, I'll leave the elock run-
ning and I'll get about fiftecn cents more
waiting time,” but he beat me to it, We hadn't
any more than stopped when he handed me a
quarter right out of the window, so I threw
the flag up. He got out and got the doorman.
The old lady fumbled around getting her
canes ready. It took her about five minwtes to
make up her mind to try it. The man said,
“Now, take your tine, dear; take your time.
We have all the time in the world.! Yes, dama
it, my time, my time."

FIRED

Harry got up a mutual benefit association
fior the drivers with dues of fifty cents a week
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to provide medical service, ete., for the men.
We weren't ask to join; the fifty cents was
taken out of our pay, so 1 stopped in at the
office and said, “Harry, I'm not interested in
this benefit association. I already have my
own doctor and own dentist and T would
rather not pay the fifty cents o week."

“Well," he said, “that's all right if yon
don't want it. We'll take your name off the
list." Then he said, “Well, I don't know. If
we let you out, why then they will all back
out. T guess we'll have to bet you go.’

So 1 said, “Well, all right.”

I went over to the cashier to draw my pay
in full. After a few minutes Harry came over
and said, “Are you married "’

“Yrae

“You got any children "

Yes, T got one.”

He looked very upset, turncd to go away,
came back again and said, “1'm sorry, Faz-
ard, but I can't help it."”

THE MOGUL CHECKERS

In the meantime the Mogul Cheeker Taxi-
eab Manufacturing Company bad =old a lot
of taxicabs in New York and they were tak-
ing the business away from everybody else.
Tt seemed to me that it would only be a mat-
ter of time until there would be so many of
them on the streets that they would be cutting
each other's throats or some other cab manu-
facturer would come out with a new cab,
dolled up to catch the public's fickle fancy,
and kill them off. Cars sold for three thou-
sand dollars, which was about twice what
they were worth from a mechanical stand-
point, 50 I thought it would be better o con-
tinue to work for somebody else. T got a job
driving for a very unfortunate person who
had invested in abont sixty Mogul Checkers,
We all worked on a percentage basis; that is
the driver got thirty-five per cent of what the
clock registered. Now, it was very easy to
make a bargain with a passenger and leave
the flag up and keep it all. The only question
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was how much to turn in to keep from get-
ting fired, so I made it my business to ask the
other drivers how much they booked and
found that on the night line, which 1 was
working, they varied from sixty to a hun-
dred and fifty dollars a week. I noticed the
boss kept letting out the tail enders and try-
ing out new meén, but the men who turned in
better than seventy-five a week were never
reached in this process. I was a pretty fair
hackman and conld have turned in a hundred
and twenty but I thought, “Why make the
boss a present of forty-five dollars a week ™
0 I kept close track of it and turned in be-
tween seventy-five and eighty dollars. T made
cracking good money all that year. I saved
on an average of two hundred dollars 2 month
above all living expenses.

THE DRUNEKEN COP

A cop hailed me in Greenwich Village. He
had a drunk with him who, he told me, was
& cop too, and he wanbed me to take him over
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to some place on Degraw Strect, Brooklyn,
and that he was all right.

The fellow looked rather like a cop but I
didn’t like the looks of it, still T didn't see any
way to get out of it, so I took him. When I
got over there he climbed out of the cab in
kind of a dazed condition and started walk-
ing off without offering to pay the fare, so
I walked after him and told him he hadn't
paid the fare yet. He opened his coat, show-
ing a gun in a yellow holster at his hip, put
his hand on it and said, “This is all the fare
you'll get.”

I went back to the cab and started follow-
ing him with the cab. When he saw T was
following him, he stepped out into the mid-
die of the street and drew the gun. T leaned
over in the seat 50 as to be protected by the
cowl and drove the car right at him. He
jumped out of the way but I caught him a
glancing blow with the mud guard and
knocked him over and he dropped the gun
I stopped as quickly as possible and backed
up to try and get the gun, but be got up and
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got the gun before 1 could make it, but I
managed to bump him with the rear of the
car again. Then he made a run to try to
jump on the running board, but I stepped on
the gas fast enough so that he lost hiz hold
amd fell again. He got up and started going
the ather way so I backed the car, following
himi that way, which enabled me to use the
hack: part of the car as 2 shield. When he'd
stop and come at me, I'd go into low and
shoot abead a ways. We manouvered around,
up one street and down another for quite a
while, Several men came out and advised me
to let that guy alone, they knew him, and the
best thing I could do was to forget it, but I
was working for a Company then and if 1
dickn't get it I would have to pay it out of my
own pocket.

He tried grabbing another taxi, but the
other drivers saw the situation and got away
from him. Then he got a strect car and T fol-
lowed it a ways, Then he gave that up and
tried it on foot again. All of this time I had
been locking for a cop but nene had showed
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up. Then T came in sight of a station house in
that precinct, 30 I thought I would take the
chance of losing him, shoot over there and
get a cop.

I went in and told the sergeant about it,
giving him the name that the cop had ad-
dressed him by and the fact that he carried
a gun practically unconcealed. The sergeant
said, “What do you expect us to do about it7*

I said, “Well, if you don't know what to do
about it, I puess that settles it. So long.™

He =zaid, “Hold on there now; hold on
Who'd you say this fellow is?"

Again T gave him the name that T had
heard the eop addeess him by and the fact
that he carried a gun practically unconceabed.

“Well," he said, “now that's different. I
didn’t understand before he is supposed to be
a cop. T don't think he could have been a cop.
That's more reason for us to get after him.
There's a lot of guys running around with
fake badges. We got a guy the other day with
a fake patrolman’s badge and a fake captain’s
badge. You'd better go in and sce one of the
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detectives. There's no use to put a patrolman

on this. One of the detectives will bring him’

in"

I went into the detectives' room and told
one of them about it. He had to make out a
typewritten report on it. While T was talk-
ing fo him, I overheard two of the others
talking. One said, “T hear there was a guy
got bumped off over at Murphy's yesterday.
Tough hck.”

The other one said, “Yeh, that's just the
way it goes. I've been frisking everybody in
that place day in and day out, night in and
night out, and just when I get a day off some-
thing has to happen.”

Well, with the report finally made out, one
of the detectives went out with me to see if
we could find the bird, but after a lot of walk-
ing around he decided to give it up. So T never
got that two dollars and ten cents,

THE UNION

Shortly after T started with the Mogul
Checkers the drivers organized a union and
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ealled a strike, demanding 409 eommission,

“no penalties for smashing up the cars, and no

firing men for low bookings. We took the
owners by surprise and they had to aceept
our terms, ruinous as they were beeanse they
were all buying the cars on notes, 1 thought
it was a mistake mysclf on the part of the
drivers. It seemed a good idea to give the
boss enough to keep him alive anyway. I got
to stand pretty well with the boss because |
didn't smash up the car—there was no profit
to me in smashing up the car—and becanse
I turned in my seventy-five regular,

Then some regular union organizers got
into the union, loud-mouthed fellows who
managed to hold the floor at the meetings
and keep anybody else from getting a word in
edgeways, who prevented the transaction of
fecessary business, making it NECESSATY to
call another miceting. They kept on having
mectings every few days, and the real fax)
drivers couldn't lay off work to g0 'to the
meetings all the time, so finally only the
original kaders and the professional agita-
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tors and a few of their followers showed up,
with about thirty-five men present out of a
membership of four thousand. The original
leaders could hardly make themselves heard,
and the agitators moved for a new election of
officers and elected themselves. They then
procecded to raise the dues, give themselves
good salaries, hire an attorney at ten thou-
samd a year, ete. After a few months a meet-
ing was called to diseuss a new strike in spite
of the fact that we had a contract with the
operators for a year. What their object was
I don’t know, bat only about ome hundred
members showed up; only those in favor of
striking were permitted to falk; a vote to
strike was put over and a new strike was on.

It was proposed that we call the strike on
the Yellow Taxicab Company as well as the
others. Someone got up and objected because
only one or two of the men working for the
Yellows belonged to the union,

Phil O'Neil, the President of the Buckers
Taxicab Association, had come to the meet-
ing to offer his advice, He is an old timer in
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the game, rather old and battered looking. He
got up and said, “That don"t make no differ-
ence. I called a strike on the Fifth Avenne
Coach Company and five men was all T had,
five men, 1 just had one for each entrance to
the garage to hand out the strike notices in
the morning. And there wasn't a bus rolled
down the Avenue that day except one the
Superintendent drove himself, That night the
drivers all came to the meeting and joined the
tnion,”

We took his advice and declared the strike
on the Yellows.

The operators were ready for us this time
and didn't come to terms. After a few days
the operators had the union leaders arrested
for attempted extortion, and our attorney left
town suddenly. The leaders issued a state-
ment that the strike was settled satisfactorily,
though we never heard what the terms were.
Everybody went back to work at the old rates
and nothing was ever heard of the union
again. No aceounting was made of the money
in the treasury. No meetings were called. The
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president of the union started manufacturing
taxicabs. It was rumored that the treasurer
bought several houses in Jersey. At any rate
I saw them on the strect occasionally and they
all looked very prosperous,

CUT RATE

Shortly after the Twentieth Century As-
sociation cut the rate from thirty cents to
twenty cents a mile, the taxi meter concerns
counldn't change the clocks fast enough so
most of the taxicab owners who undertook to
cut the rate to meet competition had to put
up signs on the cabs reading twenty cents a
mile and ancther sign inside explaining that
the meter worked at thirty cents a mile and
to pay the driver omc-third less than the
meter registered.

When the cot to twenty cents a mile was
made it received a lot of publicity and peo-
ple simply went crazy over riding in taxi-
cabs, but most of them didn’t seem to under-
stand about paying one-third less than the
clock registered. The Company drivers had
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na trouble in collecting the full amount on
the clock, though they had to settle with the
boss for only two-thirds, oot of which they
still drew their forty per cent commission.

During that time 1 picked up a very in-
telligent, cultivated looking gentleman at 10th
Street and Fifth Avenue who said he wanted
to go to New Rochelle. He sat up on one of
the Hitle front seats so he could talk to me
and asked me how I was making out at
twenty cents a mile.

I =aid, “First rate.”

“Well," he said, "I don't see much in it."

I thought of explaining the thing to him;
then I decided to wait awhile,

He continued, “T take a taxi up to New
Rochelle almost every night and under the
old rates it always ran about six thirty or six
forty. 1 thought that was reasonable enough,
Now I got on one of the new low rate cabs
last might, and the clock registered the same
six forty. I don't think there’s much saving
in it,”

I said to myself, “Uh huh,” and aloud,
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“Well, maybe not on a long trip.” And there
about a foot from his nose was the poster ex-
plaining the whole thing.

We got up there and stopped at a beautiful
suburban residence. There was six seventy
on the clock,

“Well, what do I owe yout™ he asked,
though he could see it plain enough.

“Gee, I'm worse than the other fellow, I've
got six seventy.”

“No," he said, *“T don't think there's much
saving,” and he gave me seven and a half.

Out of that eall T got four dollars and
eighty-two cents and the boss got two dollars
and sixty-eight cents. Those were great days;
too bad they couldn’t last forever.

THE PACKARD

The Twentieth Century cabs were getting
all the business. It was disheartening driving
a Mogul Checker. You would be cruising
down the street and see a party yon knew was
looking for a cab and you would slow up in
front of them and give them the sign but
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they wouldn't give you a tumble, You would
drive on, look back, watch them a little bat,
and the first thing you know you would see
a Twentieth Century come along and they
would hop out in the middle of the street to
hail it.

The Mogul Checker operators were in a
bad way. They hadn't finished paying their
notes on the cars. They looked very worried.
They were skimping on repairs and trying to
get by with old worn-out tires.

Up to this time you bad had to have a
Mogul Checker to get the business on the
street though you knew it was a piece of junk,
but you conld get into the Twenticth Century
Association with any good looking car, so I
bought me a nice second-hand Packard sin-
gle six for a thousand dollars cash, had it
painted the Twenticth Century colors, and
joined the Association, and had the swellest
hack in New Yaork for the time being. After
a little while the other fellows caught on to
it and there got to be more and more Packard
taxis on the street. Now they are as thick as
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flies, 1 got a good day man on the job and I
worked nights and altogether made about
thirty dollars a day clear.

THE AGITATOR

1 was up at the office of the Twenticth Cen-
tury Taxicab Owners Association while we
were at the heipht of our success with the
new cut rate. While I was waiting a man
came in and started to talk to the President,
complaining that they didn't have meetings
enough, the rank and file didn't have a chance
to have a say, and it wasn't fair. [ recognized
this man as one of the officers who had par-
ticipated in wrecking the Brotherhood of
Taxicab Chauffeurs—the Mopul Checker
outfit. He had evidently gpone through his
share. I wanted to denounce him but as T
have never had any success in forcing un-
solicited information on people, 1 contented
myself with standing back and thinking of
all the nice things 1 would like to say. How
often we think of things to say when we
haven't the opportunity to say them.
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The President of the Association came
over and said, “Hazard, you have been in this
Aszzociation quite a while, Have you got any-
thing to complain about *

Well, there was my opportunity and I was
all set. Before T got it all off my chest the
union  organizer had left without saying
good-bye, The officers of the Twenticth Cen-
tury have been friendly to me ever since.

ERRORS

I picked up an old fellow the other day who
makes-an interesting case for those who care
for Frewd's theory as to errors and for those
who are thoroughly acquainted with down-
town New York.

He hailed me at Seventh and Greenwich
Avennes, He was a middle-aged gentleman,
dressed in the stvle of old, old New York—
black cutaway coat, striped trousers, vest
with white piping around the neck, a black
derby that came near being a high hat. He
was just the least bit shabby, and tinid.

He said, “Now, I want you to take me to
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that Court on Lafayette Street. Is there a
Court at No. 57 Lafayette?”

T don't know. The Criminal Court Build-
ing is near there.”

“Well, take me down there. [t's on Lafay-
ette between Lexington Avenuwe and 3rd
Sireet.”

“Hold on,” T said. “There isn't any such
place.”

“Well, it's somewhere in that neighbor-
hood. Maybe it's 3rd Street between Irving
Place and Lexington Avenne.”

My head started to spin. “But there isn't
any such place.”

“Well,” he said, “I'll tell you. We'll go over
and inquire at that Court on Jefferson Street
amnd Eighth Avenue.”

“Wait a minute. That's another one that
doesn't exist.”

“Why yes, You must know that place, that
big court building there at 6th Strect and
Tenth Avenue.”

“Oh, you must mean Jefferson Market
Court, right down here.”
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“Ves, that's it,” he saicd, but be looked very
downhearted, and added “Greenwich Street
and Tenth Avenue.”

“All right,” I said, and I drove him to Jef-
ferson Market Court, down to the little back
doar on 1oth Strest. In a few minutes he came
out again, all smiles and bright as a daisy.
“T've got it all straight now. I've got it all
straight. It's No. 57 Irving Place right be-
tween jrd Street and Lafavette,”

“Hold on. I'll go in and ask him myself."
As I started in, he trotted along behind me
and said, “Maybe it's—" but I didn't give
him a chance to give me any more.

To the desk sergeant [ said, “Say, Jack,
where does this bird want to go?”

He said, “Take him vp to the Domestic
Relations Court, 57th Street between grd and
Lexington.”

“Righto.”

I started back for the cab with the old gen-
theman still trotting along bebind me, He said,
“Oh, you know him#*

“Sure."
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1 took the old man up to the Domestic Re-
lations Court. He didn't seem to be a bit
pleased, rather depressed, if anything. There
was eighty cents on the clock, He handed me
a dollar, waited for the twenty cents change,
and walked off with it.

THE SCOLD

I picked up a woman at the corner of Ford-
ham Road and Webster. She wanted to go
to 1Both Street and Van Nest Avenue, The
cop was holding the traffic on Fordham Road.

She said, “Why don’t you go ahead? I
don't want to sit here all day. I'm in a hurry.”

“I can't. The cop is holding the traffie."

“How's that? There's fifteen cents on the
clock already.”

“That's the way it works."

“Well, I won't pay it."

“You'll have to.”

“Well, I'll get out.”

“All right, go ahead, but you'll have to pay
me the fifteen cents.”

“T'll call an officer ** she threatened.
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“Fine. That just suits me, There's one
right there,” and I pointed to one standing
about fifteen fect away.

By that time traffic was moving on Ford-
ham Road and she said, “Why don't you go
ahead? What's the matter with you? I never
saw such a taxi driver.”

We had gone about two Mocks when she
said, Vou're E‘Cﬁ:!ﬁ' the WIOnE Way. Dom't
you know where you are going "

I slowed up. “How do you want to go "

“Cir ahead, Go ahead. Didn't 1 tell you I'm
in a hurry."

Twao blocks farther on she almost screamed,
“Wou're going the wrong way. Yon're trying
to run up a big bill on the clock. T won't pay
it”

T put on the brake and =aid again, *“Well,
how do yon want to go?"’

She shouted, “Go abead, po ahead, I'm in
a hurry.”

I stepped on the gas again.

She continued, “If you don't know where
it iz, why didn’t you say soi"
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“I know where it is." There is hardly any
choice as to how to get there and T was going
the shortest way and I knew that she must
know it.

“How much is the fare going to be?" she
asked,

“Oh about four dollars,™

She almost choked. “You're going the
wrong way. It shouldn’t be more than sixty-
five cents.”

“Well, T wish you would tell me how you

raft to go. The more there is on the clock,
the more I collect.”

“Go om, go on. My people are waiting for
me.*

We kept this up all the way there,

I had sixty-five cents on the clock and she
gaid, “I'm not going to pay you more than
fifty cents. That's all it should be.”

“Vou'll have to pay what's on the elock,
and furthermore the elock is still runming and
it will register another nickel pretty soon and
you'll have to pay that too.”

She finally handed me a dollar and said,
“T'm not going to give you any tip"
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“That's old stuff. I knew that long ago. It's
tip enough to get rid of you.™

“Wou're the worst taxi driver I ever saw.
1 it weren't that my people are waiting for
me T wouldn't have ridden in your old cab.”

“Dion’t worry, they can live without you.
It's & wonder to me they didn't murder you
long ago.”

She took a desp breath and was just start-
ing in all over again when I went into low
and let the clutch in

POLITICAL INFLUENCE IN
JERSEY

I was going up Seventh Avenue in the
afternoon and [ saw a party on the corner
that I knew must be looking for a taxi though
they hadn’t hailed me. I crashed for the cor-
ner but a gy with a Luxor who had spotted
them too made a quick turn around and beat
me to it. I was kind of sore to lose them be-
cause it was a Bronx call; you could sec they
were that kind of people.
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I drove on up Seventh Aventie and then
four kind of half-way prosperous drunks
hailed me. They looked as though I would
have trouble with them but I needed the
mioney 80 I stopped. Just as [ expected, they
wanted to go to Jersey. I drove down to the
Christopher Street ferry., On the way over
on the Ferry they got to racketing around in
the cab and broke one of the windows, so I
said to them, “Please understand right now
that you have got to pay for that window.'

One of them says, “What window "

Ancther one, “We didn't break any win-
dow.”

A third, *“That window was broke when
we got in the cab. Where do you get that
stuff ! We ain't poing to pay for any window.
Nah, you're all wrong.”

They kept on that way until the Ferry
pulled into the slip in New Jersey and 1 drove
off. Then one of them says, “You got to re-
member you're in Jersey now, You ain't in
your own town. We know everybody over
here. We got a strong J.ra.g with the poli-
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ticians here. I'm a personal friend of the Po-
lice Commissioner.”

Another onc said, “1 stand right in with
the crowd,””

Another one said, “Nah, you're ont of Iuck
collecting for that window. That window was
broke when we got in the cab."”

I said to myself, “Well, we'll see, we'll
see.” So I drove on along in the direction of
their destination. Bye and Bye [ spotted a po-
lice station and there was a driveway right
into the building, so 1 turned sharp and drove
right in and T came to a door in the building
and through it T could see the sergeant sitting
at his desk, so 1 pulled up and walked in and
told the sergeant aboat it.

In the meantime the four passengers fol-
lowed me in and told the sergeant all about it,
they didn't have anything to do with that
broken window and they didn’t know any-
thing about it, and they pulled out letters and
things to show him how important they were,

He istened to all they had to say and then
he walked out with me and looked at the win-
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dow and asked me what it would cost to have
it fixed. He looked at the clock to see what
was on the clock.

I told him the window would cost me five
dallars and there was a dollar and a half on
the clock and there was a dollar ferryage.

So he says, “That makes seven fifty alto-
gether.”

“Yes," 1 said.

“Ts that the least you can get that window
fized for”

“Well, T might shade it a little bit, but
that’s about what it would come to,”

He goes back to his desk and says, “Well,
gentlemen, as T understand i€, you owe this
man seven dollars and fifty cents, and if you
don't pay him I will have to bock you up.”

So they dug down into their pockets imme-
diztely and came across with the seven hity,
and the F-Erﬂ!‘::lllt says, “1 don't think you had
better take these fellows amy farther; let them
walk the rest of the way."

“Personal friends 'of the chief of police,”
says I to myself.
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SMOKING

I picked up a woman on Fifth Avenue to
go somewhere on Park Avenue. While T was
waiting in traffic I lit a cigarette. She said,
“How dare you light a cigarette while T am
riding in this eab? Den't you realize that it
is an insult to me, that that ien't & properly
respectful attitude?”

I said, “Why, madam, I don't know what
to make of this. I really didda’t intend any
offense. Most of the women want to know if
I bave a match. I've thought of quitting
simoking when I have passengers in the cab
to keep the women from borrowing all my
cigarettes. They hardly ever give the matches
back until T ask for them, and they hardly
ever remember when it comes to the tip. But
this is the first kick I ever had except as to
the brand of ¢igarettes T smoke.”

She laughed then and said she really didn't
mind, and she gave me a good tip when we

got there,
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INSURANCE

Along about 1021 a law was passed re-
quiring taxicab owners to give bond for the
payment of damage claims against them that
might result from accidents, Most of the hack
drivers azsamed that the luw was passed to
make business for the insurance companics
because the law was so worded that no indi-
vidual could give bond but had to pay some
large comcern to give bond for him. The law
gaid that a bond must be given for twenty-
five hundred dollars for payment of damages
for each persom injured, so you couldn't put
uf a twenty-ve hundred dollar bond because
there was no way of computing how many
people might be injurad, The thoroughly sol-
vent old insurance companies, of course,
woudn't handle the business, so fy-by-night
concerns were set up for the purpose. They
charged forty-five dollars a month to furnish
bond. There was great indignation and the
City authorities didn't seem disposed to put
themselves out to enforce it, so we worked
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most of the mext year without bothering with
bonds. Then the State authorities ecntrived
means of enforeing it through the State Li-
cense Burean by revoking anybody’s license
wh let his bond lapse,

I think the immediate effect of the law was
to capse more accidents, because the inde-
pendent driver, having paid his forty-five
dollars, felt like getting something for his
money. Furthermare, if you rammed another
car, you could sit back and smile and say, “I
am insured.” The companics were not in-
clined to fire drivers on account of accidents
because they were covered by insurance. The
principal disadvantage of having an accident
was the time lost.

Maost of the companies that were organized
for the business paid their officers very large
salaries and in one way or another managed
o go broke withot W}"i-'liﬁ Yery many dam-
age cliims, so that out of the premiums that
the taxicab owners had paid in, very ltle
wenk to the victims of accidents.

The Twentieth Century Association formed
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a mutual insurance company and reduced the
rate to twenty-four dollars a month, but the
State Insurance Commission compelled them
to raise the rate to twenty-cight dollars a
manth in spite of the fact that they had built
up a large surplus and wanted to further re-
duce the rates. Possibly the Commission was
afraid that the private insurance companics
would be pushed overboard, The buckers, the
Amalgamated Taxi Owners Association, or-
panized a mtual n oa somewhat different
way and succesded in reducing the premiom
to about fifteen dollars a month, while main-
taining a large surplus. The Companies re-
duced the rate to thirty dollars a month, and
continued to go broke one after another.

The Twenticth Century and the Amalga-
mated had a great advantage in that their
officers are old experienced taxi drivers and
realized that the owner driver is the best risk
becanse he is experienced and has more at
stake, and they are in a position to get the
owner driver busingss,

Having fleeced the taxicab owners under
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the pretense of protecting the dear public,
some of the politicians at the last election or-
ganized mass meetings for hack drivers and
attempted to swing the taxicab vote by mak-
ing impassioned speeches about how unjustly
the hackmen had been treated under the
bonding law which operated against them and
against nobody else, and proposed to pass a
new law compelling owners of private ears
and trucks to carry bond too: in other words,
we have tramped on you; pow you get re
venge by helping us tramp on everybody else,
I don't know whether it warked or not,

GOOD INTENTIONS

It was the last day of the month and T
was crudsing down from the Bronx to pay
my maonthly insuratice premium at the Twen-
ticth Century Association because T wouldn's
be able to work on the first if T didn't have
the receipt to stick on the wind shield. T had
to turn down a call to Brooklyn in order 1o
get there in time,

While the girl was making out the receipt
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1 said, “It's so much better to get down here
a few days in advance instead of having to
riish the last minate.”

She said, “Yes, and then you can have the
receipt mailed to you instead of having to go
aver to the License Burean and wait there
i line for it."

“Yea," T enidd, “it"s so much better and
then you can get it off your mind and don't
have to worry about it. If you let it go until
the last minute you have to rush down here
and have to turn down business, It's so much
better to pay it abead of time."”

She said, “Yes, you don't have to wait your
turn here if you come early. There's always
such a rush the last few days."”

I said, “Yes, I always figure to get dovn
here and get the premium paid at least a
week i advance—bait T never have"

FERSEUS
I remember reading about a Greek named
Perseus who planted some dragon's teeth. A
crawd of tough-looking soldiers sprouted up
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out of the ground, all armed and locking for
trouble. Persens was afraid he eonldn’t han-
dle them so he hid and threw rocks at them.
They fell to fighting amongst themselves.
And when they were thinned owt and tired
enough, Persens stepped out and took charge
of them.

New York ain't such a bad town after all,

I picked up a call at 28th and Ninth for
Grand Central. He asked me if 1 could make
it by 4:35. 1 said I didn"t know but T would
try. It was 4:15.

I cut through 28th to get the worst over
first. Well, one of those one-horse mail wag-
ons, deing about two and a halfi miles an
hour, got in front of me, Those wagons are
wide and by holding the middle of the open
space, he kept me from passing, Where there
was a gap at the curh, he would shake the
horse up enough to keep me from passing, T
finally beat him to it on the third try and was
going on the button when a woman stepped
out in front of me. She could see me bt knew
I had to stop and fgured I was able. People
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sure have a lot of faith in chauffeurs, T came
close enough to make her jump but she went
on with her nose in the air and waggling her
rear end wicked.

I got across Eighth with a clear road and
the lights with me at Seventh. I gave her all
she lad on the chance T could beat the light.
The light flashed just as I started across, and
a Mack truck started on the jump and cut me
aff. Had to slide and turn to keep from ram-
ming him, Those trucks have it all over you;
you can't lurt the damn trock and they know
it.

Good luck after the light changed and T
was shooting up Fourth Avenue A Ford
truck was trying to beat me to an opening
when a woman stepped in front of him. Just
as he slapped on the brake, one rear wheel
hit somse manure, s be might as well not
have had any brakes, He caught her right
square—kerwham—and bent the radiator.

Made Grand Central with two minutes to
spare. The man seemed very pleased and gave
me a two dodlar tip.
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YOU COULDN'T BLAME HIM

There is a very capable traffic cop at Spring
and Lafayette. A big husky fellow and very
alert and energetic. If you want to take a left
turn at his corner you can get out in the
middle and give him the sipnal a kalf a block
away and by the time you get down to him,
nine times out of ten, be will have spotted a
gap for vou and hold up his hand and motion
you to take it on the fiy.

I was driving down there the other day
with a party in the caband a couple of Sunday
drivers got in front of me and [ had to take
the middle to pass them just above Spring.
The cop saw me and thought I wanted to turn
left. I signalled him straight ahead but he
didn't get it.

He opened up a gap for me and signalled
me to sheot it, and stepped over to the right
to give me room. I couldn't get by him on the
right and had to stop. He kept holding the
traffic and motioning me to take the turs, and
when it dawned on him that T did not want to

123



tiurn and didin’t intend to, be put his hands on
his hips and gave me a terrible look. “Full
over there."”

1 pulled over to the curb.

“Where's your book."”

T handed it to him.

“What's the matter with you

I said, “God damn it, I've been passing you
here day in and day out for six years and we
never had any trouble before.”

He handed the book back, “Get the hell out
of here™

I got.

POCKET BOOKS

At first 1 made a practice of returning ar-
ticles left in the cab but 1 soon got over that.
Maost people showed very little appreciation
and the time lost was money out of my pocket.
I found a pair of glasses in the cab. They
looked very expensive; the frames were of
silver or platinum filigree work. They weren't
worth much to me but they might be worth
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a lot to the owner. I happened to remember
the woman they belonged to and the apart-
ment house T took her to way up Broadway.
1 drovve up there and described the woman to
the doorman and he phoned her and got per-
mission to send me up. When I got op there
the woman acted as though I had stolen the
glasses. 50 unless the people look right I don't
bother.

I heard a man and his son about ten years
old discussing this matter in the back of the
cab. The boy said, “If a taxi-driver finds
something in the cab and doesn’t return it
that isn't right, is it Papa

“Well, yes and no, son; that depends, Tf
ke found a sum of money, say o thousand
dollars, why he might have wse for that
money, bat if he found a fur piece, say, it
wouldn't be of much use to him even though
it cost 2 thoysand dollars and be eouldn't sell
it for much, Now if he returned it the owner
could afford to pay him a reward that would
be more than he could sell it for.”

“You mean, like the time Mama left her
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fur coat in a cab and the driver brought it
back

“Yes, son.”

After quite a while the boy said, “Mama
gave him two dollars.”

I am always finding women's pocket books
in the cab. I brought so0 many pocket books
home to my litthe danghter that she doesn't
kmvow what to do with them all. One time T
had a couple of cars so that I had drivers
working for me, and they started bringing
home pocket books to my little girl. We had
pocket books all over the place.

It's funny they all contained about the
same things. The description of one about fits
them all: From five to thirty cents; a hand-
kerchief; some sticks of chewing gum with
some’ portions of sticks, the labels carefully
folded over the ends; a mirror; lip sticks;
rouge; powder puff; a rosary; and a small
bottle of bichloride of mercury tablets, One
contained a Christmas list:

Jncle Tom—Necktie,
Father—=Socks.
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Cotzin Jim—Necktie.
Ben—Necktie.
Grandpa—Socks.
Mother—Handkerchiefs,
Aunt Lilly—Handkerchiefs,
Mary—Stockings,
Gene—Stockings,
And one contained a list of words, followed
by definitions :
Exnuisite—Expensive.
Refined— ——,
Hectic—A disease,
Virgin—Young.
Control—When you are experienced,
Selfish—When an old man takes you to
a matinde,
HNow, T don't know that all women's pocket
hooks are like this but 1 do know that this is
the kind that is left in taxicabs.

HACKMEN

There are all kinds of people driving hacks
in New York. There are a lot of gunmen,
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gorillas, etc., who serve a district leader at
election time and get a certain amount of pro-
tection in turn, and who drive taxicabs as a
convenient side line, Most of them are to be
found on what are called closed Hnes: that is,
some places where taxicabs stand in line for
business at a designated hack stand, a tough
gang will get together and hold the line for
themselves and keep outsiders out.

At the other extreme there is a close rela-
tive of the late Elbert Hubbard who has been
hacking in New York ever since antomobiles
came in, and he can tell some very good sto-
ries if you happen to meet him in one of the
Coffee Pots about three o'clock in the morn-
g,

Then there i3 George Mast. His people
have followed the sea for pencrations. He
was a Captain in the Merchant Marine be-
fore the War. During the War he was given
a commission in the Navy. He had a couple
of supply ships blown out from under him,
one right after the other, just off New York
Harbor, He was then placed in command of
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a destroyer and was Captain in the service
after the War. One day he received orders
by wireless direct from the Navy Department
tocall in at Bermuda and pick up ten cases
of special ammunition. He thought they were
funny looking ammunition cases, but there
was nothing to do but obey orders. When he
got into New York Harbor, the prohibition
officers boarded the ship at quarantine, seized
the ten ¢ases of special ammunition which
proved to be a fine assortment of wines and
liqueurs from France.

George was kept out of jail but was re-
tired from the service om half pay pending
an investigation. The papers in the case were
supposed to have been forwarded to Wash-
ington. The case was never officially investi-
gated.

George is, as he describes himself, “fair,
fat and forty,” but he manages to get by
driving a taxi, as his half pay is hardly
enough to support his family.

Omce a month he drives down to the Navy
boat landing at South Ferry, parks the car,
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takes off the old tin hack badge, strides up to
the orderly in charge of the landing. The or-
derly salutes and he salutes. George says,
“Take me to the Island.” The launch is
manned and they take him to the Ishnd
where he is received as a Captain for the mo-
ment again, draws his half pay, returns to
South Ferry, puts the old tin badge on and
goes back to hacking.

THE BAD GUY

I met Capt. Mast and he told me this one:

“I picked wp a tough-looking guy late at
night to go away out near Coney Island. T
wouldn't have taken him but it was a dull
night and I didn't like to lose the money.
After we got over the bridge he started talk-
ing like this, “You're going to get the run of
your life to-night. You're going to have a
sweet time getting that dough off me” At
first I thonght he was joking; then T thought
he was a little bit drunk, He kept right on
with that talk and finally T saw he meant it.
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He said, "You guys think you are tough.’ 1
said, ‘Oh, I'm no fighter. Us hack drivers get
a hard name but most of us can't serap much.’
I thought that would pacify him a little, but
he kept right on worse than ever until I got
pretty near out there, Then [ spotted a police
booth along the Parkway, go I ran right up
close o it, then slapped on the brake hard
and =aid, “Just a minute, buddy, I got a friend
of mine I want to speak to here,’ and T pulled
the cab up right in front of the police booth,
The cop came out and I told him T had a pas-
senger who refused o pay the fare. In the
meantime the man had got out the door on
the other side and was running across the
street. The cop jumped on the running board
and we went after him. When he saw us
coming be stopped running. The cop said,
“Why don't you pay this man hiz fare? The
fellow said, ‘T don't owe him any fare; 1
wasn't in his cab.'

*“The cop said, 'Go on. What are you run-
ning for ¥ and grabbed him by the coat and
swung him around towards the cab,
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“The man said, “You can't get rough with
me. What proof you got?”

“Bang. The cop hit him right square in the
mouth and knocked him backward into the
apen door of the cab. He hopped on the run-
ning beard and said, “Drive over to the sta-
tion house.’

“The passenger said, ‘Never mind. I'll pay
him. What you got on the clock, you ——7"

T said, “Two dollars seventy cents.”

“He pulled out three dellars, handed it to
me and said, “Give me thirty cents, yon ——
m,‘ -

“The cop cuffed him alongside the head
but he waited and got his thirly cents and
walked off with it."

PROHIBITION AGENTS

Another time George told me this one:

“T got a guy who cliimed to be a prohibi-
tion agent who wanted ta follow another car.
We followed the car way out on Long Tsland
and back again. He told me there would be
a big tip in it if I kept the other car in sight,
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and I certainly had to step on the gas. I may
be fair, fat and forty, but I showed them
what a fat man can do. The guy talked so
much about the big tip that I got kind of
suspicious. When I got back to New York,
stopped over on Greenwich Street, 1 had
twelve dollars on the clock. He took out a
twenty and said, ‘Have you got change?' and
hung on to the bill. T saw I was due to be
skunked, so I said, “Yes, I got change,” and
I pulled out a fistful of ones, reached over
and got the twenty ont of his hand. In the
meantime I shoved the transmission lever
into second with my knee, and as soon as [
got hold of that twenty I stepped on the gas
and let the clutch in. That old bos fairly
leaped off the groumd."”

BEN LINDSAY
I have been reading this stuff by Ben Lind-
say abont sex. I really can't see anything
more complicated about the sex business than
about the business of buying an antomobile.
I like a Packard. I had onc that I drowve
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about two hundred and sixty-cight thousand
miiles. I took care of it, and it never failed
me. If 1 had to get out of a tight place, I
could step on the gas, and I knew just whatgs
she would do, and she always did it. Owning
that Fackard to me meant being sure of hav-
ing the car I liked best, having the exclusive
use of it, being sure that no irresponsible
person who had no stake in it would put it out
of order, being able to take care of it and
know that somebody else wounldn't bang it all
up. Now if that old Packard could talk I don’t
imagine that it would resent the fact that [
thought I owned it because it would realize
that in 0 far as I owned it, it also owned me,
and I think it wonld have been rather prouad
of the fact that it was worth cwning.

People who have a lot of money don't have
to worry so much about buying a car, If they
don't like the first one, they can get a second
one; but for ordinary folks it is different.

Maybe a man would like to have a Buick.
He feels he would be perfectly satisfied with
a Buick. But he hasn't money enongh to bay
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one. Now if he goes and buys a Chevrolet on
the installment plan, what with the expense
of keeping up the Chevrolet, he may never
get money encayzh to get a Buick.

Some people like to buy a Chevrolet or a
Diodge on the installment plan. After they
have worn the new off of it, they stop mak-
ing payments amd ket it be taken away from
them.

There are some people of means who like
to have a Ford because they don't have to
worry about it. If it gpets smashed op, they
can get another one. A second-hand one can
be had for next to nothing.

Then there are some people who prefer to
ride in taxis. Of course, you can't expect
much in a taxi. A lot of them are all battered
np. As like as not, the previous passenger has
spit all over the floor and seattered cigarette
butts around. But you can get one whenever
you want it, pay the fare when you get there,
amd you are through with it. Or if anything
happens to it, you just pay what's on the
clock, and get another one.
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On the other hand there are some people
that like to have & Packard or a Pierce Arrow
or a Rolls Royce. They would rather get
what they want, stick to it, and keep it in
good shape. They don’t see any fun in riding
around in other people's Fords.

Wow Bertrand Russell says jealonsy should
not be considered a wirtue any more, but if
you go Jlmnloc}liug arpund with somchody’s
Packard for which he has paid good money
and thinks highly of, why wyou are likely to
get a busted nose and that's all there is to it

VAIT FOR "EM

I was playing the Chatham line one Tues-
day night when business was dull. The driv-
ers all gathered up arcund one of the cabs
and got to talling. One said he had a good
waiting call. Another said, ““Waiting call.
You don't know anything about good wait-
ing calls. Listen to this one. Remember last
Woednesday it was raining? I was on day
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shift and T picks this guy up in the mornin’,
big, swell-lookin® guy, and he keeps me the
whale day, just short runs and waitin'. Along
in the afternoon he goes into a swell apart-
ment house. Well, [ waited an hour and I
commenced o get worried so T goes in and
asks the elevator man if he knows this guy.
He says, ‘Sure, he's all right. His name's
Kilein; he's here right aleng.” So I goes back
and sits in the cab; smokin® cigarettes; and
the rain drizzlin’ down steady, and I waits
another hour. Then I goes in and asks the
telephone operator to call this guy up and ask
him if he wants the cab to wait any longer.
He says, “Tell him to wait; I want him to
wait.

“Well, hali past four come and I was sup-
posed to be in the garage by foor but T didn't
know what to do so I called up the boss asnd
told him about it, and asked him what to do.
The boss #5 a Jew. He says, “You ah gattING
a dollAH end a hef an ouAH end die cah is
stendING? VAIT for him! VAIT for him!
If it is rainING go inSIDE; get 2 cup
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COFFee but VAIT for him! VAIT for him!
Get in die bek of die ceb; mek yourself com-
fortable but VAIT for him! VAIT for him !

“T got in the cab and waited and waited.
Six o'clock come and seven o'clock, and the
meter was clicking right along. I got out and
wound it up once in a while. Nine o'clock
come and there was thirty-five dollars on the
elock, and I pets worried again so I has the
telephone operator call him up again, He says,
“ou tell him T want him to wait for me; if
he's scared of his money, I'll pay him now.
But I want him to wait for me.”

“ told the doorman I'd pay for the coffee
and sandwiches for the bunch if be would go
and get 'em, 50 I minded the door and he
went and got lunch for us. Then T crawled
back in the cab and took a map for a while.
1 was scared to call him up any more for fear
he'd get sore.

“He never came out until seven o'clock the
next mornin’. He was lookin® terrible. He had
a girl with him. ‘Now," be says, ‘T want you
to drive me over to Tiffany's beeanse T want
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to buy my sweetie some jewelry,” Well, we
drives down Fifth Avenue and stops in front
of Tiffany’s, and they ain't open yet, so we
waits there amd the cop was givin' us the eye.
He looked terrible. Finally they opened the
store and they starts to go in and the door-
man won't let ‘em in. Oh, he looked terrible.
He pulls out the roll and the doorman lets
him in then. Then the clerks wasn't goin' to
wait on him, until he gets the roll out, and
then he got service.

“After that he drops the girl off at the
apartment house and [ takes him up to New
Rochelle. What a call!

*“Well, that wasa't all there was to it. You
see, this guy was one of the big men in the
Mongoose Taxi Manufacturing Company
and the boss said that Goldberg, you know,
the head salesman, called up about it. Well,
the next day this Goldberg comes over when
1 am turnin’ in and the boss says be wanted
me ta take him over to the Astor, and for me
to take him, the night man can wait. Gold-
berg got in and I started off with him. He zat
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on one of the little seats o he could talk to
me. He says, ‘Did you have a party named
Elein Wednesday

T says, ‘That I conldn't say. Maybe I did.
Maybe T didn't.’

“He says, ‘I'm the head salesman of the
Mongoose Taxi Manufacturing Company.
What T say goes with your boss. I can have
you fired.”

“T says, “Well, maybe you can and maybe
yodqi can't.

“He says, You rode that man aroond all
day, didn’t you?® :

“T gays, ‘Maybe I did and maybe I didn't.”

“He says, You took him down to the
Apartment Honse didn't you?'

“T says, ‘I couldn't say. Maybe I did and
maybe T didn't.”

“Then he says, “Where did you take him
from there

“T says, ‘T conldnt say.

“He kept at me all the way over to the
Astor and then he told me to wait for him, I
didn't want to wait for him, so in about half
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an hour 1 tells the doorman to find out if he
wanted me to wait and if not to get the
money. The doorman came back and gave
me six dollars and a half, He said the guy
didn't want me to wait and asked him hoar
much was on the clock 0 he says six dollars
and a half. 1 only had a buck twenty on the
clock =0 T offered to split it with him, but he
didn’t want nothin®,

“Well, the next day the boss said that
Goldberg had complained that I overcharged
nim. T said 1 didn't overcharge him, and the
boss says, “Whaddayu mean you didn’t over-
charpe him ¥ T wouldn®t tell him no more than
that I didn't overcharge him. Well, that night
this Goldberg was back again and he says,
“You're the fresh taxi driver that changed
me six dollars and a half to take me over to
the Astor, and you woulda't give me no io-
formation.'

“T says, ‘Did you give me six dollars and
a half ¥

“ "Well, no," he said, ‘T gave it to the door-
man.
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“OWell! 1 said, "You'd better talk to the
doorman.”

“So him and the boss got in the cab and
we goes over to the Astor again. The same
doorman was on, you know, that big Irish-
men, Goldberg says to him, ‘Did this man
tell you there was six dollars and a half on
the clock when he was waiting for me yester-
day ¥

“The doorman says, ‘And who arrh you
to be askin® me quistions? Whaht autthority
have you got? 7

“Well,! says Goldberg, ‘T just wanted to
know.’

“Well," says the doorman, ‘if it's any sat-
isfaction to yuh he didn’t tell me nothin®
whaht was on the clock, I told yuh there was
six fifty on the clock and yvou paid me six
fifty, and what T done with the six fifty is
me own business, and what was on the clock
I don't know. End is thir iny more quistions
yud like to ask?

“I drove them back to the parage and the
boss says to Goldberg, "You didn't pay the
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driver, There's a dollar forty on the clock,”
so Goldberg paid me the dollar forty."”

SWEET CAPS

I was standing with the flivwer taxi at
Bixth Avenue and gth Street late one night
hoping to pick up o couple of stray uptown-
ers too drunk to get home on the subway. 1
saw a couple coming but they didn't look like
business. They weren't drunk and, though
the girl was all dressed up, she looked rather
thin and worried and the man was little and
shabbry. They stopped alongside of the cab
and looked me over.

The girl said, “Are you working? I may
have a job for you in a little while."

“Sure. Il be here.”

She looked across the street and following
her glance T saw a well dressed man, well lit.

She said to her eompanion, “That John
looks like a live one. Wait here.”" And she
crossed the street.
He took a quick look up and down the
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street and seemed satisfied and said, “How's
business &

“Tongh."

“WNobody's got any money since the war's
aver.”

“T used to make good jack in the ship-
yards,” 1 said, “but they're all shut dowr
now. I saved some money and bought this
hack when things got bad."

“Did you work in the shipyards too?
Christ, it was good, wasn't it? I was bucking
up before the war so [ got right on rivetin®,
What dough we made. Twelve and ffteen
ceiits on shell! 1 got as much as ten cents on
buttonsets in the intercostals,”

“Too bad the war didn't last forever, hey.”

“T sawed up a big stake but T lost it I
beught a gin mill and cabaret down here but
yuh can't make no money at it. Yuh have to
slip it all as fast as vuh make it and when
yuh can't come across with all they want,
they break yuh "

As he talked he kept a sharp lookout, He
looked to me to be pretty small for a riveter.
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Riveting is hard heavy work but a few small
men make good at it; some of the best 've
ever seen. They don’t last lomg at it though.
The strain breaks them down in a few years,
I'm big and strong, but my right arm started
to go dead and numb after five years with
the hammer.

The girl retorned looking discouraged.
“He's too far gone,” she said. “The booze
they sell now is sumpin terrible,” Then to
him, "Got a cigarette?™

“No, that was the last one.”

She rummaged around in her purse for
sometime and handed him a codn, “You can
get a pack of Sweet Caps.”

He walked over to the drug store and she
said, “I never saw business go bad. And the
cops,—my God. I'm just after doing thirty
days in Bedford.”

I said, “There was a lush bere last night
you coubda had ; too bad you weren't around.”

“Think of that. Amd I didn't get a thing
all last night."

“Have you pot a room 2™
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“No, you can't use no room on account of |

the cops. I always get a taxi. I tell 'em the

taxi is five bucks. Of course, if be won't pay |

the driver that much, I make up the differs
ence myself.”

The man returned and they Ht their cig-
arettes. “Here comes one, maybe,” the man
said. “I'll look him owver.” He hurried off.

“He's a prince of a fellow. He usta make
big money but his health gave out. He ain't
strong enough for that shipvard work. He
spent & ot on me” Her thin, tense face
looked very wistful,

The man came back locking hopeful. “1
think you can get that John."

She powdered her noge and hurried off.

He posted himself to watch and said,
“She's & great kid, I met her in the cabaret
before T bought it. I spent a pile of dough
of her. She's made a lot of money. She don't
apend no time on "em at all. Just long enough
to gret her hooks on that fifteen backs, and
out they go.™

The girl returned dejected. “He's no good.

4

Lookin® for charity —them damped school
teachers."”

“Here comes a dick,” the man said,

“Did he spot us yet "

‘.:\-D‘,‘,

50 long buddy,” they said and hurried off,

TRAINING 'EM

Mack used to play the Union Square hotel
when it was a closed line. He was a little guy
but darn well put together. He was no good
with his hands on account of his nose. He
had a glass nose. Any kind of punch in the
nose practically put him out. That was what
made him dangerous. He couldn't afford to
take chances. He had two very mean tricks,
If a blote hit at him he'd grab him by the
wrist with both hands and turn arcund and
bring the arm down on his shoulder, elbow
down, and either break the arm or throw the
guy over his shoulder and land him on his
head on the sidewalle. Tf he missed the wrist
he would get the guy by the chin and the
back of the head and twist his head quick and
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hard. It don't sound bke much but just let
somebody that knows how to do it try it on
you.

He broke a man’s neck that way once and
came near gelting into trouble over it. Cn
account of there not being any marks on him
and his having had a few drinks the cops
thought the booze killed him.

He was kind of touchy too, wouldn't stand
for a passenger bawling him out. He put a
woman out of the cab once for looking at
him through one of them lorgnettes. She took
his number and reported him to the police but
it turned out all right. You see, his hack
license had been suspended for something so
he had borrowed my book and badgpe and she
toak the badge number. Well, of course, T got
the summons, and when [ appeared’ before
the commissioner she said T wasn't the man
because 1'm about twice as big as Mack so
I told her she must have made a mistake in
the number. She said it was very strange,

T was talking about getting a job driving
private and Mack said he used to drive pri-
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vate, I asked him how he liked it. He said,
“I¢'s all right if you can get a good job, but
they're hard to get. The best thing is to get
a boss that ain't used to having a chauffeur
and break him in right and then watch your
step and you're all right.

“I used to drive for Harrison, the big cor-
poration lawyer. They were terrible at first;
driving from the back seat. T couldn’t stand
it. They got so bad on a tour through Maasa-
chusetts once that T got out and left the car
in the middle of the road about half way be-
tween two towns and walked to the railroad
and came back to New York. The ol man
followed me—he weighs about three hundred
pounds and isn't any taller than me and said,
“William, now William, I think we ought to
be able to come to an understanding.’ But 1
was oo mad to talk.

“I got a letter from him in a couple of
weeks asking me to come back to work and
I 'went back and we got along all rfight,”

I said, “Well, how did he get to be such
a big lawyer '
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“Oh he was there. He didn't know any-
thing else but he knew the law. Several big
corporations paid him about fifty thousand
dollars apiece just to advise them. Fle hardly
ever went into court but when he did he acted
like Supreme Court judges were dirt under
his fect. Oh he was there,

1 made Rity dollars a week and pickings.
I grot a three hundred split from the salesman
when he bought & new car. He kept a Dodge
te rin around in and a big car to tour in and
go out at night. T'd go around and see who
T could get the best terms out of, Then T'd
gay to the obd man, “This car s geiting in
pretty bad shape.”

“He'd say, "Why, William—a—it secms
to be running all right.’

“T wouldn't say anything, and then ina
couple of days he'd say, “Well, William,—a
—what do you think—a—is wrong with the
car?

“I'd say, “You might not notice it ; it sounds
good yet, but before long it will give trouble;
the pistoms are bad and the universals are

150

working loose and there’s a click in the rear
end like a broken tooth.

“He said, “Maybe Il better—a—tumm it in
—a—while I can get something for it

“We bowght Cadies three years and the
agency thought they could po without me
then and wouldn't give me any commission
50 the next year the old man bought a Pierce
and that taught them a lesson. We got a Cady
again next year. A Cady is better for hig fat
people. A Packard is all right for tall thin
people,

*I certainly earned my money and T needed
it then. I was married then and my wife could
spend it. T got a rake off on the gas and tires
and garage and when the boss went touring
he gave me five dollars for dinner and hotel
bill and T slept in the car and ate in huneh
wagans, but [ never had a dollar to spare,

“The missus was just as big as the boss.
She liked to drive out in the country days and
tramp around, I drove the Dodge on those
trips. She picked the roughest, narrowest
roads she could find and when we couldn’t
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get any farther with the car, she'd get out
and walk. Then she'd climb over the rocks
till she’d get some place she couldn't get down
from and then she'd holler, "William, Wil-
liam, T can't get down; come and help me.”

“She got started sliding down a rock once.
She hollered, “William, I"m slipping.’ 1 got
hold of her around the waist but I couldn't
hold her; she weighs about three hundred
pounds, T pot my feet hooked around a tree
and stopped her but she damn near pulled me
in two, She said, “William, what shall T dof
I can't get up.” I said, ‘Tum around and get
ahold of me and climb up and get ahold of
the tree and then I'll climb up and get ahold
of the next one, and we can pet back that
Wiy,

“She had a kitten she used to carry around
in the car. One time she had me stop on Fifth
Avenne alongside the park and let the kitten
ont on the grass to play. A dog came along
and chased the kitten up a tree. I chased the
dog away but the kitten wouldn't come down
so the missus said, "William, can’t you climb
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the tree and get ber down ?* I climbed the tree
and got the kitten down and it scratched hell
out of me.

“Well, we drove down Fifth Avenuse and
stopped at Lord and Taylor's and the door-
man opened the door and she got out. Then
she said, “William, William, I'm caught.' T
loaked around and there she was with her
back to the car and her feet not quite touch-
ing the sidewalk. I got out and saw that she
had stepped out onto the running board and
leaned back against the car and got the front
door hinge hooked into her corset strings be-
hind and when she stepped off the running
board the corset string stretehed almost
enough to let her down almost to the side
walk. I tried to lift her but she was so heavy
and hard to get a hold of that T couldn’t raise
her high enough to get her unhooked, Finally
the doorman lifted from one side and me
from the other and we ot her off.

“They liked to go places on the train and
have me meet them there with the big car.
The boss would say, “William, we're going to
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Boston to-night, Will you—a—take us down
to Grand Central and then—a—drive up to
Boston and—a—meet the train in the morn-
ing? Then in a couple of days I'd have to
take them to the depot in Boston and meet
the train again in New York.

“They did a lot of touring to Florida and
Loz Angeles and so on. They liked to talk
to their friends about i, We'd start out for
Los Angeles and about the second morning
when I'd call at the hotel for them the boss
would say, “Wiliam,—a—we have to call on
some friends here to-day, You—a—go on in
the car and we'll—a—take a Puollman to-
night and—a—meet you in Chicago to-mor-
row so as—a—not to delay you" Well, it
would be like that all the way. They conldn't
stamd more than one or two days touring at
a time,

“Omne time in Washington the boss said,
‘William,—a—why is it that we never get
any service in the hotels like other people?' I
said, ‘Give them tips enough and you'll get
service.”
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“He said, "Well, William,—a—how much
do you think I should give them®

T said, *Give the deorman a five dollar bill
when you come and the same when you leave,
Then you don't have to tip him every time
you go in or out. Then give the head bell
hop Lo

“He said, Well—a—William—a—suppose
I give you the money? Could you arrange it
for me? How much will you need

“1 said, “Well forty dollars will be enough
if you're only staying a week.”

“He said, "All right, here's Afty."

“T said to the doorman, “My peopbe want
service and they'll pay for it. They're regu-
lar, Here's five dollars and therell be as much
more when we leave,”

“He said, “That's Q. K. with me.

“Then I fixed things up with the others.
Well, they got more service than the King
and Queen of England after that. The missus
was tickled pink. She smiled all over. The
boss said, “This is fine, William. How in the
world did you manage it?"
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“They had a hard time keeping cooks and
maids. One day the missus said, "“William,
maybe you could get us a cook and a maid."
I went down to the cmployment office and
looked owver the people there. There was a
couple that looked like they knew their stuff
50 I told them about the job and they said
they'd take a chance. They got along fine.
The man cooked and his wife waited on table
and helped around.

“1 made all the repairs on the cars. The
missus took a lot of interest in it. She used
to come out to the garage back of the house
and watch me grinding valves and wanted to
learn all about it. She bragged to wisitors
about it. I'd go in to get my orders and she'd
say to her guests, "William does all our re-
pair work. You're grinding the eylinders to-
day, aren't yoo, William® I'd say, Yes,
mea'am,” and keep a straight face and most of
the guests didn't know the difference any-
way.

“00d ex-President McBust used to visit
them a good deal. He and the old man were
a tight fit on the back seat of the Cady. T took
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them out to the country club one afternoon
and they stayed till nine-thirty B. M. T had
a date in town for ten P. B, s0 when they
finally came out I stepped on the gas to try
and get back in time. I had the bus doing
seventy-five when the old man says, ‘A—Wil-
Ham—a—aren't you going rather—a——fast?

T says, “Why no—not particalarly.

“After about five miniites he says, ‘But
William—a—it seems (o me that you're go-
ing rather—a—~fast. Possibly I'm mistaken
but it seems to me that you're going—a—
rather fast.’

“I said, “Well, that's probably due to your
condition,”

“After a while he said, ‘A—William—am
I as bad off as all that?

“I said, “Well—pretty bad.

“When I got them home they staggered
when they got out of the car though they had
walked periectly straight when they came out
of the country club. They helped each other
up the stairs and I never heard any complaint
about the speeding.

“T didn't have much work to do one winter
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amnd a bootlepper pot me to make a trip once
in a while at night. It didn't interfere with
driving for Harrison. The bootlegger had a
big Pierce tuned up to a hair. You could do
seventy down a rough road as smooth as a
whistle. A guard went with me and we ran
about a hundred miles along the Sound and
got loaded up so as to start back about two
A. M. and get in before daylight. We got
chased and shot at a conple of times but we
just walked off and left them. I got fifty
dollars a trip and made about two trips a
week, They put the car in the shop after each
trip and kept it tuned up perfect.

“Well, the prohibition agents or the hi-
jackers must have laid for us as one night
they cut loose on us with what sounded like
a machine gun. I slid down to the foor baards
and drove with one hand on the wheel and
one hand on the throttle—I couldn’t get my
feet on the eontrol on the pedals in that posi-
tion—and just peeked out over the edpe of
the cowl and kept the throttle to the foor
board. The other fellow got down on the
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floor boards too and got his hands on the
clutch and brake pedals so as to work them
if necessary. They must have had a gun set
high because it was all going into the load at
the top. The load protected us and none of
the tires got hit. We got away from them in
short order, but it was hell while it lasted.

“After we had got well away we were so
shaky we stopped to get a bottle out of the
load and have a bracer. We went through
half of the load of zixty cases before we
found an unbroken quart. Booze was drip-
ping all over the road under the car,

“When we got into town right near the
boss's house the motor commenced to sputter
like the gas wasn't feeding right and I had
to go into second, and we just crawled along.
Then we saw the police car coming toward
us down the street. We didn't dare meet it
becanse you could smell the ear a Mock away,
50 I told the other fellow, “T'll drive the car
into the old man's garage and we will leave
it there until I get it fixed up enough to get
through.
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“We had a fourcar garage on the old
man's place with two doors 20 you could put
two cars on each side, cne behind the other,
I didn't think they were going to use the
Dodge the next day go I put the Pierce be-
hind the Dodge so 1 could get out with the
Cady. 1 couldn’t turn the lights on without
being seen from the house so T figured to fix
the Fierce the next day and get it out the
next night. I had a room upstairs over the
garage o [ turned in to get some sleep.

“Well, about eight o'clack the phone rang,
The missus said she had got a telegram;
guests were coming ; she would have to go to
the depot to meet them. She zaid to drive the
Dodge. She always liked to drive the Dodge,
I told her T was doing some repair work on
the Dodge and it wasn't ready to run and I
would have to use the Cady.

“Well, we drove down and picked up the
guests, two Anti-saloon League leaders and
their wives, When we got back old McBust
had come over to have breakfast with them.

“I went out to the garage and went to
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work on the Pierce. It was a sight. There
was half a dozen holes in the upper part of
the gas tank and I guess some dirt or chips
had got into the gas line and clogged it.

“In about an hour the phone rang again
and the missus said to come to the house.
When I got there they were all sitting around
at the breakfast table and the missus said,
“William, we all want to drive out to Green-
wich and come back in time for a matinee.
Will you be able to make the trip and get
back in time?" And then before I answered,
she said to the guests, "William does all our
repair work, William, what are you doing to
the car mow ¥

“I zaid, ‘Oh, I'm just taking up the play
in the rear end.’

*“The missus said, It's so interesting to
watch William working on the car. I am
learning all about it. He takes up on the pis-
tons and scrapes the crankshaft and every-
thing. Let's all go out and see how he is get-
ting along. Wouldn't you like to see the inside
of the machine?"
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They all said, “Why yes, it would be very
interesting,” and got up.

*I said, "Vou'd better not come out now;
everything is all dirty out there and you will
get your clothes all dirty.”

"They said, ‘Oh, that's all right, William.
We're used to roughing it

“I near went crazy irying to shoo them
back to the house but I couldn’t stop thens,
They just kept right on coming.

“Well, they took one look at that old Pierce
and got a smell of it and turned around and
went back to the house.

“Aflter a little while the old man came out.
He said, "William, I am shocked and mor-
tified beyond words. You can't realize how
you have humiliated me. Here are your wages
in full, Take that disgraceful machine out of
my garage to-night without fail and never
let me see your face again

“Well, that's the way it goes, just when
you get a family broke in right something
has to happen. I'd get another private job
bait it's too much worry and trouble to get
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them trained. I haven't got a wife on my
hands any more and [ can make enough for
myself hacking and not so much to worry
about.”

THE LICENSE BUREAU

When I bought my own taxi, the Ford, I,
of course, had to get it licensed. I knew the
system at the License Bureau from having
taken taxis there to be licensed for the boss.
First I pot in line with the other taxis wait-
ing to be licensed and the first imspector
wostld come out and book over the cars in the
line and see if they were painted right and
clean, ete., and he wonld look over your ap-
plication blank. If he passed you, you went
on to the next inspector, who tested your
brakes. It was the proper thing to fold a
two-dollar bill up with your papers; other-
wise, the paint wouldn't be good encugh or
the car wouldn't be clean enough or some-
thing of the sort. The inspector was really
quite a competent sleight-of-hand performer;
you couldn't see him take the two-dollar bill
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but when he handed the papers back it was
gone. The next inspector checked up on the
brakes. He would say, “Drive down the hill
fast. Now, put on the foot brake.” If you
stopped all right, he'd say, “Now go ahead,”
and when you were going fast he'd say, “Put
on your emergency brake” If you stopped
all right you drove into the License Burean
to have the clock tested and license plates at-
tached, ete. The emergency brake on a Ford
never was any good; wasn't built to be ser-
viceable for over a week, The umderstanding
was that if your emergency brake was no
good you slipped the inspector half & dollar
asd if your foot brake was no good and you
were using reverse for a foot-brake, why
you glipped him a dollar. My Ford was in the
latter condition. The inspeetor knew his busi-
ness all right. T put one foot on the foot-
brake and put on the reverse with the other
foot. He looked at me and said, “Now go
abead and try out the emergency hrake T
pulled the emergency brake hard and stepped
on the reverse again. He looked at mie and I
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handed him a dollar. He said, “Now for God's
sake be eareful. If you run over somebody
poing out of the License Burcan there will be
hell to pay.”

The first inspector put a mark at the top
of the application, which must have indicated
whether vou slipped him generously or not,
because all the later inspectors accepted you
as a long lost friend as soon as they looked
at the paper. When I got the car inside the
License Burean the fellow who tested the
clock just jacked up the front wheel and spun
it around a couple of times and let it down
aid sealed the elock. T shpped him a half.
Then I went into the office to pay the Hcense
fee and get the application accepted. There
was at that time a Federal Revenue tax of
$10.00 a year on taxicabs and they had their
eollector in there, and you had to get a re-
ceipt from him before you could go through
with the rest of it. He had a rule that he
wosildin't accept cash, He woild only accept
a money order, That is, T offered him a $10.00
gold certificate in payment of the tax, which
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he refused to accept: T woild have o go get
a money order. I suppose the rule might have
been put in originally so that the Post Office
could check up on the inspector and keep him
from stealing. "“Well,”" T said, “what will I
do? 1 got my car in there holding up the
line."

“Well,"” he said, “I can get the money ar-
der for you," and he looked at me, so I got
out a half a dollar and laid it down on top of
the $ro.00 bill and he said, “As long as you
didn’t know about it I will get the moncy or-
der for you."

The application blank was gotten up about
like the driver's license application blank,
with spaces on it for two people who own
their own business to vouch for your fnteg-
rity, but the first inspector’s check mark at
the top of the application seemed to have
much more influence. Well, that was the sys-
tem in the old License Bureaw, which was a
Sitate Burean.

When I bought my first Packard and con-
verted it into a taxi it was indoubtedly about
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the swellest taxicab in New York. T bought it
from the preacher at one of those fashion-
able Park Avenue churches, He said one of
the wealthy members of his congregation had
given it to him. It was a town car with a cus-
tom made body and the most luxuriouns up-
holstery and fittings. It cost about eight
thousand five hundred dollars. After it was
all fixed up and out of the paint shop and
ready for the License Burean I said to my-
gelf, “Well, now, 1 am going to see if I can't
get this car through the License Bureau
without slipping them.” Packard taxis are
very common now bat that car was a sensa-
tion. I took the line and when I handed the
inspector my papers there was no two-dollar
bill. He said that the insurance receipt among
the papers was not dated right, so I'had to
pull cut of the line to go get that attended to.
Well, T just went ahead and operated the taxi
the rest of that day without a license and
muade abowt thirty dollars and didn't have any
trouble. The first thing again the next day I
took the line. [ hadn't changed the insurance

167




receipt but he didn't notice that this time,
He said that the clock—that is, the taximeter
—wasn't put on at the right angle, that I
wotld have to have that turned around a lit-
tle. So I drove oot of the line and worked an-
other day without a license. Well, the third
day Ire said that the rug in the back of the
cab was worn; I would have to get a new rug.
The fourth day the outside of the car was
dirty. The fifth day there was something
wrong with the way the front seat was fisxed,
By the sixth day they must have got tired of
seeing me come around because T went right
on through the License Biirean without a par-
ticle of trouble, and T hadn’t changed a thing.

Along about 1923 the City authorities and
the Police Department had been agitating in
favor of abolishing the State Bureau and put-
ting the licensing of taxicabs in the hands of
the Police Department. In rozq the New
York World staged o great expose of crook-
edness in the taxicab business and the police
arrested a couple of inspectors of the License
Bureau for accepting bribes. Great was the
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editorial indignation. About the only solution
was to put the taxd business in the hands of
the police, so the old License Bureau was
ahalished and the Police Department set up
its own taxi licensing offices,

The first thing we were notified that we
had to take out new driver's licenses and new
car Heenses, so T went down to the new Li-

" cense Burean and got the blanks. They were

just about like the old ones. The driver's li-
cense required the names of five previows
employers and two business men to vouch
for you and the car license, two vouchers. I
got my application all flled out with the
butcher and grocer I dealt with as vouchers
and drove down to the License Burean. There
was quite a line of cabs waiting and I took
my place on the line. The first inspector came
ot to look the cars over. I noticed that the
first thing he did was to open the right-hand
door and lift up the corner of the rug. T said
to the driver next to me, “What's the game
He zaid, “Put a deuce under the corner of the
rug.” Well, T was still feeling uppity so I
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thought I would try going through again
without slipping them. I got past the first in-
spector all right and got into the License Bu-
rean and parked the car to have the meter
tested; went into the office with the applica-
tion blank. The inspecor said the application
had to be signed by the police captain of the
precinet in which I resided, so [ drove ocut and
up to the Bronx and asked the captain to sign
the application. He wasn't going to sign it
because he said he didn't know anything
about it and had no instructions. [ explained
to him all over again that I was held up for
his signature and T would have to have it, 50
he said, “Well, I guess it won't do any harm
to sign it," and he did 20,

I drove back down to the License Bureau,
got in line again and got into the Bureau and
presented the application again. The inspec-
tor said the application was made out on the
wrong blank, that they had a new blank. He
said, “Here, take one of these new blanks
and make your application out on that"™ Tt
meant that 1 would have to drive back to the
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Bronx again and get the vouchers filled out
and sworn again and all that. T started 6ll-
ing in the part that I eould fill in myself and
he zaid, “Here, take it down to that notary
public there next to the kedging house. He'lll
fix it up for you so you won't make any mis-
take.” 1 walked down to the notary public
next to the lodring house and handed him the
blank. He looked it all over and turmed it
aver and looked at the back of it, just like he
had never seen ane before; then he looked up
at me and said, “Ah hum, I see you have to
have two vouchers here.” I said, “Yes." He
gaid, “Well, T can fill this in for you and
swear to it. You won't have any trouble with
it, T¢ will be three dollars and a half.” T said,
“iGo to hell” and walked out. I went back to
the License Bureau to get my car to drive
back to the Bronx to get my vouchers and
the Captain to sign the new application. I
found that somebody had thed a red ticket on
the taximeter which stated that the meter
was fast and that operating the car with the
ticket attached was an offense punishable by
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a fine of $50.00 or a year in jail. T drove owt
with the car and when 1 had gone about half
a block a man ran out from a shop where they
repair taximeters and called to me, “Hey,
what's the matter with the meter?” I said,
“The ticket says it's fast.” He said, “T can
fix that up for you and it won't take five min-
utes and you won't need to lose your place in
the line or anything. It will cost four dollars
and a half."” I said, “Go to hell” and drove on.
I got the new application all fixed up and
had the meter checked up by the manufactur-
ers, who certified that it was all right, drove
back down to the License Bureau and took
the line. It was getting late in the day by that
time. The cop came cut of the License Bureay
and called out, “No more to-day; come back
to-morrow.” The drivers, instead of leaving
the line, all gathered around the cop. The fel-
lows next to me said, “Well, T guess a deuce
will square it,” and started for the head of
the line.
Well, T thought I'd try something else. T
drove out of the line and went into a tele-
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phone booth and called up the City editor of
The World and told him that if he was still
in the humor of exposing the taxicab busi-
ness 1 had a good story for him, He said,
“Let’s have it,” so I told him about it. He
gaid, “Well, it's a good story but we don't
feel like using it at the present time ; but you
g0 back to the License Bureau. It's too late to
attend to it now but you go back to-morrow
and if you have any further trouble, call me
up and T will sce that you are taken care of.”
I thanked him and said that T would.

When I got down there the next day and
was about to take the end of the line a
mounted eop rode up and said, *'Oh, you were
here yesterday. Yon don't need to take the
line, Drive right on in" I left the line and
drove up to the door and just as I got to the
door the chief of the License Bureau was
standing there and he said, “Drive right on
in; drive right on in. They will take care of
you in just a moment.” I got inside the door
and there was another inspector thers and he
said, “Park your car right in here; park your
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eir right in here. We will take care of you in
just a moment.” T went into the office and
handed my application to the big chief, He
ran his eye over it, smiled cordially at me and
gaid, “Just have a seat for a moment, Mr,
Hazard, and we won't detain you but a min-
ute.”

The system of licensing has been further
maodified so that now they have a taxi inspec-
tor in each precinet police station who attends
to the licensing of all the taxis garaged in his
precinct. This system is a real improvement,
because some of these precinet inspectors are

very decent fellows, though some of them
are not,

EDUCATING THE METER

When the authorities finally decided to en-
force the taxi bonding law T decided to fix
the meter so it would run a little faster to
make enongh more to pay for the bond, There
are a good many ways to make a meter run
fast. The old Popp clocks were the easiest.
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All you had to do was to put the trunk strap
around the cable tube and pull the strap tight
£o as to bend the tube out of line a little. The
tighter you pulled the strap the faster the
meter ran. The old Pittsburgh meters would
jump if struck on top with a hammer, A good
many of the old timers carried a hammer and
a block of wood alongside of the seat. The
Block of wood was to put on top of the meter
s0 the hammer wouldn't cave the case in.
Most of them were very skillful with the
hammer. They could strike just hard encugh
to make the clock register just what they
thought the passenger would stand for. There
were & lot of taximeter repair shops where
for ten dollars you could get a clock edu-
cated, that is, fixed to run fast. The meters
were all sealed by the License Bureatw, but
the mechanics at the shops were very good at
opeting up the seals and putting them back
s0 that they looked all right.

The trouble with the educated meters was
that they always ran the same and you were
Hable to have trouble if you picked up some-
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ane who knew how much the fare ought to
be. I decided to try and fix mine so that 1
could let it run at the legitimate rate if de-
sired or faster if the passenger looked right.
I tock the meter off and took it home and
opened it up. It was a very complicated de-
vice. It cost a hundred and sisty dollars, but
I wondered how they made it for less than a
thousand. Tt took me quite a while to figure
it all out. Then I made a small ratchet dog to
fit onto one of the gears and drilled a very
small hole through the bottom of the case at
the back where it wouldn't show and ran a
very fine wire through the hole and fastened
it to the dog. When I pulled the wire it Teg-
istered ten cents, but otherwise the meter ran

just as before. Tt worked fine, The wire was

8o fine it didn’t show at all and the partition
in the cab prevented the passenger from see-

ing my hand when T reached out to pull the

wire. With the wire T easily made enough

mare money to pay the forty-five dollars a

month for the bond.

After several months the meter got oub of
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order, as they do every so often. I kept put-
ting off getting it repaired and used the wire
altogether to make the meter work. It was
quite a bother to keep track of the distance
and pull the wire at the right time. Some-
times I would forget for quite a while and
then would have to pull the wire three or
four times in succession to eatch up. A man
picked me up at Chatham Square to go to
Washington Heights. I started up the Bow-
ery and what with ducking around trucks and
L pillars T got a Httle careless about palling
the wire. The passenger said, “Hey! what's
the matter with your meter? It jumps twenty
ar thirty cents every block or so. It will cost
a fortune to go to Washington Heights at
this rate.”

I =aid, “Why, the clock has always been
all Fight. I'Il watch it and if it’s fast Il make
it right with yon.”

I counted the blocks very carefully after
that and pulled the wire at the right time,
Presently the passenger said, "It seems to be
working all right now. I guess I must have
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been mistaken. I'm sorry; I thought it was
rumning fast but [ guess it's all right.”

After the Twentieth Century Taxi Own-
ers' Asseeiation cut the rate to twenty cents
a mile the public got to riding so much that
most of the passengers knew what the clock
should read better than the driver. The lady
gays, “Your meter is fast. I made this same
trip yesterday for forty-five cents.” It be-
came necessary to be very careful in sizing
up the passenger.

It was a good deal of trouble to reach out
and pull the wire, so I tried other ways of
fixing the clock, The meter contains a unit
ke an ordinary clock, with a spring and bal-
ance wheel to rum the meter when the car is
standing and register waiting time. The
speed at which it runs is regulated by the
length of the hair spring on the balance
wheel. T took the little wedge out that holds
the hair spring and cut about an inch off of
the spring and put the wedpe back. The best
of that is that there is nothing there to prove
that the meter was tampered with, After that
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the meter ran at a terrible gait. You could
hear it going clickety click. The waiting time
registered as though you were going twenty
miles an hour all the time. The only trouble
was that if you got stuck in traffic on Fifth
Avenue, in the Fortics, say, it was lHable to
run up a dollar going five blocks and the pas-
sengers would let out an awful yelp.

My next device was the best of all T found
that when a certain very delicate catch failed
o work the meter would register just double,
that is, it would quit registering the nickels
and throw a dime every time. 1 fastened a
short length of spring wire in there so that
when the flag was put straight down a pro-
jection on the shaft the flag turns on would
strike the wire and push it over so it would
touch the little catch and keep it from work-
ing. The wire looked as if it got left there by
accident. When the flag was thrown a quar-
ter turn the meter was legitimate, but thrown
a half turn, that is, straight down, it ran
double.

After that the main thing was to size up
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the passengers. It works like this. You get a
call at Penn Station say for somewhere in
East New York. Yoo say, “How would you
rather go, Bedford or Flatbush?* The fare
says, “1 don’t know, you're suppoged to know
the way." So down she goes on double.

I never got into any trouble on account of
over charging or having a fast clock and T
never knew any one at first hand who did. 1
got a summons by mail onee to appear before
the Commissioner of Licenses to answer a
complaint. When the case was ealled there
were four people there from East New York
who said that my night driver, they had his
name and number, had made them pay five
dollars to take them home when the meter
only showed two twenty, which was the right
fare. He had threatened them, they said, and
30 they paid what he asked. The Commis-
sioner said, “Have you got dis driver here?"

I said, “Why, no. I didn’t know what the
complaint was about and I have no power to
bring the driver down here, anyway."”

The Commissioner said, “I tink I'll ajoin
dis case till Toisday.”
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The four complainants looked kind of dis-
heartened and puzeled, but they didn't make
any holler and agreed to come back on
Thursday.

On Thursday the driver still wasn't there.,
1 had spoken to him about it but he said he
hadn't pot a summeons and wasn't going to
go. The commissioner said, “Is dis driver
here to-day "

T said, “No, T told him about it but T can't
make him come.™

The commissioner said, “Now if yous
want to go any fuder wid dis case I'll set dis
cage over till next week and get dis driver in
here and get dis case settled #”

The four from East New York said they
didn't want to go any further with the case
and so the commissioner dismissed the case
and it was settled.

T had another driver who had his license
taken away from him by the commissioner,
but he elaimed that he was innocent, that the
fare who made the complaint was drunk and
didn't know where he went but he had politi-
cal pull. Be that as it may, it was quite a
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hardship for the driver, because he had to
work withont a license for a long time before
he got a letter from the district leader and
got it back,

I never could see that the License Burean
did anything but make jobs for politicians
and make an opportunity for a shake down.
People are funny. For instance, most any one
is willing to believe that milk dealers are
erooks, that they will water the milk, but they
think that a milk inspector will be homest.
Mow why is that? They are willing to admit
that they are ignorant but they think that
teachers aren't.

All the improvements that have come about
in the taxi business that I know about are due
to competition. Overcharging has practically
passed out becanse at twenty cents a mile peo-
ple can afford to ride so much that they are
familiar with the rates. When the Twenticth
Century cut the rate to twenty cents the Li-
cense Burean did everything it could to stop
them. They couldn’t get their cars licensed
until they threatensd 1o fake the commis-
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sioner to court. Just recently some indepen-
dents wanted to cut the rate to fifteen cents,
and the present commissioner has suwocess-
fully refused to license their cars. They took
him into court, but the conrts supported the
commissioner, though he hasn't the slightest
anthority to fix a minimum rate,

In 1920 most of the eabs were old battered
up cars or Fords. Then the Yellow Cab Com-
pany came into New York with new and
larger and more comfortable cars. They got
the business and the others had to get better
cars or lose out. Then the Mopul Checkers
came along with still larger and mare com-
fortable cars and everybody followed suit.
Then the rate was cut and everybody had to
mieet it. Then the independent driver went to
buying used Packards, Pierce-Arrows and
Cadillacs and converting them into taxis.
This was perhaps the greatest advance in the
quality of service. The ears that are built new
for taxis are assembled cars. That iz the
manufacturer buys the motors from one con-
cern, the bodies from another, the axles from
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another and so on and just patches the thing
together. They are what the mechanics call
junk boxes. They aren't to be mentioned in
the same day with a Packard, for instance.
At prezent you can buy a used Packard in
perfiect comdition for Ave hundred dollars.
With the necessary changes, the down pay-
mient on a meter and all, you can have it on
the strect for about six and a half or seven
hundred, Now one of the assembled taxis cost
about twenty-four hundred, and they cost
about twice as much for gas, oil and repairs,
too,

The converted Packards, etc., got the busi-
ness amd the taxi manufacturers had to raise
their bid to the public. They started putting
out town cars. One make was gotten up to
look like a cross between a Packard, a Ger-
man Mercedes and a Hispano-Suiza. This
was a shreved move because a town car is
only used by people of great wealth. You
can't nse a town car unless you have a uni-
formed chaufieur. The back part is all nicely
enclosed for the passengers, but the driver's
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seat is left entirely exposed. Tt has just the
right touch of aristocratic disdain for the
comfort of the driver. The twenty dollar a
week clerk can take one of these town car
taxis and for as little as twenty-five cents
feel for the moment that be is one with Mor-
gan and Hoover and Sinclair.

However, the independents with the con-
verted cars have held a considerable follow-
ing with the public, so the manufacturers of
taxis have had a hard time o sell their cars.
Mow the eommissioner kas made a new rule
that converted cars will no longer be licensed.
He says that the public must be protected so
he has gotten up a sct of specifications for
taxis and there are only two makes of taxis
that meet the specifications. The Packards,
Pierces and Cadillacs aren't good enough for
real Mew Yorkers to ride in but Paramounts
and Checkers are, The commisstoner also says
that he will resign soon; the work is too ex-
hausting.

1f it were possible to abolish the License
Pureau and make the eolor of a taxi a trade
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mark, the business would take eare of itself.
Time and again companies and associations
of independent owner drivers have painted
their cars a distinetive color and have sought
the favor of the public by giving good ser-
vice, but as soon as they had built up a repu-
tation and were profiting by it others would
paint their cars in imitation and proceed to
ruin that reputation. A monogram doesn't
work as a trade mark. Tt is too hard to sce
on a moving car, But the color i a natural
trade mark. If it were made a legal trade
mark some company or association would
start building up a reputation for its color
and the others would have to follow suit in
order to live.

THE PHILOSOPHERS

I heard a group of private chaufeurs and
taxi drivers aned a cop, waiting at a country
club, swapping opinfons to pass away the
time. If there had been any signs of literary
or intellectual pretense about the cop's Eng-
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lish, T would have suspected that he had hor-
rowed his stuff from Nietzsche. The talk ran
something like this:

Chauffeier ( to another chauffeur) : Are you
still driving for 2

Second Chaufewr: Mo, T fell out with them
long ago.

First Chauffewr: Why, I thought you was
in solid with them.

Second Chanfewr: Well, T stood in good
with the ol lady but the okl man was always
against me.

First Chauffenr: How did you happen to
leave them?

Second Chauffewr: Oh, T had trouble with
the old man all the time. T got into a row
with him on Fifth Avenue one day. I drove
the ear over to the garage and I telephoned
the old lady and says, “1 put the car in the
garage and I'm through™

She says, “Why, what's the matter "

T says, “I got into an argument with the
boss and 1 lost my temper.”

“Well," she says, “what did you doi"
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“Well,” T zaid, “T flew off the handle and
poked him in the nose.”

"Well,” she says, “that's all right; maybe
he’ll leave you alone now. You mustn’t mind
a little thing like that. You bring the car
arcind to the door to-morrow morning at
nine,”

Oh, I stayed on the job for several months
after that. The old man was always looking
for a chance to get something on me, to get
me into trouble, and T don't like that.

First Chauffeur: What kind of a job have
you'get now?

Second Chauffeur: Oh, I got the worst job
I ever had now. OF all the tightwads! He has
me drive him all over the town to find a cheap
place to eat. He wouldn't let me cat here, He
says, “Here's a dollar; drive over to Yonkers
and have supper,”

He brought out three old Fedora hats, said
he didn’t want them any more and 1 could
have them. You ought t'seen "em. The grease
was runnin® down from the sweat bands, 1
says, “No, T don't want any hats: T don't
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wear anybody else’s hats; I can use an old
suit, though."

“Well” he said, “by the time I get through
with my suits they arc about ready for the
rag man,”

He gave me an old overcoat. He must have
had it made over and turned because the
change pocket is on the wrong side and the
inside pocket is on the wrong side. Wait a
minute; T'll go and get it. You ought Psee it

(They all examined the coat with inter-
est.)

You know, he even cuts his own hair, I
had heard about it but I never believed it un-
til he called me into the house to tell me some-
thing and he was in the bathroom cutting his
hair. He had three mirrors rigged up around
on the walls so he could see the back of his
neck, and he was cutting his owm hair. Can
you imagine a guy with all kinds of money
like that? He had an old razor strop there
tied with a string. He was going to get a pat-
etit on them mirrors 5o everybody could cut
their own hair,
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The worst thing is that laugh of his. T hear
him bughin' back there sometimes and T think
I'll vomit. God—did you ever hear a jackass
laugh?

Taxi Driver: Smith'll never get the South-
ern vote.

Pacifist Chauffenr: No. People from the
South are afraid the Pope'll be running
everything if Smith is clected, and they be-
lieve that because they don't know anything
about it. It's easy fo get people to belisve
things that they don't know anything about,
I am a Catholic myself. Why, the poor ald
Pope hasa't got a word to say in Italy, even,
ountside of the Vatican, let alone rurming this
country.

Anether Chanffewr: Tt's all them damned
favorite sons that Smith's got against him,
That's what makes me sore. All them lousy
little two by four favorite sons that nobody
ever heard of before,

The Cop: Who's Al Smith but our favor-
ite son ?

Another Chauffenr: Aw, bot Al Smith's
different.
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Pacifist Chauffewr: This prohibition law
is making a mess out of this country, They
go and pass a law like that that most of the
people don’t believe in ; evervbody violates the
law and then nobody has any respect for any
laws any more. Look at all these people here;
they all got liguor. Then when somebody
breaks a law that amounts to something, they
think, *“Well, what's a law 2"

TheCop: Hunh, these people never did care
anyihing about laws., You forget these are
the people that make the laws,

Caretaker: You ought to sece these grounds
the morning after they have one of these
blowouts here. Takes me a couple of days to
pick up all the empty bottles and things in the
shrubbery.

Second Chauffeur: Smith'll get the South-
ern vote all right; don’t you worry. They
don't give a damn about & man just so he's
a Democrat. They'd vote for the devil him-
sclf, just s0 he's a Democrat.

First Chauffeur: Well, now, I don't know.
I have always voted Demoeratic, but 1 voted
for Roosevelt.
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Taxi Driver: 1 switched once. [ woted for
Wilson the second time.

Second Chaufferr: Because he kept you
out of war, huh?

Taxi Driver: No. My vote don't count for
nothin’, but with a war goin' on that way I
didn't think it would be a good thing to make
a change.

Pagifist Chauffeur: We cughin®t to never
got in that War.

The Cop: Now you're wrong, That was the
finest thing that ever happened to us,

Another Taxi Driver: T pot no kick com-
in’ against the War. I got into the ship-
yarcds and made sixteen dollars a day right
along and dide’t have to do no work and 1
got double pay on Sunday.

Pacifist Chauffeur: Well, if they have an-
ather war, they'll draft everybody and pay
the munition workers and plasterers a dollar
a day.

Second Chauffeser: That's what they ought

;z do and pay the soldiers sixteen dollars a
¥.
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The Cop: Mah, you couldn’t run a war that
way. Pay a man sixteen dollars a day and
you'd get some damned poor soldiers.

Pacifist Chouffenr: Well, why did we get
into that War? What did we have to gain
by fighting the Germans? We didn't have
any more against them than against the Chi-
nese or the Australians. We might just as
well have been fighting them.

The Cop: Sure. It don’t make no differ-
ence who you're fightin® just so you got a
good war.

Pacifist Chauffeur: Now, 1 was in the
Spanish American War., Think of all the
men that went down there and died of dis-
CASC.

The Cop: Yeah, that was no good. I was
in that 100, Jest sickness was all you was up
against.

Pacifist Chanffewr: They died like flies in
those caimps.

The Cop: Yeah, and it was the big, raw-
boned ones that went first. I remember a big
fellow named Andrews, from the same pre-
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cinct with myself, got the fever down there
at Chattanooga and died.

Pagifist Chauffewr: Andrews? I remember
a fellow named Andrews down there. I won-
der if he was the same one,

The Cop: Oh, you couldn't tell. There was
S0 many of "em died. T was in the firin® squad.
When you fired a salute over one o' the graves
yoii had to be careful and not step back with-
out lookin® behind you because they mighta
didg another grave and you'd fall into it

I remember another fellow; had a big, fat
belly like that when we lefit. By the time we'd
been down there a couple of months he was as
flat a3 I am. He could take his pants and
wrap ‘em around himself twice, He says to
me, “I'm afraid I'm goin' to die. I'm afraid
I'll never get home, Look at me; I ain't got
no belly no more."

That was no kind of 2 war. I don't care
who I'm fightin', whether it"s Spaniards or
Chinamen or Frenchmen or what, The Span-
inrds did the best they could but you got to
have capable people to get any action owt
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of it. Mow them Germans,—they were fine.

That last War was somcthing like. 1
wouldn't have missed that for anything. It
was a fitthe bit slow at first but after we got
goin’—ah, there was action for you. :

There's too many peaple; we got to Kill off
some o these people. T been in two wars al-
ready, tryin’ to kill off enough men so I'd
have a chance to get married. I'm mot so
yourgg any more but if we'd have a third war
maybe 1'd get married yet.

THE SHRIMP

1 used to play the line at the night court at
Jefferson Market. There was a great bunch
of gorillas playing the line. There were good
calls there but even with the gorillis to keep
outsiders off the line there were loo many
cabs for the business.

There was a little guy they called the
Shrimp that played the line He was perfectly
haranless but the boys liked him and took care
of him because he was always getting off
wisceracks, It looked like someonc would
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sock him for one of those wisecracks some
day but it never happened.

Dave was about the best man with his
hands of the whole line. He told me all about
the Shrimp, He said, “I knowed him ever
gince he was so high, He always was puny.
We lived over on Horatio Street. Them tough
mugs used to take everything away from him.
He hollered 50 loud they picked on him just
to hear him holler. He'd go hollering to his
Ma and Pa. They sez, ‘Fight your own bat-
thes. Tt will make a man of you” They was
little shrimps too. Well it was the same thing
at old Public School No. 17. The teachers
called him a coward. Of course they couldn't
be looking after him all the time.

“He gets wise to himself though. As soon
as he quits hollerin” and don't have nothin®
worth takin® away they lets him alone, Well
then he takes to makin® these wisecracks. The
teachers calls them witty, It's funny, them
eracks of his make a guy mad enough to mur-
der him but you can't soek him. It's as much
as to say he's got you right.
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“"When he'd finished his education be got
a job as a truck driver’s helper. He was at
that four or five years and then he gets a
chance to spell the driver at the wheel and he
could drive all right so I sez to him, "Get a
Hack License. Well he made good money
hackin® right from the start.”

The Shrimp didn’t make much of a hit
with the girls, He was shy. He took up with
Sadie. She was kind of peaked and nobody
went out with her, but the Shrimp had plenty
of money to spend and by the time he had
taken her out to parties and shows and dances
for' a few months she pot all perked up and
fixed herself up better and looked swell. She
started going out with some of the big husky
men and didn't have any time for the Shrimp
ANy wre.

He didn't go with anyone for a long time
and then he took np with Florry. I guess he
figured no one would ever take Florry away
from him. She was fat and sour. He took her
around and gave her a swell time. They got
married and took an apartment on Ninth
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Avenue. He wanted to have children but
Florry was afraid it would spoil her shape
and she couldn't quite bring herseli to face
that possibility.

It got pretty tiresome for Florry sitting
around the little apartment with him out
hacking all night. She got to going out to the
movies with a woman friend and [ater they
went to dance halls where they paid their
own admission and picked up an occcasional
partner,

Florry found being married no handicap
in going out nights. Men hesitate to go out
with a single girl because there are responsi-
hilities and conseruences to be considered, biit
with a married woman all of these things are
already taken care of and it makes every-
thing 0 much freer and casier. Even cops
found Florry atiractive on these terms. CHiten
she didn't get home till six in the morning.

The Shrimp hiad never been in the habit of
drinking. He sald it went to his head too
quick and got him into teo much trouble.
Now he started taking a shot occasionally.
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Oe night one of the boys got the worst
of it in a scrap with a hack driver over on
Delancey Strect so Dave went over there and
found the gy and socked him. The next
night when all the drivers were away except
Dave and the Shrimp and another one, a
gang of five came over from Delancey Street
and jumped Dave and the other fellow. The
Shrimgp didn't join in; it wasn't expected of
him. It looked like the two were going to get
their humps when somebow the Shrimp joined
in. With theifirst crack he caught the biggest
of the Delancey Street gang on the button
and down he went. With that the gang ran
for their cabs and beat it.

The Shrimp couldn’t tall about anything
¢lse after that. He couldn’t scem to get it
through his head. He'd say, “One tap with
that and down he goes,” and he would ilbus-
trate how the man spun arcound amd fell.

Well before long the Shrimp got into an
argument with one of the boys as to who was
first on the line. The other guy made a pass
at him and bang the Shrimp caught him on
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the jaw and down he went. There was no
holding him after that. “See that,” he'd say,
“there’s dynamite in that. One tap and down
ﬂ':}' H’D‘.I’

He eame onto the line all upset one night.
“I've got to quit drinking,” he said. “T hit
Florry,"” He broke down and cried. “T had to
get a doctor to bring her to. She’s got an eye
an her like me twao fists. He had to lance it
or it would a busted.”

Next week I heard that the Shrimp was in
the hospital. The boys said he had had a
drink or two and got inte an argument with
a cop over on Eighth Avenne, The cop made
a swing at him and down went the cop, Tt
was right near the station house and there
were a lot of cops close by. They rushed him
and beat him up till you wouldn't know him
but he laid out two more before he went
down.

Several of us rushed up to the hospital 1o
gee him. He was in the prison ward charged
with felonjous assault. The nurse said they
had sent for his wife, that his skull was frac-
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tured and he might not live. Dave hurried
out to stop her from coming. He said,

“Christ! if they see that eye of hers, the}l ]
send him up for life”

The nurze let us go in to ses him, He was
all over bandages and strapped to the cot.
She said, “He's unconscious most of the time.
We have to keep him strapped down. He
came to and attacked the officer on guard
here, The officer stays outside now so he can't
see him."

Adfter a bit the Shrimp opened his eyes and
recopnized vi. He raised up and strained
against the straps and said, “See them?™
indicating the other patients in the ward,
“them’s cops. T knocked them over, Me! Mel
One tap and down they go."

ALL KINDS OF PIE

This was a long time ago. The old gentle-
man kooked like a professor or judge, small
and well dressed with glasses and iron gray
hair and a bristling mustache. He said, “I
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want you to drive me to Dun's Restaurant
right up Broadway a few blocks. I pulled up
at the place and opened the door. The old
gentleman got out and said, “Come on in and
have a bite to eat. Il want to go farther.”
I said, *No, thanks, I had dinner.” He said,
“Well come and have a cup of coffee and a
piece of pie."”

It was a kind of swell place for a hack
driver but I kad been in court that day and
had my best clothes on so T said, “All right.”
T look kind of like a doctor when I'm dressed
up %o I always fix up to go to court when I
get a summons, The judges believe what I
say better,

We took a table and the walter bronght
the Lill of fare and stood by while the old
gentleman looked it over, He read off the
bottom line on the bill. “All kinds of pie ten
cents,” and said, “Waiter, bring us one piece
of every kind of pie you have and two cups
of eoffes,” The waiter looked kind of stunned
but he brought the pie on a big tray and
spread the plates out all over the table. There
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was barely room for them, Then the old gen-
theman said, “Isn't that fine. All that pie for
only ten cents.”

The waiter said, “No, no, it's ten cents a
piece.

“Yes it is,” said the old gentleman peering
at the bill of fare and running his finger
along the line. “All kinds of pie ten cents.”

The waiter said, “But you know they
couldnt sell all that pie for ten cents. The
boss would go broke. They den’t give but
one piece for ten cents anywhere,™

The old gentleman said, “Hm—what you
say sounds quite reasonable but stll it says
here, *All kinds of pic ten cents.” '

The waiter said, “That means we have all
kinds of pie. The ten cents means one piece.”

“Hm—but it says, ‘ALL kinds of pie ten
cents,” " gaid the old gent.

Another waiter came over and explained
it all over again. The old gentleman listened
very attentively and looked quite puzzled and
confused, and wien the aother waiter had fin-
ished be said, “T get your point and it is very
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well taken but it says here—" AN kinds of pie
fen cents.” " Both waiters started in talking
at the same time and then all the other wait-
ers gatherad aroumd and joined in. Then the
head waiter shoved through the crowd and
shut them up and explained it all but the old
gentlemnan couldn't get it through his head.

Then they all talked at once again and
waved their hands and shonted. 1 was afraid
for a minute we were going to get thrown
out on our cars but then I saw that they
couldn’t get rough with the old gentleman.
He was so mild and patient and anxious to
get it all clear,

Finally the proprietor came back and tock
a hamd. He shot the others up and went at
it but it didn't do any good. He gave the en-
tire history of pic and wound up with, “So
you see it is only one plece for ten cents.”

The old gentleman said, “But you see it
says here, ‘All kinds of pic ten cents.” Now
here is the pie here on the table, all kinds of
pic. You see there is all kinds of pie and here
is ten cents.” And he laid a dime on the table.
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The proprictor threw his bands up in the
air and =id, “1 give up. Let him have it.
Give him all the pie in the place. Don't charge
him nothing.” The waiters scattered to their
tables, and our waiter made cut the check for
twenty cents.

When we got outside the old gentleman
gaid, “Drive up Broadway slowly so you can
stop when T tell you.” In a little bit he called
out, “Stop,” and I pulled up to the curl, T got
out and opened the door and [ saw that we
were in front of another restaurant. He said,
“(“ome on in and have a bite to eat.”

1 said, “God 1 couldn't hold no more, I'm
bustin’ now,”

He said, “Well come in and have a cup of
coffee and a piece of pie”” I liked to fainted
but I followed him in. Well it was the same
thing all over again. We stopped at seven
restaurants before he had enough pie. I
thought I'd never want to look at another
piece of pie.

He had me drive him home and when I
got out to open the door be was leaning ower
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reading the rate card in the back of the
cab. He read, “Ten cents for each quarter
milé . . "

I said, “Hey—don"t start that. Have a
heart. It don’t say anything about all kinds
of miles.”

He handed me a twenty dollar bill and
said, “There that ought to be all right. Keep
the change. But it says . . " I didn't wait to
here any more bt thanked him and stepped
on the gas,

THREE O'CLOCK IN THE
MORNING

New York is a very unfriendly city in the
day time. If vou have to ride on a strect car
you had better gret on quick or the conductor
will close the door in your face and if you do
make it he will try to close the door 50 as to
catch your heels. He gives you a transfer as
though you were a moral derelict to need
one, If you don’t ring the bell to get off but
just stand by the door waiting and trusting
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to the motorman to see the chvious, he will
go right on past your strect. When you tell
him you wanted to get off he'll say, Well,
why didn't you say so0.”

They are just as bad in the restaurants.
You go into the Antomat and the girls leave
you standing there as though it hadn’t oc-
curred to them that you want something to
eat, If you tell them what wou want they g_u-
and wait on some cne else just to put you
your place, and finally lock at you in that con-
descending way as much as to say, “Did you
want something ¥

When you finally get your food it is best
to try and find a table to yourself, If you sit
down at & table with someone else it is re-
ceived as an intrusion and if you are 50 in-
judicious as to say anything you an? Iuokﬁd
on as some sort of pervert with evil mten-
tions.

Dut after three o'clock fn the morning it
is differents at least it is on Tenth Avenue.
I get through work down there at anywhere
from three to five o'clock in the morning. 1
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stop in at a lunch room for a late supper or
early breakfast, whichever you want to call
it, and catch the owl car on its next trip
north. After one o'clock they only run one
car with one man on it and he makes the trip
every twenty minutes,

If I don't get out of the restaurant in time

to get to the comer he stops the car in the
middle of the block for me. He says, “You're
late to-night. Knocking "em dead? T say,
““Oh, not 50 bad. How's business?" He says,
“Tough. A guy with a Chrysler ran into me
head on and I had to wait for the wrecker
to take the car off the track.” T say, “Was he
hurt bad #** He says, “He was cut up pretty
bad. He went through the windshield and
took the steering wheel with him. They took
him to the hospital. Oh, he'll be all right. A
drunk can stand a lot.”

If a passenger is too stewed to pet on the
car the conductor gets off and helps him and
finds out where he wants to get off at, even
when he doesn't know himself, and gets him
off. One night a man got on that had been
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in a fight and was battered up pretty badly,
and the conduetor loaned him his handker-
chief to wipe away the blood with,

Sam, the Greek waiter in the lunch room,
knows his cugtomers and what they like
When I come in he may say, “T saved a nice
sirloin for you. If you didn't show up T was
going to cat it myself.” The customers are
a cop or dick from the nearby station house,
hack drivers, might workers in garages or
factories and an occasional gunman of go-
rillz. They talk freely and tell cach other the
most Intimate details of their lives.

One man is always dromk, sitting at the
counter with a perfectly blank face. Soomer
or later he says to Sam, “How much do I
owe you " Sam says, “Forty-five cents,” The
man says, “1 already paid you Yeu are
trying to put something over om me.” Sam
doesn't answer. After a while the man gets
up and puts a dollar down on the counter and
walks out. Sam says, “Here's your change.”
The man doesn't hear him and walks out with
his face as blank as ever.
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A eertain hack driver shows up once in a
while who tell€ us what big blye eyes his Litle
boy has. Another, a big fellow, six feet tall
and over two hundred pounds, makes good
money playing & speakeasy in Hell's Kitchen,
He makes good money becanse there is mo
competition. People hiring a eab to go to
that neighborhood give the address after
they are in the cab so the driver won't kick
her fnto second and step on the gas and beat
it.

They tell this story about him, Four tough
guys held him up one night. All went well
till they shifted their guns for an instant and
Pow, pow, pow, pow he stretched the four
of them out with o punch a piece. T don't
know if it is true or not: T never asked himn ;
it isn't done, but if you cowld see him jt
wouldn't seem an unlikely story at all,

One night he said, “You don't talk like a
New Yorker.” “No,” T said T hail from
Chicago but I been all over hell” He said, I
ecme from Oklaloma and Texas.” “How the
hell did you happen to land in New York "

i sl

1 said, “Oh, T had to take it on the run,” he
gaid, “T was bootlegging in a big way there.
1 fell out with the authorities. They wanted
it all. T had to ren for it. I drove the car till
it fell all apart on me and my wife made the
rest of the way into El Paso on foot, me
carrying her. I was laid up in the hospital
for two weeks having the cactus spines pulled
out of my feet. T been here ever since.”

One night he said, “T didn't see you here
Sunday.” I said, “No, I take Sunday off.”
He said, “What do you take Sunday off
for?® T said, “Well it's this way. You see my
wife works and Sunday is the only time we
have a chance to be together. When I get
home at night she’s asleep and when T wake
up in the moming she's gone."

He said, “Christ, I couldn't stand that. I
been married since T was eighteen. If T was
to wake up and coubdn't reach cut and find
her hand T couldn't sleep no more, I—hell, T
couldn’t stand that. God, kid, you got guts.”
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ABSENT-MINDED

I am getting awiully absent-minded from
hacking so long. The other day while I was
driving [ got to thinking about old times
skinning a team in the San Joaquin, The next
thing you know I came to myself ducking
around an L pillar on Ninth Avenge and
slepping on the gas to beat out a five-ton
truck, and 1 kocked back to see how mag the
truck driver was, and I saw there was a pas-
senger in the taxi,

He was quite 2 prosperous looking gentle-
nian, beaning back in the cushions and smok-
ingr a cigar very contentedly,

I said to myself, “I wonder where the hell
he eame from. T wonder where he thinks he's
Eoing. Well, T must be going in the right
dircction all right or T would get a squawl
out of him. I wonder where I picked him up
anyway."

I drove en up Ninth Avenye and bye and
bye T recollected that T had plcked him up
down at 25 Broadway and was supposed to

a1z

be taking him up somewhere on Riverside
Drive, so [ got him there all right and he
never knew the difference.
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